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      Dear Reader,

      

      The important stuff first: This is BOOK TWO of a four book series that follows the romance of five characters. So if you decided to skip Book One, you might be a little lost. However, if you’re looking for the smut, you’ve come to the right place. This is the longest book in the series so far, but breaking it anywhere else would have been a tragedy. This cliffie... *chef’s kiss*

      The book does have a plot! Part of the plot is the sex so, it works. The other plot is worth it too, but I really like writing smut. Yes, we have a rough ride ahead of us, but we will get to the happily ever after because this book is first and foremost a romance.

      Fair warning, I like group scenes and because there’s only so many ways to fit that many bodies together, I apologize if it seems repetitive. Sara is a very lucky girl, who apparently doesn’t get UTIs or only a little sore, but she soldiers through it (look it’s a fantasy, let the poor girl live a little).

      Obsession was originally written as a serial. If you read the serial, you may find some changes where it makes sense to help make the serial into books. This book ranges from episode 42 – 97.

      Now a little airing of the dirty laundry, if you have issues with primal, dp, bondage, brat behavior, kidnapping, other women making drama, slapping of said other woman, or discreet public play (not done for an audience), this probably isn’t the book for you. If that sounds like a good time, we should be friends. For a fuller list of content warnings, check out my website.

      

      XOXOXO,

      C.S. Berry

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Federal Reserve

          

        

      

    

    
      Dante

      “Tom may be in serious danger.” Agent Jacob Price meets Sara’s eyes.

      We sit in Drew’s office, staring at the badge Jacob Price just dropped on the table in front of us. Tom has been in trouble before, but never something that involved the Feds. That they found us at the Veiled Vixen made this even more questionable.

      The desire to hold Sara close to me is outweighed by the need to keep her safe. Not that I should hold her right now. It should only take me a moment to verify these guys are for real.

      I pick up the badge and glance at Jacob, holding up my phone for permission. When he nods, I take a picture and send it to my friend in the FBI. Ethan offers his badge, and I take a picture of it as well. She’ll let me know if this is legit and send me photos of the agents associated with the badges.

      Until she gives me the thumbs up, I don’t trust these men. Rhea and I went to college together. We’ve kept in contact, but I try not to use her except in emergencies. FBI agents talking to Sara about Tom seems like an emergency.

      I step back behind the couch again and send her a text.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me:

      

      
        Situation. This real?

      

      

      

      

      

      Slipping my phone into my pocket, I focus on the two men in front of us. No one has said a word since they whipped out their badges. Wyatt is tense beside me. Finn’s fingers twitch next to Sara’s thigh like he wants to hold her hand.

      Drew has Sara’s other hand on his lap. His thumb strokes over her white knuckles in a soothing motion. This is the part I don’t think is going to work in the real world. Drew touching her doesn’t bother me, but not being able to give her comfort will be difficult. Not being able to hold her in my arms when she’s trembling makes me want to punch something.

      “You’re FBI?” Sara’s voice shakes.

      Fuck it. I put my hand on her shoulder. It’s something a friend would do. She relaxes under my touch. I’ve touched her for years. It would be weirder if I didn’t.

      “Yes, ma’am.” Jacob leans back in his chair. Ethan watches us like a hawk and his gaze lingers on my hand on Sara, but fuck him. When he turns his gaze to me, I narrow my eyes at him. He can think what he wants, but I’m not giving him anything until we know exactly who he is and what he’s after.

      “What does this have to do with Tom leaving?” Wyatt asks.

      Jacob turns to Wyatt. “We were alerted about a week ago to some transactions that seemed unusual. The tip came in anonymously and the caller didn’t indicate who the company was.”

      He’s holding the real shit back, but that makes sense. If he knows Tom is on the run, then he might assume Tom is running from his business partners.

      “Again, what does this have to do with Tom?” Wyatt crosses his arms over his chest.

      “We can’t divulge that information.” Jacob clasps his hands. “We need to find Tom Morris as soon as possible. We’re hoping he would be in contact with his family.”

      “You said he was in danger?” Sara leans into my hand. I don’t release her.

      My phone buzzes and I take it out.

      
        
          
            
              
        Rhea:

      

      
        Legit. White-collar crime division.

      

      

      

      

      

      Fuck. I hold my phone out for Wyatt to read. His lips tighten slightly. After checking that the pictures she sent me match Jacob Price and Ethan Martinez, I put my phone away.

      What the fuck has Tom gotten into this time?

      Jacob’s suspicious gaze roams over all of us. Four men surrounding Sara, protecting her. Or intimidating her. They could take it either way.

      I slide my hand to the couch beside her. “Why do you think Tom has anything to do with this anonymous tip?”

      Ethan notes something on his pad of paper before returning his gaze to mine. “We don’t necessarily.”

      “Then why bring up the anonymous tip at all?” Drew asks. “Seems like someone is on a fishing expedition and didn’t bring the correct bait.”

      Jacob takes a deep breath. “We’d like to speak to Ms. Morris alone.”

      “No.” Wyatt doesn’t look away from Jacob.

      Finn smiles. “Look, we don’t know you and we don’t trust you. Sara is under our protection while her brother is out of town. We won’t let her out of our sights, so if you want to ask her questions, go ahead. She’s free to answer as she likes.”

      Ethan’s gaze narrows on each of us.

      “Fine. Ms. Morris, would you like to speak to us in private?”

      “No. I’m comfortable speaking around these men.” Sara touches my hand. “What does the FBI want with my brother?”

      Jacob leans forward, clasping his hands between his knees. “That’s confidential. Has he been in contact with you?”

      “That’s confidential,” she parrots. I squeeze her shoulder. Now isn’t the time to be a brat.

      Jacob’s lips pinch and he glances at Ethan.

      Ethan puts his notepad in his pocket and focuses on Sara. “Ms. Morris, our intentions are to keep your brother safe.”

      “How do I know you aren’t the reason he’s in danger?” She straightens.

      “We’re the FBI, ma’am.” As if that makes them the good guys.

      “Sara, just tell them.” I squeeze her shoulder again and she looks up at me with those pale green eyes.

      Sara sighs and turns back to the agents. “Tom texted that he was leaving for a while and that’s the last I heard from him.”

      She leans forward, putting her hands on her knees. “Now, tell me what my brother has gotten himself into.”

      Her gaze goes between the two, probably looking for which one will crack.

      Ethan clears his throat. “We’re not confident, but we think he may have information that could help with our case.”

      “How does that put him in danger?” She doesn’t back down.

      “The group we’re investigating doesn’t leave a money trail. And are very good about hiding the bodies.”

      Sara’s mouth tightens into a line as she straightens.

      “Is Sara at risk?” I ask.

      “No,” Jacob says. “She doesn’t know anything, so it’s unlikely. If Tom contacts you, please call us immediately or give him our number.”

      Jacob holds out a card and Finn takes it, shoving it in his pocket.

      “We’ll be in touch.” Ethan stands and Jacob joins him.

      Drew leads them out the door, leaving us alone. Wyatt and I round the couch. He sits across from Sara on the ottoman while I wrap my arm around her shoulders and draw her into me. She drags in a breath and relaxes.

      “He’s really in trouble this time, isn’t he?” Her gaze flicks between the three of us.

      “Seems to be.” Which makes it all the more frustrating. Why hasn’t he called or contacted us in some way?

      “This is what Tom is good at though. Hiding from his problems.” Finn shakes his head. “If they thought you were in trouble⁠—‍”

      “The townhouse was broken into.” Wyatt shoves to his feet and paces back and forth. “We’re clueless to who might be part of whatever Tom is running from. Fuck, for all we know Drew is part of it.”

      Sara’s brows pinch together. “Why would you think Drew is part of it?”

      “You two happen to start dating after Tom leaves? He owns a club Tom frequents, where he meets with people? I don’t know, trouble. I need to protect you and that means looking at everything.” He pauses in front of her.

      When their eyes lock, she’s not smiling. “One, I’m the one who decided to date Drew. He never contacted me. I made the first move.”

      She stands and glares up at him with her hands on her hips. “Two, even Finn knew about this club. Come on. None of us knew he owned it, and most likely, Tom didn’t know either.”

      Wyatt stands perfectly still.

      “Maybe you’re just jealous Drew is here at all.”

      He grabs the back of her neck and drags her against his body. She gasps at the sudden movement, but she also softens beneath his touch.

      “He’s here for you, trouble.” Wyatt lifts her so she’s on her tiptoes. Her hands brace on his chest. “You are the only reason he’s here. Finn, Dante, and I are here for you, but also because we’re friends. None of us could have you without hurting the others. So do I have reservations about the guy I barely know that I just let fuck my best friend’s sister? Yeah, I do.”

      She pushes at his chest but doesn’t move an inch. “Fuck you, Wyatt. He’s not part of whatever Tom is into. You just want any reason to hate him because he’s the only one that could’ve taken me completely away from all of you.”

