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CHAPTER ONE

	My best friend Lizzy is supposed to pick me up for an afternoon of wedding dress shopping, and she’s late. Her tardiness has given me time to buzz through the wedding magazine I stole from the lobby at the hospital after my shift.

	Until this morning, I wasn’t sure what style of dress I wanted, and I didn’t know there were so many styles. The mermaid looks about right for my hips and small waist, so I’ll try on some of those.

	I’m not just marrying Bash. Well, I am. But in marrying one, I’m accepting his two brothers as well. They all love me, but Bash owns the majority of my heart. For this reason, I have to think of a way to represent my love for Patch and Mack either in my bouquet or on my dress. But how?

	Mack’s eyes are pale blue, and Patch’s are dangerously deep brown. Blue flowers in a bouquet are beautiful, but brown flowers? Maybe not.

	Several pages I tore from the magazine are folded in my purse to use as a reference for the shop owner. Picking out a dress for the most important day of my life—my wedding day—is more stressful than arranging everything else pertaining to the wedding. I’ve heard so many horror stories that my stomach has been on a continuous rollercoaster ride for weeks. 

	Lizzy’s my best friend and maid of honor. Thankfully, she’s been helping with most of the arrangements. Bash, my fiancé, voices his opinion now and then to make it look like he’s interested in helping, but he doesn’t have the feminine touch needed to arrange a wedding. But he earns points for his efforts.

	Patch, Bash’s oldest brother, is no use at all and insists we should just go to a church one day, say the I do’s, go home and get drunk, and then get on with it—no fuss, no muss.

	Out of all three brothers, Mack is the most helpful. There’s a delicateness to him that the others don’t possess. He’s not feminine; he’s a wild man at heart, but he’s more in touch with his emotions than his brothers. He and Lizzy chose the flowers and designed the bouquets. I’ve asked them to describe the flower arrangements, but neither will spill the details. I could ask her to include a red ribbon to represent her fiery red hair.

	Lizzy and Mack are beyond smitten with each other. They spend a lot of time together, but Lizzy sometimes needs her space and goes to her place for the night. We all need our space sometimes. She’s been intimate with Patch and Mack but has yet to savor the likes of Bash. I honestly can’t wait to watch Bash and Lizzy in a sexy tryst.

	The way the brothers share us is beautiful. I’m in love with all of them but the man who holds my heart the deepest is Bash. We didn’t know it at the time, but all through our school years, we shared a mutual pull toward each other. He was considered to be a bad boy and someone my parents forbid me to be seen with. I always thought that was the reason I liked him so much: we always want what we can’t have. But forbidden or not, we were destined to be together.

	Now he and I are getting married soon. We already live together in our house the brothers built especially for us. Patch has his own room because we asked him to join our relationship, but he rarely sleeps there. Instead, he sleeps on the left of me with Bash on my right. Patch often brings Lizzy to his bed when Mack’s off on a build and not home for a few days or longer. 

	We never hide the fact that they share Lizzy and me. We love all three of them. Lizzy and I haven’t been intimate with each other and have yet to share one of the guys in a threesome. Every time we’ve tried to set that up, our plans have fallen through.

	Lizzy’s Jeep speeds up the driveway and she locks up the tires, brushing a cloud of dust from her wheels. She hops out and jogs up to the porch while I get my purse.

	Her long hair is pulled back into a ponytail and her tiny body swims in an orange jumper. The sleeves and collar of her white t-shirt peek from beneath the bib. The legs are cropped to reveal her folded-down white socks. The ensemble is completed with high-top white runners. She looks adorable.

	Exasperated, she flops her arms at her sides. “Sorry I’m late. I had an argument with Mom.”

	I snicker. “When do you not argue with your mom? Seems like you two have been fighting more lately.”

	“Yeah, we are.” She shrugs and holds the screen door.

	I lock the thick wooden door and then glide my fingertips over Mack’s name carved in it. 

	She continues as we make our way to the Jeep. “Mom’s upset that I’ve been spending so much time with Mack, and she doesn’t believe me when I tell her it’s only him I’m interested in being with. She doesn’t need to know the truth.”

	“No. She doesn’t need to know you’re fucking Patch, too. That would open a whole new discussion.”

