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One

~ Summer ~
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“Okay, Summer, when are you going to convince Tag to come out with us?”  Leaning back against the booth, Jasper took a pull of his beer.

I sat on the opposite side of the booth from my best friends Jasper Nebring and Sebastian Walker at Whiskey and Dreams, relaxing during our weekly Tuesday evening catch up after work.  This day of the week happened to work the best with all of our schedules.  If Jasper had to work, it was usually first shift.  And on the occasions he worked the second or third shift, Bast and I met up without him.  The guys were in their usual ‘night out at the bar’ jeans and t-shirt.  However, tonight I chose to wear an emerald-colored cotton sundress.  Jasper would always stop at home first to change out of his uniform.  Bast’s normal work attire consisted of jeans and a t-shirt with his gym’s logo — the name Walker’s Iron Revolution inset with a set of weights and a flexed arm with a heart for its muscle — on it, which was suitable for stopping for a beer.  But there was no way I would wear my scrubs out for drinks, making it necessary for me to swap my outfit before heading out.

“I ask him every week to come grab a drink with us but he always has an excuse.”  My lips dipped into a brief frown.  I couldn’t understand his refusals.  Yet lately I was starting to wonder if he was jealous of my relationship with these two, but he had never hinted at having an issue with my hanging out with them.  And it wasn’t like Tag lacked anything in the looks department.  Standing at almost six feet, his whiskey-colored hair short and always professionally styled paired with his robin’s egg blue eyes; he was an imposing figure in the courtroom.  He oozed confidence.  Besides, my weekly outings were only ever for a couple of hours.

“Maybe we should drag him out of the apartment.  I think the two of us could handle him.”  Sebastian smirked at me across the table.  “What do you think, Summer?  Do you think we can manage that challenge?”

“Hmm, Jasper is a cop and you own and run a gym.  Maybe.  Although it might be an even match.  He does work out, just not to the level you two do.”  I shot Bast a lighthearted grin, but my playfulness dimmed slightly.  “Do you think it was stupid of me to move in with him?  I mean, I really like him and we’ve been dating for over six months.  But I don’t understand why he won’t hang out with us.  He met you guys once and it seemed like he liked you.”

“What’s not to like?”  Jasper teased, gesturing to himself with his arms spread wide, but then reached across the table and grabbed my hand, rubbing his thumb across my knuckles.  “But seriously.  Maybe he’s still trying to figure out how to process that you have two best friends who are guys.  Not saying he’s jealous but perhaps unsure of his place when we’re all together.”

“I hope that’s it.  I’ll talk to him again.  Maybe we could meet somewhere on his terms to get together.  Think that would make him more comfortable?  Give him some control.  I know how guys are with their having to be in control.”  My green eyes twinkled with my tease.

“Hey, Jasper.  Are you sure you don’t want to be my plus one to the Children’s Rec Center Fundraiser?  Last chance to snag the invite.”  A cute blonde with ocean blue eyes approached our booth.

“Sorry, Maddie.  I’m giving a donation but I’m busy that evening so I can’t attend the event.  I’m sure you’ll find someone fun to go with you.”  He gave her a friendly smile.

Undeterred, she set her eyes on Sebastian.  “What about you, Bast?  Care to help a girl out?”

“Those types of events make me itchy.  Not my scene.”

Anytime we were out, the guys always declined women’s interests.  I wasn’t sure if they did it so I wouldn’t feel uncomfortable, even after I assured them multiple times it didn’t bother me.  It wasn’t like they would be making out in the booth with me as their audience.  Even though I was happily dating someone else and these guys were my best friends; I couldn’t deny they were quite the catch.  Both of them stood at over six foot and had muscular toned bodies from faithfully working out.  Of course women would be drawn to them.  Their looks matched their easy going and laid-back personalities.  Bast wore his chestnut-colored hair a touch too long, giving his never tamed waves a permanent just-rolled-out-of-bed look.  And his hazel eyes changed between shades of green and brown depending on what he was wearing.  Where as Jasper definitely nailed the hot cop look.  His raven hair hung a bit longer than Bast’s and sported more unruly curls.  Combine that with his startling bright blue eyes and you were sure to swoon.

