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Prologue
	Autumn, 2009
 	 
	Dr. Robert Jessop stood back and surveyed the patch of wall he’d been painting, and then looked over his shoulder to check his assistant’s progress. That young man, despite the earbuds connected to the MP3 player, and the bebopping of his body, seemed to be doing a hell of a lot better job than he himself was.
 	“Crap, you’re a lot better than I am at this, Bobby.”
 	The young man laughed, his cocoa-colored skin flecked with tiny dots of light green paint. He turned off his music and pulled out the earbuds. “Well, Doc, you got your talents and I got mine.” He turned and surveyed Robert’s handiwork. “And painting sure isn’t one of yours.”
 	“I know. Want a Coke?”
 	“Yeah and a something to eat, too, if you got anything. I’ll fix up your mess, here, don’t you worry about it. Hey, why are you bothering to paint the place, anyway, if you’re just renting it?”
 	A dozen possible answers flitted through Robert’s mind. He could have said that he and his brother were technically renting from themselves, but that answer, though accurate, wasn’t something either he or David wanted out there. This wasn’t Lusty, Texas, where everyone, practically, was family. So he said, “I have to live here, so I want where I live to look nice. It’s worth the cost of a bit of paint and work to freshen it up.”
 	“Ahh, I get it. The chicks will think you’re trainable and send those ‘com’on, baby, come get me’ looks at ya.”
 	Robert laughed as he set his roller back in its tray. “There is that, too.”
 	Robert threw together a plate of sandwiches, dumped some potato chips around them and pulled a couple of cold sodas from the fridge. He managed to carry everything into the dining room, and then thought better of the setting. He carried the food on through into the parlor—the room currently being repainted.
 	“Food,” he said and, because all the furniture was covered, sat down on the floor.
 	Robert knew he hadn’t overestimated the number when he’d made four sandwiches as soon as he saw the first one disappear into Bobby’s gullet in ten seconds, flat. The boy then grabbed some chips, munched them, and sucked back some of the soda, before he came up for air.
 	“I looked over that thing you gave me.”
 	Robert kept his tone casual. Bobby needed to keep believing that whatever he was offered, it was no big deal. “Oh, yeah? The scholarship application? What did you think?” Robert caught the tiny flicker of hope in the teen’s eyes before he masked it.
 	“What makes you think they’re going to give an inner-city kid like me, a kid with a juvie record who lives where I do, a shot at something like that?”
 	Because I’m the one financing it. “Because you’re a smart man, Bobby Barnes. It’s not a cakewalk, granted, and it won’t be easy. You get the first year, but that’s all you get if you fuck up. You have to stay clean and get good grades. I believe you can do both. In fact, I believe you can be anything you want to be. You just have to reach for it. You just have to work for it.”
 	“I never looked ahead, you know? And then last winter, I got shot, and mom was crying all over me. You fixed me in the ER, and I swear, my life has been different, since. I’ve been thinking a lot, since. My bros, they were no-fucking-where when I was lying on the ground, bleeding, ya know? How they figure they can ask it all from me when they don’t give jack shit back to me?”
 	And that, Robert thought, was the dilemma Bobby was stuck smack dab in the middle of trying to solve. His “bros”—his gang brothers—had given him something no one else had, and that was status. Belonging. Robert knew Bobby still hung out with the wrong kids. He knew his mother still worried about him. The woman worked two jobs just to make ends meet, and she did the best she could, but she wasn’t well equipped to handle a hard-ass sixteen-year-old like her oldest boy, Bobby.
 	To Robert, it looked as if Bobby was nearly where he needed to be, mentally and emotionally. He didn’t want to push the kid. Change, if change was to happen, had to come from Bobby himself. But Robert needed to help him as much as he could. So he said, simply, “Your future is in your hands, Bobby. It’s your choice. I’m hoping you make the one that will set you free. I’m really hoping you’ll go after that scholarship.”
 	“You think I can do it?”
 	“I know you can.”
 	Six hours later, Robert wondered what he could have done differently, what he could have said differently.
 	It all happened so fast, he barely had time to process it. He’d pulled the ER shift, 7:00 p.m. to 7:00 a.m., a shift that was anything but quiet in this Chicago hospital. They’d gotten the heads-up from the police—there’d been a gang shooting, and numerous ambulances, carrying dozens of casualties, were headed their way.
 	Robert had rallied his team, called for extra help from the other departments in the hospital, and put himself in the mental place he had to be to deal quickly and efficiently with numerous casualties.
 	He hadn’t seen Bobby at first. They’d set up a triage station right there in the waiting room, and he’d moved from stretcher to stretcher. Cops brought more wounded in their squad cars, and more cops came in, wearing riot gear, armed to keep the peace. The number of wounded grew, and two nurses and another resident began separating those they could help from those they could not.
 	Robert would never know why his eye was drawn to that particular stretcher, but it was. As he looked, as he recognized the young black man, eyes open in the vacancy of death, Robert’s heart broke—and then gunfire erupted.
 	He reacted fast, grabbing the volunteer next him, dragging her to the floor and covering her with his body, ordering her to stay still. There were enough police that the man who’d opened fire only got off a few shots, but it was enough. The whole damn scene had been enough.
 	There’d been more carnage to deal with in the aftermath. The pretty brunette beneath him hadn’t been hurt. He’d wondered, because when he’d covered her and ordered her to be still, she’d not even moved a tiny bit in protest. But she was fine, if shaken. She thanked him when he’d pulled her to her feet. She’d taken a look around the ER, and muttered something that sounded like, “Jordan’s going to be pissed.” She’d taken a moment, pulled out her cell phone, and sent a text. Then she’d turned to him and said, “What do you need me to do, doctor?”
 	He figured a woman with that much pluck could be useful. He’d had her follow him around as he’d assessed, assigned, and began working to repair the damage.
 	At one point he looked up and saw David across the room. Their gazes had met, and he mentally kicked himself for not thinking to text his own brother that he was okay—but he tended to leave his cell phone in his locker. And in the face of all these wounded, personal considerations hadn’t even occurred to him.
 	He didn’t watch the clock, but when the Head of Surgery told him he’d done enough, he surrendered the field.
 	Robert sighed when he stopped, looked around, and saw Lillian Barnes, clutching her hands before her, sitting in one of the chairs in the waiting room, silently rocking, her face ravaged by grief.
 	He went to her and sat down next to her. He didn’t know what to say. The times he’d had to comfort or inform next of kin all played before him, but this time, damn it all, this time was different.
 	Bobby had been different. Bobby, God help him, had been his, and Robert had failed him.
 	She didn’t wait for him to say anything. “He wasn’t even involved,” Lillian said. “He was on the corner, coming home, and a couple of his old friends stopped him, just to chat. And then…and then he was just gone.”
 	“I’m so sorry, Mrs. Barnes.”
 	“The cops said I could sit here for a spell. I told them…I told them I wanted to thank you. For what you did for my Bobby. He talked about college. I was afraid to hope. But he kept talking about it.”
 	“I saw him this afternoon. I think he was going to apply for that scholarship. I think he was going to make you proud of him.”
 	She met his gaze, and then she reached out, touched his hand. He covered hers with his. “Thank you. Thank you. For bein’ a man who showed my boy he could be one, too.”
 	“Let me get you a ride home, Mrs. Barnes.”
 	“I…yes, please. I have to go home to Jimmy. I need to hold my Jimmy and tell him his brother is gone.”
 	For a long moment Robert just stood and stared at the doors, where he’d seen Lillian Barnes being helped—kindly, he noted—into an unmarked police car.
 	He couldn’t imagine the horror of losing a child. But he knew the horror of failure. He wondered if there was something he could have done differently. He felt raw, and on the edge of his limit.
 	It had slowly registered over the last half hour, that he could very well have been killed himself. That thug with the gun who had opened fire had been looking his way when he’d started shooting. Now that he thought about it, he’d heard the whiz of a bullet on a too-close trajectory.
 	Fuck, I have to get out of here.
 	He needed a few hours of blessed peace. He needed to decompress.
 	“Excuse me.”
 	Robert turned at the sound of the voice. The man, black hair and silver-gray eyes, met his gaze. He looked vaguely familiar, and Robert realized he’d seen him and another man rush through the doors before he’d noticed Lillian Barnes. They’d seemed frantic, until they’d spotted the volunteer who’d been working with him so tirelessly. He’d wondered at the time who the men were, for they weren’t from this neighborhood. They looked like they came from money.
 	“Yes?”
 	“Doctor Jessop, I’m Jordan Fitzpatrick, Chastity’s husband. Words aren’t adequate, but I wanted to thank you, from the bottom of my heart, for saving my wife’s life last night.”
 	Crap, it is morning. Robert needed sleep. He brought his attention to the man standing before him, and his words. He started to protest the assumption—but then he realized that he had, indeed, done just that.
 	“No thanks are necessary, sir. Any gentleman would have done the same. Your wife has been a true angel of mercy this evening—a most valuable assistant.”
 	Fitzpatrick let that pass. He said, “You look exhausted.” Then he looked around the room. Cleaning crews had arrived, and the process had begun to return the ER to normal. “But then, who wouldn’t be after surviving a visit from Chaos.”
 	“It was all of that. I’ve been ordered out by my boss, so I will be getting rest, soon.”
 	David approached just then, and Robert introduced them. When Jordan looked behind him, the other man, who stood with his arm around Chastity Fitzpatrick, came forward.
 	Robert raised one eyebrow, because of the look that passed between the two men as Jordan introduced him as Marcus Jones-Fitzpatrick, his partner.
 	Jordan must have caught the expression on Robert’s face, for he said, “Did we just shock you, Dr. Jessop?”
 	Robert met David’s gaze. His brother nodded, telling him it was okay to be open. “Not at all, Mr. Fitzpatrick. David and I have two dads—they’re married to our mother. Where we come from, your family wouldn’t be considered odd at all.”
 	Fitzpatrick looked as if he was going to just end the conversation there, and Robert wouldn’t have blamed him in the least. His wife—their wife—appeared ready to collapse. But instead, Jordan surprised him. “Actually, I recognized the look on your face a bit ago as you headed toward that grieving woman. It’s a look that I used to see in the mirror often. You wore the look of a man who was having an understandable crisis—the kind that happens when the innate need to control meets the uncontrollable.” He reached into his pocket, and pulled out a card, quickly turned it over and wrote a number on it, then gave it to Robert.
 	“I can help you with that. That’s my cell number. Call me. Please.”
 	Robert thanked him, and once more stood and watched as people left the hospital.
 	“What’s on his card?”
 	Robert turned it over, and then showed it to David. He’d expected to see the man was an uptown psychiatrist. What he found couldn’t have been further from that.
 	Reckless Abandon
 	Jordan Fitzpatrick, Proprietor
 	The inscription struck a chord with Robert. He wondered why the name was familiar, and then he remembered where he’d heard it. Reckless Abandon was a very private, very exclusive BDSM club in a very upscale neighborhood in the city. Even as he recalled that, he had the sense that Mr. Fitzpatrick, whoever he was, represented yet another turning point in his life.

 


Chapter 1
	Present day
 
 	Jillian Gillespie pulled her faithful purple Neon up to the curb and let her eyes take in the well-kept apartment building that would officially, in just a few minutes, become her new home.
 	She’d only been to this small Texas town a few times in her life before today. Her most recent visit had come just two weeks ago. Every occasion she’d come to Lusty had been to see her Aunt Shirley.
 	Most often over the past several years, her aunt had visited her in El Paso, or they had gotten together in either Houston or Dallas. She and Shirley would meet for their semiannual shopping excursions, and to catch up on each others’ busy lives.
 	Jillian sighed. She was really going to miss her Aunt Shirley.
 	Now Shirley had retired and moved to Florida, likely already settled in close to Uncle Hal and Aunt Betty. And Jillian was here, in Lusty, Texas, getting ready to move in to her aunt’s vacated apartment and her vacated job.
 	Shirley had been planning to go into retirement and live next to her last surviving brother and his wife for the last few years. No one had been as surprised as Jillian when the older woman had declared, just a month before, that the time had come for her to do exactly that.
 	In truth, her aunt’s timing couldn’t have been better for Jillian. Recently rendered jobless by the closure of the small private clinic where she’d worked for the last five years, Jillian had been wondering if she was ever going to get another job in her chosen field.
 	She’d also been thinking lately that it was time for her to leave El Paso—and not just because she was having trouble finding a job that was a good fit. Around Christmastime, her ex-husband had begun calling her and calling on her. Apparently the novelty of wife number two had already worn off. Jillian had no intention of offering her ex any kind of comfort whatsoever.
 	“Been there, done that.” Jillian’s voice echoed in the car. She shook her head, turned off the engine, and exited the vehicle.
 	Her aunt, the one person who’d been there for her most of her life, had given her this golden opportunity to start over, and start over she would.
 	She’d left no forwarding address.
 	Movement near the front of the building drew her attention, and Jillian got out of her vehicle and headed toward the sidewalk. The man approaching her held an attaché case in his right hand, a cell phone in his left, and looked as if he could take on the world. If she hadn’t sworn off men for the rest of her natural life, she’d think he was a pretty hot-looking specimen of beefcake.
 	Oh, hell, Jill, he’s hot regardless of your vow and you know it.
 	She didn’t think it would be considered rude if she ignored her inner imp.
 	He put his cell phone away and gave her a smile that made Jillian nearly regret her no-men-ever-again rule.
 	“You must be Ms. Gillespie. I’m Jake Kendall.”
 	“Ah. The lawyer. Hello.” Jillian offered him her hand. The earth didn’t move when he accepted her handshake, which was just as well. She did recall her aunt had told her that Jake Kendall was taken—if that was even what you called it here in Lusty.
 	So he’s off-limits regardless of my promise to myself. Good.
 	Jillian had only had the one relationship, as she’d married right out of high school and hadn’t dated since her divorce. There certainly hadn’t been much benefit for her in being part of a couple as far as she was concerned in the entire experience. At this point in her life, she sure as hell didn’t want another one.
 	Especially not in this town.
 	“You said the word lawyer as if it was like any other word. Thank you for that. For some reason, some folks like to make fun of us legal eagles.”
 	Jillian laughed, and realized that the man had put her at ease, just that simply.
 	“I have nothing against lawyers, Mr. Kendall. Someone has to make sense out of all that legalese so the rest of us can get on with life.”
 	“Jake, please. The apartment is on the ground floor, as you know. It’s a two bedroom.” He used his free arm to indicate that she could precede him to the front door of the building, which she did.
 	He quickly unlocked the front door, held it while she entered, and then walked with her to apartment 110. Jake continued to give her information as if she didn’t know anything about the place.
 	“It’s fully furnished, but if anything doesn’t suit, just let me know. We can arrange for you to visit the warehouse. There’s enough furniture and accessories there, you’re bound to find something you like. Or, of course, you can feel free to purchase anything you want for yourself. We’ll remove any unwanted items, no charge, of course.”
 	“Y’all are very accommodating. I appreciate it.” Her aunt had told her about the warehouse, and the way folks here had a habit of making newcomers feel welcome.
 	Shirley had also told her about the “alternative lifestyle” of many of the Lusty residents—pun definitely intended. Shirley had assured her that the women of this small Texas town were content to have two, or even three husbands—those that chose to do so.
 	All Jillian could imagine was two husbands equaled twice the work and twice the bullshit. Thanks, but no thanks.
 	Still, she wasn’t one to cast aspersions. Everyone ought to be free to live how they wanted to live and love whomever they chose. This was, after all, supposed to be a free country.
 	Jillian stopped in front of the door to the apartment that had so recently been her aunt’s and waited while Jake Kendall unlocked the door. As soon as she entered, he handed her the key—or rather the keys, since there were four on the ring.
 	“The one with the black tab is for the outside door, and the brass-colored ones are for the clinic.”
 	The apartment smelled fresh and clean—cleaner than even her fastidious aunt had kept it. She also noticed that the living room carpet had been changed, and the walls freshly painted a soft eggshell.
 	“Someone’s done a lot in a short time. It really wasn’t necessary. The way Shirley left the place was fine with me.”
 	Jake Kendall waved that off, and then waited for her to sit at the kitchen table. “The Town Trust takes care of the properties it owns. Refreshing an apartment for a new tenant is standard operating procedure.” Then he smiled. “Everyone in town loved Shirley. The Doctors Jessop often said that she kept that clinic afloat single-handedly.”
 	Jillian smiled. “Shirley spoke well of them, and this town, too. I know that she really loved living here. She just wanted to be close to her brother. He’s getting on in years. My dad—her other brother—died several years ago, when I was just eight.”
 	“I understand your mother is gone, too, and that you’re divorced.”
 	Jillian didn’t mind Jake Kendall knowing all of that. These days, landlords had to be careful about who they took on as tenants. So she only said, “Yes, that’s right. I have one son. Brandon is twenty, and he’s in the Marines.”
 	Jake grinned. “Really? Good for him. I served in the National Guard, myself.”
 	Because her son was in the service, she said, “Thank you for your service.” She wished Jake Kendall would quit smiling at her. He really made her want to totally relax, and she didn’t think that would be a good idea just yet.
 	He seemed to somehow understand her slight discomfort, as he opened his case and pulled out a sheaf of papers. “This is a lease agreement, for one year. If you’d like to take a look—you’ll be happy to know there isn’t much legalese. We like to keep things simple, here.”
 	Jillian took the papers and began to read. She got to the paragraph that stated the amount of the rent and blinked. “This can’t be right.”
 	Jake got up and came over to look over her shoulder. “It is.”
 	“I was expecting to pay twice that. And this says that the rent includes electricity and water.”
 	“That’s right, it does.”
 	Jillian shook her head. “Well, I won’t complain. This certainly is a good deal for me.” She could rework her budget. It would appear she’d be able to put a lot more money into that savings account for Brandon than she’d dared to hope.
 	Jake gave her a pen and she signed on the dotted line. Then he signed as witness, and gave her one copy of the document.
 	“How well do you know the town, Ms. Gillespie?”
 	“Just Jillian, please. I must confess I don’t know it that well.” When his response was to raise one eyebrow, she shrugged. “Shirley told me the basics, I guess. I know you have an energetic if small business area downtown.” When he continued to give her what she could almost dub a patient, lawyerly look, she said, “I also know that many of the folks here about live an alternate lifestyle. I’m fine with that.”
 	He nodded as if that was what he wanted to know. Then he gave her that smile again. “We have a great restaurant, Lusty Appetites. My fiancée, Ginny, works there.” He went on to tell her about the other stores and services available in Lusty. She figured it wouldn’t take her long to get her bearings in town.
 	While she was interested in the amenities available, her main concern was the job she’d be starting on Monday. She intended to be the best clinic administrator—sorry, Aunt Shirley—the town of Lusty had ever seen. “Is the clinic open today?”
 	Jake shook his head. “There’s at least one doctor on duty there from Monday to Friday. Otherwise, one of the doctors is on call, if needed.” Jake put his papers back into his attaché case. “So no, it’s closed unless an emergency comes up. Of course, you have your keys. If you wanted to go and familiarize yourself with the place, no one would object.”
 	A moving van was on its way from El Paso and would arrive shortly. Jillian thought she just might go and take a look around the clinic after her things arrived and she’d dealt with them.
 	In her mind, the sooner she got started with her new job, the sooner her fresh start would be completely underway.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Robert Jessop stood back and looked at the results of his labor. The pansies lifted their cheery faces up to the late afternoon sun and seemed to dance in the light breeze. He’d planted them well, watered them well, and knew they’d take. Of course, they’d take a lot of watering and care, too, but he considered them well worth the effort. His back ached, and his hands were covered in good Texas soil.
 	Gardening didn’t beat a good workout in one of the playrooms in the club he’d frequented up north. But for the time being—since their personal playroom wasn’t completely ready and they didn’t even know any local subs yet—it would have to do.
 	“You look a bit more relaxed, brother.”
 	He turned and watched as David jogged up to him. Sweat streamed down his brother’s chest, and he’d taken his T-shirt off and tucked it into the front of his shorts where it dangled like a towel. He used it that way now, and then began his series of cool-down stretches.
 	Twins they might be, but different they certainly were. Robert didn’t particularly like jogging. “I thought you were only going to run a couple of miles.”
 	David smirked. “So did I. And then, as I was hitting my stride at my midway point, I encountered Dev Wakefield, just heading out. He got to ribbing me about being, ha ha, a pansy, and out of shape and pampered and one thing led to another.”
 	Robert shook his head. His womb-mate had never been able to turn his back on a challenge of any kind. “So how far did you go, in all?”
 	David groaned and gave up on his stretches. Instead he bent from the waist, hands on his knees, and struggled for breath.
 	“Seven fucking miles. Fuck me, I’m an idiot.”
 	“Are you expecting me to tell you otherwise, brother?”
 	David laughed. No one had a better sense of humor or healthier outlook on life than David Jessop. Robert envied him that.
 	“Hell, no. I’m okay with being a bit of an idiot from time to time. There is, after all, value in being considered the comic relief of the family.” Then his smile sobered, and his gaze became very direct and piercing. “How are you doing?”
 	In response, Robert held up his hands. “For now, not bad. The good news is, there are a lot of flower beds in Lusty just crying out for my expert touch. The bad news is, hell, I’m not as young as I used to be. My back is killing me.”
 	David shrugged. “So we give the playroom we’re building some priority, and we get our asses into Houston. Visit that club Jordan Fitzpatrick told us about. If we’re lucky, we’ll meet someone.”
 	Robert appreciated his brother’s suggestion. While they’d both enjoyed their time together at Reckless Abandon, the club Fitzpatrick owned, and training to be proper Doms, Robert had needed the practice in self-discipline and self-control more than David had. Robert knew his brother had gone along with him out of filial devotion. “Yeah. Actually, Jordan called this morning just after you left on your ill-fated jog. He’s spoken to the owner of the Lyon’s Den, Christopher Lyons. Turns out Jonathan Steele knows Lyons, too. The man’s expecting to hear from us. I guess with two Doms that are friends of his vouching for us, we won’t need to jump through too many hoops to join, if we like the club.”
 	“Good. Maybe we could head there tonight, then.” He turned back and looked at the newly planted garden.
 	Robert tried to see the finished landscaping with an unbiased eye. The flowers definitely added something to the front of the house they’d moved into just a few weeks before.
 	“I’m glad we’re home,” David said.
 	“Me, too. You know, if we’d fully appreciated the toll that five years practicing at an inner-city hospital was going to take on us…” Robert let the sentence hang. What was the point? They couldn’t go back and change what had been. And if he could, he wouldn’t waste that kind of miracle on something as insignificant as lessening his own burdens.
 	David clapped him on the shoulder. “We did what we could there. We had some good times, and we did some good work, too. There were some days when I thought I really made a difference. And you, too, brother mine. You definitely made a difference. Call me a coward but I’m glad to be back home, where life is more familiar and comfortable and less traumatic. ”
 	“You’re no coward, David. And neither, by damn, am I. We’re just men, just human. And you’re right. We did what we could there.” They’d done their best. He’d done his best. No one could be expected to do any more than that.
 	“So, let’s review our master plan.” David rubbed his hands together and smirked, his play on words, Robert figured, deliberate. “We’ve moved into the house we wanted, and we’ve got our rotation schedules at the hospital in Waco. We’ve pegged the days we’ll help the dads by manning the clinic. That was the professional agenda.” David changed his expression again, and now Robert could see he’d dropped the clown routine. “You know, we vaguely discussed that moving home would also mean finding a wife and getting married. But we never put a time frame on that part of it.”
 	Robert laughed. “Because I was in such a mess when we made this plan last year.” The inner city had taken its toll on him. There’d been too many people he hadn’t been able to save. But he and his brother were home, and the time had come to shove the past further into the past. Everything could be new again, if they let it be.
 	If he let it be.
 	They could have a new beginning. They just had to choose to have one.
 	Robert inhaled deeply. “You know that I would like a family. I’d like us to move on to that next phase of life. I really want to find a woman we can both fall in love with. But I figure it’s going to take us a while to settle in, and a while to find her.” He shrugged. “Although we might meet someone in Houston. As Grandma Kate is fond of saying, you just never know when love will find you.”
 	He headed toward the side of the house, his mother’s long-standing rule on hosing off before entering from outside having followed him into adulthood, even when it was his own house in question. He held the hose between his knees so he could rub his hands together under the fall of water.
 	Hands somewhat cleaner, hose re-coiled, he turned back to his brother. David hadn’t said anything about his last suggestion.
 	“I guess I’m more into the D/s scene for play, and to enhance the sex. I’m not sure I want to live it twenty-four seven.”
 	“Neither do I, necessarily. But it would be nice to be able to play from time to time. And in order to do that, we really do need a woman who’s a sub. Or one who’s a hell of an adventuress and wouldn’t mind slipping into that role occasionally.”
 	David grinned. “Amen to that. I’m all for adventure in the bedroom.”
 	Robert turned his attention to the street, and the silver Audi pulling to the curb. Jake Kendall emerged from the vehicle, his gaze on the newly planted flower bed.
 	“The new garden looks good. Those posies bring new life to the old place. Of course, you’re going to have to water them constantly.” Then Jake grinned. “Since y’all have planted Yankee flowers instead of good, native Texas ones.”
 	“Fuck you, too, cousin,” Robert said.
 	Jake laughed and shook his head. “Seeing as how the families’ two best gardeners returned home within weeks of each other, I figure you ought to be prepared. You know you and Rick are going to be getting requests for landscaping assistance from every damn body.”
 	“Rick and I have already discussed the possibilities. We both agree it would be a good hobby for us. We’re going to start with the Inn. And you know what? I don’t mind so much,” Robert smiled. “It’s how we earned our spending money when we were kids. So I guess we owe the craft something.”
 	Jake nodded. “Used to piss me off. The two of you always had cash to spare.”
 	Robert grinned. That was one of his cherished memories. Wealthy the families may have been, but every parent in Lusty stressed the virtue of the kids earning their own way and working for any extras they wanted. Spending money always had to be earned, either through doing chores at home or—in the case of himself and his cousin Rick—entrepreneurial initiative. He said, “And we used to love rubbing it in, too.”
 	“I remember that about you. Anyway, I thought I’d stop by to let you know the new clinic admin has arrived in town. Moved in, lease signed, and clinic keys delivered. She drives a purple Neon, so if you wander by the place and see such a car there, you’ll know it’s her.”
 	“Anxious to get started, is she?” David shook his head. “She’s some relation of Shirley’s, I think I heard the dads say. A cousin or something?”
 	“Or something,” Jake said.
 	Robert wondered about his smirk.
 	“Her name is Jillian Gillespie,” Jake continued. “And aside from the recommendation from Shirley, she managed a private clinic in El Paso for the last five years. The clinic closed, but the doctor who headed the place couldn’t say enough good things about her.”
 	Robert caught a glint in his cousin’s eye that told him he thought something was hilarious as hell.
 	“So she’s passed muster.”
 	“She has. She’s divorced with one son, who’s in the Marines.”
 	Robert figured that could put the woman in her fifties. Not that he cared, of course. His only concern was that she could manage the clinic well. Since he and his brother would be splitting their time, they wouldn’t be available to help with all the necessary business details.
 	“Maybe we’ll swing past and see if she’s there on our way into Houston, later.”
 	“Having a night on the town, are you?”
 	“Yeah, we’re going to check out a private club, recommended by a friend.”
 	Jake raised one eyebrow. “A private club? That sounds…interesting.”
 	Robert shrugged. “Could be. We haven’t been there yet. We’ll let you know.”
 	“Is it anything like the private club you used to frequent up north? The one you took me to that time I visited y’all there?”
 	Robert didn’t know if he heard censure in his cousin’s voice, or if it was just his imagination. He mentally shook his head. He wasn’t up north anymore. He was in Lusty, for crying out loud. And, as he recalled, Jake hadn’t seemed offended in the least when he’d toured Reckless Abandon. “Allegedly,” Robert said.
 	Jake grinned. “Maybe sometime you can take the three of us there, as guests, if they allow such a thing. I think it would make an interesting evening out.”
 	Robert laughed. “I don’t think anyone is going to mistake your Ginny for a sub. But yeah, if the three of you want to quench your prurient curiosity, I’m sure we could make arrangements.”
 	Less than an hour later he and his brother had showered, dressed, and were ready to head out. They’d called ahead and reserved one of the suites at the families’ apartment complex, Benedict Towers. One of the family Penthouses was available, of course, and the concierge on duty promised to ensure the kitchen held the only real necessity either he or David required of any place first thing in the morning, and that was coffee.
 	Houston was at least a three-hour drive from Lusty, so they’d be staying over.
 	They’d have dinner at Sorrento, and then go on to The Lyon’s Den. He’d called, and the owner had invited them to attend that evening as his guests.
 	Robert didn’t have any real expectations of the evening ahead. Generally, he never did. He considered himself a go-with-the-flow kind of man, though deep inside he knew that when it came to expectations, another philosophy entirely was at play.
 	If he didn’t get his hopes up, then they couldn’t be dashed.
 	Robert backed his Jeep out onto the street. Though he hadn’t consciously decided to do so, at the corner of Elm and Main he turned left instead of right, heading toward the small downtown core instead of the interstate.
 	He slowed the vehicle as they approached the clinic, and then brought it to a stop by the curb when he saw the unfamiliar, but expected, vehicle parked by the front door.
 	“Our new admin seems to be on site. That car’s certainly seen better days,” David said.
 	“It’s already after three,” Robert said. “I wonder how long the woman plans to be there?”
 	David shrugged. “Likely, she just wanted to familiarize herself with the setup. Being new in town, she probably doesn’t know anyone. And if she’s anything like Shirley, she’s likely not much of a social butterfly, either. What else would a middle-aged woman do on a Saturday evening in a town like Lusty?”
 	Everything his brother just said was truth, and kicked him square in the conscience. “Shit.” Robert sighed. He met his brother’s gaze and saw the same slight guilt in his eyes he knew must be reflected in his own. They would be her employers, in a very real sense. That made them responsible for her.
 	Jessops were like that.
 	“We should at least go in, introduce ourselves,” Robert said.
 	“Yeah. We can recommend Kelsey’s restaurant,” David added.
 	“Good thinking.” Robert felt better already. Once Ms. Gillespie set foot inside Lusty Appetites, there were bound to be several people there ready to welcome her to town and draw her into conversation.
 	Hell, there were usually members of the Ladies’ Guild dining there Saturday, as Kelsey bought their pies. The guild usually hosted euchre Saturday nights from eight to ten over at the community center.
 	He and David might be a little late for their dinner reservation, but it would be for a good cause.
 	Ms. Gillespie was going to be working with them, likely for years to come. It behooved them to make the effort to welcome her to town.
 	Decision made, Robert turned off the car. They got out of the Jeep and headed inside. The door was locked, something Robert would have thought strange before his stint in the large urban metropolis he’d spent the last few years in.
 	He used his key to open the door. “Hello? Ms. Gillespie? It’s Robert and David Jessop.” The last thing he wanted to do was panic the poor dear.
 	Movement by the front desk drew his attention. He saw sneakered feet sticking out and figured the woman must be on her knees, likely looking through the bottom file drawer of the cabinet.
 	“Oh, hello! I hope you don’t mind that I’m here. Mr. Kendall said it would be all right if I came in and got a head start on things.”
 	The female voice put Robert in mind of warm honey, an odd reaction, he thought. And then the feet disappeared. The woman stood and turned around, an uncertain smile on her face as she stepped out, away from the chest-high reception desk and into the open. “Oh. You’re not the gentlemen I met a couple of weeks ago. I think they’re a bit older.”
 	We thought you were, too. Robert heard his brother suck in a breath but didn’t have to ask why. With her long blonde hair caught up in a ponytail, wide green eyes set in an elfin face, and a figure that was lushly female, Ms. Jillian Gillespie looked like every red-blooded American male’s wet dream come to life.
 	“Our fathers are doctors here, too,” David said. “It was them you met.”
 	Jillian’s eyes widened. “There are four Drs. Jessop?” And then, as if she realized the tone she used, she gasped and her gaze flicked down to her feet for just a moment. When she looked up again, she’d schooled her features. “I’m so sorry. That was incredibly rude of me.”
 	“Not at all. I’m sure having a small clinic with four doctors all bearing the same last name is unusual, to say the least.” David flicked a look at Robert, but if his brother wondered why he remained silent, he didn’t ask.
 	“If you gentlemen need to work, I can leave. I don’t mind.”
 	Crap. Robert continued to study the woman’s body language, but really didn’t know whether he should cheer or curse.
 	“No,” he said, putting just a bit of an edge in his tone. “We only stopped by to welcome you to the town—and the clinic. We’re headed out for the evening.” He softened his tone. “It was wise of you to lock yourself in.” He caught the pleasure that crossed her face and knew he was sunk. “Don’t stay too late, Jillian.”
 	“I won’t. It was nice to meet you both.” Her smile looked shy, but made her eyes sparkle.
 	“The restaurant in town here is pretty good. Our cousin runs it, and I know they’ll go out of their way there to make you feel welcome.” David flirted with her, but Robert wasn’t surprised when her reaction to that was to take a small step backward and look toward him.
 	“Forgive me if I’m being forward, but isn’t practically everyone in town your cousin?” Jillian looked between them.
 	Robert caught the uncertainty, and the way her body language kept giving her away. He’d bet the farm—if he had one—that she wasn’t even aware of the signals she sent them. So he gave her as nonthreatening a smile as he could muster. “Practically, yes. You weren’t being forward. Don’t worry, you’ll get used to us, Jillian.”
 	“I hope so.” She nodded. “I plan to be here for a long time.”
 	The woman was a beguiling combination of challenge and bravado with a huge dollop of trepidation thrown in for good measure. God help me, I wasn’t ready for this.
 	“I have no doubt that you’ll do just fine.” Robert turned to his brother. “We should be going.” To Jillian he said, “I’ll lock up behind us. The restaurant begins serving dinner at four thirty. We’ll see you on Monday.”
 	“All right, thank you.”
 	He didn’t say anything until they were in the car and heading out of town. David, too, remained silent. For the first time Robert realized how, over the last couple of years, his twin had deferred to him at crucial moments. Robert sighed out loud and shook his head.
 	“Holy hell, Robbie,” David said. And then, “Are we still headed to the club?”
 	He heard the doubt in his brother’s voice and understood it completely. “We are. But our agenda for the evening has changed somewhat.”
 	“She’s gorgeous,” David said. “She can’t be much older than we are. Even if she does have a son old enough to be in the Marines, she’s not that much older.”
 	“No, she’s likely not more than a handful of years older, if that. Damn it.”
 	David laughed. “That’s karma for you, brother. Just this afternoon you were thinking we were years away from finding her.” Then he sobered. “I picked up on some of the vibes. She’s a sub, isn’t she?”
 	Robert clenched his jaw and wondered about karma himself. Then he nodded, and flicked a glance at his brother.
 	“Yeah, she’s a sub, all right, down to the bone, and I’ll bet you she doesn’t even know it. And I’ll tell you what else she is.” He brought the car to a stop, right signal on, in preparation for heading toward the interstate. He turned and met his brother’s gaze.
 	“She’s ours,” David said.
 	Robert nodded. That was one thing he could count on with his twin brother. He and David were usually on the same page.

 


Chapter 2
	Just because the serious-looking one told me to come here, didn’t mean I had to do it.
 	Jillian shook her head as she reached the door of the restaurant. She wasn’t doing what one of the younger Drs. Jessop told her to do—not exactly. She had to eat, and she hadn’t stocked up on groceries yet. Trying the local restaurant just made sense.
 	That’s my story and I’m sticking to it.
 	Jillian had tried to get back to her survey of the clinic after the men had left, but her mind wouldn’t focus. Finally, she decided she was hungry and tired. After a meal and a good night’s sleep, she’d be back to feeling more herself.
 	Even now, just shy of two hours after her encounter with the incredibly compelling pair, she could feel the shivers that assailed her as soon as she’d stood up and looked at the men who’d interrupted her work.
 	She’d seen handsome men before. She’d ignored handsome men plenty in the last couple of years. So why did those two have such an effect on her? Why was she suddenly considering abandoning her no-relationship rule?
 	Enough! You’re tired and hungry. Eat, sleep, and give thinking a rest until you do.
 	Jillian pulled open the door to the restaurant, and stepped into aromatic nirvana. Closing her eyes, she inhaled deeply. She’d have to keep her mouth closed for a moment so she didn’t drool openly. That wasn’t the kind of first impression she wanted to make.
 	“Boy howdy, I think we better get you sitting at a table right away. You look near to passing out from hunger!”
 	Jillian opened her eyes to encounter the laughing smile of a pretty young waitress. She wasn’t that tall, and with her hair pulled back and minimal makeup she looked to be about sixteen.
 	“Bring her over here, Ginny.” The male voice sounded vaguely familiar, and Jillian turned her head to encounter a table with two men and a young boy. One of the men was Jake Kendall.
 	The waitress—Ginny—laughed. “Only if she wants to join you. You know, Jake Kendall, there are women who might be put off their feed some, having to share their meal with a lawyer and a lawman.”
 	Jillian put two and two together, and couldn’t help but laugh. She didn’t particularly want to cling to her own company this evening, because sure as hellfire her thoughts were going to get her in trouble if she did.
 	So she stuck out her hand and said, “Hi, Ginny. I’m Jillian Gillespie. I take it those men over there are yours?”
 	Ginny shook her hand even as she nodded. “They are indeed, and most of the time I’m right proud of that fact. Except when the men in question—all the men in question—plot against me.”
 	“Come on, sweetheart.” The man who wasn’t Jake Kendall spoke up. He was laughing every bit as much as the lawyer was. “Every boy deserves a pet of his own.”
 	“And I have no objection to pets, as long as they aren’t reptiles or rodents.”
 	Jillian realized that both men were every bit as yummy as those two doctors had been. What the hell do they feed these minor gods in this town, anyway? Jillian got the gist of the “conversation” that had been taking place before she’d come into the scene. She said, “I don’t care for reptiles or rodents, either—with the possible exception of the Easter Bunny.”
 	Ginny nodded her head. “There you go. That’s a sensible attitude. Would you like to join them, Jillian?”
 	“Yes, please.”
 	She soon discovered that Adam Kendall was the sheriff and Jake’s brother, and that Benny Rose, Ginny’s son, adored them both.
 	“So what kind of pet is it you’ve been trying to talk your mom into?” Jillian addressed her question to the boy. Towheaded and gap-toothed, she pegged his age at about six or so. When he smiled, she could see his mother in him.
 	“My friend Paul who lives right next door to me has a python.” Benny grinned. “He feeds it mice. That’s so cool.”
 	Ginny happened to be delivering her sweet tea when he said that and she cringed. Then she ruffled her son’s head. “Benjamin Joseph Rose, I don’t believe Ms. Gillespie wants to hear about a mouse-eating snake at the dinner table.”
 	Jillian grinned. “That’s okay, Ginny. It brings back memories. My son, Brandon, is all grown up now, but I recall a similar conversation when he was about the same age as Benny. He wanted a python, too.”
 	“Really! Did you let him get the snake?” Benny’s eyes had lit up and Jillian guessed he thought he’d found an ally. She hated to disappoint him.
 	“Well, I was going to. Until his daddy heard tell of a friend whose son’s snake got loose one night. The house had gone a mite chilly, and that ole snake just found himself a nice cozy place to snuggle down in.” Jillian nodded. “Our friend woke up with a python slithering right up his leg, right there in his bed in the middle of the night!”
 	She donned her poker face as she nodded in earnest to Benny. Out the corner of her eye, she caught the way Adam and Jake Kendall exchanged quick, alarmed looks.
 	Ginny busied herself pulling her order pad out of her apron, and when she met her gaze, Jillian knew she’d made a friend.
 	There were just times in life when women had to stick together.
 	“Our special tonight is chicken-fried steak, with your choice of rice, fries, or garlic mashed, and mixed vegetables. If you need time to look at the menu, I can come back.”
 	“The special sounds perfect, thank you. I’ll have that.”
 	Ginny nodded. “Most everyone has the special the first time they eat dinner here. I’m thinking it’s the smell of good cooking in the air that hits ’em when they step through the door.”
 	“It made my stomach growl and my mouth water,” Jillian confessed.
 	Ginny headed off to the kitchen, and Jillian turned her attention back to the men. She didn’t feel as uncomfortable as she might have expected, sitting at a table with two adult men she didn’t really know.
 	“Have you heard from your aunt Shirley yet?” Adam asked.
 	“Just yesterday. She’s all settled in at a condo about a block away from Uncle Hal and Aunt Betty. I think she’s looking forward to reconnecting with her brother and sister-in-law.”
 	“I like Miss Shirley. She always gives me a toy when I have to go see Doc Jessop. And I get two if I have to have a needle.” Benny had crayons and paper, but showed he was aware of his surroundings and the conversation at hand.
 	Jillian approved. She’d always encouraged Brandon to join in—despite the fact that more often than not his father discouraged that. He’d believed children should be seen but not heard.
 	Asshole.
 	“Are you sad because your aunt has gone away?” Benny asked.
 	Understanding that her emotions had been plain for all to see, Jillian cast off all thoughts of Neil Gillespie. He did not belong in the here and now. “Maybe just a little,” she said to Benny.
 	“We got a new aunt that we didn’t even know before. She lived all the way away in New Jersey, and we went to visit her and now she lives in Lusty, too! She’s marrying our cousins.” Then he leaned closer. “And do you know what? I’m going to be a big brother.”
 	Jillian knew she’d sworn off men, but this little guy completely captured her heart. “Do you know what? I think you’re going to be a great big brother.”
 	Benny smiled, and then looked at the men. “Is that like how Aunt Maggie is my great aunt?”
 	Jake laughed. “Not exactly, Benny. Great can mean fantastic, and great can mean, well, like double. Maggie is your mother’s aunt, which makes her your double aunt—or great aunt.”
 	“I think she’s pretty great, too. She makes really good cookies.”
 	“It’s hard to argue with the man’s logic,” Adam said.
 	Ginny came out of the kitchen with a basket of bread and some butter, and carrying another place setting.
 	“Mom eats with us sometimes even when she’s working.”
 	“Does she? She must have a very good boss.”
 	“Yep. Kelsey is really neat and she has horses at her ranch and Steven is teaching me how to ride and do you know what? When I’m bigger I can ride a big horse instead of a pony.”
 	“I bet that pony is going to miss you,” Jillian said.
 	“That’s what mom says.”
 	“Benny Rose, you don’t go talking Ms. Gillespie’s ear off now, you hear?”
 	“Yes, ma’am.” Benny gave his mother a smile that Jillian bet would melt any mother’s heart.
 	“Did you get a chance to take a look around the clinic?” Jake passed her the basket of bread.
 	Jillian sighed when she realized the bread was nice and warm. Her one weakness, she justified the huge glob of butter she used because she was celebrating the first night of her new life. Tonight, the butter had no calories and would not go directly to her ass. “I did, yes. And I think I met two of the doctors, although I must confess I was surprised. I had the impression from Shirley that the Doctors Jessop were only two, and older gentlemen at that.”
 	“Robert and David came back to Lusty a few weeks ago after spending several years at an inner-city hospital up north in Chicago.” Adam gave a piece of buttered bread to Benny. Then he looked over at his brother. “They’ll just be part time, won’t they, until the uncles retire?”
 	“Yeah, they’ll spell off their dads, so they can become ‘semi-retired.’ But if I know the uncles, they’ll stay ‘semi-retired’ forever.” Jake turned to her. “So you met Robert and David?”
 	“Yes, but they didn’t bother to tell me which one was which.” Jillian wasn’t going to think about those two, but she’d found that, despite her best intentions, thoughts of them intruded anyway.
 	“They’re twins, but fraternal ones,” Jake said. “They’re pretty easy to tell apart. David got a bigger dose of the Sanchez genes, so his eyes and hair are a bit darker than Robert’s. He’s also a bit more happy-go-lucky than his brother. Likes to laugh and tease a lot.”
 	And he’s a flirt, too, Jillian thought.
 	“Robert has seemed a bit more intense than he used to be,” Adam said.
 	“He’s always been intense,” Jake said.
 	“You just think so because you’ve always been happy-go-lucky yourself,” Adam shot back. “Next to you everybody seems intense.”
 	“Boy howdy, you two can’t be trusted to wear your company manners for more than five minutes,” Ginny had come out of the kitchen carrying a tray. Behind her another woman, brown hair with auburn highlights caught up in a top knot, held a second tray. Both men leapt up and relieved the women of their burdens. Adam took the one from the woman Jillian hadn’t met yet.
 	“Damn it, Kelsey, Matt and Steven are going to have my head if they see you carrying a heavy tray around like that.”
 	“Damn it, Adam, I’m pregnant, not sick.” But she gave him a big smile. Then she leaned forward, and offered her hand to Jillian. “I’m Kelsey Benedict. Welcome to Lusty, and to Lusty Appetites. We really are a modern town, even if our men do tend toward the old-fashioned, overprotective, Neanderthal type.”
 	Jillian accepted the greeting, and told her the truth. “From where I’m sitting, old-fashioned and protective seems very nice indeed.” And certainly something she’d never had a chance to experience.
 	Jillian pushed the unwelcome thought away, but too late. On its heels came the rest of that sentiment—a longing that she’d managed to keep buried most of her adult life.
 	Old-fashioned and protective, even Neanderthal in her mind equaled cared for, and Jillian would give just about anything to know what that felt like.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	“You’re having a good night. The crowd’s lively.” Robert set his drink down and turned his attention to the Master of the Lyon’s Den. On this Saturday night, the place was packed, the two main lounges filled nearly to capacity.
 	Their host had met them at the door, and invited them to join him for a drink. Christopher Lyon’s private lounge—on the mezzanine— was large enough for a small party, featured relaxing arm chairs and a one-way glass wall that looked down over both of the public lounges.
 	“Saturdays, as you can imagine, are always premium evenings here.” The man’s eyes didn’t linger, but roamed, taking in the ebb and flow of the club’s patrons. “We’ve managed to do well, despite the downturn in the economy.”
 	“Reckless Abandon came through the recession pretty well, too,” David said. Then he looked through the glass. “I’ll be honest. Your place appears to draw a more hard-core crowd than Jordan Fitzpatrick’s does.”
 	“It does, yes. There’s a higher percentage of the membership here that lives the lifestyle twenty-four seven.” Lyons took another drink from his glass—a tumbler that contained sparkling water and lime. “Frankly, given the differences between our two cities, Jordan’s and mine, I’d expect the reverse to be true. Still, I can’t complain.” He met Robert’s gaze. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t screen potential members just as thoroughly as Jordan does at Reckless Abandon. After that incident a couple of years ago there, I ordered a deeper background check on my entire membership.” He paused and let his gaze roam his domain. Robert felt the pause, the weight of it. He could almost bet he knew what was coming.
 	“You should know, I’ve also hired a psychologist, part time.”
 	Robert felt the force of the man’s blue-eyed gaze. He nodded. “Wise decision. Hire a professional to revamp your questionnaire, perhaps even sit in on the initial interviews. If your psychologist is good, you’ll be able to, at the very least, prevent any borderline personalities from joining.”
 	“Exactly. That was a good idea you had, and we shamelessly copied it.”
 	Robert had expected Jordan to be completely open and honest with Lyons. He wasn’t used to letting near strangers get too close. Under the circumstances, that was something he’d have to get over, at least this once. “Nothing wrong with that. I know the fact that a sociopath managed to get through and into his club—that he then kidnapped a young woman who was a close friend of his—has haunted Jordan.” Robert looked out at the view, then met Christopher’s gaze. “As it would any good master. Fortunately she was found in time, and that bastard will never see daylight again.”
 	“Yes, a genuine happy ending as I know that Richard, Alan, and Molly Grant have since already welcomed their first new addition to their family.” Lyons also took another look out at the action taking place below them. “We have a great deal in common, Jordan and I, not the least of which is that we take our responsibilities very seriously.”
 	It was one facet of the D/s lifestyle that meshed so perfectly with the way Robert had been raised. A real man took care of his own. A good master took care not only of his own subs, but also any sub that came under his roof.
 	He thought it a bit odd that Christopher Lyons didn’t have a sub attending to him at the moment, but he let it pass. Something about the man spoke to him on a deeper level than that reached by most new acquaintances. He had the feeling that he and Christopher could become good friends.
 	At the moment, Christopher Lyons appeared to be a man completely invested in the operation of his club.
 	Robert followed Lyon’s gaze. A busy Saturday night, lots of music, lots of people dancing, lots of people mingling. Some were dressed in costumes, some barely dressed at all. From this vantage point it proved a simple exercise, picking out the Doms from the subs. Aside from the collars, and occasional leashes, the way people stood, their body language, often told the story of who, and what they were.
 	Robert wondered what pretty little Jillian Gillespie would think of this place. Getting a little ahead of yourself, aren’t you, Robbie?
 	He probably was, but it had always been his nature to make up his mind about what he wanted very quickly. He could see no reason why it should be any different when it came to choosing his life’s mate. If he took the time to think about his family’s unique history, he’d remind himself that falling in love immediately and for life really was a family trait.
 	Jessops were like that.
 	“Both Jordan and Jonathan Steele seemed to think you’d be interested in finding a sub to share,” Lyons said. “I happen to know of a couple who are in need of a new master—and who wouldn’t be averse to being shared.”
 	“We’ve already found one,” Robert said. Even if she doesn’t know that’s what she is. Now that he thought about it, she probably didn’t know she was a natural-born sub. “For the time being, however, we’d like to continue our training—we’re not interested in having sex with anyone else, that’s not why we’re here.” He inhaled deeply. They couldn’t have sex with anyone else, not when they’d found their mate. Robert allowed himself one more moment to think about pretty Jillian.
 	A part of him very much wanted to be back in Lusty right now. Jillian might already be home in her apartment for the night. He wanted to go there, go right there, strip her naked, and put her between himself and his closest brother.
 	With effort, he closed off those thoughts and desires, and focused on the conversation. “I found the practice, and the discipline, to be an excellent way to manage stress. I’d like to work on that, if you’ll permit me.”
 	“I pretty much feel the same, although my stress levels don’t get as high as Robert’s.” David tilted his head to one side and met Lyon’s gaze. His brother could be serious when he needed to be.
 	Lyons nodded. “We have some playrooms that require the supervision of a Dom. We also, from time to time, are obliged to either assist with, or administer discipline ourselves.” Lyons grinned. “If you’re offering your services on a volunteer basis, I’ll take them. After I process your applications for membership, of course.” Lyons took another drink from his glass. “I’ll also want to see how you are with a six foot before I permit you to wield one in my house. That, we can do tonight.”
 	“Of course.” That suited Robert perfectly. He wouldn’t be comfortable using a six-foot single-tail whip on anyone without plenty of practice first—although he tended to be very accurate with it. He figured it was the surgical training that helped with that.
 	“The paperwork will take at least a week. In the meantime, there’s no reason why I can’t offer you a complete tour of my own little den of iniquity, and a round or two with the target balloons.”
 	The man had said that so matter-of-factly that Robert laughed, the response startled out of him. He looked over at David, who smiled back.
 	“We’ll take you up on that generous offer, thank you. We’d also be grateful if you’d allow us to purchase some basic supplies.”
 	Lyons smiled. “For the sub you’ve already found to share,” he surmised. “Yes, I’d say ensuring you had the necessities on hand would be prudent.”
 	Robert felt as if he’d already had a workout. The stress he’d noticed building inside him over the last week or so eased within him. Another man might chalk that up to simply being at a club where all his prurient needs could be met.
 	But Robert was a Jessop, and what he knew for certain was the emotion wending its way through him now had little to do with the Lyon’s Den, and everything to do with a blonde-haired, green-eyed pixie. They’d found their mate and she was back in Lusty, just waiting to be claimed and tamed.

