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“Where there is anger, there is always
pain underneath.”

-Eckhart Tolle

 


 



Chapter One

 


Sophie

“I’m sorry, but you won’t be staying the
summer.”

The unfairness of what he was doing made me
want to scream. I was used to his iron fist set of rules, but in
past times he had always been fair. Today, Daddy had taken things
into a whole new unchartered territory.

I’d done nothing wrong.

“You’re kidding, right?”

 I was no angel,
no savior or saint. Yes, I had alcohol, smoked a little weed, and
owned a couple of sex toys. But so the hell what! Had I committed
any crime? Did I come home every night shitty drunk or blazed out
of my mind? Was I not allowed to enjoy a college lifestyle?

I mean … fuck!

In the brief pause that followed, his
expression went from compassionate to disgruntled. “I agreed to you
having your own place, but this is not what I intended when I
allowed you to live off campus.”

After a sushi lunch with friend Angela, I’d
come home in a great mood. The semester was ending, and I was
looking forward to sleeping in, going to a few parties, and just
enjoying the summer. Finding Daddy inside my apartment with a scowl
on his face and some of my personal belongings on the kitchen table
had turned my spirits from upbeat to fifty shades of livid.

This is bullshit!

As much as I wanted to tell him he wasn’t
the only one disappointed, I shoved that thought aside. Life hadn’t
been a piece of cake for Wyatt McEvoy and pushing him too far was
like throwing gasoline onto a fire. Plus, I knew he still struggled
with the repercussions of my past mental fight and worried I might
still backfire. Still, this was out of the bounds of reason.

“What do you expect me to do, Daddy?
Memorize Little House on the Prairie books? Study the life
of nuns while planning a life of celibacy?” Sarcasm bled from my
tone, but that’s how I managed frustration. It was better than the
alternative. “Why can’t you just let me be a carefree college
student like everyone else? I’m not the same person I was three
years ago. So stop judging me for my past obstacles and let me live
my life. Dammit, Daddy. Please!”

Tears stung my eyes. I couldn’t have cared
less about attending classes at Southern Methodist. The expensive
private university was ranked one of the best in the nation and a
degree was important to Daddy since he never got one of his own.
Nevertheless, I would have been happier skipping the whole college
experience and going to cosmetology school or even managing a cute
little clothing boutique.

“Watch your language, Sophie!” Irritation
rang loud in his tone and his jaw tightened, both sure signs I was
seconds from being handed my ass. “And perhaps some time in a
library reading about hardworking people with actual
responsibilities, instead of this smut, might do you some good.” He
frowned, eyeing the book, Beautiful Twisted Things. “Besides
the inappropriate reading material, the marijuana, and bottles of
alcohol, both of which are unacceptable, not to mention illegal,
would you care to explain what I’m looking at and why you have such
things?”

“Which one, Daddy? The ejaculating dildo,
the beaded slimline butt plug, or the napkin? And how do you know
what Club Vio is anyway?”

Anger blazed in his eyes, and he ran a
frustrated hand through his neatly trimmed dark hair. What he
didn’t know was that I hadn’t bought any of this, other than the
weed which I kept on hand for debilitating migraines, and the book
which was nothing more than a fictional erotic love story. And the
sex toys? Well, color me stupid, but when Angela said we were going
to a Pillow Talk party, I had no idea what it was. Yeah, at the
time I was that oblivious to parties selling sex toys. That’s until
we walked through the door and a perky, big-busted blonde handed me
a cute pink bag and said I’d won the door prize.

Angela was a new friend, which had been few
and far between in my life. Becoming close to people had never been
easy for me. With closeness meant questions, and with questions
meant having to create answers. But Angela seemed different. When
we met in psychology class, I’d felt something that didn’t happen
often. A likeness, a safeness. Like me, Angela had been raised
solo. She, by a mother. Me, a father. Plus, we had a lot of the
same thoughts regarding relationships, marriage, and life. The one
big difference between us was that Angela was more open, outgoing,
and liberal with her sexuality. She had no problem hooking up with
a stranger and shagging with him all night, whereas I lacked in
trust and self-esteem to a point. Don’t get me wrong. I was no
prude, but I also wasn’t an easy lay who slept around with somebody
just because they had a pretty face or hot body. When I decided to
give up my virginal gold, the guy was going to damn well earn
it.

Still, I’d give anything to have Angela’s
confidence.

Strange as it was, my theories regarding sex
and saving myself for a Prince Charming were changing. Maybe it was
due to my new passion for reading erotic stories, or listening to
vivid details of Angela’s sexcapades, or from watching a woman in
Club Vio with cocks plowing into both her mouth and her ass at the
same time from two ruthless dominants. Then again, maybe I was just
changing. Who knew for sure? The only thing I was certain of was
that the idea of being between two men at the same time had begun
bringing out an arousal in me like a raging wildfire. Since I’d
started reading women’s fiction, I had acquired a deep fascination
in poly relationships and bisexuality. It wasn’t that I found
sharing a man with multiple wives appealing. I didn’t. But
something about being taken front and back at the same time and
even two men dicking each other before having their way with me
sent fire straight into my core. It was so frowned upon, so taboo
and dirty. It was so sexual.

“Butt? Plug? My God, Sophie. This is beneath
you.”

I choked back a giggle at how he pronounced
each word separately. If I hadn’t been hating on him right now, I
might have felt a little sorry for him.

According to Daddy, when he met Danielle
Carrington, he fell for her the instant he looked into her green
eyes and knew he was going to ask her to marry him one day. When
Danielle became pregnant at age seventeen, six months into their
relationship, Daddy went to work for a construction company while
Danielle began planning a wedding. Six months after giving birth,
she hugged her mother, told her she was craving ice cream, and
walked out the door.

She never returned.

Even today, Daddy never brought women to the
house, claiming he didn’t have the time or the desire to date. He
hadn’t been dishonest when he said he worked long hours. My dad was
the hardest working person I’d ever known, and his efforts had paid
off. McEvoy Custom Homes was known for delivering quality,
energy-efficient, affordable homes, and filled neighborhoods in and
around Dallas/Ft. Worth. But I was no fool. Daddy may not bring
women to his home, but I’d smelled what I assumed was sex on him
many times over the years.

Staring into his blue gaze, I hesitated,
wondering if I should just make up a lame excuse about the toys,
but quickly decided on honesty. It felt weird discussing dildos
with your parent, but oh well. We were both adults.

 “Yes, Daddy.
They’re sex toys. Millions if not billions of people use them.
Would you rather I be promiscuous and partake in the real deal? If
so, there’s a party tonight just down the road. And there’s always
Club Vio if I want to partake in something really insane.”

“Enough, Sophia Danielle,” he said in a
throaty growl while staring at the crystal stud in my nose. “And
that looks cheap, not to mention unsanitary.”

I released another dramatic sigh. “It’s just
a nose piercing. Everybody here has them.”

Nostrils flaring, he slammed a fist on the
table. “You are not everybody, Sophie! You’re my daughter!
And I’m paying a small fortune in tuition and housing for you to
gain an education. Not piercings, illegal drugs, pleasure
apparatuses, and degrading sex clubs. You were raised better than
this.”

“My God, Daddy. When did you become the
gestapo?” My hands clenched under the table as perplexing fragments
of anger and sadness riveted in my chest. Would he ever be
satisfied with anything I did? Would he ever consider me anything
but the young, troubled girl from back then? “I know I
haven’t been the easiest daughter in the world to raise and that
you worry, but I’m fine now. The bad times are behind me. So, ease
up. Please! Before you have a coronary.”

I’d been through some tough times and done
some stupid things to deal with the anguish engrained in my brain.
But I had worked hard to ignore that touch of pain that never quite
subsided. Had it vanished entirely? No. But with the help of
therapy I had learned to curb the bruising. You’re in charge,
Sophie. Breathe. Count to five.

Daddy winced as he took another look at the
items on the table. “Sophie, you nearly flunked out first semester,
which I overlooked. The next wasn’t much better, and still, I gave
you the benefit of the doubt. But your grades continue to be far
from impressive and with all this alcohol, marijuana, and going
places where you have no business being, I’m beginning to question
your intentions. This isn’t acceptable. Nor is it the behavior of a
future business owner.”

“Would you listen to yourself, Daddy? First,
you got a girl pregnant in your teens, so you were no chaste angel.
Plus, you have no degree, yet you make butt-loads of cash. And now,
despite this whole college experience being your idea, you’re
threatening to stop paying my tuition and take away my freedom?
Over a couple bottles of tequila? A dime bag of weed, a freaking
dildo, and a young woman’s curiosity? Do you really believe any of
this justifies me moving back home? Jeez, I never even wanted to go
to college. But you wanted me to, which is why I’m here. And
now that I’m having some fun, you want to force me to move back
home? I haven’t done a single thing to deserve this.”

After another jagged breath, he cracked his
neck. “You know what? I’m done arguing, so I’m going to leave you
with a couple of choices. Return home for the summer and attend a
camp for troubled youths, or work a day job like the rest of us. Of
course, there’s always the option of finding a way to support
yourself and paying the rent on this place with your own
money.”

My eyes welled with tears. All I wanted was
to live my life, make my own decisions, and even my own mistakes.
Why couldn’t he accept that? Why couldn’t he realize that my past
was just that? The past. “Pull me out of school if you want, but
don’t force me to give up my independence. Please, Daddy. Don’t
pressure me into running, like…”

I turned away when I saw pain slice through
his expression. Like always, I was speaking with my temper and not
my heart. “I’m sorry,” I whispered on a breath while reaching
across the table and brushing his hand. “That was a cheap shot, and
I’ll get rid of the booze and whatever else you see fit. Just let
me stay.”

Daddy squeezed my hand, then stood and began
pacing. “I love you, Sophie. More than you’ll ever know. I’m also
aware that I can be overbearing where you’re concerned. But I think
it will do you a world of good to experience how the normal person
survives without a pocketful of gold cards. Just for the summer,
honey. Then, we’ll discuss what lies in your future. I’ll have the
movers here within a week. And for God’s sake.” He frowned at the
dildo and butt plug. “Do something with those. Preferably, toss
them in the garbage.”

“So, that’s it? There’s no changing your
mind?” Part of me ached to beg, sob, apologize, or anything he
asked to keep my apartment. But there was no use. I could see it in
his gaze. Hear it in his tone. Disappointment. Displeasure.
Determination.

“I’m doing what I feel is best for my
daughter, Sophie. I’m sure it seems unwarranted to you, but you
also know where my concerns stem from.”

“Fine. I’ll move home for the summer to file
and type for you if it makes you happy.”

He lifted his hand that I swore was shaking
and rubbed his nape. “That’s not my intention.”

“What do you mean? I thought that’s what you
wanted.”

Daddy glanced out the kitchen window like he
was struggling to gather his thoughts, then returned to his chair
across from me. “Trust me, okay?”

I stared into the concerned gaze of my dad
with his pretty blue eyes, squared jaw, handsome face, and a heart
big enough to love a hundred troubled souls like me. God knows I
couldn’t have cared less if I ever sat through another boring
college class or came face-to-face with another sorority bitch.
Yet, something had me thinking that the next three months were
going to be more than challenging, and maybe even
life-changing.

I nodded, swallowing back tears. No matter
how much I disagreed with what he was doing, the fight in me was
gone. Like always, I just wanted to please my father.

Life was meant to be beautiful and
fulfilling. At least that’s what I’d always heard. So far, it had
done nothing but suck the fucking blood from me.


Chapter Two

 


Sophie

Two Weeks Later

I looked down at my phone and all the photos
of lush greenery and flowers, outdoor kitchens, and fancy
stone-lined flower beds. This was nothing like the big box stores I
had in mind, how Daddy described it, or what it looked like on the
website. Where were the acres of trees? The outdoor garden
accessories? Employees watering and tending to the plants? Crap,
where were the customers?

Bricked flower beds aligned with blooming
shrubs surrounded the entrance while a small greenhouse sat off to
the right and assorted trees in black plastic pots were to my left.
There wasn’t much else to see from my viewpoint. Even the simple
manufactured home I assumed was used as an office was unimpressive.
School sucked, but by the looks of this place, working here was
going to be a crapload worse. Why couldn’t Daddy have snagged me a
summer job somewhere fun? He knew a lot of people so it shouldn’t
have been all that difficult. Working and earning money sounded
cool, but not this.

When I pulled into the parking area and
eased my two-year-old Corolla beside a black Ford F-250, I noticed
an assortment of things not visible from the street. A small
building of some sort, piles of gravel, decorative stone, sand, and
four white pickup trucks decorated with company logo.

Maybe I’d misjudged and this place wasn’t
the fly-by-night landscaping company I’d first thought. With a
little luck, working for DiBiase Land Art wouldn’t be so horrible.
Besides, it was just for a few weeks.

“Here goes nothing.” Since I hadn’t really
known how to dress, I had opted for khaki shorts with a white tank
top, powder-pink Vans, and pulled my hair back into a low ponytail.
Only wearing minimal makeup, I nonetheless added an extra sweep of
my favorite “She’s an Influence” pink-pearl gloss to my lips, then
pulled the strap of my purse over my shoulder and stepped from my
car.

I’d only taken two steps toward the entrance
when a ticklish sensation in my nose had me letting out a
thunderous sneeze that left me feeling like I’d fractured a rib.
Pollen, dust, and allergy-inducing crap resembling specks of cotton
were blowing through the air and had my eyes itchy and watery, my
nose dripping. It felt like I’d just snorted two long lines of
coarse black pepper.

Two more steps forward and a sneezing frenzy
ripped through me so violent that my sight blurred and an overflow
of tears slid down my face. Digging inside my Louis Vuitton
shoulder bag—a gift from Daddy—I pulled out a wad of fast-food
napkins and dabbed at my eyes, then my nose. With my sinuses on
fire and eyes itching so bad that I wanted to rub them raw, this
sucked royal ass. “I’m gonna sneeze myself to snot-nosed death.”
Just as I started cramming the wad of sticky napkins into the side
pocket of my purse, I pulled them right back out when another
brutal sneeze tore through me.

“Dammit! I can’t—” Lifting the scratchy
napkins back to my nose, my words caught in my throat as I looked
into the most intoxicating gaze I’d ever seen.

His eyes were clear—a piercing blue—and
surrounded by a set of thick black lashes. And they were centered
on me with a startling ferocity that had darts of heat rippling
down my back.

Was this my new boss?

Holy hell, Batman!

Swirls of ink engulfing his arms disappeared
into the sleeves of a black t-shirt hugging a thick chest. Fit with
broad shoulders, lean legs, and a stomach flat enough to build a
house of cards on, he was ripped, yet not bulky, and made me think
of a runner, maybe a tennis player, or hell, a damn rock star. But
his pretty body wasn’t what had my throat drying and a flush of
heat dragging up my neck. It was his face and its sculpted jaw that
hadn’t seen the likes of a razor recently, the glacial eyes that a
girl could get lost in, and the way his gaze was locked on mine.
Beautiful, handsome, or hot all seemed like insulting
understatements. This man was damn near a work of art.

“God bless America and its slamming hot
men,” I uttered in a half-whisper.

Daddy spent twenty minutes this morning
lecturing me with the typical, “Aiden is a good,
hardworking, respectable man. Be on your best behavior. And for
crying out loud, watch your tongue.” He’d left me expecting
some old and wrinkled, sweaty dude with oily hair and body odor.
Not a freaking rock-star-looking sex symbol that had me wondering
what he looked like naked.

Goose bumps exploded over my body as I
watched his Adam’s apple protrude when he swallowed water from an
Ozarka bottle. After he tossed the empty container into the trash,
he walked toward me with his sultry gaze fixated on mine and a vein
ticking in his forehead that just screamed to be licked. Up close,
the icy hue of his eyes was piercing, almost hypnotic. It was as if
I could see straight through them.

After what seemed like an hour, he tossed
his head back and pushed that strand of hair from his face.
“Morning. I’m Aiden DiBiase.” Deep and husky, his tone set off a
tingle between my thighs, and I didn’t respond to his greeting
because I was gobsmacked. I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move or think.
Couldn’t do anything but stand and stare at the beauty in front of
me. Vulnerable and unnerved, I felt stripped all the way to my
soul. This guy had the look of someone apathetic and compassionate.
Even his thick pink lips made me think of hard, bruising kisses.
Everything from his eyes to the ink on his body to his long hair
looked like a man who would do crazy twisted things to a woman’s
body.

He smiled courteously, then said, “Since the
cat seems to have your tongue, I’m going to assume you’re Sophia,
my summer assistant.”

“I—in the flesh. But I go by Sophie. Only my
dad gets to call me Sophia.”

Without a hint of warmth, he didn’t return
my smile and only glared daggers at me like he was so sure of
himself that nothing could affect him in any way, shape, or form.
“Okay, then. This is how things will go down,” he said cooly with
his gaze holding mine. “I make the rules. I give the orders. And
you, Sophia, obey.” Then, he flashed a cold condescending
kind of smile, more like an eerie grin, that sent a whole new level
of discomfort up my spine.

Rules? Orders? Obey? Don’t count on it,
dude!

He opened the door and gestured me inside.
“I don’t have a lot for you to do at the moment. Guess we can start
with the bathroom.” Satisfaction sparked in his eyes, as if he was
fucking with me, or pleased with giving me such a graceless chore.
“The pisser can always use a good scrub-down.”

The pisser?


Chapter Three

 


Sophie

Less than fifteen minutes around this guy,
and already I didn’t like him. He had an ugly chip on his shoulder
and a mammoth-sized stick up his perfect ass. Gorgeous or not, he
brought out the worst in me and was everything in a man that I
couldn’t stand. Cold. Chauvinistic. Condescending. Thing was, I
wanted my life back. So, I had no choice but to make the best of
it. Thankfully, it was only twelve weeks. That said, I refused to
suck up to this pompous dick-ass.

“While we’re getting accustomed to each
other and all that jazz,” I spouted off in my most sarcastic tone
while wishing I could slap the smug expression off his face, “you
may as well know that I’m not accustomed to cleaning
pissers. Not unless they belong to me. So, how about
throwing me a second option? Wax the floors? Dust the ceilings?
Maybe massage the soles of your feet?”

I sounded like a bitch. But I mean …
damn.

My hands rested on my hips while I stared
daggers at him. But my contemptuous tone and disgusted frown didn’t
faze him in the least. His glare was still ice.

“Since Daddy failed to explain what being an
assistant means, let me clarify. For the next three months, you
will be paid to assist me however I see fit, which may or may not
involve cleaning the bathroom as well as the rest of the office. If
you feel you’re not up to the job, then let’s not waste each
other’s time. Do I make myself clear, Ms. McEvoy?”

“Crystal.”

Spitefulness gleamed in his eyes as he
glowered at me with his bottom lip twitching. “I don’t suppose you
know anything about plants and what it takes to keep them alive and
thriving in this Texas heat? Or how to greet people over the
phone?”

“Of course I do. When I had my appendix
removed in sixth grade, a couple of classmates brought me some
wildflowers in an empty Dr. Pepper bottle. I watered them. Once.
And I greet people on my phone all the time.”

He rubbed his neck while blowing out another
dramatic loud breath. “Very impressive. Wildflowers in a soda
bottle and talking to silly adolescents. How did I get so
lucky?”

“Well, I kept the flowers alive. For a day.
And I have a great phone—”

Irritation welled inside me as he held up a
hand to silence me, as if he was speaking to a small child. “What
exactly were you expecting to do here, Sophia? Smooth silk napkins?
Align forks and spoons in their proper places? Sip on fancy coffee
drinks and eat fine chocolate?” he asked in an apathetic tone.

Towering over me with venom burning in his
gaze, this guy was cold, mean, and trying his best to make me feel
weak and vulnerable. But screw that. Being small in stature didn’t
make me some meek-ass female. As. Fucking. If. I took shit from
nobody!

After a quick glance around the office that
appeared spick-and-span, I gave myself an internal fist pump as I
faced him again, staring him straight in the eye without budging.
“First of all, as I said before, the name is Sophie, not Sophia.
Second, I don’t do caffeine. It doesn’t settle well with me. And I
don’t know what I expected. But I can guarantee it wasn’t cleaning
bathrooms. I didn’t sign up for maid service.”

“Noted. Now, the cleaning products are
underneath the sink. You should find everything you need. Once
you’re done, come out back and help load up the truck. And if you
do water,” he added while lifting a brow, “there’s plenty in the
kitchen.” Gaze lowering down my chest, he stopped at my hands, his
focus on my neon-purple nails. “And grab some gloves. They’re by
the back door. Unless you want to ruin that fifty-dollar fake nail
job.”

“They’re not fake. They’re dip nails.
There’s a difference.”

Jaw ticking, he inhaled a long breath and
scrubbed a strong hand through his hair like he was considering
telling me to fuck right off and stop wasting his time. “I’m
beginning to understand your dad’s concerns.”

What a complete dickwad! I hadn’t even been
here an hour, and already knew this couldn’t go anywhere but down.
I’d overheard Daddy talking with employees many times and he was
strict. But even on his worst day, he didn’t speak to anyone with
such spite.

We’d studied people like Aiden in sociology.
He was a mix of an authoritarian and a narcissist or ego-tripper,
someone who not only showed lack of concern toward others, but
cared very little for anything besides his desires, needs, or
interests. Was he this combative with all his employees, or just
toward me because of who I was?

Sales in a ritzy little boutique would trump
this any day.

“Why? Because I like my nails to look nice?
Look, I’m not sure what Daddy told you, but I’ve done nothing
wrong. He’s just butt-hurt because of ridiculous stuff like this.”
I tapped the edge of the crystal stud in my nose. “And the fact
that he’s still living in the Dark Ages even though he’s probably
not much older than you. He just expects his precious baby girl to
crochet quilts all afternoon and have milk and cookies every night
while reading biblical verses.”

“Not my concern. I’ll see you out back in a
few.”

“Fucktwat,” I whispered under my breath but
loud enough for him to hear as I watched his glorious ass stride
toward the door. It seemed a shame that someone who looked that
good behaved like a narrow-minded jerk. “What’s next? Ten licks for
bad behavior? Thirty minutes in the corner?”

“Couldn’t hurt,” he muttered without turning
back toward me. “Obviously, Daddy never took a firm hand to his
young daughter when he should have.”

“Oh, but he did. He smacked me once with a
flyswatter for spitting carrots into the kitchen sink. Broke my
heart too. I cried for days. Made him feel good and guilty over
what he’d done.”

“And why does that not surprise me?”

Despite the sarcasm, the depth of his voice
sent a rush of something up my back. “We don’t all believe in
corporal punishment, Mr. DiBiase. I feel sorry for your kids if you
have any.” I don’t know what coerced me to argue with this guy
being that he was my pathway back to my apartment, but something
about him had a strong sense of tenacity surging through me. Plus,
I was kinda having fun.

“Not that it’s any of your concern, but I
had to grow up faster than most. So, yeah, I may seem a little
rough around the edges in some ways, but I’m not a bad person. I’m
not on the Dean’s list at school, but I try. I don’t spread my legs
for every hot guy I come across, don’t party twenty hours out of
the day, and I don’t kiss ass or let anybody run over me. Never
have. Never will. Not even you and your Brock O’Hurnish good looks.
So, if that’s what you were counting on, you’re in for three months
of disappointment.”

His body stilled just as he reached the back
exit. Then, he turned around and pinned me with another
contemptible look, this one lifting the fine hairs on my nape. This
was it. I’d gone too far. My ass was about to be fired on the very
first day.

“Are you through, Ms. McEvoy?”

I shrugged. “Yeah, I suppose I am.”

“Then let’s get something straight. You’re
an employee and nothing more. I’m not concerned about your private
comings and goings or anything else in your personal life. To me,
you’re just another spoiled princess who walks around with her nose
in the clouds, probably owns an overbred two-pound dog, and doesn’t
have a clue about the real world. But you will. By summer’s end,
you and your fancy nails are going to have a whole new outlook on
life. What you choose to do with it will be your decision.”

Despite my best stab at being calm, anger
was doing its best to strike a nerve. What an arrogant douche. I’d
been through a lot more than most my age. He had no clue. Aiden may
be my boss for the next few weeks, but I refused to be treated like
a spoiled child. “Jeez, are you like this all the time? Bitter and
angry? Are you a convicted criminal or something? Is that where all
the attitude and ink came from? The clink?”

With a nerve in his jaw jumping, he just
glared at me, while nausea stirred in my stomach. The odds of two
headstrong people like us getting through twelve weeks were pretty
much a no-go. With this much dislike between us the first day, how
were either of us going to last an entire summer? Three months
suddenly seemed like three years.

“Look, Sophia. Neither of us wants you here.
But your dad sends me a lot of business and asked a favor. So,
let’s not make this more miserable than it has to be. Clean the
bathroom. Then meet me out back.”

What the complete hell! Who was this guy and
what was his problem? He looked like a rock star or professional
athlete but acted like a crochety old man with a chip the size of
New York City on his shoulder. He also oozed dominance, control,
and acted as if women were put here to please and serve. Screw
that shit to Mars and back.

I lifted my chin. “Do you have OCD or
something? Are you one of those people who want to wipe everything
clean of fingerprints or knows the ingredients by heart in every
cleaning product on the shelf?”

Count to five, Sophie.

You’re in charge. Watch your lip.

Don’t get fired on your first day.

Silent, he stared at me like I was some kind
of circus freak. The blue ice of his eyes flickered with anger.
Deep rage. Pure, forthright hostility, like he couldn’t stand the
sight of me. Maybe he was just one of those people who hated waking
up in the mornings and got off on bringing people down into his
miserable life alongside him.

What a shame to be drop-dead gorgeous, but
also a dreary dickwad and the male version of a Karen.

“You know what? Forget it. Being that you
were probably paid a pretty penny to take me on for the summer,
I’ll be your office bitch, clean your nasty-ass bathroom, and ruin
my nails digging in your plants. For now. But I refuse to be
intimidated by your sex god looks or storybook attitude. And as I
said before, I practically raised myself so don’t expect some
fragile female who kneels at your feet, blows on your coffee to
cool it, or calls you Sir or Master. I may not be as big as you,
but I guarantee I can dish it out just as well as you can.”

Glowering at me with disgust and
exasperation like he’d just stepped in dog poop or I’d called his
mother ugly, I was thankful at the sound of his ringing phone.
While uttering a quiet “fuck me” under his breath, he rolled his
eyes then answered the call with, “Your timing is impeccable.”
Without looking at me again, he walked out the back door, slamming
it so hard that a photo from the wall fell to the floor.


Chapter Four

 


Aiden

Fuck this shit. I couldn’t get into
my office and close the door fast enough. An arrogant, high-strung,
immature employee was the last thing I needed. I had a business to
run, not a daycare.

“Is she hot?” Kyle’s baritone voice bled
humor.

“She’s nineteen. And a privileged little
snot-nosed brat who needs her ego lowered a good hundred notches.
She’s every damn thing I don’t have patience for.”

“Not what I asked, Forty-Four.”

I adjusted the tightness behind my shorts,
my dick abruptly conscious of everything. Despite the dread I felt
toward the next few weeks, my cock seemed fucking thrilled.
Reaching for the bottle of water I’d snatched on the way, I wished
it was something darker and stronger.

“She’s not hot, goddamnit. She’s still a
child.”

But fuck! Those beautiful green eyes.
Fucking fuck.

“What exactly is Wyatt expecting?”

“Beats the hell out of me. Just stopped by
the office, handed me a Cuban cigar, then offered me fifty grand to
let his little girl work beside me for the next twelve weeks. Said
she’d been using poor judgment at college, and he wasn’t paying any
more tuition until she wised up and realized what it was like to
earn a living. He told me to be hard on her, make her earn her
salary.” What Wyatt hadn’t told me was that his daughter was
beautiful. That her smug green-eyed gaze would send a frisson of
need to my dick. That her plump lips would tempt me to wedge my
fingers inside them and demand that she suck until I said
different.

Damn it to fucking hell.

“Why doesn’t the rich bastard send his
baby girl to camp or find someone a little more … proper to
deal with her?” Humor rang deep in Kyle’s voice while I tried
ignoring the inconceivable thoughts continuing to fuck with my
head.

Open wide. Take me deeper. On your
stomach.

“No idea, smartass. Maybe because he thinks
I’m honorable? Honest? Hardworking?”

Kyle roared in laughter, then said through a
choked tone, “Hardworking and honest? I can’t disagree with either
of those. But honorable? Does Wyatt McEvoy have any idea of how
much sex his honorable employee used to partake in? And exactly
what his tastes are, if you catch my drift?”

“You know that’s not who I am anymore.”

“I know. I’m just fucking with you. Loosen
up, Aiden.”

My parents had been football junkies yet
enrolled me in youth soccer at the YMCA to keep up with the Joneses
when I was four. Once I graduated from high school and got the
small inheritance my grandfather set aside, I sacrificed college to
move halfway across the globe to try and play abroad. During that
time, I fucked everything I could get my dick in and threw all my
sexual skepticism out the door. Along with my relationship with my
parents who considered a promiscuous lifestyle a sure pathway to
Hell’s gate.

Fast forward two years into my career.

It was only eight minutes into the game.
With the other team playing like they were sleeping, the ball was
inches from my foot, Mason Martinez a few feet ahead to my right.
Just as I made a smooth pass toward him, when he went to tap in for
a goal, he fell to the ground holding his knee. The torn ACL injury
ended his playing career. Who would have known that eighteen months
later, I’d be following his footsteps, recovering from the first of
two knee arthroplasty surgeries, and retiring from a sport I’d
loved since youth?

And that I’d return to the States a changed
man?

And that my relationship with my parents
would worsen instead of the opposite?

I became a huge letdown to my
religion-fearing parents. My sexuality was blasphemy, a deep
disrespect for God and a reprehensible sin, as my dad said during
those final angry moments. When I returned from Europe to have my
surgery, at their demand I moved back in with them until I
recovered enough to find my own place. During that time, I really
believed our bond might strengthen and that we could alleviate some
of the differences between the three of us.

That hadn’t been the case.

Their obsession with the Good Book and the
afterlife had grown in Mom and Dad. There was no question they
loved me, but it was also picture-clear that I’d never become the
man they wanted from their only son. Not only were my sexual
preferences everything they considered an eternal sin, but prayer
in my opinion was nothing more than a cruel joke. Then, and still
today, the only time I ever uttered such a thing was when I needed
advice. Even then, it was done either out of anger, frustration, or
humor. Never belief. Certainly not from fear.

I pressed a palm against my temple, trying
to deflect the ugly memories rolling through my mind. “I’ll talk to
you this weekend, okay?”

“Sure, but first tell me you’re okay.”

“Yeah, man. I’m good. Just need to tend to a
few things. I’ll see you later.”

“I look forward to it, Forty-Four,” he said
in a sultry tone that I felt deep in my abdomen. While not normal
in European soccer, I’d nevertheless requested forty-four as a vow
to my dad’s old high school football number. In most instances,
Kyle calling me by my pet name brought a smile to my lips. Today,
nothing seemed to. Sometimes, I couldn’t help but wonder why he
continued putting up with my mood swings. Especially since he’d
been through his own hell.

I disconnected the call, devoured a handful
of Oreos, and tossed the empty package into the trash bin. Longing
to shake off the uncomfortable rumble in my gut and the heaviness
behind my chest, both only amplified.

Mom and Dad married a few months out of high
school. Young, penniless, and both only eighteen, Mom found an
office job at a small nondenominational church while Dad hired on
for a local oil company as a derrick hand. By the time I was born,
Dad had worked his way up to a process operator earning decent
money, while Mom continued her clerical position with the church.
Both had turned to a religion with a strict set of rules and duties
which only strengthened as I grew older.

Unfortunately, I hadn’t adhered to either
their religion or their rules.

I felt no closeness, no bond, and no
urgency, as they claimed. If a divine being existed, then why was
there so much evil and poverty in the world? Why were prayers never
answered? Why would someone loving and forgiving send people to the
fiery pits of hell? I’d never witnessed any evidence of God, and it
all just seemed irrelevant.

It wasn’t that I was a complete nonbeliever.
I just didn’t care one way or the other.


Chapter Five

 


Sophie

“No way!”

I couldn’t believe what I was looking at.
Dad claimed he had known Aiden for years, yet never mentioned a
word about him having been a soccer player.

Photos lined the hallway. The first to grab
my attention was a fist-pumping Aiden. Surrounded by three other
players and a clapping audience, the bottom caption read: Aiden
DiBiase Celebrates After Scoring One of Two Vital Goals in the
Champions League. In another, he was running down the field
with the ball at his feet and another guy inches from the goal. It
was captioned: Aiden DiBiase Follows Fellow Player Mason
Martinez Seconds Before the Scoring Goal and Debilitating End to a
Young Player’s Career. The next was a solo shot of Aiden
looking stunning and ridiculously gorgeous as he knelt with his
eyes looking upward. The caption read: Aiden DiBiase Looking to
the Sky for Inspiration Before Another Challenging Game Against
Manchester United. Heat skated across my flesh as I stared at
the sunlight catching the blue in his eyes and that single strand
of hair falling over the side of his amazing face.

Sweet Jesus.

“How is such a thoroughbred a cold-eyed
jackass?” I reached for the shattered frame, the enclosed photo by
far my favorite. Holding a shirt against his mouth with his lips
puckered into a kiss, it read: Aiden DiBiase Shares a
Celebratory Moment with His Shirt After a Gut-wrenching Win Over
Rivals AC Milan. Whoever took these photos deserved one mammoth
of a trophy and knew how to capture the perfect moment. They were
all stunning.

After another glance—still shocked and
awestruck—I took the phone from my pocket and sent Angela a quick
message while making my way to the restroom.

Me: You’ll never believe this but I’m
working for a freaking ex-soccer player. He’s hot AF but a real
dick.

Rounding the corner and debating with
myself, I cringed at the thought. Seats left up. Dried urine.
Caked-on films of yucky stuff. Disgusting. But there was
none of that and only white, brown, beige, chrome, and a spotless
bathroom. Other than a wadded-up hand towel in the corner of the
vanity, it barely looked used.

Just as Aiden said, there was a caddy
underneath the sink packed with different cleaning products and
even a box of latex gloves. Once I placed it onto the counter, with
mile-high curiosity settling in, I removed the cell phone from my
pocket again and Googled Aiden DiBiase. Dozens of photos popped up,
the majority soccer shots. Scrolling, one in particular caught my
attention. Aiden stood alongside a man who had his hand on top of
Aiden’s shoulder. Captioned: Is soccer star Aiden DiBiase
married? Married? As in married to a man?

Reporters were notorious for making
something out of nothing, so I disregarded the photo, logged into
my Instagram account, and searched Aiden’s name. As introverted as
he seemed, I couldn’t imagine him being interested in social media,
but maybe he hadn’t always been such a stick in the mud. Six
different accounts popped up and I hit the authentic account with
the blue check mark. A plethora of photos appeared, all revealing a
gorgeous congenial man and not the intimidating powerhouse of anger
he was when he neared me. All his posts were years old but I
couldn’t help but read some of the bold responses.

“I’d grab his hair and lick the curve of
his jaw until my tongue fell off.”

“Oh, girl, I’d do better than that. I’d
run my tongue over every dip and curve of his fine body then blow
him until he was howling at the moon.”

“That ass already.”

Giggling so hard that tears filled my eyes,
I had to take a minute to gather my composure before I could read
Angela’s response.

Angela: Ugh. Not my favorite sport. Long
story. Tell him to kiss your fine ass if he gets out of
line.

Just as I started typing a response, when
the sound of a clearing throat startled me, my phone went crashing
to the floor. I turned toward a scowling Aiden and returned the
frown. “You scared the piss out of me. My screen is screwed.”

“And you’re wasting my time, Sophia. Either
get your shit together or go home.”

The lethal spite in his tone had me sighing
inwardly and trying to cool my temper. “Jesus, are you always this
high-strung?” I blinked away from his angry glare to my cracked
screen. “I thought athletes were fun and easygoing. Why all the
anger? Do you just hate life in general?”

With another authoritative, malignant stare,
he walked toward the supply caddy, reached for it, and dropped it
at my feet. “My business. My rules. Clean the bathroom, then meet
me out back. You have fifteen minutes. Understood?” With a thick
vein in his forehead throbbing, he flashed me another frosty glare,
then walked away, never looking back.

“Yeah. Yeah. Your business. Your rules. Blah
fucking blah.”

Fury boiled inside me, my eyes welling. In
nineteen years, I’d never been spoken to with such appalling hatred
or arrogant contempt. Even the group of snooty sorority bitches
around campus didn’t look down at me this way. I stared at the
container of household cleaning products while wondering how well
my dad knew this guy. Or if this was part of his plan all along in
showing me how the working class lived. Something made me wonder if
Daddy knew another side of Aiden DiBiase—the pleasant, professional, and decent side I’d seen
on Instagram. Whether he did or didn’t, I had never crumbled to a
menace of intimidation, no matter who it involved or the reasoning
behind it. I sure wasn’t going to start now.


Chapter Six

 


Aiden

 Two weeks had
passed since Sophia’s first day, and nothing had changed. She hated
being here. Hell, she hated me.

