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Chapter One
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Why the hell do people think if they dodge me, their legal troubles will magically disappear?

Idiots.

This stinking heap of a world is filled with idiots.

And I refuse to let this particular idiot get away again even if I have to strangle him with Christmas lights and traumatize children when they see Santa compromised.

They’ll get over it. 

Hopefully.

If not, maybe it will be a good lesson for them. Christmas isn’t magical and wonderful and happy. It’s a bullshit holiday that makes everything too crowded and sticky and tacky with garish lights and colors strewn everywhere.

Maybe I’m just bitter, but Christmas lost the magic for me a long time ago. Long before He Who Must Not Be Named came into my life.

Or the other asshole.

Once upon a time, there was the first asshole who ruined Christmas for me. 

I adjust the trucker hat on my head, tucking the brim lower over my face. With the crowd as heavy as it is, I should be able to get close to him with little difficulty. Even though I don’t have a kid with me. 

Two dads with their twin girls holding their hands eye me with suspicion, but I shrug as I push past them. They’ll see what I’m up to soon enough. 

Fake-happy Christmas music blares through the speakers set up around Santa’s village as I duck and weave around sneezes and sticky hands and dead-eyed parents. 

It kind of grosses me out how many kids are here to see this deadbeat dad posing as the sweetest and jolliest man in the world. 

I finally shove through enough people and make it to the spot I’ve been aiming for. Right in his path for when he goes on break. Since he’s at the mall, this isn’t trespassing, so I can legally accost him at his work, but I want to traumatize as few children as possible. 

The last thing I need is for a video of this ending up viral on social media. 

I lean against the pillar and pull out my phone, keeping one eye on Santa while I scroll through the rest of my jobs I still have to handle today. We’re all scrambling to get as many cases handled before Christmas since most law offices didn’t make us serve papers on the actual holiday.

Not that we would anyway, since we’re closed, but they still sent all their end of year shit for us to handle the first couple weeks of December. 

My patience wears thin the longer I wait for this bastard to take his break. Maybe I should’ve become a bounty hunter after I left my last business. At least then, I could chase and tackle these assholes who thought they were above the law instead of constant boring stakeouts while I make sure I’m so careful not to trespass or break the law. 

And even with the occasional dummy trying to dodge me, it still has a lot less action than I’m used to. 

My phone buzzes in my hand, my friend Kay’s face flashing on the screen.

“Hello?”

“Hey, Nat. Just checking how things are going with Santa.” Kay’s voice blares into my ear, making me wince. 

I keep my voice low. “Waiting for him to take his break. Have a headache from the constant holiday music mixed with children’s screams.”

Kay snorts. “Try to hurry it up. I have a surprise for you back here at the office I think you might enjoy.”

“What is it?” I ask.

“Finish up and come back and you’ll find out.”

I scowl. “You know I hate surprises, Kaylee.”

“Too bad, Natasha.”

I should’ve known better than to full name her. I hate mine way more than she hates hers.

A sigh puffs past my lips. “Fine. I’ll hurry. I only have two more after this asshole and I don’t expect them to give me any trouble.”

“Good. I should still be done before you. I’m headed to my last one for the day.”

“Next time, you get the stubborn ones.”

This damn Santa has really pissed me off and made this shitty holiday even worse. 

“Nope. You love the hard cases. You actually get to use some of your badassery skills for these.”

“Not enough.”

Most days are so boring I want to claw my eyes out. 

“You can always get your PI license and moonlight with our office.”

It’s not the first time Kay has mentioned the PI idea to me. It’s starting to sound a lot better than serving papers for the rest of my life.

“Maybe. I guess it’s worth a shot.”

“I’d make you partner if I could afford it. Or if I thought you actually wanted it.” Guilt is thick in Kay’s voice, which makes me feel like a shit.

I shouldn’t bitch to her. She did me a huge favor, giving me a job when I left the security company I own part of behind. The last thing I want is to go into business with a friend again. 

“No. I’ve been down that road before. Not again.”

“I get it.”

Santa hauls himself to his feet as his elf puts up the rope, closing off the entrance to the Christmas village.

“Oh, gotta go. He’s finally getting up. They just put the sign up.”

“Good. Go. Good luck.”

“Thanks.” 

She cuts the call, but I keep the phone up to my ear, pretending I’m still talking, turning my body so he doesn’t catch sight of my face as he walks right towards me.

With my free hand, I reach into the inside pocket of my jacket and pull out the  stapled stack of papers.

As soon as he curves around the pillar, I step into his path and hold out the papers. “Joe Barnes, you’ve been served.”

He steps back, but it’s too late. 

“Take it. You’re served. Don’t make a scene in front of these kids.”

His stupid fake beard quivers as his mud brown eyes glare at me. 

My jaw clenches. “Take it.”

If he doesn’t, I’ll just drop it on his feet and leave. 

His little elf companion watches with big eyes darting back and forth between us.

He finally reaches out and rips it from my hand with a growl. I roll my eyes and turn to stalk away without another word, unimpressed with his anger. 

The whole kill the messenger shit for process servers gets real old. It’s not our fault you haven’t paid child support in six months or are getting divorced or sued or whatever you’ve done to end up in trouble.

It’s their own choices that led to their problems.

Just like my choices led to mine.

I force my jaw to relax as I slam the car door behind me and try to calm down. I don’t know why this one is bothering me more than normal. Maybe because it has to do with kids. 

Or maybe the holidays are getting to me.

It’s my first Christmas since I left him. Them. 

I shake it off like my girl, T. Swizzle demands. Though my actual obsession with her is my dirtiest secret I’ve only admitted to one person. I only ever listen to her when I’m alone. 

Like now. Her voice blares through the speakers of my car as I finish my day’s work, crooning over a broken heart before moving into a kickass girl anthem. 

Her songs boost my mood considerably along with the easy paper drop-offs. My last two jobs are simple, the people answering the door and accepting the documents without argument. 

Most of the time, that’s how it goes. People knowing there’s no escaping their fates. Which is actually pretty fucking sad.

I head back to the office and park my Wrangler beside Kay’s Prius. The other people who work for her aren’t back yet, so it’ll be just the two of us for now.

Good.

I want to know what she’s got for me.

Inside, Kay looks up from her desk, peeking over the piles of paperwork she’s got in front of her. “Everything work out ok?”

“Yep. All done. Whatcha got for me?”

Kay grimaces, looking a little hesitant. “I’ve been going back and forth all day. At first, I wasn’t going to involve you, but then I thought you’d love it and now I can’t decide if this is going to make your day or ruin it.”

My steps falter as I frown. “Well, it’s been pretty much shit so far today, so I don’t have much to lose. Can only go up.”

“I wouldn’t be so sure.”

“Well, now you have to tell me regardless because not knowing will drive me crazy.”

What the hell is going on?

Kay blows out a heavy breath. “Okay. Just... fuck. Your ex-husband is being served. And they want our office to handle it.”
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Chapter Two


[image: image]


I stare at Jules for a moment, my mouth gaping, as I try to figure out what I’m feeling. I’m torn between utter smug joy and shocked heavy dread. It fills me with glee that he’s in some kind of legal trouble, but I’m not sure I want to see him.

“What’d he do?”

Kay hesitates a moment before answering me. “Car accident. The guy is now suing for medical bills. There’s a note from the lawyer saying they haven’t been able to get in touch with Jake, his legal team, or anyone other than whoever works the front desk of the office.”

My head bobs in a jerky nod. “So, he probably knows, but is pissed off so he’s dodging until he can come up with dirt to get the guy off his back.” 

I know how my ex works.

He hates it when people come after him once they find out how successful he is. It’s happened plenty of times before. It’s not like he’s a billionaire or anything, but he helps run a successful security company and people often think they can get a payday from him. From Liam too, his business partner.

Maybe more than just business now that I’m out of the picture.

I clear my throat and gather myself, a mean fantasy sneaking through my mind and an evil smirk curls my lips. I like the idea of being the one to ruin his day. Hell, to ruin his whole Christmas. 

He doesn’t know where I am or what I’m doing now. At least, I don’t think he does. So I should be able to get close to him and drop the papers right in his damn lap. 

“I’ll take the case.”

Kay rubs at the side of her neck. “Are you sure? Your expression right now is creeping me the hell out.”

The psycho smile doesn’t want to leave my lips. “I’m sure.”

And I am. I can’t wait to see the look on his face when he gets served.

By me.

A disturbing cackle bursts through my lips, making Kay eye me warily.

“I guess I did the right thing then? Merry Christmas?” It’s a question more than a statement. 

“Definitely. Best gift you’ve ever given me.” I might be lying, but at the moment I’m almost giddy at the revenge fantasies playing through my mind. 

Kay holds out a stack of papers for me.  “If you say so. But if it ends up being too much, let me know and I’ll handle it.”

“I’ll be fine, but thanks.” I take the papers from her and flip through them as I head to my desk. 

“From the lawyer’s notes, this might be another Santa situation. I was hoping with you handling it, we could get it taken care of sooner.”

Of course he’s being difficult about it. 

I drop the papers on my desk. “He should have no reason to suspect me. And while he may know it’s coming, he’s not going to think it’s me.”

Kay raises a skeptical brow. “Are you sure? He runs a private security firm. He very well might know exactly what you’re up to.”

A cynical snort pushes out of my nose. “I doubt he’s cared enough to bother looking into it. And there are hundreds of companies who could be serving him. What are the chances we’d get the job?”

Sure, he’s reached out a few times over the past year since our marriage ended, but only out of guilt. 

Kay nods. “True. I was pretty shocked at the coincidence myself. You’re listed under your maiden name here as well, so it’s not like the lawyer decided to stack the odds in his favor by sending his ex.”

I play with my pen between my fingers. “Nope. I covered my tracks pretty well. You have to be pretty invested to find me and figure out who I was almost two years ago. And you aren’t connected to their company in any way. You didn’t want any part of it.”

“No, I didn’t. Something I’m very glad of now.”

I snort again. “Yeah. Me too.”

If Jules had agreed to join our company years ago when we all left the military, I would’ve had nowhere to go when everything went to shit.

She was always a lone wolf and wanted to carve her own path. And now I believe she had the right idea all along. 

When I walked away, I left everything. Including my shares of the company. I didn’t have to, but I want nothing from them anymore. 

I wanted to start over and I have. 

“How do you want to play this?” Kay asks. 

I tap the pen against my desk as I bite my lip in thought. “I’m betting he never reset his calendar password. And if he did, I bet I can guess it.”

Kay chuckles. “He never was one with much tech savvy.”

“Nope. That was Liam’s job.” My voice breaks a little as I say his name.

He used to be my best friend. Now, he’s nothing. 

I scoot my chair under my desk and my fingers fly across the keyboard as I scowl at the screen, uncomfortable sensation swirling in my stomach.

Even though this is the easiest way to see what he’s up to and where he’ll be so I can serve him, I’m not quite sure I want to see what kind of things he has on his calendar. 

What he has going on with Liam. Or if he’s moved on to someone else. 

I click on his calendar link and type in his password. “I’m in.”

Kay’s eyes widen. “Really?”

I shake my head. “Yup. Same password he’s had for years.” 

Arnold. After the dog he befriended overseas and we had to leave behind. We all loved him, but Jake had a special bond with the sweet dog. It broke his heart when we couldn’t take him. 

I click through his next few days, finding little planned except for a meeting tomorrow late afternoon at a hotel downtown. Hopefully it’s a business meeting like it says and not some afternoon delight rendezvous with Liam.

Tomorrow about an hour before he needs to leave, I can set up in front of his office and wait for him to come out and catch him there. If he ducks me, at least I know where he’ll head next.

Just for shits and giggles, I try to log into Liam’s calendar, but he has his locked down tight.

No surprise there.

He isn’t exactly a hacker, but he’s pretty good with computers. Better than Jake and I ever were.

Fuck, I’ve been able to banish them from my mind for a while, but now they’ve crept back in, along with memories of the night that ended us. 

“You okay?” Kay’s question is hesitant, like she’s waiting for me to throw a fit and punch a wall or break down into sobs. 

I can’t really blame her. She was there right after I left and saw me through one of the ugliest periods of my life. 

“Yeah. This’ll be a piece of cake. I’ve already got a plan in place and it should be over by tomorrow afternoon.”

Then, I’ll have my revenge and can continue moving on with my life with my ex and our best friend in my rear view mirror.

“Good. If you change your mind, it’s no problem. Or, if you need to talk.”

“I might need to take a trip to the liquor store tomorrow night and then go to your place.”

I’m not fooling myself quite so much to believe seeing Jake and possibly Liam isn’t going to suck. But I need to prove to them and to myself that I’m over them and moving on. That I’m good, thriving. Even if I don’t love my new job, it could be worse. I could be a mall cop. 

Kay chuckles. “Done.”

I tuck the papers for Jake along with the other stack I need to serve tomorrow into my bag. “All right. I’m going to get out of here. I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Sounds good.”

Kay’s’ worried eyes follow me from the office as I gather my shit and head out. 

But I don’t know how to reassure her. 

I could be making a huge mistake.
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Chapter Three
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I lurch awake soaked with sweat and my heart trying to break its way out of my chest. 

Fuck.

I haven’t had one of these dreams in a while. A nightmare so real, I can still smell the hot desert and feel the blood and grit. I can still hear the screams of the dying.

Fuck.

Thinking about my stupid ex-husband brought all this back up. The flashbacks got bad again when I first left him, but I’ve gotten better the last six months. 

It might be time to call my therapist again. 

I probably shouldn’t have stopped going. She was surprisingly non-judgy when I told her about the whole threesome. Except the part where I ran away. She was super judgy about that. 

I had no other choice but to leave once I realized how deep Jake and Liam’s feelings went. I was the outsider. I was the one who joined the little family they’d created decades ago. If it wasn’t for me, maybe they would’ve found happiness together long ago. 

And they both should’ve told me how they felt about each other, instead of lying and hiding it for so long. At the very least, Jake shouldn’t have fucking married me if he had feelings for our best friend.

Though, I probably shouldn’t have married Jake either considering I found our best friend as attractive as I did. Something I always fought to ignore. 

But that night. That stupid night. We rang in the new year with too much booze and too much truth. 

And I lost both of them. 

Which brought back the nightmares.

Fuck.

With a grumbled curse, I roll out of bed and pad towards the coffee pot in my kitchen. I’m going to need my big thermos for what I have to deal with today. 

I eye the flyer on my fridge with a photo of an adorable dog grinning at me. Maybe it’s time for me to finally give in and adopt a dog. I’ve been eyeing old K-9 or military dogs for a while. But I’m worried it’ll remind me too much of the friend we’d been forced to leave behind in Afghanistan. Poor Alfred. 

As nice as it would be to have some company around here, it probably isn’t the time. 

While I wait for my coffee, I return to my room to shower and dress for the day. Needing to feel like I’m clad in armor, I put on my jeans, black tee, ass-kicker boots, and a leather jacket. Once I’m dressed and have my massive thermos in hand, I feel better. A little more prepared. 

Even if what’s swirling around inside me is mostly dread.

The smug excitement from yesterday is long gone, leaving mostly doubts in its place. 

Do I want to open this door again? Communication with them? But it’ll be worse if I send someone else in my place, like I’m too afraid to face them. No way am I okay with that. Handling it myself is the better option. It might even help me finish moving on.

I grab my bag with the papers I need to serve today and hustle out the door, thermos clutched to my chest. 

It takes me forever to make it downtown where my old company office is with all the holiday traffic, everyone trying to get their last minute shopping done. At some point soon, I really need to do the same.

But I hate shopping, so I’ll probably order it all online. 

At least this year I don’t have many people to shop for. 

What a pathetic thought.

I finally pull onto the right street and pass the building first, eyeing the front as I inch by. No sign of Jake or Liam, not that I expect there to be. I make the loop and find an open parking spot across and down from the office where I have a clear line of sight to the entrance, but I’m not right there, obvious. 

After turning the car off to save gas, I settle back in my seat and start the audiobook I’ve been wanting to try to battle the boredom of sitting around and waiting.

Thankfully, the military gave me pretty regular practice in this sort of scenario. As did private security. It isn’t all intrigue and gunfire. There’s a lot of boredom on both jobs. 

Just like this one.

The deep British voice blaring through my earbuds soothes me and sucks me into the story. I keep my eyes on the front door of the building while I sip at my coffee, trying not to let memories of my time here drown me. 

I don’t want to remember. 

I don’t want to remember sneaking into closets with Jake for a quickie. I don’t want to remember joining Liam in his office after stealing some of Jake’s candy stash, laughing while we gorged on the sweets. I don’t want to remember the three of us staying late at the office, drinking and playing cards and eating takeout. 

I don’t want to remember how much fun we had together. How I thought I found my real family after my bio one sucked so much. How I found my purpose with those two after we left the military fucked up and haunted.

And how now I’m left to search for a new purpose. Alone. While they get to continue on, together. 

But I’m not bitter at all.

Nope.

I’m just fine.

Happy for them.

I smash my head back against the seat with a groan. It’s definitely time for me to look into becoming a PI. Or running away to Hawaii and starting completely fresh.

Either option sounds better than whatever this new life of mine is. 

I rub at my neck as I choke on memory after memory. Jack’s grin, Liam’s intense gaze, ribs aching from laughter, football in the park, dancing til dawn, laser tag on weekends, holidays, camping, saving each other’s lives over and over again. 

It’s all too much. All the things the three of us fought through together only for it to end up like this. Broken. Separated. 

Over.

I shouldn’t be here. I was a fool to think it was a good idea. 

The passenger side door opens, ripping me from my thoughts, making me scramble for my taser. 

Until I realize who it is who’s plopped his stupid ass into my car.

Liam.
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Chapter Four
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My stomach churns as Liam grins over at me, smug mischief dancing in his green eyes. 

The fucker.

“What the hell are you doing?” I release the taser in my bag, as tempted as I am to use it on the fucker. 

His stupid blue eyes sparkle at me as he slams the door, closing us in. “What are you doing? You’re the one stalking us, parked right across from the office.”

Shit.

I scramble for a halfway decent lie. “I uh...got lost on the way to my next job, so I stopped to get my bearings.”

It’s almost impossible to hold back the grimace pulling at my lips at how unconvincing I am.

“Right.” He draws out the word. “You’ve been parked here for almost an hour and you clearly aren’t looking at a map or your GPS. Try again.”

The voice still crooning through the speakers narrating the book certainly doesn’t help my believability either. 

My hands fist on my lap as I fight back the urge to knock the arrogance right off his face.

“I didn’t sleep well last night, so I pulled over to take a nap.” 

This lie is even worse. 

Liam shakes his head, his amusement growing. “You made a mistake yesterday.”

I frown. “How so?”

He isn’t wrong though. I never should’ve agreed to handle this job. Maybe Kay should’ve turned it down too, handing it off to another process service.

Instead, here I sit, trapped in a car with one of the last two people in the world I want to spend time with.