      Wyatt growls and lowers his face to hers. “You’re mine, trouble. No one can take you from me now.”

      Finn gives me a look. We need to de-escalate this situation. As one, we stand.

      “Wyatt—‍”

      Wyatt’s dark eyes meet mine. He’s in control, but just barely.

      “I’m fine.” He closes his eyes and draws in a breath. When he opens his eyes, he’s better and turns to Sara. “Once we negotiate our contract, I can’t wait to punish you.”

      She arches an eyebrow. “Are you going to spank me like a naughty school girl, sir?”

      Fuck. Leave it to Sara to throw gasoline on a smoldering fire.

      His mouth crashes over hers. Finn sighs and walks over to the bar, gesturing with his head for me to follow.

      “Those two are going to hate fuck every night, aren’t they?” Finn hands me a glass of scotch.

      I glance back. Sara’s hands are tangled in Wyatt’s hair while he holds her in place, one hand on the back of her neck and the other on her ass. She’s making these little noises of pleasure. Finn’s not wrong.

      “The years aren’t just going to fall away since they’re fucking now. She’s mad at him for ignoring her and he’s frustrated from having to ignore her.” I shake my head and sip my scotch, trying to process that interview. “Do you think Tom knows what he’s gotten himself into?”

      Finn scoffs. “Does he ever?”

      “We need to be careful.”

      Wyatt lowers Sara onto the couch. Drew walks in and shakes his head at Wyatt and Sara.

      “Someone should splash cold water on those two.” Drew walks over to the bar and Finn hands him a glass. “Or ask them to take off their clothes.”

      Drew smirks as he watches. I get it. The passion between them burns fucking hot.

      He takes a drink and glances at us. “The fucking FBI? What the fuck are you guys dragging me into?”

      “Pretty sure it’s Sara who dragged you into it.” Finn grins. “And it’s not us. It’s Tom. He has a knack for making things go sideways fast, but usually he catches it before it goes too far.”

      “Every bad plan we had in high school came from Tom.” I smile. “But that guy has a guardian angel or something on his back because he always knows when it’s time to stop or run. Worked out great for us when we were teens.”

      When the sound of a zipper releasing breaks the silence, Drew says loudly, “Can you two not fuck in my office? At least let me be the first one to fuck Sara in my office.”

      Sara jerks her head back and turns her passion-laden gaze to us. “What now then?”

      Wyatt nuzzles her throat and she sucks in a breath.

      “Maybe we should talk about Tom and why he’s got the Feds on him?” I offer. I’d much rather continue fucking Sara, but priorities.

      Wyatt brushes his lips over hers before they both sit up and straighten their clothes. “We should go back to our apartment.”

      Sara quirks an eyebrow at him and he sighs.

      “You should come with us, Drew.”

      Drew laughs. “We’ll be best friends before you know it.”

      Something tells me it’s going to take a little time for that to happen.

      Sara bites her lip as she looks at each of us. “I don’t want today to be over yet. Tom already took years from us. The Fed problem will still exist tomorrow morning. Is it possible to stay together through the night?”

      “You want all of us to sleep together?” My skepticism is high. It’s one thing to all fuck around each other, but to sleep together? Fuck, I think the last time Finn, Wyatt, and I even slept in the same room was because we passed out drunk in the living room.

      She shrugs and looks a little hopeful. Wyatt’s right, she is trouble. I want to do everything to make her happy.

      “There’s this hotel suite with an extra-large king.” Drew steps forward and cups her cheek. “Fit for a princess and her bulldogs.”

      “I’ll book it.” Finn doesn’t even ask which hotel as he pulls out his phone. Why am I not surprised?

      “Do you want to raid the room here for anything, princess?” Drew kisses her and she grins.

      “I know one thing we’ll definitely need.” Her gaze collides with mine.

      That look tells me she’s going to tie me to something again. “Anything you want, pip.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            Opportunity Cost

          

        

      

    

    
      Sara

      We didn’t think through the hotel idea. Like how we’re all going to get in without drawing attention. But I didn’t want to go back to the suite at the club. Not after the Feds found us there. If they know I’m going there, who else knows?

      My mother would kill me if it got out that I was secretly going into a gentlemen’s club during the day. It’s not what a lady should do.

      Neither is four guys at a time, but fuck, does it feel fantastic.

      It was already dark outside when we left the club. A weird, surreal feeling fills me as the morning and afternoon activities flood my brain. I lost my virginity and fucked the four of these guys. I lost track of the number of times I came. The world should have changed, because I feel brand new.

      Drew helps me out of the car and ducks his head back in. “Drive around the block a few times and come in one at a time. I’ll text you the room number and the code to get in the elevator.”

      Wyatt’s eyes narrow on him. But what else can we do? Walk through like we’re all going to the same room? There’s always someone from society staying here. Always someone watching. Mom would kill me if I ruined my reputation after she tried so hard to keep it pristine.

      One guy would already make her side eye me, but if I went with all four? She wants me to date, not spread myself around.

      “Don’t let her out of your sight.” Dante leans forward and meets my eyes. “Behave, pip.”

      I grin because I have absolutely no intention of behaving.

      Drew turns me so we’re heading into the hotel. “I’m tempted to get a room just for us, princess, but I’m sure your bulldogs will knock on every door looking.”

      Smiling, I shake my head. “It would be a whole thing, and since we’re trying to stay on the down low, probably not the best course of action.”

      He smirks. “As it is, society will probably gossip about the two of us checking into a hotel.”

      I run my hand down his chest and look up into his brown eyes. “That will give them plenty to keep them busy. My mother will probably call me first thing in the morning to talk to me about discretion.”

      “Then we better make tonight count.” Drew leads me up to the counter. It’s not the main counter though. This part of the hotel is a little more private than the lobby. It’s for the exclusive guests.

      When we approach, a woman in a business suit glances up at us with a welcoming smile. “Mr. Young, it’s good to see you again.”

      Again. I shake my head as he smiles at her. He’s a player. I knew that before inviting him out on a date. He even told me amusing stories about when he fucked three women during the same time frame, but that reputation doesn’t always match up with the guy I’m getting to know.

      Half the reason I wanted him was because he was willing to fuck anything and everyone. I didn’t realize he’d want me for a relationship. Not that I’m complaining, but it’s odd.

      “A pleasure as always, Heather.” Drew wraps his arm around my waist and pulls me in tight against him.

      “Do you want one of our premium suites?” Her smile encompasses me. It seems genuinely warm.

      “Not tonight. It’s a rather special night and we’ve booked the premier suite.” He taps his finger on the counter and gives her a smile meant to disarm.

      Her cheeks flush as she brings it up. “Of course, I have it right here. How many keys would you like?”

      “Five please.” He glances down at me. His eyes sparkle with amusement. “I’m always misplacing those pesky cards.”

      He tucks a strand of hair behind my ear. His touch is whisper soft and a shiver works through me. My gaze darts behind us to see if anyone is watching.

      “Give me a few seconds.” Heather types on her keyboard. “Ah, there we go.”

      She puts the cards in an envelope. “You also can tell your guests your code to let them in. Dinner will be served in an hour.”

      “Dinner?” I raise my eyebrow.

      “Can’t have you starve, princess.” He nods to Heather. “Thank you.”

      “Have a good night.” She waves to us as we head to the elevator.

      Drew taps the card on the reader and presses the button for the top floor. He leans back against the wall and draws me between his legs. “So many new experiences we can share, princess. Never fucked in an elevator.”

      I glance down at my jeans and smirk up at him. “Not exactly dressed for a quickie in an elevator.”

      “Who said anything about a quickie?” He captures my lips and I fall into his kiss. He’s dangerous in a way the others aren’t. His reputation is already a mess. That’s the one thing my mom would have against me dating him. But fuck, does it make it fun.

      He turns so I’m pressed against the wall as he hovers over me. Our foreheads touch and we pant to catch our breath. His dark eyes search mine as he cups my breast through my shirt and bra, toying with me, daring me to let him continue.

      I suck in a breath as my nipples tighten. Sparks cascade down my spine. Any minute the elevator could stop on one of these floors. Someone could step in and see us. Somehow that makes me want to push the envelope, not slow down.

      Grabbing his belt, I arch an eyebrow as I slide it loose. His smile is all the encouragement I need. I quickly undo his button and his zipper. Reaching inside, I draw his cock out.

      He smirks. “What are you going to do now, princess?”

      I wet my lips and glance at the slowly rising numbers. “Guess I’ll have to be quick.”

      Sliding down the elevator wall, I drop to my knees to take his cock into my mouth and deep into my relaxed throat.

      “Fuck,” he whispers harshly. His hand sinks into my hair as I swallow around his tip before sliding off. I gaze up into his dark eyes as he watches my every move. Working him fast, I cup his balls with one hand while the other strokes his base. The noises he makes have me pressing my thighs together at the growing ache. I suck and lick every inch of him.

