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Аннотация
You are personally invited to spend the holidays with the Walker brothers and their families. As with any other time of the year, the seven brothers know how to heat things up while stirring up trouble, and between Thanksgiving and New Year�s, they don�t hold back.
See how Kaleb, Zane, Travis, Sawyer, Brendon, Ethan, and Braydon spend their days and nights through the holiday season. But just a warning� it doesn�t snow much in Coyote Ridge, Texas and they may just be the reason for that.


�Holidays with the Walker Brothers
Alluring Indulgence -�4
by
Nicole Edwards


Dedication

This one is for you, the reader.
If it weren�t for you, I wouldn�t be blessed with the ability to do what I love. I can never truly express how much your love and unwavering support means to me.
Holidays with the Walker Brothers started out as a novella and quickly morphed into a full length novel. It always seems like the Walker family has more to say and they didn�t hold back.
I hope you enjoy this special holiday edition.
Love,
~Nic~

Chapter One

♂♂♂♂♂♂♂
Zane
Thanksgiving Day
�Are you serious right now?� Zane exclaimed as his eardrums were assaulted with tunes that didn�t quite fit the celebration.
�What?� Brendon asked defensively, a devilish grin on his face.
�Christmas music?� he prompted, although the question wasn�t necessary now that the room had erupted in a chorus about white Christmas.
�Yup, time to get in the spirit,� Braydon chimed in as he jogged down the stairs carrying a large cardboard box, that same exasperating smirk on his face as his twin.
�Spirit of what? We just finished Thanksgiving dinner. Can�t we make it through one holiday before you move on to the next?�
Zane waited for one of them to respond, but the twins were obviously enjoying his reaction. Note to self: keep your mouth shut.
His attention turned to Ethan as he sauntered into the room from the kitchen, a handful of cookies in one hand. With his ball cap turned backward on his head and a glum expression on his face, Ethan looked pretty much the same as he did every day. With the exception that he obviously decided to dress up for the occasion. Well, dressed up as far as Ethan�s standards went. A navy t-shirt and a pair of faded Levi�s seemed to be his version of holiday casual versus the usual grunge they were used to him being decked out in.
But that was about as good as it got for Ethan. The guy seriously needed to shave. Zane knew the whole scruffy thing was a fashion statement, but someone needed to tell Ethan that the mountain man look wasn�t all that popular. �Mom wants us to put up the tree.�
Tossing his hands in the air, Zane feigned aggravation. He knew this was the next part of the traditional Thanksgiving get-together, but what fun would it be if he couldn�t harass his brothers even just a little bit.
�What are you waiting for then?� he asked Ethan, watching his brother closely. If Zane wasn�t mistaken, Ethan didn�t sound at all enthused about the idea either. Then again, Ethan didn�t spend much time smiling these days, Zane noticed.
With a mouth full of cookie, Ethan glared at him. �When you start working, I will.�
Ethan always was the one who wouldn�t up with his antics. Didn�t stop Zane from making the effort to get his brothers riled up.
Glaring at three of his six brothers, Zane shook his head in mock exasperation before sneaking a peek through the wide opening that led to the kitchen. There she was, the most beautiful woman in the world, and she was looking right at him. Ever since they finished cleaning up the Thanksgiving meal about half an hour ago, V had been sitting with the other women, chatting it up over coffee. And Zane had been making faces at her from the living room, trying to make her laugh.
It seemed to be working.
Zane inconspicuously glanced down at his watch, checking to see if he had any chance of sneaking out early. Six-thirty. Ok, so maybe he was jumping the gun a little. They�d only been at his parents� house for an hour and a half, and appropriate social etiquette had them visiting at least two hours, especially after the spectacular spread his mother had just spent the day preparing.
And it seemed as though V was having a fantastic time, so it wasn�t like he could just swoop in and pull her out of the conversation to take her home and ravish her. Although, he had to give himself credit because that was the best idea he�d come up with all day. Then again, if she happened to take a bathroom break any time in the near future, he might just corner her then. Yep, unquestionably a better idea.
Maybe he should get her some more coffee.
Remembering where he was, Zane tore his gaze off of V and looked around the room. He was stuck for the time being, so he had better make the best of it. Putting the tree up on Thanksgiving was a family tradition, but Zane just wanted to go home, get V naked and observe all that he was thankful for in an entirely different way.
Obviously, that wasn�t going to happen.
Travis, Gage, and Beau chose that moment to come banging down the stairs, boots thudding on hardwood, boxes scraping down the wall as all three of them carried their weight in boxes labeled �Christmas�.
Great.
No getting out of it now. They were apparently going to be putting up the tree.
�Wanna give us a hand?� Travis barked from halfway down the stairs.
�No, not really,� Zane joked, purposely keeping his expression stern. �From the looks of it, you could use a little exercise. You gettin� a little soft around the middle there?�
His comment earned him a glare from his oldest brother and a chuckle from Gage who was just two steps behind Travis.
�Where�s Sawyer?� Zane asked when he realized his brother was missing. Actually, now that he thought about it, two of them were MIA. �And where�s Kaleb? Why don�t they have to help?�
�Oh, trust me, they�re already working,� Ethan said with a huge grin. �Sawyer grabbed Dad and Kaleb to help with decorations outside. Said he wanted to get this over with.�
Well, that made sense. Not that Zane actually cared where they were, but he was going to ensure they had to work if he did. After all, that�s what brothers were for.
Once the boxes were settled in the middle of the living room floor, Zane knew there was no getting out of this. If he didn�t contribute, his brothers would ensure he felt their pain, one way or another, so as he grabbed one of the boxes out of Travis� hand, he smiled. The sooner he got to work, the sooner he could get his lovely fianc� home and naked.
Then again� If he had to guess, V was going to want to put up their Christmas tree when they got back home. Only they didn�t have one yet. Which meant she was going to want to go get one. And that would lead to more and more time spent doing something other than ravishing her sinfully delicious body.
Who came up with these holidays anyway?
There had to be an easier way to do this. Why hadn�t someone come up with Christmas in a box already? Complete with a pop-up tree and a turkey dinner. Seemed simple enough.
As for Zane�s parents, they might not subscribe to the quick and easy version Zane was hoping for, but they had thankfully opted for an artificial tree years ago, and last year they had picked up a new one on clearance after the holidays. Or at least that�s what he assumed they had done considering the box the tree came in was brand new and had a clearance sticker plastered on the front. Didn�t take a rocket scientist�
�You feeling all right?� Beau asked Zane from across the room.
�Me? Sure. Why?�
�Then get your ass over here and help out,� Brendon instructed, never looking up from the box he was opening.
With an over-exaggerated huff, Zane resigned himself to helping out. Didn�t mean he had to stop pretending that he wasn�t actually enjoying himself.
♀♀♀♀♀
Vanessa
V sat at the kitchen table with Zoey, Jessie, Kylie and Lorrie, chatting about plans for Christmas shopping, gifts, who was going where for Christmas dinner, and a multitude of other holiday topics. So, naturally, V should be a little surprised that, although they had just finished an incredible Thanksgiving feast that� Lorrie had put her heart and soul into, they had since moved on to planning Christmas.
Glancing into the living room, trying to avoid eye contact with her naughty fianc� who was trying to get his brothers riled up, she noticed that the guys had moved on to the next holiday as well.
Somehow V had commandeered the most coveted seat in the kitchen. From her perch at the table, she had an unobstructed view of the guys moving around the living room. Along with the constant movement that was distracting in its own right, V had tried her best not to ogle all of that glorious cowboy muscle. Didn�t seem to matter that she was head over heels in love with Zane, she still wasn�t dead. But what woman wouldn�t feel like she had died and gone to heaven as she watched them work?
Not only that, but she had been listening to them teasing each other, grumbling and laughing as they sorted through box after box of holiday stuff. Despite their feigned disinterest in the task of putting up the Christmas decorations, they were all smiling. Well, all of the brothers except Sawyer and Kaleb, because they had dragged their father outside a short while ago. For what, V had no idea.
�What do you think, V? Would your mother come?� Lorrie�s soft voice pulled V back to where she was supposed to be, and she glanced up at her future mother-in-law.
�I�m sorry, what?� Way to go, Vanessa. Ignoring the future mother-in-law because you�re eyeing her boys probably wouldn�t earn you kudos.
Lorrie laughed sweetly, and V smiled in return, thankful that Lorrie was such a warm, forgiving person.
�Do you think Regina would join us for Christmas dinner?�
�Oh, I�m sure she�d be honored,� V answered, glancing around the table at her friends. For months, her mother had been walking the straight and narrow. And honestly, V was proud to say that the relationship she had been denied with her mother during her childhood was finally strengthening to a point where V didn�t feel like she was an afterthought. And though Regina had declined the Walker�s invitation for Thanksgiving, V didn�t see her mother doing it again at Christmas. She hoped.
For the first time, V noticed that Lorrie was actually making a list, but she couldn�t see exactly what she was putting on the page. Guests for Christmas, maybe?
�Wonderful. And what about your parents, Kylie? Do you think Joe and Melissa would join us?�
V watched Kylie as she nodded her head in agreement, also sneaking a glimpse into the living room over V�s shoulder. The woman had barely let Travis and Gage out of her sight, and that dreamy expression on her face was one V recognized all too well. She�d seen it in the mirror a lot in the past year.
�I�m sure they�d be thrilled. We don�t have much of a Christmas tradition, so I doubt it would take much to convince them to come down.�
��And Zoey, you can let your dad know he doesn�t have a choice,� Lorrie said with a chuckle.
�Will do,� Zoey responded quickly, her eyes alight with the same glow that was on her face. �I�m sure he�ll grumble, but I�ll make sure he�s here.�
Sitting here with the ladies she�d come to think of as family, V felt a strange sensation that buzzed in her veins. Something akin to the intoxicating effect of alcohol, although she certainly wasn�t drunk.
It was crazy what a year could bring. At this time last year, V was suffering from panic attacks and worrying whether Zane was actually going to live or die after he�d been nearly beaten to death right in her front yard. And now, she was filled to overflowing with the love of family. So not only was she enjoying the spirit of the holidays and eternally grateful for all of the blessings in her life, but for V, this was also going to be the first year that Christmas wouldn�t equate to a turkey and mashed potatoes TV dinner.
It wasn�t that she disliked the holidays, but her mother never had been big on the tradition which meant V would normally fend for herself. Since she moved out on her own many years ago, she never bothered her mother during the holidays, preferring not to get involved in whatever short term relationship Regina had going at the time. Without any other family, that usually meant a quiet night at home with her microwave and her television as her only company.
Then again, that was her way of wallowing in her own self-pity because Zoey was usually insisting that she join her.
But this year� this year was different. Her life had changed in significant ways and spending the holidays with her family and friends was actually on the top of her priority list.
Peeking into the living room, she noticed Zane piecing together the artificial tree, mouthing off at his brothers as was usual these days. He was bending over at the waist, and V took a second to admire his sexy ass encased in those well-worn jeans he favored. She made a mental note to have him lose the shirt when he put up their tree. Mmmm�
A few feet away from Zane, Travis and Gage were pulling out strands and strands of Christmas lights while they appeared to be having a serious conversation. Their brief glances into the kitchen told V they were probably talking about Kylie.
On the far side of the room, closest to the fireplace, Beau and Ethan were taking ornaments housed in large plastic bins out of another box, and the twins were sorting other boxes, presumably those that contained outdoor decorations, maybe?
The back door creaked open, causing the women to go silent as they turned toward the noise.
�Where�re you boys at? Get it in gear. Your brothers are out here bitchin�,� Curtis called when he stuck his head in the back door. �Sorry, ladies,� he added with a cheeky grin.
V laughed with the others at the table and watched as Brendon and Braydon gathered up as many boxes as they could fit in their arms before heading toward the kitchen.
�I think Zane was onto something. Why do we do this on Thanksgiving?� Brendon muttered to his twin as they passed through the kitchen, a smirk on his face.
V immediately glanced over at Lorrie to see their mother grinning. �They moan and groan about it every year, but in case you didn�t notice, their father and I never even mentioned putting up the tree or the lights.�
Another round of laughter erupted at the table.
V hadn�t even realized it, but Lorrie was right. No one had instructed the men to move on to the Christmas decorating, although Zane had already informed her before they came over that it was a tradition for them to put up the tree on Thanksgiving evening.
She had to admit, she was rather fond of this tradition, and it would seem that the Walker brothers were too, even if they liked to make everyone think otherwise.
Her mind was filled with thoughts of her first Christmas with Zane. They had to get a tree, ornaments, lights; the whole nine yards. And going out to find the perfect gift for him was something she was anxiously waiting for.
That, and maybe a little extra attention for Zane since, based on the heated look he was sending her, he was looking forward to a different form of celebration entirely.

Chapter Two

♂♂♂♂♂♂♂
Sawyer
He was pretty sure he had mentioned before just how much he hated ladders. More than once at that. So why was it that he was hanging on to the gutter while attaching tiny plastic clips that were too small for his fingers to control?
�Damn, dude, you gonna take all day?� Kaleb muttered from the safety and security of the ground below.
Sawyer didn�t turn to look at him because heights just weren�t his thing and he happened to like the way his head looked right there on his shoulders. No point in trying to rearrange his anatomy by falling to the ground at this point.
Pushing the next clip in place, Sawyer tugged the strand of lights that were half hanging off of the roof, half strung around the ladder and clipped them in place. Hell, he hoped these damn things actually lit up because, if he had to guess, Kaleb hadn�t bothered to check that out before tossing an end up to him.
�Nice. Now, if you get a move on, we might have them up by this Christmas, not the next one.�
�Shut the hell up,� he grumbled to his brother. �I�d like to see you go any faster.�
�Get your ass down then and I�ll show you how it�s done,� Kaleb taunted.
Didn�t need to tell him twice. Without further ado, Sawyer scrambled down the ladder and Vanna White�d his hands toward the ladder as a gesture for his brother to take over.
Instead of standing around to supervise, Sawyer ventured to the stack of boxes that Brendon and Braydon had just brought out. Originally, when he�d snagged Kaleb and their father to join him outside, he had thought they were just going to have to plug up the eight foot tall inflatable Santa Claus that his mother adored. Instead, he�d somehow been talked into the rest of the lights which meant the rest of his evening was shot.
Not that he had any plans anyway. Unless he considered heading out to Moonshiners for the night. Or maybe the bar in the neighboring town. Either way, the only positive on his horizon at the moment was the potential for sex. Considering it was going to be the normal routine of picking up a woman, taking her back to his place or going to hers � which he preferred because he could get away easier � and then either waking up alone, or waking up to find he needed to break some woman�s heart and send her on her way.
That seemed to be the story of his life these days.
Unless�
Nope, there was no reason to go there. If Kennedy Endsley would give him half a chance, he�d be more than willing to substantiate those rumors she�d heard about him. Because yes, he was known as the fun-loving playboy, and he�d rightfully earned that title, thank you very much. Then again, that seemed to be her hang up with him. Or so she said.
Not that he was proud � ok, maybe he was a little proud. Even if that did make him a horn dog. That was life. He had no complaints at the moment. His family was all in good health, the resort was about a month and a half from being complete, Walker Demolition, despite the neglect they�d been giving that company, was still thriving, and he wouldn�t have to spend a night alone if he didn�t want to.
It wasn�t like he needed any more than that. And, as was his motto, he was certainly going to continue to look on the bright side.
♂♀
Kaleb
Watching Sawyer teeter back and forth on the ladder was amusing, but boring as hell. Knowing that he would gladly hand over the task of stringing up the lights, Kaleb continued to rib him until he gave up. And what do you know, twenty minutes later, Kaleb was finished, three strands of lights hanging effortlessly across the front of the house.
�Who�s gonna turn these on?� he hollered toward the twins who were propped on the front porch railing, dangling their feet down one side while they chatted it up like a couple of cackling hens.
�Last time I checked, your legs weren�t broken,� Brendon snapped, laughing. Of course, his comeback was followed by him jumping off of the rail to shove the plug into the wall socket on the porch.
A fit of laughter erupted behind him, and Kaleb turned to see Sawyer nearly rolling on the ground, Zane moving in behind him with a satisfied grin on his face.
Fuck. 
Ok, so maybe he should�ve plugged the damn things up to see if they worked first.
�How many strands are out this time?� Ethan called as he made his way around from the side of the house.
�Looks like half of them. That�s better than last year, right?� Braydon answered, moving out from under the porch to stand beside Sawyer.
Kaleb stared up at the roofline, smiling. This he could fix, just like he did every year. Then again, he didn�t mind entertaining his brothers, and they�d come to expect him to put the lights up half lit anyway.
�I�m ready for any one of you assholes to volunteer to do this anytime you�d like,� Kaleb retorted, trying to conceal his own amusement.
About that time, Beau, Travis and Gage made their appearance from around the back of the house with Curtis not far behind. Another round of laughter along with some snide comments about consistency. Yadda, yadda, yadda.
�Get me a strand that works, would ya?� Kaleb called out to anyone who was willing to listen. The twins were the first to move, but that didn�t surprise him, those boys had more energy than the crowded toy aisle at Walmart before Christmas.
After fifteen minutes and a round of this is how it should be done�s later, Kaleb was once again climbing down the ladder.
�You did good, boy,� Curtis said approvingly, slapping Kaleb on the back.
�Thanks,� he told his father. �Next year, get one of them to do the hard stuff, would ya?�
Curtis laughed, knowing that ever since Kaleb had been old enough to climb a ladder, he�d been the one to vie for the opportunity to hang the Christmas lights. This year was no different.
That thought had his mind wandering to his own house. How in the world was he going to hang lights on it? Perusing the faces of his brothers and their friends, Kaleb grinned. He�d have to come up with a plan because if he knew his wife, and he certainly did, she was going to want to outdo the rest of the neighborhood when it came to her decorations.
Speaking of his wife�
Zoey came strolling across the front yard, a beaming smile on her face. She didn�t stop until she was pressed up against his side, her arm around his lower back as she stared up at the lights. Since the days were shorter, it was dark enough that the reds and greens and yellows lit up the roofline and twinkled nicely in the darkness.
�Very nice,� she said with the same approval in her tone as his father had.
�Yeah?� Leaning down he pressed a kiss to the top of her head. �Think you might want to reward me later?� he asked, making sure to keep his voice low enough that the others couldn�t hear.
�Hmmm, that depends,� she answered quickly.
�On?�
�How good you can be later?�
Kaleb chuckled, pulling Zoey closer against his side. The woman sure knew how to keep him in line.
♀♂
Zoey
Standing in the front yard of her in-laws house, the festive holiday decorations the only light to see by, Zoey felt a sense of enlightenment. Things were good in her world. This was her family, and even listening to seven grown men fuss for hours about doing work that they hadn�t even had to be asked to do, this was one of those days she was thankful for. Thanksgiving was certainly a fitting name for the holiday.
Although her father had refused to come to dinner, using the excuse that he wasn�t up to being around people, Zoey knew she would get to spend some time with him soon when she took the leftovers that Lorrie had packaged up over to his little guest house.
And then, after they spent some time together, she�d have Kaleb all to herself for the night.
�Are you cold?� Kaleb asked, chafing her arm with his hand as he cuddled her closer to his side.
The night was brisk, but not unbearable and being seven months pregnant, she actually welcomed the change in weather. Seemed hot flashes � or the pregnancy equivalent � were something to be dealt with so she�d take the relief any way she could get it. �Nope, I�m good,� she reassured him.
�What�s left to do?� Kaleb called out to the men standing around.
�Go home,� Zane answered.
Based on the way V was watching him, Zoey knew her best friend was eager to take him home. Not that she could blame them. She was actually quite interested in getting back to her house as well. Some quiet time with her husband sounded like heaven at the moment.
�Grab the empty boxes and let�s get them back up to the attic,� Travis instructed, ever the drill sergeant.
�Yes, sir,� Brendon said with a salute.
Travis brushed him off and moved to grab one of the boxes as Gage, Beau, Sawyer and Curtis all fell into step alongside him.
�So, when are y�all coming to my house to do the same thing?� Kaleb asked, sliding his hand into Zoey�s.
Looking up at her husband, she smiled. As they fell into step with the other, she said, �I�ll make chili and cornbread if y�all will say yes.�
To her surprise, despite the enormous dinner they�d finished a short while ago, all of the men within earshot agreed. Of course they did. They were men. The best way to get them to do what you wanted was to bribe them with a home cooked meal.
�Deal. When?� Sawyer asked, stopping to allow Zoey and Kaleb to catch up.
�This weekend?� Kaleb asked.
�Sounds like a plan. I�ll bring the beer if your woman�s got the chili.�
When they made their way back inside the house, they were greeted by a rumble of conversation as everyone said their goodbyes.
�Thank you so much for dinner,� Zoey told Lorrie as the older woman pulled her in for a squeeze.
�My pleasure, honey,� Lorrie replied. �And don�t forget to tell your father he doesn�t have a choice for Christmas. I�ll come over and pull him out of his house myself if I have to.�
�She�ll do it, too,� Curtis groaned as he patted Zoey�s shoulder. He was careful with her, and he claimed it was because she was fragile in her pregnant state, but she knew Curtis didn�t know what to do with girls, considering he�d raised seven strapping boys.
�Oh, I know she will,� Zoey told him. �But don�t you worry, I�ll bring him this,� she said as she held up a large Tupperware container, �and I�ll tell him at the same time. He won�t be able to refuse.�
�We�re looking forward to it,� Lorrie said with a smile. �If you need anything at all, just give me a call.�
�Absolutely. And the same goes with y�all,� she reminded them. �Oh, and one more thing,� Zoey added. �Do you mind if I help with Christmas dinner? I�m not the best cook in the world, but I�d love to come over and help.�
The way Lorrie�s crystal blue eyes brightened had tears forming in Zoey�s eyes. Damned pregnancy hormones.
�Honey, I�d love that.� Before Zoey knew what was happening, Lorrie threw her arms around her, pulling her close once more.
Refusing to cry, because, well, because she would look like an overemotional wreck, Zoey took a step back and grabbed Kaleb�s hand. �All right, well, I�ve got to get him home so he can figure out how to put my Christmas decorations up.�
And just like she expected, Kaleb groaned.
Little did he know, but she had a few tricks up her sleeve. There was something to be said about bribing a man to do the hard work. And with him, she knew food wasn�t the easiest way to get him to comply.

Chapter Three

♂♀
Zane
�What�d you think?� Zane asked after he and V had jumped in his Jeep for the short ride back to their house situated on his parents� land.
�About what?�
�The tree. Good grief, woman. What�ve you been doing all day?� He laughed.
Pulling up close to the house, Zane parked and then hopped out. He was in a hurry to get inside, but it didn�t have anything to do with the temperature. The weather was surprisingly mild for November, but then again, this was Texas, so cold weather didn�t normally infiltrate their neck of the woods until a little later in the year.
�Awww, did you need a pat on the back, Zane Walker? Or maybe a cookie for being such a good boy?� V teased as they made their way up the steps.
Pushing open the door, he rushed her inside as she stared back at him like he was crazy.
And he was.
Crazy mad with lust.
Watching her all day, unable to run his hands all over her sweet body but wanting to sneak her off and make her scream his name had been pure and utter hell.
Looking at V, he kept his expression serious as he said, �I�ll take the cookie.�
Shutting the door behind him, Zane stalked her farther into the house, his body humming with the need to get inside of her. He would�ve thought that the more time that passed, his craving for her would subside. Quite the opposite actually. Zane found that every single day he wanted her with a renewed hunger.
�What are you doing?� she asked, her eyes wide, a knowing smile on her lips.
�I�m pretty sure you just promised me a cookie,� he said, pursuing her across the main living area. �And I automatically assumed that cookie was a code word for�� He let the sentence hang, she could fill in the blanks.
V continued walking backward until her butt ran smack into the pool table in the far corner of the wide open space.
�Mmmm,� she moaned when he trapped her between his body and the unmoving pool table. He pressed up against her, their bodies touching knee to chest, his cock heavy and aching as he ground himself intimately between her thighs. �Why does it always lead right back to this pool table?�
�Because you�re so fucking hot laid out on it,� he explained, his wandering hands taking on a life of their own, deftly slipping her sweater up and over her head. �Damn, I like this one,� he said, referring to the red and black bra that she wore on rare occasions, usually when she wanted to get him all worked up.
At this point, she could�ve been wearing plain cotton underwear, and he wouldn�t give a damn. The goods were what was underneath all that satin and lace.
�I knew you did,� she whispered, slipping her hands into his hair and pulling his face closer to hers. When her lips were hovering mere inches from his, she whispered, �You should see the other piece that matches it.�
Tease.
Zane pressed his nose to hers and smiled. �I fully intend to.�
Lifting her easily, he helped her to sit on the edge of the pool table and proceeded to pull off her boots. When she was left with only the bra, her skirt, and the secret she hid beneath, he took a minute to stare at her.
�What�re you waiting for?� she questioned, her eyes bright with a familiar glimmering passion.
�Can�t a man just enjoy the view every once in a while?�
V pretended to consider him, grinning. And then the little minx spread her legs farther apart and leaned back, using her hands to prop herself up. The position gave him a little peek beneath her skirt. He stepped between her thighs, forcing them open even more as he pushed the skirt up high on her trim thighs, revealing the little red panties with the tiny black bows on the side. He wanted to pull them off with his teeth, but then again, this was one of her favorite sets � not to mention one of his too � so he knew he had to be gentle until he got her fully naked.
�Lay back and lift your hips,� he demanded, his eyes never straying from between her thighs, the damp fabric of her panties making him even crazier. He had half a mind to just end his suffering and drive his iron hard cock right into her, but from what he�d learned, this was less about speed and more about making her squirm. He wanted to savor her, to feast on her for a while and listen as she screamed her pleasure.
�Pushy cowboy,� V teased.
�Damn straight.� Leaning over her as he stood between her legs, Zane kissed her lips lightly, and helped her to ease down onto her back. �Now that�s what I�m talkin� about.�
Sweeping the skirt down her legs, he had her nearly naked in seconds. Locking his gaze to hers, Zane flattened his palms on her thighs and ran them up her legs before sliding his index fingers beneath her panties � one on each side of her smooth, bare pussy lips.
�Damn, baby,� he growled. �You�re wet.�
�What did you expect?� she asked, her lids lowered, her sharp inhale a telling sign that he was doing something right.
When she tried to move closer to his fingers, he pressed his palms against her thighs to hold her in place.
�Oh, no you don�t. In case you don�t remember, I didn�t have dessert yet, and you promised me a cookie.�
�That�s your fault. If I recall correctly, dessert was served a little while ago.� V�s eyes opened wide, her mouth continuing to move, but Zane was focused on sliding his fingers through her slick heat, teasing her clit delicately.
He kept up the gentle torture until she bowed her back, her breasts thrusting up toward the ceiling as she moaned loud enough to wake the neighbors.
God, he fucking loved when she did that.
Luckily, they didn�t have neighbors.
�Do you like that?�
�God, yes,� she groaned, her hips undulating beneath his hands.
�How about this?� he asked as he slipped one finger inside her tight pussy, teasing lightly with a back and forth motion.
�Zane!� His name spilled from her lips in at least four syllables, and he couldn�t hide the smile.
�That wasn�t enough?� Pushing the index finger of his other hand inside her pussy, alongside the first, he watched as V writhed and moaned, her hands reaching out to try and grab something, but there was nothing within reach.
Slipping his fingers out, he quickly pulled her panties down her legs, letting them flutter to the floor beneath him before he leaned in and placed a tender kiss to her clit.
�Oh�� V whispered, her body stilling instantly, giving Zane the perfect opportunity to drag his tongue back and forth over the hardened nub.
�Spread your legs more for me, baby. I need to use my hands, so you�ll have to keep them open for me,� Zane insisted, keeping his palms flat against her thighs until she did exactly as instructed. �That�s my girl.�
With full use of his hands once again, Zane separated her slick folds, letting his breath feather against the sensitive tissue until she was once again trying to get closer to his mouth.
�Please,� she begged.
�Please what?�
�Lick me.�
He loved that about V. She wasn�t scared to ask for what she wanted.
�Where?�
�My pussy. Damn it, Zane. Lick my pussy!�
�Yes, ma�am. No need to be so bossy,� he said with a laugh before diving in, his tongue sliding through her soft, warm folds, testing the sensitivity before he plunged in deep, using his thumb to torment her clit as he fucked her with his tongue.
�Zane! Oh, fuck!�
He loved when she screamed like that. He wanted her to get loud enough to raise the roof, to inform the world exactly who owned her pleasure.
Switching, he lapped at her clit with relentless flicks of his tongue while plunging two fingers inside her, letting her muscles tighten as her orgasm erupted, her thighs clamping down around his head and holding him in place.
As she began to relax, he eased up, savoring the taste of her, but trying not to torment her � or himself � any longer.
�Now it�s my turn,� he said, pushing to his full height as he gripped his t-shirt behind his head and pulled it up and off before quickly shedding his jeans.
V looked almost peaceful as she stared up at him, a satisfied smile on her beautiful lips. Yep, he loved this damned pool table. Considering he couldn�t beat her at pool, he damn sure had to find his satisfaction somehow, and this certainly was one of the best ways to do that.
Lining his cock up against her entrance, Zane gripped his shaft and eased into her slowly, watching as her eyes closed, her mouth fell open. If the sensation was even remotely as intense for her as it was for him, he couldn�t blame her for trying to block everything else out. It was all he could do to maintain his grip on his sanity when he plunged deep inside her body, becoming one with this incredible woman. The woman he loved. The one who owned him � heart and soul.
�Tight,� he groaned through gritted teeth. �And wet.�
V opened her eyes and smiled, gifting him with the most magnificent gift a man could ever ask for. �I love you,� she whispered.
Pulling her hips closer to the edge of the table, he cushioned her butt on his hands to keep the edge from digging into her skin as he slowly penetrated her, then pulled out.
�I love you more,� he whispered, his eyes threatening to close as her fiery heat engulfed him, milking him while her muscles held him firmly in place. �God, baby, you feel so good.�
�I was thinking the same thing,� she giggled.
Her muscles tensed with her laughter, making him snap his teeth together as he fought the impending climax that had been patiently sitting dormant all damn day.
�I�ve got to fuck you now,� he warned her as he slid out, ensuring the engorged head remained nestled within her warm depths before he slammed into her again.
Luckily his hands were big because he had to latch his thumbs over her hips to hold her in place and still cushion her ass as he lifted her slightly. The angle was more than perfect, her tight sheath stroking him as he hurried his pace, thrusting forward hard and then slowly retreating. He didn�t know which was more erotic, watching his cock slide deep inside of her body, or watching her gorgeous tits as they swayed, that red and black bra barely containing them and doing little to keep them from sensually shifting back and forth with each thrust.
�You�re so fucking beautiful, V,� he said, his release building, his balls tightening and that telltale tingle starting at the base of his spine. �Fuck,� he groaned as he slammed into her hard, holding her in place.
As sweat broke out on his forehead, Zane concentrated all of his efforts on sending her into hyperspace, worried that he was going to freefall before he ever sent her over. �Come for me, V. Come all over my fucking cock.�
V�s pussy gripped him, threatening his resolve, but Zane refused to�
�Fuck yes! Zane!�
Now that was more like it.
Without conscious thought, Zane came with a vicious rush, holding V�s hips still, his body jerking, spasming as he spent himself inside of her.
As he came down from that intensely satisfying sexual high, he grinned down at his woman and smiled. �Have I mentioned how much I love you?�
V flashed him another sexy grin. �You have. But you�re more than welcome to tell me as often as you like.�

