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CHAPTER ONE

	Since Bash thought it would be best for us to follow through on our educational plans before settling down together, it’s been tough. Not so much my courses; it’s being away from him that has me feeling lonely. Even though we talk most nights, I feel his absence when I lie in bed and don’t have his hot body to snuggle up to. Neither phone nor video calls compare.

	Tomorrow, I’ll leave this campus for the last time. The one thing I won’t miss is my lousy roommate. She is awful! Not only does she keep weird hours, but she spends most of her life on her computer and rarely showers. At first, I thought she was depressed, but she’s just a weird girl.

	Patch will pick me up from the airport when I touch down. No matter how much my father insisted he would be the one driving the two hours to collect me, his one and only daughter, Patch would not budge. His argument was that he sets his own working hours so it would be wiser if he made the trip rather than my father taking a day off work. I never thought I’d see my father agree with Patch Bear about anything pertaining to the bad boy spending two hours alone with me in a truck.

	My clock reads 12:38 AM, two hours since I put in my earplugs and slipped an eye-mask on, hoping to block out the light flickering from my roomie’s endless stream of YouTube videos. My jaw aches from clenching. I do that when I’m tense. My stomach is growling up a storm too. The apprehension about boarding a plane in the morning has me all tied up in knots. I dread flying.

	Most of my belongings fit in my suitcase, which I’ll be taking with me on the plane. I shipped everything else home via UPS. It’s scheduled to arrive in a few days.

	It’s not the move back to my hometown that has me so concerned. It’s telling my parents that I won’t be living with them. They will not like my decision to move directly into the Bear residence where I’ll be alone with Patch and Mack until Bash returns in three weeks.

	Everyone in town sees the Bear brothers as being bad boys with wicked intentions. Sure, there is some truth to the rumors spread about them, but it would be wise not to listen to every nasty thing said.

	My stomach tightens, and bile rises to my throat. In an instant, I’m sitting up, clutching at my chest. I rip the mask off my head and pluck the earplugs from my ear canals. Taking slow deep breaths helps.

	“You okay?” Lenora looks up from behind her laptop while the bright images reflect off the lenses on her wide-framed glasses.

	“Yeah, just anxiety.”

	“About the move?”

	Yeah, idiot, about the fucking move!

	“Likely.” A gulp of water from the glass on my nightstand seems to push the bile back into my stomach. “I’m not moving home and haven’t told my parents yet.”

	Intrigued at the possibility of new material for her creative writing course, she closes her computer and sets it down on the bed beside her.

	“So, where will you be living?”

	“My boyfriend and his two brothers live together but, as you know, Bash is away at university for a few more weeks. I’m moving into his room. I haven’t told my folks yet. I don’t know how they’ll take that news.”

	She nibbles the end of her pen in a way that would likely arouse any man with a raging sexual appetite. I think I still have a ginger ale in the fridge, but the package of saltines I had for dinner is buried deep in my suitcase. Feeling the bile rising again, I dig to find them.

	“Few men would ask their little brother’s hot girlfriend to move in with them unless they have ulterior motives.”

	If she only knew! Not to let on that both of them will fuck me in every way possible many times before Bash returns home, I scoff and roll my eyes. My cheeks heat from the insinuation of her questioning leer. The discovery of the saltines calls for a quick laugh in celebration.

	“Do you have a picture of them? You never showed me what they look like. I mean, your boyfriend is hot as fuck, judging by his picture on your desk, so they must be hot too, right?”

	“Um…” My shoulders lift, and for a second, I wonder if showing her their picture will only urge her to question me more about my innocent relationship with them and if I’ll be able to hide my raging sexual thoughts. “Yeah, it’s the last one taken before I left to come here.”

	Several quick gulps of cold ginger ale urge an angry burp that I stifle. My stomach feels better in an instant. After shoving a cracker in my mouth and beginning to chew, I sit on my bed cross-legged and scroll through the vast collection of photos in search of the one I’ve stared at many times since we took it.

