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NOELLE

Four days until Christmas

 

LAST CALL FOR FLIGHT 1719 TO ASPEN, COLORADO. THE BOARDING DOORS WILL BE CLOSING IN FIVE MINUTES.

 

Shit.

“We’re going to miss our plane,” my boyfriend griped for the fortieth time since he opened his eyes this morning. I felt Paxton’s glare as I shoved my beanie over my black hair, but I ignored him anyway and grabbed my coat from the bin. True, our flight was leaving in five minutes, and we’d just now made it through security, but how was this my fault? “Are you happy, Noelle?”

I turned to him since he was so determined to have this fight.

There was a gleam in his blue eyes as if I’d fallen for some hidden trap.

His dark hair was perfectly styled despite the early morning hour, and his long, athletic body was encased in a white sweater, gray overcoat, and blue jeans. I watched his jaw—which looked sharp enough to cut diamonds—flex as he waited for me to piss him off.

Paxton was breathtaking, but he may as well have been covered in boils and slime right now.

“Why are you blaming me?”

“Maybe because you thought it was a good idea to pack on the morning of our flight? We should have been here hours ago!”

“I’m sorry that I didn’t see the need to pack three months in advance or sit in an airport for six hours just so your anus could relax.”

“If you had let me pack for you, we wouldn’t be having this conversation.”

“We’ve been dating for three years, and you still don’t know what brand of tampons I use. So why would I trust you to pack my clothes?” If I’d left it to Pax, I’d be spending my entire vacation with my headlights on and socks that didn’t match.

“You—”

“Guys?” The soft sound of my best friend’s voice drew my attention away from my prick of a boyfriend. Felicity’s green eyes were wide, and her cheeks were flushed pink. When I looked around, I realized why. All eyes were on us. “Please, let’s just go? We can still make it if we hurry.”

I watched my boyfriend as he visibly softened as he stared at my best friend.

Felicity playing referee was nothing new. In fact, she’d been doing it for most of our relationship, but lately, it’d become sort of a full-time job for her.

The first year between Pax and me had been great.

The sex was amazing, our conversations flowed, and even though we were complete opposites, I used to believe he was good for me. Balance, you know? Lately, though, I couldn’t help feeling more stifled than stable, and everything that once made me believe we could work had faded a long time ago.

First, the all-night pillow talks, and then eventually, the sex.

It’s been three months since Paxton and I fucked, and my fingers were no longer enough.

“Yeah, let’s go,” Pax agreed before flashing Felicity that same charming smile I’d fallen for. Felicity smiled back before looking at me, and I could see the question in her eyes.

Are you okay?

I answered the unspoken question with a shrug.

Paxton being annoyed with me was our new normal. I swear it was like if I breathed too heavily, he’d up and disappear for hours. I used to cry myself to sleep, knowing my boyfriend didn’t love me anymore, but now I’d grown used to being nothing more than his baggage.

I don’t know why I didn’t just end it.

I’d tried to work up the courage many times, but then I’d see his face and couldn’t imagine walking away.

Literally.

I’d see his face and get the urge to jump his bones rather than leave him. It was the strangest thing.

At this point, my only hope was to pack my bags and send him an email once I was gone. Harsh but necessary.

After a record-breaking sprint across the terminal, the three of us arrived at our gate with only seconds to spare.

Pax and Felicity immediately rushed toward the gate, completely unaware that my feet had become glued to the floor. Leaning over the gate desk was a familiar set of broad shoulders. The man attached to them had been flirting with the pretty agent behind it when he suddenly turned at the sound of our arrival.

Tall.

Dark hair.

Blue eyes.

Athletic body.

And a jaw sharp enough to cut diamonds.

Sound familiar?

“Hey, Pax! What’s your rush?” the man called out with a teasing smile.

Pax, already one foot through the gate, came to a screeching halt when he finally noticed his brother.

His twin brother.

“Nick?” Pax did an about-face and met his brother halfway for a manly hug. “I thought you’d already be on the plane.”

Excuse me…what?

I guess now I knew why he insisted we bring Felicity along. This was never meant to be a romantic getaway. Any hope I had of us salvaging our relationship died a quick and grisly death.


“And if I knew you wouldn’t be, I wouldn’t have bothered showing up two hours early. Thanks for the heads up, bro.” His gaze then shifted to Felicity standing next to his brother before quickly dismissing her and moving on. A deep frown covered his face when he didn’t find who he was looking for—me. “Where’s Elle?”

Elle.

The pet name Nick had taken upon himself to call me despite my insistence that he didn’t.

As if Pax had only just realized I was missing, he looked around with a frown until he spotted me still standing in the hall amongst the thick crowd.

I watched as he wordlessly nodded my way before giving his brother a look I couldn’t read. Something passed between them that had my hackles rising, but before I could call them both out on their shit, Nick was suddenly barreling my way.

“Elle!”

I squealed my surprise when he yanked me off my feet and pulled my body to his until my tits were smashed against his hard chest. I felt his lips on my cheek, but thankfully, before I could embarrass myself, he set me back on my feet.

“Whatcha been up to, party girl?”

I offered up a smirk since he already knew the answer. “Partying.”

We were in our fourth year of university, so Paxton had been on me more than usual to study harder. My grades were fine. He just never missed an opportunity to criticize me. My clothes, my hair, my grades, my dreams—nothing was off-limits. Paxton always knew one day he’d be a powerful man, so he had this vision of how the woman on his arm should act and look.

“Look at Felicity,” he’d say. “Why can’t you be more like Felicity?”

See, Felicity was a party girl like me. However, she appreciated a heavy hand much more than I did. Her father was a retired colonel, so she’d grown used to the stern, rigid, alpha male types. Fel was a submissive in and out of the sheets, which is where she and I differed significantly.

I only liked being told what to do when my ass was up in the air.

“That’s the spirit,” Nick praised. “I want a chance to win back the fifty bucks you cheated me out of.”

“It’s only cheating if I’d shown my nipples too.”

Yeah, that’s right.

I flashed him my boobs to win a drinking game.

