
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
    
      
        [image: Title Page]
      

    

  


  
    
      Doing Taboo Things

      Copyright © 2022 by Alex Grayson.

      All rights reserved.

      Cover Design by Cover Me Darling.

      Interior Formatting by Alex Grayson.

      Editing by Edits by Erin.

      All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

      The scanning, uploading, and/or distribution of this document via the internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and is punishable by law.

      Please purchase only authorized editions and do not participate in or encourage electronic piracy of copyrightable materials.

      All characters and events appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real events or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Also by Alex Grayson

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To anyone with a little bit of taboo in their life…

      

      

    

  







            Chapter 1

          

          

      

    

    






RAYN

        

      

    

    
      Picking up my drink that the new bartender, Jasper, set down in front of me, I bring it to my lips as I turn on my stool to face the rest of the room. I drag my eyes around the crowded space, taking in all the people sitting at booths and high top tables. I know most of them, just like everyone else knows most people in Silver Falls. Living in such a small town is both a blessing and a curse.

      The vodka and cranberry juice slides down my throat easily as I take hefty swallows. Normally, I savor my drinks. I drink because I like the taste, not the mindless effects it causes. Not tonight though. Tonight I want to feel oblivious. I need the numbing effect to take away all the crap that’s happened today.

      Shifting in my seat, I swivel it toward the dance floor, watching as everyone gyrates against their partners. Whiskey Blue’s has a very relaxed atmosphere. It’s the one place people can go to let loose without fear of being judged.

      My eyes stop on Jamison as Marisa, the woman he’s dancing with, grinds her ass against his crotch. He has one arm around her waist, his hand resting on her midriff just below her breasts. His other hand grips her hip, holding her in place as their hips sensually sway back and forth. He dips his head and runs his nose along the column of her neck. Of course, she helps out by tilting her head to the side.

      Watching the pair sends a shot of adrenaline through me at the same time it sours my stomach. I refuse to think about why seeing my step-brother dancing with another woman bothers me so much. I’ve gotten really good at ignoring my irrational feelings.

      I lift my glass to my lips, then scowl down at the cubes of ice when they hit my lips. How in the hell is it gone already?

      Spinning around, I catch Jasper’s attention and hold up my glass. His chin jerks up in acknowledgement. A moment later, he appears in front of me with another full glass, setting it down within my reach.

      “That’s your third in fifteen minutes,” he comments unnecessarily. “Where in the hell are you putting them?”

      I tap the side of my head with a white tipped fingernail. “Right here, hopefully.” I chug back a big mouthful.

      “One of those days, huh?” he asks as he flips over a mug and begins filling it with beer.

      “You have no clue,” I mutter.

      After he slides the mug to a guy a couple of stools down from me and takes his money, he comes back to stand in front of me. “You wanna talk about it?”

      I take a long look at Jasper. He’s been working at Whiskey’s for about a month, and he’s only been in Silver Falls for a year. He’s a good looking guy with short, light-brown hair, a nice swimmer’s body, kind green eyes, and a great personality to boot. I barely remember him, but he told me last week that he spent a few years in Silver Falls in his younger teen years.

      He’s asked me out several times, but I always say no. Don’t ask me why, because I’ll lie and say he’s not my type, when in fact, he’s exactly my type. I just don’t want to admit the real reason.

      I smile at him. “Thanks, but I’m still trying to mentally process it. I’m not ready to talk about it yet. Besides,” I look down to the other end of the bar after a feminine voice calls Jasper’s name, “you’re being summoned.”

      He taps the bar. “Holler if you change your mind.” With a wink and a grin that causes a dimple to pop out on one of his cheeks, he adds, “I’d tell them all to fuck off if you wanted me to.”

      My light-hearted laugh only lasts as long as it takes him to walk away. After that, my mood once again sours. I should have asked Jasper to leave the vodka and cranberry juice with me, because I’m pretty sure with the way I’m going, my drink will be gone in another minute or two.

      The stool beside me is suddenly taken and there’s a wave of cologne so strong it nearly has me gagging. I thought girls were the ones known to go overboard with their perfume, but Jesus, it’s like this guy actually bathed in his cologne. My eyes water, and I have to hold still for a moment to make sure I’m not going to throw up.

      “Hey, sugar.” A deep masculine voice fills my ear only a second before the smell gets stronger.

      Ordinarily, I’m a nice person. I have manners, I don’t put my elbows on the table, and I truly believe if you don’t have something nice to say then you shouldn’t say anything at all. But I’m pretty sure it would be meaner to not tell this guy to lay off the cologne. Even so, I still keep my opinion to myself.

      Holding my breath, I force a smile on my lips and look at the guy. “Hi.”

      I turn back to face the bar again, hoping he’ll catch the hint and leave me alone.

      But, of course. Apparently, my day hasn’t been shitty enough.

      The guy leans closer to me, which makes the smell even stronger, and asks, “You here by yourself?”

      This time, I don’t smile when I look at him. “Yep. And I plan to stay that way.”

      The guy smiles, and I have to admit, it’s a good smile. But even if I were in the mood for a little hanky panky between the sheets, I definitely wouldn’t with this guy. I’d probably die from alcohol poisoning, and not from the kind in my drink.

      “I bet I could change your mind.”

      I roll my eyes heavenward, barely holding back a snort. “Sorry, but that’s a bet you’ll lose. Now,” I turn in my seat, giving him my shoulder, “if you don’t mind, I’m going back to my drink.”

      “Ahh… come on, sweetheart,” he whines–which is not attractive by the way, guys–then proceeds to put his hand on my knee. My naked knee, because my skirt rides up when I sit with my legs crossed. “You’ve got to at least let me try.”

      I stiffen. “I don’t have to do any such thing. And I’d appreciate it if you’d remove your hand.”

      He moves his hand alright, but not off my leg like he should if he were smart. Instead, he moves it up my leg until the tips of his fingers graze just under the hem of my skirt.

      I’m just about to unsheathe my claws and dig them into the guy’s hand until I draw blood when I feel a body move in behind me. The soothing scent of this new smell envelopes me, and I relax, tempted to melt against what I know is a firm male chest. Unfortunately, I can’t.

      A tanned, muscular arm drapes over my shoulder and his hand appears in front of me, his fingers dangling inches away from my breast. If I jut my chest out just a few inches….

      “I believe the lady asked you to remove your hand.” The deep baritone has shivers racing down my spine. “I suggest you do so, or I’ll break your fingers when I remove them.”

      The guy looks like he wants to argue, but wisely, he does as Reed says. The skin on my knee feels icky, and I want to scrub the spot with alcohol.

      “No harm done,” Mr. Handsy says. “We were just talking.”

      “Didn’t look that way to me. It looked as though my girl was barely staying polite by not telling you to fuck off.” Reed leans further into my back. “I don’t have the same manners as her, so I don’t mind telling you to get lost.”

      The guy opens his mouth to say something, but Reed cuts him off.

      “You don’t like it? Too bad. Swallow it and move the fuck on, because whatever you thought was going to happen, isn’t.”

      I almost laugh at the harassed look on the guy’s face. His eyes shoot lasers over my shoulder. “The bitch wasn’t that good looking anyway,” he grumbles under his breath as he grabs his drink and gets up from the stool.

      “What was that?” Reed growls, leaving my back to move toward the guy.

      I grab Reed’s arm to stop him. “Just let him go,” I tell him.

      He tracks the guy’s movements, his eyes narrowed into slits, until he’s across the room. Once he’s satisfied Mr. Handsy is far enough away, Reed takes the now vacant seat. Picking up my drink, I suck down the rest of it. I sway on my seat a little when the alcohol finally starts to hit my system.

      “When did you get here?” I ask after I signal Jasper for another drink.

      “A few minutes ago. Why? Were you looking for me?”

      I look over at Reed, finding his signature grin with dimples in both cheeks in place.

      “No,” I grumble. A flush heats my cheeks, because yes, I was totally looking for him, but I don’t want him to know that. “I just didn’t think I’d see you here since you weren’t working tonight.”

      Jasper sets down my drink, along with one for Reed. Reed picks up his and downs half of it in one go.

      “Jamison and I decided to hit the bar tonight. Mom needed me to fix a busted pipe, so I was late.”

      In other words, Jamison and Reed are out fishing for hook-ups. The thought has all the alcohol I consumed tonight threatening to come back up.

      Instead of saying anything, because really, there’s nothing for me to say, I pick at the napkin that’s under my drink. I’ve always had the bad habit of shredding paper when I’m feeling down or nervous.

      “What’s up with you?” Reed asks a few minutes later. “I don’t like the look on your face. Something’s bothering you.”

      Having best friends is great. They’re there when you need them. You can tell them anything without fear of judgement. They have shoulders to cry on, and they generally give good advice. But there are times when they can be a nuisance. I take that back. Jamison and Reed are never a nuisance. It can just be irritating sometimes because they know me so well. They know when somethings bothering me, even when I don’t want them to know. And both are bloodhounds when it comes to something that’s upsetting me. They don’t like to see me sad any more than I like to see them sad.

      I huff out a long breath. There’s no way I can hide this from either of them, so I don’t even try.

      “I’m newly unemployed, and I’m two weeks away from being homeless.”

      I look over at Reed when he stays quiet. A frown creases his eyes. “How in the hell did this come about?”

      I take another sip of my drink before I explain. “Max is down-sizing at the dealership because of the computer chip shortage. Apparently, he plans to let one of the salesmen take over the secretarial work to cut back on employee costs.”

      “That’s bullshit,” he grates.

      I jerk my head up and down. “I agree.”

      “And what about your house?”

      “Leanne and Jeffery are moving to Colorado to be closer to their grandkids. They’re selling the house.”

      “Why don’t you buy it?”

      “Because I just dumped seven grand on a down payment for my car. I’ve already spoken to the bank about a loan, but they want at least ten thousand down before they’ll even talk to me. I’ve known for a couple of months Leanne and Jeffery wanted to sell, and I thought I had another place lined up. The owners decided yesterday, which happened to be the day I was supposed to sign the lease papers, to rent to their daughter and her family.”

      “Shit, Ray.” He scrubs a hand down his face. “Do you know what you’re going to do?”

      I shrug and my shoulders stay drooped when I say, “Stay with Mom and Baxter until I figure something out, I guess.”

      I swore when I left home I wouldn’t go back. Not because I didn’t love Mom or Baxter, but because I didn’t want to be one of those kids who moved back into their parents’ house when things got tough. Looks like I’m going to be one after all.

      “Jamison and I have a spare room. Why don’t you take it until you get back on your feet?”

      I swivel on my stool to face Reed. His offer is generous and exactly something he would do. Ordinarily, I wouldn’t give it any thought and accept his offer. I’m not worried about finding a job. There aren’t many openings here in Silver Falls, but I should be able to find something in one of the surrounding towns pretty quickly. It would only take me a few months to save enough money to rent a place.

      The problem isn’t feeling like a leech to my two best friends; it’s being around them so much. In a place where they’re comfortable. In a place where they would bring girls home and I’d hear and see them with those girls. That’s the part that will suck.

      Because you see, I’m in love with my two best friends, one of whom is my step-brother.
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REED

        

      

    

    
      I met Rayn Ledger and Jamison Hart in high school. I remember the day like it was yesterday.

      It was the middle of freshman year, and my parents and I had just moved from Arizona to Silver Falls, Florida. I had a chip on my shoulder and was pissed because they uprooted me from my life and the friends I’d had since kindergarten, not to mention the girl I had started dating six months prior.

      I had just left English class and was heading toward Algebra when someone knocked into me. The girl bounced off my chest, skittered back on her feet, then landed on her ass. She was pretty. Long, red hair, cheeks lightly covered in freckles, and a pair of rectangular glasses perched on her dainty nose.

      I felt like a jerk and bent down to help her gather the books that had fallen from her arms. Of course, being asshole teenagers, none of the guys or girls passing by cared enough to stop and help. Instead, they just kicked the books out of their way. I felt even worse when one of them stepped on the girl’s hand and she let out a little yelp.

      I was getting ready to stand up and deck the guy who stepped on her hand when a fist landed in my face. Stars danced in my vision and it was my turn to fall back on my ass. Luckily, the hit wasn’t bad enough to draw blood. My eyes shot up to the guy to find him glaring down at me while he helped the pretty girl to her feet.

      “What in the hell was that for?” I growled the question, rubbing my sore chin. “I was helping her pick up her things.”

      The guy snatched one of the books up and growled back, “Yeah, after you pushed her.”

      “I didn’t push her,” I denied, because I damn well didn’t. I got to my feet and faced him.

      He stepped closer, balling his hand into a fist like he was waiting to deck me again. “It sure looked that way to me.”

      “Then you need to get your eyes checked.”

      “All right, you two stop it.” The girl stepped between us, her head swinging back and forth. Her eyes finally stayed locked on the guy. “He didn’t push me, Jamison. It was my fault. I wasn’t looking where I was going.”

      Some of the anger left Jamison’s face as he looked down at the girl. He and I were about the same height, which put her several inches shorter than both of us. He lifted her hand to inspect it. Thankfully, it was only slightly red.

      “Does it hurt?” he asked, running a finger over her knuckles.

      She lifted one shoulder. “Only a little. It’ll be fine.”

      His head lifted and he glared at me. “You shouldn’t have been hurt in the first place.”

      “Stop it, okay?” She wiggled her fingers in his face. “See, I’m okay. The pain is already fading.” Her head swung my way, and her freckled cheeks puffed out with her grin. “Besides, his face is too pretty to mess up.”

      That was the beginning of our friendship. Or rather, I should say, it was the beginning of mine and Rayn’s friendship. It took a couple of weeks before Jamison and I stopped glaring at each other, and that was only because Rayn threatened to unfriend us both if we didn’t learn how to get along. The three of us have been friends ever since.

      That was also the moment I fell in love with Rayn. That bit I’ve kept to myself over the years. It just never felt like the right time to tell her. First, it was me solidifying my friendship with her and Jamison. Then, halfway through sophomore year, Rayn’s dad and Jamison’s mom died during a robbery gone wrong while both families were vacationing. Then it was the stress of becoming an adult and figuring out what we were going to do with our futures. After that, Rayn’s mom and Jamison’s dad shocked us all when they decided to spontaneously elope. None of us even knew they were dating.

      I’ve kept my feelings for Rayn on lockdown for eighteen years. I’ve had moments where I’ve almost told her, but something always holds me back. If I’m honest with myself, it’s out of fear. Fear that she doesn’t or can’t return my feelings. And fear that it’ll ruin the close bond we have if she doesn’t.

      But my feelings for Rayn aren’t the only ones I have. It’s the feelings I have for Jamison that scare me the most.

      Both of them know I get my rocks off with both sexes, even though I’m more attracted to women, and both are totally fine with it. The problem is, Jamison’s never given any inkling that he’s interested in men.

      In a perfect world, I’d have them both, but there’s not a chance in hell that’ll ever happen. Even if one of them had the same feelings for me, I don’t see either wanting a trio relationship.

      Which makes the suggestion I just made to Rayn a painful one. I already have to watch Jamison bring girls home and hear them go at it in his bedroom, silently wishing it was me he was plowing into, or vice versa. I’m a glutton for punishment if I have to watch Rayn do the same. I mean sure, I’ve seen her date guys, and even make out with a few, but all of that is innocent compared to knowing she’s in the room next to mine while some guy gives her everything I want to give her.

      Shaking my head, I pull myself out of my thoughts and focus back on Rayn. Is it just me or does she look extra sexy tonight? Her long, silky, red hair is pulled over one shoulder, leaving the other bare because her top has spaghetti straps. Speaking of her top, it dips low enough to show a hint of cleavage, and it takes every bit of mental strength I have to keep my eyes from staring. Her skirt rides halfway up her crossed legs, exposing her creamy, pale flesh, scattered with freckles. I’ve often wondered if she has freckles everywhere. The closest I’ve come to seeing her naked is in a bikini, and so far, my answer is yes.

      I stare at her, waiting for her answer as she shreds the napkin sitting under her drink. It’s a cute habit she’s had since high school. It’s also a dead giveaway when she’s nervous or something’s bothering her.

      Grabbing one of her hands, I force her to stop killing the poor napkin. “Come on, how cool would it be to live with your two boys for a few months?” I cajole. “It’ll be like old times when we shared a place in Gainesville during college.”

      It’s gonna be fucking torture being surrounded by Rayn and Jamison for hours and hours each day, just like it was back then, but I’ll suck it up for Rayn. I can’t imagine moving back into my parents’ place at the age of thirty-three.

      It takes her a long time to answer, and many emotions slide across her face as she thinks. I hold her hand the whole time, liking the way her soft skin feels against mine.