Chapter Four

♂♂
Gage

Saturday after Thanksgiving
Gage was beyond exhausted, and the holiday season had just begun. He actually wanted to be enjoying his Saturday at home, except, somehow Kylie had managed to convince him and Travis to go hunting for a Christmas tree on the same day everyone else was out looking for one. Did she come along to supervise? Of course not. Something about needing to get some work done. What he figured she was really trying to say was that she wanted to get the two of them out of the house for a little while.
So that meant they were snapping pictures and sending them to her, in hopes that she would approve of at least one of the trees that they managed to find at a little roadside stand just outside of Coyote Ridge.
Since she hadn�t been thrilled with any of them so far, Travis had informed him that they had one more place to try. And if she didn�t like one of those, he was going to Walmart and grabbing a fake one that she�d just have to deal with. Travis� exact words.
So, as Gage moved through the rows of trees at what he hoped was their last stop of the afternoon, he was only half seeing what they had in stock. Mostly he was watching as Travis moved easily through the forest of green that would eventually grace someone�s living room as they awaited Christmas Day.
Gage just wanted to go home.
�Fucking hell,� Gage groaned. �Why won�t this one do?�
Travis turned around to face him, causing Gage to stop suddenly or slam into him as they passed yet another perfectly acceptable Christmas tree. Before he knew what was happening, Travis� hand snaked out, sliding behind his neck as he pulled him close.
Without warning � ok, maybe there was a little warning based on how close Travis got � his lover slammed his mouth down on his and eagerly stole a kiss. Grabbing Travis� shirt, Gage twisted his hands in the soft cotton, pulling him closer as he sought the one thing that would at least take the edge off of his frustration temporarily.
�God, you taste good,� he moaned softly into Travis� mouth.
�If there weren�t little kids around, I�d shove you to your knees and bury my cock in your mouth,� Travis breathed roughly against his ear when he pulled back.
�Well, that�s more incentive to find the damned tree and go home.�
Linking his fingers with Gage�s, Travis pulled him along as they continued through the trees at the far end of the lot.
�This one�ll do,� Travis said when they came upon another bristly green tree that looked just like every other one they had looked at.
�Want me to take a pic?� Gage offered as he reached for his cell phone.
�Nope.� Travis stared at the tree, then turned to face Gage. �Don�t move.�
Within minutes, Travis was back with one of the attendants and they were putting the moves on the tree to get it prepared to take a trip down the highway.
Once they�d paid up and were back in the truck, Gage put it in gear and pulled out of the relatively empty parking lot. �She�s gonna kick your ass, you know that, right?�
�I�m sure she will, but we�ll deal with that when we get home.�
Gage shot a quick glance at Travis and grinned. Yeah, he was pretty sure he understood exactly how Travis intended to �deal� with Kylie.
And he couldn�t fucking wait.
♂♀♂
Kylie
Kylie dropped her phone back onto the table and smiled. She wasn�t sure exactly how much longer she�d be able to stall them, but considering the sales she�d seen, she knew she had to get them out of her hair long enough to make an effort to find something for them for Christmas.
She�d already received Gage�s opinion on the matter loud and clear. He wasn�t at all thrilled about being sent out on a Saturday in search of a Christmas tree, but it had been the only idea she could come up with at the time. Honestly, at least half of the pictures they�d sent her already were trees she would�ve been fine with. Only then, she wouldn�t have time to continue her internet search.
At the moment, she was chatting with one of the sales people at the big box electronics store, hoping to get just the thing for Gage. It wasn�t that she knew exactly what it was she was searching for, but she had a decent idea.
Another text came in, and she grabbed her phone to read the screen.
Found it. On the way home.
Wait. What?
How did they find one? She hadn�t given them go ahead to come home.
Glancing down at the sales ads lining the kitchen table, she knew she had to hurry.
Crap, crap, crap.
Running to the coffee machine, she started a fresh pot, intending to appear relaxed when they got home. After all, she didn�t want them to know what she�d been up to.
After sliding all of the ads into a pile and shoving them into the bottom cabinet where they kept the blender and the hand mixers that no one ever used, she rushed back to get her coffee.
By the time she was camped out on the couch, the television on and a cup of coffee by her side, she was sweating. Next time she�d have to be a little more prepared. It didn�t surprise her that her men had finally given up on her and picked out a tree on their own. She could practically feel Gage�s tension in his texts.
Taking a sip of her coffee and getting comfortable on the couch, she smiled to herself. She�d just have to make it up to him.
But, as another idea came to her, maybe she could make him work a little more for it.
♂♂♀
Travis
�Move it where?� Gage asked several hours later, clearly exasperated by Kylie�s constant need to move the Christmas tree � now strung with lights, but lacking ornaments � from one corner to another.
As if the afternoon hadn�t been taxing enough.
�Over there,� Kylie instructed and Travis opted to step back � several paces at that � to get out of the path of destruction that might just take place if she didn�t settle on one place and stick with it. It�d been a long time since Travis had seen Gage strung this tight.
It might be entertaining to watch Gage lose his patience, but Travis knew there was only so far the cop could be pushed before he snapped like a twig. But he was sexy as fucking hell doing it, so Travis didn�t mind watching from time to time.
�Again? We just moved it from over there,� Gage huffed.
�Yes, but I want to try it again,� she informed him, her hands on her hips and her pert little nose sticking up as though she were the alpha and they were just her servants.
The thought made Travis grin.
As he watched the chaos ensue, he figured he needed to get more comfortable. And what better way than to plop his ass down on the couch with a cold one. It didn�t take him long to slip into the kitchen, grab a beer from the fridge and sneak back. Neither of them ever even noticed he had left.
Kylie moved back a few feet, studying the corner where the tree now stood � somewhat lopsided thanks to Gage�s impatience with the whole thing.
�What if we mo��
Before Kylie could get the question out, Travis set his beer on the side table and grabbed her around the waist, pulling her down onto his lap. Taken entirely by surprise, Kylie squealed and then started laughing.
�What if we do something different besides rearrange the living room a hundred times?� he asked, his arms wrapped firmly around her waist, her arms trapped at her sides.
�Like what?� she asked sweetly. �Y�all want to clean? The kitchen could use a good scrubbing. Or maybe the bathrooms.�
Digging his fingers into her side, Travis tickled her, making her giggle as she tried to get away. When Kylie started to squirm, Travis tilted his hips upward, effectively letting her grind that gorgeous ass right over his excited cock.
�Damn, baby,� he groaned. �Keep doing that, and I won�t care if you ever even get your clothes off.�
Kylie stopped moving instantly. At first, Travis thought it was due to his comment, but then he looked around her to see Gage standing just a few inches away, his jeans pushed to his thighs and his cock jutting out from his body.
Damn, the man was so fucking hot. His cock was long and thick as he stroked himself slowly, his gaze intent on Kylie as he moved closer to them.
�Suck me,� Gage ordered, his tone dripping with authority. �Don�t let her go, Travis.�
Yes, sir, Travis thought to himself as he pushed up to a sitting position, his chest pressed against Kylie�s back.
Travis wouldn�t have been able to look away if he was forced to. He wanted to reach out and touch Gage, wrap his fist around the swollen shaft and stroke him hard and fast. Licking his lips involuntarily, Travis leaned forward, his lips close to Kylie�s ear.
�Suck him, baby. I want to watch while he fucks your mouth,� Travis encouraged, keeping his arms banded around her, although she had ceased moving. This right here... It made all the hassle of looking for the perfect tree worth it.
�Make me.� Kylie dared him. Had she not chuckled, her laughter vibrating against his groin, Travis might�ve thought she was serious.
�My pleasure,� Gage growled, sliding his hand into her hair and pulling her forward as he brushed the engorged head of his cock against her lips.
Travis watched. As a matter of fact, he sat motionless as Gage slid his thick shaft deep into Kylie�s mouth, his hand gripping her hair gently, holding her perfectly still. Kylie let Gage control her movements, her tongue sliding over the head, lapping at the pre-cum that had already formed there before sucking him fully into her mouth.
Travis groaned.
�Ahhh, damn, baby.� Gage moaned his pleasure, his attention focused solely on where Kylie�s lips were wrapped around his dick. �I love your mouth on me. That�s it, suck me. Fuck.�
Travis� cock stirred, his stomach muscles tightening with excitement. When he dared meet Gage�s eyes, he saw the unbridled lust darkening his sexy brown eyes.
That�s when Gage looked at him and stopped moving.
�Now your turn,� Gage said gruffly, pulling his cock free of Kylie�s mouth.
Travis smirked, keeping his arms wrapped tightly around Kylie. �Make me.�
�Awww, fuck,� Gage roared, letting go of Kylie and damn near plowing her over in his haste to get to Travis.
Kylie laughed and fell off of Travis� lap, watching them as Gage all but climbed over him.
Pinned to the couch with two hundred plus pounds of determined sexy male on top of him, Travis let Gage have his way. Letting his head fall back onto the couch cushion, he waited until Gage got situated, practically standing on the couch, one leg on each side of Travis� body as he forced his cock past his lips.
Travis didn�t waste any time before he sucked him in deep, hollowing out his cheeks to pull him as far as he could, watching Gage�s fierce expression as he did. When he started to reach up and cup Gage�s balls, Kylie�s soft, yet firm, grip stopped him.
�Nuh-uh. No hands,� she said roughly, her own excitement evident by her rapid breathing.
Clearly she was enjoying this just as much as they were. So rather than touch Gage, he linked his fingers with Kylie�s, pulling her close, loving the fact that she was there. He wanted her to ride his cock while he sucked Gage off, and he couldn�t think of much anything else.
Gage began thrusting deep while retreating slowly, forcing Travis to focus and not gag. Just when he thought Gage was going to ride the wave of his climax, he was stunned when the other man stopped.
�I want to be in your ass when I come,� Gage growled.
Didn�t have to tell him twice.
When Gage climbed down from the couch, Travis made quick work of his clothes while Gage disappeared. Once he was naked, he turned his attention to Kylie who was sitting on the couch with a huge grin on her face.
�Your turn,� he said on a groan, pulling her up from her seat abruptly, causing her to stumble as she fell into him. Without further hesitation, he fused his mouth with hers while all but ripping her clothes from her body. Luckily she wasn�t wearing much more than a tank top and shorts which made his job easy.
�Mmm, soft,� he mumbled against her lips as he ran his hands over her skin, starting at her shoulder blades and working his way down to the perfectly round globes of her ass. �So fucking sexy.�
�I was thinking the same thing.�
Travis growled deep in his chest, his hands sliding into her hair and pulling her head back so he could look in her eyes. �I want to taste you.�
Her smile lit him up from the inside out.
Without waiting for her permission, Travis dropped to his knees and zeroed in on the sweet spot between her trim thighs, his mouth watering with the urge to lick her. As soon as Kylie was situated on the arm of the couch, Travis forced her legs wider, dipping his tongue into her moist heat, teasing her with the tip of his tongue. When she braced herself with a firm grip on his hair, he delved deeper, his tongue sliding through her soft, slick folds, gently flicking her clit with every upstroke.
�Mmmm,� he moaned. God, the woman tasted good.
It didn�t take him long to push her closer to the edge of ecstasy. But he didn�t want her to come just yet.
�Travis,� Kylie moaned. �Oh, God.�
That�s what he loved to hear. Kylie�s soft moans, the way she cried out his name. Easing his tongue back, Travis slipped two fingers inside of her as he stared up at her. �I need to be inside you. Right here,� he said as he fingered her slowly.
�What are you waiting for?� Her eyes glittered with lust, her hand tightening in his hair as she held on to him, trying to pull him to his feet.
Travis didn�t intend to waste another second. Once he was back on his feet, he smiled down at her as he pulled his fingers from her hot sheath. Kylie gripped his wrist, forcing his hand up until she wrapped her lips around his fingers and sucked.
�Fuck woman.� He wasn�t going to last much longer. She drove him absolutely crazy when she did things like that. Her devilish grin said she knew it too. �Bend over the couch,� he instructed, leading her to the end of the couch and then easing her forward until her stomach was resting on the cushioned arm of the couch and she was using her own hands to support her upper body. She grinned at him over her shoulder and Travis nearly lost it.
�In a hurry?� she asked sweetly.
�You�ve no idea,� he grumbled before sliding into her in one easy thrust. Once he was seated fully inside of her, Travis stilled.
Adjusting the angle, he leaned over her, holding himself up with his hand planted firmly on the couch cushion in front of them and doing his damnedest not to crush Kylie between his weight and the arm of the couch. At this angle, he didn�t even have to pull back, he could just flex his hips and sink deeper, his cock penetrating her fully.
With his mouth against her ear, he sucked in a sharp breath. As he fought the urge to plow into her, he gently nipped her earlobe. �I�m not sure I can be gentle.� Ok, that was a lie. He could if he had to, but Travis didn�t want to.
Just when he would�ve asked if she was comfortable, he felt something cool and slick slide down the crack of his ass. �Oh, fuck.�
�That�s exactly what I plan to do,� Gage said roughly from behind him.
It was clear by his tone that Gage was hanging on by a thread, and Travis knew exactly how the man felt. Being sheathed inside of Kylie�s tight, wet pussy, his blood pressure was already racing to unprecedented levels, and if they didn�t get on with it, his head was likely going to explode.
Kylie chose that moment to rear back against him, forcing him even deeper; the tight, warm grip of her pussy making his eyes cross. And as if the two of them had it planned, Gage then thrust deep into Travis� ass.
�Son of a �� The swear was cut off by the intense pleasure that consumed him, making it difficult to breathe, much less curse.
When Kylie and Gage started moving in tandem, essentially fucking Travis from both sides, he nearly lost it. They�d done this before, and no matter how many times he thought he was the one who would control their sexual encounters, they surprised him damn near every time.
�Travis,� Kylie groaned from beneath him, and he focused on not crushing her while enduring the glorious friction of Gage�s cock tunneling in and out of his ass, deep and slow at first, then shallow and fast. All the while Travis managed to find a rhythm that worked for Kylie and he fucked her sweet pussy, using the momentum of Gage from behind him.
�I�m�� Kylie�s words were left hanging as she moaned her pleasure, the tight sheath of her cunt squeezing him painfully tight just as Gage�s fingertips dug into his hips, holding him still.
�Fuck me,� Travis groaned. �Harder.�
Gage�s power intensified as he rammed his cock deep inside his ass, forcing Travis� hypersensitive cock into Kylie with shallow strokes, over and over until he couldn�t hold back any longer.
�Fucking come for me, Gage,� Travis roared as his cock exploded inside of Kylie, jerking sharply as he spilled himself inside of her sweet, lithe body.
A low growl echoed from behind him as Gage stilled, his fingers now burrowed painfully into his skin as he erupted inside of his ass, making Travis� body hum one last time.
The three of them stood motionless for a minute or two while they tried to catch their breath. When Gage pulled out, Travis was quick to follow.
It was high time they had a shower.
Helping Kylie to stand, Travis pulled her against him and pressed a kiss to her lips before saying, �You mind asking him to move that tree one more time? I kinda like this aggressive side of his.�

Chapter Five

♂♂
Ethan
Two weeks after Thanksgiving

Ethan rolled out from underneath the truck that he was working on, but he didn�t bother to get up. Staring up at the twenty-foot high metal ceiling of the place he considered his office, he listened to the music blaring through the speakers, shaking his head. He was going to have to plug up his iPod if the radio station insisted on tossing in Christmas music.
He deserved credit for dealing with all of the holly jolly going on around him, especially from his brothers who�d recently jumped into relationships, but he certainly wasn�t all that interested in the ho-ho-ho like they were. There was no Christmas tree at his house, no poinsettias sitting on his front porch or on his kitchen counter, no blinking lights to greet him when he got home.
Then again, he found himself spending more and more time at his parents� house these days than anywhere else and honestly, he knew it was because he was a coward � avoiding the lonely house, not running the risk of company he didn�t want. And since his mother enjoyed making dinner for him, who was he to argue.
�You awake over there?� Blake called from the other side of the shop, the clanking sound of a wrench hitting concrete echoing along with his voice.
Closing his eyes, Ethan sighed.
That was the main reason he wasn�t spending much time at home.
Blake.
Or rather the intense feelings Ethan had surprisingly established in recent months. For someone who was not Blake. And if that wasn�t a punch in the nuts, he didn�t know what was.
Finding it difficult to be alone with Blake these days, he generally tried to avoid situations that would result in opportunities like this one. Unfortunately, when they were working, they were the only two there, and there wasn�t a damn thing he could do to avoid that unless he fired Blake. The thought had occurred to him, but he wasn�t interested in doing double the work, so he opted for the lesser of two evils.
It wasn�t like the sex between him and Blake wasn�t good. Quite the opposite, honestly. Yet he found himself battling Blake�s need to be exclusive, and by exclusive, Blake wanted to announce to the world that they were a couple as though staking a claim on Ethan was going to make this any more of a relationship.
Not gonna happen.
They were most certainly not a couple. Not now, and probably not ever, intense orgasms be damned. On top of that, Ethan wasn�t interested in announcing anything about his relationships � sexual or otherwise.
And he had several reasons for that, one of them being that no matter how hard he tried to avoid the truth, there was someone else. Someone who had caught his eye and made him want things he never even realized were a possibility.
Too bad he had no idea what, if anything, to do about that.
Pushing to his feet, Ethan wiped his grimy hands on one of the shop towels that were haphazardly scattered around the floor at his feet. When he stood to his full height, he came face to face with Blake.
Knowing he would look like an asshole if he backed up and put space between them, he stood his ground and stared back at the handsome man.
�Need something?�
Blake didn�t answer, but the passion in his eyes was unmistakable.
Shit.
�I can think of one thing,� Blake said gruffly, moving in close.
This time Ethan did back up, but he was limited in his retreat when he was forced up against the truck he�d just been working on. Stuck between a truck and a hard place, Ethan had no idea how to avoid the inevitable. Nor was he sure he even wanted to.
It was clear that Blake wasn�t taking any hints, what with Ethan trying to limit the time they spent together. Then again, he had to admit that he was sporting a serious hard on brought on by too many thoughts of someone else.
Someone he couldn�t have.
Which made Blake convenient. And Ethan a total prick.
But even given that self-revelation, Ethan found he couldn�t resist the urge.
�What are you waiting for?� Ethan goaded him, reaching for his own jeans and easing the intense discomfort by pulling his cock out.
Blake�s eyes widened, his mouth hanging open slightly, but he didn�t move. Keeping his tone firm, Ethan told him exactly what he wanted from him. �I want to watch you suck my dick. Right here.�
Ethan was used to being the one in control. It was natural for him. He didn�t take much shit from anyone, inside or outside of the bedroom. Or right here in the open as it would be. And Blake seemed more than content to accommodate his aggressive instruction.
Once Blake was on his knees in front of him, Ethan leaned back against the truck, his full attention on the man in front of him. Sliding his hands into Blake�s silky hair, he pulled him closer, not roughly, but enough to let Blake know what he wanted.
As his cock disappeared into the blazing hot depths of Blake�s talented mouth, Ethan groaned. His eyes closed on their own, and he was immediately assaulted by the image of a different man on his knees in front of him. Forcing the idea out of his head, he concentrated on picturing Blake�s handsome face, his callused hands as they gripped his shaft, his tongue as it teased the rigid vein on the underside of his cock.
�Awww, fuck,� Ethan groaned.
It felt so damn good.
But no matter how hard he tried, he still pictured Blake as someone else. And that other man was a threat to his control.
Something Ethan wasn�t willing to part with.
♂♂
Beau
Beau had absolutely no idea what he was doing, but against his better judgment, he had left work and driven straight to Walker Demolition. Bypassing the main office, he continued on to the mechanic shop where Ethan was known to spend more than enough time on a daily basis. Didn�t seem to matter if it was seven in the morning or seven in the evening, Ethan was generally working.
Parking his truck, Beau noticed by the additional truck in the parking lot that Blake was also there and that ever present niggle of anger was tingling at the base of Beau�s skull. He did not like Blake, but not for obvious reasons.
It was true, Beau had developed some sort of strange attraction to Ethan Walker and the how and why was yet to be determined. But that wasn�t the reason he disliked Blake.
No, he wasn�t all that fond of Ethan�s on-and-off boyfriend because the man was a lying bastard. Then again, it had been a complete coincidence that Beau had stumbled upon the guy at a restaurant over in a neighboring town after that disaster of a date Beau had gone on. Granted, that had been damn near six months ago, but Beau couldn�t seem to shake off the memory.
As far as he knew, Ethan and Blake were dating. Maybe Ethan didn�t share that tidbit of news with anyone, but as far as Beau knew, Ethan wasn�t seeing anyone else. And to Beau, that meant they were exclusive.
Although if he had his way, they would�ve moved on from one another a long time ago. Beau didn�t need to have a genius IQ to see that Ethan was attracted to him. And if he had to guess, it was significantly more than mere physical attraction� although there was that.
Climbing out of his truck, Beau shut his door with a click, not wanting to alert Ethan that he was there. For some reason, he just needed to see him, to talk, maybe get a beer at Moonshiners, something they�d done a few times in recent months.
Nothing serious, nothing sexual and damn sure nothing of the relationship variety. Beau wouldn�t do that. Not to Ethan, not to himself, and not even to Blake. Until the pair of them figured it out � which he hoped they would do soon � Beau was settling with being friends. It seemed they had a significant amount of things in common, which resulted in hours of comfortable conversation.
Beau needed that.
As did Ethan, even if the other man wasn�t willing to admit it.
Beau made his way to the large bay door, but before he stepped inside, his attention was drawn to movement over in the shadows. It didn�t take long for his brain to register what he was seeing.
There, leaning against one of the plain white Walker Demo trucks, was Ethan. His head was tossed back, and even as Beau�s eyes tried to adapt to the dim light, he could see the pure ecstasy written on the man�s face. Following the long, lean line of Ethan�s body, he stopped when he saw Blake in front of him. On his fucking knees.
His breath lodged in his chest, a burning sensation radiating outward from his gut. What could possibly be worse than seeing Blake on his knees sucking Ethan�s cock? Well, that would be the intense satisfaction on Ethan�s much too handsome face.
Son of a fucking bitch.
Without making a sound, Beau took a step backward. Then another. When his feet shuffled on the concrete floor, he saw Ethan�s head come down, his eyes open. And right then and there, they made eye contact.
Beau was rooted in place, unable to force his legs to move. As Ethan watched him, he could see fury replace the sheer pleasure that had been there moments before.
Did he say something? What the hell could he say? Before Beau could decide what his next move would be, Ethan made the decision for him.
Beau watched with voyeuristic fascination as Ethan gripped Blake�s hair tightly, his hips moving forward. �That�s it, Blake. Suck me. All the way. Fuck yes.�
When Ethan�s head fell back again, an animalistic growl escaping from his lips, Beau got his bearings. Without worrying if he was heard, Beau turned back to his truck. He clearly was interrupting, and there was no point in pursuing someone who was already taken. Once inside the truck, he didn�t bother with his seatbelt before he tore out of the parking lot, gravel flying behind his truck as he made a hasty retreat.
Surprisingly enough, Beau didn�t blame Ethan. How could he? The man was clearly fucking Blake, their relationship not much of a secret, even if Ethan didn�t cop to it publicly. But, he hated that Blake was using him. Hated that the man was whoring around on Ethan. And he hated that he didn�t have to balls to tell Ethan.
But what he hated even more than that� that Ethan knew what he was doing, and he was intentionally keeping his distance from Beau.
After all, if Ethan accepted that there might be something between them, it would seal Ethan�s fate, and Beau sensed that he wasn�t ready to plunge headlong into something that might just be what he needed. Something Beau had been subconsciously looking for all his life.

Chapter Six

♂♀
Sawyer
Who was to say he couldn�t be a kind hearted, generous guy?
No one, that�s who.
As Sawyer pulled out of his driveway, he whistled an upbeat tune. For the first time in a while, he had to pat himself on the back for coming up with a brilliant plan. Ok, so it wasn�t a secret that his well-developed plans were usually thwarted someway, somehow, but he couldn�t see how this could possibly go wrong. Two days had passed since he came up with this clever scheme and truthfully, he was looking forward to seeing how it played out.
The drive to the animal shelter in Coyote Ridge was a short one, and by the time Sawyer pulled into the small parking lot, he was practically floating on a cloud. This was going to be a damn good day, he could feel it. Without wasting another second, he climbed out of his car and hurried to the front door.
�Hey, Adrianne,� Sawyer greeted the young woman who was rummaging through a stack of papers on her desk. �Where do you want me?� Knowing the question was a double entendre, even if he meant it in the most innocent of ways, Sawyer shot her the flirty smile most women seemed to respond to.
�Working and not flirting would be nice,� Adrianne said, glancing over her shoulder.
�Since it�s my first day on the job, you�ll have to show me what that actually means,� he informed her, moving closer to the desk that stood in the center of the small ten-by-ten room that the shelter claimed as an office.
He wasn�t sure where to stand, hell, he didn�t even know where to put his hands, so he shoved them in his pockets and stared at the grungy walls decorated with pictures of dogs and cats in mismatched frames. Some of the pictures were crooked, probably not by design, while others were leaning as though the nail had finally given up its effort to stick around.
Adrianne continued to flip through the stack of papers hurriedly, not paying him any attention.
Aaaaannnnnddddd now Sawyer was self-conscious.
What the hell?
Ok, so maybe Sawyer wasn�t known much for his volunteering nature, so he couldn�t necessarily blame Adrianne for being surprised that he�d called, much less shown up, but he was here so shouldn�t she be paying him at least a little bit of attention?
Insecure much?
Sawyer knew he needed to get a grip.
Yes, maybe he had ulterior motives, which had led him to call Adrianne Reade to see what he could do to help out at the animal shelter. But it wasn�t like Adrianne knew what he�d been thinking when he called her.
He couldn�t blame his quest to do a good deed on the Christmas spirit, or even his selfless need to give back, although Sawyer considered himself a pretty all right guy.
No, this was actually entirely selfish on his part. He knew that any minute now, Kennedy Endsley was going to walk through the front door for her bi-weekly date with the animal shelter. Now her actions were selfless, but Sawyer�s were geared more toward trying to get close to the woman.
It was either that or get a dog. Not that the latter was a terrible idea, but for the time being, Sawyer was holding off. After all, he wanted to start out small. Getting a dog was going to require a commitment, even if he would do it just to get closer to the one woman who had erected an invisible barrier that kept her as far away from him as possible. It was common knowledge that Sawyer didn�t do well with commitments. At least not of the relationship variety.
�Come on,� Adrianne called as she turned and headed for the lone door that he assumed led to the main part of the kennels.
Falling into step with her, Sawyer glanced in the cages, checking out the animals, the sad puppy dog eyes, the eager kittens with their little toys who stopped to stare at him as he passed by. Hell, he could do this. How hard could it be to spend the day hanging out with a bunch of animals? He liked animals. If nothing else, he�d get the chance to make them happy for a few hours and he�d get to see Kennedy. It was a win-win situation for him.
Adrianne led the way through another door, but this one led into a sterile white room that wasn�t much bigger than the main front office. The only difference was that instead of battered pictures on the wall, this one had a drain in the middle of the floor and a sturdy table in the center. There was a wash basin on one side with grungy faucets above them.
�What�s this?�
�You wanted to work, right?� she asked.
He couldn�t very well say no, so Sawyer nodded his head.
�Well, then this is your job. I�ve got four dogs out there who need a bath.� Adrianne pointed around the room as she continued to speak. �Over there is the shampoo. On this side, you�ve got the sprayer. There�re some towels beneath the counter. Just holler if you need anything else,� she said, but then disappeared before he could say anything more.
Sawyer stood in the tiny room, staring at the white walls and the stainless steel cabinets, wondering just how he was going to achieve his goal of seeing Kennedy if he was stuck in here all day.
The door opened, and he turned back around just as Adrianne was walking in with a huge, shaggy dog whose multi-colored hair was in need of a trim, or perhaps a buzz cut might help more because the poor animal probably couldn�t see all that well through the frizzy hair that covered both eyes. Sawyer wasn�t quite sure that a bath was going to help the dingy mutt, but what did he know.
�What�s that?� he asked.
�This is Hercules,� she told him, reaching down to pat the dog�s enormous, flat head. �He�s new here, but from what I can tell, he�s fairly sociable.�
Fairly? Sawyer wasn�t sure he liked the sound of that.
At that moment, there was a knock on the door and to his surprise, Kennedy pushed open the door and stuck her head just inside. She studied him for a moment, then glanced back at Adrianne before meeting his eyes once more. Sawyer smiled, hoping like hell she was there to save the day. Maybe she wanted to help him bathe the dog. That would certainly get him closer to her.
When she smiled back, his hopes soared, and that�s when he noticed the mischievous twinkle in her lovely gray eyes.
�Mr. Walker,� she greeted way too formally for his taste.
�Kennedy,� he acknowledged her, keeping his tone light. After all, he damn sure wouldn�t let her see his fear.
Not that he was scared.
Glancing back down at the dog who seemed to be fixated on him, Sawyer took an awkward step backward. Funny how those big round eyes seemed to follow him, even beneath all that fur.
�So nice of you to help out today,� Kennedy said sweetly. �The shelter can always use more volunteers. I think you�ll like this particular job. It�s certainly a good one for a newbie.�
Sawyer wasn�t sure what to say to that, so he just stood there, staring down at Hercules who was aptly named based on his size.
Adrianne stood to her full height once more, handed Sawyer the leash and then turned to leave again.
�Hey, wait,� he found himself saying, but quickly clamped his mouth shut.
�Sorry, I�ve got to help Doc Endsley,� Adrianne explained. �She�s just got a couple of vaccinations to take care of before she heads out.�
Heads out? She just got there.
�See you in a bit,� Adrianne chirped as she snuck out the door.
Sawyer was pretty damned sure she was laughing at him as she went.
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Kennedy
�Thanks for warning me that he�d be here,� Kennedy told Adrianne as they walked down the narrow hallway back to the front of the building.
�No problem. Don�t get me wrong, I think Sawyer�s a decent guy and all, but have you ever seen him volunteer before?�
Kennedy chuckled. �Not when it comes to animals, no.�
She knew that when he was younger, because his parents always pitched in at the church, the Walker brothers were known to do their part, � even occasionally now � but, unless it meant doing the heavy lifting, or something that would show off how masculine they were, they didn�t tend to offer their assistance.
Especially not bathing stray dogs.
So, needless to say, when Adrianne had called to let her know that Sawyer was looking for something to do at the shelter, she had offered suggestions. The two women had laughed over their options, but in the end, they decided a few hours with some ornery, wet dogs would probably do the guy some good.
�Well, I�ve got to run an errand, but I�ll be back shortly,� Adrianne called out as she headed for the front door.
�No problem, I�ll be here for about an hour, and your volunteer will likely be here for about three. Maybe more.�
Adrianne laughed. �When he�s done with Hercules, just give him whoever looks like they�d enjoy some bonding time with him.�
�You don�t have any others who need to be bathed?�
�Nope, not today. But he doesn�t need to know that.�
Kennedy broke out laughing, staring after Adrianne as she disappeared out the door.
If she hadn�t spent the better part of the last few years trying to stay as far away from Sawyer Walker as possible, she might just get a kick out of this.
Oh, who was she kidding? She would get a kick out of this.

Chapter Seven

♂♀♂
Brendon
�What�s for dinner?� Braydon asked when he walked into the kitchen, not paying the slightest bit of attention to where he was going as he ran a towel over his wet hair.
�Whatever you find to eat,� Brendon said snidely. He damn sure wasn�t the chef in the house.
�Where�s Jessie?�
What the hell was this? Twenty questions?
Brendon took a deep breath, realizing he had to calm down. There was no need to take out his frustrations on his brother.
�No idea,� he answered honestly, taking a deep breath and trying to settle his frazzled nerves. He�d already called her several times, but she wasn�t answering her phone.
�I talked to her earlier,� Braydon stated smoothly, causing Brendon to stop mid-step and stare at his brother.
�When?�
�Right before I got home. She said she had to run an errand, but then she�d stop by. I hope she�s got something for dinner.�
Brendon stared at his twin. Had Braydon been abducted by aliens while he was in the shower? Since when did Braydon talk to Jessie without Brendon around? Shaking off the thought, he turned and exited the kitchen. He needed to keep himself busy, or he�d be overthinking this whole mess he seemed to have found himself in.
�I�m gonna take a shower,� Brendon called out as an afterthought before retreating to his own room and slamming the door behind him.
What the hell was wrong with him?
Here he was, completely frustrated with the situation he found himself in, yet he was getting jealous that his twin brother had talked to Jessie? That was supposed to be a good thing, right?
He needed for Jessie and Braydon to get along. There wasn�t much of a choice. Brendon knew for damned sure that the two of them were able to get along while they were naked. He�d been witness to that on more than a million occasions.
So why was it Brendon felt that his life was shifting in a different direction? Actually, he�d been feeling this way since last May when one extremely popular, very talented, not to mention seriously fucking sexy, country music star made a surprise appearance on Mother�s Day.
Cheyenne Montgomery.
Stripping off his clothes in a rush, Brendon didn�t even wait for the shower water to warm before he pulled open the glass door and stepped in. And wouldn�t you know it, thoughts of Cheyenne had him so worked up that not even the chilly bite from the water could make his balls shrivel up.
Turning his back to the water, he thrust his fingers through his hair and closed his eyes. Once he was good and soaked, he grabbed the shampoo and made quick work of sudsing up and rinsing off. Moving on to washing his body, he kept his eyes closed and remembered the last time he�d seen Cheyenne.
Mother�s Day night, after all the festivities were said and done, Brendon had ventured out to Moonshiners with his brother and lo and behold, there she was. The famous country musician had apparently been invited by Travis, and that�s how it all got started.
But no matter what happened before, Brendon could not for the life of him get that woman � or the explosive kiss they�d shared � out of his head. She�d consumed him mentally. For weeks, he�d thought about her, wondering when she would come back or whether he�d get the chance to explore what had happened between them. He relived that kiss in his dreams, only when he was asleep, they didn�t stop at just a kiss.
The woman had done a number on him with minimal effort, and he wanted to see her again.
Only he wasn�t supposed to want her. Not anymore.
He had Jessie. Another woman who had stormed into his life and stolen his breath. But the feelings he had for Jessie were vastly different from those he�d developed for Cheyenne over the course of just a couple of hours. Jessie was his friend. She was one of the sweetest, most giving women he�d ever met, and it didn�t hurt that she hadn�t balked at Brendon�s insistence that his brother join them in their sexual escapades.
But Cheyenne was a different story. He knew there wasn�t a chance in hell that she would give him the time of day if he insisted that she give herself over to his twin. Not a fucking chance. She�d basically told him as much when Brendon had insisted his brother stay close that night.
So, he knew he was better off with Jessie. She was more his type. Beautiful, smart, and open to new things � and yes, he was referring to new things in the sexual sense. The woman blew his mind when she lost her inhibitions. Especially considering she was so open to the threesome aspect of the relationship they shared, even if she didn�t seem to understand it fully.
Turning so that the water poured down over his face, Brendon held his breath, wishing like hell he could just get his mind focused on the one place it needed to be.
He had to stop worrying about Braydon and Jessie and what might be developing between them. His twin brother was his other half, and the two of them hadn�t been separated in any capacity since the day they were born. Braydon was his best friend, his confidante, and he was also the third in Brendon�s relationships and vice versa.
And that was something he�d never questioned before�
Until Jessie.
And Cheyenne.
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Braydon
The knock on the door was barely detectable over the buzz of the television and the sound of the water pipes rumbling in the wall of Brendon�s bathroom. Braydon had no idea how long Jessie had been standing there, but as soon as he opened the door, and just like every other time he laid eyes on this woman, his world tipped on its axis.
Too bad she belonged to his brother.
�Hey,� he greeted, taking a step back to allow her to come inside.
�Hey back,� she said with a shy smile. �I brought tacos.�
At the mention of food, Braydon�s stomach growled, making Jessie laugh. �I guess it�s a good thing, too.�
�I�m not complaining.�
God, she was the most radiant woman he�d ever had the pleasure of laying his eyes on. Especially in those tight denim shorts and the oversized hoodie that disguised the rest of her luscious curves, he found her so damn hot, he worried he wouldn�t be able to keep his hands off of her.
Too bad she belonged to his brother.
That was a mantra he had better get used to. Because the direction that his thoughts had been going recently, was probably going to get him in some serious trouble.
It didn�t seem to matter that Braydon and Brendon shared women, and it didn�t seem to matter that Braydon knew he�d be buried to the hilt within this woman before the night was out. The simple fact that she didn�t belong to him was making him crazy.
And it was a first.
Never before in his life had he wanted to stake a claim on a woman. Not until Jessie. And wouldn�t you fucking know it, Brendon had put the moves on her first which made Braydon officially the third in this little tryst of theirs. Something he�d never had a problem with until lately.
But there was something different about this woman. Something that he found himself drawn to on a level that was so much deeper than mere sexual chemistry. And the more time they spent together, the stronger his feelings for her seemed to get.
Leading Jessie into the kitchen, he grabbed three plates from the cabinet and three beers from the refrigerator before returning to join her at the center island that doubled as a bar. Jessie had already gotten comfortable, perched on the bar stool opposite him.
�How�s it going?� she asked.
Braydon paused in his pursuit to sate his hunger, holding the unwrapped taco in midair as he looked up at her, but he was surprised to see she wasn�t looking at him. In fact, it appeared she was avoiding eye contact at all costs.
�Good. You?�
Damn, they sounded like two nervous teenagers at a high school dance.
�Good,� she mumbled, reaching over to grab one of the tacos out of the plastic bag. When her hand brushed against his, Braydon held his breath, refusing to acknowledge what her simple touch did to him.
This was fucking crazy.
Wanting to drive his cock into her pussy while his brother took her ass was one thing, but the visions of the things he wanted to do to her � alone � were unsettling, to say the least.
He�d never been with a woman solo. During all of their relationships, Braydon and Brendon had shared their women. Since the very first time when they lost their virginity at fourteen. Which meant, by their combined participation, they managed to remain detached from the female in question. After all, having his brother present allowed him to remain emotionally detached, something he�d grown used to over the years. For him, it was all about pleasuring the woman. That was his only concern. Sure, the logic might not add up, but it was something neither of them had ever questioned.
Until Jessie.
With her� things were different.
At least for Braydon they were.
�Hey,� Brendon greeted Jessie when he came stomping into the room a few seconds later, running a towel through his damp hair. When he leaned over to kiss Jessie firmly on the mouth, Braydon found his hand had involuntarily clenched at his side.
This was such bullshit.
He was an idiot to think that a relationship with Jessie was even possible, but he knew he wasn�t just imagining the way she seemed to be distancing herself from Brendon and him. Or how Brendon had suddenly become standoffish when it came to her.
Something was changing between them. The dynamic was shifting, and unlike other times that they�d decided to move on from a regular fuck buddy, this felt different.
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Jessie
Jessie could feel the tension in the air. It was thick enough to strangle her. Grabbing her beer, she took a long pull and managed to avoid looking Braydon in the eyes.
The last time she�d been here, which had been about a week ago, she had noticed how distracted she�d been. How she never noticed it before, she had no idea. Rather than enjoying herself, hanging out with both of them, Jessie found her mind wandering more and more to Braydon.
And normally, that wouldn�t be a bad thing, except she was supposedly Brendon�s girlfriend. Although, girlfriend wasn�t quite the word she would use. Fuck buddy, maybe? Ok, that was a little harsh because truthfully, Brendon treated her better than just a fuck buddy. She talked to him every day, most of the time he was the one calling her even, and they saw each other several times a week.
Well, until recently. She had successfully managed to put a little distance between herself and Brendon and she was trying to do the same with Braydon. Only he wasn�t letting her.
For the last few weeks, they�d had side conversations, mostly by text, and Jessie found herself longing to talk to him more. There were times when she wished she could see him, only him. Only that wasn�t possible because the dynamic of their relationship didn�t work that way. And she knew Braydon wouldn�t do that to Brendon. Nor would she.
All of a sudden, there seemed to be a tremendous amount of turmoil churning between them. She was more and more uncomfortable being around them, and she sensed that there was some tension between the two of them as well.
Why? Well, the answer to that question hadn�t been quite so forthcoming initially. However, after a lot of thought, not to mention the encounter the last time she was here with them, Jessie realized exactly what her problem was.
She was falling for Braydon.
And obviously Brendon was picking up on it.
Placing her taco on her plate and retrieving her beer again, she forced her eyes to wander around the room and not to either of the twins. She knew what she�d see if she looked at them. They were both devastatingly attractive with their dark hair and mesmerizing blue-gray eyes. Their chiseled features offered a rugged appeal, but those intense eyes made them boyishly handsome at the same time. And what made it worse� they were absolutely identical. To this point, she hadn�t found a single distinguishing mark on either of them. Their hair was cut the same, their style of dress was relatively similar, the deep timbre of their voice was identical, and they even walked the same.
The only difference she�d noted was that Braydon was much calmer, more laid back and infinitely more concerned about her in an emotional sense. Oh, and he made her feel beautiful every single time he looked at her.
On the other hand, Brendon was more assertive, edgy, always moving. And he made her feel like she was the sexiest woman on the planet when those heated eyes raked over her skin.
�You all right?� Brendon asked, his warm hand cupping the back of her neck as he stood beside her.
�Sure,� she lied after putting her beer back on the counter. �Fine. Why?�
�I don�t know. You just seem�� Brendon didn�t finish his sentence and Jessie didn�t try to fill in the blanks.
She knew how she seemed.
Without thinking, she glanced up, her eyes meeting Braydon�s and she suppressed a shudder. He was studying her and the way his eyes roamed across her face, seemingly reading every one of her thoughts made her uncomfortable.
�Hey, y�all wanna watch a movie?� she asked, jerking her gaze away from Braydon�s. She wasn�t all that interested in watching anything, but maybe if they tried, some of the tension would disappear.
That, or maybe she could pretend to be asleep. She had a feeling it was the only way she�d be able to distance herself from these new emotions she�d somehow developed. The ones that made this very unconventional threesome incredibly awkward.