	There it is: Patch, Bash, and Mack standing in a line. I’m horizontal across the screen with my mouth wide open, laughing like a fool with my blonde hair hanging in my face.

	The tallest, Bash, is in the center, smiling wide while supporting my hips. The gorgeous, blue-eyed Mack hugs my calves. The only person not sporting a happy expression is Patch, who rarely smiles anyway. That’s okay, it suits his persona as a mysterious, dangerous man with a lot of pent up sexual frustration. Even still, he looks unusually distant, and his normally dangerous dark-brown eyes seem softer somehow. Patch’s strong arms support my shoulder and chest.

	I cross the room and hand her my phone as I sit at the edge of her bed with one leg tucked beneath me.

	She whistles. “Damn, girl! They are all fucking hot! How are you going to live in a house with these men and not want to fuck all of them? I wouldn’t even bother wearing clothes if I were you.” With her fingers on the screen, she zooms in to get a better look at them. “Shit! Can I move in too?”

	Fuck no! I’ve had enough of her. I smile and shrug while shaking my head. She hands me my phone.

	“I’d love to crash with the angry motherfucker on the end. He looks like he’d be the wildest one. I can never find a guy who’s as crazy as me without him turning out to be a psychotic asshole.”

	Laughter escapes me, not at her comment but at a guy being crazier than her. Is it even possible?

	“Patch.” My fingers stretch the screen so I can see his face better. “His name is Patch. He’s not crazy, just has a lot on his plate. When their parents died, he took it on himself to raise his little brothers. He was still a teenager at the time, barely eighteen. Somewhere along the line, I think he forgot how to have his own life.”

	“Sounds rough,” she says as she picks her computer up, setting it on her lap and flipping it open. That’s the cue that she’s done talking, but so am I. This is the longest meaningful conversation we’ve had in three months.

	I stand and slip on my housecoat, putting my phone in the pocket, and then slide my feet into my slippers. “I’m going to go for a walk. Don’t wait up!”

	The door shuts behind me, and I snicker. She’ll still be up when I come back. The woman almost never sleeps. It’s fucking annoying!

	 

	
CHAPTER TWO

	Having the talk with my parents weighs heavily on my mind as I stroll along the corridor coming to the general lounge area on the main floor. Three people look up as I enter the room. Their stares are vacant, zombie-like. The pale faces, exaggerated by the heavy eyelids and dark purple circles hanging below their sunken eyes are a dead giveaway that they’ve been hitting the books hard. The look is familiar to me as I’ve seen it staring back at me from the mirror more often than I care to admit.

	I snuggle up on the worn-in sofa perched in front of the imitation log gas-run fireplace. It’s not a real fire, but the audio sounds emitting from it create the illusion of sap heating and crackling as it escapes the embers via tiny eruptions. With my legs tucked beneath me and my plush housecoat warming my body, I open the photo which is still zoomed in on Patch’s face.

	The night Bash sent me to Patch’s bed didn’t play out how I thought it would. Every time Patch had sex with me before that night, he was rough. His sexual perversions teeter on the verge of being sadistic. He loved hearing me scream in pain as he whipped me with a switch taken from a tree or when he spanked me with his lumberjack-sized hands. He fucks hard, impossibly hard. I’m not complaining! I love it!

	But that night, alone in the dark with him, was not at all what I had expected. I stare at the fire and let my mind drift off to that night.

	After Bash sent me off to be with Patch, I took a quick shower and then tiptoed through the house and into Patch’s room.

	He was snoring softly as I made my way toward his bed. Fuck! He looked so damn huge beneath the thin sheet. One arm was under his head while the other hand rested over his crotch as if protecting it from danger as he slept.

	It was dark, aside from the moon’s rays. I slid in, right up against his super-heated body. Without waking, he wrapped his arm around me and held me in a loving hug. I wasn’t there to cuddle—I wanted his cock.

	My hand slid down along his washboard abs in search of his manhood. My fingertips grazed the tender flesh and stroked along its length. At first, he didn’t even stir. I slid down his body and engulfed his limp member in my mouth. Within seconds, his cock was fat and erect, filling my mouth and throat.