Liam spreads out in the passenger seat, making himself comfortable. “You tried to break into my calendar. If you’d just looked through Jake’s, we probably wouldn’t have expected you. He would’ve ignored the new sign-in alert. But I have all kinds of security in place on mine. I traced it right back to you.”

Dammit all to hell. There’s no point in trying to deny it.

I hadn’t even considered how every time you sign into an account from a new location, you get an email. 

“We know about the jackass trying to get money from Jake. Can’t you give us a couple of days so we can prove he’s lying about his injuries?” Liam turns his hopeful gaze to mine. 

“Nope. I have to do my job. Sorry.” I shrug, not sorry at all.

Liam snorts. “You sound it.”

I shrug again.

He groans. “Well, good luck with that. Jake isn’t going to make it easy. He’s determined not to pay lawyer or court fees for this bullshit.”

I roll my eyes. “He can’t hide forever. And it’ll only look worse if I turn in a report that he refused service.”

Jake has always been such a shit.

Liam turns a little in the passenger seat to face me more fully. “Why haven’t you responded to any of our messages or calls? We’ve been trying to reach out for almost a year and nothing but radio silence from you.”

My hands fist in my lap. “What was there left to say?”

I wanted to move on, not keep rehashing the past and all the mistakes the three of us made. What was the point?

He scoffs, shaking his head. “A lot of things. Jake is willing to accept the papers if you’ll come in and just talk to us. Half an hour. Let us explain and clear the air. We want to explain.”

Oh, hell no.

Absolutely not. 

He can fuck right off with that nonsense.

I turn my head to look away from him and out the side window. “There’s nothing to explain. What happened happened for a reason and we’re all better off because of it. There’s nothing left to do other than move on. You two don’t owe me anything. I hope you two are happy together. I really do.”

At least I want to want that for them. 

If I were a better person, I’d mean it.

His curse whips my head back around to see him scowling at me. 

“We aren’t fucking together. How could we be without you? Let me know if you change your mind.” Liam shoots me one last glare and shoves the door open, slamming it behind him. 

I stare after him with my mouth open, completely floored, not understanding what the hell just happened. 

What did he mean, they couldn’t be together without me? Because they’re too guilty? I’m not willing to meet with them just so they can feel better about what happened. 

They’ll have to figure all that out for themselves. It’s not my job to fucking play matchmaker for them. I already did my part by leaving.

I suck in a sharp breath. 

Time to pretend they’ve scared me off and act like I’m running away with my tail tucked between my legs. 

Hopefully Jake will still show up to his meeting even though they know I’ve peeked at his calendar. 

I’ll have to abandon the car and change clothes.

If he doesn’t show, I’ll borrow Kay’s’ car tomorrow and stake him out again. Just better this time. I’m willing to bet he still goes to the same coffee shop every morning. 

The same one I’ve been avoiding for eleven months.

Even though they’re the only place that makes lavender lattes. 

Damn, I miss those. 

I’ll get him.

Without giving into his terrorist demands. 
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Chapter Five
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I’m the first one through the door of the coffee shop when they open the next morning, almost vibrating in my desperate need for caffeine since I barely slept last night.

Again.

At least it was irritation instead of nightmares. I didn’t sleep long enough for the nightmares to begin.

After wasting my time at the hotel Jake was supposed to meet his client yesterday, Liam strolled through with that same damn smug look on his face. 

Apparently Jack is holing up in his office, hiding from me. Or, trying to force my hand into having whatever conversation he thinks is so important.

But that’s not happening.

I haven’t answered their messages all this time for a reason. 

The guy behind the counter smiles at me and asks for my order. I put in a request for a lavender latte, ignoring all the holiday special flavors they have going on. I’ve been missing this drink for ages and am annoyed at myself for avoiding this place so long. 

But it’s where Jake and I used to come all the time. Sometimes just us, sometimes with Liam. We stopped here almost every morning before heading into the office. Had late night meetings here when we needed a change of scenery. 

It looks exactly the same, it smells exactly the same, it feels exactly the same. Which fills me with a little resentment. How did this place stand still while everything is different for me? This place is still so beautiful and bright and I sit here bitter and broken.

I’ve got to let the pain and anger go. Or I’ll never be able to truly move on. I need to serve Jake and have that be the closure I need.

Once the barista calls my name and sets my latte on the counter, I grab it and shuffle over to the table in the corner, hidden from the windows and front door. 

If Jack still has the same routine, he’ll be here within the next ten minutes. 

I keep my head down and my ears perked, listening for the tinkle of the bell hanging above the door. 

A low groan almost slips past my lips at the first sip of pure perfect bliss coating my tongue. Since it’s been so long, I’ve wondered if I exaggerated the deliciousness of this coffee in my head.

But I didn’t.

It’s just as perfect as I remember. Maybe better.

There is no way I’m letting Jake keep me away from this place any longer. 

He can suck it.

And I can get over myself and stop being such a coward. 

The bell tinkles and I grimace. I hoped I could finish my latte and maybe order another before he showed up. 

I peek around the side of the booth, my heart rate picking up. It’ll be the first time I’ve seen him in such a long time. I thought I was prepared, but now I’m not so sure. 

But it’s not him.

My breath leaves me in a loud puff and I scoot back into my seat, clutching my cup too hard. My face heats like someone witnessed my ridiculousness. 

I’ve got to get my shit together. I’m acting like a fucking idiot. 

Though I’m glad Jake isn’t here yet to see it. He can’t see me like this. I’ve got to remain cool and calm and unfazed by his presence. 

I let too much show yesterday with Liam. 

But I was always more open with Liam. Something about him drew it out of me. Unfortunately, he still has that ability. 

While I have the time, I try to enjoy the rest of my latte, forcing the stiffness out of my shoulders, but I’m too on edge, ready for this to be over. 

The bell jingles again and I’m not as anxious this time when I poke my head around the side. He’s already later than he used to be. It’s looking like he doesn’t come here every day anymore. 

I’m going to have to figure something else out to serve him.

Except, fuck. There he is. 

And he’s wearing that damn leather jacket that I gave him last year. There’s something about a man in a leather jacket that just does it for me. 

I shove memories and unwanted feelings deep down inside me, focusing on only what I need to get through this. 

Breath puffs out of me while I smooth down my hair.

Okay, it’s time.

I keep my eye on him as he turns to face the barista and I slide my way out of the booth. After that whole bullshit yesterday with Liam, if he doesn’t take them, I’ll throw the papers at him.

Before I’m even out of my seat, the little shit has already glanced over his shoulder with a wink and takes off through the door, leaving me and the barista staring at each other with gaping mouths like idiots. I scramble for my bag and the stack of papers, and race after him.

Oh, hell no. He’s not pulling this shit with me. 

How did he even know I was here?

What the fuck is he playing here?

He’s acting like a child.

Nothing too shocking there, but still.

He thinks he’s so clever and funny.

But he’s just annoying.

The things I used to find charming and amusing now only pisses me the hell off. 

People on the streets stare as I duck and dodge past them, my hands clutching the papers as I search for my irritating ex-husband in the crowd, my bag bouncing against my back with each step.

There he is, turning down an alley that leads to the next street up. Dick thinks he can lose me. He clearly doesn’t remember how often I smoked his ass on the two mile run part of our PT tests. 

I push myself harder, grateful I wore my ass kicker boots today instead of something a little more professional. It doesn’t take me long to close in on him. 

The crazy bastard laughs when he looks behind him and sees me gaining, like he’s having fun. Like we’re playing a game. 

I remind myself I can’t tackle him. I can’t touch him in any way. I really should’ve become a bounty hunter instead. 

There’s something a lot more satisfying at tackling someone and putting then in handcuffs instead of ending the chase with a paper handoff. 

Jake’s almost out of the alley and onto the next street. I need to catch him now. Or figure out a way to corner him since I can’t touch him. 

My breath pants from my lips as I fight back a groan from the pain in my legs. I haven’t been working out nearly as much without access to the state of the art gym in the company building. 

Jake stumbles over something in his path, but sadly doesn’t fall. He grabs onto the edge of a dumpster and then with a heave, shoves it right into my path, the metal bin overturning and spilling across the alley.

I can’t stop in time and I end up slipping and sliding through garbage, before tumbling headfirst into the mess. 

Something slimy is on the side of my face. I’m terrified to discover what. 

My stomach protests and I gag, shuddering as I try not to think about what I’m now covered in.

I shove myself up until I’m on my hands and knees and look up to glare at my ex. 

He stands there with a smile trying to break free on his lips as he makes at least a token effort to seem horrified. “Sorry, baby. You know my number if you’re ready to talk.”

While I’m still fighting to escape from the slimy trash I’m half buried in, he jogs off, no longer in a hurry. 

Shock and disgust slow my movements, my mind having a hard time coming to terms with what just happened.

This is my literal nightmare. 

Making a complete fool of myself in front of him. And the way I’ve managed the humiliation is worse than anything I could’ve imagined. 

I’m ready to wake up now.

Unfortunately, I don’t.

As I check myself out in the reflection of the window of the building I’m beside, I realize something even worse.

There’s a brown and black banana peel stuck to my chest and somehow, I’m covered in glitter. 
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Chapter Six
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I grab a lot of attention as I stomp home, abandoning Kay’s car for now so I don’t ruin it with the shit still dripping off of me when I finally make it home. 

It won’t surprise me if I end up on YouTube or something later. 

Fucking Jake.

I can’t believe he did this to me. 

He is such a damn prick.

There is no way I’m going to let him force me into talking to him now. And there’s no way I’m going to let him win. He’s going to accept these papers if it kills me to serve them.

It’ll be worth it.

I’m glad I didn’t have my gun on me earlier because I don’t think I would’ve been able to stop myself from shooting his stupid ass. 

A growl vibrates my chest as I let myself into my crummy apartment, thankfully missing all my neighbors. I’m not in the mood to explain my new look. I got enough attention on the way home.

After toeing my boots off, I pad through my apartment carefully to the bathroom, trying not to drop any goo onto my floors. These clothes are going directly to the trash. Except my boots. Those I’ll try to save.

Horror bubbles inside me, making my stomach lurch when I get the first real look at me. I don’t even want to know what the black and green stuff is on my neck. And there are egg shells and coffee grounds in my fucking hair. 

But the worst part, I’ve got glitter everywhere. Did someone dump an entire tub of it in the trash?

Hawaii is looking better and better at this point.

Desperate to scrub every tiny particle of garbage off my body and out of my hair, I stay under the hot spray of my shower for at least an hour. 

Between the steaming water and the rage pumping through my veins, I’m pretty much sweating when I finally step out of the tub. 

As I yank on fresh clothes, I plot against my ex. 

If I see him anytime too soon, I might murder him, so I should probably focus on my other jobs for the next day or so. Hopefully, if I back off, Jake will think I’ve given up after my recent humiliation. 

There’s one event on his calendar I can still trust. The Christmas party. There’s no way he’ll reschedule or change that. And since I’m still technically an owner, I can legally serve him on the premises. He and Liam should be busy and distracted enough with their hosting duties to give me an opening to get inside without alerting them. 

Then, I can serve Jake the papers right at the end of his annual speech when he toasts himself and the company for a job well done for the year. 

Mean? Absolutely.

Do I give a single fuck? Nope. I do not.

I’ve got vengeance on the brain and it is going to be beautiful and sweet. The perfect Christmas present for my Grinch-like soul. 
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Chapter Seven
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After I’m caught up on my other jobs for the day, my mood is still dark and angry even though no one gave me any trouble. Even in the shadier parts of town where I got to witness a drug deal. No one even cursed at me. A couple even thanked me. 

But my morning experience ruined it. And it’s barely past lunch. Still way too much day left.

I need something to lift my mood and pull myself out of the spiral of fury I’m caught up in. 

And other than hanging out with Kay, there’s really only one place that’ll do the job. 

The shelter for military vets. 

It’s been way too long since I’ve gone to hang out with everyone. Not since Thanksgiving. I try to make it there at least twice a month, but things have been so hectic lately, I’ve been putting it off like an asshole.

I switch back cars with Kay, pick up my papers for the next day, and head on over. 

My favorite, Mick, is already there in the middle of a poker game. They usually play for sugar packets. Mick looks up with a wide grin when I enter. 

“Hey, sugar. Come on over here. Someone needs to help these poor fools. I’m cleaning up. I could use a little real competition.”

I laugh and round the table to give him a hug when he stands. “Sure thing, buddy. How’s tricks, old man?”

He shrugs with a wink. “Same old, same old.”

“Still fighting with the VA?” I eye him, noticing he’s lost weight and the circles beneath his eyes are darker.

Mick snorts, moving our conversation a little farther away from the table and lowers his voice. “Of course. Bless their hearts. They can’t help how stupid they are.”

I huff. “Yeah, they can. You know I have a few contacts I can call.”

Mick sets his jaw and shakes his head. “Nope. I’m not jumping in line.”

Stubborn fool.

No matter how many times I tell him he’s not jumping in line, that with the VA you have to use whatever tools and tricks you have available, he refuses the help. It drives me crazy, but I respect it at the same time. He’s only trying to do what he sees as right and I get it. 

Still pisses me off though. At the VA. Not at him. 

Learning how to play the game shouldn’t be necessary for those who have served, who have given so much to their government and country. 

I sigh and take the empty seat across from him. “Well, deal me in, old man. I’ll be happy to take some of that sugar off your hands.”

We play for a couple hours, the people in the chairs at our table changing out every now and again as other friends I’ve made here come to chat for a bit. 

Finally, the heavy fog weighing down my shoulders, lifts away. If these people who live on the streets can come in here and laugh and joke, I can handle a little ex-husband drama. 

The game finally winds down and the others wander off for food, leaving Mick and I alone. 

Mick frowns over at me, a hesitant look in his eyes. “Hey, sugar?”

“Yeah?” I don’t love his tone.

It usually means he’s about to say something I don’t like. 

“I’ve been wanting to ask for a while and I just have to know...” Mick trails off. 

My eyes narrow on him. “What?”

I really hope he’s not about to question me about Jake or Liam. We have an unspoken deal. We don’t talk about my ex-husband or my ex-friend.

Mick’s lips twitch. “Why are you covered in glitter? Did you have an art project mishap or something?”

A growl rattles my throat and I scowl at him. “Do I look like the type of person who does art projects?”

He shakes with the effort of keeping his amusement from bubbling over. “Nope. Which is why your pretty sparkle is so curious.”

I turn my scowl to my arms, where yep, I could see a few pieces of glitter still embedded in my skin. “It’s a long story.”

Mick smiles and settles back into his seat. “I’ve got nowhere to be.”

My shoulders slump. “Fine. But I don’t want to hear anything about forgiveness or any of that hogwash, all right?”

“Sure. Sure. This must be a good one.”

Mick has tears running down his face and is bent over clutching his stomach and laughter bellows out of him before I’ve finished the story of my fateful morning.

I try to glare at him, but his chuckles are infectious. Even I can admit, if it happened to someone else, I would’ve died laughing at them. 

Still pissed though.

And still plan to get sweet, sweet revenge.

I huff. “All right. Enough. It’s not that funny.”

He splutters. “Bullshit. Oh, I needed that. I haven’t laughed that hard in years. You are so good for my soul, sugar.”

I shake my head. “Eh, you might be pretty good for mine too. Even if you are a pain in the ass.”

“I know I’m not allowed to say the “J” word, but I wish the two of you could work things out. You guys were something special together. All three of you really.”

My chest tightens. We were special together. But like most beauty and excitement, they ended, faded, disappeared. 

I try to frown playfully at Mick. “You can’t say the “L” word either.”

He holds his hands up. “I know. You ever going to tell me what happened?”

“Nope.”

I wouldn’t even know where to begin.

Mick shrugs. “Fair enough. We all have our secrets.”

“The day you decide to let me help you with the VA or a place to live, I’ll tell you. And it’s a good story too. Scandalous. Way better than the one you got today.”

I’d be willing to share it all if he’d just take the damn help. But I still feel pretty confident I won’t have to tell him a damn thing since he’s so stubborn.

“You asshole.”

I shrug, unrepentant. “Learned from the best.”

Let’s see how he likes it. 

He huffs. “I’ll consider it. But you better not be tricking me with some dumb, boring story.”

Surprised, my brows raise. “I’m not. It’ll definitely make you blush.”

He scoffs. “Bullshit. Nothing makes me blush.”

I raise a teasing brow. “Hope we find out who’s right sometime soon.”

The slightest piece of hope lightens my chest. There are so many here I wish I could help, but I have a massive soft spot for Mick. 

Mick groans. “You sure don’t play fair.”

I shoot him a smug grin. “Never.”

“So, what are you gonna do to that boy in return?”

I love it when he calls Jake “boy”. It’s hilarious. Especially since it always drove Jake nuts. 

I catch the time on the clock on the wall. Shit. I’ve been here for two hours already. 

“I’ll come back and tell you that next week. That way I can give you the whole story of how it went. Right now, I’ve got to get going.” I stand and grab my bag. 

He comes around the table and wraps me in a warm hug. “I’m glad you came in today, sugar. I’ve been missing you.”

“Me too. I’m sorry it’s been so long.” I grimace.

He releases me and pats my shoulder. “No worries. Starting over like you have takes a lot of time and effort. But other than the glitter, you’re looking a lot better than you were last time I saw ya.”

I remember. It shames me how bad I let things get when my marriage first ended. I’m only now back to looking like I used to. Looking healthy again.

I pretend to punch him in the stomach. “Fuck off about the glitter. I’m going home to shower again.”

“Maybe try one of those lice combs.” He snickers. 

“You little shit.”

He puckers his lips before cackling like the ancient evil he has possessing him. “Kiss my ass. I’m just trying to help.”

I shake my head in defeat. “Help give me a hard time.”

“It might work.”

He has a point. 

Fucking glitter.

“If another shower doesn’t do the trick, I might just try it. I’ll see ya next week, old man.” I smack a kiss on his cheek.

“All right, sugar. Be careful.”

“You too.”

I wave at a few other of my friends as I head to the door. Before I can grab the handle, it swings open and hits me in the face.

Today can just fuck right off and die.

It’s even worse when I finally remove my hands from my aching face to see it’s Liam who just assaulted me with the door, looking amused and apologetic. 
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Chapter Eight
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No.

Nope.

Absolutely not.

This isn’t happening.

How is it after a year without seeing them, they’re suddenly everywhere?

Yeah, I know. I searched them out, but still. They’re everywhere. 

And I do not like it.

Especially today.

Liam steps forward, wincing. “You okay? I’m sorry. I didn’t see you.”

“I’m fine. I was just leaving.” I shoot Mick one last wave, scowling at his grin, and hurry out of the shelter.

Unfortunately, Liam follows me.

“What are you doing?” I skid to a stop and spin around to face him. 

He shoots me an innocent smile with twinkling blue eyes. “Walking you to your car.”

My hands fist at my sides. “I’m not a damsel. I don’t need you to escort me anywhere. I go places alone all the time.”

