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      From USA Today Bestselling Author KL Donn comes a protectors-to-lovers romantic suspense that will have you laughing out loud and swooning in your seat.

      For Boston Falco and Dare Waters fighting in war was easy.

      Protecting an independent woman with a penchant for saying everything on her mind was like walking through a minefield.

      But Arden Graham was worth it.

      For them, she was worth everything.

      With a stalker prowling the streets of New York, Boston and Dare had a hard time resisting their mutual attraction to the socialite in their care.

      From her quirky attitude to her desire to be loved, they’d stop at nothing to not only keep Arden safe but show her that unraveling love was worth the risk of trusting them.
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        For you, my beautiful readers.

        You begged for more ménage; here it is.

        Enjoy!
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        “If you love two people at the same time, choose both.

        They’re two halves of your one whole.”

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          DARE

        

      

    

    
      
        
        One Week Ago

      

      

      

      “You see this email from Tanner and Tucker Graham?” I look up from my desk to my partner, Boston. The past four years, we’ve run a private security business from our home in Rochester, New York.

      “Yeah, their sister has been getting threats or something?” Boston doesn’t even glance up at me, which is unusual for him.

      “Probably an ex or something,” I respond, reading through a copy of a letter they had intercepted that was addressed to her.

      “They’ve been getting them, instead; not her.” He still won’t look at me.

      Picking up the phone, I dial the Graham’s number and put it on speaker as I stand and walk around the desk to see what has him so fixated.

      “That her?” I ask, glimpsing the beauty with mischievous green eyes and warm golden-brown hair that begs me to run my fingers through it. Her smile depicts authentic happiness and not a forced cheerfulness like so many other socialites. I looked her up after getting the email from her brothers, but in this picture, she appears much different.

      The ringing finally stops. “This is Tanner.”

      “Hey, Tanner, this is Dare and Boston. We got the email about your sister. Care to elaborate on what’s going on?”

      “Honestly, I’m not even sure. We’ve been receiving emails and packages addressed to her, but she doesn’t have an office here. She’s not connected to the company in any way other than by name.” The man sounds as confused as I am.

      “So, what’s changed in her life that might have brought this on?” I think back to the tabloids I’ve read, and there’s nothing that stands out. No breakups, no scandals.

      “Nothing. Arden’s a quiet girl; she loves her work. Doesn’t date much, and nothing serious in years. But as you can see by the letter, things have escalated.”

      “You say she doesn’t work for your company, right?” Boston chimes in.

      “Nope, never has. She’s not interested in Graham Shipping & Exports.”

      “Does she come in there often? Perhaps someone took notice.” It’s the only thing that makes sense to me with the little information we have.

      “Not often enough for this.”

      “All it takes is a look,” Boston says. A frown on his face tells me he’s working through something in his head.

      “You gonna help me out?” Tanner sounds desperate.

      “Yeah, man, we’ll look into it,” Boston replies before I can give an opinion. She likely led some guy on, and now she’s got an admirer.

      Except for that letter.

      Shit.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Boston

      

      

      

      I don’t know what it is about this girl’s photo, but I’m hooked…addicted. There’s something in her smile that calls to me, and it’s imperative I meet her.

      As we drive into Manhattan, I can tell Dare doesn’t want to take this assignment, even if he’s just as captivated by Arden’s charming looks as me. The intent is to follow her around for a week, see if we notice anything amiss.

      Dare, Tanner, Tucker, and I spent more years together in the sandbox than any others in our unit. The Graham boys retired a few years before Dare and I took our leave, then we started this small private investigation agency. We don’t like taking on more than one case at a time, but when we do, we hire other retired veterans looking for work. And since we’re in between jobs right now, it’s easy for us to accept this one.

      If my gut is accurate, Arden Graham is going to become so much more than a job to us. She’ll bring with her a lifetime of surprises that we’ll have fun discovering. From everything I’ve read about her, Arden enjoys helping others who can’t help themselves.

      I’ll be interested to see if maybe that’s why she’s got herself a new admirer. Perhaps she’s assisted someone who has an unhealthy fascination with her. The more I discover about her, the more likely it seems. Considering her ever-increasing pull on me, I could easily imagine how someone would become infatuated. Sending the veiled threats to her brothers is suspect, though. Most stalkers prefer their prey to know about them. I’ve never known one to hide like this. Which makes the case all the more worrisome.

