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            WILD FOR THEM

          

          THE WILD SERIES, BOOK THREE

        

      

    

    
      Ingrid

      

      I know two things to be true:  I will never find my soulmate, and it’s all Devlin Spiers and Maddox McColl’s fault.

      My brother’s best friends ruined me during one steamy, unforgettable night.  An unforgettable night I’ve spent the last year trying to forget.

      I’ve done a pretty good job of it, too, if you want the truth.

      Until I make a single mistake.

      I adopted a dog.

      An adorable spitfire of a dog who doesn’t know how to stop howling.

      Now I’m in the fight of my life to keep my dog safe.  I have three weeks to prove my girl deserves another chance.  With the clock ticking, I have no choice but to hire the best dog trainers in the city.

      Too bad it’s the very men I’m trying to avoid.

      Devlin and Maddox are willing to help me win this battle, but keeping my heart and my feelings leashed for them is proving to be the real war.

      

      Author’s Note: This is the third in a series of stand-alone, short and dirty (So.Very.Dirty.) novellas. If you’re looking for quick, one-handed (ahem) reads with insta-love and over-the-top alpha heroes, then the trope-alicious Wild Series is for you!
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        For more information on the Wild Series, go HERE.

      

      

      

      
        
        For a FREE Ramona Gray short story, as well as excerpts of upcoming books and contests and giveaways, sign up for Ramona’s newsletter here.
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        Ingrid

      

      

      If there were an award for worst first date, this date would win hands down.

      I studied the man sitting across the table from me, the background noise of the restaurant and the other diners a comforting, familiar sound.  He was staring at the food on the plate strategically placed between us with equal parts horror and disgust.

      “I can’t eat this,” he said.

      “It’s fried calamari,” I said.  “On your dating profile, you said you loved seafood.”

      “I do,” he said.  “But more along the lines of, like, fish sticks.  My palate is kind of specific and limited to, you know, not weird food.”

      I blinked at him.  After a solid fifteen minutes straight of him bitching about a sport I had zero interest in and sharing a story about how he humiliated a coworker, I didn’t think the date could get worse, but here we were.

      “You told me you were a foodie,” I said slowly.  “We’ve had multiple discussions about the different foods you’ve tried.”

      He made a dismissive wave.  “Everyone exaggerates a little on these dating apps when you’re getting to know someone, Ingrid.”

      “I don’t, Nathan,” I said.

      He rolled his eyes.  “Right.  Like you worked in a Michelin star restaurant.”

      “I did,” I insisted.  “For two years.”

      “Sure, okay.  Listen, this is a nice place and all, but what do you say we hit the In-N-Out down the street, grab a couple of burgers, and head back to my place?”

      “Seriously?” I asked.

      “Yeah, why not?  We both know where this night is heading anyway, right?” Nathan said.  “But if you don’t want my roommate to hear us having sex, we should leave now.  He’ll be home from his gaming tournament by ten.”

      I stared at him, my mind reeling at his fucking audacity.

      The server arrived with perfect timing.  “How is the appetizer?”

      “Yeah, I can’t eat it,” Nathan said.  “It’s gross.”

      Gross?  Christ, was I on a date with a fifteen-year-old?

      “I’m so sorry to hear that,” the server said.  “Could I have the chef make you a different appetizer?”

      “Eh, I don’t think so.  In fact, we’ve changed our mind and want the bill,” Nathan said.  “Right, Ingrid?”

      The server turned to me, and I sighed and opened my purse.  I put some cash on the table.  “This will cover my drink, my half of the appetizer, and the tip.  Goodbye, Nathan.”

      I stood and headed toward the door, keeping my back straight, and pretending like it didn’t matter that yet another date had ended disastrously.

      I was halfway to my car in the parking lot when Nathan caught up to me.  “What the hell, Ingrid?”

      He grabbed my arm, pulling me to a stop, and I stared at his hand.  “Take your hand off me, Nathan.”

      He flushed but dropped my arm.  “You just fucking walked out and left me in there like an asshole with everyone staring at me.”

      “You lied to me,” I said.  “I’m not interested in continuing the date.”

      “Everyone lies on the dating apps,” he said.  “Christ, Ingrid, don’t be such a stuck-up bitch about it.  You pretend to believe me when I say I teach skiing to underprivileged kids, and I pretend to believe you when you say you worked at a Michelin star restaurant. Then we go home, and we fuck.”

      “Oh my God,” I said.  “You lied about the skiing thing?”

      He rolled his eyes.  “C’mon, man, are you even listening to me?”

      “Why should I when you’re such a fucking liar,” I said.

