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      Tito and Ronin have always known they were destined to share a mate. Nothing is stronger than a bond between twin bear shifters. Well, except maybe a hot curvy veterinarian named Zoe.

      

      While in a two-year-long cold streak, Zoe gets propositioned by two gorgeous bear shifters. They may be into sharing, but Zoe is a one-man kind of woman and she’s not about to change that no matter how good looking these guys are.

      

      When they’re forced to go on separate dates, Tito and Ronin wage an epic battle full of sabotage and shenanigans in order to be the one that Zoe chooses. But after both dates go disastrously wrong, will Zoe even want either of them? And if she does, are Tito and Ronin prepared to give up on their destiny of a shared mate?
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      “That’s a big vagina,” I say, scrunching my nose up as I stare at it while the girl whines.

      My twin brother Ronin is standing beside me, staring at it with the same twisted up face. “The biggest I’ve ever seen.”

      The poor cow turns to us with a whimper as we stand behind her helplessly.

      “But I hope it gets bigger than that,” Ronin says, looking at the cow with a sympathetic look on his face. “A calf has to come out of there. Those things are huge.”

      I glance over my shoulder, hoping to see Dr. Hoang hurrying up the meadow, but there’s nothing there but a blanket of purple wildflowers. “Where is he?” I mutter as I walk around to the pregnant cow’s head. I stroke it, trying to calm her.

      “You only called twenty minutes ago,” Ronin answers. “Give the old guy a chance to get over here.”

      I’m not good with these kinds of situations. We called the old doctor as soon as the cow started showing signs of labor and I’ve been a nervous wreck ever since.

      I don’t like seeing her in pain, but more than that, I don’t like seeing all of the grossness that comes along with it.

      “There he is,” Ronin says as a brown car speeds onto the ranch, kicking up a cloud of dust behind it.

      It’s been about two years since we’ve called Dr. Hoang. Normally, we use another veterinarian for the ranch animals, but he’s on vacation this week. So, we had no choice but to call the old man.

      The car rolls to a stop and Ronin and I stare in stunned silence as the most beautiful girl steps out. The wind picks up her black hair as she looks around the ranch with the most stunning dark brown eyes imaginable.

      My heartbeat is suddenly beating with the force of a sledgehammer on an anvil as she spots us where we’re standing by the barn.

      “Oh, wow,” Ronin whispers under his breath as she hurries over. Her body has the perfect amount of curves and each one of them is making me breathless.

      We’ve both forgotten all about the poor pregnant cow by the time she arrives.

      “Who are you?” Ronin asks, staring at her like she’s hypnotizing him. I’m just shocked he was able to say anything. I can’t seem to find my voice.

      “I’m Dr. Hoang,” she says in a sugary-sweet voice.

      “But you’re not a little old Vietnamese man,” Ronin answers, looking confused.

      “No,” she says, taken aback. “I’m his daughter.”

      “Ooooh,” we both say at the same time as we stare at her.

      She spots the cow and pushes her way between us. “How far into labor is she?” she asks as she drops her bag and starts pulling out equipment.

      “She separated from the herd about half an hour ago,” I say, amazed that I can talk in her presence.

      She’s totally focused on the cow, doing her doctor thing as I meet Ronin’s eyes for the first time. They’re as wide as mine.

      There’s no one in the world I’m closer to than my twin brother, and right now I know exactly what he’s thinking: Who is this girl that just came into our lives and how the hell do we get her to stay?

      “Where is the closest sink?” she asks as she turns back to us. “I have to wash my hands and arms.”

      “In the barn,” we both say at the same time, both trying to be as helpful as we can.

      “You’re going to have to wash your hands and arms as well,” she says as she hurries inside. “I’ll need your help.”

      I glance at the cow’s gaping vagina that has a hoof sticking out of it and cringe. “But that’s why we hired you,” I mutter in horror. I don’t want to go anywhere near that thing.

      Ronin grabs my arm and squeezes it. “Tito,” he says, looking half-crazed. “This could be the girl.”

      We’ve been looking for her for years. The girl who will be our shared mate and complete our triad.

      Shifter twins have the same DNA, so their bears always bond to the same woman. When that happens, the woman will have two mates to love and stay with forever.

      It’s a bit crazy to think that she will be that girl for us when we’ve only seen her for about ninety seconds and we’ve only exchanged a few sentences—most of them about cow vaginas—but I feel it too. There’s something about her.

      Even my inner grizzly bear is standing at attention and grumbling for me to go see her again.

      “Let’s be smart about this,” Ronin says. “Tito, you’re the closest person in the world to me and I would do anything for you, so don’t be insulted when I say, please please be smart.”

      “I’m not going to screw this up,” I say, feeling outraged. “You know I wouldn’t do anything to hurt you. Why would you think I’d screw this up?”

      With a sludgy popping sound, the calf’s head pushes out of the cow’s massive vagina. “Holy, tit-fucker that’s gross!” I shout, jumping back as I start to gag.

      Dr. Hoang shoots me a disapproving glare as she emerges from the barn and rushes over to help the cow.

      Ronin gives me an I-told-you-so look before he goes over to help her.

      I guess I have to go too. Yuck.

      The beautiful Dr. Hoang throws a pair of long rubber gloves to Ronin and then puts on her own pair that stretch all the way up to her elbows. I can’t help but notice that I don’t get a pair.

      She slathers her gloves with a lubricant and then forces her whole hand into the cow’s vagina.

      “Oh, okay,” I say, trying not to dry heave as I look away. “You’re just going for it, aren’t you?”

      When I turn back, her face has a concentrated look on it and her arm is all the way in up to her shoulder.

      “So far, so good,” she says as she pulls her arm out with a shlup. “I’ll just tie some calving rope around the front legs to help pull him out.”

      “Okay,” I say, feeling my knees start to buckle as I watch. “I’ll just stand here.” Trying not to throw up.

      Ronin is by her side, helping her with whatever she needs. I don’t know how he’s doing it. The smell alone is making my breakfast want to come back up and see what’s going on.

      She ties a rope around each of the calf’s legs as I lean against the barn with my head spinning, and they start to pull. Ronin has one rope and she has the other.

      “He’s about to come out,” she says as the calf’s slimy shoulders emerge. “Stabilize his head.”

      She whips her head around and narrows her eyes on me when I don’t move. “Come stabilize his head!”

      “Oh, you mean me?” I ask, feeling my stomach flip as I push off the barn. “But I didn’t get any gloves.”

      “Just do it!” she shouts.

      I rush over and the calf turns to me, looking like he wants to be here as much as I do.

      “Grab his head,” Dr. Hoang says as she pulls on the rope. His stomach slides out.

      I cringe as I look at it. “But it’s all slimy.”

      “Just grab it!” she shouts.

      With my stomach churning, I grab the slimy head and it feels even worse than I was afraid of. Her and Ronin give one last tug and he slides out like… well, like a wet soggy calf sliding out of a cow’s huge vagina.

      He tumbles out on top of me and I’m so dizzy and nauseous—not too mention that I’m standing on some slippery fluid—that I fall to the floor.

      “Watch out!” Ronin shouts with a laugh.

      With horror, I look up at the cow’s vagina that’s hovering over my head just as the amniotic sack and excess fluid shoot out. Right onto my face.

      Ronin bursts out laughing as it surges down like a firehose onto my cheeks, forehead, and into my mouth.

      Even Dr. Hoang is laughing as I flee into the barn and head straight for the sink.

      Ten minutes of furious scrubbing and rinsing later, I come back out of the barn feeling like my flesh is crawling.

      The mother cow is licking the fluid off her new calf and nuzzling her nose against his exhausted body.

      How can you be licking that?!? I can still taste it in my mouth, and I can’t imagine anything wanting to voluntarily taste it.

      Ronin is talking to the hot doctor and I feel a sudden pang of jealousy when she smiles at something he says. I know that any girl we have, we’re going to be sharing, but I still want her to like me the best.

      I know that I won’t be happy in a triad unless our mate likes me the most.

      “Such a beautiful experience of nature,” I say, smiling wide as I walk over and interrupt their conversation. “A true celebration of life and of the spectacular animal kingdom. I’m so lucky to have experienced it.”

      Dr. Hoang grins as she turns to me. “You have some amniotic fluid on your ear.”

      I smack it off like I just felt a spider crawling on my ear.

      She laughs.

      “Still happy to experience it?” she asks with a smirk.

      I laugh. “Maybe next time I won’t order a front row seat.”

      “This is Dr. Zoe Hoang,” Ronin says, presenting the doctor. “She took over her father’s veterinarian business.”

      “Oh,” I say with a friendly nod. “Did your father finally get sick of helping cows give birth and retire?”

      “He died,” she says, knocking the wind out of my lungs. “A year and a half ago.”

      “Oh,” I say awkwardly as I drop my eyes to the ground. “Sorry to hear that.”

      “It’s okay,” she says, waving it off. “You didn’t know. I’ll just take my payment and be on my way.”

      “How much do we owe you?” Ronin asks.

      “Three hundred dollars.”

      Ronin smiles—he would have smiled even if she said thirty thousand dollars—and hurries off to our cabin to get a check.

      My pulse starts racing as we’re left alone. Now is the time to turn the charm on and get her to like me more than Mr. Romantic over there.

      “Have you always wanted to be a veterinarian?” I ask as she cleans up her gear.

      She doesn’t even look up. “Yup.”

      I kneel down to help her. “Why? Because you’re as beautiful as a swan, as adorable as a chipmunk, and as sexy as a fox?”

      She looks up at me with a blank face. “You smell like cow vagina.”

      Well, that didn’t go as planned.

      My heart starts to thump with indignation as I stare at her. She’s going to blame me for that smell? It was her fault!

      “Well, maybe if you didn’t put me right in the line of fire,” I say, feeling my voice tighten, “I wouldn’t have been stuck in an afterbirth avalanche!”

      “I put you there?” she says with an indignant look. “Listen, buddy. You called me to help.”

      “Tito,” I say.

      Her brow furrows. “Excuse me?”

      “My name is Tito, not buddy.”

      “Clearly you’re not my buddy,” she says with a roll of her eyes. “I just want my three hundred dollars and I’m gone.”

      “What’s your problem?” I ask, wondering how this went so wrong. “I’m the one who should be mad.”

      “Oh, you’re the one that should be mad?” she says with an annoyed laugh. “Did you go to a job site and have someone inappropriately try to pick you up?”

      “I did,” I say with a serious face. “She’s right there.” I point to the cow. “What is more inappropriate than dumping her vagina onto me?”

      To my surprise, Zoe laughs.

      “I think you had it coming,” she says, trying to tame her laughter so she can scowl at me again.

      “I think you may be right,” I say. “I’m sorry if I came on too strong. We usually don’t have girls as beau—”

      “Don’t say it,” she warns. “I’m here professionally. Treat me like it, please.”

      “As brainy as you,” I say instead.

      “That’s better,” she says with a cute little smile.

      We stare at each other for a long moment and something passes between us. Maybe it’s just me feeling it—or maybe it’s wishful thinking—but there’s some kind of spark.

      “You and your brother,” she says. “Are you bear shifters?”

      I jerk my head back in surprise. That’s not something I’ve ever been asked before. Especially, not by a human.

      “You know about shifters?” I ask, giving her a sideways look.

      She laughs as she reaches into her pocket and pulls out a business card. “I check animals. All animals, including shifter ones.”

      I take the card from her little hands and she swallows hard when our fingers touch for a moment.

      “We heal pretty fast, you know?” I say, looking at the card. Dr. Zoe Hoang. Veterinarian of ‘all’ animals. “Maybe it’s not the best business model.”

      “Maybe,” she says with a grin. “But some animals still need their claws cut and teeth cleaned. Stuff like that.”

      “I’ll call you if I need my teeth cleaned,” I say, smiling as I slide it into my pocket. “Can I call you for anything else?”

      “Like?” she says, daring me to ask her.

      “Like for a cup of coffee,” I say with a grin. “Or dinner. Basically, any kind of date.”

      Ronin will have to come too, but I don’t want to scare her off right away.

      “You’re asking me out?” she says as she stares at me with a blank expression. Her face is so hard to read. I can’t tell if she’s about to slap me, run away, or say yes.

      I nod as I stare back at her. “Yes. I’d like to go out with you.”

      She breaks her still expression with a laugh. “I’ve never been asked out by someone who’s shirt is dripping wet with amniotic fluid.”

      With one swift movement, I pull it over my head and toss it behind me. Her eyes roam over my shredded torso, and maybe I’m imagining it, but they seem to get bigger.

      “Is that better?” I ask.

      She takes a deep breath and then looks at me as her cheeks start reddening. “I’ve never been asked out by a shirtless man either.”

      “Which one is better?”

      She swallows hard as her eyes drop back down. “Shirtless.”

      “So, is that a yes?”

      She seems to catch herself because that unamused expression is back on her face. “I think you’ll have a better chance with the cow.”

      That sexy grin is back. I could stare at those lips for days. Years. Decades.

      “What’s it going to take to go out with me?” I ask, feeling desperate.

      “A personality change,” she says with a grin.

      I pull out her business card and look down at it. “Is that a service you offer?”

      She laughs.

      Our eyes meet again, but there’s no hardness in hers anymore. Maybe I’m getting somewhere.

      “There’s my check,” she says as she stares into my eyes with a heated look. “I guess I’ll see you around, Tito.”

      She reaches out and touches my forearm as she passes and for the second time today, I nearly faint.
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      A flash of jealousy passes through me when I see Zoe laughing with Tito. He has his shirt off, of course, but I guess that’s not such a bad thing. His torso looks exactly the same as mine with the same hard chest and shredded abs. If she’s seen his body, she’ll know what mine looks like too.

      I know it’s stupid to feel jealous. We’re twins and in this together. If she doesn’t like Tito, then I’ll have no shot with her either. Our girl, the girl, has to like us both if we’re ever going to complete the triad.

      But still, my stomach hardens when I see them together. The way she’s watching him… desire is dripping from her eyes.

      Tito is the funny one and the one who has always been better with the ladies. For some reason, they respond so well to his arrogance and smart mouth. They get frustrated with him and that frustration turns to sexual tension. It works. Usually more than my romantic charms.

      It’s good that he’s making progress with her, it’s just, I’m worried that she’s going to like him more than she likes me.

      As much as I love my brother, I don’t want that. I don’t want to be second fiddle to our girl. If anything, I want her to like me the best.

      And that’s what I’m going to try and make happen.

      I won’t be happy in a triad relationship with Tito if the girl doesn’t like me better. I’ll just be consumed with jealousy if she prefers my brother over me.

      My heart is pounding in my chest as I pick up my pace, not wanting them to get too close. I watch her as she grins at him and then touches his forearm as she leaves.

      “Is that for me?” she asks as she meets me halfway.

      “Three hundred dollars,” I say with a soft smile. “Don’t spend it all in one place.”

      “I won’t,” she says with a laugh as she takes it.

      I turn and walk with her back to her car. It’s not fair. Tito had minutes alone with her and I’m only getting seconds.

      “While you’re here,” I say, desperate as I look around for something to keep her on the ranch. “Can I get you to check on a horse?”

      “Sure,” she says with a smile. “You’re my last call for the day and I’ll never turn down an opportunity to pet a horse.”

      We chat easily about the animals on the ranch as we walk over to the stables. Just being around this girl makes me feel so alive. She smells so good—like peaches and jasmine.

      “Where did you go to school?” I ask, watching her with interest.

      “Cornell,” she says with a smile. “Eight long years.”

      “Wow,” I say, feeling a sense of awe while I talk to her. “What a sense of dedication you have. It’s incredible. You worked so hard for that long all to help out animals.”

      She smiles shyly as her cheeks redden. “I guess,” she says with a self-conscious shrug. “It wasn’t that big of a deal.”

      “Yes, it is,” I say, nodding to her. “It’s amazing. You’re amazing.”

      She’s staring at the ground, but there’s a shy smile on her face.

      We walk the rest of the way in silence, but I notice that she walks a little closer to me.

      “What’s wrong with the horse?” she asks when we walk into the stables.

      My pulse races as I start to panic. There’s nothing wrong with a horse that I know of.

      “Oh, I see the problem,” she says as she walks over to a white horse. The horse looks as confused as me as she looks under his stomach where there’s a streak of pink running along his belly.

      “He must have jumped over a fence or something and scraped the bottom of his stomach,” Zoe says as she inspects the horse.

      “That’s what I figured,” I say, taking a breath of relief as she stands back up.

      “It looks mostly healed,” she says with a nod. “I wouldn’t worry about it.”

      “Good,” I say, nodding with a pensive look on my face. “I just wanted to make sure.”

      Zoe steps back and looks around the large stables with a smile on her face. “Nice place,” she says with an approving nod. “I love horses.”

      “So do I,” I say, inching a little closer to her.

      She reaches up and pets the white horse’s neck and suddenly, I’m jealous of a freaking horse.

      I stare at the smooth skin on the delicious curve of her neck as she steps on her toes and whispers something into the horse’s ear. She’s wearing a black Polo with jean shorts that make her ass look so damn irresistible.

      This has to be the girl. How could it not be?

      “You’re welcome to come and see them anytime you want,” I say, smiling shyly at her.

      She turns to me and smiles back. “That’s sweet. Thank you.”

      “I mean it. If you want to go riding, there’s a beautiful lake nearby or we have lots of trails up the hills.”

      Our eyes meet and we stare at each other for a long moment. It feels like the air in the stables has just charged with electricity.

      “Really?” she finally says. The corners of her soft lips curl up in a smile.

      “Anytime,” I say, nodding. “If you come back, I’ll take you on a gorgeous ride. I’ll even make a nice picnic for us. Sandwiches. Wine. You name it!”

      Her dark brown eyes start to shine as she looks at me with a look that makes my body tingle. “Maybe I will,” she says softly.

      I smile back at her. “I hope you do.”

      She swallows hard as she finally breaks eye contact. I’m expecting her to leave, but am thrilled when she doesn’t.

      My eyes are locked on her body as she starts walking through the stables, petting each horse and asking their names.

      I tell her about each one and have her laughing and smiling at their ridiculous names.

      “The Spice Girls?” she says with a soft laugh. “Really? You named your horses after The Spice Girls?”

      “My friend Lachlan did,” I say with a shrug of my shoulders. “They’re his mother’s favorite band.”

      “That’s sweet,” she says, smiling up at the horse we call Sporty Spice.

      After a bit of silence, she turns back to me with a grin. “You don’t seem too similar to your brother,” she says. “You’re sweet.”

      I swallow hard as I stare at her. She has to like both of us for this to work. But it’s still okay if she likes me a bit more.

      “He takes some getting used to, but he’s a good guy too.”

      “Hmm,” she says as she turns back to the horses.

      I finish giving her the tour and by the time we’re done, I’m completely in love with this girl. Brains, curves, humor, and all that with just the right amount of attitude.

      “I should be going,” she says as she checks her watch.

      I want to ask her out again, this time getting a real firm commitment with a time and date, but that’s not how this should be done. Tito and I should be going out with her together. The three of us should be dating as one unit. That’s the way the triad has to work. We should all be in this together.

      But Zoe walks outside before I can ask her.

      “Hey, Dr. Nipples is back,” she says with a grin as Tito walks over with no shirt on.

      Why hasn’t he put his shirt back on? He’s going to ruin this for both of us.

      But Tito doesn’t look too phased. He just smirks back at her. “You didn’t think I would let you leave without saying goodbye, did you?”

      “No,” she says with a frown. “I was just hoping you would.”

      He laughs as she smirks at him.

      With a sigh, she turns to me and smiles. “It was nice meeting you, Ronin,” she says. “Tito. Meeting you was… interesting.”

      “Thank you,” Tito says with a nod of his head.

      “That wasn’t a compliment,” she says as she turns to her parked car.

      “I know,” he says. “But I’ll still take it as one.”

      She laughs as she shakes her head and walks toward her car.

      My pulse starts racing. She can’t leave. Not yet. Not like this.

      I’ll go crazy if I don’t know when I’ll be able to see her again, and although Tito is playing it cool now, I know he’ll be the same.

      “Abigail!” I shout, waving my hand at Caleb’s mate who’s just stepped out of her cabin. “Come here!”

      She looks at me with a confused look on her face but then starts walking over.

      I rush up to meet her. “Are you okay?” she asks, looking at me funny. “Your eyes are all buggy.”

      “I think that’s the girl,” I say, grabbing her forearms and squeezing a little too tight.

      “Stop. You’re hurting me. Jesus. What girl?”