“Maybe next time then?”  She shot them a flirty smile and headed toward the bar.

When she was out of earshot, I ran a hand through my long curls, the lighting in the bar hinting at some of the light red highlights in the burnish copper strands, and shot them both a sharp glare.  “You do not have to turn down girls on my account.  Jasper, go over to the bar right now and tell her you changed your mind and would love to go with her.”

“Why, Summer Sinclair, are you bossing me around and telling me who to date?”  He shot me a smirk.

“Yes.  There wasn’t anything wrong with her and she seemed very nice.”  I crossed my arms over my chest and raised an eyebrow at him.

“Fine.  I’ll humor you.”  After taking another swallow of his beer, Jasper slid from the booth and headed to the bar.

I turned my gaze to Bast.  “And the next cute girl, as long as she seems nice and has a personality, who comes over sniffing around you I’m making you ask her out too.”

“Damn ball buster.  Aren’t we supposed to be out relaxing, not receiving the third degree from our best friend?”  His lips curled in an amused smile.  “Besides, you should love having us all to yourself.”

“Don’t let your ego swell; I love having you guys in my life.  I couldn’t imagine not having you guys.  But you guys need to find a girl who deserves to have you.  Anyway, I have Ivory.  She makes time for me even though she has an eighteen month old who keeps her super busy and a hubby who dotes on her.  I hope I get that someday.”  I heaved out an exaggerated sigh.  Was Tag going to be that for me or would he end up being another disappointment in my long trail of them?  However, I did feel good enough about my relationship with Tag to take the next step and I hadn’t done that with any previous ones.

“You’ll get that someday.  The right guy will know what a catch you are.  Who knows; you might already have him.”  Bast gave me an enigmatic smile I wasn’t sure I understood.  Did he know something about Tag I hadn’t discovered yet for myself?

However, I didn’t get a chance to cleverly quiz him and get more details since Jasper dropped back into his seat.

“Well?”

“When I finally found her, she was talking to her date for the fundraiser.  We had quite a chuckle over the fact that my female best friend made me come over and this time Maddie had to reject me.”  One side of his mouth quirked up.

I narrowed my eyes at him.  “That was pretty convenient, don’t you think?”

“Do you want to go ask her if she still needs a date?”  He challenged.

“No.  Finish your beer.  I’m tired and ready to head home.”  Balling up my napkin, I tossed it at him.

We chatted for another half an hour and the guys reminded me to talk to Tag about hanging out with us, even if there was somewhere else he’d rather go to get together.

After they walked me to my car, I pulled out of the parking lot and headed to Tag’s apartment.  Maybe Jasper’s idea would work and we could get him to join us.  That thought put a huge smile on my face as I pulled into my spot right behind Tag’s red BMW coupe.

Keys clutched in my hand; I walked up the three steps to our door and let myself inside.  The place was completely dark and when my hand swiped the light switch, nothing happened.  I fumbled in my purse for my phone.

“Don’t bother with any lights.”

I released a shriek and slapped my hand to my chest as my heart thudded against my rib cage and my purse and keys crashed to the floor.  “Holy shit.  You scared me to death, Tag.  Why are you sitting here in the dark?  Did we lose power?”

He leapt from the couch so fast; my eyes barely registered the movement.  In the next instant, he had my body pinned to the wall with his flush up against mine.  Although he was a few inches shy of six feet, his body dwarfed my barely over five feet frame.  To make matters worse, he reeked of whiskey and even though it was dark I could see the rage burning in his eyes.  “I’m done with you going out with those guys.  It’s disgusting that you have to be such a whore.”