Awake an hour before dawn this morning with
my dick hard as steel and my mood far from cheerful, I’d done what
I knew she detested the most when she arrived for work. I ordered
her to clean the bathroom.

“Seriously, Aiden?” Deep spite burned in her
green-eyed gaze, her chin tipping back in defiance, and her bottom
lip quivering. Fuck if I knew why, but something—part hunger, part
anger—in that death-stare set off a churning deep in my chest.

I nodded toward the hall bathroom. “Yes.
Seriously.”

She drew in an annoyed breath and balled her
hands into fists. Refusing to acknowledge her displeasure, I
rotated, shoved past her, and made my way to my office with a dozen
vile thoughts running through my head. Fingers brushing plump
lips. Eyes watery with arousal. Dick thrusting, skull-fucking, and
emptying.

Why in hell was my cock hungry for a
rebellious adolescent who ignited a deep rage inside me? And why
was my gut telling me that Kyle would have a heyday with all the
attitude, the lip and unruliness, and the submissive tendencies
which were limited, but still recognizable? The summer was going to
crawl at a fucking snail’s pace and this girl was going to test
every last ounce of my patience and diligence.

But she’d quickly learn that my tests were
one hell of a lot harder.

Less than ten minutes later, I blinked up to
see her lingering at my office door. Anguish flickered in her gaze,
she sighed audibly, and pushed her hands into her hips. “The
bathroom was spotless, and you know it. Are you on some kind of
weird power trip or something?”

I drew in a breath and released it. As much
as I respected Wyatt, I’d be damned if his little plaza queen
didn’t need a strong dose of discipline. Not having children of my
own, I was no expert at parenting, but in my opinion a good firm
ass-spanking might go a long way with this girl.

Or a fucking ball gag.

I pushed my laptop and the estimate I was
entering to the side and stared into her fiery green gaze and lips
that were pouty, plump, and ideal for swallowing cock.

“I hate being here,” she snapped with her
brows lowering into a frown. “All the pollen in the air. Dust and
dirt and flying things. Not to mention it’s hot as a steel welder’s
ball sack in here. Are you too cheap to use the air-conditioning?”
She pushed a fallen strand of hair from her face with an
exaggerated sweep of a palm. “No wonder you don’t have a
receptionist or office person. This is misery.”

As a kid, my mother always had a vegetable
garden as well as beds and hanging baskets of flowers everywhere.
With Mom being anal about appearances and Dad working most
weekends, my Saturday mornings were spent mowing, weeding,
watering, and fertilizing. Yard work ultimately became a natural
with me after a time. It took my mind off the shitshow in my head
and lessened the nonstop worries about my sexuality. After retiring
from soccer years before I’d intended, I had to come up with a way
to earn a living. With the good chunk of change I had saved and the
help of a small business loan, I took a risk and opened DiBiase
Land Art. Unlike the big box garden centers, I was small, but
hands-on. My work was quality, not quantity. The job was something
I enjoyed. One’s misery was another’s comfort.

“No one is asking you to stay, Ms. McEvoy.
You’re welcome to walk straight to your car and away from the dust,
dirt, flying things, and ball sacks. And not that I owe you any
kind of explanation, but it just so happens I don’t have an office
person because she retired three weeks ago after her husband was
diagnosed with early dementia. Up until then, she pleased me just
fine.” I scrubbed my chin, my temper on the brink of letting the
fuck loose. “Let’s do each other a favor. If you’re not happy with
the way I do things around here, don’t waste my time. Or yours.
Feel free to leave. Your choice. Your life. I like and respect your
father. He also gives me a tremendous amount of business.
Nevertheless, belligerence and disrespect are two things I will not
put up with. Not even from you.”

Since I started this business, workers had
come and gone. It went with the territory, and I’d never held hard
feelings toward someone I had to let go, or vice versa. But this
little salty rebel was getting way too fucking far under my skin
and making it damn difficult to keep my cool.

To keep my breathing steady.

To keep my hands from gripping her little
neck and cutting off her air supply long enough to let her know who
was in charge.

To keep from reddening the delicate flesh of
her ass until she sobbed and pleaded with me to stop.

Scathing hatred glistened in her sullen
glare and her nostrils flared in resentment. “Despite the fact that
my sinuses feel like a black pepper IV has been inserted into my
nose, your already spotless pisser is clean enough to eat
off. But you might need to make a trip to Walmart as I dumped that
nauseous garbage down the sink. You need to find more natural
products that don’t cause permanent damage. That shit gave me a
brain ache.”

I lifted a brow at her brazenness that
stirred my dick back to life. Her comeuppance attitude had my every
last nerve frazzled and my palms yearning to show her what a taste
of discipline felt like. “Your defiance is unacceptable. Give me
one reason not to fire you.”

She glared at me, her cheeks flushing.
“Fine! Tell me what’s next on your needless list. Sweep the dirt
out front? Water the concrete? Maybe do a rain dance?” Venom rang
in her voice as she twirled her dark hair into a messy bun while
giving me a fine view of the delicate lines in her neck and the
shimmering light coat of sweat. “Your demands are laughable.”

This girl was fierce. Driven. She could
endure having her ass blistered so damn exquisitely.

I pointed toward the back exit. “So is your
dramatic attitude. Now, Hayden should be here within the hour to
take those periwinkles out back to the client’s home. You can start
by giving them a light misting of water before we load them in the
truck. When we finish, you can come back inside. Don’t suppose
you’ve ever used any accounting software before?”

She held my gaze in a defiant standoff, her
action shooting a jolt straight to my dick that had me thinking
maybe Kyle had been right about us needing to find a female
companion. “And I don’t suppose you’ve ever considered using a
little common courtesy before? It goes a long way, if you catch my
drift.”

“Ms. McEvoy!” She drew in a sharp breath as
I stepped forward, catching her wrist and a whiff of something
sweet, floral, feminine. “The plants!”

Her bottom lip quivered again, her head
tipping back in rebellion. “Seriously, do you have a behavioral
issue or something? Nobody speaks to people the way you do.”

“You clearly do,” I responded as my eyes
held hers.

Shocked by my response, she chewed on her
shaky bottom lip with her gaze wide and green and beaming with
contempt. Beautiful with her dark tresses, unique eye color,
billowy lips, and feminine curves, she was unjustifiably stunning.
One day when she matured, she’d make an impeccable wife to some
lucky son of a bitch.

I tossed a water bottle into the trash
receptacle, then nodded toward the door. I needed her out of my
sight. Right fucking now. “Flowers. Water.”

Without a smart comment or hateful sneer,
she released another exaggerated sigh with her gaze burning and
walked away. Once she was out of sight, I speed-walked to my office
door and slammed it shut, my cock so hard it ached and my mind
drifting with thoughts of wide, panicked eyes, trembling lips, and
fists clenching. With my back against the wall, I lowered my
zipper, pushed a hand down the waistline of my jeans, and gripped
my base. Christ Jesus, was I really doing this? Was I going to jack
myself right here in the office during work hours knowing that
anyone could barge through the door and see me with my dick in
hand? What the actual fuck?

“Shit.” Thrusting into my palm, all I could
think of was soft skin, the addictive scent of a woman, stuffing my
dick between pretty pink lips, a curvy ass or pussy, and hearing
the soft delicate moans of satisfaction. Kyle was right. It had
been too long, too motherfucking long.

Desperate to empty my balls, I jacked myself
brutally until threads of cum were shooting into my hand, my phone
was ringing, and I was ignoring it while doing my best to suppress
a groan.

Christ. Jesus actual Christ.

After using an empty envelope to wipe away
the mess since I had no other options, I eased my jeans back up and
listened to the voicemail from one of my guys. Why was I acting
like some desperate horny fucking fool just because a female was
around? Hell, I didn’t even like the girl. Plus, I was happy, loved
someone unconditionally, and more than content. A man with half a
brain would refund Wyatt’s money and let this girl go back to her
dip nails and big attitude.

But as much sense as that made, I already
knew I wouldn’t follow through.

I gave someone my word. I wouldn’t back down
now.


Chapter Seven

 


Sophie

 Looking like
sex and sin with a huge dose of jackassism on the side, I watched
Aiden discussing an upcoming large project with one of his workers.
Treating him with respect like he was human, offering an occasional
cordial smile, and acting entirely opposite of the way he did with
me. This guy remained one hard puzzle to solve. Maybe he just had
some kind of problem with the female sex. Or had a rough childhood,
or his heart broken. Then again, maybe he just didn’t like me.

Oh well, a girl couldn’t please
everybody.

“The homeowners are difficult,” Aiden
explained to Hayden Dunaway. “They know exactly what they want and
won’t accept anything different.”

Hayden nodded and wiped a hand over his
sweaty brow. “No problem, boss. I’ll take care of them.”

From what I understood, Hayden had been a
troubled youth, in and out of rehab for drugs and alcohol during
his adolescent years. With his parents both doctors, they had been
able to get him the best of help, which seemed to work. Now he was
one of Aiden’s top employees and a nice guy with a wife and new
baby. Not hard on the eyes either if you liked the beachy-blond
kind of guy.

Sweeping up the never-ending dust and
listening to Hayden mention a past client who he referred to as
“the witch,” I couldn’t help but notice the way Aiden kept blinking
my direction. What was he thinking? Why was he always so
high-strung around me? So full of anger? So demanding?

“After you finish up, take the rest of the
day off, Hayden. You too,” he uttered in his normal gruff tone
without looking at me. “After you clean my office.”

“Aiden, your office is new Mercedes kind of
spotless. Consider downloading a free dictionary app on your phone
and search the definition of clean.”

“Ms. McEvoy!” Resentment blazed in his eyes
while a muscle jumped in his jaw. Hayden snickered then shot me a
look of warning. “I’ve been patient with you. I’ve withstood your
arrogance and your bold disobedience. I’ve taken time out of my day
to show you what running a nursery involves and you’ve done a
surprisingly good job. Yet, you continue to be argumentative.”

“And you continue insisting that I clean
when there’s barely a spot of dust on anything. You’re a neat freak
and I get that, but there’s nothing to do in your office unless you
want me to scour the files in your desk or shine the pens and
pencils. I can see why you get along so well with my dad. You’re
both ridiculously demanding about the pettiest kinds of bullshit.
And I’ve watched you with your male employees. You don’t treat them
the way you do me. Why is that? Do you have some kind of hang-up
with the female sex? Or is it just with me?”

Is there something about me that makes me
unlovable?

Fire seethed in his eyes. Not a single hint
of warmth. But I’d told myself more than once that I wouldn’t let
him weaken me. And I damn well wouldn’t. Not today. Not any
day.

I held my shoulders back and took a step
forward. He did the same, causing me to bump into a rock-hard chest
and an erection that felt like a steel pipe. Heat shimmied down my
back and lowered into my belly. But like he had just brushed
against poison ivy, he backstepped like his life depended on it,
that vein bulging in his forehead and a puzzled frown crossing his
face. Unsettled, I lifted the hose with my hand shaking and
returned to watering the flats of begonias.

“The longer you stand there disobeying me
with your childish actions, the more you’re threatening your job. I
won’t tell you again. Put the damn hose down, go inside, and clean
my office. Now!” His tone was tree-bark rough, his gaze gleaming
with anger.

“Language, Aiden. You shouldn’t use
vulgarity in front of a child.”

Jaw clenching hard enough to break, his eyes
lit with anger and he glared at me like he wanted to beat my ass
with the buckle of a thick belt. His shit attitude and OCD issues
were tiring and overpowering. He may be my pathway back to freedom,
but I was no frail servant or compliant pushover.

Fuck his alpha ass.

I continued spritzing the flowers while
trying to ignore the annoying fluttering in my lower belly. Why did
the man have to be so damn fine on the eyes? Even riled and
furious, sexuality oozed from his pores. Just standing near him,
looking at that freaking hair that made my mind venture into all
kinds of dirty territory, and smelling faint traces of spice and
male, frayed my nerves to shreds. But on the flip side, he brought
out a persistence in me, an unwillingness to back down. He made me
want to be unruly and ungracious. Plus, he was just fun to dick
with.

“Okay.” Using my softest, most sarcastic
tone, I said, “I’ll go re-clean your spotless office,
Mr. Grumplestiltskin. Just as soon as I do … this.” Lifting the
water hose in front of me, I adjusted the nozzle attachment from a
light shower to a full high-intensity blast and sprayed the
dick-ass right in his midsection, then burst into gut-filled
laughter while wishing I could get his expression on video to show
Angela. Surprise. Anger. Freaking priceless.

“Oops. My bad.”

For the split of a second, I almost thought
I saw his lip curl with humor, but it ended just as quickly as it
began. His icy blues filled with a rage so deep and evil that I
couldn’t keep eye contact. My gaze slid down his t-shirt that was
molded against his chest showing all the defined dips and curves,
then to his jeans that were hanging low on his hips and thick with
a bulging cock.

Tension in the air dried my throat. For a
tick, neither of us moved, our eyes in a stare-off. Then, he strode
my direction, grasped my wrist so hard that I yelped, and removed
the hose from my hand.

“In my office! If not, you won’t like the
consequences.” Rage and frustration burned in his gaze as he turned
off the water, then made his way toward the side door of the
building, his fine ass fueling graphic, filthy, and erotic thoughts
in my head.

“Fine,” I mouthed under my breath.
“Fucktwat.”

I swept up the miniscule amount of potting
soil in front of the begonias and put away the broom, then marched
inside and into his office. More than ready to hold my shoulders
back and let him know he would not and could not intimidate me,
when I stepped through his door, heat sprinted straight into my
clit. His man bun had been lowered and his hair brushed back.
Shorts had replaced his jeans, and he was pulling a dry t-shirt
down his belly, offering yet another fine view of his ripped body
and the V-shaped cut in his abs.

Holy freaking Mother Teresa!

“Once you’re done ogling, take the bottle of
floor cleaner from my bottom desk drawer, then the sponge on top,
and get on your knees and clean the area around my desk.”

My mouth dropped open. On my knees?
Absolutely the fuck not!

“There’s a mop in the kitchen closet. I’ll
go get it, but I’m not scrubbing an already clean floor on my hands
and knees. You don’t pay me enough for that.” I lifted my shoulders
and gulped the knot of anger in my throat. “I’m your employee. Not
some cheap floozy or submissive plaything for your twisted
fantasies.” Raw fury bled from my voice while my heart thumped so
hard that I was certain he could hear it.

“Take. The. Cleaner. Get. On. Your.
Knees.”

What a dick-ass! “Look, Aiden. I
don’t know what your problem is, but you’re one messed-up
individual. And if I didn’t want my apartment back so bad, I’d tell
you to kiss my white ass.”

Glowering at me and his eyes welling with
anger, he just stood there, unresponsive. Doing his damndest to
make me uncomfortable. Seconds that felt like hours passed with
neither of us speaking as it ate me alive inside not knowing why he
felt this deep hatred or resentment or whatever the hell it was
toward me.

“Why are you like this, Aiden?”

More staring. More silence. More denying me
an answer. It made me want to scream and pound his chest until he
told me what his problem was. “Were you mistreated as a child?
Maybe broken by a woman?” My words came out louder than I’d meant,
but I ached for answers. For relief. For anything at all.

His gaze lowered, stopping at my lips,
easing down toward my chest, then lifting upward. “And why do you
continue to disrespect me, Ms. McEvoy?”

“Because you’re uptight all the time. And
just maybe I’m trying to fuck with you to get you to ease up two or
three hundred notches. You know what they say. All work and no play
makes Jack a dull boy.”

With his eyes glued on mine, he released a
long edgy breath. “And you know what they say as well. Don’t let
someone get comfortable disrespecting you. So, finish the job and
be on your way. I have plans.”

Jackass. Bastard. Asshole. He was all those
things and more. Anger simmered through me, and I chewed at my
tongue trying to keep my temper intact and not quit this ridiculous
joke of a job.

“Whatever. I just want to get this bitch-ass
of a day over with.” I grabbed an empty Oreo package, angrily
wadded it up, and tossed it into the garbage can. Then, I reached
for the cleaner and sponge, lowered to my knees, and made sure to
accidentally spray the side of his expensive Nike sneaker
when I misted the floor with orange-scented Mr. Clean.

“Very mature, Sophia.”

“Very inappropriate, Aiden.”

My stomach dipped and heat prickled through
my thighs. With what looked like a surge of lust in his expression,
he watched me clean his spotless floor while I could almost feel
the strong band of authority oozing from him. He loved every minute
of this. Watching me uncomfortable, vulnerable, and succumbing to
his improper demands.

And damn me if I wasn’t doing everything he
wanted.

Aiden was a controlling jackass with deep
issues. He made me want to scream and shout and tell him what a
miserable asshole he was. But at the same time, he had a way of
bringing out a frailty in me. A softness. A strange need to please.
He lit a slow burn in my belly and made me wonder if he had a
gentle side hidden behind all his attitude.

Or if he realized just how hauntingly
beautiful he was.


Chapter Eight

 


Sophie

I loved this place. Nestled among much
larger homes, Daddy built the Spanish Mediterranean house five
years ago on an oversized lot in the Willow Bend subdivision in
West Plano. It wasn’t huge, but it was beautiful with its mix of
Mexican tile highlighted with smaller hand-painted tiles, and dark,
distressed wood floors throughout, along with lots of archways and
a chef’s dream for a kitchen. What I liked best were the
full-sized, elegant bathrooms adjoined to each of the four
bedrooms. The vintage, cast iron claw-foot tub with bronze nickel
feet had been my idea. I missed my apartment, but God, I loved this
bathtub.

I dried off, spread a layer of coconut body
cream from neck to toe, then dressed in a simple mid-thigh-length
sundress and sandals. I took a long look at the mess of my nails
and released a sigh. I’d tried wearing gloves, but they didn’t fit.
Plus, it was hard to grip things with them on. While I had always
taken time for a biweekly manicure and pedicure as well as a
monthly hair appointment, I’d all but given up worrying about
makeup and style in this heat and humidity. Having been so tired in
the evenings, partly due to the work and partly to the Benadryl I’d
been downing like candy, none of it mattered the way it had before.
Overall, the job wasn’t so bad. It even tended to be relaxing in
some ways, minus the unforgiving Texas heat, the cutting and
pruning that fucked with my sinuses, and Mr. Grumplestiltskin
making me clean just for the sake of barking out orders. Especially
since I saw the invoice from Merry Maids. The jackass demanded I
scrub the office when he had a service coming in every Saturday.
Who did shit like that? A narcissistic alpha with anal retentive
personality. That’s who.

Trying to separate the popular ex-athlete
from the mysterious man with a king-sized stick up his ass, from
the quiet person with an outstanding talent for growing and
designing, was strange. And difficult. One minute he was joking
around with his workers. The next he was glowering at me. And then
in minutes, he was turning his hat to his professional side and
discussing business over the phone.

Aiden had an outstanding talent for
landscape and design. He dealt with the public and clients with
nothing but patience and professionalism. His business was thriving
and his work first-rate from the photos I’d seen. But he was bossy
as fuck and a control freak. Plus, no matter what I did or how well
I did it, he still gave me the stink eye and criticized most
everything I did.

“Clean it again. You left streaks on the
bathroom mirror. Sweep up the soil you spilled.”

What made him this way? Childhood bullying?
Tragedy or trauma? Abusive parents? Holy shit, was he some kind of
sadist?

“Knock knock.” Alarmed, I almost fell off
the bed when Daddy appeared at my door.

“You scared me. You’re home early.”

With a small smile, he said, “Sorry,
sweetheart. You’re home early as well. Everything okay?”

“Aiden gave me the rest of the afternoon
off. He said he had plans and didn’t have anything else scheduled.
Daddy, how long have you known him?”

“For quite a while. Why? Has something
happened?”

“No. Just wondering how much you knew about
him. Personally, not professionally.”

Daddy’s brows lifted, a serious glare
covering his gaze. “What’s going on, Sophie? Don’t tell me you have
a crush on this guy. He’s way too old for you.”

“I don’t have a crush on him. He’s
just so reserved. He never mentions anything about his past soccer
career, or family, or anything else for that matter. I just
wondered.”

“Don’t know much about his family,” Daddy
replied. “But what I do know is that he was one hell of a soccer
player until injuries killed his career, does a great job
landscaping my homes, and doesn’t try raping me with his prices.
Aiden is a business acquaintance and nothing more. Just keep your
mind on the job, okay?”

“I will.” I glanced down at the chipped
corners of my nails, sighing at what was left of them. “I think
I’ll go get a milk-and-honey pedicure and these nails fixed. Want
me to bring home dinner? I even have my own money.”

“Save your money.” He kissed the top of my
head. “I’m headed back out in a few minutes to meet with my
accountant, so I’ll just grab something after. Go on and get your
nails done. And by the way, I’m proud of you. Aiden called
yesterday and said you were doing a very good job.”

“No shit?” I covered my lips with the palm
of my hand as soon as the words left my mouth, not only because
Daddy hated me using any kind of profanity, but also to hide the
huge grin splitting my face. Mr. Grumplestiltskin complimented me?
Well, OMG. Who would have figured?

“Said you have quite the green thumb. Now
stop smiling like you’ve met Prince Charming. You’re working for
Aiden. Nothing else. I mean it, Sophie.”

“I know, Daddy.”

Twenty minutes later, I was behind the wheel
of my Corolla heading toward the bank just up the road for tip
money. Once I pulled into the drive-thru ATM, I reached inside my
purse for the nifty credit card holder that came free with my Louis
Vuitton bag. My heart sank. It was nowhere to be found.

“No. No. No.” I turned the bag over and
dumped the belongings into the passenger seat.

“Where the hell is it?” Dread crept over me.
Everything important was in that credit card holder. Driver’s
license, debit card, Discover and American Express cards. Even my
social security card and student ID. Even worse, this was just the
kind of thing to anger Daddy and have him call me immature and
irresponsible.

“Dammit!” Today played through my mind as I
searched between the seats and underneath with no luck. Now I was
wondering if it could have slipped out of my purse at work. Last
night, I’d been so exhausted that I nodded off while lying in my
bed listening to music and forgot to set the alarm. Knowing Aiden
would be there before the chickens woke, when I got to work fifteen
minutes late frazzled and in a nervous rush, I’d all but run inside
and tossed my things into the kitchen cabinet where I stored my
belongings. It could have easily fallen out.

Thankful that Aiden trusted me enough to
give me a key, a whole new set of nerves buzzed through me when I
turned into the parking lot to see his truck still parked at an
angle as it was when I left today.

“Hmm. Still here this late on a Friday?” I
eased in beside the lifted F-250 and eyed a shiny S-Class Mercedes
parked just beside it.

Convinced that either a client or a friend
stopped by before Aiden could leave for the day, I stepped through
the front door, slid my key ring into the side pocket of my purse,
and walked toward the kitchen, doing my best to stay quiet in case
he was with a client.

“Thank God.” I sighed a long breath of
relief when I eyed the credit card holder to the right of the sink.
Telling Daddy I’d lost all my personal information was not
something I was looking forward to.

Padding toward the cabinet, I stopped in my
tracks when something resembling grunting noises sounded from down
the hallway. Another stab of curiosity had me ignoring the credit
card holder and instead tiptoeing toward the direction of the
strange sound. What was Aiden doing back there?

He could have been pumping iron as I had
seen the hand weights underneath his desk. Yet, that seemed
unlikely if someone was here. Then again, maybe he had a personal
trainer, which by the looks of his physique, would make sense. Just
as I peeked through the slightly ajar door, I heard another groan
and my breath caught, my hand flying to my mouth.

Sweetest. Mother. Of. Fuck.

My boss was not with a personal trainer, and
absolutely not meeting with a client.

Looking like a sexy Greek warrior with his
hair falling around his shoulders, tats blanketing his arms, chest,
and the tense muscles of his back, was Aiden in the flesh.
Literally. In front of him was his lover—similar in physique, but
with neatly cut short brown hair and only a hint of a shadow
covering his jaw—who was looking into Aiden’s eyes like he was the
only person in the world. One hand teased a silver bar extending
through Aiden’s right nipple, and the other rested between them.
Shit, that’s hot!

A flash of need shot straight through my
breasts and between my thighs. They weren’t only two gorgeous
freaking sex gods, but both seriously hung. Like stupidly blessed!
And holy crap, Aiden not only had a nipple piercing but also one on
the underside of his penis. My God, I’d never seen anything so
erotic in my life. They were mere minutes away from having sex
while I stood here staring my ass off, hypnotized, struggling for
air, and growing hot all over as I watched two men relish in
splendor and bliss. Never had I seen anything like it. So
intimate.

So beautiful and sensual.

So unjustifiably carnal.

Aiden gripped Business Guy’s temples, then
pushed him against the wall, giving me a divine view of his rounded
ass. Muscles thrusted and constricted. Heavy arms slid up and down
the deep ridges and grooves of one another’s bodies while their
erections rocked together as they annihilated each other’s mouths
like they had missed each other for weeks if not months. Like they
were the only two people in the world that mattered. Like they were
furious with need.

Like two men deeply in love.

I’d seen guys kiss before. Gay college
students made out on campus all the time. I’d always found it hot,
but it had never affected me the way watching two mature strong men
was.

“Fuck, I’ve missed you,” the
business-looking guy said, groaning deep as he ended the hottest
damn kiss I’d ever witnessed. “And this gorgeous cock.” Business
Guy reached for Aiden’s erection and began stroking him off.
Something that felt like jealousy passed through me when Aiden
moaned, and his head tipped back in ecstasy. Were his eyes closed?
Were they dilated with arousal? Was that vein throbbing in his
forehead?

Everything between my legs was a blazing
fire, my pussy all but weeping with thoughts of being double-dicked
by two men. The entire scenario of double penetration turned me the
hell on.

“Back on your knees.” Aiden’s voice was
husky and intimidating, yet Business Guy did just as he was told
and sank back to his knees.

Heat sparked in the pit of my belly while a
hot fired burned in my sex. I knew I should walk away, forget what
I’d seen. It was a sick invasion of privacy that made me look like
some kind of voyeuristic freak. But I was frozen. My body felt like
it was superglued in place. I couldn’t take my eyes off the
provocative sight in front of me, every nerve ending in my body
lit.

Jesus, I wanted what they had.

Lust. Affection. Desperation. Naked and hard
for me. Cherishing my body. I wanted to feel sweat breaking out all
over. Muscles flexing in my belly. I wanted to be tasted and teased
and taken hard.

Aiden fisted Business Guy’s hair. “Tell me
you’re mine.”

Business Guy’s eyes peered upward, his
erection hard and upright. “I’m yours, babe. I was yours the day we
met.”

“Then swallow my cock and make me believe
you.”

Business Guy swirled his tongue over Aiden’s
crown then swallowed him as I bit my lip at the provocativeness of
Aiden thrusting into his lover’s throat while lust and hunger and
trust flashed in Business Guy’s gaze.

“Deeper. Make me come.”

Just as before, Business Guy obeyed and took
Aiden deeper, the sides of his cheeks hollowing as saliva seeped
from the corner of his lip. They were so sexual, so dirty, and so
beautiful. Hypnotized by their ravenousness for each other, I eased
a hand down the front of my sundress and slipped it between my
thighs that were hot and soaked. Rubbing over my panties and the
swollen knot of nerves underneath, a soft whimper left my lips when
I pushed the white lace aside to sink two fingers into my sex.

“Christ, that’s good.” Aiden fisted Business
Guy’s hair, deep-throating him while his lover complied, swallowed
every thrust, and succumbed to every move.

Thighs slick with need, my fingers drove
deep, curving to reach the hidden spot that made me see stars.
Wishing. Wanting. Fantasizing. Aching with a fathomless curiosity
and longing.

Baritone voices and throat-filled moans.
Heavy breathing and relentless thrusting.

“That’s so damn good.” Sweat pooled on
Aiden’s back, his muscles twitching as he slammed his erection into
Business Guy’s throat with deep unforgiving thrusts.

Every muscle in my body was alive with
hunger and need as I watched Aiden throat-fuck Business Guy while
my fingers pushed and curled, and I chewed my bottom lip to keep
quiet. Aiden released another guttural moan and just as I thought
he was seconds from releasing his load, a soft sound escaped my
throat. Business Guy blinked my direction, pinning me with his
stare and I froze, my heart pounding inside my chest. But Business
Guy did nothing but place his hands on Aiden’s ass cheeks and urge
him in deeper, blowing the hell out of him with his gaze glued to
mine.

I suppressed a groan when Aiden’s head fell
back in ecstasy. Jesus, I had never seen anything so hot in my
life. Was there nothing about this guy that didn’t bleed sexuality?
His hands were tugging at Business Guy’s hair and the muscles in
his back and ass straining as he pulsed, coming, and taking me
right over the edge with him. I couldn’t help myself. Couldn’t stop
my body from reacting as the first jolting spasm had my muscles
contracting and pressure building behind my clit. All the while, my
eyes never left Business Guy’s.

“Oh, God!” Seconds from bursting into
orgasm, I jerked my hand away with a warm shudder racing down my
body. Not only did I have one set of eyes locked on mine. Now there
were two, one filled with lust, the other with rage.

Dammit! Dammit! Dammit!

“What the fuck!” Aiden pulled his wet dick
that was long, thick, and half-hard, from Business Guy’s swollen
lips. Eyes wild with rage and loathing, he covered himself with a
palm while Business Guy stayed on his knees, lowering a hand to
reach for his equally impressive erection with his lips bending
into a wolfish smile.

Oh, I liked this man.

“Get the hell out of here!” Aiden screeched
with that vein throbbing in his forehead.

Mortification and appalling dread lifted
nausea up my throat while panic rolled inside my chest. I would
never be allowed back. Aiden would report to my dad before I
returned home. I’d be fired, never get my independence back. I was
all but fucked.

“I-I just came back for my credit cards. I
didn’t know you were … I just heard a noise and … God, I’m
sorry.”

Spinning on my heels, I couldn’t get out of
there fast enough. I speed-walked to the kitchen, grabbed my purse,
and hauled my shaky ass to my car without looking back.

“Crap! Crap! Crap!” I was in shit a mile
deep, my heart pounding so hard it felt like it was seconds from
ripping through my chest. Chills skated down my back. Butterflies
fluttered in my belly, and everything was still a hot, slick mess
between my thighs. I couldn’t believe what I had just witnessed,
but worse how I’d handled it. Shocked, appalled, scared, and a
hundred shades of confused, I was turned on out of my ever-loving
mind by the beauty of what I’d just seen.

The sensualism. The hunger. The carnal
sexuality.

But who was I fooling? None of that
mattered. I was screwed to the very core. This couldn’t and
wouldn’t end well. Aiden was probably on the phone right now giving
Daddy some lame excuse to fire me. And what was worse, I couldn’t
blame him. What I did was wrong, unethical, and creep-show levels
of messed up. Jesus, I put my fingers in myself! Got myself off!
Right there in the office only feet away from my boss. Only a freak
show did something so vulgar.

Eyes welling and the onset of panic stirring
in the deep pit of my belly, I felt a dark urge that I hadn’t felt
in over a year. But I refused to go there. And I wouldn’t. I
started counting to five once, twice, and a third time, regulating
my breathing and telling myself I was in control. I’d fucked up.
Royally. Why hadn’t I just gotten what I came here for and
left?

Why had I stuck my nose where it didn’t
belong?

Why had I lost my damn mind and touched
myself?

Sweet Jesus. My boss not only had a
lover, but a gorgeous male lover that didn’t bat an eye when he saw
me watching them. I squeezed my thighs tighter, doing my best to
stop the movie stuck on replay in my head, but to no avail.
Thoughts of bodies joining, thrusting, and making love sent bolts
of heat to my core. I could still smell the earthy masculine scent
of cologne and almost feel the heat ricocheting off their bodies. I
couldn’t erase the mental picture of Aiden powering into Business
Guy’s throat, those fingers curling into his hair, or his eyes
rolling into the back of his head. I couldn’t stop wondering,
wishing ... and wanting. What would he look like when he came? What
would he sound like? Would he be gentle afterward? Would there be
aftercare? What would that stud through his penis feel like?

Shit! What was I thinking? Aiden was
my boss. My dad’s contractual worker. Plus, he was gay. He planked
men, not women.

What was I supposed to do now? My ass was
three sheets to the wind, my life over. But one thing was loud and
clear. I was ready to lose my V-card, to know what it felt like to
have a man inside me and have an orgasm that didn’t include my
fingers or toys. I was no cheap slut, but I was also a grown woman,
and more than eager to experience adult situations.

As soon as I backed out of the parking lot,
I pressed CALL on my steering wheel, but just as quickly decided
against it. First, I still didn’t know Angela all that well. Not
enough to tell her this. Second, she’d been down with the flu so we
hadn’t even had a chance to speak. Plus, how could I admit to
anyone what I just witnessed?

Or how I’d reacted?


Chapter Nine

 


Aiden

This wasn’t happening! My summer help hadn’t
just walked in to see me naked with my cock in my lover’s
mouth.

Fuck my life!

Kyle roared with laughter as I reached for
my boxers and glared at the steel between his legs. “Glad you find
this humorous and that an audience leaves your dick rock-hard. Good
to fucking know, man.”

Another wicked grin bent his lips as he did
a slow slide down my body and reached for the black boxer briefs in
my hand. “And what’s this, babe?” He eyed my throbbing cock. “You
could plow up a fucking cornfield with this thing. I’m assuming
that beautiful brunette was the infamous Sophie McEvoy?”

Giving him a flat look, I pushed his hand
away. “More like a damn pain in my ass.” Back in my soccer years,
she was just the type I would have taken back to my place, pushed
to her knees, skull-fucked her, then taken her tight little pussy
until she was weeping through an orgasm. But my life was in a
different place now. And Sophia McEvoy would never be a part of it.
For more reasons than one. Yet, the blistering heat in my veins was
doing its damndest to say different.

Kyle’s brows shot up. He gave me a chaste
kiss then reached for my stiff erection again. “Pain in the ass or
ray of fucking sunshine, you’re attracted to this lady.” He rubbed
at my leaky slit. “Your cock doesn’t lie, Forty-Four. Nor do those
baby blues. And the little beauty was getting herself off while
watching the two of us. That turns you on, doesn’t it? It damn sure
did me.”

“She doesn’t turn me on,” I replied gruffly,
pleading for my swelling dick to calm itself. “She’s nineteen, a
child. The same age as your daughter. Let that sink in a minute,
Romeo.”

With a frown creasing his forehead at the
mention of his only child, he brushed it off, pushed his fingers
through my hair, then ghosted his lips across mine. “Babe, I love
you more than anything in this world. I also know when you’re
thinking about a woman, or when something is eating you alive.
You’re bisexual, Aiden. It’s who you are, who we both are. And that
beautiful brunette had her fingers in her cunt while watching us.
Let that sink in a minute. Shit, scratch that thought. Let’s
invite her to our bed.”

Let’s fucking not.

“She doesn’t turn me on, Kyle. You
turn me on. This is not the woman for us. Or not me, anyway.”

Kyle and I met in the middle of DFW Airport.
With the city under a tornado watch and my flight delayed on a
red-eye to Los Angeles, I wandered into the coffee shop. And there
he was, standing at the counter dressed to kill in his pilot
attire. One glance into his gaze—a shocking color of blue, more
cobalt—sucked the wind from my lungs and sent raw, dark lust
through my chest and into my groin. Then when he flashed me one of
his smoldering smiles and said hello in that low, sultry tone, an
internal explosion ignited inside me. Before we even exchanged
names, I was confident he was someone I wanted to know. Someone I
needed to know. Every muscle hardened, every nerve on edge.
Fifteen minutes later, it was a done deal. He’d killed my need for
other men and all but erased any desires I had toward women. An
hour later, we had shared a little breakfast, a little
conversation, and a lot of sexual innuendo.

One week later, we were sharing a hell of a
lot more.

Kyle was my lover, the person I trusted more
than any other, and who I longed for even on my darkest days. We
were perfect together and shared a bond that was unbreakable and
boundless. But with him often traveling three weeks out of the
month if not more, freedom to see others had been one of the first
things we discussed. Along with a vow to always be honest. With his
schedule so tough, it hadn’t seemed fair to expect complete
monogamy at the time. For the first thirteen months neither of us
gave a thought to touching a woman. Yet, for the last six, I’d felt
the small tick of difference in him. The frustration and longing
that I was unable to provide.

We’d tried dating apps, visited clubs, and
met our share of beautiful willing women. Finding women to get our
dicks hard wasn’t an issue. Finding the right woman for both
of us was. Kyle longed for a lady in public and a freak in the
bedroom, while I really had no particular type other than one I
felt a connection with and could trust, which didn’t come easy for
me.

Emotion rolled through my gut while
wondering how things would end up between us if Mrs. Right never
came along. Neither of us had touched a woman in over a year and
whether I liked it or not, Kyle was longing for a taste of pussy,
and as much as I’d tried shoving it aside, the little smartass rich
girl had me fighting to ignore the same damn urge.

She wasn’t meant to be anything more than a
temporary employee. Nothing but a favor to a client. She wasn’t
meant to make my pulse race or my chest tighten.