      “The girl.”

      “You’re going to have to be more specific.”

      I huff out an impatient breath and quickly explain about the triad.

      “You mean the two of you?” she says, scrunching her nose up. “With one girl? Really?”

      “Yes!” I say, nearly shouting at her. “And I think that’s her. But she’s leaving!”

      “So?” she says, looking confused. “What do you want me to do about it?”

      “Go talk to her,” I say, feeling the desperation take over. “See if she’s single and see if she’d be interested in dating two guys.”

      She laughs. “If you two can’t seal the deal, then I sure as hell won’t be able to.”

      “I’m not asking you to seal anything,” I say, feeling my blood pressure skyrocket. “Just go feel her out. See if she’d be into it.”

      “Into a threesome?” she says, staring at me like I’m crazy. “You want me to go ask a girl I’ve never met if she’d be into a threesome with two guys?”

      I squeeze my eyes shut as I rub my forehead hard. “I don’t know what else to do!”

      “Okay,” she says, sighing as she places a hand on my shoulder. “Don’t give yourself an aneurysm. I’ll go feel her out.”

      “Thank you!” I say, feeling a weight lifting off my shoulders as she walks over.

      “Tito!” I say, calling my brother over who’s probably making a bad situation even worse. “Come here!”

      He looks annoyed but he comes over. “What?”

      “I put Abigail on it,” I say, watching as our favorite lifeguard starts talking to Zoe. “She’s going to get the lowdown on the hot doctor.”

      “You should have just let me do it,” Tito says, looking exasperated.

      “She hates you,” I say, rolling my eyes.

      “Yeah, right now,” he says, rolling his eyes back at me. “But I’m building the sexual tension. Soon, it will build up so much that it can’t help but explode.”

      That’s what I’m worried about. I have a more romantic and charming way about me. I can’t compete with Tito’s raw sexual attraction.

      And I really want her to like me more.

      “It’s too late now,” I say, watching as Abigail leans on Zoe’s car. The two girls are chatting, but we can’t hear what they’re saying.

      Maybe that’s a good thing because from the way Zoe is staring at Abigail in horror, I’m not sure I want to hear what she’s saying.
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      “Hey!” a pretty girl with black hair and bright green eyes says as she walks over. What the heck does this girl want? She’s acting like we’re best friends with the way she’s smiling and waving at me.

      “Hello,” I say warily as she arrives at my car.

      I glance over her shoulder at the twins who are watching about forty yards away. They immediately turn when I see them looking, suddenly staring up at the trees with interest.

      These two guys are absolutely gorgeous but this ranch seems a little off. Maybe it’s a shifter thing. I’ve seen more than my share of weird stuff on shifter ranches. One place I visited in Colwood had a pet rhinoceros.

      “I haven’t seen you around town,” the girl says, leaning on the hood of my car. “I’m Abigail.”

      She smiles as she offers her hand. Okay. I know what’s going on here.

      I offer a curt polite smile as I shake her hand. “I’m Zoe.”

      “So,” she says, twirling her black hair. “Are you… seeing anyone?”

      I clear my throat uncomfortably as my back straightens. “No… but sorry, I’m not into girls.”

      She tilts her head in confusion then lets out a high-pitched laugh. “No,” she says, giggling to herself. “Not me. The twins.”

      My heart picks up its pace as I look over her shoulder at the two of them standing there. I don’t know which one I’d pick. Ronin is really sweet and seems like he would make a great boyfriend. And then there’s Tito. He didn’t make the best first impression—or second—but he’s got something about him. There’s definitely an attraction there, although I would never admit that to him.

      “Which one is interested?” I ask. I’m not sure who I would prefer. I’m not hoping she’s going to say one over the other.

      “Both of them.”

      That I didn’t expect. I feel my cheeks getting hot as an uncontrollable giggle erupts out of my chest.

      “Both of them?” I ask, staring at her in shock.

      Abigail grins. “Shifter twins always share a mate.”

      A flush of heat is swirling around my body at the thought. Two men? At the same time? As intriguing as that is, I can’t. What would people think if I had two hot muscular men on my arm? It’s too weird.

      “I don’t think so,” I say, feeling a surprising wave of regret. “I’m a one-man kind of girl.”

      “Until you try it,” she answers with a smirk.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I see an enormous shifter walking by wearing—

      “Is that guy wearing a loincloth?” I ask, feeling my jaw hanging open in shock.

      Abigail glances at the guy over her shoulder and shrugs. “Don’t worry about him,” she says dismissively. “He just can’t find any clothes to fit him.”

      “Oh,” I say, staring at him as he disappears into the forest. This place is weird.

      “So,” she says, leaning in. “Twins? What do you say?”

      “This is nuts,” I say, shaking my head. Yesterday, I couldn’t find a date to finally end my two-year cold streak, and now I have two gorgeous guys asking me out. At the same time!

      I can’t possibly. People would talk behind my back. They would look at me funny.

      Society has rules for a reason, and those rules must be followed.

      One woman. One man. That’s how it always is and that’s how it should be.

      Still, that doesn’t mean I can’t indulge in the fantasy of it for a minute. A warm shiver trickles through my body as I picture being with both of them at the same time. Four hands on me, two tongues, twelve abs, and two hard cocks. That wouldn’t just break my cold streak, it would shatter it.

      “I can tell you’re thinking about it,” Abigail says with a grin. “Don’t you know that two is better than one?”

      I laugh as my cheeks heat up. “Not for me,” I say, shaking my head. “Sorry.”

      “Ahh,” she says, looking disappointed.

      “It’s too bad,” I say, glancing at them in the distance. I laugh when I see them both examining their fingernails while trying to remain conspicuous. “They’re kind of cute.”

      “Then why not?” she asks. “Just one date. If you don’t like it, blow them off.”

      “I can’t,” I say as a feeling of regret seeps in. “I’d date one of them, but not both.”

      “Okay,” she says, glancing over her shoulder at the guys. “Which one?”

      My breath catches in my chest as I turn to them, not knowing which one I’d prefer.

      Ronin seems like the safe choice. The type of guy who will show up with flowers and always say the perfect words in each romantic moment. I can already picture how his big arms would feel wrapped around me as we watch a romantic movie on the couch or how his hand would feel in mine as we walk down the beach. He’s a good choice. A choice I know I wouldn’t regret.

      And Tito, well, Tito is more of a wildcard choice. I know he would keep me on my toes with that sharp sexy mouth of his. Our dates would be more fun and exciting, but probably full of a lot of bickering and frustration too. Instead of saying the right thing like Ronin would, he would probably always say the wrong thing and get away with it too because of that sexy grin he’s always hitting me with. He’d make me laugh and curse, all at the same time. I’m drawn to him too.

      “Hard to pick, huh?” Abigail says with a chuckle.

      “Yeah,” I say, not knowing how to decide at all. I can’t even pick the better-looking one since they look exactly the same.

      “So, pick both,” she says.

      “I told you,” I answer. “One guy at a time for me.”

      Abigail nods. “Go out with each of them once. Separately. Then see which one you like more.”

      “This is so crazy,” I say with a laugh. I can’t believe I’m about to agree to this. I came here to help a cow give birth and I’m leaving with two dates. With two brothers. Sophie is going to love this.

      “What do you say?” she asks, leaning in with a grin on her face. “One date with Ronin and one date with Tito.”

      The spirit of my two-year-long cold streak is grumbling in my head. It’s grumbling somewhere else too.

      “Okay,” I say, giving up. “I’ll go on a date with each of them. Separately.”

      I might be able to bend society’s traditional values by dating more than one guy, but I’m not going to break them completely by ending up with both of them. I’m not that much of a rebel.

      “Really?!?” Abigail says, looking a little too excited. “They’re going to be thrilled if I get them a date. I’ll be able to get them to do my chores for a month!”

      “There’s two of them,” I say with a mischievous grin. “Get them to do it for two months.”

      “I knew I liked you,” Abigail says with a nod and a smile. “Which one do you want to date first?”

      “First?” I glance over at them, trying to decide. I’m excited to get to know Ronin better, but I’m also excited to see what Tito has in store for our date.

      “I don’t know,” I finally say, waving my hand at her. “Let them decide and then let me know. Tito has my card.”

      “You’re not going to regret this,” Abigail says as I open my car door.

      “I think I already have.”

      The boys start to walk back over as I start the car, but I’m too shy to see them both at the same time. I’d much rather get to know them individually so I throw the car into reverse and back away.

      “Bye, Zoe,” they both call out at the same time.

      I stop the car and look at them through the open window. “Ronin. Nipples. Abigail. I’ll be seeing you around.”

      The three of them grin as I put the car in drive and leave the ranch, wondering if I’ve made a big mistake.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “I thought you were going to deliver a cow,” Sophie says, looking confused. “How did you get two dates?”

      “I’m still trying to figure that out,” I say with a sigh as I plop down in my chair.

      “Well, figure it out and then please tell me how you did it,” she says, staring at me in awe. “I haven’t had a date in a month.”

      “Try two years,” I say with a frustrated groan.

      “Has it been that long?”

      “It’s felt even longer.”

      The past two years have been a whirlwind of work. First, my father got sick and I had to help him while he was going through chemo as well as make sure his business stayed afloat. This office was a mess of papers, old prescriptions, and unfilled income taxes. My father was a brilliant veterinarian but could have used some improvement with his organizational abilities.

      After he died, I took over for good and hired Sophie as my administrative assistant and secretary. For the past year and a half, we’ve been trying to make sense of this mess. It’s like he had all of his files stacked on a desk and then a tornado passed through the room. That’s how I inherited the office.

      On top of that, I’ve had to keep up with all of his patients—most of them not too happy that a fresh-out-of-university doctor was now treating their farm animals. Slowly, I’ve been winning them over one by one when they see the work I do.

      I love animals and I’m damn good at fixing them. They can say what they want about my lack of experience or my lack of penis, but they can’t deny that I’m good at what I do.

      “But how did you get two dates if you only went to one ranch?” Sophie asks, looking at me funny. “Did you stop somewhere else?”

      Oh crap. I can feel my cheeks heating up again.

      “No,” I say, suddenly interested in the paper on my desk. It’s a prescription for 100 grams of Bovine Coronavirus-Escherichia Coli Antibody. From 1982. Why would my father keep this?

      I crumple it up and toss it into the recycling bin as Sophie narrows her eyes on me, staring at me in confusion.

      “These guys are on the same ranch?” she asks.

      “Yup,” I nod, pretending like this is no big deal.

      “Look at you,” she says with a wide grin. “Double dipping on the same ranch. Aren’t you worried that they’re going to fight over you?”

      My chest gets tight as I look at her. I didn’t even think about that. Tito and Ronin are brothers. Not only that, but twin brothers. What is going to happen to their relationship when I pick one over the other?

      “Are they friends?” she asks.

      “Not really friends,” I say, wishing I had taken the long way home.

      “Well, that makes it a bit better,” she says. “At least they won’t break up a friendship when you eventually dump one of them.”

      “Yeah,” I say, feeling the color start to drain from my face.

      “Are you okay?” she says, looking concerned. “You look like you just stepped off a ship that went through a sea storm.”

      Because that’s how I feel. How can I break up two brothers?

      “They’re not friends,” I say, sounding out each word slowly. “They’re brothers.”

      “Brothers?!?” she says with a surprised laugh. “Wow, Zoe. I didn’t think you had it in you! I’m impressed!”

      “Stop it,” I say, feeling awful. “They’re twin brothers on top of it.”

      Sophie’s head drops forward and it lands with a thud on her desk. Her shoulders are shaking as she laughs. “Twin brothers?” she says when she leans back up with a Post-It note stuck to her forehead. “You’re going on a date with twin brothers?”

      “Is that bad?” I ask as I nervously bite my fingernail.

      “No,” she says with her eyes bulging. “That’s amazing! Are they hot?”

      “Gorgeous.”

      I can’t get the image of Tito’s hard abs out of my mind or the way that Ronin smiles so sweetly.

      “I’m officially jealous of you,” Sophie says. “Like really really jealous.”

      “Well, maybe I’ll introduce you to the one I dump,” I say, feeling my insides sink. I have no idea which one that will be. Absolutely no clue.

      But I guess I’ll find out soon enough.

      “Please do,” Sophie says with an enthusiastic nod. “I’ll take any leftovers you have.”

      This girl makes me laugh. I can always count on her for that.

      “What are you going to wear?”

      “I didn’t even think about that,” I answer as panic starts to rise inside me. All I’ve been doing is working for the past two years. Every piece of clothing in my closet has animal blood, puke, or dirt stains on it, except for a Princess Leia Halloween costume.

      Sophie grins. “Should we blow off the rest of the afternoon and go shopping?”

      We have so much work to do, but I do need some clothes. Like desperately need some clothes, and although I’m sure they’d be thrilled to see me in my Princess Leia slave bikini, I’m not about to show up at a restaurant wearing that. I’ll save that for after ;)

      “All right,” I say, grabbing my keys. “Let’s go get some clothes that don’t have dog puke all over them.”

      Sophie grins as she slams down her laptop. “Let’s go slut you up,” she says as she jumps to her feet with an excited smile on her face, “so you can kiss that cold streak goodbye.”

      That would be nice. I’m just worried Tito and Ronin might kiss their relationship goodbye because of it.
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      “Why should you get to go first?” I feel an angry heat flushing through my body as I stare at my twin. It’s like staring at my own reflection, if I wanted to punch my reflection in the nose.

      “I saw her first,” Ronin says.

      “No, you didn’t. We both saw her at the same time. I was standing right beside you.”

      “Dibs!” he shouts. “I called dibs first.”

      I can feel my nostrils flaring as he shrugs and walks away.

      “Guys,” I say to the crew who are all hanging around the campfire. We just finished dinner and are getting our drink on. “What do you guys think?”

      “I think this is a bad idea,” Lachlan says.

      “Agreed,” Kneecap says, chiming in.

      “How can this be a bad idea?” Ronin asks. “She’s absolutely perfect. She’s going to be the one. I can feel it.”

      “Twin shifters are supposed to be in a triad,” Lachlan says as he stabs a marshmallow with a stick. “You’re supposed to be doing this together. Not apart.”

      “Well, she didn’t want to date us together.” My voice is tight with frustration.

      “Yeah,” Ronin says with a huff of breath. “What else were we supposed to do?”

      My jaw is clenched because of my brother, but I totally agree with him. We had to go out with Zoe any way we could. If it has to be separate, then that’s how it’s going to be.

      “You could have convinced her to go out with both of you,” Lachlan says as he hovers his marshmallow over the fire. “You’re both good looking. Sort of. It couldn’t have been that hard.”

      “Hey!” Abigail says in a fierce voice. “I tried everything! That chick would not date two dudes.”

      “Don’t listen to them, Abigail,” I say, smiling at her. “You did an amazing job!”

      She smiles back. “No problem. Just don’t forget that I like my clothes washed according to colors and folded neatly.”

      I groan as I look at her.

      “And if you could sweep out our cabin by lunch tomorrow,” she says, “that would be great.”

      Now I know how she negotiated a date out of Abigail. The same way she negotiated for Ronin and I to do all of her chores for two months. It was the only way she would tell us what Zoe had said.

      “And I like my underwear washed by hand and ironed after,” Caleb adds with a grin.

      “Nice try.” I shoot him a warning look. “The deal was with her only.”

      “But you’re already going to be there doing hers,” Caleb complains. “Just throw mine in the wash too.”

      I glare at him with a serious expression. “The day I wash your dirty underwear is the day I shove my head in the washing machine and drown myself.”

      “Don’t do that,” Abigail says, looking horrified.

      I smile at her. “Leave it to the lifeguard to save me from drowning.”

      “No, I don’t care about that,” she says. “I don’t want your ghost to haunt my clothes.”

      Everyone laughs as I shake my head. “You’re fitting in a little too well, Abigail.”

      She raises her beer and winks at me.

      “So, it’s settled,” Ronin says as he sits down in one of the empty chairs. “I’ll go first.”

      “It’s not settled,” I say, feeling a rush of panic. “We didn’t settle anything.”

      I can’t go after Ronin. He’ll set up a perfect date with every detail flawlessly thought through and organized. The meal will be exquisite, the atmosphere impeccable. By the time he finishes his romantic evening, Zoe will be completely in love with him and won’t even want to go out with me.

      She’ll like him more and my date—if I even get one—will just seem like a disappointment. I don’t have the soft, gentleness that Ronin has. We’ll probably be bickering the entire time like we did last time and she’ll see that Ronin is the safer choice and choose him.

      “What do you guys think?” Ronin asks.

      I look around the campfire at all of the disinterested faces. Lachlan frowns as his marshmallow goes up in flames, Kneecap adjusts his loincloth as he spreads his legs—aww gross, I just saw a ball, and Nora is already chatting with Jessie about something else.

      “We should get our alpha to settle this,” I say, looking around. “Where is Maximus?”

      The mood gets tense as everyone glances at Maximus’ cabin. The lights are off and the place looks deserted, although we all know that he’s inside.

      He hasn’t been doing too well lately, ever since Mastiff and his Hell’s Howlers came strolling by. The alpha of the crew, Mastiff, told him that the old number two of the crew, Bledsoe is looking for his old girlfriend Kennedy.

      I don’t know Bledsoe or Kennedy—Ronin and I came into the crew long after both of them were gone—but I feel for Maximus. He’s been looking so torn up over it.

      He doesn’t look the same. He looks scruffy and disheveled like he hasn’t eaten or slept in days. He barely leaves his cabin and when he does, he just stumbles around the ranch mumbling to himself. It’s not good.

      “Maximus is in no condition to choose,” Lachlan says as he reaches into the marshmallow bag and pulls another one out. “I’m in charge whenever he’s away. I’ll decide.”

      “Fine,” I say after a deep breath. “You should decide, Lachlan. You are the smartest, strongest and best looking one of us after all.”

      Lachlan lowers his head and looks at me with a grin. “Are you finished?”

      “And you smell so good,” I add. “Like a sandy beach after a summer rain.”

      He laughs. “As replacement alpha, I hereby conclude that we’re going to go with the rule of dibs.”

      “Yes!” Ronin says, pumping his fist.

      My stomach drops.

      “Ronin said dibs first,” Lachlan says as he heartlessly stabs another marshmallow. “He’s the first one who gets to ask the hot doctor out.”

      “You don’t smell good,” I say, glaring at him. “I take it back. You smell like the inside of Kneecap’s loincloth after a hot day in July.”

      Ronin is walking over with his hand open. “Hand it over.”

      I let out a deep sigh as I reach into my pocket and pull out Zoe’s business card. I give it a kiss and then place it in his palm.

      “Thank you,” he says, immediately stuffing it into his pocket. “Don’t worry, I’ll treat her right.”

      That’s what I’m afraid of.

      I slump down into a chair and Kneecap opens the cooler and throws me a beer. “Cheer up,” he says. “If it’s meant to be, it will all work out.”

      I catch the beer with a sigh. I know that if it’s meant to be she’ll like us both equally. I just want her to like me a little more equally.

      Unless… their date doesn’t go so perfectly.

      It’s a thought I shouldn’t be having, but I can’t help myself. Maybe a little sabotage will turn Mr. Perfect into Mr. Adequate.

      I’m sitting there grinning like a madman with my mind racing when the door to Maximus’ cabin opens.

      “Why don’t you come and join us?” Lachlan calls out. “We miss you, Max.”

      Maximus walks over through the darkness and I’m relieved to see that he’s freshly showered and dressed in jeans and a button-up shirt. He even got the buttons lined up this time.

      Then, I see what’s in his hand. A duffel bag.

      “Going somewhere, boss?” Kneecap asks with a nervous edge to his voice when he sees the bag too.

      Maximus stands in front of us and sighs. “I have to go.”

      Lachlan jumps to his feet. “I’ll go with you.”

      “No,” my alpha says, motioning for him to sit back down. Lachlan reluctantly does. “I want to do this myself.”

      “Do what?” Caleb asks, looking unsure.

      “I’m going to look for Bledsoe,” Maximus says. “I should have finished him a long time ago when I had the chance.”

      We all take a deep breath and stare at him in silence. He looks so big and imposing standing in front of the fire with the orange glow and dark shadows dancing on his face.

      I’ve always thought that Maximus was a good alpha. Fair. Honorable. Strong. I’ve always liked him and thought that it was an honor to be a part of his crew.

      The Grisly Grizzlies has been my home for the past four years and I love these guys like family. I’d die for them like I know they’d die for me.