Some of his fake playful innocence bleeds off, leaving frustration in its place. “It’s not for your protection. I know you can handle yourself. I just want to talk to you.”

That’s worse.

“I’m not interested in talking. I thought I made that clear.” The heels of my extra pair of boots stomp against the sidewalk as I turn and march away, pounding out my irritation. 

Liam snorts behind me as he catches up to fall in at my side. “Oh, you have. Especially since you were apparently so desperate to avoid a talk that you ended up uh...”

My jaw clenches as I glance over with a sneer. “Covered in garbage?”

He had to bring that up? Freaking dick.

He shrugs with a grimace. “Yeah.”

“Then why are you here?”

How did he know to look for me here?

Liam snorts. “I’m not stalking you. I come here all the time just like we used to. Jake does too. We just come when we’re pretty sure you aren’t here. You usually come in the afternoons since Mick told us you tend to stick to the evenings.”

“Mick never mentioned any of that.” Though I don’t let him talk about the guys, so Mick probably kept it quiet to keep me from getting upset.

“He told us you don’t like to talk about us.”

That fucking traitor.

“Right.” I huff.

“Did you think you got the shelter in the divorce?” Liam asks.

I sniff and stick my nose in the air. “Honestly, yes. I thought I got the shelter and he got the coffee shop.”

Liam chuckles. “Maybe next time, make that part of the divorce terms.”

“I’ll keep that in mind for my next marriage.” 

Liam gets a strange expression on his face. Almost pained. 

I turn onto the street my car is parked on the side of. “If you two wanted to talk to me so badly, why didn’t you track me down here?”

“Like I said, we aren’t stalkers. We reached out, but never wanted to take your choice away from you or play games and try to manipulate you.”

My steps speed up as my car finally comes into sight.

I want to get away from Liam and all the memories and confusing emotions he brings up.

He also looks way too good. Though at least he isn’t wearing a leather jacket. That’s the last thing I need to see today.

Before I can make my excuses and escape, right as I reach out for my door handle, the window of my jeep explodes, the echo of gunfire ringing in my ears. 

My nightmares come to life.
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Chapter Nine
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My training kicks in without me needing to think about it and I tackle Liam. The problem is, he had the same training I did, so he tackles me too. We slam our heads together when we collide and pain explodes in my head, radiating down my neck.

Thankfully, it ends with us both on the ground between my Jeep and the car parked in front of me. 

Liam pulls his gun from his holster inside his jacket after we untangle ourselves from each other, chambering a round as we both low crawl towards the sidewalk to get out of sight from the road. 

I peek around to see who the hell is shooting at us.

It’s probably something going on with the security company. We’ve made a lot of enemies over the years doing the work they do. 

The work I used to do.

Another gunshot takes out my back window.

Fuck.

I don’t think my insurance will cover bullets. 

The memories that haunt me when I sleep try to creep into my waking mind, but I fight them off, needing to stay in the here and now to combat whatever this is. 

I slide my hand down Liam’s calf until I find the second small gun he usually keeps strapped to his ankle. Since I don’t usually go around armed anymore, I need his. 

But no way am I going to sit here and wait to be saved. 

My palm stings as I wrap my hands around the gun. I didn’t even realize I’d scraped them during my collision with Liam.

Ignoring the pain and the screaming civilians caught in the crossfire racing for safety, I flop next to Liam, aiming my weapon in the same direction, searching for a target.

“Late model sedan. Gray.” Liam’s voice is hard and angry as he barks the words at me. 

It’s like we’re back in the damn desert, gunfire and screams filling the streets. 

I scan the road, and there they are, just parked in the middle of the road, hand with guns pointed out the window. “Got it.” 

I aim at the tires and pull the trigger, counting on Liam’s connection to the security company to keep out of trouble with the cops.

Dammit. I miss. 

Time to go back to the range. 

The car is familiar somehow.

Where have I seen it?

Liam misses too which makes me feel a little better even though I want whoever is doing this stopped.

With us firing back, they rev their engine, peeling away. 

We can’t afford to shoot when they join the lines of cars with panicking drivers. 

Fuck.

But I’ve got the plate number burned into my brain. We’ll find them.

Once they’re out of site, Liam and I finally relax a little, stowing weapons away and hauling ourselves to our feet. I keep Liam’s gun for now. 

Just in case.

Liam turns to grab me by my upper arms and rakes his gaze up and down my body, searching for injuries. “Are you hurt?”

I push him off me. “No. I’m fine. You?” 

At least, I think I’m fine. 

With the adrenaline pumping through me, I’m not completely sure.

Liam brushes glass off his clothes. “Who the hell was that? Who’s after you?”

I take a step back from him. “What? Why do you think they’re after me?”

I don’t have any enemies. At least no recent ones. Sure, I piss plenty of people off when I serve them, but not so badly they’d come after me and try to kill me.

“Because they aimed for you and your car. They were waiting near your car. And I know the jobs we’ve had issues with. They don’t match any of those descriptions.”

I can’t think of anyone who wants me dead. The only people who might be out for revenge would want Liam and Jake dead just as much. 

Why was that car so familiar?

I can’t think with Liam standing in front of me, my hands shaking as the adrenaline fades, and my nightmares trying to push to the forefront of my mind.

“They could be hired. Or maybe it’s random.” As soon as I say the words, I know it makes no sense. 

Liam shakes his head. “This wasn’t a fucking mass shooting, Nat. This was something else. Something more personal.”

I throw my hands up into the air. “I’m a process server. This is taking ‘kill the messenger’ a whole lot farther than the usual thrown punches and rants.”

“Well, think. Have you had any asshole jobs other than Jake?” Liam’s thumbs tap at the screen of his phone, probably updating Jake right now. 

Hopefully, he’s passing on the plate number so we can find the shits who just tried to gun us down in the middle of the street. 

I snort. “At least you admit he’s being an asshole.”

Liam shrugs, not a hint of apology or disapproval on his face. “He’s determined to prove the guy’s lying. And he’s determined to talk to you.”

“He needs to get over both.” I curse as it finally hits me where I recognized the car from. “It’s me. They’re after me.”

Liam’s eyes sharpen on me and he stops messaging whoever he’s talking to. “Who are they?”

“No idea. They were doing some drug drop or deal or something near a house I served papers today. It must’ve been something bigger than what it looked like if they’re trying to silence me now. What the hell? I didn’t care about their stupid little meth exchange.”

I barely glanced at them as I drove past them on the way out of the neighborhood I had to serve in earlier this morning. It was just a couple middle-aged white dudes in a shitty car passing a box of something to another middle-aged white dude in front of a shitty house. A house that totally looked like someone was cooking meth inside.

“Meth?”

My brows crease at the dread in his tone. “Pretty sure, based on how toothless and redneck they looked. It’s also possible I’m stereotyping them.”

Maybe it was Christmas gifts in that box. Toys for the homeless.

But I somehow doubt it since their response to me witnessing the drop involved guns and attempted murder.

Rude.

Liam curses and looks around, finally pulled out of his intense focus on me and his phone, looking like he’s preparing for another attempted hit. “There’s a really notorious biker gang involved in meth in this city right now. And they’ve been extremely careful to stay off the radar.”

Of course there is. And they’ve clearly been sampling way too much of their own product. 

Another attempt on my life isn’t completely a crazy concern. 

“Great.”

Liam grabs my arm and tries to pull me away from my Jeep. “We need to get you out of here. Now.”

I dig my heels in, refusing to move. “But the cops are coming. We have to give a statement.”

Liam shakes his head. “I’ve already called in backup. They’ll explain the situation to the cops. You can’t be seen talking to them or you’ll be dead before the end of the week.”

Exactly how big is this gang?

“They must’ve followed me. They don’t necessarily know who I am. I can just go home.”

And call someone to come pick up my car. Damn, what a mess.

“There are rumors they have connections with the local police. They’ll have your name if not yet, then soon. You can’t go home.”

I rear back. “What? Where the hell am I supposed to go instead?” 

He better not suggest where I think he’s going to suggest.

“The office.”

“Hell no.”

That’s the worst idea I’ve ever heard. I’ll take the biker meth heads over dealing with Jake and Liam. 

Liam groans and rubs at the back of his neck in frustration. “Just for now until we track these guys down. You know we have the programs to handle it a lot faster than the police. Jake’s already running the plate and will probably have answers for us by the time we get there. We won’t bother you about the talk we want to have, just come until we figure out what’s going on.”

Dammit. Just...dammit.

My shoulders slump. “Fine. If it’ll shut you up. Fine. Let’s just get out of here before the cops come.”

I turn towards my jacked up car, fury finally pushing through the fear and shock and adrenaline as I take in my poor baby. She deserves better than broken glass and bullet holes. 

Liam stops me. “Leave your car. They know what it looks like. I don’t want them to track it back to the office.”

“Let me get my shit out of it since the windows are busted.”

This just gets better and better.

At least I switched back vehicles with Kay so this didn’t happen to her car. 

I’ve barely gotten my arms filled with my bags and papers when sirens blare in the distance, drawing closer and closer to us. 

Liam takes half my crap from my hands. “We have to move. Now.”
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Chapter Ten
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Cop cars with flashing lights race past us as Liam drives me away from the scene. We barely got out of there in time in order to avoid questions I don’t want to answer. 

Liam is taking me to my ex-husband and I don’t have the papers. I left my new copy at home since I planned to give it a couple days before I try again. 

“We need to stop by my house. I need some things.” I really do, but mostly I want those papers so I can serve Jake before he tries to save me from whatever I’ve gotten myself caught up in.

Liam side-eyes me. “Uh huh. Not happening.”

“I’m covered in glass and a little blood. I need a fresh change of clothes.” 

And my hands are really starting to sting. They need to be cleaned up too.

Liam’s gaze darts between the traffic in front of us, me, and the rear view. “We have clothes you can borrow. I’ll send one of our agents by your house to pick things up for you.”

My nose wrinkles. “I don’t want them going through my stuff.”

Even though I know and trust most, if not all the agents in the company, I still don’t want them nosing through my home. In their eyes, I’m probably a deserter. Their loyalty will be to Jake and Liam and anything they see will probably get right back to those two bastards.

And there are definitely things right out in the open in my place that I don’t want Liam and Jake to know about.

Liam sighs. “It’s not safe if they’ve figured out who you are and where you live.”

“I’ll send Kay then.” 

Then she can bring me the papers and I don’t have to worry about Liam or any agents snooping around my stuff. 

“Tell her to go now and to go armed. I’ll send an agent over to back her up.”

I pull my phone from my pocket and let Kay know what’s going on. “Fine.”

None of this is fine.

My stomach churns and I can’t even figure out what upsets me more — dealing with my ex and Liam or having a gang of redneck meth head bikers after me. 

Liam’s hand reaches out towards me before he balls it into a fist and puts it back on the steering wheel, his other hand still tapping at his phone. “We’ll figure this out, darlin’.”

“You really shouldn’t be texting and driving.”

He winks at me. “I’ll get you there safe. Don’t worry.”

I roll my eyes and turn my attention back to my phone as I switch back and forth between texting Kay and typing out everything I remember from the guys I saw.

The one plus about Liam dragging me into the lion’s den is they have excellent computer programs. I’ll be able to make facial composites and have access to all sorts of databases I no longer get to play around on. It’ll make ending whatever this mess is a lot easier. 

I’m hoping I can get out, play around on their servers for an hour or so, and go home, bad guys in jail.

I need a Christmas miracle. A change in fortune. Something to knock me out of the streak of shitty fucking luck plaguing me ever since Kay handed me the papers for Jake. 

It was my own stupidity and ego pushing me to accept the job. I should’ve told her to give the job to someone else. If I had, I probably wouldn’t have witnessed whatever it was I saw that’s gotten me in so much trouble. 

When I peek over at Liam, his jaw is clenched tight and his eyes keep darting to the rear view.

“Are we being followed?” I check the side mirror for the gray sedan. 

Or anything else suspicious.

“No. I’m pretty sure they only sent one car to follow you. Maybe they just wanted to scare you.”

“Probably. They must’ve had plenty of opportunities to shoot me while we were walking back to the car.” I curse myself and Liam for the distraction of his appearance. 

I’m usually a lot more alert than I have been today. 

Liam’s fingers tap out a drumbeat on the steering wheel. “Unless they waited by your car.”

“Still. They would’ve had clearer shots from their position if they’d shot sooner than waiting until we had cover.”

“We’ll figure it out.”

I wince as Liam turns into the parking garage of the security company, stopping at the gate to nod at the guard and swipe his ID through the machine, the barrier raising in response. 

This is the last place I want to be. 

Jake is the last person I want to see.

I’d almost prefer the biker gang to him. 

Especially considering how butthurt I still am over this morning. And I don’t plan on getting over it any time soon. 

I suck in a sharp breath as Liam parks and exits the car, forcing myself to reach over and get out before he comes over and tries to help me out or anything awkward like that. 

Nerves flare in my stomach and my back gets all sweaty as I follow Liam to the employee entrance of the company. 

It’s been such a long time since I’ve been here and I’m not sure I want to see what they’ve changed in my absence. I’m not sure I want it to look the exact same either. 

Both options fill me with annoyance and bitterness. 

Jake is right there, scowling with crossed arms, waiting for us when Liam scans his ID and pushes open the door. 

I swallow the angry words trying to barf from my mouth at the sight of him. It’s more important that I get in and out of here as fast as possible.

Jake’s deep green eyes pierce right through me. “Are you two okay?”

Liam shrugs and answers when I remain silent. “We’re fine. Nothing a hairbrush and a shower won’t fix.”

Why is Jake so focused on my well-being instead of Liam’s? We’re over. And it wasn’t a decision I made alone. He moved on and I’m trying to. 

I ignore Liam’s words still bugging me from the other day, uninterested in figuring out what it means. 

“Nat? You okay?” Jake asks again, his brow raised in expectation and impatience. 

“Yes. Liam has made that clear.”

What is he so angry for? It isn’t my fault Liam came looking for me and got caught up in my mess. 

If they hadn’t fought the subpoena, I’d have served Jake and wouldn’t have been anywhere near that shitty neighborhood when the bikers were dropping off meth cooking supplies. 

Jake clears his throat, a strange expression I can’t read in his eyes and on his face. “Right. Okay. Well, I ran the plates you guys sent me and it’s definitely related to the motorcycle club that’s been rising in prominence in the city.” 

He spins on his heel and strides down the hall towards the elevators leading up to the floor with the main offices. 

“You’re sure it’s a motorcycle club?” It still doesn’t completely make sense to me. “They were in some shitty sedan both times I saw them.”

Jake stops at the elevator and presses the up button. “Which we think might have something to do with the reason they came after you.”

My brow furrows. “How?”

I’m glad he’s sticking to business instead of bringing up the past, but either way this conversation makes my stomach roll. 

The elevator doors open and Jake waits until the three of us are inside before responding to my question. 

“Possibly because you saw something bigger than just a drop since they were clearly trying to travel incognito.”

I roll my eyes. “Well, they’re morons since they would’ve remained incognito if they hadn’t shot at me in the middle of downtown.”

It makes no sense. None of this. I didn’t even see actual drugs. It has to be something else. Something more. Something bigger. 

Weapons, maybe? 

They definitely could’ve fit in the box.

Jake shakes his head and presses the button for the fifth floor, where my personal office used to be. “I don’t think they’re as stupid as we hope they are. They know you’re a process server, but they probably didn’t know then and hopefully don’t know yet of your connection to this company or the military. I’m really hoping they don’t have your name yet.”

I’m having a hard time believing they’re this well-organized that in the few hours since I accidentally witnessed some kind of illegal drop in their pathetic excuse for a disguise. 

“Me too. Then, I can go home and hopefully they’ll believe they scared me off.” I’ve got decent security and plenty of guns.

The elevator dings and opens, and I rush to be the first one out, needing away from the stifling enclosure with their scents wrapping around me, bringing back memories I don’t want to remember. 

We’re at the back of the floor where it’s mostly for storage and unused space. I push open the first door where the bathrooms and small break room are, but it’s thankfully empty at the moment so I don’t have to see my old employees yet. 

Jake glares at me when he catches up and barely remembers hold the door for Liam. “You’re staying here until we know for sure.”

Absolutely not. 

I skid to a halt right in front of the break room to glare right back at him. “Fuck no.”

It smells like burnt coffee and microwaved leftovers in this hallway. 

Gross. 

Jake sniffs as he stops to face me. “Fuck yes. We have those safe rooms at the top of the building. No one’s staying in them right now. You know it’s the best place for you right now. Don’t be stubborn.”

Those safe rooms suck. They’re uncomfortable and sterile and a little bit creepy. 

I shake my head, my jaw clenching. “I’ll get a hotel or something under a fake name. I don’t need your help.”

Liam steps in with puppy dog eyes “I’ll make sure Jake doesn’t act like too much of a shit if you will please stay here with us. We won’t make you talk. Just business so we can help make sure you’re safe.”

I groan and dig the palms of my hands into my eyes. Dammit. This day could not get any stupider. Or ridiculous. Or awful. 

These shits. 

I don’t want to be one of those idiots in movies and books whose stubbornness makes them stupid.

But damn, do I suddenly understand exactly why they make the dumbass decisions to go off on their own, refusing help. 

I stand there, in the middle of the hallway, glaring at both of them, refusing to cow to Jake’s anger or Liam’s pleading, even though it’s probably the right decision. I just don’t want to give them the satisfaction of admitting it. 

And I don’t want to spend anymore time with them than I have to.

My phone rings and Kay’s’ face flashes on the screen before I make a decision. “Hello?”

Kay doesn’t bother with pleasantries. “Someone tried to break into your house.”

I freeze, my eyes widening. “What?”

Jake and Liam step forward at the alarm ringing in my voice, but I wave them off and turn my back to focus on what Kay’s telling me. 

“There are clear signs that someone tried to pick your lock. Looks like they sucked at it because they definitely didn’t make it inside.”

I blow out a relieved breath. At least they didn’t get in. “I guess my paranoia paid off with my magnetic lock.”

“Right. But they know where you live. There’s no way it’s a coincidence.” Kay’s voice is grim and worried. 

I groan and rub the center of my forehead. “Sadly, probably not. Fuck.”

How the hell did they find me so fast? I have access to information from a private security company and it still took time to run the plates and get an ID on the car owner. How did some random couple of bikers get the same info almost as fast?

Kay sighs. “I’m bringing over the things you asked for, plus a few extra clothes and your chargers. You need to stay there. It’s the safest place for you, shitty as it is.”

This is the last thing I want to hear. I can’t believe my day started with my ex and garbage and is now ending with a biker gang after me. 

It’s been eleven months since I had a day this bad.

“Nuts.” I can feel Jake and Liam moving closer behind me, I can smell their need to know what the hell is going on.