His accusation stunned me stupid for a minute.  And it took a few moments for my brain cells to come back on line.  What the hell was going on?  “It’s never bothered you before.  They’re my best friends.  Where is this coming from?”

Hands gripping my arms tightly, he jerked me forward before slamming me into the wall, my head connecting brutally with the surface.  “I will not be dating a slut.  You are not to hang out with them anymore.”  He growled in my face.  “You’re my girlfriend!  Soon to be fiancée.  How do you think that looks to others?  Members of my law firm?”  He seethed.

“I’m sure if they knew the whole story; that those guys have been my best friends since middle school; they wouldn’t think anything of it.  And you can’t tell me who to be friends with.  You don’t own me.”

Oh my God.  I had made a huge mistake moving in with him so soon.  His true colors were shining now.  How could we get back on track?  No, better question: did I want to get back on track with him?  At the moment, I was terrified of him and I wasn’t sure I wanted to be with someone who frightened me.  He’d never been much of a drinker but this was a side I never wanted to witness again.

His fist came out of nowhere and struck the side of my face with so much power, I ended up in a sprawl on the floor.

And with his decision to hit me came my resolve that this relationship was over.  No considering how we could work things out.  I would not be part of an abusive relationship.  Even if it was only this one time.  One time was too many.  But we weren’t going to discuss that tonight while he was in a drunken rage.  “I think we need to get some sleep and we’ll talk in the morning.”  Fat chance there.  I was out of there once he left for work in the morning.  I rubbed my hand along my cheek.  My face and the back of my head throbbed.

“I’m not in the mood to sleep or talk.”  Something in his voice made my skin crawl.  It was like a switch had flipped.  Or was I just the stupidest person in the world to have been fooled by him for the past six months?  But I didn’t have time to dwell on my idiocy at the moment.  I was in grave danger and had mere moments to figure out my escape.

I sprang from the floor and sprinted toward the door.

“Not so fast, Summer.”  His arms snaked around me from behind and he threw me across the room and into the coffee table, my face connecting violently with the smooth wooden top.

Warmth gushed from my nose as I cried out in pain.

Before I could rise to my feet, he tugged me up, wrapped his arms tightly around my middle, my arms trapped at my sides, and dragged me down the hallway.

I kicked and bucked my body but I was no match for his strength.  “Stop, Tag.  You’re drunk and going to regret this in the morning.”  Would he?  Hell if I knew.  I didn’t know him half as well as I had thought.

When we stepped through the doorway to our bedroom, he shoved me inside.

While fisting my hand tightly, I twirled around and used my momentum to punch him in the face.

His responding slap knocked me back a few steps.  Then he let out a roar and plowed into me, sending both of us tumbling to the bed.  He came down hard on top of me, knocking the wind out of me briefly.  It cost me dearly.  In the next instant, he snatched both of my hands and held them captive above my head in one of his.  His free hand shoved up my dress and then ripped my panties from my body.  I screamed, bucked my body, and tried to ram my head into his face.

“You’re my girlfriend and since you’ve been out fucking other guys, you owe me.”  He seethed.  The blue of his eyes a stormy ocean-like darkness.

“No!  I haven’t done anything wrong.  Please stop!  Don’t do this!  Please!”  My eyes widened with the terror of what was to come; tears streamed down my cheeks.  Boyfriends didn’t force their girlfriends to do this.  It didn’t matter he wasn’t a stranger and was supposed to be someone who cared for me.  No was supposed to always mean no.

Dread pooling in my gut; I redoubled my efforts to fight him off as he shoved down his shorts and briefs, freeing his erection.

But when his free hand then wrapped around my throat and squeezed, my energy and fight dwindled.  My movements were so minimal and added to the fact that he lay on top of me between my spread thighs, his dick was lined up perfectly to me and he thrust himself inside.

My scream was barely a choked out sob.  I could hardly believe this was happening.  Part of me wondered if I was trapped in some horrific nightmare.