	Lizzy opens her door as I round the hood. “I can’t tell her. Can you imagine how that would go?” Mimicking her mom’s high-pitched voice, she says, “You’re what? Sleeping with Patch, too? That huge beast with the deep voice and humongous body? How the hell does he not squash you? Blah, blah, blah.”

	 I laugh as my seatbelt clicks. “She wouldn’t say that! She’d be pissed at you and probably call you a slut or something. We all know you’re a slut, but we love you for it!”

	Her shoulder lifts as her mouth twists. “Yup! And I love being a slut.” She gyrates on the seat and revs up the engine. “Oh yeah, big boy! Fuck my pussy. Fuck it good!” She moans.

	“You’re such a whore!” I tease and open the map on my phone. “Okay. So, I’m thinking we should hit up the bridal shop in town first. If we find nothing there, we’ll have to drive to the city, here.” I point to the screen.

	She takes the phone from me and types the address of the second shop into the Jeep’s GPS. “It’ll take almost an hour to get there, but our small-town bridal shop offers little wedding garments and arrangements. I went there when my friend’s sister was getting married. We’ll skip it and go right to the city.”

	On the drive, Lizzy talks about the female patient we assisted the doctor in pulling a gallbladder from yesterday. According to Lizzy, every twenty minutes, the woman would push the call button to complain about her pain. She wanted to tell the woman to put on her big-girl panties, but she thought better of it and instead faked sympathy.

	When there’s a pause between conversations, I say, “So, I was thinking—”

	Her curious eyes meet mine. “Did it hurt?”

	“So much! My brain almost melted!” I sigh as if exhausted. “Watch the road, woman!”

	Lizzy turns her face as she rolls her eyes.

	This is as good a time as any.

	Shyly, I ask, “Would you like to spend a night with Bash and me? It’s time. Don’t you think?”

	Her head turns twice before focusing her attention back on the road, and she’s quiet as she merges onto the highway.

	She finally frees her lip from between her teeth. “Yes. But only if you really want me to. I mean, you two will be married soon. If you don’t want to share him, it’s okay. I don’t have to join you.”

	“Honey, I wouldn’t have asked if I didn’t want you with us. The thought of you and Bash naked, skin glistening under faint light as you ride his big cock while he holds your hips and guides you… The sounds you two will make will be hot as fuck!”

	“You paint one hell of a picture!” She sighs and bites her bottom lip and then looks at me and smiles. “I really want that. I mean, I want to be with the two of you. Like with you, too. What do you think about that?”

	After watching a small red car zip past us, driving way over the speed limit, I say, “We could test those waters. The only concern I have is… What if I hate the taste of pussy? What if it grosses me out? What if one of us loves it but the other is turned off? And what if it doesn’t go well?”

	“Take a breath, woman!” she says with a snicker, and then slaps my thigh. “We’re best friends. If we don’t like something, we can talk about it. It’s not like you’ll hate me if I gag when my tongue touches your clit.”

	I sharply say, “No! I could never hate you.”

	Her hand leaves my thigh as she tucks a tress of her red hair behind her ear. “I’m looking forward to it. You worry too much about things you needn’t worry about. If you don’t like something we’re doing, don’t do it. You know how it is: you can tap out if you’re uncomfortable.”

	She meets my eyes and smiles sweetly, easing my nervousness.

	My tongue moistens my lips before I confess my desire. “Having you naked against Bash is my hottest fantasy.” A smile sneaks up on me, and my cheeks burn.

	We’re quiet when she stops at a light. I’d bet my house she’s picturing the steamy scenario as we watch the cars pass in front of us. I sure am.

	I add, “When I walked in on you riding Mack’s face, and you orgasmed after looking at me… That was so fucking hot.”

	“Agreed! Okay. So, it’s settled; we’re going to be all over your hot stud of a fiancé.” She pauses when the light turns green and then she proceeds through it. “When?”

	My tummy flutters as I suggest, “How about tonight?”

	She bounces on her seat and moans. “Oh, yes! Bash! Fuck me, big boy! Let me ride that hard cock of yours and kiss your gorgeous fiancé while she rides your sexy mouth!”

