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MARINA

        

      

    

    
      With finals almost over, I was so exhausted from studying that I was surprised my eyes hadn’t already crossed. A few more exams and college would be over. I’d have my degree. More importantly, I would be home, where I ached to be.

      If it had been left up to me, I wouldn’t have even gone to college. But it hadn’t been my choice. My mom got married right after my senior year of high school, and before I could even get settled into the new family dynamic, I was being packed up and sent to a private all-female college in upstate New York. It didn’t matter that I hadn’t applied. William Keats’s name was too powerful for something as mundane as his stepdaughter having to go through the entire admission process like a mere mortal.

      I was used to my mother not wanting me around. Barely out of her teens when she got pregnant with me, she and my sperm donor were married for a whole two months before dear ol’ dad decided he didn’t want to be a husband or father. Lucky for Mom, he already had access to his trust fund. A hefty payoff, along with the occasional child support check, and she had been out searching for husband number two right away.

      My current stepfather was husband number six. They had been married for almost four years, making it the longest relationship and marriage Mom had ever had. I wasn’t sure if it was because she was genuinely in love with William or if she simply didn’t want to give up all the perks that came with being a billionaire’s wife.

      My money was on the latter.

      Either way, I didn’t want this one to end in a dumpster fire like the previous five had. William was a decent stepfather, maybe the best I’d ever had. Sometimes he had a stick up his ass, but I felt genuine affection for him. That, and I’d finally gotten a taste of what it was like to have a family with his adopted sons.

      But I wasn’t convinced Mom would stick around for the long haul, even with all the amenities that came with being Mrs. Keats. Not that it really mattered at this point. Reeve and Wilder had promised me from the first time we met that we were going to be a family, no matter what happened between my mother and their father.

      My gaze drifted over to the framed picture beside my bed. It was my favorite. Reeve—with his short, dark hair, his dark eyes glowing, a rare grin on his lips—stood on my left, his arms around my middle as he pressed his front to my back. He had a few days’ worth of scruff on his face that had tickled my neck when he’d said something in my ear to make me smile right before the picture was taken. Wilder stood with his blond curls hanging slightly in his face, dimples popping, as he hugged me from the right side. I had one hand over both of Reeve’s at my waist, while the fingers of my other hand were linked through Wilder’s at my shoulder. Whenever they were close, I had to be touching them.

      Needed it.

      Sometimes it felt like they needed the contact just as much as I did.

      My eyes glowed back at me from the photo, my heart nearly exploding with love for the two men who were my happy place. With them, I’d found a family. They loved me as much as I loved them, even if it was a different kind of love.

      Shoving my books aside, I rubbed at my tired eyes just as my bedroom door swung open. Blinking away the little black spots dotting my vision, I looked up at my roommate as she dropped a gift bag on my bed.

      “Someone got a surprise!” Kara singsonged, sitting beside the bag, flipping her blond braid over her shoulder. Her legs bounced up and down excitedly as she impatiently waited for me to get up off the floor where I’d been studying.

      “Probably from William,” I mused as I took my time getting to my feet. My body was stiff from having spent hours on the hard floor reading over weeks’ worth of notes for a class I hated. “Mom forgot that my graduation was coming up and talked him into going to Spain for a few weeks. Reeve let them both have it when he found out they wouldn’t be returning in time to attend.”

      “That sucks,” she sympathized. “I would be so pissed if my parents didn’t come to graduation.”

      I stretched out the tension in my neck before shrugging. “I really couldn’t care less about Mom not being there. Honestly, it will make the day less stressful.”

      Her brows scrunched together for a moment before she nodded. “She is a bit much.”

      Understatement of the century. Kara had been my roommate for two years and had only met my mom and William once. Kara came from a mega-rich family as well, but her parents had been married for thirty-plus years and doted on their daughter. They sent her care packages and surprises all the time. She loved getting presents, but I fucking hated them.

      Surprises and presents were never accompanied by happy moments. I’d learned that quickly as a kid.

      Everything I wrote to Santa that I wanted for Christmas? Not a problem, but Mom won’t be there to watch you unwrap the presents. She and husband number three wanted some special alone time in Paris.

      Here’s a pony, but the housekeeper has to take me for riding lessons because Mom’s new boyfriend wants to go to Jamaica for a week.

      Unplanned night out at my favorite restaurant with Mom and husband number four? Sorry, they thought my favorite dinner would make up for them not being in the country for my birthday.

      Presents only ever meant disappointment of some kind. I’d stopped caring so much around the age of twelve. When Reeve and Wilder came into my life, it got better for me. I had two people around for the special occasions, who made birthdays and Christmas worth celebrating again. But it was hard to stop the sinking sensation in my stomach whenever a present arrived for me without warning.

      Kara nudged the bag when all I did was stare down at it. “Come on already, Marina,” she said with a laugh. “The suspense is killing me.”

      “Is there a note?” I asked, still hesitating to reach for the gift.

      “If there is, it’s inside the bag.” She saw the way I stood back from the present and picked it up. “Girl, you need to tighten your bra straps to support your amazing chesticles and open this already.”

      Snorting out a dry laugh, I reached inside the bag. The outside was a matte black, but pretty pink tissue paper was sticking out of the top. Shifting it aside, I grabbed the large box inside and pulled it out.

      My heart started pounding as that sinking, sick feeling in my stomach increased.

      Swallowing against the anxiety that was so intense I wanted to gag, I dropped the bag on the floor. With shaking fingers, I opened the lid of the box and found a wedding invitation.

      Looking at it broke something inside me.

      “No,” I whispered to myself before I could even flip the card over. “Anything but this. Please.”

      My desperate plea went unanswered as my eyes scanned the words.

      Reeve was getting married.

      A piece of my heart died reading the words, a sob getting trapped in my throat. It shouldn’t hurt so much. What I felt for my two stepbrothers wasn’t right. For years, I’d tried to pretend I didn’t love them so deeply.

      We were family.

      That was all.

      Something I’d never had but always craved, and they had given it to me. They were my home. My safe place. My family.

      It was all we could ever be. Year after year, I’d lied to myself repeatedly because it was wrong on so many levels. Even if by some miracle they could care about me as anything other than a sister, what I wanted—with both of them—wasn’t possible.

      I’d known this kind of announcement would be coming. William had mentioned it at Christmas and then again when I went home for a brief visit a few weeks back. But I’d hoped Reeve wouldn’t give in. That he would ignore it like all the other stupid shit William harped on and on about, as Reeve did with most things his father said.

      He and Wilder had been running Keats International for years now. Reeve had started almost a decade before William married my mom, and Wilder had stepped into his role afterward. It seemed archaic to expect either of them to get married in order to hold on to their roles within the company. Yet that was exactly what William talked about all the time—Reeve getting married in order to remain the CEO and president of the Keats dynasty.

      Wilder told William he was an ancient old fucker, and he wouldn’t do anything he didn’t want to. In truth, William didn’t care one way or another what Wilder did as long as he stayed out of trouble. But when it came to Reeve, William had high and, at times, unrealistic expectations.

      Reeve usually ignored William’s bullshit, but he hadn’t corrected the old man about the marriage issue.

      “Marina?” Kara said softly, her hand touching my arm. “Hey, are you okay?”

      Another sob got trapped in my throat, suffocating me as my fingers clenched around the thick card with the pretty, etched writing.

      No, I was not fucking okay.

      I was losing Reeve.

      It was only a matter of time before I lost Wilder as well.
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      My personal assistant placed a stack of papers in front of me, leaning forward slightly. Turning my chair away from her, I readjusted the phone to my ear while scanning the screen of my computer.

      “What do you mean, she hasn’t chosen a dress yet?” I growled into the receiver, reviewing the long list the wedding planner had sent me. So far, only one thing had been checked off—invitations.

      Marina was in the middle of her final exams. I hadn’t bothered her with anything because I knew she was stressed enough. Planning a wedding a day after graduating college wasn’t ideal, but I wasn’t going to wait any longer to make her our wife.

      Fuck, waiting the four years while she got her degree had been agonizing enough.

      Neither Wilder nor I had been happy about it, but William was insistent. We had both told him to fuck off, but he’d made us a deal. Give Marina the time to have normal experiences, and he would accept our relationship.

      I’d nearly ripped the old man’s head off, but it was Wilder who had agreed it was best for Marina. No matter what, the three of us would be together, but if William was on board, it would make it easier on our girl.

      Making her happy was all either one of us wanted, so I’d conceded. But time was up. As soon as she walked across that stage to accept her diploma, our ring was going to be on her finger. William was lucky I’d even agreed to a wedding that included him and his current wife.

      And then Stephanie had talked him into traveling, conveniently forgetting that her daughter was graduating from college with honors. Fucking bitch, only ever thinking about herself. Stephanie had never liked Wilder or me. When I’d told her and William the wedding was happening at the end of May, she’d thrown a tantrum that had lasted for days.

      If I had my way, I’d let my lawyer file the paperwork, and Wilder and I would have our own ceremony with Marina on the beach of the private island where we would be spending the two-month honeymoon Wilder had planned for us.

      My body ached just imagining it.

      “I’m sorry, Mr. Keats,” Opal, the wedding planner we’d hired to make this effortless for Marina, apologized. “But I’ve emailed her multiple times a day, as well as attempted to call and text Miss Weston. She hasn’t responded to any of my messages.”