Some might think it’s over the line, but President Grant and I would disagree.

“Is that right?” Nick questioned in a low tone.

The look in his eyes made me shift on my feet. I was afraid to name it, but I was sure it wasn’t the way a man should look at his brother’s girlfriend.

Thankfully, the boarding agent chose that moment to order us to board the plane.

Nick gestured me ahead of him, and I actually felt myself blush when I obliged. Call me crazy, but I could feel his gaze on me the entire way down the jetway. Paxton hung back to walk beside his brother, and I could hear them both whispering while Felicity kept giving me weird looks.

We made it onto the plane, and surprise, surprise, we were the last ones.

Glancing at my ticket, I quickly found my seat by the window and stowed my purse. When I looked up, I was surprised to see Nick flopping down into the seat next to me.

“Wha—” I looked across the aisle in time to see Paxton settling in next to Felicity.

She looked just as bewildered as I felt, but of course, she didn’t speak up and made herself as small as possible—which was saying a lot considering she was already tiny.

“So you’re that upset you can’t even sit next to me?” I questioned Pax.

“No,” he answered while staring at his phone. “I just don’t want to spend the entire flight fighting, Noelle.”

The way he said my name always sounded so rigid and cold compared to the warmth and adoration when Nick called me Elle.

Suddenly, it dawned on me what they’d been whispering about just before we boarded the plane. Paxton must have asked Nick to switch seats with him.

Wow.

I scoffed as I sat back and shook my head.

Maybe I was wrong. Maybe there was nothing to salvage after all.

Still, the question remained why he even suggested this trip. It’s not as if we’d planned it a year ago or something. We made plans three months ago, and not once did he ever seem to have second thoughts.

“I can’t really be that bad,” Nick said. I tore my gaze away from the window to see him watching me. “Do I smell? Is it my hair?” He reached up and playfully shoved his fingers through the gorgeous black strands. “No, it can’t be that. My hair is gorgeous.”

I didn’t want to.

I fought really hard.

In the end, I couldn’t help my smile and the laugh that burst free.

“I would have to agree. Your hair is fabulous. It’s how much time you spend in the mirror I can’t quite cope with. Do you ever take a break?”

“It depends on the view,” he whispered while holding my gaze.

My response got caught in my throat as the plane pulled away from the gate. We managed to taxi down the runway and take off before I dared to exhale.

Was Nick flirting with me?

Or had I sunk so low I was hoping for the possibility?
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NOELLE

 

“Wow,” Felicity gasped as she stepped from the taxi and looked around.

I could only nod because I had to concur.

The ski resort we’d be spending the Christmas holiday was top-notch. I didn’t even want to know how much it cost because I could never afford it. Nick and Paxton’s parents were both high-powered attorneys, so they’d grown up around money, and each had sizable trust funds.

Nick attended university with us for two years before dropping out and starting his own business, while Paxton chose to follow in his parents’ footsteps and study law.

I was the only one out of the four of us who didn’t come from money, so I was grateful for Fel’s reaction, making me feel less out of place.

“What do you think?” Nick asked as he came to stand beside me. Since the airport, he hasn’t been too far away.

“I think I could live here if it weren’t for the cold.”

“Yeah, I’d choose sand and hot sun over snow and frostbite any day, but baby bro loves the slopes.” He shrugged.

“You’re six minutes older than him.”

“And I made every second count.” Then, winking, he turned to Paxton, who was paying the cab driver, and said he’d check us in before jogging inside.

Even though I knew I shouldn’t, I watched him go.

He wore jeans, boots, and a black wool overcoat, identical to Paxton’s gray coat, over his black sweater, and I couldn’t help but admire how much better he filled out his clothes.


Pax spent more of his time in the library than the gym.

One time, after more begging than I care to admit, I convinced him to fuck me in the stacks. I promised to be quiet, but after knocking nearly all the books off the shelf and screaming through my orgasm, we ended up having to make a run for it.

It was the most fun I ever remember having with him.

As usual, sadness swept over me when I wondered how much longer he’d be mine.

I loved Paxton and didn’t want to lose him, but…I wasn’t in love with him, and I didn’t think he was in love with me.

“Ready to go?”

I was startled from my thoughts when I realized Paxton was standing next to me. He hadn’t spoken to me since the plane, and I’d pretty much resigned myself to being ignored the entire weekend.

I shouldn’t have. That was weak shit. It was just that I no longer knew what I was fighting for.

“Yup. Ready to go.” I smiled at him, and he surprisingly smiled back.

The three of us headed inside, and then Paxton told us to wait before joining Nick at the check-in counter. Spotting the bar, I grabbed Felicity’s hand and led her across the lobby.

I needed a drink, and I needed it now.

“Is it me, or are they up to something?” Felicity asked me while looking over her shoulder and chewing her lip.

“Oh, definitely, but the question is what?”

“Hmmm…maybe they want to have a freaky threesome with you,” Felicity whispered before giggling at the perplexed look on my face.

“Yeah, I don’t think that’s it. Paxton’s pretty possessive.”

“I bet Nick is, too,” she mused. “They’re twins, after all.”

“Yeah, but only in looks.” Their personalities were like night and day.

Nick was the bad boy womanizer who liked to take risks and live in the moment but seemed deathly allergic to commitment.

Pax was the scholar. He was ambitious and disciplined yet demanding. I used to get off on it, but now it was just a drag.

“So, do you think you and Paxton can fix whatever’s going on with you two this weekend?” Fel asked me. “I think you should. You guys were great together once, and I think you can be again.”

“Sorry, but I think that ship has sailed.” Which meant we were all up for one hell of an awkward weekend.

“Think about what you’d be throwing away, Noelle. Paxton may have high expectations of himself and everyone around him, but he can be kind and sweet and generous when he wants to be. He’s also smarter than anyone I know and reliable. You’ll never have to worry if you can count on him to be there. You’d never have to worry at all.” Fel was practically gushing with stars in her eyes as she blushed. “Not to mention he’s sexy too,” she added in a whisper.

That he was.

I pursed my lips as I considered her words though perhaps not in the way she had intended.

