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“In 300 feet merge left onto Interstate 85.” The disembodied voice guided me back onto the interstate after stopping for a drink and a look around one of the largest truck stops in the American South. What can I say? I love truck stops, even if I wouldn’t admit such a thing to anybody.

I followed the directions of the GPS system and glanced in the seat beside me. Trudi Campbell was the name printed on the job offer I could barely take my eyes off of as I sped down the interstate to Atlanta. Not far to go now, I thought as I braked to avoid a silver van trying to merge into the left lane. The van nearly caused an accident because there was a car already there.

I gently applied pressure to the brake as I watched the scene unfolding before me with caution. I was heading for a new life, in a new town, and I was leaving the ashes of my past behind me. I didn’t need to be involved in an accident now that my dreams were finally coming true.

The car in the left lane suddenly sped up and shot down the interstate, obviously tired of the van that had tried twice now to push him out of the way. I waited for the van to complete the lane change and sped past him, not wanting him in front of me if I could help it. The driver wasn’t paying enough attention, quite obviously.

Another hour passed, and I tapped my fingers on the steering wheel with excitement as I moved my old car off of the interstate and merged into the exit lane. I soon found myself on a side road my GPS swore would get me to Atlanta, Georgia faster than the interstate and wondered if the change was a good idea. I looked doubtfully over at the device as the dulcet tones of an English accented male voice told me to go 300 feet and turn right.

When I chose that voice, I’d giggled and fantasized about the owner. He’d be some English Lord with a troubled past, but on the lookout for a nice southern belle with a dark brown bob and sweet brown eyes to make his life complete. Handsome, tall, and brawny, the Englishman would sweep me off of my tiny little feet and straight into his bed. That was at the beginning of the trip. Now, I thought he was probably a toad that spent most of his days in the pub, pouring beer down his throat to ease the ache of speaking all of those directions.

I hated that voice now, after 350 miles of hearing it demand I make u-turns at seemingly random points and take the next exit ten times before I was even close to the exit. I wanted to find the owner of that voice and tell them to stop being so darned rude. Or buy them a pint, just so I could pour it over his head. I reminded myself to change the voice the next time I stopped for gas.

I glanced down at the gas gauge and sighed in defeat. I only had around 50 more miles to go before I reached my new apartment and I was sitting on half a tank of gas. I’d have to hear it for the rest of the trip then.

The sun arched a beam of light straight into my pupils and I had to squint to see the road. Pulling the visor down, I kept an eye out for a place to stop and have something to eat. Five hours of driving had left me with a sore bottom and a hungry tummy. Unfortunately, this appeared to be the loneliest stretch of road in the world. There wasn’t even a billboard sign, just long stretches of grass broken by a tree here and there. I hadn’t even passed a house much less a convenience store in the last five miles. There hadn’t been any other cars either, come to think of it.

My hunger pangs turned to a dramatic drop in my stomach as the car suddenly jolted and the engine started to make a high pitched screeching noise. Slamming my foot down on the brake as instinct took over I looked through my windscreen to see that smoke had started to rise from under the hood of the car.

“Oh, this can’t be good. What do you suggest now Mr. Hoity-Toity?” I asked the now silent GPS unit. “No answer for that one, huh? Well, I guess you don’t know it all then.” I looked around as the sun finally settled below the horizon and took the little bit of daylight I had left with it. This was so not good.

From the little bit of time I’d been on the desolate road I knew I wasn’t going to be saved by a passing car. The engine suddenly died and went silent just as I pulled over to the side of the road.

“Satellite signal has been lost, searching for satellite signal.”

I glared at the device, somehow not surprised. The tone from the speaker sounded condescending now, as if they’d known all along I should take that side road. In fact, it sounded far too condescending for a navigational aid. I gave it the finger as it repeated its message once more.

“Satellite signal has been lost, searching for satellite signal.”

“Well, I think we can both agree that it’s doubtful that you’ll find it in the middle of nowhere, can’t we?” I said to it, knowing good and well I wouldn’t get a response.

I gave it one final glare as I turned off my car and picked up my phone. I paused, my eyes tightly shut, as a new thought occurred to me. If the GPS couldn’t find a signal, was my phone going to?

I breathed in and out slowly to calm myself before I flipped the phone back over and flicked it on. Nope, there was just a taunting red “x” where the signal meter should have been.

“I knew that was going to be the case. I just knew it. Damnit.” I twisted in my seat to look around, but I saw no sign of help anywhere. “Looks like I’ll be walking then.”

Looking down at the pristine white pantsuit I was wearing and the low heels on my feet, I regretted the decision I’d made that morning to enter my new home in the city looking professional. My old broke-in hiking boots, a worn but comfortable pair of jeans, and a hoodie would have been a much better choice.

Yesterday I’d had on trainers, jeans, and a sweatshirt, much more appropriate attire for the walk I was about to take, but that was yesterday. I was playing the part of a professional now. At 22 I had a bachelor’s degree in political science and a job with a senator waiting on me in the city, far from the poverty I’d grown up with in my small West Virginia town. Looking fancy when I walked into a grocery store back there would have been met with sneers.

When I was preparing to leave this morning, I’d decided that looking the part I truly hoped for was important. I had other plans for my future, you see. Blake Shippington III was single, handsome, and the real man of my dreams. Landing a job with him got my foot in the door, and onto the next stop in my overall plan. Now I just had to convince him I was wife material to get to the next step.

Looking outside of the car once again, I realized this was going to be a very long dark walk. There were no lights in either direction, which meant there were no houses or shops ahead. There were also no lights on the side of the road, no cars passing by, and my phone was almost dead. Clicking on the flashlight app on my phone I hoped I would find a house or a gas station before the phone’s battery died and before I ruined my expensive new shoes walking on the gravel-lined side of the road. It was cold now so hopefully there’d be no wandering snakes or other creatures out looking for a midnight meal or a light snack of a toe or two.

“That’s it Trudi, freak yourself out before you even get out of sight of the car. That’s a good idea.” I put on my coat, held the phone out in front of me, and started putting one foot in front of the other. I wasn’t going to get anywhere sitting around here, time to get to marching. I walked in the direction of my destination, knowing that the only thing behind me was empty road and an interstate where I doubted anyone would stop to help me.

Hopefully, this direction would bring me to some sort of civilization. And if I disappeared off the face of the earth maybe my GPS would point any searchers in the direction I’d headed in.

“There you go Trudi, do it again. Stop thinking negatively!” I chided myself. “And stop talking to yourself; you look like a crazy woman doing that.”

As I walked, occasionally hiding the light from my phone to look for signs of lights, I thought about the people at home. I doubted anyone would even notice that I was missing for a while, and when they did notice, I doubted any would bother to look. My mother was too busy going to church and praying and my father had died when I was 12, so neither of them was going to come looking. The rest of the family had all moved away looking for jobs and a better life long ago I decided to up and leave.

My mother was the lone holdout on the mountain now that I was gone. I really didn’t have many friends at home either. I’d been far too shy and reclusive to allow any of the other kids into my life growing up. Most of the kids thought my Momma was crazy and wouldn’t play with me, anyway, even if I hadn’t been such a loner.

No, the only real hope I had if I disappeared was Mrs. Andres, and she’d gone off to Europe for the year as a retirement gift to herself. She had been my teacher and the only one that encouraged me to finish school and get out of the holler. She had helped me to secure a scholarship for my university education and stuck around long enough to help a few others before she’d retired and left the mountains earlier this year. Mrs. Andrews wouldn’t be back for a few more months and wouldn’t notice my absence either. I wasn’t going to be missed by anybody at home for a long time and while I might have left this morning thinking that was just how I wanted it, I now had to wonder.

I tripped over a rock in the darkness and faltered for a moment, but I didn’t fall, and I didn’t drop my phone. I straightened my white suit and hair before I pointed the phone in front of me to light the way once more.

My thoughts went back to my past and how I’d ended up lost and alone on a deserted road somewhere in Georgia. I’d barely known what electricity was when I was growing up because my family had been so poor. Especially after Daddy died and left us without his income or his presence. When I’d gone off to the university my world had begun to open up and I’d started to map out my life; what I wanted, who I wanted, and the kind of life I wanted to have. That didn’t include getting married and having a dozen babies before I was 30 years old, all while being too poor to afford the power bill in the winter.