Chapter Eight
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Kaleb
Kaleb stared at the blinking cursor on his computer screen, his attention pulled from the email he�d been drafting to the sound of tires crunching on gravel outside the office door. He had no idea who would be showing up at this time of day, and being that it was Friday morning, he wasn�t going to try and guess.
When Sawyer walked in the door, he had to admit he was a little disappointed. Not because his brother was there but because the new arrival wasn�t his wife. He�d talked to Zoey a little while ago, and she mentioned if she finished with her morning errand that she�d stop by to see him.
Being that he�d opted to hang out at the Walker Demotion office and not his new swank digs at Alluring Indulgence, which still had several weeks of work before they were ready to open the doors to the public, he was hoping no one would interrupt.
Clearly Sawyer must�ve had the same idea he did.
�Damn, man, what the hell is that smell?� Kaleb asked, staring up at Sawyer as he moved closer.
�Shut the fuck up,� Sawyer bit out.
There wasn�t even a hint of his laid back personality in the statement either. His older brother was clearly pissed.
�What the hell did you do? Take a shower with an animal?�
�As a matter of fact, I fucking did,� Sawyer ground out as he dropped into his chair at his own desk. �Yesterday, damn it. And the fucking smell still won�t go away.�
Kaleb had to hold on to his desk to keep from falling out of his chair as his laughter shook him. He remembered something about Sawyer�s grand gesture to go help out at the animal shelter and this must�ve been his reward.
�Did you see Kennedy?� he asked, trying to provoke Sawyer even more.
�If you know what�s good for you�� Sawyer let the threat drop as he booted up his computer, seemingly interested in the blank screen.
Kaleb obviously didn�t know what was good for him because he continued, �So, you took a bath with dogs?�
�Fuck you, man.�
Staring at Sawyer, Kaleb tried to regain some of his composure. Failed. �Let me just say, I don�t think that new cologne is gonna work well with the ladies.�
Sawyer glared over at him briefly, but it wasn�t long before a smile broke out on his face. Kaleb knew that Sawyer wouldn�t be able to hang onto his mad for long. He was the light hearted one. The fun loving guy that everyone wanted to be around.
�She tricked me,� Sawyer explained, moving his mouse around on his desk. �Here I was trying to do a good deed and the evil woman tricked me.�
�Who? Adrianne?� Kaleb asked, referring to the woman who ran the shelter.
�Her and Kennedy.� Sawyer grimaced, but then smiled again. �They tossed me in a room and had me washing dogs. It wasn�t until I noticed the dogs seemed to be getting bigger and hairier that I realized what was going on.�
�Did you get back at them?�
Sawyer�s grin widened, and his eyes sparkled.
�Adrianne must�ve been delayed running an errand, so Kennedy was the only one there. I had to get her to come help me when something happened to the sprayer,� he admitted.
Kaleb waited, his imagination already running wild.
�Turns out there wasn�t anything wrong with the sprayer. And, unfortunately for Kennedy, she had to get wet to find that out.�
Sawyer�s laugh boomed through the room, and his words painted a picture in Kaleb�s mind. Yes, he could totally see prim and proper Kennedy getting soaked when she tried to fix whatever Sawyer had broken. Or not broken, as was the case.
�She�ll never talk to you again,� Kaleb told his brother, turning his attention back to the computer screen.
�No, probably not, but damn that woman is even hotter when she�s wet,� Sawyer murmured.
Speaking of hot, wet women, Kaleb thought to himself when the door opened, and Zoey stepped inside.
�Hey, baby,� he greeted her as he sat back in his chair, motioning for her to come toward him.
Without wasting a second, Zoey approached with a huge smile on her face. Easing herself onto his lap, Kaleb circled his arms around her, resting his palms flat against her protruding belly.
�How are y�all today?� he asked his wife.
Zoey planted her hand on top of his, both of them cradling their unborn child who was steadily growing inside of Zoey.
�Good, and you?� she asked, leaning sideways to kiss him. Her nose twitched and she looked up, her eyes darting across the room at Sawyer.
�What is that smell?� she asked, confused.
�Oh, that�s Sawyer�s new cologne,� Kaleb said, keeping his tone serious.
Zoey looked at Sawyer, studying him for a moment before she said, �Do you smell like dog?�
Sawyer�s head jerked, his gaze penetrating Zoey as he frowned. �Damn it all to hell.�
With that, Sawyer pushed up from his chair and headed straight for the door.
�What the hell happened to him?� she asked, watching the spot where Sawyer had just disappeared.
�Apparently, Kennedy got him good,� Kaleb explained.
�What do you mean? What did she do?�
�Let�s just say, Sawyer probably won�t be volunteering at the animal shelter anymore. Now, go lock the door.�
Knowing that the only other person who would possibly show up at the Walker Demo office would be Travis, and his visits were few and far between, Kaleb decided to take a chance. With the door locked, and Zoey�s truck outside along with his, he knew none of his brothers would try to come inside.
�Why would I want to do that?� she asked playfully.
�Hmmm,� he moaned, nestling his nose into the crook of her neck. �Because I want you to play with me.�
�Play? Like play house?� she teased, standing from her perch on his lap.
�Something like that,� he answered, watching as she moved easily across the room to the door.
Lord, the woman stole his breath. Always having been the most beautiful woman in the world, at least from Kaleb�s point of view, his wife was even more stunning now that she was seven months pregnant. Absolutely, heart-stopping gorgeous.
�Now come here,� he beckoned, crooking his finger and signaling for her to come closer once again.
�What�s in it for me?�
�Oh, I don�t know,� he said, pretending to ponder what might happen. �Maybe I can lay you out right here on this desk and have my wicked way with you?�
�Or�� Zoey added, coming to a stop directly in front of him.
Glancing up at her, Kaleb leaned back in his chair and studied her pretty face. �Or what?�
When she lowered herself to her knees right there in front of him, Kaleb damn near swallowed his tongue. �What are you doing?�
�Well, if you don�t know by now, I think I�m going to have to give you another lesson,� she offered with a huge smile.
Her small hands went to tug at the buckle on his belt and Kaleb helped, unable to sit still. Being careful not to bump her in his haste to get his jeans down his hips, he kept a close eye on her.
�Where do you want me?� he asked when he had managed to free his now granite-hard cock.
�Right where you are,� she told him. �Lean back and put your hands on the armrest.� Zoey peered up at him, her expression serious. �And don�t move them, no matter what happens.�
Nodding his understanding, Kaleb gripped the leather covered armrests hard enough for his fingernails to scar them.
Zoey�s hands slid up the inside of his thighs, his cock bobbing between his legs, ready and anxious for the touch of her skin, or the heat of her mouth. It didn�t matter to his dick which part of her touched him, he knew within minutes he was going to go off like a fucking rocket.
And he couldn�t wait.
�Mmmm,� Zoey moaned as her soft, cool fingers slid around his shaft, gently caressing him as he watched. �Like velvet covered steel,� she said, her features focused intently on what she was doing to him.
�I wonder how you taste,� she said sweetly after she�d managed to work him into a frenzy with just her hands.
�God, I hope you�re gonna tell me,� he groaned.
She was leaning in close, her little pink tongue darting out to lick her lower lip, but she wasn�t close enough for his cock to slide into the warm recesses of her mouth.
His hands tightened on the chair, the metal creaking beneath his weight as he tried to control himself. This was the most exquisite form of torture. Watching while his wife teased him with barely a touch, her warm breath tickling the sensitive, swollen head.
�Zoey,� he pleaded, not sure how much more he would be able to take.
�Hands on the armrest,� she insisted.
Kaleb gripped the chair again, not even aware that he�d moved his hands. As his fingers connected with the leather, Zoey�s mouth made contact with his cock, and he nearly bolted right out of the chair. Holding still, his muscles constricting and effectively making him immobile, the sensations ripped through him, adrenaline flooding his bloodstream, lust rushing through his veins, all of it together making him light headed as he watched his sexy wife suck his cock right into her mouth.
�Fuck, Zoey,� he moaned.
His muscles were locked into place, his breaths soughing in and out of his lungs like he�d just finished a marathon, and sweat had beaded on his forehead. She was going to be the death of him, and Kaleb couldn�t think of a better way to go.
Ok, well, that might be a better way�
�Awww, hell,� he moaned when Zoey gripped his shaft with one hand, her other hand kneading his balls while she continued to bob up and down on his cock, working her hands in tandem.
�Baby.� Shit, he wasn�t� he couldn�t� �Zoey, baby, I�m gonna come!� His release exploded from him, filling her mouth as she continued to suck him, their eyes meeting as she finished him off.
It took him a minute to come back to Earth, and when he did, he found Zoey standing in front of him, a satisfied smirk on her face. Quickly redressing himself, Kaleb flopped back down in his chair, his legs unable to support him. He pulled her down with him and wrapped his arms around her. �Whatever am I going to do with you?� he whispered into her hair.
�Mmmm, you�re gonna get me a really great Christmas present, Mr. Walker.�
Kaleb stilled.
Oh, damn. Damn, damn, damn.
�Is there something particular that you want?� he asked, hoping she would give him some sort of hint. This was an ongoing thing with her, and to date, she hadn�t given him a single clue as to what she might want.
�Surprise me,� she whispered. �As long as it comes from your heart, I�ll be the happiest woman in the world.�
Crap.
How did you buy a girl a present with your heart?

Chapter Nine

♂♂♂♂♂♂♂
Travis
December 16th

�And how exactly do you intend to get all of that done in one week?�
Technically, Travis still had ten days, but that was a moot point because he had no idea how he was going to do it. But, in his defense, Gage said it was possible.
Travis stared across his kitchen table at Sawyer, wondering whether this meeting could�ve been put off just a little longer. Especially since forty-five minutes and two cups of coffee had disappeared while they waited for their other brothers to arrive.
Of course they were going to be late. It always seemed to work that way. When Travis had things to do, places to be, his younger brothers always managed to make sure he spent unnecessary time with his thumb up his ass.
�Did you at least set everything else up for delivery online?� Sawyer questioned, leaning back in his chair as though he didn�t have a care in the world.
No. �Yes,� he lied.
�You are so full of shit,� Sawyer said with a grin. �Kylie�s gonna kick your sorry ass if she doesn�t have a present under the tree.�
Technically, Kylie�s gift wouldn�t fit under the tree, nor was he able to move it, but he fully understood Sawyer�s point. And shit, Travis would kick his own ass if Kylie didn�t have her present. And then he�d kick Gage�s for telling him that he could make it happen.
With so much going on lately, time had somehow slipped through his fingers, and he had managed to do the unthinkable. How in the hell would he explain to his wife that he only half ass got her something for Christmas? An IOU certainly wouldn�t work.
Grabbing his phone, Travis flipped through the screens until he found the ongoing text conversation he had with Gage.
Did you place that order we talked about? 
There, at least the ball was back in Gage�s court now. Not that it would matter, this gift was something they�d been working on for a while, but since it was a two-parter, it required a little creativity, so they hadn�t jumped right in to get the last of it taken care of.
The sound of boots on hardwood made Travis turn to look toward the swinging door that led from the dining room to the kitchen. Waiting patiently to see who had finally decided to grace them with their presence, he simply stared.
When the door was pulled open, he knew immediately that it wasn�t one of the twins. They pushed the door in, rather than pulled.
Huh, such a strange thing to have noticed, he thought to himself.
�Son of a bitch,� Zane muttered after the door came in and slammed into his ass.
Been there. 
Travis hid his grin.
��Bout time,� Sawyer said by way of greeting their youngest brother.
�Shut it,� Zane retorted. �In case you haven�t noticed, the rest of us have jobs.�
Travis roared with laughter as he leaned back in his chair, pushing it back on two legs. �Nice try, kiddo.�
�Fuck off. I didn�t see your ass there this morning.�
�Where?� he asked. �The resort? Well, your ass might want to get up with the chickens if you want to see me in the morning. I was there. I was also gone before your lazy ass probably even rolled out of bed.�
�Yeah, well�� Zane let the sentence hang as he moved to the refrigerator and grabbed a bottle of water before returning to the table and grabbing one of the other chairs. After turning it around backward, he flopped down on it and downed half the water in one gulp. �Where�s the rest of �em?�
Million dollar question that one was.
As if on cue, Sawyer�s phone vibrated on the table. He snatched it up and grinned as he read whatever the message was that he received. Travis wanted to throw his coffee at him.
�Ethan�s on his way,� Sawyer said.
Great. That would make four. Three to go.
The front door slammed shut and once again, Travis was admiring the kitchen door as he waited for the next one to show up.
�What�s up, Bubba?� Braydon announced loudly when he pushed into the room, a shit eating grin on his face.
Good to see him smiling these days. It seemed ever since those two started hooking up with Kylie�s sister that things weren�t all roses and butterflies in the land of the Doublemint twins.
�Where�s�?� Zane�s question died off as Braydon�s other half made his way into the kitchen, his cell phone plastered against his ear.
�Yep, that�s the one. Uh-huh� No� Got it.� Brendon stabbed the end button on his phone and turned to face Travis and the others, a giant grin plastered on his face.
�Did you get it?� Braydon asked his twin, obviously the two of them the only ones in on the secret.
�All done.�
For half a second, Travis thought about questioning them, but then thought better of it. The less he knew about those two, the better.
"So�," Zane said, filling the silence. �You get that present, yet?�
It took Travis a second to realize his younger brother was talking to him, and after a double-take, he glanced around the room to see that the rest of his brothers were looking at him too. �What?�
�Well?�
That seemed to be the theme from the peanut gallery, and Travis was hard pressed not to answer, especially when Kaleb came through the door, quickly followed by Ethan on his heels.
�No, I haven�t. Fuck.�
�Haven�t what?� Kaleb asked as he eased through the group now crowding the kitchen on his way to the coffee pot.
�He hasn�t finished getting Kylie�s present.�
�Shit, man. You�re gonna be lucky to have everything set up by Christmas at this point.�
No shit, Sherlock. Travis clamped his jaw shut and tried his best to ignore his brothers.
�Lay off him,� Braydon said in a mock sympathetic tone. �He doesn�t need us to tell him he�s gonna look like a jackass when he doesn�t have a present for his wife.�
The room erupted in laughter and Travis stared down at his phone, noticing he had a text message, but the phone must�ve been turned to silent.
Nope. You know how to use the internet, ya know.
So not helping.
�What about you?� Travis asked Kaleb directly. �You find that heartfelt gift for your wife yet?�
The scowl on Kaleb�s face told him that he wasn�t having any more luck with finding the perfect present than anyone else in the room.
�So, what�s the plan for Mom and Dad?� Ethan asked, always the one to get right to the point.
Considering that was the whole reason they�d all gathered around Travis� kitchen table first thing on a Monday morning when they all should be at work, they truly needed to get this worked out.
From the looks of it, Travis was going to run out of time completely, and sitting around wasn�t helping.
♀♀♀♀
Kylie
�I still don�t know where you put all that,� V said to Zoey as the foursome finished their breakfast.
Kylie grinned, loving the banter between the women. These shopping trips had become a regular thing with the four of them, and the more they got together, the closer they became. Granted, Monday mornings generally weren�t reserved for shopping excursions, but there were a few last minute things they were all looking to get, which meant they had to make time where they could.
�I�m eating for two, don�t you know?� Zoey laughed, grabbing her orange juice and finishing it off.
�Exactly. Two. Not ten,� V said good-naturedly.
�Sometimes I feel like there are ten of them in there,� Zoey added, grabbing the last piece of bacon from her plate.
�How are you feeling? Last time I talked to you, you said you were tired all the time,� Jessie asked, pushing her plate away as she stared over at Zoey.
�Well, nothing�s changed on that front.� Zoey�s grin was mischievous, and Kylie laughed. If she had to guess, Zoey�s exhaustion wasn�t just related to pregnancy.
�We do not want to hear about your sex life,� V said with a grin, reading Kylie�s mind.
�Sure we do,� Jessie teased. �I�m all for hearing about someone else�s sex life.�
�Right. Like you don�t have enough action to write a romantic suspense novel.� V winked at Jessie as she pushed her half empty bowl of oatmeal away.
�Not the point.� Jessie laughed. �And besides, my sister here is the one with the action. I�m still not sure how she manages to crawl out of bed each day. Not with two cowboys like that flanking her through the night.�
Kylie turned to face her younger sister, trying to come up with a witty comeback, but nothing came. It was the truth, Travis and Gage ensured each and every night that she was well sated. And sometimes, when she wasn�t in the mood, they would turn to one another, which was just as erotic to watch as it was to join in.
The waitress arrived, clearing the empty plates and setting the check down on the edge of the table and letting them know there was no rush.
Sure there was. They were now counting down to Christmas and if they didn�t get a move on, Kylie feared she�d never find that perfect gift for Travis and Gage. Unfortunately, no matter how hard she had tried, she still had not found them anything. Well, nothing other than a few novelty items that she knew they�d love.
�You finished over there? Or are you ready to order lunch?� V teased Zoey and the table erupted in laughter, including Zoey.
Zoey was usually the first one to joke about how much she ate these days. By the looks of her, Zoey had gained the weight of the baby, and that was about it.
�Keep it up and I�ll do just that,� Zoey said, trying to sound serious but failing.
�I�ve got this,� Kylie said, grabbing the check before V could snatch it up off of the table.
�No way. You bought last time,� V argued. �It�s my turn.�
�The hell it is,� Zoey said firmly. �It�s my turn.�
�Nuh-uh. This time it�s my turn,� Jessie added.
While the three of them argued, Kylie slipped her credit card into the little leather bound booklet and handed it off to the waitress when she walked by.
�Ha!� Kylie told them all, finishing off what was left of her coffee.
�Where to after this?� Jessie asked, pushing her own credit card back into her wallet. Apparently, Kylie�s little sister was trying to be sneaky, but she didn�t win this round.
�The mall, where else?� V announced, grabbing her purse and placing it on the table in front of her.
�What are we going to find at the mall?� Kylie asked, mentally skimming the list of stores and hoping one of them would have something she could get Travis and Gage.
�Candy,� Zoey said sweetly, her hands gently cradling her swollen belly.
�How in the world can you think of candy? You just ate pancakes with syrup.�
�No, the question is, how can you not think about candy? Ever.� Zoey laughed.
The waitress brought the credit card and receipt back for Kylie to sign, which she did quickly. Once that was taken care of, the four of them escaped from the booth and disappeared out into the bright, morning sunlight.
�I heard it might actually snow on Christmas this year,� Kylie said as they walked toward her truck. Or rather Gage�s truck. Out of all of their vehicles, his was the only one large enough to carry the four of them and any packages they might pick up. Well, unless they considered Jessie�s little Honda, but that thing was on its last leg and Kylie certainly hadn�t been in the mood to walk from the mall if the thing gave out on them.
�That�s what I heard. When�s the last time it snowed on Christmas?� V asked. �Or anytime for that matter.�
Zoey�s hearty chuckle followed them into the truck as they all four climbed in before Kylie cranked the engine and then backed out of the parking spot.
�It�s been a while,� Jessie added from the backseat with V.
�Wouldn�t that be awesome? For it to snow on Christmas?� Zoey asked, staring out the window as they accelerated onto the interstate and into Austin.
�I�m all for the snow, but I could do without the cold,� Jessie explained.
�Not sure you can have one without the other,� V added with a chuckle.
�Sure you can,� Zoey told them, turning to peer over the seat at the two women in the back.
Kylie glanced over quickly but then focused on the road. �How�s that possible?�
�Remember that one year when the twins rented that snow machine?�
V barked out a laugh, which in turn, made Kylie laugh.
�Oh, Lord. Let�s hear it,� Jessie instructed the two women.
Stories about the twins and their mischief never ceased to amaze Kylie. And every time she turned around, it seemed as though there was another one ready to be told. And now that Jessie was dating Brendon � although she claimed it wasn�t anything as serious as dating � there were tons more to be heard.
�I�m pretty sure their parents had no idea they�d rented it,� V began.
�Not that it would�ve mattered one way or another,� Zoey added.
�So, they took the ice machine up to the high school. Keep in mind, they had graduated years before.�
Zoey laughed. �But Zane was a senior that year.�
Kylie could actually imagine how this would�ve played out.
�I�m not sure how they managed to get into the school, but they did. And they set up this snow machine in the cafeteria of all places,� V explained.
�It was the day before winter break,� Zoey continued. �I�m sure they had someone on the inside helping them, although that person never did come forward.�
�Needless to say, it took a while to get all of that cleaned up. And yes, it must�ve had the twins� signature all over it because Zane was called out on it.�
�Did they suspend him?� Jessie asked, sounding eager to hear more.
�Oh, no. Zane, despite the fact that he was a wild one, was a straight A student. He never did get in trouble for it.�
�Did their parents find out?� Jessie questioned.
�Of course,� Zoey said with a giggle. �Curtis gave them props for being creative.�
The four of them were still laughing when Kylie pulled the truck into the parking lot of the mall.
Based on how their morning had gone so far, she had high hopes for what the rest of the day would bring. But she wasn�t all that convinced she�d find a gift that would stun Travis or Gage.

Chapter Ten

♂♀♂
Gage
How in the world did he not know that Kylie was planning to come to the mall?
Gage disappeared into one of the stores and watched as Kylie walked past with Zoey, Jessie and V all in tow. Keeping his eyes on the women, Gage snagged his phone out of his pocket and shot a short text to Travis: Did you know K was coming to the mall today?
Figuring he wouldn�t hear back from Travis right away because he was meeting with his brothers, Gage slipped his phone into his pocket and then headed back out into the crowded mall, smiling at the confused saleswoman in the store he just vacated.
His phone buzzed in his pocket, and he grabbed it, making sure to stay camouflaged in the horde of shoppers who were moving from one window to the next, probably in search of that perfect gift for their loved one.
No
His fingers flying over the letters, Gage responded: Remember that fantasy of hers?
Gage slipped behind an older man and his wife when Kylie and her crew stopped to peer into one of the stores just a few yards in front of him.
Fuck. I�ll be there in ten.
Gage grinned to himself. Apparently Travis� priorities were slightly different from his brothers. He could imagine the scene now, Travis rushing out the door and leaving all of his brothers behind in their kitchen. And if Gage knew Travis, he didn�t take the time for pleasantries.
Ten minutes would be record time, and Gage knew it would take Travis at least twenty, but he appreciated the urgency. In fact, his cock appreciated it even more.
A month or so ago, when Travis had prompted them with the question about their deepest, darkest fantasy, Gage had nearly fallen right out of his seat when their sweet wife informed them that she�d always wanted to have sex in a dressing room at the mall.
Well, now was her chance.
Keeping a close eye on the girls, but managing to stay far enough away that they wouldn�t spot him, he followed discreetly, slipping into one store or another when they would stop. Gage had to wonder whether they were actually going to separate at any point. He didn�t figure they were, so he was going to have to get creative. As he waited for Travis to arrive, he tried to come up with as many possibilities that would help him to lure Kylie away from the others.
He could probably seek Zoey�s help, but then he would give himself away. So that option was off the table.
A sudden tap on his shoulder had him twisting around in a hurry. �Shit, you scared the hell out of me.�
�I told you I�d be here,� Travis said, peering around him as he looked in the direction Gage had been facing.
Glancing down at his watch, Gage looked back up at Travis. �Fuck, did you break every traffic law there was?�
�What did you expect?� Travis asked, a sinful smile on his face as he leaned in and kissed him quickly.
Gage grinned. Ok, so no he couldn�t blame the man.
�So what�s the plan?�
�Hell if I know. I�m just interested in finding an empty dressing room,� Gage told him, turning back to see where the women were.
�I�ve got an idea,� Travis said as he started to walk off.
�Wait!�
Travis turned back and smiled. �You follow them. I have a feeling which store they are heading into next. You know women and candles. I�ve got this covered.�
Women and candles. 
Shit, now Gage was thoroughly confused, but it wasn�t like he had much of a choice because Travis was walking away at a brisk pace. Unable to keep Kylie and Travis in his line of sight at the same time, Gage let Travis go while he fell into step with a group of shoppers as they moved forward.
The overhead speakers were playing instrumental Christmas music, the food court was busy as shoppers took a mid-morning break and people were moving quickly in and out of the stores. Gage considered himself lucky that he didn�t get trampled in the chaos.
Fifteen minutes later, Gage was ready to give up. He�d gotten no further in trying to find a gift for Kylie or Travis, and he was getting damn tired of trying to hide from the four women who had now managed to purchase something from damn near every store they�d been in.
Gage�s phone buzzed, and he retrieved it from his pocket. Stepping out of the path of the relentless holiday shoppers, he managed to keep from being clipped by one of the determined mall walkers.
The text made Gage smile and he hurried back into the throng and, after reversing his direction, he made his way to the large department store that was near the entrance he�d come in almost an hour ago. How the hell did Travis get to the opposite end of the mall, and did he honestly expect Kylie to make it that far in the next, oh, say, four hours?
He found his husband moving through the ladies clothing at the far end of the store, which was surprisingly empty with all of the madness he�d left behind in the main mall area.
�I�m not sure yellow is your color,� Gage said by way of greeting when he snaked his way through the racks and racks of holiday sales.
�Fuck off. I look good in any color,� Travis retorted with a shit eating grin.
�What�s the plan?�
Travis tipped his chin up, and Gage turned to see what he was directing him to look at. �Well, I�ll be damned.�
�Not enough credit, I tell you,� Travis muttered before taking Gage�s hand and pulling him toward the farthest wall.
They made their way over to Kylie, who seemed to be running solo at the moment, her partners in crime probably left behind somewhere to spend even more money.
�Hi,� she greeted with a huge grin. �What are you boys doing here? And,� she paused to look between them, �why do I now get the feeling that I didn�t accidentally leave my credit card back at that store?�
Gage glanced over at Travis, then back at Kylie. How in the hell did he manage to convince a salesperson to� �Did you check to see if you had your credit card?�
Kylie put her hands on her hips. �What do you take me for? Of course I checked.�
Gage watched as she glanced down at her purse.
�I just couldn�t remember which one I used.�
Travis pulled Kylie up against him, lowering his head down until their mouths were fused together and effectively changed the subject. The man was good at that. Gage�s dick stirred at the obvious public display. He would never tire of seeing that. Granted, he�d prefer to be involved in their little love fest, but there was certainly something to be said about being a voyeur.
�Early Christmas present,� Travis told her when he pulled back. �Now come on.�
�Where are we going?� Kylie asked, grabbing Gage�s hand as they walked past.
�It�s a surprise.� That was all Travis said before he pulled them farther into the store.
Without fanfare, Travis led them straight into a dressing room at the back of the women�s clothing department. Apparently, Travis did his homework because this one at least had doors that went to the floor and actual walls around each individual dressing area.
When Travis pressed Kylie up against the wall, Gage knew this was one Christmas shopping excursion he�d never, ever forget.
♂♀♂
Travis
�Remember, no talking,� Travis warned Kylie as he pressed his much bigger body against hers. When her hands came up and slipped into his hair, he simply stared down at her.
God, she was incredible. Sinfully delicious and so fucking beautiful. He was absolutely certain he would never, ever get enough of her. Or Gage for that matter.
Speaking of�
Reaching around behind him, Travis pulled Gage closer, causing the man to stumble until Gage was flush against his back. He fumbled behind him until he linked his fingers with Gage�s and then pulled his hand around between him and Kylie.
�Touch me,� he whispered, hoping like hell Gage heard him because any louder than that and they�d probably alert one of the sales clerks working just outside the door. Then again, he was pretty sure the store had video cameras throughout the place and probably saw the three of them sneaking in, so they seriously needed to hurry.
Leaning in close to Kylie�s ear, Travis whispered, �Have I told you lately how much I love when you wear skirts?�
This particular skirt was floor length, but it was a skirt nonetheless which allowed much easier access than if she�d left the house that morning in jeans. Then again, Travis had become quite adept at getting both of them out of their clothes fairly quickly, no matter what they had on.
�Fuck,� Travis growled low when Gage cupped him through his jeans.
When Kylie pulled his head down to hers, pressing her lips to his, Travis knew this wasn�t going to last long. Grabbing a handful of fabric, Travis managed to lift her skirt until he could slip his hand beneath.
Awww, hell. She wasn�t wearing panties. Taking complete advantage of the situation, Travis slid his index finger through her slick folds and then inside of her.
Capturing her cry with his mouth, Travis kissed her for all he was worth, while Gage worked to free Travis� cock from his jeans. Lord, these two were going to kill him. His mind was warring with how to make this happen in such a small space and make absolutely no noise whatsoever. And exactly how had Kylie�s fantasy turned into his all of a sudden?
Before Gage could get a firm grip on his now freed cock, Travis twisted, pressing his back against the wall and bringing Kylie between him and Gage.
�That�s better,� Travis whispered, looking up to meet Gage�s mesmerizing brown eyes.
There wasn�t much space in the small dressing area for them to move around, and Travis was certain they wouldn�t be able to do exactly what he wanted � sandwiching Kylie between the two of them � but he had an idea.
Tipping Kylie�s chin up with one finger, Travis pressed his lips against her ear, breathing the words as quietly as he could. �I want your mouth on my cock.�
When he pulled back, Kylie was grinning, and her blue eyes glimmered with heat.
Sliding his fingers into her hair, he pulled her head down toward his cock, not allowing her to go to her knees. He met Gage�s eyes and made sure the other man knew exactly how this would play out.
Groaning wasn�t even an option when several chatty women came into the dressing area, although they made enough noise to almost mask any sounds they would�ve made. Travis still didn�t want to give their location, or their very dirty deed, away, so he bit his lower lip as the fiery warmth of Kylie�s lush mouth slid over his cock, sucking him deep.
The only thing he could do was grip her hair firmly to try and keep her from lassoing him right into an orgasm. He was not going to come until he was ready and if he gave her free rein, he would be coming like a damned teenager, within seconds. In order to quell the urge, Travis kept a firm grip on the base of his cock with his free hand and watched as Gage pushed his own jeans down just over his hips, aligning himself behind Kylie.
There was no warning as Gage slammed into her once, but the subtle vibrations from Kylie�s moans against his cock told Travis she was enjoying what Gage was doing.
Travis alternated between watching Gage slide deep inside of her before retreating slowly. Over and over, he impaled her in one brutal thrust before sliding out, his cock glistening as he did. The sight was so fucking hot, Travis wasn�t sure how much longer he�d be able to hold on. Between Kylie sucking him, her fingers kneading his balls and watching Gage fuck her, he was in a particularly fragile state at the moment.
Kylie forced Travis� hand off of his cock where he�d been squeezing himself to keep from coming and she began furiously stroking him with both her mouth and her cool fingers while Gage picked up the pace.
Dropping his head back against the wall, Travis willed his damn legs to hold him up as Kylie pushed him closer and closer to the edge. Only when Kylie�s mouth released his cock did he look down to see her stroking him faster while Gage fucked her with hard, punishing thrusts that had Kylie listing forward with each urgent stroke.
Gritting his teeth, Travis knew he couldn�t breathe a sound, so he swallowed his groan as Kylie�s body stilled, her lips wrapping around the head just as his cock jerked, his release spilling into her mouth as she proceeded to suck him dry.
Once he was sure he wouldn�t slide to the floor in a heap, Travis forced his head up, watching as Gage thrust into Kylie, once, twice, again until his husband looked up at him, their eyes locked on one another as Gage�s body stilled, his face contorted in obvious rapture as he came inside of her.
While the other ladies in the dressing room continued to hem and haw, completely oblivious to what was going on just next door, the three of them merely smiled at one another, righting their clothes and speaking volumes with just their eyes.
That was truly one fantasy Travis was more than willing to fill anytime Kylie was in the mood. Hell, he�d increase his credit lines and follow her around the mall if she promised to make that happen again.
�I love you,� Kylie mouthed, her eyes darting back and forth between both of them as she stood just a few feet away. �Thank you.�
And with that, Kylie slipped out of the dressing room, leaving them both standing there, the chatting and giggling a sure sign that they wouldn�t be escaping anytime soon.
Glancing over at Gage, Travis couldn�t help but wonder whether he had a dressing room fantasy as well.