He continued his assault; pounding into me in his rage.  “You are mine only.  Not to be spreading these thighs for anyone else.”  He snarled, his voice cold and bone chilling.  When he sped up his thrusts, I prayed it meant this would end soon.  After a few moments, he pulled out of me and shot his cum all over my stomach and chest, some of the sticky substance splashing up onto my face.

As soon as he rolled off of me, I slid off of the bed — my breaths gasping out of me as I coughed like someone trying to dislodge a huge object that was blocking her windpipe — and onto the floor in an inelegant heap, frantically yanking at brain cells to get my wits about me so I could figure out what to do next.  Refusing to pause to think about the events of the last ... fuck it had been an eternity.  My main priority: I needed to get away from him.  But I couldn’t outrun or over power him.  Maybe sheer determination alone would help me into the kitchen to grab a knife.

Tag sauntered around the bed and his foot shot out, nailing me in the gut.  Thankfully, I managed to shift away slightly so I didn’t catch the full brunt of his momentum.  “Go take a shower.  You’re a fucking mess.”  His lips were scrunched up in disgust.

No fucking kidding.  More tears welled in my eyes before falling in a torrent down my cheeks.  In slow measured movements, I crawled across the room and into the connecting bathroom.  My entire body trembling, it took Herculean strength to rise to my feet.  I closed the door quietly, refusing to lock it for fear it would piss him off even more.  I just prayed he didn’t come in after me.  Stripping out of my tattered dress, I tossed it to the floor in revulsion and grabbed a towel and washcloth from the linen closet beside the sink.  After setting the towel on the vanity, I stepped into the shower and cranked the water to scalding.

I scrubbed my skin and hair until I feared the action would remove it from my bones.  Despite the incredibly hot temperature, my body had gone numb.  My movements on autopilot.  Shower first like he had said so I didn’t bring anymore of his wrath down on me and then I needed a plan.  One that got me out of this situation tonight, not tomorrow morning.  I needed out of here right NOW.

Once I was as clean as I could get – nowhere near unsoiled enough – I hopped out of the shower and dried off before wrapping myself up in the towel.

When I came out of the bathroom, Tag was passed out on the bed.  Finally, something in my favor.  Terrified to make any sound, I quickly grabbed a pair of sweatpants and t-shirt out of my drawer, not even bothering with a bra or panties.  Was he out for the night?  I wasn’t sure how much time I had so there was no time to pack anything.

On silent feet, I raced for the front door; grabbed my purse and keys from where I had dropped them right in the entry way; slid my feet into my flip flops; and sprinted out to my car.

Diving into the driver’s side, I shoved my keys in the ignition and pressed the gas pedal to the floor, squealing tire as I sped away from the apartment.  My entire body shook violently no matter how much I focused on the fact that I was free.  And I was going somewhere safe where he would never be able to hurt me again.  But my body didn’t get the memo and I prayed I could keep myself somewhat together long enough to get to my destination without wrecking my car.  Tears streamed down my face in fear and frustration.  I couldn’t allow him to catch me before I got to their place.

Keep it together, Summer, for ten more minutes.  You can do this.  I had to.
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Two

~ Jasper ~
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Obnoxious pounding on our front door jerked me awake and I shot up in bed.  Who the hell was at my door?  Snatching my cell from the top of my nightstand, I glanced at the time: eleven thirty.  Hell, I hadn’t been sleeping that long.  I guess it wasn’t that late for someone to be at the door.  It wasn’t their fault I had just pulled three twelve hour shifts back to back and was wiped out.  But pounding on the wood like a feral animal? That couldn’t mean anything good.

After grabbing my Glock from the drawer in my nightstand, I slipped my phone into the pocket of my sleep shorts and slid from my bed.

While I was on my way down the hallway, Bast poked his head out of his room.  “Who the hell is using our front door as a means to vent their aggravation?”  He ran his hand through his disheveled waves and his mouth stretched in a huge yawn.  He kept weird hours too owning and running a gym.