I wanted to be like one of those senators’ wives I’d seen in magazines and on television, always clean looking, healthy, and with a smile on their faces. They must have wonderful lives, lives of little worry and a lot of comfort. I wanted to have that kind of life, not the kind I’d grown up with. I never wanted to live that struggle again, not for anybody.

I wasn’t stupid, I knew there were up and downs in relationships, I knew there was a give and take, even in the marriages of politicians, even if I still hadn’t had a proper boyfriend yet. You couldn’t really call those two quick couplings at the only two college parties I’d attended relationships, after all, they’d been more like experiments to find out what all the fuss was about. I know I may be a bit naïve, but I also know what future I wanted, and it wasn’t the hardscrabble coal-dust filled life my mother had led.

If that meant I had to use the fake, flat accent I’d cultivated while at the university and use manners I’d learned in old etiquette books to give the air of being a well-bred, boarding-school educated young lady then so be it. From now on I was Trudi Campbell, professional, not Trudi Campbell, holler-dweller from Split Creek Holler. I straightened my spine from the slump I’d taken on as I walked and reminded myself who I was now, who I was going to be. My final secret was safe and nobody would ever know it, not a single soul outside of Split Creek Holler.

An hour later I started to see lights ahead. My feet were aching, my legs growing tired, and the hunger pangs I’d felt earlier were now full-on audible growls. I kind of wished I hadn’t had my hair cut last week. I missed even that little bit of warmth on my neck. I had hope now, though. I sniffed at the air and felt relief flood my system with nervous energy. I could smell the tell-tale scent of fried food and hear the sound of loud music as I stepped closer to the place and my stomach growled louder. Putting a hand to my stomach I smiled, despite my feeling the contractions of my empty stomach. Normally I wouldn’t touch fried food, it was so fattening, but I knew I deserved whatever I was about to eat after that long walk. I quickened my pace, the lights beckoning to me, assuring me of safety and rescue. I also knew I could get off of my aching feet, feet that were encased in heels I’d never wear again because I now hated those too.

I smiled as I saw the sign for the business; no words just a constellation lit up in bright white lights against a background. Maybe their burgers were out of this world? Looking at the constellation I wasn’t sure but I thought it was Ursa Major. My grandmother taught me all of the constellations when I was a young girl, but my grandmother passed away when I was nine years old. I had all but stopped looking up to the stars for answers. Strange that they’d chosen a bear sign as their logo, I thought just before I looked down from the sign, and my steps faltered.

The parking area was filled with motorcycles; there must have been at least 60 of them lined up in neat rows. Not a single car was in sight. All I could do was stare as my mother’s words about bars and places like this played through my head, “full of vice and sin, and rough men. No decent woman would ever set foot in a place like that.”

I looked down at my shoes again, no longer pristine but covered in dust and scuffs. The cuffs of my bright white silk trousers were now covered in an orange dust from the clay dirt but the rest wasn’t too bad. Still, this was the kind of place my mother warned me to stay out of, the kind of place where bad things happened to good girls. I realized my long legs were starting to tremble and tensed them at once to control the sensation while I looked for any other lights. I couldn’t see anything else around.

Steeling myself against unknown threats and hoping my mother was wrong, I forced one foot in front of the other until I was at the door, the loud rock music from inside vibrating through the hard panel of oak. Looking down at the door handle my growling stomach made the final decision for me and I pulled the door open. Cigarette smoke, the smell of spilled beer and fried food, screaming voices, and some extremely loud music hit me as if I’d run straight into a wall.

With wide eyes I stared into the gathered crowd, noting both men and women were present. I knew this because every man and woman in the place stopped what they were doing to stare at me. Even the people playing on the pool tables in the bar decorated with roughhewn wood and cheap posters stopped to stare at me. The only person that didn’t stop to stare at me was the very beautiful woman dancing on a table, apparently lost in her own world.

The woman was slim, busty, with dark hair and an olive complexion. Her eyes were a startling shade of blue and I, for all I was being stared at, stared at the barely clothed woman. A bikini didn’t count as clothing to me and I was certain that the way the woman was swinging her breasts was going to cause her nipples to break free of the scraps of cloth at any moment.

As I watched, breath held in anticipation, somebody dropped a glass. The shattering of the glass brought me back to reality and I looked around at the people assembled in the bar with a good dose of fear in my dark brown eyes. I gulped once, fluffed my chin length glossy brown hair into place, straightened my spine, and walked over to the bar. As I walked through the crowd I looked straight ahead, ignoring the admiring glances of both men and women at my own ample chest, and the comments about the shapeliness of my legs. Other remarks weren’t so kind and asked why those in the front hadn’t thrown me right back out, apparently my type wasn’t wanted here. For my part, I tried to hide my sneer from the barely clothed women, the pot-bellied long-bearded men, and the rest of the people in the bar.

Hunger and a burning desire to get out of this place drove me to the bar where a rather handsome man was eyeing me over while pulling a beer from the tap. I was thinking of how surprisingly handsome the man was when my left foot skidded through something wet and I almost landed in the floor for the second time that day. Those that had started to go back to their conversations stopped again as I tried to regain my balance, succeeded, then carried on to the bar. No laughter, no catcalls, they all just made an approving sound at once then went back to their conversations.

I must have impressed the locals then. I felt a tentative smile flash over my face before I sought out the face of the man at the bar once more. Pulling down on the suit top I smiled shyly at the barman and sat down on the least filthy looking stool of the bunch.

“What can I get for you, ma’am?” The green-eyed, dark haired devil asked me. I felt a strange urge to run my fingers through the mop of shiny dark curls covering the man’s head, but I squelched that notion and asked for a telephone.

“My car broke down a couple of miles back and I had to walk here. My phone isn’t working either so I was hoping I could use yours to call for service?” I asked with my well-practiced but fake smile firmly in place. The smile made me look vacuously happy but somehow managed to be rebuffing as well. It usually did the trick for putting people off that got too interested, and from the way the barman was looking at me, he was interested. I couldn’t play the freaked out yuppy in here or they’d eat me for breakfast.

“Oh, I can give you all of the servicing you’ll ever need, little lady, just you say the word.” The man replied with a sultry smile that was nowhere near as fake as mine. In fact, it revealed a joy in life that I could never hope to attain. That smile promised heaven in places I’d never dreamed of finding pleasure in, but I didn’t have time to be distracted by a man that ran a bar for a living. No, right now, his smile made me want to squash him, and his words brought out an immediate need to put him in his place.

I looked him up and down, gave him a practiced sneer, and said, “I highly doubt that. May I use the phone?”

Just as Mr. Happy was about to make another cynical comment another barman, this one just as dark, but with the same blue eyes as the female dancer I’d been ogling earlier, smiled and placed an old-fashioned corded phone in front of me.

“Feel free, ma’am. Please excuse my friend Travis here; he’s had one too many drinks tonight, I think. Travis, why don’t you go out back and get another keg of Polar Bear Lager? We’re running low.”

“Thank you, …?” I let my words trail off, asking for his name. Something about him immediately calmed me, and I felt soothed as I took a deep breath.

He wiped his hand on a clean white bar towel before he pushed a hand at me and said “Quinn, my name is Quinn. Glad to meet you.”

“Trudi.” I said with a polite smile. “Thank you, Quinn, I won’t be long I hope.”

I picked up the receiver on the phone while he turned the volume down on the jukebox and people’s screaming leveled out to a low murmur.

The relaxed feeling I had after speaking with Quinn quickly evaporated as the auto association I was a member of told me no towing services would be available until the following morning and that no taxi services were willing to come and pick me up. I was too far out of their zones.

“But there’s no hotels around here that I’ve seen, nowhere for me to even get a ride to one! What am I supposed to do all night, sleep in my car?” I asked loudly, my anger and fear of being homeless for the night getting the better of me. I lowered my voice when some of the bar’s patrons turned to look at me.

“I’m sorry, Ms. Campbell, there’s nothing more I can do. May I help you with anything else?” The woman on the end of the phone asked me.