      So, it kills me to see Maximus in so much pain. I’ve heard the stories from Lachlan about the old crew and how Bledsoe turned against him and hurt the girl that he loved. He blames himself for letting it all happen. I can’t imagine living with that kind of guilt. I know I would hate myself if something bad happened to Zoe and I thought it was my fault.

      “Take us with you, boss,” Kneecap says. “What about Rigs and Colton? And any other assholes he might have recruited?” His huge jaw clenches as he squeezes his hands into fists. “I would love to get my hands on those two clowns again.”

      I don’t know who Rigs and Colton are, but I already feel sick to my stomach for them. I wouldn’t want those big hands on me.

      Maximus shakes his head. “This is something I have to do on my own.”

      “Why?” Lachlan asks. “We’re a crew. We should fight together.”

      “Yeah,” Caleb says. Ronin and I are nodding along. Date or not, this is something we should be doing together.

      As much as it would break my heart to cancel the date with Zoe, I would do it for Maximus.

      “It was my responsibility that the crew fell apart,” Maximus says with a longing gaze. “It’s my responsibility to fix it. To clean up the mess that I created.”

      “It wasn’t your fault,” Lachlan says, sounding outraged. “Bledsoe was always a fucking piece of—”

      “It’s okay, Lachlan,” Maximus says, shutting him up with a raised hand. “One day you might be the alpha of your own crew and then you’ll understand. This is on me. It was on me that it happened, and now it’s on me to make things right.”

      He takes a deep breath as he looks around the fire at all of the sad faces. “I’m so proud of you all,” he says with a bittersweet smile. “I don’t know when I’m going to be back.”

      “You’ll call us if you need some backup?” Kneecap asks.

      Maximus nods. “I’ll keep the famous Kneecap on speed dial.”

      “Make sure you put his number in your phone as Gary Halbert,” I say with a grin. I can never pass up an opportunity to remind everyone what Kneecap’s real name is.

      Maximus chuckles and turns to me. “And I’ll call you if I need a sarcastic mouth.”

      “I’ll be there in a second.” The laughter is gone. I mean it. If he needs me, I’ll be there.

      “Okay,” he says, taking a deep breath as he throws his bag strap over his shoulder. “Lachlan is in charge. I’m leaving now.”

      “How do you know where to go?” Ronin asks.

      “I don’t,” he says. “But Mastiff said that Bledsoe was last seen in a bar in Colwood. I’ll drive down there and ask around. Maybe I’ll get lucky and someone will know something.”

      We all give him a hug and wish him good luck. After a few more minutes of pleading for him to take us too and him saying no, he’s in the old pickup truck and rolling out of the ranch.

      My stomach is in knots as I watch him go, worried that I’ll never see him again.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Hi Zoe, it’s me. Ronin.”

      My body freezes when I hear the words through the open window. I’m outside and can hear Ronin in the cabin, talking into the phone. A sharp pain shoots through my jaw and I realize it’s from clenching my teeth so hard.

      “I know,” he says, laughing into the phone as I creep toward the open window.

      He knows what? God, this is torture.

      “I’ve been wanting to call you ever since you left,” he says with a laugh. “I know the standard is to wait at least two days, but I was dying after one.”

      My stomach hardens when I picture her on the other end of the line with those adorable cheeks turning red as she listens with a smile on her face.

      “I was thinking we could go on that picnic we were talking about.”

      Picnic? What picnic? Ronin didn’t say anything about a picnic.

      “I’ll prepare two of the horses and we can ride out to the lake and go swimming. Then we can ride to this great spot and have dinner while watching the sunset.”

      Oh, no. She’s going to like him way better than me. I was planning on taking her bowling.

      “Of course,” he says, laughing. “You can definitely take Sporty Spice. I’ll take Ginger.”

      He laughs again. And then again.

      This is killing me. I know that she has to love him as well if the triad is going to work, but do they have to get along this freaking well?

      “You bet,” he says. I can hear the smile in his voice. Ugh. “When are you free?”

      I lean in and listen. My breaths are coming out coarser and faster with every passing second.

      “Tomorrow it is.”

      I spot the phone line attached to the house and the devil on my shoulder takes control. Without thinking, I grab it and yank it out of the wall.

      “Zoe? Hello, Zoe?”

      I gulp as I drop the ripped phone line and hurry away as quietly as I can.

      “Tito!” he shouts. “Did you pay the phone bill?”

      I keep running until I’m hidden in the forest. My mind is racing with all of the plans that I’m making.

      A romantic horse ride. A steamy lake swim. A dreamy picnic while watching the beautiful sunset.

      I grin evilly as my hand squeezes into a fist.

      Not if I can help it.
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      “Wow, Zoe, you look beautiful.”

      My sexy date smiles shyly as I lean down and kiss her on both cheeks.

      She looks more than beautiful. She looks damn spectacular in her beige riding pants, a white blouse that’s showing a little cleavage, a leather bag strapped over her shoulder, and her brown cowboy boots. I’ve always found girls in cowboy boots to be irresistible.

      “So, where are we headed?” she asks, looking excited as she glances at the horse stables.

      I’ve planned this day perfectly. It’s the ultimate romantic first date and I can’t wait to share it with Zoe.

      It feels a little strange not doing this with Tito here too, but if this is the only way that Zoe is going to feel comfortable, then it’s okay with me. She’ll get to know us both separately and then maybe we can convince her to help us complete the triad. It sounds like a long shot, but if she is our true fated mate, then it will all work out in the end.

      And besides, it does feel like Tito is here in spirit. He was nice enough to help me plan this perfect date. He helped me plan out the day, pack my bag, ready the horses, and he even made the sandwiches for our picnic.

      I was expecting him to be a little bit jealous, but he’s proven himself to be quite mature about it all. It’s been a welcome surprise.

      “Come,” I say, waving her to walk with me. “Let’s get on our horses and I’ll show you.”

      She smiles as she starts walking in step beside me. I study her gorgeous face as she looks around the ranch. Her black hair is pulled back in a braid and hanging over her shoulder. She has beautiful brown eyes that have a constant sparkle and I spot for the first time an adorable birthmark under her right eye.

      “So, how many people live on this ranch?” she asks as she looks at the tiny log cabins scattered around. “Are they your family?”

      “My crew. There are six of us grizzly bear shifters and three of them have mates, so three women and six men.”

      “I’ve never dated a shifter before,” she says, looking up at me with sparkling eyes and a mischievous grin. “Is there anything I need to know?”

      I grin back at her. “Carry a lint brush on you at all times to get the bear fur off your clothes.”

      She laughs. “Good to know. I’ve heard that shifters take on one woman for their whole lives. Is that true?”

      “When we find our mate we do. The core of our essence will bond with the woman’s and we’ll be united in love and connected for the rest of our lives.”

      She looks a little worried as she looks up at me. “I thought we were just going for a picnic?” she says with a nervous laugh.

      “Don’t worry,” I say with a chuckle. “I don’t have any bonding planned.”

      Not without Tito here.

      “Well, what do you have planned?” she says, looking excited. She taps the bag that’s strapped over her shoulder and hanging by her hip. “I brought my bathing suit like you said.”

      “Good,” I say as we arrive at the stables. I open the door for her and let her in. “Then let’s get The Spice Girls.”

      I take out Sporty and Ginger and strap the saddles on them. I’m pleasantly surprised to see that Zoe is a real natural on a horse, but I guess that most native-born Montanans are. She hops up on the horse easily and strokes the mare’s beige hair as she whispers something into her ear.

      I take Ginger and we start to ride across the meadow, crushing the purple wildflowers as we go. My heart hurts when I see her start to pick up the pace, bouncing on the horse as they trot then gallop through the meadow. Her ponytail is bouncing on her back, her eyes wide with excitement, but her smile… I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.

      But it’s bittersweet. I wish Tito was here beside me to share in this perfect sight.

      With a squeeze of my legs, Ginger and I race across the meadow to catch up to her. The afternoon sun is shining today over the spectacular mountains around us. The wind is blowing against our hot skin, cooling us off perfectly. Who knew that horses could have air conditioning?

      Zoe lets out a beautiful laugh as her and Sporty slow to a trot as the fluffy clouds drift across the blue sky overhead. “It’s been too long since I’ve done that. I miss riding.”

      “Sporty is here waiting for you whenever you’re in the mood.”

      She smiles shyly at me. “I might have to take you up on that.”

      I grin, hoping she does.

      We chat easily as we trot through the rest of the meadow, and stop to laugh at a busy gopher who’s shaking his butt as he digs up a hole. He disappears inside it as we pass.

      She tells me about her job as a veterinarian and all of the farms she visits. “I love seeing animals in safe and free environments,” she says as we ride past the cattle grazing in the field. One by one they look up at us, watching with disinterest. “When I was training to be a vet, I had to work in a zoo. It was awful. I hate zoos. Every day it broke my heart. Beautiful wild lions laying on concrete, elephants that can travel fifty miles in a day stuck in a pen half the size of a football field, and intelligent chimpanzees who are provided no mental stimulation forced to stare at walls for fourteen hours a day. It really made me question what I was doing.”

      “And now?”

      She takes a deep breath of the fresh air and exhales long and hard. “I’m happy now. This is where animals belong. Not in city zoos where they slowly go crazy, pacing around for hours a day. I volunteer for a group that helps keep zoos accountable for the conditions the animals live in.”

      Zoe tells me more about the foundation and the amazing work she’s done for animals with it. I listen with interest, wanting to know everything about her.

      We continue along until we arrive at the base of a gently sloped mountain. “I thought we could go swimming at the lake,” I say. “There’s a beautiful sandy beach and the water is always so crisp and clear.”

      “That sounds perfect,” she says with a smile.

      “We can take a shortcut and cut around the forest or take the long way up the mountain trail,” I say, hoping she’ll pick the mountain trail. I want to spend as much time with this girl as I can.

      She looks up at the mountain and grins. “Lead the way, cowboy.”

      I smile to myself as I turn Ginger and head up the trail. It’s narrow so we ride single file with Zoe following me. The sun is on our back and the cool breeze is in our face as we go.

      She starts asking me about my life and I tell her about how I was born and raised in Oregon. My parents were engineers and when Tito and I were teenagers, they put us in boarding school and moved to Mongolia to build a bridge. They’ve been there ever since, and we see them about once every two years. As you can imagine, we’re not very close.

      “When did you two move—oh.”

      I turn around and see her face all scrunched up as she waves a hand in front of her nose.

      “Ginger is smelling a little spicy,” she says with an uncomfortable swallow.

      It’s then that I smell it, and hear it. Ginger’s tail jerks up as she lets another one rip. And another one. And another one.

      My heart sinks when I see Zoe leaning back on her horse as she holds her breath. There’s nowhere to escape. We can’t turn around on the narrow trail and Zoe’s horse can’t pass mine.

      “I’m so sorry,” I say, starting to panic as Ginger lets out another loud one. It rips through the peaceful afternoon, soiling the beautiful ride. “She only gets like this when she eats…” No. He didn’t.

      Did he?

      Tito was the one who fed Ginger this morning. In fact, he made sure he was the one to feed her.

      “When she eats what?”

      “Broccoli.”

      Now that I’m thinking about it, I did see Tito rummaging around the fridges in the outdoor kitchen before feeding the horses. And I would bet there is no more freaking broccoli left in there.

      “Oh, God,” she says, shaking her head as her eyes water. “It’s so bad!”

      My cheeks burn with humiliation and shame as we ride the rest of the way to the sound of an orchestra of trumpets. Poor Zoe looks ready to faint by the time we finally arrive at the lake.

      “On the way back,” she says as she steps off the horse with woozy legs, “I’m in front.”

      I’m wondering what other nice surprises Tito has in store for us as Zoe walks into the woods to change into her bathing suit.

      I quickly change into mine and check the lake for sharks, submarines, or piranhas. So far, it looks okay.

      My breath catches in my throat when Zoe returns in a tight turquoise bikini. Every curve has my body tingling as she approaches.

      “I can’t believe you have your own private lake,” she says as she steps into the water. “It’s so serene.”

      I can barely talk as I watch her curvy ass while she walks into the water up to her knees.

      “How’s the water?”

      She looks at me over her shoulder and grins. “Nice and refreshing.”

      “Cold?”

      She laughs. “A little bit.”

      Without hesitation she runs and dives in, sliding under the water in one quick second. “Woo!” she shouts when she pops back up. Her eyes are wide and her smile wider as she turns to me. “Cold, but it feels really nice.”

      I run in and dive into the water as well, feeling my whole body come alive as the cool water hits my hot sweaty skin.

      She smiles when I pop up next to her.

      “It smells better over here,” I say with a nervous laugh. “Sorry again about my horse.”

      She just laughs. “I’m a veterinarian. I’ve seen, smelled, touched, and heard a lot worse from animals before.”

      I laugh, even though I don’t believe her. Ginger’s gas is the worst.

      We have a fun time as we hang out in the secluded lake, chatting and watching the ducks glide on the water.

      It does feel a little bit empty without Tito, but I’m really happy that we’re getting along so well. It would be nice if she liked me the best out of both of us.

      Everything goes perfectly until we walk out of the lake to dry off on the sand.

      “Umm,” she says, swallowing hard as she looks down at my bathing suit.

      “Shit!” I shout when I see my whole package exposed. There’s a wide open flap hanging down, giving Zoe a front row view of my little bear. And I say little because that water was freezing! There’s major shrinkage!

      I quickly turn and pull up the flap, feeling my heart pounding. Somebody—probably somebody whose name rhymes with mosquito—cut most of the stitching, so that when the water got the fabric heavy it pulled it right down, exposing everything.

      “Well then,” Zoe says, hiding behind her towel. “Usually guys wait until after dinner to whip it out.”

      I apologize a million times, but luckily Zoe has a good sense of humor and starts laughing about it.

      Fucking Tito. I know he did that one.

      It becomes clear that he’s trying to sabotage our date when we sit down for dinner. After having a nice time at the lake, we get back on the horses and ride the rest of the way to a nice spot near the top of the mountain where we can watch the gorgeous sun as it sets over the stunning horizon. Kneecap showed me this place, and it definitely has the best views I’ve ever seen.

      Forests and meadows and valleys and mountains stretch out for miles below us. You can even see the town of Redemption Creek in the distance.

      “This is incredible,” she says as she admires the view. “This whole day has been incredible.”

      “Would you like to do it again sometime?” I ask, hoping more than anything that she’ll say yes.

      She smiles up at me and nods. “What are you doing tomorrow?” she asks.

      “Nothing,” I say, “but you’re going on a date with my brother.”

      Her eyes drop to the ground and she lets out an uncomfortable sigh. “I’ll cancel.”

      “No,” I say, tucking a strand of her black hair behind her ear. “Don’t do that. He really likes you too.”

      “But I can’t be with both of you,” she says, “and I really like you.”

      I want to tell her that she can have both of us, that if this works, she will have both of us, but I don’t want to scare her off too soon. We’re still in the getting to know you phase, and I think it’s too soon to jump into the let’s have a threesome phase.

      We sit down on the blanket and I set up the picnic. Wine, sandwiches, two salads, and some chocolate chip cookies that Jessie made for us.

      I bite into the sandwich before Zoe does and gulp as the inside of my mouth blazes. It feels like I’ve just bit into a flaming charcoal briquette.

      I spit it out and gasp for air as I grab the water bottle and chug it. It’s like throwing an ice cube into a volcano. It does nothing.

      “Are you okay?” Zoe asks, looking at me funny. “You’re so red. And you’re sweating so much.”

      I can’t breathe, let alone talk, so I just point to my open mouth as my tongue burns.

      Suddenly, she starts to look worried. “Do you need help?”

      I need to kill my brother.

      After a few minutes of severe burning, I can finally talk again.

      “There are way too many hot peppers in the sandwiches,” I say, taking gulps of air in between gulps of water.

      She laughs as she leans back on the blanket. “I’m a vegetarian anyway.”

      “Really?” I ask.

      She shrugs. “I’m a veterinarian. It seems kind of hypocritical to try to save animals and then eat them after.”

      I laugh. “I can see your point.”

      “I’ll stick with the wine,” she says with a smile as she leans back on the blanket.

      Luckily, we have a lot of that.

      We talk for the next hour and it seems to fly by in minutes. It’s going well. And it’s not just about her beauty or the initial attraction anymore. I really like her and she seems to like me.

      As we talk, we slowly turn our bodies until we’re no longer facing the view and instead are facing each other.

      She begins to open up about her past and her family, and I lean forward while I listen, wanting to know everything about this amazing girl.

      “What’s your background?” I ask her.

      “I’m half-American, half-Vietnamese.”

      “And all perfection.”

      She laughs as she playfully hits my shoulder.

      “Was your father born here?”

      She shakes her head. “No, my father emigrated to America from Vietnam. It was before the war.”

      When she starts to get choked up, I place my hand on hers. She takes it and holds it.

      “I’m sorry,” she says with a sniff. “It was a very sad part of my family history. My father was a very sweet, quiet man. He was a true gentle soul. When he was ten years old, his uncle brought him to America and he became a citizen. Unfortunately, that meant he was eligible to be drafted into the army and he got drafted to go to the war in Vietnam when he turned eighteen.”

      “He had to go back to his home country and fight?”

      She nods. “It was the first time he returned, only this time he was returning with a gun in his hand. He was supposed to attack the country where his parents and friends still lived.”

      My pulse races as I listen to her.

      “In a horrible coincidence,” she continues, “he got sent to his home village where he had to watch as soldiers killed the boys who were once his friends. He never pulled the trigger once.”

      “Oh, no.” I can’t imagine how horrific that must have been for him.

      “And he watched the school that he went to years before burn down in front of him.”

      “That’s horrible,” I say, squeezing her hand.

      She squeezes mine back. “I hate war. It’s so pointless.”

      I shift on the blanket and wrap my arm around her as we turn back to the setting sun. It’s lighting the sky up in a blaze of pink and purple hues as it starts to descend behind a far off mountain.

      “I’ve never told anybody that before,” she says softly as she curls up beside me. “Even my best friend.”

      She’s looking up at me with the softest brown eyes imaginable and I can’t help but kiss her. I know I shouldn’t. I know I should be waiting for Tito to be here. I want Tito to be here to share in this moment too, but we’re alone and I can’t seem to stop myself.

      Our eyes slowly close as she leans up and I lean down until our lips come together in a soft romantic kiss.

      A shrieking sound—like a baboon getting tortured—rips through the night, killing the passionate moment.

      Zoe whips her head away from mine, looking around with wild eyes as the screeching sound rings out again.

      Apparently, my brother is here after all. And now that he is, all I want him to do is leave.

      I look around the forest with a tight glare and pinched lips, warning him with my eyes, wherever the hell he’s hiding.

      “What was that?” Zoe asks, looking uncomfortable. “It sounded like a gorilla.”

      “No. It’s a monkey.”

      She laughs nervously. “There are no monkeys in Montana.”

      “There is on this ranch,” I mutter. And unfortunately, I’m related to him.

      We try to continue the date, but every time I get close, Tito starts screeching like a baboon in heat, ruining all of the romance.

      Pretty soon, we give up and start the ride home. Ginger is still letting them rip every few minutes.

      I squeeze the reins as I follow Zoe and Sporty down on my farting horse.

      It seems that Tito wants to be the favorite as well.

      This will only work if she likes us both, and I know that Tito knows that too. But I also know that he wants his date to go better than mine.

      I grit my teeth as my horse lets out a loud one.

      I’ll just have to make sure that it doesn’t.
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      “And were the hot peppers in the sandwich really freaking necessary?” Ronin yells at me when he gets home from his date. “I still can’t feel my tongue!”

      Maybe I went too far with trying to be the favorite. It’s just that Ronin had such a perfect date planned, and I still have nothing. I’m more adventurous than romantic. More fly by the seat of my pants rather than planning everything out perfectly.

      “I still can’t believe you sabotaged my date,” he says, shaking his head as he glares at me from our sofa.

      “Sabotage is such a strong word,” I say with a cringe. “I prefer ‘a healthy distraction.’”

      “You sure distracted her with your bathing suit trick,” he says, looking pissed off. “I had shrinkage from the cold water!”

      I snort out a laugh, wishing I had seen that.

      “Keep laughing, moron,” he says. “We’re twins remember? She’s going to think you’re packing the same tiny heat.”

      “Shit,” I mumble under my breath. I hadn’t thought of that.

      “Get mad at me all you want,” I say. “You weren’t supposed to kiss her.”