“Yeah. I’ll keep working it on my end, but I’ve seen the setup over there and it’s the best place to deal with this mess. I’m so sorry you got sucked into all this.” The wince is obvious in her voice. 

“It’s not your fault.”

“I’d offer my place, but I can’t protect you the way they can.”

I bristle. “I can protect myself.”

Sleeping is overrated. It’s been a while, but I’ve had late night guard shifts plenty of times. 

Usually with a partner to trade off with, but I can make it work if I have to. 

Staying here with them is a really terrible option. 

Maybe witness protection. 

Or Hawaii.

I bet it’s lovely for the holidays. 

Kay huffs. “I know that and so do they. But you can’t always be on guard. You have to sleep sometime. And my house has worse security than yours. I’m ordering magnetic locks today though.”

I can’t hold back the snort before sobering, my stomach souring. “Ugh. Alright. Yeah.”

“I’ll be there in about half an hour with your stuff. There’s been some kind of a wreck downtown and traffic is insane.”

“See you then. Thanks, Kay.” I hang up and hang my head, dread thumping inside me. 

Jake and Liam stare at me with matching folded arms and concerned expressions on their faces when I turn around.

“I guess I’m staying here.” The words taste horrible coming out of my mouth. 

Bitter. Rotten. 

Liam pulls a face. “We heard. You okay?”

“I’m fine. Just... fine.” I shrug, not sure what else to say.

Not sure what else I’m willing to say. 

Liam gestures towards the elevators. “Why don’t I take you to go get settled so you can shower and get all that glass of you? I need to do the same.”

Why didn’t we head straight up there first thing?

Maybe they’re as off balance as I am, completely thrown by this entire situation.

Great. My sixth shower of the day.

“Fine.” I narrow my eyes on Jake. “Let me know when Kay gets here.”

I need those papers. At least one thing good will come of the day.

I’ll win whatever weird game the two of us are playing. 

Jake nods, his face blank, like he’s trying to hide his emotions. “Sure. But Liam can find you a change of clothes. I have some extras here.”

He’s being shady as shit right now. He better not try to pull anything. 

“I still need to talk to her.”

He shrugs. “I’ll come get you or send her up.”

I eye him again before following Liam back towards the door leading to the elevators. 

My chest tightens as my brain finally catches up with my sight and a realization hits me. 

Jake’s still wearing his wedding right.

What. The. Fuck.
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Chapter Eleven
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I refuse to engage in small talk on the elevator ride up to the top floor Liam has to use his ID card again to get to. The top two floors of the building are off limits to everyone but the top security officers here. The sixth floor holds all the weapons and the seventh is where the safe rooms are. Only like three people have access to the top floor. 

The rooms up there are definitely the safest place for me. No one’s getting to me up there. Too bad I don’t plan to stay there. I’m not sitting around on my ass while my ex and his whatever Liam is to Jake now rescue me. 

Fuck that.

I also refuse to think about what it means that Jake still wears his wedding ring. Maybe he’s trying to screw with me. It’s probably some game. A way to get me to talk. If I ask him why, it opens the door for him to have the talk Liam seems so confident Jake wants to have.

So, I’m not going to think about it and I’m definitely not going to ask about it. Whatever the reason is, it doesn’t matter. 

He and I both decided we were over. It’s not like I ran away in the middle of the night with my bags packed. We agreed after countless arguments and misunderstandings and days of cold silence, that it was the only option, that we couldn’t keep going the way we were going. 

When you have a drunken threesome with your best friend and your husband, things get real awkward, real fast. Jealous fights and accusations and weird tension every time we were around Liam ruined us. We were both convinced the other was in love with him. 

Maybe we were. 

I don’t know anymore. 

But I couldn’t make Jake choose after seeing the way they were together. They couldn’t hide the love and desire they felt for each other that night. If it hadn’t been my husband, I would’ve found it beautiful, the way they finally gave in to the longing they’d both clearly been smothering. 

The two people I loved most in the world loved each other. 

I refused to stand in the way. I refused to be second choice. 

If they still couldn’t figure their shit out, it wasn’t my problem or business. They were given the freedom to finally be together when I left. They should’ve jumped at the chance. 

Liam seems to read the thoughts running through my head. “It was never supposed to be like this, you know.”

How was it supposed to be? We all pretend it didn’t happen? I try to forget the love and wonder in their eyes and on their faces as they stroked each other, as their lips met in their first kiss across my naked body?

At the time, I was so wrapped up in the fog of lust and booze, I’d found it hot, sweet, adorable. The next morning, when I woke wrapped in the middle of them, their hands threaded on my waist, I was literally the thing in the way, the obstacle between them.

And I was soaked in guilt because a small part of me I’d never acknowledged wanted Liam. Loved him. 

I guess we were all disloyal pieces of shit.

I glare over at Liam, praying the elevator would hurry the hell up. “You said if I stayed you two wouldn’t try to talk to me about all our baggage.”

He shrugs, not looking apologetic in the slightest. “I know. And I’m sorry, but it’s hard not to. There’s so much we never got to say or explain.”

I sigh and stare at the glowing numbers above the door, waiting for it to turn to a seven. “It’s been a long time, Liam. Way past time for us all to move on. Please don’t try to give me the friends speech. We both know it’s way too messy for that. It’s why I chose a clean break. It was the best thing for all of us.”

The elevator finally stops and slides open. 

“It wasn’t the best thing for any of us.” Liam mutters the words so quietly I’m able to pretend I didn’t hear him as we step through the open elevator doors. 

He stops at the first door on the left and swipes his keycard and gestures for me to go inside. “We need to stop here first for clothes. You’ll be staying in the next room over.”

“Okay...” I trail off, confused as I follow him inside. 

Why would they store extra clothes in here? That’s new. 

My eyes narrow as I take in the room swirling with a very familiar scent. One I wish I could forget. One I was just trapped with, just smelling again for the first time in eleven months. 

Jake’s cologne, expensive and deep and delicious. 

It’s the one I bought for him for our first Christmas together. He still wears it.

And he’s apparently been staying here a lot. The bed is still rumpled in the corner with a bag bulging with his clothes on the floor next to it. 

A picture of the three of us smiling and happy in our uniforms rests on the nightstand. My stomach rolls. I was such a fool back then. I’m the only one smiling at the camera. The two of them are looking at each other over my head with grins on their lips. How could I have been so blind?

I get why they hid it from the military since it’s still such a homophobic organization, but why did they hide it from me?

For ten years. 

“Why did you bring me in here?” I ask through gritted teeth. 

“This is where the extra clothes are.” Liam acts all innocent, but he always has a reason for everything he does.

He may like to act like the goofy country boy, but a brilliant tactician mind hides behind those baby blues of his.

A hundred, a thousand questions burn my lips, but I press my mouth tight to keep them inside. 

Is Jake living here?

What the hell is going on?

And what is Liam playing at, showing me this?

He always was a smart, manipulative little shit, every move calculated. 

Whatever point he’s trying to make or secret he’s trying to show me, I want nothing to do with any of it.

“Sweats and a tee are fine until Kay gets here.”

Liam nods and digs around in Jake’s bag until he finds what I asked for and holds them out for me. “Here. They’ll swallow you whole, but I figured you’d prefer this to one of our spare uniforms.”

Actually, the uniforms would be better than my ex’s clothes, but I’m too tired to argue or call Liam out on his bullshit.

“They’re fine.” I take the clothes from him, holding them like they’re going to infect me with some strange disease.

“Come on. I’ll take you next door.”

“Great.” I’m staying in the room right next to Jake. 

Perfect.
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Chapter Twelve
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Finally, finally, finally, I’m alone.

I lean against the closed door behind me, resting my pounding head against the wood. 

I want a redo of this whole day. Maybe the whole week. 

My cheeks puff as I blow out a harsh breath, Jake’s clothes balled in my fist, my eyes burning with pain and anger. 

This is some serious bullshit going on here.

I push off the door and stalk over to the bathroom attached to the room. These safe houses look like basic hotel rooms. Nothing but a bed, a dresser, a desk, and a bathroom. It’s not meant to be a new home. Just a sad place to relax until the danger passes.

Experiencing it as someone who needs to hide, I realize we really should’ve made the rooms a little more inviting and comfortable. 

Once I finish showering and am grumpy all over again after still finding glitter in my hair and on my body, I dress in Jake’s clothes, wrapped in his damn scent.

I shoot Kay a text to get an ETA on her arrival. There’s no way I can handle smelling like him for long. It’ll drive me crazy. 

She responds, telling me she’s already come and gone. 

What? 

I wasn’t in the shower that long, was I?

Apparently Jake told her I’d gone to clean up and lie down and he’d give me my bag later.

That son of a prick. 

He knows I’ll try to serve him as soon as I have a copy of the papers in my hand. I should’ve just told Kay to serve him, but I’ve gotten so caught up in winning, the thought didn’t even occur to me. 

At least I still have the Christmas party as a backup plan if I can’t figure something else out while I’m trapped here.

Perhaps I should feel a bit guilty for plotting to serve my ex when he’s trying to help me and keep me safe, but I don’t care. I want to beat him. Especially after the whole garbage debacle. I’m not getting over that any time soon.

If ever.

Another shower still didn’t get rid of all the glitter. I’m probably going to be sparkling until New Year’s.

Knuckles rap against the door, pulling me out of my thoughts. I cross the room, still toweling off my hair and open up to Jake’s cocky grin, my overnight bag hanging from his hand.

I throw the damp towel right at his face, irritation rippling through me. “You assmunch.”

He pulls the towel off his head, his grin unchanged. “That’s a new one. What did I do to deserve that pet name.”

“You know what you did. I told you I wanted to talk to Kay.” I coil my still dripping hair into a bun at the back of my head. 

His grin widens even more as he pushes past me into my new room. “You have a phone. You can talk to her any time. Besides, we need to focus on your new friends and make sure you don’t end up dead. Does anything else really matter?”

I leave the door open and turn to keep an eye on him. “Plenty of things matter other than the biker gang. Especially my job. I had papers to give her.”

It isn’t a lie, but it’s nothing she can’t print back out at the office. 

Jake perches on the edge of the shitty desk against the wall. “We’ve got a fax machine and a scanner. Feel free to use it to send them off.”

“Fine.” I drop it for now. 

And if I get a moment alone, I’ll have her send what I need right over his stupid machines. 

Jake’s green eyes darken as they get caught on the way the borrowed shirt clings to my chest from my wet hair soaking it. “You look good in my clothes. You always did.”

I suck in a sharp breath through my nose. “Don’t.”

My throat tries to close, but I swallow hard to clear it. 

Jake sobers, regret flaring in his gaze before he wipes his face free of expression. “I’m sorry. I know we made a deal, but having you here and not being able to talk is impossible.”

He’s always been too good at hiding his feelings and thoughts. It’s always driven me crazy. 

And too bad for him, but the only way I can handle this is if we keep things professional. 

“Deal with it. Treat me like a client.”

His jaw hardens. “I don’t think you’d like that. You’ll be locked in this room if I do.”

I roll my eyes. “You know what I mean, Jake. Keep everything professional and we’ll be fine.”

Jake grips the edges of the desk so hard his knuckles turn white. “Why are you so insistent on ignoring our past and refusing to work to get to a better place? I never meant to lose you. Especially so completely.”

I wrap my arms around my middle, my voice thickening. “Look. I don’t want to talk about this. And I need you to respect that. But I will say this, so maybe it’ll help you with whatever you and Liam do or don’t have going on. You don’t need to feel like you can’t move on out of any worry or whatever about me. We needed a clean break and that’s what I gave us. You shouldn’t punish yourself and refuse to build a life with Liam. I’m building my own and maybe one day it’ll include the two of you again, but not yet. You need to let me go. For all our sakes.”

Jake’s eyes close, a pained tilt to the corners. “I never wanted to let you go. I won’t bother you anymore about it, but please, if you’re ever ready, come and talk to me. Or us. Or Liam. We miss you. I miss you.”

I miss them too. So much it’s left me with a constant ache. But I can’t come back into their lives and watch as they finally allow themselves to fall more in love without me. 

“Let’s just get to work, yeah?” 

“Sure, babe.” He winces. “Sorry. Habit.”

“I remember.”

Unfortunately. 

I wish I had the ability to forget things, to let them go. But I’m not built that way. 

If I were a better person, I’d listen to whatever Jake and Liam have to say, wish them well, and possibly even agree to be somewhat friends again.

But I’m not a better person. I’m petty and vengeful. 

I’ll hold onto a grudge for lifetimes. 

Though even I can admit I had a big part to play in the end of our marriage and I was guilty of my own straying feelings. 

A small part of me occasionally wondered if things would’ve been different if I’d met Liam first. But I loved Jake and was faithful to him. And he was to me.

Until the night we all crashed in a storm of longing and secrets and crossed stars. 

And left only broken pieces of us too jagged to put back together. 

Should I have the conversation? Maybe if I do, it’ll give me the closure I need to actually sign up for the dating apps Kay keeps trying to get me to join. 

I haven’t dated anyone since Jake.

I tried once, but I backed out last minute. 

“Nat? You okay?” Jake pushes off the desk and steps towards me. 

My attention snaps back to him. “I’ll think about having the conversation. I really will. But let’s finish this first. And give me some damn space while we do.”

I can’t promise I won’t change my mind again and run as soon as I can, but I want to let this go. I want to grow. I want to move on for real. 

And honestly, I want to know what the hell is going on between the two of them. I’ve spent all these months imagining them together and happy. 

But neither of them are giving me that vibe. Maybe they’re trying to be respectful, but I don’t think so. 

Jake sighs. “Fair enough.”

“Let’s go.”

“After you.” He reaches out like he’s going to usher me through with a hand on my back, but he drops it with a wince and fists his hand into a ball at his side.

I find myself strangely disappointed.

Fuck. Being around him, smelling him, is messing with my brain. It’s making me soft and stupid.

This is not good.
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Chapter Thirteen
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Jake brings me to Liam’s office where there are three coffees waiting from the same coffee shop I failed to serve Jake in this morning.

These shits.

I swear.

Liam looks up from his spot in one of his chairs across from his usual seat behind his desk and smiles. “Hey. I had Brad go on a coffee run.”

My mouth twists in disgust. “You haven’t fired him yet?”

I can’t stand that guy. I never could. 

Jake groans and takes one of the coffees. “Not yet. He’s good enough at his job.”

I shake my head with a snort. “You mean he’s good at kissing your asses.”

Jake shrugs. “Pretty much. And it’s too much of a pain to look for his replacement.”

His name is Brad. I told them to toss his resume as soon as I saw that, but they didn’t listen and outvoted me. Then he started and they very quickly got into the habit of sending him on pointless errands to get a break from the brown-nosed shit. 

Liam gestures at his desk. “I left my chair open for you to start working on facial composites. I’ve put the cops off for now, but they want to come by in a couple hours for a statement and they’re expecting some faces in exchange for waiting. We have better programs than they have access to.”

I scowl at the little bit of mansplaining. It wasn’t that long ago I helped run this company. “I remember.”

Liam winces and rubs the back of his head. “Right. Sorry. Habit. Trying to keep it professional.”

“You asked to be treated like a client.” Jake adds his worthless two cents like the asshole he is. 

I ignore him. “I’ll get started on the composite. You two don’t have to hover. I doubt they’re going to break in here and kidnap me. I’m sure you have other work to do.”

Like spy on the guy who is suing Jake. 

Liam plays with the lid of his coffee. “I don’t love the idea of giving you free rein of my office.”

“Worried I’m going to change all your passwords to JonasBrothers4lyfe?” I smirk at him, unable to resist bringing up the old joke.

Liam chuckles. “That’s already my password. I’m no longer ashamed of my guilty pleasure. Can you say the same, Miss Number One Swiftie?”

My slight good mood evaporates and the amusement falls off my lips. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

It was supposed to be our secret. Even from Jake. Something we admitted to each other a long time ago before things grew complicated. Something we shared when we were sure we were about to die and were trying to keep each other’s spirits up.

We swore we’d never speak of it again, but it turned into a private joke between us. I guess I’m the one who broke the pact first, though he could’ve easily played it off. I expected him to.

Maybe Liam no longer has any secrets from Jake. 

Fair enough.

Liam curses under his breath. 

Jake looks back and forth between us, a confused line between his brows. 

Well, this is torture.

I grab the remaining coffee and plop my ass in Liam’s office chair. “Sit there and watch if you want, just be quiet so I can focus.”

Jake stands, thankfully asking no more questions. “I’m going to check on any updates on traffic cams at the address you saw them do the drop at.”

Liam nods. “I’ll come join if a few.”

I try to ignore the way they have a silent conversation I’m pretty sure is about me, my teeth grinding as my fingers pound harder at Liam’s keyboard. 

Once Jake leaves, Liam speaks up. “I’m sorry. It just slipped out, our old banter. For a second, I forgot Jake didn’t know. Hell, I forgot he was even here.”

I shrug, trying to convince myself and him I’m not bothered. “It’s not a big deal, Liam. It was just some dumb joke between us. I’m not going to freak out just because Jake finally knows I’m a Swiftie.”

My eyes burn from how hard I’m staring at the computer screen, not because I’m fighting frustrated tears. 

“It wasn’t just a dumb joke. That moment between us meant more than I ever told you.”

It meant a lot to me too. After experiencing what we did together, hunkering down under fire, certain we were going to die, cut off from the rest of our unit, we left best friends. We shared a lot more than just that one secret that day. 

It was also the day I saw him as more than Jake’s goofball friend. But I smothered the small part of me finding him attractive, refusing to betray Jake. 

“It was a lifetime ago. It’s not a big deal. But I need to focus so shush.”

Liam leans across the desk, forcing me to see him and his sorrow-filled gaze. “It doesn’t matter how long it’s been and how much has changed. Some things have stayed the same. And me caring about you and our friendship will never change.”

He doesn’t give me a chance to respond, even if I had a single idea what to say. Instead, he rises and leaves me alone in his office, staring after him.

The two of them clearly just can’t help themselves. They have to keep pushing, keep dropping little comments, making all of this so much harder and more confusing. 

Whatever conversation they want to have is looking less likely to give me closure and instead will give me more pain. 

Something I’ve had enough of. I don’t need anymore. 

Shaking it off like my girl always recommends, I turn my focus back to the computer, closing my eyes for a moment to try to remember what those dumb butts looked like.

They definitely didn’t look like the stereotypical bikers. They looked more like the kind of assholes who would call you a bitch after you ignore their catcalling on the street. Kind of like the popular football player from high school who left their glory days behind the day they graduated. And they still don’t understand why people no longer worship them even with their beer guts and pit stains. 

How were idiots like that causing me so much trouble?

It takes me a few minutes to refamiliarize myself with the program, but once I do, it doesn’t take me long to make a rough sketch of the men. Another half hour, and it’s almost a perfect likeness from the brief glimpse I got. 

I print out a couple copies and email one to Kay so she can be on the lookout in case they come looking for me at our office. I really don’t want her caught up in this. Or anyone else we work with.