      Finally, she lets out a little sigh. “Okay.” Her chin dips once. “Let’s do it.” She looks over her shoulder at the dance floor before swinging back around. “You don’t think Jamison would have a problem with it, do you?”

      “Seriously?” I ask.

      She laughs. “You’re right. Stupid question.”

      Jamison is like me when it comes to Rayn. We’d do anything for our girl.

      She picks up her drink and downs the rest of it. After she places it back on the bar, I get up from my stool, grabbing her hand to help her down from hers.

      “Come on, let’s get out of here.”

      She grabs her purse from the bar top before turning to me. “What happened to you and Jamison hitting it and quitting it?”

      I grunt and roll my eyes at her term. Taking my wallet out of my back pocket, I toss enough bills on the bar to take care of our drinks. “No longer interested.”

      I was never really interested in the first place. But since I can’t have the person, or rather, people, I really want, I’ve learned to take what I can get.

      “Should we tell Jamison about me moving in?”

      We both turn to look at the dance floor. Seeing Jamison in a lip-lock with Marisa, the town’s librarian, as they grind their hips together, has a dull ache forming in my chest. I want to be Marisa, and I want Rayn to be sandwiched between Jamison and me.

      “Never mind,” Rayn mutters, turning back around. “I’m not going near that.”

      The way she says those words, and the sour look on her face is telling. It’s not the first time I’ve noticed the way she seems to hate it when she sees Jamison with another woman, which makes me wonder if she isn’t hiding her own feelings when it comes to her step-brother. Too bad she doesn’t feel the same way about me.

      “Agreed.” Sliding my fingers between hers, I move us across the room. “We’ll tell him tomorrow.”

      The night air is humid when we step out of Whiskey’s. Rayn’s hand jerks in mine when she stumbles. I stop and take a look at her. I’m not sure how many drinks she consumed before I got to Whiskey’s, but from the flushed look on her cheeks and her glazed eyes, I’d guess more than a couple.

      “Are you drunk?” I ask, my lips twitching.

      “Noooo,” she stresses, then contradicts herself when she teeters to the side. “Okay. Maybe just a little tipsy.”

      Chuckling, I tuck her into my side and start moving us again. Her head swivels, her eyes on her car as we pass by it.

      “You takin’ me home?”

      “Yep.”

      After I help her into the passenger side of my Jeep, I get behind the wheel. The streets are mostly empty this time of night, so it only takes me a few minutes before I’m pulling into my driveway. Rayn’s been quiet, with her head resting on the window, so I figured she must have fallen asleep.

      “I thought you were taking me home?” she asks, lifting her head and looking around.

      “I did.” I get out and walk around to her side to open her door.

      She looks at me quizzically after I close her door. “Uh, you do realize this isn’t my home, right? I thought I was the one with the tipsy brain.”

      I grin at her cheekily. “This is your home now.”

      One side of her mouth tips up, and I have the sudden urge to back her up against the car and fuck her mouth with my tongue. I’ve gotten good at hiding my desire for this woman, but it’s becoming increasingly hard to keep my hands off her.

      “Not yet.”

      I lift a shoulder. “Semantics.”

      We walk the path up to the front porch, and I slip the key into the lock. Reaching around the frame, I flip on the switch just inside the door, then stand to the side and let her go in before me.

      “Besides,” I continue, “I have to take you to Whiskey’s tomorrow to pick up your car. This makes it easier. And you get to go ahead and test out the bed in the guest room.”

      She holds onto the wall as she lifts one foot behind her, pulling off her heel. She does the same to the other. Both heels get tossed to the side. I stare at her bare feet. I’ve never had a fetish for feet, but damn if I don’t want to nibble on hers.

      “If you remember correctly, I’ve already tested that bed out quite a few times.”

      I grunt as I pull my wallet out of my pocket and toss it, along with my keys, on an end table by the couch. “Yeah, but we’ve replaced it since the last time you stayed over.”

      “Oh.”

      “You want something to drink?” A smirk pulls up my lips. “A non-alcoholic drink, that is.”

      Her bottom lip sticks out in a playful pout. “You’re a party pooper. What if I wanted some of that whiskey you and Jamison have in the cabinet?”

      I close the two feet of space between us and gently pat her cheek. “I’d say too bad. You’ll thank me in the morning when you wake up clear-headed and not hung over.”

      She blows out a breath, faking annoyance, and the hair that’s fallen in her face flies up. “Fine.” Her expression turns serious. “I honestly just want to go to bed. You mind?”

      “Of course not.”

      “Could I borrow some clothes?” She looks down at her dress. “I’m thinking this isn’t going to be too comfortable to sleep in.”

      I nod. “Yep.”

      I walk down the hallway toward my room, feeling her following me. Pulling open the second drawer of my dresser, I pull out a shirt and a pair of boxers. Then open the top one for a pair of socks, because Rayn has perpetually cold feet. I turn and hand them to her. I don’t warn her they’ll be huge on her because she’s worn my clothes before when she’s spontaneously stayed over.

      “Thanks.” She looks down at the pile of clothes in her hand then lifts her eyes to mine. “And thank you for letting me stay. I don’t mean tonight, I mean after.”

      Lifting my hand, I rest it on her cheek, my fingers sliding into her hair. Her eyes flicker closed for a moment. “You know there’s no need to thank me, Ray. I’d do damn near anything for you. And I know you’d do the same.”

      Her tongue slips out to lick her bottom lip as she nods. “Yeah.” A smile lifts her lips. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      I stand in my bedroom doorway, my hands shoved into my pockets, and watch as she slips into the room next to mine. Jamison’s room is across the hall.

      Dropping my head, I close my eyes, hoping like fuck I can keep my sanity for the next few weeks.
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JAMISON

        

      

    

    
      With a big yawn stretching my mouth open, I scratch my balls as I walk into the kitchen, then come to a complete stop when I find it already occupied. Not by my best friend and roommate, but by a woman. For a split second, I think it’s one of the women Reed randomly brings home, but the thought doesn’t fully form before I’m discarding it.

      The woman in front of me can’t be mistaken for any other. Rayn Ledger is one of a kind. And she’s standing here in my kitchen cooking something on the stove. That’s not what surprises me though. She’s been in our kitchen plenty of times; has cooked for Reed and me more times than I can count. I’m not even surprised she’s here this early because she’s spent the night at our house on multiple occasions.

      No, what has me frozen in place and fighting a sudden erection is what she’s wearing. A shirt that goes halfway down her legs—my guess is that it belongs to Reed—and a pair of thick socks that go up almost to her knees. That’s it. Her legs, what’s not covered by the shirt or socks, are bare. Her hair is swept up off her neck and pinned to the top of her head in some weird messy bun.

      Fuck, but what I wouldn’t give to have the right to sneak up behind her, wrap my arms around her waist, and rest my lips against the back of her neck.

      That thought has me shaking my head to try and get rid of it. She’s your step-sister, you ass, my mind screams.

      I must make a noise because she suddenly whips around, the two-pronged fork she was holding slipping from her hand.

      “Shit,” she mutters. Her eyes slip from me to the cooking utensil on the floor. “You scared the crap out of me.” Bending at the knees, she kneels and picks it up. “I didn’t expect you to get up so early.”

      Giving my dick a firm mental talking to and hoping like hell it listens, I clear my throat. “I guess we startled each other. I didn’t expect to wake up with you in my kitchen.”

      After she tosses the fork in the sink, she grabs another one from the drawer by the stove, turning to flip bacon over before she spins to face me again. I’m the opposite of her in just a pair of shorts. Her eyes linger on my bare chest for a moment before they move up to meet mine.

      “I had a little too much to drink last night, so Reed brought me here. He’s taking me to get my car later. I hope that was okay.”

      I lift one brow. “Since when has staying here ever been a problem?”

      She quirks a grin. “Never.” A sizzling noise comes from behind her and she turns back to the stove, tossing over her shoulder. “I’m making breakfast. It should be ready soon.”

      Of their own accord, my eyes move down her legs. I’ve seen Rayn in all manner of dress, but I have to admit, this outfit is my favorite.

      Jerking my gaze away from temptation, I go to the fridge and open it. I don’t bother getting a glass, I just drink orange juice straight from the carton.

      “Will your…,” she pauses for a moment, as if searching for the right word, “date from last night be joining us for breakfast?” She looks over her shoulder at me.

      Was that a hint of jealousy in her voice?

      I mentally scoff at the notion. Rayn would have to want me for herself to be jealous of another woman. She loves me, but in a purely innocent way a best friend or sibling would, no matter how much I may wish otherwise.

      One side of my mouth lifts. “It just so happens I came home alone last night,” I inform her.

      She jerks her head around so she’s fully facing the stove again then bobs it up and down. “Oh. I saw you with Marisa. I just assumed you brought her home. Or someone else.”

      The thought had definitely crossed my mind. Especially after I saw Rayn come into Whiskey’s last night. The plan was for me and Reed to hit the bar, which usually means one or both of us bringing a woman home. Looks like neither of us scored.

      “Wasn’t in the mood.”

      Another head nod.

      So far I’ve managed to keep my dick on a leash, but it all goes to shit when Rayn gets to her tippy toes and reaches for something out of the cabinet above the stove. Her shirt rides up, and I barely hold back a moan when I get a hint of the black cotton covering her ass. It’s no more than what I’ve seen when she wears a bikini, but something about her standing in my kitchen, wearing Reed’s shirt, that has my control nearly snapping.

      Putting the carton of juice back in the fridge, I close the door a little harder than I mean to. Rayn whips around, one brow arched in question. Once again, her eyes move to my chest. I’m tempted to flex my pecs just to see what her reaction would be.

      “This still has a few minutes left. Why don’t you go get dressed and ask Reed if he wants to join us?”

      With my dick on the verge of making itself known, I use her suggestion as an excuse to get the fuck out of the kitchen before I do something stupid; like grab her and toss her on the counter, then fuck her until we both forget our names.

      Leaving before that thought can override my common sense, I go back to my room. My eyes dart to Reed’s closed door before I open mine and shut it behind me. I jump in the shower, contemplating rubbing one out, but don’t want Rayn to come looking for me for taking so long. I pull on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, then comb my fingers through my wet hair.

      When I leave my room ten minutes later, Reed’s door is open. I hear Rayn’s laughter and Reed’s rumbly voice as I approach the kitchen. A pang hits my chest at the sound. I stop in the doorway and grab the top of the frame. Their backs are to me, so I stand there and watch them for a couple of moments without them knowing.

      For years, I’ve had a suspicion that Reed’s in love with Rayn. I’ve never asked him and he’s never confessed, but I know it has to be true. The way he looks at her is a dead giveaway. I’ve also seen the way she looks at him. Like he’s something she desperately wants, but can’t have. Not sure why neither has made a move. For some reason, and you’d think this wouldn’t be so with my own feelings for Rayn, the thought of them being together doesn’t bother me. It actually does the opposite. I like the image of them writhing naked on silk sheets. The only thing that bothers me is me not being in the equation.

      They’re standing side by side at the counter talking about some drunk guy Reed had to kick out of Whiskey’s a few nights ago. Rayn is still in Reed’s shirt, and my dick gives a little twitch when I eye her legs. I’ve always been a boobs man, but Rayn’s legs are really doing it for me right now. Actually, all of her is doing it for me.

      My eyes move to Reed. He’s dressed like I was when I first entered the kitchen. Nothing but a pair of shorts. My gaze roams down his muscular back and the tattoos that litter his skin. My dick, which is already filling with blood from looking at Rayn, jerks in my jeans.

      Up until about a year ago, I’ve never looked at my other best friend, or any man for that matter, with anything more than friendship. That changed the night I walked in on him plowing the fuck out of a guy in one of the back rooms at Whiskey’s. I’ve seen him fuck women before, but never another man, although I knew he did sometimes. I should have turned my ass around and walked away, but I didn’t. I just stood there, without him knowing, and watched Reed’s ass as it flexed back and forth. What shamed me, and still does to this day, was the thought of wanting to be the guy he was fucking. Or the temptation to walk in there, drop my pants, and press my naked body against Reed’s. To grab my dick and force it into his ass just like he was doing to the guy.

      Sex with a guy had never crossed my mind, but since that night, it has on more than one occasion. The thing is though, it’s only ever Reed I imagine being with.

      I must have several screws loose to picture myself with both of my best friends, one of which is my step-sister, while the other is a male.

      After my perusal of them both, I drop my hands from the frame and clear my throat to let them know of my presence. They both turn.

      “‘Bout time you got your ass out here. Rayn won’t let me eat until you do. I’m withering away, man.”

      A snort leaves my nose, and I walk further into the kitchen. “I’m sure you’ll live.”

      “Sit.” Using both hands, Rayn points at us. “Both of you.”

      All three of us take our seats. In the middle of the table is a mountain of food. Bacon, ham, eggs, a bowl of grits, toast, and a shit-ton of pancakes.

      “Shit, woman, are you expecting to feed an army?” I ask as I use tongs to pick up several pieces of bacon and drop them on my plate.

      “Hardly. I just know how much food my two boys can put away.”

      Her two boys. While the term boys is way off base, I do like being called hers.

      “We’re helping Rayn move in this weekend,” Reed says out of the blue a few minutes later.

      My forkful of eggs pauses on the way to my mouth. “Move in where?” I ask Reed, then look at Rayn. “What happened to your house?”

      “She’s moving in here,” Reed supplies.

      Rayn begins telling me about her job and the situation with her current house.

      “I invited her to use our spare room since it’s unoccupied. I figured you wouldn’t mind.”

      “Of course, I don’t mind.” Except for the fact I’ll now be fighting twice as hard to keep my dick in my pants. “You can stay as long as you need to.”

      “Thanks.”

      From that point on, I zone out Reed and Rayn as they continue to talk. My mind is filled with thoughts of Rayn living in our space. I honestly don’t mind her being here. I would have offered the extra room myself had I known she needed a place to stay. Sure, I’m in for a hellacious next-however-many-weeks with trying to keep control of my bodily functions, but I’d suffer through anything for Rayn.

      I’d do anything for both of my best friends.
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RAYN

        

      

    

    
      With one hand holding three coffees in a drink carrier and the other holding a box of donuts, I turn my back to the door and push it open with my butt. A heavy breeze blows my hair in my face, so I shake my head to try and move it.

      A grunt comes behind me, indicating I just whacked somebody with the door.

      I spin around. “Oh crap. I’m so sor–” My words cut off when I see who the person is.

      Generally, I’m a nice person and get along with everyone. I’ve never hated a person so much that I’ve wished them to perdition. I truly believe most people are good, but sometimes make mistakes.

      But the man looking back at me? Yeah, he can go to hell. Danny Larson. The man who, up until a few weeks ago, stalked me. I can still mentally feel the marks he left on my wrists when he cornered me at home a while back. We dated for all of two months when I broke things off because he was acting too possessive. He clearly didn’t like my decision and decided to follow me around, then send me shit at home and my job that freaked me the fuck out. Jamison noticed the bruises on my wrists and took off before I could stop him. I knew he was going to find Danny. By the time I made it to Danny’s house, Danny’s face was already busted up. To stop Danny from pressing charges against Jamison, I threatened to call the cops myself and report all the shit he had been doing to me, along with showing the bruises on my wrists.

      My gaze catches on the slight bump on the bridge of his nose from when Jamison broke it, and a spark of satisfaction goes through me. He deserved more than what he got.

      Surprise flickers in Danny’s expression before his lips curl up. “Rayn,” he sneers my name.

      “Danny,” I return icily. “Did you have a nose job?” I tack on the end, my inner bitch making herself known.

      The muscles in his jaw twitch and his eyes turn to slits. “You know what the fuck happened to my nose.”

      I slide my eyes to the woman beside him, feeling it’s my duty to warn her. “Be careful with this one.” I jerk my chin in Danny’s direction. “He can be heavy handed at times.”

      “You fucking bitch,” he growls.

      I don’t respond. I simply hold the woman’s gaze for a moment longer, praying she makes the right choice, before I turn and walk away.

      I go to my car at the end of the block and set the box of donuts on the top so I can dig my keys out of my pocket. Feeling eyes on the back of my head, I look over my shoulder to find Danny still looking at me. The woman is gone: either inside the coffee shop or having left Danny on the street.

      Unlocking my car, I grab the donuts and quickly get inside, not realizing until then how unsteady my heart is. If Jamison hadn’t stepped in when he had with Danny, I don’t know how far things would have gone. Each time I caught Danny following me or I received a weird gift from him, I told myself the next time he did something, I would call the cops. I was stupid and never did. I just kept hoping he would stop on his own. Jamison beating the crap out of him did the trick. This is the first time I’ve seen or heard from him.