	“That’s masturbation material. I’m going to store it away in my spank-bank.” My hand waves before my face to fan myself. “We have to do that. Bash is going to love it!”

	“Don’t tell him. If we wait until you’re both in bed and having sex—when he’s totally into it and beyond aroused—you can sit on his face, reversed. I’ll come in and sit on his cock. He won’t be able to see me, but he’ll feel me.”

	“Girlfriend, you’re so wicked! I love how you think.” My pussy twitches and I swear my temperature just rose ten degrees. “We can discuss the specifics later.”

	She bites her bottom lip and nods. After a breathy giggle, she says, “There’s only one problem I can think of that might prevent us from playing. If I hide in Patch’s room until you and Bash are in bed, the man won’t let me leave.”

	“I’ll threaten his life.” My fist waves in the air. “He’ll be fine. If I tell him we want to surprise Bash with a threesome, he’ll keep his hands off you.”

	Lizzy yells at the guy who cut her off even though he can’t hear her. “Fucking asshole! Learn how to drive!” She growls wickedly and then returns to our conversation as if that didn’t just happen. “Maybe I’ll blow Patch before I come visit you two. He’ll be satiated, and I’ll get to play with his cock, which I love, by the way. That man knows how to fuck hard. Is Bash a gentle lover or rough?”

	“He can go either way. He’s the sweetest, most loving lover when he wants to be. But when he’s in a mood to fuck, he’s a goddamn animal.”

	Lizzy hasn’t seen Bash naked and doesn’t know what he holds in his pants. She’s in for a surprise.

	“Not that it matters, but his cock’s bigger than both of his brothers’.”

	Her head whips around to look at me with wide eyes. “No! Really? Bigger than Patch?” She mouths the word, “Wow!”

	“We’re going to have so much fun!” I wiggle in my seat as we both giggle like immature high school girls.

	All too quickly, we switch back to adulting when I say, “Okay. Get off just up here. We’re almost there.”

	 

	 

	
CHAPTER TWO

	The fragile-sounding bell dings to alert the staff of our arrival at Lacey’s Dress Shop. I’m immediately overwhelmed by a sea of white. My heart pounds wildly, and the air suddenly feels heavier than I know it to be. Is this what a panic attack feels like?

	My feet won’t move, but my eyes frantically shift from dress to dress, taking in the white fluff, sparkles, pearls, and lace. My legs weaken, and I drop onto the bench beside the main glass door. I rub my thighs to ease my fingertips of their tingles.

	Lizzy’s eyes widen with concern as she leans toward me. Her long red ponytail frames her neck as she rubs my arm.

	“Deep breaths. In. Out. In. Out.” Lizzy giggles, no longer worried for my welfare. “Wow! I didn’t think anyone could lose all the blood from their face, but you managed to. Damn, girl. You’re as white as the dresses.”

	I stutter, “It—it’s a lot of white.”

	Now I’m lightheaded. Outstanding! As I breathe in through my nose and out of my mouth, my hands slide down my face but remain on my cheeks.

	My whisper is meant for me. “How will I ever find my dress among all these?”

	A tall woman approaches. Her short, mousy-brown hair bounces. She’s wearing a tight burgundy dress to accentuate her slim figure.

	While she emphasizes certain words through her wide, forced smile, she says, “Your reaction isn’t uncommon. The bench is there for exactly that reason. You must be the bride-to-be. My name is Carol, and it’s my job to help you find the perfect dress to suit your body that will have your groom drooling at the altar. And I haven’t failed yet.”

	How would she know if she had? Would a bride waste her time returning to demand her money back because she didn’t think the groom looked pleased enough? Not likely.

	My smile isn’t easily maintained because my heart continues pounding like a drum.

	She turns to greet Lizzy, and Lizzy quickly introduces us before going into great detail about the dress styles she and I discussed. Her hands wave to add to her descriptive words.

	After several minutes, I’m able to stand and follow the women’s voices through the aisles of chiffon and lace. Who knew there were so many different shades of white?

	Four dresses hang on a rolling rack Carol pulls behind her. Lizzy has a bounce in her step as she follows, her hands laced together behind her back. She doesn’t notice me until my heavy sigh alerts her.

	Her excitement radiating, she says, “There you are! Are you feeling better?”