I almost did it.

I almost suggested that she date him if she thought he was so great, but I didn’t. I knew she was only trying to help. She felt she was looking out for me, and that was okay. I just needed her to understand that no one knew what was best for me better than I did.

Felicity cleared her throat and looked away when she noticed me staring and began twisting her hands in her lap. She only did that when she was feeling guilty or nervous about something.

“You’re right, Fel. Paxton would make some girl out there the luckiest woman alive. The right girl. It’s becoming apparent to me that I’m not that girl. I want someone I can stand beside, not behind. I want to be with a man who doesn’t make me feel like a child for wanting to have fun. I’m twenty-one, for fuck’s sake. I want to enjoy being carefree before all the real-world problems come crashing in like a never-ending tidal wave. I want a partner, Fel. I already have a father.”

Felicity swallowed before giving a slight, reluctant nod.

“Ladies,” the bartender greeted while wiping down the bar space in front of us. “What will you have?”

“Two Jack Frosties, please.”

“Oh, I’m not drinking,” Fel announced, making me turn my head her way. “I didn’t get the chance to tell you, but Paxton offered to teach me how to ski.” She paused as if realizing how strange that sounded, considering he was my boyfriend, and this was supposed to be a bae-cation. “Is that okay?”

I shrugged before turning to face the bartender again. “Two Jack Frosties, please.”

“Noelle…”

“Felicity, it’s fine. Go. Have fun.”

I could feel her wary stare as I watched the bartender prepare my drinks. She knew me well enough to know I’d be getting shit-faced expeditiously.

Paxton had been promising to teach me for years, and now that the opportunity had finally presented itself, he chose my best friend instead?

When the bartender finally set my drinks down in front of me, I couldn’t gulp the first down fast enough.

Incidentally, that was when asshole numbers one and two showed up.

Okay.

That wasn’t fair.

Nick had only ever been kind to me. I’d say he’s always treated me like a sister, but that would be weird considering he’d been flirting with me at every turn.

“Getting started without me, are you? I told you that you were a cheater,” Nick teased.

I made a sound of distress when Nick snatched up my second Jack Frosty and began chugging it down. He finished before me even though I had a clear head start. Then, he flashed the biggest shit-eating grinning as he slammed the glass back on the counter.

“I win.”

“How? We weren’t even playing! And that was mine, by the way. You owe me another.” I pouted.

“That’s easy. Give me something hard to do.” Nick hopped onto the stool next to me and flagged the bartender, who nodded and began making two more.

“I guess that leaves us,” Paxton said to Felicity as if he hadn’t planned it all along. “What do you say? Should we hit the slopes?”

Felicity glanced at me, and when I gave nothing away, she nodded softly to Paxton, who held out his hand to her.

“Nick, don’t let her drink too much, will you?”

“Sorry, twin. I can’t promise that. Elle drank me under the table last time. I need to win my manhood back.”

“No chance of that,” I mumbled, making Nick grin. Paxton shook his head, and when he started to walk away with Fel, I called his name.

Pax stopped and turned, and I could feel three sets of eyes on me as I stood from the stool and closed the distance between us.

Grabbing the lapels of his winter coat, I rose onto my tiptoes and kissed his lips. It took longer than it should have for him to kiss me back, and even then, it lacked passion.

“Don’t be long,” I whispered before finally letting him go.

He looked flustered, and for some reason, he cast a guilty glance over my shoulder instead of his before nodding and walking away with my best friend.

When I finally turned back to the bar where Nick was waiting, the last thing I expected was to see the flash of anger and jealousy in his eyes before he quickly gave me his back.

What the hell?

Why did I get the feeling I’d just kissed the wrong twin?
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NOELLE

 

It took me three tries to get the key into the door. Nick had given it to me after abruptly calling it a night, so I’d spent the last few hours drinking alone. There was no one to stop me except the bartender, who had finally cut me off—but not before I got well and truly intoxicated.

Since I kissed his twin, Nick had been in a sour mood as if I’d cheated on him and not his brother, especially considering the fantasies I’d been having about Nick since the airport.

I wasn’t sure if thoughts counted, but as obscene as mine had been, they should.

The room was pitch-black with the curtains drawn and not even a single light left on, but I could still make out the bed and the still figure lying on it.

“Paxton? Are you awake?”

Light snores were my only answer as I tiptoed deeper into the room. It was late, around two in the morning, I think, so it was no surprise that Paxton was asleep. He was a late-to-bed, early-to-rise kind of person, preferring to make the most of each day.

I admired that about him, and as I kicked off my shoes and shed my clothes, I recalled all the other things that made me fall for him.

Perhaps Fel was right, and I was giving up too easily.

Or maybe I was just horny and willing to lie to myself—a natural side effect of the alcohol I’d consumed and the three months I’d gone without.

I climbed into bed once I was down to my panties and bra and curled against Paxton’s hard side. Running my fingers down his abs, which felt harder than I remembered, I slipped my hand inside his shorts and boxers and felt the moment he awakened.

Looking up, I found blue eyes watching me through the dark, and I offered him a lascivious smile.

“What do you say we make up?” I suggested in my best siren voice. It took a lot not to slur my words and give away just how drunk I was. I knew Paxton would be turned off and spend the night scolding me instead.

Paxton didn’t respond, but he didn’t stop me either as I wrapped my hand around his cock and began stroking him. After a full minute and only getting a semi-hard cock for my efforts, I pouted.

“Baby, I know you’re mad at me, but I’m sorry for being a bad girl.”

At this point, I’d say anything to get some dick.

Those must have been the magic words because his dick suddenly swelled in my hand and was now hard enough to break a brick.

I just barely made out his hand as he reached for the waistband of his shorts and boxers, pulling them down enough to free his cock. It was now lying against his bare stomach, and if it wasn’t dark, I knew it would be all purple, veiny, and mouthwatering.

“Hop on it,” he urged when I simply gaped.

My pussy responded at the invitation, and I thought about giving him head before deciding I couldn’t wait. Instead, I hurriedly straddled his waist before shoving my panties to the side. Something about this encounter had me hotter for sex than I’d been in years.