“No, I don’t think so. I now know that the next time I’m in need of rescuing and want your services, I shouldn’t bother. I pay for your services in case something such as this happens, and here I am stuck in the middle of nowhere and you aren’t helping at all. I’m not even sure why I pay for this service now. I’ll be thinking on that as I try to figure my way out of this situation. Goodbye.” I got the last of it out without letting the quivering in my voice come through, and placed the phone’s receiver gently back in its cradle.

Slumping on my stool I glumly looked up at the menu on the wall behind the bar and ordered a cheeseburger and some fries from Quinn when he came back. The handsome blue-eyed man had managed to keep Travis busy for a while now and I was grateful. As Quinn brought me a plate of food I thanked him and smiled wanly, a much more watery smile than my previous one but at least this one was real.

“Didn’t go well, huh?” Quinn asked me, his blue eyes looking at me with concern.

“No, not at all. Do you know any towing services, rental car agencies, or hotels around here?” I asked hopefully, but I had a feeling I knew the answer.

“I’m afraid I don’t, not local to here anyway and nobody comes out to these parts at night, usually. For some reason we’re very hard to locate and taxi services and tow trucks just end up going in circles. It’s not so bad in the daylight but at night we just seem to disappear out here.” Quinn informed me as he wiped down the counter, his muscled arms bulging with each swipe.

“Right. I guess it is back to the car for me after I finish this burger then. This is great by the way; I love whatever this sauce is on it.” I replied after I swallowed the bite of the best burger I’ve ever tasted. The smoky richness of the sauce made me forget that I was going to have to walk back to my car for just a moment, at least.

“That’s a smoked bacon and cheddar gravy, actually. It’s a favorite with the regulars. Um, I think Travis and I can help you out if you’re up for it?” Quinn said tentatively, his eyes glancing up from the spot he was rubbing on the bar. He was going to rub the shine off of it if he kept on.

Something in Quinn’s tone put me on edge, and I raised my left eyebrow as if to question him. What did “up for it” entail exactly my raised eyebrow asked him.

He grinned a huge, even grin at me that made his eyes shine and my heart skipped a beat.

“Go on.” I finally said as he continued to look at me with those laughing eyes.

“Well, we have something like an apartment upstairs; we sometimes use it when one of us is too tired to go home after a shift. It has three bedrooms and is set up as a regular apartment, with locks on all of the bedroom doors. You’d be perfectly safe, and Travis or I could drive down and pull your car down this far, if you wanted?” Quinn offered.

I had to think about it for all of two seconds before accepting his offer.

“Alright. It seems I don’t have any other options, and if you’re sure it’s alright for me to stay?” I really didn’t have anywhere else to go and there wasn’t anyone I could call for help. Quinn’s offer was the best I could hope for, for the night.

Quin soon left to pull the car back to the bar after I gave him my keys and I spent the time he was gone watching Travis while I ate. Though the man was an incredible flirt with his female patrons, he was harmless. He was stunningly sexy and charming when he wanted to be, but harmless. Ordering one more drink before Quinn got back with my car I turned on my bar stool and looked around.

Where I’d seen brutally scary looking people before with grimly unamused faces I now saw laughter, camaraderie, and even love amongst the crowd gathered in the bar. People milled around talking, telling stories and jokes, and having a good time. The women looked to be just as relaxed as the men did and there had been no fighting. My eyes had gone round when I saw the table dancer in a corner that wasn’t dark enough to conceal exactly where her hands were or to hide that she was passionately kissing another woman whose knees had gone weak. Quickly looking away I caught sight of Travis watching me, a look of deep interest on his face. Looking into his eyes I saw a challenge there but I wasn’t sure what the challenge was.

I had a suspicion I knew what Travis was challenging me to, but I didn’t want to accept that challenge. I had my life planned out already, I knew what I wanted, and it didn’t include exploring the sexual world in a bar full of bikers. I looked away, feeling like a coward, but certain that I didn’t want to take Travis up on that challenge, whatever it might be exactly.

Quinn arrived a little while later, one of my suitcases in his hand, while he walked me up the stairs to a small bedroom. He showed me where the bathroom was, and where I could find extra blankets before he ran back down the stairs to give Travis a hand. I was kind of sad to see him go, and disappointed that I was spending the night in a bar instead of my brand new apartment, but there wasn’t anything I could do about it. I doubted I would sleep, but I was soon tucked up in a bed, my car in the parking area outside, my door safely locked, and in my nightclothes. I was thinking over my day as I fell asleep. I’d seen things tonight I thought I’d never see, been brave enough to walk into a biker bar, and though I hadn’t actually left the place yet I was unscathed. Just before I fell asleep I wondered once more about all of the bear paraphernalia I’d seen in the bar. Some people even had bear tattoos. Maybe it was just part of the motorcycle club logo I’d seen on the black leather vests of every single patron in the bar? Maybe.
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The next morning, I woke to the smell of bacon and coffee, pancakes, and the sound of loud talking and laughter. Not wanting to miss the coffee I hurried through my morning routine, stuffed my toothpaste, toothbrush, makeup, and hairbrush back into my suitcase, and walked down the stairs. I was hoping to not stand out as much so I’d put on a pair of black jeans, black leather boots with a two inch heel, and a slouchy gray shirt with a landscape of the Eiffel Tower in Paris on it. They were the most casual clothes I had after I’d raided an online thrift store and threw away all of my old clothes.

Stepping down into the bar area I found the same group from last night but now they were seated at tables eating a breakfast that the men had apparently cooked for the women. As I watched from the bar I saw men bring in plates of eggs, bacon, and pancakes, as well as cartons of juice and pots of coffee. The women were sitting with their children and friends, heckling the men about how slow they were.

I didn’t know much about the biker lifestyle but the little I had learned over the years was that sweet little girls like me would get chewed up and spit out in this environment. Women that didn’t know how to bite back or give as good as they got were either doormats or used and abused. I’d heard about biker gangs trafficking in women and kids on the news, and how women were treated as property and had few rights within these gangs. I wasn’t the kind to be up in anybody’s face, but neither was I the kind to take a beating or the misogyny of any man. From what I’d seen and heard, the men usually acted like owners rather than partners and it was a life I had little interest in. I wanted a clean, shiny, white furniture lifestyle with gleaming marble surfaces and stainless steel. If I had to be a man’s puppet to have that I could live with it, but being a man’s slave in a dirty sweaty environment simply did not appeal at all to me.

The scene presented before me was not one I’d expected to see. The women mouthed off at the men and instead of getting a smack across the mouth as I expected the woman would get, her man either gave her a pinch on the bottom or kissed the lips that had spoken with such venom. These men weren’t the toys of the women, though, they gave as well as they got. This was true partnership, something I had never actually seen before. I walked as quietly as I could over to an empty table and sat down, fascinated with the interactions going on around me.

My study of the group was interrupted by Travis sitting down across from me, two filled plates in his hand, while Quinn came from the side with a tray and three glasses of juice on it. Quinn also brought his own plate as well as a variety of syrups and jams. Both men smiled as I looked up at them and gave them a smile back.

“Did you rest well?” Quinn asked.

“Rather good actually. I thought I’d be tossing and turning all night worrying about how to get to Atlanta by the end of the day, but I fell asleep quickly and slept well.” I replied.

“Ah, it’s that Georgia air. Makes for a much better sleep. I hope you’re enjoying your stay with us because we have some rather upsetting news. Well, it may be upsetting for you but we’re not unhappy about it. We know a guy that can fix your car, your water pump is dead by the way, we checked it this morning, but the part won’t be in until tomorrow morning. You won’t have any better luck if you have it towed. We’d be glad to have you stay another night, if you’d like, and keep you to ourselves for a little while longer.” Travis, always the bold one, seemed to be begging me to stay. I noted the emphasis on ourselves with a tingle of awareness low in my belly.

Ourselves, huh? Did that mean what I thought it meant? Surely not. Both of them? Could I do that? How? Where would everything…fit?

I looked at Travis in the morning light and saw a very handsome man with eyes that simply could not lie. He really did want me to stay another night. Looking over at Quinn I saw him shake his head in agreement as his mouth was full, and found I wanted to agree to the plan. I was curious, and honestly, there wasn’t anything else I could do. I knew these two wouldn’t demand sex from me for a room, but my curiosity really was getting the better of me. Well, that and the proximity of the two sexiest men I’d ever laid eyes on.

