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      This weekend is going to kill me.

      I sit in my car outside of the gorgeous B&B where my cousin Georgia is getting married. It’s so perfect for her. The vineyards surrounding us, the sprawling scenery. Her level of rustic whimsy is right up there with Joanna Gaines. White roses climb the facade of the picturesque storybook home, blooms so fragrant I can smell their slightly sharp floral scent through my slightly open window. I haven’t seen my cousin in years. Not since we both went away to college. Me to Central Washington University, her to Sarah Lawrence. When she called me and asked if I’d be a bridesmaid in her wedding, I expected it to be somewhere on the East Coast. Nope. She’d chosen our home state, a location three hours from our hometown, because of all the men she could’ve met, she found her future in a guy we’d grown up with.

      So far, I’ve struck out in that department. Two serious relationships. Two serious heartbreaks. Lots of meaningless flings to fill the emptiness in my heart.

      Pushing aside thoughts of my situation, I step out of the car and walk around to the trunk. My small bag is heavy with everything I need for this epic wedding weekend Georgia has planned. Wine tastings, a bachelorette party, dinners, and of course, brunch.

      I grab my garment bag from the backseat of my trusty little honda, the weight of the three dressed on the hangers making me laugh. It’s ridiculous. I’m at home in jeans and cowboy boots, not lace and stilettos.

      “Chloe!” my aunt Karen squeals from the garden path to my left. She rushes toward me, holding out her arms. My hands are full, but I let her engulf me in her abundant embrace. She’s just as I remembered, soft, comforting, and smelling of every flower you could possibly mix to create perfume.

      “Aunt Karen,” I say through a cough as the overpowering perfume assaults my senses.

      “We thought you’d never get here.”

      I frown and start to argue, but let it go. I’m an hour later than the earliest possible check-in time. “Traffic was a bitch,” I mutter.

      “Oh, watch your language, young lady.”

      “I’m thirty-two years old.”

      She laughs and shakes her head. “You’ll always be younger than me.”

      “Am I the last one to arrive?”

      One hand goes to her ample hip, and she rolls her eyes. “Not by a long shot. We’re still waiting for two of Porter’s groomsmen.”

      “Oh, good. That’ll get me off your shit list then.”

      She opens her mouth, likely to scold me, but stops and grins. “My list is long enough for all three of you. Come on, I’ll show you where your room is.”

      I pull my suitcase behind me through the gravel driveway, past the main house until we reach a smaller structure. It looks like a two-story cottage with stairs on the outside leading to a door on the second floor. I’m really hoping I get the upstairs so I won’t have to hear my neighbor.

      “We put you in the upper suite. It’s bigger than the rooms downstairs.” She hands me a key then stares at my cut-off shorts and cowboy boots. “I hope you brought some different…more appropriate attire for the next few days.”

      I bristle, but only a little. I was prepared for this. “What do you mean? Cowboy boots go with everything.” Her face blanches because the woman thinks I’m serious. So, I put her out of her misery. “I’m kidding. I’ve got everything I need. Promise.”

      She sighs. “This wedding is going to be the death of me. Between you and Porter’s friends, I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to look at a pair of cowboy boots without having a stress reaction again.”

      That piques my interest. “Porter’s friends are cowboys?”

      “A few of them work on a ranch or something. They had the nerve to ask if they could wear their boots with their tuxedoes. Can you believe it?”

      Excitement builds in my chest. Maybe they will be people I can talk to. Porter is in the financial business. Investment banking, I think. I expected most of his friends to be part of that same crowd. Rich, polished, perfect. It’d be nice to be able to explain my job, my passion for training horses, to someone who’d understand.

      “Chloe?” Aunt Karen asks, pulling me from my thoughts. “One hour. Cocktails in the parlor. Then dinner.”

      I nod. “I’ll be there.”

      She walks away, and I climb the stairs, stopping on the deck to admire the view. In the distance, a truck rumbles down the driveway toward us, and I wonder if this might be the wayward groomsmen.

      In forty-five minutes I’ve cleaned myself up from the three hour drive and am dressed in a tightly fitted black dress that hits me an inch above the knee. Tasteful and elegant are the words that come to mind, but I’m sure Aunt Karen will find something wrong with it. I put a jeweled headband in my hair and pin my long dark waves to the side. Deep plum lipstick finishes off my look, and I have to admit, I’ve gone from country girl to city siren in short order.

      My shoes are too tall and I wobble as I walk, which is a problem considering the flight of stairs and gravel path I’m about to navigate. So, I slide my feet into the pair of moccasin slippers I brought with me and carry my shoes in one hand as I head to cocktails and dinner.

      The warm evening air of June heat in Eastern Washington is a welcome change. It’s been colder than usual back home across the mountains. Tonight, I don’t need a sweater to keep me comfortable. My arms are bare, with just the smallest straps of my dress draping across my skin. When I reach the paved path that leads to the main house, I remove my slippers and step into the black pumps I’ve been dreading. Immediately I wobble. My steps are slow and careful, but damn it if I don’t catch my heel on an uneven part of the path and before I know it, I’m going down.

      I let out a short squeak of dismay, but instead of hitting the ground, I’m caught in strong arms from behind.

      “Whoa, there, darlin’,” he says, his voice a low rumble that hits me in places it shouldn’t.

      He puts me back on my feet and I turn to thank him, but my mouth runs dry. Colton Hayes has me in his arms. He looks the same as he did when I broke his heart so long ago. That’s a lie. He looks like a man now. A man who would shove me against a wall and have his way with me rather than the nice boy he had been. Dirty blond hair, carelessly tousled, sun bronzed skin, ruggedly handsome features, and green eyes I haven’t seen in five years all hit me at once.

      “Colt?” I ask when I can finally speak.

      “Chloe?” He looks as shocked as I am. “What are you doing here?”

      “My…my cousin is getting married.”

      “Georgia is your cousin?”

      Shock rolls through me at his question. How could he possibly know her? She didn’t live here when we dated. “You know her?”

      “I’ve known Porter since we were kids. I’m a groomsman.”

      Shit.

      His hand is on the small of my back, and I don’t hate it. I’d been head over heels for him when we were together. “We…we need to get inside,” I say, stepping away from him.

      He doesn’t move to touch me again, but there’s tension between us strong enough to make the air crackle. When we get inside, I immediately spot Georgia, looking gorgeous in a chic red dress and matching heels. She pulls me in for a hug and I don’t stop her, welcoming the distraction from Colt’s presence.

      “Oh, good, you’ve met Colton,” she says, looking from me to him.

      “Yes, we ran into each other outside,” Colt says.

      “Good, that makes everything easier.” Georgia smiles and snags a glass of champagne from the bar to her right. She hands it to me and winks. “He’s good looking, right?”

      I take a long drink, letting the bubbles burn my throat while nodding. She has no idea how much of Colton I’ve seen. How his lips have explored every inch of me.

      “So, we’re doing things a little…unconventionally with the bridal party,” she says.

      “What do you mean?” I ask, a frown pulling my brows together.

      “Well, we’ve got an uneven number of groomsmen. So…you get two.” She says it like it’s a blessing and not something that’s going to be super weird.

      “Two?”

      “Yes. Colton and...” She looks around and smiles, waving someone over. “Oh, here he is. Sean, come meet your bridesmaid.”

      Everything stops when the sound of another masculine voice hits me. “Chloe, is that you?”

      I turn my attention from Colt to find Sean McClain striding toward us. “Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me.”

      I’ve only loved two men in my life, and I’ve got to walk down the aisle with both of them this weekend.
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      “You know each other?” Georgia asks.

      Before I can answer, both Sean and Colton say, “We dated.”

      Then the two men look from me to each other, then back to me. Georgia’s red lips form a perfect O of surprise. “You dated them both?”

      Colt frowns, his head cocking to the side just a little. “You dated this guy?”

      Sean crossed his arms over his chest and stands up a little straighter. “I could ask her the same thing about you, asshole.”

      I’m starting to sweat. My stomach twists and the thrum of my pulse in my ears has me wondering if I’m going to pass out. After downing my drink, I shove the glass into Georgia’s hand and turn on my heel. I have to get out of here.

      “Chloe!” Georgia calls. “Wait.”

      But I don’t listen. I need some space, some room to breathe. Colton being here was bad enough, but now to be here with Sean too—I can’t take it. I walk outside, willing the sharp scent of the roses to overtake everything else. Of course, it doesn’t work. All I can focus on are the two pairs of eyes that I never thought I’d see again. One a pale green, the other deep blue. Colt and Sean are my biggest regrets over the last decade. Each one was special. Each one terrified me. They still do.

      I stop when I reach the gazebo on the outskirts of the neatly manicured lawn. Stars wink into view as the sky deepens to a dusky violet. It’s perfect out here. But I can’t appreciate it right now. Not when old heartbreaks have reopened in the span of a few moments.

      “Running again?” Sean’s smooth deep voice holds a hint of accusation, and I don’t blame him.

      I turn to face him, my breath catching at the sight of this man I’d loved returning like a ghost from my past. “One-hundred percent.”

      He holds out a champagne flute and waits for me to take it from his outstretched hand. “Thought you could use this.” Our fingers brush as I take hold of the glass, and I can’t deny the spark that ignites at the contact.

      I raise my glass in a mock cheers, but with his other hand, he holds up a highball half-filled with amber liquid. “Switching to the hard stuff?”

      “One-hundred percent,” he echoes with a sad smile.