      It’s this latest letter and the images enclosed that have us all on edge. They’re private pictures, taken inside her apartment. Mostly when she’s in the process of changing or already naked. The things this guy describes wanting to do to her make me believe this isn’t his first time, either. And that more than anything has my protective instincts rushing to the surface like a tsunami.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            Arden

          

          PRESENT DAY

        

      

    

    
      “Daddy, you’re being ridiculous.” I fight back my spontaneous eye roll at his command.

      “Arden Graham, I am not being ridiculous. There is a threat, and you need protection.” My father stands behind his large oak desk in Tanner and Tucker’s—my older twin brothers—high-rise office building, headquarters to the family business of Graham Shipping & Exports. The view of Manhattan’s skyline behind him is breathtaking but isn’t working to distract me this time.

      I can’t contain the eye roll anymore.

      I don’t believe there’s a threat, but I’m the baby, so none of the men in my life care about my opinion, not on this anyway. “I promise, Daddy, nobody wants to kill me. I work with old people.”

      He narrows his deep green gaze—same as my own—at my use of the word old. He’s nearing sixty now and is starting to feel the years. Hence his retirement a few months ago. I think he’s just bored now.

      “Fine. Then humor your old man and let me make sure my baby is safe.” Daddy has this look he gets when he’s attempting to get his way. Momma had been a sucker for it. She always gave in, but I swore I never would.

      Stomping my foot, I curse under my breath. “Dammit, Dean!” The muttered words just pop out, and I know I sound just like Momma used to when he grins at me. “For one month. And if they get in the way, I’m done. I won’t have my life interfered with.” Placing my hands on my hips, I hold my ground. I worked too hard for my independence; I won’t let this ruin that.

      When he opens his mouth to speak, the doors to his office part, and in come my loud-as-hell brothers. “So, how’d she take it?” Tanner asks like I’m not in the room. He does it on purpose, too.

      “I’m standing right here,” I snap back.

      “I see ya, pipsqueak.” He winks as his large frame slides down into one of the leather chairs in front of me.

      “How you doing, kiddo?” Tucker leans down to kiss my cheek. He’s the nicer of the two. To me, at least. They’re jerks equally to everyone else.

      Ignoring Tanner as he sticks his tongue out at me, I grin up at Tuck. “I have a new babysitter now. You two have anything to do with that?”

      “Babysitters,” Tanner points out with two fingers.

      “Excuse me?” I query, eyeing my father who won’t meet my stare. “No one said multiple people.” I can’t help the foot tapping as they all stare down at my clunky wedge sandals. I was supposed to take Ms. Allen to the beach today with some of her girlfriends.

      “One for the front, one for the back?” Daddy shrugs with a wicked grin.

      “Argh!” I stomp, exactly like the spoiled socialite I am. Well, what the world thinks I am. Nobody knows the real Arden Graham, and I try to keep it that way. “You guys are so frustrating!”

      “Love you, sweetheart!” Dad calls as I walk out of his office and past my brothers’ rude receptionist, Eva, who has a hate-on for any woman that comes into the office. Myself included.

      Throwing a hand up in the air, I board the elevator just before it closes, and I swear to all things holy, I almost die of hotness overload when I get a good look at the two men standing inside. One is tall, dark, and handsome with that perfect chin dimple and eyes as dark as a storm. I bet when he gets fired up, they shine like a meteor shower. Let’s not talk about the muscles upon muscles he’s sporting either. I think I could climb him like a mountain for years and keep finding undiscovered territory. He’s tall, too, like my brothers. Well over six feet. I feel undeniably tiny in his presence, even with the three inches on my wedges.

      The other one is no less stunning for his lighter looks. His eyes are cast downward, so I can’t see their color, but I bet they’re a light blue. I’m not sure why; I just think they’d match his sandy-colored hair. He’s got tattoos on his fingers that I can’t read, but I’d love to inspect.

      These men are a striking combo, which makes me wonder, since they were standing somewhat closer together when I got on, are they gay? That would be such a disappointment for womankind everywhere. Although, any woman with a lick of sense would be pleased because, seriously, how is a female supposed to choose which one to tackle?

      I’m so enamored with them that I miss the ding of my floor until the door opens, and I nearly jump out of my skin. Matching chuckles from behind heat my cheeks in embarrassment, and I scurry away into the poorly lit underground parking.

      I really need to have a word with my brothers about this lighting. They want me to have protection, but anyone could jump out of anywhere down here, and I’d never see them coming.