“I can’t turn down those puppy dog eyes Travis is giving me. I don’t have to be in Atlanta for another two days, one more won’t hurt I suppose. Can I have the blueberry syrup please, Travis?” I tried to keep my tone casual, as if I hadn’t just made a monumental decision that could change my life. What the hell am I doing, I think is the phrase we normally reserve for these kinds of monologues, isn’t it? Well, it was playing over and over in my head as I stuffed a piece of bacon in my mouth to keep it quiet.

“Oh, I’ll give you the blueberry syrup and anything else you might want from me, Trudi. In fact, I have a few ideas about where I could…ow, what did you do that for?” Travis jumped and looked over at Quinn with an accusing glare as he rubbed at his leg.

“Down boy! Let her have her breakfast before you start on her at least.” Quinn laughed as he put another bite of pancake between his full lips. Oh, those were some rather tempting lips, and my eyes were glued to them as he chewed. Quinn hadn’t shaved everything off of his face this morning, leaving a dark shadow that would become a full beard very quickly, it looked like. I thought the look enhanced just how sensual Quinn’s lips were. He was the kinder, more sensitive man of the pair, and I was having a hard time deciding which of the two males was more handsome.

Travis grumbled beside me, taking my attention from Quinn’s rather magnificent lips. I knew, on a higher level that Travis was harmless, that this was his way of saying he liked me and I knew that I should probably be offended by his teasing, but I couldn’t help but smile at his eagerness. The little-boy charm was working on me and I thought that, perhaps, I’d let myself go today. One last chance to taste the wild side of life, before I headed into the calm, uncomplicated life I really wanted to lead.

After all, sometimes you have fantasies that you’d never act on in real life, right? Perhaps this was one of those fantasies I could act on and then keep the memory happily tucked away in my stash of secrets as I settled down to a much different life. I knew what these two were offering, I knew it was bad, very bad, but that was what was driving me right now. A good dose of dirty, hot sex with these two. Hm.

Looking over at Quinn another thought occurred to me, what would it really be like, having them at the same time? Would it be as hot as my brain was picturing? Did they really want me at the same time, or did they want me separately? Would men actually do that? I was certain my cheeks were burning bright red as pictures started to flick around in my mind, but I pushed it all down so that I could form thoughts and words to finally reply to Quinn.

“He’s fine Quinn. What else is planned for today? Can I help you clean up or anything?” I asked as I finished the last bite of my pancakes. They’d been delicious, I’m sure, but I hadn’t tasted a single bite, I realized. I closed my eyes I licked my fork clean with a low murmur of delight. They really had been good. The move had been performed without thought, but as I heard two strangled noises came from the men I opened my eyes to see both Travis and Quinn watching me with hungry looks.

“Oops! Sorry fellas, I lost myself for a moment. Now, can I help you?” I asked sweetly, innocently, but the smile I gave them wasn’t as innocent as the words I’d spoken.

I wasn’t exactly sure what game I was playing yet, I wasn’t sure how far I wanted to take it but I knew I wanted to push my limits as far as possible before I left this bar. One of them, or perhaps both of them I thought wickedly, was going to help me do just that. Opening my eyes wide I dared the men to question the innocence of my words.

Clearing his throat, Travis looked at my lips and said “yeah, I have a few things you can help me with.”

“Later T, we have to finish up here first. Come on, let’s clear these plates then we’ll find out what other pursuits might interest Miss Trudi here.” Quinn said with a promise in his eyes as he left me at the table.

I spent the rest of the day getting to know the other ladies, learning about Travis and Quinn through observation, and about the motorcycle club they were all a part of, Ursa Majors. If I remembered the tale of the Ursa Major constellation correctly it had something to do with a mother that was turned into a bear by an angry goddess. The goddess, not satisfied with the punishment she’d handed down to the vestal virgin who dared to break her vow of chastity, sent the poor woman up into the sky to look down on Earth from the heavens as a constellation in the sky. An interesting choice for a motorcycle club, I thought, a feminine leader or mascot not jiving with my notion of misogynistic males and their usual affinity with skulls and demons. There was definitely more to these people than I’d originally thought.

I was talking with a woman named Tara, a dark-haired, dark-eyed beauty with a fabulous figure and eyes that sucked you right in, while the men prepared the place for the night’s fun and games. My eyes were glued to Travis as he hauled kegs of beer up from a cellar, his back muscles slick with sweat and on display after he took off his shirt as the day grew warm. I wanted to run my fingers over those silky smooth muscles, feel them bunching as he drove into me.

“They work hard, don’t they?” Tara asked, her eyes on Quinn, also shirtless and just as built as Travis.

“How can you stand to be around them and not tear their clothes off?” I didn’t realize I’d actually said it out loud until she laughed.

“I’ve known them a long time. Them and Sabina have owned this bar for so long now, I can’t remember who owned it before them.”

“What?” I turned, surprised to learn that Travis and Quinn owned the bar together with Quinn’s sister, Sabina. She of the eyes so like Quinn’s and the body that had caught even my attention as she danced on a table the night before. I’d thought Quinn and Travis were only the barmen, maybe trusted managers or something but I hadn’t realized the previous night that they owned the place. I saw the men who had been dressed in leather and denim the same as the other men in the bar, in a new light now.

“Wow, that’s impressive.” I turned back to Tara, wondering what else she might reveal.

“Yes, they work hard to keep this place open for us. We owe a lot of good nights and wild times to those two.” Tara gave Quinn a grin as he waved at us, and I waved back.

Those two were a lot more than I thought they were. I’d expected two men that liked to have a good time, two men with odd tastes, but still, not very ambitious men. I’d come to learn that they were kind, caring, generous, and full of surprises. Bikers with a heart of gold, who’d have thought it?

The couples went out for a ride in the afternoon, and I wanted to go, but I’ve never been on one before. The idea scared me a little bit and I reminded myself I was going to be a senator’s wife, somehow, and those kinds of ladies did not get on the back of noisy old motorcycles. Ever.

As I spent the day playing with children and talking with both the men and the women of the group I told myself I was only doing what any senator’s wife would do, getting to know the constituents of a district. I wasn’t forming relationships unlike any I’d ever had and I wasn’t building a place to stay, I was simply playing a role until I could be on my way. Getting Travis or Quinn, or both together as I’d started to hope for, into bed was just a perk of the day. Totally out of character, and certainly an odd idea but one I couldn’t get out of my head now that I’d thought of it.

By the time the sun went down and the children were sent home the group was ready to party again, only tonight there was a sexual tension playing on the surface of everything, and I wasn’t sure if it was my own tension or if the entire group really did seem to be in heat. My question was answered when Quinn turned the music on and a slow grinding, bluesy beat filled the air with a pulsing rhythm that seemed to be echoed deep within my abdomen. I could actually feel my blood pulsing within my body to the rhythm of the base right now.

Of course that could be the four shots I’d downed in the last hour, I thought as I gazed around the table, filled with beautiful girls my own age. Sabina had loaned me a leather bustier earlier with fringe that ran down to my knees all along the bottom. It barely fit my larger bust, but then again those kinds of tops were meant to press your breasts up to your chin, weren’t they? The look in Sabina’s eyes when she saw me in it was all the convincing I’d needed to set my foot out of the bedroom with it on. I fit in with the group I was with now, at least in the appearance department. I certainly wasn’t able to keep up with their drinking abilities; I still had five shots to drink before I caught up with these girls.

“You dancing tonight, Sabina?” A girl named Lacy with a very smoky voice asked my new friend with a grin. Her words were starting to slur but that was the only hint that she’d been drinking.

“Maybe. If I can convince Trudi here to get up there with me.” Sabina replied, her own voice like velvet.

I really enjoyed listening to Sabina, I thought, as my sluggish brain caught up with what Sabina had said. “What?”

“I’m not dancing tonight unless you get up there with me, and all of these people love to watch me so you’d best get your ass in gear. Drink up then we’re going up on this table. Quinn’s got the music lined up already.” Sabina said with an infectious laugh. She stripped off her top to reveal a bra with straps wrapping around her torso down to the short skirt that was removed to reveal a black leather thong. Paired with the thigh high patent leather boots, Sabina’s incredible blue eyes, and the black lipstick she wore, the woman was mouth-wateringly hot.