She wasn’t supposed to be anything at
all.

“You’re the man I love, Aiden.” Kyle brushed
a thumb under my lip, his expression stone serious. “And I know you
love me. But that girl arouses you and may be perfect for our
needs, so what’s the harm in asking her to join us? It’s not a
marriage proposal.”

“No.”

“Is there any particular reason you aren’t
willing to just spend a few hours getting acquainted?”

Fuck. Fucking fuck.

With a pinch of pain squeezing my chest at
the way his eyes lit up while talking about this girl, I released a
deep sigh. “I don’t know, Kyle! Maybe the harm has something to do
with the small fact that she’s a motherfucking baby and my
employee. Not Letto mention the daughter of someone I earn a
substantial income from who asked a favor of me. I don’t think he
meant bringing her into a sexual triad. On top of all that, she’s
mouthy, rebellious, and doesn’t mind worth a shit.”

Kyle’s lips stretched into another devilish
grin. “Oh, she sounds like fun to me, Forty-Four. But I get it.” He
leaned over and brushed his lips over my ear. “Little worker girl
isn’t the compliant type, is she? And it’s eating you alive.” He
slid a hand down my belly and over my swollen length, then lowered
back onto his knees. “The thought of watching you stuff her panties
down her throat before lighting up her little ass turns me to
stone. I’d like to discuss that further at some point, sooner
rather than later. But for now, let’s forget stunning brunettes and
the sweet scent of pussy. Let’s focus on you, me, and this
phenomenal stiff and leaky erection.” With his gaze piercing,
lustful, and obedient, he took me in his hand and swirled his
tongue around my crown, then nipped and sucked at the swollen vein
on the side. “You have the most beautiful cock of any man I’ve ever
seen, Aiden.”

“And you’re all that matters to me, Kyle. I
don’t give a fuck about anybody else.”

Swallowing me while gripping my base with
one hand and my balls with the other, he devoured me, blowing me
like nobody’s business. I powered into him, throat-fucking him for
the second time. But goddamnit, my thoughts were wandering into a
strange place, a dangerous place, and everywhere I didn’t want them
to be.

Eyes glimmering. Lips swollen. Body wet,
hot, and willing.

“Christ.” Thrusting forward as his hand
wound around my hip to urge me in deeper, I fucked his mouth
brutally while he squeezed my ball sack before moving a finger just
behind and pressing gently against the small erogenous zone.

“Fuck. Oh, fuck!” Heat surged through
my veins, my balls drawing up tight and a shot of heat rumbling in
my belly. Pulsing and spurting, I shot into his throat, tugging him
against me with his eyes hooded, dilated, and glued to mine as he
milked every drop without an ounce of hesitation until I was soft
and easing out of him.

I reached for his hand, pulling him to his
feet, then lowered my lips to his. “Forgive me for being such an
asshole.”

“There’s nothing to forgive. Things have
been strained between us and this time of year is tough on you.” He
pushed the hair from my face, his touch giving me a small sense of
inner calm. “I should have been here with you when you needed me
the most.”

“You’re here now. That’s all that
matters.”

“I have a week before I’m back on schedule,
and I plan on spending every minute of it with you. I won’t lose
you, Aiden. I love you too damn much.”

My mind was all over the place. I couldn’t
slow it down. Couldn’t ease the anger, the anxiety, the small tick
of loneliness. My chest felt tight, my head about to explode. “Will
it ever let up? The guilt? The anger? This … fucking hole in my
heart?”

“Babe, you have to stop blaming yourself for
something you had no control over.” My heart pounded against my
chest as I thought about the last time I saw my parents and those
miserable minutes before. The disgust in his expression. The rage
in his voice. The sorrow in her eyes. “You’re a disgrace. This
is not the way you were raised. God will never welcome you into
Heaven.”

Deep down, I knew I didn’t cause the
accident, but I damn sure provoked my dad’s anger minutes before. I
reached for Kyle’s dress slacks and tossed them to him.

“Let’s go home. I’m exhausted.”

“Do you want to stop for some dinner first?
Talk some more about how you’re feeling?”

“You know how I’m feeling and there’s
nothing to talk about.”

“Yes, Aiden. There is. This incessant guilt
needs to end before it eats you alive. You’re a good man with a
growing business you started on your own. You work harder than
anyone I know and even though very few get to see it, you have a
heart of gold. Yes, you put your dick in men. But it’s who you are,
who you’ll always be. And your dad ran a STOP sign. He
caused the fatal accident. He was the reason they died. Not
your sexual preferences, not his anger, and not yours. So please.
Mourn their deaths but stop tearing yourself up over this every
year.”

I tugged at my hair, guilt tightening my
throat. “He just kept pushing and criticizing. Right there in the
middle of a damn steak house he started telling me he didn’t raise
a weak faggot and that he’d never accept it. Kept trying to
convince me that some goddamn therapist could convert me. I
should have been stronger. Shouldn’t have lost my shit and told him
he was more fucked in the head than I’d ever been and that I didn’t
need his joke of a God or any overpriced quack. Fuck, I shouldn’t
have said I never wanted to see or speak to him again, but that’s
just what I did. Then I threw some cash on the table, kissed my
mother on the cheek, and walked out. It was the last time I spoke
to either one of them.”

“You know what I think, Aiden? Fuck him!
You’re the man his God made you to be, and a damn good one to boot.
If your old man couldn’t accept that and believed some idiot
charlatan could change who you are, then he was the weak one. Now,
let’s get out of here so I can feed you dinner.”

“I haven’t slept worth a shit the past
couple of weeks. How about we just grab a pizza or tacos and go
home?”

“Whatever you want, babe.”


Chapter Ten

 


Kyle

As an only child to an ex-military man
turned narcotics agent and a high school principal, I was raised to
believe determination and strong will weren’t just preferred but
expected. Dad always said to never bitch about hard times and
always be ready for whatever life threw in your face. Sophomore
year, I was named captain of the football team and president of
student council. Decisive, goal-oriented, and competitive, I
enjoyed any kind of situation, easy or hard, and despised
procrastination. By the middle of junior year, I knew I wanted to
fly commercial aircraft. I wanted to see the world and not only
experience the freedom from the sky, but the challenge of having to
always be on top of my game and learning the latest technology in
the field. Once I earned my license and built my flying time, I
hadn’t held an ounce of regret at my choices. I loved my job and
repaid every red cent of my education to my parents.

On the flip side, being gone so often could
be lonely and depressing. It also allowed me a lot of free time to
think about my perspective toward life, a future, and how short our
days on this earth really are.

I met Aiden only a few weeks after
finalizing my divorce. Still raw from months of back and forth
about whether to sell the house, dealing with sky-high attorney
bills as well as guilt from breaking up a family, the last thing on
my mind was another relationship. For years, I had been the sole
decision-maker in my marriage, controlling the finances and
sanctioning nearly all the events of our relationship. It was who I
was and how I was raised. I’d also been hiding my gay tendencies,
which after a lot of hard thinking and sleepless nights didn’t seem
fair to my wife Ellie, or myself. I had never been intimate with a
man and wasn’t altogether sure about topping, bottoming, being a
switch, or hell, if it was all just a sick fantasy. One thing I was
certain of was that I wasn’t sexually submissive. I’d been an
assertive man in all facets of life and wasn’t one to allow
governing of relationships, taking instructions, or turning over my
power.

That all changed when I met Aiden.

Everything flipped a one-eighty when I fell
for the gorgeous ex-soccer player. Brutally beautiful and strong,
he carried more grief than anyone should ever have to. I ached to
wrap my arms around him, kiss away the sadness in his eyes, and
bring a smile to his amazing face. One taste of Aiden DiBiase had
all my past inhibitions flying out the window with no thoughts of
turning back. I wanted him in my life, in my arms, and in my bed,
and I no longer gave a flying fuck about labels, power trips, or
anything else besides pleasing him. For a lifetime I had been the
authority in the bedroom but giving in to Aiden’s dominance came
easy. It felt natural, like it was who I’d always been and was
intended to be.

Nine years have passed in a heartbeat, and
despite my crazy schedule, things have worked between us. That
said, there was still that elephant in the room, an issue we needed
to address—women. We loved their smell, the feel of soft skin, and
the sensitive touch only acquired by a female. And we both knew
what we liked, wanted, and expected. Problem was, it wasn’t an easy
find.

Until I locked eyes with a young Sophie
pleasuring herself.

Same as when I first saw Aiden, there was
something in her gaze—a determination, a deep sexuality, and a
touch of something resembling grief or a hidden sadness—that made
me think Sophie McEvoy could very well be the small missing
fragment in our relationship. I wouldn’t pressure Aiden if he
decided otherwise. I loved and respected him way too much for that.
But I knew damn well he felt the same as I did. I’d watched his
cock spring to attention at the mention of her name and his eyes
darken when he spoke about her. Aiden longed for the same thing as
I did—young Sophie and her soft touch, gorgeous curvaceous body,
and a taste of her sweet submission. I knew him better than anyone,
not only intimately, but emotionally. Headstrong and unyielding,
trying to push him into something he wasn’t ready for would only
backfire, and same as most aspects in his life, he would overthink
this thing to fucking death. Before Aiden would bring a woman into
his home and bed, especially one who had the capability to cost him
a great deal financially as well as a man he considered a friend,
there would have to be something much more involved than simple,
animalistic lust. Something much deeper, much more valuable.

Young Sophie would have to earn what didn’t
come easy—Aiden’s trust.


Chapter Eleven

 


Sophie

Panic swelled in my chest as I pulled in
front of the nursery to see Aiden lowering the tailgate on a
company truck. God, he was so arrogant, manipulative. A
narcissistic dick-ass. And hot as fucking sin. Dominant. And
gay. Just the same, it killed me inside knowing what he must
think of me now. Surprisingly, he hadn’t called my dad to tell him
he didn’t want me to return. Knowing Aiden and his thirst for
intimidation, I suspected he’d wanted to let me stew over it
through the weekend. Chances were, I was minutes from being handed
a nice big pink slip.

I had no one to blame but myself. What I’d
done was inexcusable.

My heart thumping as I tried gathering my
courage, when Aiden rotated and flashed me those fierce icy blues,
my knees weakened to Jell-O.

The man was stunning. Loose hanging shorts
hugged narrowed hips and that phenomenal ass. Ripped cords of
muscle strained beneath his t-shirt. A fuller shadow than he’d had
on Friday covered his jaw, and his hair was down, almost reaching
his shoulders. But what trumped all the physical was knowing there
was more to him than just gut-wrenching beauty, deep anger, and
bitterness. Not only was he gorgeous on the outside, but I’d seen
firsthand the ice in his veins melt.

Pleasure curled in my belly and goose bumps
scattered across my skin. Yes, Aiden was still the alpha male
example of jackassery who brought out a deep anger inside me. But
he was also beautifully sensual and intriguing.

And gay. He’s gay, idiot. He digs men.

“Send me luck if you’re up there, Jesus,
Mother Teresa, Buddha, or who the hell ever.”

Near hyperventilating, I felt so many mixed
emotions—anxiety, confusion, fascination.
Like a young naïve girl stripped of her last bits of confidence, or
an inexperienced foolish nitwit about to walk into a hornet’s nest.
Like my deepest body parts had taken on a dull, constant pulse.

For the love of all that was holy, I
couldn’t stop what had become a throbbing arousal.

“Morning, Aiden.” Hoping to sound calm, I
forced a smile, lifted my head, and raised my hand in a quick
wave.

He pivoted my direction. Towering over me
with our gazes locking and holding and an expression on his face
intended to intimidate, I nevertheless thought of cords of muscle,
swirls of ink, swollen erections, and genital piercings. Once I
could no longer manage his blank stare, I lowered my eyes over his
chest, his torso, and froze at the bulge between his thighs.

“Looking at anything in particular, Ms.
McEvoy? Never seen a man in a pair of shorts?” His tone was
chock-full of boredom and derision.

Bolts of heat lifted to my cheeks, but I
brushed off the humiliation and flashed him a smile that was
certain to look fake. “Plenty. So don’t go getting all hung-up on
yourself because I was staring. Trust me when I say I’ve seen
better.”

With a muscle flexing in his jaw, he gave
his head a shake, then turned toward the truck and the flats of
beautiful begonias. My nipples tightened to stiff points at what I
knew damn well I had just seen—a hint of a grin bending his
lips.

Watching him fight a smile—his first—I placed my
fingertips at the sides of my lips and stretched my mouth into a
grin. “I promise it won’t kill you to smile, Aiden. Seriously, the
sun won’t fall from the sky and erupt into flames if you attempt
pleasantry.”

“Grab some gloves,” he snapped without
turning toward me, “and let’s unload these begonias and put them in
the other truck. Hayden should be here any minute to head to the
job.” He faced me with another intense stare. “Then I have a
meeting with a homeowner. Think you could tone down all the sarcasm
long enough to answer the phone for a couple of hours?”

Why couldn’t I just keep my mouth shut and
do as he asked? After all, he was my boss, and I was being paid to
do a job. But something in the way he looked at me just sparked
anger, and like always when I was unsure how to handle a situation,
I did what came naturally. I barked back.

“Sure,” I responded with sarcasm while
surprised he hadn’t fired my ass. “I can be sweet as punch.”

Thirty minutes after Hayden had come and
gone, Aiden left without another word besides a hesitant “Thanks.”
Once he was out of sight, I took a quick potty break then went out
back to check on my little experiment since the office phone was
easy enough to hear outside. A little over a week and a half ago, I
had lifted a couple of different stem clippings from the begonias
in one of the trucks. Of course, I’d done it behind Aiden’s back
and hidden them on a small table I found beside the storage shed.
During downtimes, I had done some reading on grafting and
crossbreeding, as well as begonias since they were very popular
around North Texas and did well in both shade and full sun. Plus, I
found them beautiful. They reminded me of tender, miniature roses.
As soon as they grew a little larger, I intended on sneaking out
front and planting them in the flower beds facing the street.

Thoughts of doing something without his
permission tickled the hell out of me.

Humming one of my favorite Seether ballads
as I watered and fertilized the three containers of Bellagio Pink,
Dragon Wing Red, and Ruffled White hybrids, I headed back inside at
the sound of the phone. Once I finished the lengthy message from a
snooty-sounding woman who wanted her existing landscape uprooted
and replaced, I grabbed a feather duster and made my way back to
Aiden’s office. As I swept the dust-free window seal behind his
desk, a faint whiff of something woodsy and citrusy shot an eerie
feeling through me like I wasn’t alone.

And alone, I was not.

Aiden’s lover was leaning against the
doorway with his hands on each side, his eyes glistening with a
hint of humor, and his head tipped to the side.

I swallowed hard. “I didn’t hear anyone come
in. I was just—”

“Cleaning Aiden’s spotless office?” He
flashed me a thousand-dollar smile, deep dimples forming on either
side of his lips.

“Pretty much.”

“Feel like breakfast? I brought donuts.
They’re still warm.”

Business Guy had more of a professional
appearance than Aiden’s sporty look. Like a fancy banker or real
estate broker, he had light stubble, short, tousled hair, and an
athletic build that I remembered vividly. Dressed in black jeans, a
navy button-up, and black shiny Western boots, just like Aiden, he
sent my heart into a fast gallop.

He was stunning.

“By the way, I’m Kyle. Kyle Holt.” With
another sexy grin, he held out his hand to shake. “Nice to meet
you, Sophie.” Calling me by name had me wondering what Aiden had
said about me. “We haven’t met formally, but let’s face it. You
know me better than most.”

Jesus!

 My cheeks
flamed red. “A-Aiden had an appointment and won’t be back for a
couple of hours.”

“I’m aware.” He pivoted toward the kitchen,
then motioned for me to lead the way. “Shall we? Hope you like
chocolate glazed and eclairs. They’re Aiden’s favorite.”

“Not surprising. He seems to love his
sweets.”

Kyle’s response was a warm smile, as if
Aiden’s sweet tooth was something they’d shared laughter over.
“Let’s sit down.” He pulled out one of four chairs at the small
kitchen table, and I took a seat. He did the same, then looked at
me with a seriousness. “Tell me a little about yourself, Sophie.
Other than being a very beautiful and sexual lady, what are your
interests?” Spicy cologne wafted through the air as he sat back and
folded his arms across his chest. “I’m sure you must have a
boyfriend and a slew of girlfriends.”

With his eyes—darker than Aiden’s, but
equally gorgeous—studying me, I thought of him naked. On his knees.
Stroking Aiden. Swallowing him. Submitting.

“No boyfriend. No best friends. Or not
really. There is a girl I met at school, but I wouldn’t quite
classify her as a bestie just yet. And not much else to tell. I’m
just a college student who doesn’t want to be there with an
overprotective father who would prefer I study the life of
nuns.”

He tilted his head, his eyes narrowing as if
he were reading my thoughts. “No boyfriend? No close girlfriends?
Why the sadness in those beautiful eyes? Did someone hurt you,
sweetheart?”

I winced at his words and the
sixty-four-thousand-dollar question. Had anybody ever really hurt
me? Was it possible to harbor hurt toward someone you never
knew?

“Let’s just say I haven’t died of a broken
heart from lack of friends or boyfriends, so all in all, I think
I’m good. What about you?” I asked, while trying to change the
uncomfortable subject and ignore the pain building in my chest.
“Have you and Aiden been a couple for long? He detests me if you
hadn’t noticed.”

“Aiden and I have been together for years,
nine to be exact. And try not to judge him for his actions right
now. This is a tough time for him. He lost his parents in a car
crash a few years back and gets a little down when the anniversary
rolls around. I know he can be difficult, but I assure you he
doesn’t detest you.” There was a new softness in Kyle’s tone that
hadn’t been there before.

“I’m sorry to hear about his parents. I had
no idea.” I reached for a chocolate glazed and pinched off a small
bite. “You didn’t know Aiden when he played soccer?”

“I didn’t.” Kyle bit off a third of an
éclair then wiped the corner of his lip. “We met in the airport
when Aiden was waiting on a flight to California to see Mason
Martinez, a friend he played soccer with.”

“Wait. What? I knew they played together
from the photos in the hallway, but Aiden knows him personally? I
don’t even watch soccer, but I sure know who he is.”

Humor twinkled in Kyle’s eyes. “Not only
knows him, but they’re close friends.”

“Wow. I’d kill for an autograph, or better
yet a marriage proposal.” I picked at my donut, feeling oddly calm.
“Do the two of you travel a lot?”

“Aiden not so much with the business he’s
in. But my job requires it.” He flashed another one of his
captivating grins that shot straight down into my most personal
spots. “I’m a pilot. I’ve seen over half the world.”

“Really? Airplanes terrify me.”

“Statistically, flying is safer than
driving.”

“Maybe, but I’ve never been on a plane where
I didn’t think about engines catching fire, nose-diving into an
ocean filled with starving sharks, or bursting into flames in the
side of a mountain. I think I’ll keep these two feet on land if
it’s all the same with you.”

Kyle half-choked with laughter. His humor
and gutsy laugh were almost addictive, making it near impossible
not to feel good inside. “Fire and starving sharks, huh? Sounds
like you’re what we pilots refer to as an aviophobe, one with
flight phobia.”

“More like chicken shit phobia. Plus, I
absolutely cannot do turbulence. Freaks me out something
terrible.”

He winked. “Once you’ve experienced one of
my buttery-smooth flights, I guarantee it will leave you longing
for another.”

I glanced at his half-eaten éclair, feeling
calm and comfortable, which was surprising being that I’d seen him
naked, on his knees, and sucking off another man. “You must eat
lots of good food since you travel for a living. What’s the most
interesting thing you’ve ever had?”

After a few seconds of contemplation, he
shot me another panty-melting grin. “I’ve had some interesting
things indeed, although I wouldn’t consider some of them good.
Cinnamon rolls with chili comes into play. Folks in Kansas love
it.”

I groaned. “Nasty. But I guess it’s no
different than chicken with waffles. But then again…” I smiled and
he did the same.

“There’s also wilted lettuce. Can’t remember
where I had it, but it came as a side. Just a pile of lettuce with
some kind of oily shit poured all over it. I’m game to try most
anything, but that was rough.”

“Sounds nauseating.”

Another tick of silence passed between us
while I picked at the mess of my nails while wondering if I should
just soak off the powder and manicure them myself. It wasn’t as if
anyone else cared about them.

“Besides cleaning and re-cleaning
unnecessarily, how do you like working here?” Kyle swallowed a
drink of the black coffee he’d brought as I watched his Adam’s
apple rise and fall.

“That’s a hard question. Since I’m already
trying to avoid a pink slip, can we just say it’s been a real
eye-opener?”

Kyle grinned. “I suppose it has.” Still
smiling, he bit off another piece of éclair, then finished the last
of his coffee.

“I don’t want you to get the wrong idea.
He’s very talented and knows his stuff, but he’s just so … I don’t
know. It’s hard to describe, but Aiden is so distant toward me.
Sometimes almost hostile. There’s no hiding that he hates me being
here. Good thing he’s banging hot. He may not be Mr. Personality,
but the man definitely comes from a good gene pool. If men could
have babies, his offspring would put Ken and Barbie to ugly Barbie
doll shame.”

Humor returned to Kyle’s gaze and his head
tipped back with laughter. “I like you, Sophie. Nothing better than
a woman who’s smart, beautiful, and unafraid to say what’s on her
mind. Why don’t you have a boyfriend?”

I felt at ease around Kyle. Unlike Mr.
Uptight Control Freak Grumplestiltskin, it was almost as if I could
open up to him without any worries of being judged. “I’ve dated
around. College guys mainly. It probably sounds strange, but they
just don’t do it for me. I think my childhood might have something
to do with that. I had to grow up faster than most.”

“I’d like to ask you a question. Do you
mind?”

I shrugged. “Okay. Sure.”

He rubbed his jaw, exposing long slender
fingers, manicured nails, and a sleek silver band on his right ring
finger. “What was going through your mind while you were watching
us last night?”

Heat blistered my face, and I dragged my
gaze away from his. Obviously, he knew what was going through my
mind.

“Give me your eyes, Sophie. Look at me.” I
swallowed the knot in my throat and blinked back toward him.

“Do I make you nervous?”

“I’m not sure what you make me. All I know
is that…”

Before I could form words, his lips were
lowering until they were a breath from mine. “That you enjoyed
watching me submit to Aiden? Enjoyed watching two men pleasure one
another? Maybe more than you would have liked?”

Cheeks flushing, I said, “I … I really don’t
know what I was thinking. But yes, I enjoyed what I saw. The two of
you were beautiful.”

With his thumb stroking my cheek, he asked,
“Did you think about either of us afterward? Intimately? Did you go
home and finish what you started?” So close that I smelled coffee
and chocolate on his breath, he swept the pads of his fingers over
the curve of my jaw. “Because I damn sure thought about you.”

Nervous, I blinked away again. My pulse was
racing, everything between my legs slick and throbbing.

“Don’t do that, Sophie. Don’t look away from
me.” His hand lowered down my neck, stopping right above my breast
while he lifted his napkin to the corner of my mouth with the
other. The sleeve of his shirt shifted just enough to give me a
glimpse of the dusting of dark hair on his arm as he reached to dab
my lips, the gesture small, yet suggestive and deliberate.

“I don’t understand,” I whispered. “You
barely know me.”

“What a wonderful way to know you better,”
he said in a low silky voice.

“But you’re with Aiden. And gay.”

“Yes, I am very much with Aiden. I’m also
bisexual. We both are. Look,” he added as a thousand thoughts
played through my mind. “Aiden is the love of my life and I’d never
do anything behind his back or something to purposely hurt him. The
two of us are committed, but also feel a deep attraction toward
you. Correct me if I’m wrong, but I think you feel the same.” His
gaze lowered to my mouth, then over the long stretch of my throat,
then back to my eyes. “Sweetheart, would you ever consider joining
us for an evening?”

Huh? Had I just heard that right? Then
again, had he meant joining them as in dinner? Shooting the shit?
Brewing up some herbal tea and chilling over a Netflix movie? I
didn’t even know Kyle, and Aiden hated the mere sight of me and
would never agree to something like this.

“I’m not sure I understand. What exactly do
you mean by joining you?”

He stroked the pad of his thumb underneath
my quivering lip. “I mean joining us in bed. Letting us share a
little of what you saw last night.” His gaze darkened, his tone
full of wicked promises. “No strings attached. No promises. Just a
night at our place between three consensual adults.”

Kyle wanted to have a threesome? With me?
Was I dreaming?

Arousal pulsed through me at the deep
sternness in Kyle’s eyes and the thought of my darkest fantasy. But
why would two mature gorgeous men want a young amateur like me when
they could have any number of sophisticated, beautiful, and skilled
women? When I was nothing but an inexperienced college student
still living under her father’s rule of thumb?

“Sophie.” He laid his hand on top of mine.
“I’m sure you must have questions, and I’m happy to answer all of
them.”

My right leg was bouncing, my throat dry,
and I felt as if I could feel every vein pumping blood to my heart.
Curious, aroused, and anxious, I shivered, willing away the curl of
longing in my lower belly.

“How often do the two of you invite women to
your bed?”

Lucky bitches.

“You would be the first to visit our
home.”

Gobsmacked, skeptical, and a long list of
other emotions, I just went for it and asked the first of a hundred
questions rolling through my mind. “Aiden doesn’t even like me, and
you hardly know me. So, why me?”

“Sweet Sophie.” A soft smile curled his
lips. “Aiden is complicated, and not easy to get to know. But as
you witnessed, he can also be quite passionate.”

“And demanding. Times twelve thousand.”

“Listen. I know we don’t know each other
well and that my invitation may seem outrageous. And you’re right
about Aiden. He can be overbearing. But, like me, he also knows a
beautiful and sensual woman. Aiden is struggling right now. Not
only because he blames himself for the death of his parents, but
because he wants you just as badly as I do.”

“He has a strange way of showing it.”

“Understood, but be honest with me. Other
than juvenile college boys, have you ever been with a man? A real
man? One that made you ache with a lust so deep and desperate that
you thought you might die if they didn’t keep touching you?”

I gulped, my stomach bottoming out as I
searched for the right response. I hadn’t ever witnessed that kind
of need or urgency. College guys were interested in one thing only
when it came down to it. Getting a girl underneath them as quickly
as they could.

I pushed my thighs together while fighting
the growing ache between them. “All I really know is that the two
of you were beautiful to watch and I’d do just about anything to
have someone want me as badly as…”

My words trailed as I sensed him. Smelled
him. Though I couldn’t see him, I felt Aiden’s presence even though
he hadn’t uttered a word. With a quick yank of my hand, I scrambled
to my feet.

He looked me up and down, his eyes flashing
with heat and that thick vein in his forehead that screamed to be
touched, licked, or both, throbbing. “Ms. McEvoy, I’m not paying
you to sit around eating donuts. And where did the shrubs and
flowers out back come from?” His eyes softened just a little as he
glanced toward Kyle. “What are you doing here? I thought you were
going to see Annie Cat?”

Kyle pushed out of his chair and walked
toward Aiden, moving the falling hair from his face and brushing a
thumb over his temple. “I am, but I wanted to come by and get to
know Sophie a little better first. Plus, I was worried about you.
You tossed and turned all night. Then you were up and out of the
house before the chickens woke and I don’t like not getting to say
goodbye.” Staring into Aiden’s eyes with a look so carnal and
sexual that it sent heat ricocheting through my bones, he bent over
and brushed a soft kiss against Aiden’s lips. Of course, Aiden
being Aiden, he backed up, releasing an edgy breath, and ignored
Kyle. With another bitter scowl, his icy gaze reconnected with
mine.

“The shrubs and flowers, Ms. McEvoy?” His
eyes—callous and cold—flickered as he noticed my nervousness. Like
he enjoyed it, got off seeing me scramble, or gained comfort from
my vulnerability. Like he would be demanding, cruel, and dominant
in the bedroom.

Why did that entire concept ignite a fire in
my pussy?

“Jeez. Decompress, Aiden. They’re just
extras from the Powers’ job. Tim dropped them off shortly after you
left.” I blinked toward the donuts. “Kyle brought breakfast.”

“Go water the entry shrubs, Sophia. Then
mist those extra flowers and move them to the greenhouse. Now!”

Cringing at the sharpness in his tone, I
tossed Kyle’s napkin into the garbage, then did one of the
strangest things in my life. I walked up to Aiden and slid a hand
over his forearm.

“Okay, Mr. Grumplestiltsken, chill out for a
few. Ingest some sugar, caffeine, or a double dose of both. I’ll
take care of the shrubs and flowers.”

Something deep down inside me clenched as
his eyes drilled through mine—so clear, so troubled, so deeply
beautiful. But like always, it passed in seconds only to be
replaced by a frown marring the space between his brows as he
pulled his arm away.

“Enough of the bold tongue. No idea why
Wyatt didn’t teach you a thing or two about common courtesy.”

“You know what? As much as you seem to
think, I’m not the freaking plague and your attitude sucks donkey
balls. He’s all yours, Kyle.”

“Damn, I like this woman, Aiden.” Kyle
flashed another grin that stopped my heart. “Most women blubber
when they’re around you. This one not only has beauty and
sensuality, but character and a hell of a lot of spunk.” Aiden’s
glare stayed glued onto mine as if he wasn’t hearing a word Kyle
said, the hard look in his gaze making me think of heat, passion,
searing kisses, soaked thighs, and relentless dominance.

Yes. Yes. And yes.

“And this woman,” he responded with ice,
“not only needs a stiff hand on her backside, but a reminder that
she’s wasting my time.”

“Okey-dokey.” I forced a smile while my
stomach continued to bottom out. “Guess that’s my cue to leave.
Thanks for the breakfast, Kyle. And didn’t anyone ever tell you not
to make promises you can’t keep, Aiden?”

Kyle snickered. “You’re very welcome. And
Sophie,” he added as I turned to leave. “Consider my offer. And add
my number in your phone. Feel free to call or text anytime.”

“Holy freaking shitballs,” I mumbled while
pushing my phone back into my pocket and walking out the door. What
was happening to me? This increasing boldness toward Aiden? This
unusual ease toward two men I barely knew? Or the bone-deep lust I
felt toward my boss and his lover? I had all but dared Aiden to
spank me, caressed his arm in an intimate fashion, almost kissed
his lover, and added him to my contacts.

My life was turning upside down.

Sure, I was no angel. I’d messed around—a
lot—but I was nowhere near qualified to please a sophisticated man
like Kyle, and definitely not Aiden, who I was certain was dominant
as fuck in the bedroom. This invitation was well out of my comfort
zone. But God help me, thoughts of being kissed, touched, and taken
by a blue-eyed, tatted, gorgeous hunk of a man or an intelligent,
handsome, smooth talker, had my body a bundle of delicious
blistering nerves.

Another rush of heat flooded my core, every
inch of my body lit. No vibrator on the market could ease this new
itch. Not now. Maybe never again. Outrageous or not, I wanted
Aiden’s hands on me. I wanted to hear his deep baritone voice
barking orders and see his face when he tipped over that last edge
into orgasm. And I wanted Kyle’s long fingertips touching and
probing me everywhere, his gorgeous face looking down into mine as
he learned all my tender spots.

I wanted to be taken by Aiden, by Kyle. One
at a time. At the same time. Dammit, I wanted them every way
imaginable. And then, I wanted to watch them take each other.

I wanted to join them in their bedroom.
Wanted everything they had to offer.

I wanted … beautiful, twisted things.

Shivering at the thought of joining two
strong, mature men intimately had me crackling with a new kind of
hunger. Maybe it was a gateway to heartache. Maybe it was the worst
decision of my life. But already, I knew that I was going to text
Kyle later this evening. I was going to accept his invitation.

I was going to join my boss and his bisexual
lover in bed.


Chapter Twelve

 


Aiden

Kyle was quiet, something stirring his
thoughts.

“Go on. Tell me what’s on your mind.”

Kyle pushed his fingers between mine, then
lifted them to his lips. “I know you better than anyone, Aiden.
You’re falling for this girl. You mentioned her exactly six times
in a twenty-minute conversation with Mason. Whether you’re ready to
admit it or not, that means something.” It doesn’t. It
can’t.

Before Sophia McEvoy came barreling into my
life, things were normal. I worked. Spent time with Kyle. I
survived. But now, havoc overwhelmed my thoughts. My head felt like
I was drowning in the goddamn deep end, everything a blur, a
question. I couldn’t deny that notions of the sweet scent of
female, the delicate feel of soft flesh, seeing Kyle turn on his
dominant face, or having her between the two of us didn’t turn me
to stone. But was I just craving female companionship? Would a
meaningless fuck with a woman erase the shitstorm in my brain? Or
was I fighting what I knew might very well be the small piece of a
beautiful missing puzzle?

Could a nineteen-year-old smart-mouthed
drama queen that I knew damn well was off limits be that person?
Was I willing to take that risk? No. Absolutely the fuck no.

“No, Kyle. Despite the fact she turns your
dick hard doesn’t mean she does the same for me. Sophia is
childish, spoiled to the point of nauseating, and in need of some
heavy parenting.”

Silence passed between us for a few seconds,
his gaze glued to mine and his eyebrows lifted, which meant one
thing. He wasn’t buying a damn thing I just said.

I wasn’t sure I was either.

“You’re free to pursue women, Kyle. I’ll
never try and keep you from doing what you want or need. Should
Sophia be what you want, then you have my blessing. But leave me
out. She doesn’t interest me.”

“Forty-Four, that’s a crock of shit. You
know it, and I know it. Yes, I get that she’s your employee, but
only temporarily. And that she’s a little young and over the top
with her sarcasm, but that’s because you intimidate the fuck out of
her.” He tilted his head, his eyes narrowing. “There’s something
about this girl I can’t place my finger on. A sadness. A lonely
look in her expression. I saw it when she was giving you shit. I
see it every time she smiles. She mentioned something about having
to grow up fast, so if my intuition is right, I think Sophie has
dealt with some sort of trauma. May have something to do with
coming from a broken family. Annie Cat took months to accept me
divorcing her mother and coming out. Has Wyatt mentioned much about
her background?”

“No. Other than the fact that he pulled her
out of college and made her move back home. But Wyatt is reserved.
He doesn’t say much about his private life. Sounds like she may be
estranged from her mother.”

Kyle rolled over on top of me and ground his
hard cock against mine. “Maybe we can help with whatever ails her.
I invited her to join us in bed. She didn’t agree but something
tells me she will.”

“You did what? Goddamnit to hell. I thought
we were in this thing together. Why would you invite someone into
our bed without asking me first?” I started to push him off me, but
he resisted.

“Babe, she’s young and your employee. But
she’s also beautiful and sensual, and I’d bet my nut sack you’ve
noticed the submissive tendencies in her just as I have. Think of
the fun in that.” He combed his fingers through my hair and lowered
his lips to my ear, his dick like granite. “She’s hot for you. Her
nipples stiffened every time she spoke about you, which tells me
her pussy was wet.” I felt his grin against my ear as he dipped his
tongue inside. “Of course, they hardened even more when I mentioned
Mason Martinez. We could invite him as well. His Brazilian accent
might be nice.”

“Fuck you. Not only is he very married, but
he doesn’t do dick.”

Kyle lifted his head and jiggled his
eyebrows. “That’s a goddamn shame.”

Having agreed with Kyle about finding a
woman to share had seemed like a good idea. I’d been a hundred
percent in, mainly because I knew it was something he longed for.
Yet, neither of us were much into the club scene or dating sites,
and though we’d tried both, we hadn’t had any luck with either. In
past instances, we had always been in full agreement on likes
and/or dislikes about the women we hooked up with. But this felt
different. Kyle didn’t realize, but I’d watched the two of them in
the office kitchen. They seemed so comfortable together, at ease
like they’d known each other for months if not years. Kyle’s face
lit up when he spoke to Sophia, and she wasn’t belligerent or
sarcastic with him. I’d also seen the fire in his eyes when he
looked at her.

Nausea rumbled in my gut. “Look. I know
you’re set on bringing a woman into our bed, and I’m good with
that. Hell, I think it’s something we both need. But we’re talking
morals here. Not to mention the income I’d lose if Wyatt discovered
I was interested in his daughter on a personal level. Knowing the
man like I do, he’d probably ship her off to military school. Or
better yet, hire a merciless assassin to empty my brains all over
the wall. Put your dick in Sophia if that’s what you need. But
leave me out. I’m not fucking her.”

I’m goddamn not falling into this spider’s
web.

Kyle took my cheeks between his hands, his
soft touch easing some of the shit stirring through my mind. “She
turns twenty in two weeks. Legally, Daddy can’t make her do a damn
thing.”

“He can and will, however, stop paying her
college tuition. That’s not something I want to live with. Dammit,
she’s not the right choice. She’s a smart-mouthed brat who doesn’t
mind for shit, and she’s just—”

Kyle’s eyes hooded with a longing that I
felt in my dick. “Just what? Beautiful? Sexy? Strong-willed? Young?
Tight? Hot and wet?” Grinding his swelling erection against mine,
he moved his lips over my jawline and eased his tongue inside my
ear. “Someone who fingers her pretty little pussy while watching me
swallow your gorgeous cock? Who probably went home afterward and
pictured what she’d just seen as she finished getting herself off?
A gorgeous woman who turns you hard only minutes after you emptied
a fucking gallon of cum inside me? Shall I continue?”