      Pinching the bridge of my nose, I inhaled deeply, searching for the patience I needed but was in short supply. As the wedding day drew closer, my control shredded more and more. I just wanted her as our wife, damn it!

      “I’ll speak to her,” I said with a grunt, ending the call before I took my frustration out on the woman.

      “Mr. Keats.” My assistant tapped her nails on the top of the documents she was waiting for me to sign.

      Continuing to ignore her, I texted Marina.

      Me: Call me as soon as you get this message, princess.

      I hit send and immediately saw it was delivered.

      “Mr. Keats,” my assistant murmured beside me.

      I held up my hand to quiet her, not in the right headspace to even hear her voice. All I wanted was to find out why Marina hadn’t picked a dress for our wedding. Once she did that, then I would feel calmer. Until then, I didn’t have the patience to deal with anyone else.

      While I stared at the screen in anticipation of her reply—or better yet, call so I could hear her voice—the READ receipt popped up under my message. But long moments passed without a response. Not even the three little dots to let me know she was typing.

      “Wilder!”

      My bellow caused the woman still standing beside my desk to jump. Pushing back my chair, I jerked to my feet, already stomping toward the door when he jogged in. His blond brows lifted when he saw my face. We looked nothing alike because we weren’t related by blood, but I would lay down my life for this man.

      William Keats had always known he was sterile. When he went looking for his first wife, his only criteria had been that she already had a kid. Preferably a son he could adopt to one day take over his business empire. My greedy mother had hit the jackpot when she met William. He wanted a son. She wanted his money. Win-win.

      When they divorced, he paid out another lump sum to retain custody of me. I hadn’t seen her since.

      Wife number two had also had kids, but for whatever reason, William decided he didn’t want to adopt them. That marriage had lasted less than six months. Three weeks later, Wilder’s mother was in the picture.

      There had been an instant connection between Wilder and me. Five minutes in each other’s presence and I’d known he would be my best friend for life. William signed the adoption papers for Wilder the same day he married Wilder’s mother. But two years later, she’d passed after a rough battle with cancer.

      For years afterward, it had been just the two of us. Mostly Wilder causing trouble and me bailing him out. But then William met Stephanie, and our lives changed forever the moment we set eyes on Marina. I knew when I saw her that she was the one meant for us.

      “What the hell is wrong with you?” Wilder demanded, his blue eyes running over me like he expected me to have lost a limb. Of the two of us, he was the openly emotional one. Loved fiercely. Had the quickest-burning temper. But I was hanging by a thread. When Marina was our wife, I’d calm down.

      I fucking hoped.

      Having my best friend in front of me quieted my racing mind somewhat. “When’s the last time you spoke to Marina?” I demanded.

      “Not for a few days. She’s been dealing with finals, and I didn’t want to distract her.” His eyes widened, his chest expanding with a sharp inhale. “Why? Is she okay? What’s going on?”

      “The wedding planner can’t get in touch with her,” I gritted out.

      “Fuck, okay.” He pulled out his phone, already texting her. “Don’t worry. Both her day and night shift security have assured me everything has been fine. Mack gave me a report not half an hour ago. She went to her Econ final and then straight back to her apartment with her roommate.”

      I combed my fingers through my short, dark hair. “Is she responding?”

      He rolled his eyes at me. “Reeve, man, I just hit send.”

      “Has she read it?” I persisted. My palms were sweaty. Something about Marina not communicating with the wedding planner felt off. Now, she wasn’t answering our messages.

      Was she second-guessing marrying us? Did she have doubts about the three of us being together? What if she wanted to leave us?

      “Fuck it.” I couldn’t stand not knowing. If she was having misgivings, we would reassure her. “We’re going up to see her.”

      Walking back to my desk to grab my things, I noticed my assistant still standing beside my chair. “Whatever you need me to sign, it can wait,” I snapped at her.

      She was new, had only been working for me for a few weeks, and was more than a little annoying. Most of the time, she just stood around, seeming to daydream. My previous assistant had been inherited from William, but Winnie had been amazing. My work life had run smooth as silk. Plus, Marina adored her. Winnie retired right before Christmas, and I’d been struggling to find a good fit ever since.

      Shifting on her high heels, she bent to retrieve the stack of documents. I didn’t even recall her name the majority of the time. “Your two o’clock appointment will be here shortly.”

      “Cancel it.” I shoved my phone into the breast pocket of my suit. “Inform Wilder’s assistant that we will both be out of the office.”

      “For the rest of the week,” Wilder tacked on.

      She straightened with a frown. “Where are you going?”

      “It’s none of your damn business,” Wilder said with a grunt, a hint of possessiveness in his voice that had my lips twitching for a moment. “Let’s go, Reeve. Car is being pulled up right now. If we hurry, we can get there in time to take Marina to dinner.”
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      Tipping my cup back, I chugged down my drink. Kara had made a huge pitcher of some kind of fruity cocktail for us after we’d gotten home from our final earlier. She’d looked like a mad scientist as she’d added the alcohol to the concoction, giggling about how it was her secret recipe for getting over a broken heart.

      All I could taste was the sugary fruit juice she’d added, but I was on my third serving and didn’t feel any different. My heart still throbbed painfully in my chest. Or maybe that was just the hollow spot that was left after having it ripped from my body when I’d opened that stupid wedding invitation.

      I wasn’t sure how I’d made it through the exam, especially since I’d cried myself to sleep the night before and had woken up that morning with gritty, swollen eyes. But somehow, I’d found the strength to power through.

      “This. This is why,” I told her, pointing my empty cup in her direction. She was sitting on the other end of the sofa, sipping from her own cup.

      Her head was tipped back, her eyes glassy as she looked at me. “Why what?”

      “Why I don’t like presents,” I explained. “Nothing eber…emer…ev-ber?”

      She snickered, but I was determined to pronounce the word right.

      “Ever!” I did a fist pump in the air when I finally got it right. “Surprises neb-ver end well for me.”

      “I think you’re drunk.” She took another drink.

      “’Course I’m not,” I denied, tipping my cup to my lips again. “Hey! Where did my juice go?”

      Leaning forward, Kara picked up the crystal pitcher that was almost empty and filled my cup. “Good thing you don’t have a final until the day after tomorrow, because you will definitely be feeling some pain in the morning.”

      “You lied tub me,” I accused. “You said this would make me feel bufler.”

      “No, I said it would make you feel nothing,” she snickered. “You’re on your fourth cup. I’m surprised you haven’t passed out yet. Kudos to you for still being able to talk.”

      Taking a gulp, I picked up the crumpled-up wedding invitation. My breath hitched seeing Reeve’s name next to his bride-to-be’s. “Who even is Marianna Westfield?”

      Kara scrunched up her nose. “She sounds like a bitch. Is that his type?”

      I tried to fight the sting of tears, but they still spilled free. “I dunno. Nev-ber met anyone he dated. Wilder ether.”

      Thank God. I wasn’t sure how I would have handled meeting anyone either of them went out with. They were supposed to be mine. Even if it was wrong, I loved them both. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t consider them my brothers. For four years, I’d pushed down what I felt for them. Now, I was going to lose them both.

      Reeve might have been the one getting married, but eventually, Wilder would find someone to love and spend his life with. She would be so damn lucky. Just like Marianna Westfield.

      Whoever the stupid skank was.

      While I was in bed the night before, I’d gone searching for her online. I couldn’t find anyone with that name linked to Reeve or Wilder. Other than a few random pictures of me with them at several different charity functions, no other women had been connected to either man in years.

      Did that mean she was so special he was keeping her completely out of the spotlight?

      Or that I wasn’t special enough to him to have been introduced to the love of his life?

      “I bet she has fake tits and a huge ass,” Kara said, resting her chin on her hand.

      “Prob-valley,” I agreed with a snicker.

      That quickly turned into a sob.

      “She prob-valley has a perfect ass,” I cried.

      “You have a perfect ass,” my friend argued. “Marianna Westfield has a wide ass. She’s a dirty whore. Reeve’s dick is gonna fall off because she gave him all her antibiotic-resistant diseases.”

      Sniffling, I leaned toward her. “Don’t tell anyone. But I slaw his dick once. I maybe kinda peeped. It’s giantantic.” Wait, that wasn’t the right word. “Ginatic. Gi. Gan. Tic.”

      Kara burst into giggles. “It’s a giant tick?

      “It’s big, Kar.” I held my hands a foot apart.

      “Pfft. No way!” She laughed, but I kept my hands up insistently. “Huh. What about Wilder? Have you ever peeped on him?”

      Taking another gulp of my drink, I fanned my face, not sure if it was the memories of seeing Reeve’s and Wilder’s dicks or the alcohol that was making me sweaty. “Maybe.”

      “And?”

      “Not quite as long as Reeve’s, but he’s thicker.” I should have felt ashamed of myself for spying on my stepbrothers like some creeper, but I’d been too in awe of the sight of what they were packing to care. “Like, double the girth.”

      “Damn.”

      Fresh tears filled my eyes. “I love them both, Kar. Want them both.”

      “Yeah,” she said with a sad sigh. “I know, girly.”

      “Reeve is getting married.”

      “Maybe he will change his mind?” she suggested, always the supportive, amazing friend I loved.

      “He won’t. The webbing is neph weekend,” I reminded her, scrubbing at the dampness on my cheeks.