      We clink glasses and he tosses back his drink while I drain half of mine. “This is—” I start, but he interrupts me.

      “Look, I didn’t—” We both stop, laughing at the awkwardness between us.

      “It’s been five years, Sean. Maybe…maybe I overreacted.”

      He shakes his head, those thick dark waves of his, now peppered with gray at the temples. The man is also sporting a dangerously sexy beard, trimmed to showcase his strong jaw. It’s a hot beard. And that’s saying something, because I loved him with a clean-shaven face before. “Not gonna lie, Chloe, this is not what I expected this weekend. But, I think we can make it through.”

      “Don’t you hate me after how I ended things?”

      He raises his glass to take another sip, but the drink is gone. Then he locks gazes with me, hurt still shadowing his blue irises. “I don’t hate you. I never hated you. I just…don’t understand.”

      I think back to the night I broke things off with him. He’d proposed. I had to say no. Rehashing it wouldn’t do either of us any good. Especially this weekend.

      “I’m sorry.”

      A shrug lifts his shoulders, then he looks past me. “Fucking gorgeous out here, isn’t it?”

      “It’s very Georgia.”

      He laughs. “You know, I never thought Porter would settle down. But Georgia is exactly right for him.”

      “How do you know him?”

      “We worked together one summer. Then we became good friends.”

      “Small damn world,” I say, staring up at the sky.

      He takes a place beside me, his body heat making me wish we had less baggage between us. A night with a man like him would certainly make this weekend go by faster. “You look better than ever, bunny,” he says, that old nickname making my heart squeeze.

      “Don’t call me that.”

      I feel his tension rather than see it. But I know him. His shoulders have gone rigid, jaw tightening. “Sorry. Just slipped out.” He glances down at his drink again. “God, I wish I had another one of these.”

      “Me too.”

      He offers me his arm and cocks his head toward the hotel. “Come on. Ready to brave the group?”

      “No.” I’m honest at least. I don’t want to go in there and face Aunt Karen or Colton.

      “You’ve got to see them sooner or later. We’re grown ups now, remember?”

      I set my now empty glass on the rail of the gazebo and straighten my dress. Then I grab the champagne flute and take his offered arm. “Fine. But there’s something I need to tell you first.”

      “If you’re going to say you dated that other guy, I remember. I’ve been purposely avoiding the topic because it doesn’t matter.”

      “It doesn’t?”

      “No. You’re not dating either of us. It’s the guy you’re with now who needs to be jealous.”

      That sends a zing of anticipation through me. “I’m not with anyone.”

      I swear his lips twitch. He tugs me a little closer against him as we walk on the flagstone path back to the house and I let his scent of leather and sandalwood carry me back to our days and nights wrapped in each other for just a minute.

      “Okay,” he murmurs. “Deep breath.”

      I follow his lead, walking into the foyer with my head held high. Everyone is already seated at the long table except for the two empty seats with placards on the fine china. Colton, along with everyone else, turns to look at me. His eyes hold confusion, discomfort, and more than a flash of jealousy.

      Aunt Karen huffs out a frustrated breath and says, “There you are. Take your seat. You missed the cocktails already. Thank you for finding her, Sean. Chloe is a bit of a wild child.”

      He smirks. “Oh, I’m sure I can rein her in.”

      I nearly elbow him in the ribs, but think better of it. If Georgia didn’t tell everyone what happened when I walked in, maybe this didn’t have to be a big deal.

      Colton stands when I get to my place and pulls out my chair. “I think we need to have a talk,” he whispers.

      “Not now,” I say with a saccharine smile on my lips.

      “When exactly did you date this guy?”

      Settling in my chair, I reach for my already full glass of red wine. “I said, not now, Colt.”

      “Fine, but if I have to share you with him I need the full story.”

      I turn on him, anger burning in my chest. “No one is sharing me.”

      The table goes silent. All background chatter ground to a stop at my overly loud announcement. Colton laughs. “On the big day. I just wanted to make sure we get the details worked out before Sunday.”

      My cheeks heat and I stare daggers at him. Sean’s hand grips my elbow from his place at my other side. “I don’t care. I’ve got two arms. It’s not like we’re the ones getting married.”

      Everyone laughs, but I see the hurt in Colt’s eyes at my dig. Sean’s fingers stiffen slightly too, but I can’t be sure if that’s real or imagined on my part.

      “Right,” Colt says. “We shut the door on that possibility a long time ago.”

      Thank God the server chooses that time to walk in with the family style meal. I eat with more attention to my plate than I’ve probably ever had in my life, and as soon as possible, I push back my chair.

      “Dinner was great, Georgie. I’m going to head to bed. Sounds like tomorrow is going to be a long day.”

      She gives me a pout, but doesn’t argue, even when I snag the open bottle of wine from the sidebar and take it with me.
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      Fuck. I’m an asshole, but I can’t stand the idea of that guy getting his hooks into Chloe without me getting the chance to tell her how much she still means to me. I stare at the empty chair next to me, wishing I hadn’t been a jealous prick a few minutes earlier.

      “Excuse me,” I say, rising and setting my fancy cloth napkin on the table. I’m uncomfortable in this tie and jacket get up. It’s ridiculous that I can’t be in my wranglers and boots. It’s not like this is the wedding ceremony. But Porter is wound around Georgia’s little finger, and she’s a good girl who’ll do whatever her mama tells her. Not like Chloe. That girl always does what she wants, even if it meant breaking my heart.

      I stride out of the house and across the lawn, toward my room. I’m angry, annoyed, and hard as a fucking rock because, damn if Chloe doesn’t look like pure sex on two toned legs. The light is on in the upstairs room of the smaller cottage house where my room is located. I see her silhouette behind the curtain, her hair is loose and flowing, and, sweet Jesus, she’s slipping out of that dress. My already hard dick throbs in my pants.

      “So, I see why she dumped you,” Sean says from behind me. “You’re a fucking peeping Tom.”

      “Fuck you, asshole. I don’t think she knows how sheer those curtains are.”

      “You going to be the one to tell her?"

      “In the morning. I need some time to process all this. I haven’t seen that girl in five years.”

      His brows rise. “Five?”

      “Yeah. I know it’s a long time and I should be over it, but I thought I was going to marry her.”

      He doesn’t respond for a moment, then lets out a short laugh. “This is going to be a hell of a weekend.”

      “Look, she might not be important to you, but she was the love of my life. She still is. I’m throwing my hat back in the ring if she’ll let me. So stay out of my way.”

      “Sorry, not happening. I’m not stepping back now.” Sean’s eyes blaze as he takes a step toward me. “My hat’s already been thrown. I lost her once before. It’s not happening again.”

      “We’ll see.”

      He walks away, hands in his pockets, confidence in his stride. How can he feel so sure of himself if he wants her so badly? I’m a fucking wreck.

      Noise from above makes me look toward the deck outside Chloe’s door. She comes out, not seeing us as she brings a glass of wine and a paperback with her. Dressed in a pair of sleep shorts and a too big t-shirt, she’s temptation wrapped in a feisty package. One shoulder is exposed and her hair tumbles down her back. The waves shine in the porch light, making me want to tangle my fingers in the strands and see if it’s still as soft as I remember.

      I need to talk to her. But I don’t know if now is the right time. I’m not sure there ever will be a right time to hash this all out.

      She lets out a heavy sigh and turns her face up to the moon. “Why are you punishing me?” she says, and my chest tightens in response. Seeing me is a punishment?

      I can’t stop myself. My feet move me toward the stairs that will lead up to her. The sound of my footsteps on the stairs has her sucking in a sharp breath and standing.

      “Who’s there?”

      “It’s just me,” I say, easing into the situation. “I saw you up here. Thought maybe we could talk.”

      She crosses her arms protectively over her chest. “Why, so you can throw it back in my face that we’re not together anymore?”

      “Look, I’m sorry. I guess, five years might be a long time, but it’s still fresh for me. I loved you. You didn’t choose me.”

      Hurt flashes across her features and I wonder why. She broke it off with me, not the other way around. “I tried to do the right thing.”

      “How was not being together right?” Then I stop myself. Holding up a hand, I say, “I’m sorry. It doesn’t feel right to me, but obviously we were in different places. You can’t force yourself to love someone.”

      She steps closer to me. “Colt, that’s not how it was. I did love you. But…”

      “You loved the other guy more than me.” I hate the way those words feel. When we started dating, I knew she was seeing other guys. Fuck, I was seeing other girls. But it became all too clear that she was the one for me after just a few weeks. I broke it off with the other girls, expected she’d do the same, but I was wrong. “What kills me is that I said I loved you and you left me for him. But where is he now?”

      Her jaw clenches and she takes a harsh breath. “It didn’t work out. None of it. But I’m glad. I was twenty-two, barely ready to start my life as an adult. I wasn’t ready to settle down.”

      I let those words sink in. She’s right. At twenty-two, I’d been a careless kid who thought a full tank of gas and frozen pizza in the freezer meant I had what I needed to take care of a family. “God, you’re right. We were so young. It’s hard to forget though. You were my one great heartbreak.”

      She reaches for my hand and I let her. The contact makes need spark in my veins. “You were mine.”

      “Do you ever think about us?”

      “All the time.”

      “I’m not crazy, right? It was…”

      “Intense.”

      I thread our fingers, tugging her close enough her breasts brush my chest. “Perfect.”

      My free hand trails along her bare shoulder, across her collarbone, up her neck. I could kiss her right now. I could make her mine tonight, but would I get to keep her in the morning?