Instead of running to the guys to show them, I go ahead and attach the pictures to the facial recognition software and get it running. 

It’ll alert my phone and every computer in the office when it gets a hit, but this program takes a while. 

Time to snoop.
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Chapter Fourteen
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First, I decide to take a peek through Liam’s drawers, but they’re all boring —- papers and files I don’t care about. 

Until I open the bottom drawer. 

Where I find a framed picture of us with Jake. It’s not the same one Jake has in the room he’s been sleeping in. This one is a bit more current, after our time in the service. It was taken at one of the team building exercises we put together. That time was paintball. The three of us were splattered with paint and I was back in my usual spot between them, laughing up at Liam while Jake looks over at us with happy affection. 

Shit. 

Why does Liam have this? And why does this photo make it look like Liam and I are the ones in love? I’ve never seen this picture. I still have a few in storage of the day, but Liam must have scooped this up before I saw it. Why?

And why was it in his desk?

I all but run from his office, feeling weird about being in there after what I found. Curious about what they did with my old office, I turn right and head two doors down. 

My hand on the knob, I pause a second, unsure what I want to find. 

I suck in a sharp breath and push inside, my jaw gaping when I see everything exactly how I left it, just the personal effects I’d packed up gone. 

It wasn’t even dusty and stale like it had been locked up and ignored. But clearly no one was actively using it as an office. It ’s more like it’s ready and waiting for my return. 

So weird. 

I somehow have more questions after a day dealing with them than I did after everything fell apart. 

Now I’m back to wanting to have the stupid conversation.

I can’t believe I’m letting them fuck with my head like this again. I was finally mostly stable and doing okay. Maybe not living the dream, but I was starting to figure things out.

Sort of.

I no longer started to call one of them when I heard something funny or infuriating. I no longer reached across the bed for a warm body next to mine. I no longer looked through old photos and mementos on the nights I had a little too much to drink and cried. 

There’s no way I can afford to go back to that.

If listening to them explain or whatever gives me the answers I need to close this chapter of my life, then I’m going to let them. 

I just hope whatever they have to tell me doesn’t destroy me. 

My phone dings, alerting me there’s been a match on the facial recognition program. 

All my man drama is going to have to wait. 
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Chapter Fifteen
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I hurry out of my old office before they find me in here and head towards the main security office where the computer nerds are set up in. Liam and Jake meet me halfway.

Good thing I stopped snooping when I did. 

“See you were busy. Excellent work.” Jake shoots me an impressed look. 

This used to be my job. One I was always good at. He shouldn’t be so surprised. It’s offensive. 

“What else do we have?” I ask. 

“You somehow saw two main leaders in their club. It’s why they’re so hard after you. They’re going to be even more pissed because that house you saw the drop at got raided. They found all kinds of shit. Drugs, weapons, bootlegged DVDs. The cops are going to be even more thrilled when they find out who you saw there.” Liam snorts. 

I frown. “What’s this mean for me?”

Me ID-ing the leaders of an MC will not necessarily end well. 

Jake checks his phone when it dings at him. “Once they have them in custody, you should be okay.”

“Will I have to testify?” I would really rather not. 

“It depends on how the arrests go. Possibly. And if that’s the case, you won’t be safe. We just got two of them. It doesn’t mean the rest of the club is getting arrested with them. They will want to silence you. Which means witness protection or you can stay here.” Liam winces, clearly expecting my distaste for that option. 

I groan. “No. Fuck. This is such a damn mess.”

Jake shoves his phone back into the pocket of his jeans. “I’m sorry, babe. We’ll do our best to get you out of this.”

“Sadly, I can’t blame you for this. Wrong place wrong fucking time. Now, here I am.” I throw my hands into the air.

I wish I could blame them. But this is the universe yet again taking a giant dump right on top of me. 

“At least you might be here for the holiday party tomorrow.” Liam tries to drum up some enthusiasm, but I’m not falling for it. 

I’d already planned to come, granted not to have a good time with them like he’s suggesting. Which now, isn’t as important to me as it was only a few hours ago. 

Jeez, will this day ever end. It’s the longest one in the history of long days.

“Great.”

“A couple officers will be here soon and then hopefully things will move pretty quickly,” Jake says. 

I rake my hand through my hair. “So I’m stuck here for who knows how long?”

“Looks that way. Sorry.” To Liam’s credit, he does actually look sorry. 

“We’ll send Brad out for some excellent takeout and we keep pretty decent booze here.” Jake seems to be trying to cheer me up, but all it does is remind me of the night that brought us here to this moment.

The night that damned us.

The last time the three of us had booze and takeout, we ended up in a massive mess. I don’t think it’s a good idea to try that again.

I pull the papers I printed off in Liam’s office out of my back pocket and hand them over to Jake, who doesn’t hesitate to take them from me. 

A wide, smug smile crosses my lips. “You’ve been served.”

I don’t usually say those words when I serve people, but I can’t resist this time. 

His eyes widen and a dumb stunned look takes over his face.

They really shouldn’t have left me alone with a computer.

Liam smacks his hand over his mouth to smother and hide his amusement.

Jake curses and shakes his head. “Really?”

“Yes. It’s my job. And you need to be a grownup and deal with it.”

He should be grateful. I could’ve done it in front of his employees like I’d been planning. I decided to be a little nicer about it.

Because I’m a sweetheart.
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Chapter Sixteen


[image: image]


It’s late when the cops finally leave, with warnings for me to stay put and stay out of it from here and they’ll let us know how things go. 

It all felt a little too easy. Other than the fact that I’m stuck here for who knows how long. All because I saw some kind of drug or weapons deal. All because the leaders of an MC didn’t want people to know they sometimes drive a piece of shit car instead of their badass bikes. 

Or whatever.

It has to be something bigger. I have to be missing something. Sure, the cops found one of their places. Which is their own fault for coming after me in the first place. They’d still have all their fun toys if they’d just left me alone.

“Food’s here.” Jake’s voice rips me out of my exhausted musings. 

My head jerks up. “What? Oh. Great.”

Jake frowns. “You okay?”

Liam unloads the takeout containers onto the table in one of the meetings rooms the three of us are hanging in now that everyone else has gone home.

It’s not the coziest spot, but still pretty comfortable. And not the first time we gorged on takeout after a long day.

This all feels too familiar, too comfortable. 

But I’m too tired to put in even a token protest. 

“Yeah. Just trying to figure out why me seeing a drug deal was such a big thing to cause such an extreme response. I mean following me, shooting at us, trying to break into my home? It has to be more than that house and the leaders in a car.”

Jake sits next to me. “It might’ve just looked like a drug deal, but was really something else. There are a lot of rumors that they’ve got their fingers in all kinds of nasty pots. Weapons, sex slavery, guns for hire. This isn’t a cute little redneck gang as much as they look like it. They’re more like a militia. Maybe they moved the bigger stuff out of the house. Maybe the cops just haven’t found it yet, but now that they have this lead, they will. We’ll have to see how this all pans out.”

I flop back against the chair. “Then how the hell am I going to be safe if I have to testify against a couple of the leaders?”

Jake covers my hand with his. “They won’t come for you here. They’d be fools to try. And if they do, we’ve got our own small army to greet them.”

I stiffen. This is the first real contact we’ve had in a long time. I don’t want to take as much comfort from it as I am. 

“That’s fine for a couple days, but I have a job. Bills. A home.” I pull away from him, unable to handle it anymore.

Jake scowls and crosses his arms. “If you’d touch the checks we’ve been sending you the last eleven months, you could probably pay all your bills for a year without needing to work.”

My lips twist. “I never wanted alimony or anything like that.”

My pride won’t allow it. 

Jake pushes back with a sneer. “It’s not fucking alimony. You own a third share in this company. The money is yours.”

Liam puts food in front of us, but we both ignore it and him. 

“But I’m not here anymore. I haven’t been working for it.” I haven’t earned the checks he’s been sending. 

Jake scoffs. “No, but you worked your ass off to help establish it when it was still nothing. You put your own money, sweat, and blood into this place. You made an investment. Stop being so stubborn. It’s your money and I’ll keep sending it, so you might as well use it, donate it, I don’t care. Or, you could come back.”

I rear back, eyes wide. “What?”

Jake softens a little. “There’s always an opening here for you. It’s as much your company as it is ours.”

I shake my head. “This was your baby. Your dream.”

“And without you, it wouldn’t have gone anywhere.” Jake rakes his hand through his hair. “Can we have the talk now? We have nothing else to do other than sit around on our asses.”

After going back and forth about it in my mind all day, I still haven’t made a decision. But Jake and Liam are here, trying to help me, and looking at me like it’s killing them every time I refuse to talk. And I’m so exhausted. I don’t have any fight left in me right now. 

I reach for the plate of food Liam prepared for me, knowing I’m going to need my strength for whatever’s coming from this conversation. “I guess.”

Liam and Jake exchange a glance. 

“Come back.” Jake blurts out the two words. 

I blink at him. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

Is he crazy? Does he really believe it would work? And how would it work? The three of us back to normal, but as what? Friends?

I’m nowhere near ready for that.

Jake turns his chair to face me. “I don’t just mean to the job. I mean to us. To me.”

I drop the chopsticks back onto the table with a clatter, my food still untouched. “What are you talking about?”

Jake scoots closer to me. “I’m talking about our marriage. And whatever we have with Liam. I still fucking love you, but I love him too. And I think you do as well. And he loves you.”

“You’re talking crazy.” I push the chair back away from him, my heart trying to beat its way out of my chest.

I look past Jake to Liam, hoping for some sign this is a cruel joke, but Liam nods with a soft, hopeful smile. 

They’ve lost their minds. It’s the only explanation. 

My stomach tightens into knots, leaving me with no chance of eating now. 

Jake huffs and rubs his palms up and down his thighs. “Sorry. I’ve planned what I would say a thousand times and none of it is coming out right.”

“Liam, can you make sense out of this?” I ask. 

He was always the one who could translate when Jake got overexcited.

Liam comes around Jake’s chair to squat down between the two of us. “We love you. We love each other. We... fuck. We want to all be together. After what happened, things got so weird between all of us. There were a lot of misunderstandings and once things calmed down, it was too late. You two were divorced and you were gone.”

Jake leans forward after shooting Liam a small smile. “I was too much of a coward to admit what I really wanted. And I figured you’d never go for it. The guilt was eating me alive, so I let you go since you were clearly so unhappy. But I should’ve fought for you. I should’ve fought for us. I’m so sorry, Nat. But I love you so much. And I hate that I lost you.”

My head aches from all this new information being poured into my mind. It’s too much. It’s too crazy. It’s too impossible. 

Tempting, but I can’t even begin to see how to respond to this.

“I don’t even... I don’t know what to say.”

Jake takes my hands in his. “Just answer me this. Do you still love me?”

His green eyes are so intense and focused on me, I can’t catch my breath. 

“I... yes.” It’s the last thing I want to admit, but the truth spews out of me. 

“Do you love Liam?” Jake asks, a hopeful glint in his gaze.

I jerk back, but Jake’s grip on my hands tighten, keeping me from running like I want to. “What does that matter? What exactly are you asking me? To be in some kind of triad with you two?”

I look back and forth between them, wanting to smack the tender expressions off their faces. They aren’t supposed to look at me like that. It’s how they always looked at each other. 

Jake shrugs. “Essentially, yes. The three of us would be partners, romantically and otherwise I guess. But it would only be the three of us. No one else. No relationships outside the group.”

Lines crease my forehead. “I don’t understand. I assumed the two of you were together now.”

Liam shakes his head. “No. We’ve barely even hugged since you left. It doesn’t feel right without you. We’re not complete.”

I splutter. “It’s probably just guilt. For lying about your feelings for each other so long.”

The last thing I can handle is all of this being because of some misguided guilt and confusion. 

Jake actually growls. “It’s not guilt. Yes, we feel awful for keeping it from you. But we kept it from each other too. And honestly from ourselves. You know how our families were. How the military was. Any feelings we had, we buried.”

“I get that. I do. But I don’t want to be the third wheel. Or the... I dunno.” I trail off with a shrug, unsure what I’m even trying to say.

The problem was never their sexuality. I could care less if they were bi. I cared about their feelings for each other being a secret. 

Liam’s eyes close with a pained crease at the corners for a moment before blue blazes at me. “You’re not. It’s been eleven months. Almost a year. We wouldn’t be coming to you with this if it was just guilt. We didn’t mean for this to happen. But after that night, we couldn’t ignore any of it anymore or pretend we weren’t in love with each other and you.”

Jake winces and finally releases my hands. “I had my own struggles with the same jealousy. I was an asshole who wanted you both, but was worried about getting left behind. You two always had your inside jokes and your secrets. I let my insecurities pick fights with you to ease my own conscience. We fucked up, Nat. Big time. But we’ve had a lot of time to think about everything and talk about everything. And we’re sure. This is what we want. We’ve been a family for so long. It’s only natural that it evolved into something else.”

Losing the family the three of us built is what hurt the most when I left. But I never imagined this as the solution. 

What will people say? And can we really do this and keep it even? Is that possible? Won’t someone always be left out?

“The whole thing feels like borderline cheating.”

Liam’s brow furrows. “All of us together?”

I shake my head. “No. What we did. We were all harboring feelings we shouldn’t have had and it broke us. I don’t know how to put those pieces back together even if I wanted to.”

It would be one thing if we had this conversation before any of us began a romantic relationship. And even then it would’ve been crazy. But to try and turn if not actual unfaithfulness, but close into some threesome happily ever after? It seems like a recipe for disaster. And we’ve already put ourselves through enough pain and heartache. Do we really want more?

“This is crazy. I can’t... no.” I rub at my chest. 

Jake nods. “You don’t need to make any decisions now. But we wanted to explain a little. And to tell you what we want. Take your time. Think about it.”

“I’m sorry. This is too much. I...” I stand, almost dumping food all over the floor. 

And I run away.

Just like before. 
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Chapter Seventeen
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Sleep doesn’t come easy for me as I curl up on the uncomfortable bed, Jake and Liam’s words still playing over and over again in my head. 

Having your cake and eating it too never turns out well. And that’s exactly what the two of them are suggesting we do. 

They’re crazy to think it’ll work. And I’m crazy for being tempted. I’m just lonely. That’s all. Those two were my whole world for so long, I don’t know how to live without them. And maybe it’s the same for them. 

Everything we went through overseas made us close. Probably too close. 

Too codependent.

No one else understands us quite like we do after the things we lived through together. The things we saw and survived. The things we did.

The nightmares we share. 

Am I crazy to believe I could leave them behind? 

Or am I crazy to believe maybe they found the answer?

A relationship with two people is hard enough and takes a lot of work. A relationship with three? Someone will always be feeling left out. Would all three of us always do things together or would we have one on one time too? 

The sex will definitely be amazing. I already know that at least. 

I’m still wrestling with myself when dawn breaks, only able to doze off for a few minutes here and there. 

I groan at the knock on my door and roll from the bed, padding over to open up. 

Jake stands there looking as wretched as I feel. “Hey.”

I clear my throat. “Hey.”

He shoves his hands into his pockets. “I got a call from the officers in charge of your case.”

“Oh?” I perk up, hoping it’s good news and I can run a little farther than the top floor. 

He smiles a little, but there’s a sad edge to it. “They arrested them this morning. It doesn’t look like you’ll be needed to testify because they fired on the officers as soon as they showed up. With that plus what they found at the address you gave them, it’s looking pretty open and shut. They suggested you finish the weekend here just to be safe and I really hope you do. Or I can send some security to watch your place if you really want to go home. Just please. Don’t go alone.”

Perfect. I can get back to my life and forget all this happened. Just a weird dream. 

“I’ll stay. It doesn’t mean I’ve agreed to anything we talked about last night. It just means I’m not an idiot.”

Jake nods, brightening a bit. “Okay. Good. I’m glad you’re staying. I’m sorry for the way it all came out last night. I should’ve explained better. And much sooner. But I meant what I said. I still love you. So much. And I hate being without you. I hate it. You were everything to me and you still are. Liam just has a piece of me too. He never took your place. No one can. And I’m so sorry I didn’t make that clear a year ago and instead focused on my own selfish jealousy.”

He’s saying everything I needed to hear back then. But I don’t know if I need to hear it anymore or if it just muddies everything further. 

I think it might be too late. 

As much as I’d love to give in and lose myself in the two of them, there are too many ways this could blow up in our faces. 

Can I afford to take the chance and lose it all again? 

I decide to ignore his speech for now and keep the focus on security. “Is there anything I need to handle? More research into the gang? Talk to the cops again?”

Jake sighs. “No. We gave the cops everything we found. And it was more than they’ve been able to gather. From what they told me, it was a mini war zone out there. The gang is going to be a mess for a while. But just in case anyone decides to do something and retaliate while tempers are still hot, it’s better if you stay.”

“Yeah. I guess I’ll shower and I can help get ready for the Christmas party.” 

Not that I’m in the party mood at all. Especially since I’ll be seeing so many old friends and coworkers. I’ve avoided them pretty well since being dragged back here, but that’ll be impossible at the party.

Jake raises a brow. “Do you have something to wear?”

I mutter a curse beneath my breath. “Uh, nope.”

Kay definitely hadn’t packed for me with a party in mind. 

“Liam offered to take you either home or shopping to get something.”

I balk. “I can go alone.”

The last thing I need is a shopping date with Liam. Or to let him into my home. 

“I know. But Liam wanted a little time with you today if you’re up for it.”

I straighten. “Why?”

Jake shrugs. “He didn’t say. We... uh... well, we aren’t quite as close as we used to be.”

How is that possible? They’ve been inseparable for longer than I’ve known them. 

I grimace. “Because of me?”

“No. But we remind each other what we lost. And it’s just weird because there are feelings there, but we’re incomplete without you.”

I gulp. “I don’t understand.”

He digs the toe of his shoe into the carpet of the hallway. “Think about our entire relationship. He was always a part of it. For over half of our marriage he lived with us. We started a company together. We spent every single birthday and holiday together. It was the three of us always. Now, you’re gone and there’s a hole.”

My hand grips the edge of the doorway. “If you need to be part of a triad so badly, why not go find some other woman?”

Jake scoffs, looking frustrated. “Because we’re in love with you. You’re not replaceable. You’re the love of my fucking life. And Liam’s.”

“But Liam’s the love of your life too. And he’s been in that life longer. You two should be able to explore that without me in the way.” 

He lets out a dark chuckle. “We’re selfish assholes who want it all. We don’t want to choose. We can’t. But if you can, then this does need to be over.”

“I chose once.” 

Jake raises a brow. “Did you? By the time Liam came around, you and I were hot and heavy. If you’d met him first, what do you think would’ve happened?”

I shrug. “I’ve tried never to think about it.”

But in those honest moments in the middle of the night when I can’t sleep, I wonder. But even if I’d met Liam first and fell in love with him, we’d still be here. Broken and trying to figure a way to pick up the pieces of our family and putting it back together. 