      “Nice ears,” I hear commented from behind, and I unconsciously lift my hand up to touch the cute headband I fell in love with wearing a year ago—light orange cat ears speckled with black dots adorn my head. My chestnut hair makes the color more noticeable.

      Turning, I halt in my tracks when I see the men from the elevator getting off. I mentioned people jumping out of nowhere down here, right?

      “Thanks,” I mumble and quicken my steps to my car parked one, two, three, crap, four spots away. Stupid wedges. They’ll slow me down.

      “The family didn’t tell you we were waiting for you, did they?” I assume they are speaking to me but don’t get a chance to answer as my phone rings in my purse, and I jump out of my skin for the second time today.

      “Hello?” I’m breathless as I answer.

      “Arden? Why do you sound out of breath?” Tuck’s concerned voice soothes the anxiety building within me.

      “Well, because I have two men standing behind me that seem to think they’ve been waiting for me. Know anything about that?” Nobody said they were going to stalk me from the office.

      “Tall, dark, brooding?” he asks.

      I look back over my shoulder, and yup, that’d be them. Men I had been drooling over just minutes ago are now going to be stuck to me like glue. Just ducking great. Ms. Allen’s going to get a real kick out of this one.

      “Yeah, tall, dark, handsome, sounds right.” They have the nerve to smirk.

      “Handsome?” Tuck’s laughter rings loud and clear.

      “What?” I hiss at my soon-to-be not favorite brother.

      “I said brooding; you said handsome.”

      My entire body freezes, and I wish a massive black hole would swallow me up right about now. “Duck a duck,” I mutter, hanging my head low to my chest.

      “Did you just say duck a duck?” hottie number one—he’s the super tall one in case you’re wondering—asks, and I hear the snicker in his tone.

      “I work with seniors. Can’t swear in front of them,” I explain.

      “You work?” The one who I guessed had blue eyes asks. I was right about those eyes, too. And I’m not sure why, but my chest tightens a bit in the region where my heart lays.

      “Tell me I get to choose just one of them, right?” My question is aimed at my brother.

      “Sorry, gorgeous, you get us both,” one of them answers me.

      “I hate you so much, Tucker Graham.”

      “You can’t hate me. I’m your favorite brother.” I can hear Tanner and Daddy in the background laughing their rears off.

      “Not anymore. I disown you both. This isn’t necessary, and I don’t need more condescension in my life, Tuck.” I hate the way people just assume they know me. The comment a minute ago from blue-eyes indicates exactly what he thinks he knows about me.

      “Sorry, pipsqueak, they’re stuck with you.”

      “Stuck? With me?” I hang up before he can reply. I’m fed up, hurt, and late. I don’t do late. Spinning on my heel, I almost lose my balance when I realize how close these men are, and each of them grabs an arm, and I swear on all things chocolate and Gucci, my skin tingles with awareness.

      Duck a bloody duck.

      “Look.” I clear my voice and take a step back. “I’m only going along with this because of Daddy, but I don’t need you both. So, flip a coin, spin in a circle, do whatever you want to decide who stays and who goes, but I’m late, and I’m never late, so I have to go.”

      Nodding my head at their semi-shocked, semi-amused expressions, I continue on to my car only to stop dead in my tracks when I see not one but all four of my tires are slashed.

      “The universe is fucking with me, right?”

      “What happened to duck?” one of the jerks asks.

      “He took a flying leap with my tires.” Exasperated, I walk around my car in the hopes that they all just appear flat. No such luck. “I don’t get this. Aren’t stalkers supposed to be like…adoring? Wouldn’t he understand I’m fricking late!” I’m trying to hide the fear fighting its way to the surface, and I realize I’m failing.

      “Miss Graham, perhaps it’s best you go back upstairs while we look over security,” hottie suggests.

      “What’s your name?” I ignore his question because if I don’t acknowledge what’s happening, I can have just another minute of denial. And right now, I need all the denial I can get.

      “Boston Falco, ma’am, and this is my partner, Dare Waters.” Lord, I could listen to the deep rumble of his voice for hours and never tire of it.

      “Jesus, Murphy.” Could their names be more perfect? “Look, Boston,”—my stomach just fluttered saying his name. This is going to be rough—“I really do have a job to get to. I don’t want to go back upstairs where I might commit murder, or larceny, or arson. I just want to go to work.” He opens his mouth to speak, and my bottom lip wobbles—totally on its own. “Please…” I’m not above begging.