      He grips my hair and pushes me all the way onto his cock, pressing my nose against his abs. I swallow around him as he groans low in his throat. The elevator doors open behind him as his cum hits the back of my throat.

      Swallowing, I don’t move from my position. He draws me off and tucks his cock into his pants. It’s quiet so I assume we’re on our floor. When the doors start to close, he leans back and hits the button to keep the doors open as I stand and stride out of the elevator.

      He stalks me with every step. My heart races. My blood is pumping. I’m wet and aching with need. We don’t exit into a hallway but into the suite. It’s large, with a bar and floor-to-ceiling glass windows. The cityscape is the only illumination. There’s a living room and a dining area. All beautifully appointed.

      Drew gives me a half smile as I turn to back away from him. He drops his wallet and the keycards next to the fresh flowers on the console table. He jerks his shirt off over his head and kicks off his shoes.

      My back collides with the windows overlooking the city, but he doesn’t stop.

      “I’m impressed and not surprised that my little whore gives good head.” He pauses to strip out of his pants and boxers. He’s stark naked, all tight and sculpted muscle. My mouth waters, longing to taste every inch of him. His cock is already hard again. I tighten my thighs together, needing relief. His gaze drops to my thighs. “Did sucking on me make you hot and bothered?”

      He closes in on me and his warmth covers me. I tip my chin up to meet his eyes.

      “Yes.” No reason to lie. He could dip his hand between my legs and find out.

      The backs of his fingers graze my lips. “Such talent. I should just make you suck me off all night.”

      I moan at the thought of getting him off over and over while being denied my own pleasure. Fuck, what if all I did was suck the guys off all night? How tightly wound would I be by morning?

      He smirks. “You love the thought of me making you my whore, don’t you?”

      “Only because you like it too.” I dare him to deny it. “That’s why you liked playing with those other women. You liked the power they gave you.”

      “What power do you want, princess?” His eyes soften as he lifts my shirt up.

      When I raise my arms, he pulls it off and drops it. A shiver rolls through me at the heat in his eyes. “I want to do everything I never could before.”

      He kneels before me. Lifting my foot, he takes off my sandal and tosses it behind him before taking off the other. After sliding his hands up the outside of my legs, he reaches for the button on my jeans.

      When he undoes the button, he pauses to kiss the skin behind it. I suck in a breath at the arousal swelling inside me at seeing his lips pressed against me.

      “I think you want your own power, princess.” He draws down the zipper, kissing me between the opening. “You want us to worship every inch of you.”

      “Maybe.” My voice is breathy. Just the thought that one of the guys will come up and find us has me close to the edge.

      He shimmies my jeans over my hips and down my legs, helping me step out of them. I’m in my bra and panties, pressed against a window high enough that no one can see me, but there’s always the possibility.

      My blood burns hotter through my veins. Drew smirks up at me as he pulls my panties down. He lifts my leg and hooks it over his shoulder, then leans in and licks my pussy.

      Breathing becomes difficult as my arousal grows. I weave my hands into his thick, light brown hair as he takes his time exploring every inch of me. Thrusting his tongue into my entrance before sucking on my clit.

      “Drew,” I whimper as he pushes me closer and closer to the edge. The fire within burns so bright it’s going to explode.

      The window is cool against my heated skin. His dark eyes hold mine as he fucks my pussy with his tongue. I can’t hold back anymore. My head drops back as my orgasm rips through me, and the noise I make is almost inhuman. But I feel like I can fly. Drew chuckles against my sensitive skin.

      When he stands, my breath catches at the heat in his eyes. He takes my bra off as I let the window hold me upright. By now, I should be used to the pleasure he gives me. But I also know that was just a taste. He trails the backs of his fingers down over my breast and my trembling stomach.

      “Turn around, princess. Show the world what it’s been missing. Prove to them you’re my good little whore, who will do anything to come again.”

      I search his eyes. Does he really think of me like that? Does it matter if he does? His words tug at something deep inside me that wants to be bad, that wants to be called out, that wants to be filthy. He catches my jaw and takes my mouth in a kiss that has me whimpering when he lifts his head.

      “Do you want to be a good whore or a dirty slut?” He holds my gaze. His eyes are lust-filled, but kind. The cruelty doesn’t bleed through. He chuckles darkly. “Maybe both. Turn around.”

      I do as he says. Naked, standing in front of a clear window, high above the street, looking out over the city at night. Drew presses the side of my face against the glass.

      “You know your word, princess?”

      I swallow. “My word is mercy, but I’m not using it.”

      He chuckles as his other hand trails down my back. “I’m going to rail you like the whore you want to be, slut.”

      My pussy pulses. Empty, needy. So fucking aroused even though I just got off.

      “Keep your head here.” He releases my head and takes my hands, lifting them and pressing them flat next to my face. “I want everyone to see what a whore you are for me. Let them know that the only one who’ll be fucking you like this is me.”

      I’m helpless and needy as he draws my hips back and kicks my feet out to the sides, spreading me open for him.

      “Look how wet that pussy is for me.”

      I bite my lip, aching to be fucked. This is how I wanted that weekend of our brunch date to go. Just me and Drew fucking until we got each other out of our systems. But now he’s tangled up with me. Is that really what he wants?

      His cock pressing against my entrance is the only warning I have before he thrusts deep, making my mind go blank. I cry out at the stretch and fullness of his thick cock inside me. He presses his chest against my back and his lips caress my jaw.

      “I’m going to fuck you everywhere in this suite. They’ll be cleaning our cum stains from every inch.” He pulls out and thrusts in deep again.

      A low moan presses at my lips. It feels so fucking good.

      “They’re going to know what a naughty slut you are for me, my good little whore. They’ll know how you like to take me. Raw and hot.” He pumps his hips into me.

      My breasts slide across the cool glass. I push back into him, needing it hard and rough. Wanting it. “Harder.”

      He chuckles and grabs my hair, tugging my head back, arching my body so my breasts squeak against the glass with every thrust of his hips pushing his cock deep inside me. “With the lights out, they probably won’t see how pretty your tits are. Or how perfect your cunt wraps around my cock. Maybe I’ll fuck your ass so everyone can watch what a perfect little cum dumpster you are.”

      “Please.” I’m lost in the need. In the idea that I’m his little whore and everyone can see exactly what he does to me. They’re all watching as he fucks me hard against this window. There’s no gentle in the tug on my hair. There’s no careful in the way his balls slap against my pussy.

      “What does my filthy whore want?” His words are a growl in my ear.

      I cry out as my pussy convulses around his cock, drawing him deeper and forcing him into his orgasm. Every inch of my skin tingles. Cursing, he thrusts hard a few more times before filling me with his cum. His groan mingles with my cry, echoing in the large space.

      He gathers me in his arms, still buried deep inside me. “Good, princess?”

      My breath comes out with a laugh. “Yeah, I’m good.”

      An aftershock ripples around his cock.

      The sound of ice cubes dropping into a glass startles me and I look over Drew’s shoulder.

      “If you two are done…” Finn smirks as he pours some liquor over the ice. “I think we’re all ready for the next round.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 3


          

          
            Hard Count

          

        

      

    

    
      Sara

      Drew slides his cock out of me. His hands stay on my hips. “Are you okay? That wasn’t too rough?”

      I turn in his arms and smile up at him. “It was good.”

      He moves his hands to my waist and draws me in against him. His dark eyes search mine. “You’re perfect, princess. It’s just a game, and if you don’t like any piece of it, I won’t play it again.”

      I wrap my hands around his neck and stretch up on my toes to reach his mouth with mine. Smiling against his lips, I say, “I’m still getting used to this sex thing, but I definitely like the way you do it.”

      He kisses me like we have all the time in the world and my other lovers aren’t watching us. The heat inside me swells again. I’m so ready to make up for lost time.

      Drew rests his forehead against mine and breathes me in for a second. Then he kisses me on the cheek and walks over to the bar to get a drink.

      “She’s all warmed up for you.” He chuckles, not at all bothered by his nudity.

      Standing there, naked with Drew’s cum running down my thigh, I’m uncertain of the etiquette in this situation. Do I excuse myself and go clean up in the bathroom? Or do I pretend like I’m not leaking another man’s cum while looking at my other guys?

      Wyatt watches me with those dark eyes. His attention, now that I have it, is absolute. My insides twist in delight at the wickedness in his gaze. Dante lounges on the couch. His cock is out and in his hand, and he’s stroking it slowly. My pussy pulses, needy and ready for more.

      “Come here, pip.”

      I wet my lips. Fuck, I’m up for whatever they want to do to me. Ready to lose myself in them for tonight. I walk over to him, conscious of their heated eyes watching my every move. Like they’re predators. A shiver runs through me at the feel of being their prey.

