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          KYLE JENKINS

        

      

    

    
      At precisely eleven-thirty on a cold February morning, Kyle Jenkins glanced at Dee as she hit the crash cymbal with all her might. The crowd erupted, their roars blending with the electrifying pulse of his heartbeat as he leaped from the raised platform, where her drum kit stood, to the front of the stage.

      Taking a deep bow, he yelled into the microphone, “Thank you, San Francisco!”

      Seventy thousand voices echoed back, a cacophony of claps and cheers.

      Grinning until his cheeks ached, Kyle took in the sea of fans cramming the stadium. He proceeded to introduce the members of his band. “The amazingly talented Dee Spencer on the drums! You all know her music well.”

      The air filled with whistles and shouts as his stunning girlfriend tossed her sticks into the expectant crowd. Sweat made her shoulder-length black hair with purple tips cling to her heart-shaped face and neck. Her loose, black, silk blouse hid her perfect breasts, while her blue jeans clung to her curvy hips and gorgeous ass.

      Kyle turned to face Lenny standing to his right. “Give it up for Leonardo Di Matteo on the guitar.” Lenny flashed his famous lopsided smile at the camera, plucking the strings a couple of times before handing the guitar to his assistant.

      His scruff-covered square jaw nearly leaped off the giant LED screens, eliciting chants of “Lenny! Lenny! Lenny!” from the audience.

      Raising his arms, he saluted the crowd. The cotton of his charcoal T-shirt was darkened with sweat, while his tight black leather pants left little to the imagination.

      “Roger McAdams, everyone!” Kyle shouted, gesturing to his left where their bass player blew kisses to the crowd. His spiked, light brown hair looked darker from sweat, but his perennial easy smile was plastered across his face.

      His floral top hung loosely, playing hide-and-seek with his taut chest muscles. His low-cut jeans barely covered the tattoo on his navel where spreading vines entangled Dee’s name across a pierced heart. Each vine carried a name: Roger, Kyle, and Lenny. Although the fabric covered part of the artist’s work, the memory of it always warmed Kyle’s heart. It was the sincerest display of their love and commitment to the woman who held their hearts. The three of them would do anything to protect Dee and their lifestyle.

      Kyle settled the mic on its pedestal and stated, “This is it for The Experiment, guys. Thank you!”

      “You’re in for a treat today.” Lenny’s deep baritone boomed around the venue. “We’ve just kicked off the Love & Healing Festival. Stick around for ten more hours of the best rock music of all time.”

      The icy wind picked up, making Kyle’s sweaty green dress shirt and black jeans stick like frost to his skin as his bandmates joined him. Linking their arms to form a makeshift human chain, they bowed to the audience, basking in the warmth of their cheers and applause.

      They clapped and waved goodbye as they retreated backstage, still buzzing from the performance. The roadies began to box their equipment and clear the area for the next act.

      In the dressing room, Dee rushed forward to hug her longtime best friend, Ally Howard, who beamed with pride as they separated. “That was fantastic, guys!”

      “Thank you for all you’ve done for us, Fairy Godmother,” Roger replied, ruffling little Celia’s dark curls as the toddler sat on her father’s lap.

      Logan Maine, the bassist with Muse of Darkness, bounced his legs, making his daughter giggle as he looked Roger in the eye and shook his head. “Ally and I merely introduced y’all to some people we happened to know. If The Experiment wasn’t any good, you wouldn’t be topping charts everywhere right now.”

      “True. Still, we’re honored by this invitation. Opening the Love & Healing Festival is a huge thing,” Kyle interjected, feeling a surge of pride.

      “You think other musicians are willing to headline this thing?” Ally scoffed with a playful wink. “I mean, people have better plans on Valentine’s Day than attending an outdoor, twelve-hour-long concert in the chilly temperatures of the Bay Area.” Her brown curls bounced around her smiling face, her dark blue eyes sparkling with mischief.

      They laughed heartily at her joke. After all, the charity concert had sold out in less than an hour when tickets went on sale six months ago.

      “Yeah, right,” Dee murmured as she smooched Ally’s cheek. “I’d love to stay for your performance, but we’ve got to get going.”

      Logan splayed a hand over his chest above his heart. “I’m shocked! Are you guys actually ditching us for some kind of Valentine’s celebration?”

      “You bet we are!” Kyle assured him, unable to hide his excitement.

      “Good for you, kids!” Ally, who was twenty-six like Dee, flicked her hands at them. “Now get moving. I know the plane won’t take off without you all aboard, but you don’t want to waste any more time with two old farts like us.”

      They rushed to the indoor parking area where a limousine idled, the driver waiting to take them to the airport. Once they were settled on the cozy leather seats, Jennifer shifted into gear. They sluggishly made their way through the exit gate because a crowd of fans pushed against the railings, holding pictures of Kyle and his band.

      Dee rolled down her window, oblivious to their pleas as Roger and Lenny shouted, “No! Don’t!”

      She just smiled at the people who surrounded the car while bright flashes spread across them like wildfire in the summer. Lenny pushed the button to raise the tinted glass again, protecting their little sanctuary from the invasive lights.

      “C’mon, party pooper,” she teased, her voice a blend of playful defiance and genuine affection. “You know how much I love them.”

