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        “Love is the whole puzzle, we’re only three pieces.”
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      From USA Today Bestselling Author KL Donn comes a sexy new workplace, they-fall-first, ménage romance.

      

      Windsor James has lost everything…or so she thought.

      On the day her mother died, she believed she was left alone in the world, only to be told she had a sister. Two, to be specific.

      Navigating life as a fresh college grad in mourning, upending the worlds of two other women wasn’t high on her priority list.

      So she dove into work.

      A new job and a fresh start were precisely what she needed.

      Not the two cocky billionaire twins who set her body on fire and made her question the company rule of not dating her bosses.

      Except they insist it’s more of a guideline than a rule.

      When it’s discovered someone is out to hurt her, Tanner and Tucker Graham throw caution to the wind and claim their sexy new administrative assistant under the guise of protection.

      She thinks it’s temporary.

      They promise it’s forever.

      But will the danger pass long enough for them to keep their vows?
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        To her, I miss you every single day.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          WINDSOR

        

      

    

    
      
        
        One Year Ago.

      

      

      “Miss James, your results.” I’m trying not to hyperventilate as I’m handed the results of my very last exam. My most important one. The one that will set the tone for the rest of my future.

      “Thank you.” I shakily grab the envelope from the nameless person. Like an idiot, I stand in the hallway staring at it, my heart rate growing from mellow to hyper-speed in about three seconds. These results…they’re everything I’ve worked my adult life for. If I open them and I’ve failed, it will have all been for nothing.

      “I need to sit down.” Leaning against the wall, I slide to my butt on the cold tile and cross my legs like I did while studying in bed late at night, listening to Mom cough and wheeze from what turned out to be lung cancer over the years.

      By the time we realized anything was truly wrong, it was too late. She’s in hospice care now, and it’s basically a waiting game. Six months ago, the doctors said three months. A month ago, they said days. Last week, they admitted her and said hours.

      From her glossy eyes and pallid, mottled flesh, I know the end is coming. I’m as prepared as I can be for losing my only parent. I hardly know my dad. He came around a couple of times a year but never stayed long. He kept Mom from moving on and finding true happiness. He gave her just enough love to keep her hooked on him.

      I haven’t seen him since the last time he left five years ago, just before I turned eighteen. Sometimes, I wonder where he might have gone, but mostly, I’m angry with him. Mom is dying, and she’s doing it with just me by her side. She didn’t get that love she dreamed about, like Pride and Prejudice, Romeo and Juliet, or Casablanca, even. She always wanted that. They may have ended tragically in many ways, but the love shared was felt through the words, through the screen. She would sigh even when there was no happy ending.

      I love my mom; I would do anything in the world for her, and these results are what she’s been waiting for. I know they are. Once she’s assured I’ll be okay and that I’ll have a bright future, she’ll let go. She’ll have her peace and die as alone as she lived.

      “Here goes nothing.” I rip open the envelope and close my eyes. Unfolding the paper, I hold it in front of my face and slowly open my eyelids. It takes a moment for my eyes to adjust and realize that I can’t read it because it’s upside down. Flipping the page, my gaze focuses on a few simple words…

      Congratulations, you’ve passed your final exam within the ninety-fifth percentile.

      Oh. My. God.

      Oh my God!

      Holy shit.

      “I did it!” My words bounce off the walls, and people wandering around me turn to look at the crazy girl on the floor. I don’t care, though. I passed. I actually passed. I’m the first in my family to go to and graduate college.

      I have to tell Mom.

      Dread follows me from the university all the way to her hospice care facility. They’ve been so good to us these past couple of weeks; it’s almost like a second home. I rush past anyone vying for my attention as I enter the building Mom resides in and dash straight to her room.

      “Mom,” I murmur quietly, not wanting to startle her.

      “Windy,” she sighs and reaches for me. Her hand can barely lift from the bed, and when it does, she shakes so violently that her strength wanes and her arm drops. “Did you pass?” She can barely keep her green eyes open as she smiles. So much faith in me.