 


Chapter 3
	“Let me help you with those, sweetheart.”
 	Startled, Michelle Parker nearly dropped the two large paper sacks she carried. Since one of the bags held a dozen eggs and a jar of expensive marmalade, that would have been downright tragic.
 	Her heart thudding as recognition kicked in, she offered her would-be white knight a smile and tried to quell her nerves. She always felt so clumsy around Joe Grant. He’d come in to the restaurant and sit in her section at least once every couple of weeks. Considering he was living in Dallas, that in itself was remarkable.
 	He’d always smile, and tease her a little. Chat with her a little. She knew she had a crush on him. How could she not? He was genuinely nice, and genuinely hot, too.
 	Michelle mentally sighed. He’s just being kind to me. Genuinely hot men are not interested in relationships with women like her. They want beautiful, skinny women, not plus-sized ones.
 	“Thanks, Joe. I appreciate that.” She handed him one grocery bag, and kept the second for herself. Then, “I didn’t know you were back in town. Did you come to visit Peter? He and Jordan and Tracy just got back a couple days ago from their honeymoon.”
 	“I heard that. I got in late yesterday. I’m staying at that new bed-and-breakfast that just opened up by the park. And no, I didn’t come to visit Peter. I never actually come to visit Peter. I come to Lusty to visit you.”
 	“M–Me?” Michelle nearly tripped as Joe’s words registered. Surely she couldn’t have heard him correctly? She couldn’t wrap her head around the idea that he’d come to Lusty all this time to see her. She always felt so awkward when it came to making small talk with the man. She never knew what she could possibly say to the urbane and cosmopolitan G-man that could hold his interest or attention for long.
 	He juggled the bag she’d given him so that he held it in his left arm, and then he slipped his right arm around her waist.
 	“Yes, you. Is that so hard for you to believe, sweetheart?”
 	“Yes.” Oh God. He’d called her “sweetheart,” twice, now. The sensation of his arm around her waist heated her and shivered her at the same time. As usual, words failed her. Probably just as well. When she did manage to say something to the man, it usually just came out wrong and left her feeling really stupid.
 	“Why? Is it because you don’t see me as a man who could be interested in you? Is it because you don’t like me?”
 	“No!” Michelle turned so she could see his face, straight on. Joe Grant had been coming around Lusty—and her—ever since Peter Alvarez—now Peter Alvarez-Kendall—found out he’d had a target painted on his back a few months ago. Of course, the women and men of Lusty had caught not only the would-be assassin but also the man who’d put the price on Peter’s head, so that danger was past.
 	Joe had worked with the family on that fateful day, and Michelle had just assumed that he and Peter—federal agents both—had become good friends.
 	Now looking into his eyes, she had the sense that she was looking in a mirror, in a way. As if the doubts and insecurities that had plagued her for nearly all her adult life were not unknown to this man.
 	How could that be? A man as buff and hot as Joe Grant should have all the confidence in the world! “No,” she said again. She didn’t know how she managed to hang on to her bag, she felt herself shaking that much. Never one to take a chance, Michelle tended to live her life in the background. She went to work and went to school part time, intent on getting her English degree. She wanted to be a writer. It was the second most important dream she’d had, forever.
 	The first she’d given up on long ago. Believed, somehow, that she’d needed to sacrifice it. Now, she had to wonder.
 	“No?” His look tender, his voice gentle, Joe Grant raised one eyebrow, telling her he needed more than a one-word answer from her this time.
 	Michelle swallowed. She was about to take a huge chance, and if it backfired, well, she’d…she’d hit him with her bag of groceries. But she ached for that bit of doubt she could see in him, knew it profoundly well, and it was that doubt she addressed now.
 	“No. I definitely see you as a man and I do like you. Very much.” She had the sense he sighed in relief. Before she lost her nerve, she said the rest of it. “I just never dared to hope you’d be a man who could be interested in me.”
 	“Did you drive to the grocery today, or walk, sweetheart?”
 	The term of endearment, used for a third time and therefore definitely not a figment of her imagination, made her tremble inside. She nearly couldn’t answer him. “I walked.”
 	“Okay.”
 	Okay? What did that mean? Oh, why couldn’t she be one of those women who could read a man, who could wear just the right thing and say just the right thing? Why couldn’t she be, please God, petite and gorgeous?
 	He didn’t say anything as he walked beside her toward her home. Somehow, she had the sense that he already knew where she lived. She only felt a little embarrassed to admit that she still lived with her parents—even if it was in her own private apartment in the back of the house.
 	She was thirty-five years old and certainly could afford to live elsewhere, but she’d never seen the sense in it. She liked being close to her mom and dad. Besides, they were getting older. In not too many years they would need her, and she intended to be there for them just as they had always been there for her.
 	“Are you working tonight?”
 	“No. I get every third Sunday off.”
 	“Good. That’s good.” He sighed and Michelle felt herself begin to relax a little.
 	Michelle looked at him out of the corner of her eye. She recognized the expression on his face, because she’d seen it often enough in the mirror.
 	Why, he was as nervous as she was! Somehow, knowing that simply rocked her world. After a few moments, he said, “I thought, if you didn’t have any plans for tonight, we could go out to dinner. Not here, of course. I was thinking we could go into Waco, if you’d like?”
 	“I’d like that.” She could barely believe the man was asking her out. They turned down Maple Street, and walked two blocks. All too soon they arrived at Michelle’s home.
 	“I have an apartment in back,” she said.
 	“I know.”
 	Joe relieved her of the bag she’d carried so she could get out her key and unlock the door.
 	Now what? He’d asked her out, but was it for a date? Or would it be a case of just two friends having dinner out? Michelle blinked. He had carried her groceries for her. Maybe she should ask him in for a cup of coffee? “Would you like to come in?”
 	“I’d better not. Why don’t you set these down inside and then come back out here for a minute?”
 	Michelle blinked. The request sounded odd. He did just ask me out to dinner, didn’t he? Or maybe she’d imagined the whole thing. Maybe the lack of a social life was starting to wear on her, and her mind was manufacturing all manner of strange things.
 	Maybe she should just go out and adopt half a dozen cats so her life could be complete, and be done with it.
 	She said, “All right. Just give me a moment.” Fortunately her door opened into her own small kitchen, and it took her less than a minute to set the two bags on the counter, and return to the door.
 	Should she ask him if he’d really invited her out to dinner? But what if he hadn’t? What if—
 	Michelle was at the door and face-to-face with Joe. The man proved that even for a G-man, he could move. Before she could open her mouth, he clamped his hands on her arms, and pulled her forward, into his body, and into his kiss.
 	Michelle felt as if her bones turned to hot, liquid honey as Joe’s mouth closed over hers and his flavor saturated her soul. This was no tentative first kiss, for his tongue swept her lips and stole into her mouth, dominating her completely. He drank from her, and Michelle had never been so thrilled. She wound her arms around his neck, while she slid her tongue along his, unsure if she was doing it right, but gaining in confidence when he growled. That sound aroused her and she nestled even closer to him and wondered how her knees could continue to hold her.
 	Joe pulled her impossibly closer and she felt the hard imprint of his erect cock press against her belly. When he eased his hold on her, when he ran his hands down her sides and around her hips, Michelle tightened her arms around his neck.
 	This kiss was wet and wild, hot and heavy, and Michelle let herself go. She sank into him, her own tongue now dancing a slow and sexy salsa with his. The scent of him, totally masculine and pure sex, and the taste of him, pure sin, made her nipples peak and caused her panties to become damp for the first time in her life. Her inner muscles clenched, and she felt that ripple in her pussy, as if it was seeking a cock to hang on to.
 	Michelle had no idea her body could feel such things or react in such a way. She wondered if she would have her first orgasm, ever, on her own front stoop in broad daylight, from this man’s kiss alone.
 	Joe eased back from her, just far enough that she could see the look in his eyes. But his arms remained clamped around her hips, so that his cock still poked at her, feeling even larger than it had just moments before.
 	“That should assure you of two very important things, sweetheart. The first is that I want you. The second is that you want me. I’ll be here at seven thirty to pick you up.”
 	He leaned in and kissed her again, this kiss more of a light sip, a first-kiss kind of kiss. Then he stepped back, let her go, and smiled.
 	“I’ll be ready.” Except she didn’t think a lifetime would really be long enough to get ready for this man. Michelle stood in the door frame and watched him walk away. He wants me, and he’s coming to get me.
 	A quick look down at her wrist told her it was just eleven in the morning. She had a feeling that today was going to turn out to be the longest day, ever.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Jillian figured this particular Sunday was turning into the longest day, ever. The totally slow-motion feeling to the day she chalked up to two causes—anxiety over beginning a new job the next day, and her dream-riddled sleep of the night before.
 	Jillian hadn’t spent the last several years since her divorce living in a cave. She’d been a productive member of society. She’d gone to restaurants, movies, and on shopping excursions. She hadn’t actually dated, of course, but she’d been out and about, and she’d looked around. She’d seen achingly handsome men, some of them incredibly buff and drool-worthy, and some more lean and drool-worthy. She’d talked to several men—lawyers and accountants, store clerks and athletes, and yes, even doctors. Actually, she’d talked with a lot of doctors.
 	She’d had her share of hunks come in to the clinic where she’d worked for more than five years. Some had just flirted and some had actually asked her out.
 	And not once in all that time had she ever been tempted to say yes. Never had she been driven to have hot, erotic, hard-core X-rated sex dreams about any of them.
 	Not until last night, in the aftermath of meeting the younger Drs. Jessop.
 	Jillian didn’t have to look very far to figure out why here, and why now, either. Aunt Shirley had gossiped some over the years about her adopted hometown. There’d never been any malicious intent in her aunt’s chattering, of course. The woman had simply wanted to talk to someone about the remarkable lives and lifestyles she’d witnessed day after day for so many years.
 	It had been a constant amazement to Jillian that Shirley was unable to report on any cases of serious marital discord, cheating, or divorce. It seemed not only did the people of Lusty tend toward having ménage relationships. They appeared to be faithful to their chosen mates. Her aunt had become good friends with many of the wives of Lusty, and had sworn that unhappiness or disaffection didn’t seem to even exist amongst the womenfolk of this small town. Oh sure, they might get mad and have spats, same as any married people would from time to time. But those were only temporary annoyances, soon forgiven and forgotten.
 	Jillian tended to believe her aunt, because the woman had an amazing sixth sense when it came to people. If anyone had lied to her, she would have known it instantly.
 	So before Jillian had even moved here, Lusty, Texas, had already acquired, in her mind, a kind of mythical status as a haven for happy relationships.
 	It wasn’t that Jillian didn’t believe in marital fidelity—quite the opposite, in fact. She had practiced it herself. However, since she’d been the only one in her marriage to have done so, she’d kind of developed the attitude that she was a throwback to an earlier era. And as for the concept of a wife being happy within her marriage? Jillian shook her head. It was fairly safe to say that was certainly a foreign concept to her.
 	But there was more at the bottom of those dreams she’d had last night than just Shirley’s gossip and her own latent imagination.
 	Jillian had awakened hot, horny, and profoundly melancholy. She felt as if she’d brushed against her deepest desires, her most secret of longings, ethereally. To experience that nearness, that almost-realization of those longings, only to lose all contact, all hope upon awakening had left her feeling bereft.
 	Jillian closed her eyes, dug down deep, and forced herself to be honest. There had been something in the way Robert Jessop had spoken to her yesterday that had her nearly enthralled with the man. Something about him and his brother had stirred her, when she’d believed she couldn’t be stirred. She didn’t understand her emotions, couldn’t wrap her head around the fact that she felt that way when they’d barely had a conversation between them, but there it was. Jillian closed her eyes and let herself relive those few moments.
 	Robert Jessop’s manner had been just this side of taciturn, nearly, but not quite brusque, and yet he had somehow managed to imprint himself on her emotions.
 	Jillian had always been attracted to the caveman type. Neil had been like that in high school. He’d been the captain of the football team and the most popular boy in the senior class. When Neil Gillespie crooked his finger, the girls couldn’t run to him fast enough.
 	She’d proven to be no different—except in the end they’d both wound up paying a price greater than either of them had anticipated for the experience.
 	Now here she was, all these years later. She’d spent a handful of minutes in the company of another caveman type, and what did she do? Have vivid, sizzling dreams of having sex with not only him, but his brother, too.
 	She’d have thought she would have learned her lesson by now. The momentary almost-thrill of sex wasn’t worth the oppression that inevitably followed it. She’d opened her body to one man once and in the end had spent a lifetime trapped in an unfulfilling and deeply unhappy marriage. Only her role as mother had saved her sanity.
 	A smile slid onto her face as she thought of Brandon. Enough of this bizarre bellyaching. She shouldn’t complain about what her marriage had been simply because being with Neil had given her a beautiful baby boy. Brandon was worth any price she’d had to pay.
 	Jillian looked around at her new apartment. She’d put everything away, even the groceries she’d picked up in town on her way back from her last trip to the storage place out by the interstate. Her previous life had been reduced to a single moving-truckload of stuff she’d stored until she could decide what to do with it. It had taken her three trips to take all the boxes and junk out to McCluskey’s. But the effort had been worth it. Out of sight, out of mind.
 	Nothing here in her new place held any memories of her past life—except for her pictures of Brandon. Those memories were all good ones.
 	It wasn’t even much past noon hour, but it was way past time for her to take control of herself, her mind, her body, and her soul.
 	She wasn’t going to beat herself up over dreams she’d had the night before, nor was she going to think about them anymore. She wasn’t going to sit around and worry about a new town and a new job, or anything else. Instead, she was going to do something positive and proactive, something guaranteed to take her mind off domineering doctors and put it on a subject far more mind-consuming. She was going to do the only thing she’d ever found that could draw her completely away from the emotional demons that from time to time attacked her and made her a little bit crazy.
 	Jillian was going to go jogging.
 	It took her only a few minutes to corral her long blonde hair into a ponytail and trade her slippers for her good Nikes. Already wearing T-shirt and shorts, she was good to go.
 	Jillian was about to take advantage of one of the biggest and best benefits of living in a small town, as opposed to a larger city. Back in El Paso, she was careful about where and when she jogged. Twenty-first-century living came with its own dangers, as any era had ever done. A person had to be safety-conscious in any big city, anywhere on the globe. But she’d heard for years how relatively safe Lusty was. She’d asked Adam Kendall at dinner the night before, and he had assured her of what she’d already pretty much known. Most important, though, she felt safer here than she had in the larger city. She felt safer here than she had anywhere else, ever.
 	Safe enough that she knew she could go out and pound the pavement on a Sunday afternoon and not worry over much about doing so.
 	The building she lived in was only three stories tall, with a total of thirty-six units. She’d heard there were a handful of fourplex buildings in town, too, but otherwise Lusty, Texas, was comprised of single-family homes built on quiet suburban-like streets.
 	Late March in Central Texas could soar into the eighties and nineties. Jillian was used to the heat, used to the demands it could make on the body and the soul. She counted it lucky that for the most part she enjoyed the higher temperatures. She couldn’t for a moment even imagine living someplace with extreme cold.
 	She would likely never visit Alaska, not even in the summer.
 	The residential streets of Lusty proved a wonderful exercise track. As her legs carried her, she noticed the neat lawns, the pretty houses, and the well-tended gardens. People waved, and she waved back, at least for the first couple of miles. She noticed that there seemed to be two distinct styles of homes, for the most part, in her new town. By far, the majority of them were two-story with upper decks, and lots of windows. Some were a single floor, ranch style.
 	But all of the houses and properties appeared in to be in good repair and well looked after.
 	No one can own the land in Lusty. It belongs to the Town Trust. All of it! She recalled that little tidbit from a visit with her aunt years ago, at a time when Shirley had considered buying a home in town, as a form of investment. There had been houses available to lease, she’d been told, and offered her choice of many—for a very reasonable price. She’d opted to stay in her apartment and had chosen instead to invest in one of the families’ many companies.
 	Jillian couldn’t deny that the town of Lusty had cared for and taken care of her aunt. She recalled that it had been Alex and Josh Benedict who’d outlined an investment strategy for her, and that Shirley had said that thanks to them, her golden years were set.
 	Maybe that was why Jillian had jumped at the opportunity to come here, take her aunt’s place. Maybe she wanted the town to take care of her, too.
 	That was the second time in as many days that her secret longing had surfaced into her conscious thoughts. That would never do. Jillian opted for a stern self-lecture.
 	That thought will get you booted out of the League of Twenty-First-Century Women, for sure. Modern women weren’t supposed to crave to be taken care of. They were supposed to be strong, and independent. She’d always tried, but in the end she believed she just sucked at being strong and independent. Fortunately, she’d more or less kept that fact to herself.
 	She felt confident that no one looking at her would ever guess that about her.
 	Jillian turned her thoughts off and instead focused on the burn in her legs and the pressure building in her chest as she struggled to regulate her breathing. The burn grew into a pain, and that was the draw, the goal. The pain felt so good, and she felt so needy, that she let go of all restraint. She pushed herself farther than her usual four miles, no longer keeping track of the distance. She turned corners and crossed streets, a very small part of her brain aware of her physical surroundings, but the rest of her mind seeking shelter within.
 	Seeking shelter within the pain.
 	She came upon a park, and relished the find. There, just beside the park, stood the amalgamated school and the sight at the rear of the building was one she welcomed. Altering her course, she ran until she hit the fine gravel of the school’s running track. The pain grew and took Jillian to a place that was solid and real, a place that closed in around her and protected her so that she knew, in these moments, she was absolutely, totally there.
 	Nothing could get to her when she was in this special place, nothing could harm her and she sighed as the mental and emotional pressure eased, as the worry fled. Nothing else mattered but being here, and all she had to do to stay here was to keep putting one foot in front of the other, one foot in front of the other. Nothing else mattered. Her consciousness became a tunnel, both finite and infinite, both awful and glorious. Nothing else existed. It felt like nirvana.
 	“It’s enough now, Jillian. On the count of three, you’re going to come back and slow down.”
 	The voice tugged at her consciousness, edging in, as if the voice itself had shape and form and substance.
 	“Count of three, Jillian. One, two, three.”
 	“What?” Jillian felt as if she’d dozed off and was being yanked, unwillingly, into wakefulness. Her legs burned, her chest heaved, and sweat poured off her. This was a familiar sensation, unwelcome but one felt before, when she’d pushed herself to the edge and then had to fight her way back. Endorphins were really powerful things!
 	“Jillian! Now, God damn it. Slow it down!”
 	The order pulled her all the way back, and she nearly stumbled as she struggled to obey. She was no longer alone, because two men, one on either side of her, kept pace with her. Her legs slowed, but her body wasn’t ready for the change and she began to lose her balance.
 	Strong arms came around her, scooped her up, and pulled her close.
 	“Fuck, woman, are you trying to kill yourself?”
 	Jillian blinked and looked into the eyes she’d seen last in her dreams, even as she realized she wasn’t dreaming, or asleep, or even alone anymore.
 	Robert Jessop had actually picked her up mid-jog. He slowed, and stopped and held her close.
 	His scent rose up to surround her even as his arms surrounded her, and when his brother joined them, his heat combined with Robert’s to send her libido soaring, to make her feel hot and wet and totally in need. The yearning that had followed her out of sleep hit her full force and she wanted to close her eyes in an effort to fight the unwelcome sensations.
 	These yearnings could only bring trouble.
 	Robert Jessop set her feet on the ground, but kept his hands on her. David Jessop’s arm came around her waist and kept her from falling. They held her as she struggled for breath, as tears blurred her vision from the pain in her legs.
 	Finally, finally she was able to breathe, though she doubted standing on her own would happen anytime soon. The men seemed to understand what she needed, because they gently lowered her to the grass, and handed her a bottle of water.
 	“Thank you.” Jillian felt the emotions from these two men, but didn’t know what to make of them—or rather, her reaction to them.
 	They were both furious with her, which should have made her feel afraid, or guilty. Instead, she felt protected and safe.
 	Must be a side effect of the endorphins. Only the running has ever given you those two feelings. Though it wasn’t a side effect she’d usually experienced, when she had been abruptly pulled from that other place.
 	“Are you back with us now, mentally, Jillian?” Robert’s question told her he understood what she’d done. Maybe he was a jogger, too. Maybe she wasn’t the only one who experienced that out-of-body, euphoric state.
 	“Yes, thank you. I’m fine.”
 	“The jury’s still out on that, sweetie.”
 	She thought he was going to leave. Instead he reached for her and lifted her from the ground as if she was a skinny little girl instead of a woman full grown.
 	“What are you doing? I can walk.” At least she would be able to in time. She was pretty sure.
 	“I seriously doubt that. Besides, this is more expedient. Our house is just a couple of blocks away.” He began walking and Jillian slung an arm around his neck just to help her keep her balance.
 	“I don’t want to go to your house, Doctor Jessop. I’m fine. I just overdid it a little. You can put me down. Really, I’m fine.”
 	“I don’t particularly care what you want at the moment, Jillian. I’m more concerned with what you need. And the first thing you need is to understand that if you want to go to that special place of safety, my sweet little sub, there’s a much better way for you to get there than to literally run yourself into the ground.”
 	She told herself his words didn’t make any sense. “I beg your pardon?”
 	“You will beg, eventually, Jillian, I can promise you that. And I’ll put you down when we get home.”
 	Bossy, domineering asshole. Jillian didn’t wonder that those words had come to mind. What did keep her from fighting him was the vague sense deep inside that somehow, running, pushing herself, she’d called for help, as she had countless times in her life before.
 	Only this time, finally, someone had heard her.

 


Chapter 4
	Robert was very glad that the distance he had to walk, carrying Jillian, was nearly three blocks. He needed the time it would take them to get home for him to get his temper under control.
 	His armful of woman had fallen silent, and as he made his way toward his house, he focused on her, on her breathing and the reaction of her body to so suddenly not be moving.
 	“I’ll run ahead,” David said. “The master bath?”
 	“Yes, please.”
 	David nodded then jogged off, while Robert continued to walk at the same steady pace.
 	“What about the master bath?”
 	Jillian didn’t sound cowed, or afraid, which would have given him a great deal of pause. She’d asked a question, and so he answered her. “We’re going to turn the master bathroom into a temporary exam room.”
 	She didn’t ask for clarification. Robert was well aware she thought he meant medical exam room, as in they were going to make sure she hadn’t suffered any damage from her little emotional meltdown.
 	She’d be half right.
 	Jillian sighed. “I really am all right, although I think my legs might begin to cramp before long. They already really hurt.”
 	“They won’t cramp up if we can prevent it. Just hush, now, and let us take care of you.”
 	“I don’t know how to do that.” The look on her face that followed that statement told Robert more than he bet she realized.
 	She hadn’t meant to reveal that particular truth, but found herself unable to do anything but yield to his will and be completely open to him. She couldn’t even keep her mouth shut to protect herself. He shuddered to think of the life she’d likely led before setting foot in Lusty.
 	Before becoming mine.
 	Instead of telling her that, he said, “You’ll learn.”
 	He imagined her docility would disappear very quickly if he told her that she did indeed belong to him and his brother. For the moment she was not submitting so much as she was acquiescing, likely because she realized she could very well have hurt herself with that little stunt. Plus, he’d felt her trembling when he’d picked her up.
 	His house came in sight, and Robert inwardly sighed with relief. So far, his sweet little burden didn’t seem to notice that his very hard and erect cock was poking at her side despite the layers of clothing that lay between them.
 	“We’re here, apparently. I think I can walk now.”
 	Robert didn’t think he could take watching her try, and then fail. “Be quiet.”
 	He easily opened the screen door, and then headed up the stairs. As they approached the master suite, he could hear the sound of the hot tub jets. David would have turned those and the heater for the tub on immediately. Neither one of them had used the tub in a couple of days. They took turns using the master bath—it was just too luxurious an amenity to pass up—though of course, they each had their own bedroom and bathroom.
 	That was probably about to change.
 	Robert walked through the bedroom into the bathroom, and deposited Jillian on the long counter that also held three sinks.
 	“You’re very domineering, do you know that?”
 	Robert grinned. “I’m not domineering, sweetheart, I’m a Dominant.”
 	“That’s what I said.”
 	“No, it isn’t. You called me domineering, which means inclined to arbitrary and excessive or overbearing control. There’s nothing arbitrary about my attitude toward you, though I can’t promise it will never slide toward the excessive or overbearing.”
 	Before she could speak, he placed one finger over her mouth. “What I am is a Dominant, which refers to the top position in a Dominant-submissive relationship.”
 	“Is that one of those weird kinky sex things?” Jillian asked.
 	Robert bit back his laughter and his response as he stepped to the side and let David move in. David had grabbed a blood pressure cuff and both their stethoscopes, and he proceeded to take her blood pressure.
 	“BP’s okay,” his brother said after a few moments.
 	“I told you I was fine.” Jillian had put a bit of a pout into that last sentence which told him she was nearly recovered from her “run.”
 	“Well, your blood pressure is, anyway,” David said.
 	Robert had taken up his own stethoscope and used it to listen to her heart. His right hand took hold of her right wrist, and he measured her pulse. He could hear no murmurs, and her heart rate was leveling out after the exercise.
 	He set the scope aside, and then maneuvered so that he made a place for himself between her legs.
 	“Do you recall passing us, Jillian? We were right outside, on the front lawn. David was stretching, getting ready for his own run. I was watering the flower bed. You jogged past us and didn’t even respond when we called out to you.”
 	“You’re being all bossy and domineering because I ignored you? Because I didn’t say ‘hello’ back?” She managed to make his concerns sound petty, when he knew they weren’t.
 	It was time to stop pulling his punches. “You didn’t ignore us, Jillian. You flat out didn’t see us or hear us. You’d escaped. You went to that place you can only find when you push yourself to the limit, when the pain bites down and takes hold of you. It’s got a name, did you know that? It’s called ‘sub-space.’ You could have run out into the street in front of a fucking semi and wouldn’t have even known what you were doing.” Okay, maybe I haven’t completely gotten my temper under control.
 	“I knew what I was doing. You just don’t understand the way it is.” But the wispy quality of her voice told him she did know what she’d done, and that maybe this time she’d pushed herself a little further than she’d meant to.
 	“I do understand. It’s going to be our goal, David’s and mine, to see to it that you eventually get to a place where you’ll need that kind of escape only on very rare occasions—not only that, but when you do need it, you’ll come to us and let us help you get there. But for right now, we’re going to do what we can to counteract the abuse you just subjected yourself to. First a hot shower, then the hot tub, and finally we’ll massage the muscles in your legs. If we’re lucky, you won’t end up with cramps and strains and walking, for a week, like an arthritic old woman.”
 	She looked at him, her gaze solid as if she could see right through him. He wasn’t fooled for one moment. She was gathering all the available information, sifting through it, and thinking.
 	Robert suspected she was really very good at thinking.
 	He knew she had it when outrage lit her face and she gasped. “You called me your sub!”
 	“No, I called you ‘my sweet little sub,’ but I should have been more specific. You’re not just my sub, Jillian. You’re David’s sub, too.”
 	“Congratulations, love. You’ve got yourself not one, but two, fairly well-trained masters.” David’s grin seemed completely overdone under the circumstances, even for him. But Robert was grateful for it, because that smile of his brother’s certainly distracted Jillian.
 	Rolling the dice and taking a huge gamble, Robert reached out and grabbed hold of the hem of her T-shirt.
 	Then he whisked the garment right off her unresisting body.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Jillian didn’t know what shocked her more—David’s outrageous words, Robert’s outrageous actions, or the fact that somewhere deep inside of her she could hear the opening strains of the Hallelujah Chorus.
 	“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Jillian didn’t move to hide her lace-covered breasts from these men and wondered—kind of—what that said about the situation, and her.
 	“We’re taking care of you, as I’ve already described. Allow me to recap. First, we’ll give you a nice warm shower, and then we’ll get you into the hot tub. Once your muscles are warm and supple, we’ll massage your legs and see if we can’t avoid them knotting and cramping on you.”
 	Robert Jessop made his explanation sound reasonable. She actually started to think about it for a moment. And then he reached behind her, unfastened her bra, and pulled that bit of lace away from her.
 	“Hey!”
 	“Nice boobs.”
 	“Nice…” She tried to find the right words but could only gasp and sputter. She narrowed her eyes when she realized he’d done that on purpose. She was so busy being outraged over that tacky comment she didn’t even protest when he picked her up off the counter.
 	David hooked his fingers in her shorts, and quickly pulled them and her bikini undies down, dropping them on the floor on top of her bra.
 	She wasn’t completely naked. She still had on her shoes and socks. Until Robert set her back on the counter and stepped back.
 	David set to work on baring her feet while Robert set to work baring himself.
 	Oh. My. God. Jillian knew she was staring and couldn’t stop. Robert Jessop was definitely one prime male specimen. She’d already guessed his chest and arms would be roped with muscles. The washboard-lean abs seemed to underscore his total all-around buffness, if that was even a word.
 	Then he dropped his pants and Jillian damn near forgot to breathe.
 	She’d never given much thought to cocks, one way or another. She’d only ever seen one cock up close in her entire life before today, and holy cow, that one really was nothing much compared to this one.
 	Compared to Robert’s cock. Holy hell, I’m looking at Robert Jessop’s naked and very aroused cock.
 	“Glad you like it, Jillian.”
 	“I never said that.”
 	“You didn’t have to, sweetie. I just made the assumption based on the way your eyes are gleaming and you keep licking your lips to catch the drool.”
 	She jerked her gaze up to his and felt her face heat. He had a point although, “I did not lick my lips.” Perhaps she would have been better off declaring that she hadn’t been drooling. Unfortunately she’d never been very good at lying.
 	“Metaphorically speaking.” Robert stood, arms akimbo, and grinned at her.
 	David stepped back and stripped in record time. His skin tone looked a shade darker than his brother’s, but he seemed just as buff, as if he, too, had spent a life dedicated to physical activity.
 	David Jessop appeared to be as well endowed, and as aroused, as his brother.
 	His cock nearly reached his belly button, and Jillian wondered for one moment what the hell they put in the water in this town to grow them that big.
 	“I’ll bring her, you start the shower.” Robert stepped forward and once more picked her up in his arms. The total shock of flesh on flesh exploded in her senses. Jillian realized that she’d sat, totally naked, and waited patiently for these two hunky doctors to get naked, too.
 	“You just think you can take over, strip me, and then carry me naked into the shower?”
 	“Yes. Now wrap your legs around me, sweetie.”
 	Jillian wanted to kick herself when she immediately did as he asked. He must have seen something in her eyes, because his expression turned tender.
 	“We’re not going to have sex with you, Jillian. We’re just going to take care of you. That’s all that’s on the agenda for today.”
 	He stepped into the shower enclosure with her. The fixture looked big enough to hold a couple of more people, over and above the three of them.
 	The water felt very warm, and drenched her, it seemed, from every direction and level. Robert moved so she wasn’t getting sprayed in the face, and then said, “See if you can stand.”
 	She almost said that of course she could stand—and then was glad she didn’t when her legs nearly buckled.
 	“I have you, honey.” David’s arm slipped around her waist and anchored her.
 	She meant to say thank you, but what came out was, “You’re not going to have sex with me?”
 	David chuckled. “Not today, though it pains us both greatly to deny us all.”
 	“In case you haven’t noticed, we do want you.” Robert soaped his hands but kept his gaze on hers. “And don’t worry, we will take you. We’re just not going to take advantage of you right now.”
 	“Like I said. Domineering.” She guessed by the way Robert looked over her shoulder that he and his brother were doing some sort of a twin-psi kind of communicating.
 	“No, my sweet little sub. Dominant. We’ll talk about that, too, but later. First, let’s get that run washed off you. Then we’ll see what we can do to take care of your legs.”
 	Robert Jessop put his soap-covered hands on her breasts and Jillian couldn’t have held back her reaction if she tried. She closed her eyes and moaned.
 	After nearly twenty years of marriage, and thirty-eight years of life all told, she’d never known that her breasts could be a source of pleasure—until now. She felt her nipples pebble and her pussy come awake. Without conscious thought she flexed her inner muscles so that it felt to her as if her pussy lips actually clenched.
 	Robert didn’t seem to be trying to turn her on, but she was more turned on than she’d ever been in her life before. When his hands moved down, when they spread foam over her ribcage, across her belly and over her hips, she responded by undulating those hips and panting. She heard the whimper that came out of her throat. To her own ears it sounded pathetic—desperate and needy, and just plain pitiable.
 	“Spread your legs, sweetie.”
 	Jillian opened her eyes. Robert’s voice sounded different.
 	The cock behind her nudged her bottom, and David had sucked in a breath through his teeth.
 	She couldn’t help but notice the men had tensed up. “Did I do something wrong?”
 	“Hell, no. Look, we said we would take care of you and not fuck you today and by God, that is exactly what we’re going to do.”
 	Maybe the run had taken a larger toll on her than she first thought. Her brain wasn’t making any sense of that statement at all.
 	David leaned in closer and gently kissed the shell of her ear. “What he means is, you need an orgasm, and he’s going to give you one.”
 	She didn’t say good luck with that, nor did she say that she’d needed an orgasm for years and had never quite managed to experience a really good one. While both of those statements would have been honest and true and what she knew down to her bones, she understood her words would just get in the way. She hadn’t doubted her own ability to climax, because she had, sort of, on a couple of occasions. At least, she was pretty sure she had, but it had been by her own hand.
 	She’d wanted one, she’d needed one, and had always believed that she was perfectly capable of having one. She just had never met anyone she’d ever let into the position of being able to give her one.
 	But now she had, and she was, and the moment had finally arrived.
 	So she did what she believed any sensible woman in the same position would do. She leaned back into one man’s embrace just a little more, and spread her legs for his brother.

 


Chapter 5
	Jillian should have been surprised that she came so quickly, but she wasn’t.
 	Robert reached forward and slid his soap-slicked fingers across her slit, stroking top to bottom, and parting the lips of her pussy.
 	His caress immediately sent her arousal soaring to the stratosphere, a totally unexpected sensation.
 	“Oh, God. Do that again. Please!” He did, and her entire body shivered from the contact, from the tingly, electric-shock-like spasms that exploded over her pussy and radiated outward through her entire body.
 	Her gaze connected with his as he stroked her again, and then let his thumb rub over her clit.
 	Ecstasy engulfed her, a flash-and-bang consummation that snatched her breath and her reason and every bit of remaining strength from every muscle in her body. Her scream echoed against the walls of the shower. Eyes open, she recognized the look of satisfaction on Robert’s face and wondered that an act so selfless could give him such pleasure as she could see manifested there.
 	“Oh, God.” Jillian felt herself sag against the strong arm holding her. She didn’t mind so much when both men chuckled. Neither did she take issue with the way they began to talk about her as if she wasn’t even there.
 	“Here, let me have her and you can wash her back.”
 	“I think she might be going to sleep on us—literally.”
 	“Awake.” Since her naked front was now plastered against Robert Jessop, who was also naked, she guessed that whole, “not going to get into any relationships thank you very much” mantra she’d been reciting to herself for the last few years was pretty much toast now.
 	Oh, look, it’s spinning down the drain like so many discarded soap bubbles.
 	“You might not be awake for long once we get you into the hot tub.”
 	Robert’s voice sounded different, coming to her from beneath her. She thought she should at least make some effort to help him keep hold of her, so she managed to put her arms around his neck.
 	Strong, soapy hands lathered her back and bottom, and then her legs. Her “Mmm” of pleasure elicited more smug-sounding masculine chuckles. Right at this exact moment it was kind of hard to mind that.
 	Then David must have moved, because water sluiced over her back, rinsing her. The heat felt wonderful. Jillian sighed.
 	“We won’t bother to dry her. We’ll just head straight to the tub,” Robert said.
 	“I turned the towel racks on when I came in, so the towels will be ready for us when we want them.”
 	David’s statement made Jillian giggle. “How did you turn on towel racks?” she asked. “Stroke them softly and say ‘hey, baby, you’re looking mighty shiny, there’?”
 	“I think our sub is a little punch-drunk,” Robert said.
 	David leaned in close to her. “Actually I said ‘come on, baby, give me your heat.’”
 	Jillian laughed, delighted that David had been quick enough to come up with a comeback, and then she closed her eyes. She actually didn’t mind being carried at the moment, and she figured Robert was right, she was a little punch-drunk—or whatever you called it when you first pushed yourself way too far physically, and then had the best orgasm of your entire life.
 	Likely tomorrow, when she felt rested and recovered, she’d look back on this afternoon’s misadventure in an entirely different light.
 	At the moment she felt too sated, and too cosseted, to care.
 	“Hang on to me just a bit longer, Jillian.”
 	She moved automatically to do what Robert asked. In the next instant she sighed as very warm and lightly fragrant water enveloped her.
 	“Oh, that feels wonderful.” She opened her eyes, and didn’t even mind when Robert slipped her off his lap to sit on the sculpted fiberglass bench, though she did like the sensation of skin on skin.
 	“After you’ve soaked for a few minutes, we’ll dry you off and then work on massaging those legs, checking for knots.”
 	“Okay. Thank you.” She guessed she should thank them, even if they had been rather domineering. No, dominant. She must try and remember that. Maybe she’d look that up on the Internet later tonight.
 	“Jillian?”
 	“Mmm?” Her eyes had drifted shut again. She figured her ears were open, and that was good enough.
 	She guessed Robert disagreed when she felt his fingers on her chin, exerting pressure. She turned her head and opened her eyes, meeting his gaze.
 	“You’re not to jog alone anymore, sweetie. David likes to run. He’ll go with you when you need to pound the pavement.”
 	“Didn’t your mother raise you to respect the word ‘no’?”
 	His grin was quick and put her in mind of a pirate. “Of course she did, and I do. But darlin’, you haven’t said no to us today. Not once.”
 	Well, rats. He was right. Jillian frowned. Usually when someone wanted to ask her out, she said no before the question had been fully formed. Why had she behaved so uncharacteristically with these two men? “I don’t understand any of this.”
 	Robert looked over at David.
 	“Yeah, we’ve figured that out for ourselves,” David said. “It’s the main reason why we are not going to fuck you today.”
 	“I don’t make a habit of going around getting naked with men I barely know—no pun intended.”
 	Robert and David both laughed. “We know that, Jillian.” David picked up her right hand and kissed it, then threaded his fingers with hers.
 	“How do you know that?”
 	“The same way we know that you’re a natural-born sub and probably have never realized it,” Robert said. “We just do.”
 	Whether for better or worse, Jillian was feeling a little less lethargic and a little more herself.
 	These two doctors had one thing right. She’d not once said no to them. She’d allowed them liberties she’d never thought to allow any man ever again, let alone two at once. So there really was no sense in her going all modest now and covering her body from their view. She’d allowed them a certain amount of freedom—or they’d simply taken it and she hadn’t stopped them. But that didn’t mean this had to go any further, or that she necessarily had to let this continue beyond getting her legs massaged.
 	Yes, there was a sense inside her that told her this was something special, something she’d really needed for a long time. But she’d thought being with Neil in the backseat of his car on prom night had been right, and look how that had turned out.
 	Her inner instincts about men simply weren’t to be trusted on their own. She needed logic to back up the feelings.
 	“That’s really not good enough. You can’t just make bold and sweeping statements, and then move in and take over my life. I don’t understand any of this.”
 	“We know. Like we already said, that’s why we’re not going to fuck you today.” David smiled at her, as if the sight of that grin could sway her.
 	All right, it probably could, but there was no reason to let them know that.
 	“Will you stop saying that? Can’t you call it something else? Even ‘have sex with you’ sounds better than ‘fuck you’.”
 	Robert raised one eyebrow as he met her gaze. “We’re both Texans, bred and born. We’re plain-speaking, simple, honest men. ”
 	“Oh, horse pucky.”
 	“Horse pucky?” David said the words as if he’d never heard them before.
 	He probably hadn’t. “I used to know a woman who was from Canada. It was one of her favorite sayings. And it definitely fits the circumstances.”
 	“Um, so what part of my brother’s statement do you consider to be ‘horse pucky’?”
 	“The part about y’all being plain speaking and simple. Because quite frankly, I haven’t understood much of what either of you has said since you…” Jillian let her sentence fall. Since they what? Pushed their way into her life? Kidnapped her from her run?
 	Or maybe, conducted an impromptu intervention and saved her from herself?
 	“All right,” Robert said. “Let’s try this, and see how you do with it. What you did—probably deliberately and not for the first time—was to push yourself to the point where you experienced pain, and that pain took over. You did that because within the pain you found a refuge, a safe harbor. It’s called sub-space. Most submissives get there through other means, usually with the help of their masters.”
 	Jillian felt her mouth drop open. Robert was describing exactly what she experienced. “Um, that’s just from the endorphins. Isn’t it?”
 	“No, baby,” David said gently. “Endorphins make you feel high, almost drunk, not tucked away and hidden and safe.”
 	Robert stroked her arm and then picked up her hand, and knitted his fingers with hers. “You’ve spent your life wanting to please people, but feeling profoundly inadequate when you couldn’t manage to give others exactly what they wanted, or when they complained no matter what you did for them. You crave to have boundaries and someone to take care of you once in a while, because the concept of being completely independent confounds you and yes, makes it difficult for you to function to the very best of your ability.”
 	Oh my God, he’s describing me to a tee. “So I’m…a sub? It’s like some kind of birth defect, isn’t it?”
 	“Of course not, Jillian. Birth defect? No way. Or, to use your expression, horse pucky.” David squeezed her hand.
 	Then Robert grabbed her chin again, this time with just a bit more force. “There’s nothing wrong with you. Being a sub is just your nature, sweetheart. It’s just the way you are and certainly nothing to be ashamed of.”
 	The conviction of his words, spoken in that tone that seemed to spear right through to her very soul, left no room for doubt, and left her no choice whatsoever.
 	She believed him.
 	Jillian couldn’t look away from his gaze. I’ll remember this moment for the rest of my life. Years from now she would be able to recall the most profound revelation of her life with absolute clarity. Maybe the circumstances of it weren’t as bizarre as they appeared. Perhaps being naked it a tub of hot, frothing water with men she’d only just met who were also naked was the situation that needed to take place in order for this revelation to occur, and for her to believe it.
 	Jillian blinked back tears, determined not to cry as the significance hit her. These two men got her, and more, she realized, than she even got herself.
 	She’d given up hope of ever finding one man who did, and here she’d found two of them.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	David waited, perfectly willing to let his older-by-fifteen-minutes brother be in charge. He supposed, in the arenas in which they’d begun to “play” a couple of years before, it could be said Robert took charge of things—except, of course they were both completely heterosexual.
 	He bit back a grin. Well, his brother took charge of him except for those times when he reversed things—when he took over and deftly maneuvered Robert, all for his own good, of course.
 	Over the last few months, David had been worried about him. He’d seen signs of the stress that had been Robbie’s constant nemesis before they’d made the decision to come home. Being a doctor meant he truly understood the degree to which stress could be a real killer.
 	He didn’t spend a lot of time speculating about the what-ifs in life. He pretty much rolled with the flow. But every once in a while an event would stand out, and he’d savor it.
 	It occurred to him, as he watched the way the latent sub in Jillian responded to the not-latent-in-the-least Dom in Robert, that a woman’s virginity extended to more than just the state of her sexuality. It didn’t matter in that moment that Jillian Gillespie had been married, given birth to a son, and then gotten divorced.
 	She was an innocent, a woman who’d likely managed to get to where she was today by a series of lucky, but unplanned moves.
 	Robert leaned forward and kissed her, a small, gentle brush of lips on lips more brotherly, he thought, than lover-like.
 	David met Robbie’s gaze. Until right at that moment he hadn’t realized how emotionally involved his brother had already become with Jillian.
 	“Let’s get you out of the hot water, love,” David said. “We still need to rub you down.”
 	Jillian turned to look at him. Her eyes looked bright, as if the finest sheen of tears covered them.
 	“Rub me down? You mean, like you would a horse?”
 	David nodded. “Horse liniment would likely be the best medicine right now, but we don’t have any. Sorry, love.” He laughed when she gasped in outrage. She’d soon learn how much he loved to tease.
 	Because she’d turned her head to face him, he mimicked his brother’s gesture, and gave her a soft kiss. It took all his considerable will to keep it short and sweet. “But for today, you’ll have to be content with ordinary moisturizer. Besides, it’s not the lotion so much as what we’re going to do with it that matters at this point.”
 	He recognized the moment unease began to set in. This was when they were in danger of losing her. He sensed if she walked out the door now, it would take them a long, long time to coax her back.
 	He moved smoothly, easing out of the tub. Yanking one of the fluffy heated towels off the rack, he dried himself quickly. Then he reached for another towel and turned back to the tub.
 	Robert lifted Jillian from the water and handed her over to him.
 	“I really can walk, you know. I can even dry myself off, too. You may be amazed to learn I’ve actually been bathing myself since before I turned five.”
 	“We know that, Jillian.” David kept his voice gentle, using a tone he’d been told by his patients was very soothing. “But we like carrying you and lifting you, holding you and drying you. Think of us as your own very personal support staff.”
 	He sat on the small chair in front of the vanity with Jillian on his lap, and gently blotted the water from her rosy flesh.
 	Robert dried himself then brought a smaller towel over and used it to soak up some of the water from Jillian’s long, blonde hair. He gently worked the elastic off her hair. David guessed Robbie did a good job of it because she didn’t even gasp. He continued to work gently, until her tresses no longer dripped. Then he bent over, kissed the top of her head, and left the bathroom.
 	Knowing Robert intended to get the bed ready for them, David turned all his attention on the woman in his arms.
 	He had to work to keep his focus on drying her, and not on leering at her pert and tasty-looking breasts. Robert was right, she did have nice boobs. Slightly plump, with large light brown areolas and responsive nipples, Jillian’s breasts had shot up to the top of his list of favorite things.
 	As had her strong, shapely legs, her sweetly indented waist, and, Lord have mercy, the prettiest little pussy he’d seen in a long, long time.
 	He noticed the change in her breathing as he’d been drying her. He hadn’t meant to do anything but dry her. David sighed. In this case it wasn’t the intention, but the result that mattered.
 	“Spread your legs for me, Jillian.”
 	Jillian had become aroused again, and he had no intention of not finishing what he’d accidentally started.
 	There was something sweetly shy about the way Jillian did as he asked.
 	His gaze never leaving hers, he used his fingers to stroke a line from the bottom of her slit up to her clitoris. He felt her flex beneath his touch and watched as her nipples tightened and an expression of lust glossed her eyes. Her breathing hitched and sweet, sweet moisture seeped from her pussy onto his fingers.
 	The sound of her tiny whimper made him smile.
 	“Come for me, baby. I want you to come all over my fingers.”
 	Movement drew her attention away from him for just a second, and he wondered what her reaction would be to having Robert come back into the bathroom to watch him playing with her cunt.
 	She flicked her gaze up to his brother, who nodded to her in turn. And then Robert said, “Enjoy it while you can, Jillian. After today you’ll have to earn your orgasms.”
 	“Earn them?”
 	David grinned. Their Jillian was going to be a handful, he just knew it. That was all right, because so could he be, too.
 	He slid two fingers into her pussy, and began to finger-fuck her, his rhythm slow and deep. He used his thumb to stroke her clit, a back-and-forth motion he timed perfectly with the in-and-out movement of his fingers.
 	“Oh, oh!” Jillian’s eyes widened as her juices gushed on his fingers and her vagina clamped down hard, surrounding them. The spasms of her climax shivered through her, and he couldn’t help but smile in response.
 	Obviously, she wasn’t used to enjoying orgasms. It would be a pleasure to help teach her how to hold off her own release, in order to increase it.
 	She mewed as the last of the bliss ebbed away. He felt her become even more relaxed in his arms. He wouldn’t be surprised if she fell asleep as they began to work on her legs.
 	“Good girl.” He hugged her close and then stood with her in his arms. “Now let’s get you where we really want you—on the bed.”