      “Christ, Bos, I’ll take her to work, you deal with this shit, and we’ll meet you later.” Sweet baby Jesus. Dare’s voice is just as sexy. I’m so screwed.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Boston

      

      

      

      I watch Dare leave with Arden, who is so much more exceptional in person than I imagined, and I make a call to a tow company before contacting her brothers to come down to the parking garage.

      Opening the driver’s side door, the first thing I notice is an envelope on the seat with nothing written on the front. Normally, I’d leave it alone with the thought that she had it there for a reason but given the vandalism to her car, I feel the need to open it.

      Breaking the seal, I dump the contents onto the trunk of her Audi and stare in shock at what’s on display. Photographs of Arden in different locations and poses. Immediately, it becomes obvious that she wasn’t a willing participant for whoever was behind the lens. The photos are of professional quality, both captured and printed, so I’m led to believe that there has to be a paper trail of some sort. I’ll check into that once I get them analyzed.

      “Hey, man, what’s up?” Tanner calls out before he sees the damage to his sister’s car. “Motherfucker,” he hisses. Tucker remains silent beside him.

      Born identical twins, most wouldn’t be able to pick out the differences in the brothers; however, after knowing them for nearly a decade, I recognize their tells. I know Tucker is ready to combust with rage while I’m certain Tanner will head to the gym to work off steam after this.

      “Anything else I don’t know?” I ask them. I’d hate to work in the dark and allow my attraction to Arden to prevent me from demanding all information up front.

      “Nothing we can think of. Arden is the one you’re going to have to question, man. She has her best friend Jesse; they’ve been thick as thieves for years. But otherwise, there’s no one else in her life but us.” Tuck still hasn’t added anything to the conversation.

      After taking my own photographs of the scene, I pack everything up and lock it in my briefcase as the tow company takes her car to the police impound after Dean, their father, called in a favor.

      As I head over to Arden’s apartment—after finally getting Tucker to give me her keys—I make my own call to the NYPD. To my friend Beau Rogers, a longtime detective in robbery/homicide.

      “Rogers,” the man barks over the line.

      “Hey, man, it’s Boston Falco.”

      “Yo, Boston, how are you?”

      “Good, man. Look, I’m in the city on a case, and I need analysis on a car if we can?” It’s probably wishful thinking, but maybe there’s a print.

      “Is the case in the system already?” Beau asks.

      “No, the clients knew it wouldn’t get the attention it deserved, so they didn’t bother,” I explain.

      “Never a good thing. Send me some details, and I’ll do what I can.”

      “Thanks, man, I owe you one.” Hanging up, I send him a text with the details I have, where the car is located, and the plate number. I know it’s a slim chance, but anything is better than nothing.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Dare

      

      

      

      A quiet woman is a deadly woman. Pops used to tell me that as often as he could before he passed away ten years ago. Wisest warning he ever gave me.

      As I drive Arden to her job, I find myself reassessing everything I thought I knew about this person. The tabloids have her pegged as New York’s darling. A socialite. Spoiled. There’s no information we were given that said she had a job she appears passionate about.

      She’s prettier in person than I had expected. Her mesmerizing hair is more reddish-brown than the dark gold from the image we had of her. Her eyes are greener as well. Her personality is definitely quirkier. She’s a contradiction I look forward to finding out more about.

      “Tell me about your work.” I break the silence, her cat ears catching my attention, and she mistakes my smirk for derision instead of amusement.

      “What work?” Arden snorts, and I fight to hide my grin at her sarcasm. The fact that her brothers hired us instead of one of the many upscale security companies residing in the city speaks volumes on how worried they are about what’s going on.

      Boston has been smitten with Arden from the first picture that caught his eye. He kept telling me that there was something special about her on the drive in. I’m still skeptical about that one, but I won’t lie, I am attracted to her. Bos and I have been best friends since we were fifteen and in high school. We joined the Navy together, became SEALs together, and we retired together. Basically, we do everything together.

      Including sharing a woman. The feeling of magnifying a female’s pleasure is hot as hell. Boston talked about having Arden between us more than once while we were traveling to Manhattan. After we find her stalker, of course. Now that we’ve met her, and I’ve seen that look in my friend’s eye, I don’t think he’ll be able to wait that long.