      He drops his eyes and takes a deep breath. I knew where he had planned to go, so I had caught up to them during their picnic and was watching from the forest.

      “I couldn’t help it,” he says, looking ashamed. “She’s so perfect, Tito. I just couldn’t resist. I was wishing you were there too if that helps.”

      “It does,” I say. I don’t think I’d be able to resist her either.

      “Oh, right,” he says, glaring at me. “You were there. Screeching like a baboon at the dentist.”

      I let out a nervous laugh and he just rolls his eyes.

      “So, you like her,” I say as I sit down on the sofa facing him.

      He stares at the coffee table between us and takes a deep breath. “She’s the most incredible person I’ve ever met.”

      I cough twice, and he laughs. “Present company included,” he says.

      “Wow, she must be pretty amazing.”

      He nods. “She is.”

      “Give me some advice,” I say.

      His eyebrows raise as he looks at me. “Advice?”

      “You know her better than I do. How can I wow her? What can I do to make this the best date of her life?”

      His forehead crinkles. “The best date of her life?”

      “Yeah,” I say, getting excited. “I want her to have such a good time that she can’t even remember any of the other guys.”

      “You should take her to the zoo,” he says. “She loves zoos.”

      I sit up straight as I get an excited rush of adrenaline. That’s a great idea. She’s a veterinarian so she’s going to love seeing animals at the zoo! Why didn’t I think of that?

      I thought that Ronin might be upset that I tried to throw a couple of monkey wrenches into his romantic date, but he’s taking it very well. He’s even helping me out.

      “What else is she into?” I ask, trying to pump him for every bit of information that he knows.

      “She’s a huge war enthusiast.”

      “Really?”

      “Oh, yeah,” he says, nodding his head up and down. “Big time! She absolutely loves the Vietnam war. It’s her favorite of all the wars.”

      “Hmm,” I say as I think about it. “I wouldn’t have guessed that about her.”

      “Well, she’s half Vietnamese,” he says. “So, it’s her heritage. She loves talking about all of the battles.”

      “That makes sense.” As soon as we’re done talking, I’m going to go on the Internet and read up on the Vietnam war. This date is going to go great.

      “Did she say what her favorite food is?” I ask. A nice dinner in her favorite restaurant would be the perfect way to finish the night. Maybe I’ll get a kiss too.

      “Steak,” he says. “Definitely take her out for a steak dinner.”

      I grin as I start to plan it out.

      This will be a date she’ll remember for all time. She’ll never be able to forget it.
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      “This feels weird,” Zoe says when she’s sitting beside me in the pickup truck. “I feel like I’m on a date with Ronin again. You are Tito, right? I just want to make sure.”

      I grin as I look at her. “I guess you’ll never know.”

      She chuckles as she looks out the window. “You’re Tito. Only you have that smirk.”

      I take another quick peek at the gorgeous girl sitting beside me while she’s looking out the side window. She’s wearing a beautiful navy blue and white striped dress with a stylish belt around her waist. The wind is picking up her black hair, making it dance all around her. I wish that Ronin was here to see how beautiful she looks. It feels strange to be doing this without him.

      “Thanks for wearing a shirt this time,” she says, grinning as she looks over at me.

      “I can take it off if you want me to,” I say, grabbing the bottom of it. “I did five hundred crunches this morning just in case.”

      She laughs as she shakes her head. “Ask me again after a bottle of wine.”

      I grin. “I will.”

      “So, where are you taking me? Somewhere good I hope.”

      “Somewhere amazing, but it’s a surprise.” I can’t wait to see her face when we get to the zoo. Ronin even gave me the brilliant idea of blindfolding her and only removing it when we’re inside the zoo! She’ll be so thrilled when she’s surrounded by all of the animals that she loves so much.

      “Do you and your brother do this a lot?” she asks. “Share dates?”

      I shake my head. “First time.” And hopefully the last. We’ve always dated separately, but lately, with all of the mates moving onto the ranch, we started to yearn for our own shared mate. We both feel that it’s time to try and find that special lady who will complete our fated triad. I can’t help but think that she’s sitting right next to me.

      “I have to admit,” she says, “this is a little weird for me. And the fact that you’re twins is making it even weirder.”

      “Just think of it like I’m a guy who just happens to look like your last date, but has a much bigger penis.”

      She snorts out a surprised laugh. “You may look alike, but when you open your mouth, it’s like night and day. Ronin is so sweet and romantic, and you’re so…”

      “Amazing? Sexy? Fun? Charming?”

      She has a sexy grin on her face as she studies my face. “I don’t know yet.”

      “Well, that’s what this date is for.”

      She smiles and nods. “I guess so.”

      We spend the rest of the drive talking and joking around. I’m surprised how well we’re getting along. Ronin was right. This girl is amazing.

      But things take a turn for the worse when I try to get her to put the blindfold on.

      “There’s no way I’m putting that on,” she says with a laugh. “That’s how girls end up soaking in barrels full of formaldehyde in the middle of the desert.”

      “Good point,” I say, tossing it into the backseat. “Can you close your eyes instead?”

      She takes a deep breath and then reluctantly closes her eyes. “This better be good.”

      It will be.

      She’s going to love this zoo.

      I park the car, pay for the tickets, and bring her inside, guiding her as she keeps her eyes closed.

      “Where are we?” she asks as I place her in front of the elephant pen. “An amusement park?”

      “Better,” I say, feeling giddy with excitement.

      She sniffs the air. “An amusement park with manure?”

      “Open!”

      Her eyes fling open and her face tightens as she realizes where she is.

      “This is a zoo,” she says slowly as she looks around with a shocked face.

      I grab her arms and grin. “I know! Isn’t this great?”

      Her face starts to pale as her eyes find me. “No,” she says with an edge to her voice. “I hate zoos.”

      I jerk my head back in shock. “But… but… elephants.”

      She turns to the elephant beside us and her whole body tightens. “Elephants in the wild live in herds from anywhere between eight and a hundred other elephants. Look at this poor guy. He’s all by himself. In the wild, he’d be walking between thirty and fifty miles per day! He’s just standing there.”

      I turn to the elephant, begging him to move with my eyes. He doesn’t.

      She looks around in a panic. “I have to get out of here!”

      “Um,” I say, feeling my stomach harden. “Should we see the tigers first?”

      She bolts past me and doesn’t stop running until we’re back in the parking lot.

      “Why would you ever take me in there?” she asks when I catch up to her. Her eyes are fierce. Accusing.

      “I thought you’d like it.”

      “You thought a veterinarian would like visiting an animal prison?”

      I gulp. “Well, when you put it like that…”

      She pushes past me and heads straight to the parked truck. I follow, wondering what went wrong. Ronin said she loved zoos.

      Then it hits me. That fucker set me up.

      It’s not like I don’t deserve it, but still.

      “I’m sorry about that,” I say as I open the door for her. She climbs in and sits down on the seat with a huff. “Want to do something else?”

      She turns to me and the hardness in her eyes lightens a little bit. “Are you going to bring me to a slaughterhouse next?”

      A smile creeps across her lips as I laugh. “I could find one. Or we could just go straight to dinner.”

      “It’s three o’clock,” she says.

      “We’ll take our time ordering.”

      She laughs and rolls her eyes. “Fine. Whatever.” I jump back when she grabs the door and closes it.

      “Are there any other fun family destinations you are against?” I ask when we’re back on the road. “Waterslides, maybe?”

      Her frown turns into a smirk. “I love waterslides.”

      “Of course you do,” I say with a laugh.

      She seems to be getting more relaxed the farther we get away from the dreaded zoo.

      “Sorry about that,” she says as she runs a hand through her dark hair. “I’ve had some bad history with them before.”

      “Did you fall into the lion’s den when you were a kid?”

      She laughs. “Something like that.”

      I change the subject and get her talking about her job, which puts a beautiful smile on her face. The date seems to take a turn into a better place and we both start having fun, which is a welcome relief.

      “I can’t believe your favorite animal is a goat,” I say with a laugh.

      “Why not? They can scale a cliff with hooves. Do you know how hard it is to climb with hooves?”

      I turn to her with a smirk on my face. “Is that a serious question?”

      “I don’t know,” she answers with a shrug. “Maybe you’re hiding hooves in those shoes. Doesn’t the devil have hooves for feet?”

      “You’re saying I’m the devil?”

      “I’m saying it’s possible.”

      I turn to her and she grins back at me. God, she’s beautiful. This date is finally going the way I was hoping it would. The zoo fiasco is behind us and now it’s time to pull out the big guns. I know she’s going to love talking about this.

      “What’s your favorite war?” I ask.

      “My favorite… war?”

      “I love the Vietnam war,” I say as I puff up my chest. “Hanoi tunnels, the Tet Offensive, Agent Orange. When they dropped the napalm I was like, yes! I mean, I wasn’t alive yet, but if I was I would have been super stoked.”

      She doesn’t have the reaction I was hoping for. In fact, she looks horrified.

      “You hate war, don’t you?” I say slowly when I realize what I’ve done. Ronin set up a trap of verbal napalm and I walked right into it.

      She nods as she glares at me.

      “And you especially hate the Vietnam war, don’t you?”

      She nods again.

      “Me too,” I say, furrowing my brow as I look out the windshield. “So tragic. Such senseless destruction and loss of life.”

      “Why would you think I liked war?”

      I sigh. “Faulty intel.”

      “That’s two strikes,” she says, holding a peace sign up. “Are we going to make it to the restaurant before number three?”

      I gulp as I pull off the highway and onto a side street.

      “You’re in luck,” I say, shaking it off as I pull into Cowboy Steve’s Colossal Steakhouse. “Because we’re here!”

      She frowns when she looks up at the sign that has a huge cow’s head with X’s over the eyes sticking out of it.

      “I’m a vegetarian.”

      I sigh, remembering how Ronin was the one who recommended that I take her here.

      “Of course, you are. Strike three?”

      She turns to me with a grin. “Strike three. You’re out.”
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      It takes an hour, but I finally find Zoe some vegetarian food. After the zoo disaster, the Vietnam debacle, and the steakhouse catastrophe, I convinced her to give me one more chance.

      This time, I’m not taking anyone’s advice. This time, I’m just going to be myself.

      And this time, she’s going to love me.

      “We can’t go in there,” she says, looking up at me with disbelieving eyes.

      I grab her hand and smile. “We can and we will.”

      She squeezes my hand as I pull her toward the waiting parents of the bride and groom. “I’ll be Benjamin Parker, real estate tycoon, and you’ll be my wife, Elizabeth.”

      “A real estate tycoon who’s wearing shorts to a wedding?” she whispers as we get in line to congratulate the bride and groom.

      “Look around,” I say checking out all of the hippie guests. “We’re the dressiest ones here.”

      It’s true. This family is full of hippies. A couple of relatives are wearing tie-dye shirts and more than a couple smell of stale weed. The bride is wearing a loose dress with long lace sleeves and a crown of flowers on her head. The groom has an old plaid suit on and his scruffy beard is almost as long as his hair.

      It’s hippies galore, and where there are hippies, there’s vegetarian food.

      “They’re going to know we weren’t invited,” Zoe whispers as we get closer.

      “Just be cool and smile,” I whisper back.

      “But—”

      “Congratulations,” I say, rushing past the father’s outstretched hand to give him a big hug. “Such a wonderful addition to the family. What time is dinner?”

      He looks shocked as I pull away. “Who are you again?” he asks.

      I quickly turn to his wife, ignoring his question. “You look beautiful!” I say, giving her a big hug too. She looks as shocked as him.

      To my surprise, Zoe is playing the part perfectly, hugging and smiling and introducing herself as Elizabeth, wife to a real estate tycoon. She hugs the confused parents and before long, we’re hugging the bride and groom, congratulating them on their recent vows.

      “Thanks,” the bride says, looking at us funny as we walk in. I keep my ear peeled and hear her turn to the groom. “Who are those two?”

      “Must be friends of my parents,” he answers back.

      Zoe grins as she looks up at me with excited eyes. “I’ve always wanted to crash a wedding.”

      “We’re not crashing anything, Elizabeth Parker. We’re honored guests.”

      She laughs as I pull her to the bar and order two drinks. This is what I should have done from the beginning. Relied on my own instincts instead of following that traitor Ronin’s advice. This is the smile I wanted to see on her face.

      “Where are we going to sit for dinner?” Her brown eyes are sparkling and for the first time, I notice the beautiful birthmark under her right eye. “They must have assigned seating.”

      “I’m on it,” I say with a smirk. “Watch this.”

      There’s a wide grin on her face as I turn to the people talking next to me. “Beautiful wedding,” I say when there’s a break in the conversation. “It’s a shame two of the guests couldn’t make it.”

      “Huh?” the man says, looking confused.

      “Michael and Linda,” his wife says, slapping his arm. “I told you they couldn’t make it because their son has chicken pox.”

      “Oh, yes,” the man says, nodding like he totally remembers.

      “Enjoy the wedding,” I say, lifting up my glass with a smile. “We’ll see you on the dance floor.”

      They both smile at us as I turn back to Zoe.

      “Who was that?” the woman whispers.

      “I don’t know,” the man answers.

      “Michael and Linda,” I say to Zoe who’s grinning with excitement. “Let’s go find our seats!”
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      Talk about a turnaround. Tito turned the most disastrous date possible around to one of the best I’ve ever had.

      I know I’m going to be sick to my stomach trying to choose between the two brothers tomorrow, but tonight I’m just enjoying the fun date and enjoying the tremendous show that Tito is putting on. We’ve just finished the amazing vegetarian dinner and now Tito (aka Benjamin Parker) is captivating the table with a story.

      The whole table is leaning forward and listening to his every word as he tells the story about how he bet ten million dollars on red at a roulette table at a Vegas casino. Apparently, Benjamin Parker is quite rich.

      “My heart stopped as the ball bounced from black to red, black to red.” Everyone is holding their breath as they listen. He’s dragging the tense moment out, making them suffer.

      “Did you win?” Hugo, the man with the bushy eyebrows and tie-dye shirt asks.

      Tito smiles at him. “The ball slid into the black slot. I still remember it like it was yesterday. My stomach hardened when I saw the number. Black nine.”

      The table gasps. “You lost?” a woman—Gena or Geenie or something like that—asks.

      Tito turns to her, teasing out the suspense. “I don’t know if it was a miracle, or a guardian angel, or maybe a tremor of an earthquake, but that tiny little white ball suddenly jumped once again, and landed on the right spot. Red twenty-seven.”

      Everyone gasps. “You won?” Hugo asks, looking amazed.

      Tito, I mean Benjamin, nods. “I won.”

      “Wow,” Marsha says. “Ten million dollars. You are full of luck.”

      “You are full of something,” I whisper as I look up at him. He gives me a little wink.

      It’s such a simple thing, but it makes my whole body stir. This guy definitely has an effect on me. Even when he was failing tragically, I was still getting turned on with every grin, smirk, and touch.

      “That’s what I love about my man,” I say as I place my hand on his. “His twenty million dollars.”

      Everyone laughs at my joke while I move a little closer to him, wanting to erase all distance between us.

      After the speeches and a lot more wine, we’re both on the dance floor, in the middle of all the action. I love to dance, but it’s been so long since I’ve done it. Too long.

      The DJ is playing all of the old classics that gets everyone from the senior citizens to the little kiddos jumping up and racing to the dance floor. Marvin Gaye, Micheal Jackson, Bon Jovi, and even The Village People make an appearance.

      When the music finally calms to a slow song, I’m drunk with wine, laughter, and desire. This has been one of the funnest nights of my life.

      “Would you like to dance?” Tito asks, offering his hand.

      “As Elizabeth or Zoe?”

      He leans in close and I get a whiff of his delicious cologne. “I prefer Zoe if she’s still in there.”

      “She is,” I whisper back.

      The tinkling keys of the piano ring through the hall as Etta James’ At Last starts playing.

      I adore this song and as Tito’s strong arms wrap around me in the middle of the dance floor, it feels like I finally found my guy at last too.

      He holds me tight, and all of the other guests dancing around us seem to drift away, leaving just the two of us in this perfect moment.

      “Thanks for giving me another strike,” he whispers as I slide my hand up his hard bicep.

      I swallow hard as I look up at his gorgeous face and feel my breath quicken. “I think you just hit a home run.”

      He smiles as he holds me a little tighter. “Benjamin or Tito?”

      “Tito,” I whisper.

      “But Benjamin is uber rich.”

      I laugh. “I’ll still take Tito.”

      He smiles as I lay my cheek on his hard chest and breathe in and out, just enjoying the moment while it lasts.

      It’s over too soon—damn those old songs that are only two minutes long—and the music picks back up with Kenny Loggin’s Footloose.

      We’re kicking up our Sunday shoes when the bride runs to the edge of the dance floor to throw her bouquet. She tosses it into the air and it lands right in my hands.

      Everyone cheers as I hold it up and then high five the bride.

      “Who was that?” I hear her say as I run back to Tito. I’m too tipsy to be worried anymore. I jump into his arms and he spins me around as our lips come dangerously close together.

      He’s squeezing me against his hard body, lifting me up like I’m weightless, and damn the consequences, but I have to kiss him.

      Our lips come together and I moan as he takes my mouth in a firm kiss. His kiss suits him. Bold and shameless. It leaves my head spinning and my body swirling with the need for more.

      We’ve done a lot of inappropriate things at this wedding, so what’s one more?

      I grab a fistful of his shirt and pull him off the dance floor as the need to have him inside me grows and grows until it’s a beast I can’t contain.

      “Where are we going?” he asks.

      I turn and kiss him hard on the lips. He groans into my mouth as I slide my fingers through his dirty blond hair.

      We’re both breathing hard when I finally pull away.

      “Janitor closet. Now.”
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      Tito pushes me up against the wall and slides his hands up my dress, grabbing my panties with two firm hands.

      The door of the janitor closet closes behind him as our lips collide in a messy, passionate kiss. My heart is beating so fast. It’s been so long since I’ve had a man attack me like this, and I’m loving every second of it.

      He rips his lips from mine and I let out a gasp as he kisses my neck and tugs my panties down my legs. I’m so wet.

      I don’t know what’s come over me. I’ve never had sex in public before. I’ve never even had sex on a first date.

      But there’s something about his smirk, or the way he was holding me so close when we were dancing, or the way he turned the worst date ever around to be one of the best dates ever, or maybe it’s all of the above.

      My pussy tingles as my panties slide down my legs, wrapping around my ankles like lacy handcuffs.

      Tito’s hands move up to my breasts, squeezing and cupping them as he kisses my chest in a frenzy. My nipples are achingly hard. I want to feel his lips and tongue on them.

      He grabs the front of my dress and with a firm tug, he pops my breasts out and is on them at once, licking and sucking every inch of them while I slide my fingers through his hair.

      I gasp with desire as he rolls his tongue around my aching little nub, first one then the other.

      He smells so good. He smells like the forest and the sun and paint thinner—okay, maybe that last one is courtesy of the janitor closet.

      It’s dark inside the tiny closet under the stairs and I can barely see a thing, which makes each touch that much more intense.

      “Oh, fuck,” I groan when I feel his hard cock press against my thigh. He’s so thick and long. My hand darts there immediately, stroking his hard length through his shorts.

      He groans against my breasts and then disappears. I’m leaning against the wall, panting as I hear a belt buckle opening.

      His lips are the first thing to touch me as he leans in for a deep kiss, and I wonder how he knew where my mouth was. I can’t see a thing.

      It must be a shifter thing.

      I’m wondering if he can actually see in the dark when he grabs my wrists, pulls them over my head, and pins them to the wall. My thoughts vanish. I’m consumed with lust once again as he runs his other hand down the curve of my body until he reaches my hip.

      Heat is searing through me with every touch. I’m practically delirious from my head to my toes as his strong hand slides under my dress.

      My pussy is throbbing with heat. Arousal has taken over, pumping through my veins like a drug. I can’t think about anything but his hand that’s slowly sliding along my thigh, so close, so fucking close.

      A deep gasp rips from my lips when his hand slides over my pussy. My heart is hammering in my chest, my breath caught in my throat. He squeezes my wrists even tighter as his other hand glides between my soaking wet folds.

      “You’re so wet for me,” he growls in my ear, making me shiver. “You ready for more?”

      Oh, God, what’s this guy doing to me? My legs are trembling. I feel like I’m drunk with lust.

      “Yes,” I gasp. “Give me more. Please.”

      I’m begging like a sex crazed slut.

      This moment is almost perfect.

      If Ronin was here too it would be perfect.

      I don’t know where that thought came from, but I know that it’s true. This moment would be even better if Ronin was with us.