      “I passed. I did it. I’m going to be okay, Mom.” I want to be excited, but it’s harrowing. I don’t want to lose her.

      “I’m so proud of you, Windy. I wish we could have celebrated.” Her voice weakens with every word.

      “I have you, that’s all I need.” Tears pool in my eyes as I sit next to her.

      “I have to tell you something. I should have done it long ago.” Is it possible to feel a person dying? Because I swear, I can feel her soul leaving already.

      “Anything,” I whisper, clutching her hand.

      “Your father.” I hate any mention of him. “He had two other lives.”

      I frown. “I don’t understand.”

      “Sisters, you have two younger sisters.” She shuts her eyes. “I love you so much, Windsor. You were always the light of my life.”

      “Mom?” Her hand goes limp in mine. “Mommy?” I’m not ready. “Help me!” I scream, logically knowing there is nothing anyone can do for her, but that doesn’t matter.

      “Miss James?” One of the nurses comes in with a doctor behind her as they pronounce my mother dead.

      “Just five more minutes, please,” I beg. I’m not ready to let her go, and no amount of time will ever be enough, but I’ll take what they can give me.

      “I’ll come back to check on you,” the nurse says and leaves, closing the door behind her.

      “I wish you didn’t have to leave me. I wish we could have gotten you proper help sooner. I wish for so many things, Mom.” I wish I could find my father and give him a piece of my mind.

      Sisters.

      I have two of them.

      Maybe one of them knows where he is.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            Windsor

          

        

      

    

    
      Entering the bank on Fifth Avenue, I anticipate the meeting won’t go as I want. For almost a year, I’ve been grieving and processing the loss of my mother. If it weren’t for her excellent business sense and her life insurance, I would be homeless. Thankfully, I’ve had the time I need and am finally out and in the working world again.

      If only I could get this mortgage broker to release the title of Mom’s condo. I’m selling it to move to a loft in Manhattan. I hate being in the apartment all alone; the memories are suffocating.

      “Windsor?” I turn at the sound of my name being called to find Boston Falco sitting in the waiting room. Six months ago, I hired him and his partner, Dare Waters, to find the sisters Mom told me about seconds before she died.

      “Hi, Boston. How are you?” We got close during that time and remain in touch every once in a while. They both proved to be good listeners when I was left to grieve alone.

      “I’m good. How are you doing?” He cocks his head to the side, and I can tell he’s wondering if I opened the envelope they gave me with my sisters’ information.

      I haven’t. I’ve not been brave enough to open that door.

      “Oh, fine. I’m back in the real world again today. I have an interview with a shipping company later this afternoon. It seems promising.” I crack a smile because I’m really looking forward to putting my degree to work.

      “Good. We’ll catch up soon?” he asks at the same time someone else calls my name.

      “Yes, I’d like that. I’ll see you later.” He nods, and I notice a pretty girl come out of an office and over to him. Her face shows both annoyance and desire. I’m not surprised. Boston is a handsome man; any girl who landed him or Dare would be very lucky.

      “Mr. Turncoat, thank you for seeing me.” I greet the broker I’ve only spoken to on the phone. I dealt with someone else when I signed all the paperwork to have Mom’s possessions transferred into my name—which is a huge reason why I don’t understand what the problem is now.

      “I’m sorry we haven’t been able to settle this sooner. The problem lies with an outstanding debt the late Mrs. James had. It was never paid in full,” he explains, shifting through some papers on his desk.

      “What does that mean? Why was this not mentioned when everything was put into my name?” This makes no sense.

      “That I’m not certain of. But if you could just pay the loan, we can get everything ready to sell within the month.” He grins as he pulls out what he is looking for and hands it to me.

      Reading everything over, I learn that the company is a mechanic shop that went out of business nearly four years ago. “This company has closed.” I gaze up at him. They won’t be looking to collect; it’s not even registered with a collection agency.

      “Yes, but the lien is there, so it has to be paid before the bank can remove it.”

      “I’ll get it figured out myself,” I reply and snap up the other paperwork I see with my name and the word ‘copies’ on it. “I’ll call you once this is taken care of.” I leave, not giving him time to respond; I’m almost late for my interview.