      Pushing Danny to the back of my mind, I turn my car on and pull away from the curb. The guys are at my place, already packing some things for me. I ran out to get coffees and donuts for us. Technically, I still have a couple of weeks before I have to move out, something I’ve told Reed and Jamison, but they insisted I go ahead and move in with them. The rest of my stuff will be packed over the next couple of weeks and put in storage.

      I pull in beside Jamison’s truck and get out with my load of refreshments. Hearing their deep voices toward the back of the house, I set the box of donuts on the kitchen counter and take the coffees with me as I hunt down my boys. I find them in my bedroom.

      Jamison is in my closet, tossing clothes into a box. Reed is over by my nightstand with his back facing me.

      “Delivery,” I say cheerily.

      My mouth pops open and the drink carrier almost slips from my hand when Reed whips around, holding my handy dandy, used very frequently, vibrator.

      Mortification doesn’t begin to cover what I’m feeling right now. I know my face has to be beet red. And of course, I just stand there like an idiot, my eyes very much stuck on the item in Reed’s hand. An item I’ve shoved in my coochie on multiple occasions. Not only that, but an item I’ve used to get myself off when my thoughts of Reed and Jamison get to be too much and I need relief.

      It’s not until Jamison appears in the closet doorway that I spring in to action. I practically jump across the bed, somehow managing to not drop the coffees, and shove them against Reed’s chest as I jerk the toy away from him. Standing on my bed and looking down at him, I immaturely hide it behind my back.

      “Why in the hell are you going through my nightstand?” I ask with a glare. “Everyone knows a nightstand is a no-go zone.”

      Reed looks at me and a slow grin spreads across his face. “Are you embarrassed, Ray?”

      My glare turns into a scowl. “What do you think? How would you feel if I found something of yours that you use to pleasure yourself?”

      Off to the side, I hear Jamison make a grunted noise, but I keep my eyes pinned on Reed.

      “I’m pretty sure you’ve met them all. The only things I use to pleasure myself are wet pussies and tight ass–”

      I slap a hand over his mouth before he can finish his crass sentence. His grin grows behind my hand, and a second later, I feel the warm, wet sensation of his tongue.

      I snatch my hand away and scrub it down my leg. “You’re gross.”

      One shoulder lifts. “I’m not the one who shoves that monster behind your back in my–”

      “Reed!” I yell his name.

      Some of the mirth fades from his face. After setting the coffees on the nightstand, his hands wrap around my waist and he picks me up from the bed with ease to set me on the floor.

      “Calm your tits. It’s just a sex toy, Rayn. I’ve seen plenty of them. Everyone has ways of getting themselves off. Besides,” he winks, “it’s hot as fuck imagining you lying there getting yourself off with that thing.”

      Did he really just say that? Over the years, we’ve had our moments when we’d flirt. It’s always been done innocently, never really meaning anything by it. Does it really turn him on to visualize me playing with a toy?

      That thought has warmth pooling between my legs.

      An image forms in my head of me lying in bed with my legs spread, toy in hand, as Reed stands at the end of the bed and watches. Behind him, in the shadows, is another man.

      Hearing footsteps behind me, I realize the toy is still behind my back, which is facing Jamison. Before I can do something else with the dang thing, it’s snatched out of my hand. I spin around, ready to take it back, but then I get a look at Jamison’s face. Unconsciously, I take a step back at his expression. His eyes, which are normally a light, bluish-gray, now look like storm clouds and his brows are slashed downward. His jaw is granite and the vein in his temple is thumping so hard I can see it.

      I’ve never seen this expression on Jamison’s face before. He looks like he’s looking at something he wants to devour. Like he’s ready to pounce and nothing and no one could even dream of stopping him. Since his eyes are on me, I deduce that it’s me he wants.

      I take another step back when he takes one forward. My back hits something solid, so I come to a stop. Jamison doesn’t though. He just keeps coming and doesn’t stop until he’s right in front of me with only a few inches of space between us. My eyes drop to the toy still in his hand. He’s gripping it so hard his knuckles are white. My gaze flickers to the left and gets snagged on the unmistakable bulge in his jeans.

      I jerky my eyes up to his. “What are you doing?” I squeak out.

      He holds up my toy between us. “This is what you use to get yourself off?” His voice is a deep growl.

      I don’t know why, but for some reason, I answer him. “Yes,” I say breathlessly.

      I jerk when a pair of hands wrap around my waist. It’s not Jamison’s hands because he’s still clutching my toy, even though he’s dropped his hand back down.

      “What do you think about when you play with yourself?”

      I don’t know this Jamison. For as long as I can remember, he’s been my best friend. Years ago, he became my step-brother. Our relationship has always been platonic. At least on his end. My feelings started to change years ago, sometime between my father and his mother dying and our remaining parents surprising us by getting married. Jamison’s never shown any interest in moving our relationship to an intimate level.

      So, what’s changed? Why is he acting this way now?

      My mouth suddenly goes dry and I lick my lips. “I uh…,” I stammer. “I think about… things.”

      My answer is pathetic. From the amused chuckle coming from behind me, Reed thinks it’s funny. If I weren’t so enraptured by Jamison at the moment, I’d elbow him in the ribs.

      “You think about things?” Jamison repeats my answer. “What sort of things?”

      Heat creeps up my cheeks when the things I think about form in my head. Jamison sucking on my nipples as Reed licks my pussy. Me with my legs wrapped around Reed’s waist with Jamison pressing against my back. On my knees in front of Jamison as Reed fucks me from behind.

      Another image, a super-secret one, pops in my head, and I almost become delirious with desire. This image is of me on my back with my legs spread because Reed is between them fucking me. Behind him is Jamison, gripping Reed’s hips as he pushes his cock into Reed’s ass. I’ve had the same mental image of Reed and Jamison in reverse positions.

      It’s my most forbidden fantasy. One I will take to my grave, because there’s no chance of it becoming a reality.

      “Shit, Ray,” Reed groans behind me. “Whatever it is you’re thinking about right now must be hot as fuck. I can practically feel the vibrations of pleasure coming off you in waves.” Warm breath tickles my ear with his whispered words.

      I don’t realize I’ve tilted my head to the side to give him better access until I feel his lips against my neck.

      Through half-closed eyes, I look at Jamison. He’s no longer looking at me, but has his eyes fixed on Reed and what he’s doing. Heat like I’ve never seen before flashes in his eyes. After several seconds, he looks back at me.

      “Answer my question, Rayn,” he says quietly. “What do you think about when you slip this toy in your pussy?”

      My legs have turned to jelly from Reed’s kisses against my neck and the blatant sexual desire radiating off Jamison. Never in a million years have I thought I would be in a situation like this with my two best friends. Sure, I’ve fantasized about it more times than I can count, but I never thought it would happen.

      Reed presses himself against my back and his dick pokes me in the ass. My breath gets stuck in my throat and flutters form in my stomach when he slides his hands around my waist and slips them under my shirt. Warm fingers graze my stomach, and I wonder if he can feel me trembling.

      “Answer his question, baby,” he rumbles against my neck. “It’s fucking killing me to know just what goes on in that mind of yours when you’re alone and horny.”

      As Jamison waits for my answer with a raised eyebrow, I nearly jump out of my skin when something presses against the seam of my jeans. Instinctively, I know it’s the toy he’s still holding. Of their own accord, my hips move toward the toy, needing more pressure. In the next second, it’s gone.

      “You want more?” he asks, noticing my disappointment.

      I jerk my head up and down.

      This is so fucking crazy. It has to be a dream. One I never want to wake from.

      “Give me what I want, and I’ll give you what you want.”

      Biting the inside of my cheek, I weigh my options. I could lie and tell him I think of other men when I use my toy. Neither of them know I secretly fantasize being with them. I could give into Jamison’s demand and get the pleasure I desperately need right now. I could also tell both of them to fuck off and take care of the issue myself; after I got them out of the house, of course.

      Or I can take a risk and expose my secret, hoping neither of them runs for the hills. I know deep down, if either of them didn’t feel the same way I do, they wouldn’t leave me. It’s me who would be tempted to run. Once they knew of my feelings, if they didn’t return them, how in the hell would I be able to face them day after day? From the cock pressed against my butt and the one in Jamison’s pants, I know they at least desire me. But could we have more than that? Would they be open to sharing? It seems that way right now because I’ve got both of them in my grasp.

      Inhaling a deep breath for courage, I look Jamison straight in the eye and admit, “I think about you.” His eyes flare with heat. “And I think about Reed.”

      “Jesus fucking Christ,” Reed mutters behind me, shoving his erection more firmly against me at the same time his hand presses against my stomach, bringing us closer.

      The toy is put back between my legs, except this time Jamison applies more pressure. I swear the only thing that’s holding me up is Reed’s tight hold on me.

      A delicious vibration comes a moment later, and I’m pretty sure my eyes cross. I let out a soft moan and sink back against Reed’s chest.

      “How long, Rayn?” Jamison asks. “How long have you been getting yourself off thinking about Reed and me?”

      “A while,” I admit. “Years.”

      His eyes move up to Reed and he demands, “Open her jeans.”

      Reed’s delicious hands leave my stomach and move to the button on my jeans. With a slight tug, the button is undone and the sound of the zipper being pulled down mixes with the heavy breathing from all three of us.

      His hands go back under my shirt, but this time they continue their journey up until he’s cupping my breasts through my bra. He pinches my nipple hard. “That’s for the years’ worth of blue balls you’ve caused me,” he whispers in my ear.

      Jamison closes the remaining few inches between us. I expect to feel the slight vibrations of my vibrator, so I’m shocked when it’s his hand I feel instead touching my stomach. He slips his fingers inside my jeans and panties.

      “It’s a shame,” he murmurs as he slowly glides his fingers through the small patch of hair until he reaches the slickness between my legs. “All this time I’ve been jacking off to thoughts of you when I could have had the real thing.” He presses his finger against my clit, and my hips undulate. “What about you, Reed?” His gaze moves over my shoulder. “You ever think about fucking Rayn?”

      “All the goddamn time,” he growls.

      I stare up at my best friend. It doesn’t even register that he’s my step-brother too. I’m too far gone to care. I curl my fingers in his shirt and give it a tug, wanting, no, needing, his mouth on mine.

      “Kiss me,” I demand.

      The words barely leave my mouth before his lips capture mine.

      I’ve had many thoughts about kissing Jamison. What he would taste like. If he would be a gentle kisser, sweetly swiping his tongue with mine. Or if he would be aggressive and demand entrance. Nothing could have prepared me. Jamison’s taste is explosive, more deliciously potent than I’ve ever had before. His tongue pushes past my lips, tangling with mine in a kiss that rivals all kisses. I moan in his mouth and he chases it with a gravelly growl.

      As he devours me with his mouth, his hand does the same. He slips a finger inside me, sliding it all the way in until his palm meets my clit, where he grinds the heel of his hand. I’m on the verge of climaxing just from his kiss, his one finger, and Reed playing with my breasts.

      Another hand slips inside my jeans from the back, and I widen my legs.

      Two hands, two different men. How in the hell did I get to this place?

      I don’t have the answer, and it feels too damn good to question it. I just want more.

      “So goddamn wet,” Reed growls behind me as he presses a finger in beside Jamison’s. “I bet she could take us both at the same time.”

      A shiver races down my spine at the thought.

      “Yoo-hoo!” My mother’s voice calls from the front of the house, followed closely by a door slamming.

      It feels like ice water is dumped on me. Never has desire been jerked from me so fast. I frantically push against Jamison’s chest, shoving him back a couple of feet. He and Reed yank their hands from my pants, and I quickly zip and button them.

      “Oh my God,” I whisper shout to myself, my heart racing in my chest. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

      I look at Jamison, who’s casually adjusting his hard cock in his jeans as he watches me with a smirk. He looks so calm and relaxed, like my mom, his step-mom, isn’t right outside the door and could walk in at any moment. I want to punch him for looking so cool and collected.

      Remembering what started this all, my eyes widen, and when I don’t find him holding my toy, I look around the room.

      “What did you do with it?”

      “Chill, Rayn,” he says. “It’s out of sight.”

      I spin around and direct my scowl on Reed, who’s openly grinning as he puts the finger glistening with my juices in his mouth.

      The move has the muscles in my stomach clenching in a good way. Even so, I wrinkle my nose. “That’s disgusting.”

      He licks his lips dramatically. “I disagree. It was the best thing I’ve ever tasted.”

      As crass as his comment is, it’s also sweet and sends pleasure through me.

      “Rayn, honey! Are you back there?”

      “Shit,” I mutter, rushing through the bedroom door, leaving the guys to do whatever they want to do, and praying like hell Mom won’t be able to tell what was just happening in my room. Mom will freak the hell out if she knew Jamison just had his tongue down my throat and his hand in my pants.

      She. Can. Not. Know.

      I come to a stop halfway down the hall when Mom appears at the mouth of it. “Hey, Mom,” I rush to say. “What are you doing here?”

      Is my face red? Did my voice come out normal? Can she see the guilt on my face?

      “Baxter and I came to see if you needed help packing.” Her eyes move beyond my shoulder. “But it looks like you’ve got it covered. Hey, Jamison.”

      I feel Jamison come up behind me, and it’s like my body is now magnetized to him. I want to lean back against him, but I restrain myself.

      “How ya doin’, Olivia?”

      “I’m just great. Thanks for taking care of my girl. She’s always welcome to come stay with Bax and me until she gets back on her feet, but I knew she wouldn’t ask unless she had to.”

      Jamison’s hand appears on my shoulder, and it has goosebumps rising on my arms.

      “I plan to take very good care of her.”

      Something tells me Jamison’s response has a lot more meaning than him letting me stay at his and Reed’s house.

      Mom smiles. “I know you will. Step-brother aside, you’ve always been a wonderful friend to Rayn.” She tilts her head to the side to look around Jamison. “And that includes you, Reed.” She winks.

      Reed’s deep chuckle comes from behind me. “You know she’s always in good hands with us, Mrs. Lane.”

      Right there in front of my mother, I quiver.

      Mom loops her arm with mine and tugs me out of the hallway. “Come on. I brought lunch.” I feel her eyes on the side of my face. “Why is your face so flushed, Rayn?”

      Of course, her question makes my face even hotter. “It’s nothing. The guys and I were just moving heavy stuff around in my room.”

      Baxter is in the kitchen when we walk in, and Mom lets me go. She goes to the bags she and Baxter must have brought with them. I walk over to Baxter and kiss his cheek. I miss Dad every single day, but Jamison’s dad has been a good stand-in since mine died.

      “Hey, Bax.”

      “Back at you, darlin’. How’s my son treating you? He’s not giving you any trouble, is he?” He winks at Jamison, who’s just walked in the kitchen with Reed.

      “Nope,” I say. Was it just me or did the single word come out a squeak? “No trouble at all. He and Reed’ve been helping me pack.”

      “I saw Leanne at the bank this morning. She said they aren’t putting the house on the market for another two weeks.” Mom starts pulling cartons of food out of the bags. “Yesterday you told me you were going to go ahead and move in with Jamison and Reed. Why the rush?”

      I lift a shoulder in a shrug. “I figured it would be easier to pack and clean the house if I wasn’t staying here.”

      The scent of fresh fried chicken fills the kitchen. Granny Mae’s Chicken is the best chicken around.

      Mom nods. “Makes sense.” She takes paper plates from the cabinet and starts loading them with chicken and biscuits. Jamison grabs the plates from her to carry to the table. She pats his cheek before he walks away. “Thanks, honey. Can you grab some glasses for me, Reed?”

      “Sure thing.”

      Reed winks at me as he walks by, and I drop my eyes from him. I try my best to not think about what he, Jamison, and I were doing only moments ago in my bedroom, but it’s hard when I can still feel their hands on me.

      “Once you’re finished packing the things you’re taking with you to the guys’ house, you and I can tackle the rest,” Mom says. “Between Baxter and Jamison’s trucks and Reed’s Jeep, you should be able to get away with not renting a box truck. While the men are loading and unloading, we can clean.”

      “Sounds good, Mom. Thanks for offering to help. You too, Baxter.”

      The five of us cram around my small kitchen table and eat fried chicken, mac and cheese, mashed potatoes, and biscuits. This is a normal family dinner for us. While Mom, Baxter, Jamison, and I are family by either blood or marriage, it’s common for Reed to be here as well. It’s been that way since high school, even before Mom and Baxter married.

      I lift my eyes and meet Jamison’s across the table. The heat from earlier is still there, but it’s slightly muted because of our family. I look over at Reed and find his eyes on me too. One corner of his mouth twitches, and I know what he’s thinking.

      I have no idea where we go from here or what they expect from me. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t dying to find out, but I’m also scared.