Chapter Eleven

♂♀
Curtis
�What�s that?� Lorrie asked as he made his way into the room.
�What�s what?� He grinned sheepishly, but wasn�t about to give himself away. Not yet anyway.
�What do you have behind your back?� Lorrie asked again.
She was sitting on the couch, her e-reader in her hand, a candle burning on the end table beside her and Curtis was looking forward to dropping right down beside her for a little while. After the morning he�d had, he deserved a few minutes to relax. In his opinion.
�Nothing,� he lied, making his way around the couch so he could join her. Easing down beside her, he kept his hand hidden behind his back while he watched her.
�I know you are up to something, Curtis Walker.�
He was always up to something, but he didn�t need to tell her that. She knew him. She knew him better than anyone else.
�What do you think it is?� he asked, angling his body so he could get a little closer.
�Hmm.�
�Hmm? What does that mean?�
�It means I�m thinking about it.�
�Well, why don�t I just put you out of your misery,� he whispered.
He loved the way her blue eyes widened, her pink lips parting as she stared up at him. Even with fifty years of marriage behind them, he still loved that he could turn her on like that. The way her eyes twinkled, her breathing increased ever so subtly.
And she was just as pretty now as she was when he married her. It wasn�t surprising that he could still remember that day. Remembered how nervous he was. How stunning she was. Even how excited her mother had been that she was marrying Glenn Walker�s oldest son. Lorrie had been too young to marry him at the time, but Curtis had wanted her with a passion he�d never known before. He had been so deep in love back then. Even more so now.
He smiled over at her.
�Well?� she said with a smile. �I�m waiting.�
Moving even closer, Curtis crowded her against the end of the sofa, forcing her to lean back just a little. She set her e-reader down beside her as she did, freeing her hands up to touch him.
Once he had her right where he wanted her, Curtis pulled the surprise from behind his back and held it up above their heads. Lorrie�s gaze travelled up to the item in his hand and then back to his.
�Mistletoe?� She giggled sweetly.
�Damn straight,� he growled, moving in close. �You know what it means, right?�
The innocent expression on her face might�ve worked on him at one point, but not in a really, really long time.
�What does it mean?� she whispered softly.
Leaning in closer, Curtis used his free hand to cup her face, his thumb scraping gently over her bottom lip as he stared at her mouth.
�It means you�re mine for the night.�
Another giggle had his heart rate spiking.
�It does not,� she said thoughtfully. �One kiss is all you get.�
�Oh, hell no,� he argued. �I�ll go buy a damn bushel of this stuff if you think I only get one kiss.�
Lorrie grinned up at him, her hands sliding up his chest and around his neck as she pulled him closer.
�Oh, all right.�
God, he loved this woman.
♂♀
Kaleb
�Hey, baby,� Kaleb greeted Zoey when he found her sitting at her desk in their home office, typing away on her keyboard. �How�d it go at the mall today?�
Zoey grinned up at him over her shoulder. �Wonderful. V bought me chocolate.�
Kaleb laughed, then leaned down and kissed her gently on the mouth. Of all the things Zoey had craved throughout the pregnancy so far, chocolate was by far the most frequent thing she wanted. It was also the most normal thing she wanted.
�I�m glad. Find any of the gifts left on your list?�
�I actually did. Oh, wait!� she exclaimed before jumping out of her chair and heading out of the room in a flash.
Not sure where she was going, or what she was doing, he followed her down the hall and into the kitchen where she was rummaging through one of a dozen bags sitting in the exact spot their dinner would be sitting in the next half hour. Then again, the only way dinner would be there was if Kaleb cooked because he was pretty sure it was his night to do so.
While she dug through her purchases, he rummaged through the refrigerator, looking for something to make.
�Look!� she squealed from behind him.
Closing the refrigerator door slowly, he turned around and saw the light blue outfit she was holding up in front of her with the words �Daddy�s Lil� Pardner� written across the front. He grinned like a fool as he moved closer, fingering the soft fabric. It was so tiny.
A little over seven months into her pregnancy and Zoey was beside herself with excitement and it showed in every single thing she did. Granted, Kaleb was known to beam with pride anytime he had the opportunity to talk about their unborn child. Just a few more weeks and they�d be parents. Even though everyone continued to tell them they needed to sleep while they still had the chance, Kaleb couldn�t wait.
�Cute,� he said with a grin.
�Cute?� Zoey asked, her hands dropping to her hips, the outfit dangling from his fingertips. �That�s all you got, Kaleb Walker?�
No, it wasn�t all�
�What else did you want me to say?� he asked, lowering his voice as he set the clothes on top of the bag she�d retrieved it from before moving closer to her.
Zoey�s eyes widened, probably in response to the predatory gleam in his eyes. Whatever it took, he thought to himself.
He watched as she felt around behind her as she moved, holding on to the edge of the table, then the chair before continuing to retreat slowly in her attempt to sneak out of the kitchen and into the living room.
Worked for him. He didn�t have any issues with taking her in any room in the house. Hell, the laundry room had been christened on more than one occasion.
�What are you doing?� she asked, a deceptive hint of innocence in her tone.
�You, in about three seconds.� As though to show her he meant business, Kaleb released the buckle on his belt, pulled his shirt out from the waistband of his jeans before lifting it over his head and dropping it on the floor as he stalked her through the living room.
�I thought you were going to make dinner?� Zoey asked. It was evident based on her grin that she had no intention of stopping for food, but he was more than willing to play this game if she wanted to.
�I think I changed my mind on what I want to eat.�
Her face heated, her cheeks turning a pretty pink as she was stopped mid-step when the couch hit the back of her calves.
�And that would be?�
�You. Always you, baby,� he crooned.
Reaching out, he wasted no time getting her good and naked and then instructed her to sit on the couch. Her blush had infused her whole body, just as it always did, and he loved that about her. Zoey was undoubtedly interested in kinky sex, she�d proven that a long time ago when they had originally invited Gage into their relationship, but since Gage had gone and fallen in love with Kylie and Travis, Kaleb figured now was an opportune time to keep this woman all to himself.
And it wasn�t like they didn�t come up with some rather creative ideas all on their own.
Ripping off the rest of his clothes in a hurry, Kaleb dropped to his knees in front of Zoey.
�Spread your legs for me, baby,� he instructed as he shouldered his way between her thighs.
�Like this?� Again with the playful questions.
�Any way you like, just as long as I can see your sweet pussy.�
Staring at his wife, Kaleb let his eyes sweep over her beautiful body. That saying that a woman glows when she�s pregnant wasn�t just rumor as he�d originally thought. There was no doubt that Zoey was the most beautiful woman he�d ever laid eyes on, but now, pregnant, she was even more radiant.
Her belly was rounded with their child, her breasts more full than before she got pregnant, and her skin was smooth and creamy. And staring at her naked body had become one of his favorite pastimes.
�Have I told you how beautiful you are, lately?�
�Not today, no.� Zoey beamed at him.
Grinning, Kaleb leaned forward and pressed a kiss to her belly before gently pulling her hips forward, bringing her closer to the edge of the couch and giving him a much better view of her pussy.
Meeting her eyes once again, Kaleb took his time before moving in closer, his tongue trailing lightly through the slick folds, making sure to stay away from her clit at first. He didn�t want her to go off just yet. At least not before he got his fill of her.
Granted, he wasn�t sure that he�d ever get enough.
♀♂
Zoey
Zoey watched Kaleb�s dark hair as his head eased down between her thighs, his tongue making her squirm. Fighting the urge to grab hold of his head and force him closer, she continued to watch.
The lights from the Christmas tree sitting in front of the window cast red, blue, yellow and green shadows through the darkened room and over Kaleb�s tanned skin.
She loved the faint glow from the tree, a reminder of what time of year it was. This was their first Christmas as husband and wife, their first Christmas in their new house and the beginning of the rest of their life together. In just a few short weeks, they were going to be parents. She was going to be a mommy, and he was going to be a daddy.
Zoey knew she should be counting down the minutes before the baby was born, but quite frankly, she loved being pregnant. Every subtle shift, every elbow and knee that moved across her belly had Zoey grinning from ear to ear. Not to mention, her hormones were on the fritz and she found herself craving this beautiful man almost every minute of every day.
�Kaleb,� Zoey whispered, pressing her hips upward, trying to increase the friction of his mouth against her.
�Sit back and enjoy.�
Much easier said than done.
When his tongue stroked her tender flesh roughly, sliding across the sensitive tissue around her anus and then up to her clit, Zoey jerked, unable to keep her body from moving. �Kaleb, please,� she begged.
�When you ask so nicely, how can I refuse you anything?� he answered, his mouth latching onto her clit, his tongue lapping furiously over the hypersensitive nub. She was primed and ready, so much so that he didn�t even penetrate her with his finger before her orgasm ripped through her.
Letting her body relax into the butter soft leather of their sofa, Zoey closed her eyes, riding out her orgasm and enjoying the sexual satisfaction that overtook her.
Forcing her eyelids open, she crooked her finger at her husband, beckoning him to join her on the couch. When he did, she shifted, propping herself up on the cushioned arm of the sofa and spreading her legs wide to receive him into her body.
�Zoey,� Kaleb grumbled as he slid inside her, his thick shaft finding the perfect spot as he moved gently.
�Love me, Kaleb,� she whispered.
�Always, baby. Always.�
Kaleb began to move, his pace slow and steady, but the intensity of their joining caused electric sparks to ignite over her skin. She loved when he made love to her. And here, in the dim light of their living room, the only light that from the Christmas tree glowing softly only added another romantic element to the mix.
When Kaleb began to increase his pace, his chest muscles tightening beneath her palms, the cords in his neck standing out from the effort it required to hold himself above her, Zoey knew he was close.
�Come for me, Kaleb,� she encouraged, shifting her hips slightly to change the angle and causing him to groan deep in his chest. The animalistic growl made her pussy throb, and she tightened her internal muscles around him. Within seconds, she was no longer in control of her body�s reaction. He was pushing her faster, closer�
�Kaleb. Oh, God, I�m coming!�
�That�s it baby, come for me,� he growled, pushing deeper than she even thought possible, his body stilling above her as his muscles flexed, the twitch of his cock inside of her signaling his release.
When they�d both caught their breath, Kaleb rolled to her side, then shifted so that he was behind her, her back to his chest. He pulled her against him as he pressed his lips to her hair. The position was so comfortable, so familiar, just like every night when they fell into bed. The nights came quickly, both of them usually exhausted from trying to get the resort up and running, or ensuring that everything would be ready for the baby when he arrived. Zoey loved cuddling up against Kaleb, his warmth infusing her with a sense of safety and security that made everything right in her world.
�I love you, Zoey.�
�And I love you,� she whispered, fighting the urge to give in to sleep as she listened to Kaleb�s breathing slow.
Elbowing him gently, she tried to rouse him.
�Hmm?� he murmured.
�I�m hungry.�
Kaleb chuckled from behind her. �Of course you are.�

Chapter Twelve

♂♀
Zane
December 20th
�Anyone seen Jessie?� Brendon�s question was apparently directed at everyone in the bar, and surely, if Jessie was in the room, she would�ve heard him. Zane hadn�t seen her, but didn�t feel the need to mention that. Brendon would figure it out soon enough.
Everyone had gathered at Moonshiners for a pre-Christmas get-together, including Zane�s father, Curtis. For the last half hour, his brothers had been playing pool and keeping the conversation to a dull roar, the Walker family and friends taking up most of the available space in the back of the small bar.
�Haven�t seen her,� Travis called out, his hand on the pool stick. He was eyeing the ball, but Zane knew no matter how hard his brother concentrated, he wasn�t going to beat V at this game. She�d proven time and again that she could kick all their asses and quite frankly, she made him proud.
Then again, everything she did made him proud.
Watching her, Zane listened to Beau and Sawyer chat about nothing in particular while Gage and Kaleb argued over whether or not the Dallas Cowboys were going to do a damn thing anytime soon. Yes, they were devoted Cowboys fans around these parts, but honestly�
Zane didn�t care much for football talk. At least not tonight.
Instead, his mind was overwhelmed with his own issues. He was beginning to get nervous that he hadn�t found the perfect gift for V, even though he�d spent a full eight hours online browsing through every damn place he could think of and still he�d come up empty.
How the hell was he going to be a decent husband if he couldn�t even pick out a gift that his fianc� would love?
�Problems?� his father asked, slapping Zane on the back as he joined him at one of the corner tables.
Glancing up at Curtis, Zane considered asking his advice. After all, the guy had spent half a century with the same woman and managed to keep her around after seven boys. He had to be doing something right.
�What am I supposed to get V for Christmas?� he blurted, clearly having made a decision to approach his father for help.
�What do you want to get her?�
�Anything she wants,� Zane replied simply, tipping his beer to his lips and taking a long pull, his eyes glued to his father�s face. Any minute now he expected to hear profound wisdom, something that would help him find that memorable gift that would make V love him all the more.
�What does she want?�
�She won�t tell me,� Zane admitted.
Curtis� booming laugh echoed through the bar and half the folks crowded in the small place turned to look in his direction. �You expect her to tell you?�
�Why the hell not?� he asked, his displeasure evident in the tone of his voice. Obviously approaching his father for help wasn�t going to get him anywhere. Unless being laughed at counted.
�Son,� Curtis said, his voice low, his expression serious, �I won�t admit to knowing everything about women, but I can tell you one thing. If you go with your gut, search with your heart, she won�t be disappointed in you.�
Well, hell. That didn�t tell him dick.
�I�ve been married to your mother for over fifty years, and although you might not believe it, there was a point in our lives when money was scarce. We were two stupid kids in love without a pot to piss in. I could barely afford to pay the electric bill, much less buy her something fancy for Christmas. But, let me tell you something, kid,� Curtis� voice descended another octave as he continued, �it�s not about the price, it�s about the love behind it.�
Zane stared at his father, took in his weathered face, and studied his expression. About the love, huh?
Nodding his head in understanding, because truthfully, for the first time in weeks, Zane felt as though he might just pass this first hurdle. If it was about the love, well, he had love in spades. Especially when it came to V.
�Now, don�t go killin� yourself trying to figure it out. And that lil� lady over there,� Curtis said, tilting his head in V�s direction, �she loves you somethin� fierce. Which is all that matters.�
♀♂
Vanessa
V pretended not to notice Curtis and Zane sitting off in the corner by themselves. It was clear by their body language, their conversation was a personal one and considering the solemn way Zane had been acting lately, she couldn�t say she was surprised.
She�d inadvertently overheard a phone conversation between Zane and Beau just last week, and from what she gathered, he was worried about what to get her for Christmas.
Without giving away the fact that she knew, she�d been trying to reassure him. Little did the stubborn cowboy know, but she had all she could ever want for Christmas. She had him. The love she felt for him was so overwhelming, sometimes she felt as though her heart just might explode.
And to have been welcomed with open arms into his family, there wasn�t a single material thing that could ever top that sort of feeling. No jewelry, no clothes, not even a fancy car. Nothing compared to having someone love you as much as you love them. It took V a long time to accept that, but now that she had, well, she knew she would never let it go.
�Damn, woman,� Travis growled. �Can�t you take pity on a guy? I�m tryin� to impress some people here.�
Travis moved around the table and pulled her up against his side, giving her a brief, brotherly hug.
�Well, if you want some advice, you might wanna try something else. You suck at pool.�
Travis laughed, pretending to push her away. �Why don�t you tell me how you really feel?�
Brendon chose that moment to show up at the table, his arm around Jessie, who apparently had shown up as requested.
�You here to impress someone too?� she joked.
Turning to look at Jessie then back to V, Brendon smiled. �I think I can take you tonight.�
Apparently the room had been waiting for this moment. She and Brendon were known to play several games and according to the Walker boys, it was like a death match, everyone hanging on the edge of their seats watching to see who would go down first.
Just as she was going to answer, Zane walked up beside her, pulling her against his side and kissing her forehead. �Don�t mess with my girl,� he said to his brother. �She�ll kick your ass every time.�
His girl.
V would never tire of Zane calling her that.
�Mmmm,� she hummed as she tilted her head back to look at him. �I�m pretty sure I can take him, but I�ll take a kiss for good luck.�
V should�ve known that Zane Walker wasn�t capable of a sweet, innocent peck on the lips. He turned her to face him, his arms still banded around her body as he dropped his mouth down to hers. When she would�ve pulled away � public displays not necessarily her thing � he gripped the back of her head and plundered her mouth with his tongue.
And that�s all it took.
A few long seconds later, weak kneed and anxious, V had to wonder just how in the hell she was going to be able to focus after that.
She could only hope something would distract Brendon, or she was definitely screwed.
♂♀♂
Brendon
Brendon grabbed his own pool stick that he�d brought with him, ignoring the community one that Travis had just discarded. Moving around the table, his eyes tracked Jessie who had instantly headed across the room to where Braydon was standing alone near the wall.
His brother was acting awfully strange these days, he noticed. In fact, he�d been acting strange for weeks now, and for the life of him, Brendon had no idea what could be wrong. The only sound conclusion he�d come up with was Braydon was reacting to Brendon�s ridiculous jealousy. Something he�d been paying attention to since the last time Jessie came to the house.
Talking to Braydon lately hadn�t produced much information either, which wasn�t typical for his twin. Of the two of them, Braydon was certainly much more open than Brendon was when it came to talking about himself. But, no matter how he played things out in his head, he couldn�t understand what might be bothering Braydon. Unless it had something to do with their relationship with Jessie.
It wasn�t like the guy wasn�t getting laid on a regular basis, or so it seemed. Up until the last few weeks when Jessie began trying to distance herself from them, Brendon was lucky he had his brother because shit, he had a damned hard time keeping up with her.
She was something else. Smart, beautiful, so damn sweet, and sexy as hell� but despite all of those wonderful qualities, there seemed to be something missing. What, he had no idea. They spent time together, though that was less and less frequently these days. And most of the time, she was the one coming up with excuses. Not that he could blame her entirely for the rift that was developing between them because he certainly wasn�t pushing her.
At the beginning of their relationship, he�d been gung ho, wanting to spend as much time with her as possible and the feeling seemed to be mutual. For whatever reason, they hit it off and the chemistry between them was off the charts explosive. And the firestorm that erupted between them was still hot enough to burn them both to a crisp, but the initial lust had fizzled to more of a friendship. Or so that�s what it felt like for Brendon.
There for a while, he�d felt a little smothered. And he�d had to take a step back to realize that Jessie wasn�t at fault. In fact, since day one, she�d insisted on taking things slow. Slower than he had expected. But as time had passed, they seemed to be moving backward instead of forward.
Studying the balls on the table, Brendon mapped out his game, watching V as she continued to sink ball after ball into the pocket she called. He could only hope she�d mess up because that was when he could take over, potentially sweeping the table. With her, he needed to be one up at all times. And with his attention continuing to move back and forth between Jessie and the table, Brendon didn�t think he was going to be much of a match for V this time around.
�Your turn,� she called as the handful of people standing around groaned that she�d missed.
Blocking out everything in the room, Brendon focused on the table. Lining up a shot, he sank his ball and moved around, grabbing the chalk as he did. He had to take his time, this wasn�t like playing these amateurs that would line up for an opportunity to make a fool out of him night after night. Didn�t seem to matter that the only person � save for some freak miracle � who could beat him regularly, was V.
Bending at the waist, Brendon set his pool stick against his fingers, his sights running down the length as he gauged distance and angle. Just when he reared back to sink the shot, a woman spoke, and he floundered, missing the cue ball entirely and damn near face planting into the table.
Looking up, he expected to see the woman who�d been plaguing his dreams as of late because the voice sounded so familiar. Tipping the side of the cue ball with his pool stick, Brendon realized his mistake.
The voice wasn�t that of Cheyenne Montgomery, but then again, why the hell would she be in Coyote Ridge? It wasn�t like she�d ever even been back since her impromptu Mother�s Day visit as a favor to Travis. And if anyone would know, it would be Brendon. He thought he saw her or heard her everywhere. Sometimes in the strangest of places.
The country music star wasn�t known to frequent this part of the world often. But he couldn�t seem to convince his brain of that.
�Hey,� V whispered as she passed by him, �you all right?�
No, he wasn�t all right. He wasn�t sure he�d ever be all right again. At least not until he managed to get Cheyenne out of his system one way or another. For good.
He bit his tongue, not saying a word. He couldn�t. There was nothing he could say. It wasn�t like he could explain his predicament to V. She was friends with Jessie and no matter what was going on between him and Jessie, he certainly wasn�t going to let another woman interfere. Not even the memory of a woman who had come into his life like a whirlwind and then disappeared just as quickly as she�d arrived. And for the first time in Brendon�s life, he�d been the one watching her walk away.
Standing tall, he backed away and let V take over the table.
Clamping his mouth shut because the last thing he wanted to do was to make a fool out of himself right here in front of all these people, Brendon glanced over to where Jessie stood, leaning close to Braydon. Much closer than he would�ve expected them to be in a public place. It wasn�t a secret that Brendon and Braydon shared their lovers; however, when they were out, they didn�t usually make a public spectacle of their lifestyle.
Staring at Braydon, he waited patiently until his brother met his gaze, which didn�t take long. That was part of their twin connection. Surprisingly, the look in Braydon�s eyes had worry shuddering down Brendon�s spine.
Well, hell.
It looked like Brendon wasn�t the only one with a secret.

Chapter Thirteen

♂♀♂
Braydon
�Are you ok?� Jessie asked.
She was close enough that Braydon could smell the sweet and spicy, floral scent of her perfume � a scent he�d found himself craving for months now. And the more he got, the more he wanted. Like a drug, addicting. But, no matter how much he wished otherwise, Jessie was seemingly doing her best not to get too close which meant moments like these were few and far between these days.
Braydon wanted to draw Jessie up against him. He wanted to wrap his arms around her and hold her as close as he could. He wanted to press his nose against the soft, silky strands of her hair and then rest his lips against the enticing hollow at the base of her throat.
Only she wasn�t his. Which meant he didn�t have the luxury of touching her the way he wanted to. A quick peek across the room, Braydon noticed his twin wasn�t paying any attention to him or Jessie, but he knew that could change at any moment.
Damn, this was getting harder and harder with every single second that passed, and to know that Christmas was literally just days away was killing him. Braydon wanted to spend Christmas with Jessie, he wanted to invite her to his parents� house as his girl, have her sit next to him at dinner, and put his arm around her shoulder while they watched It�s a Wonderful Life.
Braydon wanted it all, but for now he would have to settle for being the third wheel. It wasn�t that he didn�t enjoy the time he got to spend with Jessie, but until her, Braydon had never imagined himself separating from his twin this way.
They shared women, it�s just what they did. Neither of them ran solo when it came to sex with women � never had. And until recently, he had never questioned the reason. And hell, they shared Jessie, and he knew for a fact that Brendon had never fucked her without Braydon present.
Because that was the way things worked.
Brendon needed him to be there. Needed him around. In fact, Braydon got the impression Brendon expected him to sustain this type of relationship for the rest of their lives. And because his twin was the most important person in his world, Braydon wasn�t sure he�d ever be able to tell him that his idea of a relationship was morphing into something a little less� threesome based.
But even he knew that most of their relationships were based on sex and pleasure.� But with Jessie, what had taken up residence in the center of Braydon�s chest had so much more to do with deeper emotions and less about physical gratification.
It didn�t make it right though.
Braydon glanced back at Jessie as she spoke softly.
�What do you want to do when we leave here?�
God, why did it sound like she was actually talking directly to him? Almost as though the �we� in her statement was just the two of them. But that wasn�t the case. The �we� she referred to included Brendon.
�Doesn�t matter,� he said gruffly, suddenly irritated with himself. He needed to back the fuck off and get his shit together before he did something incredibly stupid.
And Lord knew he�d done enough stupid things during the course of his life. No reason to rack up more points.
♂♂
Beau
Beau had spent the better part of the night bullshitting with Kaleb and Gage about the Dallas Cowboys, talking to Sawyer about his latest adventure at the animal shelter, and ultimately wasting time until he could get a minute alone with Ethan.
Since Blake wasn�t around � yes, miracles did happen � he was hoping for just a chance to talk to Ethan. Not that he expected anything to happen, but quite frankly, Beau missed their weekly chats over a beer right here in this very same bar. Whether he was the one who had fallen into sync with Ethan�s schedule, or vice versa, they always seemed to meet up. Not that either of them would take responsibility for it being more than just a coincidence.
However, they hadn�t said two words to one another since the afternoon he stumbled upon Ethan receiving a blow job from Blake. And tonight wasn�t looking good for him either.
Ethan was putting a noticeable amount of space between them, and Beau was honestly tired of this cat and mouse bullshit. He should�ve taken the hint. Should�ve let Ethan�s blatant reaction to his being a witness to his sexual satisfaction send him in the opposite direction. It wasn�t like he hadn�t been pissed. Or insanely jealous.
But for some reason, after seeing Ethan and Blake together at the mechanic shop, he�d had more than his fair share of fantasies which absolutely did not include Blake Henley. Nope, you could cut Blake right out of those images and paste Beau right over that empty space, and you�d get a front row seat through the portal into Beau�s deepest, darkest fantasies.
Beau knew that before long, he was going to have to do something about his complete and total obsession with Ethan Walker. Either he was going to have to approach him, or he was going to have to walk away. It was obvious that Ethan wasn�t going to be making the first move.
Ironically, Beau had just come to terms with the fact that he was gay, but it seemed a man who had never been with a woman in his life still had trouble admitting the obvious.
If only Beau could figure out a way to help Ethan over that hurdle and prove to him that the world would continue to turn, even if he did finally come out.
♂♂
Ethan
Ethan could feel Beau�s eyes as they tracked him through the bar. He�d felt them since the moment he walked in the door. And, like a true asshole, he�d fought every urge to turn around and make eye contact with the man.
After watching Beau fly out of the parking lot of Walker Demo�s mechanic shop, Ethan knew he�d succeeded in driving him away. Making eye contact with Beau while Blake had been sucking him off probably hadn�t been the best idea, but he did what he had to do. And the memory still assaulted him.
As did what happened after that.
That afternoon, he had physically been with Blake, his cock lodged deep in his ass, the friction blowing his mind. But mentally, he�d been with Beau. It had been Beau whom he�d told to grab hold of the rolling toolbox. It had been Beau whom he�d all but ripped his clothes off of. It had been Beau he�d knelt down behind and reamed his ass with his tongue until he was begging, pleading for him to fuck him. And it had been Beau he�d rammed his cock inside and thrust in earnest until they were both covered in sweat.
But, at the same time, it hadn�t been Beau.
And that�s what sucked.
After that encounter with Blake, they�d gone back to work, pretended that all was normal in their world while Ethan had spent the afternoon imagining what it would be like to fuck Beau senseless.
Now he couldn�t look him in the eyes. And it had nothing to do with the wandering thoughts, and everything to do with giving himself away. No matter how much he wanted Beau, he couldn�t have him.
Beau deserved a nice guy. One who would put him first, help him to explore his most recently discovered desires. He damn sure didn�t need a man who wasn�t kidding anyone but himself when it came to his lifestyle. Everyone knew. He knew they did. But still, Ethan wasn�t yet ready to admit to the world that he was gay. He wasn�t willing to do that to his family. He didn�t doubt that they�d be accepting of him, hell, they accepted Travis with no problem, but that didn�t mean others wouldn�t look down on his family.
That wasn�t something he was willing to risk.
And until he was � if that day ever came � then Beau did not deserve the hell Ethan would surely put him through.
♂♀
Sawyer
Sawyer knew she�d show up. She always did, and tonight wasn�t an exception. Didn�t mean he had been sitting around waiting for her.
Oh, hell, who the fuck was he kidding? He�d been downing beers like he was dehydrated while watching the front door. He�d even counted the number of people who had come in before her.
Eleven.
And two left.
None of that mattered now that Kennedy was there though. Nothing had changed except for the fact that he had something appealing to watch as he drank his beer, listened to his brothers rattle on about this and that while the women who loved these guys filled the rest of any potential silence with their discussions about their last couple of excursions out and about.
Sawyer was tempted to fucking drink himself stupid.
Only that wouldn�t do a damn bit of good, and he�d still wake up in the morning, alone in his bed with his dick in his hand. But he�d also have a headache to go along with an insatiable hard on and frankly, that didn�t sound like fun.
He watched as Kennedy moved across the room after retrieving her drink from the bar. She purposely avoided looking his way, but if he had to guess, she knew he was looking at her. How could she not. Hell, he was almost finished undressing and redressing her with his eyes� for the third time.
When Kennedy went to a table with a group of women, he had to send up a silent prayer that the only seat available was one that would give her an unobstructed view of where he stood across the room. Not that she would look at him. At least not on purpose.
Only she would look at him. She always did.
God, thinking about the way her eyes heated even though she tried to pretend indifference where he was concerned made his cock lengthen. Damn good thing he had gone casual with his jeans and his untucked shirt.
Not that he gave a shit if she saw what she did to him. If he had his way, she�d be naked, and he didn�t even give a fuck where they were. He�d be happy to sneak off to the bathroom or even out to his truck. Didn�t matter. Just as long as he could slide his dick inside of her, he�d be a happy man. And at that point, maybe, just maybe, he�d be able to fuck her out of his system.
Lord knew he�d waited long enough.
Sawyer grinned the instant Kennedy�s eyes landed on his. This was just what he�d been waiting for�
�Hi.�
Sawyer�s thoughts were interrupted by the sweet voice beside him. Glancing over, he grinned out of habit. �Hey.�
There were two smiles beaming back at him, and the fact that neither of them were hard on the eyes had Sawyer turning his full attention to both of them.
�I�m Tara. This is my friend Liz.�
�And I�m speechless,� he teased, giving both of them his signature grin.
They giggled. Just what he�d expected. They always giggled.
�Can we get you a beer?�
No. No, he wasn�t thinking beer right then. �How �bout I get you two beautiful ladies a beer.�
Another round of giggles and Sawyer found himself glancing across the room, pretending to be checking out the bar when he was actually trying to see if Kennedy was paying any attention to him.
Surprise. Surprise.
She was glaring his way, but when their eyes met, she turned away quickly.
Hmm� Maybe his night was looking better already.
When the blonde�s arm slid into the crook of his, Sawyer glanced down at her, trying to remember her name. He couldn�t, but that didn�t stop him from pulling her up close and letting her lead the way across the room. And when her friend�s hand gently gripped his bicep on his other side, he smiled down at her too.
Yep, a beer would work for him. Then maybe a quick trip to the bathroom down the hall with the giggle twins to relieve the ache in his balls. He played up his attraction to the women, laughing when one giggled at the other, his stomach churning painfully at the disappointment he suddenly felt.
For most of his life, Sawyer hadn�t been particular about the women he was with. Didn�t give a shit if he saw them again and these two would be added to that long list of conquests. But, as he gazed across the room, wishing like hell that Kennedy would give him even a remote indication of interest, he knew this was getting old fast.
He wasn�t supposed to want anything more than a wham-bam-thank-you-ma�am. He didn�t have time for anything more than that, and he knew from experience he�d be satisfied for a little while once he got off.
That was the story of his life.
After ordering three Corona�s from Mack, Sawyer turned to see Greyson strolling his way, a satisfied smirk on his face. Instead of watching his friend swoop in and invite himself to their little trio, he found himself watching Kennedy again.
She frowned at him, and there was a sudden sharp ache in his chest that he�d never felt before. Guilt? Nah. Sawyer didn�t feel guilty. If Kennedy didn�t want a damn thing to do with him, he was going to take what he could get. And he didn�t give a fuck if she signed up to watch.
Fucking liar.
He watched as Kennedy leaned over and whispered something to the woman across from her. He divided his attention between admiring her and watching the two women who were now practically crawling on Greyson.
He wondered just how long Kennedy would put up with his shit. There was something between them, even if she wouldn�t admit it. She felt it the same way he did. Only she was better at denying her attraction than he was.
Sawyer wouldn�t deny that he liked her hard-to-get act. Probably the only reason he was still chasing after her. When she met his eyes, he grinned. She frowned as she stood from her seat and his stomach clenched painfully.
Shit. She was moving. Damn it all to hell.
He held his breath.
The seconds ticked by in tune with his rapidly beating heart as he waited to see what she was going to do next.
What would he do if she actually confronted him?
Damn it.
Apparently, he wouldn�t discover the answer to that question tonight because the little hellcat had traded places with another woman at the table.