	Patch jolted awake and hissed, “What the fuck?” The sheet flew off my head, revealing my identity to the panting man.

	“What brings you to my bed at this hour?” His fingers tenderly stroked my hair as my head bobbed over his cock. Only a moan escaped me. He whispered, “Come up here.”

	I knew better than to deny his wishes. A harsh spanking wasn’t what I sought that night. My knees rested over either side of his pelvis, my hands on his thick chest as I leaned forward to kiss him. He grabbed the back of my head and pulled me in, kissing me with romantic affection. I lowered myself on his cock, burying his full length in one thrust. Its girth filled me, stretching my walls. We both moaned in each other’s mouths.

	I don’t know how long I rode him before he rolled us over and began fucking me in a slow, gentle rhythm. He touched me with a tenderness that night which seemed suitable at the time but left me feeling guilty in the morning, after having woken nestled in his strong arms.

	When my weight shifted in the bed, he woke. He was quick to sit up. I shook Bash’s t-shirt and slipped it over my head, having not yet met eyes with Patch. He cleared his throat before saying that he shouldn’t have made love to me.

	I turned the door handle but didn’t open it right away. The sound of dishes tapping against the table had frozen me in place. I wasn’t supposed to spend the night with Patch. I should have returned to Bash’s bed.

	“Last night was exactly what I needed. It’s been three years since my last relationship. I…” Patch paused and cleared his throat. “It won’t happen again.”

	“That’s too bad. It was nice.”

	Both Bash and Mack were standing in the kitchen, looking at me when I did my walk of shame.

	Bash followed me into his room. “Goldilocks. Good morning. Perhaps you’d like to shower before breakfast.”

	Bash always calls me Goldie, never Goldilocks. It’s his pet name for me. When he said my full name, a shiver went up my spine.

	I remember crying and shaking as the water rinsed Patch’s scent from my flesh and hair. I feared Bash would end our relationship. My guilt about making love with Patch overshadowed my sleeping offense, but Bash didn’t know about that part, yet. It was wrong, no matter how I tried to spin it, but it felt right last night.

	Patch and Bash were having a hushed conversation in the kitchen that immediately stopped when I came out of the bathroom. Bash looked upset while Patch stood wearing a stoic expression. He’s forever impossible to read. Mack flipped pancakes on the griddle, keeping himself out of the conversation completely.

	In Bash’s bedroom, I quickly dressed. As my dress slipped over my head, Bash opened the door and stepped inside. His eyes looked everywhere but at mine.

	“You’re breaking up with me, aren’t you?”

	“What? No!” His panic was obvious. He quickly pulled me into a tight embrace. “God, no! I love you! I waited a long time for you and I’m not about to let you go.”

	My hands clutched at his back. “I thought you were dumping me. I’m sorry about spending the night with Patch. We fell asleep so quickly and before I knew it, morning had arrived. It won’t happen again.”

	“Good.” His lips pressed to my forehead. “If I’m home, I want to reach for you in the night to feel your soft skin. I want to wake with you beside me, even if I fall asleep in your absence. When I opened my eyes and you weren’t there, my heart sank. I thought you’d left me. Please, always come back to me.”

	“I am yours and you are mine.”

	“Patch told me that he made love to you last night. It’s okay to go through the actions. I just need to know that you belong to me—that our hearts are bound.”

	“My heart is yours. I’m sorry.”

	“Look at me with those beautiful blue eyes.” I look into his blue eyes that seem to always be happy. “Don’t be sorry about love. You shared a moment with my brother, a loving moment, and I’m okay with that. He loves you. We all do. I can’t blame him for wanting to drown in your affection now and then. When Patch told me, I’ll be honest… At first, I wasn’t sure if you would choose him over me, but Patch assured me that wasn’t the case. I promise that I’m all right with you being romantic with my brothers, as long as I know your heart truly belongs to me.”