“Get off me, man.” I shoved Kyle away and
blew out a long, agitated breath. “I need to sleep. I have a long
day tomorrow.” I turned on my side and Kyle followed me, tangling
his legs through mine, and wrapping an arm around my
midsection.

“I know you’re concerned about her age,” he
uttered against my neck. “But we’ve been with women not much older.
She’s so damn pretty. Think soft skin, sweet lips, and the awesome
scent of a female. All you need to do is say the word.”

Knots settled in the pit of my gut, tension
throbbing behind my temples.

“Shit. Why her? We could reach out to
another dating site, or hell, as much as I hate them, we could
visit one of the clubs.”

“Aiden, we vowed to always be honest with
each other, so be honest now. You want Sophie. I see it in your
eyes. I’ve watched it in your body gestures. I’ll never try forcing
anything on you that you aren’t one hundred percent into, but have
an open mind. Don’t overthink things.”

Don’t overthink? I was way beyond that
point. I felt like something being wound too tight. Like I was
upside down with the blood rushing to my head. Hell, I felt like a
raging beast was inside me fighting to get out. Every time Sophia
shot me a defiant look or gave me lip, I wanted to take her over my
knee and redden her ass until she pleaded with me to stop. I wanted
to kiss the fucking smirk off her pouty mouth until her lips were
swollen and sore, then bend her over and fuck her three ways to
Sunday until I watched the orgasm change the green in her beautiful
eyes. Despite her big mouth, gaze full of venom, and the fact that
she aggravated the hell out of me, there was also an elegance. A
dignified grace. And a stark beauty that blew all other women
straight out the door. She brought out a longing in me like I’d
never experienced with a woman. Same as when I met Kyle, I craved
her in my bones and my blood. Her respect, her body, and her
surrender. But she deserved better. She deserved a doting husband,
white picket fences, and a loving family.

I wasn’t that man. Goddamnit, I wasn’t. I
couldn’t be.

“How about we just sleep? Right now, my
brain is fried.”

“Whatever you need. I love you, Forty-Four.
Never forget that. And if we never touch another woman again, it’s
all good. As long as I have you by my side, everything else is
secondary.”

Thirty minutes later, maybe longer, finally
I was able to relax, my eyes heavy as fatigue took its toll. When I
felt like I was about to ignite in flames from Kyle’s body heat, I
rolled back over, facing him. His eyes popped open when I dragged
my tongue across his lips and reached for his cock. “I’m sorry I’ve
been such a dick. Did I hurt you earlier?” Worked up as fuck, I’d
ordered him on all fours and taken him hard and deep with nothing
but a handful of spit.

“No, babe. There’s nothing, and I stress
nothing, that turns me on more than my dominant lover
working out his frustrations on my body. I love you more than
anything in this world. I love us.”

“Shit, I love you too.” I moved down his
body and over his cock that was already stone and took the base in
my hand. I slid my tongue up the underside, then over the dribble
of arousal from his tip.

“Fuck, babe. I need to go deep. Is that
okay?”

I sucked on his crown, then reached for his
heavy balls. Rolling them and squeezing them, I opened my throat
and took him deeper, letting him fuck my face until he was tugging
at the roots of my hair and spurting down my throat.

“Christ, I love how you suck my cock.” He
pulled me up and we turned on our sides, facing each other. “Even
after all these years, watching you swallow my cum still makes all
the bad in the world seem like there’s nothing but peace and
harmony. I can’t imagine life without you.” For a split-second, my
thoughts ventured back to a gorgeous green-eyed brunette. But it
wasn’t realistic. She was young, beautiful beyond words, and I
wanted her happy, safe, and living her best life. Not wasting
herself on two bisexual men. Not with a man she’d be sickened by
if she knew who I was.

I wouldn’t bring her down that path. I
couldn’t.

“Come here. I want you back in my ass.” He
rolled onto his back, pulling me on top of him, and wrapped his
legs around my waist.

“Let me at least use lube this time. I
wrecked your hole earlier.”

“Babe, my hole is plenty lubricated from an
hour ago. And don’t act like you didn’t enjoy pounding me. Hell,
don’t act like we both didn’t.” He lifted my hand to kiss each
knuckle, then pulled my lips onto his. “Show me we’re in this for
the long run. Fuck me like you mean it.”

“Christ.” I swallowed his lips with a groan
and pressed back inside, into the very depths of him. With a
shudder, I started rocking, stroking slow and deep while his
fingertips drove into the cheeks of my ass.

“Feels good,” he said. “So damn good.”

Easing out, I urged his legs upward for
depth then fed my cock inch by slow inch back inside him. Doing my
best to reach his soul and ignore the agonizing ache for green eyes
and dark hair, I started powering into him so savagely that I knew
he was going to be raw and sore as hell tomorrow. “Nobody can or
will ever take your place. Not in my heart or with my body.”
Torment clawed at my chest as I brutally fucked the man I loved
while thoughts of this woman—barely an adult and holding risks that
neither she nor Kyle were aware of—played like a broken record
through my head. She had everything to lose. Her education, a
chance at a family, her dad’s respect, while I risked not only a
large part of my income, but a friend, and even the love of my
life.

Angry with myself and conflicted, I shoved
into Kyle over and over, releasing my rage into his body until my
gut was clenching, my cock spasming, and my balls emptying hot
seed.

Whether one or a hundred sensual women ended
up joining us for an evening of fucking, nothing could change who
we were or how we felt. We were committed. Secure. Faithful. And
there wasn’t anything that could weaken what we’d built over nine
years. I wouldn’t let it.

Short minutes later, Kyle was breathing
heavy, seconds from slumber with his head on my chest. I pressed my
lips against his forehead. “I never planned on an employee turning
our lives upside down. When I agreed to take her on for the summer,
I had no idea she would have this effect on either of us. Give me
your word this won’t come between us.”

Kyle lifted a hand to my cheek, stroking it.
“Not possible. You and I are glue. We were meant to be together. I
love you more than life and nothing and nobody will ever change
that. Everything will turn out as it’s meant to be. I’m a true
believer of that.”

Will everything be a fucking disaster?

He was right. Nothing could or would change
what we had. Not a roll in the hay with a gorgeous woman. Not a
dozen or a hundred nights falling asleep with the scent of a female
lingering in the air and on our bodies.

Not even the beautiful, sensual Sophia
McEvoy could break what we’d built.

“I’ve never lied to you, Forty-Four. So,
believe me when I tell you we’ll find a way to make this work.”

How?

Minutes later, Kyle was out like a light,
his legs tangled in mine, his mind at peace, and the heavy curve of
his cock pressing against my hip. And I was wide awake, tense as
fuck with the ludicrous thought of Sophia in our home, our bed, and
our private lives. Staring at the whirling ceiling fan with an
unnerving but familiar sensation lingering in the deep pit of my
stomach, it was the same damn gut feeling I’d sensed only twice in
my lifetime. First, when I met the man lying beside me with his
body full of my cum.

And second, the instant I got a glimpse of a
beautiful, green-eyed spitfire named Sophia McEvoy.


Chapter Thirteen

 


Sophie

A monster headache ground deep into my
temples. Every muscle in my body felt fatigued after hours of
nothing but tossing, turning, more than a few tears, and worrying.
I’d done exactly what my heart told me not to and responded to
Kyle’s invitation before giving myself time to overanalyze it to
death.

And what made matters worse was the fact
that he hadn’t answered me.

Now, I was uptight, shaky all over, and
aching for someone to confide in who wouldn’t judge or think of me
as a silly fool. In nineteen years, I’d never met anyone I felt
that closeness with. There was always that little voice in my head
warning me. Reminding me. Returning the harrowing fear of loss and
abandonment. Was Angela that one person I could confide in with
something this monumental and personal? We hadn’t known each other
for long and she had never gone into depth, but it was no secret
that she’d been through her own difficulties over her parents’
divorcing. But did that make her trustworthy and someone I could
tell my deepest fears and fantasies to? Sure, we joked about
dominance, submission, and all things sex, but it was all in fun.
This was different. Plus, she didn’t know much about Aiden. Once I
mentioned him being an ex-soccer player, she hadn’t asked a single
question. She didn’t even know his name, the name of his business,
or much less his sexuality.

More than ever, I needed a friend, someone
reliable. Someone unbiased.

The one thing I’d never had—a loving
mother.

I showered, dried my hair, then headed
downstairs to wrap the zucchini bread I baked late last night. When
I rounded the corner into the kitchen, Daddy stood at the bar,
grinning like hell and staring at the screen of his phone while
sipping black coffee. Something about him seemed younger and
happier. He wore a deep-blue shirt that looked new and brought out
his eyes. Plus, he had on a nice cologne, also different from what
he usually wore, and had a light dusting of stubble on his face
that was a far cry from his normal shaven look.

“Houston again?” I wiggled my eyes. “Spill,
Daddy. Something tells me this is more than a business trip.”

“Not at all. Just more of the same.” He
placed his coffee mug in the sink then kissed my cheek. “Gotta
scram, sugar. Call if you need anything, day or night. Don’t forget
to set the alarm when you leave and when you get home. And be
careful, Sophie. I love you.”

“Love you too.”

Scram? Never once had I ever heard
Daddy say that word. Something was up with him.

After a quick cleanup of the kitchen, I
spent ten minutes of back and forth over whether to wear my normal
shorts and tank top, and another ten rummaging through my closet.
Finally, I decided to go with my gut and dress decent for once. The
halter mini-dress was one of my favorites. Cute, fun, not overly
dressy, but a little sexy, the pink shade brought out my eyes and
accentuated my curves, but not in a cheap way. At first, I put on
Adidas white lace-up sneakers with pink stripes, then tossed that
idea and changed into flat, strappy white sandals covered in bling.
I’d always loved fashion, hair, and makeup. Dressing up and looking
feminine gave me that extra boost of confidence I didn’t often
feel.

Today, it left me keyed up and feeling a
little stupid.

Waiting at the red light, I debated texting
Aiden and feigning a migraine or road construction. How was I
supposed to face him while convinced he was the reason for Kyle
ignoring my response? It was hard enough being around him before.
Now I wasn’t sure it was possible. Then again, my three months
weren’t up, which meant no apartment. No independence. No
freedom.

“Screw it. I’m in charge.”

Shaking off the fresh panic bubbling inside
my chest, I added a swish of gloss to my bottom lip and a light
misting of Marc Jacobs’ Daisy cologne over my neck. With spending
so much time outside in the southern heat and humidity, worrying
about makeup or hair seemed pointless these last few weeks. But
today, I’d put on light-bronze eye shadow, black gel liner, two
thick coats of mascara, and topped it off with soft peach lip
gloss. Then, instead of my normal ponytail or messy bun, I added
some soft beachy waves to my hair and left it down.

My belly flipflopped as I took a right into
the entry of the nursery and saw Aiden’s F-250 and Kyle’s Mercedes.
Taking a deep breath while bracing myself for the letdown I was
expecting, I parked beside Aiden’s truck with the words of my past
therapist as well as a few of my own playing through my mind.
“You’re in charge. Think of good things. Go inside and freaking
crush it.”

James Ryan was a driver for the wholesale
nursery Aiden got his plants from. He and Aiden were standing
behind James’s truck with flats of pink, white, and purple
periwinkles, ground cover, and stacks of grass. A company vehicle
had been moved around to the loading area and the back bed pulled
down.

Gut-wrenching dread settled deep in my
stomach. Aiden brought out such a frailness in me, a deep
vulnerability. His voice, his body, that icy stare that felt like
it was penetrating me. Just being near him made everything else
seem irrelevant.

I pulled in a long breath while trying to
ignore the clenching in my stomach, then uttered, “Morning.”

Aiden turned from the truck and latched his
gaze onto mine. “Morning.” His deep tone echoed through me as his
gaze lowered down my body then did a deliberate, slow slide back
up.

James wolf-whistled. “Damn. You’re looking
way too good to be someplace like this, Sophie. Give me a call
sometime if you want to catch some good music. There’s a new club
downtown. Small venue with some great local bands.” James loved
rock music same as me. After commenting on a Shinedown tank top I’d
worn one day, we had struck up a conversation about our bucket list
bands. His was Tool and Five Finger Death Punch. Mine was I Prevail
and Seether.

“I sure will. Sounds like fun.”

“Whenever the two of you finish discussing
rock bands, how about getting to work?” Aiden angrily tossed his
empty Oreo wrapper into the trash, that vein in his forehead
throbbing to life.

“My bad.” I flashed James a deliberate and
exaggerated flirtatious smile, then said, “I better shake a leg.
There’s probably a clean window seal or dust-free floor that needs
tending to. And by the way, you’re looking pretty nice yourself,
James. Don’t be a stranger.” I rotated toward Aiden. “Too bad one
of us woke up on the wrong side of the bed.”

He grumbled something under his breath. Of
course, he knew I was trying to agitate him and that I was
fake-flirting with James. Then again, James was serious man candy.
And single. Couldn’t hurt to keep an open mind.

“I brought breakfast if anybody likes
zucchini bread. Made it myself.” Far less anxious then when I’d
arrived and even feeling a little playful, I headed to the back
door while sensing another hard gaze from Aiden. Hotfooting it
inside and releasing my held breath, my cheeks heated all over when
I saw Kyle at the kitchen table sipping on a mug of coffee. Shit,
he smelled good. Wearing gray jeans, a tight Henley shirt, and
black Western boots with his jaw covered with the perfect scruff
had me thinking of confidence, intelligence, and testosterone. He
looked good enough to lick up and down.

“Good morning, Sophie. Nice to see you
again.” A smile bent his lips as he stared at me with lowered lids.
“You look gorgeous.”

Self-conscious, I sat my purse and the
foil-wrapped bread onto the counter. “Thanks. I felt like looking
decent today for a change.”

His eyes met mine. “You look way beyond
decent. What ya got there?” he asked, sensing my nervousness. “I’m
famished and was just considering ordering some breakfast. Please
tell me you’re not one of those women who picks at her food like a
wounded bird.”

“Are you kidding? I can eat like a savage if
I set my mind to it. And it’s zucchini bread. Homemade.” Behind me,
the door was opening to Aiden’s baritone voice describing types of
stone. Damn me, but his deep tone played a number on my body. “He
needs help around here,” I whispered. “Not many walk-ins, but the
phone rings constantly.”

“He’s needed help since I’ve known him. But
as you may have noticed, he’s somewhat bullheaded. Thinks he can do
it all himself.” Kyle chuckled, then reached into his pants pocket
for his dinging phone. “Speaking of phone calls, I need to get
this, sweetheart.”

“Sure. Go ahead.”

He hadn’t mentioned a word about my text. I
wasn’t sure what to make of that, but if my intuition was on point,
Aiden was the culprit. As disappointing as it was, who was I
fooling? We could barely make eye contact without it turning
argumentative. Regardless of the fact that Kyle said Aiden felt an
attraction toward me, I doubted that was true.

Stomach rumbling with hunger, I started
unwrapping the zucchini bread when I noticed there were no more
napkins in the holder. I started looking through cabinets and
drawers but came up empty. Above the kitchen window were two small
cabinets. Unreachable, I pulled up a chair and climbed on top.
Lifting on my toes to reach above, when the sound of Aiden walking
in startled me, my sandal began to slip. Seconds before I landed on
my ass, two large arms wound around me.

Stunned, I froze, neither of us moving. His
lips, so close and warm, were a breath away from my nape. One hand
rested on the edge of my breast with his fingertips against my
nipple. The other was wound tight against my waist with his palm
pressing the small area above my hip bone, while what felt like an
erection pressed into my lower back.

With tension crackling between us, into my
neck, he said, “You could have hurt yourself.”

I shifted, turning to face his blue gaze
drilling into mine like hot pokers severing my soul. Chest
palpitating and that sexy vein in his forehead pulsing, there was
nothing about him that didn’t exude obscene, savage, toe-curling
fucking. With my body still reeling from his hands on me, I felt
unsettled. Warm all over. My nipples ached. Everything between my
thighs was slick and hot. Up close, I could see faint touches of
blond in his dark hair and smell chocolate cookies on his breath.
My hands clenched to touch him anywhere he would allow. His face.
His lips. The amazing ink on his arms. Unnerved, yet drawn to him,
he made me feel like I was on the edge of a cliff with no other
option but to jump, while at the same time I wondered what it would
feel like to be beneath him.

Aiden.

With an inconceivable bolt of boldness
filling my chest, I couldn’t help myself. I had to touch him.
Needed to touch him. It was an ache. An unstoppable
desperation that had me feeling like I may fall to pieces if I
didn’t get one stroke of his face, his chest, or anywhere I
could.

I lifted a hand and pushed a strand of hair
from his cheek with my thumb stroking his temple. In that moment
something shifted between us. I felt it deep in my belly and
between my thighs. Saw it in his blue gaze. I had no idea what was
about to happen, if anything, but neither of us seemed to be able
to break the strange spell between us.

Please touch me.

“I said yes to Kyle’s offer. Are you the
reason he didn’t respond?” Done with holding back my feelings, I
wanted Aiden, wanted Kyle. I wanted to yield to both their needs
before my own. God help me, but I was willing to submit to two
bisexual men I barely knew.

Gaze like blue fire, it was as if he were
searching my face, digging into my soul, or fighting a need he
didn’t know how to fulfill. His puzzled expression hit me deep in
the stomach. Aiden was complicated, fascinating, and profoundly
beautiful. He was a dull ache in my sex, an unstoppable longing
deep in my belly, and brought out a passion and hunger that was
near painful.

For seconds, he ground his molars, then
lowered me from the chair and placed me against the wall with his
arms on each side. “If you were all the wiser, you would forget
Kyle’s offer, finish out the next few weeks, and move on with your
life.”

“Aiden … I—” I shivered at the rawness of
his gaze. “I know what I want,” I said in a submissive whisper. “I
want you. I want Kyle. It’s all I’ve thought of.” Now that I had
experienced a small taste of a man and not a boy, I wanted more,
so, so much more. I wanted everything.

Cobalt eyes drilled into mine, his fingers
moving down my chin and over my neck in a slow sensual slide. “You
have your whole life ahead of you, Sophia. You’re a beautiful,
vibrant woman and deserve a normal relationship, a normal
lifestyle.” His jaw tightened. “Christ, you’re not even twenty
years old.”

Beautiful. Aiden found me beautiful.

I studied him, memorizing every line and
facet of his face. The beauty of his eyes, the curves and bends of
his mouth, the natural wave of his hair. He was so damn fine, so
male. No one had ever taken my breath the way he had. I fed off his
stares, the way he said my name, how his stern tone made my body
shudder. Also, I loved Kyle’s humor, how he made me feel at ease
without even trying, and his overall charm and intelligence.

There was no denying that Aiden’s heart
belonged to Kyle and Kyle his, but it didn’t lessen the tremendous
hunger I held toward either of them. Or my determination to accept
Kyle’s offer. I knew what I wanted. I also knew the risks and how
dire they could be. But they were worth taking a chance on.

One time with Aiden and Kyle would far
outweigh none at all.

“I deserve whatever makes me happy, Aiden.
And my age is nothing but a number.” For once, I didn’t feel
incapable of love, didn’t feel that insecurity I’d struggled with
for a lifetime. I was worthy, dammit. I was strong. I was in
control.

“What would make you happy, Sophia?”

“Same as anybody else. Peace. Acceptance.
Love.” My eyes warmed as I fought thinking of everything I didn’t
want to think or speak of. “Someone who looks at me the way you and
Kyle look at each other. And you, Aiden. You and Kyle. That’s what
would make me happy.”

Running his lips along the curve of my jaw,
he said, “Do yourself a favor and walk away from this. Forget the
motherfucking invitation. Before I won’t let you.”

The velvet rasp of his voice turned my core
to liquid. Maybe he was right in that I should forget this whole
invitation, but no. I couldn’t and wouldn’t. I wanted to
lose myself in Aiden’s hypnotic gaze and the soul-grabbing hunger
behind it. Wanted Kyle’s lips trailing down my back while making
the moaning noises I’d heard before. I wanted harsh words,
domineering demands, soft and hard kisses, and every sexual
scenario imaginable between two men and a woman.

I wanted the three of us.

“What if I don’t want you to let me?”

He cocked a brow, then lowered his forehead
against mine, his breath heated and heavy. His voice gentler, he
said, “This was inappropriate, and I’m sorry.”

“Inappropriate for who, dammit? Stop
pretending you don’t feel th-this thing between us because I know
you do.”

His gorgeous face was a map of confusion,
his stare so intense it sent ice up my spine. “I’m not some gentle
lover who leaves flowers by the bedside and sweet notes at the
door. I’m…”

“You’re dominant, Aiden. And Kyle is
submissive. It’s hardly a secret.”

“Kyle is submissive with me, Sophia.
With you, he’d be a different man. The two of us would tear you
apart. Now, be sensible and forget about this.”

“I don’t want to forget.”

Equal parts pissed and turned on, I stared
at him while he stared right back with tension returning to his
body and hardness in his jaw. With his brows drawing together in an
upsetting scowl, he said, “Wear different clothes and shoes to
work. I don’t need you breaking a leg on my clock.” He turned his
back to me and sauntered toward the front area where Kyle continued
what sounded like a personal call.

“Fine! I get it, okay?” Red, fiery anger
ignited in my chest while frustration rolled through me and the
words on my tongue wouldn’t stop. “Deep down you know you aren’t
man enough to please me. So, go ahead and continue doing what you
do best. Walking away, barking orders, and looking at me like you’d
rather have your dick chewed off by a rabid dog than to touch me.
You may be dominant in the bedroom, but you sure as hell aren’t
anywhere else. You’re nothing but a scared, candy-assed coward.
Besides, I don’t need dick in my life, not yours anyway.”

Like I’d lit a live wire, he stopped, the
muscles in his shoulders straining. He turned to face me, his
pupils like round black dots, and that vein in his forehead thick
and erect. Anger bled in his expression, the intent in his gaze ice
cold.

Don’t walk away.

Don’t ignore me.

Don’t abandon me.

“You know what? You talk too motherfucking
much, you couldn’t handle my dick if you tried, and you’re fully
aware that I don’t need pussy.” He trudged my direction, scooped me
into his arms like I weighed nothing, then said, “But since you’ve
been begging me to turn your ass red, guess what, little girl? You
win. Goddamnit to hell, you win! I’m going to show you what a
candy-assed coward does when he’s reached his limit.
And then, Sophia, we’ll see how you feel when you can’t sit for a
week.”

He can’t be serious! I pushed at his
chest. “You wouldn’t fucking dare!” As much as I’d read and
fantasized about spanking and red rooms of pain, a cold dread of
fear lifted up my back.

He released a sigh from deep in his chest,
warning me that his patience was wearing thin. “I don’t take kindly
to dares.” His voice was a low growl and his fingertips dug into
the back of my thighs. “Not only do you run your mouth too much,
but you’re rude and spoiled, not to mention disrespectful. You
deserve every damn thing you’re about to endure. Before the summer
ends, I’ll either work the fucking defiance out of you, or spank it
out.”


Chapter Fourteen

 


Kyle

A mix of exasperation and lust radiated off
Aiden when I’d heard the commotion and looked around the corner and
into the kitchen. He couldn’t keep his eyes off Sophie. Heat
flickered in his blue gaze like he was seconds from doing something
I’d yet to witness—kiss a woman. No matter the beauty or passion,
the one thing he shared with no one besides me, were his beautiful
lips.

Watching the two of them and all that sexual
tension left my cock tight in my jeans.

“I sure have missed you, Annie Cat,” I said
while adjusting myself. “I don’t like going this long without
seeing my number one girl.” At twenty years old, I still called my
daughter by the silly nickname we had given her during a visit to
the State Fair. After endless rides, baby animals, shows, and food
up and down the Midway, she’d seen the pink-and-white cross-eyed
stuffed cat from damn near a mile away. “I want that one,” she’d
said with her cute little pouty voice. After her mom and I tried
our best to convince her to go watch the pig races, she wouldn’t
budge, her eyes pooling with tears. Nearly a hundred dollars later,
the game attendant finally just handed the cheap thing to her.
Before we got home that night her mother and I had nicknamed her
Annie Cat. Somehow, it just stuck.

“I miss you too, Dad.” My daughter’s cheery
voice bent a smile across my face. She’d gone through a rough patch
when her mother and I divorced, which compounded when she
discovered I was in a relationship with a man. She’d come a long
way since those dark days, but still held an animosity toward
Aiden.

“Feel like grabbing Thai food later? If
you’re up to it, your dad could sure use some level four spicy
drunken noodles.”

“Oh Dad, I’d love to, but Mom and I were
just heading out for a little shopping. After being cooped up in
the house for an entire week I figured it was a good time to get
out and find something hot to wear. And you know Mom. She swears
she’s just coming for the ride, but she’ll be the one walking out
with a carful of purchases.”

“I remember it well. Hell of a note to move
your clothes into the guest closet to make room for your wife’s
shoe collection.”

“She hasn’t changed, I’m afraid.”

A half-smile bent my lips at the thought of
my last credit card statement. “The apple doesn’t fall too far from
the tree, does it?”

My daughter giggled in that way that
squeezed my heart. She spent way too much money, but I’d never been
able to say no to the girl.

“You know what? Mom and I can shop later.
Give me a second to rearrange things and we’ll go eat. And you know
just as well as I do that I’m the only one of us that can swing a
four on the spice level. You’re lucky to manage a two.”

“It’s okay, Annie Cat. Go ahead and do your
shopping. I’ll be back in a few days, and we’ll see who can handle
the Basil Café’s level four noodles. Just do me a favor and don’t
choose anything too sexy. Maybe something long and high-necked. No
need to show off all the good stuff when you’re saving yourself for
marriage.” I knew better. I’d seen her Facebook and Instagram
posts, each time lifting a sick feeling up my gut. She had a lot of
her mother in her as far as being sexually flirtatious. Despite her
being twenty years old and smart as a whip, thoughts of my little
girl being manhandled by a bunch of horny men worried the hell out
of me. “Just be careful. Don’t make your old man have to come kick
someone’s ass for trying to grope my little girl.”

“I love you, Dad. And I’m always careful.
Promise.” She giggled then said with a tease to her tone, “There is
this one guy, though. He’s a baseball player, tall, muscular, and
tatted up like a roadmap. He’s a real smoke show.”

I sighed, my palms curling into tight fists.
“Comments like that and you might just send this old-ass heart into
stroke mode,” I said while trying to ignore the temptation to put a
damn tracker on her phone.

“I miss you, Dad. Could we aim for Thai
tomorrow before you leave?”

“Sorry, sugar. I leave for Portland first
thing in the morning. But I’ll be back midweek. Save a date for
your dad.” We ended the call, and I grabbed a bottle of water and
headed toward Aiden’s office. If I hadn’t just completely
misconstrued what I saw five minutes ago, the love of my life was
either fucking his summer employee or reddening her cute little
ass. The thought of either stirred my cock.

“Oh, this should be fun.”


Chapter Fifteen

 


Sophie

I’d gone too far, run my mouth way beyond
its limit. Why did I do that when I got anxious?

And why was everything between my legs a
slick mess?

The mere idea of allowing something like
this was everything I’d once considered shameful and passive. Yet,
here I was. Not only was I allowing it, I had all but provoked
it.

I was ceding to the anger, the strength, and
the relentless dominance of Aiden DiBiase.

He kicked his office door shut and lowered
me to my feet, then plopped into an armless chair in front of his
desk. “Take them off.” His command was low, male, and dictatorial,
his gaze burning with intensity as it slid down my torso then
lifted and latched onto mine.

I hadn’t been sure if his threat was genuine
or just another way to intimidate and humiliate, but now I had my
answer. It had been all three. Another jet of fear raced through my
chest. I’d never been spanked, not even by my dad.

“Are you kidding? This is a complete
travesty. Did it skip your mind that we’re in your office during
work hours?”

“Seldom do I kid, and right now I don’t give
a flying fuck if we’re in the Oval Office. So, do it. Take the
panties off. Or keep running that bold tongue of yours and I’ll
make you remove the dress as well.” His tone was like subdued
thunder and a cruel glimmer flashed in his eyes. “However, I do
have a business to run and don’t have all day. Take. Them. Off. And
either bottle the lip or I’ll stuff them in your mouth.”

Holy freaking shit-balls. This was
going to happen. And not in any romance novel, but right here. To
me! My palms were wet with sweat, butterflies were nose-diving in
my stomach, and my legs were shaking so hard that my knees were
knocking. But I’d taunted him. Ridiculed him. Even called him a
coward. Hell, I’d dared him to spank me.

Do it. For fuck’s sake, just put your hands
on me. Please.

Releasing my held breath, I said softly,
“You really are a fucking asshole.” And then, just like some kind
of docile child obeying their parent, I did what he said. Damned if
I understood why. Yet, I shimmied out of my damp panties, my hands
shaking and my knees all but caving in, then wadded them into a
tight ball and threw them right in the middle of his face.

“You’re an insensitive, selfish man.”

With his eyes drilling into mine and that
forehead vein jumping, he took my favorite pink panties and placed
them on the corner of his desk. “Don’t forget coward. Now,
over my knees. And if I have to get up and carry you, I’ll double
the spanks and leave your ass more than red and achy for the next
fucking week. Choice is yours.”

“Bite me, Aiden! Seriously!”

His brows lifted. “Don’t tempt me, Sophia.
Double spanks now.”

“Did anyone ever tell you you’re not right
in the head?” I asked in a whisper while taking small steps toward
him and his tented shorts.

“More than once.” He looked at me with his
stormy blues, reached for my hand and hauled me across his legs.
With his breath accelerated and his palm warm, my boss jerked the
hem of my dress up, hoisted my hips in the air, and did just as he
said. He spanked my ass raw right in the middle of a workday in his
place of business.

Spank.

“W—wait…”

Before I’d had time to protest, excruciating
fire was shooting straight down my legs and into my toes as his
palm connected with the sensitive spot where my ass cheek met my
inner thigh. My head lifted at an awkward stance and turned toward
him. “That hurt! Are you a sadist on top of everything else fucked
up about you?”

“Not a sadist. A coward. Remember? And just
for the record, I’ve never been scared a fucking day in my
life.”

Spank. Spank. With his
fingertips grinding into my belly and making it impossible to move,
he spanked the same cheek, harder each time as I wrenched and tried
kicking at his legs, struggling to escape his hold. But it was
useless. Other than my feet, I couldn’t move, couldn’t budge from
his stronghold, and every time I tried his strikes only got
harder.

This wasn’t the way erotic novels made it
sound! This was straight-up ass torture! Son of a bitch, he was a
cruel fucker! Tears spilled from my eyes as he spanked me for what
seemed like three lifetimes, alternating between my upper cheeks
and the delicate flesh right underneath. To hell with this sadistic
fuck of a man. Good looks, smoking hot tattoos, and a rocking body
didn’t mean he wasn’t a head case. He damn well was!

“Breathe, Sophia. I don’t need you passing
out on me.”

“Fuck you. You’re three sheets to looney
tunes.”

“And I told you to walk away, warned you
more than once to watch your lip.” Spank. Spank. “Still, you
couldn’t keep that bold tongue inside your mouth. You just
continued to push and push.”

Seething agony tightened my chest and my
stomach rolled with nausea. I was being spanked and spanked again
as if his life depended on it, his grip around my waist so tight it
was useless to do anything besides succumb to Aiden DiBiase and his
dominance.

“I hate you. Kyle would never be so cruel,
so sadistic.”

I squirmed until I made contact with his
ankles, then kicked them both hard.

“Try that again, and you’ll wish you
hadn’t.”

Spank. Spank.

“My fuckness!” I shrieked. “You’re going to
leave scars. I’ll never be able to show my body to another man.” I
writhed and whimpered yet hoisted my hips. What was wrong with me?
This hurt! Jesus, it was agonizing. So, why wasn’t I begging him to
stop, saying “red” or “no” or making up some safeword? And why was
everything between my legs soaked and throbbing?

He made a growling noise and reached for my
head, fisting my hair, and forcing me to look at him. “I should
have put you in your place the first day you opened your defiant
mouth.”

Holding my head up one-handed with an
uncomfortable grip, he gave me four more deep spanks with the
other. My energy was sapped, my body boneless and trembling. My
eyes ached from tears and the entirety of my ass or what was left
of it felt like it had been submerged in liquid fire. And while I
looked into his dilated eyes, I was caving. I was dying. My body
was spasming with the strongest orgasm of my life.

“You had enough, little girl?”

Unable to speak through sobs, mortification,
and arousal like I’d never felt before, I prayed that he was done.
I couldn’t take another spank. I’d never recover. But my clit was
still tender, my nipples ached, and I wanted Aiden so badly that I
felt like dropping to my knees and doing any damn thing he asked of
me.

With our eyes in a standoff, I nodded.

“Thought so.” His grip around my waist eased
and he gently released my neck, his breathing hard, his hand
caressing my destroyed butt. Too fatigued to attempt standing, my
head dangled beneath me while I lay across his lap like a useless
rag doll. “Goddamnit, Sophia!” He shuddered all the way through his
legs.

“Bravo,” a deep voice said from behind.
“That was quite a performance. The two of you are beautiful
together. And Sophie, you smell just like I thought you would,
sweet and spicy and delicious. Like sugar and honey.”

Kyle? Humiliation crawled over me as I
raised my head just enough to see him walking toward Aiden while
pressing a hand against the swell in his jeans.

Kyle leaned down and pressed his lips
against Aiden’s for a long, deep kiss. Then his gaze caught mine,
his eyes large and dilated. “You’re breathtaking, sweetheart. And I
just know you taste delicious.” He ran a long finger up my inner
thigh then licked off my arousal. “I knew the first day I saw you
that you were perfect for us. You loved having Aiden spank you. He
made you come harder than you could imagine, didn’t he?”

Harder than I ever thought possible.

I shook my head, refusing to admit enjoying
something so outrageous, so barbaric. So damn hot. Sure, it
read romantic in erotic novels, but this wasn’t fiction. My ass
felt like coarse files had scraped away the flesh and kerosene had
been poured on top. It hurt. God, it was agonizing, and my mind
couldn’t wrap itself around any reason a woman would be aroused by
something so out of the bounds of reason. But as much as I fought
to disagree with Kyle, he was right. Trying to convince myself that
spanking defied every aspect of my normal perseverance was a waste
of brain cells. And untrue. I liked what just happened. Hell, I
more than liked it.

Kyle’s gaze was hungry, intimate. “Just wait
until you’re between the two of us. I give you my word you won’t
leave disappointed.” He made a low growling noise and ran a
fingertip through the slick seam of my slit.

Oh! Oh, God. My hand wrapped around
Aiden’s ankle and my hips lifted, pushing against Kyle’s long
finger as it slid inside me, bending just right to brush the front
of my core. “You’re so pretty here, Sophie. Swollen, warm, wet, and
fragrant like the beautiful lady you are. Let me make you feel
good.”

Aiden lifted my head again and cradled it in
his palm. Every vein and bone in my body felt like a live wire, my
nipples aching and my inner muscles quivering. His gaze, locking
with mine, was so intense, so mesmerizing. Every element of these
men turned me on. I barely knew either of them, yet the need to be
with them felt like a frenzied pulse running through my veins.

Already, I knew that for me, this was more
than simple infatuation.

“We’ll tear up your young cunt, not to
mention your tight asshole.” Aiden shook his head with conflict
etched deep in his face as Kyle lowered to his knees and started
finger-fucking me from behind. “I don’t think you’re ready for
that.”

I’m more than ready.

I whimpered at the vulnerability of who I’d
become in such a short time. A few weeks ago, I was living the life
of any normal college student, while relationships and feelings
were the last thing on my mind. Now I was half-naked in front of
two beautiful bisexual men. My ass was red and raw, I was coming
down from the most intense orgasm of my life, and shamelessly
seconds from seeing white lights and nirvana a second time. All the
while thinking of shared lives, lasting bonds … and love.

I swallowed hard, staring into Aiden’s clear
gaze as my hips drove against Kyle’s hand.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Kyle said in his
silken tone. “Relax into it. Let yourself feel good.” He eased his
finger out then pushed two, then three back in, curving,
scissoring, and fucking into me until I was whimpering like a
wounded bird as he took me higher and higher, an orgasm curling in
my belly.

“You’re nothing but trouble, but so damn
beautiful.” There was a new gentleness to Aiden’s tone as he stared
at me with his austerely blue eyes.

And I love you so damn much.

“Oh,” I cried out, shamelessly grinding
against Kyle’s hand until I was plummeting over the edge.

“That was perfect. I loved making you come.”
Kyle eased out of me, then lifted to his feet. “Taste, babe.” He
brushed his fingertips that were coated in my wetness over Aiden’s
lips then kissed him with a deep and beautiful passion that I
couldn’t take my eyes off. I’d never witnessed such a depth of
hunger or eroticism between two people. Thoughts of watching them
love on each other made me near mindless with arousal.