 


Chapter 6
	“This is the biggest bed I have ever seen! What do y’all call this size of bed, anyway?” Jillian had been too overwhelmed by her unexpected circumstances, and by the man himself when Robert had carried her past the bed into the bathroom earlier to even notice it. Now she wondered how she could possibly have missed it. She’d been in a king-sized bed once, and she knew without a doubt the one she was now sprawled upon was a hell of a lot bigger than that one had been.
 	The bedroom had to be at least as large as her living room and kitchen combined in her new apartment. The bed was—well, gargantuan was the adjective that came to mind to describe it.
 	Robert and David both laughed, and then Robert got onto the bed by her feet. “We just call it a Lusty-sized bed,” he said. “Most of the master bedrooms in town tend to have larger beds than normal.”
 	Jillian thought about it and decided that particular piece of furniture would really have to be larger than the norm, considering that in a lot of cases it would be shared by more than two adults.
 	“It’s very comfortable.” She didn’t even think about the fact that she was completely naked, and, well, kind of spread-eagled in front of these men. They were naked, too, and they’d already seen all of her and touched most of her.
 	She was reasonably certain that they would honor their word and not fuck her tonight. Jillian pushed away the emotion that came over her at the thought, an emotion that felt very much like disappointment. Instead, she focused on something remarkable.
 	She was naked in front of two men and felt okay with that fact.
 	She’d never been a woman who could be completely comfortable in her skin, and yet here and now, she felt good. There really was something about Robert and David Jessop that set them apart from any of the other men she knew. Could she chalk her unusual reaction to these hunky twins up to something as elemental as pheromones?
 	Jillian sighed and then gave in to the urge and stretched out her legs. She froze in mid-stretch, sucking in air when searing pain stabbed her thigh, turning her vision nearly white and dredging a scream from her soul.
 	“Uh-oh. Okay, sweetie, hang on.” Robert moved up the bed until he knelt beside her and helped her turn over onto her stomach. “Where did it get you, Jillian?”
 	“Right leg, midway between my knee and my hip. Ouch, damn it, that hurts. Make it stop, please make it stop.” Jillian tried not to cry as the cramp refused to let go. Tears gathered against her will, and she began to puff breaths, just as she had so many years ago when she’d had to cope with labor contractions.
 	“That’s your hamstring, honey,” David got on the bed on the other side of her. “It’s going to hurt a bit when we begin to massage it, too, until we can get the knot to ease up.”
 	“I was afraid you were going to say that.” Jillian grabbed one of the pillows, and pulled it close. “Okay, I’m ready. Just do it. Please, oh please.”
 	“If the pain gets too bad, you can always use it.” Robert ran his hand up and down her right leg gently. “Oh, baby, it’s a monster cramp you’ve got here. The entire right semimembranosus is hard as a rock.”
 	David likewise ran his hand up and down her left leg. The pain was too huge a presence for her to even appreciate their touch.
 	“This one isn’t pulled as badly,” David said, “but you’ve got at least one knot that I can feel along your left semitendinosus.”
 	She’d picked up enough medical terms working in the clinic for five years to know the exact area they were referring to, which was where she could expect to find knots and cramps after overdoing things.
 	Jillian had received massage therapy once before, but for a shoulder problem, not a leg problem. She knew how painful it could be when the knots were fierce, and didn’t think that differed from one area of the body to another. But she also knew ignoring the knots wouldn’t help, either. “It’s all right. Just do what you have to do.” She whimpered then, because the damn cramp seemed to be getting worse.
 	“Breathe deeply, Jillian, a couple of nice, deep cleansing breaths. Relax. Do it now.” Robert’s tone had changed. No longer the tender voice of an indulgent male, his tone held the sharp edge of command. This was the same tone he’d used a couple of times already, and it was the one that seemed to not only get her attention, but get her juices flowing, too.
 	Jillian immediately obeyed him and inhaled deeply through her nose, exhaled through her mouth, and ordered her muscles to stop contracting. Just like when I was in labor.
 	She focused on the bedroom door. Standing open, it allowed her glimpses of the hall beyond. She found her focal point, the edge of a painting hanging on the wall.
 	As she inhaled, she took in the scent of the house, the men and an almond-like aroma that probably came from the moisturizer they used on her skin.
 	She didn’t use the pain, as Robert had suggested. That wasn’t something she consciously did. It just sort of happened when she needed it to. Whatever had driven her to push herself in the first place, whatever the inner panic was that had threatened to take her over seemed to be gone, now.
 	Makes sense. How can I worry about what sort of an impression I’m going to make on the doctors tomorrow morning when they have me naked on their bed now?
 	So she didn’t use the pain but she did focus outside of herself, letting go of not only the tension, but her mental meanderings as well.
 	Jillian heard them talking, a quiet kind of exchange that told her how close of a relationship the two men had, and how alike they thought. Their hands moved over her body, one pair on each of her legs. The pressure and technique they used as they worked to stretch her muscles and loosen the knots seemed nearly identical. She flinched when David moved his hand in a slow, upward sweep of her left leg, the pressure firm and unrelenting even when he encountered the knot.
 	Jillian exhaled through her teeth, temporarily tensing her entire body in response to the bite of pain.
 	“Sorry, honey.”
 	“Jillian, relax! Breathe, now!”
 	They might be twin brothers, but they sure possessed two very different bedside manners.
 	She knew herself well enough to understand that it was Robert’s commanding tone that could reach her more effectively than David’s tender coddling.
 	She immediately responded to his orders, relaxing into the pillow and inhaling deeply.
 	“Good girl. I want you to silently count how many times I brush your ass. Like this.” Robert’s hand stroked up, and then his fingers, whisper-soft, stroked the very point where her ass and her leg met.
 	“Okay.” She knew he was giving her something to focus on, but she didn’t know if she’d do a good job of it. She knew he’d ask her how many times, and that he’d have the correct number in that very well-disciplined brain of his. It would be a miracle if she managed to arrive at the same number. Her mind tended to wander at times.
 	Jillian sighed, because she could feel the muscle—whatever the name Robert had given it—begin to let up some. She suppressed a yawn. The easing of the pain seemed to make her suddenly exhausted. Of course, everything she’d been through in the last couple hours would have made anyone exhausted. Yet still, because Robert had asked it, she counted.
 	Oh my God, I’ve had two orgasms since I’ve been here! How had she let the enormity of that little fact escape her attention?
 	The bed surrounded her and the heat from the men’s hands warmed her inside and out, and she felt herself begin to let go.
 	“How many so far, sub?” Robert sounded as if he was across the room, even though she knew he was right there on the bed with her.
 	“Thirteen, Sir.” I must have read that somewhere, that subs call their Doms Sir. He hadn’t asked her to use that form of address, it had just come out of her mouth. Huh, maybe he’s right. Maybe I am a sub. And she allowed herself to admit to herself that she really, truly was.
 	“That’s right. Keep counting, sweetheart.”
 	Jillian smiled in response to the pleasure she heard in his voice. She guessed he liked having her call him “Sir.” That’s such a small thing and it pleases him. I can do that.
 	Her eyes fluttered shut. She’d been married to Neil for nearly twenty years, but had never really known him, because nothing she had ever done for him had ever seemed to please him, not once. A couple of encounters with these two doctors and she had the sense that she already knew them quite well.
 	They certainly had gotten a good start on getting to know her—and not just her body.
 	I didn’t know Neil because he was never steady, never dependable. I bet the Drs. Jessop are completely dependable. I bet a woman could count on them, no matter what.
 	That thought brought another smile to her face, just as more of the pain eased up. She’d have expected that such an epiphany should be accompanied by the blare of trumpets. And then she understood. Neil was in the past and didn’t really matter anymore. Jillian sighed and sank deeper into the bed.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Robert was aware of the exact instant Jillian fell asleep. Her breathing evened out, her shoulders lost their tension and seemed to sink into the bed, and her sweet, fragrant skin broke into a light, dewy sweat.
 	“I’m surprised she lasted this long.” David looked up, met his gaze, and grinned. “I thought that second orgasm would have done her in on the spot.”
 	“She’s a fierce little thing.” He met David’s gaze. He understood that his brother had followed him to Reckless Abandon out of brotherly devotion. David didn’t need the self-discipline as much as he himself did. For David, the D/s scenarios had mostly been appealing in the variety they offered him from vanilla sex.
 	Robert didn’t really think that with Jillian they’d be living the lifestyle twenty-four seven. But she needed some grounding in it just as he did. She needed a chance to find her center, just as he had.
 	Robert let his mind wander back to earlier, when Jillian had passed them and he’d guessed what she’d done. They’d followed her, intent at first to just make sure she didn’t inadvertently step into traffic, or come to harm some other way. Then, on her fourth lap of the high school’s track he’d known they had to intervene, for her own good. For those interminable minutes when they’d tried to do just that, he’d wondered if they’d be able to stop her—if they’d be able to reach her at all.
 	They had, of course, partly because she seemed to be exquisitely tuned to them. She especially seemed tuned to him, and though her logic may dispute the fact, there was a part of Jillian that had already accepted him as her master.
 	So he told David what he believed. “At the moment, she needs protection from herself.”
 	“I think you’re right.” David sat back on his haunches. “I also think she’s going to be a challenge, for both of us.” He shook his head. Then he laughed, albeit quietly, but there was no humor in it. “I find myself wishing we hadn’t done the gentlemanly thing and promised not to take her tonight.”
 	Robert grinned. “Sometimes, David, you forget who you’re dealing with. You need to think more literally, brother of mine.” He didn’t mind giving David a clue that he did, in fact, have a plan.
 	David’s gaze lost focus as he obviously put his excellent brain to use. When understanding lit his eyes and he grinned, Robert knew he’d figured it out.
 	“Oh, now that’s sneaky, Robbie. I wish I’d thought of that.”
 	Robert continued to work on Jillian’s right semimembranosus, pleased the muscle was responding to his manipulation. Then, too, the sensation of her flesh under his hands stoked his arousal. Her skin felt soft and smooth and touching her, even in this nonsexual way, had just become his new favorite thing to do.
 	“We want to keep her legs warm while she sleeps,” David said. “Why don’t I grab one of the duvets Becky sent us from Europe last year?”
 	The down-filled comforters their artist sister sent them had served them well up north where the winter had been a hell of a lot colder than the perfect Texas weather they’d both been used to. “Sounds good. Do you know where they are?”
 	“Yeah, I put them in the spare bedroom, figuring we wouldn’t need them ’til next winter, if then.”
 	David left, returning moments later with one of the large, light blankets.
 	“This will keep her warm until we join her.” Robert tucked the comforter around her legs. Then he stood back, and watched her sleep. He didn’t expect her to wake up for at least a couple of hours. She’d pretty much pushed herself to the limit of what her body could endure. “She might be hungry when she wakes up. We still have some food in the freezer, don’t we? The casseroles the women of the family gave us when we moved home?”
 	“Yeah, I think we have a couple of containers of Aunt Bernice’s lasagna, and one of Aunt Samantha’s Irish stew still there.” David sighed. “Mom’s steak and mushroom pies, however, are all gone.” Then he grinned. “Man, I really missed everyone’s cooking when we were away.”
 	Robert laughed quietly. “Me, too. Let’s get the stew out of the freezer for later.” He intended to get back to Jillian as quickly as possible. It was only mid-afternoon.
 	He didn’t want her waking up alone. If she awoke alone, she might have second thoughts, get dressed, and leave.
 	Robert really didn’t want that to happen.
 	“I’ll do that, and check for phone messages. You throw together a couple sandwiches for us for now, since we missed lunch. Do we have anything else we have to do before morning?”
 	“Not that I can think of. You should turn the ringers off, too. And, we should likely set the alarm now to get us up around five.” Robert was really hoping they wouldn’t have the opportunity to do so later. “Jillian will want to go home so she can get ready for work.”
 	David nodded. “Five should be early enough. Of course, we’ll accompany her home and then into work…since we’re slated to begin our two-week rotation in town tomorrow, too.”
 	“Of course.” He watched Jillian sleep for just a little longer. Relaxed, looking as if she was lost to her dreams, the tension he’d felt running through her, even during that first brief encounter, seemed to be at rest now, too.
 	Robert understood that his brother felt the same way he did. They’d already decided that Jillian belonged to them. She was their woman, and taking care of their woman had just become their top priority.

 


Chapter 7
	Jillian batted at the whatever-it-was tickling her nose. She thought about opening her eyes, but in the end decided it would be too much work. Besides, she knew she was in bed, and understood she was just waking up. She wondered what day it was. Could it be Monday, already? Surely not. Not so soon. The light on the other side of her eyelids rested softly upon her, like the shimmer of an indoor lamp. It didn’t stab at her the way the sun did, harshly and without mercy.
 	The bed felt different this morning. Oh yeah, I’m in Lusty, not El Paso. New apartment, new bed, new life.
 	Jillian wrinkled her nose. Her brain wasn’t usually quite so muzzy and disoriented first thing in the morning. Maybe I should just say to hell with it, open my eyes, get up, and make some coffee. Just as she began to stretch, the fly or whatever it was bothered her again. This time it fluttered against her right nipple.
 	Jillian used her left hand and tried to swat it away. A deep male chuckle reverberated inside her, arousing her and tickling her female bits. Her memory exploded into full, Technicolor instant replay. Jillian’s eyes shot wide open, startling her brain into complete consciousness and a gasp from within.
 	Oh my God! Images from just hours before flooded her mind. She tried to stem the swift rising tide of arousal sweeping through her, but failed.
 	Naked, sandwiched between two men who were also naked, she understood that stemming arousal simply wasn’t an option for her right now.
 	A masculine finger stroked her chin, and then lifted. She raised her head and encountered Robert Jessop’s hot stare. He edged subtly closer to her, and she felt all of him pressed tight to all of her. When he reached down between them and slipped a hand between her legs and began to rub back and forth over her slit, she groaned. Just that simply, she wanted more and needed to come. It felt as if her body intended to make up for all the orgasms she had missed out on for all of her years to date. Her pussy became damp, and her hormones began to celebrate the reign of Eros. Her body hungered, demanding more bliss the way someone with a sweet tooth might demand more chocolate.
 	“You’re hot and wet, and God, I can smell your arousal. Are you ready for me, my little sub? Are you ready to take my cock deep inside your hot, wet pussy?”
 	Yes! Truthfully, there was nothing Jillian wanted more than to feel Robert’s cock fill her pussy—unless it was to feel David’s cock there. What she’d seen in the shower earlier—what she felt pressed against her right now, front and back—was a whole lot more man than she’d ever experienced in her life to date.
 	Honestly, she hadn’t known penises could be that big in real life.
 	And yet the reality of this moment, of feeling Robert’s cock so very close to her cunt suddenly called to her saner angels. She felt his heat and his rigidness. She also felt the latex he must have put on before waking her up, which pretty much spoke to his intentions.
 	Her body wanted to fuck, and her mind wanted her to pull back and be logical. Just because she’d given these two well-hung, Lusty heartthrobs liberties earlier didn’t mean she had to give them more now. Just because she probably was a sub and Robert most definitely was a Dom didn’t mean she had to submit to him right now.
 	She still had the power to say no. The problem would be actually getting that word out, actually deciding she wanted to say no and then doing it. Obviously, her body wasn’t going to help her out any time soon. It was all up to her brain.
 	Looking for some form of logic to use as a tool, she thought back to earlier in the shower, and to the fervent words said by both men—words they’d each spoken like a vow. Both Drs. Jessop were men of their word—this she knew instinctively. If they gave her a promise, they would keep it.
 	“You said you weren’t going to fuck me tonight.”
 	“No, sweetie. I said I wasn’t going to fuck you last night.”
 	Jillian blinked even as David, nestled up tight against her back, reached forward and lifted her left leg and moved it back and up to rest over his hips. His action effectively spread her legs, leaving her pussy open, and ready for his brother’s cock. He kissed the curve of her neck, and then inhaled deeply. Oh, God, he’s breathing me in.
 	That was all it took for her mind to become as one with her body. Yes, these men would keep their word, but they would always find a way to do that and get what they wanted at the same time. Why did she find that so damn sexy?
 	“That’s kind of sneaky, don’t you—”
 	Robert interrupted her by taking his hand from her cunt, grasping his cock, and nudging her pussy with it. He rubbed his latex-covered erection along her slit, dipping into her opening slightly. Then he spread her own juices on her pussy lips, sending shafts of silky, glistening arousal straight to her core. She shivered when that heated, latex-covered knob brushed over her clit. That tiny nub, suddenly awakened, quivered with excitement, sending her arousal soaring.
 	Robert flexed his hips and with one thrust, buried his cock deep inside her. He said, “Good morning, Jillian.”
 	Good morning? She just barely restrained the urge to tell him it certainly was, now. The wonder of being filled, of feeling Robert’s cock pushing against the walls of her vagina, flooded her senses. Ribbons of hot, sexy thrills wound through her, making her feel as if she was melting into hot, creamy honey. As she melted, she understood she’d just relinquished all control of the situation. Her body celebrated the vanquishing of her brain by clenching her inner muscles, caressing the man inside her as if her pussy was saying good morning to his cock.
 	“Good morning.” It was the simplest thing in the world to wind her arms around Robert’s neck. She undulated her hips forward, and then back. David’s cock was pressed against her bottom, and she wondered what it would be like to have that magnificent piece of flesh in her ass.
 	David kissed her shoulder, and eased away from her.
 	Before she could complain about that, Robert said, “Hang on to me.” He enfolded her in his arms, and flipped them. She found herself flat on her back with Robert on her and in her. His presence surrounded her, and the aroma of his sweat teased her nostrils, a delectable confection begging her to indulge.
 	Jillian closed her eyes as a shiver ran through her.
 	“Are you cold?”
 	It never even occurred to her to lie. “No. That was my body rejoicing at having your cock inside me.”
 	Robert grinned. “I felt your pussy squeeze my cock in welcome. Allow me to return the favor.”
 	Jillian couldn’t restrain her smile when she felt his cock flex inside her. He didn’t thrust, didn’t begin to rut in her the way her ex-husband had done. He simply held himself still and flexed. Then he grinned at her anew, as if he understood that he’d surprised and pleased her.
 	Was sex supposed to be fun and flirty? Enjoyable, yes, she knew it was supposed to be enjoyable—although she hadn’t been able to prove it so far from her own personal experience.
 	Robert’s smile ebbed, and his expression became a heartwarming combination of tenderness and lust. “Tell me you want this, Jillian. Tell me you want me to fuck you senseless, because that is what I very much want to do right now.”
 	They’d both been sneaky, telling her she didn’t have to worry about their sexual demands the way they had. She’d bet they’d intended all along to take her once the witching hour had come.
 	Her experience had always been that once a man’s cock hardened, it ruled, and he took what he wanted, when he wanted it. So the very fact that this extremely virile man could stop from seeking his own pleasure and not only turn playful but then ask permission to continue opened up whole new dimensions for her.
 	Jillian believed without a doubt that if she said stop, he would stop. Even so, she tested that theory now, just because she could.
 	“And if I say no?”
 	“I’ll be disappointed. In case you haven’t realized it, Jillian, I want you.” He flexed his cock again. “But no means no, so I’ll respect that and go jerk off in the bathroom.”
 	“Now that would be a shame, and a waste of a good, hard erection.” Jillian shocked herself with her honesty, but she simply couldn’t play games, not about this. Neither could she resist the urge to squeeze him again. She thought about their conversation for a moment longer. She’d never been a woman to be so bold as to demand sexual favors, but something about being naked with these two men brought out the sexual adventuress in her. “Although, maybe that’s something I would like to see someday.”
 	“Mmm. Someday. Not now?”
 	“No. Right now, I very much want and need you to fuck me senseless.” She turned her head to the left and encountered David’s attentive gaze. “Don’t you go anywhere, doc. You’re next.”
 	David grinned. “Remind us to discuss with you the concept of topping from the bottom.”
 	Jillian thought she might have a clue what he meant by that. She’d have been happy to discuss the concept now, except her entire body quivered with anticipation for the experience just waiting there for her on her personal horizon.
 	And then Robert flexed his cock inside her again. He’d done it twice, teasing. This time she instinctively sensed the command in the gesture.
 	She turned her gaze away from his brother and met the heat in his obsidian eyes. She gave him her full attention.
 	“That’s right, little one. Focus on me, and don’t close your eyes.”
 	Robert pulled almost all the way out of her body, and then surged into her pussy again. Then, with a pace that felt slow, strong, and deliberate, he began to move inside her. His hard, wide cock rubbed heat and lust along the walls of her vagina. The friction of his fucking certainly began to smolder the raw kindling of her passion. She now understood her passion had waited years for this man and his brother to unlock it from its prison and set it free, light it ablaze.
 	Legs splayed wide, feeling completely open and totally under his control, Jillian savored the experience of being fucked by a man who had the equipment, and the mind-set, to do the job right. She ran her hands across his chest, then along his sides, and then around to his back. She thrilled to the feel of his muscles rippling beneath her hands as he moved in her, and the sheen of perspiration coating his flesh from his obvious effort to hold himself back.
 	Unseen but sensed was the raw power and formidable control coiled at the very core of this man’s soul. The latter harnessed the former and called to her feral woman, a siren song to arouse and tease, to offer temptation.
 	What would it be like, she wondered, to make him lose that control?
 	“Jillian.”
 	Oh, yes, Robert Jessop was all about control. But she didn’t think there was anything particularly egocentric in that trait. She knew, she just knew, he was simply made that way.
 	“Robert.”
 	His right eyebrow went up, as if he challenged her right to meet him on equal ground. “Do I need to spank you to get your attention?”
 	“You have my attention. That is your cock inside me, isn’t it?”
 	“Minx. I knew you were going to be a handful. Topping from the bottom, indeed.”
 	Jillian’s smile bloomed, and she thought it felt especially sexy. Topping from the bottom. Ah yes, she felt pretty certain she knew what that meant without having to have anyone explain it to her.
 	She suspected the practice was going to get her in a great deal of trouble, because she had no plans to curb the tendency in the foreseeable future. She didn’t have to think long or hard about what kind of trouble that would be, either. Robert had already mentioned a spanking. She held back the tiny grin that wanted to bloom all over her face. Just that one word, rumbled in his deep, sexy voice, had caused a lightning bolt of horniness to crackle all through her body.
 	She could hardly wait.
 	“I see I’m going to have to try harder to temporarily short-circuit your wonderfully agile and extremely talented brain.”
 	He didn’t give her a moment to even think of a response. He slid his left hand beneath her bottom, and pulled her closer, holding her hips close to him. Then he laid his lips on hers and plundered.
 	His flavor exploded on her tongue, better than chocolate, and Jillian gorged herself on him. She wrapped her legs around his waist, and pistoned her hips to meet his thrusts, even as her tongue slid and danced with his.
 	Her heart pounded a heavy rhythm as arousal heated and curled within her. Every sense came alive with the seduction of the moment.
 	He broke their kiss, his glittering gaze meeting and holding hers. Robert wasn’t a silent lover, and Jillian reveled in the sounds he made—grunts, hisses, and mmms—as he moved inside her. The scent of him grew more potent as he moved, as he seemed to work so hard at reining himself in. He trembled, and that alone thrilled her.
 	Thoroughly seduced, totally horny, with a soul-deep excitement eddying inside her, she consciously surrendered. Sliding her arms around his neck, she anchored herself to him even more firmly as she undulated her hips, using her muscles to counter each of his powerful thrusts, striving to give him as much as she could. In giving, she found a wealth of pleasure for herself.
 	“Oh, yes.” Her clit brushed against his groin, sending a lightning bolt of pleasure through her very core.
 	“Vixen. You’re not in control here. I see I’m going to have to tie you down so you’ll have no choice but to simply take what you’re given.”
 	Had he meant the suggestion as a warning of a punishment against bad behavior? She wondered at her complete lack of a sense of self-preservation even as she said, “Oh, yes, please.”
 	His eyes widened, and his nostrils flared. She thought it was even possible that his cock had swelled to a larger size than it already was. “God, woman, you push me to the very edge of my control.”
 	“You can let go of that edge, you know. I won’t break, I promise you.”
 	“No? Then you won’t object if I spank you later for trying to push me too far, now.”
 	Jillian didn’t use words to reply. Instead, she lifted her hips, pushing her clit against his groin, daring to rub that tiny nub against him in an effort to precipitate her own climax—and if she was being perfectly honest with herself, her own punishment.
 	Robert grunted, and withdrew from her completely, going to his knees on the large bed.
 	Had she pissed him off, then? She hadn’t thought he’d be the kind of man to play ego games in the throes of passion, but what did she know about him, really?
 	In the next instant, Robert edged backward toward the foot of the bed, and then pulled her to him.
 	He thrust his cock back into her pussy, but instead of taking up his focused, controlled rhythm, he held himself still within her. “She needs something in her mouth, I think,” he said.
 	“I’ve got just the thing right here.” David also moved, making his way up to the head of the bed.
 	Jillian realized what he meant to do and couldn’t help but lick her lips in anticipation. The thought of having his cock in her mouth got her hot. She had no time at all to wonder about the very real fact that she wanted to suck David Jessop’s cock, when she’d never desired to do that, not once in her entire life before.
 	Hell, I want to suck Robert’s, too. Oh, God, I really do want it all!
 	She inhaled deeply, his cock and scrotum so close to her face she knew it was his elemental scent she’d always somehow craved and now felt free to binge upon. Then she felt the heat of his engorged penis as he took himself in hand and brought that cock closer to her. He brushed the soft-hot flesh against her lips.
 	“Open, Jillian. Take my cock into your mouth and suck me off.”
 	It seemed the most natural thing in the world to do as he commanded. She opened her mouth, but then used her tongue to touch and to taste and yes, to tease. His cock felt hot, and the tiny drop of pre-cum that glistened on the end of it enticed her. She swirled her tongue over the tiny slit, and slurped that drop into her mouth. Salty and savory, the pungent taste intrigued her. She wanted more.
 	“Don’t tease him, woman. Suck his cock, and do a good job of it or I won’t let you come.”
 	Not being allowed to come was a real punishment, and not one she particularly wanted to experience.
 	Jillian licked her lips and opened her mouth wider, not at all surprised when David shoved his hips forward, pushing his cock past her moistened lips. The sensation of cock-in-mouth aroused her and excited her. Unlike anything she’d ever imagined, the combination of scent and taste and the feel of that hot satin-over-steel flesh filling her mouth merged to satisfy a need she hadn’t even known she had.
 	“Keep your lips as loose as you can, Jillian, and play your tongue up and down my shaft as I move my cock in and out of your mouth.”
 	His cock was so big she had to work at relaxing her throat muscles, at leaving her lips lax so he could move his cock in and out of her mouth at will. Jillian moaned. The pleasure of servicing David Jessop in this way was an unexpected joy.
 	She wasn’t actually sucking him off so much as he was fucking her mouth. She had both of their cocks inside her. For the first time in her life, and despite the fact both men dominated her, she felt powerful as a woman.
 	“That’s right, little sub, do it just like that,” Robert began to move his cock in and out of her pussy.
 	“Sweetheart, you’ve got a great mouth.” David reached down and combed his fingers through her hair.
 	Jillian met his gaze. His eyes glittered, and his breathing hitched. Wanting to please him—needing to please them both—she kept her tongue sliding along David’s shaft at the same time she held her hips still, resisting the urge to counter Robert’s thrusts with movements of her own.
 	“Good girl. That’s what we want you to do, just take what we give you.” Robert’s pleased tone stroked her emotions as surely as his cock stroked the inside of her cunt.
 	David tightened his grip on her head, the slide of his cock in and out of her mouth speeding, deepening. She swallowed, relishing the taste of him and trying to ease his way. The deeper his cock surged, the more difficult it was for her. She had to calm herself, relax her throat muscles to resist the urge to push his cock out.
 	“Will you drink me, sweetheart?”
 	She may have imagined the hope in his tone, or it could very well be that he truly longed for her to do just that. Either way, she wanted to try this, wanted to taste his cum. Instead of using words, she answered him with actions. She began to suck, tiny little draws that she timed with his thrusts. He closed his eyes, and groaned, and even shook a little, so she guessed he liked what she was doing to him.
 	“Mmm, he looks like I feel,” Robert said. “Let’s see if we can all come together.” He reached down and found her clit and began to rub it with his fingers in sync with his thrusts into her cunt.
 	Jillian moaned around David’s cock, the hot, swirling passion after so many years of existing in a sexual desert so enormous, she didn’t know how much longer she could contain it. Shivers and quivers and the pure, jittery excitement of every childhood Christmas morning filled her to overflowing. The scent of sex and the sound of deep, churning arousal fed every secret yearning she’d always been afraid to acknowledge, even to herself.
 	Jillian’s orgasm erupted, hot and pure and cosmic. As the waves of ecstasy enveloped her, David shouted his completion. Hot, pungent cream hit the back of her throat, and she swallowed every pulsing drop. Above her, more restrained, Robert held himself deep, eyes closed, his facial expression locked in a strained, almost tortured pose. He held his cock deep inside her. She felt it pulse, and the heated cum from his body filled the pouch at the end of the condom. That combination, the heat of him and the power of him, pushed her over the edge again, and Jillian let herself be swept away on renewed waves of the purest, most perfect bliss.

 


Chapter 8
	Jillian Gillespie could so easily rip the heart right out of me.
 	Robert kept his gaze on the woman sound asleep in the bed between him and his brother. He and David had shared before, and they’d each enjoyed the comforts of a woman individually. But what they’d enjoyed all through the night eclipsed every notion he’d ever had about making love.
 	Jillian affected him like no other. She reached right down and touched the very heart of him. Until her, until now, he hadn’t really believed such a thing could be possible.
 	The reality of her, of them together, staggered him. He figured he was potentially looking at incredible joy, or unimagined heartache—and it was way too early to say which of the two it would be in the end.
 	Robert didn’t like the feeling of not knowing the outcome of this new turn his life had taken.
 	I really don’t like not being in control.
 	He recognized the beginning signs of stress roiling through him. He’d come to recognize this kind of anxiety as a very real demon within him. Always a part of him for as long as he could remember, it had evolved into something that in the last few years had threatened his very sanity. Amazingly, only one person in his life—other than his twin brother, David—had ever seen the evidence of it and understood the challenges he faced, just living each day.
 	You can’t control the world, Robert. You’re not God. You can’t save everyone. So focus first on controlling yourself. Save yourself before you try to save others.
 	Jordan Fitzpatrick’s words of nearly three years before echoed in his mind. Robert inhaled deeply, and then relaxed. A quick look at the bedside clock showed him he’d awakened too early to arouse his bedmates. Four a.m. could be a good time, however, to practice those tenets he’d mastered with Jordan’s help.
 	Robert rolled silently from the bed. His feet made no sound as he padded across the wood floor. Comfortable in his nakedness, he left the master suite, intent on the other large room on the second floor of his home, the room they were converting into their own private playroom.
 	We’ll have to make this a priority, now that we have Jillian.
 	Until now, the playroom had been a sometime project. So far, they’d painted the walls and ceilings and put down some new flooring. At the moment, the room held only a paddling bench—something they’d brought back with them from up north—and a few toys they’d picked up at the Lyon’s Den on Saturday night.
 	Robert didn’t bother to turn on the light, and stood facing the one window in the room. In the morning sun, the newly replaced glass would sparkle, unless they closed the shutters they’d installed on the inside. Once those shutters were closed, the room would seem more like a dungeon than the simple bedroom it had originally been intended to be.
 	For right now he left those shutters open. They’d cracked the window a couple of inches just after they’d finished renovating the room. The world outside stood in darkness, night not yet giving over to day. A cool breeze wafted in, and Robert inhaled deeply of the fresh air.
 	He stood in the center of the room and directed his focus inward, using his will to silence the chattering of his thoughts. Within him, the worries and musings ceased, as he brought his mind into submission to his will.
 	Robert filled his lungs deeply, and then exhaled. He brought his hands together palms pressed flat, his cleansing breath and bow a matter of ritual, and of discipline. Then he began to practice his solo form of tai chi, the routine familiar, comfortable, and a part of him.
 	Spine straight, breathing from his abdomen, he executed his moves slowly, precisely, his focus purely on his body. This familiar routine incorporated a complete range of motion where his center of gravity became the core of him. In the here and now, only this existed, and Robert submerged himself, melding body, heart, mind and soul.
 	As his muscles performed, his mind calmed, and his soul eased. Stress evaporated, leaving him refreshed, rejuvenated, and most importantly, at peace.
 	All of his attention directed inward, his physical surroundings ceased to matter. Here was heaven. Here was bliss.
 	Eventually reality returned. Dawn barely shimmered outside the window, thinning the darkness, illuminating the room. Later, the sun would paint a warm sunspot on the floor. Robert blinked, and judged that he had time yet before he had to awaken the others.
 	He ended his routine as he’d begun. The press of hands, the bow, and the deep, cleansing breath all felt more relaxed than they had just an hour or so before.
 	Not yet heated by Sol, the breeze that came through the window remained cool. The air licked at his flesh as if drinking the sweat he wore.
 	Shower, Jillian, and coffee, in that order. He would shower first, for a very specific reason. He looked forward to wearing the scent of his woman on his skin for the rest of the day.
 	Robert sought out his own bedroom and the private bathroom there, intending only a quick, hot shower. It occurred to him, as he let the water pound down on him, that his need to escape into the meditative state he found in tai chi really was similar to the need Jillian had to escape into the place she found through pain. Subs had sub-space. Doms had top-space.
 	Doms and subs aren’t all that different, really. You could think of it as the ultimate codependent relationship.
 	Until this moment he couldn’t say that he’d ever agreed with Jordan. Now, of course, everything was different. And while he’d honed his skills at Reckless Abandon, while he’d enacted several private scenes, he had never acquired a sub of his own. It had never been his plan to live the lifestyle twenty-four seven. And while he’d shared the subs of other Doms, one thing he knew already, without a single doubt. He’d share his woman with no one but his brother.
 	He thought about Jillian, and the best way to take care of her. He was damn certain that she’d lived all of her life to date without having any of her deepest needs met.
 	Robert had learned how to work a flail and a six-foot single-tail whip, and could do so with impressive accuracy. That had been a matter of self-discipline, and of control. But he had no intention of ever using either toy on Jillian.
 	We’ll love her properly and care for her well enough she won’t ever need that level of escape.
 	He was a Dom, and she was his sub, whether she fully recognized that fact or not. He intended that he and David would take care of her, totally and completely. He already knew her well enough to know there was no need in her for real pain. Her escape yesterday, he’d bet, had been her method of coping with stress. He’d see to it she never needed more than a good spanking to help her cope with stress in the future.
 	Thinking of Jillian and spanking together got him hard. He’d told her she was due one, and he intended to see she got it—sooner, rather than later.
 	Robert rinsed the foam from his flesh and turned off the water. It only took him a couple of minutes to run a towel over his body. Deciding he was dry enough, he headed back to the master bedroom, and the woman waiting for him there.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	I could get used to being awakened like this. It’s definitely worth the eventual heartbreak and disappointment.
 	Prone on the bed, her head on a pillow and turned to her right, Jillian smiled as hands caressed her body. At first only two, and then, very quickly, four, those large, firm, masculine hands soothed away the grogginess of sleep, replacing it with sweet licks of arousal.
 	“Mmm. What time is it?”
 	She felt motion on the bed, and then the heat of a male body. Strong legs straddled her hips, and a fully erect cock came to rest gently on the crack of her ass. A scrotum bounced lightly on her butt cheeks, and the nearness of man brought an enticing, musky aroma to her. She inhaled deeply and smelled a woodsy soap and pre-cum.
 	Her lover leaned closer and his breath bathed her ear when he said, “Time for you to receive the punishment I promised you yesterday.”
 	Jillian opened her eyes. It was a little disconcerting to be on her stomach, and unable to meet Robert’s gaze. She recalled he’d mentioned a spanking the first time he’d taken her. She also recalled the prospect hadn’t frightened her at all.
 	She’d spent her life, a great deal of it, in denial of different parts of her personality. Now that she was rested, and had been fed, both literally and figuratively the night before, her mind could function at full capacity and ability.
 	She’d known the day before that she’d no longer be able to hide those parts of herself she’d held back. No, that’s not quite it. I knew I wouldn’t be permitted to hide myself anymore.
 	She didn’t know a hell of a lot about what would come next. She didn’t know anything whatsoever about a D/s relationship. Really, she only knew one thing, and that knowledge ran so deep, she thought it likely the one thing she understood better than she understood anything else in the entire world.
 	Robert and David Jessop would never harm her.
 	“Well? Do you have anything to say about that, sub?”
 	Did she accept their assertion that she was indeed a “natural-born sub?” As crazy as it sounded, yes, she did. Was she their sub? Yes. In her heart she knew she’d be theirs for as long as they wanted her. She didn’t want to think about the inevitable end, not this soon when things were only just beginning.
 	Did she think she’d like whatever kind of spin being their sub put on what was happening between them, sexually? Some of the thoughts that had swirled though her mind as she’d drifted to sleep last night had certainly gotten her hot. But the truth was, she really didn’t know. She didn’t have anything to measure it against. It was time, she supposed, to find out. It was time to surrender completely and see where that led her.
 	“Do I get to say something about it?”
 	“Of course you do. Our two most important rules are ‘nothing without informed consent,’ and ‘do no harm.’ It’s how we’ve always approached our participation in BDSM activities—safe, sane, and consensual.
 	“We’re just beginning here, Jillian, the three of us. David and I both realize you don’t know much about the Dominant/submissive dynamic. To a great degree, it’s all subjective. We can pick and choose the elements that are right for us. We will discuss everything with you and answer all your questions. But for the moment, feel free to say whatever it is you want to say.”
 	“In that case, the only thing I can think to say is that by spanking me after you told me that you would, you’re showing me I can trust your word. That’s something that’s very important to me.”
 	She felt his cock pulse against her ass. He liked that. A sense of pleasure washed through her. She loved knowing that something she said or did found approval with these men.
 	“It doesn’t bother you, then, that I’m about to punish you?” Robert asked.
 	She’d detected a note of caution in his voice. Jillian had a flash of insight into her past, and herself, and these men. She’d been loyal and honest with Neil, and had been the best wife to him that she knew how to be, and she would be willing to bet he’d never even really noticed.
 	Robert and David, on the other hand, would treasure those qualities in her—not that marriage would ever come into the equation. She figured that as a mature, unattached adult she was free to do what she wanted to do. The word “affair” sounded so 1980s, but that was the word that had immediately come to mind. No, this wasn’t going to be an affair. But it most definitely was going to be a sexual relationship, and maybe a bit more than just sex.
 	She wouldn’t play head games, because they simply weren’t her style. There might be the odd thing here or there that she would keep to herself, but for the most part, she wanted to be totally honest with these men. And, God help her, she was going to trust them to be honest with her.
 	I guess it’s time to bare my soul, since my body is already in that state. “Bother me? I’m wet just thinking about it, Sir. So I don’t honestly know how much of a punishment this spanking will turn out to be.”
 	Jillian felt Robert go completely still. She’d heard David inhale sharply. That easily she knew she’d already learned her first lesson about this whole D/s thing. The sub wasn’t powerless, after all.
 	“I’m pleased with your honesty, sub.”
 	He lifted himself off her and it was all Jillian could do not to beg him to come back. She liked the feeling of his body holding hers to the bed. There’d been something very basic and sexy about the way his balls had rested against her ass dimples. The few minutes just past had felt more intimate than the sex they’d had the night before.
 	“I’m only going to use my hand, this first time, sub. Another time I’ll use a paddle, but nothing more than that. Now, come here, Jillian.”
 	David had rolled away from her when Robert had moved. Alone in the bed, prone, Jillian almost felt abandoned. The way she knew she would, eventually, when these two men moved on.
 	Stop it. Don’t cheat the moment. Live in it, instead. She wasn’t an ingénue just starting out in life, neither was she a virgin. And this was the twenty-first century. She didn’t need or want a ring on her finger or promises that weren’t worth the damn paper they were written on in order to give herself to these men.
 	Put it away. Jillian closed off useless thoughts. Instead, she turned over, and got out on the left side of the bed. Then she walked around to the right side of it.
 	Robert sat on the edge of the bed and waited for her, his feet flat on the floor, a patient look on his face. If she’d wondered how he felt about spanking her, she wondered no more. His cock looked hard, and delicious. The liquid already defying his amazing control glistened on the very tip of it, visible in the faint light of the new day.
 	“There will be times, Jillian, when we’ll expect you to behave like a proper sub. That means we’ll want you to assume a position of obeisance before us. You’ll know when that is because one of us will tell you to get into your position. Do that now. David will show you how to give us what we want.”
 	Jillian looked down at the pillow that hadn’t been there on the floor earlier. She got down on her knees, and looked up at David. She didn’t expect him to get down beside her, but he did.
 	His touch and voice both gentle, he explained what they expected of her. “Come down onto your knees, gracefully, like you did just now. Stretch your arms above your head, hands together, palms up. Now head and torso down, and gently touch your forehead to the floor. You have to curve your spine in order to keep your ass as high in the air as possible, baby. Yes, just like that. Now hold that position until you’re told to release, or until you’re told to do something different.”
 	Jillian felt the heat of their gazes on her as she followed David’s instructions. It didn’t matter to her that she was, in effect, bowing down to these two men. They’d set the pillow in such a way that, stretched out, the fingers of her hands nearly brushed Robert’s feet.
 	“May I ask a question, Sir?”
 	“Of course, baby.” David’s hand remained on the small of her back.
 	“Is it important that my hands are this close to Robert’s feet?”
 	She didn’t have to be able to see it to know the two men exchanged looks.
 	“Very good, sub,” Robert answered. “Yes, this is one of the things we like about this position. Now, as gracefully as you can, sit up, but stay kneeling.”
 	Jillian paid attention to the way David guided her, so that she ended up on her knees but sort of back on her haunches. He turned her hands so that they rested on her knees, palms up. She listened to her inner instincts and kept her gaze down.
 	“Look up, sweetie.”
 	Jillian met Robert’s gaze and his smile. “Okay so far?” he asked.
 	“So far, so good.” She didn’t add that she was getting hornier. She rather suspected he could guess that.
 	“Do you willingly submit to the punishment you’re about to receive?”
 	“Yes, I do.” He raised one eyebrow and she immediately knew what he was waiting for. “Sir.”
 	“Good. Now, stand up and come here, and lie down across my lap.”
 	Jillian wondered if he could feel her trembling as he helped bring her over his knees. Her head hung down, and she fought the urge to struggle. It took some effort to just let her body relax, to trust him not to drop her.
 	“Open your legs a little.”
 	Jillian complied, and then couldn’t prevent moaning in pleasure when his fingers went directly to her slit and stroked her.
 	“Hmm, you are wet. Good. Now, each time you’re punished, David or I will tell you how many times you’ll be spanked. Unless we tell you otherwise, we expect you to count aloud each smack. Do you understand?”
 	“Yes, Sir.”
 	“Frightened?”
 	He guessed he asked that because her trembling had gone from slight to energetic.
 	“No, Sir. I’m excited. Hurry, damn it.”
 	Robert laughed. “You just earned yourself two more swats, sub. You’re being punished for topping from the bottom—in other words, trying to take control, which is what you just tried to do now—again!” He ran his hand over her naked ass, and Jillian shivered. “Not that you can’t be in charge of different aspects of our relationship, Jillian.” His tone had turned more serious. “But when it comes to scenes, such as the kind we’re in now, or times when we’re taking care of you, as we were last night, or when we just want to, you need to let your Doms be in charge. Do you understand that?”
 	“Yes, Sir.” She’d save for later letting him know she was surprised that there would be times she could be in charge of anything. Right now, she very much wanted to find out if the reality of this spanking was going to turn her on as much as the idea of it did.
 	“Count of twelve, sub. Repeat that.”
 	“Count of twelve, Sir.”
 	Jillian shivered as Robert gently caressed her ass, as he ran a finger from her slit to her anus, spreading her moisture and spiking her arousal.
 	His hand left her, but she had no more than a couple of seconds to miss it before he brought it down hard on her bare flesh.
 	Jillian gasped, the reality of the slap, the sting of it, shocking, robbing her of breath, and thought for a moment.
 	“Sub?”
 	Jillian blinked. “One.” She didn’t think she’d truly understood how an actual spanking would feel. She hadn’t had one since she was a child, and then, never one on her naked flesh.
 	He brought his hand down again, and the smack sounded loud in the otherwise quiet room. “Two.” Tears gathered at the corners of her eyes.
 	He smacked her again, and then twice more in rapid succession. She couldn’t prevent her body from jerking, though she didn’t fight him as she gave him the count. Her tears fell, her ass became hot, and her inner muscles clenched, as if she had a cock in her cunt she was trying desperately to hang on to.
 	“Don’t clench.”
 	“Sorry, Sir.” To her own ears her words sounded breathless and aroused. Five more times his hand came down hard, delivering slaps in rapid succession. Heat suffused her ass, spreading like liquid honey throughout her body. She imagined her clit standing straight up, looking for attention. She had to work hard at keeping her inner muscles from clenching and keeping track of the count.
 	She amazed herself that she wasn’t dripping her juices all over Robert’s bare leg. Thank God there are only two more. She didn’t think it would take her long to come, and if he spanked her much longer or harder, she knew she’d come with no more stimulation than that.
 	Smack. “Eleven.”
 	Smack. “Twelve.”
 	Did she imagine Robert’s hand trembled as he caressed her flesh? He couldn’t miss the heat radiating from her ass, the very physical result of his attention. Did it please him, that she shivered and that her pussy had gotten wetter? Did she please him?
 	“On your knees. Suck me off. Now.”
 	Jillian thought she’d weep with joy. Robert had been reduced to a shaking, needy man by her. She slid from his lap and wasted no time. Grasping his hot, rigid penis in her right hand, she gave him two hard, pumping strokes. Then she leaned forward and sucked his cock into her mouth. A drop of his essence already flavored the bulbous head, and she swallowed that tiny appetizer. Subtly different from his brother, the taste of Robert’s cock compelled her in equal measure. His tang fed her an elemental essence she’d never known, but had missed all the same. Swirling her tongue along the shaft of his penis, she rhythmically drew on him, her hand and her lips, her tongue and all that she was completely and totally focused on him, on giving him pleasure.
 	“Jesus Christ, that’s hot.” David’s fervent tone thrilled her.
 	“God, woman, you’ve got an incredible mouth. Mmm, yes, suck a little harder.” Robert’s tone spoke of strained control. He combed his fingers through her hair, and then gripped hard.
 	Jillian hummed as she did as he asked, as that barely stinging grip pushed her passion higher.
 	“I need a piece of that,” David opened the bedside table and took out a condom. The sound of the packet being torn open was followed immediately by the slick swish of latex being stretched and rolled over engorged flesh.
 	Jillian shivered when she felt David’s hand slide between her thighs. She barely resisted the urge to groan when he used his fingers to penetrate her pussy. He finger-fucked her for a moment, and she worked her hips, meeting his slight thrusts. She felt her juices on the fingers he withdrew from her body. Without words, he showed her what he wanted her to do, and she obeyed. Spreading her legs just that much more, she leaned closer to Robert, her head nearly nestled in his lap.
 	David placed his hands on her hips as he moved in behind her. The heat from his body enveloped her, warming her inside and out. Then he surged forward and buried his cock deep inside her in one bold thrust.
 	Jillian’s lust shocked her even as it drove her to suck and swirl, to undulate and urge, to quiver and quake and yearn. She sucked and fucked and her arousal soared, uncontrollable and unstoppable.
 	“Fuck, yes. Drink me, Jillian. Drink my cum. Swallow it all.”
 	“Come, baby. Come on my cock.”
 	Fingers cupped her head, gripped her hip and pinched her clit. Ecstasy exploded, and Jillian screamed around Robert’s cock. Then she swallowed, and thrust and surrendered to the men who’d taken her, body, mind, and soul.