      “Look.” I can be civil. “I’m sorry about the way that came out. Your brothers didn’t give us all the information we requested.” She snorts again. Christ, she’s going to be a handful. “My knowledge has been based off what I’ve seen of you in the tabloids.” I’m not sure what her brothers were thinking leaving so much out. They know the expedient way to get a satisfactory end result is to share all the information up front.

      “I’m shocked.” Alright, this sarcasm is getting on my nerves.

      “Are you always this sarcastic?” I snap and turn to her at a red light. A quick flash of vulnerability is revealed before she masks it.

      “Only when I’m being judged.”

      I raise my hands in surrender. “Hey, no judgment. Not here. I am sorry I was so condescending about it, okay?” Her sparkling green eyes look me up and down, assessing my sincerity.

      Arden shrugs as she turns away from me but doesn’t say anything else. This is going to be a long fucking day. I don’t try to engage her again. I’ll let her come to me.

      As I pull into the parking lot of a gated seniors’ residence in Queens, I can feel the change in Arden. No matter whatever else goes on in her life, this is a place she enjoys.

      “Try not to be so…you.” Me?

      “What the hell does that mean?” I growl as she exits the car with her own smirk. “Arden!” I call her name, but she continues walking towards the entrance of the looming building. Jogging to catch up to her speedy steps, I hear the beeping of the car as I lock it. How the hell does she walk so quickly in those heels? “Arden, wait.” I grip her arm and spin her around to face me, only she loses her balance again and lands against my chest.

      I won’t complain. Her curves fit perfectly against my frame, and my cock definitely notices. “You need to follow the rules,” I say and immediately regret it when her stare narrows.

      “Follow the rules.” Pops also told me to be wary of a woman who repeats what you say. He was probably right.

      “Yes, you need to do what I say.” Fuck.

      “What you say.” Her voice has lost the perky tone that I didn’t realize she carried until now.

      “Are you a parrot? Why do you keep repeating what I say?” Jesus Christ, Dare. Shut up.

      “Perhaps,” she says slowly like I’m daft. “You should heed your own advice and follow the rules.” What the fuck does that even mean? I don’t get to inquire further as she turns and hustles into the building.

      “Fuck!”

      My phone rings in my pocket, so I hold off following her inside. She can’t be that hard to find. “What?” I shout, not looking at the caller I.D.

      “Chill, dude,” Boston responds.

      “This chick, man. She’s gonna be a fucking headache.” Laughter greets me through the phone. “Why the fuck are you laughing?”

      “Because, Dare, you want her. You know it. You’re just being a prick about it.” He chuckles again.

      “How do you figure I’m being a prick? Maybe she’s just a difficult brat,” I retort.

      “Oh, I have no doubt she’s a brat and difficult, but I know you. And I also know you’re likely barking orders at her and possibly insulting her a bit.” That’s what I get for having him for a best friend for almost twenty years.

      “Why are you calling?” I’d rather change the subject.

      “There was an envelope in Arden’s car.” Boston’s voice turns cold, and my back straightens, then I look up to the doors that “Miss Difficult” went through minutes ago, wondering where the hell she is and why I let her go without me.

      “Tell me.”

      He lets out a deep breath before answering me. “Pictures. Dozens of pictures. Ones of her at home, at work, out in the street.” There’s a poignant silence, and I know the worst is to come. “There are more nude ones too. From her bedroom this time. Whoever he is, he’s been inside her home.” We figured that already but had hoped it was a one-time thing since they were the first and only intimate images her brothers had been sent.

      My grip on the phone tightens, and I hear the squeak of plastic as I crush the case. “Motherfucker,” I grit out. “What have her brothers said?”

      “Nothing I care to repeat. Let’s just say they’re inventive. I’m going over to her apartment to do a sweep. I’ll send everything I find to Ryder Morrison.” There’s another pause. “Keep your eyes on her, man. I get the feeling this guy isn’t going to like us being around her, and he might escalate.”

      “I’m on her.” I hang up and run into the building like my ass is on fire.

      “Whoa there, cowboy. Where’s the fire?” a pretty blonde nurse at the front desk snickers.

      “Arden Graham, where is she,”—I look at her lanyard I.D.—“Lisa?”

      “Late,” she scoffs, “as usual.”

      “Christ. Why do women have to be so fucking catty?” I mutter, striding past the cranky nurse. Stalking down the halls, I peek into each room I pass until, in the eighth one, I finally find Arden with an older woman.

      “Ms. Allen, are you ready to go to the beach?” Her voice carries a loving note.

      “Oh dear, please call me Jenn. What’s your name?”