      Leaning in and offering her lips, she whispers, “Colton.” It’s more of a plea than anything, but I can’t tell what’s truly behind it. If she’s asking for more or questioning whether we should do this.

      I back up, just enough to put distance between us and break the spell our connection has cast. “Breakfast is at ten. I’ll save you a seat.”

      Walking away from her has to be the hardest thing I’ve done in a long time. Harder than driving fence posts or digging cattle out of piles of snow left by a freak storm. But if I want to keep her, I have to do this right. I have to show her why she made the wrong choice when she didn’t pick me.

      I feel her gaze on me the whole way down the stairs, but I force myself not to look back.

      She still wants me.
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      The next morning, one thing is clear. Colton is the other guy. He’s the one she left me for after I popped the question and she shot me down. He has to be. But fuck if I know what happened between them. I expected her to be married to the man I lost her to, and instead I find her single and obviously still affected by us both. How did this all play out? Did he fuck things up so badly with her that she left him after he won? If that’s the case, he doesn’t deserve her now.

      My boots crunch under the gravel as I walk to the main house. I need coffee. It was torture knowing Chloe’s room was above mine all night long. I could hear her pacing. She didn’t sleep last night. Neither did I.

      “So you’re under me,” Chloe says, her soft raspy voice making my body react with a rush of desire.

      I turn and face her. She looks fresh as a daisy, her long hair pulled into a ponytail, a soft pink sleeveless dress hugging her curves. I grin. I can’t help myself. “Not yet, bunny.”

      Her cheeks go pink to match her dress, and she flicks her gaze down to my boots and dark denim. “Boots, huh? Aunt Karen won’t like that.”

      “That’s too damn bad.”

      She smirks and leans in. “Don’t let her hear you. She’s vicious.”

      My stomach growls and the two of us laugh. “Come on. I need to get some food in me if I’m going to be tasting wine all day with you.”

      “Do you even like wine?”

      “It’s okay. I prefer whiskey.”

      She lets me place my palm on her lower back as I open the door for her, and the two of us walk in together. “You know, I think there are a few distilleries out there too. Maybe we can sneak you over to one or two today?”

      Hope flickers in my chest. “You want to be alone with me?”

      “I’d rather be alone with you than Aunt Karen.”

      I laugh out loud as we walk into the dining room. There’s a buffet set up with coffee carafes, pitchers of orange juice and chilled bottles of champagne, as well as piles of hot food. I load up on flapjacks and bacon, while she takes eggs and sausage, as well as a heaping serving of fresh fruit.

      “Sit with me,” I say while pouring both of us cups of coffee.

      She bites her lower lip and those big eyes blink up at me, but she nods. As soon as we’re seated at the table, the crowd comes in. Her aunt and uncle, Porter and Georgia, as well as the other three couples who are serving as the bridal party.

      “Where’s Colt?” Porter asks, looking around with a frown on his face.

      I couldn’t care less where he is, so I simply shrug and sit back in my chair, drinking my coffee slowly. But, of course, the man walks in at that moment, all smiles, hair damp from a shower. “Sorry I’m late.” He saunters over to the buffet and fills his plate, then takes the seat next to Chloe. “Mornin’, darlin’. What did I miss?”

      She murmurs, “Morning,” into her coffee cup, and avoids both our gazes.

      He just had to come in here and make it awkward. “Chloe and I are making plans for today,” I say, casually taking a piece of bacon from my plate.

      “Oh, good. You guys have worked everything out,” Georgia says. “Thank God. Today would’ve been so awkward if you hadn’t.”

      “There’s not a problem,” Chloe says, sitting up straighter, voice tight.

      “Great.” Georgia opens her gigantic purse and hands all three of us a sheet of paper. “Here’s a list of all the wineries we’re visiting. They all know we’re coming, but we’ll be going in smaller groups so we don’t overwhelm them all. Just tell them you’re with our party.”

      “Who am I riding with?” Chloe asks, and I hope to God Georgia does me a favor here.

      Georgia bites her lower lip and gives us a guilty glance. “We separated all the couples. I didn’t think you’d mind sticking to your groomsmen for this. But that was before…I can change it. You can join Porter and me.”

      “Oh, Georgia, no. You can’t do that. It’ll mess up the entire itinerary. Besides, Chloe can hold her own with these two boys.” Karen shoots a pointed look at Chloe, who takes a sharp breath. “She wouldn’t want you to sacrifice your plans just because she doesn’t want to be sandwiched between two handsome cowboys.”

      I slide my arm over the back of Chloe’s chair. There is no way in hell I’ll let this chance pass me by. “No worries, ma’am. We can share. Colt and I will behave.”

      Colt snorts. “Sure will.”

      “It’s fine,” Chloe says. Then she turns to face me and mutters, “Alcohol and ex-boyfriends. What could go wrong?” The humor in her tone makes me laugh. If she was joking about this, maybe things would progress from stilted too easier. Maybe I could get her to give us another chance.

      Breakfast goes by quickly, the three of us not making much conversation with each other. I think we all have the same idea. Focus on getting out of this powder keg before Karen inadvertently winds Chloe up and she snaps.

      The conversation at the other end of the table is loud and completely Georgia-centric. Thank fuck.

      “Walk you to your room, bunny?” I murmur when I see Chloe’s finished with her meal.

      “I don’t need an escort.”

      “I know. I just like to look at you.”

      Colt lets out a low grumble. “She’s not gonna fall for your shit. Chloe’s not the kind of girl who likes sweet talk.”

      “Seems to me, you don’t know what she likes. Or you wouldn’t be sittin’ there in the same situation I’m in.”

      He stands, a frown on his face, but he doesn’t argue. Instead, the man holds a hand out to Chloe and cocks his head, asking her to come without using words. She looks from me, to him, then stands. “I’ll walk on my own.”

      It’s hard as hell not to follow her, but this woman isn’t the kind who’ll enjoy being chased. She’ll push me away if I do that. I learned first-hand what loving her too hard, too soon, could do to a man. So, I watch her walk out of the dining room. I refill my coffee, return to my seat, and force myself to pretend my heart isn’t already in her hands.
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      Rich people. That’s the only answer for what has gotten me into this situation. I’m seated between my two ex-boyfriends in a huge SUV as we drive over a bumpy road that’s taking us to the first winery of the day. Could I have sat in the front next to the driver? Nope. He said he wasn’t willing to have a drunk girl up front with him. Asshole.

      The car sways as we hit another rough patch of gravel. I lean heavily against Colt, not letting myself enjoy his firmly muscled chest or the warmth from his body. Sean grabs my arm to steady me at the same time, and touching them both makes things low in my body tighten in a way they shouldn’t.

      “Are we almost there?” I ask, desperate to get out of this vehicle if only to take a breath of fresh air not laced with their combined pheromones.

      “Looks like it,” Sean says, pointing to his left where the sprawling winery finally appears.

      “Shit, it’s huge.”

      “That’s real sweet of you, darlin’.” Colt’s words make my cheeks heat and my thighs clench.

      “You wish,” I offer, needing the car to stop right now so I don’t do something I’ll regret in the morning.

      When we finally pull into the parking lot, I practically crawl over Sean to get outside. The sun beats down on my skin, but my face is already so warm I barely register the difference in temperature from the car to the grounds. My ankle wobbles in my stupid heels on the gravel, and before I get the chance to pull myself together, both Sean and Colt are at my sides. They’re holding me, keeping me from falling, but most of all, touching my bare skin. “I’m okay,” I say through a tight throat.

      “You should have worn your boots,” Sean says, nudging my heel with the toe of his leather clad foot.

      “I’m not at the ranch. Not in the arena. I can dress up, you know.”

      “The only way I’ve seen you is in your jeans and boots or in nothing at all,” Colt offers. “I prefer nothing at all.”

      I roll my eyes and pull out of their grasps. “Not happening.” Then I stride carefully toward the winery entrance.

      “We’ll see.”

      “Back off, asshole.” Sean’s voice is more of a growl. “She doesn’t want you anymore.”

      “She doesn’t want you either.”

      I turn to face them both and cross my arms over my chest. “Stop this. You two are acting like cavemen right now. I’m sick of it. We all have histories, I get it. It’s awkward and confusing. But neither of you gets to fight over me, you understand?”

      They both deflate a little, their defensive postures changing to more relaxed ones. Neither says a word, they just start walking with me.

      Colt gets the door and they wait for me to enter. Playing at being gentlemen now. I wasn’t a fool. Both of these men were dangerous to my heart. They were bad boys in the bedroom, gentlemen in public, and heartbreakers everywhere else.

      I stride to the tasting bar and say, “We’re with the Bloom and Clayton wedding, and I’m going to need you to double the size of your pours for me.”

      “Well,” the server says. “I can’t really—”

      “We’re both her exes and she’s stuck with us for the weekend.” Colton drops a few twenties on the counter. “You can.”

      The woman grabs three wine glasses and nods. “Sure. What the hell.”

      Over the next forty-five minutes, the three of us try six different wines, and by the time we leave, we’re laughing instead of tense. They both touch me tentatively, soft brushes of fingers over mine, gentle nudges of elbows. We don’t argue, or dwell on our history. Instead, we joke and play together. All three of us. It’s like the moment I told them how crazy they were acting, they understood.

      “Ready to get going?” Sean asks, taking my arm gently.