Aiden and Kyle were true primal males, the
epitome of every element I craved. Wanting to be loved by two men
who loved each other may seem unjust and immoral to some. But it
made me feel deeply sexual, wanted, and even needed. It felt
natural. It felt right.

“And now,” Kyle said while lowering back to
his knees. “I need another taste of you,” he added, then covered my
cleft with his mouth and pressed his tongue inside the sensitive
flesh. With my eyes locked with Aiden’s, it only took seconds
before I came a third time, blood rushing to my head, my body
boneless and so sensitive that I couldn’t stand another second
without bursting into ugly tears.

“Please. I can’t take any more.”

Kyle stood, and Aiden helped me back to my
feet, then pulled the hem of my dress down, yet didn’t return my
panties. “You turn twenty in two weeks.” He blinked toward a silent
Kyle. “Neither of us will touch you again a minute before.” Without
a hint of a smile or any real kindness, he arranged himself, pushed
out of his chair, and exited the office.

Love wasn’t in the equation, not for Aiden
and Kyle. For them, this was a scratch for an occasional itch. I
knew this, understood this, and as much as the voices inside my
head warned me to walk away, it was too late. I think it had been
too late the minute Aiden’s blue gaze met mine for the first
time.

I’d do whatever they asked, give them
whatever they desired.

I was theirs.

And so be it if it meant nothing to them. It
meant everything to me.

After a quick bathroom break to clean the
dampness from my thighs and in between, I got a bottle of chilled
water and pulled out my phone. Nearly a month before, Angela and I
made plans to go out for my birthday, which wasn’t far off. More
than ever, I needed a night out on the town to chill, forget
everything for two damn seconds, and just spend some time with a
girlfriend. After I sent a quick text asking if we were still on, I
opened the unsealed zucchini bread and sliced off the end piece, my
favorite.

Come hell or high water, I was going to have
a good time on my birthday.

I broke off the corner of bread and popped
it in my mouth, staring down at my shattered phone and Angela’s
response.

Angela: Hell to the yes we’re going out.
This flu sucked the life out of me but I’m so ready to see you. And
you have to check out Groovy’s, that new boutique I showed you. I
bought a dress hot enough to melt the chest hair off Adam
Parker.

Rolling my eyes at Angela’s fixation toward
the muscled-up baseball player, I never could get a grip on her
fascination with the guy. To me, he wasn’t all that attractive and
looked like someone on serious doses of steroids. “You can have
him,” I whispered, cringing at the burning in my bare ass as I
watched Aiden step back into the kitchen.

I took a deep breath, the effects of his
touch still lingering in all the wrong places, then pinched off
another bite of bread.

“What did you say that was?” he asked
nonchalantly as if five minutes ago, his hand hadn’t been on my
breast, my nipple, and my ass.

“Zucchini bread. And I belted this one out
of the park. Brown sugar and an extra splash of vanilla really amps
up the flavor. It’s very tasty if I say so myself.”

His eyes narrowed. “I don’t recall any kind
of zucchini ever being tasty.”

“Figures,” I mumbled under my breath.

His eyebrow lifted. “What? That I don’t want
vegetables mixed with my desserts?”

“That a big strong man like you is afraid to
taste a tiny bite of something made with a healthy ingredient.”

“Do I look scared, Sophia?” he asked
tightly. “I’d suggest you put a lid on the sass unless you want to
spend the next hour scrubbing my office floor.”

Ignoring his threat, I reached for the small
loaf. “Come on. Take one bite. I double-dog dare you.”

“I’ll pass.”

“Chicken shit.”

His eyebrow lifted again. “Don’t be a
wiseass. Look where it got you thirty minutes ago.”

I huffed out an exaggerated breath. “Jesus,
you can’t even taste a vegetable. There is one thing that would
make it better, though.”

A slight frown bent the space between his
brows. “The trash?”

“Butter! A thick slathering on top then
nuked for about ten seconds. Bummer I didn’t think of it. But it’s
good plain. At least try it.”

“Tell you what. I have an estimate to write
up. Why don’t you go grab some butter and pick up some napkins
while you’re at it. Then I’ll give your zucchini bread that doesn’t
taste like vegetables a stab. Also, you might want to tend to the
hybrid begonias you have growing out back.” He smiled. He
smiled! “They look nice, by the way.”

****

Worn out both physically and emotionally, I
tossed the sandals with their hazardous soles aside, undressed, and
pinned my hair up. Pining for a long warm bath, I stepped into the
tub of cherry-scented bubbles, reclining, and propping a towel
behind my head.

The water felt like heaven against the
rawness of my ass and sore muscles, and I closed my eyes and let my
thoughts wander to everything that happened today. Kyle telling me
it was no use trying to convince Aiden to like anything pertaining
to vegetables. Aiden swearing on his life that he could taste
zucchini in the bread. Me laughing so hard at the two of them
arguing over food choices that tears rolled down my face.

Aiden’s breath warm against my neck, his
erection pressing into my belly. Kyle’s lips between my thighs, his
fingers pushing through my folds. My body coming harder than I ever
imagined possible.

With every nerve in me waking, I ran my
hands over my breasts and erect nipples, then lowered them into the
warm bubbles. I slid a finger through my slit then pushed it along
with a second deep inside my sex while rubbing my thumb over the
hard bud of my clit. In seconds, my climax was erupting, a plethora
of thoughts playing through my mind, and tears welling in my
eyes.

“What is wrong with me? Why am I fantasizing
about feelings, relationships, love, and futures with a gay
couple?”

Aiden and Kyle weren’t looking for a third
partner. I couldn’t fall for these men. But how was I supposed to
stop when it was too late?

Uncontrollable, soul-deep sobs ravaged my
body. Tears slid down my cheeks and off my face while I fought
screaming. Aiden and Kyle were a committed couple uninterested in
anything long-term from a woman. So, why were my feelings growing
when I knew there was no hope? This invitation, if it even
happened, was nothing more than a night of three-way fun. Yes, I’d
fantasized about being between two men many times, and what better
way than to experience it with men, not boys? But would these
feelings I held for Aiden and Kyle—this growing unrequited
love—blow over once I experienced my fantasy and finished my summer
job with Aiden?

Or would it ruin me for other men?


Chapter Sixteen

 


Aiden

I may as well have been playing Russian
roulette with the risks I was taking. What in fuck’s name was wrong
with me? We’d been at work for shit’s sake!

Unethical, or hell, sickening in a sense, my
actions had been inexcusable. I had crossed an ugly line into
threatening territory. Yet, when I’d seen her standing on that
chair, her dress hiked up and her pretty legs silky and smooth,
same as the day I met Kyle, I felt an unstoppable urgency deep in
the pit of my stomach and in my groin. She took my damn breath
away.

I’d been so hard that I would have
demolished her young pussy.

Then, I saw them. Flat, pale marks. Scars.
Self-inflicted wounds on the insides of her thighs. Goddamnit, why?
I wanted to know why she was harming herself. But before I could
gather my thoughts, it all happened so fast. Slipping. Losing her
balance. Me turning into protective mode. My hand landing on the
curve of her breast, her lips soft and tempting, and those green
eyes staring into mine with a look of not only fear but need. That
was the minute I no longer saw the belligerent adolescent or the
child of a client who I knew would never forgive me. I’d seen
seduction, a tempting mix of naiveté and subtle submissiveness, and
a beautiful woman who was deliberately harming her own body.

I wasn’t a godly man, nor a believer in
instincts. But damned if the feeling that she’d been brought into
our lives for a reason didn’t downsize the lingering doubt I was
carrying. Had my parents been right all along when they claimed God
was real, that he was always listening, and that he never sent a
person more than they could handle?

Nothing made sense. I had a man I loved, one
who understood me, didn’t judge, and kept me sane. And sure, we
wanted a woman in our lives. But we wanted someone suitable,
compatible, and one we both felt something for. This wasn’t her.
Dammit, she was too young, off limits and unfitting in every
conceivable way. So, why did I want a taste of everything a male
could ever want from a woman? Why did she light a fire in me like
no other ever had? Christ, why weren’t the ugly consequences enough
to chill the heat in me that this lady set forth? Why her? Why
Sophia?

Uncertainty lingered through my bones.
Everything was not fucking okay.

Lifting the cold mug of beer to my lips, I
swallowed half of it, my mind nothing but a whirlwind of confusion.
Back in my soccer days I would have been all over a threesome, but
now it wasn’t just asking a woman into our bed that bothered me. It
was who the woman was. All the risks involved. And the way she
made my heart pound in my chest.

“I crossed an ugly line, Kyle. Anybody could
have walked in! Hayden. A customer. Fuck, it could have been Annie
Cat or Wyatt.” I blew out a long breath, my chest tight with
tension, and looked at Kyle and the devilish grin plastered across
his face. “Why do you find this so amusing? Do you realize I was
seconds away from putting my dick inside her?”

“First, I find it amusing because I love you
with every molecule of my body and loved seeing you so damned in
your element with Sophie. And two, I trust you. Wholeheartedly.
We’re glue, Forty-Four. Solid. And nothing can or will ever change
what we have built together. I truly believe Sophie is that tiny
missing piece that both of us have been hoping to find.” He reached
for my hand and squeezed his fingers through mine. “I’m not going
to lie. I would have enjoyed the hell out of watching you feed your
sensational dick inside Sophie’s pussy. And I would have loved to
sink my tongue inside your tight hole while you ravished her young
cunt. Or better yet, my cock. It’s been a long time since you let
me in, babe.”

Heat flickered in his eyes. Identifying as a
top and nonversatile in the past, I’d never offered a man my ass
before Kyle.

“This is a damn disaster.” I speared my
fingers through my hair trying to ignore the stir in my belly. How
had my life become so chaotic? Succumbing to injuries at a sport I
loved. Losing my parents when I had so much more to say to both of
them. And now when I thought everything was close to perfect, I was
craving someone I wanted to lick and taste and spank and fuck all
her holes until she was bruised on the inside and ragged with
exhaustion.

Christ, who was I becoming? Was my dad right
when he called me a troubled unrighteous man? Was he on point when
he said my judgment day wouldn’t be a good one?

“You’re who I want and need. Not some young
princess. I crossed an ugly line today, but I will not fuck Sophia
McEvoy.”

Kyle reached for my hand, his expression
softening. “Life’s full of surprises, Aiden. That’s what makes it
interesting. Hell, when I met you in the airport, I was determined
to spend the rest of my days solo. But here we are nine years later
and growing every day. Your attraction to Sophie has stopped you in
your tracks, maybe even scared you in a sense. Babe, this isn’t
going to hurt our relationship. I won’t let it, and neither will
you. Life is short, so let’s do ourselves a favor and enjoy it,
live it, and milk it for what it’s worth.”

“There’s something else I saw today.”
Memories wove through my mind. I met a cutter in a bar when I was
in soccer. After too much to drink we’d ended up sharing life
stories. Turned out, he had started using self-harm to deal with
his younger brother being shot and killed in a drive-by shooting.
Sophia was hiding something that had or was still causing her to
cut which left a sick taste in my mouth. What the hell made her
want to do something like that? What could possibly be so bad? Was
she still cutting? And why did I feel like she and I may have more
in common than I imagined?

“She’s a cutter. I saw scars on her inner
thighs. They’re small, but I counted eight.”

“Are you shitting me? How did I miss them?
And did you ask her about them?”

“No, I didn’t ask her. And you missed them
because you were focused on her pussy.”

Kyle pushed his plate and the remnants of a
steak and loaded baked potato to the side of the booth. “Do you
mind if I do some digging into her background? See what I can find
out about her family and such? If she’s cutting, then there’s
something we don’t know. Something we may be able to help her
with.”

Thoughts of her trying to injure herself
made my stomach clench. “I guess not.”

Kyle pulled out his wallet and credit card,
then swallowed the last drops of his beer. “I leave tomorrow
morning. Take me home. Let’s not waste another minute of
tonight.”

Thirty minutes later, my mouth was slamming
against his, tasting ejaculate on his lips and sharing a kiss not
intended to be passionate, but one of hunger, respect, and
commitment. “This is mine.” I pushed a finger into his hole, my
dick already hard as steel again as I passed through the rings of
muscle until I was knuckle-deep. “Tell me who your ass belongs
to.”

“You, Forty-Four. Nobody but you.”

Removing my finger, I rolled him onto his
belly and pressed his face into the pillow. After nothing but a
coating of spit, I worked the crown of my cock through his opening,
then turned his neck toward me. Coiling my fingers through the side
of his hair while jolts of need powered through me, I drove every
inch I had inside him. “Mine.”

“Yes, Aiden. Fuck, yes.”

My hips rocked against his, thrusting deep
and slow while waves of pleasure rolled through me as we did what
we’d been doing for nine years. Making love like nobody else
existed, like nothing else mattered. Kyle wasn’t my first to fuck,
but he’d damn sure been my first to love. I released the grip on
his hair and lowered my hand down his chest and belly, then hoisted
his hips to give me depth.

“Babe,” he groaned, his ass clenching around
me. “I can feel you in my stomach like you’re a part of me. I love
you so damn much.”

His words did me in. Thrusting deep, I
pushed his right leg up as my balls tightened and my cock jerked,
erupting, and coating him with a second load of hot ejaculate.

“Christ,” he uttered, panting, and his back
glossy with perspiration.

“Christ is right.” I eased out, then feigned
fatigue while fighting the guilt, the fear, and the bone-deep
craving that wouldn’t subside. My love for Kyle was everlasting. We
belonged together, what we had unbreakable and once in a lifetime.
But despite the feelings I had for him, I felt myself slipping.

For someone way too young.

For the daughter of a friend who put his
trust in me.

For a lady I could end up hurting in ways
beyond anyone’s knowledge.

But as bad as I fought it, it was
inevitable. I was falling for Sophia McEvoy.

God help me, this was fucked up on so many
levels, so outrageously wrong and unethical. But she brought out a
weakness in me. Ignited a sick hunger and dark desire.

For the first time in my life, I found
myself doing something entirely outlandish and
inconceivable—praying for guidance. For reprieve. For anything at
all.

If you’re real, then don’t let me lose the
only man I’ve ever loved. Don’t let me hurt a young woman with her
entire future ahead of her. Guide me. Lead me. Forgive me.


Chapter Seventeen

 


Sophie

Two Weeks Later

“Goodbye, teens, hello, twenties!” Angela
reached for another Jell-O shot, handed it to me, then took two
more. “Umm. Coconut rum. These always go first. Drink up while you
can, you sexy bitch. By the way, you’re crushing that fucking
dress. Before the end of the night, you’re gonna join the land of
the college hoes and give up your V-card.”

“Great wording, Angela. I always wanted to
be considered a hoe.”

I bought the one-shoulder, pale-pink
mini-dress without trying it on. Not only was it skintight, but it
was shorter than anything I had in my closet. Good thing Daddy was
out of town as he wouldn’t have let me leave home. A dangle of gold
and black bracelets covered my arm that complemented the strappy
black heels I wore, and I’d lined my eyes with smokey-brown liner
and covered my lids in a shimmery magenta that matched my lip
gloss. With my hair down, a few beachy waves added and one side
pinned back with a bling-covered clip, I felt sexy. If I was lucky
maybe I’d meet a hot guy that had a maturity level beyond
twelve.

“Hey, Angela!” Mike Hannah did a slow slide
down Angela’s body, then wolf-whistled. “Dammit, woman. You get
more beautiful every time I see you.” He lowered a hand down
Angela’s back and over the curve of her ass. “This dress is fucking
sublime.” Mike was Angela’s off-and-on boyfriend. Handsome with
dark hair, olive skin, and a megawatt smile, he seemed okay, but he
wasn’t my type. Of course, very few at these parties were. His eyes
moved over my chest. “You look equally beautiful, Sophie. Don’t
tell me you’re here alone. Be a damn shame to waste that gorgeous
dress.”

I flushed. “Yep. I’m solo.”

“And it’s her birthday,” Angela chimed
in.

“Well, we can’t have that. Not on your
special day. And not looking like that.” He gestured at a handsome,
muscular guy a few feet over. “You’ll like Cole. He’s a good dude.
Loves to party. Loves a beautiful woman.”

Crap! In seconds, I was being greeted
by a kiss to the top of my hand by Cole Brandt while Angela grabbed
Mike’s arm and said in a low voice, “You two familiarize, maybe hit
some skins sooner rather than later. See you in a bit.”

Shaking my head, I said, “Sorry about
Angela. She tends to be a bit blunt.”

Cole emptied whatever he was drinking and
tossed the red Solo cup into the garbage. “Perfect match for Mike,
then. Feel like dancing?”

The living room furniture had been pushed up
against the walls to make a dance floor and two portable wireless
Bluetooth party speakers rested in the corners. I was a klutz with
three feet, but after two Jell-O shots and a shot of Limoncello, I
was easing up. Besides, it was my birthday, and I was damn well
determined to make the best of it. Plus, Cole was hot as sin,
seemed genuinely nice, and the song “Jack” by Hardy, which I loved,
was just starting.

“Sure. I love this song.”

“Hell, yeah.” Cole took my hand and twirled
me around just as the song broke out and it was as if an unexpected
shot of adrenaline had been injected into my bloodstream. My body
swayed to the deep bass beat of the music while the feel of Cole’s
hands lowering to my hips made me feel free, sensual, and
beautiful.

“Sophie McEvoy, you’re a sight for sore
eyes,” Cole said as the song was ending and a rap song that I
wasn’t crazy about started. “Wanna grab a drink and go out back for
a minute? It’s nice outside.”

“Sure. Why not?”

Two cranberry vodkas later, I had watched
two drunk girls strip out of their dresses and start making out
with each other, chatted with a few of Cole’s friends, and struck
up a conversation with a girl who claimed we were in English class
together. Angela and Mike had all but disappeared, but with the
excellent music and the little bit of alcohol in my system, I felt
comfortable and relaxed. Listening to another cheesy blonde joke by
Lance Ward, a business major who wanted to pursue law school, when
Cole wrapped an arm around my waist and asked if I wanted to dance
some more, I was more than ready. Cole seemed genuine and real, not
just another guy trying to get a girl in bed. I was anxious to get
back out on the dance floor and see what the night had in
store.

And forget Aiden and Kyle for ten fucking
seconds.

When a Seether ballad ended and “The Death
of Peace of Mind” by Bad Omens started playing, Cole pulled me up
against him. “This is a damn good song,” he whispered against my
ear. He was right. The singer’s voice was sensual and erotic, and
the lyrics an infallible pathway to dirty foreplay and seductive,
sheet-clawing sex.

I just wished it didn’t remind me of
everything I was hell-bent on forgetting for the night.

Cole was a god on the dance floor, a
surefire babe magnet, and smelled amazing. Everything between my
legs was dangerously awake. My body was tingling as it brushed
against his firm chest and soft moans fell from my lips as his
fingertips lowered down my back and over the cheeks of my ass.

With arousal billowing inside my core, as
soon as the song ended, I stepped away from Cole and reached into
the small shoulder bag that hung around my neck like a necklace.
“I’m officially twenty.” I motioned at the time on the screen of my
phone. “I was born at 10:05 PM, exactly three minutes ago. Do a
silly selfie with me?”

“Silly?”

“Silly, like look cross-eyed, or stick your
tongue out. Just whatever comes to mind.”

“You ladies and your selfies.” Cole stepped
behind me and wrapped his arms around my hips, then settled his
chin on top of my head.

“Okay. Cheese.” I puckered my lips in an
exaggerated way, and just as I clicked the photo button, he lifted
his hands and squeezed both my breasts, which was the furthest
thing on my mind when I asked him to act silly.

“Hey! There you are!” Angela flashed a
toothy grin as she staggered our direction holding a Solo cup in
one hand and a brass key roach clip in the other. “This shit is
mind-blowing. You gotta try a hit.” She lifted what was left of a
joint to my lips and I inhaled before wheezing and coughing up a
lung.

“Oh my God. What’s in that? My insides are
on fire.”

“I know, right? Okay, later, girlfriend. I
need to go pee. See you soon. And keep the doob.”

Cole leaned down and kissed the top of my
head. “I’m sorry if I was out of line. I didn’t mean to make you
uncomfortable.”

“It’s okay. It was all in fun,” I said and
meant it. He had been nothing but a gentleman and I was feeling way
too good to overanalyze anything just yet.

“I need to make a quick trip to the can.
Promise to be here when I get back, beautiful?”

“Promise.” Smiling as I watched Cole
disappear into the crowd, a silly idea hit me. I messaged Aiden and
Kyle with: I’m 20! I’m tipsy AF and well on my way to getting
piss drunk! Wish me a happy birthday! I attached the photo of
Cole and I then slid the phone inside my purse.

Cole returned, and we danced a few more
times then settled onto a love seat. For the next forty-five
minutes or so we sat and talked, then exchanged phone numbers with
his hand resting on my upper thigh. Cole was twenty-one. He was
majoring in business as his dad owned a real estate company and
hoped Cole would come onboard once he graduated. He listened to
metal-core, blue’s rock, and heavy metal, but couldn’t relate to
country or rap. He loved beef and chicken but couldn’t stomach
seafood. On the inside he was a hopeless romantic while on the
outside he acted like a playboy. He was a mama’s boy, an only
child, and hoped to have a big family. Just as I started to explain
that my dad was a luxury home-builder, the fine hairs on my neck
lifted and goose bumps skated across my skin. I hadn’t yet seen
him, but he was here. I felt his presence, felt an energy in the
room. When I looked toward the kitchen, just as I’d sensed, there
he was, radiating pure sex, arrogance, and testosterone. His hair
was in another man bun and he was clad in low-cut jeans, boots, and
a short-sleeved Henley shirt that gave a delicious view of the ink
winding up his arms. My pulse quickened, and heat dropped into my
belly when his gaze landed on mine.

What was he doing here? How did he find me?
Why did he look like he was ready to commit murder? And why did the
anger in his expression warm every hot spot on my body? Exuding
strength, dominance, and male, he was so damn fine on the eyes. He
made all other men indifferent.

Without a “hello, nice to meet you,” or a
“fuck you,” he shot Cole the look of a man seconds from committing
a felony and said, “Remove your hand from the lady’s leg, frat boy,
unless you’d like me to do it for you.”

I glared into his burning eyes that were
focused on Cole’s hand. “What the fresh hell, Aiden?”

“Let’s go.” He took the Solo cup from my
hand and swallowed the last drops of a watered-down cranberry and
vodka.

My pulse was racing, my heart in my throat.
“Why are you here? And how did you know where to find me?”

He motioned to the large Kappa Zeta Beta
banner behind us, then said, “It wasn’t difficult. And I’m here to
take you home before you do something stupid.” Before I had a
chance to respond, he glanced back toward Cole, giving him the look
of the Devil. “I won’t ask again. Kindly remove your hand from
Sophia’s thigh.”

Cole’s hand fell from my leg, and he lifted
to his feet, facing Aiden. “I’m Cole Brandt.” He held out a hand to
shake. “I didn’t mean any disrespect, sir. Are you Sophie’s
father?”

Oh, my fucking God. Buzzkill alert.

Anger radiated off Aiden, that one vein
about to shoot straight through his skin.

“No, I’m not her motherfucking father. But
put your hands on her body again and I’ll be the last face you see
before you meet Jesus. Got it, Cole Brandt?”

I was mortified. Every person on the first
floor of the frat house was staring. If there had been a hole
nearby, I would have thrown myself into it. “Your behavior is
unacceptable, not to mention humiliating.”

His feral gaze burned into mine as he
reached for my hand and pulled me to the floor. I’d never seen him
so angry, the darkness in his eyes daunting. “Tell frat boy
adios. We’re out of here.”

Something manipulative and possessive
sounded in Aiden’s tone, and he was making a fool out of himself.
As well as me. “Don’t be such an asshole, Aiden.”

“Let’s go, Sophia. I mean it.”

Cole was facing Aiden, their heights almost
identical. He lowered his gaze to the hand in mine, then lifted his
eyes and brushed a hand over my shoulder. “Is this guy important to
you, Sophie? Or is this something else?”

With a dozen cell phones pointed my
direction, I jerked away from both of them, hot tears burning my
eyes. Mortified, not only couldn’t I get out of here fast enough,
but I’d made my mind up. I never wanted to see another college
class or attend another frat party. Not after this. In minutes, or
hell, probably already, I would be the newest laughingstock all
over stupid Kappa Beta Alpha. Childish sorority bitches and their
need for gossip.

“I’m sorry, Cole. I don’t know what he is.”
I turned and power-walked out the front door and down the steps of
the frat house, reaching for my phone to text Angela. With my
fingers shaking, I froze at Aiden’s stern tone.

“Sophia!”

I turned and faced him, tears streaking down
my face, anger raging through my veins. “What the hell is your
problem? You’re nothing but a confused bunch of mixed signals. Cole
is a nice guy, and I was having a good time. Now, thanks to you and
your caveman attitude, I’ll be the newest joke over every Instagram
account in the damn city. Besides killing my buzz and fucking up a
good time, what do you want from me? Do you even give a shit how
ridiculous you just made me look?”

“Get the fuck in.” Aiden opened the
passenger door of Kyle’s Mercedes and lifted me by my hips and all
but tossed me inside. Before I could open it back up and get out,
he was sliding into the driver’s seat and locking the doors. Jesus,
his gaze already. Like clear, blue ice, if I wasn’t on the verge of
an emotional breakdown, I might be on the verge of something
altogether different. Despite the jackass he’d just been, he was
nevertheless so sexual and so damn hard to hate.

“That dress is too goddamn tight.” His eyes
moved down my body. “Get rid of it.”

“Why are you doing this?” I pushed away
another flood of tears with a dozen questions hanging on my tongue.
“I don’t get you. You have a man in your life who you love. You’ve
made it loud and clear that you’re not interested in me. So why do
you give one hair on a rat’s ass what I’m wearing or who I’m
seeing? You…”

“Goddamnit, Sophia! Quit acting like a child
for three fucking seconds!”

“Seriously? Don’t think I’m the one who just
paraded through a frat house like some kind of pompous dictator.
Yet, you call me the child?”

“Shut your damn mouth and listen for once in
your life.”

My brain was tied up in knots. Trying to
argue with this man was pointless. He made me feel vulnerable and
brought out an unhealthy anger worse than any I’d ever felt.
Another rush of tears welling, I reached over and slapped him so
hard across his left cheek that his head turned. “Don’t call me a
child or tell me to shut up! You have no right,” I said icily. “For
weeks, all I’ve done is listen, and I’ve heard your refusal loud
and clear. So, let me make a phone call and I’ll hit the road. And
don’t worry about my dad. I’ll tell him something to get me out of
your hair.”

Bunching his hands into fists, then
releasing them, his eyes were blue pools of lust, his expression
carnal and controlling. Seconds that felt like hours ticked by
until he was leaning over the console, spearing his hands through
my hair, and his lips were lowering until they were a breath away
from mine. “You know what? Fuck it! Absolutely fuck this to hell.”
Then, he was kissing me with depth, desperation, and urgency.
Devouring me with long sweeps of his tongue while he held my head
so tight that I couldn’t move. He licked deep into my mouth with
such hunger and persistence that I was crawling across the divider
and onto his lap.

The fight in me was gone. Vanished. I was
helpless. At his mercy. He had complete power over me. One that I
couldn’t control. That I no longer wished to control.

My fingers pushed through his hair, coiling,
pulling, and loosening it from the man bun while his hands lowered
down my sides until he was underneath my dress and feeling the
dampness pooling between my thighs. Liquid fire shot down my body,
my core clenching. Dear God, I ached for him. And for Kyle. I felt
such an unfathomable need toward these two men, a crippling urgency
to please, to connect in every way possible, and to be whatever
they needed me to be.

Fuck being afraid and concealing my
feelings. I felt stronger than I ever had. Maybe it was the
alcohol, or the weed, or something altogether different. I didn’t
know, nor did I care. All I was certain of was that despite playing
with fire and gambling my heartstrings, I was tired of holding
back. Willing to take every risk. Even if this invitation
turned out to be nothing more than a one-time fling.

One night with Aiden and Kyle was better
than none at all.

He lowered his lips to the shell of my ear,
his breath heavy and accelerated. “You’re making me lose my fucking
mind. I’m neglecting my work. My thoughts are anywhere but
sensible, and I can’t do anything besides think of you, me, and
what that means.” He raised his head, his expression a map of
confusion. “I can’t close my eyes at night without thinking about
memorizing every last inch of your beautiful body and familiarizing
you with mine.” He sighed, his blue irises heavy and serious. “You
have your entire future ahead of you, and life can be a cruel
bitch. You deserve the world, baby girl. And it’s out there just
waiting for you to find it. Christ, how I wish circumstances were
different.”

“You think I don’t know these things? And do
you still assume that just because my dad has been successful with
his business that I’ve lived some kind of idyllic charmed
existence?” Emotion stung my eyes. “Because you have no idea what
life has dealt me. So, stop trying to get me to walk. I may only be
twenty years old, but I’ve thought this thing to freaking death,
and I know what I want. I’ve told you what I want. I want
you and me. Me and Kyle. I want to watch you love him and him you.
I just … want us.”


Chapter Eighteen

 


Sophie

“This certainly isn’t what I expected.” The
private road led up to a modest-sized log cabin home with
high-arched windows, wraparound porch, and towering trees backing
up to a popular fishing lake. “Daddy tried buying a couple of lots
somewhere out here a few years back but couldn’t make it happen. I
could sit on that porch for hours. It’s lovely, Aiden.”

Once we got inside and I finished oohing and
aahing over the unusual but stunning mix of Brazilian walnut floors
and vintage tile, Aiden and I took a seat at the long bar in the
kitchen while Kyle ventured toward the refrigerator. “Can I get you
something to drink, Sophie? Water? Gatorade? Or, I’ve got a nice
bottle of Pinot just waiting to be opened.”

“Sure. Wine would b...”

“Water!” Aiden chimed in before I finished
speaking.

Flashing Kyle a sarcastic grin, I said,
“Looks like I’m having water.”

“You’re not of legal age, Sophia. I won’t
condone alcohol.”

“Guess that leaves out lighting up the small
doob in my purse. It’s a known fact that weed helps with
high-strung kind of folks. Just sayin’.” My nerves were on high
speed, which meant my mouth was as well. I didn’t even have a joint
in my purse and hadn’t bought any since I moved back home.

Kyle handed me a bottle of water, looking at
me with veiled lids, then said, “Happy birthday, Sophie. How does
it feel to be twenty?”

“Pretty much the same as it felt to be
nineteen, I guess.”

“Isn’t your dad expecting you home
tonight?”

“No. First birthday without him. He’s in
Houston,” I said with my suspicions ramping up a notch while
wondering what he might be hiding. “And I had plans to spend the
night with a girlfriend, but somebody decided that wasn’t
going to happen.”

“Can always drive you home,” Aiden
countered.

I ignored his statement and instead asked
about the house and what made them want to live in such a rustic
kind of place. After Aiden gave me the short but heartrending
version about buying this property in his parents’ memory, Kyle
leaned over and kissed the top of Aiden’s head. “Enough of the
past. Let’s discuss what’s going to happen tonight. Sophie, you
told me you have never held feelings for anyone before, but how
experienced are you? Sexually?”

Nerves twisted in my belly. I hadn’t planned
on admitting to my virginity, but I suddenly craved honesty. “I’m a
virgin.”

“For fuck’s sake.” Uncertainty suffused
Aiden’s face as he stared at me with those striking blue eyes. He
pushed off his barstool and started pacing. “Why didn’t you tell us
this before? This isn’t the way you want to spend your first time.
You deserve something special.”

You are special, dammit.

“Since when do you get to tell me how I want
my first time to be or what I deserve? I deserve to lose my
virginity to someone who makes me feel beautiful and desired. I
deserve to give my body to whomever I choose. And guess
what, Aiden? I choose you. Unless, of course, you’d rather me find
someone else. Someone younger. Someone with more stamina.” With a
sudden surge of courage taking over, I turned toward a silent Kyle.
“If my virginity is a game changer, then don’t waste any more of my
time. I can walk out that door and never turn back. But before I
do, just know this. And remember it. For most my life I’ve felt
unworthy and unwanted. Long ugly story behind all that. But since I
met the two of you, something inside me has changed. I don’t know
how to describe it, but I’m not scared anymore, no longer afraid to
say what’s in my heart. I want the two of you to be my first but if
it’s not mutual, then please spare me from making a bigger fool of
myself than I already have.” My gaze locked with Aiden’s. “Cole
would be more than happy to oblige. He’s already sent four texts
since you made your grand entrance into the frat house. Give me a
minute to text him your address and I’ll make myself scarce.” I
reached inside my handbag that was still around my neck, but before
I could get my phone, Aiden was tugging the shoulder strap, pulling
it over my head, and pushing his fingers through the sides of my
hair so hard that I was forced to look up at him.

“I need you to realize that being with me
comes with consequences.” His jaw tightened. “I’m in love with
Kyle. I suck his cock. I come inside his ass. Do you understand the
concept of that?”

“Not sure ‘I suck his cock and come in his
ass’ is the best choice of words to get a woman aroused, but then
again, it is pretty damn hot and something I’d love to watch.”

Aiden’s face smoothed into vague aloofness,
while Kyle’s brows lifted as if he was thinking, I’d love to
have you watch. “That’s not my point, Sophia.”

“Point or otherwise, I know what the two of
you do. Clearly. And guess what? I don’t give a damn. And you wanna
know something else? Yes, I may be a virgin, but I’m no prudish wet
blanket. I’ve had fingers inside me, had my tits sucked on. I’ve
given head, damn good head, and let guys tease me through my
panties. But I’ve never let one penetrate me or do oral because I
haven’t met anyone I felt that close to. And while we’re being
honest, I may as well tell you that I’ve fucked myself dozens of
times with an ejaculating dildo, coming so hard that I saw stars
thinking of the two of you inside me separately and at the same
time. Do you understand the concept of that?” Maybe I should
have considered the consequences and stored this fantasy of three
in the back of my mind. I was no idiot. I knew what I was getting
myself into. But dammit, I just did not care. I didn’t expect a
lifetime. Didn’t expect any promises. I only expected now and
tonight.

I just … wanted.

“I don’t care that you love another man.
It’s who you are and what makes you, you. I’m not asking for the
same love the two of you share. I’m just asking for a chance.”

After what felt like three lifetimes of
melancholy silence, I blinked away from the row of windows and the
placid lake. “A very smart therapist once told me that the only way
to achieve true happiness is to risk being thoroughly cut open in
the process.” I swiped at a tear streaking down my cheek. “And I’m
willing to take that chance. Should it not evolve into anything
more than a one-time fling, then we will all be adult about it,
walk away, and consider it a big fuck-up.”

Kyle reached for my hand and lifted it to
his lips. “Nothing exchanged between the three of us could ever be
a fuck-up, sweetheart. Maybe the timing is just off.”

“Maybe the timing is just off? Really?”
Kyle’s words felt like a dull blade digging into my heart. I
snatched my hand away and turned toward Aiden. His hands speared
his hair, his eyes wide with worry. “Why barge into that frat house
and demand I leave? Why bother bringing me here tonight? My God,
would it have killed you to let me have a good time on my
birthday?”

Chest beating so hard I could barely
breathe, instead of tears, everything gave way, bursting into
unstoppable anger and resentment. “Can I just say one more thing?
No, scratch that. I need to say one last thing before I get out of
here. Fucking fuck you, Aiden DiBiase. You may look like a god
physically, but if my suspicions are right, you couldn’t please me
anyway. I bet you’re mediocre at best and need a little blue pumper
upper pill to keep it up. Cole, on the other hand…”

Exasperation was shooting through my chest
like hot darts. I’d done all I could to convince them of my
feelings. I’d opened my heart and all but begged, something I had
never done with anyone before. Well, lesson fucking learned! It
wouldn’t happen again.

I couldn’t get out of this place fast
enough. The last thing I wanted to see right now was either of
their faces. I’d walk my ass home if I had to. I reached for the
clasp on my handbag, but in nothing flat, a strong hand was
gripping my throat, forcing my head back, and pulling the air from
my lungs.

“Don’t,” I said while hating the way I
wanted him to demand that I stay.

“Preppy boy isn’t going to have your body
tonight, or any other. Understood?” My gaze slid over Aiden. The
tension was palpable and confirmed what I’d sensed on the drive
over here. He did feel something. He did want this. And despite the
fact there were no promises made and consequences to comprehend, I
understood. Fully. And still, I didn’t care.

“Understood.”

A flaming, predatory glimmer flickered in
his eyes. “Then walk up those stairs. Go into the first bedroom on
your right and stand in the middle of the room until I tell you
different.”

I was no big drinker and only smoked weed on
occasion. Right now, I craved both. Not because I was afraid of
losing my virginity, but because I was afraid of not pleasing
them.


Chapter Nineteen

 


Aiden

I tried like hell to convince myself not to
go after her. Twice, I’d turned around, both times pounding my
hands against the steering wheel and wondering why her? Why not
somebody—anybody—else?

Was this my parents’ loving God’s judgment?
His discipline for my nonbelief? His restitution of my actions? If
so, why was God so fucking cruel?