I whimpered the moment I felt his dick part my pussy lips. I rocked my hips, coating his length with my arousal as our breathing became heavy.

“Noelle,” he snapped when he grew tired of my teasing.

Like the good girl I promised I’d be, I positioned his head at my entrance before I began to sink onto him.

“Fuck.” He gasped at the feeling of my tight walls surrounding him. “Elle…”

I moaned.

He was definitely thicker.

I was only halfway down and fuller than I’d ever been when I stopped and chewed my lip. I decided it would have to do. I could feel his eyes on me and his hands roaming my body as I slowly raised and lowered my body.

The moment it started to feel good, I closed my eyes and threw my head back, getting lost in the pleasure. “Oh, Paxton.”

Suddenly, those gentle hands turned punishing when he gripped my waist and forced me down until he was completely buried within me. I let out a choked cry, and before I could even register the shock, he snapped through the dark, “Not Paxton.”

Um…what?

I was still in denial because it was clearly Paxton staring back at me, but then it suddenly dawned on me…

He’d called me Elle.

Paxton never called me Elle.

Only—

“Oh, my God!”

I scrambled to reach for the lamp switch on the nightstand. Once light flooded the room, I realized those were pale blue eyes staring back at me. The wrong blue eyes. Paxton’s were slightly darker.

“Nick? What the hell are you doing?”

“Come again?”

“What are you doing in our room?” I shouted.

“I’m not,” he snapped back. “This is my room.”

I looked around, wondering how I could have fucked up so monumentally. But, of course, Nick was the one who’d given me the wrong key, so the blame was partially his.

“I-I am so sorry. I didn’t mean—” I stopped talking when I realized he was still inside of me. Jesus. I rushed to lift off him when his hands quickly grabbed my waist, keeping me immobile. I gaped at Nick, speechless and utterly confused. “What are you doing?”

His answer was to lift me slowly, only to sink his length back inside of me.

The only sound was our moans as he reached the hilt, and we silently enjoyed the feeling of him throbbing inside of me.

Eventually, the guilt forced me to speak up. “We can’t, Nick.” I shook my head even though I made no move to stop him.

“We already are, Elle. It’s done.”

“N-no,” I stumbled to argue while my heart pounded. “That was a mistake. An honest mistake.”

“Who would believe you? Would Pax?” He paused and gave me a look. “Would you?”

No.

If the shoe were on the other foot, I would never believe Pax had just stumbled into the wrong pussy.

Oh, God.

“Let me go. I have to go. This is wrong.”

“How can it be wrong when it feels this good?” I didn’t respond or fight him as he shoved down my bra and pulled my nipple between his lips. He suckled long enough to drive me crazy, and then he lifted his head. “Fuck me, Elle.”

“But he’s your brother,” I whined even as my hips began to rock. They had a mind of their own with Nick’s cock inside of me. “I belong to—”

His lazy upward thrusts suddenly stopped. “Don’t you dare finish that sentence, Elle. We both know it’s a crock of shit. You picked the wrong brother. Deal with it.”

The slap I unexpectedly delivered to his cheek bought me enough time to lift myself off his cock and make a run for it. Scrambling across the queen bed, I managed to get one foot on the floor before he caught me and dragged me back by my ankle.

“No!” I screamed, not out of desperation but rather as a petulant child who wasn’t getting their way.

I wanted it.

God, I wanted it.

But I didn’t want to face the consequences of letting Nick fuck me.

After throwing me on my back and ripping my panties down my thighs, he shoved my legs apart before climbing between them. I pounded his broad chest and shoulders, which didn’t seem to faze him in the least. “He’ll never forgive me, Nick!”

“Then tell him I raped you,” he callously stated as he lined himself up at my entrance. “I don’t give a fuck, but you’re not leaving this room until I have you.”

Before I could say another word, he shoved his thick cock inside of me.

The scream I let out mingled with his groan of pleasure, and for a moment, neither of us moved. We seemed suspended in time and space as the reality of what we’d done—what we allowed to happen—settled over us.

Nick lifted his head, and when our eyes met, our lips reached for each other at the same time. “Fuck, baby,” he moaned against my mouth. “Tell me this is real,” he urged as he fucked me. “I’ve wanted you for so fucking long.”

Unhooking my bra, I let my back rest against the mattress. My breasts bounced in time with his thrusts, drawing his gaze as I wrapped my legs around his waist.

I could see the feelings he’d kept a secret from everyone, including himself, shining brightly in his eyes now.

I knew because I felt that same freedom within myself.

“It’s real.”

But it could only be real this once.

I knew Nick would come to his senses once this was over and he saw that we could never be. Whether Paxton and I were together or not, Nick and I would always be off-limits.

He made love to me through my first orgasm, and then he quickly flipped me onto my stomach before sinking himself inside me again. I felt his weight on my back and his heat all over as he shoved me into the mattress over and over again.

“I know what you’re thinking,” he whispered roughly in my ear. “But this is not the end. It will happen again. And again. And again. And again.” Each warning was punctuated with a sharp thrust of his hips until my lips hung open, but no sound came, and I was reduced to a wet hole made for his desires. “You’re mine, Elle. Say it.”

A second orgasm ripped through me at that exact moment, and when I finally came down, I whispered the truth he wanted to hear, “I’m yours.”

I felt his gentle kiss on my sweaty shoulder blade just before he yanked my ass in the air.

He then locked a hand around my nape and the other on my hip before proceeding to fuck the shit out of me.

All I could do was snivel and whimper like a wounded puppy as he abused my pussy and made me come a third time.

A bitch didn’t even know she was multi-orgasmic.

“Nick, please,” I whined after I came a fourth time. I lost points for tapping out, but I didn’t even care. I couldn’t take anymore. Dick this good could only come from the devil.

When he didn’t respond, I peered into the mirror adjacent to the bed as much as I could due to his hold on my neck and swallowed.

Sweat glistened from every hard ridge of his naked body as he fucked me with his head thrown back and eyes closed. He was completely lost in the feeling, and the sight left me in awe. It was enough to distract me from my sore pussy as he continued to use me with no purpose other than to fill me with cum.

