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      I signed up for the auction partly for money. Partly for fun. Mostly because I’m lonely.

      

      I didn’t sign up for love.

      

      As I step out on stage, I nearly stumble. Breath held, I drop my robe.

      

      Men and women raise their bid cards. As the dollar amount goes up, the bid cards start falling.

      

      Until only one card remains.

      

      I recognize the man holding it.

      

      Seth Colton. My dead husband’s brother.

      

      He looks just as surprised to see me as I am to see him.

      

      Even more surprising? He and his friend have won me for the night.

      

      Their Filthy Kisses is the first book in a scorching new ménage series full of danger, drama, and deliciously forbidden love. It does not stand alone—only the bravest readers will survive these treacherous cliffhangers!

      

      Their Filthy Kisses is a work of fiction. The sexual situations within this story are meant to be read as fantasy, not instruction. Readers interested in exploring BDSM and kinky lifestyles are encouraged to seek out reputable sources in their local kink community. Websites cannot always be trusted, so use due diligence when seeking information.
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      MADISON

      The thing about loneliness is how quiet it is.

      After Kyle died, the whole world became silent. I felt like I was hearing everything from the bottom of a swimming pool while also wearing earplugs and noise-canceling headphones. When people spoke, syllables blurred together. When music played, the melody fell flat.

      I return home from catering a raucous quinceañera, head pounding, and I miss that quiet. Standing outside my apartment door, I can already hear engines revving, with announcers shouting over the noise. Sounds like my roommates are watching another car race.

      “Hey, Mads, you got something in the mail.” Felix greets me when I walk inside.

      I reach for the envelope in his hand, but he pulls it away at the last second.

      Holding in a sigh, I attempt to smile. “Haha, Felix. Can you hand it over, please?”

      “You don’t want to try to get it?” He raises it over his head. He had his tips frosted recently, and the throwback to the nineties isn’t doing him any favors. “Come on, if you jump, I bet you can reach it.”

      I’m so tired of his bullshit. I look to our other roommate, Hugo, for help. But Hugo is watching TV while shoveling mac-n-cheese into his face, and his eyes don’t leave the screen. Not even when he plucks a fallen macaroni from the couch cushion next to him and pops it back in his mouth.

      Felix waggles the envelope in the air. “Come on, Maddy-Maddy-Madison.”

      Fuck this guy with a cactus. I start to walk past him. “Never mind. I don’t care what it says. It’s probably a bill.”

      “Okay, okay. I’ll give it to you. Just come out to dinner with me. Once.” His blue eyes are wide and hopeful.

      Even though I have big plans later tonight, I almost say yes. I haven’t gone out with anyone in weeks—friend or date. No drinks, no coffee, no meal or snack. The truth is, I don’t have a lot of friends. I had quite a few before Kyle died, but after the accident, they slowly dropped away. Nobody knows how to talk to a nineteen-year-old widow.

      So I’m tempted by Felix’s offer…but not for the reason he thinks. And that’s exactly why I have to say no. Firmly, but kindly.

      “No, Felix. We’re roommates and I have zero interest in changing that dynamic.”

      His blue eyes darken. “You know, you don’t have to be such a bitch about it.”

      “I’m not⁠—”

      He thrusts the envelope toward me. This time when I reach out to take it, he lets it fall to the floor. He sneers at me before stomping away.

      I have to get out of this apartment.

      Hugo, who will usually step in when Felix gets mean, hasn’t even noticed.

      I pick up the envelope. It’s weighty in my hand. The return address names a legal firm. A sinking pit grows in my stomach. I had to deal with attorneys after Kyle died. This is a different law office, but I don’t think anything good will come of this. Kyle’s parents fought my survivor benefits after Kyle’s death, thinking they should receive the funds. The only thing preventing a legal battle—which wouldn’t have been worth the tiny sum—was Kyle’s brother, Seth, stepping in. I don’t know what he told his mom and dad, but they backed off, and I was at least able to pay rent for the remainder of Kyle’s and my lease.

      I scan the letter, printed on heavy stationery.

      Dear Ms. Greene...you’re invited…inheritance…formal reading of the last will and testament of Vivienne Montparnier…

      I gasp. Great-Aunt Vivienne? I haven’t spoken to her in years—not since I was eleven or twelve. We had one conversation, where she impressed how important it is to love, and to believe in love. The message wasn’t revolutionary, but something about the way she said it, how intense she was, blew my preteen mind.