      Pinching the inside of my wrist as I walk briskly out of the bank, I wait for the tears to abate before heading towards the subway. I hate having the urge to cry when I’ve been focusing on moving on with my life. My mother was all I had, and at every turn, I’m left floundering. Every step in the right direction, I get knocked back three more.

      Heading down into the subway, I arrive just as the train pulls up, and I slip through the doors in time, so I shouldn’t be late for my interview. I really need for this to happen with Graham Shipping & Exports. Mom’s life insurance is running low, and I’ll have to start saving again. I’m still living in her condo because there were so many medical expenses that insurance didn’t cover—the main reason I need to sell—and before I go searching for my sisters, I want to be in a good place. I want to be able to say, hey, I’m your sister and come to you complication-free, not with the need for a roof over my head.

      I’ve wondered every day since Mom told me about them if they know I exist. Are they as curious about me as I am about them?

      Are they as angry? Or will they be?

      I’ve always known my father was a piece of shit, but this is next level, even for him.

      The train jolts forward, forcing me to grab ahold of one of the rails or fall face-first onto the dirty floor, and I’d rather not do that. The stench of sweat and other bodily fluids I try not to think about is bad enough; I don’t need it on my clothes as well.

      As we arrive at my stop, I must hurry, or I’ll be late. Running in heels isn’t as easy as Claire in Jurassic World makes it look. Of course, I’m not running from a dinosaur about to eat me either, so maybe that’s the problem.

      Reaching street level, I’m pleased to see that the building is just across the street. Smoothing out my skirt and straightening my jacket, I slow my steps in order to gain some semblance of control again; however, that same control bites the dust as the sky unleashes a torrent of rain, soaking me to the bone before I’ve even made it into the road. “Of fucking course,” I mutter as I run, breaking a heel and nearly flying through the plate glass window of the building I’m about to enter.

      Abandoning the messed-up shoe, I limp my way inside, certain that I resemble a drowned rat, and search out a bathroom to regain some composure. There isn’t one because that’s my luck.

      The guard at the security desk eyes me cautiously, as though he can’t see that it’s pouring outside. “Can I help you?” I notice he’s got a finger hovering over a call button on his desk that I’m sure will summon more guards.

      Pasting on my best smile, I pretend I don’t look like some sewer creature. “I have an interview with Tanner and Tucker Graham; my name is Windsor James.”

      He visibly relaxes. “Of course. I’ll just need your ID, and I have a pass for you. Washroom is to the right once you’re off the elevators on the fourteenth floor.”

      “Thank you.” Breathing comes easier, knowing that I can clean up a bit first. After getting everything worked out, I’m in the elevator car alone and on my way up.

      Slipping out, I head into the bathroom after receiving a pitying look from the older woman at a desk outside what I assume is the Grahams’ office.

      “Jesus, Winds, you look like a drowned rat.” My ebony-brown hair is flat yet frizzy somehow. My mascara is running, and I have bags under my eyes. Using my jacket, I do my best to rub my hair dry before sweeping it up into a conservative bun. Grabbing some paper towels, I work at washing away the black rings staining my eyes and cheeks. By the time I’m finished and feel about halfway presentable, I’ve got thirty seconds to get my butt out there. Nothing can be done about the broken heel, so I Barbie up and pretend like I’m not hanging on by a thread.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Tanner

      

      

      

      “She here yet?” I buzz Kathleen, our retiring office manager. The woman wants to spend more time with her grandkids and husband. I can’t fault her, but I can be annoyed about it.

      “Yes. She’s just freshening up. The rain came out of nowhere. Be nice.” Her snark won’t be missed.

      Fuck it. Yeah, it will. Kathleen has kept us on our toes for years. She’s a magician in our office. If not for her, we wouldn’t be half as organized as we are—especially when it comes to international deals.

      “She’s never worked at this level before,” my twin brother, Tucker, grumbles from his desk. Ever since Kathleen suggested it, he’s been dismissive about hiring someone new, someone without experience.