      It’s heady and thrilling at the same time.

      My gaze goes to Wyatt as I sink to my knees before Dante. Wyatt wants to chase me. Part of me longs for the chase. The hunt. Whether actual or figurative. I’ve been head over heels for Wyatt for so long. It’s his turn to chase me and I can’t wait for him to catch me.

      I meet Dante’s cool-as-ice eyes and lower my mouth over his cock. He groans. I take him slowly, licking around the tip, dragging my tongue across his slit, before sucking on just the head of his cock. My hands brace on his thighs as I explore him.

      Wyatt moves from his spot on the couch, sinking behind me. Flanking me with his heat. His hands guide my hips up and I moan around Dante’s cock. Dante runs a hand into my hair, but doesn’t take control, just holds my hair out of the way so he can take in my mouth sliding over him.

      Wyatt drags his fingers through the cum on my thighs, and when he pushes them into my pussy, I gasp as sparks light through my blood.

      “You shouldn’t waste that, trouble. You take what your owners give you and you thank them.” Wyatt thrusts his fingers in and out of my pussy, curling them toward the front to rub on a spot that makes me gush and tremble.

      He pulls his fingers out and rubs the wetness around my asshole. “We can spend the whole night filling you up with our cum and leaving a trail behind that will alarm housekeeping.”

      His slippery fingers ease into my asshole and I moan around Dante’s cock as I widen my stance for Wyatt. Fuck, I want more.

      “Don’t worry, trouble. We’ll leave a good tip.” Wyatt’s cock brushes my clit before he sinks into my pussy. I can’t help the whimper of pleasure as he fills me completely.

      Dante lowers and lifts my head in time with Wyatt’s slow thrusts, winding me so tight that when Wyatt strokes my clit, my release flows through me. I suck around Dante’s cock as they keep me in that moment. Working my body gently compared to the rough way Drew took me.

      Finn sits on the floor next to me. “Such perfect breasts, flower.”

      When cold, wet ice slides over my nipple, I gasp around Dante’s cock and tighten around Wyatt’s as I arch away from the ice.

      Finn chuckles. “You like the cold?”

      He rubs the ice on my nipple again. As heated as my body is, it feels so much colder. He slides the ice across my chest and rubs it on my other nipple. A shiver works through me. Dante slowly fucks my mouth in rhythm with Wyatt’s gentle thrusts and his fingers sliding in and out of my ass.

      If this is a dream, I never want to wake up.

      When a warm mouth closes around my cold nipple, I float off into euphoria again. My pussy convulses around Wyatt’s cock and I moan around Dante’s. This time my release drags Wyatt and Dante with me. They spill their warm cum inside me as I swallow.

      Dante lifts my mouth from his cock and claims my lips as Wyatt pulls out and stuffs his fingers inside my pussy, thrusting his cum deeper. I whimper into Dante’s kiss as my aftershock pulses around Wyatt’s fingers.

      When Dante releases me, Finn draws me down with him as he lies on the floor, spinning so his face is between my thighs.

      My gaze falls on his cock, hard and ready for me. He slides beneath me more and flashes me a grin, showing me the ice in his mouth before he pulls my hips down and sucks on my clit with the ice and his warm mouth.

      I can’t breathe for a second. Part of me worries about everything that’s happened down there and what I might taste like with the others’ cum inside me, but Finn holds my hips still as he sucks and licks. Every thought in my head leaves me as pleasure blooms.

      When Wyatt pulls his fingers out of my pussy, I lower my mouth to Finn’s cock, taking my time to explore the ridges and veins while sucking and licking him as he sucks and licks my clit, sliding the ice along it. The cold and hot keep me on edge.

      Lube trickles over my asshole before fingers slip inside my ass, working me quickly. Finn sucks on my clit and I cry out around his cock as my release overwhelms me.

      Hands pull my ass cheeks apart and the head of a cock thrusts past the ring of muscles, pushing deep into my asshole while Finn keeps working my clit with his tongue and the ice.

      “Fuck, princess, you’re so fucking tight.” Drew’s voice punctuates each thrust of his cock into my ass. I whimper at the all-consuming sensations. It’s too much.

      I suck on Finn’s cock as Drew fucks my ass until I can’t hold back any longer. I cry out as I come, knowing I’m gushing onto Finn’s face, but he keeps sucking and licking. His groan vibrates my clit as his cum floods my mouth and I swallow him down.

      After lifting my mouth off Finn’s cock, I rest my forehead against his thigh while Drew rocks his hips against mine. When his hot cum floods my ass, it pushes me back into another release.

      “That takes care of the couch and the floor in front of the couch.” Dante strokes my hair. “We have a lot of surfaces to cover, pip.”

      The others pull away from me. I’m dripping with cum now, but it’s the least of my concerns. Dante lifts me into his arms. His cock slots against my pussy and slides right in. I gasp at the thickness as I wrap my legs and arms around him.

      “Table next?” Dante cocks an eyebrow at me like this is a serious discussion. “Or would you prefer the bar?”

      My pussy pulses around him, but I shrug. “You pick. I’ll choose next time.”

      He gives me a wicked grin. “Bar it is.”
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        * * *

      

      Sunlight hits my eyes. I’m deliciously sore. Every muscle in my body aches. I’m naked and definitely halfway on top of someone, but I don’t want to open my eyes to find out who. Someone’s hard cock is against my ass.

      Last night passed in a blur of fucking. Talk about making up for lost time. I snuggle into the warm body beneath me, and the scent of wood and leather fills my nose. Mmm, Wyatt. I brush my lips against his chest and feel his hand slide into my hair, holding me against him.

      My smile is unavoidable. I can’t wait to tell the girls about this. They know how to keep a secret.

      A hand skims up my thigh and I sigh as it curves over my ass. We showered at some point. Okay, a couple points. Oh, fuck, the shower here is huge and we all crowded in.

      I’ve never been surrounded by men like that before, obviously. I’m not sure how the guys really feel about sharing, but last night, there were no issues.

      My hand runs down Wyatt’s chest to his cock, hard and thick and ready for more. My own body stirs with longing. Fingers slide along my clit and I gasp at the electric feeling. When they touch my pussy though, I suck in a breath at the soreness.

      “Sore, princess?”

      I glance over my shoulder at Drew. His hair is sleep and sex rumpled. His brown eyes are sleepy as he trails his fingers up and down the back of my thigh. He presses a kiss to my ass cheek.

      “A little.” I keep my voice quiet, not wanting to wake the others if they’re still asleep.

      “I’ll start you a bath.” He pushes up and slides his hand down my calf. “They stock the bathroom with all the good stuff.”

      I smile. “Thank you.”

      When he leaves, Finn takes his place, curling around my thigh. Dante is between me and the edge of the bed. His arm is thrown over his eyes. Wyatt’s head is near Dante’s as he’s angled on the large bed with me between everyone.

      I breathe this in because it isn’t going to be my new normal. I don’t know how this will work when we go back to the guys’ apartment. Finn didn’t want to schedule sex, so does that mean I have to decide every night who comes to my bed?

      Do I have to ask to have sex? Or just grab whoever is nearest to fuck?

      Maybe Madison will have some advice on that part. Because I’m not sure how it’s supposed to work.

      Finn kisses the inside of my thigh, making me aware of how close he is to my pussy. Even sore, it rallies at the thought of more.

      Last night was just sex. A bunch of positions. All the locations. I can’t even begin to count how many orgasms I had. Almost always, two or three guys were on me at once. I lost track of hands and mouths.

      Now, my skin burns where it touches the three of them. Maybe I can convince them to always sleep with me. I slide my fingers along Wyatt’s cock. It twitches toward my touch.

      “Fuck, trouble,” Wyatt grumbles. His hand in my hair massages my scalp.

      I bite my lip and wrap my fingers around his thickness. I grow wetter at the thought of taking him in my mouth again. Fuck, we’re never going to leave this room, and I’m pretty sure I’d be okay with staying locked away and fucking all day, every day for the rest of my life.

      I turn my cheek and kiss below his pec.

      “Aren’t you tired, trouble?” He cracks an eye and peers down at me.

      “I’ve slept long enough, sir.”

      His smile at the word sir makes me want to keep calling him that. That rush will fade probably. His attention will wane. I’m not what he wants long-term. The only one who’s talked about the future is Drew, and even that’s an unknown. We’re new and that’s always electric at first.

      But right now, I’m surrounded by men and more than willing to have a few more orgasms before climbing into a bath.

      I kiss down Wyatt’s abs, glancing up at him along the way. He blows out a harsh breath but otherwise remains still. He massages my scalp, making me want to curl back up on him.

      When I scoot lower, Finn shifts with me, kissing my inner thigh a lot higher now. Every inch of me is aware of the skin brushing it. From my breasts on Wyatt to my arm on Dante to Finn’s chest on my leg. Yes, I’m sore from all the fucking last night, but that doesn’t mean I don’t want more.