Deciding to test my theory, I pretended to move out of his hold, and the warning growl that came from him chilled me to my bones. Lowering his head, he slowly opened his eyes, and I watched him through the mirror as he stared down at me.

A moment later, I was yanked upright until my back was against his chest.

Gripping my chin, he turned my head, and then we kissed over my shoulder.

I didn’t even notice him walking us forward on his knees until I felt my nipples brushing against cold, hard wood. Nick abruptly ended the kiss, and that was when I realized my front was now trapped against the tall headboard, and with Nick at my back, there was nowhere to run.

Oh.

“I risked everything to have you,” he whispered. “Stay.”

“I can’t come again,” I whispered back.

He said nothing as he ran a gentle hand down my stomach, spreading heat and desire as if there wasn’t enough of that going on already. When he reached my pussy and began to strum my clit, I suddenly realized what he was up to. “One more.”

I came for a fifth time while he watched and fucked me through it.

Our gazes remained locked as we listened to the sound of our moans mingling, skin clapping, his cock tunneling, and the headboard knocking against the wall.

I saw the exact moment he lost control.

His pupils dilating, warned me just before he grunted. The feeling was indescribable, but it was the look in his eyes that I would remember on all my lonely nights ahead.

I already wanted to see it again, but I remembered the promise to myself.

I searched and waited for the guilt and recognition of what we’d done to come as Nick caught his breath, but it didn’t come.

There was only relief…and the eagerness to do it again.

We were both quiet as he pulled out of me, and then he wordlessly climbed from the bed before disappearing into the bathroom.

I eyed the door as I listened to the sound of water running and wondered if I should leave before he returned. My legs felt like jelly when I finally decided to make a run for it, and I ended up collapsing on the mattress.

I don’t know how long I stayed there, but I must have dozed off because what sounded like a lock slamming into place jarred me awake.

I shot up just as Nick appeared, still very much naked. We stared at each other as he crossed the room, and it wasn’t until he nudged my legs apart that I noticed he was holding a wet cloth.

“I can do that,” I nervously urged when he started to clean me.

Ignoring me as usual, Nick took his time making sure every inch of me was cum free before tossing the cloth on the floor and standing.

I watched him pull back the covers before meeting my gaze. “Get in.”

“I should go before Pax comes looking for me.”

And Nick still hadn’t told me how I’d ended up in his room instead of mine. Had he made a mistake giving me the wrong room key, or had he planned this? I didn’t want to believe Nick was the nefarious type, but the fact that he seemed entirely at ease screwing his brother’s girlfriend said a lot.

“He won’t,” Nick assured me with a confidence I found unsettling. “Get in.”

“How do you know that?” I narrowed my gaze. “Where is he, Nick?”

“What the hell do you care? You just screwed his brother. You’re not his concern anymore.”

Shocked by Nick’s cruel reminder of what I’d done, I felt the weight of his words settle on my shoulders as panic twisted my stomach into knots. I scrambled from the bed and went to grab my clothes, but Nick beat me to them and held them out of my reach. “Give them to me, you prick!”

“Get in the fucking bed and take your ass to sleep, Elle. You’re not going anywhere.”

“Fuck you!”

The two of us fought all over the room, probably waking up the neighbors, too, until it ended with me chasing him onto the balcony.

I stood there, eyes bugged out of my head as he held my clothes and shoes over the rail.

Anger quickly fled, and panic took hold.

“Nick. Don’t.”

“Then get your ass in my bed.”

Seeing no other choice than to leave naked, I retreated into the room and climbed into bed. Nick followed eventually, and after ensuring himself that I had followed orders, he crossed the room.

My jaw dropped when he opened the safe and shoved my clothes and shoes inside before setting a code I couldn’t see.

“What do you think I’m going to do?” I snapped as he climbed in next to me. “Leave in the middle of the night?”

Actually, that was exactly what I’d planned to do. The fact that he called my bluff really pissed me off.

“I know how you think,” he claimed as he pulled me close and wrapped his arms around me. “You think I could be this in love with you and not know?”

I grumbled against his chest even though my heart skipped a beat hearing that he loved me. I guessed—or at least I hoped, but…knowing was another thing.

Knowing was everything.

“You love me?” I whispered so low I’d be surprised if he heard. I was staring up at him with so much hope that I hadn’t heard wrong even though he couldn’t see it because his eyes were closed.

“You know I do. You’ve known all along.” It came out like a growl, signaling his annoyance that I wouldn’t let him sleep. I’d already interrupted the sound sleep he’d been in when I drunkenly stumbled in and hopped on the wrong cock.


I should have felt more regret than I did, but as my lids slowly lowered and my breathing deepened, I decided that was tomorrow’s problem.
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NOELLE

Three days until Christmas

 

My eyes opened the next morning, and the first thing I saw was tanned skinned and man nipple. I blinked to clear my vision before letting my head fall back. Exhaling my relief, I smiled at the cute face Paxton was making in his sleep.

He always looked so adorable when he slept.

I wrestled my hand free to cup his cheek and run my fingers through his hair. I didn’t want to wake him, but I couldn’t resist.

His eyes slowly opened, and when our gazes met, I gasped.

Pale blue.

His eyes were pale blue.

Seeing my panic, Nick reacted quickly, rolling on top of me before I could flee. “Good morning, sunshine.”

“Get off me, you prick!” I kicked and slapped to no avail while Nick grinned like an idiot and held me down.

“I thought we’d gotten past this, Elle.” He was frowning now as if I’d truly hurt his feelings.

“You’re insane. You’re insane,” I repeated as if only realizing it myself.

“If I’m crazy, it’s because of you. It’s because I’m crazy for you. Now tell me what I can do to make you accept that this is happening.”

“Do you not care even a little what this will do to Paxton?”

Nick’s frown was genuine this time as he scowled down at me. “Nobody cares about my brother more than I do.”

“And you think I don’t?”

He scoffed as he lifted off me and stood from the bed before grabbing his jeans and pulling them on. “I think if you did as much as you claim, you’d admit that you don’t love him.”