      I’ve never even fantasized about being with two guys before, but for some reason, I can’t get him out of my head now.

      “This is what you get for now,” Tito says in a deep throaty voice as he slides a finger inside me. My whole body explodes into shivers as he presses his palm against my aching clit.

      I spread my legs as far apart as my panties will allow as he adds another finger and pushes deeper inside me.

      I’m writhing at every movement of his hand, every flick of his fingers, every press of his palm. Little moans are falling from my lips at a faster and faster pace.

      “I like you, Zoe.” His voice is rich and deep, right beside my ear. “And there’s nothing I want more than to take out my big dick and slide it into this wet little pussy.”

      My body convulses and I let out a gasp at hearing the sexy words on his lips. His hot breath is teasing my skin.

      “But I won’t fuck you without my brother here. Twin shifters always share a mate, and I think you’re the one for us. I think you’re going to be our mate.”

      His words stun me. I’ll be the mate of two shifters?

      “Would you like that?” he growls. “Having two big cocks all for yourself.”

      I swallow hard as I nod my head up and down. I can’t find any words to answer him.

      Having both of them. Ronin and Tito. It wouldn’t get better than that. Four hands on my body, two lips on my skin, two cocks in my… okay, let’s not get carried away. One at a time, please.

      “Next time, we’ll bring my brother.” His lips are hovering over my neck, teasing me, killing me. God, I want him so bad. I want both of them so bad.

      “Okay,” I gasp, already wishing Ronin was here. “I want you both.”

      I can feel his smile on my skin. “Good because we both want you. Together.”

      “Together,” I moan as he pushes inside me with his strong hand. My whole body is aching. I’m so close to coming.

      “I can’t take you without Ronin,” he says as he slides his fingers over my clit. “But I can’t leave you like this either.”

      Each breath is violent. My body is tight. Rigid. It’s so tense with the need to orgasm.

      He moves his skilled hand like a virtuoso, playing my body like an instrument as he rubs my clit and slides his thick fingers inside me.

      My orgasm hits me like a shockwave, tearing through me as I throw my head back and gasp. My eyes are squeezed shut, my shaking thighs clamped around his hand.

      He’s still pinning me against the wall and my hands are turning into mangled claws as I struggle not to scream.

      He releases my wrists and slides his strong arms around my body, holding me up as the orgasm sweeps through me, buckling my legs and making them useless.

      It feels so good as he holds me to his hard body, but I can’t help but feel like something is missing.

      Not something. Someone.

      I wish Ronin was here too, and I can’t help but think that Tito is feeling the same way.

      They both add something different. They both complete me in different ways.

      But who am I kidding? Two guys? I can’t be with two guys.

      I’d be an outcast from society. I’d be known as the crazy perverted lady who can’t get enough dick.

      I’ve always believed that relationships should only be one woman, one man. Everything else is wrong.

      But why does picking one of them feel so wrong? And why does thinking of having both Ronin and Tito’s arms around me feel so right?
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      I torture myself for two days.

      Tito. Ronin. Ronin. Tito.

      Which one should I pick? Should I choose or just let them both go? Will choosing one of them ruin their relationship?

      I have no idea what to do.

      But I know what I’m not going to do. I’m not going to have them both.

      I have to conform to society’s rules, otherwise, I’ll never be happy. I’ll be an outsider. A weirdo. A sexual freak who has threesomes every night.

      Mmmm, threesomes every night.

      No! Stop it!

      I’m not going there. I’m not allowing myself to go there.

      I have to pick one of them or none of them.

      There’s Ronin. He’s so sweet and thoughtful and just the kind of guy I can picture myself growing old with. He’s the safe choice, the good choice.

      Or there’s Tito. He puts his foot in his mouth more than a baby, but the other things he can do with that mouth… mmm… that sexy smirk. His smart sarcastic mouth. He’s the wildcard choice. Also, the good choice.

      This is so hard.

      “Which one kisses better?” Sophie asks. We’re at work and she’s helping me get to the bottom of this.

      I lean back in my chair and think about it. “Ronin’s kiss was so soft and gentle. It made me feel so special and loved. It was incredible.” I get warm shivers just thinking about it.

      “That’s good,” Sophie says as she chews on the tip of her pen. “And what about Tito?”

      I take a deep breath and sigh as a smile creeps across my face. “It was so passionate. It was sexy and dirty in a good way. It was like kissing the bad boy your mom warned you against.”

      “That’s good too,” Sophie says, contemplating my answers. “In my expert opinion, you should totally shag both of them.”

      My back straightens and I let out a frustrated sigh. There are rules of society for a reason. I’m not breaking them by being with two guys, even though it sounds extremely tempting.

      “Not an option,” I answer. “I have to pick one.”

      “Why?”

      “What would people say if I dated both of them?”

      Sophie laughs. “They would say, ‘that’s the luckiest girl I’ve ever seen.’”

      I scoff. “Yeah, right.”

      “They would say, ‘I’ll have what she’s having.’”

      “No,” I say, shaking my head. “They would think I’m a sexual maniac.”

      “And what’s wrong with that?”

      She doesn’t understand. Sophie doesn’t care what the world thinks. She paints her fingernails different colors for God’s sake.

      “I think I’ll have to let them both go.”

      Sophie just shakes her head. “I was afraid you were going to say that.”

      “Well, what can I do? I like them both, but I can’t pick one of them and watch as their relationship falls apart because of me.”

      My heart starts to pang just thinking about breaking up with them.

      I had such an amazing time with Ronin on our date. It was the most romantic day I’ve ever had and I really want to do it again. I want to get to know him better over beautiful candlelight dinners and long talks.

      And the date with Tito was just as good. He screwed up the beginning in a magnificent fashion, but then turned it around into one of the funnest nights of my life. And that time in the closet… mmmm… I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it.

      “What are you mmmm’ing about?” Sophie asks, looking at me funny.

      Shit, did I do that out loud?

      “Nothing!” I say with an innocent shrug.

      Her eyes narrow on me. “You slept with one of them, didn’t you?”

      “No!” That sounded guilty even to me.

      “Yes, you did!” she shouts, pointing an accusing finger at me as her eyes light up. “Which one? Both?”

      “I didn’t,” I say, feeling my cheeks heat up. “We just… I just…”

      Sophie’s eyes are as wide as condom wrappers. She’s practically leaning over her desk, waiting for me to finish.

      “I’m the boss,” I snap. “We’re not talking about this. Get back to work!”

      She snickers as she leans back in her chair. “It’s lunchtime.”

      “Ugh!” I yank my purse off the desk and storm toward the door. “You’re a bad employee!”

      She just laughs. I’ve never been the scariest boss, and Sophie doesn’t look intimidated. At all.

      “And you’re a bad girl,” she says, grinning at me.

      “Ugh!” I slam the door and storm out as my body tenses.

      This isn’t going to work. Two guys? Never.

      I’ll have to let them both go. I’ll do it like a BandAid. Right off.

      Right now.
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      My stomach is churning when I turn into The Grisly Ranch. My mind is jumping all over the place, but I’m committed to what I’m going to do.

      I can’t date them both, and I can’t date just one of them.

      So, that leaves me with only one choice. I have to break up with them both.

      My mouth is dry and my heart is palpitating as I park the car and step outside. The only person I see is Abigail. She smiles and waves as she starts walking over.

      “I heard your dates went well,” she says with a grin. “The boys won’t stop talking about you.”

      “Really?”

      She nods with a smile. “You made quite the impression on them both.”

      That’s the problem. I was hoping to hit it off with one of them, not both.

      “Are they around?” I ask, feeling my nerves start to take over.

      “Tito went into town, but Ronin is by the barn with the cows. Go and see him. He’ll be thrilled to see you.”

      I thank her and hurry over to the barn, practicing what I’m going to say. I’ll start by saying that I had a great time, but I’m just not interested in having a relationship right now. I’ll blame work and then that will be that.

      I’ll be back to my boring old lonely life in no time.

      My mind suddenly blanks when I turn the corner and see Ronin feeding the young calf with a bottle. It shouldn’t be sexy—it’s a man feeding a calf with a bottle—but it is. The way he’s gently holding her and whispering in her ear. The fact that he doesn’t have a shirt on isn’t helping either.

      “Zoe?” he says when he looks up and sees me. A wide beautiful smile appears on his face as he watches me approach. “I was hoping I would get to see you again soon.”

      The nerves just seem to disappear the closer I get, and a feeling of comfort and warmth takes its place.

      “Is this the calf?” I ask as I kneel down beside Ronin. The calf is sucking on the bottle like it’s the most delicious thing in the world. Streams of milk are snaking down her neck and dripping onto the hay on the ground.

      “This is her,” he says with a smile. “We named her Zee in homage to our favorite doctor.”

      It makes me laugh. “I’ve never had a cow named after me before. I’m not sure whether to take it as an insult or a compliment.”

      “A compliment,” he says, flashing me that charming smile of his. “Definitely a compliment.”

      “All right,” I say, taking a deep breath. “Compliment it is.”

      The calf finishes her bottle and then takes off to be with her mother in the barn, leaving the two of us alone.

      I take a deep breath as I prepare myself to end this.

      “I have something for you,” he says, smiling with excitement as he stands up. My greedy eyes follow him as he walks over to the barn. His body is shredded rock hard muscle and I can’t seem to take my eyes off of it.

      I haven’t been able to stop thinking about Tito’s hand between my legs and now I’m wondering what Ronin’s hand would feel like. Soft. Gentle. I’m sure he would have the magic touch too.

      Just thinking about it has arousal swirling through my body and settling between my legs. My heart starts beating a little faster when I watch him return. He’s holding an envelope in his hand.

      “I wanted to do something to help your foundation, and Tito felt horrible for bringing you to the zoo.” He hands me the envelope and I swallow hard as I open it and pull out two checks.

      They’re each written out to the Animal Welfare Foundation that I volunteer at. A thousand dollars each. One signed Tito Ryan, and one signed Ronin Ryan.

      “I… don’t know what to say. This is incredible.”

      He makes my heart flutter when he smiles at me. “It’s our pleasure. We both had a really nice time on our dates.”

      “I had a nice time too.” My cheeks start to get hot and uncomfortable as I stare in my lap. I hate breaking up with guys. It’s the worst.

      “But…”

      He’s so in tune with my feelings, it’s amazing. He’s amazing.

      “But I like you both and I don’t know who to pick. Sorry.”

      He inches closer to me and slides his hand onto my forearm, making me shiver with anticipation.

      “You don’t have to pick,” he whispers as his lips come dangerously close to mine. “We can keep dating like this and getting to know each other.”

      My breaths are coming out ragged. My heart is beating so fast.

      His lips are hovering over mine as the warmth from his body consumes me.

      “Okay,” I whisper onto his lips. I don’t want to say goodbye to either of them. I don’t want to miss out on any other moments like this.

      He reaches up and gently cups my cheek with his big hand and my lips part as I lean forward. Ronin takes my mouth in a soft kiss that has me melting into his arms.

      His firm strong hands pull me closer and I’m so happy in this moment that I want to stay in this kiss for all eternity.

      “I’ve been dreaming of these lips for days,” he whispers when we finally break apart. “Don’t keep them from me for that long ever again.”

      I nod as I swallow hard, staring into his beautiful and warm brown eyes. “I won’t.”

      He smiles as his hand slides into my hair and around my head. “You better not,” he says as he pulls me closer and kisses me again. I turn my head and part my lips, giving him access to my mouth. He slides his tongue inside and I moan as I kiss him back.

      The throbbing between my legs intensifies until the beast is back and demanding the other twin.

      We’re outside on the ranch, but we’re behind the barn and there’s no one around. Even if we were on a float in the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade, I don’t think I could stop myself right now.

      I slide my palm down his warm skin, feeling his hard chest and then his sculpted abs. I don’t stop there. He groans into my mouth as I press my palm over his jeans and feel his hard erection bulging under the rough fabric.

      He pulls his mouth away from mine. I’m gasping hard. Our foreheads are pressed together as he holds my head in place. “We have to save that for—”

      “Let me guess. When your brother is here?”

      He smiles and nods.

      These two are so frustrating!

      His hand slides to my parted thigh. “But that doesn’t mean we can’t have some fun.”

      I let out a deep moan as his hand slides under my dress, climbing higher and higher.

      Maybe they’re not that frustrating.

      My head drops back as he pulls my wet panties to the side of my pussy and drags the back of his index finger over my mound.

      “Oh, Ronin,” I moan as I grip the stack of hay that I’m sitting on as he slides his fingers in deeper, gliding through my aching folds with his magic touch.

      He works me as well as his brother did. Rubbing my aching clit and fingering me until I’m coming on his hand and trying not to scream out loud.

      When he’s finished, I’m breathing like I just ran up the mountain in the distance.

      They’re this good with only one hand each. What would it be like with four hands? What would it be like if all three of us were together?

      When the worst of the overpowering lust fades from my body, I gather my purse and hurry back to my car.

      “When will I see you again?” Ronin asks. He wants to know. I want to know too.

      I want to see them again soon. One at a time. Two at a time. I’m so confused. I can’t function like this. I have to get away.

      “I just need some time to figure everything out,” I say, hurrying to my car. I can’t think like this—with those beautiful brown eyes watching me or with that sexy smile making my heart flutter.

      “But you’re coming back?”

      I sigh as I open the door of my car and stand there. “I don’t know.”

      The look on his face breaks my heart. These guys are too much for me.

      “I don’t think I’m the girl for you and Tito. I know where you want me to go and I don’t know if I can go there. It’s wrong.”

      But it feels so right.

      Ronin looks crushed as I sit in the car and close the door.

      “I’m sorry,” I mouth through the closed window. He doesn’t say anything as I reverse the car and drive off the ranch.

      I came here for closure, but I left more confused than ever.
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      “You must have done something?” Tito shouts. He’s practically snarling at me.

      It’s been three days and we still haven’t heard from Zoe. It’s starting to get to both of us.

      “Me?” I shout back, feeling my arms tighten. “We had an amazing time. You’re the one who took her to the zoo!”

      “Because you told me to!” he shouts back.

      We’re outside of our cabin, yelling at each other in the middle of the afternoon. Both Kneecap and Lachlan come rushing over when they hear the commotion. Kneecap is only wearing his loincloth, of course.

      “And was the tip about Vietnam really freaking necessary?” Tito growls. “Her father was a war vet!”

      “It was as necessary as placing hot peppers in my sandwich,” I shout back. I still don’t have any sensation in my tongue.

      “Guys,” Lachlan says, trying to calm the situation down. “Stop yelling. We can talk about this.”

      “Want me to knock ‘em out?” Kneecap asks.

      We just ignore them. Our tempers are soaring too high to focus on anybody but each other.

      “And why the hell did you start making baboon noises when I kissed her?” I shout.

      “You kissed her?” Lachlan says with a grimace. “I knew separate dates was going to be a bad idea.”

      “What the hell were you doing kissing her?” Tito says, glaring at me with an accusing stare. “She’s supposed to be our girl. Our. Girl. Together. We shouldn’t be doing anything without the other one there.”

      I drop my guilty eyes, wishing I could go back and change it. As angry as I am, I know that Tito is right. I did a lot more than kissing and I should have waited for him. He should have been there with us. We’re meant to share a mate, not meant to sneak behind each other’s backs and sabotage one another.

      “You’re right,” I say, taking a deep breath as I look into his eyes. “I shouldn’t have kissed her.”

      He nods his head and huffs out a breath. “That’s right.”

      Then a thought occurs to me and I narrow my eyes on him. “Did you kiss her?”

      He swallows hard and looks away, shifting his weight from foot to foot.

      “You kissed her,” I hiss, feeling the anger surging back.

      “Uh oh,” Kneecap grunts.

      “Uh oh is right,” Lachlan answers.

      I’m glaring at him with accusing eyes. “What else did you do?”

      He looks uncomfortable as he moves around, avoiding my gaze. “Tito. Did you sleep with her?”

      “No!” he answers quickly. “I just fingered her.”

      “You what?!? How the hell could you?”

      It’s only after I shout at him that I remember I did the same thing a few days ago.

      “I couldn’t help it!” he shouts back. “She’s fucking perfect.”

      “You should have waited,” I say, shaking my head.

      He scoffs. “Oh, like you wouldn’t have done it if she let you, but of course she didn’t.”

      “Yes, she did!” I shout back without thinking. “Right there behind that barn.”

      His body is tensing up just like mine is, and I’d bet the ranch that his bear is furious and ready to surge out, just like mine is.

      “You expect me to complete a triad with a traitorous bear like you?” He sticks his finger in my face and I slap it away.

      My bear growls in my chest, just like his is doing.

      His finger darts right back into my face and I slap it away again, harder. He slaps me back. I push him.

      And then we’re going at it, throwing punches and wrestling each other to the ground. I don’t know whose bear comes out first, but suddenly we’re a pair of grizzly bears going at it.

      I hit him with a paw and he hits me back. I lunge forward and slam into him, and we both go down.

      The thing about twin grizzly bears fighting against each other is that they’re equally matched so there’s no clear winner.

      But the two bear shifters that jump in are not equal matches. They can kick our asses with one paw tied behind their back.

      Lachlan and Kneecap don’t even need to phase. Lachlan wraps his solid arms around me and throws my bear off.

      “Phase back now,” he demands as he steps in front of me.

      My bear looks past him to where Kneecap is manhandling Tito’s grizzly. He’s not getting away from the big guy. And let’s be honest, I’m not getting away from Lachlan either.

      I pull my bear back in and take a few deep breaths as I get my anger under control.

      I’m just thankful that I got Lachlan. Kneecap is sitting on the head of Tito’s bear.

      He lets out a vicious growl and Kneecap frowns. “Shut up!” he says, giving the bear a love tap on the nose.

      His head starts to shake and then with a loud rip, Kneecap is sitting on Tito’s head. Much better.

      “Oh God,” Tito shouts as he looks up at the huge bear shifter on top of him. “There’s only a thin piece of fabric between me and Kneecap’s junk! Get off, please, get off!”

      Kneecap grins. “Not until the alpha tells me to get off.”

      “Lachlan,” Tito pleads. “You’re acting alpha. Please tell him to get off me!”

      “I’ll wait for Maximus to get back,” Kneecap says, looking pleased with himself.

      Tito shudders. “I can feel your balls on my cheek. They’re so warm.”

      The three of us laugh. Even when I’m pissed at my brother, he still makes me laugh.

      “Get off the guy,” Lachlan says. “You’re going to crush his skull.”

      Kneecap reluctantly gets off and Tito scurries away, wiping his cheek with the back of his hand.

      “That was horrific,” he says, cringing.

      “Come here,” Lachlan says, waving us both to follow him. He sits down around the fire pit which has nothing in it but ashes and empty beer cans.

      “You’re not getting the girl because you’re not working together,” he says.

      Tito sits down with a huff. I sit down on the opposite side of the fire pit.

      Lachlan looks from Tito to me. “You need to be on the same team.”

      “No,” Kneecap says. “What you need to do is throw her over your shoulder, bring her to a cave in the woods, and tell her that she has two men to service her now.”

      Tito, Lachlan and I all start laughing as we turn to the big buffoon.

      “That’s not what they need to do,” Lachlan says, shaking his head while he laughs. “The triad is only going to work if they can learn to share. If they can learn to operate as one.”

      “But she’s not into it,” I say, squeezing my hand into a fist.

      “We’ve asked,” Tito says, nodding. “She only wants to end up with one guy. What the hell is that?”

      “I know!” I say, feeling the frustration take over. “Doesn’t she know how much happier we can make her if both of us are with her?”

      “I know!” Tito says, nodding at me.

      We catch each other’s eyes and something passes between us. Understanding. Forgiveness. We know each other so well that we can communicate with only a look.

      We’re frustrated with the situation and we’re taking it out on each other.

      “Lachlan is right,” I say to my brother. “We have to stop trying to sabotage each other. It’s never going to work if we keep that up.”

      “And we have to stop giving in to our desires,” he says, nodding back at me. “No more kissing, no more hanky-panky until all three of us are present. Agreed?”

      I nod. “Agreed.”

      “Good,” Lachlan says, clearly pleased with himself. He would make a pretty good alpha. “Now shake on it.”

      We both reach over the fire pit and shake over the empty beer cans.

      “From now on we try to get her together,” I say. “As one.”

      “As one,” Tito repeats with a nod. “Deal.”

      Lachlan is grinning as we sit back down.

      Kneecap is scratching his head. “How the hell are you going to do that?”