Chapter Fourteen

♂♀♂
Braydon
�What time is Jessie gonna be here?� Braydon asked, trying to sound as carefree as possible.
They had left Moonshiners a little before midnight, but Jessie had wanted to stay behind and talk to V and Zoey, so she had said she�d come over when she was finished. They had only been home for a few minutes, but he was already anxious to see her again.
�What the fuck do you care?� Brendon retorted.
Epic fail at sounding casual. Apparently.
Ok, well, that�s not what Braydon expected, but exactly the sort of response he deserved. After all, it had sounded like he was looking forward to seeing Jessie again. Which he was.
Knowing he would just make things worse, he didn�t say anything, just remained seated on the black leather chair that sat off on the side of the room facing the flat screen television mounted to the wall above the fireplace. He didn�t even bother to turn his head to look at his twin.
He knew this was eventually going to happen. Due to his inability to hide his interest in Jessie, Brendon had now figured him out. The repercussions of his own actions were likely going to be monumental, but at the moment, Braydon was at a loss about how to change the outcome.
The images on the television continued to move, but Braydon couldn�t have identified what was on if he was asked. For the last five minutes, he�d done little more than stare at the screen and think about Jessie. He was horny as fucking hell and impatiently hoping she would show up soon. It would be his only opportunity to get laid because, at this point, Brendon seemed to have renewed his focus on winning Jessie permanently.
Ever since they had walked out of Moonshiners, Braydon was under the impression that Brendon was trying to tell him something. Based on their sparse conversation on the way home, he got the impression Brendon was renewing his efforts to win Jessie over, rather than letting things unravel between them the way they had been. Braydon wasn�t necessarily sure how he felt about that.
A gentle knock on the door had Braydon gritting his teeth and forcing his head to remain forward, his eyes focused on the unknown images on the screen.
His brother shifted, got up, and then proceeded to head to the entry way to let their visitor in. When he returned, Jessie was by his side, and Braydon simply nodded his head when she greeted him.
If he thought he could be more shocked by his brother, he obviously had no idea what was about to come next.
It was difficult to sit there without glancing over at Jessie, especially when he could smell that sexy, spicy scent of her perfume and hear her breathing. And he probably lasted at least five minutes, but maybe it was more like three. Hell, he didn�t know. It wasn�t until he heard Jessie�s labored inhale that had his head jerking toward them.
There, on the couch just a few feet away, Brendon�s tongue was thrusting down Jessie�s throat his hands groping her breasts through her clothes. And Jessie seemed completely onboard with the idea.
Braydon wasn�t. He fucking wasn�t onboard with anything, not if he was going to be forced to watch and not participate.
Trying to return his attention to the television, Braydon managed to get his neck to turn his head in the right direction, but it didn�t take long before the imaginary spring had shot his gaze back across the room.
�I want you naked, Jessie,� Brendon whispered, his voice still loud enough to carry across the room.
To Braydon�s surprise, she didn�t say anything.
�I want you naked, right here. Right now. Just for me. Can you do that for me?�
Braydon watched her. He never let his gaze falter as he waited on pins and needles for her to acknowledge him in some way. He wanted to see if she would understand the significance of this moment. If Brendon pursued her without inviting Braydon into the mix, then this would�ve been a first for them. And, it would also draw a line in the sand that Braydon would not be able to cross. No matter how he felt about her.
Until here, tonight, Braydon wasn�t sure he�d ever been so scared of losing something. Especially something he never actually had in the first place.
♂♀♂
Brendon
If he said he wasn�t scared about what he was about to do, Brendon would be lying.
After witnessing their interaction tonight at Moonshiners, he�d spent more than enough time thinking about what was going on between Braydon and Jessie. Even if the two of them weren�t willing to openly admit that they had feelings for one another, it was obvious to him how they felt. And he knew that if he had any hopes of salvaging what might be his only chance at a healthy relationship in his future, he had to make a decision.
Healthy was a relative term, considering.
He hated that he was being such an asshole, but he couldn�t seem to stop himself. Brendon had to do something, and this was that moment when he just had to close his eyes and jump into the deep end and pray that he�d be able to swim. Didn�t matter that the only thing between him and water were rocky cliffs that looked like they�d rip him apart and leave him clinging to a lonely life either. He�d come to a point where he had to make a choice. Even if it was going to change his life forever.
�Naked, baby,� he repeated. �I want you naked, Jessie.� Infusing his tone with authority, he kept his eyes trained on her, never once looking over at his brother.
Holding his breath, he waited to see what she would say. He was hovering just above her, his knee pressed between her thighs, the heat of her sex scalding him through his jeans. She was breathless from his kiss, but he could see the hesitancy in her eyes.
He wanted her naked, wanted to be sheathed inside of her body. And damn it all to hell, he wanted to teach Braydon a lesson. He wanted his twin to know that she belonged to him. Right or wrong, Brendon had to get his thoughts back on track, and the first step in doing so was to lay out the new rules.
When Jessie�s uncertain gaze met his, Brendon kept his expression masked, waiting to see what she would do or say. Without her saying a word, he knew exactly what she was thinking. Probably the same thing Braydon was.
�What about Braydon?� she asked, causing him to bite the inside of his cheek to keep his temper in check.
�What about him? This is you and me.� The words sounded strange coming from his mouth.
His twin�s confusion was pouring off of him, the shockwaves vibrating out through the room, felt by all three of them.
Yes, this time was different, but rather than do what was right, which would be to take Jessie to his bedroom and lock Braydon out, he was here to prove a point.
♂♀♂
Jessie
Why did she feel like she was at a crossroads and the next decision she made would alter everything she�d known up to this point?
As she lay beneath Brendon�s thickly muscled body, inhaling the fresh clean scent of him, Jessie�s heart was pounding like a bass drum on steroids. In fact, she found herself in pain from it.
From the moment she stepped foot in the front door of Braydon�s and Brendon�s house, she knew something was off. Actually, the truth was, she�d known it ever since Braydon and Brendon left Moonshiners a little while ago.
And as though to prove the point, Brendon had kissed her within an inch of her life only seconds after she walked into the room. That usually didn�t happen between them.
For months, they had developed a friendship, one that might be complemented by fantastic sex, but it was a friendship nonetheless. And as though they were a package deal, Jessie had entered into this strange interaction understanding the unconventional aspect of it. After all, Brendon had laid out the rules at the very beginning. They were a package deal.
Had that been strange initially? Damn straight. But somewhere along the way, things began to feel somewhat normal, all things considered. Both of them treated her with respect and she knew without having to ask that they cared about her.
So why the change all of a sudden? Why was Brendon about to insert a fault line down the middle of what had been an unquestionably stable relationship?
Jessie tried to control her breathing as she stared up at Brendon. Did she do this? Did she finally get to have her normal? The true definition. One man who would treat her with respect? One relationship that might very well have promise? This was what she was familiar with and even if having been with both of them at the same time was beyond her wildest dreams when it came to sexual gratification, Jessie couldn�t deny the fact that normal was what she craved.
It was a tremendous feat not to look over at Braydon, but she could feel the heat of his gaze on her. He was watching, waiting to see what she was going to do. And one wrong move would upset the balance of what they�d previously established.
Was Brendon the one she wanted? Or was Braydon? Those were questions she hadn�t been able to answer up to this point.
Could she get what she needed from Braydon? He was by far the twin who needed the most from her. Based on their previous conversations, Jessie knew that he was looking for a permanent relationship. Someone to love him for him.
While, in the same sense, she felt as though Brendon wasn�t looking for something longstanding, even though his actions tonight contradicted that assumption. Based on her history with relationships and the fact that she had recently gotten out of an exceptionally miserable one, Jessie was inclined to go the route of Brendon�s way of thinking.
Permanent was scary. Feelings were too. And Jessie was scared to death already that she was falling for Braydon.
Taking a deep breath, she searched Brendon�s gaze, needing to make sure she understood where he was going with this. If she opted to go this route, she was going to devastate Braydon, and that thought alone broke her heart into a million tiny pieces.
So the question was� Was she going to do it?

Chapter Fifteen

♂♀♂
Braydon
Why the fuck was he having a hard time with this?
Braydon could barely swallow past the lump that had formed in his throat and nothing had actually happened yet. But he knew it was about to.
Pushing up, he sat on the edge of the chair, watching Jessie and Brendon, his heart pounding like he�d just run a marathon. For some strange reason, he felt like he�d been punched in the solar plexus, his breath stolen from him.
When Jessie reached for the hem of her shirt, he knew he was done for. She was signing up for a one-on-one with Brendon which would forever change things between them all. Rather than sitting by and watching her shatter his heart into a million pieces, Braydon knew he had to move forward. He needed to get out of here.
�Where�re you going?� Brendon called out as Braydon passed him by.
Glaring at his twin, he didn�t even offer an explanation. This was what his brother wanted, and Braydon damn sure didn�t have to sit by and wait for Brendon�s point to be made. He was feeling it already.
Retrieving his boots from his room, Braydon slowly pulled them on, forcing everything from his mind, including the two people in the other room.
Why the hell did Brendon insist on punishing him? It wasn�t like he planned this. He never would�ve purposely chosen to fall for a woman that Brendon was with. He knew the rules of the game, knew what was expected of him.
Once he was presentable, he sucked in a deep breath and forged ahead. Making his way across the living room, he didn�t look at them, but he heard them. The sound of their breathing was louder than even his own thoughts racing through his head.
Grabbing his jacket from the back of the chair, Braydon knew he was making the right decision. He had to leave, had to walk away and let Brendon make his point. This was nothing more than he deserved.
Just as his hand touched the knob on the front door, Jessie�s voice rang out behind him, stopping him in his tracks.
�Don�t go, Braydon.�
He glanced over his shoulder to see her standing in the middle of their living room, her hair disheveled and her lips swollen from kissing his twin. She looked magnificent. Then again, she always did. Even when she was sandwiched between them, Braydon had never felt jealousy when it came to her being with Brendon. He just hadn�t been able to stop himself from falling in love with her.
�I have to,� he said quietly, turning back to face the door.
�Let him go,� Brendon agreed, his voice strained with fury.
�I don�t want him to go,� Jessie argued.
�What do you prefer him to do, Jessie?� Brendon questioned, his anger prevalent in his tone.
�Did you forget what you told me when this all started?� she asked, the frustration in her tone surprising him.
Braydon turned around to watch the two of them as they stood face to face in the center of the living room.
�Which part?� Brendon questioned.
�The part where this wouldn�t happen without him,� she said evenly. �Do you remember that conversation? The one where you freaked me out by telling me that if I wanted to be with you, your twin brother was going to join us.�
Brendon had the decency to remain quiet, but Braydon waited on pins and needles to see where she was going with this.
�Well, if you�re changing the rules, I�m not sure I want to play anymore.�
�What the fuck do you think this is, Jessie? A goddamn game?�
�Isn�t it?� Jessie�s wrath mirrored Brendon�s.
�No, it�s not a fucking game. Not to me.�
�No? Then what the fuck are you doing right now? You�re pushing your brother away because of me, are you not?�
Brendon�s eyes widened. �That�s not what I�m doing.�
�Liar.� The one word was said on a breath, but Jessie didn�t turn away from Brendon. �You introduced me to life as I know it right now and it�s not your place to change the rules to suit your needs.� Jessie glanced back at him and Braydon met her gaze head on. When she turned back to Brendon, the ache in his chest returned. It was as though she had the ability to heal all of his pain for the brief moment when she looked at him.
�I don�t know what�s going on between the two of you, but I won�t be caught in the middle of it,� Jessie explained, all of the anger in her tone disappearing. �I like what we have, even as unconventional as it is. I�m not looking for a happily ever after, Brendon. Not with you, and not with him.�
Braydon�s chest burned as he held his breath. He did not like where this was going.
�I came over to see both of you tonight. Give me tonight, Brendon. Give me this. Don�t take away the one thing I�ve managed to find solace in.�
Braydon watched, listened. The words she was saying were foreign to him. Up to this point, they�d gotten to know her bit by bit, but Jessie had always held a part of herself back. A part that he knew was essential to the way she was acting.
�Are you telling me that you won�t be with me alone?� Brendon asked, his eyes darting across the room to meet Braydon�s briefly before returning to Jessie.
�That�s what I�m telling you.� Jessie didn�t say anymore, but the two of them stared at one another.
Braydon waited for all hell to break lose. In all the time that he and Brendon had been sharing women, it had never come down to this. Neither of them had gotten attached to any one woman. Which was the point of them not going headlong into relationships solo. They depended on one another. For whatever reason, it was an unspoken pact they�d made when they were just fourteen years old. And all these years later, they had never questioned it.
Jessie turned toward him, her back to Brendon. Braydon watched her, waiting for her to say something. He expected her to walk out on them, to move on without either of them.
�Come here,� she said, her voice smooth and even, her eyes softer than they had been minutes ago.
Without permission, his feet took him closer to her until she was practically sandwiched between her and Brendon once again.
�I want both of you,� she told him. The words sounded simple, but Braydon understood their meaning clearly. She didn�t want just him, and she didn�t want just Brendon. �I�m not looking for a relationship, I need you to understand that.�
Braydon nodded, not willing to say anything because he didn�t trust his voice. Despite her words, he saw something in her beautiful blue eyes. There was something deeper there, but he could tell she wasn�t giving in to it.
But she would give in to this.
Meeting Brendon�s eyes, Braydon waited for his twin to confirm that they weren�t going to let this fall apart. At least not yet. Brendon didn�t say a word, but Braydon could hear him loud and clear. This was a truce. Even if it was temporary.
They were going to let Jessie be the glue to keep this together for however long it might last.
♂♀♂
Brendon
If his pride wasn�t in the way, Brendon might�ve apologized to both Braydon and Jessie. Unfortunately, his jealousy got the best of him, and he�d acted like a complete ass. But now, as though given a second chance, Jessie had just fixed the situation with words.
And now she was moving on to actions.
Brendon pressed up against her back, closing his eyes as he inhaled the familiar fragrance of her perfume, mixed with the fresh clean smell of her hair. It didn�t seem to matter what sort of chaos was assaulting his brain, when he was close to Jessie, a soothing feeling came over him. She settled him. Like a safe harbor that would keep him grounded to the here and now.
Was that because she wasn�t looking for anything permanent? Maybe.
Sharing her, or any woman for that matter, with Braydon had always felt natural to Brendon. It was as though one-on-one relationships weren�t in his makeup. He didn�t want to think about the future. Didn�t want to have to figure out how he was going to take care of someone when he felt as though he could barely take care of himself.
But the bottom line was, he didn�t want to move on to a life without Braydon in it. Picturing life without his twin in it every single day scared the shit out of him. The thought sounded strange even to him, but it was as though they were born two people, but they were still one. And he had never even considered whether Braydon felt the same way or not. It just was.
When Braydon pressed against Jessie�s front, his hands coming to rest on her hips, Brendon embraced the comfort that came with knowing this was simple. He didn�t have to make it any harder than it should be.
Braydon was his twin and truthfully, he had no claim on Jessie, so he had no right to be jealous. Wanting to claim her as his own was asinine because no matter what, he wasn�t in love with her. Again, she was the security that he needed.
Especially when other feelings returned. Ones that he knew weren�t worth the time or effort because based on what he needed, having a real relationship with a woman wasn�t in his cards. So any thought of it possibly happening for him, no matter who the woman was, were better left alone. What had happened with Cheyenne would never happen again, and it was time for Brendon to move on.
Jessie allowed him to do that. She offered them the opportunity for a stable relationship without the worry of her wanting a happily ever after.
Using one hand, he pushed her long hair over one shoulder, his other hand moving to gently clasp her throat as he pulled her head back toward him. She was tall, which gave him freedoms he hadn�t had with some women. He could tilt his head down and press his lips to the back of her neck without having to bend over to reach her.
�God you taste good,� he whispered as he ran his tongue over the back of her neck. �Are you ready to get naked for us, Jessie?�
And just like nothing had happened, the three of them moved in tandem, clothes being discarded, emotions being left behind. The only thing that mattered was Jessie�s pleasure, and the lengthy sighs that were coming from her told Brendon that they were doing something right.
Somehow he managed to walk them back toward the couch without paying attention to anything other than palming her bare breasts and sucking lightly at the sensitive spot where her neck met her shoulder.
�I need to be inside you,� Brendon told her.
�Yes, now,� she pleaded as she pulled her lips from Braydon�s.
It was as though they�d worn themselves out with the encounter earlier, and now the only option was to get on with it, to lose themselves in the pleasure like it would help to eradicate the turmoil that would still be lingering underneath. At least for now, they could pretend to forget.
�Turn around,� Brendon instructed as he took one step back, pushing his jeans down and off with hurried movements. Once he was completely naked, he sheathed himself with a condom. When she turned to face him, he fell onto the couch, pulling her down onto his lap. �Ride my cock, Jessie.�
He was taken by surprise when she promptly did as he instructed, taking his cock in her hand and guiding him right to her slick, wet pussy before lowering down onto him slowly. After he was immersed inside of her, Jessie�s movements were no longer gentle, her eagerness apparent in the way she took him hard and deep.
Brendon gripped her hips, focusing on the overwhelming grip of her tight pussy, the way her muscles gripped his cock like a smooth, velvet vice. Before he allowed himself to get too lost in her, the only anchor keeping him in the here and now was the rustle of a foil packet as Braydon prepared himself. Despite the fact that he couldn�t look Braydon in the eyes after the stunt he had pulled, he was grateful that his brother could forgive him. At least he hoped he did.
As Brendon took his own pleasure from Jessie, his hands on her hips as she lifted and lowered on his cock, her tongue dueling with his, he waited for Braydon to join them.
The sound of a cap being opened and then closed had Jessie shifting her position. She knew what they needed right now. They both needed her. At the same time.
�Lean forward,� Braydon instructed.
Brendon managed to shift slightly, allowing Jessie to lay on top of him, giving Braydon enough space to move in behind her. For a brief second, Jessie stilled as Braydon got in position.
�Yes, Braydon,� she moaned. �I want to feel you inside me.�
As Braydon slid inside of Jessie�s ass, both of them filling her completely, Brendon had to bite his lip. She was so fucking tight, almost too tight. And the pressure was intense.
�Fuck me,� she pleaded. �I need you both to fuck me now.�
Brendon pressed his lips to Jessie�s, holding the back of her head firmly as he thrust up into her, establishing an alternating rhythm with Braydon that lessened the discomfort and had him solely focused on Jessie.
When she broke the kiss, staring down at him with half closed lids, he searched for that connection with her. The one he wanted to be there because he needed it to be.
�Awww, fuck,� Braydon growled. �Jessie, baby.�
She turned her head, pulling away from him and closer to Braydon, and that�s when he knew. It didn�t matter what he wanted or that he had some warped sense of security having Braydon there, his brother didn�t feel the same.
The connection he couldn�t seem to make with Jessie was there for them. He could see it clear as day right there before his eyes.
These two needed each other.
Jessie�s muffled scream as her body stilled, her orgasm tearing through her, had Brendon gritting his teeth. The delicious tightening of her pussy around his cock milked his release from him and not long after, Braydon was right there with them.
Drenched in sweat, Brendon relaxed into the couch, Jessie�s weight against him was a comfort he wasn�t willing to let go of. Then there was movement, and Brendon watched as Braydon grabbed his clothes and left the room without a word.
When he felt Jessie�s eyes on him, he couldn�t look at her.
Hell, he wasn�t sure he�d ever be able to look at himself again. There were so many thoughts running through his head at the moment, but the one question that stood out�
How was it that he never realized his twin didn�t need the same thing he did?

Chapter Sixteen

♂♀
Curtis
Christmas Eve
�Good morning,� Curtis greeted Lorrie with a brief kiss as he passed her in the kitchen.
�Good morning,� she answered cheerfully.
�What time did you get up?�
�Early. Really early.�
�Well, I knew that. I wouldn�t have stayed in bed so long if I had known you weren�t coming back.�
Lorrie moved up against him, putting her arms up and around his neck. Being that she wasn�t all that tall, Curtis had to bend over to look at her. Her blue eyes sparkled, and the proof of her laughter evident in the thin lines around them. She was still just as beautiful as the day he met her, all those years ago.
�I was trying to let you sleep,� she explained. �I wanted to make sure we had enough food for today.�
�For today?� Curtis knew that they would have Christmas dinner tomorrow with the boys and their families, but as for Christmas Eve, he hadn�t even realized they had plans. �What�s happening today?�
Lorrie swatted him on the chest and then moved toward the oven, pulling the door down and retrieving a pan full of chocolate chip cookies. Without asking, he snuck up behind her and stole one right off of the pan.
�Watch it. Those are for the kids.�
�The kids can make their own chocolate chip cookies.� Hell, they should anyway. They were all old enough to live on their own, work on their own and definitely bake on their own. �You didn�t answer my question.�
�I invited Ethan, Sawyer and Beau over for the afternoon. All three of them seemed a little lonely and I wanted to do something special for them.�
Oddly enough, asking Lorrie about her inviting Beau wasn�t the most pressing question on his mind. Beau was as much family as anyone else, having spent the majority of his childhood hanging out with Zane, which made him a regular fixture in the Walker household. But, Curtis wouldn�t lie, he smelled a setup.
�Like what?� Curtis couldn�t hide the fact that he was skeptical. It was one thing for Lorrie to invite all of the boys, or maybe one at a time, but this. Something was fishy about this.
�We�ll have lunch, then I thought they could help me with a couple of things.�
Ok, so now he had no doubt that the woman was up to something.
�I�d like them to help me move a couple of things around upstairs.�
�What needs to be moved?� Curtis knew he hadn�t been asked to move any furniture because his wife wouldn�t have let up on him if she had. Even though recent events had them possibly preparing to have a guest live in one of the upstairs rooms, Curtis found it difficult to believe that furniture would have to be arranged just to accommodate him.
�I wanted to change out the dresser in Ethan�s old room with the one from Zane�s.�
Ok, so now Curtis was definitely suspicious. The woman was meticulous about the furniture upstairs, even though they rarely had a guest who used any of it. She dusted and vacuumed weekly and took care of the bathroom just as often. So why would she want to change the furniture? And the dressers of all things.
�Don�t worry about it, dear,� Lorrie said sweetly, her hand coming up to rest on his cheek. �I promise, I know what I�m doing.�
Once again, there was a flicker of mischief in her glittering blue eyes.
Curtis nodded, not truly understanding, but knowing that it wouldn�t matter what he said. He didn�t question her judgment, he only hoped that Beau and Ethan knew what they were getting themselves into. Because if Curtis knew anything at all, Sawyer wasn�t anywhere on the matchmaking radar at the moment.
♀♂
Lorrie
It was almost dinnertime when Ethan and Beau arrived, Ethan first and then Beau a few minutes later. Lorrie had somehow managed to feed Sawyer when he stopped by earlier than expected, and now he was on his way. So, needless to say, her plan wasn�t working quite like she thought, however, it would have to do.
�Mom,� Ethan greeted, kissing her on the cheek as he moved through the kitchen to the refrigerator.
�Hi, honey,� she answered, using a ladle to dish up stew into three bowls.
The sound of the glass jars rattling in the refrigerator door as Ethan shut it had her turning to look at him. That�s when she realized Beau had just joined them inside the house, and her son was staring across the room as though he were in shock.
�What are you doing here?� Ethan asked directly, glancing back and forth between her and Beau.
Lorrie simply turned back to the stove and continued to dish up the food. �You boys sit. Dinner is ready.�
�Dinner?� Beau asked, sounding confused.
Ok, so maybe she had omitted that part when she asked him to stop by because she needed help with something.
�Dinner. Now sit,� she repeated as she carried one of the bowls over to the table and returned to retrieve the other.
�Where�s Dad?� Ethan asked as he stood beside one of the chairs at the table, obviously watching to see what she would do next.
�He wanted to eat in the living room, so I�m taking his food to him. Now sit down, you don�t want your food to get cold.�
With that, Lorrie pretended to be busy as she made Curtis a bowl of stew, along with retrieving a sleeve of crackers from the pantry and adding a glass of tea. Today�s meal was simple, and having used the crock pot, she was able to get all of the pies finished for the Christmas feast they would have tomorrow.
So now the only thing left to do was to sit back and pretend that she hadn�t just tipped the first domino, hoping for the events of the future to tumble right into place.
♂♂
Ethan
He should have known.
He should have known, and he should have turned right around and left as soon as Beau walked in the door.
What his mother was up to, Ethan had no clue, but it didn�t surprise him one bit that this little setup had been her doing. And it wasn�t like he was going to call her on it. In order to do that, he would have to openly admit to something he wasn�t ready to announce to the world. Hell, he wasn�t sure he�d ever be ready to announce it.
�Hey,� Beau said quietly as he moved toward the kitchen table where Ethan was still standing like an idiot.
Pulling back the chair, the wooden legs making a loud squealing noise against the hardwood floor, Ethan dropped into his seat, not acknowledging Beau. He couldn�t. If he did, he was probably going to open up a can of worms that he�d never be able to contain.
Considering how fucking sexy he found the sound of the guy�s voice, or the intriguing way that damn t-shirt pulled tight across a sculpted chest, he didn�t stand a chance if he let his mouth get the better of him. Nope, he�d be better off sitting in the chair and focusing on something else � anything else � so that the persistent fucking hard on behind the fly of his jeans would take the hint� he wasn�t interested.
Right. Keep telling yourself that.
�You all right?� Beau asked as he lowered himself into the chair beside him, the same place his mother had just placed another bowl of stew. The woman thought she was sneaky, but Ethan had caught onto his mother�s little interferences years ago.
Except she had surprised him today.
Seeing Beau at his parents� house without Zane around was strange. Not uncomfortable, just different. Although, there was some discomfort, but that was primarily due to Ethan�s uncontrollable physical attraction to the guy. The one he had to keep to himself because� Well, just because.
�One of these days, you�re gonna have to talk to me again,� Beau said quietly, his words clear and firm, causing Ethan to jerk his head up and meet his gaze.
�What was that?�
Why had Beau�s words sounded like a threat? And more importantly, why the fuck did Ethan like the guy all that much more now that he found he had somewhat of a dominating side?
Beau kept him pinned with hooded eyes, a somewhat bored expression on his face as he did. Ethan�s heart pounded in his ears, the heavy thump in his chest probably being heard by his parents in the other room.
�You heard me,� Beau said once again. �You�re just lucky I�m a patient man.�
Ethan opened his mouth to say something. Closed it.
Ethan wanted to argue with Beau, but then decided against it. He wasn�t going to win this one. And based on his body�s current reaction, he wasn�t so sure either one of them would walk out of this house before this pot of lust and need boiled up and over, spilling everywhere and creating a disaster that Ethan wasn�t quite ready to have to deal with.

Chapter Seventeen

♂♂
Beau
Beau pretended not to notice Ethan�s reaction to his words. His disbelief was clearly written across his ruggedly handsome face. And knowing that he had shocked Ethan made him a little giddy. Rather than give himself away, he admired Ethan from beneath his lashes, pretending to be interested in what was in the bowl in front of him.
He wasn�t used to seeing Ethan quite so clean cut, generally he was sporting a ball cap on backward, a t-shirt and jeans that had seen much better days, and a shadow of beard along his angular jaw. Today, the man looked entirely different. His hair was a little too long, but combed neatly, his face was smooth, and his clothes weren�t ones that he used as a grease rag on a regular basis.
And fuck if Beau didn�t find himself hard enough to pound nails. He was tired of playing this game with Ethan, and he wasn�t sure how much longer he�d be able to handle it, especially if Lorrie Walker was getting involved. Despite what everyone thought, Beau knew for a fact that Lorrie offered a little helping hand in her sons� relationships. Beau had the luxury of being on the outside looking in from time to time, and based on what he knew, she was at it again.
Only this time, her interference was going to work in Beau�s favor. At least he hoped it would.
�You boys aren�t finished yet?� Lorrie asked when she returned to the kitchen a few minutes later.
�You�re not gonna join us?� Ethan asked, jerking his gaze away from Beau as though he�d been caught with his hand in the cookie jar.
�Not today. I ate earlier with Sawyer.�
�This is wonderful, Mrs. Walker. Thanks for inviting me over,� Beau said, keeping his voice low and even.
�Well, when you�re done with that, there�s pumpkin pie in the refrigerator. I made one specifically for today.�
Beau wasn�t opposed to pumpkin pie or dessert of any kind for that matter, but he couldn�t quite figure out how his mind could deviate to images of Ethan naked and a can of whipped cream at the ready. Especially while Lorrie was still in the room.
To Beau�s surprise, Lorrie didn�t stick around, she just turned and headed back to the living room where she had come from. From where he sat at the kitchen table, he could see Curtis sitting in his recliner while Lorrie made herself comfortable on the couch, her e-reader in hand.
Forcing his gaze back to Ethan, he noticed him shoveling food in his mouth like it wasn�t going to be there a minute from now and he would die without nourishment.
It was obvious, Ethan was doing one of two things: ensuring he didn�t have to talk or finishing so he could flee.
Considering the possibilities that had been handed to him practically on a silver platter, Beau wasn�t ready for Ethan to disappear just yet. The opportunities to be alone with the guy, even if they weren�t completely alone, were few and far between, and he couldn�t imagine letting this chance to be closer to him get away.
�Hey, boy,� Curtis called from the living room and Ethan sat up and turned to face his father while Beau looked on.
�What�s up?� Ethan called out, his broad, muscular chest shifting sideways as he looked behind him, the crisp white t-shirt that accentuated his bronze skin stretching tightly over hard pecs.
Beau�s mouth watered.
�When you�re done feeding your face, your mother wants you and Beau to help her move some furniture upstairs.�
Lord have mercy. Beau�s dick throbbed, his jeans painfully tight, and it had nothing to do with the fact his stomach was now full. How the hell was he supposed to be able to resist a temptation like that one. The only rooms upstairs were the bedrooms that the brothers had used when they lived here as kids. Which meant, unless Lorrie had some strange furniture in the bathrooms, he was going to find himself alone in a bedroom with Ethan.
Beau glanced back to Ethan�s face, noticing he was staring intently at him. He wanted to ask him what the problem was, but he already knew. The idea of them being alone was having the same effect on Ethan as it was on him. Only�
�Hey, Mom,� Ethan called out, his eyes still locked with Beau�s.
�What, honey?�
�You mind if I invite Blake to Christmas dinner tomorrow?�
The low, animalistic growl that erupted from Beau�s chest was barely perceptible, however, it was unmistakable. He didn�t like the idea, but it wasn�t like he could do a damn thing about it. Ethan was going to push, and he was going to push hard. The guy wasn�t going to open up and admit anything he didn�t have to. Beau knew that much.
Too bad Ethan didn�t realize just how much Beau wanted from him. Or how unwilling Beau was to give up on this � whatever this was. Because if he did, he would realize that he was only delaying the inevitable.
Beau watched as Lorrie moved into the room. She seemed to be eying Ethan speculatively and moving slower than usual. He was waiting for Lorrie�s usual happy response to Ethan�s question, however, it never came.
�When you boys are finished, I�d like you to switch the dresser from your old room with the one from Zane�s.�
�Why?� Ethan asked, irritation dripping from his tone.
Lorrie paused, and Beau leaned back in his chair, ready to let her know that he�d be more than willing to move the furniture without Ethan�s help.
�Do you have an issue with helping me?� Lorrie asked her son, catching Beau by surprise. She did not sound at all happy.
Ethan dropped his head, pushing his plate away. �No, Mom. It�s no problem.�
A tiny hint of a smile crept across Lorrie�s face before she turned away.
�Thank you.�
Figuring there wasn�t any conversation to be had there at the table, Beau grabbed his empty bowl and headed to the sink, rinsing and setting it into the dish drainer before turning back to Ethan.
�Ready to get this over with?� he asked, his hands clamped onto the edge of the counter as he leaned back casually. There was no way he was going to let Ethan know just how worked up he was.
The guy was avoiding him. And even if Beau didn�t like the idea, it was promising. Yes, maybe in a twisted, warped way, but at least it was something to grab onto.
�Yup. I�ve got things to do so let�s get it over with,� Ethan answered.
When he approached, Beau had to move out of the way, but he made sure to brush by him as he went. The electrical charge started at the point where their arms brushed against one another and went out through every one of his extremities.
He wanted to get his hands on Ethan. So much so, his fingers tingled with the urge.
♂♂
Ethan
Horrible idea.
This was absolutely the worst possible situation that Ethan could find himself in. The temptation was too great. Much too great.
Making his way up the stairs, Ethan discreetly glanced into the living room to see what his parents were doing. Neither of them had moved, nor had they turned their attention away from the television. Considering his mother didn�t watch television, Ethan knew she was up to something.
�Which one do you want to get first?� Beau asked when they both reached the landing at the top of the stairs.
�Zane�s.� What the hell was his mother thinking rearranging furniture upstairs? It wasn�t like anyone ever used the stuff anyway. And he knew without a doubt that she didn�t frequent these rooms so why did it matter where one dresser was versus another?
Ethan turned and followed Beau down the hall to Zane�s old room. He did his best not to admire the strength and power in all of the muscles that flexed when Beau moved. From those broad shoulders to that narrow waist, the man was masculine perfection. He still had that football player build, bulky upper body and thick lower body. And Ethan still found himself attracted to the guy after all this time.
He still had a hard time wrapping his head around the idea of Beau being gay. It wasn�t impossible, but still seemed unlikely. After all, Beau had spent the better part of his adult life having threesomes with Zane�s girlfriends. But somewhere along the way, it seemed as though Beau had realized he�d been going the wrong direction. Or at least that�s what Ethan had heard.
Not his place to question though.
Once inside Zane�s old room, Ethan flipped on the lights and moved to the far end of the long dresser.
�You think we should take the mirror off first?� Beau asked, standing there with his hands on his hips and staring at Ethan like he�d lost his mind.
Fuck no. The mirror could take it or leave it as far as Ethan was concerned. He just wanted to get this over with and get back downstairs. Or outside. Yes, outside would be good because being confined in a bedroom alone with Beau wasn�t healthy.
�Fine, I�ll get a screwdriver,� Ethan told him, making a beeline back out into the hallway. He was halfway to the stairs when he stopped and leaned up against the wall. Dropping his head back, he stared up at the ceiling.
�What the fuck is wrong with me?� he muttered to himself, his chest heaving like he�d just moved all the damn furniture upstairs by himself.
�You�re in denial.�
Beau�s deep, rusty voice sent a chill racing down Ethan�s spine, but he didn�t move. Didn�t say a word. And somehow, he managed to not look at Beau either.
He could do this. He was the king of aloof and indifferent. There was no way Beau even had a clue what was going through Ethan�s mind right then.
When Beau�s handsome face loomed in front of him a second later, Ethan knew he was in for it. Beau was one of the few men he�d met who was actually taller than him. Not only that, he was broader, thicker. And leaning against the wall the way that he was, Beau surrounded him entirely.
�You don�t want to do this,� Ethan warned, deepening his voice and keeping it steady.
�Do what?�
�Exactly what you�re about to do.� Ethan wasn�t stupid and the proximity of Beau�s body was making him nervous. He couldn�t give in to the temptation. He couldn�t.
But God, he wanted to.
�I think you�re hoping I�ll do something,� Beau said levelly.
How the fuck could the guy stand that damn close and not feel the crackle in the air between them? Or hell, maybe he could and he was just ignoring it. Either way, Beau was acting a hell of a lot cooler about this than Ethan was.
�I�m in a relationship,� Ethan blurted, staring directly into Beau�s eyes.
�Or so you say,� Beau retorted, his cool facade slipping a notch. �I think it�s just your way of hiding.�
Ethan�s anger came to a rapid boil in an instant, his hands fisting at his sides. Lowering his voice to barely above a whisper, Ethan stared deep into Beau�s eyes. �I guess you forgot whose mouth I was fucking as you watched.�
Hating that he�d said the words as soon as they came out of his mouth, Ethan pushed off the wall. Or at least he tried to.
As soon as he moved, he found himself pressed firmly against the wall, Beau�s hands landing on the sheetrock on each side of his head, their noses inches apart, their chests not quite touching, but the heat from Beau�s body was the equivalent of touching the sun.
Ahhh, fucking hell.
�You can run all day long, Ethan,� Beau growled. �I�m not here to make things hard for you. I�m not in a hurry either.�
What the fuck kind of game was Beau playing?
Before he could say anything, Beau continued.
�So, you enjoy whatever it is you have with that asshole, and I�ll be right here when you finally decided you�re done playing games.�
Ethan swallowed, unsure why he felt the need to submit to Beau. The urge was so intense, his knees actually shook with the need that coursed through him. But this wasn�t good for him. And it damn sure wasn�t good for Beau. Ethan didn�t have anything to offer him.
Nothing. At. All.
�Let it go, Beau,� Ethan whispered.
�Sorry, can�t do that,� Beau answered easily, his mouth moving in closer until Ethan could feel the warmth of his breath against his own lips. God, he wanted to lean forward just a little, plunge his tongue into Beau�s mouth and show him exactly what he�d be asking for if he pursued this.
Long seconds ticked by as they stood there, staring at one another, neither of them saying a word. Finally, whatever spell had pulled them under was broken and Beau took a step back. �I�ll go get that screwdriver now.�
�You do that.� Ethan intended to stand there and hold up the wall for a few minutes longer. Then� Yes, maybe then he�d be able to feel his legs again.
Lord help him. Beau Bennett had just found a way underneath the impenetrable armor that Ethan had erected around his emotions, and the man hadn�t even fucking touched him.