      Kara sat her cup on the coffee table. “I’m sorry he broke your heart. But maybe you and Wilder will have a chance.”

      “No!” I yelped, shaking my head vehemently. Which was a mistake. Now, I was seeing two of her. “Wouldn’t Belize right.”

      “Why not?”

      “’Cause,” I mumbled into my cup, thirstily chugging it all down. After draining the juice, I laid my head on the back of the couch and closed my eyes. “Both or none. Would hurt too mulch.”

      “Are you going to sleep? Want me to help you to bed?

      “Nah,” I hiccupped. “Just gonna close my lies for a men ate.”

      “You’re going to have one hell of a hangover tomorrow, my friend.”
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      Using my key, I unlocked the door to Marina’s apartment. Her daytime head of security was still on duty downstairs in the lobby, so I knew she was home. She didn’t go anywhere without at least three guards with her at all times. Reeve and I personally vetted every member of her detail to ensure she was safe twenty-four seven.

      Being away from her so much over the last few years had been excruciating, but we’d somehow done it. Now, we were in the home stretch, a little over a week away from making her our wife. I didn’t know if I could last another day.

      All the reasons we’d agreed to wait for her didn’t seem to matter any longer. She was one exam away from completing college, which was what William had originally asked of us. That was good enough.

      Fuck it, that was all that meddling old asshole was getting. We weren’t going to spend another day without her in our bed.

      Stepping into the foyer of the apartment, I heard the television coming from the living room. Reeve cocked a brow at me. From the sound of it, some reality TV show was on. Definitely not our girl watching it.

      Walking into the living room, we stopped at the sight we discovered. Kara, the roommate and best friend, was sitting on one end of the couch with her legs folded under her, eating directly from a to-go container of Chinese food. She was so engrossed in what was on TV, she didn’t notice us standing there at first.

      On the other end of the sofa, curled up under a blanket, looking like the most beautiful angel to ever walk the earth, Marina was fast asleep. Her face was pressed into the back of the couch, her mouth slightly open, softly snoring.

      Reeve rushed forward, making Kara yelp, but he had eyes only for our princess.

      “Jesus!” Kara whisper-shouted, holding a hand to her chest. “What are you two doing here?”

      Without answering, Reeve crouched down beside Marina. Tenderly, he tucked her hair back from her face, his thumb caressing her cheek. As I walked closer, I saw she had dark shadows beneath her eyes, along with dried tear streaks.

      The fuck?

      “You!” Kara hissed, glaring at Reeve. She had balls. I’d give her that. On a good day, Reeve’s cold glare was scary as fuck to anyone who didn’t know him as well as I did. Which was only one other person—Marina. Right then, with how worried he was about our wife-to-be, he looked like he could, and no doubt would, rip a man apart. But Kara stared him down like a fierce little kitten. “Who the hell do you think you are? You can’t just break her heart the way you did and then show up here, pretending to love her!”

      Reeve’s face turned to stone. “What are you talking about?”

      She grabbed something off the coffee table and waved it in the air. “Your stupid wedding invitation arrived last night. All wrapped up in a gift bag, no less, like it was a treat for her. You are such an insensitive jerk. I can’t believe I thought either one of you loved her.”

      I snatched the card from her hand, my eyes quickly scanning what was supposed to be our wedding invitation. As soon as I read it, I ripped it in half, anger spiking in the blink of an eye. “This is bullshit. Not only did they get her name wrong, but mine isn’t even on here. Who approved these damn things before they were printed?”

      Tossing it aside, I nudged Reeve out of my way so I could bend and kiss Marina’s cheek, needing to touch her, reassure myself that she was there and safe. That she was mine just as much as Reeve’s.

      With a breathy little sigh, she snuggled deeper into the couch but didn’t awaken.

      Reeve picked up the torn invitation and read the name on it aloud. “Marianna Westfield?”

      Placing her container of food on the table, Kara got to her feet. She planted her hands on her hips, her eyes jumping from Reeve to me and back again. “Are you saying you aren’t marrying this Marianna woman?”

      “Of course I’m not. What the hell, Kara? Why would you even ask that when you know we’ve been planning our wedding to Marina for months?”

      “Say what now?” She pointed at the ripped invitation in his hands. “That was the first I’ve heard of anyone getting married. Marina didn’t know anything about it either.”

      Reeve made a choking noise. Straightening, I moved so I was between him and Kara. Grabbing his face with both hands, I forced him to meet my gaze. “Calm down. We will figure this out. Obviously, wires got crossed somewhere.”

      Reeve clenched his teeth, fire burning in his eyes. “Invitations were the only thing Opal had checked off on the list she has for Marina to make decisions about.”

      “We can discuss that when she wakes up,” I promised him. “For now, let’s get her to bed.”

      “Are you seriously not getting married?” Kara asked when Reeve scooped a still-sleeping Marina into his arms. Her head was cradled gently to his chest. I brushed her hair out of her face, savoring the moment of seeing the woman I loved being held by my best friend.

      “He’s getting married,” I answered her. “We both are.” She opened her mouth, but I continued. “To Marina.”

      Her glower turned into a smile. “Good. Wait, is that legal? How can you both marry her?”

      “Legally, she will be Reeve’s wife,” I explained, watching him carry Marina toward her room. “It won’t be a traditional wedding. More of a commitment ceremony for the three of us.”

      “Oh, cool. Can’t wait to celebrate with you guys.” She sat back down and grabbed the remote to rewind whatever she’d missed of her show. “But maybe explain that to Marina. Pretty sure she doesn’t know anything about your plans.”

      “Yeah, apparently.”

      “Just an FYI, she’s going to have a killer hangover.”

      “Shit,” I groaned, turning toward the kitchen to grab a few bottles of water.

      Entering Marina’s room, I found Reeve had placed her in the middle of the bed. His suit jacket had already been discarded, and he was kicking off his shoes. Unbuckling his belt, he pulled it free and shoved his slacks down his legs, leaving him in nothing but boxer briefs.

      Setting the waters on the nightstand, I stood back and watched as he crawled into bed behind Marina. He pressed his front to her back, one hand rubbing over her lower abdomen and pulling her tighter against him. With a moan, she restlessly shifted her hips against him, her back arching.

      Reeve released a ragged exhale, his eyes closing in a mixture of pleasure and pain before he buried his face in her neck. “When you wake up, I’m spanking your ass for thinking stupid shit, princess.”

      They looked good together, but something was missing.

      Me.

      Unbuckling my own belt, I made quick work of getting out of my clothes, and I slid into bed with them. Kissing Marina’s forehead, I rubbed my hand over her ass, letting my knuckles skim over Reeve’s hard cock for a moment. He flexed against my touch, a tortured groan rumbling out of his throat. I’d been dreaming of this for years. Finally getting to hold Marina, and touch her and Reeve, wasn’t something I was going to pass up.

      When Reeve lifted his head, his eyes hungrily drilled into me for a long moment, but I didn’t do more than stroke him a few times. “Any idea why she thought we were marrying someone else?”

      “You mean why she would think that you were marrying someone else?” He cocked a brow, and I shrugged, feeling a little salty over being excluded. “I have my suspicions.”

      “Stephanie?” He growled her name.

      I nodded. Neither of us was a fan of Marina’s mother. We tried to be civil to her for our girl’s sake, but the selfish bitch was too full of herself to care about anyone but herself. Stephanie hadn’t been happy when we’d told William about the wedding. She didn’t want us to be with her daughter because it would cause the wrong kind of attention.

      Reeve and I didn’t give a shit about anything but being with Marina. If William hadn’t promised to give us his full support if we let her enjoy her college experiences, I never would have waited as long as we had to make her our wife.

      Four years of not touching her, kissing her, holding her the way I ached to. Four goddamn years of not fucking the two people I craved down to my soul. Reeve and I had always known there would only ever be one woman for us. We’d promised each other we would wait. Not just for our one, but to be with each other too. Once we found the missing piece to our puzzle, then we could explore our own connection as well.

      We’d waited our entire lives to meet Marina, and when we’d finally found her, we had to fight the need to take what was ours. For her sake.

      But we didn’t have to wait any longer. One more exam and college was over for her. I wasn’t waiting for her graduation or our wedding night.

      As soon as Marina was sober, we were taking what was ours.
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      Groaning from how hot I was, I kicked a leg out, trying to get rid of the covers that were making me sweaty. Only, the blanket didn’t unwrap from around me. It grunted in my ear.

      Reality returned at the same time my head began to pound, making it difficult to comprehend why my blanket had made a noise, let alone that it was one I was familiar with. My last coherent memory was crying over Reeve while I chugged down the dangerously delicious cocktail Kara had made to help ease my broken heart.

      From the pulse pounding behind my eyeballs, I’d gotten completely sloshed, but that didn’t even begin to explain the grunting blanket issue. Slowly, I lifted my lashes and found myself looking straight into eyes so deeply brown they were almost black.

      My heartbeat kicked up, my breaths coming out in tiny pants. I had to be dreaming. No way Reeve was lying in bed with me. And from the feel of it, turned on to the point that he was basically stabbing me in the belly. To prove to myself I was right and this was a dream, I rubbed against him.

      He growled my name, his head lowering until I felt his breath caress my lips.

      Gasping, I jerked away from him.

      He was real.

      In my bed.

      And turned on.

      My head hurt too badly to connect the dots of how or when he’d gotten into my bed, but that didn’t matter when he shouldn’t have been there to begin with. He was getting married to some faceless woman in a matter of days.