“I’m about to find out.”  I flashed him my Glock.

He shook his head but followed me to the door.  The battering of our door continued as we stepped from the hallway into an open area which consisted of a living room on the left side and our kitchen on the right, a black walnut bar separating the two spaces.

Gun at the ready, I keyed in the code to turn off the alarm right before I jerked the door open, ready to shout at the person that he was a damn moron.  However, a body slammed into mine, not even caring I was holding a gun.  It took me a split second to realize it was Summer.

“I-I’m s-so s-sorry to b-barge in on y-you g-guys.”  She stammered as her teeth chattered like she had been locked out in freezing temperatures for hours.  But here in Kissimmee, Florida, the temperature hardly went below sixty degrees.

I enveloped her in my arm, my gun at my other side, and slowly walked her into the room as I kicked the door closed.  The more she trembled, the tighter I hugged her.  Bast came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her from the back.  It wasn’t awkward for me with his arms settled on my back above Summer’s, but I worried about overwhelming her when she was clearly in distress.

“I’ve got her, Bast.  Don’t crowd her.”

“No.  Please crowd me.  Snuggle me so close and make me not afraid anymore.”  Her tiny voice pleaded and the childlike sound broke my heart.

“Let’s go sit on the couch.  Get you more comfortable so we can talk.”  Did Tag turn into an asshole too and break up with her?  Although that didn’t explain her fear.

“No.  Please just hold me like this.  Please, I need your strength and warmth right now.  But can you turn on a light.  I don’t like the dark anymore.”

“Okay, Summer.  We’ll stay just like this.  But we’ll get a light turned on.”  I pressed kisses to the top of her head.  For a moment, I regretted the action.  She had a boyfriend who was supposed to be providing her this comfort.  However, my police senses started prickling and I stuffed down my reaction.  He wasn’t here for whatever reason and she needed to feel safe.

We slowly moved farther into the living room beside the gray plush chair that sat beside our matching couch.

Because of our positions, Bast stood closer to the end table, so he clicked on the lamp, bringing a soft glow to the living room.

The trembling of her body sucked the energy out of her — Bast and I currently supported most of her weight — so it was only a matter of time before she relented and allowed the three of us to sit on the couch.

“How did you get here?”  Bast asked.  With his face mere inches from mine, I detected the wheels spinning in his head too.

Things weren’t adding up and we both knew it.

“M-my c-car.”

Okay, so something happened to her after she got home.  Outside her apartment?  On her way inside?  Or did she stop somewhere before heading home?

“When did this happen?  Did you stop somewhere on your way home?  Where were you?”  Dread started pooling in my gut as tons of scenarios played through my mind; none of them good.

Her head gave a jerky shake.  “W-when I g-got h-home.”

Fuck.  She’d been hurt and alone for a couple of hours.

“Wasn’t Tag home to —”

Her shaking intensified, breath sped up to the point I worried she’d hyperventilate, and whimpers mixed with her hiccupped sobs as she soaked my chest with her tears.

Triple fuck.

Bast cursed and let out a roar before locking eyes with me over Summer’s shoulder.

I mouthed chill the fuck out.

“Okay, Baby.  Take a deep breath.  And all three of us are going to sit down on the couch.  I need to see you.”  Since she had thrown herself into my arms as soon as I had opened the door, I didn’t get a good look at her.  How injured was she?  Just shaken up?  Or did she have visible injuries?  She was able to drive herself here but adrenaline was a powerful thing.

“No.”  She cried harder.  “I don’t want you to let me go.  I-I n-need t-this.”

“Okay, Baby.  Change in plans.  We’re moving to my bedroom.  We’ll snuggle up in there really close and then I need to check your injuries.  I need to know what happened.  To make sure you don’t need medical attention.”  And prayed the answers wouldn’t send Bast or me or the both of us into a murderous rage.