Looking over at Quinn and Travis, I saw them standing together as the current song started to end. They were looking back at me with their devilish grins; I knew I had to accept this dare. It was a test and if I failed it that would be the end of the night and my fun here. Was I up for the challenge, did I know how to let go, was I brave enough? They were all the hard questions I was about to answer. Standing up with a twisted smile, I sucked down one of the remaining shots of tequila in front of me, sucked on a lime, then let myself absolutely go with a yell as I slammed the glass back down on the table.

The entire bar went wild with cheers and whistles as I let go of the past, the future, and all of my inhibitions with that one scream of release. I took Sabina’s hand and joined the other woman on the sturdy table as a new, faster paced song started. Swinging my hips I moved with Sabina, a moan escaping my lips as the woman’s hands roamed over my body, over my breasts, and down my back. Sabina pulled me close and the sensation of our hips meeting, my ass pushing into Sabina’s stomach, made my own stomach clench.

As I thrust my ass back at Sabina the woman pushed on my neck, bending me over before pulling me back up with the collar the bustier formed around my neck. When I stood back up, still moving my hips against Sabina I saw Travis and Quinn standing at the bar in awe, as was everyone else in the bar. Grinning in triumph I turned around, thrusting a leg between Sabina’s, the shorter woman taking the open invitation to ride my leg.

With her own wistful moan, Sabina ground down against my thigh and I held her, letting one finger roam over the woman’s beautiful cleavage, her tantalizing face, and then I grew really bold and slid a finger between Sabina’s lips.

Sabina’s eyes popped open and I moaned loudly as she started to suck on my finger. After that I could only watch as the other woman began to quake in my arms, her leg wrapping around me, pushing me against the wall, as her back arched and her body rocked against me in an obvious imitation of sex.

“Whoa!” I gasped as I watched Sabina come apart in my arms. I’d barely even touched the woman, what would happen if I actually attempted to take it further? Hitching the other woman up higher I went straight for Sabina’s throat, licking up to the woman’s jaw. If I’d taken a moment to think about my actions I might have run away from the group in horror at my own boldness. I thought I’d outgrown the desire for this kind of behavior, to be free sexually, but here it was and this time I was taking it further than I ever had before.

“You sure you really want to go this far?” Sabina asked in a voice sultry with desire, her crystal eyes heavy lidded and daring me to do just that.

I wanted to take her up on that dare; I wanted to taste her velvet skin, her sweet lips, and a whole lot more.

“I’m here now; I may not get to do this again. Ever. Yeah, I’m sure.” I replied as I placed my lips over Sabina’s. Her lips opened eagerly beneath mine, and our tongues tangled as she pressed into me once again. Before the kiss could go too far Quinn came up to pull me away.

“Not tonight, Sabina, she’s ours tonight.” Quinn growled. “Maybe another time.”

“Quinn!” Sabina protested, her blue eyes shooting electric fire at her brother. She stepped up to him, her eyes dangerously wild, but she stepped back when he just stared at her quietly.

I could only watch, dazed by my actions, by lust. The alcohol had freed my inhibitions, of that there was no doubt, but it was starting to wear off, my system processing it quickly, and my thoughts were clearing. Oh yes, I wanted Sabina, but Quinn was right, tonight I wanted Quinn and Travis more. I needed male hands, male bodies pressed into mine. Sabina’s soft curves and lusciously seductive mouth were certainly a new and intriguing possibility, but now I needed the two powerful alpha males more than I needed a new experience with a woman. Falling into Quinn’s arms I wrapped my legs around him as he stepped down off of the table.

The gathered crowd cheered as he carried me up the stairs, Travis following behind with a huge grin on his face.
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I watched Quinn’s face as he carried me into his bedroom, his broad hands firmly under my ass to hold me against his rock hard body. He didn’t put me down on the bed; he carried me directly to a wall and planted his mouth on mine, his tongue invading my open mouth with a passion that neither of us could deny. I opened wide, his invasion a welcome intrusion into my body. Then he turned around, slumping back against the wall with me still in his arms.

Instinctively I knew Travis would be behind me and fell back against his chest, my lips meeting a new pair, a new taste. Quinn had tasted of whiskey, Travis tasted of the same tequila I’d been downing. Travis kissed me with the same passion but with more gentleness than Quinn. I had thought Quinn would be the sensitive lover and Travis the demanding one but it turned out the opposite was true.

Quinn’s hands pulled the bustier apart, leaving my chest bare to his hands, as Travis gently probed my mouth, his hands holding me to him. Finally, my legs started to tremble and Travis pulled me from Quinn, letting me sit astride him as he fell back to the bed. I could feel Travis’s arousal through his black jeans, hard and long against my own body. I ground down into him, I wanted to hear the noise he’d make, and was rewarded with a gasping moan as his hands moved to hold me still.

“Slow and steady, baby. I want to feel every inch of you before we all get off.”

Not willing to be a passive participant I pushed my legs out and wiggled my ass, hoping Quinn would take the hint to pull my pants down. I gasped as he slid his hands around my slim waist and unbuttoned my pants before sliding the material down my legs. I’d removed my panties earlier and now I was laid bare before these two men, on my knees over one, the other behind me gazing at my nude body.

“While that is a tempting site, baby-girl, Travis is right. This is going to take some time. We’ll scratch your itch though, don’t you worry a moment about that.” Quinn’s voice was a whisper across my back as he kissed his way up my spine, a move that had me shivering with the need to have him inside of me.

I wanted him, I wanted them, and I didn’t want to wait. My frustration had risen with my arousal all day, and now they were there, beneath me, behind me, surrounding me, and I needed to have them. The need was overwhelming, an urge I could not control, and I wanted to scream out my frustration.

Quinn pulled at me suddenly, without warning, guiding me into a position I hoped meant he was about to thrust deep into me. Dear God, what if he rammed into me, hard and fast, while he pulled my hair? A moan of surrender and pure need slid from my lips, I wanted that, I wanted it all.

I gazed into Travis’s green eyes, the hunger there stealing my breath. Could he really want me that much, as much as I wanted him? Quinn sent any stray thoughts of inadequacy out of my head as he knelt behind me, his tongue sliding into my slick depths abruptly and with a growl of hungry need. He didn’t immediately go for the spot I wanted him at though. Oh no, he took his time reaching that spot, his tongue dipping into me to gather my taste on his tongue. He gave a low sound of delight and inhaled deeply of my scent before he finally allowed his tongue to find my aching clit.

Travis held my face up so that he could watch me as Quinn’s talented tongue teased me from below. Rubbing my full bottom lip Travis ground his hips up into my stomach, letting me feel the full length of his arousal.

“You’re beautiful.” Travis said quietly, his eyes trained on my face. I rewarded him by taking the hard length of his throbbing cock in my hand and squeezing gently. His head fell back in response and I pulled on him to get him to move up. He obliged by sliding higher up into the bed.

Taking the silken flesh of his cock between my hands I opened my mouth, flicking my tongue out to taste him as Quinn did his best to distract me. It was difficult to ignore Quinn but I wanted to taste Travis, to feel his flesh in my mouth. I groaned around him as he slid down my throat, Quinn’s pressure on my clit increasing just enough to make it even harder to concentrate.

I wanted to come, I wanted it desperately, but I also wanted to taste Travis in my mouth, to feel his silky cock sliding over my tongue and down into my throat. I needed to have him filling me with his essence as Quinn did his best to get me off.

Travis seemed to know what was happening and started to thrust up into my mouth, relieving me of thought as I felt a finger sliding into my soaking wet pussy. My back arched of its own volition, pushing back against Quinn’s tongue and the two fingers he now had inside of me. Thick, long fingers that felt so fucking good. I moved my mouth off of Travis then, a need more urgent taking over.

“Fuck me, Quinn, fuck me now.” I demanded, totally lost to them both in that moment. I’d forgotten my plans, didn’t care about my dreams, I only wanted relief, and them. Quinn obliged by lifting his powerful body from the bed and positioning himself at my entrance while I took Travis back into my mouth.

Once again Travis lifted my face, but not enough to dislodge his long, thick shaft from my mouth, and watched as my eyes closed while Quinn slid home inside of me.