      I glance up at Wyatt’s face as I settle lower and kiss his stomach beside his cock.

      His dark eyes meet mine and he tightens his hand in my hair. Something tugs deep inside me. I want him to make me do it. I smirk before kissing beside his cock again, rubbing my cheek against the smooth skin.

      Finn sucks on the inside of my thigh, sending a jolt of lust through me. I want more, but he’s teasing me just like I’m teasing Wyatt. I lick Wyatt’s abs. His cock drags along the side of my tongue. I feel his sharp inhale below me.

      Finn chuckles against my sensitive skin.

      Using my hair, Wyatt lifts my head from his abs. Our eyes lock. “Stop fucking around, trouble, and suck my cock.”

      “I’m enjoying what I’m doing, sir.” I run a finger along the thick vein on his cock.

      His fist tightens in my hair and I wince at the pain, but I keep my eyes locked with his, challenging him. A trickle of pleasure rides the wave. I’ve wanted his attention too long, and now that I have it, I don’t want to let it go.

      Wyatt pushes to sit up and takes his cock in his hand. Right next to my face.

      “Good girls obey their master when he gives them a command.”

      When Finn sucks higher, spreading my legs more, I gasp. It’s hard to remain fierce when someone is turning you on exponentially. If it was just Finn, it would be sweet and decadent. If it was just Wyatt, it would be fierce and possessive. Together it’s a layered feeling I can’t quite describe.

      “Maybe I’m not a good girl.” I cock an eyebrow and bite my lip as Finn chuckles and nips at my inner thigh.

      “Maybe you need me to teach you how to be your good girl.” The fire in his eyes sparks something wanton in me. Fuck, I want him to dominate me. To teach me how to be his good girl.

      I try to push against his hold on my hair but he doesn’t release me.

      “What are you going to do, trouble?” He strokes his cock, brushing the tip against my chin.

      I wet my lips and forget to breathe when Finn slides his tongue along my slit. He pulls my hips down over his face. His lips, tongue, and teeth explore my pussy. I pant out a breath as he flicks his tongue against my swollen clit.

      I want to be everything Wyatt needs, but right now, I’m drowning in my own desire.

      “Open your mouth, pip. Let Wyatt lead.”

      My gaze flicks to Dante as he leans back against the pillows. His heavy lids are barely open, but his hand strokes his cock as our eyes lock. My insides twist. I want to please Dante, but deny Wyatt. And Finn makes everything difficult as his finger eases into my pussy.

      “Be my good girl, Sara.” Dante’s words break me.

      I part my lips and slide them along Wyatt’s cock, moaning at how good he feels inside my mouth. Fuck, why do I resist what feels so fucking good? Wyatt goes easy on me for a few thrusts.

      But everything turns a little more desperate, like somehow all of this will slip away from us. I don’t know what shifts the attitude, but Finn works me over as Wyatt thrusts so deep I gag around him.

      Relaxing my throat, I take him deep again, swallowing around him, sucking, licking, aching for more. My insides tighten and explode as I come on Finn’s face. Wyatt fucks my mouth, guiding my head over him until he thrusts in deep and comes down my throat with a groan.

      He lifts my head as I finish swallowing. His dark eyes hold me fixed in place as I breathe heavily from my own orgasm. There’s a challenge in his eyes and a warmth that makes me long to curl up on his lap and do anything to please him.

      “Come here, pip.”

      Wyatt smooths his hand over my tender scalp. Finn’s tongue pushes me over the edge one more time before he lifts me off his face. Dante holds his hand out to me and I crawl over to straddle his lap.

      Dante threads his long fingers into my hair, rubbing my head until it falls onto his chest.

      Fuck, that feels nice.

      “How are you this morning, pip?”

      “Good, boss. A little sore.” But what do they expect when they aren’t exactly average-sized guys?

      “That bath is ready when you are.” Drew sits on the couch in the room, leaning back like he’s been enjoying the show, which knowing him, he has.

      “Thank you.” I cough to get the frog out of my throat. Wyatt chuckles and runs his fingers down my side. I want to ask if we can just stay here. Stay holed up in this little space where I don’t have to pretend not to be fucking them. Stay where we can just hang out naked.

      I turn back to Dante and he cups my cheek, searching my eyes with an intensity that makes me shiver.

      “Let’s take a bath, pip.”
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            Dividends

          

        

      

    

    
      Dante

      Sara shifts gingerly on my lap. She’s more sore than she’s letting on. I lift her against me and take her into the bathroom. True to his word, Drew has the bath prepared. The room smells like flowers and herbs and a hint of citrus.

      I sit on the edge of the tub with Sara on my lap. She trails her fingers down a strand of my hair. When she sighs, I tip her chin up to search her pale green eyes.

      “What’s wrong?”

      Her smile is sad. “We have to go soon.”

      “Soon, but not now.” I run my finger over the curve of her jaw. “Why does that make you sad?”

      “Because this ends.” She gestures to everything around her like the world is ending. Always so dramatic. I set her on her feet.

      After I ease into the tub, I hold my hand out to help her in. She settles with her back against my front. She’s warm, soft, and small against me.

      “I understand.” I do. Yesterday was a blur of sex. Here, we weren’t as concerned about getting dressed between. All that mattered was getting Sara off. There was no worrying about what anyone outside this room thinks about this. Just where and how we could fuck her next.

      We definitely need to tip the housekeepers well.

      Her fingers swirl in the water near my knee. “Do you think this will work out there?”

      I swallow. “For us, yes. Once other people butt into it, things might get difficult.”

      Her sigh goes through my whole body. After last night, it should be hard to get an erection, but not with Sara. Fuck, my hard cock presses insistently against her ass.

      Not that I plan to do anything about it. She’s sore and needs to recuperate.

      “My mom will probably call today.” Her voice is small. Her mother has always worried about her.

      “Are you worried about that, pip?”

      She rests her head against my shoulder and twists to look up at me. “I’ve done everything she’s asked me to. I’ve played the proper little society girl, but she’s going to know I spent the night in a hotel with Drew Young eventually.”

      I lift a strand of her red hair and let it slip through my fingers. “You’re twenty-two, pip. You don’t have to worry about being a pristine virgin.”

      Her delighted laugh echoes off the tile. “Yeah, that ship has finally sailed.”

      “Regrets?” I tip her chin and search her eyes. I’ve always loved Sara’s eyes. The pale green color of fresh growth, new life.

      She shakes her head. “No. Though I regret not doing it earlier.”

      When I arch an eyebrow, she laughs. “Not with anyone else.”

      “Good.”

      She rests her cheek against my chest. “We need to get Peabody.”

      I nod and don’t move an inch. What she said about leaving here settles in. Outside this room, what we are will change. The four of us were equals and united about what we wanted for Sara yesterday and this morning. But once we step out those doors, we have to face reality.

      Our lives won’t change. Drew will date Sara in public. The four of us will fuck her in private. But outside our apartment, Sara will still be Tom’s little, off-limits sister.

      Her wet skin clings to mine. The warm water surrounds us. The door is closed to the rest of the suite. It could be just me and her. She could be mine.

      Outside this suite, she returns to being my responsibility. The one thing I can’t have. In public. I rest my chin on her head.

      “Is the bath helping, pip?” I run my hand up and down her spine.

      “Mmhmm.” She settles a little more on me, giving me her weight.

      “Five more minutes and then we should get ready for the day.” I don’t want to leave any more than she seems to, but we all have to return to life.

      Sara turns into my chest. Her knees slide onto either side of my hips.

      “Dante.” Her voice is low and desperate. “I don’t want this to end.”

      “It’s not ending, Sara.” I rub her back as she wraps her arms around my neck. “You still have us.”

      “We didn’t pick an end date.” Her breath is hot against my neck, sending needful shivers through me. My cock throbs.

      “You didn’t want to,” I remind her.

      Her hips shift, brushing her pussy against my cock, and I suck in a breath.

      “I don’t want it to end.” She lifts her head and her eyes meet mine. She raises up and slides my cock back until it notches against her entrance. Her pussy engulfs me as she takes me inside her body.

      She shivers in my arms as she settles all the way on me. Fuck, I’ll never get enough of her.

      “Painful?” I rub her back.

      “A little.” She kisses my neck. “But worth it.”

      “You’re worth it, pip.”

      Her eyes lift to mine again. “Promise me you’ll warn me before it’s over.”

      My cock twitches inside her. I’ll protect her from the end like I’ve protected her from everything else in her life. “Of course.”

      She rests against me. I don’t feel the need to fuck into her. Just being inside her is enough. Her wet, pulsing pussy cushions my hard cock. Knowing she trusts me is enough.
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        * * *

      

      Sara

      I don’t know how long we stay like this. Dante’s cock inside me. Me holding on to him. There’s this connection I’ve always felt with Dante I never really explored. I was too afraid he’d flat-out reject me.