      After we finished talking, she gave me one of her rings. It’s a tiny star sapphire in an antique-looking gold setting. Afterward, my mother told me I was never to talk to her again. I overheard Mom telling Dad that his lesbian aunt was trying to corrupt me.

      Her star sapphire ring still sparkles on my middle finger.

      I check the date of the will reading. Great-Aunt Vivienne and I weren’t close, despite that one conversation that left a mark on me. A part of me is tempted to skip the whole thing. I’ve had enough of death, enough of difficult family.

      But that conversation—the way she told me to believe in love. She told me I was beautiful, even though I was an awkward, mouth-breathing preteen with an overbite. She said I had a beautiful soul, and someday others would see that, too.

      Fuck, my eyes are tearing up. I don’t know why her death is hitting me. Probably because I should’ve looked her up after I moved out of my parents’ house. I feel guilty as fuck about that. She was kind.

      I hope she didn’t die lonely.

      I’ll go to the will reading. It’s a week from Monday. I don’t expect to inherit much, given I didn’t really know Great-Aunt Vivienne, but maybe she wanted to gift me another ring, or a pair of earrings to match the ring I’m wearing. I don’t know. Something sentimental.

      For now, I have to push it from my mind. Because tonight I’m going to do the scariest thing I’ve ever done.
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        * * *

      

      DAMIANO

      There’s nothing better than getting ready for a night out when you know it will end in fucking.

      I straighten my tie before realizing I don’t want to wear a tie. Removing it again, I return it to its place in my closet. I have on a dark gray suit with a white shirt. My face is clean-shaven, my hair recently trimmed.

      I look good. If Seth and I win a bid at the auction tonight, I don’t think any woman would complain.

      Speaking of people who complain, I pick up my phone and dial Seth. “Are you ready?”

      “You know, you could walk downstairs and ask me. Or even take the elevator.”

      Sometimes I think it would be better if he lived in my penthouse with me, but he insisted on his own space. This was probably a smart decision. We might kill each other, otherwise.

      I hang up and take the elevator to his floor. When the elevator doors open, Seth is waiting. He steps inside and jabs the button for the ground floor.

      “You don’t seem excited about tonight,” I say carefully.

      He shrugs. “I have a bad feeling. Probably ate something off at lunch.”

      Doubtful. The truth is, he seems bored. Bored with Low Vice, bored with the auctions. He’s even bored with our business, despite the high-stakes, sometimes life-and-death situations we resolve.

      When did my friend become so apathetic?

      “You’re not still hung up on…” I can’t recall the woman’s name.

      “No.” Seth sighs and repeats, “No.”

      We start down the elevator.

      I can’t resist poking at his old wound. “Good, because it’s been, what, two years?”

      “Thank you,” he says abruptly. “For the reminder.”

      I grin. “Anytime, old friend, anytime.”

      He’s embarrassed now, for how lovesick he was for some girl he hadn’t even touched. His friend Gage Jannik’s girl—Leah, that was her name. And he should be embarrassed. His behavior was beneath him.

      But who among us hasn’t done something incredibly fucking stupid when it comes to love?
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      SETH

      Another auction at Low Vice. Naked people parading across the stage, waiting to be bid upon by rich fucks like myself and my buddy Damiano.

      Yawn.

      I watch, unimpressed, as the first three people take the stage. One after the other—two women and a man. Each is quickly “bought” for two hours of kinky adventures. Half the proceeds go to the club, half to the auctionee.

      Betsy leaves the stage and returns with our fourth victim, a young woman.

      I jerk backward in my seat. The woman has light brown hair, a pouty smile, and a body I had to consciously ban from my fantasies for several years.

      She can’t be here. She can’t.

      Madison Greene.

      Seeing her is like a punch to my chest, knocking the breath clear out of me. I struggle to breathe, to think.

      Last I saw her, she was hunched over my brother’s coffin, sobbing uncontrollably until her mother dragged her away. Her mother scolded her for making a spectacle. Evil cow.

      What the fuck is Madison doing here at Low Vice—what is she doing in this auction, of all places?