      “We want someone long-term, Tuck. Last thing anyone wants is to train someone new again in a couple of years,” I remind him.

      He glares at me before looking over the woman’s credentials again. She graduated top of her class, made the Dean’s List every term, and according to her references and what we've found about her on paper, Windsor James is smart, determined, and reliable.

      There’s a knock on the door before Kathleen opens it and leads an attractive young   woman in.

      Damn.

      I never had the urge to claim a woman as soon as I met her, but this woman could change that. She’s a beautiful creature. Dark hair tied up at the back of her head, curvy in all the right places, full pouty lips, and clever eyes that see more than she lets on.

      “Windsor, this is Tanner and Tucker Graham. Don’t worry about telling them apart; I don’t think they know who is who half the time.” I spear Kathleen with a glare. I definitely want this woman to know who I am.

      “Thank you, Kathleen,” Tuck snaps, making the older woman raise a brow at him. Clearly, he’s as confused about his reaction as I am. I suspect our feelings are similar. We’ve always had the same taste in women.

      “Miss James, please have a seat.” I indicate to the chairs in front of our joined desks.

      “Thank you.” She manages a halfhearted smile. “I apologize for looking a mess; I was not expecting that rain.” Her hazel eyes shift to the window behind us. It’s nearly impossible to see across the street because of what a downpour it is.

      “Don’t worry about it. Can’t control everything.” I shoot my brother a look—much as he’d like to. “We’ve spoken with your references, gone over your transcripts, and on paper, we believe you’re a perfect candidate.” Her smile is breathtaking. “However, there’s quite a large gap between your college graduation and now. Can you fill in that time for us?”

      Windsor pales, and I want to rescind the question, but we need to know that she’s not just going to up and disappear on us at some point for whatever reason that caused her to straight out of college.

      Clearing her throat, she crosses and uncrosses her legs before answering. “The day I received my final exam marks, my mother died after an aggressive and exhausting battle with lung cancer.” I can see she has trouble speaking, so I get up and grab her a water from the fridge we keep in here. “Thank you.” She graces me with a smile that goes straight to my cock before I sit back down.

      “We’re sorry for your loss.” Tucker surprises me with how sincere his words are.

      She nods and continues. “It was always just Mom and me, so when she died, it felt a bit like I lost a piece of myself as well. I’ve struggled with accepting that she’s gone, and then having to deal with everything else by myself. It’s been a hard year.” I can see how hurt she is to be left all alone in the world, and I have the urge to tell her she’ll never have that feeling again.

      “No other family to help?” I can’t imagine that.

      “No. My father is, well, useless. I found out I have two younger half-sisters, but I haven’t tried to reach out yet. I wanted to dig myself out of the grief and at least appear to have my life together before trying.” Damn. This girl’s strength is something else.

      “Thank you for your candor. I can’t imagine how hard things have been.”

      “Why do you think you’d be a good fit here?” Tucker jumps in. I can see he’s pissed about something, but I don’t know what. “Why should we give you, with no experience, a shot rather than someone who’s been in the field for years.”

      She’s sharp and doesn’t hesitate. “For that exact reason. I know the programs, I know the layout, but I haven’t been trained to do things someone else’s way. I’m not set in some routine that might not jive with yours. You or Kathleen can teach me exactly how you like things done, and I guarantee you won’t have to tell me twice. I don’t have someone else’s habits ingrained in me yet. I’m fresh meat, so to speak.” I admire her confidence.

      Sharing a look with Tucker, it’s clear he’s also impressed with her answer. And she’s right; if there’s anything we hate, it’s breaking bad habits and having to reteach how we want things done.

      “Can you dictate?” She nods. “Will you have a problem working more than one job at a time?”

      “Not at all. I was attending classes while working and taking care of my mother. Managing my time is something I excel in. I’m organized and can’t stand a mess. I won’t let you down.” For whatever reason, it feels like she means more than the job.

      “We’ll let you know,” Tucker says, standing up and offering her a hand. “Thank you for coming in when the weather is so miserable. Can we offer you a car home?”