      Now, I can’t imagine doing this without him. Knowing that, if Wyatt had been more receptive, I might have been with only him for the rest of my life feels almost blasphemous. I would have missed out on Dante and Finn and Drew.

      Dante runs his hand through my hair.

      “Sara, we should⁠—‍”

      I lift and take his mouth as I sink back down over his cock. He cradles my head in his hands as he meets me in the kiss. We rock together, barely moving. The water sloshes but doesn’t go over the side. I don’t want to think anymore.

      The buzz of arousal washes away my thoughts until all I want is this, right here. The orgasm that’s beckoning me to claim it. To claim Dante. His tongue slides against mine. The sparks inside me dance harder and burn hotter.

      Needing more friction, more movement. I drag my mouth away and rest my forehead against his, watching the blur in the water of us fucking. He holds my head to his as his other hand cups my breast and pinches my nipple, sending a jolt of pleasure slicing through me.

      “You’re so beautiful when you come, pip.”

      He lowers his hand between my legs and strokes my clit in slow circles as I quicken my rocking on him. Little cries leave me as he pushes me higher and higher.

      “Be my good girl and come for me.”

      My head tips back as I cry out my release. It pulls me under and flips me over as he thrusts up into my clenching pussy, holding me in that place where I’m completely and utterly his and only his.

      He pumps into me a final time. My body crests another wave and I’m falling as I shatter around him again. When his roar echoes off the walls, satisfaction wells within me. He holds me safe in his arms as we come down.

      Our breathing slows again.

      He moves forward in the tub with me and, with one arm wrapped around me, stands with his still-hard cock buried inside me.

      “Shower,” he murmurs into my hair as he walks over and turns on the water. I rest my head against his chest. Fuck, I could get used to this.

      He checks the temperature and walks us in. The rain showerhead pours water over us. He captures my lips as he holds me effortlessly against him. The fire begins to burn hotter again. And awareness of his body floods mine.

      The pulse of his cock inside me. The heat of his chest. His heartbeat quick against mine.

      I whimper with need as my hands tangle in his hair. I throw myself into the kiss, into the feel of him against me. A night isn’t enough. A week won’t be enough. A lifetime might not be enough to feel this way.

      The door to the shower opens. Hands caress my hips and lips press against my spine.

      “Flower.” Finn. A whole new need bursts inside me. Dante lifts me off his cock, leaving me empty, and sets me on my feet.

      Finn turns me in his arms and lowers his mouth to mine. After last night, this doesn’t feel odd or awkward. It’s natural for me to go from one guy’s arms to the next.

      Dante rubs shampoo into my hair as Finn kisses me, holding me against his naked body. He breaks off the kiss to help me rinse my hair.

      His green eyes sparkle down at me, lighting me up inside. “How’s your pussy?”

      I glance over my shoulder as Dante rubs conditioner into my hair. His light blue eyes meet mine and my pussy pulses.

      “A little sore,” I admit when I turn back to Finn.

      He smirks and trails his hand down my stomach. “We must not have done our jobs then, if it’s only a little sore.”

      He caresses my clit and I squeeze his shoulders as pleasure sweeps through me.

      “How’s your ass?” He dips his fingers inside my pussy.

      “Sore.” My lips part on a breath.

      He works his fingers in and out, pushing me higher. I rest my head against his shoulder as my hips rock with his rhythm.

      “You want me to fuck this pussy?” When Finn adds another finger, thrusting in and out, I cry out as he pushes me over the edge. “Or do you want me to be nice and lick it better for you?”

      I’m shaking against him as Dante tips my head back into the spray to rinse the conditioner from my hair. His fingers slide down my neck, leaving a trail of tingles in their wake.

      “You should lick it better.” Dante slides his hands down to my waist. “We wouldn’t want her to not be able to walk out of the hotel.”

      I bite my lip. Fuck, maybe I want that. To have Finn fuck me so hard, my legs won’t hold me anymore. Finn draws his fingers from my pussy and lowers his gaze to my lips with a mischievous smile.

      “Suck them clean, flower.” He holds his fingers in front of my lips and I open for him. Pushing them in deep against my tongue, he watches me suck on them. The taste of me and Dante explodes on my tongue, making me moan.

      Finn draws them out and nods to Dante. Suddenly, I’m lifted into the air. Finn grabs beneath my knees and holds them out wide as he grins up at me.

      “Fuck,” I whimper. He has me spread open and Dante’s breath is against my spine.

      “That will have to wait for later, flower. I’m going to suck now.” His breath caresses my bare pussy before his hot mouth and tongue fall on it.

      I can’t stop the noises coming from my mouth as he sucks and licks and nibbles on my clit. He’s twisting me up inside as he devours me, and when he slides a finger into my pussy, I’m lost to the pleasure.

      He wrings an orgasm out of me and then another and finally another until I’m a mess in their arms. My body trembles between them as they lower me down. My breathing comes out in pants.

      When they begin to wash me, it’s almost too much. I’m sensitive everywhere.

      When I finally settle a little inside, I reach out for their hard cocks and stroke them. Their cocks each have a different feel in my hands. My pussy pulses in time with my strokes.

      If I weren’t sore, I’d guide them to my pussy and ass. Yesterday, with them both inside me, it was intense and felt so good and full and tight and every movement seemed amplified. Finn curses as he comes on my stomach. A second later, Dante comes on my ass. The water washes it away.

      Finn gathers me in his arms and kisses me. Fuck, I know I shouldn’t get used to this. Get used to kissing them, but it’s so easy and effortless.

      But once we’re outside in the real world, all this gets tucked away in a corner. No one else can know what these two do to me. Everyone else will assume they’re still the catches of society. Free and available.

      I don’t know how I won’t start a million catfights. Because even if it’s in secret, they’re mine.
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      Drew

      “Are we good, man?” I have to ask because the guy wears a permanent scowl.

      Wyatt glances up at me from his phone. He arches an eyebrow. “We’re fine.”

      Fine. He says it like a woman does when she means she’s not fine at all. We made our way to the living room after taking showers in separate bathrooms. The suite actually has four bedrooms. Not that any of the other ones got used last night, only the one.

      The dining table still has the remnants of dinner on it. After they delivered it, no one else came into this apartment. As it was, I answered the door while the others kept Sara occupied in the spare bedroom. Her skin was flushed by the time dinner was served.

      The dinner was lovely and so was fucking Sara while feeding it to her. I’m not sure I’ll be able to eat with her without having a hard-on. Not that it wasn’t an issue before.

      I blow out a breath. Wyatt is going to be a problem though. Yeah, he included me and we even fucked her together last night, but there’s still distrust on his end. “I want you to know that I respect Sara.”

      Wyatt returns his gaze to mine and his brow furrows. “Okay.”

      “This isn’t something I would do with just anyone.” I want to make that clear. This whole situation could get awkward. But Wyatt makes it more so. It’s clear he’s wanted her for as long as she’s wanted him. I kind of understand the denial, but there has to be more to it. A reason he couldn’t. That reason must impact her.

      I have to resist the urge to pick at it. Other people’s secrets are my absolute favorite thing to figure out.

      “What do you want?” Wyatt puts his phone on the table. “A fucking award that you—what? Don’t plan to fuck anyone else?”

      I chuckle. “I mean, I am letting my girlfriend fuck her brother’s three best friends, so maybe that should be on my award. If you need an engraver…”

      His eyes roll. Yeah, Wyatt doesn’t appreciate the joke. He doesn’t seem to have a funny bone in his body, especially when it comes to Sara.

      He chews on that for a moment. “She’s not your girlfriend.”

      “Ah, that’s the rub, isn’t it?” It makes sense now. He can’t claim her as anything in public. “Everyone will see me dating her. Me escorting her to everything. They’ll all assume—correctly, I might add—that she’s mine.”

      His eyes flare with heat. Yeah, he doesn’t like that part. Well, I’m not exactly happy about not having the access they will. After all, they’ll be living with her, working with her, and I’ll get whatever time I can with her around our schedules.

      “She wants you,” he says it like it mortally wounds him. “But that doesn’t make you part of us.”

      Yeah, their little boys’ club. One that they conveniently forget Tom, her brother, is a part of. But Sara wants them. Fuck, I didn’t realize how much. I suspected at the beginning of our relationship, but the deeper we got the more she revealed. Going forward, she’ll either need to get them out of her system or grow this into something we all find appealing.

      Watching her get fucked by these three will quickly become my favorite activity to encourage. So I’m all in. Now to get Mr. Grumpypants on board.

      I smile. “You’ll find I tend to grow on you.”

      “I doubt that,” he scoffs.

      My phone buzzes and I look down at the caller ID. Fuck. Bad timing.