      With a cry, I turned over, needing to get away from Reeve before I kissed him. Or kneed him in the balls.

      Wilder’s startling blue eyes greeted me when I rolled over. Just as confused to find him in my bed as I was Reeve, but welcoming him because I needed him to comfort me, I buried my face in his chest.

      Barely registering that he wasn’t wearing a shirt, I released a strangled sob.

      “Princess, don’t cry,” Reeve pleaded behind me, his hand rubbing up and down my back. “Fuck, you’re killing me.”

      “Give her a minute, man,” Wilder told him quietly. I felt his lips graze my temple. “She’s probably still got a headache. I bet everything’s all fuzzy.”

      Both men I was in love with were in my bed. It would have been a dream come true if I didn’t feel like death warmed over. And then there was the whole Reeve engaged to someone else thing.

      Unworthy whore.

      Reeve combed his fingers through my hair the way he knew I loved, brushing the thick tresses off my shoulder, and began massaging my neck. I didn’t want to melt, but my body didn’t listen to my brain screaming at it not to give in.

      Up until I’d met Reeve and Wilder, I’d been starved for affection and loving touches. Almost from the first moment they’d come into my life, they were always offering me comfort I’d never experienced before. Was it any wonder I’d fallen in love with both of them?

      I needed to soak up this moment while I could, because Reeve’s new wife wouldn’t like him touching me once they were married. I sure as hell wouldn’t allow him to touch another woman if he were mine. He would only be allowed to touch me and Wilder.

      Clutching at Wilder, I tried to stop my tears and simply enjoy being between the two of them. For years, I’d fantasized about a moment like this. And more. So, so much more.

      Reeve touched his lips to my ear. “Where does it hurt the most, princess? Here?” His fingers dug a little deeper into the base of my skull.

      Moaning, I leaned into his touch at the same time I felt something thick and hard flex against my belly. Looking up, I couldn’t hold back another moan at the hunger in Wilder’s blue eyes. Reeve muttered a curse, grinding his cock against my ass. It felt so good, I pushed my hips back into him, closing my eyes as my panties became drenched.

      None of this should have been happening. Not only was Reeve in a relationship with someone else, but they were my stepbrothers.

      Okay, that was never a problem. We didn’t grow up together, and we shared zero blood between any of us. But what I wanted, it had to be with both of them. And that couldn’t happen.

      Neither of them would be okay with sharing me, or sharing each other with me, and I couldn’t accept anything less than both of them. Not when they owned my heart.

      “Marina, look at me.”

      Lifting my lashes at his command without hesitation, I looked into Wilder’s eyes. I saw something serious in his gaze that wasn’t normally there. He was the carefree Keats, while Reeve was the one who took on the weight of the world.

      “Is your head still fuzzy? I gave you two aspirin about an hour ago, and you drank some water, but you fell right back to sleep afterward.”

      “I don’t remember any of that,” I admitted. “Thank you for taking care of me. I-I’m sorry you had to come all the way up here to babysit me.”

      He grasped my chin, keeping my head tipped up so I couldn’t shy away. “It’s our privilege to see to your every need, princess.”

      Reeve dipped his hand beneath my sleep pants and panties. Cupping my sex, he growled at my ear, “Every need.” Spreading my pussy lips, he flicked his thumb over my clit, causing me to cry out in pleasure.

      “How does she feel?” Wilder panted, watching my face as Reeve played with my clit before slowly pushing his middle finger into me.

      “So fucking tight,” he groaned, his teeth nipping at my neck. Without thinking, I gave him better access, silently asking for more. He bit into my flesh as his finger sank deeper.

      “Let me taste her.”

      I whimpered when Reeve took his hand away. Lifting it, he stuck his thumb into Wilder’s mouth. Wilder sucked it before releasing it with a pop so he could claim the finger that had just been inside me.

      “Is she sweet?” Reeve rasped, his cock somehow growing even harder against my ass as we both watched Wilder suck my juices off his digit. Wilder’s groan around Reeve’s fingers was his only affirmation.

      It was mesmerizing. Hot as hell. The way his tongue rolled around Reeve’s finger, making a sloppy, wet sound, grunting like it was the most delicious thing he’d ever tasted. Wilder was hungry for more.

      Of me.

      Need burned low in my belly, my core already clenching, wanting Reeve’s finger back inside me. Desperate to be filled. Stretched. Around both their shafts. It was only the three of us. Alone. In my bed. No one else existed. Not a single other person mattered but the three of us.

      These men were mine, and we would finally become one. Like we were always meant to be.

      Except we weren’t.

      Reeve didn’t have the right to touch me. Allowing him to put his finger inside me, fill a hole no one had ever been inside before—while knowing he was taken—made me the dirty whore Kara and I had called Marianna the night before.

      Scrambling up so fast it seemed to leave both Reeve’s and Wilder’s heads spinning, I glared down at the two of them from the end of my bed.

      “What the fuck was that?” I demanded, angrily slapping my hands on my hips. Mostly to hide the fact that my fingers were trembling. My entire body felt like it was buzzing. I had an ache deep in my core that I could never seem to satisfy myself, and now, it was pulsing, wanting more, more, more of what these two men had been so ready to offer.

      My head was throbbing, but not nearly as badly as it should have been after the way I’d chugged so much of Kara’s heartbreak potion. Maybe being pissed at my stepbrothers was a good hangover cure.

      Reeve sat up, and I tried not to ogle his bare chest. Neither one of them was wearing a shirt. My blanket was still up to Reeve’s waist, but I’d pulled the covers off Wilder when I’d jumped from the bed. He was only in a pair of gray boxer briefs, which did nothing to hide how thick his cock was. Or how turned on sucking my arousal off Reeve’s fingers had made him.

      “Princess.” Reeve’s tone was imploring, his dark eyes shadowed with something I wasn’t ready to decipher.

      “No,” I seethed. “Do not ‘princess’ me in that deep, sweet voice. You two were just… And then you…” I muffled a scream behind clenched teeth before pointing an accusing finger at him. “You’re getting married next weekend to someone I haven’t even met.”

      “Baby…” Wilder’s soothing voice tried to intervene.

      “Shut up!” I snapped at him, forcing my eyes not to dip lower than his shoulders. “I’m angry with you as well, mister. You two are best friends. There is no way you didn’t know about his girlfriend—or the wedding. But you didn’t say one word to me!”

      “Marina—”

      “What changed?” I whispered, wrapping my arms around myself as the hurt became too much. “Did I do something wrong? A-are we not going to be a family now? Will you…leave me behind?”

      A strangled groan came from Reeve as he jerked to his feet. He was in front of me before I could even take a moment to absorb he was only in boxer briefs like Wilder.

      Cupping my face, he gently tipped my head back until our gazes clashed. “I will never leave you, Marina. Fucking never.”

      “But you’re getting married.”

      “To you!” He quickly glanced over his shoulder at Wilder before shifting his eyes back to me. “And Wilder. The three of us, together. Forever. Don’t you want that, princess?”

      “So much,” I breathed, but I shook my head, knowing it was just a fantasy. I couldn’t actually have those things. “But that’s not possible.”

      “What have we always told you?” He lowered his head until he was nuzzling his nose against mine. “Tell me what we promised you, sweetheart.”

      “That we will always be together. We’re family.”

      “That’s right.” He kissed the corner of my mouth. “And we will be. We will be your husbands, and you will be our wife. Our anchor. Our everything.”

      “H-how is that possible?” Hope quivered in my voice, my heart thrashing in my chest. They had never lied to me before. If they said something, I trusted it to be true. But this was too good to believe. “I mean, both of you? And that wedding invitation. It said—”

      “We know what it said,” Wilder grumbled, cutting me off. “They got your name wrong, baby. And left me off entirely.”

      “I’ll make a call,” Reeve assured him. “Opal will explain to us what happened, and then we will get it rectified. But first, I want to know who sent Marina the gift-wrapped invitation to begin with.”

      I was still struggling to believe any of this was real that I hadn’t had a moment to think about why I’d gotten such a present to begin with.

      “I’ll talk to Mack about it. No way anything would have gotten past the front door without him knowing who it was from,” Wilder said as he walked over to us. “As for the invitations going out, Reeve, your getting married would have been too big of a gossip topic to remain quiet. There hasn’t been any news regarding it. There was nothing on Page Six yesterday. Nothing in the business section or anywhere else. Which tells me the invitation Marina received wasn’t sent to anyone else.”

      “We’re going to be together?” I whispered in awe, not paying attention to anything else they said. “All three of us?”

      Reeve snaked an arm around my waist while Wilder wrapped himself around us both. “Yeah, baby. You’re ours. Always have been.”

      Happy tears blurred my vision. “I never thought this would be possible. I’ve wanted you both for so long. But I didn’t think either of you could want me the same way. Definitely not the way I want you.”

      Wilder smirked, his dimples popping playfully. “How do you want us, sweet girl?”

      Heat filled my cheeks, but they were so close I couldn’t look away. Reeve’s hand on my waist dropped to my ass, pressing me closer to them both. “Tell us, princess.”

      “I…I want you to share me,” I admitted. “And I want to share you with each other. I want all three of us to…”

      “Fuck?” Reeve supplied when I trailed off.

      My core clenched and I nodded, fighting a moan. “Yes.”