“No h-hospital.  Just you g-guys.”  She whimpered.

“Alright, we’re staying here.”  Unless we found something that demanded I change that promise.  But for right now I needed to calm her as best I could and assess the situation.  She needed to feel safe.

In an ungraceful dance, the three of us meandered down the hall to my room and clumsily tumbled to the bed, our hold on Summer only momentarily interrupted as I deposited my gun onto my nightstand.  It was a good thing the air conditioning was cranked since I tried to wrap Summer in the blanket with Bast and I on top but she was having none of that.  Instead, the three of us snuggled under the covers, with Summer smashed tightly between Bast and me — her chest to mine and her back to Bast’s front.

“P-please t-turn on the l-light.”  She took a deep breath and held it for a moment as she worked to regain control of her emotions.  “I don’t like the dark anymore.”

In an awkward bending of my left arm, I rolled slightly — taking Summer and Bast with me — so I could tap on my bedside lamp.  A faint glow filled the room.

With Bast’s arms wrapped around her, I pulled back slightly so my eyes could trace over her body.  Reddish purplish markings discolored the skin on the side of her face and I was rather certain she’d end up with a black eye; she had a small cut above her right eye; and her lip was split.  Finger shaped bruises covered much of her upper arms.  I barely contained my growl.  However, when I caught a glimpse of faint finger marks on her neck as well, I almost exploded in rage.  Sucking in a few calming breaths, I pulled her to me again and soaked in the fact she was safe here with us now.

Summer did not deserve our anger; just our comfort.  Concentrating on keeping my temper in check, I was well aware there was a good chance Bast and I were going to go ape shit crazy and be out for blood.  Hopefully the fact that she was safely snuggled in our arms would help tamp down our rage.

I cuddled her close again, kissing the top of her head.  “What happened, Summer?  I’m picturing worse case here and fear I’m not wrong on my thoughts.”

“We’ve got you, Summer.  You’re safe here.  We’re not going to let anyone hurt you ever again.”  Bast dropped a kiss onto her temple.

Summer drew in a long shaky breath that vibrated her entire body before her words tumbled out barely above a whisper.  “The house was dark.  Tag rushed at me.  He hit me; made accusations; called me horrible names, threw me across the room.”  Her hands grasped at my hair and tugged on the strands.  A sharp squeal shot from her lips as her grip on my hair tightened.  “Then he dragged me to the bedroom, shoved me onto the bed and ... and . . .”  Her heartbreaking ordeal squeaked out before sobs overtook her body, impeding her from finishing.

We didn’t need every grim detail.  Her admission confirmed what I figured and fuck if I didn’t want it to be some stranger.  It was going to be damn near impossible for us to convince Summer to press charges.  But that was a task to tackle tomorrow.  Fuck, I couldn’t believe he was such a dickbag to do that to her.  It made me sick.  And I wanted to kill him for that, give him a slow and agonizing death.

“I can’t go back to that place.  Ever.  I gave up my apartment which was the perfect size for me and the rent worked with my budget too.  I’ll never find something like that again. I don’t make a lot of money — ”

Bast squeezed her and dropped kisses through her hair.  “Hey, Summer.  That’s not a problem.  You can stay here as long as you need.  You can stay in our guest room.  Jasper and I will go to the apartment tomorrow and get all of your belongings.”

“You don’t need to worry about anything else tonight.  Just try to get some sleep.  We’ll call you off tomorrow and then see how things go.  Right now, you just need some rest.  I’m off tomorrow and Bast can rearrange his schedule.  Close your eyes and rest, Baby.”  With Summer sandwiched between us and finally calming down a bit, I snaked my arm away from her back and bent it up at my pillow to get a little more comfortable.

“I’m scheduled off tomorrow.”  She sniffled.