      Tito meets my eyes and we both gulp. That’s the big question.

      And one that we don’t have an answer to.
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      I’m not going to think of them today.

      Not even once. It’s been four days since I last saw either of them, and I’m not going to ruin another day obsessing over what they may be doing or thinking or where they are.

      I’m visiting new clients for the first time, Mr. and Mrs. Miller, and I’m going to be focused, alert, and not thinking of the time that Tito pinned my wrists to the wall as he slid his hand up my dress and how good it—

      Damn it!

      I haven’t even parked yet, and my dirty mind is already betraying me.

      Focus on work.

      I’m going to impress these new clients and not let the amazing memory of when Ronin slid his finger inside me—

      Again?!? Come on, brain! Get out of the gutter.

      I try to shake the sexy images out of my mind as I pull onto the new client’s property and park, but it’s no use. I can’t stop thinking about Tito’s arms and Ronin’s chest and how good it would feel to be able to touch both of them at the same time.

      With a deep breath, I grab my bag and step out of my car. There’s no house. No barn. No nothing.

      I frown as I check Google maps on my phone one more time, but I’m in the right spot.

      “Hello!” a voice calls out.

      I jump back and drop my phone into the tall grass when I see a creepy old naked man walking toward me. He’s got nothing on but a big smile on his face.

      “You must be Dr. Hoang,” he says as he approaches. He’s not even wearing shoes.

      Luckily, my car is between us. I squeeze the frame of the open door as my pulse races and I think back to the two classes of self-defence I took a few years ago. Was it eye jab, then knee to the groin or knee to the groin and then eye jab??? Why did I quit after only two classes?!?

      “Howdy!” another voice calls out. It’s a lady this time. She’s also naked so she must be his wife. “I thought I heard a car driving up the road.”

      I swallow hard as I turn from the man to her and back to the man. They look like they’re in their sixties and besides being inappropriately naked, there’s nothing that looks threatening about them.

      The woman wraps her arm around the man’s body and slides her hand through his grey chest hair.

      “Sorry dear,” she says, “we forgot you were coming otherwise we would have put some clothes on. We like to keep it natural around here.”

      I wait for them to go get some clothes, but they just stand there smiling.

      “You’re nudists?” I ask as I walk around the car to meet them.

      The man nods. “We have been for forty years. I don’t even think about it anymore.”

      “Me neither,” the woman says. “You should try it.”

      They both look at my clothes and I suddenly feel very naked even though I’m fully dressed.

      “I’m good,” I say with a gulp. “You called about a sick animal?”

      “Oh, yes,” the woman says like she just remembered. “Marley. He’s round back.”

      “Back of what?” I ask. All I see is forest.

      “We’ll show you.”

      I follow Mr. and Mrs. Miller’s bare bums through the forest as they talk to the birds in the treetops. These people are really out there.

      “Wow,” I gasp when we emerge from the forest into a little oasis. It looks like the Shire from The Lord of the Rings movies with rolling hills and flowers everywhere. There’s a gorgeous stream running through it all and there are goats frolicking everywhere.

      They have total privacy with the forest and mountains in the background closing them in.

      “I love goats,” I say as one of them walks over and snorts at me.

      “We bought one after our wedding,” Mrs. Miller says with a smile, “and we liked him so much that we got another.”

      “And another,” Mr. Miller adds. “Until we had so many that they took over. We’ve had fifty-four in total since we’ve been together.”

      “Yup,” Mrs. Miller says with a proud nod. “And we named each one of them.”

      I point to the one in front of me. “What’s his name?”

      “Goat number fifty-two,” Mr. Miller says.

      I laugh until I realize he’s not kidding.

      I spot an enormous treehouse out of the corner of my eye. It sprawls through the forest like a mansion for monkeys. “Is that your house?”

      They both nod proudly. “Rod built it for us when we got married and moved here,” Mrs. Miller says, looking up at her husband with pure love in her eyes. It’s adorable to see. After all of these years, they’re still so in love.

      “We’ve been here ever since,” he adds. “Getting happier and happier every day.”

      He leans down and kisses her and I get a pang through my heart. They’re so cute if you can get past the fact that their junk is hanging out.

      “This is so different,” I say, looking around at the amazing life they’ve built. “It’s incredible.”

      “We’ve never been ones to follow the path that society lays out,” Mr. Miller says. “It’s much more interesting to do things your own way.”

      I’ve been so worried about what society would think of me that I have given up on the one thing that could make me the most happy.

      “Weren’t you worried about what people thought? About what they say behind your back?”

      “Who cares?” he says with a shrug. “Let people talk. I’ll be over here living the best life I can while they’re over there miserable and gossiping about everyone else to feel better about their shitty lives.”

      “But what about society’s rules?”

      He laughs. “Rules set up by people no smarter than you or I. Who are they to put rules onto my life? I can live how I want. It’s my life. I like to live naked in trees with my wife and be surrounded by goats. If I’m not hurting anyone, then what the hell do I have to be sorry about?”

      This naked old man is like a big wrinkly Yoda. My pulse is racing as I stare at him.

      “You have to follow your heart and do what you feel is right,” Mrs. Miller adds. She looks so happy as she holds her husband of forty years’ hand. “Don’t let anyone stop you or make you feel bad. You do you.”

      My head is spinning as they take me to the sick goat. The poor girl looks weak with a droopy head and ears. I check her vitals and quickly discover that she has an infection of the udder. It’s hot and swollen so I get the appropriate meds from the trunk of my car and give her some.

      I show Mr. and Mrs. Miller how to administer the rest and assure them that their goat, who I learned is named Goat Number thirty-four, will be all right in a few days.

      They’re so cute the way they look so relieved.

      There is nothing conventional about these two people, but they seem like the happiest couple I’ve ever met.

      They both thank me and even insist on a hug, which I reluctantly give them.

      Their words and advice are ringing in my head the entire way home. Conforming to society would make us unhappy.

      We follow our hearts and that’s why we’re so fulfilled.

      Maybe they’re on to something. Maybe I was sent there for a reason.

      “No,” I mutter to myself, shaking my head as I drive. “It was just a sick goat. Not fate. No reason besides an udder infection.”

      My mother thought it was wise to break the conventions of society and look where it got us.

      She married my father, then had me, but we weren’t enough for her. When I was ten she fell in love with her personal trainer and had an affair.

      When my father found out that she was in love with two men, he made her choose. She didn’t choose us.

      My mother left with him and I haven’t seen her since. My father wouldn’t allow it, and besides, it’s not like I wanted to see her again after she released a grenade into my life.

      People in the town talked. I was teased mercilessly at school.

      That’s what happens when you don’t follow society’s conventions. People pay. People get hurt.

      I’m not making the same mistake that mother did. I’m not getting involved with two men.

      I’ll stick to a traditional relationship.

      I’m a one-man kind of woman. And that’s how I’ll stay.

      Even if I’ll never be as happy as Mr. and Mrs. Miller.

      Even if I’ll never be happy at all.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Eleven

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Tito

      

      

      

      We’ve agreed on a plan. And we’ve agreed to work together.

      “How do I look?” Ronin asks as he comes out of the room.

      He looks like my reflection. “Stunning. Beautiful. You have the most handsome face on the planet.”

      He laughs. “I hope so. We’re going to need everything we have to convince her to come back to us.”

      I swallow hard as I nod. “She’ll come back.”

      Ronin looks a little nervous. “But what if she doesn’t?”

      “Then I guess she’s not the one.”

      Our eyes drop to the ground as an uncomfortable silence lingers in the air. I know that Ronin is thinking the same thing I’m thinking: that would suck.

      “All we can do now is go and find out,” I say after taking a deep breath.

      Ronin nods.

      We hop into a pickup truck and drive into town, heading past the busy part until we get to the outskirts where Zoe’s office is located.

      “Hi,” the cute girl says when she answers the door. She’s looking from me to Ronin and back again with wide eyes. “You must be the twins.”

      “What gave it away?” I answer with a grin.

      “The identical faces.”

      Ronin laughs. “That usually does it. Is Zoe around?”

      I look past her into the office. It’s not what I expected. There are papers and files everywhere, piled up high on the old furniture. It looks like an accountant’s office who moonlights as a hoarder.

      “I’m Sophie.” Sophie looks a little shell-shocked as she stands in front of us with her body tensed up.

      “Hi, Sophie,” Ronin says. “Is Zoe around?”

      She shakes her head. “So, which one of you did she pick? Because I’m… single. Just if… well, if either of you are… looking for a date.”

      I take a deep breath and sigh. “We haven’t figured that out completely yet.”

      Sophie nods her head up and down a little too aggressively. Jeez, does this girl blink?

      “Right, well, when you do, I’m here.” Ronin and I glance at each other as she lets out a nervous laugh. “If one of you, or both of you, want a date.”

      “Good to know,” Ronin says, nodding with his eyebrows raised. “We’ll just wait outside for Zoe.”

      We turn and hang out by the truck. I glance back at the door and Sophie is still peeking out. She quickly closes it when I meet her eye.

      I’ve been pacing around the parking lot for ten minutes with a rolling feeling in my stomach when Zoe’s car finally drives up.

      Ronin jumps off the hood of the truck and stands by my side.

      “Don’t screw this up,” he whispers as she parks her car.

      “I won’t if you won’t.”

      Zoe steps out and it’s like all of the air is sucked out of my lungs. She’s wearing scrubs that are covered in dirt and dried blood and her hair is a sweaty mess, but she looks absolutely stunning.

      “What are you guys doing here?” she asks, looking unsure.

      “We came to take you for a drink,” Ronin says.

      “Or for dinner,” I add.

      She takes a deep breath, looking skeptical. I can tell she’s about to turn us down.

      “Or we can help you clean your office,” I say, throwing up a Hail Mary.

      Her eyebrow raises. “I do have a ton of heavy boxes to bring to the storage closet downstairs.”

      Ronin steps aside and smiles. “Lead the way.”

      We follow her inside and I catch a glimpse of Sophie staring at her phone. There’s a picture on her screen of me and Ronin that she took through the window. She immediately stuffs it into a drawer when she sees us walking in.

      “Hi, Sophie,” Zoe says as she walks past her. “Have you met Ronin and Tito?”

      Sophie’s cheeks turn red. “I sure have. Can I talk to you over here for a second?”

      Ronin and I both have our ears peeled as she takes Zoe into the corner.

      “You didn’t tell me they were so hot!” she whispers.

      Zoe turns to us with a nervous laugh. I think she knows that we can hear her with our enhanced shifter hearing.

      “Shhh. Be quiet,” she whispers back to Sophie. “They can hear you.”

      “No, they can’t. I want one of them.”

      “What?”

      “I want one of them. Which one are you dumping?”

      “Sophie…”

      “Don’t Sophie me. I’ve been working here for six months and I haven’t asked for a raise or anything. I want this. I want one of them.”

      “You can have them both,” Zoe whispers. “I’m not dating either of them.”

      My stomach drops. I feel like I’m going to be sick.

      She’s not interested in either of us?

      “Why?” Sophie asks, looking horrified.

      “I’m not talking about this now. They’re right there! It’s almost 4:30. Why don’t you take the rest of the afternoon off.”

      “I’m good here, thanks.”

      “Sophie,” she says in a stern voice. “Go home. Please.”

      Sophie exhales hard and then grabs her purse off the desk. “Bye, Ronin and Tito,” she says, smiling at us as she leaves.

      She nearly walks into the wall on the way out.

      “Sorry about her,” Zoe says, taking a deep breath once she’s gone. “It’s so hard to find good help.”

      “Well, you found it,” Ronin says. “Which boxes do you want moved?”

      “Are you sure you don’t mind? They’re just too heavy for me.”

      “That’s what these are for,” I say, flexing an arm. “When they’re not being used for cuddling, they make excellent box movers.”

      She smiles shyly and then shows us the boxes. We each grab two and follow her down to her storage closet in the basement.

      “Thank you so much,” she says after we’ve done another trip. “They’ve been driving me crazy. My father left his office in such a mess.”

      “Come out for dinner with us,” Ronin pleads. “Both of us.”

      She inhales sharply. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

      “Why not?” I ask, grabbing her hand. She lets me take it. “Don’t you want to be with us? With both of us?”

      Her eyes drop to the floor. “That’s not the point,” she says, pulling her hand away. “These things aren’t supposed to be done.”

      “Yes, they are.” My chest is so tight. My body is simmering with anxious nerves. “Twins always mate to the same woman. That’s how it is in the shifter world.”

      “Well, that’s not how it is in my world,” she snaps. “I had to grow up without a mother because she loved two men. Society has rules for a reason. To protect people.”

      “Zoe, we—”

      “No,” she says, interrupting me. “I like both of you, but this is too much for me to deal with. I can’t be with two men even if it does feel right.”

      “So, what are you saying?” Ronin asks. He looks like his heart is breaking. I know the feeling because mine is too.

      “I think we better just go our separate ways. I don’t think this is going to work.”

      My heart feels like it’s shrinking. I don’t know if we’ll ever get over this.

      “I’m sorry,” she says, looking pretty crushed herself. “This is not what I was hoping for.”

      “What were you hoping for?” I ask. “We’re both falling in love with you. Isn’t that better than what you were hoping for?”

      She takes a deep breath and my chest tightens when I see her eyes start to water.

      “I don’t know what I was hoping for,” she says in a soft voice that’s barely above a whisper. “I’ve just been so lonely and was hoping to make a connection with one of you, I guess. But that’s not what happened.”

      My breath is non-existent as I listen to her.

      “I fell for both of you. But I can’t act on my feelings anymore. I’ve spent hours poring over which one of you to pick, but I just can’t do it anymore. It’s starting to tear me apart. I can’t eat. I can’t sleep. It has to end.”

      “It doesn’t,” Ronin says, stepping forward. “We’re not asking you to chose.”

      She takes a deep breath as her eyes fall to the floor. “I think you better leave. I’m not the girl for you.”

      My stomach hardens like concrete. This can’t be happening.

      “Thank you for helping me with the boxes, but I don’t think this is going to work.”

      “But you’re going to be our mate,” I say as desperation takes over. “I can feel it.”

      It’s true. My inner bear is so drawn to her, so content around her. He’s never been like that with any girl before.

      “I’m sorry,” she says. “But I’m not the girl you’re looking for.”

      Ronin and I stare at her in shock as she hurries out of the storage closet, runs up the stairs, and out of our lives.
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      “You two have been moping around the ranch for a whole week,” Caleb says as we, well, mope around. “You need something to cheer you up.”

      “Don’t say it,” I warn.

      His big stupid face lights up in a smile. “My band is playing tonight.”

      “Ugh,” Ronin says, scrunching his nose up.

      “I was about to say the same thing.”

      “I know you guys love my band,” Caleb says. “Stop denying it.”

      I grin at him. “We love it like we love a train wreck. It’s horrific to watch, but there’s something so bad about it that you just can’t look away.”

      “You’re saying my band is equivalent to a train wreck?”

      “No,” I say, rubbing my chin. “The sound of metal grinding together when a train crashes isn’t as bad as listening to your band. I was just comparing the two feelings of watching them both.”

      “Fuck you,” he says with a roll of his eyes. He gives me the finger and slumps down in a chair.

      “You’re right,” I say, grinning when I see how pissed off he is. “I do feel better.”

      “You’re the worst,” Caleb says, shaking his head as he crosses his arms over his chest. “I’m glad you’re miserable. I’m sorry it’s over a girl, but happy you’re miserable none the less.”

      “You should come,” Abigail says as she walks behind Caleb and starts rubbing his shoulders. “It’s going to be fun.”

      “Are you his promoter now?” Ronin asks with a grin.

      “I would be honored to be his promoter,” Abigail says before sticking her tongue out at my brother. “But there’s going to be other girls there…”

      Just the thought of talking with another girl who isn’t Zoe is making my insides quiver. I can see on Ronin’s face that he’s thinking the same thing.

      “…and beer.”

      “Beer?” I ask, perking up. I could use a night of drinking.

      “I’ll tell you what,” Abigail says. “You two come and I’ll buy the first two pitchers.”

      I look at Ronin and he shrugs his shoulders. It would be nice to get off the ranch for a change. We’ve been stuck here depressed and miserable for a full week since Zoe dumped our twin asses.

      “All right,” I say, nodding at Caleb. “We’ll go.”

      “Really?” he asks, perking up.

      “If Abigail is buying the beer.”

      “I am!” she says, thrilled that we’ve agreed. She would make a good band promoter. I bet the only reason why Caleb is not asking her is because he loves drooling over her in that red lifeguard bathing suit of hers.

      Caleb pulls two tickets out of his pocket and hands one to each of us. “This is definitely going to change your mood.”

      “It already has,” I say with a grin. “I feel worse.”

      Caleb laughs. “Too bad. You’re both coming!”
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      “There are so many cute guys here tonight,” Sophie says with a grin. She looks around the bar and her hungry eyes narrow on a muscular guy who’s leaning against the Jukebox. “This is the best town on the planet.”

      “There is an abundance of good looking guys here,” I say as I look from one hard body to the next. I know it’s because most of them are shifters. Their testosterone and muscle growth is way higher than human males. It’s pretty much scientifically impossible for them to have any body fat. They’ll immediately burn any calories right off.

      “Which one do you want?”

      I sigh as I look down at my beer. I don’t want any of them. All I want is to go home, get in my pajamas, and curl up in bed with a good book. I didn’t really want to come tonight, but Sophie forced me to. She said I’ve been moping around the office for days now and that I needed to come out with her for a drink at The Slurry Rabbit. Apparently, there’s a good local band playing tonight called Predatone. The Beatles could have risen from the dead and be playing tonight, and I’d still rather be in bed with a book.

      “Are you still thinking about the twins?” she asks when she sees me staring at the bubbles in my beer.

      “I can’t help but think that maybe I made the wrong choice.”

      She laughs. “Because you did. I would kill to be in your shoes right now. Two hot guys? Don’t you know that two is always better than one?”

      I start picking at my wet coaster as she goes on and on and on. Maybe two guys would be a dream for her, but I don’t think it’s for me.

      “Why don’t you just try it to see? Just one night?”

      “I have to live in this town after. What if people find out?”

      Sophie scoffs. “Who cares what people think?”

      “I do. I have to do business with these people.”

      She just shrugs. “No one is going to care.”

      “That’s what you think.”

      “I’ll show you. Watch this.”

      My heart starts to pump a little harder as Sophie’s back straightens and she points at me. “This girl wants a threesome!” she yells over the music.

      My stomach drops with a feeling of dread as a hot tingling sweeps up the back of my neck and travels across my face. People are looking at me. Sophie is loving it.

      “Will you stop it!” I whisper scream at her.

      She just laughs as she takes another sip of her beer. “See? No one cares.”

      The embarrassment starts to fade as I look around the bar. Everyone turns back to the people they’re with and continues their conversations. She’s right. No one really cares.

      “But even if I—”

      I’m interrupted by a deep voice. “Hello.”

      There are two creepy guys standing at our table staring at me. I’m going to kill Sophie.

      “I heard you’re interested in a three—”

      “Get lost!” Sophie snaps without even looking at them.

      The two guys look at me with hopeful eyes. I just shrug and turn back to Sophie.

      They linger for a few more pathetic seconds and then walk away with their shoulders drooping down.

      “What happened that made you so uptight?” Sophie asks.

      “Not wanting to be with two guys makes me uptight?”

      Sophie is just staring at me. “Yeah. Pretty much.”

      My mother’s face pops into my head.

      “My mother was in love with two men.”

      Sophie’s eyebrows raise. “Oh.”

      “I was just a kid and she had to choose between me and my father, or the other man.” I let out a slow exhale as all of the hurt feelings come bubbling back up. “She didn’t choose us.”

      “But that’s different.”

      “Is it? I was tortured at school because of it. The town talked and the kids found out. They teased me and bullied me, saying that mother didn’t want me and that she was better off without me.”

      “Ah, Zoe, that’s horrible.”

      I wipe the corner of my eye and sniff. I don’t want to cry because of that woman. I’ve shed enough tears over her.

      “We live in a society. We’re not alone in a bubble. Our actions do affect the people around us and that’s why society has traditions and rules. To protect people.”

      “But you don’t have kids.”

      “But what if one day I do? Do you know what the other kids would say if my child had two dads?”

      Sophie laughs. “That would be the luckiest kid on the planet. Double the piggyback rides, double the love, double the tickles and wrestling fights and kisses. Your kids would have two fathers looking out for them and teaching them stuff and supporting and encouraging them. I would take a little teasing at school for that any day.”