      “We will,” he promised. “But first, you’re going to pick a wedding dress. Why haven’t you been responding to Opal’s messages?”

      Confusion quickly replaced the happiness that made my blood zing through my veins. “Who?”

      “Opal, our wedding planner.” Seeing my furrowed brow, he groaned. “You have no idea what I’m talking about, do you?”

      I shook my head, and he let out a vicious curse. Stomping over to his clothes that were in a pile on the floor, he shifted them around until he found his phone. My confusion only grew when he lifted the device to his ear and started barking orders into it.

      Wilder took my hand, leading me to the bed. Sitting on the end, he pulled me down onto his lap. “How was your exam yesterday?”

      “I passed.” Thankfully, because all my exams were done online, I got the results back immediately. I’d only missed one question on the final, which meant I was still going to graduate with honors. I only had one more test to take, but it was the easiest of my courses and I wasn’t worried about it.

      “That’s my girl,” he praised. Tucking his hand between my thighs, he rubbed his thumb in a circle. Even through my sleep pants, I could feel the heat from his palm, melting me. “What shall I give you for doing so well, hmm? Necklace? Bracelet? A new Hermès bag?”

      I rolled my eyes. “Pass.”

      His dimples popped, making my breath catch. When he heard the change in my breathing, his grin deepened even more. “How about I take you shopping for beachwear for the honeymoon?”

      “I… Um…” I had nothing, and I was pretty sure my brain had shut down. They kept talking about weddings and honeymoons. But shouldn’t we have started things off with a date? Or at least a first kiss?

      I’d never been kissed before. Pecks on the cheek and forehead from Wilder and Reeve didn’t count.

      “You’re telling me that the invitations haven’t gone out yet?” Reeve said into his phone as he stood by the window. “Your to-do list for Marina had them checked off.”

      “Put it on speaker,” Wilder told him, continuing to stroke his thumb on the inside of my thigh. “We want to hear this too.”

      Walking over to us, Reeve hit the speaker option, and a voice I didn’t recognize spoke up. “Well, Mrs. Keats informed me that her daughter had chosen—”

      “Let me stop you right there,” Reeve interrupted. “Stephanie Keats does not employ you. The only two opinions regarding this wedding that I am concerned with are Marina’s and Wilder’s. Unless you spoke directly to either of them to get approval for anything, then you should not have considered it complete, and you sure as hell should not have sent any invitations.”

      “But I didn’t, Mr. Keats!” the wedding planner rushed to assure him. “They were approved last week, but I assure you, nothing has been sent.”

      Reeve and Wilder shared a look. “Opal,” he groused, “I’m going to call you back. Expect Marina to choose her wedding dress this afternoon. Have a selection waiting for her to view when she arrives.”

      Disconnecting the call, he tossed the phone onto the bed and stabbed his fingers through his hair. “If I get my hands on that woman, I’m going to wring her neck.”

      My head was still a little clouded from my hangover, so it took a moment for my mind to process what I’d just learned. “Did my mother send me a fake wedding invitation?”

      “That seems to be the case,” Wilder said with a grim twist of his lips. “What bothers me is that we thought you were planning the wedding with Opal’s help. But you didn’t have a clue about it. So where did our wires get crossed?”

      Reeve sat on the bed beside us, pulling my legs across his lap. “I would like to know the answer to that question as well, princess.”

      I glanced back and forth between the two of them, so confused it was a wonder my head hadn’t exploded from it. “I’ve never spoken to anyone named Opal, but that’s beside the point, because neither of you has asked me to marry you. How would I even know to plan a wedding?”

      “William has brought it up enough times that we thought it was a given,” Reeve answered. “And the last time you were home for the weekend, he even told you to start the process.”

      “Okay, one, I thought William was just talking about you getting married in general. It hurt to hear him discuss it, and even more that you didn’t correct him. I didn’t think he meant the two—or rather, the three—of us getting married. No one said anything. Not one person. So, it was easy enough to assume that you were on board with some archaic arranged marriage to some faceless person.”

      My chin wobbled at the memories. “And two, other than William going on the same spiral about you getting married, no one said anything to me about planning a wedding!”

      “Shit,” Reeve groaned.

      “Shit,” Wilder muttered in agreement.

      “You two really expected me to think we were getting married?” I asked them in exasperation. “We haven’t even gone on a date. Neither one of you has so much as kissed me. But you want me to be your wife?”

      Reeve grabbed my hips, pulling me over him so I was straddling his lap before he tangled his hands in my hair. His dark eyes glowed as he jerked my head back. Fire lit low in my belly, spreading outward until it felt like my entire body was one blazing inferno. “I don’t think anything, princess. I know. You will be our wife in ten days. I will have my wife and my husband, and we will live our lives on our terms. It’s happening. Whether there is an actual wedding, it doesn’t matter to me. Do you understand, Marina?”

      His assertiveness, the passion in his voice, the possessive way he held on to me, was too much. “Reeve.”

      With a moan, I fell forward, my mouth already seeking his.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER FIVE

          

          

      

    

    







            reeve

          

        

      

    

    
      Wilder and I had made mistakes with Marina. That was easy enough to see. We’d unknowingly hurt her, but we had time to make up for it. We would set it right, show her how important she was to us.

      It started with a kiss.

      One I’d been dying to take from her since the moment we’d met. It wasn’t as if we had been actively looking for a woman to make ours, but as soon as we heard her voice, saw her smile, we both knew she was ours.

      Kissing her was worth the wait, but fuck it all if I didn’t wish we’d done it sooner. If we had, however, there would have been no way either of us could have waited for her to complete college. She would have been in our bed, riding our cocks, until we were all blind from the pleasure.

      She pressed her lips to mine, innocent but hungry. I tightened my fingers in her hair, holding her at the angle I wanted as I breached her hot mouth. Tasting her was an instant shot of euphoria. Her tongue shyly teased my own.

      I thrust my hips upward, my cock pulsing against her core, making her spasm and jerk. Her teeth snapped against mine, causing her to whine.

      “Easy,” Wilder cautioned, placing his hand on my back, urging me to go slower. But we both knew if it were him, he would be just as ravenous. “I know you’re hungry for her, man. We’re both starving, but we have forever to taste one another. Gentle, Reeve.”

      Sucking in a sharp breath, I eased my hold on her hair and cupped the back of her head, changing the angle of the kiss. It took willpower I wasn’t sure I still had, but I tenderly brushed a final kiss over her lips. Still holding the back of her head, I turned her face. “Kiss him, princess.”

      Surprise flashed in her amber eyes before she timidly touched her mouth to Wilder’s. My cock throbbed as I watched them kiss. Wilder kept things slow, lightly teasing her lips apart with the tip of his tongue until she got over her shyness and opened for him completely.

      I moved so we were closer and I could rub my free hand down the hard planes of Wilder’s back. His ragged inhale told me he liked my touch. His muscles tensed, almost trembling under my fingers as I stroked them down to the top of his boxer briefs and then back up his spine.

      She wasn’t wearing a bra under her tank top. I could see how tight her nipples had become from our kisses.

      “Touch her, Wilder,” I instructed, enjoying watching them together.

      Without hesitation, he cupped her breasts in both hands. He pressed the globes together, pinching the distended buds until she cried out into his mouth. Her bottom half was still straddling my lap. I could feel the heat of her pussy, the wetness of her need soaking through her panties and pajamas. Unconsciously, she rocked her hips against me, searching for relief.

      “She likes that,” I told Wilder, rubbing my palm up to the base of his neck and squeezing. “Take her shirt off. We want to see her.”

      He released her tits long enough to grab the hem of her tank top and jerk it over her head. Her hair cascaded over her shoulders as it was pulled free, her big, doe eyes blinking back at us as we stared at her in wonder.

      Fuck, she was beautiful.

      As if we were of one mind, Wilder and I bent our heads at the same time, each of us capturing a nipple and sucking. She grasped the backs of our heads, clutching us to her. Her body began to shiver from the pleasure.

      My face grazed over Wilder’s, his scruff scratching against my own. Reaching between Marina’s legs, he tightly wrapped his hand around my cock and stroked me. Pleasure so intense I saw stars behind my closed lids caused me to suck Marina harder.

      “Yes!” she whimpered, pressing her hips down against Wilder’s hand. Pulling back, I watched as she rubbed herself against him while he jerked me off through my boxer briefs, his knuckles raking over her clit through her clothes. “Oh God,” she breathed. “I have to be dreaming. Have to be. It’s so hot watching you touch Reeve, Wilder.”

      “You dream of us, princess?” Wilder smirked at her.

      “Every night,” she admitted, panting, her eyes locked on Wilder’s hand. “I never thought any of them would come true, though.”

      “Baby, we are going to make every single one of them a reality,” he vowed. “All you have to do is tell us.”

      Her teeth sank into one side of her bottom lip, causing me to groan. She was sexy and didn’t even know it. Unable to stop myself, I plucked at one straining nipple, enthralled by how her pupils expanded from the slight pain I inflicted.

      “Tell us,” I commanded.

      “Give me a moment,” she whined. “I have so many fantasies that I want to play out, and you keep distracting me.”

      “You want us both to take you?” I asked, continuing to play with her nipple. Ducking her head slightly, she nodded. “At the same time?” Another nod as pink climbed her neck and into her cheeks, her breathing growing more labored. “Me in your ass and Wilder stretching your tight pussy?”