“Well, that’s good.  And I’m sure Dr. Alders would be fine with you taking Thursday off then if you need.  But we’ll worry about that tomorrow.  Now get some sleep.”

“I have a half day on Thursday since I work Saturday morning.  You both will stay right here with me?  All night?”

“Yes, whatever you need, Summer.  We’ve got you.  Except if one of us has to piss.  But then we’ll be right back.  I’d do anything for you, but I won’t piss my bed.”  I smirked despite the vileness of the situation.

A half laugh half sob escaped her.  “I love you guys.  Thank you so much for being here for me.  I don’t know that I’ll be able to sleep, but I need to just lay here with you guys holding me.  I need to feel safe and I do with you.”

“We love you too.  And we’ll always be here for you.  No matter what.  Now go to sleep.”  I stroked the ends of her hair and Bast rubbed his hand up and down her spine.

In the next instant, her soft snores drew a quiet chuckle from me.  “Fuck, she was exhausted.”

“But completely content in our arms.”  Bast was quiet for a moment before releasing a huge sigh.  “I never admitted this to you or her, but I love her Jasper.  Not just as a friend.”  His words were hushed even though she was out cold.  “I never wanted to mess things up with the three of us so I just stayed on the sidelines when she dated each of her douchebag boyfriends and then when they broke her heart.  And I’d listen to her heartache.  And I’d watch her get over them and move on again and again.  None of them were good enough for her.  And Tag is the worst piece of garbage and I want to pound the living shit out of him.  But I won’t.  He’s not worth it, but fuck my hands are going to itch to punch him tomorrow.  I’m not going to say anything right away because she has some serious healing to do first.  But you know I’d never hurt her, ever.  Would you be okay with my asking her to date me after she’s had some time to heal?”

I kinda deduced his true feelings for her a long time ago; not always but many times I’d see it in his treatment of her.  But it still took me a moment to process his words.  “Of course.”

And I had a confession as well.  Which I had to assume he didn’t suspect; otherwise he never would have admitted that to me.

Would he be okay with the fact that I loved her as well?  She did have some serious things to work through first and we would be with her every step of the way.  But would this be something he would be okay with pursuing with the both of us?

I had never considered us being a threesome.  It was becoming more and more common and it wasn’t like I turned my nose up at the idea.  Summer always had guys after her and like Bast had said; we stood by and witnessed her relationships grow and then fall apart.  Yet we never took a moment to put one of ourselves in the picture in that way.

But I had to wonder if this might be the time to start talking about the three of us.  And figuring out if it was something she and Bast would be willing to try.  If not, I was willing to bow out so we could remain friends without a strain.  Either way, she’d have a great guy caring for her.

However, would even breaching the subject throw our rock solid friendship into a tailspin?  I really hoped she’d see that two guys caring for her would be twice as great.  And that Bast would be willing to share her.  Yet I couldn’t completely ignore the other potential outcome: the idea alone would tear a rift in our extraordinary relationship.
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Three

~ Sebastian ~
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Coming out of my drowse; my brain picked out two distinct things that weren’t part of my usual mornings.  Although neither one particularly bothered me.  Summer’s ass plastered against my thigh — which perked my dick to attention — and Jasper lying practically on top of her so by default almost on top of me instead made me chuckle.  The vibrations stirred my bed companions.

“Sorry, Bast.”  Jasper’s voice was rough from sleep as he sluggishly pulled away.

“No.  Stay right there.  I need to cuddle.”  Summer’s arm which had hauled him on top of her sometime last night tightened as she trapped him right where she wanted him.  “I don’t want to face the day yet.  I still have too much to process and I just want you guys.”

My lips curled into a grin at her raspy words.  Although my brain was well aware she was referring to us as friends and nothing more.  We’d been best friends for more than a decade so that meant we had a strong foundation and bond to work with to hopefully transform into so much more.  But we had to address her physical, mental, and emotional state from last night’s trauma before we could focus on building a new type of relationship.
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