      And what the fuck is my body doing, reacting to the sight of her standing in a black bra and panties? A slender, gold belly chain catches the spotlight. Mesmerizing.

      My dick should not be hard right now.

      She’s Kyle’s. When he first brought her to my place to introduce his fiancée over dinner, they were both eighteen years old. I’d firmly put her into the no, never box. Didn’t matter how fucking cute she was. She could never be mine.

      She’s my fucking sister-in-law.

      No, she isn’t. Not anymore. Kyle is gone.

      Betty gives an impish grin to the audience. “Here we have Miss M, a twenty-four-year-old young woman. She has had a total of three sexual partners, all men. She is open to bids from men and women this evening.”

      I scramble to locate the paper listing auctionees’ kink preferences and hard limits. What are Madison’s? I scan the list. She likes to be dominated, bossed around. Light impact play. She’s willing to try anal play, but indicates she’s unsure if she’ll like it. She’s open to multiple partners, which makes her perfect for Damiano and me—we want to share a woman tonight.

      But we can’t have Madison. She’s my brother’s widow.

      Betty says, “Let’s start the bidding at ten thousand dollars.”

      I don’t know what compels me to stick my fist in the air and raise the bid card. But I sure as fuck can’t allow someone else to win Madison. It has to be me.

      Damiano nudges me. “Hey. What are you doing?”

      “Yeah, sorry.” We’re going in on a woman together. I was supposed to check with him before bidding. “Any objections?”

      “Hell no. You just surprised me.”

      If he objected, what would I do? No fucking idea. I don’t move my arm. I don’t even listen to the prices Betty lists.

      Someone must pass an instruction to Betty, who passes it along to Madison. Madison does a delicate turn, her brown hair kissing her shoulders as she moves. She sends a flirty little smile out to the audience, winking when she stops and faces forward.

      I remember that about her—she hasn’t changed. She was always playful, flirtatious. She drove Kyle half-mad with jealousy sometimes. But she never flirted with me.

      More bid cards go up instead of down as Betty raises the price. I can hardly blame the other players. Madison rubs the center of her chest and lets her hand float slowly down between her breasts, past her navel.

      My cock twitches in my pants. Fuck, I have to get myself under control.

      “We need her, man.” Damiano’s voice is a rough, eager whisper. “Do not put your bid card down for any reason.”

      Like I could.

      As Betty lets the bids climb higher, others start lowering their cards. Soon, I’m the last in the running.

      “Miss M has been won by Seth C. and Damiano R. for twenty-seven thousand dollars.” Betty winks at us in congratulations.

      Damiano swears exuberantly in Italian.

      Madison’s gaze roves the audience before landing on my bid card, still held aloft. When she sees me holding it, her eyes widen and those plum-colored lips make an O of surprise.

      That’s right, baby girl. You’re coming on my cock tonight.

      No. Fuck. What am I getting into? She’s Kyle’s girl. I will not be fucking her, no matter what.

      Betty takes Madison backstage and returns a moment later to collect Damiano and me. Her voice is brisk with concern. “Room Two. She seems a bit rattled. I’m trusting you both to know the routine and follow club policies surrounding consent.”

      Damiano gives her an outraged look.

      “Save it, Damiano.” Betty huffs and holds out a gold collar that matches Madison’s belly chain. “You can be offended all you want, but I’m not doing my job if I don’t remind people from time to time.”

      “We understand, of course.” I take the collar and squeeze her shoulder in gratitude as we walk past. “Thanks, Betty.”

      Damiano mutters under his breath, but he adds, “Thank you, Betty. I understand.”

      He’s extremely proud of his adherence to protocols of consent. I get it, because I am, too. Reminders never hurt, though.

      I stop in front of the door to Room Two. Madison is behind this door. I hold a collar in my hand, to make her ours.

      This is happening, even if I refuse to fuck her. I won’t even touch her—I can’t.

      I step quietly into the room, Damiano on my heels.

      Madison looks up, her gorgeous green eyes wide. Is she nervous? I want to put her at ease, but why should I? She’s auctioning off her body. Technically, she’s auctioning off “two hours” of her company. Buying and selling sex is illegal in California.

      But we all know the true aim.

      She’s holding her robe tight around herself. I wonder why she’s hiding after I just stared at her naked on that stage.