      “I need to take this call.” I stand and he waves me off like I’m a nuisance. Right now, his easy dismissal is a blessing. Otherwise, he might wonder who’s calling me on a holiday morning.

      I walk into the bedroom and close the door before answering. “Hey, what’s going on?”

      “My toilet broke again.” Her voice is soft.

      I blow out a breath. “Do you want me to call the plumber?”

      “No. Don’t be silly. I just wanted you to know.” Something shuffles in the background. “You told me to call, so I did.”

      I thread my hand through my hair, knowing she won’t call a plumber and will just sit there with her broken toilet.

      “I’ll be there in thirty.”

      “If you’re busy, don’t⁠—‍”

      “I’ll be there. I just have to say goodbye.”

      “Okay. Don’t rush.” She ends the call.

      I breathe out as I slide my phone into my pocket. Yet another reason I won’t be with Sara all the time.
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        * * *

      

      Sara

      We walk out into the living room after getting dressed. My knees are a little wobbly, but I’m definitely happy and satisfied. The bath helped some with the soreness.

      Having Dante’s cock buried deep inside me without fucking is definitely something I want to revisit.

      Drew comes out of the bedroom and his dark eyes light up when he sees me, but his smile doesn’t reach them. My heart quickens and my insides twist. Is this too much for him? Is he already bowing out?

      “I need to go.” He strides toward me.

      My insides clench harder. I don’t know if I want to do this without him.

      He slides his hand on the back of my neck and his lips claim mine. There’s an apology and heat in his kiss. “I don’t want to leave you.”

      I want to say, Then don’t. But he’s not leaving me. Just leaving the hotel. I don’t know what’s going on in his life. Maybe an emergency at the club. Maybe his parents.

      “Okay.” I don’t want to pry, not when things are just starting to go right for me. Even though I know they’ll go sideways soon. We have time to get to know each other better on our dates.

      “You should leave with Sara.” Wyatt stands and walks over to us. He trails his hand down my cheek, sending little ripples of desire floating inside. “That way no one questions your relationship.”

      Wyatt’s dark eyes harden as he lifts them to Drew’s. “Is that okay?”

      “I’ll take her to your place.” Drew slips his arm around my waist and leads me toward the elevator. He leans down to my ear. “At last, I get some alone time with you again.”

      My heart skips a little remembering our coffee date and the alone time we had in here before the others joined. His words, his rough use of me. Fuck, I shouldn’t be aroused again, but these guys keep me in a constant state of aching need. I should get used to it, eventually.

      Dante kisses the top of my head. “I’ll pick up Peabody on the way home.”

      I pull away from Drew and hug Dante. “Thank you.”

      He wraps his arms around me, and I inhale his ocean scent, feeling warm inside. When he releases me, I go over to Finn, who gives me a flirty smile.

      When he opens his arms, I step into them.

      “Any time you want me to make things better, just let me know.” Finn’s words make my pulse race. He kisses my temple and releases me.

      Wyatt stands with his arms crossed as he glares at Drew. I’m not sure what his problem with Drew is, but it won’t change this situation.

      I walk over to Wyatt and wait for his attention.

      “What, trouble?” He blows out a breath and lets his arms drop.

      I step into him and wrap my arms around his waist. He folds me into him and I just breathe in his leather scent. I could spend forever in his arms. The fear that he’ll decide this is too much for him keeps pounding at my heart.

      We haven’t even begun to explore his kinks. But he could pull away entirely and I have to prepare myself for that. I don’t know how I could continue without him. I close my eyes and squeeze him, wishing I could draw him into my body and never be separated from him again.

      “Hey.” His gruff voice sends tingles down my spine. “I’ll see you in maybe fifteen minutes, trouble.”

      He strokes his hands down my back and I tremble in his arms. It feels so futile. I don’t want to lose this.

      “Sara.” His voice is softer and coaxing. “I’m in. I’m going to fuck you so many ways you’ll never be able to look at me without aching for me again.”

      That’s the other part I’m afraid of. I draw in a breath for strength and pull away. He tips my chin up and I meet his dark gaze. For a second, we just look at each other, then he brushes his lips over mine.

      “You’re mine, trouble,” he whispers against my ear.

      I want it to be true. Fuck. I cup his jaw and feel his stubble with my palm. He smiles then. It’s like the clouds part and he’s here with me. I lift onto my tiptoes to kiss him one last time before drawing away.

      Drew holds his hand out to me and I take it. This isn’t the end. They’re still mine.

      He leads me to the elevator. When it arrives, he pulls me in and says, “Don’t forget to leave a huge tip, boys.”

      The doors close and I laugh. I forgot about the tipping. Low music plays in the elevator.

      “You have a beautiful laugh, princess.” Drew draws me into his arms. His brown eyes turn mischievous. “Want to recreate last night?”

      “Somehow I don’t think we’ll be as lucky.” As the words leave my mouth, the elevator dings on the floor beneath ours and slides open to reveal an older couple.

      They smile at us before punching the lobby floor button and turning to face the doors.

      Drew slips his hand over my hip and pulls me back against him. His head lowers so his lips are at my ear.

      “Do you want to find out how quietly you can come, princess?” His words are barely over a whisper.

      I suck in a breath, but nod. Anticipation floods me. The elevator dings at every floor. Drew pops the button on my jeans. I bite my lip, waiting for the couple to turn around.

      When they don’t, he slides the zipper down slowly. Okay, if they turn around, they’ll see my pants undone. Embarrassing but I could live with that.

      He slips his hand into the opening and beneath my panties. I quickly pull my shirt loose to cover his hand, but it’s probably still very obvious.

      I tense as he slides his finger through my slick folds.

      “So wet for me, princess.” His warm breath caresses my ear. “Do you want them to look? Do you want their gazes on you as you come undone in my arms?”

      He slowly moves his finger back and forth on my clit before easing it inside me. I bite my lip to keep from moaning.

      The elevator keeps going down. We’re ten floors from the bottom and he’s slowly working his finger in and out of my pussy. I hold my breath, waiting for them to turn and see, aching for them to discover us.

      When the display shows one floor above the lobby, Drew slips his finger out and pulses it against my clit, making me tremble, before drawing it out of my pants. I was so close to the edge, but now all that falls away as I quickly button and zip myself up.

      Drew sucks his finger into his mouth and my pussy throbs, needy, achy.

      “Tease,” I hiss at him.

      He chuckles and the woman glances over her shoulder. I give her a small smile and she looks to the front as the doors open to the lobby. They step out and we follow them.

      Drew turns me toward the back, deeper into the hotel. As we walk by the restaurant, Alyssa Wyndham, my mom’s friend, steps out with her husband.

      “Sara, what a surprise to see you here.” Her gaze takes in Drew’s hand on my waist and then to how I’m dressed in jeans and a shirt. “Are you two having breakfast?”

      “No.” Drew smiles and I can almost feel him turning on the charm. “Just heading home.”

      My cheeks flush. Yeah, I’ve never been caught doing the walk of shame, because I haven’t had to do it before. But pretty sure this time I’ve been busted and it was my first time.

      “Oh.” Alyssa clutches her husband’s arm as her eyes widen. Her fake smile stays locked on her lips though.

      “It was a pleasure running into you, but we need to head out.” I smile and tug on Drew to get him to walk away. Fortunately, he’s in a hurry too because he nods and gives his farewells.

      When we step outside, I break into a laugh. Of all the luck.

      “Come on, princess.” Drew leads me to his car and I step inside. The divider is already up. He climbs in after me.

      “Do you know who that was?” I’m curious if he knows who we ran into.

      “The Wyndhams.”

      “My mother’s best friend. Fuck, I joked about getting a phone call from her this morning, but I thought it might take longer than one night at a hotel before someone caught on.” I shake my head.

      Drew draws me onto his lap and opens my jeans.

      I arch an eyebrow. “What are you doing?”

      “Making sure you come one last time before I drop you off at home.” He slides his hand inside my panties again. His eyes lock on mine.

      “Fuck,” I whisper as his fingers pushes inside me.

      “Show me your breasts like a good whore.”

      “We’re still going with the whore?” I take off my t-shirt.

      He grins. “You liked it last night. And I’m sure if I whispered all the filthy things I wanted to do to you in that elevator, you would have gone off like a volcano. Now, show me your breasts and touch your nipples.”

      I wet my lips as I ride his hand. Pulling down the cup of my bra, I cup my breast. “Like this?”

      “Both of them and fuck my fingers just like that.” He leans back as he watches my hands.

      I get even wetter and do as he says. Palming both my breasts while I ride his fingers in a car that, if someone got close to the windows, they might make out our shadows.

      “Drew,” I whimper. I’m so fucking close again.

      “Feed me your nipple, my little whore.”