“Open your eyes, let me in, let me see you.” Travis demanded, pushing up into my mouth once again.

I opened my eyes, swallowing him just as I did so. I saw him gasp, saw the moment he looked right into me and saw who I was.

Locked between them, totally theirs, as they were mine, Quinn fucked me while Travis fucked my face. I didn’t feel the least bit degraded I felt free, I felt adored, I felt pleasured. Most of all I felt in control, in control of these two men fucking me from each end. It was their groans and moans that filled the air; it was their hands working on my body to fill me with pleasure. I was not a pawn in this act, not a piece of meat to be shared; I was a woman with power. That power, that feeling of control was a powerful aphrodisiac and as Quinn moved behind me, working into me in a pattern that was making it so hard to concentrate, Travis moved his fingers down to my nipples, tweaking the tight buds until the pressure inside of me exploded in a release beyond anything I’d ever felt before.

I came, I came harder than I’d ever come in my life, and I’d had some experiences on my own that I was certain could never rival anything a man could do. A new possibility with women had opened to me tonight, but until now I’d thought the kind of breath-stealing, mind claiming, body ravaging release could only be possible through sex. I felt the dampness spreading out from my thighs, running down my thighs, and knew I was truly wet for the first time in my life. That was from more than Quinn sliding deep into me and back out again, that was from being totally invested in what we were doing and how intoxicating both men were.

I had to let Travis go at that point, I was too afraid of biting him but he continued to stroke himself, his own release coming as I lost control of my face. He witnessed what my pleasure looked like, drinking it up as if he needed it for life. I moved over him, not just from Quinn’s thrusts but as the pleasure I felt tore through my body I lost the ability to control my contortions. Travis let himself go then, the hot jets of his pleasure landing on my face and breasts, only to be smeared into my skin as I writhed on Quinn’s hard length.

Quinn lost his own control as he watched us both, his cries filling the air. His cry of pleasure and the sudden urgency of his thrusts pulled me back into the abyss of pleasure and colored lights that I’d only just left, the pulsing of my pussy increasing Quinn’s pleasure. Somewhere in my mind I could feel the pulsing of Quinn’s cock as his orgasm exploded from him and the feeling fascinated me, then I lost the thought as more waves of pleasure washed over me.

Travis just watched, his fascination never waning as these two people before him became lost in a world he wanted to join them in. He knew he’d get his chance so he wasn’t jealous, he was just fascinated.

* * *

I left the next day, my car repaired, but my heart was definitely on the verge of shattering. I’d spent the night learning every muscle and curve of Travis and Quinn’s bodies, the same as they did mine, knowing that all I’d be able to take with me was memories. I’d promised myself one night of passion and when we woke up late the next day, our fun had been over. My car was repaired and ready to go, all I had to do was turn the key and drive away.

“You can stay if you’d like, Trudi, you know that right?” Quinn had asked me, his eyes imploring me not to go.

“I have to go, Quinn. I’ve worked my whole life for this moment. It’s been my dream, and it’s right there. I have to try to take it, don’t I?” I’d wanted to cave again, I’d wanted to stay in his bed, wrapped in his arms, with Travis fucking me senseless, but I’d looked away.

Driving away had been the hardest thing I’d ever done. More than once I’d wanted to turn around and go back. I found my eyes constantly on the rear view mirror, looking back, hoping, but I wasn’t sure what I was hoping for. That I’d change my mind? That they’d come for me? I didn’t know and couldn’t stop the tears that spilled from my eyes when I finally arrived at the apartment I’d rented.

Two days before the apartment had been my dream home, but when I finally pulled up to it, I wished the thick steel door was hard oak wood, and that the inside was a bar filled with people, rather than two bedrooms, a small kitchen, a living room, and bathroom that it actually was. Tiny, lifeless, and clean, it was a reminder of the bigger and better things I’d planned to have. I’d seen it online and I’d had to have it.

The apartment was in good repair, the windows didn’t have screens with holes in it, like the ones in my bedroom back home. Cats had torn holes in the screens trying to get into the house and mom never got around to replacing them. The floors were gleaming white tiles, so unlike the coal-dust caked wood I’d walked over every single day of my life until I’d gone to college. My very first apartment was perfect when I picked it out, but now, I hated it every single night when I pulled into my parking spot. I hated how lifeless it was, how much it felt like a coffin. So much was reminding me of death lately, and it was starting to wear me down.

The future was right here in Atlanta, though, I’d kept telling myself, and I couldn’t say no. For three long months now, I’ve tried to make myself remember why I left Travis and Quinn, and the world they offered me. I’d more than reached my goals, but with each message they sent, each secret phone call, I’d felt drawn back to them. I couldn’t move ahead because that one night kept pulling me right back to the past. To them.

My phone buzzed again, and I smiled because it was right on time. Quinn and Travis both sent me text messages every single day. I looked down at my phone and made a decision as the message came up on my screen that made a smile spread across my face. From under the table I looked at my phone, Travis’s smiling face mashed up with Quinn’s making my heart melt. I’d made the choice to leave the morning after their magical sexcapade but I just couldn’t leave them to a dark part of my memory. I missed them terribly.

“Ms. Campbell, are you paying attention to the senator?” A sharp female voice asked. Buffy St. Clair was looking at me with intense dislike. The woman hated me and I didn’t care a bit.

“What? Yes, yes I am, carry on please.” I put the phone down and looked in Blake Shippington IIIs direction with ill-concealed distaste. The man I’d thought was the man of my dreams made me want to vomit.

I’d finally made it to Atlanta, had moved into my new apartment, and went to work for the senator. I’d accomplished the first part of my goals. I’d gone to work the first day with mixed feelings though. I’d been unable to forget the way Travis sighed when he slid into me, or the way Quinn grasped at my hips as he pushed into me when he came. I’d kept telling myself I’d forget them and told myself to wait until I’d met the senator I’d set my sights on.

How many ways can you say huge disappointment? The handsome, debonair man that had set me on my current path had asked me out the first week I’d been employed with him. Before I’d hobbled my way into the Ursa Major’s club, I’d have been ecstatic to have the senator ask me out so soon. I’d have bounced all over my apartment with total joy at my good luck. While my body was still thrumming with the touch and feel of Travis and Quinn, however, the posh, well dressed man with a delightful grey streak in his hair had left me feeling cold.

Blake was not a monster, but he was pretty close. His breath constantly reeked of some kind of decay and he’d been taking bribes from some rather nefarious people I’d learned in my time with him. He looked away while waterways were polluted, and people were turned out of their homes to build high-rise apartments. He was also having an affair with the 52 year old Buffy and had been for several years now. The whole office knew about it. He had some nerve asking me out. The thought almost made me laugh out loud when it occurred to me during this current meeting.

Before I came here I’d have ignored the affair. I’d have kindly offered Blake a breath mint before letting him have his way with me. I’d have lain beneath him unmoving, letting him do his business if it all meant I could be a senator’s wife. He’d made it clear from the start that he thought I was the perfect material for a wife, and that should have filled me with delight, but it didn’t. I’d stared at him across the table as I tried to get through a first date with him, and wondered why I was such good material.

“Your background is one voters can identify with, Trudi. They’re going to eat you up, honey.” He’d tried to take my hand, but I didn’t want him to touch me. I was afraid his skin smelled like his breath, and I’d already washed my hands twice since he’d brought me to the incredibly expensive, but way overpriced restaurant. “You know, you not being blond is good too. You’ll stand out from the other senators’ wives.”

I’d stared at him, totally shocked at his blatant admission that I was only serviceable as a tool for his career. He wasn’t even pretending that he liked me for me, or that he found me attractive. It was all about his career!

I’d left Quinn and Travis, as well as Sabina, behind with the plan of attaining my dreams. As I’d sat across from him that night I’d realized my dreams were as rotten as Blake’s breath and had been a way of hiding my own misery from the world. I had demons inside me, painful memories that wouldn’t go away, and I’d tried to smother them with a mind-numbing world of dullness.