Jake’s lips quirk. “He was furious I found you first when he came back from leave and met you. And there were instant sparks between the two of you. You just both forced it into a friendship. One so close it pissed me off sometimes.”

“Why didn’t you ever tell me?” I ask. “Not about Liam, I guess I understand that a little, but about your sexuality?”

He snorts. “Other than celebrities like Ryan Reynolds and John Legend and the occasional stranger on the street, I’ve never been attracted to anyone other than Liam before. He’s been in my life for so long, maybe he was all I could see and because our friendship was so important to me, I refused to acknowledge it so I never really established my sexuality like Liam did. Then, I met you so young... so it’s always been you two.”

Jake was basically a virgin when we met. 

Something I loved about him. He was such a hot mix of awkward and arrogant. He’s mostly arrogant now, but the past two days I’ve been seeing flashes of the awkward guy he used to be. 

“But you had to know at some point before that night.” I hate being lied to.

I hate secrets.

It’s what bothered me most. 

Jake throws up his hands. “How could I tell you? How could I admit to you I’m bi without bringing Liam into it? And I figured it didn’t matter. You were my wife and I loved you so fucking much. I wasn’t going to be unfaithful to you. Ever.”

“But you were. And I was too. Maybe not physically. But we were.”

Sure we didn’t act on it, but having feelings for someone outside the relationship is still a kind of betrayal. One we were both guilty of. 

Jake pulls at his hair. “Something I’ve spent the last year beating myself up over until I realized that maybe none of us were meant to be monogamous. Maybe we weren’t built that way. We have enough space in our hearts to love more than one person. Or maybe the war changed us and made us codependent on each other and this is some unhealthy or possibly healthy way it manifested. I don’t really think it matters. All three of us are in love with two people. Does it matter how unusual it is if it works for us?”

I eye him with my head tilted for a moment. I’ve never really considered my sexuality before other than deciding pretty confidently that I’m straight. It never occurred to me to wonder about monogamy. Who considers that? We live in such a monogamous culture, outside of sexy romance novels and the occasional exploitative article, polyamory isn’t exactly common or considered as a real option.

“Maybe not. I don’t know.”

Jake doesn’t even try to hide the hope flaring in his eyes. “I’ll leave you alone to get ready and we’ll have coffee and breakfast in my office so meet us there when you’re done.”

“Sounds good.” I’m grateful he’s pulling back, giving me some space.

He gives me a weird, awkward wave and turns to stride down the hall, leaving me gaping after him. 

I didn’t expect anything like this when I accepted the papers to serve my ex. 

It was supposed to just be a way to get a little revenge on and then go back to my life. 

My rather blah life, but still. 

Instead, they’ve completely turned my world upside down, making me question everything I thought I knew.
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Chapter Eighteen
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The guys are right where Jake said they’d be, lounging with coffee and maple bacon donuts in his office. 

My mouth waters as soon as the scent hits my nose and my throat tightens a little. 

Either they still do this little ritual or they remember and are trying to butter me up. I don’t really care, I just want donuts and another lavender latte. 

They both back away from the food when I stomp forward, clearly remembering it’s not wise to get between me and bacon treats. 

I scowl at our wedding picture still in its place on Jake’s desk as I grab a donut and the last coffee before plopping into one of the chairs. 

“You need to make the safe housing a little more comfortable. I’m going to need to go get a massage after sleeping on that awful bed.”

Liam chuckles. “Jake’s complained about the same thing. But it’s not really meant to be a long-term solution. It’s not witness protection. You don’t have to be in a five-star resort when you’re trying to stay alive.”

“Fair enough.” 

I once argued the same thing when we started shopping for furnishings, worried about the cost, unconvinced they’d get used very often. And they don’t. Not for more than a night or two. I don’t know how Jake has dealt with it for so long. Granted, we used to sleep in a lot worse conditions, but we were also a lot younger then. Barely past twenty. Now we’re in our mid-thirties and spoiled and I need a soft damn bed at night.

“Jake tells me you need something sexy for the party?” Liam grins over at me. 

I roll my eyes and finish swallowing the wad of delicious donut. “I can come in leggings and an ugly Christmas sweater, but it might get some weird looks. You know I’ve tried to get you guys to do an ugly Christmas sweater party every year. I have the perfect one for it.”

Jake shudders. “You mean that monstrosity that lights up and has Yippee Ki Yay, Mother Fucker stitched onto it?”

“Yes.”

Jake’s eyes narrow. “Come back and we’ll do it next year.”

I snort into my coffee and shake my head. “An ugly Christmas sweater party isn’t going to be enough to convince me you two aren’t crazy.”

“Well, it’s Liam’s turn to try to talk you into it. I’ve got a bunch to do to get ready for the party. You two have fun.”

Jake’s hand slides against the back of my neck as he walks out of his own office, leaving Liam and I eyeing each other warily. 

“You want to go by your place for an outfit or shopping?” Liam asks. 

“I’ll find something at mine. I definitely don’t want to go shopping this close to Christmas.” I gag at the thought.

“Can I at least take you to lunch after?” Liam’s smile almost blinds me. 

I tilt my head to the side. “Depends.”

“On what?”

I shrug as I take another bite of my donut. “On where you’re taking me.”

Liam smirks. “Don’t worry. I know you’ve got expensive taste in food. I’ll take you somewhere good.”

“I’m in the mood for some buttery steak I can cut with a fork.” 

I haven’t been able to afford my favorite restaurants lately since I’ve been starting over from scratch. 

“I know just the place.”

“Then, let’s go.” I wipe my hands off and toss the napkin into his trash can. 

Liam’s brows rise. “You want to leave already? They don’t open till noon.”

“I want to check on my house.” 

The thought that those shits tried to break in is driving me crazy. 

“Ah. Gotcha. All right.” Liam stands, clutching his coffee. “You worried they came back?”

“I didn’t want to ask Kay to go back there in case it put her in danger, but yeah. They might have brought better tools in the time they first tried before the cops came for them.”

“Want a gun in case there’s trouble?” Liam asks. 

I scoff. “Obviously. All mine are at home. I hope.”

“Let’s go and grab you a nice toy.”

I smile. “Keep talking like that and I will stay.”

Liam winks. “Darlin’, you are my best friend. I know what turns you on.”

He knows from more than just being my best friend. He learned a lot about my turn-ons that night.

And I learned a lot about his.

Which is why I look up at him through my lashes and bite the edge of my lip. He sucks in a sharp breath and rips open the door, all but running from me.

A smug grin curls my mouth. 

They think they’ve got me cornered. 

But they should know better.

I play to win.
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Armed with guns and the rest of our coffees, we head out to the parking lot. 

At Liam’s car, I pause. “I forgot to ask. Is my Jeep still trashed and parked where we left it?”

Liam shakes his head. “No. We sent Brad and Henry to get it and take it to get fixed. It’ll need a few more days until you can have it back.”

“Damn.”

That sucks. How am I going to work without a car?

Liam tilts his head as he eyes me. “Are you going to yell at me if I offer the use of one of our extra vehicles? Especially since they’re also your vehicles?”

I bite the inside of my cheeks to stop the smile trying to bloom on my lips. “I might.”

Liam sighs as he opens his door. “Just accept the help, please. You’re still part owner. It’s not a handout.”

“Fine. I’ll take one of the SUVs. Not one of the armored ones.” I get into his car with a huff. 

Liam settles himself in the driver’s seat and turns on the vehicle. “We may not have any available. You might have to make do with an armored car.”

I frown at him. “Are you concerned they’ll still come after me? Even though I’m not testifying?”

“If they figure out it’s your fault? Which they probably will. There’s a real possibility they’ll want revenge. You’re a pretty good target.”

“I never thought I’d need better security once I left the company.”

Liam pulls out of the parking spot. “You probably should’ve gotten it anyway. We still have enemies out there and if they find out you’re vulnerable, it’ll be you they come after instead of us.”

“It’s not like the security I have is shit. I just don’t have anything like we used to.” I’ve rarely felt unsafe in my new apartment. 

But that could be my own ego, not reality. 

Liam side-eyes me. “If you come back to us, you won’t have to worry about it.”

“I was wondering how long it would take you to bring something like that up.”

“Our whole deal of keeping our mouths shut clearly failed and you haven’t run away screaming yet, so I’m going to keep at you until you do.”

I turn a little in my seat so I have a clear view of Liam’s face, needing the truth I know I’ll be able to read in his expression. “I need you to be brutally honest with me. Like we always swore we’d be. Other than the whole Jake of it all, I guess.”

Liam’s shoulders slump. “I’m sorry. But I’m also not. You and Jake were madly in love. I wasn’t going to jeopardize that. Or take the chance I’d lose both of you if I admitted my feelings.”

“I get that. But you shouldn’t have had to carry it alone.”

He was my best friend. I thought we told each other everything. I’d certainly told him everything. 

Liam shakes his head. “You couldn’t help me. Neither could Jake. All it would’ve done was rip us apart even sooner.” 

“I guess back then, you and Jake wouldn’t have come up with some thruple idea to make everything work.”

“Probably not. But can we not call it that? Thruple sounds ridiculous.” He shoots me a strained grin. 

I chuckle. “It does. But the whole idea is ridiculous, isn’t it? To think we can actually make it work?”

“Is this what you want me to be brutally honest about?” Liam asks. 

“Partially. I need to know you actually believe this is a good idea and not something you’re going along with for Jake’s sake.”

The car jerks when Liam presses a little too hard on the brakes as he parks in front of my house. “Why would you think that?” 

I pluck at the cardboard sleeve wrapped around my coffee. “I... I don’t want you to agree to this because you think it’s the only way to have Jake.” 

I don’t want to be the compromise or the second choice or the unwanted growth Liam just has to learn to live with in order to have what he really wants.

Who he really wants. 

“Are you fucking kidding me right now?” Liam snarls. 

“I need to know, Liam.”

He doesn’t answer. Instead, he shoves open his door and leaps out of the car. He’s already there when I pull myself out and grabs my wrist, towing me into the apartment building. 

“What are you doing?” I pull against his grip, but he only tightens his hand around my arm and doesn’t answer.

When we reach my door, he plucks the keys from my jacket pocket and shoves me in my own home, slamming the door behind us. 

“What the hell, Liam?”

He corners me against the door, looming above me, his usual easygoing expression hardened with disbelief and anger. “You think I don’t fucking want you?”

Has he finally lost it?

“I think it’s possible Jake sees what he wants to see, not what’s actually real.”

“Tell me if you think this is real.” Liam dips his head low, his lips a breath away from mine, pausing before connecting, giving me the chance to say no, to push him away.

But I’m frozen, eyes hooded, breaths short and thin, heat blooming low in my belly. 

My fingers dig into the door behind me, nails scraping against the wood. 

Liam’s eyes dart back and forth, searching my gaze. Whatever he finds there seems to give him the answer he needs because his lips press against mine.

Gently at first and then he devours me, almost punishing in the way he presses me into the door and nips at me. 

I finally release my grip on the wood and my hands slide up his sides and his chest to wrap around his neck, pushing myself up on my toes. 

He tastes delicious, like something I’ve been craving for a long time and I’ve finally been granted the chance to have it again.

I moan into his mouth and he growls in response, his hands leaving the wall to grip my hips and grind me into his pelvis. He’s hard as stone and as big as I remember. My mouth waters with the need to taste more of him. 

He shifts his grip and grabs two handfuls of my ass, yanking me off my feet so I wrap my legs around his waist, our bodies fitting together like puzzle pieces, his cock nestling right against the spot where I want it the most. 

I rub myself against him, panting against his neck as I lick and nip at the flesh beneath his ear. His chest rumbles and his fingers dig deeper into the flesh of my ass. 

He reaches up with one hand and fists my hair, drawing my head back, making me arch until he can reach my breasts, his teeth sinking through my clothes to bite my nipples. A whimper I’d usually be embarrassed over escapes from my mouth and I move harder against him, needing more, needing him in me.

“Does this feel like I don’t want you? Jake’s not here and I still want to fuck you against this door. I want you wrapped around me, screaming my name while I pound into you. You are just as much a part of me as he is and I need and want and love you just as much.” He sucks hard on my neck, smiling against my skin when I shudder and moan. “Based on the way you’re mewling and coming apart in my arms, I think you want me too.”

Oh, I definitely do.

So much, I can barely think, just feel, just need.

Liam pulls back and eases me back to the floor, stepping away and putting way too much space between us. I curl my fingers into my palms to keep myself from reaching for him. 

He adjusts himself with a pained expression. “We’re not doing this here, like this. I don’t want to seduce you into a decision you don’t really want to make and if I have you now and you leave us, I won’t be able to stand it.”

I gape at him, my chest heaving, my lust cooling. 

“Jake won’t care, but I kind of feel weird about going further without talking to him. Just like nothing’s happened between him and I since you left. We need to all be on the same page before we move forward.”

I clear my throat and yank at my clothes, still breathless and shocked. “Fair enough.”

Liam sighs and rubs the back of his neck. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that. I just couldn’t listen to you act like I’d agree to this just so I could have a part of Jake. I fell in love with you first. You were my first choice. My feelings for Jake grew later. It was always you, darling.”

Oh.

Okay then.
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Chapter Twenty
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Liam’s words still play through my mind hours later when I’m alone in my safe room getting ready for the party. 

The dress I grabbed from home isn’t the best option, but it was red and tight and the only one I had with shoes to match. I got rid of a lot of my fancier clothes when I left Jake, not needing them to be a process server, no room for all of them in my tiny closet, not wanting the memories attached to most of them.

I put the last finishing touches on my makeup before sliding my feet into the red stilettos. 

There. That’s as good as it’s going to get and I don’t hate how it all came together. 

The see-through lacy overskirt billowing almost to my ankles makes it fancy enough. 

I stride to the door, opening it to see Jake and Liam standing there like they were about to knock. 

They’re too hot. 

Fuck.

Jake has on a black suit, black silk shirt, and bright red tie. He looks fuckable as hell. Especially since Liam left me wanting earlier. Speaking of whom, Liam is a little more colorful and laidback. Grey suit, red shirt and no tie. He looks just as fuckable.

I’m half-tempted to drag them into my room and forget all about the party.

But they want a real answer first.

And I still don’t have one. 

Giving in is tempting as hell, but fear holds me back. With the way things are now, I have hope the three of us can get back to some kind of decent relationship sometime in the distant future. 

But if we try and fail, there won’t be anything left to fix or put back together. It’ll be over for good this time.

They were right when they kept talking about how the three of us are family. Maybe we need more time before we can be again, but at least the chance is there.

I don’t want to try this insane three-way relationship and lose that chance.

Small as it is.

“You look gorgeous, darlin’.” Liam’s blue eyes flare with desire. 

“Thanks. You two are looking real pretty too.”

Jake smiles. “You’re stunning, baby. Ready to party?”

“Oh yeah. I’m sure it’ll be a real rager.” I make sure the sarcasm is thick in my voice. 

Jake rolls his eyes. “I know you prefer a little wilder celebrations, but most of the people here are prior military. If I give them free rein, the building might explode around us.”

I shrug. “The fear of that is half the fun.”

Liam grins wide with dancing eyes while Jake shakes his head. Liam was always the one who went along with all my crazy plans like skydiving and motorcycle racing and zip lining and even shark cage diving. 

Jake refused to do any of it, sending us off with a grimace and a call into our insurance company. 

“You’re so fearless everywhere else in your life, why not take the leap with us too?”

I don’t answer Jake’s whispered question, but it still hits home. He always had the ability to see the truth. Which is why it shocked and bothered me so much how blind he was to his feelings for Liam. 

Or mine for Liam.

Or his for us.

We were all blind.

But I’m not sure having our eyes finally opened is any better. 

Liam and Jake keep conversation for the rest of the trip downstairs light, chatting about office gossip, catching me up on news of the people here I’ve missed. 

It wasn’t just these two I lost when I left. It was the sort of extended family we’d created by hiring mostly vets who struggle with reintegration into civilian life. 

When you finish your time with the military, what no one talks about is how useless you now are. How you don’t fit anywhere. How getting help is almost impossible without contacts or sheer stubborn willpower and luck. 

My mouth drops when the elevator door slides open, revealing a Christmas wonderland. This is bigger than any he’s done before.
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“Jake, what the hell?” I can’t help the breathless laugh as I try to take in everything he’s set up.

It’s insane. And beautiful. But mostly crazy.

“I uh...” Jake messes with the cuffs of his suit. “I’ve had a lot of free time and extra energy to burn. So, I might’ve gone a little overboard this year.”

I raise a brow. “Might have?” 

Twinkly lights sparkle everywhere, the tree has to be at least fifteen feet tall, there are four ice sculptures of reindeer, three mixologists in Santa hats at a bar in the corner, waitstaff milling around passing out drinks and apps, a string quartet playing Christmas songs on a stage I don’t remember being there before, and I’m pretty sure that’s a fucking queso fountain.

“This is like some weird mashup of Christmas at Nakatomi Plaza and something Buddy the Elf would put together. It’s somehow magical and terrifying at the same time.”

“Yeah.” Jake’s cheekbones turn a little pink. 

I rush to reassure him. “It’s awesome, Jake. Really. Just... a bit shocking.”

“Well, seeing this, your ugly sweater party idea doesn’t seem so crazy. Our staff isn’t exactly... well, this isn’t really their scene. They’d probably like beer, wings, and ugly sweaters was more than this annual soiree I keep putting everyone through.” Jake sighs. 

I feel bad for giving him such a hard time. He works his ass off planning these and while they’re not always my taste, they’re still always impressive and everyone has fun.

I squeeze his arm. “It’s okay. They’re always amazing. Everyone gets that you’re fancy and only get to indulge once a year.”

Jake frowns. “I’m not fancy.”

“Maybe not, but you want to be. Your soul is.”

Liam snickers. “She’s right. It’s why you keep trying to talk us into opera tickets and museum openings and wine tastings.”

Jake sniffs. “If I go camping and to soccer games and hunting that one awful time, the least you two could do is come with me to the ballet. It was the ballet, not the opera. And it was a modern piece, not classical.”

Which actually was beautiful and made me tear up a little. But that’s not all he dragged us to. 

“We did the museum opening. And that weird exhibit.”

“And multiple wine tastings,” Liam adds. 

“True, but you guys bitched the entire time.”

I laugh. “Just like you did when we went camping?”

“I did enough of that shit in the military. Sue me if I want a nice bed to sleep in now. Ugh, you two always had more in common and ganged up on me.”

Jake shrugs off his words like he’s joking, but maybe I’m not the only one who felt like I was on the outside of a relationship. Jake had to watch Liam and I grow close and head off on adventures he wanted no part of. Liam had to watch Jake and I enjoy a married relationship. 

And I had to watch years of inside jokes from before they met me and then watch them realize they were more than friends. 

Is the three of us coming together in a triad the natural progression of our relationships or are we holding on too tight to something we should have let go of a long time ago? Are we forcing this to fit so we don’t lose each other if we do this?