      Is this the beginning of something new and exciting? Something that could possibly last longer than Jamison’s and Reed’s usual one-night stands?

      Or am I just a passing fantasy that will end once they’ve had me?
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      It’s been two days since I had my hand in Rayn’s pants. Two days and I’ve seen her for no more than a couple of minutes in the morning before she rushes out the door to search for a job. Two really long fucking days.

      I usually work the evening shift at Whiskey’s, so she’s in bed by the time I get home around two-thirty in the morning. It wouldn’t matter if I was home anyway. Jamison said the past two evenings, when she gets home, she goes straight to her room and stays there the rest of the night.

      She’s avoiding us. I don’t know about Jamison, but that comes to a stop tonight. Now that I know what it feels like to touch her intimately, and know she’s open to it, there’s no way in hell I’m going to stop. What’s more, she was really into me and Jamison touching her, and so was Jamison, meaning a trio is on the table. It may not be the trio I really want—fucking and being fucked by Jamison as well—but it’s the next best thing.

      Tonight is my night off from Whiskey’s. I’ve been on pins and needles all day. Anticipation is a killer when what you’ve wanted for years is finally within your grasp.

      I’m the only one home right now. Jamison should be here any moment. He typically clocks out of work at five and is home by five-thirty. He and I haven’t talked about what happened between the three of us in Rayn’s bedroom, but I know we’re on the same page when it comes to her. He wants her just as badly as I do.

      When I found her vibrator in her nightstand drawer, I thought I was going to bust a nut in my jeans. I figured she had a toy and used it to get herself off. What red-blooded woman doesn’t? But to actually hold it in my hand, knowing where it’s been…. Yeah, that shit nearly drove me crazy. And when she walked in the room and caught me with it? That almost made me lose control.

      Then Jamison saw me with it, and with her in the room, he’s the one who lost control. I was totally fine with that. For years, I’ve kept my desire for my best friend in check. That ship sailed when Jamison approached her. The kid gloves were off. I let him control the situation because he was strung tight, and I played the game. It was fucking hot as hell seeing them together, and I’m very much looking forward to seeing and doing more.

      As if on cue, the door knob turns and the door opens a second later. It’s not Jamison who walks through, but Rayn. She doesn’t notice me sitting on the couch because she has her face pointed down, looking at something on her phone. Her lips are curved into a small smile. Jamison felt those lips against his. I’m not jealous, because I loved watching them kiss, but damned if I’m not looking forward to having my turn.

      She takes a couple of steps into the living room then lifts her head. As if drawn to me, her eyes immediately meet mine.

      “Hey,” she says, her voice coming out breathy.

      “Long time, no see,” I remark, not even attempting to hide my smile.

      “Sorry.” Her eyes dart away from mine and she licks her lips. “I’ve been going out to Levington looking for work.”

      I get up from the couch and walk around it slowly. “Why not look here in Silver Falls?”

      “We both know the chances of me finding something here are pretty much non-existent.” She hangs her purse on a hook by the door. “No sense wasting time looking.”

      “Actually, there is a place hiring.” Shoving my hands into my pockets, I lean against the back of the couch. “Mrs. Beasly is finally retiring at the courthouse. They need a replacement secretary. You’d know that if you’d stick around here long enough for me to tell you.” I add a wink at the end to let her know I’m not upset.

      One brow goes up. “And you couldn’t call and tell me that?”

      “Nope. I wanted to tell you in person.” I grin. “You hungry?”

      She looks at me, her expression suspicious then nods. “I could eat.”

      “Good.” I get up from my perch against the couch and turn toward the kitchen. “Because I got us all Chinese.”

      She follows me into the kitchen, and I begin loading up plates of food.

      “We aren’t waiting until Jamison gets here?”

      I pop a piece of steamed broccoli in my mouth. “Nah. He should be here any minute.”

      Rayn grabs me a beer and herself a bottle of water from the fridge, and we carry everything to the living room. We’re just sitting down when the door opens and Jamison walks in. He stops for a moment in the doorway, his eyes moving from me to Rayn before he closes the door.

      I throw my thumb over my shoulder. “There’s plenty left.”

      Being two single guys, we only have a couch in our living room. I’m sitting on one end with Rayn at the other. If I had my way, she’d be sitting in my lap, and I’d be feeding her. But I don’t want to come across too strong. Not yet, at least.

      Jamison comes in a few minutes later and takes the middle cushion. The TV is on a crime show I was watching before they got home, but the volume is low. As much as you’d think otherwise, with the elephant in the room, the silence between us all isn’t stifling or uncomfortable. It almost feels like it did before that day in Rayn’s room. But not quite. There’s definitely something in the air. Delicious anticipation.

      “You guys up for a movie?” I ask after we’ve finished eating.

      Jamison and Rayn look at each other before they look at me. “I’m down,” she answers.

      “Yeah,” is Jamison’s answer.

      “I’m gonna go get changed. Pick whatever you guys want. Just no horror, please.”

      Rayn leaves and Jamison and I watch her go. Once she’s out of the room, he moves his eyes to me. We don’t need to say anything. We’re both thinking the same thing.

      Before this night is over, Rayn will be ours.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Jamison and I settled on an older Bruce Wilson movie. Rayn has a lady boner for the actor, so we knew she would approve.

      We’re about halfway through. Sitting in the same spots we were in when we ate dinner, I keep darting glances over at Rayn. She’s cuddled up with a small blanket and her hand is stuffed in the popcorn bowl she has on her lap. Every so often, she licks butter off her fingers. The first time I noticed her doing that, my cock started filling with blood. For the last hour, I’ve sat here with a boner, and she’s none the wiser. Or she’s pretending to be anyway. I’ve seen her glancing over at Jamison and me when she thinks we aren’t looking.

      When she grabs her water bottle and notices it’s empty, she gets up from the couch. “I’m gonna grab something to drink. Either of you need anything?”

      She gets a no from both of us.

      A moment later, when she comes back, she tries to retake her seat. I don’t let her. Grabbing her hips, I pull her down on my lap so she’s sitting sideways.

      “What are–?”

      “I’m a little chilly.” I give a lame excuse.

      “Then grab a blanket.”

      “Nope. I like this better. Body heat is the best way to keep warm.”

      Her snort is derisive. “Body heat is more effective when it’s skin against skin.”

      I start lifting her shirt. “Even better. I’m down for that.”

      She slaps my hands and laughs. “Hold it there, buddy. You aren’t that cold.”

      I settle an arm around her waist, bringing her body closer to mine. “I don’t remember you being this talkative during movies. Shush, we’re missing the good part.”

      It only takes a moment for her stiff body to relax against mine and she looks back at the TV. She grabs the blanket she discarded on the cushion when she got up and puts it over her legs. Her ass is in my lap, and I know she has to feel the rigidness of my erection, but she doesn’t say anything.

      For the next ten minutes, I pretend to watch the movie. When I’m reasonably sure she’s forgotten all about me, I let myself begin to play. I start by slipping my hand under the blanket and putting it on her knee. I leave it there for a moment, hearing the slight hitch in Rayn’s breath. She has on a pair of shorts, which really works in my favor because it means my hand is on her bare flesh.

      Moving my thumb in small circles, I move my eyes to the side of her face. Inching up a bit, my circles get wider and wider. Even though Rayn’s still looking at the TV, I know she’s no longer paying attention to it. Her mouth is open, and her little breaths come in pants.

      Moving my hand a little higher, I slip them beneath the hem of her shorts. I pause there only a moment before closing the gap between my hand and the edge of her panties. A small moan leaves Rayn’s lips when I tease the edge of the silky material.

      Peeling my eyes away from the side of her face, I look over at Jamison. He’s not even attempting to watch the movie anymore. He has one arm resting on the arm of the couch, looking casual, but the other hand balled into a fist on his thigh says he’s anything but relaxed. His eyes are firmly on Rayn and what my hand is doing beneath the blanket. My gaze moves to his cock, and my own cock jerks when I see the outline of his hard shaft.

      Removing my hand from her shorts, I begin sliding the blanket off Rayn’s lap, wanting to give Jamison a view of what I’m doing with my hand. I look back at her when she turns her head toward me. Her hand lands on mine, stopping me before I can fully remove the blanket, her eyes searching mine. I lift a questioning brow. With her tongue darting out to run across her bottom lip, she switches her gaze to Jamison. I look over at him too. He looks tense and ready to pounce, just like he did the day in Rayn’s bedroom.

      It only takes Rayn a second to make up her mind. Her hand falls away, and I continue to move the blanket down her legs. It falls to the floor.

      Applying pressure on her knee, she understands what I want and she parts her legs. Not a lot, but enough for me to get my hand into her shorts easier.

      “You good with this?” I feel the need to ask, although I’m not sure what I’ll do if she says no. Obviously, I’ll stop if she wants me to, but I hope like fuck she doesn’t.

      There’s no hesitation when she answers, “Yes.”

      My cock jumps underneath her ass, and I mutter, “Thank fuck.”

      I keep my touch feather light as I guide my hand up her leg and under her shorts. Her thighs, close to her panty line, are already damp. When I reach her panties, they’re soaked, giving away just how much she’s turned on. I press my finger over the wet material, which earns me a muted moan from Rayn.

      Sensing movement to my right, I catch Jamison working the zipper to his jeans down. I can’t help but look down when he pulls his cock out. Long, thick, the head so red it looks on the verge of exploding, and so fucking delicious looking it makes my mouth water.

      “Take her shorts and panties off,” he groans as he begins fisting his cock.

      Peeling my eyes off Jamison’s cock, I put them back on the gorgeous woman in my lap. Using only one hand because my other is caught between her back and the couch, I start tugging her shorts and panties down on one side. She helps by lifting her hips and works the other side down.

      My cock weeps when she’s bare from the waist down. And I mean bare. Like no hair at all except for a small landing strip.

      She keeps her knees cocked open and puts her feet on the cushion beside me.

      “Goddamn fucking gorgeous,” Jamison growls, and I silently agree with his assessment.

      My hand dives back for her pussy, my fingers sliding through her slick folds from her hole to her clit. She moans, the sound coming out breathy and needy.

      Gliding my finger back to her hole, I press a finger inside. I slowly go all the way in until my knuckles force me to stop. Pulling out, I add a second finger when I enter her again.

      “Lift your shirt,” I grunt to Rayn.

      She obeys immediately, and actually does one better by taking her shirt all the way off. No bra. Just her bare tits with hard, rose-colored nipples.

      As I fuck her with my fingers, I drop my head and take a nipple between my lips. I suck on it gently at first, a soft lave of my tongue, before I take the nub and bite down on it. Not enough to hurt, but enough to leave a little sting.

      “That looks so fucking hot,” Jamison grunts.

      Letting her nipple go, but keeping up with the action I have going on between her legs, I look over at Jamison. “She tastes even better.”

      Wanting to know if I’m right, Jamison quickly reaches across the couch and takes Rayn from me. “It’s time for me to find out.”

      He settles her on his lap, with her legs straddling him. Leaning forward, he grabs the back of his shirt and yanks it over his head. My eyes linger for a moment on his impressive chest.

      Bringing her body closer to his by wrapping his long fingers around her upper waist, he devours one of her nipples. Sinking her fingers in his hair, she tosses her head back and lets out a small cry of pleasure. “Oh God.”

      Needing to get my hands back on Rayn, I get up and yank off my clothes before I drop to my knees on the floor behind her.

      In this position, I have a clear view of Rayn’s spread open pussy, the root of Jamison’s cock, and his low-hanging balls. He lifts his hips, and I swear I’ve never seen anything more erotic than him sliding his cock between her slick folds. I don’t know what I want to touch or lick more; his cock or Rayn’s pussy.

      Since I don't want to get knocked on my ass by Jamison’s fist, I slip my fingers between Rayn’s legs and finger her hole. There’s no doubt she’s wet enough to take Jamison’s shaft. She’s dripping enough that it leaks from her and has covered his balls.

      My eyes pinpoint on her asshole, and I wonder if Rayn’s ever had a dick there. If she’s opposed to me filling that hole while Jamison takes her pussy.

      There’s only one way to find out.

      Sitting back on my heels, and while I continue to slowly finger fuck her, I lean forward and gently swipe my tongue over her asshole. Her body stiffens for a moment, but her rigidness doesn’t last long. I’m pleased as fuck when she pushes back against my tongue.

      Getting the okay, and even encouragement, from her, I use my tongue and apply more pressure against her anus. The tight bundle of nerves loosens a fraction and gives way to my wandering tongue.

      The knuckles on the hand I’m using on her pussy bumps against Jamison’s balls, and I wait for him to give me shit about it. But he doesn’t. It surprises the hell out of me when he seems to push his ass forward, seeking my touch.

      My hand twitches, and I have to fight back the need to massage his balls, and do other things. Jamison is as straight as they come, but a hand massaging a pair of balls is just a hand, right?

      That thought is really fucking dangerous, so I push it away for the moment.

      Taking my tongue away from Rayn’s asshole, I move it to her pussy. She’s grinding up and down on Jamison’s lap, so it’s hard to get to her hole. Grabbing her hips, I pull her back an inch.

      “Fuuuck,” I growl. “Jamison, man, she’s fucking soaked and tastes so goddamn good.”

      His hands appear on her ass and he pulls her cheeks apart, which separates her pussy lips. “Eat her,” he demands harshly.

      I bury my face in her pussy, stabbing my tongue at her opening. Her inner muscles flex against my mouth and more juices gush from her. Flattening my tongue, I swirl it around the outside, swallowing as much of her as I can.

      Suddenly the tip of my tongue grazes against Jamison’s balls. Again, I wait for him to flip out. He stiffens, but doesn’t jerk away. Because I just can’t help myself, I tentatively touch my tongue to his balls again, this time more firmly. When he still doesnt pull away, I lick with more force.

      His husky growl fills the room, lighting my body on fire. Jamison apparently likes me licking his balls. Who fucking knew?

      Coating my finger with Rayn’s juices, I press the tip of my middle finger against her asshole. As I slowly slip it inside, I continue coating Jamison’s balls with my saliva. Sucking one into my mouth causes a grunt to leave him.

      Sliding my finger in and out of Rayn’s ass, I alternate between fucking her pussy with my tongue and playing with Jamison’s balls.

      “Please,” Rayn moans after a moment, her body jerking on Jamison’s lap. “I need someone to fuck me.”

      Sitting back on my heels, I look at Jamison to find out what he wants to do. He doesn’t say anything. Just grabs Rayn’s ass and lifts her a few inches from his lap, his expectant gaze holding mine. Knowing what he wants, even if it does surprise me, I reach between him and Rayn. I keep my eyes on him when I grab the base of his cock. He’s hard as granite, but soft and smooth. Taking a daring chance, I slide my hand up and down his shaft a couple of times. His nostrils flare and his jaw hardens.

      Over the years, there’s been a few times when Jamison and I would bring women back to our place, and we’d fuck them in the same room. Every time, I wished I was the woman he was fucking, or he was the woman I was fucking. I’ve seen his shaft several times, but I’ve never felt it. Having my hand wrapped around it right now, is a fantasy come to life.

      Rayn’s needy moans remind me I’m supposed to be putting Jamison’s cock inside her, not taking my own enjoyment by jacking him off.

      Notching the head at her opening, his eyes close when she begins to slowly lower herself down.

      “Mother-fucking-hell,” he groans and grips her hips to hold her still for a moment.

      I get to my knees, moving between Jamison’s spread legs so I can press my chest against Rayn’s back. My cock nestles between us. I trail my lips up her neck and reach around her to palm her tits.

      “Is she tight?” I ask Jamison.

      “So goddamn tight. She’s strangling my dick.”

      Grabbing her hips, he begins lifting her up and down his shaft. Slowly at first, then faster and faster. I glide my hand down her stomach to her clit, where I massage the sensitive bundle of nerves. She throws her head back, resting it on my shoulder, her mouth open with her cries of pleasure. I slip my fingers further down until I feel Jamison’s shaft as he goes in and out of her. Carefully, I press a finger in alongside his cock. It’s fucking amazing to feel them both.

      Thrusting my hips against Rayn, which causes my cock to wedge itself between her ass cheeks, I pump my finger in and out of her tight pussy. When my finger is good and wet, I pull it out of her and bring it around to her back hole.

      She lifts her head from my shoulder and looks back at me when I press it against her ass. Slowly, and with my eyes watching her, I push inside. She bites on her bottom lip, but doesn’t tell me to stop.

      Jamison continues to fuck her pussy as I work at loosening her asshole. She’s so fucking tight I’m not sure if I’ll be able to get my cock in her. But damn if I won’t give it a try. I insert a second finger and Rayn’s moans become deeper.

      “Fuck, Reed,” Jamison grunts. “I can feel your fingers through her walls.”