      I wait patiently in the doorway once I assess there’s no threat.

      “Arden Graham, ma’am. I’m the special events coordinator here at Rocky Shores. I have a nice trip scheduled to Rockaway Beach for you and me today.” Arden smiles with patience as she obviously understands the older woman’s health situation. My guess is she has Alzheimer’s and has forgotten who Arden is.

      “That sounds nice, dear. But who’s the fella over there?” She points to me, and Arden tenses as she turns.

      Placing a friendly smile on my face, I intend to say that I’m their chauffeur for the day, but what comes out is, “Name’s Dare Waters, ma’am. I’m Arden’s boyfriend.” The woman smiles nice and bright. Arden’s eyes pop open as wide as saucers before they glare at me, promising retribution.

      “Well, aren’t you a tall drink of handsome? You caught yourself an attractive young man, Arden,” Ms. Allen comments.

      “That I did,” Arden grits out. “That, I did.”

      I’m so gonna pay for this.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Boston

      

      

      

      After scouring through Arden’s apartment, frustration eats at me because even though I’ve sent all the electronic information we have to our buddy Ryder “Tac” Morrison in Charleston, WV, he isn’t very optimistic that we’ll find much in the way of a foot trail. Tac is the best IT guy in the country, hell, the entire world, and if he’s not hopeful, we’re fucked six ways to Sunday.

      For years, we worked missions with him in charge of tech support and anything else we needed on the ground until he joined a specialized unit, Task Force 779. I trust Tac with my life. With the life of anyone I know. Which is why I’m so fucking pissed now as I drive to Rockaway Beach.

      Thinking that this shithead might get away with invading Arden’s space makes me murderous. Knowing she’s out in the open worries the fuck out of me. I can’t believe Dare would let her make this trip. He’s supposed to be laying down the ground rules. Looks like it’s up to me to be the asshole, which is shocking given my best friend is generally the one to be the complete dick. He enjoys it. Ordinarily, I’m the voice of reason.

      The roads and buildings pass in a blur as I slow down, turn into a parking lot, and sit, amazed at the number of people here. Being from Sioux Falls, South Dakota, I don’t see the allure of the beach. Give me mountains any day of the week.

      “Okay, or maybe a fucking beach,” I mutter as I spot Arden in the skimpiest piece of clothing I’ve seen in my life. “Shit.” I wipe my mouth, fully expecting drool.

      Dare stands no more than three feet from her, glaring at any man who comes close to her and the group of old women she’s chattering to as they stand in the water, ankle deep.

      “Care to explain why she’s here?” I ask Dare, jogging up behind him.

      “Hey, man,” he responds, looking back to me briefly. “You ever try to get a cow to do what you want?”

      “What?”

      “Exactly,” he mutters.

      “You,”—Arden spins and points at Dare—“had better not be comparing me to a cow.” The glare she sends his way would be comical if it also didn’t slide towards me.

      “Not in a million years,” my friend says.

      “You shouldn’t be here, Miss Graham,” I tell her, and the glare deepens. I’m kind of shocked a storm doesn’t come up on us and lightning strikes me where I stand.

      “Fix him,” she spouts at Dare and turns back around, ignoring us both as she joins the ladies in the water.

      “What the fuck just happened?” I groan. No one informed us that she was difficult.

      “She’s fucking difficult.” Dare gives voice to my thought.

      This isn’t going to fly with me. “What is your problem, man? You’re normally the dick.”

      “She’s a force,” he replies. His stare doesn’t leave her body.

      “She’s a force, or she’s hot?” I laugh because I was the one saying I’d like to get to know her more once this whole situation resolves. Dare was against it. Now, he’s smitten.

      “Both, man. It’s her fucking eyes. She glares, and she begs. Then I cave.”

      If he’s gone for Arden after a couple hours in her presence, then I know I’m definitely done for. Lock, stock, and smoking fucking barrel. I won’t even complain. Dare and I are so similar yet so damn different. I grew up in a loving home, he bounced around foster homes until my folks took him in. He’s not just my best friend, he’s like my brother.

      I’ve watched over the not-so-distant past as he’s struggled to reacclimate to the world after we both retired from the SEALs four years ago. I’ve been pushing him more than I probably should to get out into the world and experience life, not just war zones.

      When his pops from his mother’s side passed away ten years ago, I was there through the grief, the anger, the pain, and there were times I wasn’t sure if he would find his way out of the bottle. Pops being alive was the only reason he wouldn’t let my parents adopt him from the beginning.