I stood as well, keeping the sheet wrapped around me when I stood in front of him. I so didn’t want to have this argument with my boobs and twat hanging out.

“We have problems, Nick. That’s what happens in relationships, but you work through them. You fight. You’d know that if you tried being in one instead of screwing girls and discarding them when you’re done.”

“So that’s your deal?” he spat. “You’re leading my brother on because you can’t risk falling for the twin who can’t commit?” I slapped him, but when I tried a second time, he caught my wrist and squeezed. “Make this the last time you hit me, or I’ll even the playing field.”

“Let me go!” I didn’t even want to talk about how screwed up I had to be getting turned on by his threat. I had enough problems.

Like how was I going to explain a pussy full of cum to my boyfriend?

Paxton wasn’t exactly the trusting type.

He didn’t like surprises, and he didn’t like not being in control.

Nick surprisingly let me go, and I turned away from him to search for my phone.

Where did I—

I spotted my pink case peeking out from underneath the bed and snatched my phone from the floor. The screen immediately lit up, and I noticed my battery was almost dead, but then I frowned when I didn’t see any texts or missed calls from Paxton.

I knew we had our problems, but I didn’t want to believe we’d fallen so far he no longer cared what happened to me.

Instead of getting angry, desperation filled me as I pulled up his number and tapped the call button. It rang once before going to voicemail. I tried again with the same result.

Maybe his phone had died.

Or maybe he’d turned it off.

Knowing Paxton, I knew which possibility was the most likely.

Fine.

I’d just have to find him.

I’ll tell him what happened and beg for his forgiveness. It’d be rough, but…we could get past it.

“Do you even know my brother at all?” Nick asked the moment I turned around. I could see on his face that he knew what I planned to do. “He won’t forgive you, Elle. Even if he still wanted you, he wouldn’t forgive you. Do you know why? Because Paxton takes what he wants. There is no middle ground with him. It’s all or nothing.”

“So, what are you saying?”

“I’m saying you’ve been dating all this time, and he hasn’t married you or even asked. That’s huge.”

“W-we’re young. It’s only been three years. That doesn’t mean anything.”

“Not for Pax. We may be young, but mentally, he’s light years ahead of us. He would have proposed by now, Elle. He’d marry you in grad school and knock you up the moment he started making a livable salary.” I felt a tear slip down my cheek as I shook my head in denial and took a step back. The rage in Nick’s eyes when he saw my refusal to believe him had reached a tipping point. “For fuck’s sake, Elle, he has his kids’ names picked out already! Has he even told you what they are?”

No.

He’d never even mentioned kids to me.

I always assumed he didn’t want them or simply wasn’t ready for them. I’d have asked him for my peace of mind, but I was a coward and afraid to know the answer.

Maybe I’d always known.

“Baby,” Nick began when he saw the crushed look on my face. He took a step toward me, but I backed away and wrapped my arms around myself.

“You’re an asshole,” I whispered with my gaze on the floor.

“I’m sorry,” he said, making me look up. “This is not—” He swallowed. “This is not what I intended. I didn’t mean for it to go this way.”

“For what to go what way?” I pushed through my teeth. Suddenly, I remembered his words from last night. How he’d risked everything to have me and how I’d picked the wrong brother. My gaze narrowed. “You planned this. You gave me the wrong key on purpose.”

“Yes.”

I hadn’t expected that—his brutal honesty. “How could you?” I yelled once I recovered. “I thought you were my friend!”

He stormed toward me and cornered me against the desk. “Maybe I don’t want to be your friend,” he barked. “Maybe I’m sick of pretending that I don’t love you and watching you be with my brother. No more, Elle. You’re mine.”

As soon as he finished speaking, I grabbed the heavy lamp on the desk and slammed it over his head. Realizing what I’d done, I stared in shock as he crumpled to the floor, and when I saw the blood on his temple, my heart stopped.

I quickly dropped down next to him to check his pulse.

I sighed with relief once I realized he was breathing and shot to my feet before darting over to the safe. I tried a few different combinations, including the code to his phone, which he’d given me freely one day when I jokingly demanded it.

I paused and then, with hesitant fingers, typed in 0-6-2-4.

When the green light flashed and the locked disengaged, butterflies took flight in my belly.

My birthday.

He’d chosen my birthday.

Swallowing down the emotion that burst free, I grabbed my clothes before quickly dressing. Against my will, I stopped when I reached the door and couldn’t help the lingering backward look I took before coming to my senses and darting out.

The room door slammed shut behind me as I looked left and then right down the hall. I had no idea which room was Paxton’s or even Felicity, for that matter.

Felicity!

Grabbing my phone from my back pocket, I quickly dialed Fel. When it rang once before going to voicemail, my heart skipped a beat in my chest.

No.

No.

Refusing to believe what my paranoia was telling me, I shoved my phone into my pocket before rushing toward the elevators. I’d start in the lobby before checking the slopes. Paxton was a huge ski fanatic, so I wouldn’t be surprised if he were already there.

I stabbed the elevator button again and again, and just as it finally dinged its arrival, I heard a door opening down the hall. Daring a look over my shoulder, I squealed when I saw it was Nick stumbling from his room, holding his bleeding head, and still very much shirtless.

Shit!

“Elle!” he shouted when he spotted me.

The elevator doors began to open, and I darted through them before hurriedly pressing the lobby button and then the close button over and over.

“Elle, wait!”

“Eat shit!” I shouted back as he ran toward me. Come on, you bastard. Close, goddammit!

Finally, the elevator complied and slid closed just as Nick reached it.

The last thing I saw was the desperation in his eyes and his fist punching the doors when they shut. Sighing my relief, I rested my head against the wall and closed my eyes.

How did I get here?

When the elevator reached the lobby, I stepped out and looked around. When I didn’t immediately spot Paxton or Felicity, I headed over to the front desk.

“Good morning,” the chipper receptionist greeted me. “How may I help you?”

Ritzy hotel or not, I was glad the lady was skilled enough to keep her welcoming composure even though I looked like hell.