      “Sure. Maybe this time we’ll run into my aunt and she’ll finally figure out what happened between us.”

      “I don’t want her to until we figure it all out first.”

      Colton tucks a lock of hair behind my ear and shakes his head. “Is there anything to figure out?”

      I don’t answer because I can’t. I walk with them to the waiting SUV and slide into the middle seat. When Sean takes his place at my left side and Colt at my right, I shiver with longing for them both. “Maybe there is more to figure out than we want to admit.”

      The men stay silent as the engine starts. The driver pulls onto the road and the last thing I want is to have to go through another tasting. I think it’s time to clear the air with these two.

      “How many wineries are we supposed to visit?” I ask, leaning against Colt with each sway of the car.

      “There are six on this list.”

      I don’t know if I can stomach five more of these visits. “How about this…we go rogue.”

      Sean narrows his eyes and grins. “Rogue?”

      “Yeah. Let’s hit up a distillery, grab some lunch. We don’t have to do what Karen laid out for us. How will she know?”

      They both nod and grin before I tell the driver to take us to the closest distillery.

      The day goes by with us falling into an easier, more friendly rhythm. All three of us laugh together, joke and tease, get to know each other again. Or, in the case of the guys, for the first time. But every time Colt touches me, I see that flash of jealousy in Sean’s eyes. And when Sean puts an arm around me to nestle me into his side, Colt narrows his eyes.

      We take a picnic lunch out to a hillside and eat in companionable silence, taking time to appreciate the quiet of the rows and rows of grapes that make up the tapestry of the landscape. But when Colt takes my hand to help me up and tension crackles between us, I feel a change in Sean’s energy.

      I back away from Colt and stand between the two men. “You know, maybe we should talk. Work out our issues.”

      Colt chuckles. “I’m pretty sure we worked those out last night.” He crosses his arms over his chest and looks completely unaffected.

      My cheeks burn, and from the look on Sean’s face, he wasn’t expecting that.

      His entire body stiffens. “Again? You chose this guy over me again?”

      What? “Excuse me?” I ask.

      “He’s the reason you rejected my proposal five years ago. He’s the other guy you we’re seeing.”

      “Wait, you were dating us both? At the same time?” Colt’s voice holds absolute shock. “I mean, we weren’t exclusive, but I thought…fuck, I thought we had something special. I stopped seeing anyone else as soon as I realized what we had.”

      Shit. Shit. Shit.

      I don’t want to hash this out in such a beautiful place with them, ruining the memory we were making, but it looks like that’s exactly what is happening. “I never thought I’d be the kind of girl who fell for two men at the same time. Not in a million years. I was so focused on horses, on riding and finishing school, I shouldn’t have had time for one man, let alone two.”

      “But somehow you managed,” Sean said, not a trace of disdain in his voice.

      “I fell in love with both of you. And when you each wanted to move things forward, I had to step back. I couldn’t choose. I’d rather be alone than choose between you.”

      Colt takes my hand and runs his thumb over my knuckles. “What if you didn’t have to?”
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      I think my brain is malfunctioning. “Did you just say I don’t have to choose?”

      “Look, I can’t speak for Sean, but I know losing you was one of the worst things in my life.” Colt turns to face me and he cups my cheek with one rough, calloused palm. “If I have to share you to get you back, even if it’s just one night, that’s what I’ll do. You can have me. Any way you want me.”

      There’s such openness, such vulnerability in his voice, I can’t bring myself to look away. “Are you serious?”

      “Yes.”

      One night. With both of them. I’d fantasized about this more than once. “Sean?” I reach behind me and grip his thigh.

      Sean’s fingers slide across mine and he squeezes my hand. “One night together, if it means I can have you.”

      Colt leans in, his lips a breath away from mine. My chest tightens as possibility washes over me.

      “Look, if you guys are going to have a threesome, can you wait until you’re not in the back of my car? I just had this thing detailed.” The driver’s voice brings us all back to earth.

      I settle back in my seat, breaking contact with both of them. Embarrassment floods me, but there’s also excitement. Can I do this with them? More importantly, will I be able to look at them the same way if we do this?

      Sean murmurs my name, calling my attention to him. Those deep blue eyes of his hold nothing but sincere longing. He threads our fingers again and I know what I have to do. Closure. I’ll live out this fantasy, have the two men I never got over, and then maybe I’ll be able to move on.

      “Take us back to the hotel,” I say.

      The driver nods but doesn’t speak. He’s a smart man. Tension crackles between me and my two men for the entire ride back to the hotel. I don’t have a clue how this will work. Whose room will we use? God, am I really about to have a threesome? My body burns with desire, and I realize, yes. Yes, I’m going to be with them both today. This will be an experience none of us will forget.

      The whole way back to the B&B Colt’s fingers play along my back, running up and down between my shoulder blades while Sean rubs small circles on the inside of my knee with his thumb.

      Not a single car is parked outside our hotel when we pull up, and that only adds to the butterflies in my belly. Sean gets out, then takes my hand to help me from the car. I almost argue that I’m a grown ass woman who can do it myself, but remember the shoes I’m wearing and take his offer.

      “Are we really doing this?” Colt asks.

      I look at them both and nod. “We might need more than one night.”

      “I have no problem there.”

      Sean tugs me a little closer to his broad chest. “Whatever you need, bunny.”

      We take the stairs up to my room, the freshly cleaned space seeming so perfect in such a surreal moment. Sean releases me and I stride to the little kitchenette, hands shaking with nervous anticipation. I fill a glass with cold water from the tap then down the liquid in one long gulp.

      “You okay, darlin’?” Colt’s rough voice sends warmth over me, spreading and then all collecting in my core.

      “I don’t know how to do this.”

      He shrugs. “Neither do I.”

      “Me neither,” Sean adds. “But I think it needs to start something like this.” He takes three steps toward me and pulls me into his hold. His lips crash to mine, soft, hungry, the brush of his bearded jaw against me only serving to add to my arousal.

      I melt into the kiss, and there’s nothing behind it that says he’s staking his claim or proving I chose him. Sean’s hands tangle in my hair, pulling a moan from me. He swallows the sound in his mouth, his tongue presses inside, he devours me. I think it’s not possible to be kissed so soundly and be able to take any more sensation right now, but then there’s Colt. His large palms slide around my waist. His big body presses against my back and those lips of his that I’ve dreamed about since the day we met are dropping soft kisses to my shoulder, my neck, my earlobe.

      This is a dream. It has to be. It feels too good and all they’re doing is kissing me.

      Sean breaks our kiss and rests his forehead on mine. “We’re here for you. What do you want?”

      “I…” my voice breaks when Colt runs his hands up my torso and cups my breasts, fingertips dragging over my sensitive, aching nipples. “God, I want you to fuck me.”

      “We’ll get there, darlin’,” Colt growls. “But first we’ve got to get you ready, and we’ve got five years to make up for. I guarantee you no one was better than us.”

      I love how he says, us, like it’s a foregone conclusion that we work best as three. “No one,” I breathe.

      His hands leave my tits and I let out a short whine of protest, until he grips my zipper and drags it down. In one smooth movement, my dress is on the floor, my breasts are bared, and the cool air tightens my nipples to nearly painful peaks. Sean tugs his shirt over his head, his firmly muscled chest rippling with the movement. My mouth runs dry. I might die here. Happily fucked, with no regrets, because nothing could be better than this.

      “You’re both so sexy it’s actually unfair,” I say.

      Colt chuckles in my ear before turning me in his arms. “It’s my turn to taste your lips.”

      I don’t argue. I tilt my chin up and part my lips in invitation. His kiss is harder than Sean’s, less tender, but just as hungry. And when Sean’s mouth presses against the small of my back, I moan.

      He grips my ankle and his fingers trail up my leg, across my calf and my inner thigh. I buck at the brush of him across my underwear. “We don’t need these,” he says, his breath whispering over my skin. Then he tugs down the fabric covering my pussy and I’m completely exposed to them both.

      Colt drops his head down until he takes one of my nipples into his mouth. I cry out and buck at the same time because Sean’s long finger slides inside my already wet cunt. He presses forward, hitting that magical spot that makes me see stars. No one has found that place except him, and he clearly still remembers where it is.

      Then Colt slips his hand between us and starts rubbing tight circles on my clit. Yeah, I might die. My legs wobble as the pleasure builds and builds. I’m going to break into a thousand tiny pieces. Why didn’t we do this all those years ago?

      “Let go, bunny,” Sean murmurs. “Let go. We’ll catch you.”

      So I do. The orgasm is all consuming, toe-curling beauty. I grab onto Colt for support as I cry out unintelligible words of euphoria. Sean pulls his fingers out of me and gets to his feet, his warm body pressed against my back. My knees give out and I sag into both of them, letting them catch me just as they promised they would.

      I’m all golden sensation, eyes closed as they both run their palms over my skin, each of them layering kisses to my shoulders, my cheeks, my lips, and neck. Sean’s thick cock on the small of my back, steel hard and tempting behind the fly of his pants. He needs some attention after what he and Colt just did to me. I reach for him, sliding my palm over the bulge. The groan he releases strikes a chord inside my center, but when his teeth graze my shoulder everything tightens and heat pools between my thighs.

      “God, I want you,” Sean bites out.

      “Yes,” I whisper.

      Colt releases me and my eyes snap open at the loss of his touch. But he winks and pulls his shirt off. “Me too, darlin’.”

      We’re doing this. The three of us are going to have sex, and I can’t fucking wait.