How was I expected to ignore her breasts
being groped? Stand by and do nothing while knowing she was getting
blitzed out of her mind? How could I close my eyes and sleep
knowing that little frat boy’s hands were all over her?

I couldn’t. And wouldn’t. So I’d done the
only thing I knew to do, and went after her. I wanted her. I had to
have her. I fucking would have her.

All consequences be damned.

I’d parked in front of the frat house, my
chest tight, my pulse racing, and hell-bent on getting her out of
there before she did something stupid. When I eyed a couple of
girls smoking cigarettes beside the porch, I showed them the photo
on my phone. Sixty seconds later, I saw her. Sitting on a sofa
looking like a perfect angel, my angel, with that groping
cocksucker’s hand moving way too damn far up her thigh.

I’d wanted to rip the fucking thing from his
arm and feed it to him. Motherfucking presumptuous son of a
bitch.

 Now, I hungered
to claim her. To bury myself inside her and consume her. Need
pounded inside me. For Sophia. For Kyle. For the soft touch of
female skin and the fire that my man provided. But this was so much
more than bodily needs. Once we had Sophia, once we reveled in her
sweetness, there would be no turning back.

I lowered a hand down her neck then brushed
a fingertip over a shimmering pink crystal in the pendant she’d
kept on. “I need your word that if you have a change of heart or
want to stop, that you’ll say so.”

Kyle ran a hand up her arm, his thumb
sweeping over the side of her breast. “We’ll never force anything
on you that you don’t want.”

“So, you want a safeword?” Instead of coming
across nervous, she raked her eyes over me, pushed her tits into my
chest, and reached for Kyle’s hand. “Because I won’t need one.”

“Stop is all you need to say. Tell me
you understand.”

She licked her lips that were plump, pink,
and hell, perfect for fucking. “Okay. I understand.”

Nothing about this night was going to be
gentle. She’d pushed and provoked until I wanted to devour her and
exhaust her until she was boneless. I wanted her to endure the
pressure. The discomfort. Every bit of it. Until her cries of agony
crossed over into whimpers of ecstasy.

I lifted the shirt over my head and dropped
it beside me. “I want you on your knees. You’re going to suck
Kyle’s dick. But first.” I pressed my mouth against hers, pushed my
tongue through her lips, swallowing her breath, and tasting her.
Her soft moans were an aphrodisiac. Thrilling. Stimulating. Like
fine dark chocolate and sweet red wine.

“Lower his sweats. Then remove his cock and
start with running your tongue up his underside. He likes
that.”

With no smart words, no eye rolls or
huffing, she dropped to her knees, ceding to the submission she
hadn’t yet admitted to but that Kyle and I both knew she needed.
Giving us the discipline we yearned for. She lowered the waistband
on Kyle’s sweats and released him. I bit back a half-grin at the
cross of shock on her face. She’d seen Kyle before but not up
close. Long and thick, he was exquisite.

“Holy shit.” Kyle shuddered and lowered a
hand into her hair when she licked up his underside and over his
leaky crown.

“That’s enough teasing. Suck his dick.” I
took her temples between my palms and moved her head up and down
his length. Muscles in her throat flexed, tears flooded her eyes,
and she struggled to breathe. When she tried drawing back, I
tightened my fingers in the sides of her hair.

“Deeper. Take him deeper.”

Drool oozed from the corners of her mouth
and dripped off her chin. Tears tracked down her cheeks, and her
throat writhed as Kyle thrust deep, hard, and with the same
relentless desperation I was feeling.

He drew back and ran a hand down her cheek,
wiping at the saliva.

“No.” With my tone ice, I slammed her back
onto him. “Not deep enough.”

Heaving with spit running down her chin and
smears of mascara around her eyes, she was struggling to breathe,
to swallow. She was sublime. And Kyle was close, his gaze a deep
blue as he stroked in and out, each time a little deeper, a little
more brutal.

“I need to come.” He reached for Sophia’s
cheeks and started powering into her throat, driving deep, his
mercy on her long gone.

When I saw him start to quiver, his
restraint slipping, he tore his gaze away from her as I abruptly
jerked him from her throat, leaving her breathless. With my eyes
latching onto hers, I dropped to my knees and swallowed Kyle,
rolling his balls with one hand and gripping his hip with the
other.

“Oh, fuck!” His body shuddered as he jerked
through an orgasm with a breathy grunt.

I pulled back, withdrawing. I couldn’t stop
staring at her. The makeup smearing her face. The dried tears. Her
pebbled nipples. She was breathtaking. My Sophia. Mine. Mine.

“Does my baby girl still think she can
handle two men like us? Does she want to thank me for swallowing
all that thick cum so she didn’t heave up a lung? Or did sucking
Kyle’s fat cock make you want to walk out the door?”

“Yes to the first question. Never to the
last two. Push me all you want. Keep throwing out threats and
trying to scare me but I’m not walking anywhere. Call me a fool for
wanting someone who’s treated me like utter shit, but in some
asinine way, I need you to be my first. Then I want to experience
everything three people can. I—”

Before she finished speaking, in one motion
I was hoisting her into my arms and walking her to the bed, her
body a live wire against mine. This was going to happen. No more
waiting. No more cautioning. No more fucking worrying. “Get her
ready for my cock.” I reached for a condom, rolling it over my
length while watching Sophia suck in a breath of air as Kyle knelt
in front of her and tugged at her ankles.

“With pleasure.” He kissed up the inside of
her thigh and over the line of small scars while his hand caressed
the other. “Open them, sweetheart. Let me see you.”

 With a soft
whimper, she widened her legs as Kyle slid his fingers through the
slick seam of her pussy and teased the swelling of her clit.
“You’re so pink. So swollen and pretty. It makes me rock-hard
knowing you’ve masturbated while fantasizing about my man and I
inside this cunt. Did you squeeze your pretty nipples? Rub your
clit? Maybe play with the pucker of your ass? Did you cry out our
names when you came undone?”

Sucking in a breath of air, bucking her
hips, and grinding against his face as he speared his tongue inside
her, she cried out. “Kyle.” Her fingers coiled through his hair and
her eyes squeezed shut.

She was close, too motherfucking close.
“That’s enough.” I pulled Kyle off her then pushed my lips to his,
tonguing deep and kissing away every trace of her taste. “I love
you. Never forget it.”

And then I was lowering my body over hers,
my cock throbbing between us, and staring down into the gorgeous
hue of her eyes, the smooth perfection of her skin, and those soft
pink lips. “Tell me you still want this.”

She nodded. “Yes. More than anything.”

“Tell me again.” I brushed my thumbs over
the soft flesh of her cheeks. “Because I hurt, baby girl. My body
fucking aches for you. But I’ll shred your pretty cunt. And God
help me but once I’m inside you, there’s no turning back.”

“How much more certain do I need to be, you
bullheaded beautiful man? Do you want a notarized document? My
signature in blood? If I didn’t want to be here, I wouldn’t.”

And I knew that. Deep inside, I knew she’d
been brought to us for a reason and the sincerity in her voice made
me want to thrust inside her and fuck her until she was raw and so
damn sore that she felt me for days. Then, I wanted her ass while
Kyle took her pussy. I wanted to give her everything she’d asked
for and what I thought her subtle submissive side needed.

But not tonight. Not her first time. Not
when trying times were ahead of us and I was certain that in just a
matter of hours her desire could very well become hatred.

“Please, Aiden. My God, please…”

For another minute I just watched her. The
longing in her eyes. The way she chewed on her bottom lip while I
knew damn well she was dying to start running her pretty little
mouth. Then she whimpered, staring up at me, and I couldn’t hold
back any longer. I pushed through her wet heat, penetrating her.
Her eyes filled with tears and for seconds, I didn’t move, giving
her time to accept the pressure I imagined was greater than she had
anticipated. But as my fingers swept over her right cheek, she
arched and widened her thighs, urging me in deeper.

“That’s it, baby girl. Let me in.” I pressed
in further, burying myself, then eased out before pushing back in.
With a tender, slow patience, I rocked my hips in a slow, lazy
rhythm while staring into those mesmerizing green eyes and thinking
that maybe, just maybe things would work themselves out and the
past would all be forgotten and forgiven.

“Play with your nipples,” I ordered, while
fucking into her gently but deep. Giving her what she asked for
while taking what I desperately needed. Despite the consequences
ahead of us, no matter how ugly things became, I would never forget
this night, this moment, and the sounds of her soft cries of
pleasure.

While she tugged at her nipples, my fingers
roamed her body, learning all her hot spots and taking them to
memory. Ravenous and aching for depth, I eased her knees up,
wanting to pound my cock into her harder and harder until she was
crying out and falling over the edge. But I wouldn’t and couldn’t
do that to her. Not yet.

“Aiden,” she whispered, her soft voice
making me swell even more. “It feels good. So good.” She wrapped
her legs around me, pressed her hands into my ass and pulled me in
deeper. Closer. Urging me to take her hard as she started meeting
each of my drives, gyrating, lifting, and grinding into each thrust
while helpless whimpers fell from her lips.

Jaw clenching, I withdrew to the tip, then
pushed back in, sinking into the very depth of her. “You’re
beautiful. I fucking adore you,” I murmured with my lips drifting
across her throat and the shell of her ear. She felt perfect.
This felt perfect. “My pussy. My baby girl. Tell me,
Sophia.” I lifted my chest and peered down at our connected bodies
moving into each other. “Words. Say them.”

“Your pussy,” she whispered, her words
lifting my balls and my body fucking into her with relentless
drives. “Your baby girl. Today. Every day. And I adore you
too.”

Her words fueled me, lifting a moan up my
chest as my body ignited in time with her cries of pleasure. Her
core pulsed around me, drawing me in deeper until I was shuddering
and emptying the heat of my orgasm into the condom, leaving us both
breathless, limp, and my head falling into the damp flesh of her
neck.

“Tell me I didn’t hurt you.”

“I’m okay. But I’m not sure if Kyle is.”

I eyed the sprinkling of blood on the condom
and her inner thighs, then glanced at the empty chair. Confused, my
stomach knotting, I reached for the bottle of water on the
nightstand and handed it to her. “Are you sure you’re okay? I could
draw you a bath if you’d like.”

This wasn’t like Kyle. In past times he’d
loved watching me fuck a woman. But this was no ordinary woman. He
knew it. He’d just witnessed it. Knots rolled in my belly. I wanted
to stay with Sophia, clean her with a warm damp rag, bathe her, and
care for her.

“I’m fine. Please go to him. Make things
right. And Aiden?” she asked with her eyes filling with emotion.
“I’m sorry.”


Chapter Twenty

 


Kyle

I loved it out here, especially after the
sun went down. Located seventy miles east of downtown Dallas, there
was a peaceful calmness on the Lake Fork Reservoir. No sounds of
city life, cleaner air, and stars by the millions. Well-known for
trophy-sized largemouth bass, a place next to the water on the
premier fishing lake had been Aiden’s dad’s dream. In normal
instances, sitting outside listening to the sounds of nature
brought about a sense of comfort and safety, reminding me of my
childhood and weekend visits to my grandparents.

Tonight, I was wired. My chest was tight, my
gut an uncomfortable rumble. Nursing a Jack and water, I gazed off
into the distance while doing my best to let the smoky bourbon do
its job and ignore what felt like pins and needles stabbing my
heart. Trouble was, I wasn’t even sure what had me so agitated,
other than the fact that my dick was still hard as steel.

And the love of my life was falling for a
woman a hell of a lot faster and harder than I’d anticipated.

I couldn’t decide who I found more
beautiful—Aiden, or Sophie. Damn near
stupefied when I’d watched them together, they had such a
connection. An energy. Just as I’d suspected, she was fucking
perfect for him.

“You’re in love with her, Aiden. She loves
you too if you didn’t already realize that.”

He scrubbed his jaw, turmoil in his eyes. “I
never anticipated this. Hell, we’ve only known her a few weeks, and
I didn’t even like her in the beginning. Now, I’m not sure what to
do with all these unforeseen feelings.”

“Oh, I think you’re well on your way to
dealing with them. I just watched you make love to Sophie. Not fuck
but make love.” I released a half-laugh. “As for only knowing her
for a couple of months, our history proves that time is irrelevant.
Wouldn’t you agree?”

Aiden stabbed his hands through the sides of
his hair, his face still flushed, the smell of sex radiating off
him. “If things had gone my way, I would have asked you to be my
husband eight years ago if I’d thought you would have agreed. That
hasn’t changed and won’t. Besides, Sophia is too young for two old
fuckers like us. She’s…”

His words trailed, that look of fathomless
worry flashing in his eyes again. “Come on, man. Store the bullshit
for someone else. Sophie is perfect. She’s everything we’ve been
looking for. Don’t predict an ending before it’s even begun.”
Draining the last of my drink, I sat the empty tumbler beside me,
then dropped to my knees in front of a sullen-faced Aiden. Placing
my hand on his bobbing leg, I said, “And know this, Forty-Four.
I’ve married you in my mind a hundred times, and I’ll be damned if
I lose you. But same as I told you a week after we met, I will
never try and keep you from sharing your heart with a woman.”

“Why did you leave us alone? That wasn’t
what we planned. Christ, why is life so damn complicated?”

Rocks rolled in my belly. This was more than
complicated. It was fucking agonizing. For the first time in nine
years, I’d felt something I never expected or
experienced—excruciating jealousy. Shit, I wasn’t even an envious
person. Never had been. Yet, it had come out of nowhere, like a
hard slap to the face. I had watched Aiden suck on a set of tits
until the lady begged for his cock, seen him bury his face and lick
a pussy until his hair was being tugged from the scalp and his
gorgeous face drenched with her release. I’d listened to a woman
climax ten seconds after he fed his perfect dick inside her and
helped him lube up before taking one’s ass while I owned her cunt.
What I hadn’t ever witnessed was the fascination, the hunger and
passion he shared with Sophie. The way he touched her like he’d
die if he didn’t. The way he kissed her like his life
depended on it when he vowed to only share his lips with me. I
knew he had feelings for her, but I hadn’t stopped to think how
deep they had become. Seeing him take her virginity and make love
to her with such a gentleness until she got acclimated felt like a
brick was being lodged in my chest. Ultimately, my jealousy made no
sense. This had been my idea. I’d been the one to invite Sophie
into our bed and even urged Aiden to go after her when she texted
the ridiculous photo with her tits in some silly boy’s hands.

“Do you really need to ask why I walked
out?” My thumb brushed over the corner of his hand. Reading a lot
when I traveled, I’d once seen something about life containing
ten-thousand joys and ten-thousand sorrows and that the only way to
achieve true happiness was to always keep the door ajar for the
next joy to open. Part of me felt joy while watching them. The
other part felt an endless sorrow.

“Babe, I know you better than anyone, and
only an elite few people get the privilege of seeing your sensitive
side. I also know that you don’t kiss women. I just witnessed both.
Aiden, you’re a different man with her, one who’s falling deep.” I
took his hand in mine and squeezed. “The journey of life has always
been and will always be a continuous flux of hardships. How we
respond to them can either destroy us or preserve us. I walked away
because I needed a fucking minute to process what I was watching.
And because I felt like you deserved that time alone with her. And
that, Aiden DiBiase, is how damn much I love you.”

“She means something to you too, Kyle.”

“You’re right. She does.” Just as I leaned
forward for a kiss I desperately needed, I rotated toward a set of
bright lights speeding down the road toward the house.

“Who the hell is that?” Aiden asked, while a
touch of fear rose up my chest since it was late and she rarely
came out this way.

Much to my dismay, I’d purchased the Raxiom
Dual LED Halo headlights after an hour of arguing whether or not
they were street legal. Like always with my daughter, I lost that
argument, but I still wasn’t altogether sure if they were lawful or
not.

“From the looks of those headlights, I do
believe that is Annie Cat. Not sure what she’s doing out here this
time of night.” Concern tightened my chest. After a lot of blood,
sweat, and tears, she had finally made her peace with the divorce
between her mom and I, but still held a grudge toward Aiden. She
rarely came out this way. I could count the number on one hand.

The black Camry came to a flying skid in the
circular driveway, only inches from my Mercedes. Dread filled my
stomach when I saw the look on my daughter’s face. Trembling, her
face was flushed, dried tears tracked down her cheeks, and her
nostrils were flaring.

“What’s wrong, sugar? Has something
happened?”

“Where is she?” She tossed a beige and brown
tote bag in front of her. “I know Sophie’s here. Hell, half the
fucking country probably knows, thanks to your ex-soccer player
turned lover.”

Shit like this solidified my detest for
social media. This was the last thing any of us needed. “Sugar, sit
down. Let me get you some water or something.”

“Fuck water,” Angela hissed with venom
flashing in her eyes as she turned toward Aiden. “She’s twenty
years old, you sick pedophile.”

“Watch your mouth, Angela. Now sit down so
we can talk about this.”

Ignoring me, she glared at Aiden, anger
radiating from her. “You do know that pictures of you and Sophie
are plastered all over Instagram and no telling where else? I had
no idea she was working for you. How long have you been
fucking her? And is my dad aware?”

“I’ve never done anything behind your dad’s
back, Angela, and never will. That’s not what’s going on here.”

She turned and faced me, her bottom lip
shaking. “I picked up Sophie tonight, helped hook her up with a
nice guy, and the next thing I know, she’s hauled off by your damn
lover boy. So, yeah, I think somebody needs to tell me what the
fresh fuck is going on.”


Chapter Twenty-One

 


Sophie

Disoriented and blinking to clear away the
blur in my eyes, I was so tired that I felt like I was hiking
uphill with weights on my ankles. Naked and covered with a soft
white afghan, I glanced at the clock on the bedside table. How long
had I been sleeping? The last thing I remembered was the worried
look on Aiden’s face as he left the room, and I couldn’t recall
either him or Kyle coming back in. Yawning, I swung my legs toward
the edge of the bed, my body deliriously sore as I stood and made
my way to the adjoining bathroom. When I couldn’t find my dress or
panties, I opened the door of the walk-in closet, inhaling the
spicy scent of male and cologne.

My God. I lost my virginity to Aiden.

My clothes were nowhere to be found so I
slid open a built-in drawer only to find underwear and socks. Two
drawers later, I found a pair of black sweats and a tattered
Metallica t-shirt, neither of which were going to be a close fit.
After I cleaned myself up a little, I slipped on the sweats, rolled
down the waistband, then pulled the shirt over my head, inhaling
the faint scent of cologne, and tied a little knot in the
front.

“You look like fresh hell,” I mumbled as I
stared at myself in the mirror and ran my fingertips through my
wrecked hair.

Faint voices were coming from somewhere,
maybe the kitchen or the living room. Was that Aiden and Kyle? The
television? I tiptoed to the edge of the stairwell with a weird
feeling buzzing through my chest. When I didn’t see them, I made my
way downstairs and into the kitchen, which was also empty, then
stepped outside onto the front porch.

Panic squeezed my throat like the life was
being sucked out of me.

Angela? What was she doing here?

Just as I rotated to go back inside, she
turned my direction. Shear fury burned in her expression. “You’re
fucking kidding me!” She snorted in disgust with her eyes trailing
over my clothing. “I guess the joke’s on me this time since I
didn’t put two and two together when you told me you were working
for a landscaper who happened to be an ex-soccer player.” Her
nostrils flared with anger. “Guess you got what you wanted on your
birthday. You look freshly fucked. I hope you realize that he and
my dad dick each other as well. But as naïve as you are, you
probably don’t.”

“That’s enough, Angela!” Kyle gritted out at
the same time Aiden stood with his lips pressing into a thin line.
“Sit down. Please. So we can talk this thing out.”

“Talk the fuck what out, Dad? First, you
divorce Mom. Then you announce you have a gay lover. And now this?”
Her eyes darted toward Aiden then back to me. “I don’t even know
what I’m looking at. Other than lies and deception and something
very ugly that I don’t want to consider. I thought you were my
friend, Sophie. You should have told me.”

Emotion welled in my eyes. “You’re right. I
should have. And I wanted to. But you got sick and I didn’t hear
from you. Plus, when I mentioned working for an ex-soccer player,
you seemed upset and never asked me another word about my job.
Angela, I had no idea Kyle was your dad and I never dreamed
anything would happen between the three of us. I—it just
happened.”

“What do you mean the three of you?” Big
tears dribbled down her cheeks. “What does that even mean, Dad? My
God, I don’t even know you anymore. You’re a fucking embarrassment
to me.”

“That’s just about enough,” Aiden gritted
out. “For thirty minutes I’ve listened to you speak to your
father—the man who paid for those fancy wheels out there and all
the expensive clothes filling your closet—like he’s beneath you.
None of this is his fault. I’m the one who brought Sophia here
tonight. So, I’m going to ask you one time not to disrespect either
of them when you’re on my fucking property. Your dad may put up
with it, but I damn well won’t.”

“You know what? I’m all for love is love and
all that, but the three of you are twisted. And you…” She rotated
her gaze back toward me. “No wonder you loved that ridiculous
romance novel so much. Fits you perfectly. You’re dead to me,
Sophie. Good friends don’t keep secrets this big, this
important.”

“I’m sorry,” I said shakily. “I never meant
to hurt anyone.”

Twisted? Dead to her? My stomach was
clenching, chills running down my spine. This was all my fault. I’d
created friction between a father and daughter, uprooted two men in
a loving relationship, and ruined what I thought might become a
close friendship. Where I had felt on top of the world just minutes
ago, my chest felt like it was about to explode.

My mother didn’t want me. She didn’t love
me. She chose death over caring for me.

What is wrong with me? Why do I destroy
lives? Why am I unlovable?

Trembling and unsteady on my feet, I
couldn’t catch my breath, my heart pounding. I closed my eyes for a
few seconds, counting to five and telling myself I was in charge.
This can’t hurt me. It’s only my mind playing tricks. But
this was no mind game. It was reality, and I wasn’t in charge, and
I was going to be hurt.

Please. Not here. Not now.

Throat tight and my belly knotting, all I
could do was wonder what was going through my mother’s mind that
final day and the last seconds of her life. Was she scared? Did she
have second thoughts? Did she think of my dad, me, or all she was
leaving behind? My heart felt like it was going to pop out of my
chest and my head like a bomb about to detonate. Tears surging,
cramps lurching, I clutched my abdomen.

No. Please no. I’m in charge. I can do this.
This is all behind me.

I looked over at Kyle and Aiden. Both were
trying to reason with Angela while she glared at me like I had two
heads. When I felt a hand brush my arm, I pushed away from Aiden
who was mumbling something about me being okay. Tears burned my
eyes as I found myself saying I needed a bathroom and rushing
toward the door with a clawing urgency for silence, for peace, for
any semblance of relief. I needed to shake this off, the fear, the
breathlessness, and the knives in my belly, yet it was only
worsening.

Why did you hurt my dad? He loved you.

Why did you leave me? I needed you.

Why didn’t you love me? I miss you.

Why did you fucking have to die?

Inside the dark corner of Aiden and Kyle’s
closet, tears poured, and I shook so hard I couldn’t catch my
breath. Why was this happening? Why? Why? My life was so screwed. I
had just lost my only friend, wreaked havoc between a father and
daughter, and knew that once Daddy saw the photos of me with Aiden,
hell would break loose all over again.

I wanted to scream. Pound my fists against
the wall. I wanted an outlet to all this pain, this incessant
remorse that I’d fought my entire life. I looked down at the sweats
beside me that I’d long since removed, then at the scars between my
legs. Hand trembling, I lowered the single-edged razor blade to my
flesh, one of many I kept in the side pocket of my purses as a test
of my strength and recovery. I hadn’t ever touched them. Not until
tonight.

“No,” I whispered, pulling my knees into my
chest and staring at the blade in my hand. I couldn’t go through
this again. Wouldn’t subject my dad to it a second time. I’d worked
too hard and sat through agonizing hours of therapy to let one
small setback pull me into the worst time of my life. But this was
no small setback. It was monumental.

Where did I go from here? I hated college.
Couldn’t stand all the senseless time spent in classrooms listening
to subjects I had no interest in. And the last thing I wanted was
to run Daddy’s business. An hour ago I thought I wanted to earn my
own living, have my own profession. Right now, I had no idea what I
wanted out of life or if I wanted anything at all. Maybe it was
just best. Maybe I…

I was so tired, so drained. My body felt
heavy with an overwhelming fatigue, my brain and soul a fuzzy mess
of exhaustion, chaos, and worry. So much worry. I inhaled deep,
blew out a long rush of air, then closed my eyes. Just for a
minute, I needed to rest.

Relax.

Forget.

Count to five.


Chapter Twenty-Two

 


Sophie

Hot and sweaty, my eyes felt like two-ton
weights as I woke suddenly while feeling warm breath against my
neck. Aiden was on one side of me, Kyle the other. Both were
staring. How did I get under the comforter? How did I get here at
all? Last I remembered was… Oh God! Cole. The photos. Angela.
Kyle.

The panic attack.

My thoughts were still fuzzy and my mind
spinning with memories.

Lowering the razor blade between my thighs.
The tip of the blade seconds from drawing blood. Two beautiful,
terrified faces appearing like knights in shining armor. Fear
flickering in their eyes and both saying, “No.”

Aiden crouching down, snatching the blade
from my hand, tossing it to Kyle, tugging me into his racing chest,
and asking, “What happened to you? Why do you do this to yourself?”
Making me fall even deeper in love. Deeper. Deeper.

And then the tears. The tremble in Aiden’s
voice, the fear in Kyle’s expression. More tears, more shaking,
more and more tears.

Being wrapped in strong arms. Being
shielded, comforted, and lowered onto warm sheets that smelled like
spice and male and Aiden and Kyle. Hands brushing over my cheeks,
lips pressing against my forehead, and soft voices telling me,
“Sleep now.”

Fresh panic had me bolting straight up. “Oh
my God! How long was I sleeping? Is it morning?” Daddy’s secretary
Judy was a social media addict. I followed her on Instagram where
she posted pictures and memes almost daily. There was no way she
was going to miss those photos of Aiden and me.

Daddy would never concede to something like
this. Aiden would lose half his income.

“It’s 1:00 AM. You’ve been asleep for a
little over an hour.”

“Daddy will crucify you, Aiden. You’ll lose
half your business. Your pictures are all over the place because I
was stupid enough to send you that ridiculous text message. No way
Daddy won’t see them. Not with his secretary and her obsession with
social media. And Kyle, how could you ever forgive me for coming
between you and your daughter? I’m so sorry. All of this is my
fault. All I ever do is fuck up.”

“Don’t ever say that again. Do you hear me?”
Aiden lifted himself up beside me, reaching for my face. “If
anybody fucked up it was us, mainly me. I overstepped every
boundary in the book with you.”

“Aiden, don’t act like this isn’t huge. I
know how much income you gain from my dad. Your business will
suffer. And I saw the anger in Angela’s eyes. Kyle, she was so
upset. She’ll never forget this. My God, all the pictures. There
must be dozens.”

Aiden lowered his hand and reached for mine
while Kyle propped a pillow behind his back and reached for my
other. “Don’t give a damn about pictures,” Aiden said. “I’m already
all over social media. And my business will be fine with or without
McEvoy Custom Homes. Same with Kyle. Both of us have weathered way
worse storms than this.” He blinked toward Kyle with that strange
look returning to his gaze.

I’d seen the same confusion in his eyes
before. What was he hiding?

“I’ll handle Angela, Sophie. Just like
Aiden, right now my main concern is you. How long have you been
cutting?”

Kyle’s gaze was glued to mine, deep concern
in his expression. Something passed between us, something
monumental that strengthened the bond I’d began to feel the first
time we spoke. Then again, maybe Angela was right, and I was
oblivious. Maybe there had never been any bond besides in my
imagination. I’d only met Aiden a few weeks ago and knew Kyle even
less. But it didn’t matter. I loved them both. And I was willing to
risk anything and everything to make them love me back. Including
my relationship with my only friend and even the person who had put
his entire life on hold for me—my father. Also, I was ready for
something else, something I’d kept bottled up for nearly half my
life.

I was ready to talk about a subject I’d
never discussed with another soul other than my dad and
therapist.

I finally answered, “A while.”


Chapter Twenty-Three

 


Aiden

Staring at a beaten-down Sophia gutted me.
I’d never seen her this way—lost, small,
so fragile. This was all my fault, all my doing. Things were
only going to get worse.

She sat in one of two chairs in our bedroom,
shivering with her arms wrapped around herself. Kyle sat in the
other, worry in his eyes which I knew wasn’t only for Sophia, but
also for Angela. They’d been through a lot in the last nine years,
and I couldn’t fathom the idea of his relationship with his
daughter lapsing.

I placed the afghan from the foot of the bed
across her legs, then said, “Talk to us, baby girl.”

She chewed on her bottom lip, her green gaze
missing its normal luster. “Where do you want me to start?”

“The beginning,” Kyle chimed in.

“The beginning.” Her voice broke, her eyes
filling with emotion.

Sophia was no weak woman. She was a hell of
a lot stronger than she gave herself credit for. But right now, all
I could think of was helping her, erasing the pain in her beautiful
face, and making sure it never returned, all of which would involve
a confession—a major one—and one I hadn’t yet figured out how to resolve. Or,
if it could be.

“My parents were teenagers when my mother
got pregnant with me.” A smile crossed her lips that didn’t reach
her eyes. “They were high school sweethearts. Even voted Most
Likely to Marry.”

I knew Wyatt was young when he became a
father, but he didn’t mention those days and I never asked. It
wasn’t my business.

Tears blurred her vision, her eyes red and
swollen. “It’s simple, really. I ruined their lives. My dad has
never been married, never even dated that I’m aware of. His entire
life has been spent raising me, building his business, and making
sure I lacked for nothing. It’s funny in a way because I like cute
clothes, makeup, and all the things most women do. But for the most
part I don’t even care about money. It makes life easier I suppose,
but not better.” She looked at me, her bottom lip quivering. “Do
you ever get the feeling he feels resentment toward me?”

“Resentment? Wyatt? Are you kidding? The man
glows when he speaks your name. He doesn’t say a lot, but one thing
I know for certain is that he loves you and damn sure doesn’t
harbor resentment.”

“How could he not? My mother was the love of
his life, and she left because she never wanted me or loved me.
Sometimes I wonder why she didn’t sneak off and abort me.”

Something tells me there was more to it
than that, baby girl.

A tear dribbled down her cheek and I reached
over, pushing it away. Parents divorced all the time, and it was no
secret that lots of kids had difficulty with split families. This
was something different, something more substantial than just
anxiety over a broken marriage. Sophia was eaten alive with guilt,
and I couldn’t fathom why. Kyle had done some background checking
on Wyatt but found nothing more than the usual present and past
addresses, phone numbers, website for his business, and not much
else.

What the hell happened to this beautiful
lady? Where did all this sadness and remorse stem from?

“Sophia, couples divorce. Not every
relationship is solid. Maybe your mother just wasn’t ready to be a
parent. I don’t know for sure, but I’d be willing to bet that
wherever she is, she’s proud of you and loves you.”

“Proud of me?” she gritted out, an
unreadable look in her eyes. “Love me? She never even knew me. I
was only six months old when she left home one afternoon, feigning
a craving for ice cream. She was found the next day on a park
bench. An autopsy showed a lethal dose of antifreeze in her
system.”

“Jesus fucking Christ.” Gut clenching, I
reached for Sophia’s hand. “I had no idea. Wyatt never mentioned a
word about your mother dying. Oh, baby girl, I’m so damn sorry.”
Her disclosure was heartbreaking, and though I knew nothing about
her mother, disgust and rage filled me. The nerve, the absolute
fucking heartless nerve of a woman purposely leaving her infant
child. If Hell existed, she goddamn well deserved a front row seat.
“Your mother didn’t hate you, though. She couldn’t have.”

“Nope. That’s where you’re wrong. She hated
me enough to choose death, a horrendous one if the Internet is
accurate.”

“She didn’t hate you,” Kyle confirmed. “She
may have been troubled, but she didn’t feel hatred toward her baby
girl.”

With my heart thundering in my chest, I
kneeled in front of her and placed a hand on her thigh. “Baby, your
mother obviously had deep issues. Postpartum depression or maybe
something no one knew about. You can’t blame yourself for something
you had no control over. I won’t allow it.”

She pulled her legs up to her chest, her
body stiffening. “You won’t allow it? When you’re living with the
same deep guilt? Kyle told me you blame yourself for your mom and
dad’s car accident. What’s the difference?”

“It’s just different. And a story for
another day. Now tell us about the panic attacks and cutting. Let’s
get you some help.” Her bottom lip quivered, and another tear
trailed down her cheek. I couldn’t help myself, couldn’t stomach
seeing her suffer, and pulled her into my chest, her little heart
beating against mine. “I’ll spend every dime I have to get you the
best help available. Do you understand me? I won’t let you hurt
yourself.”

“Sweetheart, what triggers these attacks?”
Kyle asked as I released her. “Just memories? Or are there other
things as well?”

She released a long edgy breath and swiped
at the moisture on her cheek. “I was thirteen when I had my first.
I was looking through a small box of pictures my dad had given me,
and it just happened. After that, it was usually when I would see
somebody who reminded me of my mother physically. Once, it happened
when I was in Target looking at swimsuits. This nice lady came up
behind me and struck up a conversation. Her eyes were green like
mine, and like my mom’s. I couldn’t stop it from happening. It was
like my chest was closing. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t speak. And
before I knew it, I was on my knees sobbing. That’s the day I
started doing this.” She eased her legs open, showing the line of
scars and where she’d started to cut just as we found her hunched
in a corner of the closet. “And I’ve been through therapy.” The
remorse in her voice was unequivocal. I couldn’t stomach it,
wouldn’t permit it.

“The fuck you deserved this! Any of it!”
Anger rolled through my chest. “Your mother was troubled, but what
she did was in no shape, form, or fashion your fault. I don’t ever
want to hear you say that again. Understood?”

She shrugged. “I thought I was over it,
thought those days were behind me.”

“Fuck,” I whispered while realizing how
lonely she must have felt all these years. How much she had missed
out on and kept bottled inside. How much the two of us had in
common.

“I’m so sorry about Angela’s behavior,” Kyle
added. “She was shocked, but don’t write her off just yet. She’ll
come around.”

“I don’t feel very confident about that. She
told me I was dead to her. That sounded pretty final.”

“I know it did, but I’m a true believer that
sometimes things just happen for a reason. Life seems dark right
now, Sweet Sophie, but anything worth having is worth fighting for
and if somebody wants something badly enough, there’s always a way.
May not always be easy, but the best things in life never are. Now,
if you feel differently and want to forget this night ever
happened, then that’s what we will do. But if you want to stay and
sleep between two men that care about you and want like hell for
you to be part of their lives, then we would be honored.”

“I think what I’d like right now is a nice
warm shower, my toothbrush, and some sleep. Then tomorrow when I
wake up, I want you inside me,” she answered in a soft whisper, her
eyes on Kyle’s. “And soon, I want to know what it’s like to be
between both of you and earn the honor of seeing you … love on each
other.”

While Kyle did what he did best—comforting her, motivating her, and caring about her
well-being—I found myself doing it again.
Asking an unknown being, a god or whatever the hell did or didn’t
exist, for a favor. Lead me. Guide me. Show me the right
direction.

While her confession had stirred rage
through me, it did something else. It left me not only wanting to
hold her and never let her go, but realizing I cared for her, loved
her, that I’d walk through fire to keep her from ever being hurt
again … and I trusted her.

But when the truth came out, and it was
going to be sooner rather than later, would Sophia ever trust me
again?

Would Kyle?


Chapter Twenty-Four

 


Sophie

Something loud, ducks maybe, had my eyes
popping open and my arm swinging across and landing against Kyle’s
chest. Watching him sleep had me longing to stroke the curve of his
jaw, wake him with a slow kiss, and erase the thoughts from
yesterday.

Easing onto my back, Aiden was breathing
deep, his hair fanning over his pillow and an arm draped across his
forehead. Just like Kyle, I ached to touch him, to feel his lips on
me again and have his body inside mine.

A thread of emotion bubbled in my chest.
These two beautiful men were so different yet complimented each
other perfectly. They were committed, their love unbending. For a
minute I just stared, heat rushing through my body with thoughts of
waking up just like this and knowing I’d start my day off with a
little piece of them still inside me. God, how I wished to give
them both everything I had to offer. My body. My heart. My soul. I
wanted them bare, no latex between us. Wanted to feel the beat of
their hearts, swallow their releases, and be filled with their
climaxes. I just wanted … to belong.

Careful not to wake either of them, I pushed
myself from underneath the covers. Still naked with my core
deliciously achy and tender, I managed to climb over Kyle and make
my way into the attached bathroom. Once I peed, I brushed my teeth,
pulled a brush through my mess of hair, and found a washcloth to
clean myself up just a little. After I made sure I hadn’t left a
spot of water anywhere and placed the washcloth in the hamper, I
turned the overhead light off and walked quietly back to the
bedroom.