      I wrap my fingers around my cock and fist it up and down. Precum leaks from the tip and I smear it around the head. Anticipation has my blood heating and my balls tightening.

      Getting to my feet, I face Rayn, putting one foot on the couch to get closer to her.

      “Suck me, baby. Get my cock nice and wet.”

      The words haven’t fully left me before she’s leaning forward. Wrapping one hand around my shaft, she brings the head to her mouth. Her tongue darts out and swipes across the dripping slit. I hiss out a breath. Her mouth is heaven, and she hasn’t even put me inside it yet.

      The tight feel of her lips envelop the head and a growly moan reverberates from me. Sifting my fingers through her hair, I gently guide her as she takes me further inside her mouth. She starts out slowly, only taking half of my length, but quickly goes all the way until I reach the back of her throat. She swallows, and the tightness of her muscles squeezing me has me seeing stars. She pulls all the way off me, only to suck me back in far enough that she gags.

      The next time she does that, I have my fingers lightly resting around her throat so I feel it against my hand.

      Fucking hell. Nothing is more erotic than feeling my shaft slide down a woman’s throat.

      “She’s ready, Reed.”

      Yanking my eyes off Rayn’s face, I look at Jamison.

      “I’m about to explode, so you need to get in her ass now.”

      I slide my cock out of her mouth, my body buzzing at the thought of having Rayn’s tight ass wrapped around my shaft. Jamison grabs Rayn’s ass, spreading her cheeks apart as I get back down on my knees. My cock jerks when I see her puckered hole.

      “Wait.”

      I stop and lift my eyes to Rayn, who has her bottom lip back between her teeth.

      “I’ve never done… that before.”

      Leaning forward, I settle my lips against hers and kiss her softly. Pulling back, I keep my face close to hers. “I’ll go slow. If it’s too much, tell me and we’ll stop.”

      After a brief hesitation, she nods. I give her one more kiss and toss in a wink before I go back to my task. Grabbing the root of my cock, I guide the head to her dark hole. Jamison, sensing Rayn’s nervousness, distracts her by kissing her.

      She’s tense as I press the head against her, but she soon relaxes. She opens enough for the tip to slip inside.

      “Ahhh… fuuuck,” I groan at the tight sensation.

      Going slowly, while keeping alert for any distress from Rayn, I guide my cock inside her asshole. I’m pretty fucking sure I’ve never felt anything so tight, nor so good, in my life.

      It takes a few minutes, but I finally manage to work the rest of my shaft inside her. I stop when I’m fully in and my chest is pressed against her back.

      “You doing okay, baby?” I ask against Rayn’s ear.

      Her head bobs. “Yes.” She wiggles her hips, making Jamison and I groan. “It feels weird. I feel full, but a good kind of full.”

      I nip her earlobe. “Now comes the really good part.”

      Looking down where we’re joined, I watch as I slowly pull out and push back inside. Jamison lifts Rayn a couple of inches and holds her there as he begins pumping his hips up and down. We work in tandem. When he slides out, I slip in. I feel his shaft against mine through the thin barrier separating us, and it hardens my cock even more. Having my erection so close to his fucks with my head and has me precariously close to coming.

      “Shit, Jamison. I’m not going to last long.”

      “Me neither,” he grits out.

      I slide almost all the way out and push back inside until my pelvis hits Rayn’s lower back. I hold still. Reaching around, I begin fingering her clit. It’s only seconds later when her muscles tighten around both of us and she lets out a low cry.

      I don’t need to fuck her anymore. I just let the tightness of her ass and the glide of Jamison’s cock against mine bring me over the edge. My stomach tenses and my balls draw up. My cock jerks as I release jet after jet of cum inside Rayn’s ass. I can feel Jamison’s cock doing the same with his release.

      I continue to lazily flick Rayn’s clit as her whimpers die down. Resting my forehead on the back of her neck, I let my breath fan across her skin as I try to calm my racing heart. I gently pull my still half-hard cock from Rayn.

      “Did that really happen?” Rayn asks after a couple of minutes.

      “If you have to question it, Reed and I didn’t do a good enough job.”

      Her laugh is full of nerves. “Oh, you two definitely did a good job. I’m pretty sure I won’t walk for a few days.”

      I kiss the back of her neck. “Only a few days? I think we can do better than that. I was thinking at least a week.” I look at Jamison. “What do you think?”

      “I think we should practice until we get it just right.”

      A ripple runs through Rayn at that prospect, and my cock jerks against her ass.

      Yeah, there’s definitely going to be a lot more practicing.

      If I have my way, for the rest of our lives.
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      “How’s the job hunting going?” Camila asks as she chomps down on a chocolate straw. “Any luck yet?”

      “I have an interview at the courthouse later this week.”

      She nods, her short, midnight-black hair bouncing around her shoulders. “I heard there was an opening. Mrs. Beasly’s finally decided to retire. She has to be coming up on ninety. It’s about time.”

      I take a sip of my latte. “I wouldn’t say she’s that old.”

      “She’s gotta be close.” Opening her purse, she pulls out another chocolate straw. The girl is addicted to them and always has a stash with her everywhere she goes. “She was already as old as Croatia when we were kids. Now she’s too old to actually enjoy retirement.”

      I lift a shoulder. “I think it’s pretty damn awesome she’s been able to work her whole life. I hope when I’m her age I can still get around as well as her.”

      “Sorry we’re late,” Taylor says with a puff of air as she takes the seat across from mine. “Something came up, so I was late picking up Charlotte.”

      Taylor is Camila’s sister. They’re both one-half of quadruplets.

      Camila and I look at each other then turn to look at Charlotte, who sits in the chair across from Camila. Her eye roll tells us all we need to know.

      “Asa Sharpe,” the three of us say at the same time.

      “What’d she do this time? Take his coffee cup from the trash to keep as a souvenir?” I ask, only slightly joking.

      “Worse,” Charlotte answers.

      Camila groans. “I don’t know if I want to hear this.”

      Charlotte ignores her and continues. “She bribed a bus boy at the hotel to let her in Asa’s room.”

      Camila glares at her sister. “You didn’t.”

      There’s not an ounce of remorse on Taylor’s face. “I did.”

      “Damn it, Taylor. You’re going to end up in jail.”

      “Don’t be so dramatic.” Taylor holds her hand up to a waiter across the room. “He’ll never know I was there.”

      “He will when he discovers one of his shirts and a pair of his boxers are missing,” Charlotte inserts.

      A feminine growl comes from Camila, and I almost spit out my drink. “You stole his clothes? His underwear?” I ask.

      Let me start by saying Taylor isn’t a bad person. She’s actually very sweet and caring, and normally a completely sane person. But when it comes to Asa Sharpe, the lead guitarist for Grey Water, she’s crazy as all hell. The girl is obsessed with the man. Has been for years.

      Taylor shrugs. “I sure did, and I’m not sorry about it. Those clothes will be my night clothes for the next however long.” A dreamy look glazes her eyes as she props her chin on her hand. “I’ll be sleeping in clothes that’ve been against his glorious body.”

      A waiter stops by our table and we wait to continue our conversation until we’ve given our order.

      “Were they at least clean clothes? Or were they ones he’s already worn?”

      Taylor looks over at Charlotte. “Ones he’s already worn. I mean, seriously, why would I steal clothes that don’t smell like him?”

      She asks the question with a straight face. Like it’s ridiculous to even think about stealing clean clothes from someone, versus taking ones that’s coated in a person’s sweat.

      “You are seriously unhinged.” Camila’s nose wrinkles. “I mean that in all honesty. I don’t know how we’re even sisters.”

      “Whatever.” Taylor tosses her long hair over her shoulder. “Enough about my dramatics. We’re here to talk about the party this weekend.”

      The waiter brings Taylor and Charlotte’s drinks and lets us know our food will be out soon.

      “I still can’t believe you agreed to a co-ed bachelor-slash-bachelorette party,” Camila whines. “It’s no fun if guys will be there.”

      “Speak for yourself. I plan to bump and grind against Bryan on the dance floor all night.” Charlotte wiggles her eyebrows as she puts the straw to her drink in her mouth.

      Camila huffs. “You’ve got a man to do that with. Us single girls won’t have anyone there.”

      “Maybe you'll find someone who sparks your interest,” Taylor inserts.

      “I highly doubt it,” Camila says.

      We’re interrupted when our food arrives, but we get back to our conversation once the waiter leaves.

      “When is Harley getting back?” Charlotte asks.

      “The day before the party,” Camila answers.

      Harley is another quarter of the quadruplets. She’s currently on a cruise with her on-again off-again boyfriend.

      The bell over the door dinging draws my attention away from the table. My body immediately starts to tingle when a pair of men, too-sexy-for-their-own-good, walk inside. I’d worry about drooling, but I’m too focused on watching them walk to the counter to place an order.

      It’s been two days since we went from being best friends to… whatever we are now. Reed had to work the last couple of evenings, and Jamison hasn’t been home much. We haven’t gotten the chance to talk about what happened. To be honest, I’m nervous about that conversation. I’m afraid of what might be said, and discover where they want to go from here. I know we need to talk about it though, and I’m determined to do so.

      After both men have placed their order, they walk to the other end of the counter where they’ll pick up their food. With his hands casually stuffed in his pockets, Reed turns to face the room and leans back against the counter. It only takes a second for his eyes to find me. One side of his mouth kicks up into a sexy smirk. He says something to Jamison without looking away, and Jamison turns and finds me too.

      Looking at the pair of them as they stare at me, memories of our night together filter through my mind, causing my body to heat up. It doesn’t take a genius to know their thoughts mirror mine.

      “Earth to, Rayn.”

      A hand appears in front of my face. I blink and snatch my eyes away from Reed and Jamison and look back at my friends. All three are looking at me curiously. When their eyes follow to where I was looking then glance back at me, I know I’m in trouble.

      “Please tell me you’re finally banging Mr. Hot or Mr. Sexy?” Camila asks.

      My brows go up. “Mr. Hot and Mr. Sexy?”

      She nods with a grin. “That’s what I always call them in my head.” She props her elbows on the table and leans across it. “Now answer my question.”

      My face flames, and I squirm in my seat.

      Her grin is back, except it’s bigger. “No need to answer. Your face says it all.”

      “You go girl!” Taylor holds her hand up for a high five. When I don’t slap my hand with hers, she grabs it and does it for me. “It’s about time. I’ve been waiting for this to happen since high school.”

      “Seriously?” I ask incredulously.

      “Hell yes,” Camila answers for her. “There was a bet going on back then on who you would do first.”

      “You’ve got to be kidding me. There’s no way there was a bet on who I would sleep with, and I didn’t hear about it.”

      It makes me wonder if Reed or Jamison knew of this bet.

      “Oh, there most certainly was. I think the pool got up to over a grand.”

      I shake my head. “That’s crazy.”

      Camila shrugs. “That’s teenagers for you.”

      “Alright, I’m dying of suspense here.” I switch my gaze to Charlotte, who looks entirely way too interested. “Which one is the lucky guy?”

      Unable to look at them for fear of them seeing the truth, I dart my gaze around the room. It’s not that I’m ashamed, or that I think they would judge me for sleeping with two men at the same time, one being my step-brother. I’m just not ready to admit what happened when I don’t even know what will become of Jamison, Reed, and my relationship.

      “Oh my God!” Camila screeches way too loudly. I jerk my eyes to her. Her hand is covering her mouth, but she drops it to practically shout, “Both?”

      I lean across the table, not at all amused she guessed correctly. “Damn it, Cam, keep it down.”

      Her grin takes up her whole face and she claps her hands together. “Oh, this is so good.” Thankfully she drops her voice several octaves.

      “Holy crap, girl,” Taylor says, quieter than her sister. “You’re really banging them both?”

      I look around the room, already knowing no one is sitting near us, but making sure no one is walking by.

      I keep my mouth shut and glance over at the guys. They’re still in the same spots as before, but both are wearing grins, no doubt knowing what we’re discussing. I look back at my friends.

      Charlotte wiggles her fingers in a gimme gesture. “Details, stat.”

      I huff out a resigned breath. “Yes, I slept with them both,” I say quietly. “No, I’m not giving any details.”

      “You’re no fun.” Camila pouts.

      “Get over it.”

      “At least tell us which is better.” This comes from Taylor. “My money is on Jamison. He’s got that brooding thing down pat. I heard the brooding kind is more intense between the sheets.”

      “I’d put my money on Reed,” Camila inserts. “With his playful attitude, I bet he’s fun in bed. What about you, Charlotte?”

      “I don’t know. I can see the appeal to both. Thankfully, I have both with Bryan.” Charlotte finishes with a saucy grin and a wink.

      Bryan Erikson is Charlotte’s fiancê. He was her therapist before they got together.

      “Neither,” I admit, interrupting their conversation on the merits of what kind of man is better at sex.

      The crestfallen look on their faces almost has me laughing.

      “Really?” Camila says, her smile turning into a frown. “How disappointing.”

      My lips twitch as I fight back a smile. “Neither of them can compare to other men I’ve been with, because they’re so much better.”

      Their crestfallen looks are replaced with knowing smiles.

      “Now that’s what I’m talking about,” Camila states.

      I shake my head with a little laugh. My expression sobers after a moment.

      “There’s no way it can continue though,” I tell my friends.

      “Why the hell not?” Taylor demands.

      “Because Jamison is my step-brother. You and Camila know my mom. She’ll freak out.”

      Charlotte’s only been living in Silver Falls for a few years, so she’s only met my mom a couple of times. I’ve been friends with Camila and Taylor since middle school.

      “I think you’d be surprised at your mom’s reaction.”

      I frown at Camila. “Why do you say that?”

      “Because everyone in Silver Falls has seen the way the three of you look at each other. I think you guys are the only ones who don’t see it.”

      Do people really see something I’ve never seen before?

      “Okay. And?”

      “And your mom, and Baxter for that matter, know it’s inevitable.”

      “That doesn’t mean she’ll be okay with it if Jamison and I were to get together. Besides,” I tack on a truth I’ve only recently accepted myself, “I could never pick one over the other. I want them both.”

      Charlotte reaches across the small table and grabs my hand. Her expression is earnest as she looks at me. “I may not know your mom well, but you can’t let whatever she may feel get in your way. It’s plain for everyone to see how the three of you feel for each other. Even right now,” she looks past me to where the guys are, “under the smoldering heat in their eyes,” she winks with a playful grin, “you can’t miss the deep affection they have for you. And I know you feel the same. Be with both of them if that’s what the three of you want.”

      What Charlotte said makes me feel marginally better. I know, if any of these girls were in my situation, I’d be giving them the same advice. The question is, do Jamison and Reed want that type of relationship with me? A romantic one that’ll hopefully last beyond sex? Will Jamison be okay if our parents are against it?

      A tingle of awareness ripples down my spine a second before I feel a hand nudge my back where it rests against the back of my chair.

      “Afternoon, ladies.”

      I peek up at Reed as he smiles at my friends first then sets his eyes on me. Where he’s standing, which is almost between Camila and me, tells me it’s not his hand on my chair. Jamison is at his side, slightly behind me, his intense gaze focused on me.

      “Reed. Jamison. How’s it going?” Camila asks, tipping her head back to see the two men better. I look back at my friend to see a twinkle in her eye.

      “It’s better now,” Reed answers for them both.

      Jamison’s hand moves from my chair and his fingers skim across the back of my neck underneath my hair. I hold back a shiver at the barely there touch.

      “I roped Jamison into coming with me to Mom’s place to fix her roof.” Reed holds up a paper bag. “Just grabbing lunch before we head over there.”

      “Anything else new going on?”

      I narrow my eyes at Camila.

      “A few things.”

      “Oh?” She grins. “Do tell.”

      I stomp on Camila’s foot underneath the table and very subtly shake my head, sending the silent message that she needs to shut her mouth. Of course, she ignores me completely.

      “Why do I get the feeling you already know?”

      She leans back in her seat, turning sideways to see Reed better. She crosses her arms over her chest, and her grin grows. “Probably because we already do.”

      I feel Reed’s chuckle deep in my belly.

      “You ladies have fun. We’re heading out before I get a call from Mom wondering where we are.”

      I look at Reed again. He looks like he’s a second away from leaning down to kiss me, and God help me, I want him to. I want it from both of them.

      Unfortunately for me, he just winks, flashes his killer smile, and turns to leave. Jamison’s hand falls away from my neck, and I want to snatch it back, then beg him to touch me in other places. He doesn’t smile when he walks away, but his eyes linger on me for a moment.

      “Girl, you’ve got it bad.”

      At Taylor’s comment, I turn back to the table after watching them leave through the door. Tossing my elbows on the table, I drop my face into my hands. “So damn bad,” I mumble.