      The exasperation on his face changed to anger in a heartbeat, and he took my arm again.  “I said stop being a bitch, Ingrid.”

      “And I said let go of my arm, Nathan.”  I gave him a pointed look.  “The date is over.”

      “What if I don’t want it to be over?” he said, stepping closer and giving me what he probably thought was a dangerous sneer.  “What if I think you owe me a little something for all the fucking time I spent chatting to you before you’d even agree to one goddamn date with me?”

      “I think if you don’t let go of me right now, you’ll be the sorriest motherfucker on the planet,” I said with a pleasant smile.

      “You’d better listen to her, buddy.”

      I froze at the familiar voice.  My pulse, which hadn’t increased a lick even with Nathan the motherfucker’s thinly-veiled threats, immediately went into overdrive, and it suddenly seemed way too difficult to breathe in the cool night air.

      “Get lost, asshole,” Nathan said without taking his gaze from mine.  “This doesn’t concern you.”

      “I can’t wait to see this cocksucker get his ass kicked.  How about you, Mads?”

      I swallowed hard.  Of course, Maddox was with Devlin.  You never had one without the other.

      The two men stepped into the circle of light from the streetlight above us, both dark-haired, both deliciously sexy, and both the bane of my very existence.

      “Who the fuck are you?”  Nathan glanced over at them, his brow creasing.

      I knew what he was thinking.  Nathan was well over six feet tall and built large.  Mads and Devlin were both around the 5’10 mark and lean.  They were strong, I knew precisely how damn strong they were, but to a man like Nathan, they would look weak.

      Too bad Nathan didn’t realize it wasn’t Mads and Dev he needed to be worried about.

      “Do you need some help, Ingrid?”  Mads didn’t even spare a glance at Nathan.

      Dev grinned and nudged him.  “Dude, you know she doesn’t.”

      “Let go of my arm, Nathan.  Last chance,” I said.

      He ignored me, puffing out his chest and glaring at Mads and Dev.  “Get fucking lost.  Now.”

      Dev’s grin widened before his gaze slipped to mine.  “Get him, tiger.”

      I placed my hand on top of Nathan’s, peeling it off and then twisting his arm so his palm faced me and his elbow bent slightly.  I grabbed his hand with both my hands and forced his wrist downwards with brutal pressure, locking the joint.

      Nathan immediately screamed and fell to his knees, and pissed off by his lying and his threats, I couldn’t help but feel a small amount of glee when I applied more pressure, and he screamed again.

      Maybe this night wasn’t turning out so terribly after all.
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        * * *

      

      Nathan’s wailing echoed in the air, and I rolled my eyes before releasing the pressure the tiniest bit.  Ignoring Dev and Mads, I said, “Listen to me, Nathan.”

      “Fuck you,” Nathan snarled.

      I bent his wrist again, and he screeched fresh agony into the world.  Trying not to smile, I said, “Are you ready to listen now?”

      “Yes!” he screamed.  “Fucking, yes!”

      “Good.”  I eased off on the pressure.  “I’m going to let you go in a few minutes, and your first instinct will be to attack me.  Because I’ve hurt you and embarrassed you, and for men like you, there is nothing worse than being embarrassed by a woman.”

      Nathan stared at me, his eyes bulging in his sweaty, red face.

      “I understand your instinct to try to hurt me, but I’m here to tell you that’s a terrible idea, Nathan.  I am proficient in Krav Maga,” I added more pressure on his wrist until he moaned, ”and I know how to target the vulnerable points.  I’ve also been practicing BJJ -”

      Dev leaned in, his handsome face lit with boyish joy.  “That stands for Brazilian Jiu-Jitsu, Nathan.”

      Nathan groaned hoarsely as I gave Devlin a pointed look.  He held up his hands and dropped back beside Mads.

      I turned back to Nathan.  “I’ve been practicing BJJ since I was twelve years old.  I am very, very good at it.  You tackle me, try to take me down, and I guaran-fucking-tee you, I will have you in a submission hold faster than you can say fish stick.”

      I leaned in close, my face only inches from Nathan’s sweaty one as I applied more pressure.  “Nothing would make me happier than for you to do something incredibly stupid like attack me.  Do you believe me, Nathan?”

      “Yes,” he moaned, tears sliding down his cheeks and snot bubbling at his nose.

      “And are you going to attack me?”

      “No!”  He gave me a panicked look.  “No, I swear.  Just please… it hurts so bad.”

      “I know,” I said soothingly before turning up the pressure one last time.  He screamed, and I released him, stepping back and watching as Nathan rubbed at his wrist and hand before climbing to his feet.