 


Chapter 9
	David couldn’t resist taking another opportunity to check in on Jillian. He and Robert had both been busy all morning, going over patient files, consulting with the senior doctors—a somewhat surreal experience because the senior doctors were also their fathers—a meeting that took up the first few hours of the day, before moving on to their next task, taking full stock of the clinic and the supplies on hand.
 	They’d both also taken turns looking in on the clinic’s new administrator. The first time they’d headed over to her office at the same time, and had grinned like fools at each other as they’d overheard her on the phone with an aggressive salesman who’d clearly met his match in her.
 	If he didn’t know this was her first day on the job, he’d swear she’d been working there for years.
 	Even knowing the way the men in his family tended to fall in love hard and fast and forever, it still shocked him to discover he and Robert were the latest to uphold that particular Jessop tradition.
 	David adored Jillian, in bed and out, and he knew Robert felt the same way.
 	The current Lusty Clinic had been built in the 1980s, replacing the two-story home that had originally been provided by the Town Trust for Doctor Jeremiah Parker just after World War I. A simple, one-story building, the present-day clinic housed three exam rooms, three “hospital” rooms, four offices, and a conference room. Equipped with an X-ray, CAT scan, and MRI, the Clinic also featured a small but very well-equipped and efficient laboratory.
 	Visitors stepped into the building through the double-wide glass front doors, entering a reception and waiting area. In the center of this large room, against the wall opposite the door stood the desk where the clinic admin worked as the receptionist during the hours when the clinic was open. On that same wall, on either side of the reception desk, the upside-down U-shaped corridor could be accessed.
 	David checked his watch as he left his office, taking the short route so he’d come up on the reception desk directly on Jillian’s left. The only actual patient he had on his schedule this afternoon, Penelope Benedict, would likely arrive soon—if she hadn’t already done so. He put on his professional face in the event Jillian wasn’t alone in the room. I hope she is alone. It’s been hours since I’ve tasted her.
 	What a kick to see the two sides of his woman—the competent, professional one and the eager, submissive one. He took his mind briefly to a very happy place, imagining having their woman naked and straddling them or lying across the conference room table while they took turns fucking her.
 	David filed that image away for later. “Hey, Jillian, I was just wondering…” His voice trailed off as he scanned the waiting room. His eyes widened. Penelope Benedict had indeed arrived early for her exam.
 	As had nearly every one of his newly married or affianced female cousins or soon-to-be cousins.
 	“Wow. It looks like all of Penelope’s friends and family have come to give her moral support. That’s great. I’ll let you in on a little secret, Jillian. Jessops, Kendalls, and Benedicts certainly know how to make newcomers welcome.” David felt tremendous pride in his family.
 	“Um, actually, most of these ladies have asked to see you, Doctor Jessop. I was just about to call you and let you know they were here. They’ve all only just arrived.”
 	“They all want to see me? Oh, crap, what did I do?”
 	Jillian chuckled, then pitched her voice low enough he doubted anyone else could hear her. “I’d be glad to refresh your memory about what you did both last night and this morning, if you’ve forgotten. But no, they don’t want to see you together and as far as I know, you’re not in any sort of trouble. They each have asked for an appointment, today if possible. It would appear that Lusty, Texas, is about to experience a baby boom.”
 	David’s eyes scanned the women who had stopped chattering and were all, instead, staring straight at him, all of them with hopeful smiles on their faces.
 	Some of these women he’d known all his life, having grown up with them. Some, he’d met only recently.
 	It made sense, of course, when he thought about it. It seemed that once every twenty to thirty years, there were a whole slew of babies born in Lusty. He and Robert had been born in the middle of the last big population explosion, as had most of his Benedict, Kendall, and Jessop cousins. Of course, tending to the medical needs of pregnant women and delivering babies weren’t the only services he offered as an ob-gyn. Yet one look at the women sitting patiently, and he knew for certain that he’d come home just in time, and that he was going to be a very busy baby doctor for the next year or so.
 	Still, logical or not, family tradition, or not, he couldn’t help but say, “They’re all of them pregnant? No wonder Kate said she was thrilled Robbie and I were going to be pitching in here.”
 	“Well, I’m not.” Maggie Morrison grinned. “Pregnant, that is. I’m here for moral support—for my niece, of course. But also because Julia’s men made me promise to bring her here today. They both had to be at the base for a meeting with top brass that they couldn’t get out of.”
 	“Don’t worry, Maggie.” David laughed. “I’ll sit down and have a talk with those titans of yours.” He nodded and gave her his most earnest expression. “Rick will create a spreadsheet and a bullet power point presentation, and you’ll be pregnant in no time.”
 	“I don’t think my men need any encouragement or help, thank you very much.” Her eyes sparkled with laughter as she tilted her head to one side. “I guess a part of me expected some irreverent comment about how it must have been one hell of a party.”
 	“He probably would have said just that,” Susan Evans-Magee agreed, “except Grandma Kate would have found out, and then his butt would have been toast.”
 	Kelsey Benedict laughed. “Susie, you and I were in competition to see which one of us could get pregnant first. When I discovered that so many of us were expecting at the same time, that was the exact thought that kept running through my head, too. As did that old song, ‘Wasn’t That a Party.’”
 	“And I thought y’all were all going to blame me, since I started it.” Penelope blushed as she said that. No question, Penelope’s baby would be the first of many born this year.
 	“Well boy howdy, Penelope, you said ‘y’all’ just like a real Texan. No one would ever guess you’d been born in England,” Ginny Rose said.
 	“She did, didn’t she?” Susan said. “This is a proud moment for the Benedict family—for all of us, in fact.”
 	The women laughed. “I never thought you had anything to do with the condition I’m in,” Ginny said, laughing, “as I do recall the occasion, and you were nowhere in sight.”
 	“I have to say the same thing,” Julia Benedict said. “Though I can’t recall the exact moment, I do know I was the only woman present.”
 	“I think the only ones not pregnant are Tamara and Tracy,” Kelsey shrugged. “Maybe you could give your lecture to their men, David. Doesn’t seem fair the Kendalls don’t have equal representation here.”
 	“Well, unless Ginny is carrying twins, or triplets.” Julia grinned at the woman in question who’d turned and gaped at her. “Hey, don’t blame me. Multiple births run in all of the families. Every time there’s a baby boom, there’s always at least one set of triplets, and several sets of twins.”
 	David felt as if he was a spectator at a tennis match. He didn’t, however, get a chance to speak to Kelsey’s suggestion. The outside door practically exploded open, and Peter Alvarez-Kendall strode in, carrying a protesting Tracy in his arms. Jordan held the door for his partner and his wife, and then followed Peter into the clinic.
 	“Peter, I can walk. I’m fine, honest I am, darling. Put me down, please. Look at all my cousins and friends gawking at me. Sheesh. How embarrassing.”
 	“Be quiet, Blondie. You’ve been exhausted for weeks, now, and today you fainted in the kitchen, passed right out, cold. Don’t tell me there’s nothing wrong with you. Fainting dead away is not normal. Look, David’s right here, just as if he was waiting for you. Why don’t we let him tell us that you’re fine?”
 	“Damn straight that’s what we’re going to do. Nothing’s more important to us than you are, Tracy May Alvarez-Kendall. No discussion required. So just save it and let us see to it you’re taken care of.”
 	“Oh, my. Apparently, I spoke too soon,” Kelsey said. “I think I’d better plan to hire more staff for the restaurant. If I don’t, Michelle and Cora are going to be very overworked at Lusty Appetites come the fall.”
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Life took a surreal turn this morning after that spanking, and I think I’ve been in the Texas version of Alice in Wonderland ever since.
 	It amazed Jillian how much her life had changed in just over forty-eight hours. She’d arrived in Lusty, Texas, on Saturday, a solitary woman determined to live her life simply, quietly, and alone. Now here she was, Monday afternoon, her previous plans completely abandoned, and enmeshed in a D/s relationship with two self-proclaimed Doms.
 	She couldn’t say she regretted the sudden change in the direction her life had taken, exactly. She just sure would be grateful if somebody would hand her a road map.
 	Jillian also wondered when she’d get the chance to learn more about this different kind of relationship that seemed, so far at least, to suit her to a tee. She didn’t have a clue when that would be, because she had the feeling the Drs. Jessop weren’t after leaving her on her own anytime soon.
 	Jillian grinned. It was kind of hard to work up any resentment over that fact.
 	Once she’d decided to accept the offer of employment from the Lusty Town Trust, she’d peppered Shirley with dozens of questions. That one visit to town a couple of weeks ago had mostly been spent here, where Shirley had given her a crash course on how things were done at the clinic. The only thing she hadn’t accomplished that day was to meet the younger Drs. Jessop. She hadn’t, in fact, been told there were any younger Drs. Jessop.
 	In every clinic Jillian had ever worked in, the doctors were the real bosses, the authors of procedures and methods one could file under the general heading, “how we do things here.” That wasn’t necessarily less so here in Lusty, but right from the first moment she’d understood how much of a free hand Shirley had been given. The older Drs. Jessop, when she’d met them then, had let her know they expected the same “take-charge” attitude from her. “We’re doctors, not administrators,” Dr. James Jessop had said. “As long as we have what we need to take care of our patients, and can devote our time to those patients and not damned pushy sales people or unnecessary paperwork, we’ll be very happy campers.”
 	They hadn’t said as much yet, but Jillian thought their sons felt the same way.
 	The door opened, and Jillian’s attention was pulled to the diminutive, white-haired woman who came in, all smiles, and headed straight to her.
 	“Good afternoon, Jillian. I thought I’d check in and see how your first day is going.”
 	“Good afternoon, Mrs. Benedict. It’s been a great day, thank you. I was just about to take my break. Would you like some hot tea?”
 	Kate Benedict waved her hand. “You must call me Grandma Kate, like everyone else does. And I would love a cup of hot tea.”
 	The small kitchen area in the clinic was well stocked with a single-cup coffeemaker, lots of little coffee pods, and a great selection of tea.
 	She made Grandma Kate a cup of Darjeeling—apparently her favorite—and made green tea for herself.
 	She led the way to her office—she’d turned on the doorbell and would hear if anyone came in—and sighed as she sat down.
 	“How are those two young doctors treating you? Not giving you a hard time, are they?”
 	Oh, my. Jillian could do nothing to prevent the way she blushed. She noted the laughter in Kate’s eyes and was temporarily at a loss for words.
 	Robert’s voice preceded his entrance into her office. “Sweetie, it’s nearly time to lock the doors. We’ll have you all to ourselves so—oh, hi, Grandma Kate.” Robert showed no embarrassment whatsoever. He bent down, kissed the woman’s cheek, and then turned serious eyes on her. “Is this a social call, or do you need one of us?”
 	“Oh, purely social, dear, and I was going to subtly, of course, grill Jillian as to what she thought of you and David, but all of my questions have just been answered.” She looked at Jillian, then back to Robert. “And may I say I approve?”
 	Jillian felt completely awkward. Fortunately, Robert stepped in, smiled at Grandma Kate, and said, “I’m glad. Jillian is ours.”
 	“I see.”
 	Jillian had the feeling the woman did see, and that was fine. She just wished she felt as sure of things herself.
 	She grinned at Robert, and then said, “In that case, you run along and let me have my tea with this lovely young woman.”
 	“As you wish, Grandma Kate.” He kissed her again and then looked at Jillian. “We’re going to be at least another half hour before we’re ready to leave.”
 	“I’d like the opportunity to go over a few things with you before you do.” There were clinic-related items she wanted to discuss. She’d never done anything like this before—carrying on a personal relationship with those she worked for. She thought she might feel better if she could keep the business and the personal completely separate.
 	“Of course, Jillian. We’ll wait for you in the conference room.” Robert closed the door, leaving them to their conversation.
 	“Oh my. You know, Robert has always put me in mind of my dear Gerald. Such an intense man was my Gerald.” Kate Benedict sighed.
 	Jillian didn’t read sadness in that sound at all. Looking at the older woman, Jillian guessed she was visiting very good memories.
 	“I imagine you miss your husbands.” Jillian had lost her father when she’d been quite young, and her mother as a twenty-one-year-old. Even though she’d been married at the time, and a mother herself, she recalled thinking of herself as an orphan.
 	“I do, of course. But it’s all a part of life, isn’t it? Loving, and then losing? That’s why I’ve always believed that every moment lived is precious.”
 	Jillian had never looked at life in quite that way before. “I suppose it is.”
 	“Well now, I don’t need to try and persuade you to give Robert and David a closer look,” Kate practically giggled. “And I don’t suppose I could get you to discuss the business of what went on here, today. Rumor has it the traffic through those doors was brisk.”
 	Jillian laughed. “No, sorry. Patient confidentiality is a sacred trust.”
 	“Well that’s all right, and as it should be, really.” She nodded. “This town earns its name every generation. I do know there are several of my granddaughters and granddaughters-in-law who’re expecting.” Kate Benedict grinned. “Just as losses are inevitable in life, so, too, are births. And with each new baby born, the legacy that was created by two brave and loving families, continues on.”
 	Jillian had heard the story, of course, of the founding of a town, and a dynasty. She said, “It must be wonderful, to know that you fit into a larger picture. I know a bit of my father’s family history, of course. But next to nothing of my mother’s.”
 	“I’ve often wondered if those who don’t have a family they can trace back and know over generations well, if they feel rootless. I can’t imagine a worse feeling than that. I think, quite honestly, it’s a particular human need, the need to belong, don’t you? Look all what some people, especially teenagers, will sometimes do, just to grab for themselves some of that sense of belonging.” Kate shook her head as her eyes lost their focus.
 	Jillian wondered where her thoughts had taken her. I wonder what her life has been like, this woman who was such a good friend to Shirley and who is claimed as matriarch by an entire town.
 	Kate seemed to come out of her reverie then and gave Jillian a beautiful smile. She reached forward and patted Jillian’s hand. “You don’t have to worry about that, not ever again. You’re here now, and a part of us. No matter what the future may hold for you and those two doctors waiting for you, you belong here, Jillian Gillespie. You belong to Lusty, now—and Lusty, by damn, belongs to you.”
 	They chatted about other things, then, and sipped their tea. Jillian really liked Kate Benedict, and not just because she’d been such a good friend to her aunt Shirley. Kate was the most positive-thinking and dynamic woman she’d ever met.
 	She stood by the glass doors after their good-bye, and watched the older woman make her way along Main Street. How odd that Grandma Kate could read her as well as Robert had done. If she was the sort of woman who believed in karma and fate and predestination, she could almost believe that her life had led her to this place and this time and these people.
 	Of course, she wasn’t that sort, not at all. As far as she could tell, the universe had shown no particular proclivity for taking care of her in any way, shape, or form so far. Why would it start doing so now?
 	She stood looking out the window for just another moment. The clinic was now officially closed for the day. Of course, she knew if any emergencies came up, the doors would open. But for now, for the regular business of this clinic in this small Texas town, the business day was over.
 	Jillian turned the lock and headed toward the conference room, and the last little bit of work to be done in her business day.
 	Realizing she didn’t have her notes, she detoured to her office and selected the file folder she’d placed in her to-do tray earlier. She didn’t hear voices, and even the country music that had played on the speaker system all day had been silenced. She knew the men hadn’t left, because Robert had told her they would wait for her.
 	Odd how it was that she trusted them so much after such a short time, but she did.
 	Woman, you trusted them enough to give them command of your body. Jillian told her inner imp to shut up. She didn’t need to have any of her doubts or foibles pointed out right now.
 	The conference door was closed. She felt her left eyebrow go up even as she knocked.
 	“Come in, Jillian.”
 	She’d seen them off and on all day, had chatted with them together and individually, and not once had she become aroused. She sure as hell was horny now, and couldn’t explain why now, and not then.
 	In her mind she was still at work, it was still her business day, even if it was nearly over.
 	No, she couldn’t explain it completely, but as she stepped into the room, the aura of…well of the Dom seemed to surround both men. Robert stood by the window that overlooked the back parking lot. He’d closed the blinds and was leaning with his back to the window, almost negligently. His eyes, however, were hot, his gaze intense, and on her.
 	David stood the other end of the room, near the foot of the table. Hands on the back of a chair, his gaze met hers. Gone was the playful, sometimes insouciant man she was coming to know. At this moment David Jessop was every bit as much the master as his brother Robert.
 	In her mind the impact seemed far greater because of his earlier demeanor.
 	“Close the door and lock it.”
 	Intrigued, she set her file folder on the table and did as he asked. Then she stood silently, waiting.
 	“Robert says he got the impression that you were putting us into a box—sort of like, Doctors at work, and masters at home. Is that right?”
 	Jillian shrugged. “If you mean I’m trying to keep business and pleasure separate, then yes, I guess that’s right. Is that a problem?”
 	David met his brother’s gaze. Robert raised one eyebrow, but said nothing.
 	“Not a problem, necessarily, unless you’re under the impression we’re not serious about you, and what’s happening between us.”
 	“Define ‘serious’, please.” Jillian didn’t particularly like the vibes she felt coming from these two hunky doctors. She would be the first to admit that whatever was happening between them was a bit more than a casual fling—simply because casual flings weren’t her style.
 	Neither was aiming for the picket fence and happy-ever-after.
 	“You belong to us, Jillian. At home, at work, on vacation, or anyplace in between. You belong to us, and we belong to you.”
 	How odd that everyone seems to be so fixated on belonging. Jillian couldn’t prevent the tiny voice in her head that sounded wistful even if the words her imp provided were supposed to be chiding, and perhaps even a little scornful.
 	Jillian felt completely at sea. She didn’t know what these men wanted from her, or why she suddenly felt uneasy. “I see.”
 	“I doubt that, sub. But you will.”
 	She couldn’t help switching her gaze to Robert. Something about the way he spoke to her sometimes simply compelled her attention.
 	He gave her a smile, and she felt herself relax.
 	“Yes,” David agreed. “By the time we’re done with you, I believe you will begin to see.” He stood straight and brought his hands off the chair back. “Strip. Fold your clothes neatly and give them to Robert, and then get into your position, facing me. Do it, now.”
 	David was a lot more the Dom than he’d led her to believe. She understood that deep inside, because her hands set to work obeying him before her mind could even protest.
 	Not taking her gaze from his, Jillian began to bare her body, and understood she was also, in the process, baring her very soul.

 


Chapter 10
	He’d been a federal agent for more than a dozen years, and would never see forty again, two facts which should have assured him he’d seen it all and done it all. But as Joe Grant got out of his car and approached the door at the back of the pretty two-story house, he understood he’d missed something very important along the way, something he was only finding now.
 	Love.
 	He knocked, and when the door swung open and Michelle Parker greeted him with her sweet and sexy smile, Joe admitted to himself that he was, for the first time in his life, totally, completely and head-over-heels in love.
 	The marrying kind of love.
 	There was, to his way of thinking, only one problem with this scenario. His woman had grown up in Lusty, Texas, a town that had earned its name by being home to many ménage families.
 	What if Michelle had her heart set on finding two husbands, or even three? He’d always believed himself the kind of man who lived and let live. Even knowing many of the families here, he knew himself to be fair-minded. It really wasn’t his business how others chose to live their lives. He had nothing against any of the folks here in Lusty and was proud to call several of them friend.
 	He didn’t, however, think he could share Michelle with another man—or another woman, for that matter.
 	“Is everything all right? You look…fierce.”
 	Joe pushed aside his worries, leaned in, and gave Michelle a chaste kiss. “Everything is just fine, honey. Are you ready to go?”
 	“Yes. I raced through my housework after you dropped me off this afternoon.”
 	“Complicated your schedule, did I?” He grinned and held out his hand, and felt like the tallest, strongest man in the world when she gave him hers, threading her fingers through his. He stood silent while she closed and locked her door, and then he began to lead her down her driveway to the curb, where his car waited.
 	“Yes, you did, but I’m not complaining. I enjoyed visiting that museum and then hiking along the trail today.”
 	“Good.”
 	“Mostly, though, I loved just spending the time with you.”
 	Joe stopped, turned to her, and met her gaze. It wasn’t as if they hadn’t known each other for months, for they had—even if today had been only their second official date.
 	He felt as if he’d waited for her forever. He didn’t think he could wait much longer.
 	He laid his lips on hers. The flavor of her shot straight to his cock, making him wish they were already alone someplace and he could strip her bare and bury himself deep inside of her.
 	Michelle responded so sweetly, her mouth opening, her tongue dancing with his. He meant this to be only a tiny little thank-you kiss. Before he could stop himself he slipped his arms around her, pulled her flush, and plundered.
 	He could feel her nipples harden and could smell the seductive fragrance of her arousal. God in Heaven, he was acting hornier than he had when he’d been a green teenager.
 	He tapered his kiss, knowing he had to pull back, but unwilling to completely let go. Finally, he said, “You short-circuit my brain, Ms. Parker, and make me want to do all kinds of carnal things with you.”
 	Michelle’s pretty cheeks turned pink, but she gave him that sexy grin and said, “I’m glad it’s not just me feeling that way.”
 	Joe laughed. “Trust me, it’s not.” He brought her hand up to his lips, kissed the back of it, and continued to lead her toward his car.
 	“The curtain at the front of your house just fluttered. I hope I didn’t shock your parents.”
 	“You didn’t.” She murmured her thanks as he saw her seated in the front seat of his Buick. He walked around the car to the driver’s side, giving himself a very stern lecture about decorum along the way.
 	Joe slid behind the wheel and buckled his seat belt. Michelle turned to him. “I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but I’m not very good at playing games. Also, I don’t want you to think my parents are spying on me the way you might think they are.”
 	“Honey, your folks have only met me once, and that was when I brought you home from our date last night. I’d think it was strange if they didn’t spy, at least a little.”
 	“Oh dear.”
 	“What?”
 	“Well, now I’m worried of what you’ll think when I tell you what my mother—the town pharmacist, remember—said when I told her we were going out again tonight.”
 	“What did she tell you?”
 	“She told me to make sure I had some condoms in my purse.”
 	Joe couldn’t stop his grin. “Did she, now?”
 	“Yes. And she said it with a smile on her face.”
 	Joe looked at her out of the corner of his eye. He had to admire her personal courage. Her mother might have had a smile, but Michelle had a very pronounced blush.
 	“So she won’t mind that I just tried to tickle your tonsils with my tongue right out in plain sight, right there in the driveway?”
 	“I’m pretty sure she won’t.”
 	“Good.” Actually, Joe wanted to say a hell of a lot more than good. He had a plan—at least for tonight—and considering everything, had checked out of the bed-and-breakfast that afternoon. He’d be going back to Dallas the next day, because he was due back at work Tuesday evening.
 	He guessed he should have mentioned his plans to Michelle first. It was humbling to realize that at his age he could still be nervous.
 	“So, where are we going for dinner?”
 	Now or never. “I’ve made reservations for us at the Brazos Grille, in Waco.”
 	“I don’t think I’ve heard of it. Is it new?”
 	“Not exactly.” He stopped the car because the light had turned red. Taking advantage of the opportunity, he turned and met her gaze. “It’s the restaurant inside of the Hilton Hotel. I got a room for the night.”
 	“I see.”
 	The light turned green, so he put his eyes back on the road. Michelle’s hands were in her lap. He reached over and took her left one in his right. She held on to him, despite the fact she was nervous enough to tremble, just a little.
 	“Do you think the hotel has in-room dining?”
 	Joe felt his heart rate pick up and his cock begin to stir. “I’m pretty sure it does. Why?”
 	“Well, it’s only going to take us a little while to get to Waco, and I’m not altogether certain I’ll be ready to eat dinner quite this early.”
 	“The dinner reservation is for nine thirty. I thought you might want to walk through the park, or do some shopping or sightseeing first before we eat.”
 	“There’s only one place I want to go sightseeing in Waco, Mr. Grant.”
 	“Is there? And where would that be, exactly, Ms. Parker?”
 	“Inside that room you have rented at the Hilton.”
 	Joe exhaled, and brought her hand to his lips and kissed it. Deciding that wasn’t enough, he checked his rearview mirror, and when he saw there were no cars following, put on the car’s signal, and eased his vehicle off the road.
 	In a single move that felt smooth despite his own case of nerves, he slipped the gearshift into “park,” and reached over and unfastened Michelle’s safety belt. He put his arms around her, pulled her across the seat to him, and kissed her.
 	She melted into him, surrendering to him so completely he had to work at restraining himself. God, he wanted to sink balls deep into her right now. He wanted to make love to her over and over and over again.
 	He drank her in, his tongue sweeping and plunging, in and out. She met his ardor stroke for stroke. Unable to help himself, he brought her hand to his body, placed it over the ridge in his pants. “Feel how much I want you, honey.”
 	He didn’t know what her reaction would be to that. He knew she wasn’t very experienced sexually. He began to worry he’d gone too far when, damn, she purred and squeezed him through his trousers.
 	God in Heaven, I’m going to blow my load.
 	Michelle eased her hand away from him. “I’m wet, and I’ve never been wet before. Joe? Let’s stop kissing and get driving. I need to see the inside of that room very, very badly.”
 	He chuckled, partly because he knew that boldness was out of character for her, and meant for him alone, and partly out of sheer joy.
 	“Fasten your seat belt, Michelle. I’ll try not to get a ticket.”
 	“If a cop pulls you over, you could always just flash your badge. I’ve heard cops do that.”
 	Her smile was sweet, sexy, and cheeky as hell. Joe returned it and then did as she asked, pulling the car back onto the highway.
 	He would do his best not to get a ticket. Badge or no, that would take time, time that he would much rather spend naked and inside his woman.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Jillian trembled, not from fear but from excitement. Naked, on her knees, arms stretched out, she waited for the next command. Her nipples had already pebbled, and her pussy became damp.
 	“We will only demand obeisance when we’re alone, but that doesn’t make you any less our sub when we’re here working during the day, or at a restaurant, or hell, in Houston attending the symphony. Do you understand, Jillian?”
 	Because he’d commanded her, she answered him as she’d only ever answered Robert. “Yes, Sir. I think so. I’m sorry if I’ve displeased you.”
 	“You haven’t displeased us. If you had, we’d punish you. We just want you to understand a few very salient facts. Sit up.”
 	David’s voice sounded very much like Robert’s just then. She wondered at that man’s silence. She wasn’t picking up on any real anger from either of them. She’d thought to hide from them both how turned on she got when they spoke to her in that unrelenting, commanding way.
 	They knew, of course, without her telling them. They knew just about every damn thing about her which was kind of unsettling—even if it was also heartwarmingly nice.
 	“Can you guess why we asked you to strip and submit?”
 	“I wanted to keep my business life and my private life in different boxes.” And even saying it that way was a kind of a prevarication, in a way. She rephrased it. “I wanted to keep work and pleasure separate and you don’t want me to.”
 	“You’re a very smart woman,” Robert said. She turned her head to meet his gaze. “By the time we’re done with you, sub, you won’t be able to keep work separate from pleasure. You won’t be able to step foot in this building without thinking about very exciting, extremely carnal pleasure.”
 	She couldn’t think how they hoped to…oh, my goodness. They couldn’t mean to…could they?
 	“By the look on your face I guess you’ve figured out that we’re going to fuck you in every single room in this clinic.”
 	Jillian felt her eyes go wide. “Now?”
 	“Nice to know you think we’re that virile,” David chuckled. Then he pulled one of the chairs around so it was behind him. Before he sat, he unbuttoned then unzipped his pants and let them fall to the floor.
 	His cock stood straight and hard and was already covered in a condom.
 	“Come here, sub. Straddle me, and take my cock inside that amazing cunt of yours.”
 	Oh my God! His cock makes my pussy and my mouth water. Jillian had no thought to deny either of them what she really wanted. She felt graceful and beautiful and desirable—three things she’d never felt before meeting these men. She rose from her knees and went to David.
 	“My God, look at the hunger in her eyes. That’s sexy as hell.” Robert’s voice caressed her but it was his brother’s hands that fastened onto her waist as she knelt on the chair, her knees on either side of his hips. She placed her hands on his shoulders, and the heat of him from every point where her flesh met his raced through her body and warmed her down to her bones.
 	She shuddered as the latex-covered girth of his cock brushed against her clit. She would swear she could feel her pussy lips swell and her slit leak, preparing to receive him.
 	“I can smell you, baby.” David’s hot breath brushed her breast mere seconds before he took one of her nipples into his mouth. He bit lightly, swept his tongue over the small sting and then sucked her nipple into his mouth. He drew heavily and Jillian moaned.
 	David released her flesh. “Take my cock inside you, baby. God, every time I saw you today I imagined doing this here, and everywhere else in the place. Fuck me, sub. Fuck me well.”
 	Jillian reached down to center his cock just where it needed to be, between the lips of her pussy, touching his engorged flesh to her hot, wet entrance. Then she sank down on him, pleasure cascading through her as his cock slid all the way inside her to her cervix.
 	Jillian loved orgasms, but there was a pleasure just as rich, in some ways, and that was the pleasure of having one or the other of these men’s hot, hard, substantial cocks inside her body. She began to ride him, and thought the sensation of having him there better than just about anything on earth. The friction, the slide and push and fullness satisfied a need in her she’d not even known was there—not until these men had ordered their way into her life.
 	Thank God for them.
 	She felt Robert approach, became aware of his body standing so close behind her.
 	“While you ride one master’s cock, your other master is going to play with your ass.”
 	Before she could ask him what he meant, she felt the cold silky glide of fingers covered in lube against the rosebud of her anus. The sudden foreign touch made her jerk in surprise.
 	“Oh my God.” Jillian shivered and clenched as her arousal shot through the roof.
 	“Our little sub likes that, brother.” David’s words bathed her nipple. The wet vibration against her sensitive flesh just made her arousal grow even more.
 	“Good.” Robert leaned closer and ran his tongue over the shell of her ear.
 	Jillian moaned. She’d never have believed she could get this horny. Everything these men did to her gave her more pleasure than she’d ever guessed could exist.
 	“I’m going to see how much I can stretch you, and then I’m going to fuck your ass. Unless you tell me no.”
 	How could one emotion be trepidation and excitement at the same time? Jillian had no answers. How could she? She was just beginning to discover her feminine powers.
 	“Do it. Please. I want everything. I want it all.”
 	“All right. Let me tell you how this is going to work. You’re going to continue to fuck David while I play with your ass.” He began to press his finger against the rosebud of her anus. She felt the burn, and the stretch, and she pushed back. Arousal continued to climb and she trembled with the hugeness of it. She moaned, and shivered, and it seemed to her that the men waited her out.
 	“David’s going to come, but you’re not.”
 	“What?” Jillian couldn’t have heard him correctly.
 	“Do not come, sub. That is an order.”
 	“But—” Not come? Oh my God, how do I not come?
 	“Quiet. David will come, and then he’ll ease out of you, but continue to hold you on his lap and against his cock. Then I’ll work my cock into your ass. Once I’m in, you’ll be allowed to come.”
 	“Oh God.” Just hearing him tell her what they planned to do nearly made her climax. “I don’t know if I can stop myself from coming.”
 	David chuckled, a feral kind of sound that reverberated inside her belly, the way those race cars did at a NASCAR track. “You’d better stop yourself from coming, Jillian, or you’ll be in a lot of trouble.”
 	She had no chance to answer him then, because he combed his fingers through her hair, grabbed hold, and pulled her face down and into his kiss.
 	She opened to him, her mouth wide in hunger, her tongue wild in its greed as he stroked her, above and below. She moved on him, rising and falling, and quivering with need as sexual desire consumed her completely. She stopped thinking about where they were, and just gorged herself on this man. Yes, she submitted to their will, to the demands and commands of these men, but her prize was this wonderful cock fucking her, this delicious tongue drinking her, and the heat and the presence of the man behind her, working his fingers into her ass.
 	Oh my God, I live my life thinking I’m just not very sexual, and then I find out I’m a nymphomaniac!
 	Every one of her senses inundated, Jillian inhaled the aroma of her men, trembled under the stroke of fingers and hands, tasted the flavor of one while the heat and flesh of another pressed against her back.
 	She fucked one lover while the other prepared her ass for his cock.
 	Robert opened his mouth on her shoulder, and nipped at the same time he pushed one finger into her ass.
 	Oh, God, the rush of that, the spike in horniness that begged for climax! Jillian whimpered, a sound so feral, so primal, she knew it spoke volumes to the men pleasuring her as well as to her own inner woman.
 	One cock thrust in and out of her cunt, one and then two fingers thrust in and out of her ass, and Jillian wondered if she wasn’t just a little bit mad with the thrill of it all.
 	“You will surrender, sub. You’ll give over completely and become ours, completely.” Robert’s words drilled into her, into her heart and mind and body and soul. They shot deep, hitting someplace she’d kept hidden, a place of pure emotion and instinct—a place at the very core of her being.
 	That unknown center responded, releasing some hold she’d barely been aware of. She clenched her inner muscles, working both the cock and the fingers within her for one and then two caresses. And then she let it go, every single vestige of control. She let go and leaned into David. She quickened her pace and reveled in the height of her own arousal even as she put all her focus on the man she was fucking.
 	David must have felt the change for he broke their kiss. “Jillian, yes! Like that. God!” He grasped her hips and pumped into her hard once, twice, then growled and held himself deep. She felt his cock spasm, felt the heat of the semen that filled the condom, and clamped down on her own climax that began to coalesce in her uterus.
 	“Oh God, Oh God, please…I’m so close to coming!”
 	“Clamp down on it. Now!” Robert’s terse order thrilled even as it demanded her immediate obedience.
 	Jillian marveled at the way her body obeyed before her brain could even process the command. Her mind quickly got on board, taking this bit of control, exercising it in accordance to her master’s command.
 	Cock and fingers withdrew in the same heartbeat, and Jillian cried out. Then hands moved her slightly, bringing her closer to David as Robert changed his position. She felt more lube, a quick slide of it, and then the heat and the bulk of his latex-covered cock pressing against her anal opening.
 	The burn and stretch made her gasp, the pain both erotic and addictive. She pressed back against Robert’s cock, the dark desires that suddenly rose within her pushing her to take more, and more and more.
 	“You’re so fucking tight. I don’t want to hurt you, my sweet sub. Do you want me to stop?”
 	“More. Give me more. Please, Master.” Nothing mattered but this. She would surrender completely and gain everything. She would pleasure and be pleasured in turn.
 	“Hang on and let go.” Robert’s tone, terse, nearly pained, spoke of his effort to control, to keep his invasion slow and steady and measured.
 	She leaned into David and consciously relaxed every muscle in her body, and sighed when Robert’s cock slid all the way into her.
 	She loved the sensation of his balls bouncing against the base of her slit, loved the delicious thrill of having her ass so full. Even the pain of his entry thrilled her.
 	He moved, slowly, in and out, and she moaned, keeping her arousal in check, discovering how completely rich it felt to hang, frozen, on the precipice of the free fall. She felt a part of her fall even more completely under the spell of these two virile men. She submitted, yet had never felt so powerful, or so vital.
 	“Good girl. Whose ass is this I’m fucking?” Robert’s words demanded only one answer, and she gave it.
 	“Yours, Master.”
 	“Whose sub are you?” David’s voice, equally commanding, compelled her to reply.
 	“Yours, Master. I’m your sub. I belong to you both.”
 	“Yes. Ours.” Robert increased his pace, and she felt the threads of her control begin to unravel.
 	“Forever, Jillian. You’re ours forever. Come with me now. Let’s fly.”
 	Robert’s words nearly pulled her from the brink, nearly shattered her joy, and yet she’d gone too far, released her will too completely. David reached down and stroked and then pinched her clit, and her rapture exploded, white hot, gargantuan, the orgasm so fierce, so consuming, she expected to see actual flames shoot up around her.
 	She screamed but the sound seemed far away, dampened. Theirs, forever? Even as she soared, even as she basked in the greatest orgasm she’d ever experienced, the truth burrowed in, a cold and chilling presence in the middle of her hot and pulsating passion.
 	Forever was only a myth. Everyone and everything eventually went away.

 


Chapter 11
	“Are you all right, sweetie?” Robert held Jillian on his lap and ran his hands up and down her body. He recognized the aftershocks of an explosive orgasm. But he wondered if maybe there wasn’t something else happening inside her as well.
 	He hadn’t meant to reveal as much about their intentions as he had. They’d only wanted to claim her in such a way that she couldn’t put them into the mental box she’d prepared for them. They believed with all their hearts that she was a natural sub, and that she was indeed destined to be theirs.
 	But they also knew she’d lived all her life having her greatest needs go unmet, year after year, to the point that she’d had to bury those needs just in order to be able to survive. She’d also likely had to be in charge of every damn thing, all the damn time.
 	He didn’t know her whole story yet, but he had enough of it to imagine her mindset. He never should have mentioned the word “forever” to her, because most likely she was nowhere near ready to hear it.
 	Jillian needed them, not only to love her but to prove to her they weren’t going anywhere. They would prove to her that she could depend on them, no matter what.
 	You need her just as much as she needs you. You need her to be the one person you can take care of without risk.
 	Robert told his inner voice to shut the fuck up. He didn’t need to psychoanalyze himself or his motives. Yes, he’d had issues up north. The atmosphere in the trauma center of the inner-city hospital had played hell with his psyche, and he knew it.
 	But that was then and there, and this was here and now. He’d done what was necessary to regain control of himself and his emotions. Case closed.
 	Robert realized his woman hadn’t answered him. “Jillian?”
 	“Mmm. I feel as if everything inside me has short-circuited.”
 	David reached out and stroked his hand over her hair. “Yeah. You had that affect on me, too, baby.” He leaned closer and kissed the top of her head. Then he met Robert’s gaze and smiled.
 	Their woman was snuggled into Robert with her head resting on his shoulder and her face just under his chin. He saw and felt her smile. Somewhere deep inside the bit of tension that had been building within him eased. She’d pushed away whatever shadows had threatened when he’d said “forever.” He knew avoidance when he saw it in action. And while there would come a time when they would have to deal with those shadows, that the time was not now.
 	“Will you let us give you proper aftercare, sweetie?”
 	“What’s that?”
 	“When a woman has submitted so completely to her Doms, they owe her whatever she needs, or wants. In this case, aftercare would be David going over to your apartment and gathering a few items for you for the night. Meanwhile I’ll get you dressed and take you home with me, and then undress you and get us both into the shower and then the hot tub.”
 	“I can make a mean omelet, and fry up ham like nobody’s business,” David said. “So after I join you in the tub and we make sure you’re perfectly fine, I’ll cook us dinner.”
 	“I feel fine, though I am a little sore. I’m not sorry, though. Never think that.”
 	“You’re wonderful.” David kissed her head.
 	“You are.” Robert kept his hands caressing her, pleased when the shivers stopped.
 	“Will you tell me more about this whole Dom/sub thing, then? I had planned to do some research on the Internet once I got home tonight, but now I don’t think I’m going to be there to do it. Just as well, as I really don’t want to be alone tonight.”
 	He felt her tense for just a heartbeat, which told him she hadn’t meant to express herself in quite that way. He’d bet her thinking self was getting pretty annoyed at being so bluntly open with them. He decided to act as if he hadn’t noticed all her little tells. “Why didn’t you look it up online today, between patients?”
 	Jillian shook her head. “No, that would be stealing.”
 	She didn’t open her eyes, so she couldn’t see the look he exchanged with his brother. Was there another woman on the face of the earth so intrinsically honest? Well, probably, but what a wonder she was, anyway.
 	David shook his head and left the conference room. He returned a few moments later with Jillian’s purse.
 	“Here, baby. Would you please get me your keys?”
 	“Mmm.” She yawned and sat up, taking her handbag and fishing out her key ring. “That’s for the car, and that’s for the building, and that’s for the apartment door.”
 	David shook his head, and kissed her. “You’re a very organized soul, love. See you soon.”
 	Once they were alone, Robert said, “Let’s get you dressed, sweetie. Do you need to use the bathroom, first?”
 	He found it fascinating that she could blush, especially considering everything they’d done with her.
 	Maybe he should be shocked that they’d only been intimate with her since the day before, but he wasn’t. He didn’t have any doubts, either. Jillian Gillespie was meant to be theirs.
 	Despite the way she so sweetly surrendered, and the way she turned so pliant after loving, he didn’t believe for one moment that he and David were going to necessarily have smooth sailing with her from here on out.
 	They could still end up having one hell of a tussle ahead of them.
 	“I’m feeling like a slug. I’ve heard some women get energized after having a powerful orgasm. I never really knew what my reaction would be after having great sex, but now I know. I feel like a zombie.”
 	And there it was. He wondered if she’d consciously pulled back, emotionally, from them. Somehow, he doubted it. That was pure conditioning, honed from years of needing to protect her most vulnerable heart. It didn’t matter, but he had a feeling that, when threatened, she operated on that instinctive avoid-and-withdraw mentality.
 	He’d let her have a bit of room, but he’d close one door right now. “That wasn’t just sex, Jillian. Now here, let me help you.” He picked her up and carried her out the door of the conference room to the bathroom. He set her down, opened the door, but allowed her to go in on her own and close the door. He’d allow her some privacy, for now.
 	She probably had no idea the time would come when she would neither need nor want that consideration.
 	A few moments later she emerged. He grinned and scooped her into his arms again.
 	“I can walk.”
 	“Of course you can, but why bother when I really enjoy carrying you?”
 	Once back inside the conference room, he sat down with her on his lap again, in the same chair. He picked up her short-sleeved sweater and began to put it on her.
 	“Wait. You forgot my bra.”
 	“No, I didn’t. It’s right here on the other chair, next to your panties. You don’t need to wear either one of them. We’re just going back to the house, and we’re going out the back door here to my car to get there.”
 	He kept his tone reasonable as he dressed her. Her sweater and skirt together covered her perfectly well.
 	“You really are domineering, you know,” Jillian said. “Totally and completely domineering and bossy.”
 	“I am, but only when it will get a rise out of you, sweetie. Now, shoes, and purse, and you’re good to go.”
 	Jillian shook her head and laughed. She let him help her with her shoes, which told him she was still feeling a little wobbly. He’d have carried her out to the car if he thought she’d let him get away with it. When she got to her feet and looked as if she dared him to protest, he stayed silent, and indicated with a generous sweep of his arm that she could precede him.
 	If there was one thing Robert knew, not only from his years of medical training and practice, but also a lifetime of living with a family whose female members tended to be women of strength, it was when to pick his battles.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Jillian couldn’t deny the pleasure of having someone else—well, a couple of someones actually—in charge and making decisions for her for a change. That didn’t mean she wanted to live that way all the time. She didn’t want every moment of every day scripted for her, as if she wasn’t a living, breathing, thinking woman.
 	But having two men pleasure her into oblivion and then take charge of the rest of her night, well that wasn’t a bad thing at all.
 	Of course there had been that one moment, just as she and Robert were both coming that felt completely off. But now that she’d had a moment to think about it, she felt certain that had only been the moment speaking.
 	Forever, after all, didn’t really exist.
 	As she exited the clinic, Jillian couldn’t help but look around, positive that somebody would be pointing at her in shock and then gossiping about her because she’d stepped out the back door of the clinic without any underwear on.
 	Funny, the way lifelong conditioning can grab you by the conscience like that. I’m completely covered. No one can tell I don’t have any underwear on.
 	Robert proved he could read her mind. “No one can tell you’re nekkid under there, Miss Jillian.” He exaggerated his Texan accent on the single word, making her laugh. Then he said, “Well, unless a good stiff Texas wind comes along and lifts your skirt, of course. But how often does the wind blow strong in Texas?”
 	Playing along, Jillian shrieked and used both hands to hold her skirt down, making him laugh.
 	In reality, she didn’t have to walk far from the clinic to the car, nor from the car to Robert’s house. It really wasn’t a big deal.
 	She blinked when, once back at the house, Robert was able to turn off the vehicle and make it around the car to open the passenger door for her before she fully registered they’d arrived.
 	“I’m not sure the hot tub is such a good idea.” She took his hand when he held his out to assist her out of the car, content to continue to let him hold it as they walked up the steps of the porch. Inside, the air-conditioned coolness kissed her skin. She yawned, and shivered, and felt drowsier by the moment.
 	“I won’t let you drown, Jillian. I’ll hold you on my lap, if you like, so you can feel free to go to sleep. Just let me take care of you. Do you trust me?”
 	If anyone else had asked her that on such short acquaintance, she would have said no. Trust was a commodity earned over time. In her case, usually a great deal of time, because she’d trusted too easily in the past, and had the scars to prove it.
 	But she’d already trusted this man and his brother with her body, and to a certain extent, with her heart.
 	Not that she was falling in love with them, or anything like that. A grown-up relationship based on mutual like, one that had sex as a key component, that was acceptable. Friends with benefits, as the younger generation called it, that was acceptable. Both of those spoke to a physical relationship with at least some emotional attachment. She couldn’t just have the physical with no feelings involved whatsoever. That wasn’t her. But admitting some emotional involvement with the Drs. Jessop didn’t have to mean anything more than that.
 	She would not, could not, fall in love with these two men. She mentally nodded once to herself for emphasis. And then she looked up and met Robert’s tender gaze and felt her internal walls collapse.
 	Yeah, right. Who the hell am I kidding? She wouldn’t fall in love with them? She’d already fallen in love with them. She didn’t have to look too far to know when it had happened, either.
 	They’d taken care of her when she’d needed it most, even giving her two stupendous orgasms, without pleasuring themselves. They’d scooped her up and cared for her, despite her neediness—or maybe, just a little, because of it.
 	Rather than talking the talk, they’d walked the walk of seeing to her needs, putting her comfort and satisfaction ahead of their own.
 	How could she not love two such men who seemed so devoted to her? Especially when no one in her entire life, except for her son and her aunt, had ever given one good damn about her?
 	How would she ever survive when they changed their minds and told her it was over between them? How the hell would she ever go on once they left her?
 	“Sweetie?”
 	Jillian blinked, and realized Robert had been waiting for her answer to his question. She met his gaze again, but instead of censure for her going off into her own little world, she saw only patience on his face and in his eyes.
 	“Yes. I trust you. I trust you both.”
 	He tilted his head and reached forward. She didn’t flinch when he used a finger to catch one of her tears—tears she hadn’t even realized she’d cried.
 	“Come on, my little sub. First you’ll have a shower and then a nice soak in the tub.”
 	On her own she might have just fallen face-down on the bed, clothing and all. She might even have indulged in a crying jag first, because that felt like something she very much needed to do right now.
 	But she wasn’t on her own and she didn’t know if she wanted to cry in front of these men.
 	Robert led her up the stairs and into the master suite. He waited while she kicked her shoes off and set her purse on the dresser. Once inside the bathroom, he quickly got her clothes off her. Was it her imagination that he sighed as if in relief when she was naked again?
 	Likely. She wondered whether or not she was losing it completely.
 	“One of the things I have always envied in women is their ability to cry.” He stripped, leaving his own clothes in a neat pile on the sink counter.
 	A part of her felt like an idiot, just standing there, waiting for him to lead her into the shower as if she were incapable of doing even that on her own.
 	But another part of her seemed to soak up his attention with thirsty greed.
 	Robert took her hand and led her into the large glass enclosure. As the water poured down on her, it revived her a little. She shook her head, trying to clear her mental fog. I’m tired. Aside from the personal, emotional events I’ve been navigating, I’ve moved to a new town, and a whole new life in the last few days.
 	Of course she was in a fog and stressed. Anyone would be under such circumstances.
 	Jillian sighed as the heat of the shower began to work on her, and as her thoughts assured her she was really okay and not turning into an emotional wreck. Recalling Robert’s recent comment, she said, “I’m not one to generally give in to tears.”
 	“You didn’t have to tell me that, sweetie. I know you’re not. More’s the pity, in my opinion.”
 	He turned her so that he could wash her hair, and because it felt so damn good when he did, she let him.
 	Robert’s fingers seemed to hit all the right spots, as they worked the shampoo into her hair. Jillian felt her flesh pucker everywhere. It was all she could do not to shiver. She kept her eyes closed as he rinsed the lather from her, sighing as the suds shimmered down her body. He moved her again, and she could smell the light floral fragrance of her conditioner. He worked the cream into her hair, taking the time to ensure he got every strand. He rinsed her hair again, and Jillian sighed with the pleasure of his care.
 	Then she heard the sounds that told her he was working to create lather between his hands with the soap. He ran his hands over her breasts, then down her abdomen to the soft folds between her legs. When he turned her back to face him, she moved closer to him and laid her head on his chest as he proceeded to wash her back.
 	“Let’s rinse you and get you into the tub, sweetie.”
 	“Mmm, wait.” Jillian straightened and reached for the soap. She’d done little enough each time she’d gotten into the shower with these men. They’d cared for her exquisitely every time they got their hands on her. High time I showed that I can give and not just take.
 	“It’s my turn to play bath maiden.” The soap didn’t smell particularly masculine to her. Instead, the scent reminded her of fresh air and sunshine. Her excitement grew just thinking about what she was about to do.
 	The sensation of Robert’s hard planes and angles under her lather-covered hands did more than arouse her, it pleased her on a basic, feminine level—a level that spoke to racial memory, of the nurturing role of womankind.
 	“Do you know that in medieval times, the lady of the manor was expected to bathe the important male guests who visited her husband?”
 	Robert grinned at her. “I wonder what those ladies did if their male guests sported a hard-on from their tender ministrations?”
 	“You’re a doctor, and you ask that? Didn’t you learn the value of a good finger flick in med school?” To demonstrate, she lifted her right hand where he could see it and rested her index finger on her thumb.
 	Laughing, he covered her hand with his. “I did, but unlike some of my female colleagues, I’ve never had to use it.” He bent forward and kissed her lightly.
 	“To answer your question, I would guess that in most cases, the lady would simply ignore the man’s erection.”
 	“Perhaps her husband would have loaned her out to his important male guests,” Robert ventured.
 	“Who’s to say? Women in those days truly were considered chattel.”
 	“I don’t consider you chattel.” Robert’s tone missed matter-of-fact by that much.
 	“I know.” She wasn’t certain all that was involved in this dynamic she found herself in, but she was pretty certain that when he said she was his, he meant in a more intimate way.
 	Jillian finished bathing him. She thought briefly about taking advantage of his obviously aroused cock and the privacy of the two of them in the shower, but she didn’t really understand whatever it was happening among the three of them. Did their sexual adventures always have to be three? Or would there be private time?
 	Robert seemed to sense her dilemma. “I’m supposed to be taking care of you, Jillian, not taking advantage of you.”
 	Why wonder? Why not just come right out and ask? “Maybe I want to take advantage of you. Or am I not supposed to where there’re just the two of us?”
 	Robert’s smile settled somewhere in the vicinity of her heart. When he looked at her that way, she just felt all warm and good inside. “It’s difficult for me to remember how new we are to each other, because having you here feels so natural and right. Of course you can have some private time with each of us, sweetie. And you will. Later”—he bent over and kissed her again—“when you’re not so worn out. You practically fell asleep in the car, love. Come on, let’s soak in the tub and then grab a nap. At the very least we should feed you before making you expend energy again.”
 	He rinsed off, and just like the night before, neither of them bothered to dry themselves between the shower and the tub. But unlike the night before, Jillian walked on her own two feet to the hot tub.
 	“Oh, I could so get used to this.” Jillian felt every muscle in her body begin to relax as she settled deeper into the heated water.
 	The sensations of the bubbles and even the sound they made worked to drain the tension from her body. As she sighed, she realized that most of her life she’d carried a kind of underlying stress, almost like a second skin. And while it had reappeared slightly during this, her first day at her new job, it hadn’t taken control of her. In fact, it had barely registered at all.
 	Jillian figured she could thank her two lovers for that. She’d had so many orgasms in so short a time, stress didn’t stand a chance. She closed her eyes, and just let herself be. When Robert’s hand reached for hers, she knit her fingers with his.
 	“Don’t worry, I’ll save you if you fall asleep and slide under.”
 	“My hero.”
 	She heard his laughter, and couldn’t hold back her smile.
 	“Would you rather I scoop you onto my lap after all, sweetie?”
 	It had been a good idea when he first suggested it, but at the moment, Jillian no longer felt as if she was going to fall asleep. However, sitting on Robert’s lap had other advantages than merely saving her from drowning.
 	“I think I’d like that. Then we could talk about the first thing that comes up.”
 	Robert groaned, and David said, “Oh, that’s so old it has dinosaur shit on it.”
 	Jillian opened her eyes and looked over at him. She hadn’t heard him come into the bathroom. He wore nothing but the towel he’d slung around his waist. His chest still had beads of water, and his hair was wet.
 	He read the expression on her face. “Grabbed a quick shower in my own room.” He sent her a grin that she found irresistible. “I didn’t want to intrude in case you were having a little one-on-one intimacy.”
 	Jillian thought private time with each of these men in turn would be a hell of a good idea. David dropped his towel and eased into the tub. He made his way around so that he sat on her left side. When he reached for her hand, she gave it. She couldn’t deny the sense of completeness that filled her, holding hands with these two men.
 	She felt as if her entire world was right, and that wasn’t a sense she’d experienced often.
 	“This is a good way to decompress from an unexpectedly busy day.” David’s heartfelt sigh brought a smile to her face.
 	Robert snorted. “So the baby doctor has a whole slew of new patients.”
 	“Apparently. And the beat goes on.”
 	Robert nodded. “Every twenty-five to thirty-five years, Lusty’s own little baby boom happens.”
 	Jillian lay back and closed her eyes. “Kate Benedict tried to pry some info from me—delicately, of course. I declined to confirm or deny her suspicions.”
 	“Don’t let Kate fool you,” Robert said. “She likely has a calendar at home with every due date already circled.”
 	“The woman is uncanny in her knowledge,” David agreed.
 	Jillian opened her eyes for a moment, and looked left, then right. Both of her lovers had closed their eyes and relaxed back against the rim of the tub. She marveled that not only did she feel complete, she felt so at ease, being naked with these two men. She’d never been one to be comfortable in her skin, not in all the years she’d been married. She was beginning to suspect that a lot of how things were then had to do with Neil specifically, and the way he treated her.
 	“There are as many variations in how to live the lifestyle as there are people living it.”
 	Jillian turned her head to find Robert’s gaze on her. She took a moment to think about the words he’d just said. “So…we decide ourselves? Or you do?”
 	“We all do, together. Remember I told you the two very basic tenets of a good D/s relationship—nonnegotiable tenets, in fact—are informed consent, and do no harm. That means we all three decide how this is going to work, what will make all of us happy and fulfill all of our needs.”
 	“I very much enjoy what I guess you could term the kink of it.” David sat up and brought her hand to his lips. He kissed it and grinned. “Which means that basically, I like to limit the D/s scenes between us to the bedroom.”
 	“Or the boardroom.” Jillian smiled as she said that and both men chuckled.
 	Then David said, “You have a point. Actually I surprised myself today, baby. But yeah, I like the D/s relationship as it relates to making love.”
 	Jillian thought it rather telling that he’d said making love and not having sex or the more brazen fucking.
 	She turned to Robert. “I have the sense it’s not just the kink for you.”
 	He met her gaze, unflinching, and she saw hesitation in his eyes. “It’s not. Although, I can’t deny the sex is a hell of a lot hotter with it. But you’re right, it is more for me. It’s not even about power, per se. It’s about the control… Not so much my being in control of you, but—”
 	A sudden epiphany burst over her, and Jillian felt as if the connection between her and this man who would be her master had just now solidified.
 	“You need to feel in control of your entire world.”
 	His left eyebrow arched higher than the right, and Jillian thought that imperious look very becoming. She tilted her head slightly, letting him know she was waiting, and whether he wanted to agree with her assessment or dispute it didn’t matter to her one bit. She knew what she knew.
 	“Yes. That’s it, precisely. I need to feel in control of my world.”
 	Not want or would like to, but need to. She squeezed his hand and said, “Okay, so far, so good. Please tell me what you need from me.”
 	For how many years had she longed to give the people who were important to her what they needed, and have that giving—what she understood to be her own love language—appreciated? She’d never even dared hoped it could be reciprocated. And yet, these two men had taken care of her needs first and foremost.
 	Here was a chance to see what it would be like, to meet the needs of two virile men who would, no question, continue to return the favor.
 	Robert’s expression turned from wary to content in a heartbeat. David squeezed her hand and she thought it was a silent way of saying “thank you.”
 	But she couldn’t help but wonder, for just a moment, what had happened in Robert’s life to make the need for control so prominent.