      “Yes,” she husked.

      “Baby, we’ve been dreaming of that too,” Wilder assured her. “We’ve been in agony waiting.”

      I growled my displeasure when Wilder released me. Grabbing the waistband of my briefs, he jerked them down, exposing my angry red cock. He wrapped his hand around the shaft again, and my eyes rolled back in my head.

      “Look at how hard Reeve is. He’s already got come spilling from his cock, and he hasn’t gotten off yet.” He rubbed his thumb over my tip, using it as lube as he stroked down to my balls and back up again, releasing more pearly come from the tip.

      “Have you two ever…?”

      “No, princess,” I groaned, trying to fight the rapidly approaching release that was strangling my balls. “We waited for you.”

      “You haven’t even kissed each other?” Her nervousness was fading, replaced by a mischievousness that had more come spurting from my cock.

      I’d imagined kissing Wilder as often as I had Marina. More, because I’d known him longer, wanted him longer. One drunken night, years before we met the girl who owned us both, Wilder confessed how he felt about me. When he tried to laugh it off the next morning, I wouldn’t let him.

      Because I wasn’t going to let either of us live a lie. What I felt for him went beyond friendship. I’d never thought about another man before or wondered about my sexual orientation. Up until then, I hadn’t been attracted to anyone, male or female. Wilder and Marina were the exceptions. I’d waited my entire life to be with both of them. I’d wait another hundred lifetimes if it meant the three of us would be together.

      “Not even a kiss,” Wilder confirmed, his grip on my cock tightening. I dropped my head back onto my shoulders, unsure how much longer I could hold on. “We waited for you, baby.”

      “I want to see that,” Marina murmured, her fingers lightly dancing up my quivering abs.

      That was all Wilder needed to hear from her before he crashed his mouth against mine. Our kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a rough, almost violent clash of our lips and teeth and tongues. I barely heard Marina’s pleased purr over the pounding of blood in my ears.

      With her in my lap, her fingertips fluttering over my skin while Wilder pumped me in his hand and shoved his tongue down my throat, it was impossible to hold on for another moment. My roar was muffled against Wilder’s mouth as rope after rope of come shot out of me.

      “Baby, you’re killing me,” Wilder grated.

      Opening my eyes, I saw Marina swirling her finger through some of my come that was on the back of his hand. Lifting it to her mouth, she sucked it off. Eyes closing, she moaned as my taste hit her tongue.

      Wilder stood and pushed his boxer briefs down his legs. His cock stretched stiff and thick up to his navel, his breaths coming in short, hard pants while he used my come to lube himself while he stroked his dick from base to tip.

      My cock hardened all over again watching him. But when I saw the hungry way Marina licked her lips as her eyes followed the movement of his hand, I nearly blew.

      “Can I touch you?” she asked, her hand already lifting toward him.

      “Please, baby.” Catching her hand, Wilder cupped her fingers around him, showing her the pressure he liked. “Fuck.” His gaze snapped to me. “She feels so good, man.”

      After only a few pumps, he pulled her hand away, causing her to pout up at him. “Get her bottoms off, Reeve. I need to taste her before I come.”

      After I flipped us on the bed, I spread her out and pushed back onto my knees. Stripping her pajama pants and panties off her, I tossed them aside. Wilder knelt on the mattress beside me, the both of us transfixed on the miracle spread out for us.

      Her bare pussy gleamed with her arousal, little droplets beading and flowing down toward her asshole. Her clit was swollen, exposed to our greedy eyes as we held her legs apart. We were too wide to both fit, but fuck, I wanted her to ride our faces at the same time.

      Marina glanced back and forth between us, her tits bouncing from her unsteady breaths. “I need you,” she moaned. “Both of you. Please.”

      Bending forward, I licked up her dripping slit. “Fuck, that’s good.”

      Marina moaned, her body slightly shaking as she ran her fingers through my hair. I licked her again before nipping at her clit. But I had to share. Moving aside was all it took for Wilder to know I was giving him his turn. He dropped between her legs, making wet, ravenous noises as he ate her out.

      “Oh, oh!” Marina cried, stabbing her fingers through his hair. Her hips lifted off the bed, her pussy grinding against his lips and nose as he fucked her with his tongue. All thoughts of taking it easy with her, of having all the time in the world to taste her, seemed to have escaped him as he devoured her.

      I took her hands off his head and pressed her back into the bed. Burying my face between her tits, I played with her nipples. Each twist of my fingers, every lash of Wilder’s tongue over her clit, caused her head to thrash against the pillows, her screams growing in volume until she was crying our names. Her entire body shook as she came.

      “Reeve, I have to get inside her.” His eyes were wild when he lifted his head, his face glossy from her juices. Pulling him down on top of her, I licked her honey off his chin and kissed him again. He crushed us into the mattress, his giant cock throbbing against my leg.

      When he broke the kiss, we were both struggling to breathe. “Take her. You get her virgin pussy the first time. I get your ass.”

      His pupils dilated until there was no blue left in his irises. “Marina, baby, suck Reeve’s cock. I need you to get him good and wet.”
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      Not even in my wildest fantasies did I imagine something as hot as Wilder taking my virginity while Reeve lost his own inside Wilder. I still wasn’t completely sure I wasn’t having some crazy-hot dream induced by the heartbreak cure Kara had made for me.

      But whether it was a dream or reality, I wasn’t about to tell Wilder no. With my orgasm still causing my body to pulse, I rolled onto my stomach and crawled to my men. They were both on their knees, their cocks sticking straight out, mesmerizing me with their different sizes and shapes.

      Reeve’s was longer, but only about half the girth of Wilder’s. Which was saying a lot about the younger man’s shape, because Reeve did not have anywhere close to a pencil dick. Veins popped out along the shaft, pre-come leaking from the tip again, despite having gotten off earlier.

      I tried to wrap my hand around Wilder when I reached them, but there was a huge gap between my fingers and thumb. It would take both hands to go around him fully. Curious how much he would stretch my mouth, I licked over the tip and then wrapped my lips around him.

      “Ah, fuck!” He groaned, gathering my hair in his hand and guiding me back and forth along his cock before he forced me off. “Get Reeve ready, baby. I won’t last much longer.”

      Wilder still held my hair when I took Reeve into my mouth. Looking up at him through my lashes, I took as much of him as I could before he hit the back of my throat, causing me to gag.

      “Your mouth feels so good, princess,” he praised. “Such a good girl, sucking our cocks. Get it as wet as you can, precious girl. I need to be dripping when I take Wilder’s ass.”

      The imagery he planted in my mind had me moaning, my core clenching as I licked around Reeve’s tip. I’d never given a blow job before, had no idea what I was doing, but his groans urged me on.

      “Enough. I need her,” Wilder snarled. Grabbing me around the waist, he half slung me onto my back. I barely had time to catch my breath before he was between my legs, pushing his shaft into me.

      My muscles screamed with the burn of his invasion. He took it slow, giving me time to adjust to his size, but he was so big. All I could focus on was the discomfort, the burning tear as he ripped through me until he was fully seated within my most intimate flesh.

      “I’m sorry, sweet girl,” he soothed, brushing kisses all over my face. “You’re making me feel so damn good, and I’m hurting you. Forgive me. Please, forgive me.”

      “I’m okay,” I gasped through the pain. “I want this. I want you.” I saw Reeve behind Wilder and gave him a trembling smile. “Both of you.”

      “I’ll make it up to you, I promise.” His hips shifted, almost as if he had no control over the movement. “I will spend my life making it up to you.”

      “Wilder,” I chided, cupping his face in my hands. “Kiss me.”

      His mouth gently brushed over mine. I kissed him back, getting lost in the way his tongue teased mine, how his hands played over my body, bringing it back to the fever pitch it had been at when I was sucking Reeve’s cock.

      He hissed out a curse, and I pulled back, finding Reeve with his front pressed to Wilder’s back. And I knew. He was inside Wilder. We were all a part of one another. Finally. After four years of loving them, wanting them so much it felt like I would die without them but too scared to tell them for fear of losing them, we were one.

      Tears blurred my vision. “I love you. Both of you. So much!”

      Reeve met my eyes, his dark orbs glittering as he thrust forward, sending Wilder even deeper inside me. “Love you too, princess.”

      “Love you so goddamn much,” Wilder growled, arching back into Reeve, letting him set the pace. “I can’t live without either of you. Don’t you ever fucking make me have to try.”

      Each thrust of Reeve’s hips, each groan from my two men, caused the fire deep in my belly to burn hotter. I opened my knees wider, another orgasm building. My nails clawed at Wilder’s shoulder, Reeve’s side. Needing to touch both of them while Wilder destroyed my pussy.

      Reeve kissed Wilder’s neck, licking away beads of sweat. Seeing them together, knowing they were connected while Wilder was inside me, made my core clamp around Wilder’s cock. His eyes rolled back in his head. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. I’m close. Reeve, man, please.”

      Sweat poured down Reeve’s face, and his eyes had gone unfocused. His pace became more erratic, the motions so forceful they shifted all three of us up my bed a little more each time. I clung to Wilder’s neck, holding on for dear life as something suddenly exploded inside me. The world narrowed to just the three of us. Our panting breaths, groans, slapping flesh against flesh. Starlight flashed in front of my eyes until I was blind, my entire body spasming from the force of my release.