      I run my hand over Colt’s tanned chest, loving the heat of his skin and the light golden spray of hair across his pecs. “You two are going to ruin me.”

      “That’s the idea,” he says, lips brushing my ear.

      A loud banging on the door has me nearly jumping out of my skin. Instead of releasing me, they both pull me close, as though protecting me from whoever is behind the door. Then the sound of Aunt Karen’s voice kills everything between the three of us. “Chloe? Are you in there? It’s almost time for the rehearsal.”
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      Watching the woman of my dreams walk into the garden with her long hair over one shoulder and her eyes cast down makes my heart swell. Chloe’s always been the one and I’m going to prove it to her. I adjust my aching erection and hope no one notices the effect she’s having on me, but I can’t help it. Memories from earlier fill my head. The sound of her coming, the feel of her walls clenching around my fingers, the fucking scent of her arousal still on my hand, all of those things combined into a beautiful type of torture.

      “You look uncomfortable,” she teases, coming up to me with a conspiratorial grin on her perfect lips.

      “I want to finish what we started before Karen came knocking.”

      She trails one finger over her collarbone and I wish I was the one touching her. “We will.”

      “This wedding is never going to end.”

      “It’s only the rehearsal.”

      “My point exactly.”

      She threads her arm through the crook of mine and snuggles close. “I really missed you, you know?”

      “It took five years for you to figure that out?”

      “No.” Her posture stiffens. “No, I knew that from the moment I let you go. I just didn’t see how it could work.”

      I laugh. “I’m not sure how it’s going to work now.”

      “Well, one night is a lot different from forever.”

      Everything in me comes to a halt. That’s right. This isn’t me getting her back forever. This is us helping her live out her fantasy. Closure. A solid goodbye.

      “Yeah. It’s going to be a hell of a good time.” I swallow past the lump in my throat and lean down, whispering in her ear. “You’re never going to forget it, bunny.”

      “Well, you two seem cozy,” Georgia says as she approaches. The woman is wearing a white dress that hits her mid-thigh and her shoulders are bare to the setting sun. She’s pretty, but she doesn’t hold a candle to my Chloe.

      “We always come back to each other.” I slide my hand over Chloe’s waist until she’s molded to my side. “It just took us a while this time.”

      Georgia’s eyes sparkle with excitement. “Ohmigod, are you two back together?”

      “Just making the most of our weekend.” I offer the words, hating how lighthearted they are. I want to say yes. I want to tell Georgia I’m never letting her cousin go again. But I can’t. Five years has changed everything.

      “Where’s Colt?” Chloe asks, her question hitting me like ice water. That’s right. Colt is part of this equation, and if I don’t keep that in mind, I’m in for another heartbreak.

      “Not sure. I haven’t seen him since…earlier.”

      Her cheeks go red and Georgia doesn’t miss that. She cocks a brow. “What’s going on between you three?”

      “We’re just being friendly. You sandwiched her between us, you can’t expect us not to spend time embarrassing the shit out of her.”

      “Oh, look, there’s Colt.” Chloe nearly rips herself from my arms and dashes for her hero. Colt’s got his black stetson on his head. Paired with a dark blazer, a fucking rodeo belt buckle, dark wranglers and a pair of matching black boots, he’s playing up the cowboy tonight, and I know why. Chloe is a sucker for that very thing. She can’t resist a man who knows how to ride, rope, and run a ranch. At least, that’s what she told me when we were together.

      “Giddy up, Chloe,” Georgia murmurs. Then she casts me a pitying glance. “Sorry, Sean. Maybe you should’ve worn your hat?”

      “I’m good. Not worried about him at all.”

      Colt doesn’t hide his affection one bit. When Chloe reaches him, he takes her in his arms and drops a kiss on her lips right here in front of God and everybody.

      “Wow, if that’s how Colt shows his friendship, I see why Porter kept me away from him all this time.”

      I fight the urge to ball my hands into fists. I’ll get my turn with her, but now I can’t do it in front of everyone. The last thing Chloe needs is for her family to think she’s being shared by two men. That’s for us to know in private.

      “Excuse me, Georgia. I need to have a conversation with my bridesmaid.” I’m striding toward them with my heart pumping hard. I need to get this damn rehearsal over with so I can finally have Chloe all to myself. Well, that’s not exactly true. I’ll be sharing her, but something tells me seeing her between us both with be a sight I’ll never forget.

      Colt has her against him, a sly grin on his lips when I approach. “Nice of you to show up, Colt.”

      “I had a few things to see to before this rehearsal gets going.”

      “Like what?” Chloe asks.

      “Like what we’re going to be doing tonight.”

      The heat in Chloe’s eyes when she looks at me sends need straight to my dick. I harden almost instantly. “What’s that?” Her voice is heavy with arousal.

      “I may have reserved us a cabin on a friend’s property. Hope you brought your boots and spurs, cowgirl. We’re going to be taking a moonlight ride before we take this fantasy of yours and make it real.”

      That was a damn good idea. I wish I’d had it, but I’ve been too preoccupied. I’ve been thinking of her, and us, and what we could have. I’ve always loved watching her handle a horse.

      “You’d better get all your PDA in while you can, Colt. Because as soon as we’re behind closed doors, this girl is all mine.” I don’t back down, my voice low and serious. “I’m fine with sharing, but it’ll be my name she’s calling out tonight.”

      “We’ll see,” Colt says, nuzzling her neck.

      It takes all my control not to pull her into my hold, my arms, and kiss her. But I know that’s not something she’s ready for just yet. I can wait, because she wants me just as much as she wants him.
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      If I thought the rehearsal was going to be awkward, I was wrong. It’s so much more than awkward. Honestly, being sandwiched between both of them, knowing we’re all in agreement that we’re going to sleep together before the weekend is over, adds another layer of tension.

      We’re all standing under the gorgeous wrought iron pergola, with the vineyards in the background. I should be staring at the bride and groom as they giggle their way through this practice ceremony. Instead, I can’t look away from the two men on the other side of the altar. Colt and Sean stand side-by-side, intense gazes trained on me. It’s a special kind of awareness to have them looking at me.

      In a few moments, the bridal party begins the recessional down the aisle and those two handsome guys both grin like cats who’ve got the canary in their sights. Colt cocks one elbow, Sean does the same. I fit myself between them both and sigh.

      “Do you think we’ll be able to skip out on dinner?” Colt asks.

      “We have to at least have drinks.”

      Sean runs a hand over my hip. “Drinks, then you need to change. I don’t know how much longer I can wait to taste you again.”

      A wave of arousal hits me hard, making my skin warm. But Georgia squeals and suddenly she’s a white streak of excitement rushing toward me.

      “Chloe! Come on, we haven’t spent any time together.” She grabs my hand and tugs me away from the guys. Yesterday I would’ve welcomed this intervention. Tonight? Tonight I want nothing more than for her to let me go so I can be with Sean and Colt.

      Glancing over my shoulder, I cast a longing look at the two men standing together at the end of the aisle.

      “I thought you could use a little rescue,” Georgia whispers conspiratorially.

      “Honestly, I’m handling them just fine.”

      “I wouldn’t have agreed to this if I’d known about your history with them.”

      “I know. It was a long time ago. I’ve just always kept my relationships to myself.”

      She nods and the two of us walk inside the house where there’s a party all set up to celebrate the day before the big day. Aunt Karen is already standing at the bar, drink in hand, a smile on her face. It’s almost here. The wedding she’s been planning since Georgia was born.

      “Girls, good to see you together. I know it’s been a whirlwind.”

      “Well, Chloe’s been straddling two men all weekend.”

      Georgia giggles and I fight the hot blush rushing to my cheeks. “What? No. I’m not—”

      “Relax, Chloe. I was kidding.”

      Colt and Sean both walk in as I take a glass of wine from the bar. If they’re trying to hide their interest in me, they fail. Both of them stare with undisguised desire in their eyes.

      “Wow,” Georgia whispers. “Porter doesn’t ever look at me like that.”

      “Like what?” I ask, taking a sip of my wine as they approach.

      “Like he wants to eat me for dessert.”

      I laugh it off, hoping to God her mom didn’t hear us.

      “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I whisper back.

      “Then you’re blind.”

      The whole evening those two keep their focus on me as they make light conversation with the other groomsmen and Porter. I’m keyed up, tense and aroused, and they haven’t touched me for close to an hour now. I just want to be out of here and wherever Colt has planned for us to go.

      I watch him roam the room, his broad shoulders and confident stride drawing the gaze of more than one bridesmaid. Spoken for or not, they like what they see. Jealousy spikes in my gut, but I push it aside, he wants me. They both do. And I will finally have them at the same time. No choices. No hurting. Just both men I’ve been in love with since I was in college.

      “Can we get out of here now?” he asks as he sidles up to me.

      “God, yes,” I murmur. “I think we’ve done our duty for the night.”

      His palm rests on my back, just above the curve of my ass. Thumb rubbing along the line of my spine, he leans close. “Come with me.” Then he follows my gaze and sighs. “Don’t worry, he knows where to meet us. We just figured you’d want to keep our arrangement secret.”

      He’s not wrong. The last thing I need is my aunt weighing in on who I spend my night with. Every step toward the door has my heart fluttering with anticipation.

      “Have fun, Chloe,” Georgia says, wiggling her fingers in a playful wave.

      Colt nuzzles my neck and says, “Oh, we will.”

      Sean is waiting outside, leaned up against an old Ford truck, looking every inch the dangerous-to-my-heart man he is.