      He stared sullenly at me before swiping the snot away with the back of his hand.  “You’re a fucking -”

      “Don’t say it, Nathan,” I said.  “Not unless you want me to hurt you again.”

      He recoiled, holding his hand against his chest, his eyes darting from me to Dev and Mads before back to me.  “Who the fuck are you?”

      “I told you, a food blogger.  Have a good night.”

      He turned to flee, and I called his name, smiling when his back stiffened, and he gave me a cautious look over his shoulder.

      “Lose my number, sweetheart.”

      Nathan’s mouth twisted, turning his handsome face into something ugly and cruel, but he just snarled under his breath and stalked away, his movements jittery and wild.

      I waited until he had gotten into his car and driven out of the parking lot in a squeal of burning rubber and cratered ego before turning to face two men who made me a fuck of a lot more nervous than Nathan ever would.

      We stared at each other for a few seconds before Dev said, “I am so turned on right now.”

      “Dev,” Mads snapped.

      “What?  I am,” Dev said.  “You could see my erection from space.”

      My face heated, and it took everything in me not to drop my gaze to Dev’s dick.  Instead, I said, “What are you doing here?”

      “Going out to eat,” Mads said, raising one dark eyebrow.  “People eat, Pix.”

      “Don’t call me that.”  My voice was too loud.

      Devlin sighed.  “We weren’t following you, Ingrid, if that’s what you think.”

      “Why would I think that?”

      “I don’t know, I just…”

      Silence filled the spaces between us, and Devlin gave Mads a look.  A ‘help me fix this’ look that just made me a little angry, a lot sad, and filled me with an overwhelming sense of loss that brought hot tears to my eyes.

      I blinked them back viciously before giving them a strained smile.  “Enjoy your dinner.”

      I walked past them, my stomach clenching when Mads said, “Ingrid.”

      “Yeah?”  I didn’t turn around, afraid I would throw myself at them if I did.

      “It was good to see you.”

      My bitter laugh made my own heart hurt.  “Right.  Good night, boys.”
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        Maddox

      

      

      “The grease from the damn burgers is leaking through the bag,” Dev grumbled before dropping the bag onto the floor of the SUV.

      “Hey!”  I glared at him before turning my gaze back to the road.  “I don’t want to eat a smushed floor burger, asshole.”

      “I don’t want to eat fucking In-N-Out burgers at all,” Dev said.  “We can’t hit up a gross fast food joint drive-thru and completely abandon our restaurant plan just because Ingrid has been to said restaurant with a date.  Besides, her date went like shit.”

      I didn’t reply.  What could I say?  Devlin wasn’t wrong.  I didn’t want to be in a restaurant where Ingrid had sat with a date, maybe laughed at his shitty jokes, maybe even contemplated taking him home and fucking him, even if that date had ended badly.

      I snorted.  Ending badly was the fucking understatement of the year.  Still, I couldn’t deny that it had turned me on just as much as Dev to see Ingrid hand that little prick his ass.  God, she was so fucking hot, and her ability to take care of herself just made me want her more.

      “Speaking of dating - are we ever going to start dating again because it’s been a year and I’m getting real tired of my own fucking hand.”  Dev stared moodily out the window.

      “We never date,” I said.

      He rolled his eyes, and his usual lighthearted attitude abruptly disappeared.  “Fine.  Fucking.  When are we going to start fucking a woman again?”

      My stomach curdled.  After being with Ingrid, the thought of touching another woman made me want to barf.  I wasn’t sure when I would be ready to move on.  Or if I ever would.

      I thought Devlin was still in the same space as me.  But now it sounded like he was ready to move on, and as much as I wanted to be there with him, I just wasn’t.  And without me, Dev would be stuck with nothing but an extra-large bottle of lube and his own hand, exactly like I was.

      We’d been having threesomes with women from the very start of our sexual experiences.  I could count on one hand the number of times I’d slept with a woman without Dev being there, and both times had been years ago.  Even now, just thinking about fucking a woman without Dev made my dick shrivel.  I knew for certain I wouldn’t be able to fuck a woman on my own, and until this moment, I would have sworn on a stack of Bibles that Dev felt the same.

      “Is that what you really want?  To go back to fucking women who aren’t her?” I asked.

      Devlin sighed, the sound loud in the quiet of the SUV.  “Fuck.  No.”

      Relief poured through me even as I sympathized with Dev.

      “It’s been a year,” Dev said.

      “I know.”

      “An entire fucking year and this is the first time we’ve had a conversation with her since that night.”