      Out of sorts at the abrupt end to the interview, she shakes our hands and accepts the car home. Even Kathleen is surprised we’re done so quickly. We’ve conducted eight interviews so far, each lasting an hour or more. Something is up with my brother.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Tucker

      

      

      

      I liked her.

      Too fucking much.

      More than either of us should. And I knew that Tanner was in the same boat. We’ve always had an uncanny ability to tell what the other was feeling, and we were both feeling Windsor James. The woman is a natural beauty with decadent curves that had my mouth watering. I was dying to get my hands on her, and my inner demon damn near won.

      “What the hell?” Tanner stares at me, confused by my dismissal of her.

      “She can’t work here,” I respond. If she does, we’ll never get anything done. We’ll spend all our time trying to get into her pants, and we don’t have time for that shit.

      “Why the hell not?” my brother barks, crossing his arms defensively. He will fight me on this, but it can’t happen.

      “Because once we fuck her and she realizes it’s a one-time thing, we’ll have to fire her.” I won’t back down.

      “What the fuck? Why do you assume we’re going to fuck her, let alone it be a one-and-done?” Apparently, he isn’t going to either.

      “Women don’t want this for life.” I wave my hand between us.

      “When did you become so jaded?” Dropping into his chair, Tanner proceeds to ignore me for the rest of the afternoon, and I can’t even blame him.

      I don’t know when I convinced myself that a woman wouldn’t want our kind of relationship. Sharing a woman is something we’ve done since our teens. There was never any doubt that when we grew older and settled down, we’d wind up with the same woman. But for whatever reason, Windsor has me out of sorts and making me doubt that something permanent could be real and lasting.

      Reading over her resume again, I do a quick general search of her on social media. No Facebook account, but I found an Instagram set to private. Clicking the follow button, I’m immediately rejected and begin to fume. Nobody fucking rejects me. It’s always the other way around.

      “Bro, you listening to me?” Tanner’s annoyed tone causes me to look up at him.

      “What?” I fire back at him. This girl already has us pitted against each other.

      “I asked if you received the report from the lawyers for the financials on that warehouse you want to buy?” Clicking into my email, I locate it, my eyes glazing over as I read. I fucking hate financial shit.

      “We good?” I ask instead. Tanner understands these things better than I do.

      “I’m low-balling the offer. The structure needs more work than they were advertising. If they accept that, then we’re good.” His glare deepens as I make a sound of agreement and hit follow on Insta again. She’ll accept me one way or another, dammit.

      Slamming a hand down on his desk, Tanner barks out, “We’re fucking hiring her, and you’re going to behave, or I’ll throw your ass out that fucking window.” Leaving our shared office, he slams that door, too.

      “Drama queen,” I mutter as my phone beeps.

      
        
          
            
              
        Tan: You’re fucking worse.

      

      

      

      

      

      A bark of amusement escapes me. Of course, he’d know I said that

      even though he didn’t hear it. Asshole.

      
        
          
            
              
        Tan: Shut the fuck up asshole.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: Fine. Hire her but the first time she fucks up she’s fired.

      

      

      

      

      

      As soon as I hit send, I picture the shit-eating grin on his face. Tanner loves nothing more than getting his own way.
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            Windsor

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m barely in the door of my condo when my cell phone starts ringing inside my purse. There’s probably no hope of finding the device before the voicemail turns on in the unwieldy bag, so I dump it upside down on the floor, scattering the contents in every direction. I grab it as it skims along the hardwood and watch as my lipstick slides under the sofa.

      “Hello?” I begin shoving everything back inside, then realize who it is.

      “Miss James? This is Tanner Graham. Is now a good time to talk?”

      I’m momentarily frozen before I respond. “Yes, of course, Mr. Graham.”

      His warm, masculine chuckle sends a shiver down my spine. “Call me Tanner, please. I was hoping that we could take you to dinner tonight. My brother doesn’t always make the best first impressions, and I’d like to change that.”

      “Dinner?” I squeak as I reach under the sofa for my wayward lipstick.