I had grown up without a father, a social pariah because of my mother’s intense religious fanaticism, and because of a secret passed down from my father. I had been too afraid of anyone finding that secret out to let anyone get close if they tried, and I’d chosen a cold, clean, empty life over ever being dirty again or allowing my secret to be revealed. I’d chosen to hide myself behind a sweet, cold exterior rather than letting hurt, adventure, or passion in so that I could live a numb privileged existence, more than anything. I never again wanted to be hungry and cold when I wanted to be warm or hot when I wanted to be cool. I never again wanted to want something and not be able to have it. That’s what this whole plan had been about. Now I knew that had all been wrong.

I didn’t want the sterile life I’d thought I’d wanted. Seeing what was on offer with a man like Blake, seeing that I’d constantly have to look away to maintain my own dignity and sanity, I knew that wasn’t the life for me. Blake had asked me out three times, by the time he’d asked me out for the third one, I’d known he wasn’t part of my future, not at all. I’d had a taste of real passion, and a whole lot of pleasure, I couldn’t face the kind of life I’d been so stupid to want now. That future was ruined for me, and I’m glad because of it. I was going to my grave if I went into that life with Blake, but thankfully, that’s not what Quinn and Travis had promised me at all!

“You really should be paying attention to Blake, Trudi. I can’t understand for the life of me what he sees in you.” Buffy, the unsuitable and older mistress, whispered into my ear angrily.

“I have firm tits.” I said with a grin as she gasped and shuffled away from me. Shocking the older woman felt surprisingly good, and I sat back in my chair with satisfaction.

Letting Blake drone on again I let my own thoughts wander even further, back to my first weeks in Atlanta. I’d longed for Quinn and Travis. I’d been haunted by images of bears wherever I went, from teddy bears in stores to pictures of Alaskan adventures featuring bears. When I turned on my television I saw program after program about bears until I finally just stopped turning it on. The universe was trying to tell me something.

The meeting eventually ended and my thoughts were still filled with the two men while I walked back to my office. They’d insisted I text them to let them know I was alright and had let me know every single day since our parting that I could come back any time I wanted to. I longed to see them but had held out hope that things would work out here. I tried to remind myself of how hard I’d worked to get out of the grinding poverty of my youth, of the plans I’d had. None of that mattered anymore and…

I jerked around as someone grabbed my arm. It was Blake, pulling me to his chest and into his office. Oh gross, his breath was worse than usual. He’d done this twice before now but this was the last time. I was not letting him do this to me anymore!

“Let my arm go, Blake.” I demanded, my face a mask that should have withered him into an apologetic pile of sludge.

“But Trudi, I want to take you to meet my mother this weekend. I know we haven’t been dating for long…” He’d just plowed through my protest, as if I hadn’t said anything that mattered at all.

I interrupted him, “We’ve been on two dates, I’ve refused your invitations since then, Blake, we are not dating.”

“Alright, alright. But I would like to start over. Please, just give me a chance.” He pleaded before pulling me back against his soft body again, so unlike the hard planes of Travis and Quinn’s bodies, as he tried to force his mouth down to mine.

I pulled my stiletto heeled foot up off the floor and drove it into his calf. I’d bought the shoes before coming here, hoping they would entice Blake. Now they were my weapon against him. The man screamed as he let me go finally.

“I told you to let me go. I’ve told you no, time after time, and you won’t listen. Do you know, three months ago I came here hoping to become your wife, to somehow persuade you that I was the one for you. I wanted the life only a man like you could give me, but now, now I think you’re just a slimy little worm. You are an absolute pig, and even I couldn’t look past your faults, and I was willing to look past quite a bit to have my dream home. You’re not even worth that, Blake. You’re not worth the self-degradation and hate I’d turn on myself if I married you. I’m done here, done with you, done with the illusions, and done with your breath! I quit!”

Behind me Blake sputtered as I left the office, taking the files I needed to send to the authorities with me. Blake wasn’t going to like me very much after this or want to take me home to his momma but I didn’t care. I was going back to a life I’d never even considered living, one that offered far more hope than the one I’d almost buried myself in.
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I waited to see if my car would try to explode again as I took the same fateful exit that would lead me to the bar, but it had been working perfectly since Quinn and Travis’s friend had worked on it. He’d repaired a few other things while he was working on it and it ran smoothly now. I knew I’d just gone straight down the road once I’d started walking but I came to an intersection that should be well after the bar without seeing it.

Turning at a gas station I drove back, not sure how I could have missed the large building but knew I must have. Driving back I laughed out loud as a song began playing on the radio about a woman dancing dirty and it reminded me of my dance with Sabina. That was going to be one of those life events that I remembered for the rest of my life. My joy at the memory soured as I got back to the exit without seeing the bar.

Confusion and unease filled me. What the hell was going on? Why couldn’t I find the bar? Three more trips up and down resulted in the same thing, no Ursa Major bar in sight.

I’d wanted to surprise the guys, hadn’t told them a word about coming back, but it looked like I was going to have to call them and plead for directions. The thought of the surprise being spoiled gave me the impetus to try one more time. Looking down at my new outfit, a short electric blue skirt, a black top that pushed my breasts up while revealing pretty much everything except my nipples and the bottom of my breasts, and black thigh high skin-tight boots, I knew I couldn’t do an hour’s walk, which had occurred to me. Nope, one more try. The sun was going down so maybe I’d find it by the lights.

Just as I was about to give up I saw the sign emblazoned with the Ursa Major constellation and pulled into the only parking space available. Taking a deep breath, I turned the car off, stepped out of it, and opened the door vibrating from the loudness of the music inside. These people partied hard and liked their music at an almost painful level. I loved it!

I stepped through the door and immediately stopped. The room was full of bears. In the time it took me to blink the bears were people staring at me and shouting their approval. Then I was screaming with laughter and joy, the moment forgotten as Quinn, Travis, and Sabina launched themselves from their stations, the bar and a table top, and straight at me. I would have been knocked down if Sabina hadn’t reached me first and pulled me close. I’d never forget the sight of Quinn and Travis leaping over that bar counter or Sabina launching herself like a cat from that table!

“You’re here!” Travis shouted, his face a picture of disbelief.

“Trudi!” Sabina screamed, her lips smothering my face with kisses just before Quinn pulled me away and close to his sexy, warm body.

“Darling woman!” Quinn whispered against my neck into my ear.

“My loves!” I responded. Because I did, I loved them all, differently but the same. I hadn’t realized just how much I couldn’t breathe until I saw them and I was finally able to take a deep breath. I barely knew them but I knew all I needed to know. These were my people and this is where I belonged.

Sabina pulled me onto a table as “our song” began to play and Quinn and Travis brought us our favorite drinks. Before I knew it the entire bar was dancing and all I could think about was dancing with these people. Nothing more, for now, I just wanted to dance and laugh, and enjoy being with the people that made me feel whole. Sabina behaved herself at first but soon, as the tequila flowed and I showed off some of the dance moves I’d learned in a Cuban bar in Atlanta, things heated up.

Sabina looked over at Quinn as he walked up and spoke to him, “My turns coming, brother, but not tonight, I know. She’s yours but I want my chance, soon. Understand?”

“That’s up to Trudi, you know it’s always her choice but I’d appreciate the chance to make an impression before you work your magic.”

“Brother, I don’t think she’s going far. In fact, I’m pretty sure she’s here for life now, right, Trudi?” Sabina asked, looking over at me with gleaming eyes.

“For life, Sabina. Ursa Majors for life. Besides, I know you aren’t ready to settle down and though I do want my chance with you I want to settle in with Quinn and Travis first. Then I can work my way into the proper way of things here. I know life here is different, sexuality is fluid, but this first step is huge. Huge!” I said with my own smile, just for Sabina.

“It is, my lovely, now go and enjoy yourself,” Sabina said as she pushed her long, curly black hair out of her face. She kissed me then disappeared into the crowd now all but fucking all around us. I had a feeling that would be happening before long. I would miss it because I’d be having my own little private session above stairs.

The music changed as we went up the stairs, a German industrial band driving the party-goers even harder and the cries of pleasure started to fill the air. I hoped it drove my men on to the same passion. Apparently, it was because this time it was Travis that had me up against the wall, pulling at the scraps of my clothes as Quinn waited impatiently behind. Finally relenting with a laugh Travis pulled me to the bed, both men’s clothes disappearing in an instant, and we all rolled together on the bed until Quinn was on my right and Travis on my left. Quinn was devouring my mouth, his need and just how much he’d missed me apparent in the way he kissed me while stroking my face.