	“I will always be your girl.”

	A loud sneeze startles me awake and back to the here and now. I’m still in the dormitory and not being adored by Bash’s loving gaze. A heavy sigh takes the vivid sharpness of the memory from the forefront of my mind. A yawn has me aware of how late it is. The clock over the mantle claims it to be 4:32 AM. I unlock my phone to confirm the time and immediately see the magnified image of Patch staring back at me. I really miss them.

	The corridor is deathly still as the students rest in slumber behind closed doors as opposed to the mixed variety of music, constant talking, and loud bursts of laughter that will surely grace these walls during daylight hours.

	My bed feels softer than it did earlier, probably because I’m absolutely exhausted now. I surpass the earplugs and mask since Lenora is fast asleep. I’m quick to drift into a dreamless sleep.

	 

	
CHAPTER THREE

	The screeching of my alarm yanks me from sleep, infuriating me. With a slap to the screen and a low groan, I lift my head to see Lenora curled into the fetal position and mumbling as she often does when she sleeps.

	Forcing my tired body to roll onto my back is like dragging a wet carpet on grass. I have to get up. The airport shuttle will be here to pick me up in forty-five minutes and they won’t wait for me.

	As I sit up, I pull off my bedding and stuff the bundle into my suitcase. I strip off my nightgown and toss it in as well. A quick shower helps to wake me, but I have to hurry. I only have fifteen minutes to get the main building next door.

	“Hey.” Lenora’s voice jolts me from the silence. “Have a good flight. Thanks for not being a bitch to me. I know I have issues and that makes me a shitty roommate, but I appreciate you not making my life more miserable than it already is.”

	“Yeah, no problem. You’re not as bad as you think you are. If you weren’t so negative all the time, I’d bet your outlook on life would improve. You’re a nice woman when you want to be. Don’t cut yourself down so much.”

	“Wait.” She climbs out of bed and digs through the pile of unfolded clothing in her armoire, pulling out the light blue dress she wore when she went on a date that ended with him dropping her off and quickly driving away. She climbed further into her shell after that. I loved the dress and told her as much at the time. She buried it and I never saw it again. “Here, take it. It’ll look better on you.”

	“Are you sure?”

	“Yeah, I’ll never wear it.”

	“Thank you.” I smile and lay it atop the pile of clothing in my suitcase.

	She slips her hand into mine, which I wasn’t expecting. We’ve never purposely touched. “You deserve to have a good life. You are the person I wish I was.” Her smile seems forced. Her demeanor suddenly shifts. “Enjoy those boys of yours! If I were you, I’d savor the weeks alone with them before your boyfriend comes home and ruins it.”

	“Um… yeah, that’s not how it is.” The lie sticks in my throat.

	With my suitcases in hand and my backpack slung over my shoulder, I quickly scan the room to see if I’ve left anything behind. Seems not.

	“Well, this is goodbye then.”

	She waves. “Yeah, see ya!”

	“Good luck to you too!”

	The elevator doors finally slide open with a low ding. I head to the building next door, which means trudging through the snow-covered sidewalk and bearing the blowing cold air. Without a coat, I’d surely freeze before I get there. Just as I open the door to the main building’s lobby, the shuttle drives up.

	 

	
CHAPTER FOUR

	My flight wasn’t on time because of back-ups from a heavy snowfall that made the departing runways require clearance. When the plane finally made it to our destination, we were almost two hours late. Before I even departed the plane, I fired off a quick text to Patch, but he isn’t replying.

	What will I do if he isn’t here?

	A cluster of over two-hundred people is waiting for their luggage to make its way slowly around the carousel. Just as I reach out to grab mine, a huge hand beats me to it. That hand is Patch’s. I’d know it anywhere just by the size of it. My arms fling around his neck as he lifts the heavy case with ease, setting it on the floor beside him.

	“Hi, little girl. How was the flight?” His voice is deep and gruff, but his words flow smoothly as if practiced a hundred times. His thick arms wrap around my waist and lift me off my feet. His roaring growl has people looking at us. He grabs my ass while I remain suspended and unable to push away.