      “How did you get out here so fast?” I ask.

      He smirks. “I used the back door.” He juts his chin toward the guest house where my room is. “Better get changed. Can’t ride a horse in that dress.”

      “Maybe I don’t want to ride a horse.”

      The sharp intake of breath from him makes my whole body light up. “Soon you can ride me.”

      “And me,” Colt says. “It’s going to be a long night.”

      The way he says that is filled with the promise of thrilling touches in the dark, passion and desire, and everything I’ve ever wanted from them.

      “Be right back,” I whisper through a tight throat. I turn away from them and dash to my room. Within minutes, I’m changed into my favorite jeans, boots, and a loose button-down flannel shirt. Bounding down the stairs, I beam at them. “Ready!”

      Sean changed too, trading his slacks for perfectly fitted jeans and boots. He’s got his hat on too. I’m a sucker for a cowboy in a hat and tight denim.

      “You look a thousand times more comfortable,” he says.

      “I am.” I run my hands over my denim clad hips. “This is much more my style.”

      “You look perfect in anything, darlin’, but comfortable in your own skin is how I always want you.” Colt’s voice makes me shiver with longing. “Get in the truck, I want to see you on horseback in those jeans.”
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      Chloe is in her element on the back of a horse.  In fact, we all are.  We’re all smiles as we take the three young quarter horses along a trail about ten miles from the B & B. They’re broke, but all three of these fillies are full of spirit. Luckily, none of us are strangers to that.

      “The scent of warm air and night blooms all mingle around us. It’s perfect.

      “The guest house is just over this ridge,” I say.

      Chloe grins, casting a glance from me to Sean. Then she digs her heels in and says, “Hya,” before either of us realize what she’s doing. Her horse takes off, bolting fast and furious because she’s been given some freedom. The young filly breaks into a lope and Chloe lets out a whoop as her hair flies behind her and she leaves nothing but dust in her wake.

      Sean clicks his tongue and gives his own horse a nudge, taking off after our girl, so of course, I follow. But I’m not in a rush. We’ll get there. Besides, I have the key.

      They’re both laughing as they lead their horses to the small stable at the side of the house. Sean’s hand on the small of her back. It doesn’t make me jealous. Not in the least at this point. I know she wants both of us, and I’m not going to fight it. This’ll never work if he and I can’t get past our jealousy.

      Jumping down from the saddle, I follow them into the stable and get to work on putting away the horse’s tack. There’s a lot of work that goes into caring for these animals, but all three of us know exactly what needs to be done before we get to play. It’s who we are.

      Chloe’s eyes find mine more than once while she brushes down her horse, and by the time we’re all set, I just want to have the woman in my arms.

      “That was exactly what I needed,” she says.

      “I think you forgot how well both of us know you.” I take her hand and tug her toward the front door. “We both know what you like. How you like to be touched. What will make you wet?”

      She sucks in a shuddering breath and the temperature between us goes from warm to scorching. “And I know how to touch you.” Her free palm glides over my chest, down the abs I’ve been able to keep cut from all my time on horseback, until she cups the rapidly swelling erection I’m not trying to hide.

      “Darlin’,” I warn.

      “Don’t stop me now.” Her voice is a plea and I have no intention of ending this.

      “Inside,” Sean’s low voice only adds to the heat between us. We’re really doing this. I’m going to share her with him, and somehow, the idea of the two of us filling her, making her ours, doesn’t bother me.

      “I’m not stopping,” I promise, placing the key in the lock and opening the door. “I’m not stopping until you remember exactly why you loved me.”

      “Same here, bunny,” Sean offers.

      “Good.” She steps inside and immediately, her fingers aren’t laced with mine anymore. They’re working at the snaps on her shirt. The fabric falls free, leaving a lacy white bra as the only thing hiding her gorgeous full tits from me.

      I set my hat on the side table near the door and tug my shirt over my head. Then she’s on me. She’s teeth and tongue, rough scratches of her nails down my back, desperate moans. But Sean steals her away, his already bare chest on full display.

      “Mine,” he growls.

      “For now.”

      She stiffens. “No fighting. I can’t choose and that’s the only way tonight will work. If I don’t have to. I want you both. At the same time.”

      Her hands go to the waistband of her jeans and she unbuttons them before lowering the zipper. Sean claims her mouth, his kiss hungry and demanding, obvious even from my outside vantage point. Those slender fingers of hers stop working on her pants while she threads them in Sean’s hair and gives in to his kiss. So I take up the effort, kneeling before gripping and removing first one, then the other, boot. The lace bra falls to the floor at my feet and I take hold of her jeans and slide them down her hips. I want this woman so bad, my body aches.

      “Colt,” she moans, breaking away from Sean’s kiss. “Please.”

      I don’t need her to clarify. I take the soft scrap of lace covering her pussy and slip my fingers under it, teasing her already wet folds. She bucks her hips into my hand, begging without words. My finger slides over her clit and the sound she makes has me throbbing in my jeans.

      “I need to get inside you soon, darlin’,” I bite out.

      “Yes.” She’s panting, riding my palm, and as I look up her gorgeously curved body, I see Sean has moved his attention to her nipple, sucking hard, making her cry out.

      I pull my fingers away from the place I want to be so badly, but only so I can stand and take her into my arms. Sean steps back, not fighting me. I search the unfamiliar house for a bedroom and find Sean already striding toward the door to our left. He opens it and nods. Then I carry our girl into the bedroom and lay her out on the mattress like a beautiful offering. Except, she’s the goddess, we’re her worshippers. I pull a line of condoms from my back pocket and toss them on the bed next to her, then remove my pants.

      She watches with hungry eyes, her lower lip between her teeth, legs shifting back and forth.

      “Spread your legs for me, darlin’,” I murmur, reaching for a condom as I stroke my length.

      She nods and does as I ask, her pink and perfect cunt on display for me. “Sean, I want you touching me while Colt is inside me.”

      The man climbs on the bed, totally naked, but I hadn’t been paying attention to him. My focus was on the beautiful woman in front of me. Rolling on the layer of protection, I fit my hips between her thighs and rest my palms on her hips. Then I sink inside slowly while she reaches for Sean’s cock. It’s weird and arousing all at the same time to see her approaching this with such abandon. She’s living out her fantasy and we are making it happen.

      I stare at her as I move inside her, remembering the feel of us together, of our passion and the need I always have when she’s around. I don’t know if we’ll be able to convince her this can go beyond tonight, but I have to try.
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        * * *

      

      I’m out of my mind under the attention of Sean and Colt. I knew this would be overwhelming, but I didn’t know we’d be sharing something so…powerful. Colt moves deep inside me, his hands gripping my hips as he thrusts. But it’s not enough. Looking over at Sean, I moan at the nearly pained expression on his handsome face.

      “I need…I need more,” I say. Colt stops and stares at me, crestfallen. “I need both of you inside me.”

      “Are you sure?” Sean asks.

      “More certain than I’ve ever been about anything.”

      Colt pulls out of me and sits back on the bed. “So, I guess my only question is, which one of us are you taking for a ride?”

      I get up on my knees and look at both of them. Sean and I spent more than one night together during our hot and heavy days. His cock in my ass made me writhe in pleasure like nothing I’d ever known. The thought of Sean filling my ass while Colt fills my pussy makes a shiver roll through me.

      “Sean, I’m going to saddle up Colt. I want you taking me from the back.”

      “You don’t need to tell me twice, Bunny.” Sean pulls me onto his lap and kisses his way up my neck. “I’ll fuck your ass until you’re begging me to let you come.”

      “Is that a promise?” I ask, teasing in my voice.

      “Definitely.”

      Colt stretches out on the bed and grabs my hand. “Giddy up, darlin’.”

      I do as he asks, sinking down on his length with a long moan as he hits that special place in my body.  Pressing my hands to his chest, I ride him hard, rolling my hips and making the man under me groan. Then I feel Sean’s lips on my back while his fingers drift along my ass. He spreads warm liquid over me, sliding his fingers over my hole, pressing one inside. Even just his finger in my ass combined with Colt’s thick cock in my pussy is almost too much.

      He moves back and forth, adding a second finger, stretching and readying me. And then, he’s there. His blunt head slick with lubrication, he slowly pushes inside. It’s so much. Such pressure. Such perfect fullness.

      “Slow,” I say, but the word is only a whisper because I don’t know if I can be any louder.

      “Stay still, bunny,” Sean says, holding me tight. “Let your body get used to us. Then, when you’re ready, move.”

      I give in to the feeling of them, letting my body adjust like Sean suggested. And when I feel ready, I give a soft roll of my hips. It’s everything. The sensation rushing through me is what I’ve wanted without having any idea what I’d been missing. “Oh, my God.”

      “Darlin’,” Colt groans. “I fucking lo—”

      “Are you ready for me to fuck your ass now, bunny?” Sean asks, interrupting Colt.

      I eep out a positive response and he begins thrusting in time with my movements. I scream in pleasure when both of them are sheathed inside me to the hilt. “God, I’m going to come,” I moan.

      “Yes, darlin’. Come all over me.”

      “Fuck, yes,” Sean says, his big palms cupping my breasts.

      I fall over the edge, crying out loud enough that my voice ricochets off the walls. Then Colt sucks in a sharp breath and bucks under me, my name falling from his lips as he orgasms.

      “I can’t hold back any more,” Sean warns.