Kyle was no longer on the side of the bed
but in the middle with his back against Aiden’s chest. With one eye
halfway open and a sexy bend to his lips, he patted the mattress,
inching closer to Aiden. “Come back to bed. It’s still early.” He
lifted the comforter and sheet, and I eased under the cozy bedding
where he turned me onto my side, my face opposite his and Aiden’s.
With an arm wrapping around my waist and his morning erection hard,
heavy, and jolting into my back, already, I was wet and needy and
so anxious to feel him inside me.

Bold and fearless, I lowered my hand to his
and moved it down and through my slick entrance. “I want you.”

“And I’m burning up for you, baby,” he
murmured against my neck. “But not now, not when you’re sore.”

My core was tender, but a good kind of
tender, and all that mattered was Kyle, this, and us. Pushing my
hips into his erection, I whispered a soft, “Please,” then turned
over to face him, shocked to see Aiden awake, his eyes hooded and
glued to mine. With his gaze studying me, assessing the situation,
after a few seconds he turned and reached inside the table next to
him, then placed a bottle of lubricant on top and tore open a
condom.

“The lady wants you. And I want you as
well.” He leaned over and rolled the condom over Kyle’s jutting
erection, then reached for the lube. “Get onto your belly,” he said
in a low throaty tone, “so Sophia can get you ready for my cock.
And then,” he said with heat flickering in his gaze, “give the lady
what she asked for.”

Heat flowed through me, his words rendering
me speechless as pornographic thoughts of what we were about to do
escalated my arousal. Was Aiden really going to take Kyle’s ass
with Kyle inside me? Thoughts of that were so dirty, so forbidden,
so damn hot. It was like a perfect chapter out of one of the best
romance novels I’d ever read.

Kyle moved onto his belly while Aiden handed
me the tube of lubricant with his thumb brushing mine and sending
currents of need up my back. Then, he nodded before lowering his
eyes to Kyle’s fine ass. Hand shaking, I opened the tube and
squeezed out the thick liquid while Aiden’s fingers traveled down
Kyle’s back and through the globes of his ass.

“Think you know what to do, baby girl.”

Oh, God.

I rolled lube around the pucker of his
entry, swallowing hard as he turned his neck and faced me.

“I like you touching me, Sweet Sophie. I
like the hell out of it.” He hoisted his hips, clenching around my
finger as I carefully slid through the first ring of muscle,
breeching his most private spot. Dampness coated my thighs as I
fingered the inside of a man’s ass while stunned at how bold I’d
become, and how much I’d changed in such a short time.

“Deeper,” Aiden said in his brazen tone,
then gripped my slick finger and carefully pushed it further
inside.

Kyle tugged at the sheets, groaning, and
clenching around my finger as I dipped deeper and circled his
cavity.

“Now me.” Aiden eased my finger from Kyle’s
body and reached for the lube next to his thigh then squeezed
another dribble into my palm. Hand still trembling, I leaned across
Kyle and moved lubricant up and down Aiden’s length, our eyes in a
standoff as I took my time to cover every inch, every vein, and
making sure to tease the jewel on his underside. Pulse-pounding
need had me moaning and my pussy clenching as I watched the burning
heat in his gaze—so clear and blue—and felt him swelling even more
with every slide of my palm. Raw, bone-deep euphoria curled into
the depths of my belly with thoughts of him pushing through Kyle’s
entry while Kyle buried himself inside me. Everything about this
was so taboo, but also sensual, trusting, and beautiful.

“Turn back onto your side,” Kyle said. “Back
against my front.”

Rotating onto my side as he did the same, he
nuzzled my neck, his lips warm against my chilled skin. “You sure
you’re okay?”

I nodded. More than okay, I was perfect and
just where I wanted to be.

Kyle slid a hand down my belly and over the
bud of my clit, then guided his crown through my sex. When I
shifted to try and shrug off the stretching burn inside my
sensitive core and adjust to his girth, he stopped. “Still
okay?”

I eased my hips back again practically
begging him to enter me all the way. “More than okay.”

With a throaty moan, he pressed deeper, then
slowly eased out before pushing back in and burying his full
length. He felt different than Aiden. He was an inch longer, not
quite as thick, uncircumcised with no genital jewelry, but felt
equally as good. Moving a hand up my torso, he reached for my
nipple and rolled it between his fingertips, my body already lost
in him and oblivious to anything but deep-seated pleasure.

“Kyle,” I whispered as his lips pressed
against my nape, kissing the sensitive flesh while his finger
kneaded my nipple and his heavy cock stroked deep.

“Feel good?” Aiden asked from behind, with
the depth of his voice quickening my breath and pushing more
ecstasy through me.

“Fuck yes. Like a glove around my cock.”
Kyle stroked deeper, grazing the small but sensitive spot that had
me trembling, whimpering his name, and clenching. “Her cunt feels
so damn good,” he said before his body stilled and he hissed
against my nape.

Though I couldn’t see from this angle, I
knew what was happening. Aiden was feeding his erection into Kyle.
Not only could I tell by the way his teeth were clenching behind
me, but it was as if I could feel the pressure. Like his pushing
inside Kyle forced Kyle deeper inside me.

“Holy fuck, babe,” he said with a groan.
“Just like that.”

Kyle’s hand squeezed my breast, then reached
for my right leg, easing it upward and giving him depth. Gulping
back a whimper, I lowered my palm to my clit and rolled a finger
over the sensitive bud. Already, I was so close, seconds from
climax as waves of arousal pulsed through me.

With my fingertip pressing against my clit
while the three of us rocked into each other, I’d never felt so
wanted, so aroused, or so satisfied. The raw, harrowing perception
that what we were doing was sinful and frowned upon made no
difference. It felt perfect and right. One day, I hoped to have
them both inside me at the same time.

“I’m close, sweetheart,” Kyle murmured as
his hips bucked into mine and my blood turned to fire.

“Come around Kyle’s cock, baby girl. Say his
name when you do.” Aiden’s tone was deep, gritty, and I ached to
see his face, look into his eyes, and watch that sexy vein in his
forehead.

“Ahh, Christ.” With two more deep thrusts,
Kyle stopped, then jerked inside me. His hand pulled at my
midsection while my muscles tightened, and contractions rumbled in
my core.

I was close, so damn on the verge of another
earth-shattering orgasm.

Aiden groaned from behind us, pumping hard
and fast into Kyle. The erotic sound made me shudder and had a
strangled whimper falling from my lips as the thought of anal
entered my mind again. With Kyle still jerking with the last of his
climax and Aiden’s grunting noises that were a sure sign he was
emptying his hot release, a warm shiver shot up my back. A
soul-clenching depth of emotion filled my chest as my body ignited
into climax. More alive than I had ever been, not only did I feel
respect and a never-ending closeness for Aiden and Kyle, but a
genuine healing that filled all the cracks in my heart and helped
ease the twenty-year-old pain I never believed to be curable.

“Oh, God.” Tears rolled down my face. “Kyle.
Kyle,” I whimpered.

This was trust between three people. It was
understanding. Selflessness. The sharing of flesh, bodies, orgasms.
The connecting of hearts, souls, and lives.

This was love—true, unselfish, committed
love.

Despite the heart-wrenching thought that my
feelings were one-sided and that Aiden and Kyle may never welcome
me into their lives, it didn’t matter.

I would always belong to them.


Chapter Twenty-Five

 


Aiden

“First, it was a new patio, firepit, and
outdoor kitchen. Now they want a quote, very detailed as the
witch said on more than one occasion, on adding a flagstone
walkway between the patio and pool with lighting on both sides.”
Ted and Margie Watkins were repeat customers who we’d done work for
on both their personal home as well as a couple of rental
properties they owned. Despite both being lawyers for a big
criminal defense firm and raking in more cash than they could
spend, they were slow to pay and hard to please.

By the look on Hayden’s face, I could tell
he was frustrated. Dealing with Margie, aka the witch, was hard for
anybody.

Hayden was my landscape supervisor. He
assisted with managing field operations and interfaced between
clients and other crew members. He was irreplaceable. Plus, clients
loved him.

“I can handle this one if you want,” I told
an unusually tired-looking Hayden.

“No. I was planning on going out there early
next week to take a look. With their pay history, do you want me to
tell them twenty-five percent upfront before we’ll start the
job?”

“Absolutely. For two high-dollar attorneys,
they damn sure don’t hurry to pay their bills. I’d bet my left nut
they aren’t that patient when it comes to clients.” Hayden held a
hand over his mouth, suffusing another deep yawn.

“You doing okay, man?” I looked at the black
circles under his eyes. “You pull an all-nighter?” I’d never known
him to be a big party type and hoped this was nothing more than a
rare sleepless night. I damn sure had my fair share of them.

“I’m good. Just having trouble sleeping.”
Hayden blinked toward the front entrance where Sophia was planting
her hybrid begonias, looking all pretty with a glow on her face
that I knew I’d helped put there. That I’d also soon be
responsible for removing.

“Summer’s gonna be over soon. You plan on
keeping her on?” With what I knew was coming, I had no idea if
Sophia would be returning to school, her apartment, or staying with
Wyatt indefinitely. One thing I knew for certain was that I had an
ugly fight brewing on my hands.

It was inevitable.

And I was ready.

“Haven’t given it much thought. I doubt it,
though. Look, why don’t you go home a little early and get some
rest? You look like shit.” I offered Hayden a half-smile while my
chest felt like it was cracking open.

“I appreciate it. Or hell, I think.” He ran
a hand over his chin. “I’ll call Ted on my way home and set up a
time to meet. And one last thing if you don’t mind me getting
personal. I know you’re with Kyle and he’s a great guy, but
whatever this thing is between you and Sophie looks good on you.”
Before I could respond, she glanced up from her flowers and smiled,
as if to say, I know you’re talking about me. I know you’re
thinking about me.

I’m thinking you about too, baby girl.

Thirty minutes after I’d sent Hayden on his
way, returned some calls, and checked a new estimate, I sauntered
into the kitchen. When I glanced out the window and saw the white
Audi sedan pulling into the parking lot, I knew shit was about to
get real. Wyatt McEvoy stepped out of the car, his hair longer than
I’d seen it, his jaw shadowed and freshly trimmed, and rage
flashing in his face.

This wasn’t going to be pretty.

Just as I expected, when I walked outside
and toward them, I could see fire blazing in Wyatt’s gaze and hear
the anger in his tone. “Go get your belongings,” he ordered a
teary-eyed Sophia. “And you,” he said with his jaw clenching tight
and his face contorting with rage. “You’re one rotten son of a
bitch! I asked you to help my daughter. Fuck, I paid you. Yet, I
get back into town this morning only to be informed about a dozen
very sexual-looking photos involving you and Sophie, two of which
show your hand resting on her ass. Goddamn you, Aiden! How fucking
dare you take advantage of my daughter!” Before I could get a word
in, he was throwing a fist into my mouth, opening my lower lip.
“This girl has been dealt years of hell. She’s spent hours in
therapy, yet you go and do something that could set her back. I’ll
ruin you. You’ll never work again in this city.”

“Do you want to try and talk about this
sensibly?” I asked, unsure what the fuck I was going to say. “Or
would you rather take another swing at me and get it out of your
system?”

“I just want to know one thing. Have you put
your dick in my daughter? And if so, does she know who you are?
Does she know that you dick men?”

“You hypocritical fuck!” I spit a mouthful
of blood onto the ground. “Does she know why you make all these
mysterious trips out of town? Why you’ve never remarried and seldom
date women?”

He tugged at the sides of his hair, his
chest puffed out in anger. “She’s my little girl, Aiden. She’s been
through hell and back in her short life. And I trusted you,
respected you as a businessman and friend. Do you have no shame
left in you? Christ, you and I have fucked. We’ve swallowed each
other’s cum and licked each other’s balls. Tell me you aren’t some
sick bastard who would take advantage of my daughter under the
circumstances.”

“W—what?”

Wyatt and I turned at the same time at the
faint voice behind us and the sound of Sophia’s belongings
pummeling to the ground.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck this shit life.

Tears pooled in her eyes, her little bottom
lip quivering as she stared at me with hopelessness in her gaze.
“Is it true, Aiden?” she asked, then turned toward an ash-faced
Wyatt. “And you’re gay, Daddy? And you slept with Aiden?”

With my heart hammering against my chest and
my stomach aching like knives were plunging deep, both of us
answered in perfect, agonizing sync.

“Yes.”

What a selfish bastard I was. I loathed
myself for hurting a woman that had already been through so much
shit in her short life. For allowing her to trust me and give me
one of her most precious gifts when I knew this could happen. And
for breaking a promise to someone I considered a friend, as well as
someone I loved with my whole heart.

What I’d done was unforgivable.


Chapter Twenty-Six

 


Sophie

My heart skipped a beat when a special news
bulletin interrupted Chicago PD announcing an emergency
aircraft landing outside of Atlanta, Georgia. It wasn’t until they
named the airline that I released my held breath.

It felt like twenty lifetimes since I last
saw Aiden or Kyle. I tried not thinking about the short time the
three of us spent together or the haunting regret I’d seen in both
my dad and Aiden’s eyes when they admitted to sleeping together.
What was hardest to forget was the fact that I never heard from
Aiden or Kyle again. Not a single word.

People were heartless, untrustworthy, and
just not worth the risk.

The scars still hurt and probably always
would. But life went on.

Lots of things reminded me of them. Long
hair, tattoos, landscaping trucks, the roar of a passing airplane.
Sometimes I even found myself trying to catch a whiff of cologne
when I passed a man in the grocery store or mall, or squinting to
see if I could make out the logo on an overpassing plane. But I had
a new life now and felt stronger than ever before. Eight months had
passed. I was in the last weeks of cosmetology school, anxious to
graduate and start a career in something I’d been interested in
since I was a little girl. I lived in a small but cute apartment,
had a great neighbor that loved baking and sharing her sinful
desserts with me, and even had new friends from school. A couple of
months ago, I had even gotten up the nerve to text Cole and met him
for Tex-Mex at a new place known for the best chicken enchiladas in
the country.

Cole was such a great guy. Smart, handsome,
and not someone only on the hunt for his next lay, I really wanted
to fall for him. I wanted to meet at that restaurant, have some
laughs, good food and drink, and enjoy some male company. But as
hard as I tried, something just lacked, something substantial.
He wasn’t Aiden. Wasn’t Kyle.

Just as I anticipated, Cole acted like
nothing negative had ever happened between us. We laughed, ate way
too much, drank one too many margaritas, and enjoyed each other’s
company like a couple of old friends. After a playful disagreement
over who was paying the tab, a fight I lost in the end, Cole walked
me out of Mi Conchita and to my car with his hand pressing to the
lower part of my back. The natural male instinct referred to as the
“claiming” gesture hadn’t surprised me in the least. Cole was warm,
courteous, and what every sane female looked for in a man. Yet, his
charm left my dinner rumbling in my stomach, left me overwhelmed
with shame, and had anger churning in my chest for leading on this
great guy when I knew, just knew in my heart that I wasn’t
ready.

Maybe I never would be.

Once I apologized after admitting I wasn’t
looking for anything serious, he thanked me for my honesty. He
kissed my cheek, opened the door of my car, and told me to give him
a call if I ever had a change of heart. Cole was a great person and
much more mature than any of the college guys I had met, not to
mention fine as hell physically. Nevertheless, the sparks just
weren’t there.

Choking up after he watched me back out of
Mi Conchita before heading toward his vehicle, I knew it was the
last time I would ever see Cole Brandt.

****

Another episode of Chicago PD was
starting, and I turned up the volume. A businessman was in a hotel
room with a prostitute and kept calling her Sweet Melody. It
reminded me of Kyle and the way he always called me Sweet Sophie.
I wonder if he’s traveling a lot, if he’s eating any more weird
food. Does he ever think of me? Did he and Aiden find their perfect
woman? Did Aiden ever have any feelings for me at all? Did either
of them?

I turned off the television. No longer in
the mood for crime and drama, I ventured into the kitchen and stuck
some popcorn in the microwave. Even if either of them thought of me
or missed me, in the end it didn’t matter. Daddy made it very clear
he would never accept me having a relationship with Aiden, and I
couldn’t let him down again. Not after the years of hell I had put
him through. Not after he had spent a lifetime putting his own self
through hell.

Wyatt McEvoy was the strongest and smartest
man I had ever known. All my life, I’d seen nothing but the
unstoppable businessman, the talented home-builder, and the father
that had given me everything a girl could ever want. But the night
I watched the strong powerhouse of a man collapse into
heartbreaking sobs, devastated by regret, and taking the blame for
all I had been through, made my chest feel like ice picks were
plunging deep into my heart. He had pleaded for forgiveness, not to
think less of him, and to try and understand his reasoning behind
the things he had done. He had lost so much, kept his pain, regret,
and sorrow inside for a lifetime, and though I was angry, nobody
deserved that.

The next morning, much to my surprise, Daddy
called and offered to move me into a new and bigger apartment. Said
he was saddened that I hadn’t been interested in returning to
Southern Methodist University or working alongside him, but that if
cosmetology was my dream, then he would do all he could to help
make me as comfortable as possible. I turned down his offer to
move. I liked my apartment. I didn’t need anything bigger.

One thing he hadn’t permitted was me seeing
Aiden and Kyle again. He’d forbidden me.

There had been days where I cried until my
eyes were swollen and achy while certain I’d never feel human
again. Also nights that I stayed curled in the fetal position with
my heart shattering in two. I’d stared at a razor blade dozens of
times and vowed to never give my full trust to a man again. But
after a while, the crying eased. The ache in my heart lessened, and
the nightmares stopped. I was starting to feel content, had new
friends, and was learning to forgive my mother for her weaknesses.
Determined to kick royal ass, I threw myself into classes, soaking
up every bit of knowledge I could, reaching out to everyone I knew
who may or may not be future clientele, and focusing on me. Nothing
else.

Before, I had been weak and naïve, my head
lost in the clouds. I’d brushed off the strong feeling that
something was off. Tried telling myself that the occasional flicker
in Aiden’s eyes that made me think he was hiding something was just
my imagination. Ignored the sick feeling in my stomach every time I
remembered it was nothing more than an invitation for consensual
sex.

What an oblivious fool I had been. Never
again. Never. Again.

Lots of people went through life happy and
content without the likes of a spouse or family. And that’s exactly
what I was going to do. I would bust my butt at building a
clientele, earn my own money, live my life as best I could, and
make my daddy proud. Everything else would remain secondary. Sure,
the good memories with Aiden and Kyle would forever stay close to
my heart. Those were precious moments, learning curves, and a
never-ending part of me.

They also left me with the tough realization
of how easily a person could break.

You really are a candy-assed coward. Kyle is
nothing but a deceitful smooth-talker. The two of you let me fall
in love.

I stared at the gorgeous flowers on the
table while Aiden’s last words that afternoon played through my
mind. Daddy had allowed me to have exactly three minutes to say my
goodbyes.

“Live your life, baby girl.”

“Find your happiness, hold it tight, and
fucking crush it.”

“I’d rather know you were happy than to
experience happiness myself.”

I reached for the vase of red and white
tulips, all three dozen of them. They’d been on my doorstep when I
got home yesterday. No signature was on the note, only a typed
message that read:

The tulip represents perfect and undying
love, loyalty, and trust. Never forget there’s someone out
there who cares for you.

The florist claimed they had been paid for
in cash and didn’t know who made the purchase. But it was okay. I
knew. Blinking back tears that were trying their damndest to make a
presence, I grabbed a bottle of Gatorade Zero from the fridge.
Then, after I poured what little water remained into the sink, I
dumped the flowers, vase and all, into the garbage, grabbed my
popcorn, and started a bubble bath.

They didn’t fight for you. They didn’t even
return your texts.

Letting go was the hardest thing I’d ever
done. But I got through it and learned a very valuable lesson.
Losing someone you love hurts like hell.

What hurts worse is trying to hold onto
something that was never there.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

 


Aiden

I glanced toward the corner of my desk and
the grinning little boy in his first sporting photo.

My passion for soccer began when my mom
dragged me off to the YMCA at the young age of five. I’d pouted all
the way there since Dad had me convinced I was going to be a
starting kicker for a big professional team. But when I walked off
the soccer field sporting a nice big black eye that first practice,
I left certain that soccer, not football, was going to be my sport
of choice.

Unlike other sports, soccer was more
player-focused, easy to understand, and one of the most competitive
in the world. Turning pro became my life, my dream, and I was
hell-bent on finding a way to make it happen. So, when I graduated
high school, much to my parents’ dismay, I made a decision. I
sacrificed an education to travel halfway across the globe alone
with no agent backing me, no highlight tape showing my talent, and
no plan on how to fulfill my dream. I had passion, an unstoppable
thirst for the sport, and a persistent determination. Confident,
driven, and resilient, I knew I was going to end up signing with
Manchester United the day I attended open tryouts.

Three weeks before I was scheduled to leave
the States, Mom had fixed my favorite dinner of roasted chicken,
mashed potatoes, and homemade bread. We had just sat down to eat
when Dad started throwing out criticism toward the gay and lesbian
community, pushing his religious beliefs in my face, and demanding
that gay men wouldn’t make their way into Heaven. After a few
minutes, I did what I had done a dozen times before and barged out
of the house refusing to sit across from the hypocrite at the
dinner table.

That’s how I ended up at Dickson’s Barbeque,
and when I met Wyatt McEvoy.

Watching a YouTube video and waiting on my
two-meat plate, when I heard someone clear their throat, I blinked
up and into a curious blue gaze focused on me.

Droopy, bleary eyes were ringed with black
circles. Shaggy hair was uncombed and all over the place, and he
looked like he hadn’t seen the likes of a bed any time recently.
Plus, his shirt was inside-out. The guy looked like fresh hell.

And he was damn easy on the eyes.

Unsure if he was checking me out or if his
fixed stare was just due to being dog-ass tired, I nodded, then
pointed to my shirt. After a second, he blinked a couple of times
then flashed me a confused look. Feeling a little sorry for the
poor guy, I walked over, introduced myself, and asked him if he was
okay before pointing out his clothing mishap.

Wyatt McEvoy was a new father. Between
trying to work extra hours to save money, spend time with his
fiancée, and help take care of the baby, he didn’t get many hours
of sleep. Plus, his fiancée had been through a rough delivery,
wasn’t getting along with her mother, and the baby had its days and
nights mixed up. He had stopped by Dickson’s to pick up dinner as a
surprise. When he asked how old I was, before I could respond, his
name was being called, his food ready.

I wished him luck, told him maybe I’d see
him around, and watched him walk out the door with thoughts of
sinking my dick into his fine ass.

In hindsight, I knew I had no business
thinking about a straight man with a new baby and fiancée. It made
no sense getting worked up over something I knew wasn’t ever going
to happen. But my dick kept hardening and my thoughts straying to
the man with the nice blue eyes, the perfect curve to his jaw, who
kept staring at my lips. Did his old lady appreciate him bringing
her dinner? Did she suck his dick after? Give up her pussy? Offer
her ass?

I’d beat off that night while thinking about
Wyatt and his fiancée. Next day, horny as fuck and hoping I might
see him again, I showed up at Dickson’s Barbeque the same time I’d
been there yesterday.

Damned if he hadn’t been there as well.

 That was the
first day I fucked Wyatt.

Wyatt had never been with a man, but when we
left Dickson’s and ended up at the seedy motel across the street
that took cash only, I topped him and broke his gay cherry. For the
next two weeks, we saw each other whenever we got the chance. When
his fiancée and her mother took the baby to a doctor’s appointment.
When he got off work early, and oftentimes before.

On a Saturday afternoon a week before I was
scheduled to move, Wyatt called and asked to meet at the Blue Roof
Inn. His fiancée and her mother were taking the baby to visit a
friend and he had a couple of hours to kill before working the late
shift. After I grabbed two condoms, my shoes, and keys, I left the
house and drove to Room 104 at the fleabag motel where we had
become regulars. We’d fucked like jackrabbits that day. Fast and
furious. Not only had I used the condoms I had brought, but the two
he had as well. He’d left with a wrecked asshole. Me with an
exhausted dick and my balls drained.

Two days later, he sent me a text claiming
he wasn’t gay, had a family to raise, and wanted me to keep what
happened to myself. While chuckling as I read, “I’m not gay,” I
hadn’t put much into it. I held no hard feelings, harbored no
resentment. Hell, if the guy wanted to live in denial, that was his
problem. I was moving across the pond in a few days, starting a new
life, and all I was concerned about was getting out of this town
and pursuing my dream. I wasn’t one to break a promise or wreck a
man’s family, so I’d keep his little secret.

Until I opened my landscape company and
began scoping out new home-builders, I hadn’t given Wyatt McEvoy a
second thought.

Five years later when I discovered his
profession, I gave him a call and asked if he was free to discuss
business. I ended up in his office two hours later. He still looked
the same with his gorgeous eyes and firm jawline, but seemed tired,
a little on edge. I hadn’t been sure what to expect when I got
there, but it went well. There was no animosity or weird vibes
between us. We were just two hardworking, adult men trying to earn
a living who happened to fuck a few times before moving on with
life.

We exchanged stories about how he became
interested in custom homes. How injuries forced me to start my
landscaping business. We talked football, hockey, the high prices
of season tickets, and European food. But the past was never
mentioned, and I saw no reason to bring it up. I walked out of
McEvoy Custom Homes with five new landscaping jobs to complete, but
no more aware of his personal life than I’d been when I
arrived.

Wyatt was a private person, a little
introverted. So, when he showed up at the office unexpectedly with
two Cuban cigars, a check for fifty grand, and asked for a favor
regarding his teenage daughter, to say I was shocked was a huge
minimization.

Damned if I had any idea how accepting his
offer was going to turn my life upside-down.

When I agreed to bring his daughter onboard
for the summer, I had expected a materialistic brat with a sense of
entitlement, a lack of empathy, and bad worth ethics. What I hadn’t
anticipated was five feet of audacious lip and sass mixed with an
innocence, naivety, and extraordinary elegance. Her eyes mesmerized
me, her beauty beguiled me, and her mind fucked with my thoughts
and dark needs. Sophia McEvoy and her harsh attitude and
bone-chilling good looks had me aching to do things with her that
no father would ever wish on his young daughter. And that
ridiculous invitation Kyle made was inappropriate,
disgusting, and fucked up in ways even he hadn’t realized.

Over the weeks, I tried like hell to piss
her off and get her to quit. I belittled her, ignored her, gave her
shit jobs I knew she despised.

Worst of all, I fell for her. Goddamnit, I
fell hard.

Sophia hadn’t been the first woman Kyle and
I had been with over the years. We had met up with a good number of
women in the past either at clubs or hotels. Never at our home.
Yet, they were either too passive, docile, so fucking foolish it
was sickening, or loud and overbearing. Sophia was none of those
things. She was impatient, stubborn as a damn mule, sharp as a
tack. Her defiance made me want to punish the shit out of her and
fuck all her holes until she never wanted another cock. And the
hurt she shielded behind her eyes along with those self-imposed
marks on her pretty body made me want to learn what kind of pain
she was harboring, who had caused it, and what I could do to end
it. As much as I knew the idea was not only absurd and impossible,
I wanted her in my and Kyle’s lives, in our home, and in our
bed.

For the record, I’d never so much as given
thought to cheating on Kyle or breaking any promises I had made …
until I did. I let down an old friend, broke an oath I made to the
man I loved, and fucked someone when I damn well knew better. Now,
here I was in my office where I’d spanked the complete shit out of
Sophia. Looking across my desk at the same chair where I’d held her
against my throbbing cock while Kyle licked her pussy. This time,
staring into the face of Wyatt McEvoy. Asking for forgiveness.

Asking for a favor.

Asking for his daughter.

“Is she okay? Is she happy?”

“Stop wasting my time, Aiden. Why did you
ask me here?”

 I let out a
long breath. I wasn’t one to drag my feet when I had made my mind
up about something. Plus, Wyatt was no fool. He knew I hadn’t asked
him to stop by the office just for a casual chat or report on his
daughter’s happiness.

“You’re right. I’m avoiding the inevitable,
so let’s just cut to the chase. I asked you here for several
reasons, but mainly to apologize.”

Wyatt smirked, leaned back in his chair, and
placed a foot over his knee. “To apologize?”

“Yes, Wyatt. For falling for a woman who was
way too young, way out of my league, and who I had no business
falling for. So go ahead and keep looking at me with that smirk on
your face. I still intend to try and make you understand that I
never intended to grow feelings for Sophia and damn sure wasn’t
looking for love. But it happened, and as hard as I’ve tried, I
can’t stop the way I feel. I want her in my life. I need her
in my life and plan on fighting like hell if that’s what it takes
to make it happen. So, for that, I owe you an apology.”

After a long minute of silence and a death
stare, he asked, “Why now? Why come crawling back with your fucking
tail between your legs when she’s close to finishing cosmetology
school? When she’s finally found something that makes her happy? Do
you have any goddamn idea what this girl has been through in her
short life? She doesn’t need any more heartache.”

“I know about her mother, the panic attacks,
and the cutting. I know she feels responsible for her mother’s
suicide. I also know that a lot of Sophia’s guilt stems from the
fact that you have never married or had a relationship. Of course,
you and I both know you’ve been hiding your true identity for
years.”

“My true identity, as you put it, is my
business, my concern. Not yours. And Sophie has moved on. She’s got
a whole new life ahead of her. So, go home to your lover. Swallow
his dick at night and fuck him senseless when you wake up. Find
some innocent girl to bring into your fucked-up triad lifestyle if
that’s what both of you want but leave my damn daughter out of
it.”

Two nights ago, I’d watched Wyatt scene with
an ex-professional baseball player known for his massive cock and
sadistic tendencies. Collared and locked in a chastity cage, Wyatt
was tonguing the hell out of the dominant’s gorgeous ginger partner
while having his ass brutally hammered. Kyle and I had stopped by
the exclusive private club on a whim. His idea, not mine. A pilot
buddy was co-owner and allowed Kyle free membership. We’d visited
the place a few times, but not in the last year. After an hour
inside, we both decided we were finished with the whole BDSM club
scenario. Nine’s was a nice place, classy and clean, and only
accepted membership from upscale professionals. But it wasn’t who
we were anymore. If in fact it ever was.

Anger roared in my chest, the look of
disgust in Wyatt’s expression one I remembered way too well on my
father’s face. I stood and clapped at the audacity of his words,
“my fucked-up triad lifestyle.” What a spectacular line of bullshit
from a man still in denial.

“Is this somewhere you really want to go
with me right now, Wyatt? If so, we can reminisce about what
happened between us two decades ago. If I remember correctly, you
were so hungry for my cock that last day that you shot all over the
fucking bed before I was even fully penetrating you.”

“You’re a freak show Aiden.”

“Looks as if we have something in common
then, you goddamn hypocrite. Just so happens Kyle and I were in
Nine’s two nights ago. We happened to walk up on a heavy scene with
a man getting his ass destroyed with his cock blocked as he feasted
on the pussy of Joe Smithhart’s partner. Imagine my surprise when I
saw who it was. So take your virtuous, sanctimonious bullshit and
your holier-than-thou criticism and preach it to someone who
doesn’t know who you are and who you’ve always been. You may not
publicize your sexuality, but you go to bed at night with pussy on
your tongue and cum dripping out of your ass. So, who’s the
freakshow, Wyatt?”

“Fuck!” Wyatt stood, pushing his hands
through his hair and with a look on his face like he was seconds
from breaking down. I’d dealt with my own sexual demons and didn’t
wish that on anyone. Especially Wyatt.

“Yes, I’m a member of Nine’s, and I’m a
bisexual man who enjoys both topping and bottoming. One who’s lived
with a lifetime of guilt. The woman I was ready to marry and raise
a family with took her own fucking life days after discovering I’d
been meeting someone in a seedy motel. You have no idea how that
makes a man feel.”

“I refuse to believe she left her infant
daughter and a man who loved her because of your bisexuality. I can
understand ending things, but not abandoning a baby girl. Stop
blaming yourself for something you had no control over.”

“Regardless of what or why Danielle did what
she did, my daughter is what’s important. Her safety, her
happiness, her fucking sanity. Am I to just welcome the idea of her
being fucked by both of you before you fuck each other? How do you
propose I be okay with that?”

“Shit, I don’t have all the answers. I wish
I did. But one thing I know for certain is that we’re only human.
Imperfect beings with unending flaws. When I left the States to
play soccer, I was living with a lot of doubt and guilt. My parents
were religious and once they realized I was bisexual, they were
convinced I was some kind of devil child bound for Hell and eternal
fire. And it hurt. Fucked me up pretty good. But after months of
wishing I was someone different, I finally realized this was who I
was and who I wanted to be. I’m not trying to give a sermon here,
but you need to stop with all the guilt, admit to your lifestyle,
and do what makes you happy. I’m not suggesting you announce to the
world that you enjoy bondage, bottoming to a man, or putting your
dick in one. But Christ, you are an intelligent, successful
home-builder who creates beautiful homesteads for families. You’ve
made a good life for yourself and fathered a beautiful daughter who
loves you with all her heart no matter what you do in your private
time. So, man up. Admit who you are. Recognize how short life is
and live it the way you were meant to. Fuck everything else and
just love yourself, love your daughter, but accept her for who she
is and the choices she makes. If loving two men is what brings her
happiness, then respect that. Learn to fucking live with it. And
one last thing.” I walked to my office door and opened it. I said
what I wanted to say, made my apology, and was going to do
everything I could to get Sophia back. With or without his
blessing.

“Wyatt, I’m no father so I can’t say I know
what you’re feeling, but I am confident that if I were in your
shoes with a daughter involved with a gay couple, I would be
equally concerned. But as I said before, stop worrying about every
Tom, Dick, and Harry and be happy. Furthermore, allow your daughter
to do the same. If she chooses not to be with Kyle and I, then
we’ll accept that, give her our best, and root for her every damn
day for as long as we have breath. But I love her. Kyle loves her.
And I give you my word that I’ll spend every day of what’s left of
my life giving her everything she asks for and loving her as much
as a man can love a woman. With or without your blessing, I intend
on going to see Sophia. I’m going to plead for her forgiveness as
well as a second chance. So, for her sanity, not mine, please give
her your approval.”


Chapter Twenty-Eight

 


Sophie

“Hang on.”

It was 5:00 PM, and I was starving. After
spending the morning studying for my certification exam and the
early afternoon experimenting with a new hair color, I hadn’t had a
bite to eat. So, when Nikki called and asked if I was brave enough
to try something she had never baked before, she didn’t have to ask
twice. Who in their right mind wouldn’t be in the mood for
crushed-up sandwich cookies incorporated into a lush, delicious,
sweetened cream-cheese mixture with a chocolate crust?

Not this girl. I could barely wait to sink
my teeth into a piece of Oreo cheesecake. Strangely, I’d become a
huge fan of Oreo cookies.

Nikki lived three doors down. I met the
forty-year-old widow when I’d seen her eyeing Daddy the day he
helped move me in the cute apartment a few blocks from school. When
I smiled and gave her a thumbs-up, she smiled back while acting
like she was fanning herself. It was always a little creepy
watching someone check out your dad’s ass, but as much as he
infuriated me at times, he was nonetheless an attractive man. Next
morning, Nikki showed up with warm croissants and fresh-squeezed
orange juice. We’d been friends ever since.

With thoughts of cheesecake on the brain and
anxious for Nikki’s opinion on my new hair color, when I opened the
door, I wasn’t looking at shoulder-length, jet-black hair,
bright-red lips, or an enticing dessert.

There was no Nikki.

It was Aiden and Kyle.

They eyed my hair, which was no longer
halfway down my back, but shoulder-length, no longer its natural
dark brown, but a rich auburn, and styled in loose beachy waves.
And when the first rush of heat hit my core as their gazes roamed
over my body, I tried closing the door. Nope. I won’t see the
two of you. I won’t fall for you again. Nope. Nope. Nopity
nope.

“Hear us out. Please.” Aiden held an arm
against the door, keeping it open.

As hard as I tried ignoring their good
looks, it was impossible. Aiden’s hair was still long, wound
loosely in that man bun that turned all my hot spots to fire. His
jaw was still shadowed and his eyes so blue and clear that I swore
I could see straight through them. And Kyle still had the same
faint stubble on his face, the neatly trimmed hair, and that gaze
that flickered with a mix of wittiness, longing, and compassion.
Both looked good enough to eat. Good enough to fall and fall deep
for. But no. Absolutely, positively, fuck to the no.

Damn near a year had passed, and as hard as
it had been, I’d moved on. Before, I had been obsessing over
romance novels, taking them to heart, and convincing myself that
triad relationships were sexy, romantic, and something I wanted to
experience. That shit was nothing but absentminded make-believe and
I was over it. So, so over it. And even if I weren’t, neither of
them bothered fighting for me. Neither had the decency to return my
texts. Neither gave a single flying damn.

“I’ve moved on. I’m happy. So, please leave
because I have plans.” Remember saying that same thing to me,
dickwad? And I do have plans. With cheesecake. I sneered at
Aiden, then pushed hard at the door with my palm and the sole of my
foot, but when Kyle reached out to join Aiden’s hand on the door, I
went flying backward, landing on my ass.

Go to hell. I’m over it. Dammit, I am.