      Even though the old man wasn’t prepared or equipped to take care of a wild Dare, there was no doubt the man loved him to death. I think that’s why Dare ended up one of the good guys and not in prison.

      “Alright, gentleman, the ladies are fascinated by your presence and request you help them farther into the water, so the waves don’t take them away, of course.” Arden’s got a mischievous look in her eyes that I don’t quite trust.

      “What waves?” Dare quirks an eyebrow.

      Arden shrugs. “The tide, too… Whatever.” Grabbing my hand, she leads me to the edge of the water. “You’ll want to take those off.” She points to my loafers, already ruined from the moisture in the sand and the splashing from the ocean. “You’ll be paired with Ms. Allen. Jenn. Don’t call her Ms., she doesn’t like it.”

      I’ve barely taken off my shoes and rolled up my pant legs before Arden has gone to drag Dare off to another lady. She really is a handful.

      “Alright, boy, who are you to my girl?” Ms. Allen eyes me like I’m under interrogation.

      My mind freezes because nobody needs to know who we are exactly, and from how much Arden doesn’t want us around, I doubt she confessed why we’re here. “Uh, her boyfriend,” is my answer, and the sly woman grins like she’s won the lottery.

      “Her boyfriend, huh? So, the both of you are courting her then?” Say what now? “Do you do it together, or are you in competition with one another?” I’m still stuck on both. When did anyone say Dare was involved as well?

      Wrapping her fragile hand into the crook of my elbow, I guide the woman into the warm water as she waits on my answer. “Together,” I finally reply because it’s what we both want anyways.

      “Interesting. She’s in the spotlight a lot you know.”

      “I do.”

      “She hates it. Can’t stand having her picture taken.” Jenn shakes her head as though she doesn’t like the idea either.

      “I imagine it’s difficult for her,” I say.

      “More than she lets on to anyone. Especially those handsome brothers of hers. If they knew about the man who keeps asking me about her, they’d throw a fit for sure.”

      “What man?”

      She’s oblivious to how tense I’ve become at the revelation. “Gladys Martin’s grandson. He only comes around to ask for money. Such a waste of his generation.” She shakes her head. “He’s the only family poor Gladys has left, and he never stays longer than he has to.”

      “Sounds like a real peach,” I mutter, the wheels in my head turning. “Do you know his name?”

      “I’ve said many bless your hearts to that boy, and he doesn’t have the sense to recognize it for what it is.” She pauses to look up at me with a twinkle in her eye.

      “What’s that?” I can play along.

      “An insult. For him to take a flying leap.” Laughing, I can’t help thinking this woman must have been a handful in her younger days.

      “Do you know his name, Jenn?”

      A moment passes, and I imagine she doesn’t. “Who’s name, dear?”

      “Gladys’ grandson?” I look at her, confused by the turnaround.

      “Dare Waters, don’t you dare do it!” I hear Arden screech and turn to see my friend with her thrown over his shoulder and walking into the ocean. The water running down his hair and into his face and soaking his shirt tells a tale. “Boston!” Her head looks up to me in panic. Waving at her, I laugh out loud when Dare lets her slide down his chest before he takes them both backwards into the water.

      “Oh my!” Jenn coos, clapping her hands, and walks over to her girlfriends a few feet away to enjoy the show.

      As Arden resurfaces sputtering, water dripping down her body, I have a new appreciation for her bathing suit, and my cock jerks when I notice her pebbled nipples behind the triangles covering them.

      I slosh over to them, and her eyes have narrowed on Dare. I see vengeance in my friend’s future. When that same glare slides my way, I know I’ll be in for it as well.

      “I can’t believe you did that!” She pokes Dare in the chest with a finger.

      “You shouldn’t have splashed me.” He shrugs, taking a step closer to her.

      “It barely got you wet!” I can see the smirk on Dare’s face as he advances on her like a predator, and she has no idea. I know exactly what he’s about to do.

      Stepping behind her, I do a quick survey of the beach and take note of everyone watching or ignoring us. No one looks out of place, but I remain aware. Her back hits my chest as she realizes what Dare is doing. Putting my hands on her hips, I pull Arden further into me as Dare’s chest brushes hers.

      “What are you doing?” her breathless voice asks, and I flex my cock against her as Dare leans down. “Oh, my lanta,” she murmurs as his lips capture hers.

      Hot fucking damn.
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   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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