      “Good,” I say, pushing my hips back and taking him deeper into my ass.

      He groans and tenses, letting his release take control. “Jesus, Chloe.”

      We collapse together, a sweaty, heaving pile of sated lovers, and I’m sandwiched in the middle.

      “Thank you,” I murmur. “That was more than I hoped for.”

      They pull me close, Sean’s leg wrapping around mine while Colt traces my nipple with his fingertip. “We need to get dressed and get back,” I say, halfheartedly.

      “Not yet. If we only get one night together, we’re going to make it count.” Sean’s voice is rough in my ear, sending a shiver of longing through me.

      “I don’t know if I can handle that again.” I give a soft laugh, but I’m serious.

      “There are lots of ways to make you go wild.” Colt’s teasing tone makes me laugh again.

      “You two are hazardous for my health.”

      “Or, maybe we’re exactly what you need.”

      I snuggle back into the mattress. “You might be right.” With both men’s hands on me, I drift off to sleep.
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        * * *

      

      I wake to the sound of my phone ringing mixed with the cheerful chirping of birds. Warmth spreads through me at the feel of both Sean’s and Colt’s hands on me. Until my phone starts ringing again. I sit up and gasp in horror. Oh shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. We slept all night.

      “The wedding!” I screech. “Fucking fuck, the wedding.”

      Both men act as though nothing’s wrong. They each stretch and smile as I scramble out from between them.

      “You guys, get up!”

      “Settle down, darlin’.” Colt chuckles. “We’ve got plenty of time.”

      I grab my phone out of my pocket and stare at the fifteen missed texts and three missed phone calls. “I don’t. Hours. It takes hours to get ready for a wedding.”

      “Why? You’re already perfect.”

      That warms my heart and I smile at him. “You’re fucking charming as always.”

      He pretends to tip an invisible hat. “You’re welcome, darlin’.”

      I have to go. If I’m not back soon, Georgia, or more likely Aunt Karen, will send out a search party. After pulling on my clothes, I make quick work of braiding my hair down my back. Colt and Sean both dress as well, covering those perfect examples of the ideal men for me. It’s a shame really, but I can’t stand here gawking. I had my one night with the men of my dreams. Now it’s time to go back to reality.

      “Thank you…both. I’ll never forget last night. It was exactly what I needed to get closure about everything.”

      Sean’s brow cocks, almost in challenge. “Done with us, then, are you?”

      “That’s what we agreed to. One night.”

      “Is that what you want?” Colt asks.

      I look at both of them, heart clenching and hurting all over again. “I’m not—” my phone rings again and stops me mid sentence. I don’t know how to answer his question and I’m thankful to see Aunt Karen’s name on my screen.

      “Hello?”

      “Where are you? You’re late for your mani/pedi.”

      “On my way,” I say. Then I look at both of the men who hold my heart and back to the door as I hang up the phone.

      They both follow me out of the cabin, setting their hats on their heads and walking silently behind me. But when Sean moves to help me get astride my horse, I stop him. “I’ve got it.”

      He backs away with his hands held up. “Sorry. Just trying to help.”

      Colt grabs his saddle and Sean does the same, and instantly, panic races along my spine. “What are you doing?”

      They both look at me like I’m crazy. Sean answers with a calm, “Going back to the hotel.”

      “We can’t go all together. They’ll know.”

      Sean’s expression instantly closes off. “I’m pretty sure at least one of them knows already. Are you ashamed? Is that what this is about?”

      “I’m not ashamed. I just…I don’t want to answer their questions about something that’s never happening again.”

      “Never, huh?” Colt crosses his arms over his chest. “Why’s that?”

      “Don’t do this. Not now.”

      “Do what? Ask you to give us a straight answer? Ask you to make a decision for once?”

      “That’s not fair.”

      “It’s absolutely fucking fair. You broke my heart when you left me. I’m not going to let you do it again just because you’re afraid of making a choice.”

      My lip trembles and hands shake, but I fight the overwhelming emotion. “I’m not having this conversation right now.”

      Sean doesn’t say a word. Instead, he nods and walks to the stall where his horse waits.

      Goddammit, I’m right back where I was five years ago. Trapped between two men I love, an impossible decision on my hands, and a heart already split in two.

      With a click of my tongue and a soft kick of my heels, my horse heads away from them and toward the wedding I’m sure will be a special form of torture.

      An hour and a half later, my toes are a soft shade of pink and my nails are longer than I’ve ever had them thanks to my aunt’s insistence I get acrylics done. I’m sitting in a salon chair having my hair curled while a makeup artist paints my face. I won’t be recognizable when this is all over.

      “You look like a dream,” my stylist says after she applies one final strategic spray of some kind of mist.

      “Good or bad?” I ask.

      She only laughs as though I’m the most hilarious person she’s ever met, but doesn’t answer. With a flourish, she whirls the cape off my shoulders and ushers me out of the chair. I’m done. No more pampering.

      “All set?” Georgia asks. She’s wrapped in a white robe with Bride embroidered on the back. “You look so pretty.”

      I take her in, the perfect hair and face, eyelashes that seem endless, white teeth, a gorgeous smile, and I wonder if I’ve ever looked like her in my life. “You’re perfect.”

      “So are you. Look at us, we could be sisters.”

      I turn to stare in the mirror and am shocked to see she’s right. “Funny what makeup can do.”

      “I really appreciate you doing all this to make mom happy. She just wants it to be perfect, and that means making you do things you don’t want to do.”

      “It’s fine.”

      She laughs. “I know how much you hate all this stuff. And even though you look amazing, I have to admit, you’re so beautiful without all of it. You’re a natural beauty. I’m worried Porter will stop wanting me if I stop glamming it up every day.”

      I take her hand and shake my head. “No. You could be dressed in a garbage bag and he’d think you were the most perfect woman he’d ever seen. You can see it in his eyes.”

      Her lower lip trembles and she sniffles. “Don’t make me cry.”

      “Sorry. But it’s true.”

      “Kind of like the way Sean and Colt look at you.”

      My heart twists. “No.”

      “Yes. They both love you. So, the question is, who are you going to choose?”

      I purse my lips and fight the urge to tell her about last night. “Neither.”

      “We’ll see about that.”

      Opening my mouth to protest, I barely get a sound out before Aunt Karen bursts through the door and starts fawning all over both of us. Then we’re whisked into the dressing area where every one of us is tucked and zipped until we’re nothing but taffeta and tulle.

      “Okay, let’s get married,” Georgia says, taking her bouquet and giving me a shaky smile.

      We walk to the tall hedge where the bridal party is gathered out of view of the guests and my stomach does a little flip flop at the sight of Colt and Sean. Tuxedos shouldn’t look that good on anyone. It’s dangerous. Both sets of gorgeous and intense eyes focus on me as we approach and I nearly melt on the spot.

      Taking a deep breath, I step toward them, muttering to myself, “Here we go.”
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        * * *

      

      Chloe has always been fucking gorgeous. Fresh from the shower, hopping on her horse, sweaty and streaked with dirt from digging in flowerbeds, you name it, I’ve seen it. Each time she’s been the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. Today is no exception. In my eyes, there’s no bride for her to upstage, because I see no one else.

      “Hi,” she offers, casting her eyes down with more than a little apprehension in her posture.

      “Hey, bunny.” I want to talk, to discuss what happened at the stables and get her to understand I don’t want this to end here.

      “Darlin’, they’re playing our song,” Colt interrupts, his arm offered for her to take.

      Damn this wedding. I need more time. We need more time. But I take up my place on her other side and offer my arm as well. It feels right, having her between us, and after the conversation Colt and I shared on the ride home, we need a night to make her see that.

      We walk slowly down the aisle, both of us looking at her rather than the altar, and when we have to part with her, a piece of my heart goes along for the ride. I’ll always be hers, no matter what happens. In this moment, I really understand that.

      I watch her watch the wedding, not able to tear my gaze from the emotion flitting across her face. She won’t let herself look at either of us, instead she trains her steady gaze on Georgia and her smile beams when they’re finally pronounced husband and wife. It goes by fast, and I’m thankful, but when we get to the part where Colt and I are supposed to escort Chloe back down the aisle, she bolts, refusing our arms and leading herself to the staged photo area.

      “What the fuck is happening?” I ask Colt.

      “She’s spooked. This got too real for her.”

      “We need to calm her down before she does something we’ll all regret.”

      He shakes his head. “We need to give her some damn space so she can work out her fears and come back to us.”

      He’s right. But fuck if I want to admit it.

      “We can’t let her go home without hearing us out.”

      Colt nods just as the photographer comes out and starts lining us up for the hour long photoshoot. Every click of the camera has me wishing this would move faster, because each minute I spend here is a minute I’m not making Chloe mine.

      “All right, I think I’ve got all I need from the wedding party. Just the bride and groom for the rest.” The photographer’s dismissal of us couldn’t have been more welcome, and I make a path straight to Chloe.

      “I need to talk to you,” I murmur, leaning close.

      “Not now,” she hisses. “I’m busy.”

      She’s not busy. The woman is standing with her aunt, listening to her yammer on and on about appropriate skirt length. So, I snatch her by the hand and tug her away, offering a short, “Excuse us,” to Karen.

      “Sean, what are you doing?”

      We walk around to the side of the building and I can’t stop myself anymore. I push her up against the damn wall and kiss her long and deep. I kiss her like I might never see her again, because it might be the case. She melts into me, her low moan music to my ears.