“Hi, can you tell me what room Paxton Cruise is in, please?”

“I’m sorry. I can’t give out that information without proper identification.”

I just barely kept from rolling my eyes as I pulled my wallet from my purse. “Okay, well, can you tell me what room Noelle Brooks is in then?” I slid my ID across the counter to prove it was me.

“Certainly,” she agreed with a smile before taking my ID. I looked around as she typed in my name, and then seconds later, she spoke. “You’re in room five-zero-six, ma’am.”

“N-no,” I stuttered as my body temperature rose. “That can’t be right. Please check again.”

That was Nick’s room.

“I’m sorry, but it says it right here. You and Nicholas Cruise checked in yesterday.” She raised her brow, obviously picking up on the fact that I’d given her the name of two different men who also shared an uncommon surname.

Karma was a petty bitch today.

“Okay,” I whispered with my heart in my throat. I wanted the floor to open up and swallow me. “Thank you.”

I turned—not knowing where to go or what to do, so I started for the front door. I made it three steps before I spotted Paxton walking through those same doors. Just as I had predicted, he was dressed for the slopes and smiling harder than I’d seen him do in years.

Next to him was none other than my motherfucking best friend.

She laughed and looked damn near in love as she stared at my man like he was hers.

Neither had noticed me yet, even though I stood no more than five feet away. That was how into each other they were.

They stopped just inside the door, and he said something to her I couldn’t hear before brushing a fallen snowflake from her button nose, still red from the cold.

My first instinct was to break it and see how cute he found the bitch then.

I watched Paxton lift his hand and Felicity’s breath catch when he suggestively licked the snowflake from his thumb while staring deep into her eyes.

Oh, hell no.

“Elle!”

I was mid-step, hands balled, when I heard my name.

Paxton and Felicity both followed the sound of Nick’s voice until they found him rushing off the elevator, fully dressed now. And when they followed his gaze, their eyes bucked, finally seeing me standing there. They both took a guilty step away from each other, but it was too late.

I’d seen enough.

Paxton recovered quickly and was now wearing a blank expression while Felicity looked like she was stuck in a horror film.

The moment Pax saw the violence in my eyes, he pushed Felicity behind him.

That. Fucking. Did it.

With rage pouring from my heart and my head checking out of the drama, I charged them both. I got two steps within reach before I was snatched back and off my feet. Two arms wrapped around my waist and held me close as I fought to break free.

Nick.

“Let me go!” I screamed, drawing even more attention. I didn’t give a damn about all the rich bitches clutching their pearls. They could choke for all I cared.

“Calm down, Elle,” Nick pleaded. “It’s not what you think, baby. Just let me explain.”

I let out a deranged laugh that made me sound even crazier than I looked, and that was saying a lot. I had just witnessed my boyfriend ready to protect my best friend from me, and it wasn’t what I thought?

The only thing worse than getting cheated on and betrayed was my intelligence being insulted.

“Noelle,” Felicity pleaded. “Please calm down. I swear nothing—”

“Don’t you say a fucking word to me, bitch!”

“I know you’re upset,” Paxton cut in, “but I will not allow you to disrespect Felicity.”

I paused out of shock before I chuckled in disbelief. “Wow, Pax. You really are a piece of shit. My best friend? Of all the girls?”

“My brother?” he shot back with a tilt of his head. He looked much calmer than I expected.

I swallowed when guilt and denial rendered me mute. There was no way he could have known. “I—”

“I know you spent the night fucking my brother,” he blurted before I could lie.

“Paxton,” Nick barked in warning.

I had the feeling Nick holding me back was the only thing keeping him from punching his twin. Paxton shoved his fingers through his hair in frustration before giving Nick a look that said they were fucked.

Whatever they had plotted—it was apparent now—wasn’t going as planned.

It’s funny.

I went looking for Pax to confess, but I didn’t count on it being this hard or feeling like I was the one that had been duped.

“I’m sorry,” Paxton offered with a sigh. “Just please stop pretending you’re the victim in all of this. I haven’t cheated on you, Noelle. Can you say the same?”

“Maybe not physically, but emotionally you have! You’ve been treating me like a third wheel ever since we left home!”

“I was trying to make this easier, Noelle. Can’t you see that?”

“Make what easier?”

“This!” he shouted while gesturing between the four of us. “Us! The fact that we don’t belong together, and we never have. We were both with the wrong person, and what’s worse is that the right ones have been standing in front of us all along.”

“You could have just told me you didn’t want to be with me.” I could hear Nick whispering words of reassurance as I cried over his brother in his arms.

This was so screwed.

“It wasn’t that simple, and you know it, Noelle. Even if I told you I was in love with your best friend, you never would have given your blessing, and Fel would never have given me a chance.”

“So you set me up to sleep with your brother? You entrapped me into cheating?”

“No! I-I’m not stupid, Noelle, okay? I know how you feel about Nick and he—” I caught the glance Paxton gave his brother before he continued. “He told me how he feels about you. Believe it or not, I care about you, and I love my brother. I wanted you both happy, and this was the only way we all got to be with who we truly wanted.”

Even as my heart twisted in agreement, it was my pride that couldn’t accept it. I’d given three years to someone who didn’t love me, someone who’d been looking past me all along.

All at once, I felt the fight leave my body—which, ironically, made Nick hold me tighter.

“You can let me go now,” I told him calmly. When he hesitated, I added, “Please.” I couldn’t stand him or anyone else touching me any longer. Just the thought made me ill.

Slowly, Nick released me, and once I was free, I took one last look at all of them. The three of them were watching me warily while pleading with me silently to understand.

Never.

“I hope you’re all very happy together.”
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NOELLE

Two days until Christmas

 

“The only thing missing in this scenario is a cheering crowd as I run to you or maybe me holding a boombox in the rain.” My head shot up, hearing the familiar voice, and my lips parted, seeing who was standing there. “Would you settle for a white flag?”

“Fel?” I gasped. “What are you doing here? I thought—”

“That I’d choose a guy over my best friend?” She rolled her eyes as she sat down next to me. “I’d be insulted if I didn’t understand why you’d feel that way.”