      “I know.”

      “She avoids us too fucking well, and sooner or later Nash is gonna notice and ask what the fuck is up with his sister and us.  The only reason he hasn’t already noticed is because he’s been obsessed with Clover for the last nine months.”

      “I know.”

      “Can you say something other than I fucking know.  Christ, Mads!”  Dev glared at me as we left the city and headed to the rancher we lived in, only a short distance from our training center.

      “There’s nothing else to say,” I said.

      “Yeah.  We’re screwed,” Dev said.

      “We’re not screwed.  That’s part of the problem.”

      “Don’t I fucking know it.  I love sex more than you,” Dev said.

      “Bullshit,” I said.

      “I’m better at it, too.”

      Dev’s natural sunny positivity was reappearing.  I was glad to see it.  One of us had to be the sunshine in this grumpy/sunshine pairing, and it sure as shit wouldn’t be me.

      “Bull-fucking-shit,” I said, making him grin.

      The smile didn’t last long as he stared moodily out the window.  “She can’t be ours, Mads.”

      “I know.  Believe me, I know better than you do.”

      Hurt washed over Dev’s face, just for a minute, but I immediately felt like a bastard.  “Christ, I’m sorry, Dev.  I shouldn’t have said that.”

      “It’s fine,” Dev said.  “It was worse for you.  They weren’t my parents.”

      “They loved you like a son, and still do,” I said.  “You’re as much their kid as I am.”

      “Yeah,” Dev sighed.

      “Speaking of, did you get Mom’s email invite to Amir’s birthday party?”

      “I did.  You going?”

      I turned onto the road leading to the training center.  “I don’t know.”

      “He’s good to your mom, Mads.”

      “He’s also bland as fucking toast, and we both know Mom settled for him.”

      “For the last eight years?”

      I just shrugged as we drove past the training center.  Five minutes later, I pulled into the driveway of our rancher.  I killed the engine, and we sat silently, listening to the engine tick as it cooled.

      “Pix looked good tonight.  Smelled good, too,” Dev said.

      “Stop talking about how good she looked and smelled, Dev.”

      “Can’t help it.”

      “We can’t be with her.”  I reached for the fast food bag still sitting on the floor between Dev’s feet.  I opened my door and slid out.  “That night was a mistake.”

      Dev’s voice was low, but I had no trouble hearing him.  “It was, but I still miss her.”

      My hand clenched into a fist around the paper bag I carried.  “I know.”
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      “Uh oh, that is not the face of a woman who had a great first date.”  My best friend, Samara, closed her laptop and tucked her feet under herself as I collapsed next to her on the couch.

      “Sorry to come over unannounced,” I said.

      “Like that’s ever a problem.”  Samara brushed off my apology.  “Tell me what happened with Nathan.”

      I picked at my nail as Samara’s cat, Bean, weaved around my feet before jumping into my lap with a soft meow.  I petted her, smiling a little at her loud purring.  “What are you working on?”

      Samara glanced at her closed laptop.  “Marketing.  I need to get some new ads out there before the business goes completely under.”

      I gave her a sympathetic look.  “Maybe the dating apps are just too much of a competition, babe.”

      She shook her head.  “It isn’t that.  It’s because I’m single.”

      “Bullshit,” I said.

      “It’s true.”  Samara stared at her bare left hand.  “No one trusts a matchmaker who’s single.”

      “You could wear a fake wedding band,” I said.  “Photoshop a random dude into a picture with you for your desk.”

      “I can’t lie to clients,” she said.

      “Is it lying, though?”  I petted Bean again, who sprawled out on my lap and batted at my fingers.  “If you never actually say you’re married, and people just assume based on a photo and a ring, that’s not on you.”

      She gave me a look, and I sighed.  “Yeah, okay, it’s lying.”

      “It is, and if I don’t have my client’s trust, they won’t believe I can find them the perfect partner.”  Samara scooped her auburn hair into a messy bun using one of the multiple hair ties around her wrist.  “I don’t want to talk about my failing business.  I want to talk about why you won’t talk about your date with Nathan.”

      “Because it was a bust,” I said.  “He spent the first ten minutes bitching about his football team losing, then shared some story about how he embarrassed his coworker at work because the guy was a ‘dumbass’, and then told me fried calamari was gross, and he wasn’t eating it.”

      “I thought he was a foodie,” Samara said.  “You texted tons about different cuisines with him.”

      “He lied,” I said morosely, running my fingers through Bean’s soft fur.  “He thinks fish sticks are exotic, and he also lied about teaching skiing to underprivileged children.”