    

  







            Chapter 7

          

          

      

    

    






JAMISON

        

      

    

    
      When Reed and I pull up to the house later that evening, Rayn’s car is already in the driveway. As soon as I see it, my dick reacts by twitching in my jeans. From the shifting Reed is doing beside me, he’s also feeling the effects of knowing Rayn is inside.

      I shut the car off and reach for the door handle, but Reed stops me.

      “Hold up a minute.”

      I look at him. He stares out the windshield for a moment before he turns his head. “The other night–”

      I cut him off before he can finish. “Don’t worry about it.”

      “What I did, I don’t want it to affect our friendship. Especially if this thing with Rayn is something that lasts. I don’t want you to worry I’ll pull something sneaky. The moment was intense and it just happened.”

      I still don’t know how I feel about what happened. I only know how it felt when Reed touched my junk. It felt fucking amazing. Having his tongue scraping across my balls and his rough hand stroking my cock before he guided me to Rayn’s pussy…. Even now, just thinking about it makes my cock grow even more.

      What in the fuck is going on with me?

      Gripping the back of my neck, I rub the tense muscles. Reed’s watching me, his expression expectant as he waits for my reply.

      “Listen, I know you wouldn’t pull something shady. Like you said, the moment was intense. If I didn’t want you touching me, I would have told you to stop.” He nods slowly, and I pause a moment, unsure how to say the next part. A hint of embarrassment hits me, but I push forward. “If I’m being honest, it felt fucking amazing. I’m not saying I want it to happen again, but at the time, it felt right.”

      “Okay.” He nods again. “So we’re good?”

      “Yeah, we’re good.”

      Earlier, while we were at Reed’s mom’s house, Reed and I talked about the dynamics of both of us being in a relationship with Rayn. We both want her and neither are willing to give her up. It surprises me how much I don’t mind sharing her with Reed. I don’t see myself feeling the same with any other man. And Reed seemed to feel the same way. The question now is if Rayn wants both of us, or just one. I don’t mind demonstrating the merits of a trio relationship again.

      We get out of the car and go inside. The house is silent except for the slight hum of the central air. My body vibrates with anticipation as I cock my head to the side, listening for any sounds to indicate where she is.

      Assuming she’s in her room, I drop my keys on the counter and head toward the hallway. Reed stays behind in the kitchen, grabbing something from the fridge. In the hallway, I hear the shower in my room running. Rayn usually uses the spare bathroom, so for her to be using the one connected to my room is a good indication she won’t mind if I join her.

      My cock twitches. This works even better because she’s already naked for what I have in mind.

      Reaching behind my head, I grip the back of my shirt and yank it off, tossing it on my bedroom floor. The knob on the bathroom door easily turns when I twist it. Steam billows out, and I lock my eyes on the shower. The glass is fogged over, so I can only see Rayn’s silhouette.

      It only takes me a moment to pull off my boots, socks, pants, and boxer briefs.

      Just as I’m reaching for the shower door, I hear Reed come into the bathroom, already pulling off his clothes. Of their own accord, my eyes drop to his heavy cock as he shoves down his pants. In comparison, we’re about the same size, although I think he might be a bit longer and me a bit wider.

      Unconsciously, an image of me on my knees in front of him while he guides his cock to my mouth filters through my mind.

      “Jamison,” Reed growls at the same time his cock jerks and bounces against his stomach.

      Snatching my gaze away, I shake my head. All these thoughts of touching and being touched by Reed are driving me crazy.

      Turning away from Reed, I open the shower door. Rayn’s already facing me, the water hitting the back of her neck and shoulders. She has a soapy sponge in her hand and she slowly guides it across her chest, leaving behind bubbles that slide down her breasts and drip off the hard, rosy tips.

      Her eyes move from my face and slowly track down my torso then stop on my cock. I’m so hard, the head pulses and a drop of precum appears on the tip.

      One thing I love about my bathroom is that the shower is huge. When Reed follows me inside and closes the stall door, we still have plenty of room to move around and not be cramped.

      I step up to her, but keep my hands at my sides. “Did you use my shower knowing Reed and I would find you here?” I ask.

      She tilts her head back and looks at me, one side of her mouth going up. “I was on the phone with Mom when she mentioned she saw you drive by her house. I knew you’d be home in a few minutes and wanted to give you both a special greeting.”

      I arch a brow. “That so?”

      The other side of her mouth lifts and she smiles. “Yeah.”

      “What do you think, Reed?” I ask when he steps up beside me. Rayn gives him the same perusal she gave me. “You think this greeting was special?”

      “Fuck yes, I do.” His voice is growly. “But it can be more so.”

      “And how’s that?” Rayn squeezes the sponge and bubbles cover her breasts.

      “A kiss for starters.”

      The sponge drops from Rayn’s hands and she steps up to Reed, putting her hands on his chest and rising to her tiptoes. He meets her halfway by leaning his head down and slanting his lips across hers. I take a step back and grab my cock, content at the moment to watch Reed and our girl kissing. His palms slide around to her ass and he pulls her forward, sandwiching his cock between their bodies.

      The kiss only lasts for a couple of moments before Rayn pulls away. Her eyes look dazed as she runs her tongue across her lips.

      “Finding me naked in the shower wasn’t the only greeting I had planned,” she says a bit breathlessly.

      “What else did you have in mind?”

      Her eyes move to me with my question and she crooks her finger, motioning me over. I move to stand beside Reed, who’s taken his cock in his hand and is stroking it.

      Instead of answering my question, Rayn drops to her knees.

      I hiss out a breath when she takes my cock in her smooth hand and reaches for Reed’s with the other. Leaning forward, she swipes her tongue across the head. I put my hand on the wall, because my fucking knees go weak.

      “Fuuuuck,” I groan.

      She moves to Reed next and licks the tip before sucking just the head inside her mouth. Watching her take his cock makes me want to fall to my knees and slide my tongue across the parts she’s not sucking.

      After popping his shaft out of her mouth, she comes back to mine. Gripping the base, she holds it straight so she can slide her lips over the head. She doesn’t stop until I feel the back of her throat. I ball my hand into a fist against the shower wall and try like hell to hold back from bucking my hips and fucking the shit out of her mouth. She makes it damn near impossible when the vibration of her hum hits the head.

      Reed’s fingers filter through Rayn’s wet hair. “Damn, that looks hot as fuck,” he groans as he helps guide her over my shaft. His other hand reaches down and tugs on his balls.

      A moment later, she slides her mouth off my shaft and switches back to sucking on Reed’s. His jaw is tight as he looks down at her. She takes him to the back of her throat and holds there for a minute.

      “Shit, baby,” Reed groans. “You gotta pull off or I’m going to lose it inside your mouth.”

      Rayn pulls back and looks up. “I want you to. I want to swallow your cum.”

      Before she can put him back in her mouth, he reaches down and lifts her to her feet.

      “As incredible as that would feel, I want inside your pussy more.”

      Palming her ass, he lifts her up and she wraps her legs around his waist.

      “Yes,” she hisses, already reaching between them to guide him to her opening.

      I stay where I am as Reed pushes Rayn’s back against the shower wall, the water falling down on them both. I’ll have my turn in a moment.

      Reed lets out a deep grunt when he slides inside. I know exactly what he’s feeling. How tight Rayn’s cunt is. I watch both of their faces, seeing the intense pleasure in their expressions.

      My eyes slide down Reed’s back to his ass, his cheeks tightening with each thrust. The same thought from the night I walked in on him fucking that guy comes to mind.

      How tight would his ass be? Would it be as slick and smooth as a pussy?

      My curiosity gets the best of me, and I approach my two best friends. Rayn looks at me over Reed’s shoulder, her eyes smoldering, as if she knows what I’m about to do and it turns her on.

      My cock bumps up against Reed’s ass and he stops pumping his hips. He doesn’t turn his head all the way, but enough that he can see me out the corner of his eye.

      I palm one of his ass cheeks, surprised at the firmness.

      Putting my mouth close to his ear, I whisper, “Keep fucking her.”

      He begins thrusting again, this time slower.

      I hold a finger up and press it against Rayn’s lips. “Get my finger wet.”

      She does so, sliding the digit between her lips and swirling her tongue around it. When it’s slick with enough saliva, I pull it out, separate Reed’s ass cheeks and press the tip of my finger against his asshole. It immediately tightens. Gently pushing past the tight bundle of nerves, the tip slips inside. He’s smooth and so fucking hot.

      “Ahh…. fuck,” Reed growls huskily.

      I push more of my finger in before sliding it back out. With slow movements, I fuck his ass with my finger, watching the side of his face for his reaction. Reed and Rayn both must like what I’m doing because the noises they are making become louder and Reed’s thrusts pick up.

      My cock turns painfully hard, the need to push it inside Reed is almost overwhelming.

      He’s been fucked in the ass by guys before, so I know he can take me. Even so, I lean back to his ear. “You want my cock in your ass?” I ask.

      His answer is immediate. “Fuck yes.”

      “Don’t come yet,” I tell him, pushing my finger all the way inside and grinding my own cock against his ass cheek. “I want us all to come together. I can’t fucking wait to feel you squeezing my cock.”

      “Shit,” he mumbles, his hips slowing. “Between Rayn’s tight grip on my dick and you talking about fucking my ass, I’m not sure how much longer I can hold back.” His head turns and his eyes meet mine. “Hurry the fuck up before I explode.”

      I switch my gaze to Rayn, who looks like she’s on the verge of coming herself, and gently pull my finger from Reed’s ass. I leave the pair in the shower long enough to hunt down something to lube my cock with. The last thing I want to do is hurt Reed.

      I find a bottle of unscented lotion under the sink and go back to the shower. Reed’s still slowly rocking his hips while his lips are fused with Rayn’s. I squirt some lotion on my hand and toss the bottle to the shower floor.

      As I slide my hand up and down my shaft, getting it nice and slick so it easily slides inside Reed, I think about what I’m about to do. If someone told me a year ago that I would be preparing to fuck my male best friend, I probably would have knocked the fuck out of them. Never in a million years would I have thought I would be in the situation I’m in at the moment. Now that I am though, I can’t fucking wait to take his ass and make it mine. It surprises the hell out of me how much I want it. I want Reed as much as I want Rayn.

      Lifting my eyes from Reed’s ass, my eyes once again connect with Rayn’s. She licks her lips, keeping them parted, and anticipation flares in her eyes.

      Stepping up behind Reed, I drop my gaze as I grab one of his asscheeks and spread him open. I grip the base of my cock and angle the head just right. Nothing could force me to look away as I press the head against his tight puckered hole and watch as it slips inside.

      “Holy fuck.” I almost choke on the words because he’s tighter than anything I’ve ever felt before. With just the head inside, I have to stop a moment because I’m on the edge of coming.

      His asshole clenches around me, and whether or not he did it on purpose, it doesn’t help my precarious situation.

      I grip his hips tightly. “Stop that shit,” I growl. “Or this will be over before it begins.”

      “Then move,” he says back to me. “I can’t move until you do.”

      Gritting my teeth and hoping I don’t make a fool of myself, I slide in another inch. I slide out and go back in even farther. I’ve still got a way to go to be fully inside him, and I have no fucking clue how I’ll be able to last.

      “You guys have no damn clue how hot it is to see you like this.”

      I look at Rayn, seeing her leaning her head back against the wall, her eyes half-closed and her cheeks rosy with arousal.

      “It turns you on knowing Jamison is taking my ass?” Reed asks, giving a series of short thrusts, which causes me to slide another inch inside him.

      “Yes,” she moans. “It’s been one of my most forbidden fantasies.”

      Reed’s ass spasming around my cock forces a groan from me.

      “Jamison, you have about two seconds to get your dick the rest of the way inside me, because I’m about to pound the fuck out of Rayn’s pussy.”

      My hold on his hips tightens as I press forward, pushing the last of my cock inside him. His ass is like a vice gripping me, and I’m pretty sure I could stay inside him for hours and never be satisfied.

      Reed pulls his hips back, and in tandem, we both thrust forward roughly. I fuck the hell out of him while he does the same to Rayn. Our grunts and groans and Rayn’s half-crazed cries fill the bathroom as steam billows around us.

      Way too soon for my liking, my balls draw up and a tingle starts at the base of my cock. I try to hold back my orgasm, but when Rayn lets out a low cry and Reed’s thrusts pick up and his asshole contracts around my cock, I can’t stop myself. I plow into him over and over again as my release hits me hard and fast.

      Once my and Reed’s rocking stops, I drop my forehead on the back of his neck as I try to catch my breath. A moment later, I feel fingers sift through my wet hair.

      My cock slips free of Reed, and I take a step back. Reed has his face buried in the crook of Rayn’s neck and her eyes are on me. She gives me a soft smile.
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        * * *

      

      Sometime later, the three of us are in my bed after another round of fucking. This time I took Rayn’s ass while she rode Reed.

      I’m on my back with Rayn curled up against my side. One of her legs is thrown over both of mine and she plays with the hairs on my chest. I run my hand up and down the back of her thigh. Reed, propped up on an elbow, is pressed against her back with his fingers drawing designs on her side. All three of us are naked.

      Dropping his head, Reed kisses the back of her neck before lifting his head again.

      “I want to hear more about this forbidden fantasy of yours,” he comments. “Did you really fantasize about me and Jamison being together? Is that what you thought about when you used your toy?”

      Yeah, it surprised the fuck out of me too when she revealed that in the shower.

      The shoulder she has wedged in my armpit shifts upward. “A few times,” she mumbles. From her tone, she sounds embarrassed.

      “Only a few times?” he asks.

      I glance over at Reed and see a hint of mirth in his eyes.

      Rayn shoves her face in my chest, and it pulls a chuckle from me.

      She’s embarrassed, and it’s cute as fuck.

      Grabbing her chin, I tip her face back so I can see it. I lift an expectant brow, waiting on her reply to Reed’s questions, because now I’m curious too.

      “Okay, fine.” A puff of air blows out of her mouth. “Maybe it was more than a few times.”

      Her answer has my cock waking up.

      Rayn rises from my chest and spins around to sit cross-legged between us, tucking the sheet around her hips. Her tits bounce while she adjusts herself, and I get momentarily distracted by them.

      “Have you guys….” She bites her lip, her eyes moving back and forth between us. “Have  you ever done anything with each other before?”

      “No,” I answer.

      “Not for lack of wanting to though. On my part, at least.”

      I look at Reed, who’s pushing himself up the bed to lean against the headboard. “Really?”

      “Hell yes,” he answers. “I just never thought it was a possibility.” He crosses his ankles. “What brought your curiosity on?”

      “About a year ago, I walked in on you fucking some guy. Since then, I couldn’t get the image out of my mind.”

      “No shit?” His brows go down. “I wish I would have known.”

      “I didn’t want you to know. I was fighting my feelings so I wouldn’t have admitted it anyway.”

      “Would you ever let Reed fuck you?”

      Reed and I both look at Rayn. “Is that something you want?”

      From the gleam of interest in her eyes, I already have my answer before she gives it.

      “Yes.”

      “I don’t know,” I tell her honestly. “It doesn’t seem fair to Reed to not let him take my ass.” I glance over at him and see the need in his eyes. I keep my gaze on him as I finish giving my answer. “But I’m not sure if I’m ready for something like that.”

      “As much as I’d love to sink inside your ass, and believe me, I really fucking want to, it’s not a need. If it never happens, that’s fine. Besides,” he grins as he looks at Rayn, “I already have a tight ass I can fuck.”

      Rayn’s cheeks turn pink and she reaches for Reed’s leg, pulling a few of the hairs.

      “Ow.” Reed laughs, lifting his leg away from her. “Don’t even try to deny that having a hard cock up your ass doesn’t feel fucking amazing.”

      “I’m not denying it, but that doesn’t mean you have to bring it up.”

      “You like it when I talk dirty.”

      Shaking her head, she rolls her eyes to me and her expression sobers. “We need to talk about our parents and what they’re going to say about….” She gestures her hands between the three of us.

      Sitting up in bed, I grab Rayn under her arms and haul her onto my lap. Once she settles down sideways with her ass nestled against my cock, I lay my arm over her legs.

      “Will what they say matter?” I ask.

      “Not really, but I hate the thought of disappointing them.”

      I lightly trace the side of her knee with my thumb. “What exactly are you wanting out of this thing between us?”

      She cocks her head to the side to see my face better. “What do you mean?”

      “Do you want me and Reed for the long haul?”

      “Of course. I wouldn’t have allowed anything to happen if I didn’t.” I can tell she wants to say more, so I stay quiet until she’s ready. “What about you and Reed?”