      “Yes. You can say no if you’d like. It would have no bearing on hiring you. Frankly, as far as I’m concerned, the job is yours.”

      “But your brother doesn’t agree?” The question pops out with a hint of frustration. I was not expecting to be attracted to one of these men, never mind both of them. I was left feeling unbalanced after the interview.

      “Uh.” There’s a pause, which tells me he might be about to lie. “Not exactly. He’s a tough nut to crack.”

      “I see.” I don’t, not really.

      “I’d bring your contract with me. We could discuss any objections you might have. Go over expectations, discuss pay and vacations.” He sounds almost hopeful.

      Checking my watch, it’s nearly dinnertime, and the rain hasn’t let up. The idea of getting ready again fills me with dread. “Any chance we could do this tomorrow evening instead?”

      “Tomorrow would be fine. I’ll have a car pick you up at six.”

      “You don’t have to do that. The subway works just as well.”

      “A car will be there at six,” he insists, so I relent.

      “Thank you, Mr. Graham. I’ll see you then.”

      “Tanner. See you tomorrow, Windsor.” He hangs up before I can say anything else.

      “Well, now what?” I mutter towards the one lone plant in my apartment. Mom got it before she went into hospice, and despite knowing I’ll eventually kill it, I can’t help but feel like she’s with me while I have it.

      “Dinner.”

      My stomach growls.

      Spinning back around, my heart pounds furiously in my chest. Fear lurches up my throat and clenches it closed, stifling the scream I’m sure would have surfaced.

      “Joe, you scared me to death. What are you doing here?” My neighbor glances around the room before settling back on me.

      “I heard a crash.” His voice is monotone as he steps inside uninvited.

      “Sorry, just dumped my purse to get my phone out.” I’m a little out of my comfort zone here. He’s always been odd, a little more friendly than I’d like, but he’s never entered my space before.

      “I know. Dinner tomorrow night.” He says that as if it’s not weird that he was eavesdropping on me when I know I pushed the door shut behind me.

      Retreating from the man, I put a table between us before asking him, “Was there something I could help you with?”

      His head tilts to the side like a curious dog as his eyes slide up and down my body, creeping me out further. “No,” he finally replies. “Just wanted to make sure nothing was the matter.”

      “I’m fine, thank you.” I hold my breath until he backs out, closing the door with a quiet snick. Rushing forward, I flip the deadbolt and look out the peephole, watching as he stares at the door. Can he see me? A shudder works down my spine at the thought.

      It feels like hours before he finally goes back to his own place. Freaked out, I grab one of the dining chairs from the table and shove it under the doorknob.

      Backing away slowly, I wish—not for the first time—that I at least had a roommate. Which gets me thinking about my half-sisters again. Are they as lonely as I am? Do they have the kind of relationship with our father that I do? Would they welcome me into their lives like I want to welcome them into mine?

      I need all my questions answered, but I know that won’t happen until I meet them. I fear disrupting their lives and bringing unwanted drama into their worlds, and I don’t want to do that, but I think I might have to. I want to know them. I want that connection I’ve been missing since my mother’s passing.

      I just don’t want them to hate me.

      “Stop it, Windy, just stop it.” Going in circles will get me nowhere. Instead, I push everything out of my mind, make sure my place is locked up tight, and head for a warm shower. I still feel chilled from the rain that soaked me before my interview with the Graham twins.

      Fanning my face as I turn the water on, I still can’t believe the magnetic pull I felt towards them. I’m no virgin; I’ve dated a few times, had two serious boyfriends, but it’s been so long—if ever—that I’ve felt so drawn to a man, let alone two.

      Undressing, I jump under the warm spray, thankful that this crappy building has good water pressure, at least. Over the years, we’ve lived in some places with little to none, making for the worst showers. But this one is nice, and I can have long showers to wash away a dreary day or overwhelming emotions. Today, it’s a little bit of both, it would seem.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          
            Tucker

          

        

      

    

    
      Scowling at the screen in front of me, I don’t know whether I want to throw it out the window or walk away. As volatile as I’m feeling right now, it might meet the pavement below.