      “Asshole,” Samara said.

      “You haven’t even heard the worst - or best, depending on how you look at it - part,” I said.

      Samara leaned forward.  “Oh, do tell.”

      I quickly told her about Nathan making an ass of himself in the parking lot, and Samara’s obvious delight cheered me up marginally.

      “What a troll,” she said when I was finished.  “I’m glad you humiliated him.  I just wish you’d had an audience for your humiliation.”

      I pinched my lips together, but it wasn’t like I couldn’t tell Samara.  I didn’t keep anything from her and never would.  “Dev and Mads were there.”

      Samara’s mouth dropped open, and she didn’t react when Bean hopped into her lap and butted her face against Samara’s chin.

      After a few seconds, she said, “What do you mean, they were there?”

      “In the parking lot.  They showed up around the same time I put Nathan on his knees.”

      “How do you feel about that?”  Samara said carefully.

      I couldn’t help but laugh.  “Take it down a notch, Miss Therapist.”

      Samara grinned before petting Bean roughly.  “Did you talk to them?”

      “Briefly.  It was… fine.”

      She cocked an eyebrow at me.  “Define ‘fine’.”

      I sighed.  “They looked really fucking good, and they smelled really fucking good, and Mads called me Pix, and then I kind of got mad and left and cried in my car, and then drove straight here.”

      “Oh, honey.”  Samara leaned forward and took my hand.  “I’m sorry.”

      “It’s fine,” I said.

      “It isn’t.  You haven’t spoken to them since the night.”

      I smiled a little.  “You don’t have to emphasize the word, Samara.”

      “I absolutely do,” she said.  “I think a night where you fucked both of your brother’s best friends and had the best orgasms of your life deserves to be emphasized.”

      “You’re not wrong,” I said.

      “I rarely am.”

      “It was a mistake,” I said.

      “Only because they were colossal assholes the next morning.”

      “Colossal,” I agreed before lapsing into silence.

      Samara sat silently with me.  The only sound in the room was Bean’s loud purring as Samara combed her fingers through her fur.

      Finally, she said, “You can’t keep avoiding them, babe.”

      “Sure, I can.  It’s a big city.”

      “They’re Nash’s best friends.  Didn’t you tell me that Nash was starting to realize something was up?  And his girlfriend, Parsley -”

      “Clover,” I laughed.  “Her name is Clover, not Parsley, you dork.  And she’s his fiancée, and amazing, and when you meet her, you’ll love her as much as I do.”

      “Sure, okay,” Samara said, “but you did say that Clover definitely knows something is up between the three of you.  What if she says something to Nash?”

      “She won’t,” I said.

      Samara took my hand again.  “You have to figure out how to live with the fact that you banged them, honey, and then move on.”

      “I have,” I said.  “I’ve been on a bunch of dates the last three months.”

      “None of which went past the first one,” Samara said.  “You haven’t even had sex since the night.”

      “I’m aware,” I said.  “Trust me, both me and my vibrator are very aware of how long it’s been since I’ve had sex.”

      “The best way to get over someone is to get under someone else, right?”  Samara said.  “Only you need to bang, like, twice the number of dudes because you need to get over Devlin and Maddox.”

      “I’m trying,” I said.  “I’m on three different dating apps.”

      “It’s not working.”

      “I know.  Which is why I’m hiring you.”

      Samara blinked at me.  “What?”

      “I’m hiring you.  You’re a matchmaker, match me to my dream guy and make me forget all about Dev and Mads.”

      “Honey.”  Samara nudged Bean off her lap and slid closer to me on the couch.  She took both my hands in hers and stared solemnly at me. “Sweetheart, you know I would like nothing better than to find the person of your dreams, but you’re not ready.”

      “I am ready,” I said.

      “You’re not,” she said gently.  “That lying, damp noodle, Nathan, aside, the reason your previous dates haven’t worked is because you’re still in love with Dev and Mads.  You were in love with them even before you slept with them last year.”

      I didn’t want to cry, but the hot tears spilled down my cheeks anyway.  “I don’t know how to stop loving them.”

      “I know.”  Samara wrapped her arms around me, and I leaned against her.  “Can I give you some advice, babe?”

      “Yeah,” I sniffed.

      “I think this whole avoiding thing isn’t working.  You need to talk to them and clear the air about that night.  You don’t have to share with them that you love them or anything, but telling them just how much they hurt you will help you move on.”

      “I miss them,” I whispered.

      She made a soft, sympathetic sound.  “I know, and I’m so sorry, but they don’t want a relationship.  It’s time for you to move on.”
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