      “Miss M.” I keep my voice level.

      “Seth, I’m sorry, I didn’t know you’d be here⁠—”

      I hold up a hand. “Miss M, I have some instructions for you.”

      Her mouth falls open in surprise. “Seriously, Seth?”

      “In this room, you’ll call me Sir.”

      Kyle would kill me. I should be dead right now. This is wrong, so fucking wrong. And yet I feel an inevitable pull between Madison and me, drawing me closer and closer.

      “Miss M, do you have a problem with my instructions?”

      “No, Sir.” She shakes her head. “What do I call your friend?”

      “You’ll call me Sir as well.” Damiano shoots me a look I can’t discern. He’s wondering how I know Miss M, and what the fuck is going on. I can’t tell him. Fuck, I can’t even explain it to myself. All I know is I have an aching, insistent desire to possess the young woman in front of us.

      The widow of my dead brother.

      Fuck.

      I can’t afford to look uncertain, or this whole night falls apart.

      “Now.” I fold my arms over my chest and lean against the wall. “What do you think about letting me watch you fuck my friend Damiano?”
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      MADISON

      He looks so pleased with himself. And he should be. Seth Colton is distinguished, commanding, handsome. So freaking hot. Imposing in his well-tailored suit. My best friend and maid of honor lost her absolute mind over Seth at my wedding. He, of course, didn’t even notice her. He thought we were children.

      I remember him shouting that at Kyle. “The two of you are eighteen years old. You shouldn’t be getting married!”

      Kyle was so pissed. I’d been embarrassed. Humiliated that Seth wouldn’t take us—wouldn’t take our love—seriously.

      Seth must not see me as a child now. Because his wolfish, hazel eyes rove over my body in an unmistakably lustful way.

      I’m strangely excited. Am I going to fuck him tonight? Why is he being so cold to me, and why does that turn me on?

      Too many questions.

      Which reminds me, I’m supposed to be answering Seth’s question—what do I think about letting him watch me fuck his friend?

      “Y-yes, Sir.” I fumble the words. Calling Seth Sir feels so odd, yet strangely natural at the same time. “I can do that.”

      I look over at the friend. Damiano, Seth called him. He’s tall and muscular like Seth, and carries himself with broad-shouldered confidence. His suit fits him extremely well. This must be some kind of fever dream, because there’s no way two men who look like them are staring at me like this, like they’ll die if they don’t have me.

      And strangely, I don’t feel guilty. I should. I’m about to fuck someone in front of Kyle’s brother.

      This room has black walls. Black floors. Black furniture. The color of mourning. What the hell am I doing here?

      I used to know—I came here to get freaky, have fun, and earn a little extra cash while doing it. I like sex. I like being on display, and I love the admiration of strangers. And I’ve been…touch-starved, since Kyle died. My two hook-ups this year were complete duds. I don’t know what I was expecting from a couple of randos. I hoped they’d know how to find my clit, but I was too optimistic.

      Kyle always tried to make me come. Maybe he missed the mark sometimes, but at least he made an attempt.

      Five years he’s been gone. I need to stop using him as a measuring stick for all other men. That’s part of the reason I’m here. Kyle wasn’t kinky. I didn’t even know I was kinky. But I’ve been doing some reading. I’ve discovered some things about myself.

      And that’s why I’m here. This place is full of other kinky people, and it’s free of Kyle’s memory.

      At least, it should be free of Kyle’s memory. But apparently his (very hot, domineering) brother comes here, too.

      I fan my face. He bid on me.

      “Are you ready, Miss M?” Damiano’s voice is warmer than Seth’s, and there’s a tiny curve to his lips, almost a smile. He removes his suit jacket and sets it on a chair.

      “Before you start,” Seth says, “take off your robe. Show us your tits.”

      I’m surprised by his crudeness. He and Kyle were close and affectionate, their jokes sometimes bordering on inappropriate, but Seth always seemed to keep a barrier of propriety between him and me.

      “We’re waiting, Miss M.” Damiano’s smile gets bigger, like he appreciates my unease.

      “Yes, Sir. Sirs. Sorry, Sirs.” I slip the black robe off my shoulders. It falls to the floor in a silky heap.

      “Your bra, too.” Damiano’s gaze flicks up to my face, but he—and Seth—look me up and down.