�Chapter Eighteen

♀♂
Zoey
Christmas Day
�Good morning,� Zoey greeted Lorrie when she arrived at the Walker�s house at nine o�clock.
�Good morning, honey,� Lorrie answered, moving swiftly across the room to give her a hug. �Let me take your coat.�
Zoey turned around, allowing Lorrie to help her slip out of her coat. She had been surprised when she stepped out on the porch that morning to see that they actually did have a few snow flurries and the temperature had dropped into the low thirties. That might not be cold to some, but for their area, the temps were colder than she was used to. The possibility of a white Christmas, even if it was just a light dusting of snow had filled Zoey with an overwhelming sense of joy.
�Is V here yet?� Zoey asked, following Lorrie into the living room.
�She�s on her way. She just called and said she was picking up Jessie and heading this way.�
�Where�s Kylie?� If Jessie needed a ride, that meant her little Honda obviously wasn�t fond of the cold temperatures either.
�Travis and Gage needed to take her somewhere.�
Zoey beamed, meeting Lorrie�s eyes. �Did they�?� Letting the question hang, Zoey felt a surge of excitement pulse through her veins.
�Of course they did,� Lorrie said with a grin. �Those boys would walk through fire to make sure they got her present completed.�
Of course they would, but the way Travis had been acting had Zoey wondering. It was just yesterday morning that Travis had called Kaleb, scrambling at the last minute for something, she had no idea what.
�Come on in here, I�m going to have you start on the eggs.�
Zoey followed Lorrie back into the kitchen where the air smelled heavenly. Like sage and nutmeg, turkey and pumpkin. In fact, it smelled so wonderful, her stomach started to growl.
�Are you hungry?�
Zoey laughed. �I�m always hungry these days,� she told her mother-in-law.
�Well, you sit right here, I�ve got biscuits and gravy almost finished. You can eat with Curtis while we wait on the others.�
As though he�d been summoned, Curtis made his way into the room, heading directly toward Lorrie. �Good morning,� he whispered sweetly, kissing her lightly on the cheek.
Zoey watched the couple, utterly in awe of the way they acted with one another. They were always like this. Greeting one another with gentle kisses, adoring looks passing between them, and they were always putting one another first. Based on the stories she�d heard throughout the years, Zoey knew that Lorrie and Curtis hadn�t always had it easy, but the one thing they insisted they always did have was one another. And just like other girls, Zoey had always admired the relationship these two shared.
�Hey, kiddo,� Curtis greeted her, leaning over to kiss her on the cheek and Zoey blushed.
�Good morning, Curtis. You sure are chipper this morning,� Zoey teased.
�It�s the food. I only get turkey and dressing twice a year. It�s kind of like� Oh, never mind.�
Zoey watched the older man blush bright red, and she couldn�t help but laugh. Was he seriously about to say what she thought he was? Curtis Walker? He was one of the most respectful men she�d ever met, but she knew he had a naughty side. Seriously though. How could he not? After all, Zoey had met all of his children.
Lorrie chuckled from behind them, and Zoey turned to see her turning quite pink herself. �So, you�re saying that since you abstain from having turkey, it makes you want it even more?�
Zoey�s mouth fell open, her laugh erupting from her chest as she turned back to see Curtis doing the same.
�Woman, be careful this morning. It�s not nice to tease a hungry man.�
Zoey laughed again, completely stunned by the innuendos flying out of their mouths. These were her in-laws. Kaleb�s parents.
Thankfully, the back door squeaked open and in walked V, grinning from ear to ear.
�What�s going on in here?� V asked, coming to a stop just inside the door. �Why does it look like you�ve all been caught doing something really, really naughty?�
Another bout of laughter filled the room, and Zoey had to wipe tears from her eyes before she could face V again.
�Where�s Jessie? I thought she was coming with you?� Zoey asked.
�I dropped her off at Brendon�s. She wanted to give him his Christmas present before she came over,� V said with a wink.
Lorrie moved across the room to retrieve V�s coat, her cheeks flushed and her eyes glittering with humor. When V took the seat beside Zoey, she leaned over and said, �What did I miss?�
�Oh, nothing,� Zoey said loudly, glancing over at Curtis. �We were just talking about the repercussions of abstinence.�
V�s eyes widened as she sat up slowly, her eyes moving between Curtis and Lorrie and then back to Zoey. And as though she�d been privy to the conversation, her face turned red as well.
�Let�s eat, shall we?� Curtis asked, having to clear his throat in order to complete the sentence.

Chapter Nineteen

♂♀♂
Travis
�Don�t peek.�
�How could I possibly peek? Both of your hands cover my whole face.�
�Be quiet too.�
Travis grinned when Kylie batted her hands behind her in an attempt to hit him. He directed her forward, his body at her back, his hands covering her eyes � or, more accurately, her entire face as she mentioned.
�Watch your step,� Gage called from a few feet in front of them. �And don�t let her peek.�
�Will y�all stop?� Kylie laughed. �I can�t see anything at all.�
�Mmmm, I like you blindfolded,� Travis murmured against her ear as he continued to guide her through the front door.
Stopping, he kept his hands over her eyes as Gage moved forward to sandwich her between them. Travis met Gage�s eyes and smiled. They had done it. They had managed to pull it off although there for a minute, he didn�t think they would be able to.
�Where are we?� Kylie asked, her hands coming to rest on his across her eyes. Her soft, cool fingers curved lightly around his, but she wasn�t trying to move them away.
�Merry Christmas, baby,� Travis said against her ear.
�Merry Christmas,� Gage whispered, leaning down to kiss her as Travis pulled his hands away.
Taking one step back, he kept his eyes on her as she looked up at Gage and then around the room.
�Oh, my�� Kylie inhaled on a gasp. �Is this�?�
�It is,� Travis confirmed before she could even ask. �Officially your new office.�
When Kylie had moved in, Travis had had no idea how much stuff she had stuffed in her garage. Things she used all the time for her renovation business. And now, all of those things were in a storage unit because they hadn�t been able to get another garage built to replace the dilapidated one that Kylie had torn down during the renovation on Gage�s house.
So this seemed to make sense.
�You did this for me?� she asked, turning in a circle.
Travis smiled down at her as she stood just a few feet away, one hand on her heart, the other hovering over her lips. He could see the tears in her eyes, and his heart cracked.
�Do you like it?� Gage asked.
�I� Oh my God, I love it. It�s amazing. I have my own office.� Kylie�s enthusiasm escaped on a sob as she moved across the room.
She slid one hand over the small reception desk that they�d placed in the front office area. Travis had no idea whether she�d need an assistant right away, but as word got out on what she�d done to Gage�s farmhouse, she was getting more and more calls, which meant she was only going to need more help as she grew her small renovation company.
�Come here,� Gage said, taking her hand in his. �Let me show you the rest of the place.�
Travis followed them down the hall. On the left side was a small break room with a table, microwave, even a vending machine they had managed to get for cheap. They�d hung a flat panel television on the wall and even added a small sofa where she could sit and relax if she needed to.
The next room was the oversized restroom. Taking a few tips from V, Travis had bought items to make the room girly. Not quite his taste, but with V�s help, it looked like a fancy chick bathroom. If Kylie�s grin was anything to go by, he�d impressed her.
A little farther down the hall and on the opposite side was an office. There was actually only one office space, however, if necessary, Travis knew they could expand into the storage room at the back. But for now, this was all he figured Kylie would need.
�Oh, wow.� Kylie�s eyes lit up, and she turned to glance at both of them before turning back to take it all in. �This is� Wow.�
Ok, so yes, they had put a little time and effort into her office. Neither of them had skimped on any part of the d�cor, which was why they had hired Sierra McCoy - Ackerley to assist. And, true to form, the woman had worked miracles. The small space had been beige and boring when they purchased it, but not anymore. Every room had its own individuality, the furnishings were elegant, the decorations professional and suitable to Kylie�s personality.
�I love this,� she told them as she turned back around. �This is�� A tear slid down Kylie�s pale cheek, and Travis moved forward at the same time Gage did. They both enveloped her in their arms, holding her safely between them.
�This is more than I deserve,� she whispered.
�See, that�s where you�re wrong. You deserve everything,� Travis told her, his heart expanding to twice its size. He loved this woman and this man. More than he ever had anticipated and being able to put a smile on their faces was what made all of it worthwhile.
�You work so hard, and you don�t ask for anything. Somehow you manage to work around the two of us, so we figured you deserved a space of your own,� Gage explained, his hand smoothing Kylie�s hair as he met Travis� gaze above her head.
�You haven�t seen the best part yet,� Travis said, taking her hand and leading her back into the hall.
�Well, I�m not sure about that. I�m quite fond of that couch in the break room. I think I might just have to test it out.�
Travis� cock stirred. Kylie was teasing him, he knew.
Opening the door at the very end of the hallway, Travis stepped back and allowed Kylie to walk inside first.
�Holy��
Again, she was obviously speechless which made Travis grin from ear to ear. �What do you think?�
At the far end of the storage room, there was a huge bay door that opened into the alley. This would allow Kylie to receive material that she needed at the office, and it also offered her a large space to keep all of the things she was collecting. Travis had even moved some of those items himself, like the vintage chandelier and the two boxes that contained the original light fixtures that Kylie had acquired from a 1960s Victorian mansion.
Travis glanced beside him at Gage and then took his hand, linking their fingers together as they watched her. This was their gift to her, something they�d been working to make happen for a couple of months and thanks to life getting in the way, they had barely pulled it off at the last minute. But the look on Kylie�s face right at that moment had been worth every worry and every moment of panic that they wouldn�t have it ready in time.
Kylie spun around quickly and faced them, her hands landing on her hips. Her expression went to one of wonder to one of suspicion and Travis swallowed hard, waiting to hear what she would say.
�You did this for me?� she asked again.
Travis looked at Gage, then back to Kylie. �Yes.�
�Well, this isn�t fair.�
�What do you mean it isn�t fair?� Gage asked, his hand sliding out of Travis� as he moved closer to Kylie.
�Just like I said.�
�I�m not sure I understand,� Gage stated firmly as he moved even closer to Kylie. Travis didn�t move from where he stood, he was too stunned to speak, much less move. Did she not like her gift? Was she angry?
�I will never in a million years be able to get either of you something this nice,� Kylie told him adamantly.
Travis breathed a sigh of relief, his feet finally getting with the program as he moved forward, pulling Kylie against him while Gage stepped in behind her. �Baby, that�s where you�re wrong again. You�ve already given us the most precious gift of all.� Travis leaned down and pressed his lips lightly against hers. �You.�
There was a small tear that slid down Kylie�s cheek and Travis immediately wiped it away with his thumb, tipping Kylie�s head back at the same time. �However, if you�re looking to give us something for Christmas, I can sure think of one thing I wouldn�t refuse.�
♂♀♂
Kylie
That saying about your heart being filled to overflowing� Well, Kylie knew what it felt like. Then again, her heart had already overflowed with love for these two men, but it seemed that every time she turned around, they were doing something that made her wonder if she would ever know the true extent of her love for them.
The new office was beautiful. A place she would enjoy coming to every day, but it was the gesture that made her heart take a tumble in her chest.
�I love you,� she told them both as she looked up at them. �I love you more than you�ll ever know.�
�Oh, darlin�, we know,� Travis assured her.
Kylie wasn�t convinced.
�Come here,� she said, taking one of their hands in each of hers and pulling them out of the storage room and back down the hall. As they passed her new office, she peeked inside, giddy with excitement. It truly was the most wonderful gift she could�ve ever received.
Rather than stopping to admire what she could see later, she led Travis and Gage to the break room.
�Did you lock the front door?� she asked when she stepped inside, turning to stare up at them both.
Travis growled as he nodded his head. She loved when he did that. Loved that he didn�t try to refrain from expressing his desire for her or for Gage. Between the two of them, she felt like the sexiest woman in the world, and the passion that glimmered in their eyes did wondrous things to her insides.
�So, I was thinking,� she began, pretending to be lost in thought.
�Quit thinking,� Gage said tersely, moving in close and picking her up off of her feet. He carried her to the couch and lowered her to her back gently, easing his muscular body over her as he did.
Clasping her hands around his neck, she smiled up at him seconds before she pulled his face down to hers. �Kiss me,� she whispered.
�My pleasure.�
Kylie got lost in Gage�s kiss, letting her hands roam up and down his back as she pulled him to her, pressing her hips up off the couch as he ground his erection between her thighs.
It was crazy how hot they could make her. She never seemed to get enough of them. Never.
�You�ve got on too many clothes,� Gage said gruffly, pulling his lips back from hers.
�You�re both a little overdressed as well,� she reminded him.
And that was all she had to say to get both men rushing to rid themselves of their clothes, along with getting her good and naked. When Gage went to move over her once again, she stopped him by holding up her hand.
�Wait.�
Gage and Travis glanced at one another, then back to her. Pushing up to a sitting position, Kylie stared up at them. �I think I should be able to admire you both for a minute.�
�Under one condition,� Travis said, pulling her attention from their magnificent cocks up to meet their faces.
�What�s that?�
�We get to admire you right back.�
�I�m naked, aren�t I?�
�You are, but I was thinking of something a little better than being naked.�
�What could possibly be better than her being naked?� Gage asked Travis, a confused look on his face.
Kylie chuckled.
Travis looked over at Gage momentarily. �Well, from where I stand, the two of you naked is certainly better than one of you. But that�s not what I was thinking.�
Travis� comment made Gage�s eyes drift down, and Kylie watched her men carefully.
�What were you thinking?� Gage asked, his voice now gruff with desire.
�I want to watch her play with herself.�
Gage�s head jerked in her direction, and Kylie laughed again. She loved to see the stunned look on his face when Travis did stuff like that. He was always looking for ways to heat them up until they threatened to spontaneously combust.
�Play with myself?� she asked, trying to sound as though she didn�t understand.
�That�s right,� Travis said seriously.
�You mean like this?� Kylie cupped her naked breasts as she stared up at them from her seat on the couch.
�That�s a good start.�
�Or did you mean this?� she questioned, spreading her legs wider and sliding one hand down her belly to hover right over her mound.
A simultaneous growl made her pussy throb, and she watched as Travis gripped his cock, holding himself firmly. �Show me, Kylie. Slide your finger inside your pussy.�
A ripple of need coursed from her womb outward, making her thighs quiver. Travis� deep baritone was sexy as hell when he spoke in a normal conversation, but when his tone was rough with desire, she could barely control herself.
Sliding one finger inside of her pussy, Kylie let her gaze travel over their chests, back and forth she admired the hard planes and angles of their beautiful bodies while she played with herself.
�Stroke yourself,� she instructed them both.
Travis had a head start, but Gage wasn�t going to be left behind. She watched as they gripped their cocks, their hands a shade lighter than their thick, heavy shafts.
Kylie emitted a moan, unable to control herself. They were so damn hot, her insides threatened to boil over. As she pinched one nipple, she slid two fingers inside herself, opening her thighs even wider as they continued to watch her. The fierce longing she saw in their eyes made her desperate. She wanted to come, but she wanted them inside of her when it happened.
Pulling her fingers from her pussy, Kylie never took her eyes off of them. She watched as their eyes followed the progress of her fingers until she slipped them inside her mouth. Before she could even pull them out, Gage was on her, forcing her onto her back and making her laugh.
�Woman, you�re killing me,� he groaned, his thick cock surging inside of her, making her eyes close and her body bow from the intense pleasure.
�Fuck, yes,� Gage growled.
When Kylie opened her eyes, she found Travis standing beside them, his knees resting on the edge of the couch beside her head, leaning over so that his glorious cock hovered directly above her face. As he propped himself against the back of the couch, he looked down at her, meeting her gaze head on as he smiled. �Suck me.�
Kylie lifted her head so that she could reach him, her tongue sliding over the engorged head, lapping at the pre-cum she found there. The position was uncomfortable, but Travis easily remedied that as he leaned down lower, propping himself on his forearms against the back of the couch as he continued to watch her down the length of his body.
Kylie moaned when Gage gripped her hips and thrust deep inside of her before pulling out slowly. She wasn�t going to be able to focus on them both if Gage kept doing that.
Reaching beneath Travis� torso, Kylie grabbed the back of Gage�s neck, pulling him closer, and he knew what she wanted. He continued to thrust slowly inside of her as he angled his head and took Travis� cock in his mouth, making Travis groan. Kylie let the pleasure consume her as she shifted her body slightly so she could suck Travis� balls into her mouth, one at a time, over and over.
�Fucking hell.� Travis� tone was a warning, letting them know that he was close.
Kylie was right there with him. Replacing her mouth with her hand, she kneaded his balls and met Gage�s mouth along Travis� shaft.
�Fuck me,� she pleaded.
Gage�s eyes opened wide.
�Fuck me now.�
When Gage eased back onto his knees, Kylie took Travis� cock deep in her mouth as she gripped his thighs, forcing him to twist his body so she could relax back against the couch. When she could take him deep in her throat, she squeezed his ass. It didn�t take him long to fall into the same rhythm as Gage, both of them fucking her, Travis in her mouth, Gage in her pussy.
Gripping the base of Travis� cock firmly, she began stroking him faster, sucking him harder as her pleasure intensified, her body pulled taut as they both took her at the same time. With her eyes locked with Travis�, Kylie urged him to come without saying a word.
�Fuck,� Gage yelled. �God yes, milk me, Kylie. I�m going to�� Gage�s thumb stroked over her clit as his body stilled, his groan of release filled the air, setting off mini-explosions within her.
When Travis slid his hand into Gage�s hair, as though he needed to touch him, or he�d be lost, Kylie lost it. Her orgasm gripped her, at the same time Travis stilled, one hand wrapped around her hand on his cock, the other holding Gage to him. His cock pulsed in her hand as he came in her mouth, a roar of pleasure erupting from his chest as he did.
After a few minutes, when they managed to catch their breath, Kylie opened her eyes and looked at her husbands.
Travis� sly grin had her insides tightening.
�I think you�ll be hard pressed to top that Christmas present.�
Kylie was inclined to agree.

Chapter Twenty

♂♀♂
Braydon
�Why aren�t you ready?� Braydon asked Brendon when he joined his brother in the living room. He noticed that Brendon was shirtless, his bare feet propped up on the coffee table. Clearly he wasn�t ready for much of anything.
�Ready for what?� Brendon asked, not looking away from the television.
So it would appear Brendon was still in a funk. And if he had to guess, today wasn�t going to be much different from the last few days where Brendon spent most of his time moping around the house.
They certainly were quite the pair these days.
�We�re heading to Mom and Dad�s, remember?�
That comment earned Braydon a quick glance.
�That�s not until three,� Brendon answered simply.
�Yeah, but the girls are going to be there, so I figured we�d go hang out.�
�Not up for it yet,� Brendon told him, his attention back on the television which was playing...
Wait. Was that? 
�Are you seriously watching Duck Dynasty?�
Brendon�s brow furrowed as he turned toward him. �Shut the hell up.�
Rather than argue with Brendon because it wouldn�t get him anywhere, Braydon grabbed his cell phone and headed back into his bedroom. He shot off a quick text because it was clear his brother was in a funk, and if this was going to be a good day, he needed backup.
A few seconds later, he received a response, and he smiled.
Ten minutes later, Braydon was sitting in the oversized leather chair that he claimed as his own, his bare feet propped up on the coffee table in a position that mirrored his twin�s.
�What the hell are you doing?� Brendon asked, glaring at him.
�What does it look like I�m doing?�
�Thought you were going to Mom and Dad�s.�
�Not without you, I�m not.�
�Whatever.�
With that, they sat quietly in the living room watching Duck Dynasty, although Braydon was pretty sure Brendon was paying about as much attention as he was to what was going on.
He didn�t have to wait long before the front door opened and in walked Jessie with a huge grin on her face.
Brendon actually sat up, but Braydon remained exactly where he was, merely glancing around behind the chair to see her.
He knew that, like this, they looked identical, which meant the only way to tell them apart was by their actions. Brendon was always the one to jump up when Jessie walked in the door. Braydon had been working on playing it cool. Not that he succeeded, but he definitely tried.
�Hey,� Brendon said with a grin. �I thought you were going to help my mom cook.�
�That was the plan,� Jessie said sweetly, looking back and forth between the two of them. �But then I remembered that today is Christmas, and I forgot to give my two favorite men their Christmas present, so I had V drop me off over here.�
Braydon hid his smile behind the bottle of water he tipped to his lips. Christmas present, huh? He damn sure liked the idea of that.
�Yeah?� Brendon asked skeptically, taking Jessie�s hand and pulling her into the room. �What�d you get us?�
Getting straight to the point obviously, Braydon watched as Brendon pulled her up against him, their mouths joining for a brief good morning kiss.
As a bystander, Braydon had the honor of watching Jessie, admiring her legs, which looked as though they were wrapped in silk � stockings, maybe? That was pretty much the only part of her he could see since she was currently cuddled inside an enormous coat that hid the rest of her luscious curves from his view. He hoped like hell Brendon would remedy that soon.
It was nice to see Brendon�s mood improve significantly in just a matter of minutes. It only went to prove that Braydon was getting a little too attached to Jessie for his own good. He needed to back off, keep this strictly physical � as it should be. After what happened between them the other night, he�d given his actions, as well as Brendon�s, a lot of thought. Not that he�d come up with a way to fix this mess they were in, but he knew if he took a step back, he could possibly get things back to the way they were.
�Can I help you with your coat?� Brendon asked Jessie, his hands cupping her face as he stared at her intently.
Braydon knew he needed to get up, needed to move closer. His hands were itching with the need to touch her, but he wanted to pretend he wasn�t as affected as he was. At least for now. In a few minutes, it wouldn�t matter because Jessie would be naked and sprawled out for their pleasure.
He hoped.
�I think I�ll hold onto it for a minute or two if you don�t mind,� Jessie answered.
Braydon met her eyes as she glanced over her shoulder, giving him a seductive grin that had his dick stirring in his jeans. Oh, yes, he definitely was looking forward to this Christmas present.
�What are you watching?� Jessie asked, exasperated.
Braydon laughed but didn�t answer her. He�d leave that discussion to his twin.
�Right this second, I�m watching you,� Brendon replied, clicking off the television with the remote. �I�m waiting patiently for the gift you promised us.�
�Patiently, huh?� Jessie chuckled, her sexy voice making Braydon�s body run hot.
�Sure,� Brendon said seriously. �If I wasn�t a patient man, baby, you�d be flat on that coffee table right now.�
�I would?� Jessie�s question sounded innocent.
�You would,� Brendon confirmed as he flopped onto the couch, propping his feet on the coffee table in question and crossing his ankles in a deceivingly laid-back gesture.
�And what would I be doing if I were flat on that coffee table right now?� Jessie asked, dividing her attention between the two of them.
�Do you want a play by play?� Brendon asked.
�Oh, so you�ve thought this one through?�
�Honey, in my fantasies, you play a starring role. I�ve thought of plenty of things I want to do to you and your gorgeous body.�
�Hmmm.� Jessie appeared to be contemplating Brendon�s response as she looked around the room. �Then I think this will be the perfect place for me to give you your gift.�
Crossing his arms over his chest, Brendon regarded her with hooded eyes. Braydon was so entranced by the interaction between the two of them, he wasn�t sure he�d be able to move from his chair without some serious discomfort. The coy way that Jessie was regarding both of them had Braydon seconds away from stripping her naked. He had a good idea that his gift was actually underneath that coat that was at least two sizes too big for her.
�We�re waiting,� Braydon added as his contribution to the conversation.
Jessie�s smile lit up the entire room.
She slowly unbuttoned the coat, starting with the top buttons first and making her way to the bottom, being careful to keep the coat closed so as not to reveal anything apparently. Braydon wanted to offer her a hand and pull the damn thing from her body just to discover what was underneath.
Two seconds later when the coat fell to the floor at Jessie�s feet, Braydon was pretty damned sure he had a heart attack.
♂♀♂
Jessie
Ok, well, it was pretty clear she wasn�t going to sign up to be a stripper anytime in the near future. It was way too damn nerve wracking.
She�d spent the morning getting ready to go over to the Walker�s house to help prepare Christmas dinner when she received the text from Braydon letting her know that Brendon was in a mood. Without thinking much about it, she decided to change her plans, which resulted in her having V drop her off at the twins� house rather than going to hang out with the girls for the morning.
And now that she was here, she was beginning to wonder what she�d been thinking. Granted, this wasn�t entirely her idea. As soon as V showed up, Jessie had given her new friend the lowdown on what was going on. That resulted in V giving her some tips on how to improve Brendon�s mood. Considering she hadn�t actually bought them anything for Christmas, she decided the idea was a good one.
Now she was wondering if she�d had a lapse in judgment.
As her coat slid to the floor, revealing what she had on, which was honestly very, very little, Jessie�s heart began to pound double time.
�Holy fuck,� Brendon whispered.
The admiration in his tone did wonders for her ego, but she was still extremely uncomfortable standing there in nothing but a G-string, a baby doll nightie that did little to cover her and a pair of stockings with garters attached. Yes, there were little bows on them which was her way of saying Merry Christmas.
�Come here,� Brendon instructed her, but Jessie�s feet wouldn�t follow directions.
She was rooted in place, her hands trembling as she watched the two incredibly sexy cowboys staring back at her like she was a meal and they were starving. Should�ve made her feel better, but it didn�t.
Figuring she should at least say something, she recalled their conversation and decided to run with it. �If I remember correctly, you mentioned something about being sprawled out on the coffee table.� Was that her voice? It sounded way too sexy to be her voice.
Find your inner vixen and make them work for it. That was V�s advice and Jessie was trying to heed it as best she could.
�Oh, darlin�, I can certainly work with that,� Brendon offered, sitting up straight on the couch. �But you still have to come here.�
Jessie forced her legs to hold her up as she walked slowly toward him, the heat of their gazes warming her skin as she moved. As she skirted the table, Brendon turned it so that the short edge was closest to him.
Warm hands embraced her hips as she stood in front of Brendon. He was still sitting on the couch, and with her heels on, he was eye level with her belly button. She heard Braydon move more than saw him and then the warmth of his body joined Brendon�s as he ran his callused fingers down over her ass. Tingles erupted along her skin, spreading outward over every inch of her until her breath caught in her throat.
The feel of their warm, rough fingers on her body was the only thing she could focus on.
�You�re so soft,� Brendon said, his eyes running up her body before meeting hers. �So fucking beautiful.�
Jessie wasn�t sure about all of that, but they certainly had a way of making her feel beautiful.
�And you say this is our present, huh?� Brendon asked, his hands trailing along her sides, over her hips and then retreating the way they came.
�All yours,� she confirmed.
�I have to admit, this is the best present I think I�ve ever received,� Braydon said from behind her, his warm, firm lips pressing against her upper thigh, just beneath the curve of her bottom as he sat on the edge of the table.
Jessie sucked in a breath, biting her bottom lip as the rush of heat joined the tingling sensation that still coursed through her.
�Definitely the sexiest,� Brendon added. �Although, I think I�d like to play with it for a little while.�
The intensity of Brendon�s blue-gray eyes was focused solely on her, and she felt her insides begin to melt. When he looked at her like that, she lost all common sense and the only thing that mattered was getting as close as she could to them.
Them.
The term still sounded strange, but Jessie had come to actually enjoy this unconventional thing they had going on. When Brendon had first suggested a threesome, Jessie had been intrigued, and nervous. But there was undeniably something to be said about two men being focused solely on her pleasure. And these two were clearly focused on her.
�Hmmm, I think I�d like to unwrap this some more,� Braydon said, his voice sounding closer as he stood to his full height behind her.
A chill raced down her spine when he slid her hair over her shoulder so that he could unhook her bra, which clasped in the back. Once that was completed, his gentle hands caressed her skin as he pushed the straps down her shoulders and allowed the satin and lace to fall right into Brendon�s lap as he continued to sit on the couch in front of her.
Jessie could feel the evidence of Braydon�s arousal as he pressed against her lower back. In her heels, she was probably close to six feet tall, which aligned their bodies almost perfectly in this position.
Braydon�s lips trailed from just beneath her ear, down her neck and then over her shoulder, making her body shudder with pleasure. She continued to watch Brendon who was still sitting in front of her, his fingers now playing with the narrow band of her panties along her hips. She wasn�t sure if he was waiting for something or not, but she didn�t move. There were times when Brendon just opted to watch her, and at first, that had been a little strange, but the way he eyed her made her body burn hotter.
�Are you wet, Jessie?� Brendon asked a few seconds later, finally breaking the silence.
�Yes,� she said on a moan. Braydon�s arms had wrapped around her, his palms cupping her breasts easily at first, the slight scrape of his work roughened hands making her nipples pucker.
�You�re so fucking hot,� Braydon whispered in her ear. �Touching you is the best gift I could�ve possibly received.�
Another chill got loose, racing down her body and making her knees weak. Leaning back against Braydon�s big, warm chest, Jessie let his heat soak into her.
Brendon lifted one of her legs, slowly slipping her shoe from her foot before doing the same to the other. When her feet were planted firmly on the floor once more, Jessie was several inches shorter than she originally started out, but Braydon didn�t seem to be bothered by the change. He continued to trail his lips over the sensitive skin of her neck.
�As much as I love this outfit, I really want you naked,� Brendon told her as he unhooked each clip currently holding up her stockings. Once he�d eliminated those as an obstacle, his fingers slipped into the sides of her panties and slid them down over her legs. The cool air was a shock to the warm, needy place between her thighs, causing Jessie to suck in a breath.
�I think I�ll leave these on for a little while,� Brendon said, his hands gliding up over her stockings. Without telling her what he was doing, Brendon slipped his hand behind her knee and lifted her leg before propping it over his shoulder. She was now on display, just inches from his face, her other leg turning to mush as she tried to keep herself upright. Had it not been for Braydon holding her from behind, Jessie was sure she�d have been a puddle on the floor by then.
�I love that you keep this bare,� Brendon said, the backs of his knuckles grazing over her mound before his fingers separated the folds of her pussy as he moved in closer. She could feel the warmth of his breath against the sensitive tissue with every word he spoke, and she wanted to beg him to get on with it.
Jessie felt Braydon shift, his body pressing closer as he rested his chin on her shoulder. Both of them stared down the front of her body, watching as Brendon moved in closer, his tongue darting out to tease her. He was obviously making sure they had a perfect view. When Brendon�s eyes met hers again, he drove his tongue deep, forcing her to fall back against Braydon in order to get him closer.
�Oh, yes,� she whispered. The warm rasp of Brendon�s tongue against her pussy was heaven, and combined with the gentle suction from Braydon�s mouth once again on her neck, she knew this was going to result in sensory overload.
�Such a pretty pussy,� Brendon said, his fingers separating her folds even more before he lapped at her with his tongue.
Her body was on fire, her skin smoldering from the intensity of their touch, her pussy aching with the need for more from them. And yet, Jessie knew all too well that rushing either one of them wasn�t in the cards she�d been dealt. They liked to take their own sweet time and the worst part about it all�
She had come to crave this like a drug.