Kyle pushed the door shut with the side of
his arm while Aiden reached for my hand, pulling me to the floor
and against the hard steel of his chest. I reared back ready to
kick and scream and knee one or both in the dick when Kyle moved in
behind and sandwiched me between them. Anger like I hadn’t
experienced in years or maybe ever roared in my chest and I pushed
a hard knee into Aiden’s kidney then turned and kicked Kyle in the
shin. I didn’t want them here, didn’t want to see their faces or
smell the damn spice of their colognes. I was so past the likes of
Aiden DiBiase and Kyle Holt. Over. Done. Finished.

I shook my head hard, stepped back, and
blinked away tears that I damn well refused to shed. I’d cried
enough in the past to fill a fucking river and wouldn’t do it
again. But I couldn’t get past the sorrow in Aiden’s eyes or the
guilt in Kyle’s expression. I couldn’t stand smelling them, or how
I ached to reach out for them. I had loved these men. With my whole
heart. I would have done anything for either. Even risk my
relationship with Daddy. Despite everything that happened, every
bone and vein and cell in my body wanted to reach out and feel
them.

But no. Fuck to the no.

“Give us a minute of your time, Sophia.
Please.”

I frowned at Aiden in disbelief. “Why would
I do that eight long months later? When neither of you had the
balls to stand up and fight for me or the decency to call and say
goodbye, fuck you, or otherwise? You both just disappeared. Never
bothered to explain. You just walked out of my life like I meant
nothing. You’re both cowards, which is the last thing I want or
need, so do us all a favor and leave before one of us says
something we’ll regret later.”

“You’re right,” Aiden countered. “We made
mistakes. Vital mistakes. And yes, it’s been too damn long. But not
long enough for you to forget what happened the last time you
called me a coward.”

“Don’t threaten me. Don’t you dare. And
you.” I rotated my gaze toward Kyle. “You planned this entire
idiotic invitation, then made me believe feelings were involved.
Lies. All lies. And in the end, what did you do? Nothing!
Absofuckinglutely nothing. Just like Aiden, you didn’t even have
the backbone to respond to my texts. Who does that, Kyle? An
uncaring, cruel bastard. That’s who.”

“There were reasons we did the things we
did. Christ, Sweet Sophie, you had just turned twenty. Your whole
future was ahead of you.”

“Oh, that’s classic, Kyle. Did you find that
on Google or ask Siri for her best line of bullshit? If so, it’s
lame as hell. You sure had no issue with my age or future when you
invited me to join you and lover boy in bed. And don’t call me
Sweet Sophie. You don’t get to call me that. Not anymore.”

“Sophia. Can we please sit down?” Aiden
reached out, but I twisted my arm free.

“No, we can’t. Like I said, I have plans.
With a guy. One who knows how to treat a woman, who knows how to go
down on one and fuck like a damn porn star. He’s not some old dude
who lies to my face, and he sure wouldn’t ever walk away or avoid
my texts. He loves my nude selfies.”

“So, you’re getting fucked like a porn star
and sending nude selfies?” Aiden chuckled then turned his gaze to
Kyle. “I’m calling bullshit. What do you think?”

Kyle’s brows lifted. “Stranger things have
happened, babe.”

“Bullshit!” Aiden reached for my hair,
speared his fingers through the sides, and tilted my head. “You
don’t even like frat boys, and I know damn well you aren’t sending
pictures of your tits and ass over the phone. That’s not who you
are.”

“Isn’t who I am? You don’t know jack shit
about me. Neither of you stuck around long enough to find out. And
I’m not sure if your age is beginning to fog your memory since I
hear that’s a thing, but should you remember, you never called me.
Never texted. Not a single time. So, don’t give me this ‘that’s
not who you are’ bullshit, because you haven’t a clue. Lots can
happen to a woman in eight months. And by the way,” I seethed, “I
don’t remember saying he was a boy.”

Aiden’s grip tightened in my hair. It hurt,
and I lifted a knee toward his groin, but before I could connect,
an arm was wrapping around my waist and pulling me back against a
pair of jeans hard with an erection. “No cheap shots,” Kyle
murmured against my neck.

“Let go of me. Both of you.” Emotion stung
my eyes and my chest felt like my heart was being crushed. “S-stop
touching me,” I repeated, a tear rolling down my cheek and off my
chin. “Go. I’m begging you. Please leave.”

“Okay. We’ll go.” Kyle’s tone was soft and
sympathetic. Disappointment flickered in his gaze, but it was
nothing in comparison to the hurt, remorse, and frustration in
Aiden’s blue eyes. My God, I wanted to tell them to stay. I wanted
to wrap my arms around them, feel their hearts racing against mine,
and breathe their air. But I couldn’t risk that kind of hurt. My
heart couldn’t take it.

“I love you, Sophia,” Aiden said. “And, God
help me, I never intended on causing you pain. I’d walk through
flames before I hurt you intentionally. So for now, we’ll leave.
But rest fucking assured, we won’t give up.”

He rotated, opened the door with such force
that it banged the wall, and I watched the two loves of my life
disappear without looking back. Without a fight. Again.


Chapter Twenty-Nine

 


Kyle

Life itself is the most wonderful fairy
tale.

Over the years, I’d read hundreds of books.
Horror, comedy, drama, and even poetry. When Aiden called to say we
were going to the Sonoma Village Apartments to get our girl if she
would have us back, that verse popped into my mind. I wasn’t sure
if what we were heading into was a true-life fairy tale, or an ugly
reality.

Life never came easy. Nothing did. But I had
been blessed with more than most. A beautiful daughter. An ex-wife
I could have a conversation with without fearing castration. And a
man who I loved with every cell of my body that loved me back.

Still, challenges lingered ahead.

Aiden’s love for me wasn’t a question. Sure,
we had occasional differences. Every couple did. But nothing—money,
bad moods, control in the bedroom, or even keeping his affair with
Wyatt McEvoy secret—could lessen what we had. We were stronger than
ever, more committed every day. But it didn’t change the fact he
had fallen for Sophie—long and hard—or that I knew this was no
puppy love, no silly infatuation, but the same bone-deep
desperation I had for him. Sophie was the missing link to our
relationship. I’d known it the first time I watched the room
crackle with vibes when they’d both been in it. Problem was, Sophie
didn’t harbor those same feelings for me. Sure, she felt an
attraction and I could make her come.

But I wasn’t Aiden.

Then again, nobody was Aiden DiBiase. Didn’t
matter where we went, heads turned when he walked into a room.
Aiden was strong, assertive, beautiful with rugged good looks, and
so goddamn alluring that sexual tension dripped off him. Fifteen
minutes after I met the man, I was dumbstruck by his bedroom eyes
and magnetism. So, I understood Sophie’s attraction.

But was understanding enough?

Relationships were never equal. One was
always more attractive, more intelligent, or earned more money, and
no matter how strong or how weak a relationship, it always involved
give and take, compromise, and learning to make unilateral
decisions. And I could do that. I loved Aiden so damn much that I
could deal with him spending nights in bed and days in our home
with Sophie that didn’t involve me while I was away for work. I
could learn to live with them sharing a deeper love than Sophie and
I held. Again, because I loved every hair on the man’s
thick-skulled body.

When we’d reached the top of the stairs to
Sophie’s apartment, Aiden had turned to face me, his eyes two
beautiful hungry pools of blue as he cupped my nape and tilted my
head. “I love you, Kyle,” he’d said with the pads of his thumbs
shaking as he brushed my neck. “And I need you.” Then he had kissed
me slow and deep, sharing a heartrending declaration of our
feelings, and giving me that silent promise between two committed
lovers that I needed more than I needed air.

“I love you too, Forty-Four,” I had
responded with my eyes clouding. “And I’m with you. Today, next
year, and always. Now, do what we came here for and knock on the
door. Let’s get our woman back.”

With that vexing fraction of doubt still
lingering in my mind, I’d nonetheless had every intention of
standing back. Watching my man profess his love for a woman while I
kept my half of a promise made in the beginning of our
relationship.

Goddamnit, I hadn’t been able to do it.

The minute she opened the door and I’d seen
the changes in her, my objective broke into a million pieces.
Sophie had always been stunning, but today she looked different. It
wasn’t the change in her hair or the way she held her shoulders
higher than I remembered, or even that she seemed more mature. What
attracted me was her new look of confidence. For the first time,
she seemed happy. Content. Strong.

She was breathtakingly beautiful.

So, when she fought us like a little
rebel—that blazing fire returning to those incredible green
eyes—and did her damndest to keep us out, I was a dead man.
Stupefied. I couldn’t adhere to the promise I made myself. Not
without touching her, telling her how I felt, or watching Aiden do
his fucking magic to convince her we weren’t the heartless bastards
she had every right believing we were. It was like I’d been
stricken with an overwhelming need and hunger to make her ours.
Christ, I found myself wanting to kiss the smirk off her face, join
Aiden in whipping the shit out of her ass, and fucking her
senseless until she spoke her true feelings. Of course, I knew just
as well as I knew my own dick that she still cared.

I turned toward a wide-eyed Aiden and
lowered a hand to stroke his cock. He hadn’t spoken ten words since
we got home, and I hadn’t tried forcing it. “Let me ease some of
the tension in your body, babe.”

Thirty minutes later, after he had fucked me
with so much brutality that I was sure he was going to fuck me to
death, he was calm. His eyes were closed, and he was breathing
deep. Today hadn’t gone the way either of us planned and I was
unsure what the future held regarding Sophie. But I’d told Aiden
once before that I’d find a way to make this work.

And same as Aiden, I was a man of my word. I
didn’t break promises.

I had no intention of starting now.


Chapter Thirty

 


Sophie

Nikki sipped at iced mango green tea while I
picked at the cheesecake I would have ordinarily scarfed down
minutes ago. But this was no ordinary day. This was my life, my
future, and the two men I loved.

“Sophie, you are a beautiful, talented young
woman with the whole world at your feet.” She stood, gathered the
two plates, and covered them with the same plastic wrap she had
brought from home. “You have an incredible talent as a future
hairstylist, a father who adores you and told you to chase your
dream, and two men who are waiting on you to make the next move.
Girl, get after it. Time’s a wastin’.”

“You’re right. Daddy gave me his blessing.
Cried like a little boy when he told me the only thing important in
his life was my happiness. I love them both and want them more than
anything in this world, but dammit, I don’t know if it’s the right
thing to do.”

“Nonsense! If you love them, then what are
you waiting for? Heaven’s sake, I’d be crawling across the floor on
my knees to serve them breakfast in bed and licking every inch of
their flesh like sweet cherry lollipops. Go Brazilian yourself up,
get a few hours’ sleep, then get on your finest sexy thong and bra
and drive your pretty little self to their house. Then do what I
know in my heart you’re aching to do.”

I flashed Nikki a half-smile. “You’re kinda
one-sided. You’re supposed to be helping, not making things
harder.”

“Sophie. Go get your men. Suck their
anacondas until they’re grinding their molars and whimpering your
name. Give them their privacy if they need a little one-on-one dick
action, then offer them the best damn loving a woman has to offer.
Before it’s too late.”

I giggled. “Anacondas and Brazilians. Nobody
gives advice like you, Nikki.”

“I may be forty, darlin’. But I’m no prude.
When Glen and I got married, we kinked it up real good. Nothing
leads to divorce quicker than a bed full of vanilla or a mossy
cleft.”

I chewed on my thumbnail while choking back
laughter. “This whole triad thing—people won’t accept it. They’ll
stare. They’ll whisper behind our backs. They’ll look at us like
we’re some kind of circus freaks.”

“Sophie McEvoy!” Nikki tossed the ice from
her tea glass into the sink. “You’ve told me enough about Aiden and
Kyle to know that neither of those men give two ounces of a flying
shitball what other people think. And if somebody stares at you
like some kind of freak, hold that pretty hand up, flip them the
bird, grab your men by their asses, then send the biased bastards
over to Nikki Wallace’s place. I’ll set them straight. Furthermore,
do you realize how many women out there would give up their right
arm to have something like that? Two men who love you. Who look
like stallions. Who came over here with their tails between their
legs trying to win you back. Girl, life is short. To hell with
bygone rules and boring formalities. Break them. Hell, crush them.
Get your men, hold them tight, let them in the front and back door
if that’s their jam, and make them think they can’t live another
day without you. And don’t forget to have a drawer full of sexy
lingerie. Men love that shit. I’m not gonna lie. I’m one jealous
bitch right now.”

Tears rolled down my face. I hadn’t laughed
like this in … well, maybe never. Nikki didn’t know all the dirty
details, most especially the small fact that Aiden slept with my
dad, but she was smart enough to know a good thing when she saw it.
I stood and wrapped my arms around her for a hug. “I knew when I
first caught you checking out Daddy’s ass that you were going to be
someone special. Thank you, Nikki.”

“No thanks necessary. Only an invite to the
wedding. Maybe a date with dear ole Dad so I can check out his fine
ass up close and personal.”

“TMI, Nikki. Way too much information. And
while I try and erase that vision from my head, explain how a
wedding could ever be a possibility. Besides, we aren’t even
speaking at the moment.”

“Pssh. Tomato-tomato. There’s nothing that
can’t be a thing if you want it badly enough. Now, shave it till
it’s silky smooth, get some sleep, then dig out those edibles and
think about what we just talked about. But don’t wait too long to
let your men know how you feel.”


Chapter Thirty-One

 


Sophie

I had never been a morning person. Perkiness
and 7:00 AM just didn’t mix. But as I walked toward my parking
spot, I had a little pep in my step. I felt confident.
Enthusiastic. Today was going to be a good day. I felt it in the
air. I felt it in my heart.

Daddy called last night. Said he wasn’t
calling for any particular reason, yet we ended up having a long
heart-to-heart about hair design and color, my future, and Aiden
and Kyle.

He insisted I finish school. Duh. I loved
what I was doing. He demanded I have a job secured. Already
done. And, last but not least, I had to be one-hundred percent
sure. I was.

Kyle also texted me. Said we needed to
talk.

I was no fool and knew that should we try
this thing that challenges were going to be involved. Three-way
relationships were never easy, and doubly complicated. They
required strength, strong connections, and learning to overcome
jealousy and/or insecurity. According to statistics, the chances of
success when transitioning from a two-person relationship to a
throuple weren’t great. But regardless of any doubt or stats, I was
going to make this work. Dammit, I was. With every determined bone
in my body, if they still wanted me, I was going to love on my two
men, care for them, give them as much time to themselves as they
needed, and make this the best experience three people ever had.
Sappy as it sounded, just like my favorite book, Beautiful
Twisted Things, we were going to have our happily ever after,
come hell or high water.

My pulse started racing when I saw him. He
was exactly where he said he would be. Standing against my car,
staring down at his phone, and looking like a runway model, when
Kyle’s head lifted slowly and his azure gaze locked on mine, my
breath caught and my belly fluttered. I love him.

I smiled, but he didn’t return the gesture
or even say good morning. Just got straight to the point.

“Do you love him?”

Aiden was my dream, my biggest fantasy. He
was strong, smart, and sensual. Domineering, determined, and harsh
in nature at times. Yes, I loved him. With every beat of my
heart.

“With all that I am.”

“Are you willing to put up with two
middle-aged men who both have a long list of bad habits, work too
much, and need occasional private time?”

“Absolutely.”

“And me?” He held up a hand before I could
respond. “Before you answer, I know I’m not Aiden, and I don’t
expect the same depth of love you share with him. But I need to
know where I stand before I do my damndest to adhere to a promise I
made as well as make his birthday the best of his life.”

Nowhere near the league of the mature women
Aiden and Kyle were accustomed to, I felt honored to have them want
me. My God, I’d waited twenty years to feel this kind of happiness.
Just the same, a small part of me felt like I’d somehow come
between a happy and content couple, and it hurt me to think that
someday one or both may hold a grudge.

I wrapped my arms around Kyle’s waist. “Of
course I love you. If not for you, we wouldn’t be here right now.
How could I not love that? But I also feel as if I’ve uprooted
something beautiful between a loving couple.”

Kyle took my face between his palms and
lowered his lips just above mine. “Sweetheart, that’s where you’re
wrong. You haven’t uprooted anything. You’ve strengthened what
Aiden and I have. You’re everything we’ve ever hoped for.”

“And I love you even more for saying that.
Now, would you stop rambling and kiss me?” I lifted onto my toes,
lowered my hands down his back, and stopped just above his gorgeous
ass. Then, I kissed his mouth long and deep until both of us were
panting and laughing at the wolf whistles and car honks we were
attracting.

“Let’s get out of here and go pick up a cake
for Aiden before we’re in the back seat of a police cruiser. Aiden
thinks I’m headed for San Francisco and that he’s working today, so
we need to catch him before he leaves the house.”

“Who’s going to open up? Did he ever hire
any help?”

“He did. Rachel has a lot of office
management experience, so she’ll be fine there alone. Now, let’s go
ease Aiden’s hellacious mood before he turns my damn hair
white.”

After nearly an hour drive, we pulled up in
front of the log cabin. More beautiful than I remembered, the first
thing that came to mind was begonias. I wanted to plant them
everywhere.

Just as I pushed out of the car, Aiden was
stepping out the front door. With his hair down and dressed casual
in jeans, boots, and a deep-blue t-shirt, when I saw a smile fill
his face, tears rushed my eyes. This wasn’t one of his half-assed
bend of the lips, but a genuine happy smile.

I was ruined for all other men. Blinded.
Everything I had ever dreamed of was right here. With tears
falling, I dropped my purse to the ground, then ran and jumped into
Aiden’s arms, sobbing, and wrapping my legs and arms around him. It
had only been a couple of days, but it felt like I hadn’t seen him
in twenty years.

“Why are you crying, baby?” His lips pressed
into my hair.

“Because I love this place and I love you
and Kyle so much. After I sent the two of you away, I wasn’t sure
I’d get the chance to show either of you again. But like Kyle could
read my mind, I had just sat down to figure out how to apologize
for the way I acted when my phone buzzed with his text.”

“I love you too, baby girl. Christ, how I
love you.” He released a shaky breath, set me down on the ground,
then rotated toward Kyle. “And you. You brought our girl home.”

“Damn sure did. I told you a long time ago I
was going to find a way to make this thing between us work. And I
don’t break promises to the people I love. Happy birthday,
Forty-Four.”

With tears tracking down my cheeks, when I
looked toward two quacking ducks walking across the circular
driveway, I couldn’t help but burst into laughter. “I never thought
I’d like it out here in the boonies, but I really do love it.”

“How about we take this inside?” Kyle
wrapped an arm around both of us with that evil grin that I loved
crossing his face. “Even out here in the boonies, we get
passersby. Don’t think we want every Tom, Dick, and duck seeing the
birthday celebration I have in store.”


Chapter Thirty-Two

 


Aiden

I slid my tongue through her slick seam.
“You want these old men to eat this pretty pussy? Fuck it like a
porn star?” I tweaked the bud of her clit with my tooth while Kyle
teased her nipples.

“Please,” she whimpered, her hips lifting
while her fingers clawed at the sheets.

Skin flushed, nipples tight points, and
breathing accelerated, I knew what she wanted, what she needed.
Hell, I could practically read her thoughts just by the way she
looked at us.

I lowered my tongue through her slit and
underneath. She whimpered, her fingertips curling at her sides.

“You like that?” I gently rimmed the pucker
of her ass.

“I do.”

“Enough to let me inside?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “God, yes.” Her voice
was breathy. Eager.

Kyle trailed kisses down her belly, her
thigh, and over the top of her thin foot while I pressed my face
back into her cunt and thrust my tongue inside. With my eyes
meeting hers and emotion roaring through me, I licked into her,
ravishing the delicate flesh, eating, sucking, and inhaling her
intoxicating scent. I could feel her tense, contract, and the
connection between us intensifying. Solidifying. No words needed
exchanging, the hard stare between us telling me everything I
needed to know. Everything she wanted me to know.

She’d wanted me to be the first inside her
pussy.

I’d be the first inside her ass as well.

“Play with your tits, baby girl.”

She complied, anxiously, her hips lifting
and writhing while her fingertips moved up her body and tugged at
her stiff nipples. She was so beautiful, so receptive to everything
the three of us were doing. I adored her. Loved her. Her face and
body. Her bold tongue and soft submissive side. I loved the way she
fucking tasted. And she was ours.

From this day forward, she belonged to
us.

I rotated my gaze toward Kyle as his hand
traveled the length of her thigh. “I love you, Forty-Four,” he
murmured, staring at me with his blue eyes overcome with sweltering
lust, love, and commitment. “And I love you, Sophie. You’re
ours.”

“I always was.” She lowered a hand and
pushed her fingers through his hair.

“Then tell us what you’re feeling,” Kyle
said. “And what you’re wanting.”

“With all that I am, I love you, Kyle. I
love you both. But put a proverbial lid on acting like you don’t
know what I want when you damn well do. I want my men. Both of
them.”

 “Then turn on
your belly, baby girl.” I positioned myself beside her while
running my fingers over the globes of her glorious ass as she
rotated onto her stomach and faced me. “Get her ready for my
cock.”

With my dick aching as Kyle rolled off the
bed and reached for the lube, I lowered my face just above hers. “I
want you to relax. Stay calm and look in my eyes while Kyle gets
you ready.” She nodded, and I pressed my lips to hers and kissed
her with deep long strokes when Kyle began massaging the outer ring
of her opening to try and ease the tension in her inner
sphincter.

“You’re beautiful, Sophia,” I uttered
against her lips. Her body tensed as Kyle’s finger pressed inside
to coat her with gel. “And I love you. So damn much.”

“She’s tight, but ready.” Kyle’s tone was
breathy, his cock painfully erect with the scarlet head leaking
milky drops of arousal.

“Good. Now, cover me with a condom and lube
me up.”

Without a second’s hesitation, he covered me
with a condom then squeezed a spattering of lubricant into his
palm.

“Fuck,” I murmured as he stroked the warm
gel up and down my length. Making sure to brush a finger over my
inner thigh just to the side of my groin. Adding the right pressure
to my base. Rimming the edge of my hole with the tip of his nail
with his gaze glued to mine. Giving me some of my favorite triggers
and that little bit of extra attention.

“Do we have to use them? Condoms?” Heat
shimmered in Sophia’s gaze as she eyed Kyle’s hand.

“One day we won’t. For now, we do.”

She reached across and flicked a finger over
my underside. “What made you want to get a frenum piercing?”

My eyebrows lifted, a grin bending my lips.
“Since when did you know anything about frenum piercings?”

Pink blushed her neck and into her ears.
“Since I Googled.”

Kyle chuckled and set the lubricant onto the
bedside table.

“Just a silly thing I did in Europe.”

“I like it,” she whispered. My cock
thickened at the hunger in her gaze as her fingertips stroked me.
“In fact, it’s hot as hell. Just like you.”

“On your side, baby girl. Back to my
front.”

She inhaled a long deep breath of air and
released it. “Relax,” Kyle rasped. “Aiden will make you feel good.
We both will.”

After I moved her top leg forward just a
little, I traced a finger down her spine and through the cheeks of
her ass. Christ, I loved the way she shuddered at my touch. Kyle
did the same thing. It was perfection. Fucking nirvana. I wanted
more. Wanted it every damn day.

“Now feed my cock inside our girl,
Kyle.”

With a low moan, he leaned across me and
gripped my base, his breath heavy and heated. “Take a long deep
breath,” Kyle uttered as he lowered my tip toward her opening. “The
first two inches are the worst, but I give you my word you’ll come
harder than you ever imagined. Inhale,” he said while easing my
crown through her tight ring as those fucking whimpers of hers had
me swelling even more.

“Keep your hand around my base, Kyle. We’ll
fuck her together.” I leaned over and brushed my lips over her
nape. “You’re stunning like this, baby girl. Tell me when you’re
ready for me to move.”

Shivers rippled through her body as I teased
the shell of her ear with my tongue and pressed kisses just below.
I knew how agonizing it was to have a cock in your ass the first
time. Like your insides were on fire. Like some kind of scorching
prod was trying to shred your delicate tissue. Writhing,
whimpering, and screwing her eyes shut while trying to adjust to
what I knew damn well was ghastly, she twisted at the sheet in
front of her, her head falling back into mine.

“I’m ready,” she said after a few seconds.
“Just don’t sever me in half with that monster dick of yours.”

Kyle chuckled as he carefully fed every inch
inside her, my balls lifting at the way she clenched and tensed and
tried to force me out. “Mouthing with a cock up the ass may not be
the wisest choice,” he said with a mix of heat and humor. “I
learned that the hard way.”

My baby girl obviously liked Kyle’s last
words. A small whimper fell from her lips, her hips pushed into
mine, and she relaxed, letting me in. “Seems somebody likes us
talking about fucking each other. That still something you’re
interested in seeing?” With Kyle’s hand gripping my base, I started
stroking into her tight heat, low and gentle, then faster and
deeper. Taking what was mine. Claiming my property. Loving my
goddamn woman in the most intimate way possible.

“Yes,” she whimpered, backing those hips
into mine again. “More than anything.”

“Soon, baby.” I pulled out nearly to the
head, then pressed back in. “Soon.”

With my thumb rolling over her clit, she
cried out and pressed my hand into her mound. “Oh, Aiden.”

“Does it feel good?”

“It’s … it’s different.”

“Good different or bad different?”

She pushed her butt back again, trying to
pull me in deeper. “Good. So good.”

“Can you take us both?”

Her body stilled. “I can and I want to, but
are you sure? I—”

My lips skated over her nape and stopped at
the shell of her ear. “Baby girl, it’s okay to want his dick. It’s
okay to want us both.”

“Then yes. God, yes. I’m so ready to have
both the men I love inside me.”

“Thank fuck,” Kyle murmured, moving around
the bed and sheathing himself while I wound my arm around her
waist. “I’m dying over here.”

Beads of sweat lined Kyle’s brows as he
settled against Sophia, his eyes dark blue. Consumed with lust.
“You’re doing so well,” he whispered while moving the head of his
hard cock against her mound. “Aiden isn’t easy to take at first,
but it damn sure feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Oh, yes. And I know you’re going to feel
just as good.”

I kissed the nape of her neck, the tops of
her shoulders, and fucked into her with deep, slapping thrusts
while she whimpered and cried out with that tone of hers that was
so damn infectious. “Be inside me, Kyle. Please put your cock in
me.”

“Kiss me, Sophie.” He lowered his lips just
above hers. “I’m so damn thankful you came into our lives. You’re
everything we’ve ever wanted.” With his mouth closing over hers, he
adjusted her leg, shifted his hips forward, and pushed into her
pussy with a single hard thrust.

And then the three of us started moving,
rocking, and fucking.

“Oh, Jesus.” Her hips bucked against mine
and then into Kyle, my cock powering into her ass deep and frantic,
while Kyle thrust into her pussy. We were giving, taking,
expressing words of affection, and tightening the bond that refused
to ease. She was our lover, our passion, the cherry on the fucking
sundae. This connection between us was unfeigned. Boundless. Sophia
was the small but crucial missing link I never anticipated
finding.

“I love you,” I said gruffly. “I love you
both. Nothing could ever make me happier than what we have together
and knowing we still have a lifetime ahead of us.”

“I—” With her body tensing, her muscles
contracting, and all kinds of incomprehensible words falling from
her lips, tears tracked down her cheeks. Her ass clenched around
me, and her hand reached for my arm that was still wound around her
middle while her other curled into Kyle’s hip.

“You’re squeezing the hell out of me,
beautiful. Feels so damn good. Now come around our cocks.” My balls
were lifting. Contractions ground deep inside my belly. I was
fighting my own release while knowing Kyle was also holding back
and that we were on the same page about our girl going first.

“Christ,” Kyle hissed, pumping into her with
short and deep thrusts while I did the same.

Sophia cried out, her body shuddering,
spasming through her orgasm while my cock jerked, semen spilling
into the condom. “My God. I can feel you both coming.”

For long moments, none of us moved. We just
caught our breaths, coming down from something life-changing, and
something I believed we all felt stemmed way beyond sex. Then Kyle
slid from bed and took two towels from the nightstand. He handed me
one and we cleaned our girl with a tenderness, a heedfulness, and
with slow careful strokes like the prized gem she was and would
always be. Just as fatigue began closing in on her, I said, “Let’s
get married.” I propped my head against the pillows. “I don’t mean
now, but on Sophia’s twenty-second birthday.”

“Married?” Surprise laced Kyle’s voice as he
stared at me like I had a new head emerging from my neck.

“Sophia deserves a name, a title. She and I
can marry traditionally, and then after, the three of us can all
marry one another in our own private ceremony.”

She stared at me in stupor, her eyes
brimming with emotion. “Do I get a word on any of this?”

I stood, then dropped to one knee and
reached for her hand. With tears sliding down her face, she eased
from bed and fell to her knees, facing me and taking my hand in
hers.

“Baby girl, I’ve broken every damn rule in
the book with you. According to everything my parents tried shoving
down my throat when they lived, I have a special seat awaiting me
in Hell. Don’t know if that’s fact or fiction, but either way I
don’t want to spend another day without you in it. Will you marry
me, Sophia McEvoy? Will you take my name and share my life?”

I’d never felt this way, so blissfully
happy, so content and grateful to Wyatt for bringing his daughter
into our lives. And to Kyle for insisting the three of us share a
night together. I was ready to forget all the pain. Shove aside all
the guilt and spend the rest of my life with my two pieces of
Heaven.

“I’m so in love with you, Aiden DiBiase. I’d
be honored to marry you.”

“Come here.” I held out my free hand to a
shocked, blurry-eyed Kyle. With emotion in his gaze, he walked
toward us, slid his fingertips through mine, then reached for
Sophia’s second hand, grasping it tight.

“Kyle Holt, you’ve stood by me in my worst
days. You’ve put up with my mood swings, my fits of anger, and all
the other shit that’s wrong with me while offering me nothing but
love and understanding. I told you once before and I’ll tell you
again. I would have married you eight years ago if I had thought
you would have accepted. Marry me on Sophia’s twenty-second
birthday. Wear my ring on your finger. Then marry our girl as well.
Nothing is traditional about any of this, and I know that digs at
you, but fuck senseless customs and beliefs. We’ll create our
own.”

A single tear slid down Kyle’s face and he
leaned forward, kissed me slowly, then turned to Sophia and did the
same. “Sophie, the first time I saw you, I knew in my heart that
you were made for us. You’re our perfect match. Everything we’ve
ever wanted. If you agree to marry us, I give you my word that
Aiden and I will love you like you’ve never imagined being loved
and make your life as happy as two men can. You’ll never lack for
anything.” He rotated back toward me. “And you, you silly,
thick-skulled man. You’re hotheaded. You clean shit that’s
sparkling clean. You’re moody as fuck, and your eating habits are
borderline ridiculous. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.
Whether we marry in front of a priest or just overlooking the ducks
and fish in the lake, I look forward to the day I get to finally
call you my husband.”

I stared at the man I knew I was going to
love the minute his gaze met mine, and the woman who had blown into
my life like a little hotheaded, mouthy brat that I wanted to put
in a corner without food, water, and bathroom breaks. She smiled,
her eyes like two flashing emeralds, and I almost lost it because
fuck, she was beautiful. Breathtaking. And she was going to
be mine. With my eyes rotating between the woman and the man who
held my heart, my throat and chest tightening, I couldn’t fathom
how two wonderful people like Kyle and Sophia would want anything
to do with an angry guilt-ridden fucker like me. Suddenly, I ached
to pull them against me, hold them tight, and never let them out of
my sight. With a warm shiver racing up my back and an unusual blur
clouding my eyes, I whispered a silent and grateful, Thank
you.

Maybe my parents had been right all along.
Maybe God really did exist.

I was damn certain that angels did.


Chapter Thirty-Three

 


Sophie

Wedding Day

I read once that dreams can come true, but
should they play out it was more than likely a coincidence. Maybe
that’s accurate in most cases, but for me, my dream did come true.
They were lying on either side of me, sleeping peacefully, while I
laid awake still half-drunk with excitement from the day’s events.
I couldn’t stop smiling as I stared at the beautiful emerald-cut
halo engagement ring with matching platinum wedding band and its
full circle of diamonds. Who would have ever figured I’d marry not
one, but two beautiful sensual men who happened to also marry one
another?

Only in a dream.

This morning started with me waking up in my
room at Daddy’s house since I wanted to follow tradition and not
see Aiden or Kyle before I walked down the aisle. I had barely
opened my eyes when Nikki, new friend and awesome hair and makeup
genius Melissa, along with someone I never counted on seeing again,
Angela, walked into my room carrying warm croissants, homemade
peach jam, and freshly squeezed orange juice. After an ocean of
tears, apologies, and congratulations, we spent the next two hours
on my makeup and hair while nibbling on croissants and listening to
Nikki and Angela talk about everything from baptisms to
condominiums on the lake to penis lengths and how to give a proper
blowjob.

Then it was happening. My fairy tale. My
dream come true. I was dressed in my beautiful off-the-shoulder,
beaded satin wedding gown, my hair in an elegant upsweep and my
neck covered in a beautiful diamond pendant given to me by my two
future husbands. I was being escorted down the aisle by my dad who
was doing all he could not to fall apart while I fought my own
emotions.

I held his shaking arm while looking into
two sets of beautiful blue eyes, both glistening with unconditional
love, unmistakable lust, and eternal confirmation. Tears fell as I
neared the two souls I wanted to spend my life with. My heart was
full. I was going to have the forever love I’d always dreamed
of.

On my twenty-second birthday, wearing
nothing underneath the white silk of my dress besides thigh-high
lace stockings and a plug lodged deep in my ass, I’d stood before a
priest, recited my vows in a place of God, and married Aiden.

Following my beautiful fairy-tale church
wedding, I pledged to also love Kyle for better, or worse in an
intimate unconventional ceremony on the shores of Lake Fork. And
once I’d professed my eternal devotion to the two men of my dreams,
I sobbed while watching Aiden and Kyle declare their love and
recite their own heartrending vows. Afterward, my two husbands
swept me away in a limo to the honeymoon suite on the top floor of
the Ritz Carlton. After they took their time undressing me, Kyle
removed the plug from my ass, brought me to orgasm with his mouth,
then fucked me anally reverse cowboy style with Aiden’s eyes glued
to mine as he watched and told me how beautiful I was. And then, I
crawled on top of Aiden and rode him until a groan ripped past his
lips, he jerked with deep thrusts of his hips, and we came together
in an explosive haze of ecstasy. After a relaxing bath and a bottle
of chilled bubbly champagne, I pulled out my little secret gift,
some lubricant that I’d read was considered the holy grail of lubes
to gay men. Not only did I get to watch Aiden make slow sensual
love to his husband until he was jerking and spurting inside him,
but before the night ended, I also got the crème de la crème. Kyle
and I both did. After I spread lubricant around and inside Aiden, I
helped Kyle feed his long erect length into my beautifully dominant
husband and watched him being topped until they were both crying
out in bliss and spurting their releases in unison.

Later, they’d both kissed every inch of my
body, uttered words of love and devotion, then taken me again at
the same time until another orgasm tattered my body to pieces with
a million explosions of pleasure and ecstasy.

With every bone and vein exhausted while my
two men got some much-needed sleep, I was still smiling. Still
reveling at just how lucky I was. After a decade-old love affair,
my two dominant husbands reaffirmed their commitment and the three
of us made an oath to love, to share, and to always be honest. For
a few seconds, I’d almost let doubt work its ugly self into my
thoughts. But just as quickly as worry entered my head, I looked
into the happy faces of my two gorgeous life partners while at the
same time I had the strangest feeling that someone was watching
over me. Caressing my shoulder and whispering soft words of
encouragement in my ear. Maybe it was just nerves or fatigue, or
crap, maybe I was just batshit crazy. But in that moment, I forgave
my mother. Willed away all the resentment I’d carried for a
lifetime. She didn’t take her life because she didn’t love me or
want my dad. Suicide is a mental disorder usually brought on by
depression, chronic fatigue, and a whole other list of things.
Maybe she really had been dealing with postpartum depression or
lack of sleep. No one would ever know for sure. But something told
me in that moment that even though my mom took her own life,
something many considered a sin, she had been forgiven. She was at
peace. And that I was good enough. That I was wanted and
loved and needed.

Aiden shifted onto his side, facing me, his
beautiful blue eyes opening. “Why are you awake? My beautiful wife
should be exhausted.”

I leaned over and brushed my lips against
his that still tasted like me. “Just woke up for a minute. Go back
to sleep, babe.”

“I love you, Sophia DiBiase.”

“I love you too, Aiden. Today and every
day.”

So, see? Maybe my life wasn’t traditional,
but I was one lucky woman. I had two men who loved me and two men
who loved each other. I had a job I adored, a dad who meant the
world to me, and friends I was no longer afraid to grow close to.
And while something as simple as listening to my husbands’
breathing and looking at the wedding bands on their left hands sent
prickles of heat down my back, nothing else mattered. Not labels.
Not stares. Not whispers behind our backs. What the three of us
shared was beautiful. It was a dream come true. So, if somebody
wanted to look at us like we were twisted, then so be it.

Aiden DiBiase and Kyle Holt were my
husbands, my best friends, and my eternal companions. They were my
romance novel come true. My beautiful, twisted things.

 


The End
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