      Seth strides forward and holds out a slender chain that matches the one looped around my waist. He slides my hair out of the way and fastens the chain around my neck. It’s the closest I’ve been to him, ever, in my whole entire life. His face takes up my field of vision, and he’s so freaking handsome. Like Kyle, but not.

      Those eyes, though. Just like Kyle’s.

      His voice is gruff. “You belong to us for the next two hours. Everything we say, you do. Your safe word is red, but no or stop will work just as well. Do you understand?”

      I nod.

      Damiano removes his dress shirt, revealing sculpted muscles and a dusting of dark hair over his chest. He sits on a low bench and unbuttons his pants. He pulls his erect cock from the fabric of his boxers. My mouth waters. He’s hard—for me. The power I feel in this moment seems at odds with the situation, but I feel it all the same.

      A wrapped condom goes flying past my head, tossed by Seth. Damiano catches it with a grin.

      Damiano rolls the condom over his length. “I want you to touch yourself.”

      “I can do that, Sir.” I cup my tits in my hands, fondling them, squeezing gently. I stroke over my pebbled nipples and suck in a sharp breath of pleasure.

      “Nice.” Damiano nods.

      I revel in his approval and give him a flirty wink.

      “Damiano looks ready.” Seth nods to where his friend is stroking himself. “Are you here to fuck, little Miss M?”

      I nod. “Yes, Sir.”

      I want it so bad, I’m panting, breathing hard, squirming in place. Touching myself like this for them…

      “Good. I want to see you ride him.”

      “I—right now?” I’m aroused, but are we really doing this?

      Seth raises his eyebrows. Those hazel eyes draw me in. I want to ride him, too. I want them both. One night at the auction and I’ve turned into the happiest little horn-dog.

      “Get up on Damiano.”

      “Wait,” Damiano stands and approaches me, his cock jutting forward unashamedly. He touches my cheek, my chin, tilting my face upward. “A kiss, bella. Let me taste your sweet mouth.”

      I part my lips, welcoming him. When his lips touch mine, I feel myself unfurling like a flower, everything open and warm. He deepens the kiss, his tongue surging forward to taste and plunder. His shoulders are firm beneath my fists.

      Damiano pulls back from the kiss and presses his forehead to mine. “You are delectable.”

      His approval feels like warm sunlight on my skin. I want more. More than his words, more than a kiss. My legs are shaky, my panties wet.

      He kisses me again. An insistent, driving pulse pounds in my body, centers between my legs. I want, I want, I want.

      Another set of hands joins us—Seth is touching my waist. My breath stutters and I moan. The contact is surprising, but welcome. He hooks his thumbs in the waistband of my flimsy panties and tugs them down my thighs.

      I wait, shivering with anticipation, for what he’ll do next.

      But all he does is pat my ass and say, “Now, Miss M. Show Damiano and me what we paid for.”

      Damiano is already easing back to the low bench, his pants still lowered just enough to expose his erect cock. I close the distance between us and lift one knee, placing it on the bench next to his hip.

      He grabs my waist and hauls me closer. “You want this, Miss M? Do you want to fuck my dick until you come?”

      Do I ever. “Yes, Sir.”

      “Take your pleasure on me, then. You know what to do, you know what you like.”

      “But what about—what do you like?” They paid for this; they should have the kind of sex they want.

      He grins, slow and sexy. “I like watching little girls like you get off.”

      I want, I want, I want. The words pulse faster in my ears. I grab the base of his cock and line him up with my pussy, then lower myself to his lap.

      So good, the way he fills me. I slide over him with little resistance. My eyes shut as I savor the feeling.

      “Gorgeous.” Damiano runs a hand through my hair. “Now watch me while you take your pleasure, bella.”

      I open my eyes. It’s uncomfortable to stare at this stranger while I sit so close to his face. But the way he watches me—so pleased, like I’m the fulfillment of every fantasy he’s ever had—makes this even hotter.

      Damiano’s brown eyes look me over. “Up and down, Miss M. Move in the ways that feel good to you.”

      Does he really get off from this? He’s barely touching me, just watching.

      I lift up and press back down, appreciating the slick glide where we come together. The angle isn’t exactly right so I shift my hips slightly. The next time I lift up—yes. There.
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