Chapter Twenty One

♂♀♂
Brendon
Since the moment he opened his eyes that morning, Brendon had been waiting for this. He had crawled out of bed in a foul mood, and he knew there was only one way to remedy that. Luckily for him, he didn�t have to be the one to call Jessie. He had needed her though, but once again his pride � or maybe it was just his conscience � had gotten in the way.
But now that she was here, standing almost entirely naked in his living room, he couldn�t seem to remember what had put him in a bad mood in the first place.
She did that to him though. He could get lost in her body for hours. He craved her responses, wanted to push her to the edge again and again, waiting for her to beg them to send her over. And based on the way she was trembling just from their touch, she was right there with him this morning.
Releasing her clit from his mouth, Brendon sat up again, sliding two fingers into her warm, wet pussy as he watched Braydon fondle her nipples with his fingers and thumbs. Jessie�s head was tilted back against Braydon�s collarbone, her chest thrust forward as her hips undulated. God, she was so damn sexy.
Forcing himself to stay in the moment, Brendon had to keep busy, not wanting to let his thoughts wander because as he had noticed, he was easily distracted by a particular memory that was better left forgotten. That woman wasn�t here. She wasn�t Jessie and quite frankly, Jessie deserved a hell of a lot more from him than just a mere fuck because she was convenient.
�I want to see you sprawled out on the table,� Brendon stated, reminding her of how this had all started. As he expected, Braydon easily released Jessie and stepped back, helping her down to the table in front of him. �I think it�s time to switch places.�
Braydon didn�t say a word, just moved around the table until he was situated between Jessie�s firm thighs. Brendon made his way down to the opposite end and knelt on the floor beside her head, lowering his mouth to hers. His lips hovered just above hers as he looked into her eyes. �Now it�s our turn to give you your Christmas gift.�
Jessie�s smile and the gleam in her eyes made Brendon�s cock swell even more. She was so damn beautiful and so fucking sweet. Brushing a lock of her hair behind her ear, he slowly lowered his lips to hers, licking along the seam of her lips before delving inside. As much as he wanted this to be sweet and tender, Brendon needed more than that. He needed her to give him everything she had so he could get lost in her body for a little while.
When her hands clutched the back of his head, her fingers spearing into his hair, a spark of pain ricocheted down his spine but was quickly replaced by overwhelming pleasure.
Jessie�s sexy little moan vibrated against his tongue, and Brendon felt her as she thrust her hips, obviously trying to get closer to Braydon�s mouth. Breaking the kiss, Brendon stared down at her, watching the euphoric expression as it spread across her face.
�You like that?�
�Yes,� she whispered back, her eyes closing as she continued to thrust her hips upward, grinding against Braydon�s mouth.
Brendon let his gaze drift down her body, watching as his twin feasted on Jessie�s pussy. He wanted to watch her come, wanted to witness that point where she leapt right over the razor sharp edge that separated elation from ecstasy. And she was close. The way her chest heaved, her fingers tightened in the hair at his nape, she was damn close.
�That�s it, baby. Let it feel good. I want to watch you come,� Brendon whispered to her. �Come for us, Jessie.�
Rather than say a word, Jessie�s entire body tightened, her muscles locking as her climax consumed her, a piercing scream echoing through the room.
So fucking hot.
He needed her mouth on him.
Dropping to the floor beside the table, Brendon pulled Jessie along with him until she was on all fours above him.
�You have too many clothes on,� she informed him, although he was all too aware of his state of dress and he couldn�t agree more.
�Take them off of me,� he instructed.
Jessie cocked her eyebrow, clearly unimpressed with his order but to her credit, she smiled back at him and then did as he suggested.
Once he was naked, Jessie was back over him. As she started to climb his body, he reached down and gripped his cock, his eyes locked with hers. �I want your mouth on me. Put that sweet fucking mouth on my cock, Jessie.�
He saw her visibly tremble as she leaned over and pressed her lips against his stomach. Still holding his throbbing cock in one hand, he slid his fingers of his free hand into her hair, not directing her, just simply touching her.
�Fuck yes,� he moaned as she trailed her tongue downward. When she was close enough for him to feel the warmth of her breath against the engorged head of his cock, he held his breath. God, even that was fucking hot. The way she teased him, tormented him by pausing. She definitely made him work for it.
�Suck me, Jess.� He wasn�t past begging either, and if she didn�t make a move soon, he was going to lose it.
In his peripheral vision, he saw Braydon undressing before joining them on the floor of the living room. Thank God they had carpet or this would�ve been uncomfortable. The coffee table was shoved out of the way, and then Jessie moved.
Brendon craned his neck to see Braydon now lying prone on his back, his head once again between Jessie�s legs as he continued to feast on her pussy.
�Oh,� she moaned, her head falling back, her neck straining as her eyes closed.
When she looked back down, her blue eyes were lit with her passion. And when she leaned over and wrapped her lips around the head of his dick, Brendon�s head nearly exploded.
♂♀♂
Braydon
Braydon�s body had a mind of its own, but he insisted on focusing on Jessie. The way she was grinding her pussy against his mouth told him he was doing something right. And he managed to console himself by running his hands up and down the outside of her thighs as he slid his tongue deep inside of her. But he wasn�t going to last much longer. He needed to be inside of her.
�Fucking hell,� Brendon groaned, and Braydon could imagine Jessie sucking him deep in her mouth. He knew exactly what it would feel like, the way her soft lips would wrap around his cock, her tongue teasing until his eyes were damn near close to bugging out of his head.
Another groan from Brendon, another moan from Jessie and Braydon knew he had to get a move on. He was going to be inside of her the next time she came.
Easing out from underneath her, he fumbled around for his jeans until he found the condom he�d placed in his back pocket. Seconds later he was suited up and lining up behind Jessie while she continued to blow his brother with fervor.
Leaning forward, he pressed his cock between her legs, brushing against the slick folds of her pussy. When his chest was flush against her back, he reached beneath her and palmed one of her smooth, full tits in his hand. �I�m going to fuck you now,� he whispered, quiet enough so that only she could hear. �I ache to be inside you right now.�
Jessie nodded her head, her back bowing as she pressed up against him. Braydon took that as her agreement. Without wasting another precious second, he was back on his knees behind her, the head of his cock brushing against her lubricated entrance. Taking his time, he slid into her slowly, having to hold her hips to keep her from slamming back against him. He observed the place where their bodies joined, loving the way her pussy clutched his cock, pulling him deeper.
Sweat beaded on his forehead as he held himself in check, not wanting this to end too soon. No matter what he tried to tell himself, Braydon feared that every time he was with her it might be his last, and he wanted to savor every second of pleasure. This woman, she was so much more than he ever would�ve imagined. And this, whatever was going on here, was so much more than just sex. At least for him it was.
With Brendon, he had no idea. He knew his brother enjoyed the pleasure to be found with Jessie, but the two of them seemed to have resorted back to the friendship they�d established. Theirs was a mutual agreement � pleasure for the sake of pleasure. And surprisingly, the emotional distance they�d inserted between them seemed natural, as though they�d accepted that this was a friends-with-benefits sort of situation.
For Braydon, he didn�t want friends with benefits. For the first time in his life, he wanted a woman all to himself.
And Jessie was that woman.
When he was fully sheathed within her body, Braydon ground his molars together, fighting the urge to pull back and slam into her. She was so fucking tight, so damn hot. The only thing that could�ve been better was if they didn�t have the barrier of latex between them because he wanted to feel her smooth, hot cunt against him. Flesh to flesh.
Considering he�d never once had sex without a condom, he knew that wasn�t an option. Didn�t mean he wasn�t longing to feel the blast of her sweet heat directly against him. But for now, he would take this.
Slowly sliding out, Braydon kept his hands on her hips, his eyes trained on his shaft as he retreated, her juices glistening down the length of him. His cock slowly eased out before he pushed his hips forward slowly, inch by delicious inch he drove himself back inside of her. The way her muscles gripped him, pulling him deeper and clutching him tightly made his heart pound and more sweat form on his brow.
�Braydon.� Jessie�s plea had Braydon glancing up, his mouth tight as he fought the overwhelming urge to slam into her. He loved when she said his name.
�Tell me, baby,� Braydon ground out between gritted teeth.
�Fuck me,� she begged. �Fuck me hard.�
It was so damn tempting, but Braydon knew he couldn�t. He could never risk losing control with this woman. He didn�t trust himself to show her how he honestly felt and if he allowed the passion to consume him, he�d more than likely give too much away. It was hard enough to remind himself where his proper place was in this relationship. He was here for her pleasure only.
�Awww, fuck!� Brendon groaned. �You�re gonna make me come, Jessie. Fuck, baby.�
Braydon wanted his brother to come. He wanted Brendon to be finished so he could take Jessie completely. All to himself. But he knew that wasn�t going to happen. Brendon was going to hold out long enough for Jessie to come, and Braydon had better keep up or he�d be left with his dick in his hands. Not that it had happened before, but he knew it was a possibility.
�Fuck, yes, baby.� Brendon�s guttural tone was Braydon�s indication that his brother was close.
Digging his fingers into the soft flesh at Jessie�s hips, Braydon pulled out and then slammed into her once, her moan a sure sign of her approval. It spurred him into action, and he continued to thrust into her, watching the long, slender length of her back and the way she continued to blow Brendon while she was being fucked.
�Shit,� he growled. �Come for me, Jessie.� Braydon hadn�t expected to be so close so fast, but the intense pleasure he found in her body made it difficult for him to hold back. �Come for me, baby.�
Braydon glanced down at his brother, waiting for the telltale sign that he was about to come and when he saw it, he slowed his movements just slightly.
�Suck me, Jessie,� Brendon groaned as his body stiffened and Braydon slowed his pace even more.
As soon as Jessie lifted her head, Braydon reared back and slammed into her.
�Yes!� Jessie screamed. �Fuck me harder, Braydon. Fuck me!�
Who was he to resist that? Braydon slammed into her over and over, faster, harder. Again and again until his legs were weak and he was coated in a fine sheen of sweat. And when Jessie�s orgasm erupted, her muscles clamping down on his cock, the last thread of his control snapped, and he came in a rush, his hips slamming against her ass.
An animalistic growl pierced the air and Braydon knew it was him making that noise. But he didn�t give a shit.
He was just damn glad that he hadn�t said something stupid�
Like I love you.

Chapter Twenty Two

♂♀♂
Ethan
�Dinner was amazing as always, Mom,� Ethan told his mother, wrapping an arm around her shoulder as the rest of the family made their way into the living room.
Lorrie touched his cheek and smiled up at him, making Ethan feel as though he were ten years old again. He loved his mother. Loved her for all the support she�d offered him through the years. Although he�d never been one to share the secrets he kept locked away, he knew his parents wouldn�t look down on him. Didn�t make it any easier for him to open up to anyone, but it certainly helped to keep him in one piece.
�Who goes first?� Sawyer asked as he pushed by Ethan, making his way over to the Christmas tree.
Ethan pulled away from his mother, letting her slip over near his father and take her place on the arm of his chair.
Everyone was there. All of his brothers and his parents, including many of their friends and new additions to the family. Kylie�s parents, Joe and Melissa, V�s mother, Regina, as well as Zoey�s father, Carl, had all joined them for dinner and were now getting settled with the others. And just as with most family events, friends had come in droves, including Greyson, Beau, and even Blake.
That was one thing about his mother� Lorrie wanted her family together. If she had her say, there�d be even more, including all of the distant cousins from across the great state of Texas. And if she had to build a bigger house to accommodate, he didn�t doubt that she would.
Of course no Walker family meal would be complete without a little added drama, and tonight was no exception. Their cousin Jaxson had stopped by with some compelling news and decided to stay for dinner. Ethan hadn�t paid much attention to the story he told either. Because truthfully, he didn�t care. But he did noticed that his father had been particularly interested in what Jaxson had to say.
Tonight, Ethan had been busy trying to keep Blake at arm�s length because he had only invited him so that he could keep Beau as far away as possible. No one said the plan was a good one. So, it was only fair that Ethan�s entire evening had been spent trying to focus on the conversation going on around him and failing because he�d been too distracted by Beau and the memory from yesterday.
�Take a seat, boy.� Curtis� gruff voice broke into his thoughts, and Ethan glanced over to see his father staring back at him. Without argument, he eased through the sea of bodies covering every available surface and took his place on the edge of the fireplace hearth beside Sawyer.
All of the gifts had been placed beneath the tree, no matter how small they were, and they were being distributed by Kaleb and Beau at the moment. Considering the size of the family gathering, they�d opted for a secret Santa exchange, which meant they each were able to purchase one gift for the person whose name they drew a couple of weeks ago.
It was the only gift Ethan had actually purchased for Christmas. Well, unless the one for his parents that he chipped in for with his brothers counted. Then the count would be at two. As for their gift exchange with their parents, that would happen later in the evening, once everyone else had gone home.
Ethan glanced up to see Beau standing in front of him, his huge, hulking body blocking everyone else from his vision, leaving him with nothing more than the sexy giant of a man to look at. It took a minute to realize that Beau was holding out a gift for him to take. He tentatively reached forward, trying to divert his eyes but unable to look away from Beau�s mesmerizing gaze. When his hand brushed against Beau�s, a warm trickle of heat shot up his arm.
God, he was in so much trouble here.
♂♀
Kaleb
Once all of the gifts were handed out, Kaleb took his place beside Zoey on the couch, pulling her against him and holding her close. They couldn�t have asked for a better Christmas than this one. The meal was excellent, the conversation fun, and the atmosphere festive. Not necessarily something they weren�t used to, but this was one of the first gatherings where they�d had so much mixed company.
Kaleb loved it. Every single minute.
That morning he�d woken up to his wife in his arms, a huge smile on her face as she rested a small gift on his chest. When he had insisted that he be allowed to get hers, she had refused him, rather insisting that he open hers first. So he did.
After peeling off the glittery paper, he found a small silver frame with the sonogram picture of their little boy. The caption engraved on the bottom of the frame read �Daddy�s Little Boy�. To his absolute shock, Kaleb had teared up as he held his wife and looked at the perfect black and white image of their baby boy who would be joining them in just a few short weeks.
This was his life, and it was still so hard to believe. He had married his best friend, the love of his life. And that morning he realized the truly amazing journey they were on together. After forcing her to stay in bed, he jumped up, fully naked and ran downstairs to grab the lone present hidden under the tree. When he returned, Zoey was sitting there waiting for him. The fact that she�d been uncovered from the waist up had nearly distracted him from his goal, but somehow he�d forged ahead.
After climbing back in the bed, getting himself situated with her against his side, Kaleb had handed her the present. And to prove how alike they were, he watched for Zoey�s reaction when she opened the gift he had found not too long ago. It was a similar frame, sterling silver and engraved with their names on the bottom along with their wedding date. The look on her face was priceless, and when tears came to her eyes, Kaleb had pulled her down on the bed with him and slid deep inside her warm, welcoming body. They made love for what seemed like hours, enjoying nothing more than the mere fact that they were able to enjoy such a fantastic day together.
And here they were, hours later, still side by side, enjoying time with their families and friends. Kaleb shifted his eyes around the room, watching his brothers as they interacted with those around them. Travis was on the opposite couch, Kylie tucked up against his side with Gage sandwiching her in on the other side. They were smiling, all three of them and Kaleb found himself smiling at them. It was nice to see Travis so damned happy.
The man truly was a different person these days. He beamed with pride when he talked about the two loves of his life. His shift in mood was definitely welcome, especially as they put the finishing touches on Alluring Indulgence. Travis was certainly much easier to work with. It was about damn time Travis found the happiness that he deserved and based on the way Kylie and Gage stared at him with nothing but love on their faces proved that they�d all three found what they�d been searching for.
But, on the other hand� Kaleb glanced over at Ethan who was sitting on the edge of the fireplace hearth, his head down, hands clasped between his spread legs. Although Ethan appeared to have cleaned up for the occasion, he looked tired. But true to form, Ethan had been his usual loner self all afternoon, limiting how much he spoke and that included the conversations he shared with Blake. His friend.
Yeah, right.
Kaleb couldn�t help but wonder when Ethan was going to finally let them in. He loved his brother with everything that he was, and it hurt to know that Ethan kept a substantial part of himself concealed, although the rest of them knew what was going on. They�d always known. But Ethan refused to admit it for whatever reason.
But, that was the thing about Christmas. Miracles did happen, and Kaleb could only hope his brother would find his miracle soon.
♂♀
Zane
�Nobody ever said who goes first,� Zane reminded the room, watching as everyone toyed with the gift in their hand, but their attention was more on the conversations going on around them. Not that he minded, but he was ready to get on with it.
�Relax,� V whispered against his ear, her breath teasing him. He knew she did it on purpose too.
�I am relaxed,� he answered, keeping his voice low. �But if you�d like to help me out, I know of a place where I can get you naked and screaming my name in just under three minutes. That�ll help release an entirely different sort of tension.�
�You better behave.� V swatted his thigh as she laughed.
�Fine. Have it your way.� He grinned and then linked his fingers with hers.
Complete. That�s what he was.
Even more so now than when he woke up that morning. After hours and hours of searching the internet and walking mindless miles through store after store, Zane hadn�t been able to figure out what to get V for Christmas. That was until he talked to his father.
Armed with the advice his father had bestowed upon him, Zane went to a jewelry store in the mall and purchased a simple heart shaped charm on a thin platinum chain. After all, V wasn�t much into jewelry, but as soon as he saw the heart, he thought of her. There were a couple of diamond chips on one edge of the heart, but nothing extravagant. From there, he�d had the charm engraved to say �Mine Forever.�
Based on V�s enthusiastic reaction that morning, she had loved it. Which had been almost the best present he could�ve asked for. At least he had thought so. But that was before she handed him a slender envelope with his name scrawled across the front.
After opening the glued edge, he watched her carefully as he pulled the card out, a small piece of tissue paper falling out along with it. When he looked down, he nearly lost his breath.
A wedding invitation.
Their wedding invitation.
After all this time, V had never confirmed a date with him, but the invitation had all of the details listed out, including the date. And according to her, they�d be getting married less than a month after Zoey�s and Kaleb�s son was born.
Right then and there, she�d made his world spin out of control. He hadn�t thought he could love her more than he already did, but to know that there was a date set and a wedding in the works, he hadn�t been able to control himself.
Squeezing her hand, Zane glanced over at V. He smiled. There was no need to tell her why he was so happy. She knew. He knew she did. Because they were connected. Two hearts that beat as one.
�I love you,� he said, just because he wanted to tell her.
♂
Sawyer
Happy go lucky had a time and a place and Sawyer knew he was supposed to be the one to keep everyone smiling and laughing on days like this. But based on what he saw as he looked around the room, his witty antics weren�t needed. He wasn�t sure if he�d ever seen a group of people smile quite this much.
The twins were bickering back and forth over Jessie, laughing and joking as they did while she stared at them both like they were crazy. The subtle glances she shot in Braydon�s direction weren�t missed either. Not by him, and probably not by Braydon or Brendon. Sawyer wondered what was going on there, but it wasn�t his place to ask.
From his perspective, they appeared to be acting normal, keeping up a front, but he could see a storm brewing underneath. He knew his brothers well enough to see that there was tension between them. And whatever it was, it was huge. Something was about to change in the twins� world, and he had a feeling that Jessie was going to be at the center of the epic shift.
Sawyer wasn�t sure he�d want to be anywhere within a twenty mile radius when that happened.
His attention was diverted when he saw movement out of the corner of his eyes. There on the couch, Kaleb and Zoey were looking at one another like they were the only two people in the room. And perhaps in their minds they were. Their love for one another was so obvious, it radiated outward from where they sat. Sawyer couldn�t help but wonder what that sort of love felt like. On top of that, he couldn�t imagine he would ever even remotely come close to feeling that way about someone.
Sure, he had a good idea that there was one woman who could make him look like a complete and total sap and not give a damn who saw, but� well, he just didn�t know if he�d met her yet. And quite frankly, maybe he just wasn�t ready to let go of his wild and crazy ways.
Either way, this year, Sawyer would have to settle for enjoying what his brothers had found, living vicariously through them. And truthfully, this was all he actually needed. To be here, with all of the people he cared about, was what made Christmas so special. A day when nothing else mattered but the love of family and friends.
�You all right?� Greyson interrupted his thoughts.
�Yup. You?� Sawyer turned to look at his friend who had dropped down on his haunches beside where Sawyer was sitting on the fireplace hearth.
�Good. Thanks for inviting me.�
�Anytime, bro. Anytime.� It wasn�t like Sawyer could imagine a holiday without Greyson. They�d been attending one another�s family functions since they were in elementary school. And he hoped that they�d continue the tradition for years to come.
�What�s going on after this?� Greyson asked, obviously trying to appear casual.
�No idea.� Sawyer had a good idea that he knew what Greyson was about to ask, but he figured he�d let him work for it.
For long seconds, Greyson appeared to be interested in the goings-on in the room, but finally he pushed to his feet and thrust his hands in his pockets, looking down at Sawyer.
�Wanna head over to Moonshiners after?�
�Sure. Why the hell not.� Wasn�t like he had anything better to do. And if he was lucky, maybe he�d find Ms. Right Now to pass the time with.
Because he sure as hell wasn�t going to get what he wanted for Christmas this year.

Chapter Twenty Three
♂♀♂

Travis
For the first time in as long as Travis could remember, he sat quietly on the couch in his parent�s living room listening to the chatter and reflecting on the events of the last few months. It was true, this time last year, Travis had no idea what happiness even was. He had personally sabotaged his own for so long, he hadn�t even thought it was in his future.
Until Kylie and Gage.
Sitting here now, with Kylie�s warm body pressed up against his side, Gage�s comforting hand resting on his shoulder, Travis felt as though his life was finally back on track. Or hell, maybe it was just going in the right direction for the very first time. Either way, he felt as though he was right where he was supposed to be.
�What do you want to do after this?� Kylie asked, looking up at him.
�Well, I�m kinda thinking we should go home and check out your new Christmas present,� Travis whispered to his wife.
�Technically, that was your Christmas present,� she said with a shy grin.
�Not that one, the other one.� As it would seem, Gage found an online special for adult toys and he must�ve spent a small fortune.
�Yeah?�
�Hell yeah,� Gage added.
Travis chuckled.
Christmas wouldn�t have been complete without a few sex toys wrapped up and put under the tree. At least that was Gage�s philosophy and who was Travis to argue with that logic. It made sense. And now it would seem that Kylie probably had the largest vibrator collection in the entire state of Texas. What the hell she needed them for, he had no idea. It wasn�t like they didn�t keep her occupied with the real thing often enough.
Travis glanced over at Gage. Well, at least Gage was getting some enjoyment out of the toys. He did seem to have a penchant for using them on Kylie. And Travis couldn�t complain.
"Or�," Gage said, glancing around to see if anyone else was listening. �We can use the new camera you got me.�
�That�s not what I had in mind when I got that for you,� Kylie corrected him.
�No?� Gage acted as though he were confused with her intentions.
�No,� Kylie said with a sweet smile just for Gage. �It�s to use at the resort. For security purposes.�
�Hmm.� Gage paused, pressing his back deeper into the couch. �I still like the camera idea,� he said with a pout.
�There�s always the webcam on the tablet she got me,� Travis added, squeezing Gage�s shoulder like he felt sorry for the guy. �I hear those are a big thing right now on the internet.�
Thanks to his wandering thoughts, he had to adjust his position on the couch.
Kylie slapped his leg playfully.
No, she didn�t have to worry about any of that. They might like to tease her a little, but Travis had no intention of letting anyone see what goes on behind closed doors. These two belonged to him and only him.
�I think Sawyer should go first,� Zane hollered from across the room. The conversation slowly died, and a chorus of agreement followed.
Travis watched Sawyer, noticing the sheer fear written across his face. Yes, of all of them, Sawyer probably should be the most concerned about what potential gift was in that gigantic box sitting at his feet.
�Why me?� Sawyer asked, clearly trying to divert the attention.
The room got quiet as Sawyer began ripping paper off of the box slowly, his face turning an interesting shade of red already. Who would�ve thought?
Once the box was open, Sawyer peeked inside, his brow furrowing.
�What the hell is this?�
�We can�t see it,� Zane informed him. �Whip it out and show us.�
That comment got the room laughing and Sawyer turning another shade of red.
�What�re you laughing at?� Sawyer asked, directing his attention right at Greyson who seemed to be enjoying the joke. �It�ll be your turn in a minute.�
�Yeah? Well, at least mine�s small,� Greyson retorted, holding up the small box in his hand.
Another round of laughter exploded.
�That was probably too much information,� Brendon said. �But don�t worry, we won�t share that with anyone else.�
�And Greyson, just keep in mind, it�s not about size, it�s about how you use it,� Zane offered.
�You would know.�
The sexual innuendos continued as Sawyer retrieved the items from the box at his feet.
�What the hell is that?� Travis asked, glancing over at his mother when he realized he had cursed. She didn�t seem to be paying him any attention, but he did get a glare from his father.
�It looks like a metal detector,� Beau offered.
Another item was pulled out of the box. Sawyer held it up for all to see.
�And a stud finder.�
�Sorry, man. We didn�t know which way you were swinging these days, but I thought we could help you find what you�re looking for,� Brendon said seriously.
�Thanks, man. I�m sure I�ll find it now,� Sawyer laughed, grinning at the twins.
�Travis� turn,� Zane called.
�Bullsh �� Before he could get the curse out, Kylie�s hand shot over, effectively covering his mouth.
Travis� head jerked toward his youngest brother. He did not want to know what was in the box sitting on his knee. He damn sure didn�t want to open it in front of his parents or Kylie�s.
�Grabbing the small gift that had been placed in front of him, he picked at the edges of the paper as he glanced around the room. He had no idea who drew his name this year, and he wasn�t sure he wanted to know. The idea of secret Santa with this group was kind of scary, all things considered.
�What did you get?� Zoey asked.
Peeking inside, just in case it was something that would make his mother want to run and hide, Travis studied the small cluster of bottles.
�Need some help?� Kylie asked sweetly, staring up at him from her position at his side.
�No, I don�t need any help,� he growled. Lifting the bottles out of the box, he held them up.
�Neon Warming Message Lotion,� Travis said, reading the description. He had no idea what the rationale was behind that one, but he figured he�d find out soon enough.
�You like it?� Zane asked, and Travis cringed. Now he�d find out exactly what the reason was.
�I�m sure I can find something to do with it, thanks,� he said in a rush, putting the box on the floor at his feet.
�Well, I figured with all of those moving parts, you might need something to help you find your way in the dark.�
Travis glared at Zane, but everyone else laughed, including Curtis, whose booming chuckle resounded over everyone else.
�Next,� Kaleb called out when the laughter died down somewhat.
�I say it�s Ethan�s turn.�
�Nuh-uh,� Ethan added. �Zane can go next.�
Travis knew this was only going to go downhill from there, so he sat back and sent up a silent prayer that this would not get out of hand.
♂♀♂
Brendon
Brendon pulled Jessie in close to his side as he rested on the arm of the couch close to where Kaleb and Zoey were sitting. The room was full, and there was limited seating, but everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves. Granted, it could be at each other�s expense considering this secret Santa idea had taken a remarkably quick detour to the naughty.
Then again, this was a Walker family holiday, so Brendon shouldn�t have expected much less.
Watching as Zane opened the gift he�d been presented, Brendon held his breath. There was no telling what was in that large flat box or whether it was even appropriate for present company, but they were all about to find out together.
Zane slowly slid the item out of the box before holding it up for everyone to see. �What is it?� he asked.
�It�s a net,� Ethan explained.
�What the he�� Zane paused, �What the heck do I need a net for?�
�Because we�re still waitin� for you to catch her,� Ethan said, nodding toward V.
�Shut up,� Zane said, grinning from ear to ear as he tossed the net on the floor. �I caught her. Look, this proves it.�
Pulling a folded piece of paper out of his pocket, Zane held it up for everyone to see. �March twenty-second,� he said proudly.
A round of applause replaced the laughter.
About damn time, Brendon thought to himself. He knew those two would eventually tie the knot, but he was wondering if they would all have to wait an eternity for that to happen.
�Congratulations, Bubba,� Braydon said over his shoulder.
Zane just grinned from ear to ear.
�Who�s next?� Gage asked.
�How about one of the ladies this time?� Zane suggested.
�The bride to be,� Jessie added.
V glanced over at them, frowning.
�Good idea. V, what did you get?� Sawyer said.
With hurried movements, V quickly retrieved the item from the gift bag sitting on the floor at her feet. When she pulled out the bottle everyone remained silent, waiting to hear what it was.
�Wine,� V said with a laugh. �Thank God.�
�Figured you�d need it,� Beau told her from across the room.
�Well, you were right.� Setting the bottle back in the bag, V leaned back and entwined her arm with Zane�s while he pretended to pout. They shared a quick kiss and then the game moved on to the next person.
Brendon glanced over at Jessie. She seemed to fit in perfectly in this family. And it was days like this when he wondered whether his way of life was keeping him from something more. Although, there was no reason he should want more than he had. But, if he honestly thought about it, in the long run, Jessie could probably make him truly happy.
It was just too bad he was having a hard time convincing his heart of that.
♂♀♂
Braydon
Standing behind the couch, Braydon kept one hand on the small of Jessie�s back. She was sitting partially on Brendon�s knee, so he had to be careful in case his brother moved, but he couldn�t help himself. He needed to touch her. The feeling was overwhelming him. Suffocating him to the point of exhaustion.
After their rendezvous that morning, it seemed to be getting worse. He needed to find a way to distance himself from these two. As much as he hated the idea, he knew it was what he needed to do. While they�d been sitting at dinner, he had watched Brendon and Jessie, saw the way they laughed together, smiled at one another. He�d never felt more like an outsider than he had right then.
Only he would catch a glance from Jessie every so often and what he saw reflected in her pretty blue eyes seemed to be reserved exclusively for him. God, he wished he knew what she was thinking.
But, it was Christmas, and he was here with his family and he had made a promise to himself that he would enjoy the day. Tomorrow was a different story.
The game continued, more gifts being opened, more faces turning vibrant shades of crimson over and over, but ultimately everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves. By the time the last gift had been opened, people were beginning to mull about, going back for dessert, chatting in corners and he noticed that Zane and V had disappeared upstairs, probably thinking no one saw them.
When Brendon and Jessie snuck back to the kitchen, he planted his feet firmly on the floor and refused to move. He wasn�t going to follow them around like a stray puppy that was fortunate to have found a home.
�You all right, boy?� his father asked, coming over and slapping a firm hand down on his shoulder.
�Good,� Braydon said with a grin. �You?�
�Never better.�
Braydon stood beside his father as they watched the others in the room. He had to agree with his father, compared to last Christmas, this was something they should all be grateful for.
Peering over his shoulder, he saw Brendon standing in the kitchen, his arm around Jessie as they talked to Gage and Kylie. A spear of jealousy stabbed him right in the gut, and he was surprised he didn�t double over from the pain. Forcing himself to look away, he turned his attention to Ethan. Or rather Ethan and Beau who were staring at each other from opposite sides of the room.
Hmmm�
Well, the only positive note in all of this was that Braydon wasn�t the only one who seemed to be involved in some convoluted love triangle. The only difference was that Ethan was strong enough to walk away.
Braydon prayed that he could find the strength somewhere. Because if he didn�t, his world was going to come crumbling down around him, and he didn�t think his family was ready for that.