	With my hand pressed to my queasy tummy, I take a deep breath and release it with a quiet chuckle. “Yes. I’m okay. I was a bit, ah… Overwhelmed isn’t a strong enough word to describe how I felt.”

	Her arm slips around my elbow. She whispers so the woman won’t hear. “I like the second dress on the rack. The others are nice, but that one’s gorgeous. But we won’t know for sure until you slide your sexy self into it.”

	Carol chooses another dress from the assortment and hangs it among the four already on the rack. “These should be a great start.” A sincere smile softens her sharp features. “You look much better. How about I get you a bottle of water? Or would you prefer wine or champagne?”

	Lizzy’s hand shoots up like she’s in a classroom. “Champagne? I’ll take one of those. Goldilocks?”

	“Champagne might ease the drumming in my chest.” My laugh sounds strangely obnoxious, but the woman finds it humorous.

	 

	***

	 

	Lizzy and I follow the five dresses into the large changing room. Carol closes the door but remains inside with us. She hangs the first dress on a wall hook, unlaces the bodice, and asks me to undress down to my bra and panties.

	Reluctantly, I remove my shirt and hand it to Lizzy. She folds it as I remove my shoes, socks, and jeans. I pull my hair into a bun atop my head and bind it with the elastic on my wrist and then walk toward the puff of white lace.

	Carol holds the opening to the dress low enough for me to step into and lifts it so the corseted body with molded breast cups is positioned. She holds the back closed and asks me to step up onto a small platform. The reflection takes my breath away.

	Oddly, I’m calm. I whisper to nobody, “Holy shit! I’m getting married. I’m going to be someone’s wife.”

	Lizzy’s fingers graze the pearls on the bodice as her smile lights up her porcelain skin. “Yes, and what a beautiful bride you’ll be.” She admires my reflection and then tips her head to the right. “Can she try on the second one you picked out?”

	Carol looks up at me as she fluffs the skirt of the dress. “Would you like to try on another one?”

	“Yes. Thank you. This one’s nice, but I don’t like the way it flares so high at the waist. I’d like it to be fitted to my hips.”

	“Let’s get you out of it. We’ll try you in the second gown.” Carol helps me off the platform and behind the curtain before she allows the dress to sag at my feet, and I step out.

	Lizzy and I are quiet as we sip from our champagne flutes and watch the woman arrange the second dress. I step into it and she holds the back closed as I ascend the platform.

	I’m immediately taken by how comfortable it feels against my skin. This dress is softer than the first. Carol holds the bodice closed in the back as she slides the curtain back. Lizzy stands beside the mirror staring at me. I have yet to look at myself because I don’t think it’s necessary. If I were to judge by her awed expression, this is the dress.

	“Can you lace up the back?” I ask and hold the bodice under my breasts, snug to my ribs.

	“You are so—” Lizzy’s lips curl in and she bites them as her palms press together before her chin. “What do you think?”

	As soon as I allow myself to look in the mirror, warmth eases through me from my head to my feet. All the anxiety I felt walking into the store is gone. This is the dress. But how could I have found it so easily? I’ve read horror stories in wedding magazines about women searching for months and trying on hundreds of dresses before they settled.

	“This dress is the perfect dress, but I’d like to add something.” The woman’s eyes meet my reflection. “Can two red bows be sewn onto the back of the dress?”

	“Red?” she asks while her mouth twists from curiosity. “May I ask, why red?”

	My face flushes, and I shrug. Telling her the real reason is a bad idea. “It’s my favorite color.”

	She tilts her head. “Red is lovely, but wouldn’t one bow suffice?”

	How beautiful will the back look with two crimson bows drawing our guests’ attention as I stride past each pew? Thoughtlessly I say, “They represent—”

	Lizzy clears her throat, snapping me back from my fairy tale thoughts of a dream wedding with bows for Mack and Patch.

	A frail voice comes from behind me. “They represent Patch and Mack, or have I incorrectly assumed Bash is the wrong groom?”

	Sara Joyeau appears in the mirror, wearing a pale blue dress and a smile tarnished by crooked teeth that could benefit from whitening strips. When did she enter the room, and why is she here? She works at the second-hand store at the opposite end of town, not here that I know of. Is she getting married?