      Reed scoots closer to Rayn and grabs one of her feet then begins to work his fingers into the arch. “There’s not a chance in hell you’re getting rid of me.”

      She moves her eyes to me.

      “I’m pretty sure the hounds of Hell couldn’t tear me away from you.”

      Her lips tip up into a breathtaking smile. “Good.”

      “It doesn’t matter what our parents say. So long as the three of us are happy, that’s all that matters,” I tell her.

      Our parents may not agree with our decision, but it’s one they’ll have to learn to accept.

      “Do you really think we can make this work?” Rayn asks.

      “We can do anything we want, baby,” Reed answers as he slides his hands up her leg. “I’ve loved you since ninth grade. Way more than a friend should.”

      With a smile, Rayn shakes her head. “I never knew.”

      “The time was never right to tell you.”

      “And the time is right now?”

      “Yes.” He bends down and kisses her knee. “Right now is perfect.”

      “You’ve been my best friend since I can remember. And Reed’s been a part of our lives for a long time.” I insert. “I can’t imagine spending my life with anyone other than you two.”

      She leans forward and drops a kiss against my lips. I groan into the kiss when she slips her tongue into my mouth. I grip her hips, ready to move her around so she’s straddling me, but she pulls away. Her ass shifts on my lap, rubbing the plump globes against my cock, and she bends over to reach Reed. I’m already half-hard, but watching them kiss has my cock going full-mast.

      When they break apart, I do what I wanted to do a moment ago and spin her around so she’s straddling me. I slide down the bed so I’m on my back. Her pussy, already wet and ready, slides along my shaft. I lift her enough to get the head at her opening. Her mouth parts and a little sigh leaves her as she sinks down. Beside me, Reed watches as he fists his cock.

      After a couple full strokes of her pussy around my cock, I grab her ass, lift her a little, and spread her open.

      “Come on, Reed. I wanna see if she can take both of our cocks in her tight pussy.”
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      Jamison and I are in Whiskey’s, standing at the back of the room. Bryan, August, and Wesley are with us. We’re all facing the dance floor, checking out the women—already two sheets to the wind—as they bump and grind against each other. I’ve been sporting a woody for the last half hour, and from the looks of the guys, I don’t need to guess their state isn’t much better than mine.

      Even Wesley, who’s been celibate until recently, keeps discreetly adjusting his hard-on. His girl, Jersey, is only nineteen and legally not allowed to drink, but I’ve seen a couple of his sisters sneakily slipping her shots. Luna is also underage, but August has been keeping a close eye on her. The only reason they were allowed in the building is because Bryan rented the space for the night for the combined bachelor/bachelorette party and promised there would be no underage drinking. So much for keeping that promise.

      Jersey and Luna are more than a decade younger than the other women, but they were easily welcomed into their fold. Luna is Charlotte’s niece, but she’s only been in Silver Falls for a couple of months. Jersey’s been here even less. From the way they’re all acting, you’d think the two young girls knew the women their whole life. Jersey and Luna hit it off well and have been hanging close to each other.

      “Fuck me,” Bryan groans when Charlotte presses against Rayn’s back, grabbing her around the waist so they sway to the music together. “Now that’s going to be an image I don’t have any hope of getting rid of.”

      “Nope. But think of the drunken sex you’ll have when you get home. I don’t care how straight they both are, you know they’re both creaming their panties right now,” I say helpfully, earning a glare from Bryan.

      “Thanks for making it worse, dick.”

      I shoot him a grin full of teeth, but my playfulness is a joke. I’m suffering just as much as he is watching the women.

      “Whoever thought it was a good idea to have a co-op bach party should be shot,” Jamison remarks at my side.

      “That would be my fiancée you’re condemning, you ass,” Bryan says, tossing back the rest of his drink. “Can you imagine how bad they would be if we weren’t here?”

      I lift my eyes from Rayn’s hands where she was running them down her hips and meet her gaze. A sexy little smirk plays on her lips, as if she knows the state she’s putting me and Jamison in. “I’m pretty sure they’re doing this shit on purpose.”

      Jersey and Luna start grinding on each other, and it pushes August over the edge.

      “Fuck this,” August growls. Haphazardly setting his drink on a nearby table, he takes off, stalking across the room. When he reaches the two girls, he grabs Luna by her hips and spins her around, tugging her against his chest.

      “That’s my cue,” Wesley says, following August’s footsteps until he reaches Jersey.

      “I take it from the looks you three are giving the entertainment on the dance floor, your women are out there? I’d prefer to avoid a broken nose, so could you point them out to me so I know to stay away?”

      I look over at the new voice, mildly surprised to see Asa Sharpe standing on the other side of Bryan. I heard through the grapevine that he’s staying in Silver Falls for the next few weeks. Being Penelope’s newest high profile client, she must have invited him to the party tonight. Looking him over, I can definitely see Taylor’s fascination with the man. Jet-black hair, dark stubble along his jaw, eyes such a light blue you can see them in the low lighting in the room, and a killer body. I’ve seen him on TV, but in person, he’s hands down one of the hottest male specimens I’ve ever seen. Luckily for me, I already have the hottest male specimen, and the sexiest woman.

      Bryan barely spares him a glance as he answers. “The one with the black hair dancing with the redhead is my fiancée.”

      “The redhead is off the table,” Jamison says before I get the chance to.

      Bryan looks over at his statement, garnering more interest from that than the rock star beside him.

      Besides Charlotte, Camila, and Taylor, who had guessed the change in Rayn, Jamison, and my relationship already, we haven’t told anyone. We’re not really keeping it a secret. There’s just been no need to announce it. Apparently, from Bryan’s surprised look, Charlotte hasn’t told him.

      “Asa Sharpe.” Asa holds his hand out for us to shake. With each hand he takes, we introduce ourselves. “So the other women are available?”

      I look back to the dance floor, searching out Taylor. I find her on the edge of the dance floor, her sister, Penelope, another Adair quad, trying to block her view of Asa. She’s doing a shit job of it, because Taylor keeps stealing glances by moving from side to side, looking around Penelope. Obviously, I can’t hear what they’re saying, but from their body language, I’d say their conversation is tense. Penelope looks like she’s about ready to strangle her sister, while Taylor looks like she might actually deck Penelope to get her out of her way.

      My gaze leaves them, looking at the rest of the women who aren’t with a man. Most of who’re left are single, but I’d bet my next paycheck Taylor will scratch the eyes out of any woman who dares to approach Asa. In her eyes, he’s hers.

      I look back at Asa. “Most of them are single, but I’d be careful approaching any of them.”

      He pauses while bringing his drink to his lips. “Something I should know?”

      It’s not my place to warn him about Taylor, so I just shrug before I look back at the dance floor. Harley Adair, you guessed it, the final Adair sister, is now dancing with Rayn and Charlotte, and holy fuck, they’re getting down and dirty.

      “She wants to play the tease,” I hear Jamison grumble beside me. He slams back the rest of his drink before dropping it on the same table August set his a few moments ago. “I’ll teach her how it’s really done.” He looks at me. “You coming?”

      “Right behind you.”

      “So, it’s like that now, huh?”

      I look at Bryan and flash him a grin. “It’s more like that than you know.” I wink.

      Setting my nearly empty glass beside Jamison’s, I follow in his footsteps. By the time I make it to them, Jamison has already got Rayn in his arms, his hands on her ass, and his tongue in her mouth. I come up behind Rayn and plaster my chest against her back. Unlocking their lips, Rayn looks at me over her shoulder.

      “I think you got Jamison all hot and bothered with your filthy dancing.”

      One of her brows goes up. “Only Jamison?”

      I kiss the side of her neck then whisper in her ear. “Let’s put it this way, baby. You’re lucky I’ve only had a couple of drinks tonight and I have a few working brain cells left, or I’d have you bent over, fucking your tight pussy while Jamison feeds you his cock.” I emphasize this by pressing my hard-on against her ass.

      From the heated and needy look that enters her eyes, I’d say she isn’t completely opposed to the idea. Fortunately for her, I’m a possessive bastard and don’t want anyone besides Jamison seeing what she has to offer. I don’t mind giving them a little tease though.

      Placing my hands on her hips, I slide one around to her front, wedging them between Jamison and Rayn’s body. From there, they head south until I reach the apex of her thighs. The skirt she has on is thin, so when I press my hand between her legs, I easily seek out and find her clit. I trail kisses from her shoulders and up her neck, feeling the vibrations of her low whimpers against my lips.

      Jamison grinds his shaft against the back of my hand. If we were at home, I’d have Rayn straddle Jamison so I could easily go back and forth between eating Rayn’s pussy and sucking Jamison’s cock.

      I feel curious eyes on us, but I ignore them as I continue to grind my hand against Rayn, using her pussy to pull her back against my cock.

      “Shit.”

      I lift my head at Jamison’s sharp curse, and find him looking over my shoulder toward the front of Whiskey’s. Rayn and I both turn to see what’s caught his attention. Just inside the doorway is Rayn’s mom and Jamison’s dad. Both pairs of eyes are trained on us.

      “Oh God,” Rayn mutters. My hand is resting on her hip, and I feel her stiffen. “This is bad.”

      I take a step closer and say low in her ear. “No matter what happens, we’re in this together.”

      She looks at me, and a fraction of her stress melts away.

      Jamison grabs her attention by taking her hand. “Remember what I said the other night?” He doesn’t give her time to answer. “What they think or feel doesn’t matter when it comes to our happiness.”

      She bites her lip, but nods. “Okay.”

      Lifting her hand, he kisses the back of it. “Let’s get this over with.”

      I walk behind them as they cross the room. When they stop in front of their parents, I stay back a couple of feet. Just enough to give them a bit of privacy, but close enough should Baxter or Olivia say something that upsets Rayn.

      “Mom? What are you doing here?”

      Olivia doesn’t answer right away. She looks down at Jamison’s hand holding Rayn’s then looks past them to me. She brings her eyes back to her daughter, a frown pulling down her brows.

      “Bryan and Charlotte invited us. We figured we’d stop by for a few minutes.”

      “At Whiskey’s? Have you ever been here before?”

      “Of course, I have. Your father and I used to come here all the time with Baxter and Trudy when we were younger. I may be your mother, but we had fun here at Whiskey’s back in the day. Before Leo Copeland bought the place.” She looks around the room. “It looks a lot different than it used to.”

      Rayn shifts closer to her mother. “Mom, listen, what you saw–”

      Olivia cuts her off, her sharp gaze pinning Rayn in place. “Now’s not the time or place. We’ll talk about it tomorrow.”

      Baxter, who’s been quiet as he silently watches the exchange between his wife and her daughter with an unreadable expression, moves closer and places an arm around her waist. Jamison is still beside Rayn with his arms now crossed over his chest.

      Rayn frowns, but jerks her head up and down. “Okay, Mom.”

      Olivia, seeing the crestfallen look on Rayn’s face, offers a smile and leans in to kiss her cheek. “We’ll talk tomorrow.” She turns her head to Baxter. “I believe I’ve changed my mind. Let’s get out of here and grab a movie instead.”

      We watch as they leave. Rayn’s shoulders droop, her good mood from a few minutes ago gone.

      I take her hand. “Come on. The night’s still young, and I think you could use another drink. Forget about your mom and Baxter for the rest of the night.”

      Her eyes move to me and she smiles, but it’s not the carefree one I love so much.

      The three of us go to the bar, and I order us a shot of whiskey. After we throw them back, we move back to the dance floor, where I work at distracting Rayn from the tense conversation she’s sure to have tomorrow.
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RAYN

        

      

    

    
      I sit on the couch in Jamison and Reed’s living room, which I guess technically is my living room now too. My legs bounce nervously, and one of my thumbnails is bitten down to the quick. I’m working on my second thumb now.

      Mom called this morning, pulling me out of a warm and very comfortable Jamison and Reed cocoon, to tell me her and Baxter would be stopping by around lunch time. The closer it gets to noon, the more stressed I become.

      I know I’m being ridiculous. I’m a fully grown woman in her thirties. I’m capable of making my own choices, and I don’t need the approval of my mom. But I hate the thought of hurting her. Mom and I have always had a close relationship, so the thought of disappointing her doesn’t sit well with me.

      Once my other thumb nail is bitten down so low it starts to bleed, I move onto my pointer finger.

      “All right. That’s it.”

      I look up at Reed’s uttered words. My eyes widen when I see him prowling my way. Once he’s in front of me, he grabs me under my arms and hauls me up from the couch. My front is smashed against his.

      “Rayn, baby, you’re killing me seeing you like this. You’ve got to stop.”

      “I know. I’m trying.”

      “I know a surefire way to distract you,” he says this with a playful glint in his eyes.

      “We are not having sex right now,” I growl. “Mom and Baxter are due here any minute.”

      “Then you need to calm your tits.”

      I open my mouth to reply, but I don’t get the chance because Reed’s head slants down and he slams his mouth against mine. The kiss is forceful. He pushes his tongue past my lips and slashes it with mine. I instantly melt against him, my hands clinging to his broad shoulders. Everything and everyone else melts away. Until I feel Jamison press up against my back to insert himself into our bubble, which I’m totally fine with. My hair gets pushed to the side and warm lips trail over my shoulder and up my neck. I moan, my fingers digging into Reed’s shoulders.

      Too soon, Reed breaks the kiss, but rests his forehead against mine. “Feel better?”

      I gaze up at him with I’m sure dazed eyes and a goofy grin. “Yes.”

      “Good.” He pecks my lips. “Because I’m seconds away from throwing you down on the couch and fucking the stress out of you. And I’m sure you don’t want your mom walking in on that.”

      The words have barely left his lips when the doorbell rings. The effort Reed and Jamison put into calming me down goes out the window when a new wave of nerves hit me.

      “You sit.” Jamison pushes my shoulders until I’m forced to sit. “I’ll go get the door.” He bends down for a quick kiss before he walks off.

      My knees go back to bouncing, and I start biting my pointer nail again as I anxiously wait. Mom appears in the living room a moment later with Baxter standing behind her. Last night, when she saw the way I was dancing with Jamison and Reed, there was shock on her face. Today I expected to see disappointment and maybe a hint of censor. I’m surprised when I don’t find either. Love shines in her eyes and her lips are tipped up into a soft smile.

      “Mom?” I croak.

      Seeing the worry lines on my face, she rushes across the room toward me. I’m on my feet by the time she reaches me, and I’m immediately pulled into her arms. I feel like a kid again as I wrap my arms tightly around her. We stay that way for several moments.

      When she pulls back, she cups my cheeks. Behind her, several feet away, are Baxter, Jamison, and Reed. Jamison and Reed look like they’re barely holding back from coming to my rescue, while Baxter closely watches us with an unreadable expression. Baxter has always been reserved, never giving away what he’s feeling. Except when it comes to my mom.

      “Why are you so upset, honey?”

      “Because I’m afraid of what you might say. I know you saw me with Jamison and Reed last night. The way we were dancing together….” I trail off. There’s no need to spell it out for her. Only lovers, or potential lovers, dance together like we were last night.

      “I’ll admit, I was a bit shocked, but not because of who you were dancing with, but how you were dancing. A mother never wants to see her child practically humping on the dance floor.”

      My cheeks heat. “Mom, really?”

      She lifts a shoulder. “Well, it’s true. With the way you three were going at it, I’m surprised you still had clothes on.”

      I choke out a laugh.

      “After we left, Baxter explained to me that Whiskey’s has changed more than its looks.” Her eyes widen. “Did you know there are rooms in the back for people to have sex?”

      And here I thought Mom would be upset that she caught me dirty dancing with her step-son and our best friend. She seems more concerned with how free people are in Whiskey’s.

      “Yes, I’ve heard,” I tell her.

      “Have you–” She shakes her head. “Actually, I don’t want to know.”

      That’s good because I didn’t want to answer, even if the answer is no.

      I bring us back to the point of my anxiety since last night. “I thought you would be upset that I was seeing Jamison and Reed. Especially Jamison.”

      She grabs one of my hands. “Let’s sit.” She looks over at Baxter and pats the cushion on her other side. “You too.” When Jamison and Reed start moving toward the kitchen to give us privacy, she adds, “You two stay. You need to hear what I have to say since it involves you both.”

      Baxter sits beside Mom and Jamison and Reed come around the couch so they’re facing us. Mom still has my hand gripped in hers and she pulls it onto her lap.

      “You know that Baxter and I have known each other our whole lives,” Mom begins, and I nod. “Your father and Trudy were with us from the beginning as well. Trudy was pregnant with Jamison and I was pregnant with you when we decided to move to Silver Falls. No one here knows what I’m about to tell you. Not because we’re ashamed, but because we just never felt the need to tell anyone. It was nobody’s business, but ours.”