	I squeal, embarrassed that he did that in front of a huge crowd of onlookers.

	“Put me down!” I insist. Once on my feet, I step back and scan the crowd to see if anyone is wearing a disgusted expression, but nobody seems to care. They’re too exhausted from the two-hour delay and three-hour flight. “We were delayed because of the snowstorm, but otherwise it was uneventful. I slept most of the way.”

	“So, what you’re saying is you’re rested up for us horny fuckers?”

	I tilt my head down from embarrassment, but he carries no concern over the scoffs from the people within earshot. He smiles while biting his lower lip. It’s obvious what’s on his mind. My pussy clenches, letting me know that it’s been too long since I’ve orgasmed.

	He takes my suitcases and my backpack, refusing to let me carry anything. I follow his lead out to the truck. He opens my door and makes sure I’m in before putting my baggage in the backseat.

	 

	***

	 

	As soon as we get in the truck, I shoot off a text to Bash to let him know that I’ve safely arrived in the protective arms of his brother. He’ll be relieved when he reads it after his class has finished. Being the respectful man he is, he doesn’t answer his phone during class.

	We ramble on about what’s happening back home, how my classes were and how I must have drawn the short stick when picking out roommates. Time flies by; more than an hour has passed. I love his truck because his windows are tinted very dark, making it seem like its own private room. It also blocks out the sun that’s not only shining from above but the reflection of the pools of water that have built up from the overnight rainstorm they received. Without the tint, the outside world would seem blindingly bright.

	Patch is still as sexy as ever. It’s only been three-months but somehow, I thought he would look different. The night we spent together weighs heavily in my thoughts and I’m craving his touch; the soft touches I know he is capable of. Him fucking me hard and spanking my ass pink will come soon enough, I’m sure, but it’s not what I want, not yet. His tenderness will do perfectly right about now.

	He pulls the truck into a spot at the far end of the line of cars and hops out, rushing around the truck to open my door and help me exit. I’m grateful because the running boards are wet, nearly spilling me on my ass had he not been there to grab my arm.

	“Quit messing around, woman. I have to pee.” If someone didn’t know Patch, they wouldn’t think he’s joking around. He refuses to release my arm until we are indoors, safe from impending wipeouts.

	By the time I emerge from the bathroom, he’s been through the coffee shop line-up and gotten two coffees and some sandwiches. He grips my arm to escort me safely back to the truck. Does he think I’m clumsy?

	He lets the truck run while we eat and watch people trying to avoid the puddles. Two children trip and fall in the same puddle and start crying, but their father stands them up and urges them to keep moving. We burst out laughing, of course. Watching people wipe-out is great entertainment.

	After we’re finished eating, he looks over at me. “Are you ready?”

	The way he’s looking at me sideways with his dark brown eyes, my body flushes hot. I can’t hold myself back. Quicker than he can react, my mouth is on his, kissing him and tasting his sweetened coffee on his tongue. One of his hands grips my head and holds my face to his. The seat quickly slides back, giving extra room for me to straddle his lap. My skirt is long and flowing, easy to lift out of the way.

	As he fights to undo his jeans, my hands cradle either side of his strong jaw. He releases my head, rushing to his button to aid his other hand in freeing his cock from its prison. He lines it up against my dripping pussy and grabs my ass, forcing me down on him. My body swallows him completely, and I gasp.

	We’re both moaning in each other’s mouths as I lift and lower at his beckoning. His massive hands guide my ass, setting the pace. His hips lift off the seat hoping to plunge deeper into me. He’s getting close to coming. So am I.

	“Cum, Goldilocks. Cum on my cock.” His hearty whisper is like fire igniting a fuse, shooting me into orbit.

	The truck fades away, out of my line of sight. All I see is his ruggedly handsome face. All I hear is our heavy breathing. His eyelids weigh heavily, lips slightly parted, nostrils flared. Despite the chill in the air, his cheeks are flushed.
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