	She rocks from her toes to her heels with her hands perched on her hips. “You’re marrying Bash, right?” Her tone reeks of jealousy, but her expression says otherwise.

	“Yes. I’m marrying Bash.” My eyes don’t leave Sara’s reflection as she admires the dress while the bodice is being laced. “Are you still working at the second-hand store?”

	“I’m still there, but I’ve been here a while, too. So… Bash, huh?” She clears her throat. “Well, aren’t you the luckiest woman?”

	Lizzy must feel the weight of the air in the room because she approaches Sara with her hand extended. In a sweet voice, she says, “Hi! I’m Goldilocks’s best friend and maid of honor. How do you know my girl?”

	They shake hands and Sara, just as pleasantly, replies, “I met her not too long ago when she was buying pictures for her and Bash’s house. We have a commonality between us.” Her attention turns back to me. “Don’t we, Goldilocks?”

	Naïve to the insinuations floating about the room, Carol interrupts, “You two know each other? What do you have in common?”

	Before Lizzy or I can stop her, Sara says, “The Bear brothers: Patch, Mack, and Bash.”

	Sensing the tension building, Carol says, “Sara, can you find two red bows about three inches wide? Bring all the red ones that size so the bride can choose a shade.”

	Unenthusiastically, Sara replies, “Absolutely. I’d love to.”

	Why would Sara be so cruel? Is she so jealous she’d purposely shit on my parade by embarrassing me in front of the store owner? I want to cry, but I won’t give her the satisfaction.

	Deep breaths.

	Sara rushes from the dressing room, and the woman pauses her lacing to meet my glassy eyes. “What you do is your business. I’m not here to judge anyone. Sara was out of line, and I apologize on her behalf. Don’t worry; I don’t gossip.” She continues feeding the lace through the eyelets. “The things that come out of the mouths of some brides would make you blush. I’ve often thought I should write a book. I’d change the names, of course, and write under a pseudonym so people can’t trace it back to me.” She steps away and sighs as she admires me, and smiles. “There you are. What do you think?”

	Tears pool in Lizzy’s eyes before a blink releases them. “That’s your dress.”

	The soft white, off-the-shoulder mermaid-style dress has elegantly crocheted roses and swirls covering the satin material over the breasts and waist. Sheer lace sleeves have a crocheted, tattooed effect to match the bodice, less the satin. Over the white satin skirt and down almost to my hips in no discernible pattern, the weave continues. Although intricate and decorative, it isn’t overdone.

	The silkiest material I’ve ever felt on my skin drapes in a perfectly straight line from just below the hips to the floor. A gathering of material at the back starts high on my thighs and flows in a gentle wave down the platform step. The crocheted weave accents from just below my knee at the front and dwindles around the delicate scallop-edged train. At the back, a match to the sleeves leaves a seductive sheerness in an upside-down V to allow the eyes to catch a teasing glance of my calves should it spread just right.

	My voice cracks as the lump in my throat reaches my eyes and tears overflow. “I love this dress.”

	Carol walks around me and admires the fit. “It doesn’t look to need any alterations. It fits you like a glove. Even the length should be perfect. Did you bring your shoes?”

	“Shoes?” I ask as a pang of anxiety halts my tears. “No. I was going to wait until I had the dress. Was I supposed to get the shoes first?”

	She smiles and shakes her head. “No, Goldilocks.” Her head tilts and her eyes squint. “What size are your feet? I think I have the perfect shoes.”

	“I’m usually an eight.”

	Sara enters, holding a white box full of an assortment of red bows. Carol whispers something as she passes.

	A pouty Sara sets the box on the table beside my champagne glass. “I’m sorry if I was out of line.” Her fingers comb through her hair in an automatic motion, but it falls back into its original disorderly place. “My envy took hold and, um, well—” She shrugs. “So, this is the dress? It looks great on you.”

	Her back straightens and her lips pinch tightly together like the compliment physically hurts her to say.

	Lizzy’s arms are at her sides, hands fisted like she’s ready to pounce on the woman. I’d better handle this before there’s a punch thrown.