      “I don’t want this to be over,” I tell her, my forehead pressed to hers.

      “Sean.” My name is a breathy sigh.

      “Please tell me there’s a chance we can have more.”

      “I don’t—”

      “Chloe?” Georgia’s voice breaks through our haze of desire and Chloe pushes me away, straightening the skirt of her dress before walking around the corner.

      “I’m here,” she says, her voice too high.

      “Come on. It’s time for the reception. Where’s Sean?”

      I clear my throat and round the corner, wiping the remnants of Chloe’s lipstick off my mouth. “Here. We ready?”

      Georgia looks from me to her cousin and grins. “Looks like it.”
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        * * *

      

      I’ve never understood the customs of weddings. You exchange some rings, promise to stay together, kiss, and that should be the end of it. Instead, we get cake and food, too much to drink, music and dancing, but instead of it feeling like the party it’s supposed to be, everyone seems stressed out and tense.

      Now, as all the single women stand in a cluster behind the bride, Georgia prepares to throw a bouquet at them. It should be entertaining to watch them fight for prime real estate, but my focus is on Chloe, standing to the side, halfheartedly participating. She’s been different since last night and I know why. Just like me, like Sean, she’s not ready for this to end. But she doesn’t understand that neither Sean nor I want to let her go. She doesn’t get that we’re not going to make her choose.

      “Think she’ll catch it?” Sean asks.

      “She doesn’t look very intent on it.”

      “I think Georgia is going to make it happen.”

      I laugh. Probably. That woman is tenacious in a surprising way. She lifts the flowers high above her head, brings them down in front of her and then tosses them behind her directly at Chloe. Our girl can’t help but catch the white roses, and the crowd cheers.

      Her eyes lock with mine from across the room. Pride and sadness flash in their depths and I hate that she’s feeling anything but happy. We have to fix this.

      “Come on. Our girl needs us.” I stride across the dance floor toward Chloe, but the audience gives whoops and hollers, turning my attention back to the place where Georgia had been standing. Porter has brought out a chair, and he motions for her to sit so he can go diving under her skirt.

      The single guys in the group of guests gather around me, Sean by my side, and I can’t get where I need to go unless I shove some of them out of my way. Raunchy music fills the air until Porter comes out from under Georgia’s dress with a frilly garter in his teeth. Then, the piece of silk and lace goes flying and I raise my hand on instinct. So does Sean. The two of us grab the garter together, but we don’t fight over it. This is ours, just like Chloe.

      “Well, looks like Chloe’ll have to dance with the two of you instead of just one,” Porter says, laughing.

      “Not a problem with us,” Sean offers.

      But she’s no where to be found. Not in the crowd, not anywhere under the tent.

      “Fuck,” I mutter, releasing the garter and walking away. If I know anything, it’s Chloe. She’s trying to bolt.

      I pick up my pace, breaking into a jog as soon as I’m past the group of couples dancing.

      “Colt, wait.” Sean’s voice catches my ear but I don’t slow down. He can run.

      “She’s going to leave.”

      “I know. We have to tell her now.”

      The two of us rush from the elaborately set up wedding to the stairs which lead up to Chloe’s room. Taking the stairs two at a time, I head to her door with one goal in mind. Make her see the truth.

      I hammer on the door, calling her name, hoping I’m not too late.

      “What if she’s gone?” Sean asks.

      “Then we find her.”

      But we don’t have to find her, because she opens the door. Her eyes are wet with tears. “What?” she asks.

      “Don’t do this.”

      “Don’t do what?”

      “Don’t leave us.”

      She shakes her head and sighs. “I’m such an idiot. I thought I could do this once and be done. Instead it’s harder than it was last time. I can’t keep you. It’s not possible.”

      I don’t say anything. Instead, I cup her face and walk us back into her room, Sean following behind us. My lips are on hers and at first, she tenses, but soon her fingers are in my hair. I have to have more of her, have to feel her in my arms. My hands shift from her face to down her body until they wrap around her waist.

      “Colt,” she breathes. “Please.”

      I can’t tell if she’s stopping me or asking for more. “Stay with me. Don’t run.”

      She looks over my shoulder at Sean and I see the indecision flash over her face. “Don’t ask me to choose.”

      “I’m not, darlin’.” I tip up her chin and draw her focus to me. “Choose us. Be ours.”

      Her brow furrows. “But…how? How can we make that work long term?”

      Sean comes around until he’s next to us, his hand trailing over her arm. “We start with patience and respect. But Colt’s right, bunny. You need to choose us both because we sure as fuck choose you.”

      Her eyes fill with tears, the heavy drops trailing down her cheeks. “Are you sure?”

      Tightening my hold around her, I drop my forehead to hers. “So fucking sure.”

      “Me too,” Sean says. “I want this. Honestly, watching you with him, knowing you want me too, was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

      “I love you both,” she whispers.

      “And we love you.” I know I shouldn’t speak for Sean, but right now, she needs to hear these words about both of us.

      “We do,” Sean adds, he pulls her away from me and into his arms.

      “We’ll make this work?”

      I step behind her and press a kiss to the nape of her neck. “We will. We lost you once. That’s not happening again.”

      “But what about work? Our homes? I live three hours away from here.”

      We’ll get there. I want to tell her to drop everything and move in with me, but I know that’s not the right way to handle this. “I’ll go wherever I need to if it means we can be together.”

      Sean nods. “Me too.”

      “This is crazy,” she says.

      “It’s exactly how it should be. We’ve wasted five years being apart. We’ve got a lot of time to make up for.”

      “Can we start now?”

      I can’t hide my grin. “Saddle up, darlin’, we’ve got an entire night to ourselves.”
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      “Darlin’, are you in here?” Colt’s voice makes butterflies fill my stomach in the most wonderful way.

      “Don’t come in. You can’t see me before. It’s bad luck.”

      He scoffs and pushes open the door. Green eyes go wide at the sight of me. Layers of tulle and gossamer puff out from my hips and down, making me look every inch the princess this gown is cut to represent. The sweetheart neckline is my favorite part though. It leaves my shoulders bare and the delicate tattoo of Sean’s and Colt’s names across my collarbone is front and center.

      “Are we really getting married today?” I ask.

      “Hell yes, we are. I told you before, I won’t give you up again. Today, I’m promising myself to you forever in front of everyone who’ll witness me.”

      “It seems silly to have such a big party.”

      “No it doesn’t. They want to celebrate our love. That’s not silly.”

      I smile and think of our families and the support they’ve given us since we reconnected.

      Colt steps close and runs his finger over my collarbone where his name is etched into my skin, then down to where the curve of my breast meets the bodice of the dress.

      “I can’t believe you chose this dress. I never pegged you for a princess.”

      My heart falls a little. “You don’t like it?”

      “I fucking love it. I want to hike it up over your hips right now and show you just how much.”

      My grin can’t be contained. “Then you’d get to see my panties.”

      “I want to.” He presses a tender kiss to my shoulder. “I really fucking want to.”

      A soft knock on the door has me turning my attention from Colt, and a smile spreads across my face as soon as Sean’s face appears. God, he’s so handsome with his black Stetson on his head and the slight shadow of dark stubble gracing his jaw. The two men are perfect contrasts, and I can’t believe I’m this lucky.

      “Don’t start without me.” Sean’s low rumble does things to my body. If I were actually wearing panties, they’d be soaked.

      “How about a preview?” My teasing tone is tight with desire.

      Colt’s brows lift and he gives me a sideways smile. “Are you kidding? Of course. We’ve got fifteen minutes until showtime, a little something to tide me over until tonight is exactly what I need.”

      I slowly hike my skirt, lifting until my cowboy boots are exposed. The guys both grin and I know they’re happy to see I didn’t completely abandon my nature for our wedding. “You know how I feel about heels.”

      “We’re not here to talk about shoes. Show us what you’re wearing under that dress, wife,” Sean growls.

      “I’m not your wife.” My voice is breathy and needy just from the arousal in his words.

      “You will be.”

      A shiver runs down my spine. I will be. He’s right. I’ll be Sean’s wife legally, but Colt’s wife in every way that really counts to us. The three of us bought this ranch together, spent countless hours building it into a sanctuary for broken horses, and now, we’re sealing our bond and forging ahead with the lives we want.

      “Now, stop talking and let me make you come before you walk down the aisle.”

      Colt’s hands trail over my decolletage, his rough working man’s fingers the perfect contrast to the softness of his lips as they follow his touch. In response, I pull my skirt up higher, higher, and spread my thighs in welcome to Sean.

      “Bare? You naughty girl.” He’s scolding me, but he drops to his knees and drags his fingers up my inner thigh.

      “I didn’t…” I have to stop and moan when he parts my folds and sinks one finger inside. “God, I didn’t want any more obstacles between us.”

      “Fuck right, you didn’t. Now, the door is thin, and there are people outside. I’m going to lick your pussy until your screams are only quiet because Colt is kissing you. Then, we’re getting fucking married, bunny.”

      I nod. There’s no way I’d argue with him. Sean delivers on his promise while Colt kisses the lipstick right off my mouth and by the time we’ve freshened up, I’m sure everyone will know what the three of us were up to. I couldn’t care less. The two of them leave me and I make a few finishing touches to my makeup before heading outside where my men are waiting. The sun is setting to the sound of the soft hoot of an owl, and I’m walking toward my fiances with nothing but happiness in my heart.

      I got my fantasy at a wedding in wine country one year ago. Now I’m getting my forever.
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