      I lean forward and he takes my nipple into his mouth, sucking hard. His palm rubs my clit as his fingers thrust in and out. It takes me over the edge fast and hard. I cry out as I ride his hand, arching my breast deeper into his mouth.

      He draws back and takes his fingers out of me, then grabs a handkerchief to wipe his hand off. “Finish me.”

      I don’t hesitate to slide to the floorboard and undo his pants. When I draw out his cock, I look up at him and take him into my mouth.

      “Tap three times if you need out.” Drew grabs my hair. “Blink twice if you understand.”

      I blink twice and feel my arousal swell.

      “Such a sweet little whore.” He moves my head up and down, going deeper each time. I suck and lick where I can. “Touch your pussy and fuck yourself while I fuck your mouth.”

      I whimper as I slide my fingers over my sensitive clit. Relaxing my throat, I let him use my mouth while I work on getting myself off again. When he pushes in deep, I gag a little.

      “Fuck, Sara.”

      I swallow around him and moan as I fuck myself. He thrusts into my mouth a few times before he comes down my throat, shaking beneath me. I swallow him down as my own climax hits me. My pussy gushes over my fingers.

      Drew lifts me onto his lap and takes my fingers out. He sucks them clean before he does up our jeans. Taking a wipe from a compartment, he cleans both our hands before disposing of the wipes. He brushes the hair from my face and kisses me softly.

      “I like treating my princess like a whore.” He nips at my lip.

      I sigh and curl into him, tracing the curves of his lips with my fingertip. “I like it too.”

      “Were you okay with the elevator?”

      My cheeks flush because I really should say no, but I’m sick of doing what I should do. “Yes. Both times.”

      His grin is the only approval I need. “I’ll come by later, okay?”

      “I’d like that.” I kiss him, rubbing my tongue against his, tasting both of us.

      “Fuck, if I didn’t have to go, I’d take you upstairs and fuck you on every surface so the guys would have to call in a cleaner.” His eyes sparkle with that mischief I love.

      I laugh. “Good thing you can’t come up then because Dante is a bit of a neat freak.”

      “Noted.” He smiles and brushes his lips against mine. “Not that I could tell last night.”

      Heat courses through me. I want that again and I’m afraid it was a one-time deal. Being passed between them. I don’t think I ever came down.

      Drew’s phone vibrates. “They’re here.”

      The door to the car opens as the driver stands to the side. I blow out a breath and Drew helps me out of the car. I thank the driver, walk to the door of their apartment building, and turn back to see Drew still watching me.

      A little shiver goes through me at the promise in his eyes. This isn’t the end.
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      Sara

      Wyatt opens the door to the apartment after escorting me from the lobby. Finn had to run to the office even though it’s a holiday and Dante is picking up Peabody. The apartment feels different now. Like everything has changed since yesterday when Wyatt touched me for the first time.

      The door closes and I shiver. We’re alone.

      He comes up behind me and draws me back against him. Goose bumps rise all over me at his touch. I’m alone with Wyatt and he’s touching me. Part of me still can’t believe it.

      “How many times have you come this morning, trouble?”

      Shivers ripple through me as he strokes his hands over my hips.

      “A few.” Dozen. These guys make it so easy to come.

      “You were okay with me spanking you?” He rubs my ass cheek.

      “Yes.” I press into his hand, wanting more. I should want a nap at this point, not more playing. But it’s hard to resist when I don’t know how long this will last. Fuck it, it’s basically our honeymoon period and I plan to take full advantage.

      “Ten.” Wyatt pulls me back against his hard body.

      “What?” I try to turn, but he holds me and ushers me forward to the couch. Is he talking about spanking? “Ten?”

      He sinks down on the couch and pats his lap. “Unless you have a more accurate count.”

      My lips turn down as I try to remember if I’ve had more or less than ten.

      “Be a good girl and take your punishment.”

      “Why? There has to be a reason.” I cross my arms and give him a mutinous look.

      He sighs. “How many of those orgasms came from me?”

      I open my mouth and then close it. None. Fuck.

      However, we didn’t agree to what I can be punished for yet. I take a step back.

      He leans forward a little. “Come on, trouble. Surely you can count how many orgasms you received from me this morning?”

      Except he hasn’t given me any this morning. Not one. I made him come, but Finn, Dante, and Drew made me come.

      “So you’re going to spank me for you not giving me any orgasms?” I step away from him again, toward my bedroom door. I can hold him off until Finn or Dante gets home if I want to. Why does he have to make everything so hard?

      He smirks. “This would go quicker if you just took your punishment.”

      “Shouldn’t I be the one spanking you?” I take another step back. “After all, I made you come this morning.”

      He sighs and pushes to his feet like it’s an inconvenience. “Trouble.”

      My insides burst into flames at the thought of him coming after me. This isn’t Wyatt of a week ago where I could walk naked in front of him and he wouldn’t do anything. This is my Wyatt, who fucks me hard. Who wants me as much as I want him.

      Another step toward the bedrooms. Oh, I forgot he wanted me to call him…

      “Sir.” My tone is a little bratty even to my ears, but the fire that burns in his eyes has me soaking my panties. Whatever he decides to do, I know I’m going to like it too much. Even if it hurts.

      “Come take your punishment.” He hasn’t moved yet, letting me get really close to the doors. Close to my escape from him.

      “Or what?” That little piece of me that wants to be chased is fucking glowing.

      He shakes his head and takes a step toward me. My pulse is thumping hard in my veins. I fumble behind me for the doorknob.

      “Don’t make me chase you.” He lowers his head like a bull ready to charge.

      Oh, he wants to chase me. I’m good with that. My whole body buzzes with anticipation.

      “Make me, sir.” I twist the doorknob and hurry into Wyatt’s room. Oh shit, I meant to go into my room and close the door. I’m not as familiar with Wyatt’s room, so while I hesitate on where to go, arms grab me from behind.

      When I’m lifted off my feet, I squeal and spit out, “You should be a more giving lover if you want me to have more orgasms with you.”

      “I’m going to enjoy training you, trouble.” His voice sends shivers down my spine to pool low feeding my desire.

      “Let me go, Wyatt.” I pry at his arm as he carries me to the bed.

      When he drops me on it, I scramble to dart to the other side. He grabs my ankle and drags me back. Awareness of him rips through me, filling me with need. I don’t really want to get away, but fuck, do I long to be chased.

      “Okay, trouble, you want to bargain?”

      I jerk at his hold on my foot. “I shouldn’t have to bargain.”

      “But I’ve got you and I can do anything I want to you. So do you want to bargain or do you want me to do exactly what I want?”

      Oof, the temptation.

      It’s like liquid heat fills my veins. I mull it over. I’m so curious about what he wants to do to me, but I also like the idea of bargaining.

      I stop struggling and turn back toward him. “Bargain with me.”

      A low growl makes me want to change my mind, but then I remember.

      “Sir.”

      He releases my ankle and sits on the edge of the bed, patting the spot next to him. This could be a trap. I pull my legs under me and then crawl to the edge and sit next to him. The smell in here is intoxicating and sitting next to his heat puts me on edge.

      “Here’s what I’ll offer, trouble, seeing as we don’t have an agreement in place yet.” His fingers brush my thigh.

      A shiver runs through me at the yet. “Fine, sir.”

      His dark eyes lock on mine. “For every spank, I’ll give you an orgasm.”

      My thighs tighten against the aching need he stirs. I don’t want to reveal how much that tempts me.

      “Is there a catch?” I narrow my eyes.

      He smiles and it still feels predatory. “I choose how you come and when you come.”

      My mouth drops open and closes. I don’t know if I’ll be able to hold back. “So if I come before you say so?”

      “Then I’ll add to your punishment until you get it right, trouble.” He holds his hand out to me. “Do we have a deal?”

      I glance at the drawer, knowing he has a dildo collection. I haven’t played with toys yet. The only problem I see is if I can’t hold back coming and he makes me have even more orgasms. Oh, no, not that. I scoff in my head.

      Taking his hand, I shake it. “Deal, sir.”

      “Take your pants off.” It’s a command that makes me tremble with anticipation.

      Standing, I undo my pants and kick off my shoes. I shimmy the jeans over my hips, and with my hand on his shoulder to balance myself, I take them off. He kisses the inside of my elbow. It shouldn’t wind me up, but I’m already soaking wet for him.

      When I reach for my panties, he stays my hand. I arch a questioning brow at him.

      “Not yet.” Wyatt pats his lap.

      Fuck, I guess it’s now or never. I lower myself awkwardly on his lap.

      “One spank. One orgasm. You need to keep count or we’ll start over.” He helps position me. I feel a little ridiculous lying on his lap with my t-shirt and panties on, while he’s fully clothed. My ass is aimed at the door, which Wyatt conveniently left open.

      Maybe I do have an exhibitionist kink. The thought of Finn or Dante or both standing in the door watching Wyatt do what he wants with me makes me dizzy with lust.
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