	“Envy? You have no right to be envious. You walked away from them.” I watch Sara swallow hard. “Never again offer innuendos about my personal life to anyone, ever! Do it again, and you’ll likely eat my knuckles. Do you understand?”

	She nods quickly and changes the subject. “Were you hoping for bright red, or are you leaning more toward a deep crimson?”

	“Deeper, but not too dark; sort of like blood. They’re brothers, so blood red would suit, I suppose.”

	Sara digs into the box of bows. Lizzy’s assessing Sara while her lips quirk to the left.

	My hand waves in her direction to get her attention. “What do you think of the bow idea?”

	Lizzy straightens her back, smiles, and then spreads my train down the stairs. “Red bows… I love it. Nobody will understand the gesture, but the guys will. You’re not only marrying Bash, you know. As the saying goes, you’re marrying the family, too!” She steps back and takes several photos. “Besides, the red will add a touch of elegance.”

	Sara holds two bows in the perfect shade of red. She sets them on the gown in a few different spots while Lizzy snaps photos for me to decide on their permanent placement.

	Carol returns, sporting a wide smile, her shoulders waving as she holds a pair of white stiletto shoes. “Are you opposed to three-inch heels? After the ceremony and photos, most women switch them out for a lower heel.”

	She holds them up for me to admire. They’re bright white, sleek in their design with a silver-tipped, pencil-thin heel. Along the outer sides and gracing part of the toe is a lacy design that matches the dress almost perfectly.

	How is it possible to have everything going so smoothly and easily? Something awful is bound to happen because wedding planning shouldn’t be this easy— 

	No! Nothing bad is going to happen. All is good in the world.

	“Heels are fine. Those are beautiful.”

	She sings as she dances toward me. “And they’re your size.”

	Sara lifts the front of the dress, and Carol guides the shoes onto my feet. They fit so well and are surprisingly comfortable for having such a sharp toe. Hours of wear might change my opinion and have me cursing them, but I can survive for a few hours.

	Carol stands before me and spreads her arms wide. “Would you look at that? We won’t have to alter the length. It’s as if this dress and the shoes were made for you, Goldilocks.”

	“I agree.” My cheek tucks between my teeth and releases only after my brows lift in their center because I know the answer is going to cut deeply. “How much?”

	Just the way Carol tilts her head and smiles has my stomach sinking.

	Lizzy says, “Don’t worry about the price. You have the rest of your life to pay for it. Maybe your parents will chip in.”

	My head tips toward her as my face twists. “I don’t think my father’s even coming to the wedding. He’s cordial with Bash, but that’s the best he can manage.”

	Lizzy snaps another photo. “What about your mom?”

	“She’ll be there.” My reflection screams perfection, but it might not happen. “They don’t have much money. I won’t ask them.” My lungs fill with air and my hand holds my tummy to ease the sinking feeling. Regretfully, I ask again, “So, how much?”

	Sara hands the bows to Carol before she leaves the dressing room to see to the delicate doorbell.

	“The dress is $3,282.00 and the shoes are $79.00. You don’t have to pay all at once. We can arrange a payment plan.” My reluctant smile has her lips lifting at their edges. “When you’re ready, I’ll help you out of the dress?”

	My mediocre nod has her untying the lacy back while Lizzy snaps picture after picture. She might be more excited about this dress than I am, and that’s quite a feat.

	“I’d like to arrange that payment plan. I can manage a down payment of almost half.”

	Not to be overshadowed by Lizzy’s ridiculously huge smile, I stick my tongue out and to the side, cross my eyes, and scrunch my nose. She snaps a picture.

	She looks at her phone and laughs. “That’s one for the wedding album!”

	After filling out more paperwork than I did to buy my car, Lizzy drives us back to my house. We hide my shoes in my closet behind a bin of my old textbooks from college. Bash doesn’t go into my closet unless I ask him to, but just in case he’s in the mood to snoop, he’ll have to work to get at the box.

	Mack’s been away at a building site and won’t be home for a few more days, so Lizzy’s had more time to spend at our house, and with Patch. She’s spent the last two nights in his bed. Bash and I heard her wailing through one of his hard fucking sessions from across the house. He bound her in rope the night before last, and she said she loved it. Maybe one day he can bind both her and me while all three men play with us. My pussy twitches at the thought.
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