      I’ve been out of sorts since meeting Windsor James yesterday. Tanner might know what he wants with her, but if we hire her, then it won’t fucking matter. We have a strict no-fraternizing policy. If we break it, then everyone else can also. It’ll be office orgies for the foreseeable future.

      “We can’t hire her,” I hiss at my brother for what I’m sure is the tenth time today.

      “We are,” he keeps arguing with me.

      “No.”

      “You can keep going all you want, brother, but it’s happening.”

      Glaring at my twin, I say the one thing we’ve both been avoiding all morning. “Then you can’t fuck her.”

      “You mean we, and, yes, we can. We made the rules, we can fucking break them.”

      “I’m not interested,” I emphasize again.

      Tan doesn’t respond after that. He knows me well enough to tell I’m lying. The reason, however, is one only I know.

      Rather, one I should know.

      I don’t have one.

      Not a fucking clue as to why I’m so resistant to her. Aside from becoming our employee, she is everything we typically look for in a woman—intelligent, curvy, determined. A sexy-as-hell submissive waiting to be awoken is hidden behind the curiosity in her eyes. She is the perfect partner for us.

      After looking her up and doing a deeper background check, I was able to learn even more about her. And about the sisters she spoke of. I will keep that information to myself until I get a read on whether she’d be interested in it or not. I suspect I’ll incur her anger either way.

      The sisters, Lux and Cecily James, are both only children of different mothers. Neither knows about the other or about Windsor. Lux is a maternity nurse who floats between hospitals throughout the city. She lives on her own, but she’s close to her mother. Cecily has been a 911 call operator since she graduated from high school and lives with her mother, who, by all accounts, still has some sort of relationship with their father.

      It would appear that Windsor and Lux are the ones who missed out in the dad department. Not that Cecily’s relationship with the man is anything to write home about, but he’s more present in her life than her half-sisters. And it angers me. Enrages me, actually.

      If my own father had been as absent as this man, it’s likely our lives would have turned out much differently, especially our little sister Arden’s. That woman is not one to be messed with when she gets invested in something. It’s because of the love from our parents that she has always had the confidence to be herself, do what she wanted, and not care about what anyone else had to say about it.

      It’s the same for Tan and me, too. Enlisting in the army hadn’t always been our plan. I don’t know whose idea it was, but our parents encouraged us and were proud when we told them. We did three tours before retiring and began learning the ins and outs of Graham Shipping and Exports. We served our country, and now we’re serving our family.

      “Did I mention we’re taking her for dinner?” Tanner chimes in, standing across from me, an envelope in his hands and a smirk on his face.

      “You’re an asshole.” Sitting back in my chair, I glare at him. Anyone else, and they’d shrink away. Not him, no, he smiles like a proud fucking peacock about to mate.

      “We need to leave now so we’re not late.” I’m going to literally kill the man. Slowly. Painfully. Without remorse.

      “I’m not going,” I grumble, focusing back on the spreadsheets I’ve been staring at all fucking day. How the hell is it dinner time already?

      “The car is meeting us downstairs. Do not make this woman wait on us because you’re being a difficult prick.” My eyes shift from the screen to my brother, who has lost his amused smile and is now sporting the same look that told me in tenth grade that we needed to stick up for some kid being picked on because shit was happening at home and Tan didn’t think he could handle anymore bullying.

      It’s the same look he gave me when we were in the trenches that saved our lives and those of our teams when we were ambushed.

      Fuck. “Fine. I’ll be down in five.” With a silent nod, he turns on his heel and exits our office, where I hear him speaking with Kathleen about tomorrow’s meetings.

      After shutting down my computer, I stroll to the closet and grab a fresh suit. I get changed and fix my hair in the bathroom. Running my fingers through it all afternoon has made it a little wild-looking, and I know Tan will give me shit for it.

      Rolling up the sleeves of my crisp white dress shirt, I button the blue vest and make my way out of our office. After saying goodnight to Kathleen, I follow Tanner onto the elevator, and we ride down in silence.
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