“How did you even find me?”

She tilted her head to the side as she slowly turned a lock of her blonde hair. “Remember that Bound concert we went to last year when they were on tour? After the show, we spent an hour looking for your car and another trying to find each other after we somehow got separated?”

“Yeeeeah…”

Felicity held up her phone, showing me her screen.

I snorted when I saw that I was still sharing my location with her. That night, we both turned on the feature and vowed to never turn it off under any circumstances after that harrowing journey.

I’d never even given Paxton that privilege.

“Yeah.” I couldn’t help the smile that broke free while I nodded. “That was a close one.”

Being the drama queens we were, Fel and I ran to each across the vast dark parking lot as if we’d been apart for ten years and had reunited against all the odds—the odds being a parking lot jam-packed with cars, low visibility, and two tipsy college girls with no sense of direction whatsoever.

“So, do you think it’s true?” Fel asked in a quiet tone.

“Do I think what’s true?” I was frowning now since she’d caught me off guard.

“That Bound’s new guitarist is doing the entire band?”

I laughed. “Have you seen her? Have you seen them? Wouldn’t you?”

Fel and I high-fived each other, and that quickly, it was like old times. “Yeah, I see your point. Besides, they’re not really hiding it anymore. They’re on the blogs like every week.”

“Want to bet your new Gucci boots she gets knocked up within a year?”

“You’re on,” Fel agreed with a conspiratorial grin. We stared at each other for a moment before hugging. “I’m sorry for flirting with Pax,” Fel whispered. “I never meant to hurt you.”


I let her go so I could meet her gaze. “I’m sorry for calling you a bitch and definitely for trying to hurt you.”

“Do you realize this is the first time we’ve ever fought over a guy? Seems to me we were overdue.” She shrugged.

“Maybe, but…do you love Paxton?”

“I don’t know. Maybe. I hardly know him, at least not like you do.”

“I’m starting to think I didn’t know him at all, Fel. Paxton stopped sharing pieces of himself with me a long time ago.” I took her hands in mine and squeezed. “Maybe he’s been saving the rest for you?”

She shook her head vehemently. “Not if it means our friendship, Noelle. He’s not the only person I love.”

“It won’t. I promise,” I told her honestly. I’d had all of yesterday and last night in my cheap motel to think it over. “It would be selfish of me to stop you while knowing I didn’t love him like I thought I did.”

“Then…” She frowned. “Why are you here?”

“Waiting to get a flight out,” I mumbled while looking away.

“You know that’s not what I mean.”

I sighed and sat back. “Because I can’t accept what Nick did, Fel. He should have just told me how he felt.”

“Would you have listened?” Fel challenged.

“Maybe. I don’t know. It would have been better than tricking me into bed with him. Instead of being honest, Nick and Paxton plotted to get us here to switch places and just expected us to fall in line.”

“Now that you put it that way,” a deep voice drawled, “I can see why you tried to kill me.”

Felicity’s eyes went wide at the same time mine did, and we both looked up to see the twins standing there. Nick was wearing a small bandage on his temple and holding my luggage along with his.

Speaking of which, I was currently going commando because I’d decided clean underwear just wasn’t worth getting cornered by Nick.

“I didn’t try to kill you,” I argued as I stood. “If I had, you’d be dead.”

He perked an eyebrow at my wacky logic. “Nevertheless, I’m sorry, and if I have to grovel on my knees in front of all these people, I’ll do it, Elle.”

“So do it,” my bestie prompted him.

God, I loved her.

Nick glanced at her, but when his gaze returned to me, and I didn’t turn down his offer, he grinned before getting down on bended knee. I heard gasps and whispers as everyone started pointing and staring.

“You’re cruel for this,” he whispered as he took my hand in his.

“And you pretended to be your brother so that I’d fuck you,” I reminded him.

Some older lady two seats down must have overheard because she made a sound of distress before shooting from her seat. Nick, Paxton, Fel, and I snickered at the sight of her fleeing.

“Noelle Ashton Brooks,” Nick began. “Will you please forgive me for being an idiot, for not telling you I loved you sooner, and for tricking you into the best sex you ever had?”

I smirked when Paxton coughed at his brother’s claim.

Sorry, Pax.

I’d have to agree.

It was the best sex I’d ever had.

“I don’t know,” I said as I pretended to think. I was really enjoying the sight of Nick on his knees in front of all these people. “Let me think…”
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NOELLE

Christmas Day

 

“Oh, God. Yes! Yes! Harder!”

The hum of the vending machine along with the ice machine next to it was barely enough to cover my screams as Nick fucked me feverishly inside the dark alcove.

Moments after I agreed to forgive him, all flights were canceled due to the approaching snowstorm. The four of us had wasted no time hurrying back to the resort for shelter, where we also decided to finish our vacation.

That had been two days ago.

Today was Christmas morning, and we all decided to celebrate in the suite Paxton had booked, which was also where Felicity had been staying. True to his word, Paxton had given her a separate bedroom, which Nick and I were now using since he’d given up his room. Apparently, Nick had planned to chase me all the way back to New Jersey if he had to.

I had to say it was pretty awkward giving Paxton his gift of two ties now that we were broken up, and I was dating his twin. It was also equally uncomfortable receiving the diamond tennis bracelet from Nick. And to make matters worse, I had nothing to give him since I hadn’t expected Nick to be on this trip, let alone me becoming his before the end of it.

Being the great guy he was, Nick simply kissed me and said he’d think of something when I promised to make it up to him.

It didn’t take him long to show me what he had in mind.

Less than an hour later, he volunteered us to refill the ice bucket, and that was the story of how I ended up here—getting fucked against the side of the vending machine with my red dress hiked around my waist and Nick’s jeans shoved down his thighs.

He looked adorable in his matching red Christmas sweater.

“Baby, you feel so fucking good,” Nick said, grunting like an animal as he humped me. He suddenly stopped, though, and began kissing me deeply before staring lovingly into my eyes. “Merry Christmas, Elle.”

“Merry Christmas, Nick.”
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