 


Chapter 12
	Of all the other things Michelle had never done in her life, setting foot inside a man’s hotel room ranked pretty high up on the list.
 	She didn’t know what she’d expected, but the fact that the bed more or less dominated the room gave her a delicious sensation in the pit of her stomach. She judged the piece of furniture to be king-sized, so it certainly wasn’t the biggest bed she’d ever laid eyes on.
 	However, for today at least, it surely was the most important.
 	A combination of terror and euphoria flooded her senses and paralyzed her muscles. She felt the now familiar sensation of her nipples hardening and her pussy clenching as moisture ever so slightly dampened her panties.
 	Michelle felt the heat of Joe’s body moments before his hands came to rest on her shoulders.
 	“Do you want something to drink, sweetheart?”
 	Despite the fact her throat felt as if she’d just swallowed a mouth full of sawdust, she shook her head. Then, because she didn’t want to be a complete wimp about things, said, “No, thank you.” She’d felt so brazen in the car after that atomic kiss, and now she knew Joe could feel the trembles shimmying through her body.
 	Michelle understood there could be no help for that. Even a woman who’d grown up in Lusty, Texas, and had heard all the lore, one who had married friends who felt quite free with personal information, would be nervous at a time like this.
 	Maybe she was being a bit of a coward, but she thought it might be easier to tell him while he remained behind her, lightly stroking her arms. She felt nervous and was almost afraid of what he might say about the confession she was about to make.
 	“I need to tell you something. I’ve…well, I’ve never done this before.”
 	Joe’s hands left her arms, but she had no time to worry because he slid his arms around her and hugged her tight.
 	“Thank you for waiting for me.” He kissed her just below her right ear, and she shivered. Then he sighed. “I need to tell you something, too.”
 	He eased her around so that she faced him. He met her gaze and held it. “I love you. You’re the only woman I’ve ever said that to.”
 	Her heart filled with joy, and she opened her mouth to give him his words right back. His finger brushed her lips, and even though the serious expression in his eyes nearly made her heart clutch in fear she nodded, and waited.
 	“I love you, and it’s a forever kind of love, and I see in your eyes that you maybe feel the same way about me. But baby, only say the words to me if I’m going to be the only man, from this moment on, that you say them to.”
 	Understanding dawned, and she wondered in that instant if the fact that she was from Lusty had given him pause before he finally decided to reach out for her.
 	He’d said he loved her, and he hadn’t actually proposed, but his words—and the look in his eyes—gave her heart the certain knowledge that here stood the man with whom she would spend the rest of her life, the man she would grow old with.
 	Michelle took a tiny half step closer to him, so that the heat of him permeated her and the solid ridges of his body braced her softer curves. She looked up into his serious gaze and knew her own appeared just as solemn. This was as sacred a moment as she’d ever known. Her nerves calmed as her heart took over. “I reserve the right to say them to our son when he becomes an adult, and to our daughter’s husband, if she marries a man I can love like a son.”
 	Joe’s hands trembled as he ran them up and down her sides. “That sounds very reasonable to me.”
 	“I love you, Joe Grant. You’re the only man I’ve ever said those words to—and the only one I’ll ever allow inside my body.”
 	He cupped her face in his big, square hands and stroked her cheeks with his thumbs, once, twice. And then he lowered his lips to hers.
 	Michelle opened wide to him, surrendering to him then and there as she had never even thought to surrender to another. The taste of him had become a fine craving, and she indulged herself as she slid her tongue against his over and over again.
 	He growled low in his throat, and the sound did something to her arousal, something that felt raw and primitive. She wound her arms around his neck and pressed her body close to his.
 	His hands had left her face and roamed seemingly at will, down her back and then up, along her sides so that his thumbs could stroke the sides of her breasts. Her nipples peaked even more tightly, and she couldn’t resist the urge to rub her chest against his.
 	Then he cupped her ass in his hands and pulled her into his erection. Desperation drove her to roll her hips, and she felt his hard cock brush close to her pussy.
 	Michelle groaned and broke the kiss. “Please, Joe. I feel like I’m on fire. Please, I need you so very badly.”
 	“Shhh, baby, don’t beg. I’m going to take such good care of you.” He ran his hands up and down her back, and hugged her tight. Then he swept them over her bottom, and squeezed lightly again, even as he took a tiny step back. “You’re not the only one on fire. I feel as if I’ve wanted you forever.”
 	She’d dressed with care, not certain if the condoms in her purse would get used, or not. But she’d been hopeful, so very hopeful, because she’d realized when she’d awakened that morning that she was all the way in love with this man. When he’d dropped her home after lunch with the promise of an evening together to come, she’d made a bold decision.
 	She’d pulled out the sexy lingerie set Tracy had given her last Christmas, the lingerie she’d never had the nerve to wear.
 	The white bra with discreet yet effective support had lifted her breasts and actually made her look sexy. The tiny bikini panties differed from the full briefs she usually wore and had felt sexy as hell. She’d had her doubts about the garter, but everything she’d ever heard or read confirmed their status as come-fuck-me apparel. So she’d put them on and felt daring. Finally, the stockings Tracy had thoughtfully included in the package in a very sheer nude color finished the ensemble. The soft satin of the garments caressed her skin and made her think of soft white sheets and heated bodies.
 	Though she would have been content if he’d only wanted her, the fact that he loved her made everything that was about to happen more than right. Michelle had a feeling it was going to be perfect.
 	Now the time had come for her lover—her first and her last—to discover them.
 	Joe stepped back from her after giving her a sweet, sweet kiss. Oh, the sparkle in his eyes—devil heat and angel heart—felt like a fine silky feather stroking her arousal. He took two steps toward the bed. Reaching out, he grabbed hold of the top of the bedding, coverlet and top sheet both, and, his gaze meeting hers, drew the linens down.
 	He came back to her, and once more kissed her, this touch a shade playful as he used his tongue to lightly stroke her lips.
 	“If I’d realized this was going to be your first time, sweetheart, I would have had candles, and flowers and music. I would have made it special for you.”
 	Michelle was a virgin, and what was about to unfold there in the privacy of this king room at the Hilton truly unknown to her. But one thing she did know beyond a doubt.
 	“There’s only one thing I need to make this special, Joe, and that’s you.”
 	He cupped her face and kissed her. His lips felt reverent on hers, and Michelle’s eyes drifted closed as she gave herself over to the wonder of his kiss. Her tongue caressed his, and she thought the sensuous glide and slide seemed like a dance, a delicate waltz they performed to music only the two of them could hear.
 	Joe moved his hands over her, and her heart thudded in her chest at the gossamer caress. Her nipples turned rock hard, as if they strained forward, as if they had a mind of their own and could court his touch.
 	“I need to see you, sweetheart.”
 	His fingers worked quickly to release the buttons of her blouse. Nerves and need held her still, as he used a sweeping motion to push the garment off her. Rather than let her blouse fall to the floor, he laid it neatly across the bedside table.
 	She gulped hard, and despite the sexy lingerie, despite everything, her nerves bubbled to the surface. Her insecurities chose that moment to scream at her and she said, “I’m not beautiful.”
 	His gaze had been on her breasts, and when he raised his head she couldn’t doubt the impassioned fire blazing in his eyes.
 	“You are to me. You’re more than beautiful to me, sweetheart, you’re perfect.” He took her hand, kissed it, and then brought it down and placed it on his cock.
 	Oh my God, I didn’t know they came that big!
 	“You do this to me, and you have for months. I can’t wait to see, and touch and kiss every beautiful inch of you, sweetheart.”
 	He held her gaze for another moment, and Michelle felt herself begin to melt. Then he grinned and bent down just enough that he could kiss the top of her breasts protruding above her lacy bra.
 	Michelle shivered as tiny tendrils of delight raced over her flesh and through her body to her very core. Hot and horny, and feeling wild and wicked, desire consumed her, pulsing through her veins and beating her heart. Her hands no longer shook as they combed through his hair. She wanted to hold him there, right there, where the heat of his mouth, so close to her nipples, tantalized and teased.
 	He reached up and with just two fingers flicked the front clasp of the bra open. Her breasts spilled out of their confinement, and Joe made a pleased humming sound as he caught them in his hands. And then he nuzzled until his lips found her left nipple and he sucked it into his hot, wet mouth.
 	Michelle moaned as she felt her knees go weak. Joe slipped one arm around her waist. In the next instant the world tilted as he picked her up as if she weighed nothing. He laid her on the bed, released her nipple, and fastened his lips on hers.
 	She wound her arms around his neck and would have pulled him onto her, but he resisted. He proved his control of the kiss when he altered the seduction from openmouthed carnality to light butterfly kisses that he placed everywhere on her face.
 	She opened her eyes and had to smile in response to his huge grin. “I’m going to climb on you, baby, don’t you worry about that. Just let me get you naked, first.”
 	He must have fully understood how nervous she was at the prospect of letting him see her bare, because as his hands worked the button and zipper on the left side of her skirt, he kept his gaze locked on hers. Cool air kissed her flesh as that piece of clothing was taken from her, and set aside.
 	He let his gaze flick down. Wordlessly his eyes widened, his nostrils flared, and he inhaled through his teeth.
 	He couldn’t have done anything to set her more at ease, to assure her that he did indeed find her attractive, than that.
 	“God in Heaven, woman, you’re trying to kill me.”
 	Michelle giggled. “No, I think I was trying to seduce you.”
 	Joe gulped as he swallowed. “You succeeded.” Then he reached forward and brushed the back of his hand against the apex of her thighs.
 	Oh, God. The shimmery thrill felt like an electric shock that sizzled all over her body. Her flesh puckered everywhere. Her hips rolled to follow his caress, and she whimpered.
 	“I can smell your arousal, baby, and it’s getting me hotter than I’ve ever been.”
 	She felt his hands shake as he made very quick work of peeling her out of every scrap of clothing she wore. Then he stood, and Michelle expected to hear the sound of rending fabric, he stripped so fast.
 	Her gaze flicked down to his cock, and she felt her eyes widen. That part of him that would soon be hers stood erect and proud, the purple head swollen, with a tiny drop of moisture coating the top of it. He was huge!
 	Her breathing hitched and she shivered in awareness as he leaned over her. He slipped his hands under her ass and moved her further up onto the bed.
 	“I’ll fit inside you just fine, sweetheart. Do you trust me?”
 	“Yes.” She ran her hands up his arms. Bless him for asking, for bringing her focus back on what was most important. “I do trust you, and I love you.”
 	“You’re so beautiful, Michelle.” Joe crawled up the bed and kissed her. This kiss was as hot as the one he’d given her in the car earlier. Lush and long, his tongue stroked hers in a way that bordered on the forceful.
 	Michelle reveled in the hint of domination. She relished giving him everything she had, taking all that he would give in return.
 	He stretched out, half beside her, half above her, and she lost herself in the heat of him. Brazenly bold, she ran her hands over his body, up along his arms, then down his back. The solidness of him, the muscles she felt just there, flexing so subtly as he kissed her made her female bits hum in pleasure.
 	He eased back and ran his hand over her, across her breasts then down to her slit. He stroked her, using his fingers to brush against her pussy lips, then gently delved between them, just to her opening. Michelle bowed off the bed, the thrill of his touch sharp and sweet. Her breath choppy, she flexed her pelvic floor muscles and whimpered. She could feel her juices coat his fingers.
 	“You’re so hot and so wet for me, baby.”
 	“Please, Joe.” She reached down, all her shyness forgotten, until her hand found his cock. She could barely wrap her hand around him, and when she brushed her thumb over the top of his cockhead, she felt the satiny drop of pre-cum, and rubbed it back and forth.
 	“Talk about hot and wet.”
 	He grinned, then leaned over and kissed her again, his tongue slick and soft, wild and wet as he seemed to try to devour her.
 	His lips left hers and he placed gentle little kisses on her cheeks and her closed eyelids. He surged in her hand at the same moment she rolled her hips.
 	She wanted more than anything to feel this man’s cock inside her.
 	“I got myself tested.”
 	Michelle opened her eyes and met his gaze.
 	“Just after I met you, I knew. I hadn’t been with a woman for a long time, but I got myself tested, and I’m clean.”
 	“Joe?”
 	“Are you on the pill, sweetheart?”
 	Michelle didn’t understand where he was going, but she shook her head. She had heard there were some men who really hated using condoms. Was he one of them? “No, I’m sorry, there’s never been any need—”
 	He leaned over her and kissed her quickly, effectively silencing her.
 	“Don’t apologize, baby. That was the answer I was hoping to hear. I’m not getting any younger, Michelle. I want our forever to start here and now. But if you need more time, that’s okay. I’ll wear a condom.”
 	Oh, God. How could she have known when she awoke this morning that her deepest longings and dreams—the ones she’d believed she’d given up forever—were about to come true?
 	“I don’t need more time. I just need you, naked and inside me.”
 	She thought he would have covered her then, but he surprised her, kissing a trail down her body, heating her blood. When he parted her legs, she opened for him. When he set his mouth on her cunt, she mewed and arched, and then reached down and held his head to her as his tongue and lips set her on fire.
 	“Oh, yes. Oh, that’s so…I need…” Arousal became a swirling tornado inside her as the sensations and her emotions entwined and consumed her. Thought ceased, speech faltered, and all Michelle could do was cry out as her climax burst over her, drenching her inside and out with a pleasure so keen, so hot, she could only breathe and feel.
 	Joe moved up her body, and then she felt the huge hot bulb of his cock press against her pussy. He pushed, just a little, and the sensation of his cock at her wet opening made her come again.
 	“I’ll be as gentle as I can, sweetheart, but the first time might hurt.”
 	She’d envisioned this moment, of what it would be like for her, before she’d ever known if it would really happen. And then again, in the early morning hours, as she’d hovered at the edge of sleep. She’d dreamed of this and him, and knew whatever pain there may be would be a solid, real symbol of the moment when she gave herself for the first time to the man she loved.
 	So she wrapped herself around him, arms and legs, and said, “Take me, Joe. I’m yours. Take my virginity and give me your child.”
 	His nostrils flared, his cock pulsed, and the look in his eyes made her feel beautiful—beautiful and loved and claimed.
 	“Give me your mouth and your body, wife. Give me everything.”
 	Michelle surrendered to him, above and below, and shivered with joy as his tongue shared her flavor and his cock surged into her pussy, claiming her innocence.

 


Chapter 13
	“Please tell me what you need from me.”
 	David raised one eyebrow as he looked over at Robert, and wondered just exactly how his brother was going to answer their woman.
 	He didn’t have to wait long.
 	“First and foremost, I need you to be yourself. You’re already so responsive to us both, physically.” Robert drew the petite feminine hand he held toward his mouth and kissed it. “And you’re absolutely responsive to the Dom in me.”
 	“You mean the way that my body complies when you tell me to do something, even before my brain can interpret your command?”
 	David grinned as Robert chuckled.
 	“Yes, just exactly like that.” He looked over at David. “We also need you to let us give you what you need.”
 	Robert was older than him, chronologically, by only about fifteen minutes. However, he’d always been much older both mentally and emotionally. He’d also always been, hands down, the leader that David had merrily, and without question, followed.
 	His brother’s happiness and well-being had always been important to David, often more important to him than anything else. But in the years they’d been away from Lusty that importance had become much more acute.
 	Something had happened to Robert during that second to last year in Chicago, something that had wounded him deeply and changed him irrevocably. David had managed to only get most of the details of how and why, and only long after the fact. He’d had to push and prod to get the man to open up to him even that much.
 	Sharing his emotions wasn’t something that came naturally to Robert Jessop. He’d always held his thoughts and feelings close to the vest, as it were. That and his sense of responsibility for everyone and everything were a dangerous combination.
 	David would never be able to repay Jordan Fitzpatrick for the guidance he’d provided to his brother. Some might claim that the last thing a control freak like Robert had needed was being shown a way to cement that control, but David knew there’d been more involved in the Dom training they’d both taken than that.
 	“That can’t be all.” Jillian tilted her head as she looked at Robert. “There has to be more to it than that.”
 	“That’s what your instincts are telling you.”
 	“Yes.”
 	Robert nodded. “There can be. There’s a club in Houston—similar to the one we belonged to in Chicago—that David and I would like to take you to, eventually.”
 	“A D/s club?”
 	“More specifically, a BDSM club, but yes.” Robert looked over at David again and David nodded to him.
 	He felt it was very important that when it came to explaining the D/s relationship with Jillian, that she have only one real master, and that master be his brother.
 	“If and when we decide to go to The Lyon’s Den, there will be a mode of dress and behavior that you’ll be expected to adhere to there. Eventually, we might even perform a scene there, the three of us.”
 	Jillian sat back, and David could see she was thinking. Robert had nailed it when he`d told her she had an agile mind.
 	Their woman had no problem whatsoever thinking for herself. Neither did she seem to have any problem expressing herself, a fact which suited them both just fine.
 	Neither of them wanted, nor needed, a doormat.
 	“You said yesterday, when we were having sex, that we were in a scene. Or rather, when we were done you said the scene was over. So when you say we might perform a scene at this club, do you mean that we’d have sex in public?”
 	“In public? No. Within the confines of the club? Yes. And would others watch us? Yes. But remember, Jillian, whether or not we ever do that would be your choice. That’s what informed consent means.”
 	“You wouldn’t…invite other people? To join us?”
 	“If you mean would either of us offer to share you with anyone else, if we would let another man have sex with you, the answer is never. Hell, we wouldn`t even let another man touch you, period.”
 	Jillian bit her bottom lip and let her gaze go from Robert to him. But it was Robert she looked to when she inhaled deeply and said, “I wouldn’t want either of you to have sex with other women, either. If we’re in this, we’re in this exclusively.”
 	“Of course.” Robert lifted her hand to his mouth again. “We said that you’re ours. But darling, we’re yours, too.”
 	David copied his brother’s move and lifted Jillian’s other hand to his lips. “That’s a promise, baby.”
 	Robert had told her, earlier, that she was theirs forever. David had wondered at the time if she`d balk at that. He didn’t for one moment think the fact she hadn’t called him on it meant she was okay with the concept.
 	She’d likely just set it aside for now.
 	So David followed Robert’s lead, and left that word out of his lexicon. For now, at least.
 	“Good. I never intended that I would let a man get close to me, ever again. I was married for a long time, and I don’t regret that, because I got a terrific son out of the deal. But there wasn’t anything else for me in that relationship. Except for work, and stress, and unhappiness.”
 	“That’s because your husband didn’t give you what you needed, sweetie. Likely he couldn’t because he had no idea what your needs were.”
 	“I didn’t either—know what I needed.”
 	“Sometimes we don’t understand our own needs.” David kept his gaze locked with Jillian’s when she turned to him, even though he was speaking to not only his woman, but his brother. “Sometimes, what we really need hides from us, or there’s something about those needs that somehow feels threatening to us. And so we go on living in ignorance.” He was very aware that Robert hadn’t given Jillian a full answer to her question. He hadn’t told her what he really needed, and maybe that hadn’t been avoidance, or prevarication on his part. Maybe he really didn’t know what he needed.
 	And then something strange occurred to David. As he focused on their woman, as he let his mind drift, just a little, to the ways in which his brother and their woman weren’t really all that different, he wondered. Maybe neither of them knew what the other needed, but would somehow, intrinsically, meet those needs.
 	He could only hope.
 	“Yes!”
 	She sat straighter, as if she felt on the edge of a personal epiphany—or on the edge of sharing one she’d already had.
 	“I can’t really explain to either of you how I feel about all of this.” Her cute little pink tongue came out and moistened her lips. David found himself completely drawn to the sight. He wanted to suck that tongue into his mouth.
 	“There’s a sense of relief inside me”—Jillian turned her gaze to Robert—“and there has been since that first moment, when you startled me in the clinic and then told me not to stay late and to go over to the restaurant.”
 	“So you’re not feeling uneasy, or threatened?” David asked.
 	“Not at all.” She lowered her gaze to the water and then shot them both a coy look in turn. “I’ll tell you what else I’m not feeling.”
 	“What’s that, love?” David bet he knew what she was going to say, because the expression on her face shot straight to his cock.
 	“I’m not feeling tired anymore.”
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Jillian thought she could have added that she was feeling more than a little aroused, too. She looked from Robert to David, and wondered just what the two of them were thinking. For the most part, David had remained silent as Robert had answered her questions.
 	She really didn’t mind that he deferred to his brother. In fact, it made her feel more comfortable with the arrangement between the three of them.
 	Jillian was quickly coming to the conclusion that what she needed more than anything was to have someone in charge. The more she thought about it, the less guilty she felt. Maybe there really was nothing wrong with turning the reins over to a man, once in a while.
 	It was an opinion that she wanted to reverse with Robert’s next words.
 	“Sweetie, there’s nothing that David and I would like more than to bury ourselves balls deep inside of your arousing little body. Except for one thing.”
 	“You can’t see those tiny shadows under your eyes, love,” David said. “We can.”
 	“Nap, then dinner, and then we’ll feast on you for dessert,” Robert said.
 	Jillian felt her mouth sliding into a pout. “I’m not tired.” What happened to informed consent? She didn’t want to nap, damn it. She wanted to have sex. She wanted hot and heavy and down and dirty sex with both of these studs at the same time.
 	“You might want to wait until you get out of the spa before you stamp your foot, baby. It’ll have more effect that way.”
 	She swivelled her head and looked at David. “You’re laughing at me.”
 	“Maybe a little bit.”
 	Robert reached over and gently turned her face toward him. “When I told you earlier that you need to let us give you what you need, I wasn’t just talking about spanking and orgasms, Jillian. There will be times—like now—when we’ll judge that you need to be cared for, and in those times we will, by damn, take care of you. Jillian, you’re exhausted. Nap time.”
 	“Well, hell.”
 	How could she put into words the sensations flowing through her at that moment? For all of her married life, she’d had to make all the decisions, do all the dirty work, and handle all the little crises. She’d hated that. Then, if Neil did put his foot down, it was usually about something stupid and unimportant. He’d randomly make some dumbass decision, but she’d never had any trouble getting her way with him. And yet, every time he gave in she felt cheated, somehow. She used to just berate herself that she couldn’t be happy, no matter what.
 	Even after the divorce she’d held on to that belief, never fully admitting to herself the truth of things.
 	The flaw hadn’t really been in her at all. She couldn’t even blame Neil, not with a good conscience.
 	He’d never been able to give her what she needed because he hadn’t been able to understand what she needed.
 	“Sweetie?”
 	Good Lord, they had her out of the tub and she hadn’t even noticed! She sat on Robert’s lap, wrapped in a towel. She met his gaze and saw worry there.
 	“Hey.” David stood next to them, using a towel to dry her hair. The gentleness of his tone combined with Robert’s gaze to both console and undo her at the same time.
 	“Sorry. You’re both right. I do need a nap.”
 	Robert reached up and caught a drop of moisture from her cheek. “Can you explain why you’re crying?”
 	She was crying? His question and movement were the first she realized she was.
 	“It’s been an intense couple of days. I keep having revelation after revelation.” She shrugged. “I thought I was broken. Inside. All my life I was convinced there was something wrong with me.”
 	“You’re not broken, my little sub. You are, however, beyond exhausted. We have just the thing for you.”
 	Jillian grinned and Robert said, “Something besides that.”
 	In only a couple of minutes they had her on the bed, spread out on her stomach, and were massaging lotion into her body.
 	“A girl could get used to this.” They’d given her a lovely massage yesterday, too, to ease the cramping in her legs. This one felt different—totally delicious. She didn’t know how relaxed she was going to get because the sensation of their hands on her skin didn’t exactly ease all the tension in her body. They aroused her something fierce.
 	“Any echoes?” David asked.
 	She knew he was referring to the bad cramps she’d had the day before. Jillian smiled as her head seemed to sink into her pillow. She wouldn’t have been surprised to have her legs cramp up on her that morning—the last time she’d over done things to the point of cramping it had taken a full week for her muscles to loosen again. But apparently having two talented pairs of hands working on her abused legs yesterday had taken care of the problem. “No. You both did a good job on those spasms yesterday.”
 	“Good. Relax, sweetie. Close your eyes and just feel what we’re doing to you.”
 	Robert used that tone that seemed to be connected directly to her will. Her eyes drifted shut and she settled even deeper into the big, soft bed. It had been a couple of very emotionally intense days, no question about it. Though she had zoned out a little when they’d lifted her from the tub, and she’d verbally agreed with them, deep down Jillian didn’t really believe she was as tired as they thought she was.
 	She’d prove it to them, too. She’d just let them continue to massage her for a few minutes more—but only because it felt so darn good—and then she’d turn over and see if she could get them to change their minds. Her eyes drifted closed and she felt her female bits twinge as she thought about the night to come.
 	Jillian opened her eyes to nearly pitch black. A soft glow drew her gaze, and she realized they’d left a night-light burning in the master bath.
 	Wow, I really did conk out.
 	Heat on either side of her told her she wasn’t alone in the bed. She wondered what time it was, but didn’t want to sit up and look at the clock in case she woke her lovers.
 	“You okay, sweetie?”
 	“Mmm.” Jillian turned her head to the left, toward Robert. He moved just slightly, and eased her closer to him.
 	He pulled her into his arms and she snuggled deeply into him. Then she felt movement on the other side of her.
 	David spooned her, working his way close until his cock nestled between the cheeks of her ass.
 	The suggestive position made her shiver.
 	“Are you all right?”
 	She’d forgotten to answer him. Robert’s second question sounded deeper, more intimate, as it came to her ear through his chest.
 	“I’m okay, just a little surprised that I really fell asleep. What time is it?”
 	“Just after eleven. Are you hungry, baby?” David turned the bedside lamp on. A soft light bathed the room, not bright enough to make her blink, but enough light she could see the men’s expressions.
 	“Mmm…let me see…”
 	David laughed. “I should have added, for food.”
 	She was about to deny one hunger in favor of another, but at that exact moment her stomach growled.
 	“Yeah, I guess I am, a little.”
 	Robert smiled down at her. Approval lit his eyes. “We’ll go downstairs and have a light meal. Tomorrow, we’ll aim for a more normal schedule.”
 	Jillian opened her mouth to protest the man’s arrogant assumption, and then smacked her lips closed. She puffed out a breath, flouncing her bangs. She didn’t know why her mouth was trying to get her ass in trouble so often.
 	Robert practically bounded from the bed. He grabbed his boxers and slipped them on, and left the room. Jillian wondered at his speed, but he was back less than a minute later, a white garment in his hands.
 	“Here, sweetie. Though I hope the day will come when we have you naked most of the time while we’re at home.”
 	She reached for the T-shirt, but he deftly evaded her hands, instead slipping it onto her. When she got to her feet, she wasn’t surprised to find the shirt went nearly to her knees. She turned to David. “Didn’t you bring me things from home? I could just put on my nightgown.”
 	David chuckled. “I only brought you a change of clothes from your apartment, for tomorrow. Sorry, baby. I guess it totally slipped my mind to pack you a nightgown.”
 	Jillian scowled at him. When he only laughed back at her, she shook her head. She followed Robert down to the kitchen, and when she would have pitched in to throw together a light meal, he directed her to a seat at the table instead.
 	“I need coffee,” she said.
 	“Decaf for you, my lovely little sub. Or else you’ll be awake all night.”
 	Robert had a point, but knowing that didn’t stop her from bristling. She thought about that, about the way she seemed eager for Robert or even David to give her orders that would see her naked, or spreading herself for their mutual pleasure without a thought, and grumbling to herself when they exerted authority in other areas of her life.
 	She sat back and appreciated the familiarity with which both men moved about the kitchen. David scrambled some eggs while Robert put the coffee on and then popped some bread into the toaster.
 	“Are you hungry enough for two pieces?”
 	Jillian told her inner smart-ass to shut up and said, “Yes, please.” Then she looked at David and asked, “What are my chances of getting cheese in those eggs?”
 	“Good, I think.” He looked over his shoulder and smiled at her. “I decided against frying up some ham because of the lateness of the hour. You’ll get indigestion eating anything too heavy or greasy this late at night.” He detoured to the fridge and pulled out a block of cheddar.
 	It wasn’t that much longer before they came to the table, food—and coffee—in hand. Jillian ate slowly, making little happy-tummy sounds as she sampled the eggs, the cheese, and the toast. She could taste butter in the eggs, and although she watched her cholesterol consumption, the addition made the dish richer. Simple fare, but the combination seemed to hit the spot.
 	Robert poured some coffee into her cup, and she added a bit of cream. She could have told him drinking caffeine late at night had never kept her awake—but then she’d already had three cups of the stuff today, and she was trying to watch that intake, too.
 	“So, do you want to tell us where you’ve been the last few minutes?”
 	Jillian looked up, her fork hovering over her plate and tilted her head slightly as she looked at Robert.
 	When he met her gaze and didn’t say anything else, she shrugged. “I was just trying to figure out how it can be, that if I’m really a natural sub, I bristle when you…” She let her voice trail off because she didn’t know how to really word what it was she meant. She’d been going to say, “give me orders,” except that wasn’t quite right. If Robert got that tone going, and ordered her to bend over the table and present her ass to him, or even to “get into her position,” she’d be responding and complying before she’d even mentally processed the command.
 	“What you really want to know is this. Why is it that you spread your legs when we command you to without a single concern, and yet want to tell me to go fuck myself when I decide that you’ll have decaf coffee, and not regular.”
 	Put like that it sounded stupid, but he’d actually stated her concerns better than she had. Even though she felt color decorating her cheeks, she said, “Yes, exactly! If I’m a sub, wouldn’t I just cave without a rebellious thought in my head?”
 	She kept her eyes trained on Robert, expecting he’d be the one who answered her. But it was David who spoke up.
 	“No, baby. Because while your ex-husband may have left you unfulfilled sexually, that isn’t the biggest sin he committed.”
 	“His biggest sin was that he never manned up.”
 	Jillian felt like a spectator at a tennis match. David had captured her attention, and then Robert snared it. Clearly they knew what they were talking about, but she still wasn’t sure. Or maybe she was, but she needed to have it put into words. She needed one of them to put it into words for her.
 	Robert nodded, and David smiled, reached over, and stroked her back gently. “In other words, he handed you the sword, pointed to the dragons, and said, ‘Good luck, Jillian.’”
 	Jillian’s eyes widened. “Yes! Yes, that’s it exactly. Well, almost.” She wanted to be completely honest with these men. “Except, I don’t think he ever said ‘good luck.’”

 