      From what seemed like a long distance away, I heard Reeve shout out as he came. Wilder seemed to double in size inside me, and then I was being flooded with his come. My eyes closed in an attempt to hold on to the pleasure, the memories, just in case none of this was real.

      When I opened my eyes again, I was on my side. Wilder was beside me, with Reeve half on top of his back, half on the bed. Smiling sleepily, I reached out to stroke my fingers over Wilder’s curls, then down Reeve’s side.

      Stretching over, Reeve kissed me slow and deep. “I’m going to spend the rest of my life loving you both. Are you ready for that, princess?”

      “I’ve been ready.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Reeve and Wilder stood at the wedding dress boutique’s front door, their arms crossed over their suit-clad chests as they stared me down. “Find a dress you love. Nothing else matters.”

      “Of course everything else matters!” Kara argued beside me. “She needs to know the theme of the wedding. The setting. The guest list. A girl has to have this vital information when choosing the perfect dress to get married in.”

      I nodded in agreement. “That’s what I’ve been saying for an hour. And yet you two have just grunted and said it doesn’t matter.”

      My mind was still reeling after finally concluding all of this wasn’t, in fact, an alcohol-induced dream. Happiness seemed to ooze out of my every pore. Or maybe that was my men’s come since they’d each taken me again after we’d showered. I was surprised I could even walk after the pounding Reeve had given me while Wilder watched. Each step I took sent shock waves through my entire body, but I loved that I could still feel them.

      Reeve was insatiable. Normally the clearheaded Keats, he couldn’t keep his hands off me or Wilder. I couldn’t get enough of their affection. Their caressing fingers, on me or each other, it didn’t matter. As long as one of us was touching, I was content.

      Currently, my men stood shoulder to shoulder, their unhappy glares making me want to see how far I could push them before they threw me over their shoulders and took me home. Where we belonged.

      I wanted to be their wife so badly, but I wasn’t sure I wanted a wedding. My mother had already been trying to sabotage everything, and I knew she wouldn’t stop until she got what she wanted.

      She was an attention whore. The spotlight had to be on her at all times or she wasn’t happy. William had given her that for four years. But my wedding would not only take the attention off her, but would cause a commotion that would have people talking for weeks. Maybe years.

      Not that Reeve or Wilder seemed to care. Our relationship wasn’t anyone’s business. I just wished they had that mentality regarding our commitment celebration.

      “What do you want, sweet girl?” Wilder asked, his face softening somewhat. “All you have to do is tell us, and we will give you anything you want.”

      “I want a private ceremony. Just us. Kara. A few other close friends. Maybe William.” My shoulders dropped. “But not my mom.”

      “We can do that,” Reeve assured me. Stepping forward, he pressed a kiss to my forehead. “Where would you like this private ceremony to take place?”

      I hugged his waist as I considered his question. I’d never been one of those girls who planned her wedding as a kid. After seeing how easy it was for my mom to catch and discard one husband after another, I hadn’t thought I would ever get married. But my marriage to Reeve and Wilder would be different. We loved one another, and that was more than my mother had ever had with her previous five husbands. The jury was still out on her feelings for William.

      “We’ve always had good memories together at the beach,” I mused aloud. “Could we have a sunset beach ceremony?”

      Reeve grinned down at me. “I think we can make that happen, princess. Now, will you please go buy a dress? You’re making us sweat, thinking you don’t want to marry us.”

      “Idiots,” I teased, pushing onto my tiptoes to kiss his lips. “Love me?”

      “With all my heart,” he said earnestly, his dark eyes glowing.

      Wilder came up beside us. “Dress. Now.”

      I rolled my eyes at him. “Okay, but no peeking. I get to surprise you with at least one thing.”

      Wilder bent, gently brushing his lips over mine before turning me around. “I love you, Marina. But if you don’t hurry up, I’m going to spank your ass right here in front of the shop owner.”

      “Promises,” I sighed. Sending him a flirty wink over my shoulder, I linked my arm through Kara’s. My roommate and best friend didn’t even blink at how the three of us were with one another. She’d taken our relationship as something natural, and it gave me hope that others would as well. Those who didn’t, however, simply weren’t worth my time.
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      Tipping my beer to my lips, I watched Reeve twirl our wife around on the beach. We’d only invited about twenty people to the ceremony, and from the way Marina was glowing, everyone could see how happy she was.

      Kara walked by with her parents, both of them still talking about how beautiful the ceremony had been. Her mom winked at me as she passed, whispering to her husband how sweet it was that both Reeve and I cried just as hard as Marina did when we spoke our vows to one another.

      I took another drink from my bottle, mentally shrugging it off. Yeah, I cried. It wasn’t every day a man got everything he’d ever dreamed of. My husband and wife were all I needed, and I’d gotten them and so much more.

      Sensing him come up beside me, I didn’t tense. He stood there, quietly observing the couple as they stared into each other’s eyes while the moon reflected off the ocean behind them. I’d give them a few more minutes before I joined them. We each deserved our own time together, and I was enjoying simply watching them from afar.

      William tapped his beer bottle to mine and took a long pull. “Your mom would have been happy today. She would be glad her boy is enjoying his best life.”

      I clenched my jaw, fighting the burn of tears. I missed my mom a lot. Unlike Reeve’s and Marina’s mothers, mine had been an angel. I honestly believed William had loved her. It had taken him years to get over her before he’d married Stephanie. “Yeah.”

      “You don’t have to worry about Stephanie causing trouble.” I glanced at him then, needing to see his face to make sure he wasn’t bullshitting me over Marina’s evil mother. “I’ve been waiting for this wedding, to keep her from causing trouble.”

      “She tried,” I interrupted, still pissed that she’d sent that invitation to Marina. She’d also hacked Marina’s phone, blocking the wedding planner’s calls, texts, and even her emails.

      Reeve and I knew we’d fucked up by not communicating better about what we wanted, but we wouldn’t make the same mistake again.

      William grunted, his aging face grim. “Yeah, but everything worked out as it should. My lawyer is having the divorce papers served to her as we speak. Stephanie will be out of our lives by the time you return from your honeymoon.”

      I stared at him for a long moment before nodding my thanks. His grimace turned into a grin. “And maybe by then, you will be announcing I’m going to be a grandfather.”

      A grin teased at my lips, the idea of Marina pregnant with our child only making the happiness burning inside me glow brighter. “It won’t be from lack of trying.”

      “Well, keep up the effort,” he said with a smirk. “I’m not getting any younger. I want to spoil my grandchildren before I die.”

      “Assholes don’t die, William. We both know you’re going to outlive us all.” Pushing my empty bottle into his free hand, I left him there laughing.

      Walking up behind Marina, I wrapped one arm around her waist and leaned over her shoulder to kiss Reeve. Marina released a happy sigh as she melted between us. She liked watching us kiss as much as she did kissing one of us. My little voyeur enjoyed watching Reeve and me do a lot of things.

      “Can the honeymoon start now?” she murmured, swaying her hips to the music, teasing her perfect ass over my cock.

      Reeve licked his lips, tasting the beer I’d just drunk. “What do you think, husband?”

      I scooped Marina up into my arms so fast she squealed, causing everyone around us to laugh at the sound of her surprised delight. Reeve threw his arm around my shoulders. Kissing Marina long and deep, I barely heard Reeve talking to our guests.

      “Enjoy the rest of your night, but get the fuck off my island before sunrise.”

      Our friends burst out laughing again, but they knew he wasn’t joking. If they weren’t gone by sunrise, security had already been told to remove them by force. We’d shared enough of the day with them. We had two months of alone time planned with our wife, and we weren’t going to waste a single moment of it playing host.

      William tipped his beer in our direction as I carried Marina toward the house in the distance, and she gave him a little wave.

      We’d bought this place three years ago after Marina fell in love with it. We’d rented the private island for a week during her first college spring break. She tried not to let us see her crying when our time there was up, but we had and had been gutted.

      Reeve and I had made an offer the following Monday. We’d gifted it to her for Christmas the same year, but she’d refused to accept it. Now, as Mrs. Keats, she had no choice. It was hers, along with everything else we owned.

      Once we were in the house, I carried her upstairs to our room. White rose petals were spread across the black bedding. A small table had been set up to the side with champagne on ice and fresh fruit for later.

      Crossing to the bed, I placed Marina on her feet. Reeve was already there, searching for the hidden clasp to her dress. “Show me how to get you out of this thing before I rip it off you, wife.”

      Giggling, she evaded our hands, undoing the zipper herself. The top fell forward, and she stepped out of it, leaving her standing in front of us in only a pair of white bikini briefs.

      Her teeth sank into one side of her bottom lip as she glanced down at herself self-consciously. “I know they aren’t the sexiest underwear, but I felt more secure wearing these.”

      “They are sexy as fuck, princess. Why would you feel insecure?” Reeve demanded. “Did someone—”

      She held up her hands to stop him, a shy smile on her lips. “I have a surprise for you.” Turning, she slowly shimmied her panties down her hips. As she bent to step out of them, there was no missing the plug she had in her asshole.

      “Shit,” Reeve groaned.

      “Shit,” I agreed, my tongue suddenly glued to the roof of my mouth.

      She was back to biting her lip again as she glanced at us over her shoulder. “You said I had to be stretched out before you would take me together. I want you both for our first time as husbands and wife. Both of you, inside of me.”