Liam tows me over to the queso fountain while Jake heads in the other direction to mingle and check on things. 

Jake thrives in these sort of situations. He’s great at planning and organizing events. And businesses. He’s in his element as host, greeting everyone by name and chatting with them about their lives. 

Liam and I were always the ones who left him to it while we hid out with the food. And that hasn’t changed. 

In so many ways, it seems like Liam and I are a better match. We have so much more in common than Jake and I ever did. But Jake was good for me. He brought me out of my shell, he introduced me to things I’d never try on my own, he was always able to surprise me. 

It’s normal to have friends to do things with your husband has no interest in. But maybe I was always using Liam to fill the hole my marriage left open. 

Is Jake right? Is monogamy not for me? Do I need more than one relationship to meet my needs? 

Or is it just pure greed?

Liam shoves a chip dripping with cheese into my mouth, yanking me out of my thoughts. I moan around the heaven in my mouth and Liam’s eyes flash in response. 

Probably because I just made a sex sound in the middle of a holiday party. 

A sound he heard from me just a few hours before. 

When he refused to fuck me against my front door. 

I eye him as I scoop cheese onto a new chip, wondering if he’s still as frustrated as I am. Based on the way his eyes track my mouth as I lick the spare cheese off my lips, the answer is yes.

Good.

He deserves it. 

If I’m suffering, so should he.

He smirks at me as he grabs two glasses of champagne from the tray of a passing waiter. 

Before I can make his suffering just a little bit harder, we’re interrupted by a couple of the security guys, wanting to catch up.

Then more come over, excited to see me, making guilt fill me. 

I didn’t just leave Jake and Liam. I left all these people, ignoring their messages, refusing to reach out.

And here they are, no blame on their faces, just happy to see me again. 

I’m an asshole.

It all gets to be a little too much, so when I see an opening to escape, I do. Using the extra keycard I stole from Liam’s office, I duck into the bathrooms a few halls down, beeping myself through two doors, needing to make sure I’m far enough away to have some space to breathe. 

Besides, these are the nicer bathrooms, in the waiting area for clients. They have nice plush chairs where I can sit and quietly have a meltdown. 

I sit with a sigh in one of those chairs, burying my face in my hands, overwhelmed by too many emotions, too much confusion. 

Coming to this party was a bad idea. It’s too much on top of everything else. It’s too easy to slip right back into my old role, into old habits. 

I should slip out and go home. Or go get a room at a hotel in case those biker assholes are still after me. 

This isn’t working.

It can’t work.

And when it fails, there will be nothing left of me. 

I groan into my hands before forcing myself up to check my face in the mirror, still waffling between leaving or staying.

I don’t want to run away again, but it’s hard to think and make a decision with them here, tempting me, seducing me, convincing me to stay.

Gunshots and screams rip me from my misery, shooting adrenaline through my veins as I duck low, eyes searching for the threat.
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Once I calm down a little, I realize the gunfire and shouts are muffled, coming from the party. 

Shit. 

Jake. Liam. 

My chest sears with pain, worry over their safety freezing me for a moment before my ass kicks into gear. I clutch the keycard and stay low as I slip through the doors leading back to the literal ballroom type area Jake demanded we have designed into the building for events like this. 

I pat my cleavage to reassure myself I still have my phone. As soon as I assess the situation, I’ll call for backup. 

With my pulse racing, I make my way back to the party, trying to decide whether it’s good or bad that the gunfire has stopped and things have quieted. Even the music no longer rings its holiday mood through the halls. 

It’s too quiet. Deadly silent. 

My throat thickens.

What if everyone’s dead?

They can’t be. I refuse to even consider the idea. 

It’s some asshole with an axe to grind or some idiot who think they can get money from a security company. 

Or a prank gone wrong.

This company was known for some insane ones. Usually with Liam and I right in the middle of the chaos. 

I reach the last door and press my ear against it, trying to hear what’s going on, but the stupid door is too thick and there’s no window letting me see inside.

Dammit.

I’m going to have to chance opening the door a little.

At least this door is at the back of the room and without a keycard, whoever is out there with guns won’t be able to get through.

Though there are probably at least fifteen keycards in that room in the pockets of the security officers. 

The unarmed security officers.

No one comes armed to the Christmas party. 

I have to know what’s going on, so I use the keycard, praying the beep won’t be too loud and alert anyone to my presence. 

Since no one automatically shoot at the door or me, I figure I’m safe for the moment. I inch the door open and stick my face against the opening to peer inside. 

Panic tries to overwhelm me as I watch a bunch of fucking asshole bikers hold the men I love and all my old employees and their husbands and wives hostage. The bikers have all my people on the floor near the stage held at gunpoint. There are at least ten bikers with guns in the room. 

They’re here for me.

Shit.

One of the biggest dudes I’ve ever seen points his gun right at Liam’s face. “You were with her earlier. Where is she? We know she holed up here to hide.”

“Fuck off.”

The giant kicks Liam right in the chest, causing him to grunt and fall back into the people behind him. Jake grabs him and pulls him closer, glaring at the biker.

“I suggest one of you tell me where that bitch is. Now. Or I could start killing people. You have ten minutes, so discuss among yourselves how you want to handle this.”

Shit. Fuck. Damn. 

I let the door click closed and I scramble away from it. This is bad. This is really fucking bad. Ten minutes to do something before someone dies for me. Or before someone betrays me and those bikers start swarming the entire place.

No one is dying for me.

Especially not Jake or Liam.

Thank goodness I stole the keycard from Liam. It gives me access to the while building. Specifically the floor where they keep all the toys and weapons. There’s an arsenal up there. 

More than enough to deal with a few bikes.
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The similarities to Die Hard aren’t lost on me. A little bit of excitement creeps past the fear for everyone held hostage. I’ve always wanted to have the opportunity to pull a John McClane. It’s one of my favorite movies and one I watch every single Christmas.

I used to watch it with Jake and Liam since they love it too. It was our annual Christmas Eve night tradition. 

My familiarity with the film gives me plenty of ideas to handle this with. Almost too many.

It would probably take too long and be a little overkill to capture and kill one of the bikers and paint words on his shirt with his blood. But I do need to separate their group. 

And I definitely need to call for help. As much as I admire McClane, the lone wolf thing, picking them off one by one barefoot isn’t the smartest idea. But I have no service on this damn elevator. 

I push at the button for the sixth floor over and over, willing the slow ass elevator to hurry up. I’m running out of time. The back elevators are always so much slower than the main ones. But I need to stay incognito. 

There’s no way I’ll ever be able to forgive myself if someone dies because of me.

Finally, the elevator gets me where I need to go and I rush out of the stupid box, planning to take the stairs from now on. 

I have to use the keycard again for the weapons room and I grin as I take in all the fun toys I haven’t been able to play with in a long time. 

There are plenty of bags, so I grab a backpack and start filling it with all kinds of goodies. Two handguns, ammo, a couple grenades, zip-ties, a few knives, a lighter, and a couple ball gags. 

I can’t believe they still have those in here. Liam and I stocked them as a joke a little over a year ago. Right before everything fell apart. It was our last prank together. Then on a job, they proved to be surprisingly useful in subduing enemies.

I consider the M249 so I can have a machine gun, but it might be overkill and it’s a lot more cumbersome. Instead, I grab the M4 and sling it across my shoulder, grabbing a couple extra magazines. 

Last, I rip the see through overskirt of my dress and wrap a thigh holster around my leg, sliding my favorite Glock already cocked and loaded into the holster.

This should be enough firepower, so I lock the weapons room back up and head the room next door for other fun gadgets. There’s a snake cam I want to use to keep an eye on things in the party room. I grab a couple of them so I can get a few angles. 

Next, I head to the security office on this floor. It has a live feed of all the cameras installed throughout the building. Hopefully they haven’t found and damaged them yet. 

I pull my phone out of my cleavage and try to call 911 while I check the monitors. The feed showing the event room is still up, showing little has changed since I was downstairs. 

Good.

They haven’t killed anyone yet. 

I check the time and I’m down to four minutes.

Shit.

And my phone is refusing to connect and make the damn call. I frown and pull it away from my face to check my service.

Oh no.

They must be using cell jammers.

I try the landline, but it’s been cut too. 

So is the internet.

Time is counting down. 

Three minutes.

Fuck me.

I grab a walkie talkie and shove that into my bag. Kay has a CB radio she’s obsessed with listening to. If I can find her channel, maybe I can get her help. 

Two minutes.

Sorry, Jake. I think I’m going to have to blow something up.

It’s the only thing I can think of to stop them from killing someone with the little time I have left.

I kick my heels off, cursing my lack of time. The spare uniforms are just one room over, but I don’t have time. I guess I’m going to be more John McClane than I planned.

My bare feet slap against the floor as I race towards the stairwell. I need to get three floors down so I don’t damage anything too important.

Or anyone important. 

Everyone’s confined to the fourth floor right now and I’m on the sixth. Everything above the fourth is locked down tight without keycards. I don’t want them trying to get access up here. I want them to head down.

The third floor has all the locker rooms and different gyms and workout rooms. It’ll be a shame to damage anything on that floor, but everything there can be easily replaced and Jake got very good insurance.

My dress is soaked with sweat by the time I make it to the third floor. 

And I’m late.

It took me three to make it down here instead of two. 

I keep my ears perked for gunshots, but I’m not sure I’ll hear it from down here. 

Fuck.

My heart pounds out an unsteady drumbeat as I sprint towards the front window down the hallway. I’m hoping it’ll also signal for help and get the cops over here since my phone is useless and back in my bra. Stupid dress without pockets. 

With the grenade clutched in my hand, I rip out the pin and pull back my arm, tossing it right at the window and diving into the open doorway of the gym.

The grenade explodes and glass shatters, making my ears ring. I drag myself back to the hallway, my mouth dropping at the scorch marks and demolished window. It even took out some of the wall.

Whoops. 
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With my ears still ringing, I charge back to the stairwell, turning the safety off the M4 and keeping it ready as I tuck myself into an alcove to wait for them to send someone down to check things out.

I dig around in the backpack for the taser gun. There will be a lot less questions from the cops if I don’t kill everyone. As much as I want to. Especially since someone might be dead upstairs.

I need to get the snake cams set up soon so I can keep watch on everyone’s safety.

If these assholes killed Jake or Liam, I’ll kill every single one of them.

Loud footsteps echo through the propped open stairwell, signaling their approach. It sounds like two of them and they aren’t even attempting stealth.

Probably used to throwing their weight and weapons around and having everyone fear them.

But once I’m through with them, they’ll have nightmares for the rest of their lives about what hides in the shadows waiting for them.

Dramatic? Yes. But I’m pissed the fuck off and really wishing I had my favorite boots on so I could kick them right in the face without breaking my foot.

And I’m terrified I’ve lost one of the men I loved without a chance to try to heal things between us. 

My throat swells, but I swallow the emotion trying to overwhelm me, channeling all of it into pure fury twisting into a ball of fire in my chest. 

The lumbering idiots finally push through the door. Two of them. Unfortunately, neither is the big one who hurt Liam. I have special plans for that guy. 

And it ends with blood.

I aim the taser at the first guy, hitting him right in the chest, smiling wide when he shakes and grunts and crumples to the ground. 

Before the other one can respond, I drop the taser and rip out the Glock, aiming it right for his kneecaps. 

Unfortunately, I miss and he dives for cover.

Fuck.

Definitely need to go back to the gun range and practice.

I duck back into my alcove when he returns fire. Shit.

He’s going to have to die. Kneecaps are way too hard to actually hit. Especially when you’ve been trained to aim for center mass.

The Glock goes back into the holster and I click the safety off the M4 and set it to burst. I wince as I fire. I’d forgotten how loud these bastards are, especially inside. I should’ve grabbed ear plugs. 

I empty the magazine, the bullets slamming into the wall the ass is hiding behind. He bellows in pain and I smile. 

Sadly, I didn’t kill him, but when I check, his gun is on the floor a few feet away from him and he’s sliding down against the wall, clutching his shoulder. 

I pull the Glock back out and keep it aimed on him as I approach. “Yippee ki yay, mother fucker.”

It was impossible to resist.

Though the biker clearly doesn’t share my sense of humor. He glares up at me with a rude curse about my mother. 

Luckily for him, my mother is a bitch, so I don’t take offense. Instead, I use the butt of the M4 to smash him in the face and knock him unconscious. 

The other guy I tased is still completely out. How high did I have the setting on that thing?

Oh well. 

He’ll probably survive.

Now I can use these two to distract the rest of the bikers upstairs so I can save everyone else.

I still don’t hear sirens outside which is bullshit. How has no one noticed an explosion downtown?

Guess I’m still on my own.

Thankfully, I’ve got a pretty decent, if crazy, plan. 

One I have Die Hard to thank for. 

I’m just going to tweak it a little. 

Bending down and keeping my cocked gun close, I rummage around in the backpack for a minute, gathering the things I’ll need.

The rest, I grab from a box of Christmas supplies I noticed in the gym. 

Once I’m finished, I step back with an evil grin on my face. They look perfect. 

After zip-tying their hands behind their backs, I wrapped them up with Christmas garland and finishing them off with ball gags stuffed in their mouths and strapped around their heads. 

I drag one at a time to two separate elevators that open right up into the event room. 

On the opposite sides from the door closest to where they corralled my people.

I just hope I time all this correctly. I’m counting on those slow ass elevators to buy me time. 

By the time I get one of them in place, my arms are trembling and I’m covered in sweat and filth and blood. 

My breaths pant out of me as I drag the second guy who’s starting to rouse into the other elevator. The one I tased. Shit.

I hurry and press the buttons for the floor below us before pressing the five last. 

I really hope the elevator travels down two floors first before heading back up to the fifth so I have enough time. 

After grabbing my bag and guns I bolt to the back stairwell, the bag and M4 banging against my back, probably leaving bruises. 

My lungs scream for air as I pound up the stairs to the next floor, Glock in hand. I have to get there first. I have to get into place so I can get everyone out of this before I lose what’s most important to me. 

If I haven’t already.

I should’ve told them yes. I should’ve agreed to try a relationship between the three of us. No one will ever know or understand me like those two do. They’re it for me. If I can’t make it work with them, then I’ll never be able to make it work with anyone. 

They were made for me, I’m convinced of it. And I was made for them. And they were made for each other. Fuck everyone else and society’s rules.

None of us have family whose opinions we give a shit about. Kay won’t care and neither will all the people who work here and neither will Mick. And if they do, well fuck them too.

When I reach the fifth floor, I ease the door open a little, checking both ways.

The hallway’s clear. 

I slip through, my gun ready, my gaze searching for combatants, adrenaline the only thing keeping me moving.

That and desperation and terror.

With one ear perked for the ding of the elevator, I hustle my ass through the maze of this damn building until I make it to the door I want. 

My breathing begins to calm a little as I pull out the snake camera and hook it up to my phone and run it under the door.

A muffled sob puffs past my lips when my screen flickers and shows Liam and Jake still alive. They look a little battered and very pissed, but definitely alive.

Thank fuck.

The elevator lights show I only have a minute before they’re going to open up. The bikers are already watching the elevators, not paying as close attention to their hostages. 

Probably waiting for intel about the explosion. 

They’ll have it soon enough.

I slip the camera back under the door and stash it in my bag, preparing myself to burst inside. 

I can’t believe the timing actually worked out.

As soon as the ding of the first elevator reaches me, I count to ten and then slowly creep open the door. All of the bikers are closer to the elevator, just like I wanted. I ignore their surprised and confused curses and the chuckles of the my people and duck inside.

“Down,” I scream as I open fire at the bikers. 

I kick my bag of weapons right at Jake and Liam, who waste no time dumping it out and handing them out.

There isn’t enough for everyone, but there’s enough to finally give me some damn backup.

Liam and Jake make their way to my sides, guns firing at the cowering bikers who aren’t given a chance to shoot back at us. 

Those who don’t have weapons, pass the extra ammo over when we need it. The civilians scoot over to the door, getting out of the crossfire. 

I’ve missed working with these people.

Liam grins down at me. “Welcome to the party, pal.”

Warmth fills my chest and I fall a little bit more in love with him when he quotes my favorite movie at me, seeing the same similarities I’ve been fangirling over.

It doesn’t take long to subdue the remaining bikers with a better trained and now armed force.

Exhausted and shaky, I let everyone else handle the rest, choosing instead to lean against the wall and almost crying over the ruined quest fountain.

I’d barely gotten any.

Jake and Liam appear in front of me and they both reach out and draw me into a hug. 

“Thanks for saving us, babe.” Jake’s lips move against my ear, making me shiver. 

Liam chuckles into my neck, revving me up even more. “I almost lost it when the elevator opened and that asshole was trussed up like some BDSM Christmas tree. Even better than the movie.”

It was pretty awesome, if I say so myself.

“I finally got to live out my Die Hard fantasy. And I owed you. It’s my fault they came.” I jerk out of their arms, my amusement fading. “Who’d they kill?”

Jake rubs my arm, acting like he can’t stop touching me, checking to make sure I’m really here and alive. “No one. Brad got shot, but he’ll live. He tried to sell you out right after, but Mason knocked him out.”

I scowl. “Can we fire him yet?”

Brad needs to go. 

Liam raises a brow with a smirk. “We?”

Shit. Crap.

I splutter. “Uh... I mean, you guys.”

“Right.” Jake draws out the word. “And yes. He’s definitely fired.”

“Good.”

The cops show up before they can dig further, their eyes wide as they take in the destruction and chaos we’re standing in the middle of. 
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Chapter Twenty-Five
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It’s not hard for me to slip away while Jake and Liam handle the cleanup and questions from the cops after I finish giving my statement. 

Since I kept the killing to a minimum, there isn’t much they need from me tonight. Basically, they got to come pick up a pretty awesome pile of wrapped presents for Christmas.

There were a couple casualties, but mostly zip-tied bikers. 

Kay gives me a ride home and offers to come stay with me after I call and ask her to come get me, but I just want a shower and to crash.

The last couple days have rocked me and I need to figure out what the hell I’m going to do now. If I’m going to keep going the way I have been or run farther or take the damn leap.

The choice seemed easy when I thought I was going to die. Or they were.

Now, I’m questioning everything again.

Hopefully after a shower and some sleep, I’ll have some answers. 

My shower is quick and when I get out, I turn on the TV, looking for something mindless to watch until my mind calms down.

A laugh bursts out of my when I find Die Hard playing on one of the channels. Perfect.

A knock on the door right as I slide into bed makes me groan and whine as I haul myself up and slip back into my comfy robe. It’s huge and plush and grey and also used to be Jake’s. 

I stole it when I left.

Asshole move, but I have no regrets.

I grab my gun from my nightstand and pad back out to my living room, ready in case the biker gang meth heads decided to be polite this time and knock since it’s not too easy to break into my apartment.