The tenderness he showed was almost tear-inducing but I sucked it up and let him have his moment. He expressed his feelings with this kiss; his emotions clear as his tongue slowly stroked mine. I was distracted as Travis began to kiss the side of my neck, his tongue hitting a spot that made my pulse race and my tummy tighten. As Travis’s hands moved down my body, over my chest and down my hips his lips followed, my own mouth still entwined with Quinn’s.

Travis discovered that a spot just between my shoulder blades would break my attention from Quinn and left me gasping for more. Quinn figured out the game and moved down my front, me on my side between them. He went for the obvious, my nipples, which made me pull his head close, but I let him go as he joined in the exploration, the rediscovery of me. Applying slight pressure to my hips Quinn discovered that simply holding my hips was a pleasurable experience for me. Travis found out that massaging my ass produced the same results and left me pushing my buttocks back at him, begging for more attention there. Then Quinn found a feather and Travis a rubber ball that he used to massage me with in places I’d never considered using a ball on.

By the time Travis pushed me onto my back and settled between my thighs I was a quivering mass of awakened nerve endings, my body stroked to a state of pleasure I wasn’t sure I could handle. The whispered words they spoke, encouragement, endearments, pleasure with my reaction filled my mind with images, with the feeling of being cherished while they worshiped my body. Whatever people outside of this bar might think, I knew that I was being loved, my body a temple that these two men devoted themselves too. I was loved and the moments of pleasure were eclipsed by the care and joy their exploration revealed. I wanted to give that back, as much as I could, but for now, I let them welcome me home.

Travis came to me first, entering my body with care, their eyes wide open and locked together. I saw the moment he found the right rhythm in the way his gaze went inward more than felt it, I went with him, following as Quinn watched from my side, letting them have this moment. Travis poured all of his energy into his movements, controlling the power of his thrusts to ensure each one made me gasp in pleasure. Pulling my legs up to his shoulders he pulled me closer, pushing deeper into my body until I couldn’t keep my eyes open anymore and let my head fall back. I knew the words were coming though, before he spoke.

“Open your eyes and look at me Trudi. Let me see the beauty of your soul as you explode around me.”

If that was his price for giving me so much I’d gladly pay. Opening my eyes, I couldn’t help but moan at the sight of him above me, my legs now hitched around his shoulders as I moved with him, our hands twined together as our bodies joined. We moved and our bodies synced together, until I took one deep breath. Travis knew what was coming and chose that moment to run his hands between our bodies, where we were joined, seeking out the spot that would finish my struggle to the ultimate pleasure. I stopped breathing as the pleasure came in shockwaves, at first close together, every muscle in my body reacting, then slower, until Travis let himself go then we came together quickly again, my breaths coming in sobs as I tried to breathe and fall into a form of non-existence all at the same time. I didn’t want to leave this world of pleasurable peace, this place where nothing existed but the feeling of ecstasy.

They soothed me as I came back to earth, both on each side of me, Quinn more than ready to take Travis’s place. I reached for him with a smile, my own devotion to Quinn and Travis obvious. Quinn’s love was not as tender however, but it was just as consuming. He took my mouth before he slid into me, needing to taste me, to feel my breath against his lips. Quinn’s love was a demand, a demand for love in return, and I pushed him over to give him what he demanded.

I straddled him, making him take my breasts in his hands as I ground down onto him, setting my own pace, my demands answering his own. I rode Quinn, pushed him, not letting up on him, not slowing down as he tried to do when he moved his hands to take my waist, an attempt to slow me down, but now I wanted to see him come, I wanted him to give me all, and I would not slow my pace. I let my passion go, one of the things these people, these men demanded, and took what I wanted while giving him exactly what he needed.

The vulnerability that appeared on Quinn’s face, the total loss of his own control astonished me as he finally let go and let me have my way. I didn’t follow him immediately, though I wanted to, I wanted to watch him more and just as his look of amazement started to change into a relaxed look of contentment. I allowed myself to go again, one last flight to heaven before I rested for a while. I fell against his chest when the sensations calmed, promising myself I was going to explore these two a little more after I’d had a couple of more drinks and something to eat. Maybe one of them would make me a sandwich, I thought just before I fell into a light sleep.

Twenty minutes later I was awake and amazingly there was a sandwich on the side table of the bed, an olive on a toothpick stuck into the rather large concoction of meat and cheese. I didn’t think I’d be able to eat it all, but I did as I sat up to hear what my men had to say. Something was on their minds, because both seemed really nervous.

“Trudi, we have to tell you something. We should have told you the first time around but we didn’t know if you were coming back or not.” Quinn started, his gaze unable to stay on mine.

“This may be a little shocking” Travis revealed, “but if you let us show you, then explain, I think it will be alright.”

They were really worried about this, I thought, but I had an idea of what was coming. Smiling I watched as both men went from being humans to huge bears within the blink of an eye. I didn’t scream, I just watched as Travis changed into a black bear and Quinn a brown bear. I looked at them with a loving smile, moved to each one to give their chins a scratch, looked into their eyes, and saw that each one was cognizant of who I was, of who they were, then I laughed as I sat down. It was a good thing they were both naked, I thought as they shifted back to their human forms, clothes were expensive to replace.

I knew both men were perplexed at my laughter, and kissed each one before I stood away from them.

“Well, fellas. I have to tell you something, too.” I looked away, my own secret hard to expose even with these two bear shifters. I’d spent all the years of my life hiding that secret from others, even from my own mother sometimes, revealing it now was scary. Even to the men that wanted me in their lives so badly that they’d revealed their own secret.

I knew the best way to take a Band Aid off was the just yank it away and get it over with. I took a deep breath and prepared myself. Closing my eyes and concentrating I revealed my own secret to these men I was falling in love with. As they watched I went from a human being with silky dark brown hair to a small polar bear with white fur and a black nose. Before they could really take it in I shifted back to my human shape again.

“Oh.” Travis said quietly, his eyes blinking rapidly.

“How did we not know, Trudi? And why a polar bear?” That came from a very confused Quinn.

“My father was from Alaska, from a shifter tribe there that had moved down from the Arctic as the world warmed up. They thought they were the only shifters left in the world.” I paused, relief filling me to know that I wasn’t alone in the world.

“I’ve been hiding it for so long, I can barely shift anymore. I have to really concentrate to do it now. I’ve kept it secret my whole life because I knew what would happen if it was revealed. A freak, studied and prodded, I didn’t want that. So I’ve tried to hide it. Maybe that’s why you didn’t know? My father died when I was young so I don’t know a lot about it and my mother refused to admit it even happened. She’d lock herself in her room for hours praying for the evil to leave me alone. That was her solution, I was evil.” I closed my eyes against the memory of the times she’d locked me in a closet when I was young. I had to tell them all of it, though, so they could understand me, and who I was now.

“As a child, I didn’t know how to control it, and my Dad had a long battle with alcoholism. He wasn’t always around to help me out, and towards the end, around the time I turned 12 and it really went crazy on me, he died from complications with cirrhosis of the liver. My mom tried, but she didn’t handle any of it very well. She used to lock me in the closet during the day, to make sure any passing people or visitors wouldn’t see me shift.”

“But you aren’t evil, baby, and she shouldn’t have been so ashamed of you. You’re just part of an ancient line of humans. That’s all.” Travis said with pain for me in his eyes. I would later learn he was the group’s historian and knowledge keeper. “You’re no different from us, just another type of bear. You’re always welcome here, no matter what, dearest heart. Always a part of the Ursa Majors, always a part of us. You are ours and we are yours. You’ll never have to hide who you are in a closet again!”

“For life?” I asked, hope and love finally free from the walls I’d built around myself.

“For life,” they replied in unison.

Freedom at last, I thought. Freedom, love, and joy, all I’d ever wanted but wouldn’t allow myself to dream of, and in the most unlikely of places. I was home now, at last. I just had one wish left to ask them for.

“Hey, fellas?” I grinned as both looked up at me with expectation. “Do you think one of you could take me out on your motorcycle? I’ve never been on one, and I think it’s time I go out for a ride, don’t you?”

Both shook their heads happily, and I knew I’d made the best decision I could have made. Ursa Majors for life. Their partner, always.
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