      On legs that felt unsteady, I crossed to her and dropped to my knees. “I will love you, cherish you, worship you, all the days of my life,” I repeated the vows I’d made to her and Reeve both only hours before. Spreading her pussy lips, I licked up her center. She was already drenched, her honey flowing over my tongue.

      Reeve came up behind her, his hands kneading her hips. “In this life and the next,” he murmured, kissing her shoulder. “There will be no one but you.” He stroked his hand over my head, letting me know that he meant Marina and me.

      Marina’s hand covered his, the both of them cradling my head to her body. I savored their touch for a moment before sucking on her clit. She cried out, pressing her head back into Reeve’s chest while rubbing herself against my face.

      Reeve dipped his hands to her pussy, spreading her lips so I could feast on her, halting her squirming. I nipped on her sensitive bud, earning a pleased whimper, and thrust two fingers deep into her center. Her scream had my ears ringing, come dripping from my cock.

      “Bed, now,” I barked, tearing at my clothes as I stood.

      Lifting her into his arms, Reeve carried her to bed and placed her on her stomach. “You better have put this plug in all by yourself, princess.”

      “I did,” she said with a giggle. Teasingly, she lifted her ass into the air, circling her hips, giving us both a glimpse of her dripping pussy and the pink plug. It wasn’t the beginner one we would have started her out with, but she didn’t seem to be in any discomfort from it.

      Fuck, she’d been dancing for hours with us with that thing in her sweet ass.

      “I left the lube in the bedside drawer for you.”

      Opening the drawer of the table, I grabbed the lube. Reeve finished undressing, and we climbed onto the bed with her.

      “Come here, sweet girl,” I urged.

      She pushed up onto her hands and knees and crawled to me, presenting her ass to Reeve while licking her naughty tongue up my cock. Her mouth stretched around my head, humming as a spurt of pre-come jetted from the tip. The suction from her swallowing nearly had me blacking out, my balls already tightening, prepared to empty every drop into her.

      Reeve started playing with her plug. “Did this hurt going in, Marina?”

      She shook her head, releasing me with a loud, wet pop. “No. I was imagining how you would react to seeing it, and I got myself off while I pushed it in.”

      “Baby, how long has that been inside you?” I demanded, stroking her hair back from her face. She hadn’t been out of either of our sight since the ceremony at sunset.

      She grinned mischievously. “Before the wedding.”

      “Shit,” Reeve groaned again.

      “Shit,” I panted in agreement.

      Reeve took out the plug quickly, causing her to scream in surprised pleasure. The release of the pressure that had built for hours was too much of a relief for her. She curled into a ball, her body shaking as her orgasm shuddered through her.

      I petted her hair while she came down, neither of us rushing the euphoric moment for her, even though we were both ready to blow. Reeve rubbed his hand up and down her side, his dark eyes going from her to my straining cock, licking his lips like he was starving. I grinned at him, shaking my head.

      Marina moaned, blinking her brown eyes open a few times before they focused on my face. “That was unexpected. Is that what it feels like when Reeve fucks your ass?”

      “Something like that.” I cupped her tit, twisting at her nipple. She hummed her pleasure, arching into my hand. “I’m usually balls deep inside you at the time, so it all gets jumbled into one explosion.”

      “Oh God,” she whispered, awe in her voice. “We’re going to die from all the pleasure, aren’t we?”

      Reeve’s laugh rumbled out of him. “I fucking hope so, princess.”

      She bounced up onto her knees, her mouth landing on Reeve’s. “I want more. Now. Please.”

      My cock pulsed at the hungry sound he made, his hands caressing down her back and grabbing her ass, hard. “Get on Wilder’s dick, baby.”

      I lay back on the pillows, cock in hand, stroking myself as she crawled back to me. She paused to take me into her mouth, getting me wet for her. The head of my cock hit the back of her throat, and she swallowed, ripping a growl from my throat. Smirking, she climbed on top of me and slowly slid her pussy down my shaft.

      “Don’t play with me, sweet girl,” I warned.

      “Maybe I want to play.”

      I grabbed her hips, pounding up into her, once. Twice. She screamed my name, her head falling forward, her lips landing on mine. I kept her tipped forward, distracting her, keeping her on the edge while Reeve squirted lube into her crack and then along his shaft.

      I shifted my hands from her waist down to her ass, holding her open for him. Her breath caught, and she turned her head, watching him over her shoulder as he guided the tip to her back hole. His invasion of her ass only made her pussy tighter. Her hot sheath clamped down on me until black spots floated before my eyes for a few moments.

      Marina whimpered, her hips squirming until Reeve was fully seated inside her. “Fuck,” he groaned, pressing his forehead to her shoulder. “Ah, fuck. Wilder, she’s heaven. I’m not going to last.”

      “Me either,” I rasped, carefully working her up and down. “Baby, does anything hurt?”

      Her eyes were glassy, her mouth slowly hanging open, but she shook her head. “It’s so good. So good. So good.”

      Reeve met my gaze, and I nodded, silently telling him to move. He pushed forward. I thrust up. Back and forth, one of us always deep inside her. It was heaven and hell. Feeling her softness. Feeling his shaft rubbing against mine through the thin barrier that separated us. I never wanted it to end.

      Her nails bit into my chest, her breathy little gasps urging us on. Her pussy got wetter, her honey flowing down my balls. As soon as she started to come, it was over for me. Reeve was just as helpless. Her walls clenched, milking the come from my balls. Reeve shouted, his head thrown back as if he were in some tortured pleasure-pain limbo.

      “I love you,” she cried, falling forward, no longer able to hold herself upright. My arms went around her, my hips jackhammering up into her as I spilled every drop of my nut into her.

      Reeve rolled to his side so he wouldn’t crush her between us, his cock pulling free from her ass, making Marina stir. With a whine, she turned her upper body toward him, seeking his kiss.

      “Give me five minutes to catch my breath,” I muttered. “And then we’re showering, and Reeve gets this pussy. I don’t care which one of you does it, but someone is sucking my cock.”
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      Opening the door to my husbands’ office, I wasn’t surprised to find Reeve had Wilder bent over his desk.

      “You didn’t wait for me!” I complained. Wilder smirked at me while Reeve pounded into him from behind.

      “You shouldn’t have taken so long to get here,” Wilder chided.

      I pouted and started working my skirt up my hips. Both their eyes fell to my bare pussy, just as I knew they would.

      “You left the house without panties?” Wilder snarled.

      It was my turn to smirk at him as I walked around the desk. But the sight of Reeve balls deep in Wilder’s ass melted away every thought in my mind, and I forgot I was mad I hadn’t gotten to watch them start. Not that I could really complain. I’d fucked Reeve in the shower that morning. And it had been just Wilder and me in the back of the limo the night before on the way home from the charity event.

      We never got jealous of our separate times with one another, but I’d called to tell them I was coming to see them and I was in the mood to watch. No one else had been on the executive floor when my security team had stepped off with me, which told me my guys had already sent their staff home for the evening. Otherwise, the office wouldn’t have been unlocked while they were having a husband moment. I’d dismissed Mack and the others, knowing the team would wait for me downstairs until my husbands were ready to leave.

      Sitting in Reeve’s chair, I hiked my legs up over the leather-wrapped arms, spreading myself open for them. Their eyes gleamed as they licked their lips hungrily.

      “I had a busy morning,” I said with a shrug.

      “Too busy to put on fucking underwear?” Reeve growled, pausing mid-thrust to glower at me.

      “Mmm-hmm.” I tipped my head to the side, getting a better view. My core pulsed at how good they looked together. Watching them together always got me drenched.

      “Reeve, she’s being a bad girl,” Wilder growled, pushing back against our husband’s cock.

      He grunted his agreement, but it was obvious he was caught between wanting to punish me and needing to get off. I stroked my fingers between my spread pussy lips, playing with my clit as he jerked his hips forward involuntarily.

      Wilder groaned, his head falling forward as Reeve’s cock stroked over G-spot. Seeing the euphoria on their faces had my fingers moving faster over my clit. I loved it when we got to play like this. We tried to at least once a week, but our three kids made that a challenge at times.

      They were spending the weekend with William, however, enjoying some grandpa time. He spoiled them so much, they were all little terrors, but my men wouldn’t have it any other way.

      “Fucking come, Reeve,” Wilder growled, working his hips back to take Reeve deeper. “I need inside her.”

      Grabbing Wilder’s hips, Reeve pistoned in and out of him, working himself into Wilder’s tight hole. I was so turned on, I was soaking Reeve’s chair, but it wouldn’t be the first one that I had ruined in the last six years. It sure as hell wouldn’t be the last.

      As soon as Reeve was done emptying inside Wilder, they were both on me. Reeve lifted me and sat, pulling me down onto his lap, spreading me wide. Wilder grabbed the back of the chair and pushed into me so hard, I screamed from the pleasure. Thankfully, the chair didn’t have wheels, or it would have rolled through the wall from the force of his brutal thrusts.

      Turning my head, I made out with Reeve while Wilder fucked me until we were both shouting our releases. When the last drop dripped from him, he fell to his knees, pressing his head to my stomach, sucking in deep breaths.

      I snuggled deeper into Reeve, my entire body humming from the first of many orgasms I knew we would share before we left their office.

      Sometimes it still felt like I was dreaming, but even if I was, I’d never willingly wake up. Not when I had my two men loving me, continuing to be my safe place.
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