But when I check the peephole, it’s worse.

It’s Dumb and Dumber.

I’m too tired for this.

With a deep sigh, I jerk open the door and scowl at them. “What the hell are you two doing here?”

“You left.” Jake’s tone is accusing and offended, like I kicked him in the balls and ran away.

I pinch the bridge of my nose. “I just came home. I was covered in gunk and glass again. Kind of just wanted the comfort of home instead of another night in your shitty motel room.”

Jake pushes past me inside my home. “You could’ve gone home. Our home. Instead of your shitty apartment.”

With another sigh, I step back so Liam can come inside too. “I wasn’t ready to make that decision yet.”

Jake narrows his eyes on me as I close the door and lean against it in exhaustion. “You sure about that? Or are you running scared again?”

“I...” I trail off, my mouth gaping. 

Liam finally interjects himself into the conversation. “We’re not trying to push you. But after the night we just had, we just couldn’t handle the thought of you here alone. And neither of us wants to be alone either. And we struggle being together without you. It never feels right.”

Fuck. Me.

They peer around my apartment, thankfully keeping the judgement out of their expressions as they take in the barren way I’ve been living. And the photos of them I have lining my mantle. 

I guess the secret’s out now anyway. The photos don’t really matter. Especially since they’ve got them too.

Jake steps into my space, his green gaze searching. “Are you all right?”

I nod. “I’m fine. Just tired. How about you two? Everything okay back at the office?”

Liam pokes his head into my room like the nosey bastard he is. “It’s handled. You should be safe now. Most of the gang is in jail and those who aren’t are scattering and going underground.”

Jake tucks my hair behind my ear. “I can’t thank you enough for what you did. You saved all of us.”

I shrug, trying not to show how much his touch affects me. “Like I said earlier, it was because of me it happened in the first place.”

Frowning, I follow Liam into my room to see what he’s up to, Jake trailing behind me. 

“You were amazing. A better John McClane than John McClane.” Liam gestures at my TV still playing Die Hard with a chuckle. 

I shrug again. “Can we talk tomorrow? I’m tired.”

“Sure. Let’s go to sleep.” Liam kicks off his shoes. 

I frown. “You aren’t leaving?”

Jake shakes his head. “Nope. We told you. We need you tonight.”

I gulp, my eyes wide. If they stay... I don’t know if I’ll be able to deny them or myself. I don’t know if I want to even try. 

Why am I being such a coward? I just took on a gang of armed bikers by myself and won. If I can handle them, I’m sure I can handle these two.

Living without them has sucked. Why not try to see if we can find our happily ever after together?

I suck in a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Okay. Stay.”

Liam’s eyes widen. “Really? Not going to fight us more on it?”

“No. I’m making my choice. I’m in. For all of it.” I breathe easier as the weight bearing down on me finally lifts, leaving me free and excited.

Jake slides his hand through my hair, tangling his fingers in the strands and pulling tight. “Are you ours?”

I nod, my mouth dry and heart thumping.

A look of satisfaction glints in his green eyes. “I need the words, love. We need to hear you say it.”

I’m not quite ready to submit so far. If I ever will be. 

“You’re both mine.”

They exchange a grin. 

Liam releases a dark chuckle that sends shivers up my spine. “Good enough.”

“You don’t get to run away again. We work through whatever problems pop up. We stay honest. We communicate.” Jake punctuates each demand with a searing kiss or stinging nip to my skin as he opens my robe, baring me to their gaze.

Soon, the robe is pooled at my feet and their hungry eyes rake up and down my body. 

I back away, leading them deeper into my bedroom, smirking as they follow without a word or question, trailing their own pieces of clothes along the way.

Liam closes us inside my room, only the Christmas lights I have hanging everywhere lighting up the room. 

My heart rate picks up, as foggy memories of the last time we were together like this play through my mind. This time, we’re fully sober and can’t blame booze in the morning.

But this is what I want. They’re what I want. 

Jake eyes the lights wrapped around my headboard. “I have an idea of what we can do with these.” He turns his burning gaze to me. “On the bed, baby. I want to see you laid out for us.”

He’s always had the ability to make me follow his orders when it comes to bedroom play. I’d do anything when he speaks in that low, commanding voice he learned from our time in the service. 

It doesn’t work anywhere else in life, but in here, I know he’ll take me exactly where I want to go.

So, I obey, scooting back onto the bed until I’m in the middle, chest out, legs spread.

Twin groans rumble in their chests as they watch me. I feel powerful and beautiful, like some kind of goddess with both of them looking at me with such blatant need and desire. 

They shed the rest of their clothes and I’m sure I’ve got the exact same hungry look on my face as I soak in their ripped chests and defined Adonis belts and hard, very hard cocks.

Jake presses his knee into the mattress at my side, but instead of touching me, he reaches for the string of lights. Before I can track the rest of his movements, too busy looking back and forth between his body and Liam’s, Jake has my arms trapped above my head and wrapped in the lights still attached to the headboard. I’m trapped.

“Now you can’t get away from us. You’re ours. And we’re yours. And I’ll leave you here until it really sinks in. You’re not going anywhere again.”

Liam slides into the bed on the other side of me and nips my ear. “We’re going to take turns having you and then, we’re going to take you together, then you’re going to take us both. It’s going to be along night, darling. I hope you’re ready for us.”

I shudder and moan, yanking at the lights, wanting to touch them, needing them to touch me.
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Chapter Twenty-Six
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Liam bends down and sucks one of my nipples into his mouth, making me cry out and arch my back. Jake bites the other one.

Hard.

My pussy clenches, already soaked and pulsing painfully, already demanding to be filled. 

Over and over and over again.

“When we’re done here, we’re going home. All of us.” Jake flicks his tongue over my belly button. 

I nod, ready to agree to anything at the moment, but nothing sounds better to me than home with my two men. 

For minutes, hours, days, the two of them use their hands, tongues, teeth to completely torture and tease every single inch of me. Refusing to give me what I need until I’m almost sobbing with unfulfilled desire. 

Finally, Liam scoots between my legs and plunges inside of me so deep colors explode behind my eyes and Jake has to swallow the scream.

Liam grunts. “Fuck. I forgot how perfect you felt. How wet and tight you are. Hold on, darlin’. I’ve got you.”

Jake releases my mouth and turns his head to lick at Liam’s, making Liam hit even deeper as he groans from Jake’s teasing kiss. 

There’s no jealousy or insecurity as I watch them make out while Liam fucks me. Only warmth and affection and lust. They’re fucking beautiful. And I’m glad they finally get to have what they’ve denied themselves so long. And I’m happy I get to be a part of it.

I’m glad they waited for me.

It hits me hard just as the orgasm I’ve been denied so long finally begins to ravel tight in my stomach.

They waited for me.

Not out of guilt or whatever, but because this is what we all need.

This is our family.

I don’t hold back another scream as heat explodes out of me, making my head spin and vision fog, my body jerking and lurching so hard, they both grab me to hold me steady. 

My clenching pussy brings Liam over the edge right along with me. Liam rolls off me and collapses on my other side, leaving me wide open for a smirking Jake. 

He dips his finger inside me and swirls the evidence of our orgasms over my clit, making me jerk again. With a mean grin, he grabs my hips and I’m suddenly on my front, face and chest digging into the bed, my ass high in the air, my wrists still raised and bound to the headboard. 

A sharp smack stings my ass as heat floods to the spot pulsing on my left cheek. I moan into the pillow, rocking my ass back towards him.

Another smack, this time on the opposite cheek from a different hand. 

They’re going to kill me. 

Without warning, Jake slams inside me and that’s all it takes for me to explode again, the pillows and blankets muffling my response. 

One of them grabs a fistful of my hair and pulls my face up where I find Liam’s dick already hard again, still glistening with his release and mine. 

I stick my tongue out and lick him from base to tip, making him curse as he sucks in a sharp breath. 

Before I can take him into my mouth, he pulls away from me to bend down and plunder my lips with his, his hands reaching beneath me to toy and pinch at my nipples. 

My breath releases in pants as Jake picks up his pace, fucking me harder and faster, like he’s trying to punish me for leaving. Like he’s trying to punish himself for letting me. His fingers dig into my hips with a tight, possessive curl, where I’m sure I’ll have marks later. 

Liam reaches for the lights and releases my wrists, revealing weird indentations in my skin. I shudder, enjoying the sight of them marking me, the proof of their desperation. 

I adjust onto all fours a little better, which sends Jake even deeper inside me, ripping a cry from my throat.

Liam adjusts his position on the bed until his head is between my legs. His tongue shoots out to brand licks of heat across my clit, sending lightning vibrating through my veins. I eye his swollen cock, but it’s too far for me to reach with my mouth. 

Trusting them to keep me steady, I reach out my left hand and wrap my fingers around his length, squeezing and stroking, keeping my touches teasing and cruel. His hips rise and he nips at my pussy in retaliation. 

As the sharp pain morphs into pure heat, I scream out as ripples of pleasure radiate through me, leaving me limp, my head hanging, my hips and hand stilling. 

Jake doesn’t follow me over the edge like Liam did. Instead he pulls out and turns me over onto my back, grinning down at me with a dark edge.

I shiver in anticipation, my body coming back to life, ready for more. Ready for anything with these two.

Liam bends over the edge of the bed, searching for something in his pants. 

I snort when he rejoins us with a bottle of lube in his hands. “Really? You brought that here?”

Liam grins with a wink. “I always travel with lube.”

“Uh huh.” I drop it though. 

I don’t care that they came here hoping for this. It’s what I want too, so who the hell cares?

Last time, Jake topped Liam, but it looks like this time it’s Liam’s turn to top. 

My teeth catch my lip as I watch Liam coat his cock in lube, getting into position behind Jake who looks over his shoulder at Liam, their lips meeting in a hot kiss. Jake never stops stroking me, keeping me on edge, showing me I’m still a part of this, that I haven’t been forgotten or ignored. 

He doesn’t need to worry though. I’d be satisfied just watching them, the two men I love loving each other. Seeing them so free and happy makes me happy. At least now that I’m not worried about being pushed out or left behind anymore. Now that I know they only want this if I’m a part of it.

Their kiss tapers off and Jake turns back to me, dipping down to run his tongue through my pussy, uncaring how wet I am from my multiple orgasms and what Liam left behind. I gasp and writhe, the back of my head digging into the bed. Liam prepares Jake, making sure he’s well lubricated and Jake moans into me, the vibrations buzzing through me, making me gasp again. 

They may have to carry me back to Jake’s house. Our house. 

I’m not going to be able to walk when we’re finished.

Liam meets my eyes over Jake’s shoulder. “This time I get to fuck both of you. I’ve wanted to do this for a long time. A fucking decade.”

“Then fuck us.” I spread my legs wider, and pull at Jake, wanting him inside me again.

At first he teases me with just the tip of his cock nudging my dripping opening, making me scowl up at him.

With a wicked smile, he glides back inside me to the hilt in one smooth movement, staying deep and circling his hips so his pelvis rubs against my clit. 

Liam hovers behind Jake, getting into position. My breath catches as Jake pulls almost all the way out, pushing his ass back towards Liam.

This is Jake’s first time? We always talked about trying pegging, but we never did. Something we’re definitely going to make time for now. 

And this time we’re all completely sober. 

Liam takes it slow, pushing in a little at a time, giving Jake plenty of time to adjust. At first, Jake’s eyes tense and I reach up to cup his face. He smiles down at me, affection replacing some of the lust.

“You good?” Liam asks, his voice tight and controlled.

“Keep going. I’m fine.”

I raise up to kiss my ex-husband to distract him and he moans into my mouth. I squeak and pull back when he suddenly shoves back inside me with a groan. 

When I open my eyes, we’re all frozen, all completely connected. One of Liam’s hands digs into Jake’s hip, but his other one is on my thigh, pinning my leg to the bed, keeping me wide open for them.

I have two men between my legs right now. 

I check Jake’s expression, but relax when I see the total blissed out look in his glazed green eyes. 

Liam raises a brow, sweat gathering at his hairline as he keeps holding himself back. It has to be killing him. I nod at him and grin.

He puffs out a loud breath and pulls back, Jake following before snapping his hips back forward which sends Jake plunging back inside me, so deep I see stars. 

It takes us a couple minutes to get into the rhythm, but when we do, it’s fucking magic.

One of my hands grips the back of Jake’s neck and the other is wrapped around Liam’s forearm as he fucks me through Jake. My eyes dart back and forth between their lusty and loving gazes, one blazing blue the other glaring green. 

The air in my lungs thins, my breasts bouncing with each press of their hips, my nipples scraping against Jake’s chest as he licks and bites at my neck and collarbone. 

Jake groans, his breath hot against my skin as his eyes scrunch closed. He grabs my wrists and presses them back into the mattress, like he needs to exert some kind of control. 

His rough treatment is just what I need for the desire perching on the ledge to fall over the edge. My hips slam back up to meet his and Liam’s eyes catch mine as I buck and shudder, pushing against Jake’s unforgiving grip. 

I’ve lost count of how many orgasms I’ve had. But I’m still not completely satisfied, like my body is trying to make up for the lack of them over the past eleven months.

With my pussy clenching and milking him mixed with Liam still plunging in and out of him, Jake finally loses the battle with control. He slams inside of me with a curse, pumping his release into me. 

And Liam follows us right over. 

The three of us untangle from each other and collapse on my tiny bed, chests heaving, breaths loud as we take a moment to recover. 

Jake tweaks one of my nipples. “We’re not done with you yet, babe.”

Liam raises up on his elbow to peek over Jake at me. “You ready to take both of us?”

“I thought I just did.”

“Not what I meant. You get to be the center this time instead of Jake.”

I blink, both shocked and intrigued. 

Matching grins spread across their faces and Liam gets up, padding naked into my attached bathroom, returning with a wet washrag.

They take turns cleaning each other off before turning to me, using the rag and then their hands and mouths to tease me back into breathless readiness. 

Then they play with each other right across my shivering body, kissing stroking, crossing swords. 

I reach out to play too, stroking soft skin covered by hard muscle, learning the differences in their bodies, learning the different ways they like to be touched. 

Liam likes the harsher touches while Jake prefers more teasing strokes in normally taboo places. Liam likes a hard squeeze and bites and pinches. Jake likes a finger ringing his ass and a tongue against his taint. 

It doesn’t take long before the three of us are more than ready to go again. Liam rolls onto his back, bringing me with him until I’m straddling his middle with my nipple in his mouth. 

Jake scoots into the spot behind me between Liam’s legs, his hand in the middle of my back pushing me closer to Liam. 

I hear the squirt of lube before the cold liquid is sliding down my ass and Jake rubs it around my tight hole before pushing his finger inside. It’s been a while since we’ve done this so it takes me a second to relax into it, but my body remembers how much I loved this.

But I’ve never had anything in my pussy at the same time. And neither one of them have little dicks. They’re both above average. 

While Jake keeps preparing me and himself, Liam keeps playing with my breasts, torturing my nipples by switching back and forth between sweet kisses and gentle sucking with harsh bites, keeping me edgy and almost keening with need. I’m so ready I’m dripping onto Liam, coating him in my desire. 

Jake grabs my wrists and pins them behind my back, holding me helpless between them as Liam lines his cock up with my pussy and pushes inside. I hiss, my core tender and sore, but I want this. I want more. 

I want both of them inside me, filling me, branding me. 

I need it.

Jake’s cock replaces his finger and I force myself limp and relaxed as he eases inch by inch into me until he’s seated to the hilt. They both are. 

And I’m so full I don’t know if I can take this.

Jake bites down on the back of my neck. “You’ll take it babe. We love you like this, our cocks spearing you. I want to see our cum dripping from you so you don’t forget who you belong to. Your ours, babe. You’re never leaving us again.”

I slump further into Liam, submitting fully, free in the knowledge that they love me and want me and will take care of me. 

And then they start to move, quickly moving in sync with each other, pulling back and shoving back in at the same time, their cocks rubbing against each other through the thin wall inside me.

Our groans and moans and breathless whispers harmonize together in this strange and beautiful dance we’re moving to. 

This is perfect. It’s too much, but it’s perfect. I never want to stop, but I’ll explode if I don’t. 

The way they have me trapped, I can only slump there, letting them do all the work.

And then the boiling lust bubbling in my stomach spills over and I scream so hard and loud my voice cracks as I stiffen between them, the climax crashing over me again and again and again until I’m worried I’ll drown or pass out from the force of it. 

I’m so lost to pleasure, I don’t notice when they join me in completion. The next thing I know, they’re wiping me down with a rag again and whispering sweet nothings to me and each other. 

A new comforter is pulled from my closet and I’m swung into Jake’s arms while Liam switches out the blankets on the bed. Then I’m tucked between sheets in the middle of my two guys, Die Hard starting all over again on the TV still playing.

Liam laughs. “If that isn’t a sign, I don’t know what is.”

Jake joins in with his own amusement. “I don’t need a sign to know this is right.”

“You still with us, darlin’?” Liam nudges my neck with his nose. 

“I’m not going anywhere.” My words are a sleepy murmur, my eyes heavy as I try to focus on the movie.

Jake curls his body around mine, reaching over me to thread his fingers through Liam’s. “You better not. We’re moving both of you out of yours places tomorrow.”

“He’s still a bossy thing, isn’t he?” Liam asks with a chuckle. 

I shrug. “I like it.”

He kisses my neck. “Me too.”

“You two keep talking like that and we won’t be getting any sleep.” Jake’s dick twitches against my hip.

A weak tendril of desire perks up a little, but my exhaustion from the day smothers it. 

This is where I want to be. Forever. 

Back with my guys. 

I smile. “Merry Christmas. Best present ever.”
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I SWEAR, I’M NOT AS big of a Scrooge as it must seem like if you’ve read ZAP too. I mean, I am. But I’m also not. 

Though DIE HARD is the greatest Christmas movie ever. Fight me. 
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Also, to Tiffany for reminding me of the scene with the lights so I remembered to finally put it in a book.

To RahRah for being awesome.

To my family for putting up with my all nighters and exhaustion and locking myself in my room to finish in a spurt of manic panic.

Finally, thanks to YOU, the reader. Without you, I’d just be screaming into the void. 
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A WANNABE EXPERT IN parkour, Helene Gadot moonlights as a Nail Polish Namer and occasional ghostwriter. She lives with her husband and trio of rugrats in the South. Helene has a serious coffee mug and throw pillow addiction, and when she isn't reading or writing, she's probably shopping online or watching Marvel movies online.

You can stalk her on her Facebook page or  join her group.
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KINDRED SOULS SERIES:

Her Assassins

Her Prince

Her Dragon

Her Bonds

Complete Series Omnibus

Aces & Knaves Series:

Crash

Boom

Zap 

Wham

The Legion Academy Series:

Ka-Pow

Agents of Time Series:

Born Tomorrow

Magic & Dreams Series:

Wicked Fae

Wild Fae - coming soon

Standalones:

Petrichor

Siren
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