Chapter Twenty Four

♂♂
Ethan
By the time most of the guests had left, it was late, but Ethan and the rest of his brothers still had one last gift that they needed to give. They�d been chatting nonstop ever since the interesting round of secret Santa had concluded, not trying to encourage anyone to go home, but Ethan was actually looking forward to the night being over.
He was ready to go home.
Alone.
A few minutes ago, he�d managed to send Blake on his way without confrontation, although he originally thought there was going to be a problem. Considering Beau was still there, and Zane didn�t want him leaving, Blake had originally been gearing up for a tantrum. Ethan had quickly put a stop to that. He couldn�t stand that whiny bullshit, but he had to admit, he had handled it better than he thought he would have.
�We�re going back to the living room,� Kaleb informed him as he passed through the kitchen, coming back inside after taking Zoey�s father home a few minutes ago.
Ethan nodded his head in understanding as he turned to see where everyone was. He needed to ensure he stayed as far away from Beau as possible because as the night progressed, it was getting more and more difficult to resist the guy.
Unfortunately, he didn�t have anyone to blame but himself. For the entire night, Beau had been the perfect gentleman, never once taunting him. They might�ve shared a few passing glances, but it appeared Beau was trying hard to avoid him.
Ethan had to assume that was because Blake had been there. Now that Blake was gone, he was feeling entirely too vulnerable. As it would seem, having spent years in Beau�s company during the holidays, Ethan had never actually paid much attention to how respectful the man was. He was literally the epitome of what Ethan wanted. Strong, quiet, mature. Not to mention sexy as fucking hell.
Making his way to the fireplace once again, he took a seat, hoping Sawyer would take his original seat beside him. As he watched the others return to the living room, he was disappointed right off when Sawyer took a seat beside Zoey. When each of his brothers took an available seat on the couches, his anxiety level rose.
�You mind?� Beau asked, startling Ethan. He hadn�t seen or heard the man approach.
Yes. Yes, he did mind, thank you very much. Shaking his head no, he moved closer to the edge, trying to leave enough space between them so that he didn�t risk touching him.
�Mom. Dad,� Travis began, sitting on the arm of the sofa directly across from his father�s chair. �We all got together this year,� Travis continued, gesturing to those who were in the room, �and decided to get you something we hoped you would enjoy.�
�Are you saying they don�t usually enjoy what we get them?� Zane asked, making everyone laugh.
�Only what you get them,� Travis said seriously, causing Zane to scowl at him.
Ethan watched from across the room, doing his best to ignore the tantalizing scent of Beau�s cologne, and the heat of his body just a few inches beside him.
This sucked.
Truly sucked.
Ethan forced himself to focus on Travis and not on Beau. He knew he wasn�t successful, but he had to at least pretend. There was no way in hell he was letting Beau know just how affected he was by his nearness.
Travis handed his parents an envelope, then took his seat back on the arm of the couch and put his arm around Kylie.
�Go ahead,� Curtis told Lorrie as he looked up at her.
Their mother smiled, looking around the room, and before she even opened the envelope, Ethan could see a sheen of tears in her eyes. Crap. She was going to get emotional, and that was the last thing Ethan needed at the moment.
In fact, the only thing he needed was air. Lots of air.
Outside air.
Fuck. Was it getting hot in there? Did someone turn on the heater?
�Oh�� Lorrie squealed. �Oh my goodness!�
�What is it, woman?� Curtis asked gruffly, reaching for the envelope she had a death grip on.
�Holy sh ��
�Dad!� Kaleb yelled, laughing as he interrupted his father�s curse.
�Sorry,� he replied with a mischievous grin, still reading the card that had been inside the envelope. �Is this real?�
�It�s real,� Travis confirmed.
Ethan knew what his parents were looking at. Every single person in the room knew, including Beau. They�d all pitched in to buy their parents a cruise. An Alaskan cruise to be exact.
His parents weren�t world travelers, but it wasn�t a secret that his father had always intended to take his mother on an Alaskan cruise � the one and only trip she had ever dreamed about � for their honeymoon. Needless to say, that trip had never happened. Aside from never being able to afford to go when they were married, with seven boys to contend with over the years, his mother always said they never had the time to go.
Well, Ethan knew they had the time to go now.
He met his father�s stare, noticing the glassy way his eyes shimmered as he searched every one of their faces.
�Merry Christmas,� Kaleb said, causing a succession of several to follow.
�This is wonderful,� Lorrie said, her voice soft, her eyes moist. �I can�t believe you did this.�
�We figured you could both use some time away from us,� Zane offered with a huge grin.
�That is not why we got it for them,� Sawyer said as he smacked Zane on the back of the head.
�Whatever.�
Ethan glanced down at his hands, noticing his palms were beginning to sweat. Seriously, the room was getting hot. And Beau�s intoxicating scent wasn�t helping. He needed to�
Without saying a word, hoping his parents would understand, Ethan stood up and then made a beeline for the front door. He needed some air. Just a little.
As soon as he was outside, the dizziness subsided. He inhaled deeply, letting the chill in the night air soothe his overheated lungs. He followed the wraparound porch to the side of the house, not wanting to encourage company should one of his brothers come out to check on him. He wouldn�t be able to explain himself if they did. Hell, he didn�t even know what was wrong with him.
�You ok?�
Ethan groaned, unable to stop himself. The deep, rich baritone of Beau�s voice was the most erotic thing he�d ever heard, and right then, in the state he was in, he couldn�t stop himself from reacting to it.
�Fine,� he responded breathlessly, hoping like hell Beau didn�t come any closer.
Fuck.
He was moving closer.
Closer still.
�Stop,� Ethan pleaded, backing up against the wall. �Turn around and walk away.�
Beau didn�t move, but Ethan didn�t look at him. He didn�t want to see those intense brown eyes, or the beautiful, sculpted lines of his jaw. Didn�t want to notice the immense size of his body or wonder what it would feel like against his.
�Please, just go,� Ethan whispered.
To his horror, Beau moved closer. They were hidden in the shadows of the porch, but Ethan wasn�t worried about anyone seeing them. That�s not what had him barely breathing.
Beau�s nearness was making him crazy, and the fact that he�d fought this feeling for so long was finally causing him to crack. When he�d been sitting in the living room, Beau close to him, right at his side, Ethan hadn�t been able to avoid thinking about what it would be like if this were his life. If Beau was with him. If Beau was there because of him. His lover. His man.
For a fraction of a second, he�d wanted that. Wanted to have Beau with him, to know that when they left his parents on Christmas night, he�d be going home with him. Spending the night in his arms.
But it wasn�t real. It wouldn�t happen.
It couldn�t happen.
And now he was freaking out like a fucking pussy.
�Ethan.� Beau was close enough that Ethan could feel his breath, could practically feel the warmth of his skin against him. And the way he said his name�
�Breathe.�
Ethan made the mistake of looking at Beau. Meeting his gaze in the dim light cast by the holiday lights outlining the house, the concern he saw there nearly had him choking on his own fear. Fear that he could possibly get in over his head with this guy.
When Beau�s large, callused hand came up and touched him gently on the cheek, Ethan thought he might pass out. �Fuck,� he groaned, never taking his eyes off of Beau.
What would he do if Beau kissed him? Could he even push him away? He needed to. That was the smart thing to do because it didn�t matter how badly Ethan wanted him, he wasn�t the man Beau needed.
Ethan was notorious for casual sex, nothing more, nothing less. He wasn�t looking for a relationship and the gentleness in Beau�s gaze every time he looked at him told Ethan that�s what Beau was looking for.
�Awww, fuck,� Ethan whispered. He was going to lose his control. Beau�s hand eased down, his thick, warm fingers sliding behind his neck, his thumb scraping sensually across his throat as he stared at him.
When Beau�s lips came down to rest on his, Ethan swore he would come right then and there. Gentle, sweet, and so fucking tender, Ethan didn�t know what to do. He was confused, angry. He didn�t want this, didn�t want Beau.
But, God, he did want him. With a desperation he�d never known before.
Without realizing it, Ethan found his hands gripping the front of Beau�s shirt, pulling him closer until their tongues were entwined, the world and everyone in it diminishing with the taste of Beau�s kiss.
The squeak of the front door opening was like a bucket of ice water being tossed over him and Ethan pulled away at the same time he shoved Beau. Glaring at him, he let his rage take over.
�Get the fuck away from me,� he bit out, his voice low, threatening. �This ain�t happening.�
To his surprise, Beau didn�t look hurt, just shocked. With a simple nod of his head, he turned to go but paused, looking back over his shoulder as he said, �Just remember, when you�re tired of the games, I�ll still be here. Because no matter what you think, there is something here. And you won�t be able to stop thinking about it anymore than I will.�
With that, Ethan watched Beau�s back as he disappeared around the side of the house, talking to whoever was there. With a thud, Ethan let his head fall back against the house.
Closing his eyes, he made a promise to himself.
No matter how hard he had to fight it, Ethan would never give in to Beau Bennett. And if he had to break Beau�s heart in the process, he would do just that.
Whatever it took.

Chapter Twenty Five

Let�s ring in the New Year together�
Please join us for a New Year�s Eve party
December 31st at 7:00pm
Alluring Indulgence Resort
Hosted by the Walker brothers
♂
Beau
New Year�s Eve
Beau honestly couldn�t believe his eyes.
Here he was, standing inside of the luxurious Alluring Indulgence Resort and the place wasn�t even open to the public yet. Not that he could tell from looking around, considering the sheer number of people who were there.
From the moment he had walked in the door, Beau had been introduced to one person after another, many of them from Dallas. As he watched the action heat up around him, he tried to put faces with names. Not something he was proficient at, but it wasn�t like he had anything else to do at the moment.
Sitting at the bar height tables scattered throughout the room, Beau saw Zane and V talking with another couple he�d been introduced to. If he recalled correctly, their names were Logan and Samantha. He only remembered because the man mentioned that his twin hadn�t been able to make it for the event and Beau had been pulled into the conversation.
Opposite them, a mountain of a man was talking to Travis while Kylie and the woman who had come with the guy were talking with Gage close by. What the hell was the guy�s name? He couldn�t remember.
Looking around, he tried to locate Ethan, but he was nowhere in sight, although Beau knew he was there. He�d seen him when he arrived, but he knew Ethan was trying to avoid him like the plague, which actually wasn�t all that surprising. Not that Beau was in the chasing mood at the moment. If Ethan wanted to play these cat and mouse games, Beau was willing to sit back and wait for him to get tired of running.
�Hey, how�s it going?� Sawyer asked when he walked up holding a beer in one hand while a gorgeous blonde cuddled up to his side.
�Good. You?�
�Not too bad,� Sawyer said with a mischievous grin. �Beau, meet Andrea. Andrea, this is Beau.�
Beau nodded his head at the woman. Knowing Sawyer, she�d only be an ornament for a little while longer, so there was no reason for him to make small talk, nor would he need to try and remember her name. They didn�t stick around long these days.
�Have you seen Greyson?� Sawyer asked, turning to face the crowded room.
Beau nodded his head toward the far corner of the room. Greyson hadn�t wasted any time getting the party started tonight. After all, this was supposedly some sort of taboo sex resort and Greyson was all about the taboo. And the sex. Or at least that�s what Beau suspected based on the way he�d been groping his date since they walked in the door.
�Thanks. I�ll catch you later.�
Beau didn�t bother with a goodbye. Sawyer was moving at a fast clip toward the wall where Greyson had a sexy brunette plastered against the wall, her hands captured above her head in one of Greyson�s while he was pressing a knee between her spread thighs.
Based on the action that was quickly heating up around him, this was evidently going to be the theme for the night. He was almost disappointed that he hadn�t brought a date with him, but ever since that one night with Zane, the night that he realized his entire life had been a lie, Beau hadn�t been interested in seeking out anyone. Not to mention the disaster of a date he�d had right after he helped Zoey and Kaleb move into their house. His first official date with a guy was certainly not something he wanted to remember.
Then again, he had other memories that easily trumped that one. Like the first kiss he�d ever shared with a man. And not just any man.
Holy fuck.
Beau wasn�t sure he�d ever stop thinking about the way Ethan had kissed him, the way he�d pulled him close, or the feel of Ethan�s erection pressing firmly against his. It was the most exquisite, mind-blowing feeling in the world. And that was saying something considering the night he�d been with Zane still lingered on his mind from time to time.
But he knew Zane wasn�t an option.
Then again, if Ethan had his way, Beau wouldn�t have him either.
Despite the music playing from the overhead speakers, Beau heard a noise behind him, and he turned to see Brendon, Jessie and Braydon in an interesting state of undress. There was a small black leather sofa, and the two brothers had Jessie sandwiched between them. What they were doing was evident, although there weren�t any stray body parts visible.
Ok, so if they had meant to keep their threesome a secret, the cat was out of the bag now. Up to this point, Beau had always heard the rumors, even suspected they were true, but seeing it firsthand felt� strange.
Feeling like a voyeur, he turned away quickly.
He chuckled to himself.
Kind of the wrong place to be if he felt uncomfortable witnessing others in intense sexual acts. The night was rapidly progressing as they got closer to the midnight hour, but he couldn�t help but wonder whether anyone would even notice when the clock struck midnight at this rate.
�Where�s Ethan?�
Beau slowly turned toward the voice, his teeth locking together as he did. Cocking one eyebrow, he peered down at Blake Henley, but he didn�t say a word.
�Sorry, man. I figured since you were standing over here all alone, you�d be the one who could direct me.�
Beau wanted to tell Blake to fuck off, but he kept his mouth shut.
�So, have you seen him?�
Swallowing hard, Beau tried not to smash the beer bottle that he was holding with his bare hand. �No.� Forcing the one word past his lips was harder than he thought.
�That figures,� Blake said with a devious smile. �I heard he tries to stay as far away from you as possible.�
Beau wanted to turn away, but he couldn�t seem to get his body to cooperate. Instead, he continued to glare at Blake.
�You know he�s not interested, right?� Blake taunted, trying to sound unconcerned but he didn�t fool Beau. �He�s got his man and that�s all he needs.�
Thankfully, Blake turned away because Beau felt his face heat, the anger building, searching for an outlet and he damn sure didn�t want Blake to see the effect his statement had on him. Not that this was the time or place for him to lose his composure anyway. Reining in every ounce of his control, Beau kept himself in check, refusing to make a fool out of himself in front of his friends.
Despite his best effort, the words slipped out anyway.
�If you�re all he needs, why�s he hiding from you?� Beau asked, keeping his voice low.
Blake�s head jerked toward him, his eyes narrowed into slits. So, obviously Blake hadn�t expected Beau to say anything.
Blake took two steps closer, trying to get up in Beau�s face, but their height difference made it almost impossible. Beau made Blake look like a little boy who hadn�t reached puberty yet. Taking a deep breath, he demanded his nerves to settle. He could handle this.
�If you know what�s best �� Blake began, but Beau cut him off by leaning right down into his face.
�Listen here you little piece of shit. Lay off me. Understand? You�re damn lucky I haven�t told Ethan what a fuck up you really are.�
�Fuck you, Bennett,� Blake growled.
Beau lowered his voice, making sure not to be heard by anyone else around them. The lethal tone was unavoidable though. �Not in this lifetime. And I suggest you get Ethan out of your system soon because the guy�s gonna kick your ass to the curb soon enough. And I�m gonna be waiting. At that point, if you want to chat about whose balls are bigger, you find me.�
Blake took an apprehensive step back, his eyebrows shooting skyward. He must�ve understood the threat.
�Well, tonight he�s mine. So why don�t you take a seat over there and watch the show.�
�No can do,� Beau said, forcing himself to sound uninterested. �I only like to watch when there�s satisfaction to be found by everyone involved. But, you go find him and don�t try to think about who Ethan�s actually thinking about when he�s fucking you.�
With that Beau turned and walked away. After all, he had no intention of letting Blake hear the way his heart was pounding like a bass drum in his chest. Never mind the fact that he was lying.
He fully intended to watch Ethan tonight. And if Ethan chose to fuck that asshole right there in front of anyone, Beau would make sure Ethan wished it were him he was with.
♂♀♂♀
Sawyer
Walking up to Greyson who was probably two seconds away from penetrating the girl he was with, Sawyer tapped his buddy on the shoulder. �Let�s take it into the club.�
Greyson nodded, releasing his hold on the chick he was with. To Sawyer�s surprise, the girl didn�t even bother to right her clothes as she followed close behind, still attempting to climb Greyson�s body as they walked.
For some reason, Sawyer liked her all the more because of it. After all, that�s just what he was in search of tonight. Mindless sex.
�What�s this place?� Andrea asked from beside him.
�A club,� he offered, not wanting to waste any time talking tonight.
Opening the door to Covet, the club that would soon open to the public and rock their fucking socks off, Sawyer took a step back and allowed the three of them to precede him inside. The club was near completion, with the exception of getting the main bar installed, as well as the various runway platforms that would be interspersed throughout. So, progress was certainly being made, and Sawyer found he couldn�t wait to introduce his baby to the world.
Releasing Andrea�s arm, Sawyer excused himself to go turn on the lights. Might as well set the mood. While he was at the control panel, he grabbed a bottle of Grey Goose that he�d stashed before everyone arrived. At the rate his night was going, he figured getting blind drunk wasn�t going to hurt.
Well, maybe in the morning, but at least not tonight. And that�s all that mattered.
And he was already halfway there, how about that.
�Hey, baby,� Andrea crooned when he rejoined the three of them.
Rather than respond, Sawyer grinned, sending her exactly the message he wanted her to receive. Sawyer wasn�t here tonight to get to know this girl. In fact, he wasn�t much for chit chat of any kind tonight.
But, he was all for having some fun.
Taking a swig from the bottle, Sawyer motioned for Andrea to join him as he sat in one of the chairs beside Greyson. As it turned out, the woman that Greyson had picked up earlier in the day was a bit more promiscuous than her friend seemed to be. Not that Andrea appeared to be any sort of saint because, at the moment, she had taken it upon herself to kneel in front of him where he sat.
Tilting the bottle of vodka to his lips, Sawyer stared down at her, watching the way she shyly glanced over at Greyson�s woman, seemingly admiring what she was doing.
�Go ahead, honey, join her,� Sawyer suggested, enjoying the effects of the alcohol he�d been consuming for the last few hours. His tongue was blessedly numb, his muscles no longer tense, and his head felt incredibly light on his shoulders. Glancing down at the bottle in his hands, he figured he had at least three more swigs before he�d be feeling absolutely no pain for the rest of the night.
�What about you?� Andrea asked, smiling up at him, her long, fake fingernails trailing up his legs, over his crotch and on to his belt buckle.
Awww, he liked a chick who wanted to put him first.
�What about me?� he asked, leaning back in the chair casually, as though he didn�t have a care in the world. Really, if he thought about it, he didn�t... have a care in the world that is.
Not tonight anyway. And maybe not tomorrow. Or�
What the hell was he�? Oh, right.
This was the only place he wanted to be. Right here in his club, a hot chick ready to blow his mind with her mouth while her friend sucked Greyson off like she was devouring an ice cream cone and couldn�t wait to be finished.
As Andrea managed to free his semi-hard cock from his jeans, Sawyer watched her, doing his damnedest to pretend she wasn�t someone else. It didn�t hurt that Andrea looked nothing like the woman who�d been on his mind for months. A good thing actually because the last woman he wanted to think about tonight was Kennedy.
Although, just the mere thought of her had his dick coming to life much faster than the blonde on her knees was.
�Mmmm,� Andrea moaned when his cock was free, her long fingers wrapped around him.
�Here, while you�re at it,� Sawyer dug a condom out of his pocket and handed it over to her. It took him two tries to get the foil packet into her hands, but he finally managed, laughing as he did. He knew he had a stupid grin on his face, but the alcohol was doing its job.
She seemed confused, but he didn�t give a fuck. As much as he wanted to trust this chick, even with his brain swimming in alcohol, he didn�t. And honestly, he didn�t consider that a bad thing.
�What?� he asked defensively when she stared up at him. �It�s flavored. Try it, you�ll like it.�
In his world, protection was critical. And he didn�t take any risks. Ever.
�What�re you waitin� for?� he asked, his words slurring due to the alcohol.
Yep, almost there.
�Show her how it�s done,� Greyson told the brunette between his thighs.
Sawyer watched as the brunette eased over in front of him, her short, stubby fingers wrapping around him tightly.
�Easy, darlin�. No need to choke him to death,� Sawyer told her, grabbing her hand and releasing some of the pressure on his cock.
The brunette took the condom and slid it over his dick while she stared between his legs intently. Once he was sheathed, she wasted no time at all taking him deep into her mouth, her tongue roaming hurriedly back and forth.
�Slow down. Ain�t no race,� he mumbled, glancing over at Greyson who was stroking his own cock slowly, watching the brunette.
�Help her out,� Greyson instructed the blonde and a second later, Sawyer was in heaven, the warmth of two mouths laving his dick, their tongues working in tandem, briefly intertwining with one another as they went.
This was the life, he thought to himself as he downed another gulp from the bottle. No worries whatsoever. And what did he fucking care if this was meaningless, cheap sex with two women he wouldn�t see again?
�Awww, yes,� he groaned. �Just like that.�
He wanted them to hurry, to bring him to the pinnacle and send him over and maybe he�d find enough desire to get it up again and start all over. And if he didn�t, he didn�t really give a shit.
�Hold up, ladies,� Greyson interrupted. �Don�t get him too worked up. Once he�s done, he�s done.�
�Fuck you,� Sawyer said with a grin. �You make them stop, and you can take their place.�
�Fuck you, man. Not in this lifetime,� Greyson said with a strangled laugh. �I ain�t into all that, but if they�d like to get a little sixty-nine going with each other, I�m all for watching.�
To Sawyer�s delight, the brunette pulled away from his cock and kissed the blonde with so much enthusiasm, the two of them actually fell over on the floor. Well, maybe that was more from the shots they�d been downing since they arrived an hour ago than from excitement.
He could pretend.
It made it hotter that way.
For half a second, he considered getting down there with them, but he knew if that happened, he�d be horizontal for the rest of the night, and it wasn�t quite midnight yet.
�Something happens at midnight, right?� he asked Greyson, his head tilting toward his buddy while his eyes remained fixed on the two chicks getting naked on the floor.
�Yup, it�ll be tomorrow.�
Sawyer looked over at Greyson, his mind clearing briefly. Was he fucking serious?
Laughing, he turned back to the show.
�Damn, baby,� Greyson said. �That�s nice.�
Taking another swig from the bottle, Sawyer smiled to himself. Yep, life was good. And no matter what anyone else said, he didn�t need any more than this right here.
He damn sure didn�t need an uppity veterinarian who made his pulse race, or his heart pound. All that lovey dovey shit might be just what his brothers needed, but not him.
No fucking way.
�I ain�t gonna be able to get on the floor,� he told Greyson, although he didn�t even understand the words himself.
Greyson grinned.
�Me neither, man. I�m too old for that shit,� Greyson stuttered, grabbing the bottle out of Sawyer�s hand.
�So, what do we do now?� Sawyer�s mind was swimming, his eyes blurry and he had half a mind to leave these two chicks rolling around right there on the floor. They seemed content to have their faces buried in each other�s pussy.
Greyson shrugged as he chugged from the bottle.
�All right, that�s enough!� Sawyer called out, trying to infuse a little authority in his tone. He had no idea whether he succeeded or not because as soon as he went to stand, the world tilted, spun, and the next thing he knew�
He was right there on the floor with them, his jeans around his thighs.
Well, what do you know? That wasn�t as hard as he thought it would be. Grabbing hold of the nearest girl, he pulled her closer. �My turn,� he slurred.
Yep, this was the life.
And if anyone tried to tell him different, well, he�d just tell them to go to hell.
♂♀
Kaleb
�Ten, Nine, Eight, Seven, Six, Five, Four, Three, Two��
Kaleb turned to Zoey, cupping her face in both hands as he stared down into her eyes. �One,� he whispered.
Leaning forward, he kissed her lips softly, lingering as he inhaled her fresh scent. Her hands gripped his wrists, and he could feel her grin against his mouth.
�I love you, Kaleb Walker,� she whispered loud enough for him to hear her over the explosion of sound that had erupted in the cavernous room when the clock struck midnight.
�Not nearly as much as I love you,� he told her, pulling back so he could once again stare down into her eyes. �Now that we�ve brought in the new year with everyone else, how �bout we go home and celebrate. Just the two of us.�
�Sounds like a perfect plan to me,� she told him, kissing him once more before pulling back and taking his hand in hers.
As they made their way across the room, Kaleb knew the night was still young for everyone else, and if he had to guess, they were going to celebrate the New Year in style, successfully christening the resort the way that it deserved. After all, they hadn�t named it Alluring Indulgence because it had a nice ring to it.
Without a backward glance, Kaleb left his brothers and the others to their own devices. He knew they didn�t need his help in making the start of another year special. Whether they were in it for love, for fun, or just because, his brothers were going to enjoy themselves.
And the only thing he could hope was that they didn�t burn the place down with the heat they produced.

Chapter Twenty Six

♂
Jared

New Year�s Day
Sitting in the airport terminal waiting for a flight that had been delayed by another two hours due to weather was not Jared Walker�s idea of a good way to spend New Year�s Day.
It wasn�t like he had much of a choice though.
Looking around, he noticed the weary travelers, all probably eager to get back home. The holidays were coming to a close, life was going to resume as normal, and families were going to go back to spending their time chatting via social media in order to keep up with everything that was going on. At least until the next set of holidays arrived and they�d do it all again.
For Jared, the holidays were officially over and getting to Coyote Ridge was the only thing he could think about.
Checking his cell phone, Jared smiled at the text he just received.
You landed yet, boy?
Boy? That was Uncle Curtis. It didn�t matter how old they were, Curtis was always referring to his sons and his nephews as �boy�. And the term was endearing, something he�d spent his life hearing. Thankfully, after what had turned out to be a shitty two years, Jared was looking forward to starting over and the opportunity he was being presented with was one he couldn�t pass up.
He tapped the keys on his phone in response:
Plane delayed 
He�d been texting back and forth with Curtis for the better part of the last week, working through the logistics of getting him to Coyote Ridge. As luck would have it, Jared was being offered a second chance to start over.
Knowing that he had to get away from the soap opera that his real life had turned into and start over, Jared had talked to his father, Gerald. That conversation had resulted in a phone call to his Uncle Curtis and Jared had learned that his management skills would actually come in quite handy with his cousins� business.
So, after a conversation with his cousin Travis, Jared was on his way to work for Walker Demolition. According to Travis, they had recently taken on another venture and really needed someone to come in and focus on the demo company.
Jared had jumped at the opportunity and here he was, hanging out at the airport waiting on a plane to take him to his new life.
Text when you get on the plane. I�ll pick you up at the airport
Jared nodded at his phone as though his uncle could see his reply.
Will do.
Instead of spending New Year�s Eve with his family or out on the town, Jared had spent the night, and the better part of New Year�s Day morning, in an airport, waiting to get on a flight out of El Paso. Unfortunately, the weather wasn�t agreeing with all of his well-intended plans.
He could only hope things were about to start looking up.
♂♀
Curtis
Curtis glanced down at his phone, reading the response from his nephew before shoving it into his pocket. When he woke up that morning, he fully expected to be heading to the airport to pick Jared up; however, he�d received several texts through the night letting him know that the plane was delayed.
It was still delayed.
Hell, at this rate, Curtis could�ve driven up to El Paso to get him faster.
He felt sorry for the boy. He knew Travis was anxious for him to get down there, anxious to have someone who could come in and put their sole focus on keeping Walker Demolition thriving now that the resort was about to open. That didn�t mean the boy had to spend the holidays in the damn airport.
Travis� original plan was to talk one of the twins into stepping into the role. When they offered the job to Brendon and Braydon, both of them had laughed their asses off. The memory of that conversation made Curtis grin.
�Seriously, Bubba?� Braydon asked, grinning as he glanced back and forth between Travis, Sawyer, and Curtis. �Y�all trust either of us to take that on?�
�Why the hell wouldn�t I?� Travis argued.
�Oh, I don�t know. Maybe �cause you�ve said it,� Braydon said with a laugh.
Curtis watched Travis� expression, noticing how his oldest boy turned a fascinating shade of pale.
�Well, if you want it, it�s yours,� Travis said gruffly.
�No thanks,� Brendon said, leaning back in his chair like he didn�t have a care in the world. �If anything, I�m waitin� for you to offer me a job at the resort.�
�The resort?� 
�Yup,� Brendon smiled deviously, glancing over at Braydon. �Ain�t that right?�
�Yup,� Braydon confirmed. �From what we�ve heard, there�s plenty of trouble we can get in over there.�
�Hey, what about Jaxson?� Brendon asked, his expression going from joking to serious.
Curtis had originally suggested Jaxson, his sister Mary�s oldest boy, but he quickly learned Travis� and Sawyer�s opinion on that. And, they had a good point. Jaxson was so close to the boys, he wasn�t sure Ethan or Brendon or Braydon would actually take him seriously.
Ironically, Jaxson was the one to come to Curtis, and it wasn�t because he was looking for a job. As it turned out, Curtis� brother Gerald�s oldest boy was having some problems, and they were hoping Curtis could help. Based on what he learned from Jaxson and then from Gerald, and after he explained the story to Lorrie, they had invited Jared to come down and stay with them.
If only Jared knew what he was getting himself into, Curtis thought as he looked into the kitchen to see Lorrie putting something into the refrigerator. If the boy needed some extra special motherly love, he was about to get it. Which meant, at the very least, the boy would be fed well and often.
�Are you almost ready?� Lorrie called as she closed the refrigerator door and turned to face him.
�Whenever you are,� he replied, grabbing her coat and his from the rack near the door. Patting his pocket, he made sure he had his phone. As soon as Jared let him know he was boarding the plane, Curtis would be off to the airport to await his arrival.
As he helped Lorrie into her coat, he inhaled deeply. �Woman, dinner smells fantastic.�
�Well, the beans have to cook just a little while longer, or I�d offer you some now.�
�I�m sure I can wait.� He hoped he could wait. Hell, with Jared�s flight still delayed, he hoped they made it home in time for dinner.
♂♀♂
Kylie
�You look like hell, boy,� Curtis told Sawyer when he joined them at Moonshiners a little after one in the afternoon.
Kylie was kind of thinking the same thing. If she wasn�t mistaken, Sawyer was still wearing the same clothes he had on the night before. And the sunglasses that he sported in the dark bar didn�t conceal much.
�Thanks, Pa,� Sawyer groaned as he made his way toward the back.
Kylie sat on the stool between V and Gage, the three of them watching Brendon and Travis play pool. They�d been there for the better part of the afternoon, just hanging out. At noon, Brendon had called to remind them that they were all supposed to meet at the bar. Little did Kylie know until then that this was another one of the many Walker family traditions.
According to Travis, everyone, including Lorrie, would come to the bar on New Year�s Day for a couple of hours just to spend time together. Travis had explained how Lorrie liked the idea of being able to spend time with her boys on the first day of the year and Travis said they had never argued with her logic.
So, they were just passing the time until they would all head back to Travis� parents� house for dinner. The menu tonight: cornbread, black-eyed peas, and brisket. Kylie still couldn�t believe just how much Lorrie liked to cook. But then again, with seven boys, it probably came natural for her.
Travis came over to the table to stand at her side when it was Brendon�s turn and he wrapped an arm around her, pulling her back against his chest. She leaned her head back, looking way up as he leaned forward and gave her a quick upside down kiss. Sitting back up, she smiled at Gage, resting her hand on his thigh.
The holidays were almost officially over, and the last few weeks had produced some of the most wonderful memories for her. Having been welcomed into such a loving family was more than she could�ve imagined and having the pleasure of spending so much time with them was something she knew she�d look forward to for years to come.
Her free hand moved to rest on her belly as though it had a mind of its own. As another thought took root, Kylie smiled again. Maybe this time next year, they�d be celebrating more than just the holidays.
♀♂
Lorrie
Lorrie had to admit that she didn�t spend much time at Moonshiners, but every year, on New Year�s Day, the boys would invite her and Curtis to join them, and since the very first invitation, she had never said no.
And just like every other time, she was enjoying herself immensely, completely consumed by the welcoming atmosphere, the love that rolled off of her boys and the people that loved them. The gift of her family was truly the only thing in the world she needed. A blessing that she thanked God for every single day.
�Have I mentioned how pretty you look today?� Curtis� deep voice rumbled in her ear, and Lorrie turned to face her husband.
�Hmm, I�m not sure you have,� she teased.
�Well, you�re the prettiest woman in the room.�
It was amazing that after so many years together, this man could still make her blush. Planting her hands flat on his chest, she pushed up on her toes as he leaned over. She pressed a kiss against his lips and smiled. �I love you,� she whispered.
�And I love you,� he replied. �What are you over here thinking about?�
�Oh, anything and everything.� Turning in the circle of his arms, Lorrie�s eyes darted around the room, looking for every one of her boys.
She found Kaleb first. He was sitting at a table with his beautiful pregnant wife perched on his knee. They weren�t joined by anyone else, but the extra chair at the table wasn�t needed. With those two, they were rarely separated. Considering they had spent the majority of their lives as friends, it only made sense that they would transition into a marriage with a sturdy foundation of deep love and respect for one another. Soon, they were going to be parents and Lorrie was going to receive the honor of being a grandmother, something she�d been waiting on for as long as she could remember.
Not far away from them, Sawyer was standing stoically against the wall. But even with the sunglasses shielding his eyes, she noticed he was staring forlornly in one specific direction. Lorrie didn�t have to guess who he was looking at. The same woman he�d had eyes on for more years than Lorrie could count. Not that he would admit it. He was her fun-loving boy, but she suspected his wild and crazy days might be soon coming to an end. She knew he�d always be the wildest of the bunch, but Lorrie had a feeling that, with the New Year, there were going to be some changes in Sawyer�s life. As a mom, she just had a feeling.
Tracking the others around the room, she saw Travis, Gage and Kylie huddled together, the three of them smiling like new lovers should. Lorrie was beside herself with happiness for them, just glad that her oldest boy had finally found what he�d been searching for. And no, maybe it wasn�t conventional, but it was love. Pure and simple.
Several feet away from Travis was Zane. He was standing behind V, one hand resting on her shoulder as he talked animatedly to Beau. It was amazing how much of a difference a year could make. Last year at this time, Lorrie remembered finally finding relief after months of going down on her knees, both night and day, begging the Lord not to take Zane away from them. And this year, he stood tall and proud with the woman he loved and Lorrie�s heart filled to overflowing at the sight.
Her eyes trailed to V who was sitting at the table, talking to Kylie. Soon, very, very soon, she�d have another daughter-in-law, and she certainly couldn�t wait. The woman Zane had fallen in love with was a treasure, one that needed to be protected within the arms of Lorrie�s wonderful family.
At the pool table, Brendon was playing, his attention focused on what he was doing. Just a short while ago, he�d been talking to Braydon, both of them looking more intense than she�d ever seen them. Granted, nothing escaped her notice. At least not where her boys were concerned. And it was evident that the world as the twins knew it might actually be evolving into something much, much different. She had a feeling that Jessie Prescott might actually have something to do with that. Unfortunately, Lorrie couldn�t make this road an easy one for them, but she would certainly be there for them when they needed her.
Her eyes searched the room until she found Ethan, sitting alone at the far end of the bar. He was her loner, the one who preferred to keep himself distanced for whatever reason. Ethan looked up, his eyes moving across the room, and Lorrie followed his gaze until it landed on Beau.
Just as she thought.
Smiling, Lorrie glanced up over her shoulder at Curtis.
�What�s the matter?� he asked, leaning down closer to her ear.
�Nothing,� she told him, moving her hand up to cup his cheek. �Absolutely nothing.�
The End
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