      It’s like Sophie has turned a lightbulb on in my head as the realization hits. She’s right. I’ve been so busy thinking of all the negative things that I didn’t stop to think of the positive.

      If I let myself indulge in having two men and we did end up together with children, it could be a good thing for them. Having a parent is the best thing for a child. One is great, two is better, so why would three be worse? They’d be lucky to have two dads. What kid wouldn’t want that?

      My body feels lighter, like all of the burdens that have been weighing me down all week have suddenly been removed. I feel like I’m going to float out of this booth. Either something in me has changed, or this beer is really strong.

      Then a sinking realization has me crashing back down. Even if it didn’t hurt any future kids, people would still talk. I don’t know if I could handle that.

      “But what will people say?” I ask Sophie. “It would be so scandalous.”

      Sophie tilts her head as she locks eyes on me. “What’s more important to you? Being happy or caring what Cowboy Rick and his judgmental wife think?”

      I start picking at my wet coaster as her words hit me.

      “The same people who would criticize you have their own embarrassing shit they’re dealing with. Maybe Cowboy Rick and his judgmental wife are into crazy BDSM. So, when they’re not in public shaming you, they’re at home dripping melted wax on each other’s nipples while wearing diapers. People are always trying to take their insecurities out on you. You can’t let them. Don’t let them win by caring what they think. You do you.”

      You do you.

      That’s what Mrs. Miller told me. That naked pair was the happiest couple I’ve ever seen. They don’t give a goat’s ass what people think and they’ve lived a fulfilling life because of it. What if they had caved into the pressures of society and lived a regular life with regular clothes and a regular job? Sure, people might not have talked about them, but they would have been miserable.

      And I know that if I stay away from Tito and Ronin, I might be miserable.

      I don’t want to spend the rest of my life wondering what would have happened if I just followed my heart instead of following my head.

      My mind is racing as the band walks onto the stage. More hot muscular men, but these ones have instruments.

      “I like that guitarist,” Sophie says, bitting her bottom lip. “I wonder if he’s single.”

      I wonder what Tito and Ronin are doing right now. I wish I could see them. I feel like I would know what to do if I saw them.

      My pulse is racing as the guitarist steps up to the microphone. “We’re going to start tonight with a slow, sad one.”

      The bar is silent and all eyes are on him.

      “Two of my brothers have broken hearts tonight. Tito and Ronin, this one is for you.”

      My heart nearly stops in my chest at hearing their names.

      The band starts playing How Can You Mend A Broken Heart by Al Green as I frantically look around the bar, searching for them.

      Then I spot them. A large man with a cowboy hat on moves and I see them through the crowd. They’re on the other side of the packed bar, looking heartbroken as they listen to the soft song.

      My breath is non-existent as I watch them. I think back to our dates, smiling at the beautiful picnic I shared with Ronin and giggling to myself when I think of Tito’s massive screw-ups. After all that, he still managed to pull off a fun night. How could I pick between them?

      Why would I ever want to pick between them?

      I never take my eyes off them as the beautiful song plays through the bar. They look crushed as they listen.

      There’s one other guy sitting at the booth with them. He has big tattooed arms and when the song finishes, he taps each of them on the shoulder before getting up and chatting with the waitress.

      They’re alone.

      I turn to Sophie and she’s got a massive grin on her face. “Go to them.”

      “You sure?” I ask, feeling my stomach fluttering with nerves. “I don’t want to leave you.”

      She smirks. “Hot cowboy by the jukebox keeps giving me the eyes. If I’m sitting here by myself it will give him the perfect opportunity to come over.”

      I smile as I grab my beer and stand up. “Thanks, Sophie. You really helped me see.”

      “Does that mean I can get a raise?”

      I chuckle as I grab my purse. “Let’s talk Monday morning.”

      “Good luck,” she says, grinning at me. “Go make every woman on the planet jealous.”

      All of the negativity that’s been plaguing me is gone as I turn around with my eyes locked on the boys. A sense of calm is flowing through me. Everything is going to be alright. It’s going to be better than alright.

      I strut through the crowd as the band starts playing a more upbeat song. All These Things That I’ve Done by the Killers. I love this song.

      Both Tito and Ronin are staring at their half-full beers and drowning in their melancholy. I don’t know which one looks more depressed.

      I stand in front of their table and cross my arms. “All right.” Their eyes jerk up to mine and I nearly laugh when both of their jaws lower at the exact same time. Mirror images of shock and confusion.

      “Let’s try it your way.”

      Neither of them says a word as they stare at me. Tito is the first to move. He slowly reaches out and pokes my arm with his finger.

      “Is she real?” Ronin asks, looking at me skeptically.

      Tito swallows hard and nods. “She feels real.”

      I laugh when Ronin slowly reaches out and pokes my hip.

      “It’s me,” I say as I slide into the booth next to Ronin. “I’ve been doing a lot of thinking lately and  I think, maybe, that I would like to give it a try.”

      “Give what a try?” Tito says, still looking at me with a stunned look on his face.

      My cheeks start to heat up. These two aren’t going to make it easy on me.

      “I could, like, maybe, try dating, you know, both of you.”

      Ronin perks up. “At the same time?”

      “You mean together?” Tito asks.

      I clear my throat and give a shy nod. “Yeah. Together.”

      The smiles that appear on their faces… Priceless. They look like I just told them they won the National Lottery.

      “You won’t regret this,” Tito says as he reaches out and grabs my hand. He swallows it in his two big palms.

      Ronin takes my other hand and my body starts tingling. Holding two men’s hands feels pretty good. Much better than holding just one.

      “Don’t ever do this to us again,” Ronin pleads. “We’ve been miserable for days.”

      “It’s up to you two to make me stick around,” I say with a grin.

      They look like they’re up to the challenge.

      “Sit here,” Ronin says. “Between us.”

      His strong hands slide to my hips as I climb over him to sit between the two of them. They each slide closer to me until I’m surrounded by hard muscle and delicious smelling men.

      The heat of arousal starts coursing through my body, bringing my mind to dirty places. When I start imagining the different positions they would twist me in, the different ways they would fill me, I start breathing a little quicker.

      I think I made the right choice. I’m just wondering why it took so long.

      If I came to my senses sooner, we wouldn’t have wasted all of this time.

      Ronin slides his arm over my shoulder and Tito puts his hand on my thigh. A thrill rushes through every inch of me. I’m surrounded by sexy male and my body starts craving more of them. Lust and desire start flowing through me, warming my body until the arousal pools between my legs.

      I down the rest of my beer in one long gulp and then turn to them one at a time. “So, how does it work?”

      “What part?” Ronin asks.

      I have a sudden, irresistible urge to know. What are these two going to do to me when they get me alone? I have no idea, but I can’t wait to find out.

      “The uh… night time part?”

      “You mean sex?”

      Hearing the word come out of Tito’s sexy mouth is enough to nearly give me an orgasm. I swallow hard and nod. “Yeah, that part.”

      His firm hand slides higher on my thigh as he leans in close to my ear. “Let us take you home and you can find out.”

      My nipples harden under my bra as I turn to look up at Ronin. His eyes are sparkling and he’s got a gorgeous smile on his face.

      “Come home with us,” he whispers.

      Anticipation starts growing within me. I’m done being good. I’m done holding myself back. I’m done with trying to prevent this from happening.

      I’m ready to give in. To Ronin. To Tito. To being a mate of two shifters. And to whatever is about to happen.

      “All right,” I say as my heart pounds furiously in my chest. “Take me home.”
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      I can already tell this was a great idea and we’re not even in the bedroom yet. Ronin is taking my mouth in a hard, demanding kiss as Tito stands behind me, running his hands up and down my sides.

      We’re in the living room of their cabin. I knew we wouldn’t make it to the bedroom.

      “Treat that mouth softly, brother,” Tito says as his strong hands find my ass. He gives my cheeks a firm squeeze as Ronin slides his tongue over mine, making me moan. “I have big plans for that sexy mouth.”

      My pussy clenches at the thought of what those big plans consist of. I hope I’m about to find out.

      Tito’s hands slide back up my sides and curve around my body until he’s grabbing my breasts in his firm grasp. My nipples are so hard, I can barely take it.

      When I feel Ronin’s hard cock press against my thigh, I release his mouth with a gasp.

      “You are so perfect,” Ronin says, looking down at my breasts that are in his brother’s hands. “Isn’t she perfect, Tito?”

      “Fucking perfect,” Tito says as he slides his hand up to my neck. He tilts my chin up and to the side and crushes his lips down onto mine as Ronin takes his place on my chest, kneading my breasts and making my nipples ache even more.

      I’m so wet. I’ve never been more turned on in my life.

      Ronin grabs the bottom of my shirt and slowly pulls it up. I have to reluctantly release my lips from Tito’s as the shirt comes off, but we immediately kiss once again as Ronin tosses it to the side.

      There’s so much going on, so much sensation on my burning skin—Tito’s mouth on mine, Ronin’s hands pulling down my bra until my breasts pop out, hands on my hips, hands on my ass, wet lips on my breasts, a tongue curling around my hard nipple. I’m overwhelmed with sensations in the best possible way.

      Tito releases my lips and drops to his knees as his brother explores my chest. Ronin’s strong hands are cupping my breasts as his tongue slides around my hard nipple. I bury my hand in his soft hair and pull him closer as he kisses the curves of my breasts and squeezes my nipples with his fingers just hard enough to make me gasp.

      Tito is on his knees behind me with his hands up my skirt. His fingers and palms are all over my thighs, slipping over and under the waistband of my underwear. I let out a whimper as a finger grazes against my wet pussy.

      “We’ve been dreaming about doing this since the first time we saw you,” Tito says as he grabs my skirt and tugs it down.

      “I’ve spent so many nights dreaming of these tits,” Ronin says as he caresses them. “You’re so beautiful, I can hardly handle it.”

      “Wait until you feel her ass,” Tito says in a throaty voice. “So many wonderful surprises under these clothes.”

      “What about you two?” I ask as I reach down and press a palm against Ronin’s hard cock. He lets out a groan and a shiver as I feel his hard length pressing against the inside of his jeans.

      “You first,” Tito says as my skirt falls to the floor. He reaches back up, grabs my panties, and moans as he pulls them down too.

      A warm shiver ripples through me as the cool air hits the wetness between my legs. There are two men here and I’m completely naked. I’m so exposed, but I’m loving it. These brothers are making me crazy with lust and need.

      With two firm demanding hands, Tito pulls my legs apart and bends me over. My face gets buried into Ronin’s chest and he starts rubbing his hands all over my top half—on my breasts, on my back, along my sides—as his brother buries his face between my legs.

      I gasp out loud as Tito devours my pussy. He starts eating me out like he’s starving. His tongue is all over me, parting my wet folds, tonguing my entrance, plunging inside of me, and circling my throbbing clit.

      The sensation is so powerful, it’s threatening to consume me. He’s exploring every inch that I have down there as Ronin watches with a satisfied smile on his face.

      “How does she taste, brother?”

      Tito shakes his head against the inside of my thighs. “So fucking good. I never want to leave this spot.”

      He keeps at it, licking me hard and fast until I’m digging my fingernails into Ronin’s body. He doesn’t complain. He just keeps stroking me with his delicious hands and increasing the intense sensation.

      My body convulses and shakes when Tito digs his hot tongue inside me. He pushes in deeper as Ronin holds me tight. I’m whimpering and crying out into his tight t-shirt, but he doesn’t seem to mind.

      Tito’s palm slides up my inner thigh and I moan out loud as he pushes a finger into my pussy. He flicks his tongue over my clit as it slides inside, making me shiver.

      “Fuck, our girl is tight,” he says as he adds another finger inside me. “Ronin feel how tight this hot little pussy is.”

      His hand slides away and I nearly groan with disappointment until another hand replaces it. This touch is different. Softer, smoother, but just as fucking good.

      “Oh, goddamn,” Ronin groans as he slides two fingers inside me. “She’s so fucking wet. I can’t wait to slide my cock in here.”

      He slides in another finger until he’s three fingers in, slowly moving them up and down in a hypnotic rhythm.

      “You’ll be able to fuck her soon enough,” Tito says as he spreads my ass cheeks apart. “I’m not done tasting her yet.”

      Ronin’s hand slides away from my pussy and Tito’s mouth returns, licking and sucking my clit until I feel the beginning of an orgasm coming on.

      This feels even better than I thought it would be. It’s more perfect than I ever could have imagined. Two is definitely better than one.

      Ronin takes my chin and lifts my head up. “Are you going to come soon?”

      My eyes are squeezed close. My face is twisted up in pleasured anguish.

      I nod. “Yes,” I say with a moan.

      “Good,” he growls. I pry my eyes open and look at his beautiful face staring down at me. His eyes are full of lust and desire—everything I’m feeling right now.

      “I want you to come on my brother’s face,” he says in a deep voice that’s thick with authority. “Come on his lips.”

      Tito starts eating me out even harder at hearing the dirty words leave his brother’s mouth. I can’t take it anymore. My body is screaming for release.

      It hits me fast and hard. Ronin is holding my face in front of his and grinning with amusement as I open my mouth and scream out loud. The orgasm sweeps through me like a tornado, wrecking through my body and making sure that nothing is ever going to be the same.

      White spots take over my vision as blood starts pumping in my ears. Waves of blissful heat are thundering through me and if it weren’t for the four strong hands holding me up, I’d crumple to the floor in an exhausted heap.

      One of them picks me up. I’m not sure who it is, but it doesn’t matter. I’m with them both now. There are no favorites. Not one over the other. I’m with them both. Equally.

      They place me on the bed and I start to come to as they stand there watching me.

      “Should we lock her in here forever?” Tito asks.

      Ronin nods. “I was thinking the same thing. I don’t ever want her to leave.”

      The orgasm starts to dissipate through me, leaving my body glowing with warmth, and I’m finally able to move again. I slide off the bed and drop to my knees in front of them.

      “Who said I’m ever going to want to leave?” I ask, looking up at them with seductive eyes as I nibble on my bottom lip.

      They both glance at each other and grin.

      “I’m completely naked,” I say as I slide my palms up their legs. “And you two are completely dressed. That doesn’t seem fair.”

      They both let out simultaneous moans as I slide my hands up their hard cocks. I grab ahold of their belt buckles and try to undo them at the same time, but it’s hard one-handed and my left hand is pretty much useless.

      “This will go faster if you do this part yourself.” I grin as I lean back and watch them jump on their belt buckles, furiously unbuckling them.

      I slide two fingers into my pussy, feeling the tight warmth as I watch them undress. They have the bodies of Gods. Big hard muscles, ripped stomachs, and long thick cocks that are ready for my mouth.

      With a lick of my lips, I move forward, taking them each with a hand. My pussy pulses and my mouth waters at the feel of them. Rock hard and so deliciously big.

      Ronin is on my left, and I take him first. He lets out a deep groan as I guide the tip of his dick into my mouth. He’s breathing so fast as I glide my tongue around his thick head and then give it a soft kiss with puckered lips.

      “You’re a lucky man,” Tito says with a grin as he watches me on his brother’s cock. I’m still holding onto his with my right hand, stroking his thick length up and down, up and down.

      “You have no idea how good this feels,” Ronin says, dropping his head back as I stretch my mouth wide and take him in deep. There’s a sweet bead of pre-come oozing out that I spread over my tongue.

      Ronin slides his hand into my hair and guides my head up and down his length before pulling me off. “Give my brother a feel of that sexy little mouth of yours.”

      Tito’s body tightens as I shift in front of him and suck on his big dick. Ronin is loving the view as I stroke his cock with my left hand.

      I give them turns, sucking their hard cocks one after another until I’m panting and exhausted. My hands are cramped and my jaw is hurting but I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop. I want to feel them come in my mouth. I want to feel their warm seed sliding down my throat.

      When I take a second to catch my breath, Ronin cups my chin and tilts my head up. There are two gorgeous men looking down at me with hungry eyes.

      “On the bed,” Tito says with a low deep voice. “We tried your sexy little mouth out, and now it’s time to test that tight little pussy of yours.”

      I climb on the bed, wondering who’s fucking me first. I don’t have a preference, I just want one of their cocks in me.

      “You go first,” Ronin says, walking over to me with his dick in his hand. “I want this mouth all to myself for a bit.”

      I’m on my hands and knees, swallowing hard as he drags the tip of his dick along my cheek. I moan as he slides his dick back in through my parted lips.

      My heart is pounding with anticipation and my pussy is soaking wet with lust as Tito climbs on the bed behind me. He grabs my ass with a strong grip and I moan onto Ronin’s cock when I feel his hard dick press right against my opening.

      “Oh my God,” I moan, digging my fingers into Ronin’s thighs as Tito thrusts inside of me. His thick shaft stretches me so wide. It feels so fucking good.

      “Nice and tight?” Ronin asks.

      I hear Tito’s low gritty voice behind me. “Nice and tight.”

      He’s gripping my waist with his powerful hands, rocking me back and forth as he fucks me harder and harder. Ronin’s cock is sliding through my wet lips and I just relax my jaw and let it all happen.

      I didn’t know that sex could be this intense, this filling. Hands are roaming all over my body. On my breasts, my ass, in my hair, on my clit—it feels like I have a whole harem pleasuring me.

      I don’t think I can ever go back to only one man after having experienced two. Fuck what society thinks. This feels too good to stop just because some people might disapprove. I don’t care what they think anymore. Let them judge. I’ll be busy over here getting stuffed by two big cocks.

      “Look at my brother,” Ronin says, watching with a grin as Tito thrusts in and out of me. “He doesn’t want to share.”

      “It’s hard to stop,” Tito whines. “It feels so good. But I want you to feel it too.”

      My head jerks back and an impatient whine rips from lips as Tito pulls his cock out of me. The sense of loss is overwhelming, but it doesn’t last long. Ronin takes his place, sliding his dick into my wet pussy with a satisfied groan.

      “Oh, God,” he moans. “We’re definitely locking her in here forever.”

      Tito takes Ronin’s place and his hard cock is in front of me, glistening wet with my juices. I moan as I slide it into my mouth, licking up every last drop.

      “I told you that you tasted good,” Tito says with a grin as he slides his hands into my hair and pulls the long strands away so he can watch my lips on him.

      Ronin grips my hips and drives into me relentlessly with his perfect cock until my body gives in and I feel an orgasm coming.

      “She’s going to come,” Tito says, grinning as he watches. “Don’t stop.”

      Ronin ramps up the pace, giving me longer, faster strokes until the sensation is unbearable and there’s no choice but to come on his dick.

      It hits me hard, tearing through me as my legs shake on the bed. Tito must love the sight because he comes in my mouth, filling me with his hot seed. I moan as I swallow it down.

      Ronin thrusts in deep and buries himself inside me as he releases with a guttural roar. I feel his cock pulse before his warm come fills every inch of my tunnel.

      The boys hold me tight as our orgasms ravage us. When the worst of it is over, we drop on the bed. I’m surrounded by muscular twins and I couldn’t be happier.

      Their bodies are curled around me as their hands explore my tingling body.

      “Don’t fall asleep,” Ronin warns. “We’re not done with you yet.”

      “Not even close,” Tito promises.

      I grin as I stare at the ceiling. “I was hoping you two would say that.”

      These two have already blown my mind and we’re just getting started. I’ve never felt more satisfied in my life.

      An old saying pops into my head: The sum of two parts is greater than the whole. Whoever came up with that saying must have been fucked by two bear shifters.

      So many questions that I’ve pondered over the past few weeks have been answered, but there’s still one that’s stubbornly lingering around.

      What’s it going to be like when we go out in public? I’m still not sure if I can handle that.

      I can handle this part. The private part when it’s just the three of us. I know that now.

      But what about when there are eyes watching us, judging us. I’m still not sure how I’m going to react.

      I’m still not sure I can handle that part.

      I really hope I can. Because this feels amazing.
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      Butterflies start fluttering in my stomach when Tito and Ronin’s pickup truck pulls up. I’m nervous, but it’s a good kind of nervous.

      It’s our first date all together.

      My first date with both of them. In public. At the same time.

      “Wow,” Ronin says through the open window as Tito parks the truck in front of me. “You look incredible.”

      “Absolutely incredible,” Tito says, as he ducks down to see.

      My cheeks are heating up as Ronin steps out of the truck and holds the door open for me. He’s wearing grey slacks and a white button-up shirt that hugs his large frame in a spectacular way. I move to step inside, but he blocks the way with his arm.