Chapter 14
	“Are you just about done, there, sweetie?”
 	What was it about that tone of Robert’s that made her nipples hard and her pussy wet? All the moisture has seeped from the rest of my body to my cunt. Jillian looked down at her dinner plate. There was a bit of egg left, but she really didn’t want any more. Feeling as if her throat was far too dry to allow her to talk, she nodded.
 	He pinned her in place with his gaze. She noticed his eyes flick down at the shirt she wore, and the evidence of her arousal. She barely noticed David making quick work of clearing the table.
 	Robert grinned. “I’ve changed my mind. I want my shirt back, please.” He held out his hand.
 	Jillian crossed her arms in front of her and grabbed the hem of the shirt. She had to lift her bottom to strip it off because she’d been sitting on the cotton. Without that buffer her naked flesh met the leather of the kitchen chair.
 	She didn’t think she’d be sitting long enough for it to become an issue. Jillian handed him the shirt.
 	He grabbed it from her. “Thank you.”
 	She licked her dry lips. “You’re welcome.”
 	Her heart tripped when he immediately held the white cotton to his face and inhaled deeply, while keeping his gaze locked on hers.
 	“Mmm, yes. You have a scent that makes my cock throb.” He set the shirt down and held his hand out to her.
 	Jillian wasn’t a foolish woman. She didn’t hesitate, and gave him her hand. He pulled her to her feet. She squealed and then laughed when he then used her upward momentum to lift her over his shoulder into a fireman’s carry.
 	She struggled slightly, the position unfamiliar and unsettling. Robert responded by smacking her naked ass hard with his bare hand.
 	Jillian yelped.
 	Robert smoothed his hand on her bottom, effectively spreading the heat everywhere, which seemed to make her pussy leak even more.
 	“Don’t struggle, sweetie, I don’t want to drop you.” He inhaled deeply. “That got you even wetter, didn’t it?”
 	She could see no sense in being either coy or lying. “Yes. Hurry, please. I need you to fuck me.”
 	Robert managed the stairs and didn’t even seem winded. All Jillian could see was the upside-down flooring, and David’s feet as he followed behind them.
 	Robert eased her off his shoulder until she was standing within the circle of his arms, next to the very large and very rumpled bed.
 	“So, you want us to fuck you?”
 	She caught something in his expression then, something that was there and then gone so quickly. Not sure what it was that she’d seen, she bit her bottom lip and nodded her head.
 	She wanted more than just having their cocks inside her, one after the other. Jillian didn’t understand all the myriad emotions that had been roiling through her since the day before. Oh, my God, we’ve only been lovers for two days!
 	The realization should have shocked her, except it didn’t feel like they’d been together for only two days. Right from that first moment when they’d startled her at the clinic, she’d felt as if she’d always known these men.
 	No, it was more than that. Jillian swallowed with the realization that she’d been waiting for the brothers Jessop.
 	She’d been waiting for them all of her life.
 	“What else do you want, my little sub? I can see your emotions, and I know you want more. You can ask us for anything.”
 	Jillian didn’t hesitate. “I want you both inside me at the same time.”
 	She could see by the look in his eyes, he hadn’t been expecting that. “I don’t know if you’re really ready for double penetration, Jillian.” Robert cupped her face and kissed her lips, a light, chaste touch that soothed as much as it aroused.
 	“I need you both inside of me at the same time. I need to feel…” Why did the right words always elude her when she wanted them the most?
 	David eased in behind her, his body flush with her back, his heat warming her. “Connected to the both of us at once?”
 	She shook her head even as she knew that connected was a part, but not all of it. Then she had it. “Complete.” Yes, that was the word, precisely. “I need to feel complete. Whole. Oh, please.”
 	Roiling emotions and turbulent thoughts had a stronger grip on her than she knew when Robert’s expression turned tender, and he used his thumbs to caress her cheeks. His touch, so gentle, nearly reverent, made her shiver.
 	“Hush, sweetheart.” He flicked a glance at his brother, and then met her gaze again. “We don’t want to hurt you. Your cute little anus has to be sore from this afternoon. I wasn’t as gentle with you as I should have been.”
 	“I’m only a little tender. And besides, you know that saying—no pain, no gain.”
 	Robert’s surprised laugh sounded more like a bark. He shook his head and kissed her, a short, almost fiercely passionate mating of his lips to hers.
 	He pulled back and his expression turned very somber. “Do you have any idea what it will do to me if I hurt you?”
 	Because she sensed that Robert had just given her a glimpse into the deepest recesses of his soul, she focused on his question. Did she know what hurting her would do to him? Jillian hadn’t realized how busy her mind had been, with thoughts and ideas simmering away on the back burner. Yes, she thought that she did. It pleased her in a very intrinsic way to know that while she hadn’t known him long, she was beginning to understand him.
 	Jillian reached up with her right hand and caressed his face. Beard stubble met her touch and she liked it. “I promise you that if it feels like too much, I’ll ask you to stop. I promise you. I won’t take what I need at your expense.”
 	She met his gaze unflinching as he continued to search for something in the depths of her gaze. Finally, he said, “We haven’t given you a safe word yet, because we really haven’t gotten that far into exploring the D/s dynamic.”
 	“Safe word?” Jillian was pretty certain she understood what that was. But she waited, knowing one of them would explain it to her.
 	“A word that you wouldn’t normally use, that, once you say it, ends the scene we’re in immediately. You use your safe word whenever you want what’s happening to stop.”
 	“Oh.” Yep, she’d known what it was. Robert must have mistaken the look on her face.
 	“Safe, sane, and consensual. Remember?”
 	“Yes, of course I remember. And I trust you to stop. But…I also trust you to give me what I need. Robert, I don’t know why, or even how I know this, but I do. I really need this.”
 	She felt a little bad, putting Robert on the spot this way. But he and David had both said that they would give her what she needed. She’d never trusted this much—or maybe it was a crazy combination of hope mixed with trust. Whichever, she trusted these men to do what they said they would do—give her what she needed.
 	“Give me a safe word, then, Jillian. Something that you’ll think of that wouldn’t normally be something to pass your lips during a scene.”
 	The first word that popped into her head was her son’s name. Oh, that is so not going to be it. But she couldn’t dislodge the concept so she said, “Marines.”
 	Robert’s response was to raise one eyebrow. She had to work at maintaining eye contact, and neither squirming nor laughing. She thought she might be a bit embarrassed if he was to follow her logic and discover why she’d chosen the word.
 	Robert nodded. “Marines it is.” Then he drew her closer to him until she could feel him pressed against her entire body—as she was pressed against his. When he combed his fingers through her hair and gently pulled, tilting her head up, she licked her lips and opened her mouth, ready to give him whatever he wanted. Just the idea of submitting to these men caused shivers to run up and down her spine. They had only just begun this relationship, and she wanted so much more.
 	Jillian wanted everything
 	“I don’t think I’ll ever be able to get enough of you.” Robert’s whispered words brushed her face a second before he laid his lips on hers. His hot, wet flavor arrowed straight to her cunt. It didn’t matter that she’d had this man already today. She wanted him again with a fervor that shocked her.
 	She didn’t think she’d ever be able to get enough of him, either.
 	She twined her tongue with his, the silky and sensuous dance feeling like need, greed, and hunger all rolled up in one. She loved the way he kissed, loved his flavor, and totally loved the way he oh so easily bent her to his will. His tongue mastered her, in the same way his cock mastered her, and that mastery fulfilled dreams she’d never fully acknowledged.
 	David placed his hands on her shoulders and squeezed gently.
 	Robert released her to him and David turned her into his embrace. Oh, yes. He’d stripped, and his hot, buff body drew her like a magnet. She wrapped her arms around him, rubbed her breasts against his chest, and gave him her mouth. There, yes, there it was! The taste of him on her tongue, mingling with the taste of his brother, had recently become her favorite double-dip flavor. He stroked her back with his hands, soothing her from neck to ass, and she felt herself melting just a little more. He sucked her tongue into his mouth, groaning deep in his chest when she surrendered, and she felt her arousal climb just a little more.
 	When she instinctively undulated her hips to try and rub her pussy against his cock, he smiled in the middle of their kiss and returned the favor, grinding just a little against her.
 	He was hot, hard, and tempting in the extreme. Jillian shivered with delight from the sensation of his cock nestled against her.
 	Robert stepped into her, flush with her back. The awareness of his flesh touching hers, of his rigid cock lying at the small of her back and his balls brushing lightly against her ass crack made her reach for him even as her tongue continued to play with David’s.
 	Robert kissed the palm of her hand and then helped her put both hands around his neck.
 	He ran his hands down her sides in a lazy and languid caress. His long fingers stroking over the plump sides of her breasts made her nipples draw up even tighter.
 	David brought one hand up to touch her face, and then eased his lips from hers. “Let me get ready for you, baby.”
 	Robert drew her closer to him and cupped her breasts as she watched David reach for the condoms. He pinched her nipples lightly between his thumbs and forefingers, and Jillian groaned. She could feel more moisture gathering in her pussy and marveled that it wasn’t running down her leg.
 	David held out one small foil packet to her. She unlaced her fingers from around Robert’s neck, took his offering, then watched as he tore the second open and sheathed himself.
 	She got such a thrill watching him do that and because she felt the urge, she reached out and caressed his cock, as if she wanted to help him ensure the latex was in place properly. She loved the feel of his condom-covered cock. The barrier might reduce slightly the amount of sensation for him, but her hand slid so easily over it. Jillian shivered with lust.
 	David grinned at her. “Minx.” He removed her hand from him and crawled onto the bed, stretching out on his back when he reached the middle of it. “Put that rubber on my brother and then get your sweet little body over here and impale your hot little cunt on my cock.”
 	Had she ever believed the man didn’t possess the same “Dom” genes as Robert? She returned his cheeky-looking grin and said, “Yes, Sir. Right away, Sir.”
 	“Baby, you’re just begging for a spanking, aren’t you?”
 	She’d turned around so that she faced Robert. She’d stretched up to kiss him, but at David’s question, she looked over her shoulder at him.
 	“It got me so hot. I never knew I would love being spanked. It made my pussy weep for your cocks.”
 	“Jesus, woman. Hurry up. My cock is starting to weep for your pussy, if you know what I mean.”
 	Jillian flicked her gaze downward and could just make out the tiny jewel-like drop of moisture captured by the latex. She grinned back at David and then returned her attention to Robert. She reached up with her left hand and stroked his face. Unlike David, Robert’s gaze held no humor. She could feel the tension strumming through him. He really was conflicted between wanting to give her what she said she needed, and hurting her. “My trust in you is absolute. I need this more than I’ve ever needed anything, but I will use my safe word if it’s more than I can take.”
 	Her fingers shook as she tore open the package and extracted the condom. She flipped it over so it was the right way, and rolled it onto Robert’s cock, smoothing it down until he was covered, tip to base.
 	Robert reached down and took hold of her hand, and she knew he wanted her to wrap her fingers around his shaft. When she did, he covered her fingers with his own.
 	Jillian looked up into his deep and in some ways too-old eyes. In that moment she did her best to let him see every bit of love she held in her heart for him.
 	He stroked her face. “Are you wet, my little sub, or do you need a bit of lube on your pussy before you mount your other master?”
 	“I’m wet. I’m always wet when I’m with my masters.”
 	Robert bent close, and gave her a light, nearly chaste kiss. Then he turned her around and practically lifted her onto the bed.
 	In that moment, Jillian felt as if he was giving her to his brother. David’s hands took command of her, reaching for her and lifting her until she was suspended above him. How strong he was, to hold her aloft that way. Jillian opened her legs, ready to straddle him. As he began to lower her, she reached down, caressed his cock and positioned it where she needed it, right at the opening of her slit.
 	And then she sighed with complete pleasure as she slowly slid down onto him, her cunt taking his cock into her body inch by glorious inch until he was buried to the hilt inside her.
 	“Mmm, David, your cock feels so good inside me. That full feeling…it’s so good.” She leaned over him and used her hands on his chest for leverage as she began to ride him, moving up and down on his cock in a slow, sensuous rhythm.
 	“You’re going to be a lot fuller in a few moments, sweetie.”
 	Jillian looked over her shoulder. “Good. I can hardly wait.”
 	David pinched her left nipple, making her gasp and pivot her attention to him.
 	“Eyes on me, baby. I want your full attention.”
 	“Yes, Sir.” Jillian knew what he was doing. While a tiny part of her bristled at the implied lack of faith, she understood his motivation, and knew that motivation came from his heart.
 	He wanted her gaze on his so he would know by the expression on her face if taking Robert’s cock became too much for her.
 	He, too, knew what hurting her would do to his brother. Gratitude for him, for his deep concern, not only for her comfort but for Robert’s sensibilities swelled her heart and heated her blood. She flexed her pelvic floor muscles, giving his cock a long, rippling caress.
 	“Mmm, baby, that felt good. Do it again.”
 	She did, and groaned when he returned the favor, flexing his cock inside her vaginal tunnel. His presence there, the girth and the length and the pulse of him thrilled her to her core.
 	Jillian felt Robert get onto the bed, and the heat from his body seeped into hers, like a comforting blanket surrounding her. She gasped when he stroked between her ass cheeks, spreading a cool and silky lubricant back and forth over her anal opening.
 	When he pressed against the rosebud of her anus with his finger, the muscles barely protested before they opened and let him in.
 	“Oh, yes. That feels so good.” Jillian shivered, the sensation somehow dark yet delicious as Robert moved his finger in a circle, widening that opening, working to stretch her.
 	He bent over her and kissed her shoulder, then licked the shell of her ear as he pulled his finger out of her ass. When she felt him come back just a couple of seconds later, it was with more lube, and another digit to join the first.
 	She stopped moving on David’s cock when he grasped her hips and held her still on him. Because she kept her gaze locked on David’s face, she saw when he flicked a glance over her shoulder. He brought his attention back to her.
 	“Lean this way just a little, baby, and give Robert better access to that pretty little ass of yours. Breathe deeply, and try to relax your hips and legs.”
 	Relaxation might be a problem because she was so damned excited, and wanted this so badly. But she did her best, inhaling deeply, and willed her muscles not to clench.
 	Robert eased his fingers out of her ass, and moved forward on the bed. He used his hands to grasp the globes of her ass, spreading her cheeks. Then he pressed his cock against her tiny rosebud, and she inhaled sharply.
 	“Your cock is so hot and it feels so good touching all those little nerve endings when you…oh, God, yes!”
 	Robert kept the head of his cock centered on her anus and pressed forward with a steady kind of pressure that felt firm and relentless. Jillian instinctively flexed her pelvic floor muscles even as she tried not to. Breathing deeply, she willed her hips and thighs to release their tension.
 	“Such a sweet little submissive.” Robert’s words of praise caressed her emotions just as surely as David’s hands caressed her shoulders and arms.
 	Jillian felt her anus open, and shivered as her body stretched, and burned. The burning seemed to trigger something deep inside her that ignited her nipples and her clit, making them tingle and swell, and she moaned in pure pleasure.
 	Robert eased back, then pressed forward again, and then again and again. The burn morphed into a pain both real and substantial, a pain she understood and embraced. Erotic pain. It had to be, because the sensation stoked her arousal, speeding her heart and making her long for release.
 	“Don’t come, Jillian. Not until I tell you that you can.”
 	“It feels so…mmm…” She lost the ability to form a coherent sentence, as the erotic swirl enveloped every part of her, pushing her higher and higher. Her skin crackled with electric thrills, and she wondered if she could hold off coming as her master demanded.
 	Jillian inhaled deeply and could smell both of her lovers, the aromas of the two men different and yet similar in the way it affected her. Their flesh pressed against her front and back, hirsute skin over strong masculine muscle, skin that felt and smelt so different from her own. Their heat became her heat, and their cocks… Jillian moaned, unable to still her hips as she tilted her ass just slightly up and back, following the urge to embed Robert’s cock even deeper in her ass.
 	“No, Jillian, not yet. Hold still. Let me…You’re so tight, sweetie. God, you feel so damn good.”
 	She heard him fighting for control, and though she wanted to move, wanted to pleasure both of the men inside her body, she stilled. Breathing deeply, she fought her urge to fuck them. Her hips remained unmoving, but she couldn’t prevent the shivers that ran up and down her spine.
 	Robert groaned as he slid all the way into her. The sensation of his balls bouncing against the base of her cunt nearly made her come right then and there.
 	“I’m in. Just hold still for one more…”
 	“Christ, her cunt just got incredibly tight. I’ve never felt anything quite so wonderful.”
 	Robert inhaled. “Jillian? Are you all right?”
 	She guessed he asked because she’d managed to stay still. She had to stay still, because of the enormity of having them both inside her. Not just that she felt stretched and full beyond her wildest dreams. It was more than that. She felt more complete than she’d ever believed she could. The moment felt sacred, and she wanted to absorb it completely, commit each and every sensation to memory. Incredibly, miraculously, Jillian understood somehow, holding both of her lovers within her body, together, actually healed her.
 	“Jillian?”
 	“So perfect… I love it. It’s….” The spell now broken, the urge to move, to race for her orgasm overpowered all else. “Oh, oh, please. Fuck me. Please.” She’d thought to hold it close, keep it there, all of it, but she couldn’t. Pyrotechnics seemed to be exploding all over her body, like a fireworks factory set ablaze. Her hips began to twitch, down and in, back and out, and she couldn’t stop it, could barely control it. Her hips moved, and she became enslaved to the compulsion that drove her.
 	Robert proved that he could read her, that he knew her, better than she knew herself. “It’s all right, sweetie. Take what you need, Jillian. We’re here for you. That’s it, oh, God, yes, that’s so fucking good. Fuck us both, honey.”
 	They didn’t exert their usual control, they didn’t move, but let her do the work, and she shivered and quivered as her hips moved of their own accord. She couldn’t manage smooth, rhythmic motion. Instead, she gave them irregular, jerky movement that quickly spun out of her control.
 	She felt their cocks moving inside her, reveled in the friction as they brushed along her inner tunnels, and she whimpered as those explosions continued and her climax beckoned.
 	And then, between one heartbeat and the next, her rapture burst, hot, heavy, and hard. Jillian screamed as wave after wave of total bliss swamped her, washing through her in a flood of sensation entwined with almost overwhelming emotion.
 	“Oh, God, yes, yes, I…I can’t…” She wanted to say she couldn’t keep coming, but her body refused logic, or control, and the spasms continued to flood her heart and mind, body and soul.

 


Chapter 15
	“I can tell where your mind has wandered to.”
 	Robert blinked, shot a quick glance over to his brother, and then turned his head toward his cousin, Jake. The three of them were alone in the small kitchen at the back of the clinic. Jake had come over because he’d seen Jillian over at Lusty Appetites having lunch with Kate, he’d said, and it had reminded him he’d wanted to check in with the Drs. Jessop to see if their new hire was working out, or not.
 	Of course, Robert had leveled with the man who currently was the administrator of the Town Trust, and entitled to such information. He told Jake that he and David had already developed a very personal relationship with Jillian, and that as far as they were concerned, she was perfect.
 	Now Robert focused on Jake, and realized the man must have known that all along. He’d really come over to just rib them both.
 	Robert had heard of the time Jake and Adam had courting their Ginny—especially the way she’d more or less taken the rendering of justice into her own hands. He admitted to himself that if he’d been in town at the time, he would have given Jake and Adam as hard a time as possible.
 	That was, after all, what family was all about.
 	Jake chuckled. “The uncles seem more than pleased with her, too. I didn’t really have any doubts. Frankly, the fact that Kate came and invited her to lunch kind of speaks for itself.”
 	David grinned. “No one has better instincts when it comes to people than Kate Benedict. She was over here yesterday subtly trying to get information out of Jillian with regard to our impending baby boom.”
 	“I’d place a bet and say that Kate left with absolutely no more information than she arrived with.”
 	“You’d win that bet,” Robert said. “In fact, Jillian didn’t even leave Kate alone in her office.”
 	David’s grin spoke of his pride in their woman, and it was an emotion Robert felt as well. “It seems her aunt was very forthcoming,” David said, “with every bit of information she felt Jillian would need, especially the fact that Kate maintained her certification as an RN up until last year.”
 	“Imparted, I’m sure, under the heading ‘if there’s an emergency and you need a trained eye’,” Jake said.
 	“Exactly. I know that neither of us said anything to Jillian about the way that Kate sometimes likes to finagle information whenever she can.” David brought the three cups of coffee he’d brewed in the single cup coffeemaker to the small table. “Jillian was completely professional—though I have no doubt she’d relay whatever information she deemed necessary if the situation called for it.”
 	Robert had pulled the sugar down out of the cupboard and retrieved the cream from the fridge. Jake nodded his thanks for the cream and added a generous dollop to his cup.
 	Jake snickered. “By the way, don’t mention the 2012 edition of the Lusty baby boom to Morgan and Henry. Apparently they heard about it and tried to talk Tamara into joining the race. It seems the Benedicts are ahead of the Kendalls by a score of four to two, and that didn’t sit well with the flyboys.”
 	Robert laughed. “How did that argument work out for them?”
 	Jake grinned, and Robert could see the unholy glee in his cousin’s eyes. “Not well. My sister-in-law is a real little spitfire. It occurred to Adam and I last night that our eldest brothers may have spent way too much time in the military and not nearly enough out and about in the real world.”
 	“That could very well be true,” David mused as he dumped some sugar into his cup. “Are either of you going to enlighten them?”
 	Jake hid behind his cup for a moment. “No. I don’t think we’ll need to intervene. Apparently, the first person Tamara told about her husbands, shall we say, lack of marital graces, was the one person she feels most comfortable indulging in girl talk with. Mother.”
 	Robert shook his head slowly. “Those poor, dumb bastards.” He felt proud of the fact that he held his snicker off for at least five seconds.
 	“Yeah, you gotta love it,” Jake said. “Sunday dinner is going to be so interesting this week.”
 	“Are you selling tickets?” David asked.
 	“There’s a thought.” Jake set his cup down. He took a moment to stare at it, and Robert knew there was something on his mind.
 	Finally he looked up and nailed Robert with a very steady gaze. “I wanted to ask you if perhaps you’ve given up on going to that private club in Houston?”
 	Robert didn’t pretend to misunderstand his cousin. For all of his easygoing, fairly jocular ways, Jake was one of the most devoted caretakers in the family. He wasn’t asking that question for himself, or just for shits and giggles.
 	Robert said, “Our membership hasn’t been completely processed yet. The man who owns The Lyon’s Den—Christopher Lyons—is very careful of who’s allowed entry into his club.”
 	“Membership is by referral only,” David said. “A friend of ours from up north, Jordan Fitzpatrick, and another friend, Jonathan Steele, referred us.”
 	“And you plan to take Ms. Gillespie there?” He arched one eyebrow, and Robert understood the sign of displeasure.
 	Robert fought the impulse to tell his cousin to mind his own business. In a way, Jake was doing just that. “You can ask her about it, if you like, though I would hope you’d do so privately and in a manner that wouldn’t embarrass her.”
 	Jake met his gaze for a long moment. “I guess I have some reading to do. I think of my Ginny, and what she went through at the hands of Deke Walters, and it just pisses me off.”
 	Robert had more than a passing acquaintance with what his cousins’ fiancée had endured at the hands of her abuser—mostly because Adam had called him, not long after they’d decided to court Ginny—peppering him with questions he hadn’t been comfortable asking of either of Robert’s fathers.
 	In the process, Robert had obtained access to the medical and legal files, something he would never let Ginny know, if he could help it.
 	He shook his head at Jake. “There is absolutely no comparison between what Ginny went through and what is involved in a good, healthy D/s relationship. None whatsoever.”
 	David reached into his pocket and pulled out a notepad. He quickly wrote something down and then tore the sheet off and handed it to Jake. “Here’s a website you can go to. It lists books, other references, including studies done on the healthy D/s dynamic. There are also essays posted, written by both Doms and subs. It will give you a better idea of what the lifestyle is all about.”
 	“Our watchwords are ‘safe, sane, and consensual.’ The idea that a Dom beats his submissive is completely off the mark. A Dom’s first concern is for the health and well-being of his submissive, Jake.”
 	Jake seemed to relax at that. “I had to wonder, knowing you as I do.”
 	Robert wasn’t surprised that this particular cousin knew him so well. Jake was a master at appearing low-key and laid-back. His façade disguised his keen intellect and sharp wit.
 	He nodded at his cousin’s acknowledgement. Then he said, “Feel free to speak to Jillian. Go ahead and assure yourself that she’s all right.”
 	Jake took a sip from his coffee, and then gave Robert the smile that all the mothers had agreed, in their youth, spelled trouble. “Don’t worry. I plan to.”
 	Robert met David’s gaze, and shrugged. No, Jake’s reactions didn’t surprise them in the least.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Jillian made sure she was back at her desk exactly on time. This was only her second day on the job, after all. But she was one of those people who obeyed the rules, always. Her ex-husband had once chided her that if she’d come to a stop sign in the middle of nowhere, with not another car in sight, she’d still stop her vehicle.
 	She hadn’t understood his issue with that. That was the way she was. She wasn’t stupid, neither was she a chicken or any of the other negative things he’d always called her. She never colored outside the lines, neither did she run with scissors. She followed the rules and felt most secure when she could operate within specific, identified boundaries.
 	Huh. That’s exactly what I’m like. How is it I never was able to define myself so clearly before now?
 	Jillian stared at her computer monitor but wasn’t looking at the data. She was looking inside herself with a clarity and a comfort she’d never known before. She thought back to that first afternoon, when Robert and David had stopped her before she’d run herself into the ground, literally. Robert had said something then that no one had ever said to her. And somehow, since then, his words had taken root, and grown strong within her. Not two full days, but already, so much had changed within her.
 	“There’s nothing wrong with you. Being a sub is just your nature, sweetheart. It’s just the way you are and certainly nothing to be ashamed of.”
 	Her nature. Like the way she enjoyed doing things for others, and the way she always put the needs of the people in her life ahead of her own.
 	Jillian shook her head. When it was break time later this afternoon, she’d take a minute and do some of that Internet surfing, and read about Doms, and subs, and whatever else took her fancy.
 	For right now, she had work to do.
 	She had the schedule for the doctors and had to grin when she saw just how often the senior Drs. Jessop planned to be in over the next month. Shirley had snickered when she’d mentioned that both Adam and James Jessop had affirmed they were going to slow down, let their sons take over.
 	Shirley hadn’t believed it for one moment. Jillian was coming to the conclusion that her aunt had been right.
 	The patient schedule looked steady but not heavy for every day that week—which left lots of space for any emergencies that might crop up.
 	Jillian had heard quite a bit about this clinic over the years from Shirley. Their profession was just one of the things they had in common, and it was a big common denominator. She knew that ranchers from miles around would avail themselves of the services here. Ranching and farming were both considered high-risk occupations, and accidents, unfortunately, happened. She knew from looking over the past files and from conversations with her aunt over the years that there’d been occasions when one or both of the doctors had been called upon to make a house, or ranch, or farm call.
 	Jillian had the entire month’s schedule in front of her. Robert and David would be here at the clinic this week and next, and then after that they would rotate weeks between here and Mercy Hospital in Waco. She knew that Robert would be joining the surgical team, while David would join the staff of the gynecology department.
 	Movement in her peripheral vision caught her attention, and when she looked up, David came to stand front and center.
 	“I was just reviewing the calendar.”
 	“You look confused about something, baby.”
 	Jillian double-checked the waiting room to ensure that it was still empty. She met David’s cheeky grin and shook her head. She should have known he wouldn’t risk embarrassing her like that. If there had been someone else in the room, he’d have just called her by name.
 	She nodded. “I am confused. You’re both only going to be working every other week in Waco. I’m just surprised the hospital has given you such a relaxed schedule.”
 	“Well, we’re working there for free, so they let us choose our hours. They were really happy we were going to be there as often as every other week.”
 	“You’re working for free? I mean, I can see donating your time to a free clinic, or, hell, even doing a stint with Doctors without Borders. But a major city hospital, and on a permanent basis?”
 	“Well, we don’t really need the money, honey.”
 	She guessed he read the shock in her face because he said, “What, you didn’t know we were a couple of trust fund babies?”
 	Shirley had once told her that most of the members of the founding families were rich, but she’d honestly forgotten that fact until now.
 	Jillian shook her head, laughing as much at his antics as she was at herself. “No, I really didn’t know. And no, you certainly don’t act the part, either of you.”
 	Robert came around the corner at that point. He must have heard the conversation because he said, “Of course we don’t. We all had any notions we may have had of acting like entitled little brats disciplined out of us when we were kids.”
 	“Remember how shocked we were when we turned twenty-five and got our inheritances?” David asked.
 	“Yeah, and I remember how quickly we got over it, saw to reinvesting the funds, and went about relocating our asses to begin our next rotation—orthopedics, I think it was—in Atlanta.”
 	Jillian just shook her head. Then she said, “Shirley told me how well she did with her own nest egg, thanks to some sound advice from Alex and Joshua Benedict. I have some money socked away in a term account that comes due next year. I already wasn’t very happy with my fund management. Maybe I’ll move it.”
 	“We’ll ask Jake to set you up with Derek O’Connor. He’s manager of the Town Trust’s investment fund. He could likely give you whatever tips and help you need.”
 	“O’Connor?” Jillian would have been willing to bet someone in such a position of responsibility would be a Jessop, Kendall, or Benedict.
 	David grinned. “He’s actually a cousin, too. His mom was a Kendall, and she married an O’Connor. Derek was with a huge firm in New York before he moved to Texas. The families are glad to have him. I heard Mom say the man seems to have the Midas touch.”
 	“I wasn’t just busting into the middle of your conversation,” Robert said. “I just noticed there’s a light out in exam room three. Could you call Jake and have him send Phil around?”
 	“Of course.” Jillian reached for the phone. David placed his hand over hers.
 	“I can certainly change a light bulb. Hell, I used to work on the maintenance crew when I was in high school, remember? I was the man in demand…I was the cool dude with the ’tude who knew how to turn it on or change it out…” He looked up from his blatantly “macho-teen” routine and blushed.
 	“He certainly was something in high school,” Robert said. “Can you imagine what it was like for me back then?”
 	Jillian could see that he was struggling to contain his laughter. She grinned and could just picture the young, into-his-hormones stud David had been.
 	She looked at David. “Let me guess, you went around in the summer, shirt off, tool belt hanging at a cocky angle around your waist.”
 	David laughed. “Hey. Believe it or not, it got me dates. That’s all I’m saying.” He smiled, and then said, “I saw some fluorescent bulbs in the back supply cabinet. I’ll just go and change the light now. It’s nearly the end of patient appointments, anyway.”
 	There was one gentleman in with Dr. Adam, and an older woman with Dr. James. Checking the schedule, Jillian saw there were only two more appointments booked that day, both for two thirty, a good twenty minutes away.
 	Shirley had mentioned that as the doctors tended to be prompt, most folks would only arrive a couple of minutes before their appointment times, which ended by three in the afternoon most days.
 	The rest of the average work day would be spent, by the doctors, in reading test results that arrived by Internet or mail, checking with colleagues on referrals, and doing any number of sundry tasks. The clinic’s doctors subscribed to several different medical journals and spent time every day reading and staying abreast of changes in their fields.
 	A few times a year they attended conferences, and sometimes even took specialized courses of study.
 	All this Jillian knew from years of being in communication with Shirley, a woman who didn’t completely understand the town she lived in but who nonetheless admired its citizens.
 	“David and I were wondering if you’d like to go out to eat, tonight. You know, a real dinner, that consists of more than one course?”
 	Jillian grinned. “That would be nice, but I can just as easily throw something—”
 	A large crash and the sound of shattering glass were followed closely by the epithet “Oh, fuck, that hurts.”
 	Jillian catapulted from her chair at a full run, heading toward David several steps behind Robert. Her heart was in her throat as she wondered what had happened to him.
 	By the sounds of it, nothing good. She told her inner voice to shut up and not borrow trouble. The first thing she saw when she entered exam room three was Robert, his hand gripping his brother’s right wrist, leading him over toward the sink. Rivulets of blood decorated the table, the floor, and David.
 	“Stupid, stupid,” David muttered as his brother turned on the water, irrigated the wounds, and began to inspect the damage. “I used the table to stand on without checking that the brakes were on, first.”
 	“And then, what, forgot to let go of the light when you fell?” Robert bit out his words, his tone terse.
 	“Yeah, I think it’s karma biting my ass for bragging a few moments ago.”
 	“At the moment I don’t care about your ass, it’s your hand I’m worried about.”
 	Robert’s tone sounded off to Jillian. In a flash she understood that his brother being injured hurt him in some way that was deep and real, and something he didn’t have any defense against. Jillian didn’t understand all that went through Robert’s head, but she was beginning to get a pretty good idea.
 	Research into the D/s psychology had just moved to the head of the list, right behind helping now.
 	“What do you need me to do?”
 	“Do we have an empty room?”
 	“What’s all this?”
 	Jillian looked over her shoulder at the older man who stood at the doorway taking in the mess of the room. Adam Jessop was shaking his head. “We have a service that comes in to change the lights, son.”
 	“Room one is just now available,” Jillian said. “I’ll go get it ready. Give me two minutes.”
 	They had sterile suture trays on hand, and she grabbed one from the shelf as she headed toward room one. It took her barely a minute to change the paper on the exam bed, set the tray on the wheeled cart, and get a couple of chairs in place. She set the box of sterile gloves, gauze and disinfectant out.
 	She wasn’t a nurse, but in her former position she’d helped with prep work often enough that she knew what was needed.
 	Robert led David into the room, still having hold of his hand. Jillian remembered there was a pair of micro goggles on the shelf and rushed out, bringing them in just as James Jessop joined the group.
 	“Here, these might help.” It had been a fluorescent bulb that had shattered in his hand. Jillian recalled dropping one of those once and the number of tiny glass slivers was enormous.
 	“Thank you, sweetie.”
 	“You’re welcome.”
 	Robert didn’t look up from his examination of his brother’s injury. Now that some of the blood had been rinsed off she could see there were a couple of really bad cuts and a bunch of tiny nicks.
 	Robert and David moved so David could sit on the stool. Dr. Adam took the wrapping off the suture tray. Robert picked up a pair of tweezers and began removing the pieces of glass. The small light that one of his fathers had moved into place made the job simpler. Robert worked methodically and quickly.
 	Jillian laid one hand on David’s shoulder and rubbed. He took a moment to tilt his head so his cheek made contact with her hand.
 	“You okay?” she asked him.
 	“Yeah, hurts a bit. Mostly I feel stupid. Don’t worry about me, baby. It’s not as bad as it could have been.”
 	“How many more patients do we have coming in today?” Dr. James asked.
 	Jillian knew the question was asked of her. “Just two and they’re due in about ten minutes.
 	Dr. Adam nodded. “James and I will take them, then.”
 	“Yes, sir.” Jillian wanted to stay and help take care of David, but she knew he was in good hands. She gave David’s shoulder one more squeeze, and then excused herself. She needed to get to her desk. It wouldn’t do to have patients arrive with no one to greet them.
 	Still, she took a moment, just outside the exam room door to breathe deeply and gather her wits.
 	“You work pretty fast,” Dr. James said.
 	“No, I’ve taken my time. There’s not much glass left here. Don’t worry, I’ll get it all.”
 	“I don’t think Jim was talking about your glass picking skills,” Dr. Adam said. “I think he was referring to the speed with which you’ve claimed that young woman as your own.”
 	Jillian felt a blush suffuse her face. She clamped a hand over her mouth so she didn’t laugh out loud. Oh, my God! The men had been careful to appear professional in front of the senior Drs. Jessop, mostly Jillian suspected because of her desire to stay within certain boundaries. But in the heat of the moment, with David getting hurt, they’d all three totally forgotten where they were. She should leave, but she stayed, wondering what Robert would have to say about his father’s accusation. She wondered if he would take issue with the verb his dad had used. “Claiming” had been, in her estimation, an odd choice.
 	She didn’t have to wait long. She heard Robert make a “pfft” kind of sound. “Coming from the two of you? You forget who you’re talking to, pal. I know my antecedents.”
 	“The boy has a point,” Dr. James said, “as well as very steady hands. Now, let’s get out of his hair so he can get our David stitched up.”
 	Jillian didn’t wait another second. She hotfooted it back to her desk—just as the outer door opened and a man with one of the two thirty appointments walked in.

 


Chapter 16
	David wanted to kick himself for making such a dumb move. He sat in the back seat of the Jeep while his brother drove the short distance home. Robert had been tight-lipped and tense since having to pick glass out of his hand. His concentration had been absolute as he’d put those few stitches in. David regretted the stress he’d inadvertently dealt him. Thankfully the two larger slices hadn’t been deep enough to do any kind of real muscle or nerve damage.
 	The truth was, as far as he was concerned, his injury could be filed under the heading of “nothing more than a pain in the ass for the next few days.” However, Robert was Robert and the biggest mother hen he knew when it came to those he considered “his.” Family and friends as well as every damn patient who walked through the doors of the emergency department back into Chicago all fell into that category. The man had been a walking heart attack waiting to happen until Jordan Fitzpatrick had met him and taken him under his wing.
 	David came back to the present. Jillian kept looking back at him, as if she expected him to keel over at any time. Note to self. Doms and subs process some events in almost exactly the same way.
 	“Does it hurt, honey?”
 	David heard the sympathy in Jillian’s tone and smiled. He had been reassuring her and Robert both that he was fine at least once every few minutes since he’d sliced his hand open on that stupid light tube. Hopefully they’d be over it soon.
 	He supposed there were worse fates in life than to be fussed over by people who cared for him so deeply.
 	He decided to be perfectly honest. “It does a bit. I’ll take some Tylenol when we get home. But I’m fine, baby. Really. You’re sweet, but you don’t have to fuss over me.”
 	Robert looked over at Jillian. “You do know that doctors make the worst patients, don’t you, sweetie?”
 	“I had heard that. I guess it’s kind of like the same way mothers tend to make the worst nurses—mainly because they keep thinking about what could have happened. You know, things like, ‘Okay, you sliced your eyebrow, but you could have put your eye out.’ Or, ‘Okay, it’s just a few cuts in the palm of your hand, but you could have severed your tendons.’ That sort of thing.”
 	“I understand completely.”
 	Well, fuck. Not concern, then. Payback?
 	David felt snarky, which didn’t happen very often. “So what’s the plan? Get me home, put me flat on my back, with one of you spooning broth into my poor, invalid mouth while the other wipes my pale, fevered brow?”
 	From the backseat he could see Robert’s mouth twitch. Jillian’s face he couldn’t see that well. She didn’t turn around, but he could tell she held herself tensely, probably so she wouldn’t laugh out loud.
 	“Well, deciding what to do was a real dilemma for us. Yes, it was a toss-up. Do we go to Lusty Appetites for dinner, where by now all the family knows what klutz you are—”
 	“I hear the dinner special tonight is an extra large serving of crow accompanied by a side of humble pie,” Jillian interjected.
 	“Yum, yum,” Robert said. “The other choice, of course was simply to go home, where you can watch as Jillian and I prepare a simple meal—you’re injured, after all, and can’t be expected to help. Then you can watch as Jillian and I clean up afterwards—you’re injured, after all, and can’t be expected to help. Then, once the kitchen is in order you can watch as Jillian and I fuck each other like rabbits. Did I mention that you’re injured, after all and—”
 	“Fuck you. And by the way, Lusty Appetites is back that way,” David used the thumb of his uninjured hand to indicate the direction behind them.
 	“Yes.” Robert grinned. “I know.”
 	David snorted. “It’s my hand that’s injured, people, not my cock.”
 	Robert visibly shuddered. “I didn’t need that particular visual in my head, thank you very much, brother of mine.”
 	“I would have volunteered to hold it while you stitched it,” Jillian said.
 	“You’re a good little sub, sweetie.”
 	“I live to serve, Sir.”
 	David laughed when he’d been certain he couldn’t. “Admit it. There is a streak of perversity in you, Robert. Lying within you is a bit of the Dom who likes to crack the whip and inflict pain upon all within his domain.”
 	“Not me, brother. I wasn’t the one indulging in glass play today. That’s taking kink a bit too far, I think.”
 	Until he’d laughed, David hadn’t truly realized how tense he’d been. He’d been so worried about his brother and his woman, and they’d already turned the corner toward getting back to normal. Then it hit him. “Fuck. I’m never going to hear the end of this, am I?”
 	Robert pulled the vehicle into the driveway, shut off the engine, and looked at Jillian. She returned his stare. David watched his brother’s eyebrow go up, and Jillian shake her head.
 	“No,” Robert said. “At least not until I do something incredibly juvenile and or stupid, and then we can deal. But that will probably be…”
 	“Never.” David finished the sentence with him even as he shook his head.
 	He smiled as he got out of the Jeep. Jillian turned and stretched up and gave him a sweet kiss.
 	“It’s good to see you smiling. I didn’t care for that other guy who was here for a while. He looked like you but he acted like a grump. I like this version of you much better.”
 	Robert slung his arm around his shoulders as they headed up the steps. When he unlocked the door, Jillian preceded them into the house and headed straight back toward the kitchen. She stopped when she was nearly there and turned on her heel. “I’m going to have to go home tonight, guys. I need clothing.”
 	“We’ll go get you clothing. I want you to stay here, at least for the next few days.”
 	Robert’s response had taken on that edge that David recognized. Jillian seemed to as well. It was his Dom voice.
 	She tilted her head to the side. “It’s not that far from there to here after…well, just after.”
 	“It’s not about convenience, sweetie. I want you here.”
 	David watched Jillian and saw the emotions that came and went on her face, and in her eyes. It pleased him that she seemed as capable of reading his brother as he was, himself.
 	What David had just heard Robert really say to their woman was, “I need you here.” Apparently, Jillian had heard the same thing.
 	“I’ll go with you after dinner and you can bring back whatever you need. Okay?”
 	Jillian nodded at Robert’s suggestion, and then went into the kitchen. She’d already told them she intended to cook dinner tonight.
 	He and his brother were both pretty good cooks—a skill they’d cultivated while still in medical school, as they were too tired, and too cheap, to eat out every night. He’d bet Jillian would be surprised when she discovered that they had no intention that she cook for them every night.
 	Robert turned to him. “Do you want a drink?”
 	“Yeah. I was going to take some pain pills but I’ll wait on those until bedtime. A shot would probably do just as well right now.”
 	“I guarantee it will. I’ll just tell Jillian we’ll be in the den. Let me do the honors, little brother.”
 	“Little? I outweigh you, Robbie.”
 	“Yeah, but I’m older.”
 	“Fifteen minutes. Fifteen damn minutes.”
 	“It’s not the years, buddy, it’s the mileage. I’ll be right back.”
 	David shook his head as if he couldn’t believe his brother had actually admitted such a thing. Then he chuckled and headed into the den.
 	They kept a beer fridge in their den just as they had in their apartment up north. That made it handy when they had their big-ass TV tuned to whatever game or movie had caught their interest. There were two large desks in here as well. The plan had been that down the road, they would be able to sit here comfortably to either read journals, or patient files, or hell, just surf the web as they also each had brand-new laptops set out, ready to be put to use.
 	Robert came in and headed for small but well-stocked bar they kept on the shelves above the tiny alcove that held the fridge. He got down two glasses, and poured a couple of fingers of Jack Daniel’s in each.
 	They both drank their whiskey neat.
 	Usually David sipped his liquor, savoring it. Normally he never indulged on an evening when he had to be on duty the next day. He knew that one drink in the afternoon before dinner would not impair his performance. But he’d always figured the habit a good one to have formed and keep.
 	“Medicinal purposes for us both,” Robert said. Which just went to prove that his brother knew him as well as he knew himself.
 	“I was just thinking the same thing.” David slammed the shot and barely resisted the urge to cough. “Oh, mama, that burns.”
 	Robert just shook his head. “You need another?”
 	“No.” David cleared his throat so that the rest of his words wouldn’t come out sounding quiet so strained. “No, thanks. One should do it.”
 	He pulled a bottle of water from the fridge and relaxed into one of the big leather chairs. He held the bottle between his knees and used his left hand to open it. “I’d be useless in the kitchen, but feel free to go help Jillian. You don’t have to babysit me.”
 	“I’m not. Our woman told me to leave her to it. I think we’ve been crowding her a little since Sunday, so I backed off.”
 	“Ah, picking your battle. Let her have the kitchen now because you’re sure as hell not going to back off about the sleeping arrangements.”
 	“Damn straight.”
 	“Good.” It was good to know that he and Robert were on the same page when it came to Jillian.
 	Robert had walked around to his desk and sat in his chair—something he inevitably did when he was in this room unless he was settling down to watch a movie. When the phone rang, he reached for it.
 	“Hello. Hey, Jordan, how are you? Actually we just got home from the clinic. Yeah, he’s right here. Why don’t I put you on speakerphone?”
 	Robert waited a moment then pressed the button.
 	“Hey, Jordan. How goes it?”
 	“David. The two of you all settled in down there?”
 	David grinned. He could picture the owner of Reckless Abandon, sitting back, his feet propped on his desk at the club, hands behind his head, while he chatted.
 	Sometimes the man wore a Bluetooth, but more often than not he just had his phone on speaker. Since his office was soundproof, he didn’t have to worry about anyone overhearing him—or the noise from the club interfering.
 	“We’re pretty well settled, yes. We just started our two-week rotation at the clinic in town here.”
 	“Did you get a chance to go to Houston yet?”
 	“Yeah,” Robert answered. “We visited The Lyon’s Den last Saturday. We both liked Christopher Lyons. He seems like a straight-up guy, and a good Dom.” Robert met David’s glance for just a moment. “I have to tell you, it surprised the hell out of us both that he gets a more hard-core crowd than you do.”
 	“He does, yes. But you shouldn’t have any trouble fitting in there. Just like here, there are certain club protocols, but otherwise, to each his own.”
 	“I actually spoke to him earlier this afternoon,” Robert said. “Our memberships have been approved.”
 	That was news to David. His surprise must have shown because Robert said, “Sorry I forgot to tell you, bro. I was a bit distracted shortly after the call.”
 	“Good,” Jordan said, “I’m glad to hear it. I didn’t think either of you would have a problem. And you’re both still welcome here, of course anytime.”
 	“Thanks. Maybe you, Marcus, and Chastity would enjoy a visit down here. Say the word. We’d love to have you.”
 	David knew if their friends ever did come down, there’d be several places they could stay, including the new bed-and-breakfast.
 	“We just might do that. Listen, the reason I’m calling is, I’m sending you a sub.”
 	Of course, David thought, that would be the moment that Jillian would join them. He grinned, but Robert spoke before he could.
 	“Thanks, Jordan, but we already have one.” Robert met their woman’s gaze when he added, “As a matter of fact she just stepped into the room and joined us.”
 	Jordan’s chuckle, quietly amused and so familiar, filled the room. “That was fast. Congratulations, gentlemen. Allow me to elaborate, please. I’m not sending you a sub for you. Her name is Marguerite Kendrick—Daisy to her friends—and she’s actually Christopher Lyon’s sub. Well, one of them at least. She needs a favor, which I’m hoping you can help me help her with.” The man paused and sighed. David could hear the amusement in Jordan’s voice. “It seems to be my fate in life—at least lately—to play Sir Galahad and come to the aid of other masters’ subs—especially when those masters aren’t being very…um, masterful. You may recall I had to pretend to have acceded to Molly’s request to be auctioned off to a new master when Richard Grant was having problems.”
 	“Completely understandable,” Robert said, “after what that sociopath Horner did to her. I understand Molly had to be hospitalized. I can see where Richard would hesitate to handle her with anything but kid gloves after that.”
 	“So can I, from a similar experience we went through with Chastity,” Jordan said. “But you know a Dom’s first responsibility is to see to the needs of his submissive. He wasn’t doing that. And neither is Christopher Lyons.”
 	“You sound like a man I need to get to know.” Jillian grinned. Then her face sobered. “Oops. Sorry. Was I supposed to just be quiet?”
 	Jordan said, “What’s your name, sweetheart?”
 	“Jillian, Sir. And I do apologize for running off at the mouth. It’s been a bit of a stressful day, here.”
 	“It’s all right, Jillian, since I did call and interrupt your evening. I’m Jordan Fitzpatrick, by the way. Actually, you sound like a woman who’d get along well with Chastity—my sub, who is also my wife.”
 	“I definitely think they’d hit it off,” David said.
 	“Does Christopher know that Daisy has contacted you?” Robert held out his hand, and Jillian did as he silently bid and went over to him.
 	He pulled her down on his lap. David wanted to grin when he saw the way his brother was stroking her arm as he focused on the conversation with Jordan.
 	“As it happens, he and I had a rather involved conversation about a month ago, when he flew in to O’Hare on business. So I can tell you that he will not be displeased with what Daisy has planned. I’ll call him myself in a few minutes to give him a heads-up. I just wanted to check with you, first.”
 	“Why don’t you tell us what Daisy has in mind, Jordan, and we’ll tell you if there’s anything we can do?”
 	They all three listened as Jordan gave them a brief history that involved Daisy, and another man, Rory, who was also a sub, and lover, of Christopher’s. David didn’t have to wonder too hard to realize that Lyon’s family was similar to Jordan’s own. The only difference was that for whatever reason, Chris’s lovers were no longer with him.
 	Then Jordan explained the plan Daisy had come up with.
 	“Pretty gutsy,” David said, “and clever.”
 	“Clever,” Robert agreed. “Do you think it will work?”
 	“Yeah. Once Chris found out that Rory and Daisy had not settled down together the way he thought they had, he admitted to himself—and me—how much he wanted and needed them both. So if he really can swallow his pride, I think they have a good shot at resolving the situation. Is there anything you can do to help out?”
 	David thought of his cousins, Josh and Alex. He’d heard about the way Grandma Kate had more or less accomplished the same thing when they’d screwed up with Penelope.
 	“The cabin,” Robert said.
 	“I was just thinking the exact same thing.” David chuckled.
 	“Just give us a few minutes to check on availability, Jordan,” Robert said. “When do you think she’ll arrive?”
 	“I just put her on a plane a couple of hours ago, headed into Houston. I’ve arranged for her to have a car, and given her directions to Lusty. Hell of a name for your town, by the way.”
 	“Trust me when I say the residents have earned the name, time and again,” David said.
 	“That’s kind of the town motto,” Robert said. “I’ll call you back in a bit.”
 	“Good enough. Thank you, Robert, and you, too, David. I appreciate it. Jillian, it was nice to meet you. If your masters bring you to my city and my club, there’s a playroom you might enjoy. It’s called the schoolroom, and while Mistress Bev is in charge of it, she’s open to allowing Doms to bring their subs there…for a lesson or two.”
 	David could see that Jillian didn’t quite know how to take that. He figured that was fine. After all, there was something to be said for maintaining an air of mystique in any relationship.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Jillian’s apartment door closed behind her. Robert set his hands on her shoulders and squeezed suggestively.
 	Her eyes widened as she finally understood what David had meant when he’d kissed her cheek, told her to have fun, and shooed her out the door.
 	“Private time?”
 	Robert nuzzled her ear. “Mmm, yes, if you like.”
 	“Oh, I definitely like.”
 	He slid his arms around her and gently pulled her closer. A delicious kind of shiver ran through her body. This was more than just physical pleasure. How could she describe the pure, soul-deep bliss of being held? How many times had she longed for just this? How many times had she, even while still married, cried herself to sleep, lonely for the sensation of two arms wrapped around her, simply holding her?
 	When she’d married Neil, she’d told him, nearly every day, how much she needed, wanted, hell, loved to cuddle. And in the beginning he had done that for her. Not every time, but sometimes. His attention to her emotional needs hadn’t lasted long, though.
 	She’d spent most of the last fifteen years completely bereft of affection.
 	“Come back to me, sweetie.”
 	“I’m sorry.” She knew he heard the catch in her voice, but she couldn’t help it. She snuggled more deeply into his arms and sighed. Closing her eyes, she reached for calm, not really surprised when it came easier than it ever had before.
 	“Don’t apologize, Jillian. Are you all right?”
 	“I’m fine.” She turned in his arms so she could show him that she really was all right. “I was just having a moment.”
 	“You’re allowed.” He kept his gaze locked on hers as he lightly ran his hands up and down her arms. “We’ve only really just begun this journey, the three of us. We can’t expect you to completely forget what came before us overnight.”
 	“I’d like to. There are times when I’d just really like to do exactly that. Sometimes I think if I could just forget everything except Brandon…” She let the thought drop off, because it was a pointless line of thinking, really.
 	“I think we all feel that way at some point or other. I think all of us have regrets, Jillian. You can’t really live life and not make mistakes here and there.” Robert urged her closer, and smiled down at her. More than simple attraction glowed from his eyes. Gazing up at him, she saw something she’d rarely seen before, and never once from Neil. She saw respect.
 	“The secret,” he whispered, drawing her even closer, “is to not let those mistakes define you.” He leaned in to her and closed his lips over hers.
 	Jillian sank into his kiss, relishing the flavor of his mouth and the solid feel of his muscles under her hands and pressed close to her body. There was nothing tentative about the way Robert Jessop held a woman close and absolutely nothing “half measure” about the way he kissed, either.
 	His tongue swept into her mouth using a hungry, pulsing rhythm that reverberated deep inside her body. His hands cupped her face, and she felt surrounded by him. His mouth commanded hers and she felt every bit of herself devoured by every bit of him. She drank him in as if only he could quench her lifelong thirst. Her nipples hardened, her clit quivered, and moisture dampened her panties.
 	Emotions moved and swirled, like liquid shimmery colors on the palette called life, and Jillian was torn. Twin urges rose up inside her. Part of her wanted to rail against the cosmos that had seen her live so many years emotionally naked and alone. The rest of her just wanted to float on the bubbling joy of finally, finally finding what she’d missed all of her life.
 	Jillian needed to pull back, emotionally. How could she just dump all these emotions on this man, invest so much of her heart and soul into him and his brother? As he said, they’d barely gotten started. Oh, God, how could she believe for one minute that she could possibly—
 	“Don’t leave me. Please, don’t ever leave me.”
 	Jillian’s heart nearly ripped right out of her chest. Her heart, his voice. She hadn’t been the one to issue that ragged plea. It had been Robert, his lips lifted from her lips, his forehead pressed against her forehead as he gulped air and gave in to the feelings that assailed them both.
 	“I won’t. Not ever. I swear it.”
 	He trembled and she took his shaking into herself. He’d gone somewhere in his own mind, someplace she’d bet he rarely visited, and it was a place she knew, because she’d lived there. Jillian wrapped herself around him and held on tight. No more thoughts of pulling back whispered to her. No more illusions that this relationship was only new or tentative or temporary. That part of her that had always languished, that true server’s heart, rose up within her, filled with love for this man and his brother. In his way, Robert had been as wounded, and as needy as she. She understood that now, and so she said the only thing she could.
 	“I promise, Sir. I’ll never willingly leave you. I’ll be your sub for as long as you want me.”
 	She could never, ever pull back because here and now she had learned the truth. And the truth, rather than setting her free, had bound her heart and soul to this man and his brother—bound her more surely than the strongest of chains.