      She looks down at our hands. Beside her, Baxter places a hand on her thigh, and she looks up at him. They share a smile before she brings her gaze back to me.

      “You never got the chance to meet your maternal or paternal grandparents. Both passed away before you were born.” She slides her gaze to Jamison. “You never got to meet yours either.”

      He doesn’t say anything, just nods.

      “My mother, your grandmother, never told my father she was pregnant with me,” Mom continues, bringing her eyes back to me. “She met him while she was vacationing with her family in the Keys. It was a fling that only lasted two days. They never gave any details about each other. She only had his first name. She didn’t even know what state he lived in. Your great-grandparents helped her raise me. She was only sixteen. Baxter’s parents were our neighbors. Trudy’s family lived on the other side of Baxter, and Noah’s family lived across the street from us. Baxter and Noah were two when I was born. Trudy came a year after me. Growing up, the four of us were as thick as thieves.” Mom laughs. “You never saw one without seeing the other three.”

      She pauses a moment and her stare drifts off across the room, a smile lifting her lips, as if she’s remembering a particularly fond memory.

      After a moment, she shakes her head.

      “Anyway, a few years after I was born, Baxter’s mother got pregnant again. Unfortunately, there were complications and she miscarried. Patricia ended up with an infection from the miscarriage, and she passed away a few weeks later.”

      I look over at Baxter. His expression is once again neutral.

      “When I was fourteen and Baxter was sixteen,” Mom says, pulling my attention back to her, “our relationship went from friends to something more.”

      My eyes widen at that small bit of info. Mom notices and her hand tightens in mine.

      “Your father and I loved each other deeply, Rayn. Please don’t think otherwise. It’s just that Baxter was my first love.”

      I always thought Mom and Dad’s love was epic. So strong that there was no way they could have loved anyone else in a romantic way. I never knew her and Baxter were together before my parents were.

      I nod. “Go on.”

      “A couple of years after we started dating, Baxter’s dad and my mother started seeing each other. It wasn’t long after that they announced they were getting married.”

      I gasp in shock, but don’t say anything. I have a clear picture where Mom is going with her story, but I still need her to finish it.

      “Regardless of the fact that Baxter and I were seeing each other before our parents started dating, I’m sure you can imagine the scandal it would have caused if word got out we were still together, even after our parents got married. People weren’t as accepting as they are nowadays. My mother and Baxter’s father forced us to break it off. We were both devastated. I stayed mad at my mother for a long time for that. Your father and I got together our senior year of high school.”

      “You’re step siblings,” I word it as a statement rather than a question.

      Mom inclines her head. “Yes.”

      I glance at Jamison and find him just as shocked as me.

      “How could you have never told us this?” I direct my question at Mom and Baxter. “I understand not saying anything to anyone else, but we’re your kids, and this is a big deal.”

      “You’re absolutely right,” Baxter inserts, entering the conversation for the first time. “You have every right to know, but there was no need to tell you until now.”

      “Besides giving you all this information because it’s past time you knew, I’m also telling you so you’ll understand why being with Jamison is okay with the both of us. We know from experience what you’re going through. You can’t help where you find love.” She pauses a minute. “I’ve known for a long time that you and Jamison belong together. Quite frankly, I’m surprised it’s taken this long.”

      Her eyes move to Reed, and she gives him a gentle smile before she moves them back to me.

      “And Reed’s the center of you and grounds you both. If those two men are who you want to spend the rest of your life with and they make you happy, who are we to stop you?”

      “They do make me happy,” I tell her. “They’re my best friends, in more ways than platonic. I can’t imagine life without them.”

      “Then be happy with them. That’s all a mother can ask for.”

      “Wow,” I say, looking from Mom to Baxter then back to Mom. “I can’t believe you’re step siblings, and that you two were together before Dad.”

      Mom smiles and leans back against Baxter. He leans forward and kisses her cheek.

      Jamison speaks for the first time. “How did Noah feel about it? I can’t imagine it was easy on him knowing you two had been together. Not to mention, you seeing them together and Noah seeing you with Mom.”

      “By the time they started dating, I was already involved with Trudy,” Baxter says. “It was selfish because I was with your mom, but yes, it did hurt to see Olivia with Noah. I knew there was no future for us, so I forced myself to move on. I loved your mother, but at first it wasn’t the deep love I felt for Olivia. It built into that over time.”

      “It was the same for me with Noah. It’s hard getting over your first love, but we both knew we had to. Noah and Trudy helped us with that. They knew the feelings Baxter and I had for each other. They knew the struggle we were going through. Luckily for Baxter and I, we both had two great loves in our lives.” Mom’s expression turns earnest as she gazes at me. “Please don’t ever think I regret being with your father. Still to this day, I cherish every minute I had with him.”

      “Thank you for telling us all this.”

      Mom and I get up at the same time and we hug each other tightly. She whispers in my ear, “Be happy, no matter how that happiness comes.”

      “I will,” I say tearfully.

      While I’m still shocked by this new development, all of my stress melts away.

      Mom and Baxter only stay for a few more minutes. When Jamison closes the door behind them, he turns and his eyes immediately find mine. I stand with my back pressed against the couch as he begins prowling toward me. The look in his eyes has my stomach fluttering in the best way possible. Jamison has always had an intense stare, and right now is no different.

      My heart begins to race, and I start panting, the need between my legs growing the closer he gets.

      He stops with a couple of feet separating us.

      “Reed,” he says without looking away from me, his voice a low growl.

      “Yeah?” The husky note in Reed’s voice has my body shivering.

      “Take Rayn’s clothes off,” Jamison answers, “and get her ready.”

      Reed appears in front of me, blocking my view of Jamison. As he reaches for the bottom of my shirt, he grins his sexy grin. “With pleasure.”
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JAMISON

        

      

    

    
      The house is silent and dark when I walk in after work, which is not normal. Since Rayn moved in six months ago, there’s usually some form of sound. Rayn says the silence spooks her, so she always has the TV on or one of her playlists coming through the sound bar.

      I know she’s not alone because I saw Reed’s Jeep in the driveway. They must be in the bedroom, which suits me just fine.

      Dropping my keys, wallet, and cell phone on the bar in the kitchen, I head toward my room. My bedroom is the one we use the most because I have a California king. Reed has a queen. We sleep wrapped around each other, so we don’t need the room, but it’s nice to not have to worry about one of us falling off.

      Reaching the bedroom, I push open the already ajar door and stop in the doorway. For a moment, I lean against the frame and watch my two lovers make out hot and heavy. My cock always comes to life when I see Reed and Rayn in action.

      Currently, Reed has Rayn on her back with his hips settled between her legs. One hand grips the back of her thigh to keep it placed high over his waist, giving him better access to grind against her pussy. Both are dressed, except Reed’s missing shirt. My eyes linger on his back, watching the muscles tense with each thrust. I move my gaze to his jeans-covered ass. An ass I’ve been in multiple times, each time being better than the last.

      I still haven’t allowed him to take mine yet, but that changes tonight. He’s been patient. They both have. And because of that, they deserve a reward. I don’t doubt Rayn will enjoy watching it just as much as Reed will enjoy taking it. For some reason it really gets Rayn going to see Reed and I together.

      They still haven’t noticed me, so with silent movements, I take off my clothes and approach the bed. It’s not until I put a knee on the end of the bed that they break apart.

      Reed looks at me over his shoulder, noticing my state of undress.

      “Looks like you two started without me,” I comment.

      Reed rolls off Rayn, but sticks to her side, laying a hand over her lower stomach. “Just warming her up.”

      Rayn smiles, and just like it always does, it goes straight to my cock.

      “You’re late,” she complains.

      “Got held up at work.”

      Being the boss of my own mechanic shop really sucks sometimes.

      Stopping by Rayn’s hip, I lift the bottom of her shirt enough to kiss her stomach beside Reed’s hand. “How’s my baby doing?” I direct the question at her abdomen.

      “I’m fine,” Rayn replies, and I hear the laughter in her voice.

      I tilt my head up to look at her. “You know I’m always glad when you’re okay, but I meant my other baby.”

      She flashes me a grin. “She’s good too.”

      Of course, since she’s only ten weeks pregnant, we don’t know the sex yet, but Reed and I indulge her when she refers to the baby as a she. We also don’t know if the baby is mine or Reed’s. And we’re all okay with that and have no plans to do a DNA test. We don’t need to know who the biological father is because the answer doesn’t matter. To us, she’s simply ours.

      “How was your morning sickness?” I ask.

      “You’ll be happy to know I haven’t puked my guts out any today. I think the medicine Dr. Leeway put me on is working.”

      The nausea started a month ago and was the reason Rayn took a pregnancy test. We were all exceptionally happy about the news. The twenty-four hour nausea that came with it, not so much.

      “That’s good.”

      I lean down and kiss her belly again before I pull her up by her arms. After I slip her shirt off, Reed unsnaps her bra, leaving her mouthwatering breasts bare.

      “Strip while I finish taking off her clothes,” I tell Reed. “And grab the lube.”

      Heat flares in his eyes at the prospect of me fucking his ass. Little does he know he’ll be the one fucking an ass, and it won’t be Rayn’s.

      He gets off the bed and starts on the button and zipper of his jeans as he walks in the bathroom. I have Rayn naked and one of her nipples in my mouth plus a couple fingers pumping in and out of her by the time he comes back. His jeans and briefs are gone and his hard cock bounces with each step. I’ve had that cock in my mouth, and it’s about time he put it inside me somewhere else.

      Rayn’s already soaked and ready, so I crawl between her legs and my cock bumps up against her pussy. Reed, standing beside the bed, looks at me in question. Typically, when it’s my turn to fuck Rayn, I have her in a position where Reed can get to her ass or slide his cock inside her pussy beside mine. Right now, there’s no way for him to get to her.

      While I keep my eyes on Reed, I notch the head of my cock at her entrance and slide in a couple of inches.

      “You’re not getting her pussy or ass tonight. You’re getting me.”

      If possible, Reed’s cock grows even more in front of my eyes and a pearly drop of precum appears on the tip. I flex my hips at the same time I lean over and slip his cock past my lips.

      “Ahh fuck,” he moans, grabbing a fistful of my hair in each hand.

      I repeat his sentiment in my head as more of my cock is swallowed up by Rayn’s tight sheath.

      “Oh God,” I hear Rayn moan. “That feels so good.”

      It’s a good thing Rayn has two men to satisfy her needs. The last few weeks her hormones have been driving her wild. It takes the both of us to quench her erotic thirst.

      I fuck her slowly with long, deep thrusts as I suck Reed to the back of my throat. His fingers tug at my hair.

      “You’ve gotta stop or I’m going to explode,” he warns.

      I let him pop out of my mouth, and I look up at him. “Fuck me.”

      I can tell how badly he wants to just from his eyes, but even so, he asks in a husky voice, “Are you sure?”

      “Yes,” I grit out, barely holding back my release when Rayn tightens her inner muscles. I look down at her. “Behave.”

      She giggles, and I feel that shit on my cock, which does not help matters. I always struggle to hold back my release any time I’m inside Rayn or Reed.

      The bed dips behind me as Reed climbs onto the end. Warm breath tickles my ass as he leans down, spreading my cheeks. His hot tongue hits my hole, and I buck my hips forward. Him licking my ass is nothing new, but damned if it doesn’t feel fucking amazing each time he does it.

      Pressing against my puckered hole, he manages to slip the tip of his tongue inside. Pulling it out, he presses back in. He does this over and over, and it drives me mad. I refrain from thrusting my cock inside Rayn so Reed can do whatever he wants to my ass. But it doesn’t stop Rayn from lifting and dropping her hips; she’s fucking me from underneath.

      Something firmer presses against my hole. Again, the sensation isn’t new. I’ve had both his and Rayn’s fingers in my ass. I grit my teeth as Reed slides his finger in further, only to slowly pull it out and add a second finger.

      “Fuck,” I grunt and drop my forehead to Rayn’s shoulder. She runs her hands down my back and scrapes her nails over my ass cheeks.

      Reed hits a certain spot, and I swear I see stars behind my closed eyelids. After he fucks me with his fingers for several minutes, I can’t take it anymore.

      Lifting my head, I turn so I can see him out the corner of my eye. “Now, Reed,” I demand in a harsh voice. “I’m barely hanging on by a thread.”

      His fingers slide from my hole, and a moment later, I hear the snap of the lube bottle closing and a thunk as Reed tosses it to the floor.

      The mattress shifts behind me then I feel the heat of Reed’s thighs against the back of mine. My ass cheeks are spread.

      “I’ll go slow,” he says, pressing the head of his cock against my hole.

      “I don’t care how you do it,” I growl over my shoulder. “Just put your cock in and fuck me already.”

      Rayn’s pussy spasms around my cock with my words and Reed presses forward. I grunt when the head slips inside. He holds still a moment before he slowly begins to slide in more.

      Rayn’s hand goes to the back of my head, and she brings my face down to hers. Our lips meet in a heated kiss meant for distraction. I drop so I’m mostly laying on her and dive my tongue into her mouth.

      Behind me, Reed continues his slow movements, his rough hands sliding over my cheeks, until I feel his pelvis hit my ass. I feel strangely full. I’m surprised at how good the sensation feels.

      “Are you okay?” Rayn whispers when I pull my lips from hers.

      “Yeah,” I grit between clenched teeth.

      Lifting up to my elbows, I push my hips back a couple of inches. I thought Reed was seated fully inside me, but apparently he wasn’t, because I feel him go deeper. I groan because that last little bit must rub against my prostate, and holy fuck, does it feel good.

      “I’m about to start moving,” I tell him. “Keep up.”

      I feel the vibration of his deep chuckle in my ass.

      Reed and I work in tandem. When I slide out of Rayn, he moves with me. Each forward motion pulls a grunt from me from him sliding back inside. The feeling is incredible. I’ve got a tight, warm pussy wrapped around my cock at the same time I’ve got a hard cock plowing in and out of my ass. Intense pleasure comes from both, although in different ways.

      It only takes a few minutes for the first tingles of release to hit me. My balls draw up and my stomach muscles tighten.

      “Fuck,” I groan. “I’m about to come.”

      “Oh God. Me too,” Rayn moans. With her head thrown back and her eyes half-closed, she looks so fucking beautiful.

      Reed slams forward, causing my pelvis to grind against Rayn’s clit. She cries out a split second before her pussy grows impossibly tight around my shaft. It pushes me over the edge, and a snarled growl erupts from me as my release hits me hard.

      It’s intense as fuck and has me thrusting wildly in and out of Rayn. Reed rides the wave with me, filling me with his own release.

      I drop back down to Rayn, making sure I don’t squish her, and rest my head against her collarbone. I feel Reed’s forehead on the center of my back.

      “Holy fucking hell,” he mutters. “That was–”

      “Fucking amazing,” Rayn finishes for him.

      “Yeah. That.”

      “I hope you two are prepared to serve me food and bring me the toilet, because I’m pretty sure I won’t be able to leave this bed for at least a week.”

      “Not sure I’ll be able to either. Looks like you’ll be taking care of us both, Jamison.”

      Pressing a kiss against Rayn’s neck, I lift my head. “What makes you think I’ll be able to get up?”

      “Guess we’re all screwed,” he says with a chuckle.

      Going slow, he slides his cock out of me before dropping on the bed beside us. With his head on the pillow, he turns to look at me. “You good?”

      “Fuck yeah,” I answer. “Just trying to figure out why in the hell we haven’t done that before.”

      He winks. “We can do it as often as you like.”

      I pull out of Rayn, hissing when her slick walls glide against me, and move to her other side. Her legs fall flat, but she keeps them spread. Grabbing one of her legs, I pull it so her foot is behind me, opening her even more. From there, I slide my hand up her thigh until I reach the apex of her thighs. I swirl my cum that’s leaking out of her all around her opening and clit.

      “I fucking love feeling my cum leak out of you.”

      Her hips shift and a low moan slips past her lips. “You sure you should be doing that? Keep it up and I’ll be riding you while Reed fucks my ass.”

      Reed rolls over and presses against Rayn’s other side. He grabs her other leg and does the same by putting her foot behind him.

      “I’m not seeing a problem with that,” he says, mimicking my movement with his hand.

      Rayn’s eyes close and her head tips back. “I thought I was the one with crazy hormones.”

      I slip a finger inside her. “Guess it’s rubbing off on us.”

      She turns her head to the side, her passion-filled eyes meeting mine. “I love you.”

      She’s been telling me that for years, but it wasn’t until things changed between us that the meaning behind those words changed.

      I give her a soft kiss. “I love you too.”

      Her smile is small, but no less beautiful. She turns her head to Reed next.

      “I love you.”

      Reed gets to his elbow and hovers over her. Just before his lips meet hers, he whispers, “And I love you.”
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