      I look up at him and he slowly lowers his lips to mine and gives me a soft kiss that has my heart doing somersaults.

      “Mmmm,” I moan, licking my lips when he pulls away. So far, this date is going great.

      He slides his hand onto my lower back and guides me up. Tito is sitting behind the wheel wearing a black Polo and a nice pair of beige pants. He’s looking as hot as his brother.

      “Hello,” I say as I sit down beside him on the long seat. He hooks his big arm around me and pulls me closer to him.

      “Hello,” he says, giving me a sexy smirk before kissing me long and hard on the lips.

      I’m already breathing hard when he pulls away and I haven’t even left my house yet.

      It’s been a week since our first night together and every day has been better than the last. I’ve spent almost every night at the Twins’ cabin, getting my mind blown over and over again. We’re constantly having sex. Sometimes one watches while the other fucks me and sometimes they both do me at the same time. Either way, I love it.

      I’ve never been the most sexual person—I was on a two-year-long cold streak before I met Tito and Ronin—but that’s all changed. It’s like they’ve switched an internal switch inside me because I can’t stop thinking of sex, or wanting it, or needing it.

      But then again, I’ve never had sex quite like this before. Two hot guys who are obsessed with pleasing you in the sack will get your mind traveling to the gutter more often than if all you have is your hand to look forward to.

      “Where are we going?” I squeeze my legs together as I look out the windshield.

      Tonight is our first date out in public. We’ve been busy spending all of our time in the bedroom this week, but the boys insisted on taking me out on a proper date tonight.

      I’m still a little shy and embarrassed to be out with two guys, but it’s just something I’ll have to get used to. I’m just going to jump in with two feet and do it.

      “We’re taking you to The Bearskin Inn,” Ronin says with a sexy smile. “There’s a cocktail bar and restaurant. Very good. Very romantic.”

      “Romantic sounds good,” I say as I play with the hem of my yellow dress. “I’ve heard of that place. Don’t a bunch of bear shifters own it?”

      “The Diamond brothers,” Tito says as he pulls away from the curb. “They’re three polar bear shifters. Nice guys.”

      “I think I met one of them before,” I say, trying to remember his name. “Seneca was it?”

      “Yeah, that’s the youngest one,” Ronin says. “Aquinas is the oldest, and Camus is the middle bear.”

      “What’s with the names?” I say with a laugh. “Were they born in the philosophy department of a University or something?”

      “Close,” Ronin says with a laugh. “Their father was a philosophy professor. Named the boys after his favorite philosophers.”

      I smile, but my mind is on what’s to come. I guess that polar bear shifters won’t care that I’m with two men. They must know the deal with shifter twins.

      I was surprised that no one at Tito and Ronin’s ranch really cared about my polygamous situation. Lachlan, Jessie, Caleb, Abigail, Kneecap, and Nora all acted like it was no big deal. It was perfectly natural to them.

      But that was on a ranch with bear shifters. This is going to be a public restaurant.

      “Are you okay?” Tito asks when he sees my knee bouncing up and down like a tennis ball.

      I cement my feet to the floor. “I’m sorry. I guess I’m just a little bit nervous.”

      “We’ll go as slow as you want,” Ronin says in a soft voice. “If you’re not comfortable, we can tell everyone we’re just friends.”

      “That’s right,” Tito says. “We can save the kissing and hand-holding for when we’re at home.”

      They’re so sweet. It’s not just the sex that’s been great. It’s them too.

      I have so much fun when I’m with them, and I haven’t told them yet, but I’m starting to fall in love with them.

      We joke around and laugh all the way to The Bearskin Inn. It’s a gorgeous little inn halfway up a mountain with a spectacular view of the town. It’s the perfect place for a first date. A first real date. The other dates don’t count because we weren’t all together.

      The boys walk me into the restaurant, one on each side. They keep their words and stay a respectful distance away. We could be friends or co-workers, or hell, they could even be my brothers.

      “After you,” Tito says as he holds the door open for me, then Ronin. The place is gorgeous. A warm romantic atmosphere with a beautiful view of the surrounding mountains. There’s a man playing piano in the corner and the soft song mixes with the clink of wine glasses.

      A large blond man wearing a black tie turns to greet us. His mouth turns into a grin when he sees the two men behind me.

      “Oh, no,” he says, shaking his head. “We don’t serve grizzly bears in here.”

      Tito grins as he motions to me with his hands. “Even if we bring this beautiful woman with us to pretty up your restaurant?”

      The man looks at me and smiles warmly. “Normally, I would never allow it, but since you have a hot date, I’ll let it slide.”

      Ronin and Tito take turns shaking his hand. When it’s my turn, my hand gets swallowed in his huge grasp.

      “Zoe, this is Aquinas,” Tito says as we shake. “Aquinas, this is our girl, Zoe.”

      Hearing him call me their girl is making me all tingly inside.

      “I’m sorry to hear that,” Aquinas says with a sly grin. “I was hoping that fate would go easy on the female population and make these twins mate-less.”

      “Don’t listen to him,” Ronin says with a smile. “Polar bear shifters are always jealous of us grizzlies. They’re the embarrassing cousins of the bear family.”

      “No, that would be koalas,” Aquinas corrects and everyone laughs. “I have the perfect table for you three.”

      “By the window?” Tito asks.

      Aquinas shakes his head. “By the dumpster.”

      “That’s where you put us last time,” Tito complains. “The ambiance was subpar but the food was delicious.”

      “We can do a little better this time. Follow me.” Aquinas grabs three menus off the pile and motions us to follow him. I let out a ‘wow’ as he seats us at the most beautiful table in the restaurant. We’re surrounded by huge floor-to-ceiling windows that look out over the gorgeous Montana scenery. The sun is setting over the mountains and I see some horses wandering around in the distance. It’s perfect.

      Aquinas leaves us alone and I can’t stop smiling as I look at the guys. It’s hard to believe that it’s only been about three weeks. I already feel so comfortable with them both.

      “What do you think?” Ronin asks with a hopeful look on his gorgeous face.

      My cheeks are hurting from smiling so much as I look around the restaurant. Couples eating at the nearby tables smile back at me and the piano man nods his head to me as he plays.

      This is a romantic restaurant and everyone around me is in pairs, but strangely, I don’t feel shy or embarrassed or uncomfortable. So what if I’m with two men? I’m happy and if that makes someone else uncomfortable then they can just keep it to themselves. I’m not interested in hearing about it.

      “It’s amazing,” I say, smiling as I turn back to my hot dates. They’re both looking magnificent in the candlelight. I kind of wish that we had stayed home for another threesome, but I guess that part will come later.

      We have an amazing meal with a few bottles of wine and some delicious food. By the time the bill comes, I’m stuffed.

      Ronin pays the bill and as we get up, a few of the remaining tables look to us, probably wondering if we’re all together.

      They’re probably talking at their tables about us, speculating if I’m with two men.

      Let them talk.

      Last week, I would have walked ahead of my men, pretending that we’re not an item, but things have changed now. I’m done hiding it. I’m done caring what other people think.

      With my chin in the air, I hook one arm around Tito’s and one arm around Ronin’s.

      “Are you sure?” Ronin whispers as he looks down at me.

      I answer him by stepping on my toes and giving him a kiss on the lips. Then, I turn to Tito and kiss him on the lips.

      This is my new life and I’m embracing it completely.

      With a grin, I turn back around and look at everyone still eating. A few people have their mouths open, showing me what they’re chewing, but one woman gives me a wink as if to say ‘you go girl.’

      I walk out between my men with my shoulders back, my chin up, and feeling like I can conquer the world. With these two giants by my side, I just might.

      The cool night air hits my warm skin when we walk out of the restaurant and I take a deep, satisfied breath, filling my lungs to the fullest.

      “Does this mean there’s no more hiding?” Ronin asks.

      I unhook my arms and turn to them both. Their brown eyes are so mesmerizing at night. I can barely handle one pair, let alone two.

      “No more hiding,” I say in a firm voice. “I love touching you both, and I love it when you touch me. I’m not going to have less of that just because people I don’t care about might talk behind my back.”

      “Let them talk,” Tito says as he runs the back of his fingers down my cheek. “We’ll be over here having the time of our lives.”

      Ronin steps forward and slides his arm around me, pressing his palm against my lower back. I’m already getting warm between the legs. Why the hell did we ever leave their cabin? The drive home is going to feel like an eternity wedged between their muscular bodies.

      “I love you both.” The words just slip out of my lips. I don’t know where they came from but there’s no taking them back. Not that I want to anyway. It’s true. I do love them.

      “I love you too,” they both say at the same time. I’ve never felt luckier in my life. I can’t believe I resisted this for so long. Double the men equals double the love and double the fun. How could I not see it before? It seems so obvious now.

      I move closer to them and smile as they wrap their arms around me, pulling me in.

      “I love you, Ronin,” I say as I step on my tippy toes and kiss him on the lips. I turn to his brother and kiss him next. “I love you, Tito.”

      When my feet are back on the ground, their arms tighten and their bodies turn stiff. I look up and gasp when I see their eyes. There’s something wrong.

      A black darkness has clouded over their mesmerizing brown eyes as they stare at me. They look like they’re possessed by demons.

      Only… the feeling is nice. Warm. Filled with love and affection.

      I don’t know what’s going on, but I can tell that nothing will ever be the same again.
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      My body is locked in place. All I can do is stare at the gorgeous girl in front of me as my spirit—my essence—flows out of my core and wraps around her. It connects with hers and with Tito’s—the three of them wrapping around and fusing together for the rest of time. There’s no undoing it.

      The three of us are bonded together. The triad is complete.

      When the darkness around her fades and the bonding process is finished, Zoe turns from me to Tito with a look of amazement in her eyes.

      The adoration and connection I feel for this girl are unbelievable. I love her completely and I know that Tito is feeling the same way.

      We’re both completely devoted to her now and the need for her to like one of us best is gone. It doesn’t matter anymore. Tito, Zoe, me—we’re all equal in the triad. We all love each other the same. Three sides of a triangle. Three beats of a heart.

      Zoe swallows hard as she turns back to me. “I see what you mean now. About the triad.”

      “I didn’t think it would be this intense,” Tito says in a breathless tone.

      “Me neither,” me and Zoe say at the exact same time.

      “Move in with us.” The unexpected words just blurt out of my mouth, but I don’t regret them at all. I want to fall asleep every night with our arms wrapped around her and to wake up every morning with her scent swirling around my nose.

      Zoe’s eyes widen a little as she looks at me.

      “That’s a good idea,” Tito says with a nod. “Tonight. Move in with us tonight.”

      “But we’ve only had one date,” Zoe says, looking unsure. “Isn’t it a little soon to move in?”

      “You’re our mate,” I say, desperately trying to make her see. “We always suspected it, but now we know for sure. There’s no one else for us.”

      “He’s right,” Tito says. “You’re the one, Zoe. Let’s not waste any more time.”

      Her concerned face slowly turns into a wide smile as she looks back and forth between us.

      “You don’t think it’s too crazy?” she asks.

      I shake my head. “It’s crazy not too. We know for sure you’re the one. Don’t you feel it?”

      She swallows hard and then slowly nods her head. “I do.”

      Tito takes a hand and I take the other. “Then say yes.”

      She turns to me and I nod. “Say yes.”

      “This is so crazy.” She squeezes her eyes shut. “Okay. Yes. Let’s do it!”

      I wrap my arms around her and Tito wraps his arms around both of us. We all laugh as Tito picks us up and spins us around in a circle.

      When he puts us down, we all hold onto each other, dizzy and drunk with elation.

      “When should I move in?” she asks when the spinning in our head stops.

      Tito and I speak at the same time. “Tonight!”

      She laughs. “How about tomorrow?”

      My brother and I look at each other with the same thrilled grin on our faces.

      “Tomorrow it is,” I say, feeling ecstatic.

      “Before breakfast,” Tito says with a smirk.

      Zoe licks her lips and grins. “Can I have a coffee first?”

      We both shake our head. “No.”
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        * * *

      

      Zoe is completely moved into our cabin by eight am. She wasn’t too happy when we woke her up at five am, but her mood lightened a little when we finally broke down and let her have a coffee before leaving.

      Tito and I each brought a pickup truck and stuffed all of her things inside. We moved as fast as we could and now everything she owns is in our cabin where it belongs. Zoe was living in her father’s old house that needed some serious updating. She plans to renovate it and then rent it out now that she no longer needs it.

      “I can’t believe you did all of this that fast,” she says as she picks up her purple pillow that’s on our couch.

      “We didn’t want you to change your mind,” Tito says with a chuckle.

      She looks around at all of her stuff that’s already in the right places—her picture frames on the shelves, her colorful placemats on the table, her books piled beside the fireplace—and smiles. “It already feels like home.”

      I glance at Tito who’s watching her from the kitchen. We both have our shirts off from the move.

      “Ready for your housewarming present?” I ask. My cock stirs with the anticipation of giving it to her.

      Zoe leans forward and gives us a wicked grin. “Are you going to give it to me in the bedroom?”

      She lets out a gulp as Tito walks right up to her, picks her up and throws her over his shoulder.

      I grin as I follow them into the bedroom, letting Tito take the lead. Sometimes I like to watch him with her, sometimes he likes to watch me.

      I feel no more desire to be her favorite anymore. I think Tito feels the same way. Now that we’ve bonded with Zoe and she’s our mate, we can feel the true power of the triad. The three of us are connected in the most intimate way and there’s no place for favorites. There’s no need for competition.

      We all love each other equally and there’s no doubt about that.

      Zoe laughs as Tito throws her onto the bed and climbs on top of her. I take my time, walking slowly as I watch him crush his lips to hers. She moans as she slides her hand up his flexed arm that’s trapping her on the bed.

      My cock hardens in my pants while I watch my brother undress her. She’s so gorgeous. I want to jump in, but sometimes denying myself the pleasure makes it that much sweeter when I do join in.

      Her beautiful curvy body is writhing on the bed as Tito kisses a trail down her soft stomach. She’s completely naked and I can’t take my eyes off her gorgeous tits as they heave up and down with each heavy breath that she takes.

      “Oh, fuck,” she moans as Tito buries his head between her legs, licking her spread pussy with a ravenous appetite. Her back arches and she bites down on her lip as he hits the right spot.

      I’m leaning against the dresser, watching with my arms crossed over my naked chest. My dick is raging in my pants, but I’ll let my brother have some alone time first. Not that I mind. I love to watch the two of them.

      Zoe turns her head on the pillow and her heavy eyes lock onto mine. “Are you going to come join in the fun? Two is always better than one.”

      I can’t resist her. Not with anything.

      Her eyes widen as I unbuckle my jeans and pull down my pants. I grip my hard cock in my hand and approach the bed.

      Tito comes up for air and smiles when he sees me. His chin is dripping with her juices. “I warmed her up for you,” he says as he stands up. “She’s nice and ready.”

      He steps aside and I walk between her legs where her hot little pussy is spread out in front of me. The soft folds are glistening and wet with arousal. The smell is fucking beautiful.

      Zoe grins at me as she spreads her legs a little farther apart. “I’m ready for that housewarming present,” she says, staring at my hard cock with her hungry eyes.

      “Give it to her,” Tito says as he grabs a hold of her leg.

      He spreads her legs even farther open as I push the head of my cock into her tight opening. She’s so wet and warm. It makes me shiver with desire.

      Zoe arches her back and groans as I slowly push in, enjoying every inch of her slick wetness. She’s so snug and perfect. I take my time, teasing her, torturing her, until my big dick is buried to the hilt inside of her.

      “Oh, Ronin,” she moans as I hold it in her, enjoying her tight warmth. “You’re so fucking big. Just like your brother.”

      I slide in and out a few times, before pulling out. It’s torture, but I can’t be too selfish. My brother is waiting for his turn.

      Zoe gasps and writhes on the bed in frustration when I slide out of her.

      I step to the side and hold her leg as Tito takes my place. He slides his cock in with one swift thrust, hitting her with long powerful strokes that has her whimpering on the bed.

      Fuck, I love those whimpers.

      We take turns with our mate, alternating between us one at a time until she’s ready to come.

      Tito comes first. He thrusts into her hard and his whole body tightens as he lets out a savage groan. It’s enough to push her over the edge. Zoe cries out, her legs shaking, her body convulsing as she comes along with him.

      I’m stroking my cock as I watch and seeing the two of them getting off is enough to get me off as well.

      Tito pulls out as the orgasm rips through Zoe and I quickly slide my dick into her, taking his place. Her pussy is so warm from Tito’s release and I immediately let go with a roar.

      When it’s all finished, the three of us are lying on the bed, breathing hard and staring up at the ceiling. It’s so intense. It’s always so intense when I share a bed with these two.

      Sex as a triad is so much better than sex as a duo. I never want to go back. I don’t think any of us do.

      I’m thrilled that Zoe is my mate and that I get to share her with my brother.

      I wouldn’t want it any other way.
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        Tito

      

      

      

      Zoe laughs as my bear smells her neck.

      “Stop,” she says, giggling as she tries to push him away. “Stop smelling me and let me brush your teeth!”

      I’m watching from within my bear with a smile on my face. Our sexy veterinarian mate is trying to brush our bears’ teeth, but they’re not making it easy on her.

      She holds the brush up and sighs in frustration when Ronin’s bear steps on the toothpaste, sending a jet of minty white gel shooting across the dirt.

      “Are you grizzly bears going to let me brush your teeth or not?”

      My bear licks her cheek and she shakes her head and laughs. “I’ll take that as a no.”

      Our bears have been around for twenty-three years and have never needed their teeth brushed before, but our mate was persistent so we let her try. It’s not working out so well for her. Especially considering she has two unruly bears to try and manage. The poor girl.

      “All right, fine,” she says as she puts the toothbrush back in the bag. “You guys win. No teeth cleaning for you.”

      I grin as I watch her pet Ronin’s bear. She nuzzles her face into his furry neck and holds him tight as he lets out a contented groan.

      There’s no jealousy or envy. No more games of her wanting to like me better than him.

      The moment we bonded, I saw how foolish all of that was. We’re a triad now and there’s no room for any jealous nonsense in a triad. Only equal love.

      I’m just glad that Zoe finally realized that too.

      “What do you guys want to do now?” Zoe asks our bears. “Are you guys hungry?”

      My bear perks up. He’s always hungry. In fact, he’s waiting for her to turn away so he can lick the toothpaste off of the ground.

      “Want to go down to the river and catch some trout?”

      I can feel my bear’s heart start hammering with excitement in his chest. He’s always up for catching and eating trout.

      Zoe smiles as she grabs a hold of my bear’s fur and climbs up onto his back. “Don’t worry, Ronin-bear,” she says as she looks at my brother’s bear who’s looking back at her. “I’ll ride you on the way back.”

      I’m grinning inside my grizzly as I start to feel waves of warmth radiating through him. His heart is drumming along with excitement as his shared mate rides on his back.

      He’s as happy as can be.

      I know the feeling.

      And I know Ronin and his bear does too.

      It’s all thanks to Zoe, and our perfect little triad.
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        Bad Boys on the Beach Box Set

        Three Full Length Novels

        Each set on the Beach at a Destination Wedding!

      

      

      I have your plane ticket waiting for you!

      First you're going to escape to Cancun with Ethan, a tatted-up bad boy who will get your heart pumping with his dirty mouth and skilled hands. From there, you'll head to the beautiful tropical Belize, where a hot Navy SEAL named Chase will get your cheeks redder than the Caribbean sun ever will. And then to finish off, you'll take a trip to Aruba where the rich and witty Tucker will be waiting for you with a big Margarita in one hand and an even bigger CENSORED in the other.

      

      For the first time you can head to Cancun, Belize, and Aruba without leaving the comfort of your living room!
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        Dex Jameson is an arrogant ass.

        It's my first day on the job as a stewardess working on a billionaire's private jet, and the cocky pilot is already trying to hit my landing strip.

        I've always had a thing for pilots, but this arrogant jerk is going to cure me of that.

        I can handle the looks. I can handle the comments. I can even handle the sexual invitation that he threw down between us.

        But when my boss makes us pretend that we're husband and wife during a business trip, my willpower starts to crumble away.

        I'm trying hard to stay professional.

        I'm trying my best to keep his tattooed biceps at arm's length.

        But this hot alpha pilot knows how to push all the right buttons and has all the right moves.

        Buckle up. It's going to be a bumpy ride.

      

      

      

      
        
        He's a Bad Boy Pilot with a filthy mouth

        She's an uptight Stewardess who plays by the rules

        Prepare for some Heavy Turbulence
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