 


Chapter 17
	“Will you tell us about him, baby?”
 	Jillian had thought David might be asleep when she and Robert returned from her apartment. But he hadn’t been. He’d slid a latex glove on over his bandaged hand and used some tape to make sure it stayed put. And then he’d climbed into the hot tub. That was where they found him, head thrown back, body stretched out, looking like the perfect picture of relaxation.
 	She and Robert had both immediately decided a soak in the hot tub to be an excellent idea. Their private time had consisted of nothing more than that one hot kiss and then the intimate moments when they’d simply held each other.
 	Jillian sighed in bliss after mimicking David’s pose. His question made her tense slightly.
 	She opened her eyes and looked from him to Robert. Both men sat there, one on either side of her, seeming relaxed. That, she felt certain, was a ruse if ever she’d seen one.
 	Jillian might be completely new to this whole D/s dynamic, but at its base, she thought the arrangement very basic and logical. After all, it was a relationship dynamic, which involved people, and people had their quirks and their tells. Twin people sometimes communicated eloquently without words.
 	“There really isn’t much to tell. It’s not like I was in an abusive marriage, or anything.” And it certainly didn’t escape her attention that it had been David to ask that question—the very question she’d felt certain had been on Robert’s lips just after she had that moment back at her apartment, that moment when she’d allowed the past to choke her.
 	“We’d still like to hear about your marriage, and your life before you moved to Lusty. We’d also like to hear about Brandon. Consider it part of the whole dating and getting-to-know-you dance.”
 	Jillian tried not to laugh. Now, they wanted to get to know her? So far, David was just acting like her boyfriend, instead of her Dom. She had no doubt he’d change his tactics if she continued to put him off.
 	And why the hell was she putting him off, anyway? Sometimes Jillian didn’t understand herself.
 	Fine, I can tell them whatever they want to know. She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know what I can tell you. I don’t think my story is particularly remarkable. In high school I met Neil Gillespie, who was the star of the track-and-field and football teams. He had a flock of beautiful girls who followed him everywhere he went, like his own personal entourage. I don’t think I ever found out what he even saw me. I really wasn’t much to look at in those days.”
 	“Jillian, you’re beautiful.” Robert’s quiet assertion, complete with a solid, non-blinking stare, sure did wonders for her ego.
 	“Thank you. But at seventeen I was more like the ugly duckling in that song by Jann Arden.”
 	“And Neil Gillespie picked you out from the crowd?”
 	She smiled at David. She could feel the tension from both men, but David seemed better at masking it. She thought that for the most part he’d mastered the art of letting stress roll off of him. Actually he’s mastered hiding his inner Dom. What a strange moment for an epiphany, yet Jillian knew it was true.
 	“He did. He had short little relationships with one girl or the next, but at the beginning of our senior year, he was there, at my locker, flirting with me, for God’s sake. At first I thought he was just making fun of me in a weird jock kind of way. He’d recently broken off with a girl who was beautiful and rich, probably the most beautiful girl in the entire school. But he persisted, said he was serious about dating me. In the beginning, it was good.” She let herself think about that for a moment. She hadn’t revisited the beginning of her relationship with Neil in a long time. It had been good, and oh, how her heart had soared having such a cute and strong boyfriend. She frowned. She’d been a bit shallow at seventeen. “He didn’t even pressure me overmuch to have sex with him.” She shook her head as she recalled her own naiveté, and the cliché of losing her virginity in the backseat of his car.
 	But she had, and while she hadn’t found sexual pleasure in the act, she recalled feeling as if she’d given Neil something good and precious. And he’d given her something good and precious and even more valuable than gold in return.
 	Not a bad memory, really, for the conception of her son.
 	“But we did, eventually, and I got pregnant.” She blinked and looked at each man in turn. “He never hesitated. I told him I was pregnant, and he said we were getting married. We married about a month after I turned eighteen.”
 	Robert nodded to her. “He manned up—as he should have.”
 	Jillian grinned. “Agreed, but you have to know a lot of young men wouldn’t have. Everyone thought he’d have had a shot at a scholarship if it hadn’t been for me.”
 	“Probably not,” David said. “He was probably one of those large fish in a small pond kind of athletes.”
 	“Well he certainly never seemed to miss being a jock.”
 	“And after you got married? What was it like? Your life together?”
 	Robert had taken over, and Jillian wasn’t surprised. He had no idea how to hide his inner Dom—which, she thought, really wasn’t so inner.
 	“Routine, I guess. He worked, most of the time. I worked. Brandon was born. He was the center of the universe for both of us. Neil was a pretty good dad, actually.”
 	“But a lousy husband.”
 	Jillian shook her head. “I wasn’t happy, but I’d made my peace with my life. As my mother liked to say, I’d made my bed and now I had to lie in it.”
 	“That expression just pisses me off,” Robert said.
 	Jillian shrugged. “But it was true. Look, he never hit me. He yelled, of course, but then so did I.”
 	Both men looked at her with a combination of pity and compassion. Jillian didn’t know why, but that look made her uncomfortable.
 	She sighed. “I took vows, okay? They meant something to me. Yes, I was unhappy. Deeply unhappy, if you want to know the truth. But I’d settled. I’d made my peace with that.”
 	“And he didn’t?”
 	“No. I guess while he did work most of the time and didn’t beat me, or anything, he did cheat. I found out, after our divorce, that he’d cheated on me almost from the beginning.”
 	“So you divorced him,” David said.
 	“No, he divorced me because some bimbo with perky boobs and lots of Botox sweet-talked him into leaving me and marrying her.”
 	Both men were silent for a few moments.
 	“I’ll bet she’s a ballbuster.” Robert said that quietly.
 	“Apparently. One of the reasons I was so glad to leave El Paso behind and come to Lusty is that over the last couple of months Neil had begun phoning me. At first he used the excuse of touching base with me about Brandon. But then he started dropping in—first at the clinic where I worked, and then at my home.”
 	“Let me guess,” David said. “He told you he wasn’t happy with the ho he dumped you for and he wanted you back.”
 	“Yeah.” Jillian shook her head. “When I moved here, I didn’t leave a forwarding address. Brandon knows where I am, of course. I’ve asked him not to tell his father. I hated doing that. I never wanted to ask him to pick sides in our divorce. But I did ask him, and he agreed.”
 	“And you’re totally mystified by your ex’s behavior, aren’t you, my little sub?”
 	She noticed that both Robert and David had big smiles on their faces. “Well, duh. I never understood why he wanted me in the first place. I mean, it’s not like our marriage was ever really very good, or anything.”
 	“I imagine it sure as hell was good for him,” David said. “What man wouldn’t want a woman who puts him ahead of herself, who smoothes the rough spots, and does all those pesky little chores to make his life easier?”
 	“You probably didn’t even realize you were doing it, Jillian.” Robert reached over and took her hand. “I’d bet my last dollar you treated the man like a king. He never even realized how good he had it until he left you, and he discovered that not every woman has a servant’s heart.”
 	“Did he say that? When he began to ‘drop by,’ did he tell you that his new wife didn’t treat him as well as you had done?”
 	Jillian met David’s gaze. His question cut to the heart of her anger over Neil’s efforts to ingratiate himself with her. “He said she didn’t understand him the way I had. I just took that to mean that she caught on to his cheating before I did and threatened to cut off his balls.”
 	Robert laughed, then brought her hand up to his mouth and kissed it. “All those things you did for him, sweetie, that was your sub nature in action. Yes, infidelity was a sin he committed, but his greater sin was accepting your gift and not giving you one in turn. You took care of his needs, but he never once took care of yours. That is what the D/s relationship is all about. It’s a sharing of power, where you give us what we need, and we absolutely return the favor.”
 	“Not just between the sheets?” Jillian looked from one to the other of them. “Or in the hot tub? Because I have to tell you, he never made me come, not once. I learned early on how to fake an orgasm, after one particularly brutal time, when he was drunk, and he kept trying and he rubbed me so raw I bled.”
 	Robert actually winced. David picked up her other hand and rubbed the back of it with his thumb. She had to admit that she really liked having both of her hands held.
 	“No, sweetie, it’s not just about the sex.” Robert slid closer, and placed a soft kiss on her lips. “One of the things you need is to serve and to know that your service matters—that is your nature and when we dominate you in the bedroom, you know that you’re not only serving, you’re giving us maximum pleasure. That’s why you can climax with us.”
 	“Well, that, and the fact that we’re both smokin’ hot lovers.”
 	Jillian laughed, and then sobered as the thought formed. She understood now exactly what these men were talking about, and she certainly understood the appeal of taking these two men as her masters.
 	It was an exchange not only of power, but of service. She wasn’t being a “needy female” with them, because the truth was that they both had needs too, needs that only she could fulfill.
 	“You don’t think we’re smokin’ hot lovers?” David’s bottom lip pouted out in an exaggerated gesture.
 	Jillian blinked, because she’d been so deep into her own personal revelation, for a moment she felt disconnected, coming back to the real world.
 	“That’s not it,” Robert said quietly.
 	When Jillian turned to look at him, he said, “You finally get it, don’t you?”
 	The moment felt so huge she couldn’t speak. She could only nod. Because she kept her gaze locked on his, even though the sight of him blurred through her tears, she saw the way he looked at her, and for the first time in her life she felt beautiful, special, and completely okay.
 	She felt David move closer to her and loved the sensation of being the center of these two men. How could she have gotten so lucky? She felt so incredibly blessed.
 	She felt totally brand new.
 	“Teach me, please? Teach me everything you want me to know. Teach me how to behave when we go to that club of yours. I want…no, I need to please you.” She needed to honor them.
 	“You already do please me, Jillian. I love you.” Robert kissed her hand then pulled her into his arms. He kissed her, his lips nearly forceful, his tongue plundering her, tasting her, commanding her to submit.
 	She opened to him eagerly, giving and taking in equal measure. Pleasing him, she knew. Pleasing him and arousing him and giving him what he needed. When Robert eased his lips from hers, she reached up and stroked his face. “I love you, Robert.”
 	He released her to his brother. David’s arm slid around her from behind and she turned to him. “I love you, David.” She’d said those words in the past to a man who didn’t understand them, didn’t value them. He couldn’t.
 	These men treasured not only her words, but her.
 	“I love you, Jillian. You’re ours.” He laid his mouth on her and drank her, sucking, swirling, licking until she thought her bones were melting. He broke their kiss, and used his thumb to brush over her lips. “Let’s get out and get dried. I want you on your knees.”
 	His words made her tingle, and Robert’s low chuckle caressed her female bits. It sounded to her as if she really did have two very Alpha masters.
 	Jillian didn’t waste a moment. She stood, but accepted their help getting out of the tub. They dried her quickly, gently, as the nerves inside her began to jump for joy.
 	She felt as if her new life was beginning right now, and she could hardly wait.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	“Boy oh boy, someone sure has been floating all afternoon,” Kelsey Benedict said.
 	“Humming along to the radio and wiggling her hips, uh-huh.” Tracy Alvarez-Kendall gave a little booty wiggle herself.
 	Michelle grinned at the gentle teasing. She’d arrived for the dinner shift because Carla had called in sick. So far she’d been kept pretty busy, and there hadn’t been any real time to chat. She’d gotten straight to work, the Tuesday crowd a little heavier than usual.
 	Michelle didn’t feel bad that there’d been no time to tell her cousins about the change in her relationship status. She wouldn’t have had to say a word, anyway. This was Lusty, Texas, after all, and by now the entire town would know that she’d had two dates with Joe Grant—and that he’d tried to suck her tongue out of her mouth in her parents’ driveway.
 	She, Michelle Amanda Parker, was actually involved in a relationship! Of course her thrill went far deeper than just that.
 	Finally she was in love—head over heels in love—and the man she loved, loved her back. He hadn’t actually asked her to marry him, but she knew with a confidence that felt completely foreign even as it went soul deep that it was only a matter of time.
 	“I’ve just been in an exceptionally good mood today,” Michelle said. It was hard to keep her smile in check, but she did her best.
 	“If I didn’t know better, I’d say our Michelle got laid last night.” Tracy’s very loud whisper turned Michelle’s face beet red. Knowing there was no help for it, and not really very concerned, she turned and faced her cousins.
 	“Uh-huh.” And she grinned.
 	“Oh! Oh, Michelle!” Teasing left Tracy’s face and she rushed over and threw her arms around her. Then she pulled back and put her hands on Michelle’s shoulders. “Honey, are you good?” Michelle sputtered and Tracy scowled. “Oh, crap, that didn’t come out right. What I meant is, are you—”
 	Michelle laughed. “I’m great. I’m pretty good, too, for a novice, or so Joe said. That was probably TMI, but I’m really great. He’s great. It’s great.”
 	“You’re in love with him.” Kelsey looked so happy for her.
 	“I am. I’m finally in love, and…it’s mutual.”
 	“I knew that man wasn’t coming around just for my cooking,” Kelsey said. She gave Michelle a hug. The door to the dining room swung open.
 	“Well, boy, howdy. Don’t tell me I missed the announcement.”
 	Michelle turned to grin at Ginny. Michelle had never met a woman more accepting, and more positive, in all her life than Ginny Rose, soon-to-be Kendall. Considering all that Ginny had been through, Michelle thought she was likely the best woman she knew—well, not counting Grandma Kate and Aunt Samantha, and her own mother, of course.
 	“No announcements, not yet. But soon. I know it’s going to be soon.”
 	Ginny Rose came over and gave her a big hug. “I’m glad. I like Joe. He’s solid and steady. And he’s not hard on the eyes, either.”
 	“This from the woman who has two very handsome studs of her own,” Kelsey said.
 	“I may be engaged to be married, and expecting my second child, but there’s nothing wrong with my eyesight.”
 	Tracy sighed and rested her hands on her stomach. “They’re all gorgeous, aren’t they? Our men?”
 	“Mmm, yes they are, indeed,” Kelsey said. Then she wagged her finger at Michelle. “You listen here, Missy. There’re already three of us here knocked up. Don’t you be getting any ideas. I’m going to have to hire a couple of people….oh, my. Hmm, maybe my warning comes too late?”
 	Michelle didn’t know what exactly her boss saw on her face, but she had a pretty good idea. She never had been able to play poker.
 	She shrugged and blushed and said, “Maybe.”
 	Of course that brought on a new round of hugs. When it was Kelsey’s turn, the bump under her apron gave Michelle a light kick.
 	Michelle and Kelsey both laughed. “Don’t you worry, Michelle. You just enjoy being in love,” the owner of Lusty Appetites said. “We’ll figure the rest of it all out.”
 	“I know we will. We’re family.” And wasn’t that a wonderful thing? Michelle let her eyes wander to the clock. Only a quarter of eight, and they had another hour and a half until the restaurant closed for the night. Once Memorial Day had passed, Kelsey had extended business hours to nine thirty. Of course, occasionally there would be a private, impromptu engagement party that would stretch further into the night.
 	There’d been quite a few of those lately, and Michelle couldn’t stop the skittering of her heart when she realized that there could very well be one for her and Joe—and soon.
 	She loved working here, loved her boss and her coworkers. She even loved her customers, as they were mostly so familiar to her.
 	Rarely did she have customers she didn’t know. In the beginning, before Kelsey had become a Benedict, there’d been one she’d thought had been kind of cute. She recalled how excited she’d been when he seemed interested in her. Of course, he’d turned out to be a homicidal piece of shit, and had nearly cost Kelsey her life. That man was behind bars now, and it had taken her a long time to get over that.
 	Michelle sighed. Knowing that she could make such a serious error in judgment had shaken her self-confidence, a commodity she hadn’t had a lot of to begin with.
 	That was all behind her now. She knew Joe Grant was the real deal. Peter had worked with him on a couple of occasions, which was why she’d believed he kept coming back to Lusty to see him and Jordan and Tracy.
 	Never mind logic. My heart knows he’s the real deal. Michelle grinned. She was in love, and the world was a beautiful place.
 	She picked up the pitcher of sweet tea and made the rounds of her tables. She exchanged pleasantries with her customers, able to make conversation on any number of topics. Whether the diners she served wanted to talk about football, the drought, or the upcoming election, she was versed enough in it all to converse.
 	Joaquin and Portia Ramirez came in, hand in hand, and settled down at one of the tables in the corner.
 	Michelle always grinned when she saw them. They usually seemed so focused on each other. Their own kids were grown and on their own, though none of the younger generation had married yet. More cousins for Grandma Kate to play matchmaker for.
 	She was glad to see the Ramirez’s back to normal. They’d been devastated by the events of a few months before. The nephew they’d taken in, out of the goodness of their hearts, had turned out to be a gangbanger who’d nearly killed not only Tracy, but Peter and Jordan, too.
 	No one blamed Joaquin and Portia. She was glad to see they were no longer blaming themselves.
 	I guess I’m not the only one who can be wrong about a person.
 	Ginny headed over to them. Michelle nodded, and then continued on with her tea. She stopped at the table of her great-uncle, Albert Parker.
 	“Ah, there’s my Michelle. Did I mention that you’re looking particularly beautiful tonight?”
 	Uncle Albert came in nearly every evening for dinner. He tended to split his patronage between her and Ginny. She remembered Aunt Fiona, and how the two of them had been inseparable.
 	Fiona had passed several years before. They’d never had any children of their own, and so had doted on Michelle and all of her cousins.
 	“Yes, you did, Uncle Albert. Thank you. You’re going to give me a big head. More tea?”
 	“Just a smidgen.” He took his glasses off and used his napkin to clean them. “I was talking to your mother this morning.” He lowered his voice to a very soft whisper. “She tells me you have a new beau.”
 	Michelle felt her smile grow huge. Bless him for trying to protect her privacy. She knew that there likely wasn’t a Parker, Benedict, Kendall, or Jessop who didn’t know by now that she did indeed have a boyfriend.
 	“Yes, sir, I do. His name is Joe Grant.”
 	“Ah, that federal agent—a friend of one of Tracy’s husbands, isn’t he?”
 	“Yes, sir.”
 	“Seems like a fine young man.”
 	“Thank you, Uncle Albert. I think so, too.”
 	She headed back into the kitchen. Four of her six tables would want their checks in the next few minutes. She’d take a half a break, sit down on one of the stools at the side counter, and write them up.
 	“Busy night,” Kelsey said. She stretched her neck, left and right, then sat down beside Michelle.
 	“Aside from the good food, it’s the warm weather and your AC.” Michelle pulled her order pad out and flipped back to the first one that needed to be tallied. “A winning combination.”
 	“Add the excellent service our customers get into that mix,” Kelsey said.
 	She looked up and met Kelsey’s gaze. “Thanks, Boss.”
 	She put her attention back on the bills, totaling them. When the kitchen door swung open, she didn’t even look up.
 	“What’s wrong?” Tracy’s voice held dread, and Michelle jerked her head up in response. Peter Alvarez-Kendall, one of Tracy’s husbands, stood just inside the door. But it wasn’t Tracy he was looking at, sympathy all over his face. It was her.
 	She met his gaze and felt everything go cold inside her.
 	“Michelle…honey, I just got a call from the FBI’s Dallas office.” He ran a hand through his hair. “You need to come with me, now. Joe’s been taken to emergency. He’s been shot.”

 


Chapter 18
	“Yes, that’s perfect,” David said. “How does it feel? We don’t want you in discomfort. We just want you submissive.”
 	How did it feel to be on her knees, naked, aroused, before the two men she knew she would love until the day she died?
 	“It feels wonderful, Sir.”
 	“Your back needs to be just a bit straighter.” Robert put his hand on her back, and she adjusted her pose slightly.
 	“Am I allowed to speak, Sir?”
 	“Always, sweetie, unless instructed not to,” Robert said.
 	“I’m going to have to practice this. With my knees so far apart it puts some stress on my inner thighs, and my back.” She even found it a challenge to keep her hands palms up.
 	The best part of this exercise was she felt hornier with every passing minute.
 	“Feel free to practice anytime.” David’s humorous tone made her smile.
 	“We’ll call this showing respect,” Robert said. “David and I will ask you to show us respect, and your response will be to slip to your knees, and present yourself just like this, initially with your eyes lowered, for a few seconds.”
 	Jillian could see he wanted to say more. He looked at David, who shrugged. When he turned his gaze back on her, he said, “If we go to the club, or to a private residence of another Dom, we may ask you to show respect to that Dom.”
 	“Will I be naked, Sir?” Jillian found the thought of being taken to a club and shown off, naked, set butterflies loose in her stomach. She didn’t know if she wanted that, or not.
 	“We’ll see. We haven’t really discussed your hard limits, yet. We’ll negotiate. Safe, sane, consensual. Those three words apply to everything, sweetie.”
 	“Tell us how you felt when you envisioned yourself, just now, naked and on display in front of others.” David hadn’t asked a question. He’d commanded a response. Jillian couldn’t help the tiny shivery-thrill that skittered down her spine to her cunt.
 	“Butterflies, Sir. Half intrigued and half afraid.”
 	“We’ll shop online for some outfits, with varying degrees of transparency.” David got down on his knees in front of her, copying her pose exactly. “We’ll find what works for us, baby. And then that’s what we’ll do.” He shot a look down at her pussy. “You’re wet.”
 	“I’m always wet when I’m with the two of you, Sir.”
 	“Good.” He got to his feet and held out his hand. “Let me help you up, Jillian. That’s enough for tonight.”
 	She took his hand, unable to suppress the gasp as her back reacted to the change in position.
 	“Come here, baby.” David eased her into his arms, snuggling her tight to his hot and aroused body. She felt his cock press against her belly and sighed in pleasure. She laid her head on his shoulder and absorbed the affection.
 	Robert put his hand on her lower back. “Here?” he asked.
 	“Yes. It’s not bad, just gave me a little twinge as I got up. Every once in a while my body reminds me I’m nearly forty.”
 	“You’re just approaching your prime.” Robert kissed her shoulder. “David and I think you’re the most beautiful, and the sexiest, woman in the world.”
 	“You’re very good for my ego.”
 	“Robbie only spoke the truth, baby.”
 	Jillian had never felt so loved, nor so full of joy. “I need you. I need you both so much.”
 	“Then you can have us,” Robert said. “Let’s go to bed.”
 	Even though the bed was right there, Robert lifted her in his arms, and laid her gently on it. He cupped her face with one hand. Jillian would never get tired of seeing that look in his eyes.
 	“We need you too, Jillian. Never, ever doubt that.” He laid his mouth on hers, and his kiss tasted sweet, nearly chaste. Reverent. Jillian would never get used to the way these two wonderful men treated her. They were her Doms, her masters, and yet they nearly worshipped her with their hands, their mouths, and their bodies.
 	She reached for him, twined her arms around his neck, and melted into him. She needed to give, to melt and sink into them, into their bodies and their touch and their taste.
 	The world spun when Robert slid his arms beneath her, and then rolled them on the bed so that he lay under her. His cock, hot and hard and pulsing with his arousal, sparked her heat. She slid along his length, her labia opening and sliding along his cock so that she could spread her juices up and down his length. She continued to move in a slow, seductive rhythm, shivering with pleasure as she undulated her hips and brought her clit in contact with the heat of the head of his cock.
 	Robert stilled her, his hands bracketed on her waist. “You can pussy-jack me later, sweetie. Right now I need to feel your hungry cunt surrounding my cock.”
 	Jillian couldn’t explain the frenzy that spawned within her. She needed both of her men inside her. She needed them to be a part of her, just as she needed to be a part of them.
 	David had climbed onto the bed behind her. He reached around her and held a condom out to her. As soon as she took it, he cupped her breasts, pulling and pinching on her nipples. The bite of pain made her jerk her hips against Robert’s cock.
 	“Mmm, we’re going to have to get you some nipple clamps, sweetheart,” Robert said. “You just gushed all over my cock. Christ, I never had so much trouble controlling my dick as I do with you.”
 	Jillian grinned. “That’s the nicest thing anyone has ever said to me.” Her hands trembled as she tore open the foil pouch. She had to move back in order to slide the latex on him.
 	Moving back put David’s sheathed cock tight against her anus. “Oh, God, yes.” She wanted everything they had. She had a bit of trouble sliding the condom onto Robert, because his cock was slick with her juices. Desperate, needy, she edged back just a bit further and then used her lips and tongue to clean herself from him. The sense of wildness inside just increased, and she whimpered, needing to take it all, have it all, but not sure how to quench this incredible erotic fire inside her.
 	“Fuck, I’ve never seen anything so hot.” David’s voice cut through her haze, anchored her. She finished sliding the condom in place, and then Robert lifted her, and brought her down onto him.
 	Before she had fully offered David her ass, he’d spread lube on her, moved into position, and begun to push into her.
 	“Lie still.” Robert ran his hands up and down her back, then across her shoulders. “You just lie still and take what we give you.”
 	“She feels so fucking good. I’m not going to last very long.” David had gripped her ass, spreading her cheeks. He wasn’t holding her overly hard, yet he’d spoken through his teeth.
 	“Tell me about it. God, her, her cunt just got tighter, like a fucking vice.”
 	Jillian felt an idiot-smile take over her face. She didn’t care that they were talking about her in the third person, as if she wasn’t there. Oh, no. Her feminine ego had just grown to a gargantuan size. These gorgeous, virile men were nearing the edge of their control, both of them, and she had done that.
 	She’d done that by doing nothing more than submitting to them. She gave them everything and received back more than she’d ever believed existed.
 	“Oh, God. Yes. Don’t move, baby.”
 	David’s cock was in her ass to the hilt. She loved the sensation of being full of them both, of feeling his balls brush the bottom of her pussy, and hearing Robert’s heart beating beneath her ear.
 	Last time she’d barely been able to control the urge to move, to pleasure them both. This time, she focused, used her breathing techniques, and held as still as possible.
 	Four hands caressed her, back and shoulders, ass and hips.
 	“Jillian? Are you still with us, sweetie, or did you slip into sub-space?”
 	Sub-space. She understood what that meant now, at least as it was referred to in the BDSM community. Her masters had explained it to her.
 	“No, I’m with you. I’m just trying to do as you’ve both asked me to do. I’m trying to lie still and just enjoy the pleasure of being so full, and so horny.” The tingles and thrills shooting through her felt so damn good she shivered. Both men cursed.
 	“We’re going to fuck you, baby. We’ll start slow, and gentle, but it won’t last.”
 	“Good. Because I want hard and fast and deep. I want you to fuck my brains out.”
 	Robert chuckled underneath of her, and his laughter made her jiggle, which in turn made both men moan.
 	“Hang on, baby. Get up on your knees for us. Yes, that’s it.”
 	Oh, God. Now their cocks felt bigger and deeper. She could feel her clit and her G-spot and some other place that seemed to connect to them both. It was as if they had fuses, all three parts of her, and those fuses had been lit.
 	David eased out of her, just a bit, and then slid in again. Robert held her in place, and moved his hips, managing to do the same thing. They took turns, one, then the other, fucking her in a rhythm that touched every single fiber of her being, stroking every nerve ending, igniting tiny explosions in every one of her erogenous zones.
 	“Oh, yes, oh please. I’m so close.” She couldn’t contain it, couldn’t hold back the flood, the huge tidal wave she knew approached. She began to shake and even though she’d thought she could maintain control, her hips began to move, down and in, up and back.
 	“Fuck. Yeah.” David’s grip on her hips tightened and he began to thrust in and out of her ass, giving her what she wanted—hard, fast, and deep. Then he held himself inside her and groaned.
 	“God! I’ve never…I can’t…” Robert’s face contorted as his cock began to spasm inside her, as he came hard.
 	Jillian felt their orgasms, and her own, and could have sworn she was shown heaven as wave after wave of rapture consumed her.
 	“Holy. Fucking. Hell.” David collapsed on her for just a moment before he found his arms and took his own weight. She’d already collapsed on Robert, and she didn’t mind. He could have gone to sleep on her for all she cared.
 	“Easy.” The word was whispered. He eased out of her ass, and she heard him padding into the bathroom.
 	He was back a couple of minutes later with a warm washcloth he pressed against her, and then used to clean her. He went back into the bathroom, returning quickly to slide into the bed beside her.
 	He helped her off his brother, and then pulled her close.
 	Jillian nuzzled his neck. “How’s your hand?”
 	“Forgot all about it until after my climax. Now it hurts like fucking hell.”
 	“Aww. I’ll get you some Tylenol.”
 	“No, baby. I’ll do it. But thank you.” David kissed her and eased from the bed. He headed into the bathroom just as his brother came out.
 	Robert took a few minutes to make the bed, with her in it. Jillian smiled. Now that’s something I can get used to.
 	“You’re looking very smug, Ms. Gillespie.”
 	“No, not smug, Dr. Jessop. Just very, very content.”
 	“Good.” David came back into the room. In moments, she was the filling in a man sandwich, a position that she liked very much.
 	“It’s late,” Robert leaned down and kissed her. “Time for sleep.”
 	“Absolutely time for sleep,” David agreed.
 	Jillian said nothing, but she did wonder how long she would actually get to sleep before they woke her up again.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Robert waited patiently for his twin to see things his way. It didn’t usually take quite this long. Fighting his grin, he chalked his brother’s stubbornness up to the fact that their woman seemed to be bringing out the latent Dom in him.
 	“Fine, then.” David practically growled the words, and then he removed the bandage he’d just put on to cover his stitches. He thrust his hand at Robert and said, “I’d like to remind you that I, too, am a doctor. I’ve got a diploma, and everything.”
 	“Yeah, but you’re just a pussy doctor. I’m an everything-else doctor. So suck it up.” He turned the lamp on and brought his brother’s hand closer, so he could verify that the wound was indeed without any signs of infection.
 	It wasn’t that he didn’t believe David when he said it was fine. The problem was more that David’s accident the day before had stirred up all those need-to-be-in-control-and-make-sure-everyone’s-okay issues he thought he’d dealt with pretty well.
 	Christ, I hope working in Waco doesn’t stir up that hornet’s nest all over again. Robert had been reasonably certain that once he took himself out of the environment of the inner-city emergency room, his issues would be completely resolved.
 	Jordan had told him the situation in the ER that night had just exacerbated the traits he’d had all his life. And while he’d followed that man’s directions as they’d worked together, he’d never fully accepted that his feelings of responsibility for all and sundry went that deep. It didn’t make sense. He knew it didn’t make sense. No man was responsible for the decisions of others. And no man, certainly, was responsible for the absolute safety of everyone in his life.
 	He knew all that in his head. Why couldn’t he transfer that knowledge to his heart?
 	Robert had dreamt last night, when he’d been pretty certain he was way too exhausted to dream. He’d felt himself sliding back to that ugly time, when the ER had exploded and he’d damn near lost not only his sanity, but his life.
 	Good had eventually come from that incident—for himself, and for one other person, too. He’d met Jordan Fitzpatrick, and not only made three lifelong friends in him, Marcus, and Chastity. He’d begun on a path that had brought more positives into his life than he could ever list.
 	One other person had been helped in the aftermath of that tragedy.
 	Bobby Barnes’s little brother had turned completely away from the gangs. Jimmy Barnes had begged his mother to get them both out of the city. He wanted them to go to her parents who lived in rural Indiana. She’d wanted to do that for him, but there had been a rift between herself and folks, a rift that she hadn’t known how to mend.
 	Robert and David had stepped in and opened the lines of communications there. Two months after she’d buried her oldest child, Lillian and Jimmy Barnes left the city with all its bad memories behind. Robert had kept in touch, just an e-mail now and again.
 	Lillian was working only one job now, and helping to care for her elderly parents. Jimmy had made the honor roll at school.
 	“Well, doctor, am I going to live? Do I get to keep my hand?”
 	Robert looked up and met David’s gaze. His brother’s tone had been mockingly somber and Robert chuckled. “Yeah, it’s good. How does it feel? Honestly?”
 	“It hurts, it itches, and I can’t make a fist—which for the moment means I can’t hold certain instruments. Hopefully it will heal before I have to report for duty in Waco.”
 	“Those slices weren’t deep enough to cause any muscle or tendon damage. It’s just going to take a bit of time till you’re back to normal, I think.”
 	“Yeah, I know. Sorry, Robbie. I’m still feeling stupid that I hurt myself in the first place. I don’t know why the hell I’m so snarky about it.”
 	“You’re snarky because I pushed your buttons.” He grinned at David, and then ducked when his brother pretended to aim a punch his way.
 	After applying some more antibiotic spray to the area of the stitches, Robert re-bandaged his brother’s hand.
 	“Seriously,” David said, “In light of my accident, I’m surprised the dads decided to follow through with their plans and take the day off.”
 	“They know you’re a good doctor, regardless of the fact that you’re a somewhat clumsy man.”
 	“You’re a real funny guy. What I meant was, they so rarely have taken any time off over the years.”
 	Robert slapped his brother on the back. “They have to learn how to do that now, because Mom has been dropping some pretty heavy hints about all the traveling she wants to do. As it was, she told them yesterday that they had better not come up with any last-minute emergencies. She’d been looking forward to going to San Antonio and spending the night there for almost a month.”
 	David grinned right back at him. “Mom said she wanted to have dinner on the River Walk. And I know that she’s going to get her way about the vacations, too, because you know what the dads always say.”
 	Robert waited outside the exam room for David to join him. “I do indeed,” Robert said as they headed toward Jillian. “Happy wife, happy life.”
 	“That sounds like a great philosophy to live by,” Jillian looked up from the reception desk, and Robert felt everything inside him smooth out. Just looking at his woman seemed to set his world right side up and help him feel more in control.
 	Maybe there was hope for him after all. Maybe, on the weekend, he’d call Jordan and talk to him for awhile.
 	He refocused on Jillian. “I think you’ll find it’s a philosophy most of the husbands in Lusty embrace.”
 	The sound of brakes screeching shattered the silence. Robert spun around toward the sound, and took one step forward, toward the glass front doors. He didn’t immediately recognize the Jag that pulled up.
 	He did, however, recognize the men jumping out of it, and the woman they carefully helped.
 	He made it to the door in time to open it, standing back as his cousin, Joshua Benedict, hurried in carrying his wife, Penelope. Robert blocked out the sound of her sobbing and the frantic words of her husbands. His eyes had already zeroed in on the blood soaking the front of her clothes.
 	“Room one!” David shouted. Robert followed behind Alex, Penelope’s other husband. By the time he entered the room, Josh was easing his wife down onto the exam table. Alex stood by his brother, the two men on Penelope’s left, by her head.
 	Robert knew neither he nor David even considered asking them to leave.
 	Jillian rushed in pushing the cart that held blood pressure and heart monitors as well as the fetal monitor.
 	Josh and Alex helped get their wife out of her clothes. Jillian moved like a whirling dervish, pulling out bed pads and a sheet to cover the pregnant woman with. They used actual cotton sheets here because Grandma Kate had once said that paper was inadequate. Robert tended to agree with her.
 	Penelope continued to cry and berated herself despite the way her men tried to soothe her. “I’m such an idiot. I’m such an idiot. My mind was off in the clouds, not on the ground in front of me. I’m so sorry. Oh, God, what have I done? What have I done?”
 	Robert washed his hands quickly right after David did, and then moved toward their patient, all his focus on Penelope. “It’s okay, sweetie. Hush, now. None of that. You’re here, we’re here, and it’s all going to be fine. I want you to look at those husbands of yours right there beside you who love you, and I want you to breathe. In, and out, nice calm, steady breaths. That’s the way, sweetie.” Robert worked to assist his brother, attaching the little nodes for the various bits of technology while David sat on the stool Jillian had pushed over to him and set about to examine their patient.
 	Alex moved around his brother so they were both ranged over her by her head, standing close. He bent down and kissed her, then laid his hand on her head.
 	“We’re lucky, angel. David was the head of the OB-GYN department at a big Chicago hospital. I bet he’s seen everything. We’re in good hands.”
 	“I have indeed, and you certainly are.” David looked up at Penelope. “How you doing there, Penelope?”
 	Penelope had calmed down from the very edge of frantic she’d been on since they brought her in. “Bloody hell. I’m scared. I’m so scared. I want this baby so much. And I’m so damned mad at myself.” Penelope’s words emerged with a decidedly British accent.
 	Just then the sound of a fetal heart beating emanated from the monitor, and the Benedicts all seemed to sigh in relief at the same time.
 	Robert placed his hand on her baby bump and watched as David worked, angling the bright light Jillian rolled closer, using some of the cotton batting she set out to soak up and clear the pooled blood so he could see what he was doing.
 	“What happened?” Robert kept his hand on her belly, feeling the movement and the contraction that had just started.
 	“I tripped. I’d wanted to bring the basket of laundry in off the line because I was worried it was going to rain. But I tripped, and I fell. It’s my fault. I’m supposed to take care of this tiny baby and it’s all my fault. He’s not even born yet and already I’m a horrible mother! Oh, God. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. All my fault.”
 	“No, no, sweet thing. You just hush now.” Robert checked his watch, and then reached up with his other hand and stroked her hair. “Things just happen, sometimes, sweetheart. I’m sure you’ve been taking very good care of yourself and your baby. Cut yourself some slack, Penelope. You’re only human. Things happen that we don’t foresee, that’s all. We’re not clairvoyant, after all. All we can do is all we can do. We can’t control every single waking second of our lives. All we can do is do the best we can to handle what life tosses at us.”
 	Wise words. True words. Well, hell, maybe I should listen to myself sometime. Robert shelved the thought. This wasn’t the time for a personal aha moment.
 	“I fell, and then I felt something tear inside me, and then…I saw the blood and I screamed.”
 	“When did you have your first contraction, Penelope?”
 	Josh and Alex both jerked their heads up at that. Robert met their frightened gazes with a steady one of his own. He gave them points for quickly controlling their expressions.
 	“In the car, on the way here. Crap, I’m supposed to time them…”
 	“You’ve had three since you’ve been in here, and they’re about five and a half minutes apart.”
 	“I’m going to do an internal exam, okay?” David looked up at Penelope and her husbands. He briefly met Robert’s gaze.
 	“Go ahead.” Penelope nodded, and then looked at Robert just as another contraction started. She inhaled deeply and began breathing through the contraction. David stood up, and Jillian was there with a rubber glove for his left hand, and the lubricant he would need.
 	Robert felt his heart kick up a beat. David suspected something was wrong—he knew that by the look in his eyes.
 	David watched and waited for the contraction to end, and then he eased his hand under the sheet.
 	Joshua tilted Penelope’s face until she was looking at him and his brother. “We love you, pretty Penelope, more than we have words to tell you. You’re ours, forever. Whatever happens, we’re in this together. Okay? No more blaming yourself. You are the best wife, and the best mother in the world. Period.”
 	“I love you both, too. Very, very much.” Her bottom lip quivered.
 	Robert saw the tears in her eyes, but he also felt the calm that had come over her. If his guess was right, she was going to need that calm.
 	Then David confirmed it.
 	“Well, mom and dads, this baby is coming today. There’s just one small problem, honey.” He looked up at Robert. “Two, actually. This little bundle of joy is determined to greet the world, feet first—and his heartbeat isn’t what we’d like it to be.”
 	Robert understood the implications immediately.
 	“What does that mean?” Joshua asked.
 	“It means that we’re about to turn this exam room into an operating room,” David said.
 	Robert ran his hand over Penelope’s tummy. When she looked at him, he said, “David hurt his hand yesterday, so I’ll be conducting your C-section today.”

 


Chapter 19
	Joe Grant awoke slowly, conscious of three things at once. His throat felt bone dry, his left shoulder hurt as if someone had taken a jackhammer to it, and the scent of jasmine filled his head.
 	He felt her before he saw her. She had hold of his hand, and had fallen asleep, her head on the bed beside him.
 	It wasn’t a dream, after all.
 	He’d thought he dreamt her, the way she’d smoothed her hand over his forehead, and then kissed him so sweetly. The way she’d told him, in a no-nonsense voice he kind of liked, that he had better damn well recover perfectly and he was never to get shot again.
 	He’d seen her tears, in his dream, and he’d had no doubts that she loved him completely.
 	He lay quietly and tried to put together the pieces of the puzzle of what had happened. He knew he’d been shot, and the bullet had come dangerously close to his heart. But the rest was fuzzy. The memory felt like fragments, like a photograph suspended in time that someone had torn into a dozen pieces.
 	They’d been following up on an investigation, he and Mel Collins, looking in to allegations that a Dallas man was involved in a human trafficking ring. They’d knocked on the door at the address they’d been given. The inner door had been ajar. He and Mel had drawn their weapons, identified themselves, and attempted to enter.
 	The interior of the room beyond the door had been dark, and the only thing Joe had seen was the flash of the gun as it had been fired, aimed at him.
 	He’d never been shot before.
 	“And it had better not happen again, either.”
 	He didn’t realize he’d said that aloud. He looked down, into Michelle’s sleepy gaze. She stood up, kissed his brow, and then reached for the cup of ice water beside his bed.
 	She held the straw for him while he sipped.
 	“Not too much,” she said, her voice just above a whisper. “You still have anesthetic running around in your bloodstream. Too much will make you sick.”
 	He resisted the urge to gulp, pulling away from the soothing liquid sooner than he really wanted to.
 	“What time is it?”
 	She checked her watch. “Ten after two in the afternoon. I didn’t mean to doze off. I was tired.”
 	His woman looked beautiful, but exhausted. “I’m sorry, sweetheart. Have you been here all night?”
 	“Just since 4:00 a.m. when they moved you out of ICU into this room.”
 	“Jesus, woman. On top of the drive here, you’ve been up all night? Did you even get yourself a place to stay?” He wondered at the look on her face. She almost looked guilty about something.
 	“Well, actually, I didn’t drive here,” she said. “Henry Kendall flew Peter and me here in the helicopter. And, um, this is Dallas, so I don’t actually need to get a room. My family has a suite at the Kendall Plaza.”
 	Joe loved the way Michelle blushed. Her fair skin looked sun-kissed and her pale-blue eyes sparkled. “Hmm. Helicopter rides and a hotel suite. Are you trying to tell me that you’re rich?”
 	Her smile gentled, and the expression in those pretty eyes made his throat ache, despite the water he’d just sipped.
 	“I wasn’t truly rich, not really.” She sat back down on the chair she’d so recently slept on. When he held out his hand, she gave him hers. “Not until you told me that you loved me.”
 	“I do love you. And I really don’t care if you’re rich, or not.”
 	“Good.” Michelle shrugged. “It’s not something I think about overly much, because, well, to be honest, most of the people who live in Lusty are rich. Our parents all raised us to work, and make our way, and pay it forward. The trust funds…well, they’re there, and to be used. But we don’t flaunt it.”
 	“So it’s not much of a gift on my part, then, if I tell you that once we’re married you can feel free to quit working and get that advanced English degree you want.”
 	Michelle tilted her head to the side. “Are we getting married?”
 	“Christ, talk about clumsy.” Joe scrubbed his right hand over his face. He had planned on waiting for just the right moment.
 	Lying here, knowing that he’d nearly been killed—he figured a man couldn’t get a more right moment than this.
 	“I think you’re right, that damn anesthetic is still running through my bloodstream. Come here, sweetheart.” He pointed to the bed beside him, on his right side.
 	She stood and maneuvered until she was sitting beside him, facing him, and managed it without letting go of his hand.
 	“Michelle Parker, I love you with all my heart. I’ve never said those words to a woman before, because no other woman has ever touched my heart the way you have, and no other ever will. Michelle, will you please marry me?”
 	Joe knew his woman well enough, that when her eyes glistened, and then the first tear rolled over the rim of her right eye to trickle down her cheek, he didn’t worry. He smiled, and he waited for his answer.
 	“Yes, please. Yes, I’ll marry you.”
 	“Come here.” He tugged on her hand, urging her closer. She shot a worried glance to his left shoulder, where the white bandage told the tale of his recent misadventure. “You won’t hurt me, love. I need to kiss you.”
 	“I need to kiss you, too.” She laid her lips on his, a soft and gentle whisper that he knew he’d know blindfolded.
 	He placed his left hand on the back of her head, and gave in to the temptation to really taste her. And he recalled then, in that instant when he felt the lead tearing into his flesh, when he felt himself weaken, it was Michelle’s face he saw, and her name that echoed in his heart. He tapered the kiss, and tucked her head against his chest.
 	“I was so scared, Joe.”
 	“Me too, sweetheart.”
 	“I meant what I said. No more getting shot.”
 	“Yes, ma’am. I promise.”
 	“I thought the hospital had rules against canoodling.”
 	Michelle straightened up, and Joe wanted to laugh at the fresh blush she wore. Joe looked up into the laughing eyes of Henry Kendall. Joe returned his grin, and said, “Congratulate me. This beautiful woman has just agreed to marry me.”
 	“Hey, congratulations, and welcome to the family.” Henry came in and hugged Michelle. Then he focused on Joe. “How’re you doing?”
 	“Considering I’ve been shot, I’m not so bad. I haven’t spoken to the doc yet, so I have no idea what kind of convalescent time I’m looking at.”
 	Michelle laid her hand on his arm. “You’ll stay in hospital however long the doctor says you will—and you’ll ‘convalesce’ until you’re healed.”
 	“Damn, Michelle, you sounded just like Kate when you said that,” Henry said.
 	Michelle beamed at her cousin. “Thank you. I’ve taken notes over the years, from her, Aunt Samantha, and my mother.”
 	Henry laughed. “Well, Joe, it looks like, from now on, your life is going to be ruled by this bossy cousin of mine.”
 	Yes, it did. Joe sighed and couldn’t contain his pleasure at the prospect. He squeezed his fiancée’s hand, gazed into her beautiful eyes, and said, “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Jillian stepped to the door of exam room one and took a moment to just watch. Unlike an hour and a half earlier, the mood inside the room was damn near serene. “The medical transport is on its way. The van should be here in about twenty minutes.”
 	She watched as all three of the men crowding around Penelope’s stretcher seemed completely smitten by little Eloise Katherine Benedict. Penelope looked down at the baby at her breast, and wore what Jillian thought of as a mother-love face. She’d seen it on new mothers often, and could identify with the feelings coursing through the young woman. It may have been more than a couple of decades, but a mother never forgot that feeling of looking down into her newborn baby’s beautiful face.
 	Alex kept his hand under his daughter, and Jillian knew he was holding most of her weight. The new dads were loving husbands who took seriously some of the precautions David had given them. She doubted Penelope would be allowed to so much as lift a coffee cup until well after her incision had healed and her stitches came out.
 	From the opposite side of the table, Robert ran his hand down Penelope’s leg, a comforting gesture, and then looked up and met Jillian’s gaze. She didn’t think she’d ever seen him look so at peace.
 	David sat in the corner, making notes on the computer. He looked up and shot a big smile at Jillian. Then he flicked his gaze toward his brother, and then met hers again.
 	David sensed the change in Robert, too. Jillian wasn’t completely certain she knew what it meant, but she’d had more than a clue in the short, intense time they’d spent together.
 	Robert had obviously resolved something that had been weighing heavily upon him. Right then and there, she could say he wasn’t the only one.
 	The only other occupant in the room, Kate Benedict, stood quietly beside the stretcher, her left hand resting softly on Penelope’s head.
 	With her right hand she reached out toward Robert. He obliged her, letting her hold on to him. “Thank you, and thank God for you, for both of you. Not that your fathers couldn’t have delivered little Ellie, here…” She let the sentence go, and Jillian understood her sentiment.
 	The senior doctors Jessop had likely delivered their share of babies, but they were family practitioners. They weren’t surgeons.
 	Jillian wasn’t a trained nurse, but she’d been called upon often enough to assist at the clinic she’d managed for more than five years. She felt pleased with the contribution she’d made today.
 	They’d all donned masks and gloves, and draped Penelope in sterile sheets. David had administered just enough anesthetic to get the job done. Penelope had been awake during the entire procedure. Robert had worked quickly and skillfully to deliver the baby before fetal distress had become a real factor—without ever once letting the Benedicts know how dicey the situation could truly have been.
 	Although the baby arrived nearly a month early, she was a good weight, almost eight and a half pounds. David had declared the baby’s Apgar score to be a perfect ten.
 	Mom and babe would be admitted into the hospital in Waco, where both would be checked out and likely stay a couple of days, just to be on the safe side.
 	“You don’t have to thank us, Kate. It was always our plan to come home. This is what all those years away were all about.” Robert continued to hold Kate’s hand, while he put his attention back on the baby. “Things happen for a reason. Everything turned out exactly as it was meant to be.”
 	Jillian heard the door buzzer, indicating someone had come into the clinic. She turned, began heading in that direction, and then stopped in her tracks. Eyes wide, she could only stare at the line of people who filed in through the doors. Everyone was laughing or chattering excitedly, and began milling around, meeting and greeting others. No one seemed intent on coming back to the exam rooms. They just seemed to want to be there.
 	She should have recalled the town’s tradition, as related to her by her aunt. When something happened to one of them, as many of them that could, came.
 	Through the gathering crowd, Matt Benedict ushered his mother. Bernice Benedict looked excited, anxious, and riveted her gaze on Jillian’s as she approached.
 	Jillian had met the woman a couple of times, both at the restaurant, and that very first time right here, when she’d visited with Shirley a few weeks before.
 	“Hello there, Grandma and Uncle Matt.”
 	“My husbands picked the wrong day to go to Dallas, that’s for certain.” The woman shook her head. “I know you’re likely getting them ready to transport to the hospital,” Bernice said, “and my husbands are going to be taking me there as soon as they get back, but could I…?”
 	Jillian grinned. “Of course! They’re in room one. Come and have a quick visit.”
 	Matt stayed at the door, but Bernice went right into the room. She won major points from Jillian when she focused on the new mom, first and foremost.
 	“How are you, sweetheart? What do you need? What can I get you?”
 	“We’re good, Mom,” Penelope said. “You have a granddaughter. Would you like to hold her?”
 	Jillian stayed beside Matt, because the room was nearly at capacity. She counted herself blessed to be this close, to see and feel and be a part of the emotion that filled that room to overflowing.
 	The emotion had been here since the Benedicts arrived, frantic. It had filled the room when the Drs. Jessop had worked together to bring this tiny new life into the world. And she realized, as she assisted the doctors, she finally understood what Shirley had been saying, all these years. It had always been a mystery to Jillian how any of this—this ménage lifestyle—could possibly work in the long run. Now she had the answer, a simple answer she wouldn’t have believed if she hadn’t discovered it for herself.
 	Love.
 	Love made it all work, and love made it all worthwhile.
 	Beside her, she felt Matt shift his attention to Robert. “I’ll follow the transport van and wait for you so that you can have a ride back home, Dr. Robert.” And then he grinned.
 	Robert smiled even as he said, “What, you’re not going to call me ‘Doc Junior’ anymore?”
 	Jillian grinned. She’d heard how the cousins had begun to tease her two lovers the moment they hit town.
 	Matt shook his head in the negative. “Not after today, man. Thank you. Seriously.”
 	Jillian heard the strain in the deputy’s voice. When she looked up, she saw the sheen of unshed tears.
 	None of the men in this town seemed to shy away from showing real, honest emotion. Wasn’t that something?
 	Robert seemed to understand that, like Kate, Matt needed to express gratitude. “You’re welcome. And thanks for the ride. I do appreciate it.” Robert looked over at the new dads. “I need to be in the back of the van with the girls. There’ll be room for only one of you. Sorry.”
 	“No sweat,” Alex said. “I’ll be following Matt, driving the Jag so we have our car there.”
 	Matt rocked back on his heels. “We’ll have to ask Aunt Anna how often over the years the firstborn has been a girl. I don’t think it’s happened very much at all.”
 	Josh shrugged. “We didn’t want to know the baby’s gender ahead of time, and we couldn’t be happier that our first baby is a girl. She’s as beautiful as her mama.” Josh bent over and kissed Penelope.
 	Matt said, “Of course you’re delighted, and you’re absolutely right. She’s a beauty, and likely to grow up to be just as much of a stunner as her mom. I’m just waiting for that time, fifteen, sixteen years from now, when she discovers boys or—more likely—they all discover her.”
 	“That’s not going to be a problem,” Alex said that without taking his eyes off his daughter. In the corner, David snickered, and beside the stretcher, Robert seemed to be fighting his own smile.
 	Jillian had never had any siblings of her own, but she certainly recognized sibling teasing sibling when she heard it.
 	“So,” Matt said, “what? You’ve already got a mission statement, a spreadsheet, and action plan for when the boys start hitting on her?”
 	“Nope,” Josh said. “None of the above.”
 	“Don’t need them,” Alex said.
 	“Just need our shotguns,” Josh said.
 	“Exactly,” Alex agreed. “She won’t be allowed to date until she’s thirty, anyway.”
 	Matt chuckled. “Yeah, good luck with that plan. Geeks.”
 	“Don’t you worry, sweetheart.” Bernice kissed her new granddaughter’s brow. “The women of Lusty stick together. I know how to handle my boys, and I’ll make sure you do, too.”
 	“Ooh, shot down by a pro,” David said. Then he made the “shoot” and “crash and burn” hand signs and sound effects, and Jillian laughed with everyone else.
 	Not long after, the medical transport service van arrived. Jillian gave the drivers credit. They took one look at the assembled masses in the waiting room and politely pushed their wheeled stretcher into exam room one. Jillian helped Bernice and the doctors get Penelope settled on the gurney. The new fathers tucked little Ellie in beside her mom, and then the paramedics moved the patients slowly through the crowd out toward their van. The amassed throng of Benedicts, Kendalls, and Jessops, along with the Parkers, and myriad other cousins, made way for the procession. Jillian heard oohs and aahs as mom and baby passed, as well as softly murmured words of congratulations. She recognized many of the people there, and knew in time, she’d know them all.
 	She thought Robert was holding up well, too, considering how many times his back got slapped as he followed the stretcher.
 	David stayed behind at the clinic, of course, because they didn’t want to leave the place unattended during hours. Soon, family members began to trickle out, most of them planning to gather at Lusty Appetites in a couple of hours, to celebrate. The clinic was slated to close in a half an hour, at three thirty.
 	“Come over when you can,” Kelsey said. “I think we should start another family tradition with an ‘impromptu’ birthday party, even if I am a waitress short at the moment.” Then Kelsey’s eyes widened. “Oh, shoot, I wonder if Isabelle called Michelle and told her about the baby?”
 	Jillian quickly made the connection. Isabelle Parker was Michelle’s mother and the head pharmacist at the drugstore—which just happened to be across the street from the restaurant.
 	“Called her? Why, isn’t she in town? Where is she?” David asked.
 	“Oh my gosh, you don’t know? Man, the gossip mill has really been falling down on the job lately.”
 	Jillian gaped as Kelsey filled them in, not only about Michelle’s romance, but Joe Grant being shot. David asked Kelsey which hospital, and then said, “I know someone on staff in the ICU, there. I’ll give him a call and get a full update on Joe’s condition.”
 	“Henry called a little while ago. He flew Peter and Michelle to Dallas in the helicopter last night. The men are on their way back now. Henry said Joe’s awake, alert, and asked Michelle to marry him.” Kelsey grinned. “She said yes, of course. Well, I better get back. There’s going to be a flood at the restaurant, and I need go and prepare for that.”
 	The silence, once they were alone, seemed almost surreal. David came over and wrapped his arms around her.
 	Jillian snuggled into his embrace with a deep, appreciative sigh.
 	“There wasn’t time earlier to tell you, baby, but you did one hell of a job today. You anticipated our every move, making sure we had what we needed when we needed it. We couldn’t have helped to bring little Ellie into the world without you.”
 	“I’m glad I could be a help. It was pretty exciting, and I was pumped. But at the moment, I’m a little whipped.”
 	“Me, too.”
 	“I can see why you became an ob-gyn. That was incredible.” She lifted her head from his chest, got up on her tiptoes, and kissed him.
 	“Go make your phone call. I’ll just tidy up room one, and then I’m going to make some coffee.”
 	“Coffee, yes. That sounds like a plan.”
 	They’d stayed and kept the clinic open, but no one, apparently, needed a doctor. They’d had only two appointments scheduled for that afternoon, and Jillian had quickly rebooked them for another day as the doctors had prepped Penelope for her emergency C-section.
 	“Robbie just texted. They’re on their way back. He should be home in less than an hour.”
 	“The hospital is keeping Penelope and Ellie for a day or two?”
 	“At least three—not only because of the surgery, of course, but also because of the less than completely ideal conditions under which it was performed.”
 	Jillian almost asked David about Robert, about what he sensed that was different in him, but she didn’t. As they headed back to the house, she thought that the two of them were engaging in the most inane, albeit polite, conversation ever.
 	“Huh. We have a visitor.” David raised one eyebrow and shot her a quick glance. “Anyone you know?”
 	Jillian shook her head. And then she remembered a telephone conversation she’d listened through the day before.
 	“Would that be Daisy?”
 	“Christ, I forgot all about her. Of course it would be.”
 	Jillian studied the young woman who rose to her feet from her perch on the porch steps as they exited the car. The woman had short amber hair, a pixie face, with arms and legs that looked…poetic. Daisy Kendrick looked as ethereal as a summer breeze.
 	She smiled when she saw them, but Jillian sensed something infinitely sad in her smile.
 	“Master Robert?”
 	“No, I’m David. You’re Daisy, right?”
 	The young woman nodded. “Yes, Sir. Daisy Kendrick. Master Jordan said you’d be expecting me.”
 	“We were. I apologize, it’s been a hectic day. Robert will be here shortly. We had an emergency at the clinic, and he had to accompany our patient to the hospital. This is Jillian.”
 	Daisy nodded her greeting, but her eyes returned almost immediately to David. “I can wait out here, if you would rather, Master David?”
 	“Of course not,” Jillian said. “Come inside.” She didn’t get offended when the young woman looked to David for confirmation of the invitation. She had a sense that Daisy Kendrick was strung just about as tight as she’d seen anyone, ever.
 	She wondered if David noticed it, too.
 	David gestured for them to precede him into the house. When he closed the door behind him, he met Jillian’s gaze for just a moment, and then turned to Daisy.
 	“Would you like some sweet tea?”
 	“Thank you, Sir. I could go get it if you just tell me where it is?”
 	“Please relax, Miss Daisy. We don’t live the lifestyle twenty-four seven here. But if you feel you need to be of service, perhaps you could give Jillian a crash course on what life, as a submissive, is like.” Then he turned to Jillian, and kissed her sweetly. “You can go out on the back patio, baby. I’ll bring the tea out in a while.”
 	Jillian still had a dozen questions. Here was a golden opportunity to have some of them answered.
 	“Wonderful idea. We need lots of ice, please, David. It’s hot out this afternoon, even in the shade.
 	“Of course it is,” David said. “This is Texas, after all.”

 


Chapter 20
	The front door closed behind them, and the sound of the lock being shot echoed in the quiet house.
 	“Alone at last.”
 	Jillian smiled at Robert, completely agreeing with his sentiment and the bit of frustration behind it. There he stood by the door he’d just locked looking more mouthwateringly handsome than any man had a right to look—and seriously in need of a hug.
 	“Don’t you know that delayed gratification is good for the soul?” David asked. He wasn’t doing a very good job of suppressing his amusement.
 	Jillian hoped these two men never lost their wonderful senses of humor, or the habit of ribbing each other.
 	“Normally I agree with that,” Robert said. “But I needed so much for us to be just the three of us together, and I needed it right after little Ellie made her debut.”
 	Jillian followed her instincts and walked over to him. He opened his arms, enclosing her within them. She laid her head on his chest.
 	“It’s been an incredible day, start to finish.” She took a moment to listen to his heart beat. Strong and steady, she knew it was a sound she would take the opportunity to listen to, just like this, every chance she got for the rest of her life.
 	He rubbed his hands up and down her back, and when she looked up at him, he loosened his hold of her.
 	“Something happened today, didn’t it? I mean aside from the fact that you delivered Penelope’s baby, and met and counseled Daisy and then flew her out and got her settled in that so-called cabin, and then endured a hundred backslaps when we stopped in to the party at the restaurant. Above all of that, something else happened today, didn’t it?”
 	Robert raised one eyebrow and gave her that look he had, the one she’d secretly dubbed his Dom look, and said, “I had a bit of a personal epiphany—and I don’t think I was the only one, was I?”
 	Jillian shook her head in the negative. He wasn’t the only one to have had his eyes opened today.
 	“I thought so,” David said. “I caught both moments. That’s why I was grinning like a fool when Matt was standing in the doorway.”
 	Jillian didn’t want Robert to pull the standard, “ladies first” line on her, and she knew one surefire way to make him talk first. “You first, Sir. Please.”
 	A special kind of pleasure lit his eyes whenever she called Robert “Sir.” She made a note for future reference.
 	“All right. I think I need to tell you the entire story, however. And I’d like to do it someplace more comfortable than the front entrance hallway.”
 	Jillian stretched up and kissed his lips lightly. She reached out her right hand, and David took it. When he stepped closer, she kissed him, too. Then she grinned. “I know just the place.”
 	Less than ten minutes later, Jillian sighed as she settled back in the hot tub. She closed her eyes for a moment and simply focused on letting all her muscles relax.
 	“I think we’ve created a water nymph.”
 	She smiled at Robert’s words, and her smile widened as David chuckled. She let her hands and legs float on the water and was delighted when her lovers each took one of her hands.
 	“I make no apologies. This feels wonderful, especially after such a busy, busy day.” She sighed and then said, “Okay, spill it. Sir.”
 	Robert kissed her hand. Then he said, “I’ve always had the sense that, being the oldest, I was somehow responsible, beginning when I was a kid, for my siblings, and my cousins. As I got older, I extended that. No one made me feel that way, it was just…me. I wanted to be in charge, and often was in charge, not for the power trip, but to ensure that everyone had what they needed. That everyone was following the right path, and was okay, and taken care of, and safe.”
 	Jillian looked over at him. “From everything I’ve learned very recently, I would say that you are a natural-born Dom.”
 	Robert nodded his agreement. “I didn’t find that out until much later in life…just a few years ago, in fact. I guess you could say that everything for me came to a head once we landed in Chicago.”
 	She listened as he told her about his shock at the difference in lifestyles between a northern inner city and his Texas roots.
 	“One kid in particular just got to me. His name was Bobby Barnes. His dad had deserted him, his mom, and younger brother when he’d been about ten. Mom worked two jobs to make ends meet. Bobby had a part-time job, and he gave all his money to his mother. Still, they were poor, no question. He was smart as a whip, but he’d fallen in with a bad crowd—because he was poor and there were temptations out on the street. I met him when he was brought into the ER one night, shot in the chest during gang-related violence.”
 	Jillian knew in her heart, before he said the words, how Bobby’s story ended up. She just knew, and so she sat quietly and held Robert’s hand while he told her the story.
 	When he got to the part about the kid opening fire in the emergency room full of wounded hospital staff and cops, she gasped, and looked over at David.
 	“I was upstairs, had just come out of the delivery room. Usually I would have been home already, but one of my staff called in sick and I decided, what the hell…” He looked over at his brother. “Hospital gossip can be notoriously inaccurate and spread faster than a prairie fire. We got the word that there’d been several shooters, and that a couple of doctors had been killed.”
 	Jillian didn’t have to ask to know that David was sharing what he never had before.
 	He swallowed hard and continued on. “As God is my witness, I don’t remember running down all those flights of stairs. Apparently I passed a few friends who said later I ran like the wind. I don’t remember that, I only remember that I didn’t breathe until I got there and saw Robbie working on one of the cops who’d been shot.”
 	“The volunteer I covered turned out to be a woman named Chastity Fitzpatrick, the wife of Jordan Fitzpatrick and Marcus Jones-Fitzpatrick.”
 	What were the odds, she wondered, that a man from Lusty would hook up with another ménage family so far from home? Then the light dawned. “That was the Jordan I met on the phone the other day.”
 	“Yes. He owns a very private BDSM club called Reckless Abandon. We kind of became friends that night. Jordan recognized the Dom in me, and over the next couple of weeks he also recognized the problem I was having, and understood the root of it. He invited us to his club, and I mentored with him. It helped. He gave me the ‘head knowledge’ I needed to put everything in perspective.”
 	Jillian tilted her head as she considered him. “But that head knowledge didn’t become heart knowledge until today, did it?”
 	She flicked a glance at David and saw him smiling at his brother.
 	“It is really a good thing, to have two people who know me so well, that they can get a moment like that.” He sighed. “I was telling Penelope that what had happened wasn’t her fault, that life for the most part defies our control, and we can only handle what comes, and I thought, well, hell, there it is.”
 	Jillian let go of David’s hand, and crawled up onto Robert’s lap. David slid closer, and encouraged her to stretch out with her legs on him, so she did.
 	She kissed Robert and said, “Good. I know that means you’re still a Dom, and still in charge, and I’m very happy about those two facts. But it also means that maybe I don’t have to worry about you developing an ulcer anytime soon, or being on the road to a heart attack.”
 	“And do you? Worry about me?”
 	Jillian grinned because Robert had sounded so darned surprised by that revelation. “Of course I do. Yeah, yeah, you’re the big bad Dom and master of all you survey and blah, blah, blah. You’re still one of the men that I love with all my heart and will until my dying day, so get used to it.”
 	“What happened to the woman who was going into this relationship with a just-for-now attitude? Aha, that surprises you, to learn that we figured that out. It shouldn’t, my little sub.” He ran his hands down her back, then came around and tweaked her nipple.
 	He was right. She was surprised that they’d been able to read her so well.
 	“I think it’s time for our sub to tell us about her own personal ‘aha’ moment today.
 	They might have been Doms, but they proved themselves ordinary men when they reacted to her tears. She shook her head and took a moment to gently brush their mouths with her fingertips.
 	“I couldn’t believe that it really worked. All the years of hearing Shirley talk about the families here, and I couldn’t get how it could possibly really work. I’d hear about two or even three husbands, and would automatically multiply my own experience and shudder.”
 	“There’s nothing wrong with that, baby. You only know what you know.”
 	She thought David was being kinder than she deserved. “The thing is, today I discovered the secret, and I feel as if I should have known it all along. The secret is love. That’s how it all works. There is so much love here, in this town, in these families—”
 	“Even in this very hot tub,” Robert said.
 	“Yes, even right here and right now.” She couldn’t see Robert’s face, because she snuggled into his chest. But she saw David’s and knew the two men were doing their silent twin-communication thing again.
 	“So maybe you’re ready for what comes next?”
 	Jillian eased herself up so she was sitting, and also so she could meet Robert’s gaze. “What comes next?”
 	“I love you, Jillian,” Robert’s voice shook with emotion. “I loved you the moment I laid eyes on you—Jessops are like that, you see. We fall in love completely, and fast, and only once. Please, marry me.”
 	“I love you, Jillian,” David said. “I knew the moment I met you that you were the one for us. Please, marry me.”
 	He and David both ran their hands over her, and she felt them both trembling.
 	How wonderful it was that such strong, virile men could show their emotions so completely. How did she ever get so lucky to have them fall in love with her? How could she ever say no?
 	“Yes, please. I want to marry you. I want to marry you both.”
 	“One more thing…will you wear our collar? David mentioned that you and Daisy talked tonight, so I’m guessing you know what that means.”
 	She had indeed spoken to Daisy, and at length. Jillian had started the conversation, because she’d wondered about the lifestyle from a sub’s point of view. Although Daisy’s circumstances were different, as her two masters were also lovers together, not brothers, she’d still filled in a lot of the blanks she’d had in her understanding.
 	“Yes. Yes, I’d be very honored to wear your collar.”
 	Robert placed a chaste kiss on her lips that did nothing to feed the raw, hungry passion that lay in embers deep within her.
 	David repeated the gesture. Then Robert said, “You chose this venue for our words. I have another in mind for our lovemaking. Let’s move this party to the bed.”
 	“Yes, Sir. Let’s.”
 	One of the wonders of these men was their flexibility. She had no doubt that most of the time, this would be the place where they would command and she would submit. But first, they gave in to her spoken desire.
 	How could she describe the joy she received, falling to her knees and taking their cocks into her mouth in turn? Love filled her, heart and mind, body and soul, and she wanted, needed, to give, to love, to worship. Finally, she’d found men who not only respected her, but cherished what she had to give them. Finally, she felt complete.
 	To be on her knees between her two lovers, her two fiancés—her two masters, and to feel their hands in her hair, sped her heart and slicked her sex.
 	She sucked Robert’s cock in, taking him to the back of her throat while she ran her tongue along his thick shaft. Then she slid her mouth up and off, lapping at the tiny drop of pre-cum, her tongue rimming the tiny eye before she turned her head and treated David’s cock to the exact same loving.
 	They tasted slightly different, one from the other. The combined flavor satisfied her deepest craving, thrilling her beyond reason.
 	Her pussy seeped, and she clenched her inner muscles. That action made her arousal grow, and she shivered in pleasure.
 	“Enough. I don’t want to come in your mouth. Not this time.” Robert drew her up to her feet, wrapped one arm around her, and combed the fingers of his other hand through her hair. He tilted her face up, and she met his gaze.
 	His mouth settled on hers. This wasn’t a kiss as much as it was a strong, controlled taking, and oh God, she loved it, loved the dominance he displayed. Head back, mouth open, she gave and she took and she reveled in his flavor, in his heat, and in being his.
 	A hand stroked her, nape to ass. Robert ended their kiss, gently rubbed his thumb over her bottom lip, and then turned her, giving her to his brother.
 	David took her in and took her even higher. Sometimes, he’d been a gentler lover, maybe even a bit passive. Not tonight. Tonight, he devoured her, his hands everywhere at once, arousing her, searing her, and, she knew, branding her.
 	“We want to take you, the two of us, together.” Robert’s heated words bathed the shell of her ear. “Will you let us, Jillian? Will you let us just take you?”
 	“Yes, please. I need that. I need that so much.” He didn’t say they’d be careful, and she thanked God for that. What he said, what both of her men intended, was to claim her.
 	She sensed a frantic, almost desperate mood in them, and she thanked God for it. She knew that mood well. Tonight, that sense felt more feral than before. Never had she known such a strong craving to be filled with their cocks, to be the recipient of their passion.
 	Robert pulled her against him, his arms surrounding her from behind while David yanked the covers off the bed.
 	“You know we’ve been tested. We know you have, too.”
 	Robert’s words tingled up and down her spine. She had been tested, on a regular basis, as that had been a requirement for her benefit insurance at her previous job.
 	Robert continued. “We want to be naked inside you. We want to come inside you and give you our seed.”
 	“I’m not on the pill.” There had been no need to be. She’d believed she would live alone, without sex, without love, for the rest of her life.
 	“We know that, too, Jillian. Will you let us get you pregnant?”
 	She nearly came right then and there. This was a step that should be planned, discussed, and analyzed. She was thirty-eight years old, not too old, really, to have another child.
 	Jillian didn’t want to plan, discuss, or analyze.
 	“Oh, God. Yes. Yes. Please. I need…”
 	“We know what you need, woman.” David’s eyes shone with such intensity, Jillian felt herself go a little weak. “We’re about to give it to you.”
 	Hands and fingers, lips and tongues, caressed and pinched, kissed and lapped and treasured. They kissed her, one, then the other, in a rapid back-and-forth sharing that made her dizzy with desire and desperate for release.
 	But they’d only just begun to love her.
 	She kissed and stroked, she touched and grasped and squeezed, and she opened herself completely to the two men who loved her, the two men who claimed her.
 	Her flesh heated, her breath quickened, and she felt her dampness grow. They touched her between her legs, growling when they felt the dew of her desire coating her cunt. Feral, ancestral, the sound thrilled her, making her hotter and hornier.
 	They laid her flat and took turns, using their tongues and their mouths to lap and dip, to kiss and sip. Jillian cried out as rapture, unexpected, meteoric, and spectacular, burst over her, drenching her inside and out with sublime satisfaction.
 	Masculine grunts signaled pleasure, and the need for more. Four hands turned her onto her stomach and she lay, submissive but never subservient, as they lavished their love upon her. She mewed and whimpered as the apex raced toward her again, a pleasure so intense, and so completely out of her control.
 	“Take it,” David said.
 	“Go over.” Robert’s tone commanded and her body complied. She screamed as she came, and she heard the joy in that sound, and the freedom.
 	They turned her again, onto her side, and Robert cupped her face and kissed her. Wild and wanton, wet and wonderful, they drank from each other.
 	David kissed a line down her back, and then eased her left leg over his brother’s hips.
 	“I love you.” Robert shifted and his cock slid into her cunt, going deep. She felt the twinge as he nudged her cervix, and rejoiced in the tiny bite of pain.
 	“God have mercy, I’ve never been naked inside a woman before. Only you.” Robert kissed her again, this time his lips softer, nearly reverent. “Only you,” he said again.
 	Jillian trembled with the combination of the emotional and the physical. She felt full of one master’s cock even as she pined for the second’s.
 	Robert stayed still inside her, and she understood he was waiting, waiting for his brother. Waiting for them to become one flesh.
 	David wasted no time. He gave no warning as he spread the lube around her anus, as he pushed his finger in, and swirled it around.
 	Then he removed his hand, replacing his finger with his cock, and pushed steadily, entering her.
 	“Oh, God. Hold still, baby. I need to get in. Holy hell. Yeah.”
 	“Don’t move, Jillian. Let us take you. Let us give you everything.”
 	Jillian wanted to move, to thrust, to ride the wave of Eros these men poured into her, but she lay back, and lay still, and took.
 	Back and forth in movements both impassioned and far from smooth, her lovers thrust inside her, so that she wasn’t for one moment without one of them in her body. Shivers of delight, of unbelievable arousal ran up and down her spine, pebbling her nipples, engorging her clit, and driving her slowly out of her mind.
 	She felt her climax gather, fast and furious, a swirling kind of storm with bolts and jolts of lightning that sparkled and sizzled and set her ablaze. This wasn’t an ordinary climax. This was the first from her future husbands, more powerful, more emotional than any that came before. Her nipples, her clit, and her G-spot all began to vibrate together. Where David’s cock slid in and out of her ass, where he rubbed and touched, that area, too, came alive with vibrant, erotic sensation. Her arousal grew and grew until it felt like a giant wall of pleasure, inescapable, with a will of its own.
 	Jillian cried out, the ecstasy so sharp and biting she didn’t know if she could take it. Her men thrust faster and faster within her, and then as one they delved deep and held themselves still. Her men held on to her, and groaned, and flooded her body with their seed.
 	“Oh, God, oh, God. I’m dead. I have to be dead. That was too much.”
 	It didn’t bother her that they laughed at her, because she was dead and beyond such paltry things.
 	Both men breathed as if they’d just run a marathon. Both had fallen to the bed, lax, their cocks, though softening, still inside her body.
 	She could smell them—them and herself. The sweat, the sex, and their individual essences.
 	I would make a fortune if I could bottle that.
 	David shifted and kissed her shoulder. “I’ll be back in a few. Don’t move, okay, baby?”
 	She’d already spoken all she was capable of saying. She grunted and trusted him to figure it out. She nestled closer to Robert, content to simply breathe him in.
 	She heard the shower run. She may have dozed because it seemed only a few short minutes later, David had returned. He brought a warm, wet cloth and cleaned her. He left again but was back in moments. He pulled the sheet and the comforter up from the floor. He covered her and Robert and then climbed into bed, snuggling up to Jillian’s back.
 	“You all right, my love?”
 	“Perfect. Absolutely perfect.”
 	She felt his smile against her back, and Robert’s voice, under her ear, say, “You certainly are. You’re perfect for us.”
 	“I guess we need to tell Jake you’re moving out of that apartment, huh?” David’s words bounced against her shoulder.
 	Jillian laughed. “I barely moved in there, and I signed a lease.”
 	“Well then,” Robert said, “you won’t miss it. And the lease isn’t a problem. Trust me on this.”
 	“No,” she agreed, “I won’t miss the apartment and I do trust you—on everything.”
 	Both of her men moved subtly closer and Jillian sighed. Robert’s cock was still inside her, and she wouldn’t be surprised if he awakened her before long. As if he’d heard her thoughts, he said, “I’ll try to resist an encore, at least for the rest of the night.”
 	Jillian looked over at the clock on the dresser and laughed.
 	“What’s so funny?” David asked.
 	“It’s just after eleven. I think I’ve heard this “not tonight, dear” assurance once before.
 	Robert grinned. “Does it matter?”
 	“Hell, no. Wake me whenever you need me. I’m going to live the rest of my life in love under two doctors. I have no doubt that I’ll catch up on my sleep, eventually.”

 


Chapter 21
	Robert didn’t think he’d ever been happier than he was right then. Of course, tomorrow would be special, too, in a family sort of way. Tomorrow Kelsey was throwing the doors of Lusty Appetites open for them, in celebration of their engagement. Robert was looking forward to that, just as he was looking forward to the Commitment Ceremony they would hold sometime in the fall, right after they made Jillian their wife.
 	But tonight was special in a different way. Robert hadn’t truly believed they could find a woman who would so willingly embrace this part of who they were. Jillian really was perfect for them, and she had taken to the way he and David wanted to live this lifestyle as if it was completely natural to her.
 	Which, he supposed in a sense, it was. Just as he’d discovered three years before that he was a natural-born Dom, Jillian had discovered, those few short weeks ago when she moved to Lusty and took up with them, that she was a natural-born sub.
 	So tonight was for the three of them, and their newest friends, and was as sacred to them as any wedding could ever be.
 	“Are you nervous, sweetie?” Robert kept his hand on Jillian’s back, a clear sign to any who might be interested that this sweet little sub was indeed taken.
 	They’d just arrived at The Lyon’s Den, and had been admitted into the main lounge. He’d gotten word that afternoon that Christopher Lyons wanted to see them privately before granting the favor that Robert had asked of him. One of the staff members had just approached them and asked them to follow him.
 	“Maybe a little,” Jillian said. “This outfit you have me in is very revealing. Though not as revealing as what some of the other submissives are wearing—or not wearing as the case may be.”
 	“I think you look beautiful.” He’d taken great care when he’d chosen the outfit for her. The bustier lifted her breasts, leaving the nipples just visible through the lace. The G-string left her ass deliciously bare, and the black sheer stockings came to mid thigh. He’d also provided her with a pair of very sexy pumps with four-inch heels to complete her ensemble.
 	The bustier was red and black which contrasted well with her light skin tones and blonde hair.
 	It also matched perfectly the diamond and platinum double-ringed collar they’d bought for her—their gift to her that she hadn’t seen yet.
 	“May I say that the two of you are the most handsome leather-wearing men in the place?”
 	Robert grinned, and looked over at his brother. They’d purchased their leather pants and vests up north, and had worn them only a couple of times at Reckless Abandon. He wondered what Jillian would say when she found out they each also had leather eye masks.
 	“You may.” He stroked the small of her back. “And thank you.”
 	Because he considered himself a loving Dom—and a very thoughtful man—he decided to take her mind off her worry over her appearance. “Maybe someday you’d allow us to undress you completely, here.”
 	Robert waited to see what she’d say to that. He gave her a moment to look around. There were indeed a few subs—male and female—wearing nothing but their collars.
 	“I think that’s something I’m going to have to work up to, Sir.”
 	Robert grinned at her. She knew how much he liked it when she called him “Sir,” and so she used that term of endearment with all the subtly of a master tactician.
 	“We’ll look forward to that, baby,” David, on the other side of her, ran his hand down her back, not just to reassure her, Robert knew, but because like him, he simply loved to touch her.
 	Robert was exquisitely conscious of Jillian, of course, as they made their way through the public lounge. He’d told her to feel free to look around. He was proud of the way she kept whatever shock she might be feeling off her face. A number of the club’s members were into a lot more kink than either he or David were comfortable with, and it showed not only in various extreme piercings but in their public behavior.
 	Richard Grant, another friend they’d made at Reckless Abandon, had once told Robert that he and David liked BDSM lite. Rick had meant it kindly, and had pointed out that the same was true for himself, and his partners Alan and Molly.
 	The definition didn’t bother either him or David in the slightest.
 	Robert suspected they were headed toward the same private lounge they’d visited the last time they’d been to Christopher’s club.
 	Of course that was before he’d had the man flown out and dropped off at the family’s “cabin” in the middle of nowhere, just outside of Lusty. He didn’t know exactly how that had all turned out, because Henry had done the honors and picked them all up a few days later—and Christopher hadn’t been forthcoming over the telephone, one way or another.
 	They approached the glass door to the lounge, and Robert felt himself relax when he saw the occupants inside, smiling and chatting, waiting for them.
 	“That’s promising,” David said. “The three of them look very happy together.”
 	“Daisy is glowing,” Jillian said.
 	“They all are,” Robert said.
 	The young man who had escorted them through the lounge and up the stairs opened the door for them, and Robert led the way into the private lounge. He held his hand out to the Master of The Lyon’s Den.
 	“Good to see you again, Christopher. Thank you for hosting us tonight,” Robert said.
 	“Good to see you again, Robert, David. Welcome. As for hosting you, it’s the very least I could do.” Lyons shook David’s hand, and then he turned his gaze on Jillian.
 	“Christopher, this is our sub—and our fiancé—Jillian Gillespie. Jillian, this is Master Christopher.” Robert and David had discussed with Jillian all the options she had for greeting the man who would be their host for the evening, and had left the choice up to her.
 	He wasn’t at all surprised when she slipped to her knees, in the pose they’d taught her to show respect, back straight, knees apart, her hands on her thighs with her palms turned upward. She kept her eyes down for a count of three, and then raised them to meet the man’s gaze. “I’m honored, Mr. Lyons.”
 	“You may call me Christopher when we’re just the six of us—and Master Christopher when we are out there.”
 	“Thank you, Christopher.”
 	“Jillian, I am compelled to ask you, before we adjourn to the dungeon. Have these gentlemen informed you what they want to have happen here tonight?”
 	“Yes, we discussed it among ourselves and then chose together the shape this ceremony would take.”
 	With her answer, she’d let Christopher know she was a full partner in their relationship.
 	Christopher smiled. “Excellent.” He held out his hand to help her to her feet. “We’ll have a drink before we go to the dungeon. What would you like, Jillian?”
 	“White wine if you have it, please.”
 	“We do. Gentlemen?”
 	Robert and David both opted for the same. Christopher signaled the server, and in moments they each held a glass of cold, crisp Chablis.
 	“I’ve been remiss.” Christopher turned to the man who’d stayed in the background with Daisy. “You know Daisy, of course. This is Rory Phelps, my other sub…and my mate.”
 	Robert and David both shook hands with the man. Because Rory seemed surprised to be accepted so openly, Robert said, “You’ll all have to come to Lusty sometime—perhaps for our Commitment Ceremony. I think you’d find our town, and the ceremony…interesting.”
 	Christopher looked thoughtful. “Perhaps we’ll do just that.”
 	They chatted for a time—or rather, Robert noticed, the men chatted. Daisy and Jillian each stood quietly, each appearing attentive to their masters, and perfectly submissive.
 	Of course, any true Dom understood to his very soul that submissive did not equal powerless, neither was there anything even remotely subservient in the role.
 	And then it was time. Christopher led the way, flanked by his subs, to the area of his club known as the dungeon. Robert had to admit, he was impressed by the way the crowds parted for them, and the sense of sobriety that seemed to follow in their wake.
 	The room held some St. Andrew’s crosses, some paddling benches, and one rather interesting-looking rack. His eyes focused on the platform. Jillian had chosen to use the bench for the first part of their scene.
 	Christopher turned and looked over the assembled crowd, and they fell silent. How like Jordan he is in that aura of command. He touched Jillian lightly, then moved with his brother to flank their host.
 	Jillian stood between Daisy and Rory. Talk about glowing. He’d wanted to ensure himself she wasn’t too nervous—and found himself in awe of the love he saw shining from her eyes.
 	The Master of The Lyon’s Den looked at Jillian, and she slid to the floor, and then extended herself in the position of extreme obeisance.
 	“Sit.”
 	Jillian gracefully slid into her position of respect.
 	“Slave, do you willingly give yourself to these two Doms, to submit to them and serve them, from this time forward? Will you obey them in all things, and hold yourself exclusive for their pleasure, in whichever way they seek that commodity from you?”
 	“With great joy and gratitude.”
 	Robert felt a sensation he’d never known descend on him. It was there on her face, and in the way, a few moments later, that she gracefully draped herself over the bench when commanded to do so. It showed in her shivers of pleasure as first his and then David’s paddle landed on her naked ass.
 	And it was there, right there, in the love and tears that shimmered in her eyes as she spoke her vows, and in the way she stood taller, straighter, and prouder as they fastened their collar around her neck.
 	He stood with her and his brother—his best friend—and received the applause of those around them, and knew that from this moment on, he was at peace.
 	He was at peace, and complete.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	“It always smells so good in here.” Jillian closed her eyes and breathed deeply. She tried to identify the scents. Something savory, and something sweet that mingled together in just the right combination, making her mouth water.
 	David chuckled. Standing on her left, he slipped his arm around her, drew her close, and kissed the top of her head. “Robbie and I both noticed that shortly after we moved home. We would eat here at least twice a week.”
 	Robert held her right hand and brought it up to his lips. “Everything Kelsey and Tracy make tastes good,” he agreed. Then he frowned. “I hope she’s going to get some more help in here before too long.”
 	Jillian knew he couldn’t help but worry about his cousins, and how they’d progress through their pregnancies. It was his nature, and she wouldn’t change a single thing—not even that worrywart tendency—about him.
 	“Kelsey’s already placed an ad in the Waco paper for a new cook,” Jillian said. “She received a lot of applications and has selected a few that she’s going to interview over the next couple of weeks. Even though she’s not due until November, she wanted to get her replacement in place with lots of time to spare so everyone can acclimate. And of course, so the new cook can help with the slew of weddings coming up.”
 	Jillian was looking forward to attending her first wedding in Lusty—what the townsfolk referred to as a Commitment Ceremony. The first would be in about seven weeks, when Ginny would marry Adam and Jake Kendall.
 	Ginny had quickly become one of her best friends, as had Ginny’s aunt, Maggie Morrison.
 	“Good.” Robert bent down and kissed her, a light, teasing promise of passion to come.
 	Jillian grinned as her future in-laws arrived. James and Adam Jessop each gave her a sound hug. Pamela reminded Jillian of Kate Benedict, in that she wasn’t very tall, yet she possessed a titanium core. She hugged Jillian. “I’ve waited a long time to have another daughter. And I’m delighted that I get a new grandson in the deal, too. I can’t wait to meet our Brandon.” Her blue eyes twinkled as she hugged her sons. “By the way, your brothers are here.”
 	Jillian had already met Marcus Jessop, who lived in Waco and was a lab tech at one of the hospitals there but worked at the clinic a couple of days a week, running the lab. She guessed Pam didn’t mean him.
 	“Oh, yeah?” David grinned and looked around his parents, toward the door. Two big, strapping men had just stepped inside. Both of them were blond haired and blue-eyed, but one wore a bit of a beard. The other sported a cane which he wielded in his right hand, and a sling that kept his left arm bent at the elbow.
 	“What the hell happened to you?” Robert asked.
 	Pam shook her head. “Doctors. Cut to the chase, forget the polite. My dear,” she winked at Jillian, “I know your pain and I will be there for you.” Then she placed her hand on her wounded son. “Allow me to present our Grant, and our Andrew. They’re firefighters, just newly returned from smoke-jumping school in Washington State.”
 	“Oh goodness, that’s dangerous work!” Jillian said.
 	“Tell me about it,” Grant said. But he smiled when he’d said that. Then he assumed a more serious expression and said to Robert, “What the hell happened is, I hurt myself.”
 	“Thank you. I never would have known that if you hadn’t told me,” Robert replied.
 	“I’m fine, Robbie,” Grant said. “It’s not as bad as it looks.”
 	“If you say so.” Robert put his arm around Jillian as he introduced her.
 	Andrew gave her a hug and welcomed her to the family. Laughing, because Grant had raised his eyebrows as if daring her to, she hugged him, too. Then she stepped back, closer to her lovers.
 	“I take it the jump school is over?” she asked
 	“Yeah. Now we have to figure out what comes next,” Andrew said. “We don’t know if we’re going to stay in this area and use our expertise here, or head northwest again.”
 	“Not too soon,” Pamela said. “You’ve only just come home.”
 	“No, ma’am,” both men said.
 	“Come along.” Pam set a hand on each of her sons. “There’ll be more guests arriving for your brothers and their fiancée to greet. Let’s get a table, and I’ll get you boys something to eat.”
 	Grant winked at Jillian. “Yes, Mother. Come to think of it, I am hungry.”
 	“You’re always hungry,” Andrew Jessop groused.
 	“Hey, I’m a wounded man. Pity me.” The Jessops made their way toward an empty table, greeting family as they went.
 	“Is your sister going to make it?” Jillian was looking forward to meeting the young woman. Having grown up an only child—as had her ex-husband—she was eager to gain a sister.
 	“Rebecca has a showing in Seattle this weekend,” Robert said. “She’ll be coming back to Lusty when it’s over. She should be here by Monday.”
 	“Good. I’m looking forward to meeting her.”
 	David bent over and kissed her ear. “If you look down the street on the sidewalk you might see a couple of people you know.”
 	Jillian grinned. They’d seen to it, especially over the last two weeks, that she met just about everyone in town. She thought her lover was being funny. Then she turned to look, and nearly screamed with excitement.
 	“Oh my God! How did you arrange it?”
 	It didn’t escape her notice that her men beamed at each other, obviously proud to have surprised her and made her happy.
 	The door swung open, and her aunt Shirley entered, greeted aloud by nearly everyone with shouts and waves. Shirley was accompanied by a very handsome young Marine, newly promoted to Second Lieutenant.
 	Jillian wanted to rush to him, but Robert kept hold of her hand and said, “Let him come to you, sweetie.”
 	They’d chatted on Skype a few times. No one had been more surprised than Jillian when Brandon had appeared so accepting of his mother’s engagement to two men. Now, seeing the way he and Shirley had been chatting on their way inside, she had to wonder how much he’d already known about Lusty when he’d encouraged her to take over Shirley’s place here more than a month ago.
 	Shirley came right up to her and gave her a big hug. Then she stepped back. “What a beautiful necklace,” she said.
 	Jillian reached up and touched her collar. It had been designed to look like two close-fitting bands of metal, but was actually a single piece of jewelry. She’d decided to keep it on all the time, and if anyone said anything, she planned to simply claim sentimental attachment to such a beautiful gift from her fiancés—which wasn’t at all far from the truth.
 	Shirley reached down and took Jillian’s hands in hers. “You look so happy,” she said. “Oh, I’m so glad!”
 	“Thanks, Shirley. Not just for the sentiment, but for bringing me here.”
 	“Darling, I just gave you an opening. The rest was all you!” Then the woman treated both Robert and David to a sharp look. “Hurt her, either of you, and answer to me.”
 	“Yes, ma’am,” they said together, making Jillian laugh.
 	“I’m going to go visit, but we’ll talk later,” Shirley promised.
 	Jillian watched for a moment as her aunt, waving and smiling, went over to greet some of her friends, including sisters-in-law Bernice and Abigail Benedict, as well as Samantha Kendall and Heather Jessop, Tracy’s mother.
 	Jillian turned back to the handsome young man in Marine khakis. He’d already taken his hat off. When he opened his arms, she went to him.
 	“I had no idea you could get away. How long can you stay?” Jillian hadn’t seen him since he transferred to Camp Lejeune in North Carolina, five months before.
 	“I’ve got a week.” He put his hands on her shoulders and held her so he could look at her. He grinned. “Aunt Shirley is right. You do look happy.”
 	Jillian loved that smile, and every time she saw it, her thoughts went back to when he was just a little boy. Even then, his smile had the power to uplift her, and make her day.
 	“I am happier, and even more so now to know that you have a whole week’s leave. How did you manage that?”
 	“Apparently, your new hometown has members who have friends in high places.” His smile faded just a little as his eyes landed on her jewelry. Then he sobered completely and said, quietly, “That’s a very nice collar.”
 	Jillian had one of those moments of heart-stopping shock. Robert chose that moment to step forward and hold out his hand. “It’s good to finally meet you in person, Brandon. We’re delighted that you’re here. It means a lot to your mother.”
 	Jillian was embarrassed that her men beat her to it. She’d looked forward to introducing her son to her fiancés face to face. Of course, they had already met, sort of, online. “Oh my God, I can’t believe how slow I am sometimes. I am so sorry I didn’t do that, formally.”
 	David said, “Relax, baby. Sometimes we Doms just like to take over. Isn’t that right, Brandon?”
 	“That we do.” Brandon grinned again, and winked.
 	Jillian laughed. “Okay, this is just too weird a coincidence for me to even contemplate.”
 	“Tell me about it,” Brandon said. And then to David, he said, “You’ll have to tell me when and where you go to play so we don’t cross paths when I’m on leave.”
 	“Not a problem.”
 	Jillian introduced her son to Ginny, who’d just come over after restocking the buffet with some savory-smelling hor d’oeuvres.
 	Ginny shook his hand enthusiastically. “It’s so nice to meet you, Brandon. I bet you don’t know a soul here. Now, let me see…” She gestured toward the left. “You’ve got your pick tonight. You can sit with a couple of law men and a very junior sheriff—those would be mine, by the way—or that table over there with two newly retired air force flyboys.”
 	Brandon smiled. “I want to meet everyone—including Kate Benedict. I’ve been hearing about all of you, especially Kate, from Aunt Shirley for years.”
 	Robert and David both laughed. “Kate is a force of nature,” Robert agreed. “But she hasn’t arrived yet. We’ll make sure you’re introduced to her.”
 	Brandon nodded. Then he met first David’s and then Robert’s gaze. “I’m glad Mom found you. I love my dad, of course. But when I got old enough to understand such things, I knew he wasn’t what Mom needed. I think the two of you are.” Then he kissed his mom on the cheek. “If that offer to bunk with y’all is still good, I’ll take you up on it. We can catch up, later.”
 	“There will always be room for you with us, Brandon,” Robert said.
 	Brandon nodded and followed Ginny. Jillian smiled when he was so readily accepted by Adam and Jake Kendall. Benny, of course, didn’t know how not to welcome someone.
 	“You did a damn good job with him, sweetie,” Robert said.
 	“Seeing how well he turned out has me a little excited about the future,” David said.
 	Jillian knew they wanted at least one child with her. She was warming to the idea more each day. This time around, she knew she wouldn’t be alone in the work of parenting—or in the joys of it, either. That was a huge plus.
 	The door opened and Maggie Morrison entered, followed by her fiancés, and two men Jillian felt certain she didn’t know—two men who appeared to be identical twins.
 	One of the twins looked right at her and smiled, his aqua eyes sparkling. It was then she noticed the scar, just below the corner of his left eye. The mark reminded her of a lightning bolt and did nothing to detract from his almost rugged good looks.
 	“You don’t know anything about being real cowboys,” Richard Benedict was saying to the other twin.
 	The one who’d been smiling at Jillian shot his eldest brother what could only be called a cheeky grin. “We can learn, Rick. We’re pretty smart.”
 	“Boys, please.” Maggie slipped into Richard’s arms and went up on her toes to kiss him. “Richard, weren’t you listening? It’s always been their dream.”
 	The twins grinned. The one with the scar turned to the other. “I told you Maggie was going to be a great addition to the family.”
 	Maggie introduced Jillian to Chase and Brian Benedict, her fiancés younger brothers—and soon-to-be cowboys.
 	“You’re thinking of opening up the northern quarter?” Robert asked.
 	Chase nodded. “Neither of us has been very happy in the corporate world. So we’ve decided to try our hand at something different, something we’ve always wanted to do.”
 	“We both know a fair bit about horses. We thought we’d have a few head of cattle, but mostly we wanted to see if we could breed and raise horses.”
 	Chase said, “It’s what we used to talk about when we were younger. Before we convinced ourselves that living the cowboy life was just a kid’s dream.”
 	“Hey!” His cousin, Steven Benedict, had obviously heard the entire conversation. He came over and gave Richard a mock punch in his arm. “There’s nothing wrong with being a cowboy,” he said.
 	“No, there isn’t,” Richard agreed. “For men who have trained for the job.”
 	“Hi, Jillian and Robert and David. Ooh, nice necklace. Congratulations on getting engaged!” Maggie’s bright, wide-eyed speech made Jillian laugh and her men—and even the brothers of her men—shut up and look embarrassed.
 	“What she said.” Richard laughed. Then he hugged Jillian, and shook Robert’s hand. To David he said, “I’m sure the men in the family will be happy to learn the most unrepentant flirt among us has been taken out of circulation.”
 	“I like David’s flirting,” Jillian said. She slipped her arm through his. “He has my permission to flirt all he wants anytime. With me.”
 	“Suits me just fine,” David said.
 	Jillian was hugged by all of the brothers Benedict, Brian and Chase last. “I say go for it,” she said. She looked to each of her own men in turn. “You have to follow your heart and do what you love.”
 	“Yes, ma’am,” Chase said. “We think so, too.”
 	“You still have to convince the Town Trust to give you a shot,” Richard said.
 	“They do, indeed, and likely will do so successfully. For what is the Town Trust but the very heart of this family?”
 	Jillian grinned at the sound of the soft, feminine voice that emerged from behind the wall of Benedicts. Richard and his brothers spun on their heels. There, standing with the brand-new parents and their baby, Kate Benedict beamed at her family with absolute joy on her face.
 	“Look, everyone! Tonight marks the social debut of our newest member, Eloise Katherine Benedict. We call her Ellie.”
 	Everyone applauded, and Jillian knew that many of the family in attendance hadn’t had the chance to see the new baby yet.
 	“Let me have that sweetie.” Robert’s eyes had lit up. Alex gently handed his daughter over to the man who had delivered her.
 	Jillian thought she’d never seen a more moving sight than her Robert cradling close that tiny baby girl. Ellie was safe in his arms, for Robert Jessop was a man of constancy, a man of strength that any woman—that she—could count on to be there, no matter what.
 	“I haven’t had the pleasure of delivering many,” Robert said. “But that day, David, when I heard little Ellie here cry out for the first time, I so totally understood why you do what you do.”
 	“I have the best job.” David moved closer to his brother, but kept his hand on Jillian.
 	“It never gets old,” Kate said. “Every new baby has a part of all of us, right back to Caleb and Joshua and Sarah, to Adam, Warren and Amanda. I see Sam and Charlie, Sarah’s twin boys and Madeline, my mother-in-law in this wee one. I see my beloved Gerald and Pat in Ellie’s beautiful face.” She met Jillian’s gaze. “We’re all connected, from the first of us, to the last of us, to the next one not yet born. It means something. It’s love, and it’s family.”
 	Jillian looked around the room, her gaze taking in so many who’d become dear to her so very quickly. She thought about the life she’d lived before coming here, and she thought of the future stretching out before her.
 	“It’s so much more than even that, Kate,” Jillian said. Her heart had never felt so full. “It’s everything.”
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