      “The fans, yes. Not the damn paparazzi, you don’t.” Lenny draped an arm around her shoulders and kissed her neck, his touch both possessive and tender. “Plus, we want some privacy in here. Right, guys?”

      “Exactly.” Roger unfastened the front of her blouse, revealing the delicate lace bra beneath. Dee’s eyes sparkled with anticipation.

      Her squeals were part surprise, part elation, as Kyle’s and Roger’s hands cupped each of her breasts. “It’s a short drive to the airport,” she reminded them, breathless and eager.

      “Thirty minutes should be enough to make you come a couple of times.” Kyle nodded to Lenny, who, taking the hint, knelt on the carpeted floor of the limo. His devotion to her pleasure was as clear as ever, a testament to the deep bond they all shared.

      Kyle dipped his fingers inside her bra to roll her tight nipple between them. Roger mirrored his movements, their synchronized touches driving her wild.

      “Love that plan,” she muttered and hissed, running her fingers through Lenny’s short black hair as he unzipped her jeans and removed them with practiced ease.

      Kyle licked his lips when he glimpsed her wet folds as Lenny hoisted her legs over his broad shoulders. The sight of her readiness, the way she opened up for them, was intoxicating.

      “You’re so fucking ready for us,” Lenny murmured, and began kissing the inside of her leg from her knee to the top of her thigh. “That makes me harder than a rock.”

      His erection had already been visible on stage. Now it tented the front of his leather pants, matching Kyle’s and Roger’s. The three of them were united in their desire for her, their need to bring her pleasure.

      Kyle cupped her cheek with his free hand and slid his thumb inside her mouth. Her pillowy lips sucking at it reminded him of the pleasure Dee gave him when they wrapped around his dick. The jealous appendage tweaked inside his jeans, pressing against the zipper. The painful imprint stole his breath away, just like the vision of her body squirming under Lenny’s mouth.

      “Fuck!” she uttered around Kyle’s finger, biting its tip with a mix of desperation and delight.

      Kyle withdrew his hand. Roger took its place with his mouth, crushing her lips in a passionate kiss. Kyle undid the clasps of her bra, freeing her breasts to their touch. Roger’s fingers squeezed one breast as Kyle covered the other with his lips. He moaned as he sucked her salty flesh. The sweet scent of her release filled his nostrils as she arched her back and screamed, her body trembling with the intensity of her climax.

      This moment of shared ecstasy, of giving and receiving pleasure, was what bound them together. In this intimate space, they were more than just bandmates and lovers—they were a family, united by love and desire. The journey ahead might be filled with challenges, but together, they could face anything.

      “That’s a good girl,” Lenny’s voice was muffled by her body as his lips never left her sex. “Give me more. Come again for us.”

      On cue, her legs and arms trembled, and she rolled her head back on the seat. “Guys! Fuck! Yes!”

      Kyle switched positions with Roger. Roger scooped her breast in his large hand and pulled her taut nipple inside his mouth. Kyle drank her whimpers as he closed his lips over hers. His cock begged for release. He was sure Roger and Lenny were in the same deliciously painful situation, but this was all about Dee. They would get their pleasure later, and tomorrow, and the day after that. They had the whole weekend ahead of them to celebrate. But their Valentine always came first.

      And she did again when Kyle pinched her nipple. She shouted, “Kyle!”

      Roger and Kyle kissed the side of her elegant neck as Lenny trailed open-mouthed kisses up her belly and chest. She gasped and ran her fingers through their hair as if trying to caress all of them at the same time. They smiled when she opened her eyes and held their stares, one at a time. In the next breath, their lips roamed over her cheeks and mouth. They took turns kissing her and one another as their moans mixed. Someone pulled Kyle’s hair, and he lost track of time.

      The car slowed down. “We’re almost there.” Jennifer’s voice reached them through the speaker system. She knew them too well and was giving them a heads-up before she pulled over in front of the private aviation terminal.

      Dee pulled her jeans up and zipped them as Kyle closed and refastened her blouse. There was nothing they could do about her messy hair or bedroom eyes. Her cheeks beamed with a healthy flush during their brisk walk to the stairs that led to the plane.

      They boarded swiftly, settling into the plush seats as the plane took off. Once airborne, Dee stood, her eyes glinting with mischief.

      “I’m going to take a shower,” she announced, heading toward the luxurious suite.

      They watched her go, their anticipation building. The sound of running water filled the cabin, and Kyle couldn’t help but remember her mouth around his dick, the way she could drive him wild with just a glance. They followed her and waited in the bedroom.

      When she emerged, her skin glistening and wrapped in a fluffy white towel, they were all ready for her. Roger was the first to move, taking her hand and leading her to the bed. Lenny and Kyle followed, the tension electric between them.

      Roger gently laid her down, his lips trailing kisses down her body. Lenny and Kyle took their positions beside her, their hands exploring her soft curves. Roger’s mouth moved lower, and Kyle watched as he began to taste her, the sight making his cock strain against his jeans.

      Dee’s breath hitched, her back arching off the bed as Lenny and Kyle sucked at her nipples, their tongues swirling around the tight peaks. Her moans filled the air, the sound driving them to tease her more, to bring her to the edge.

      She came hard, her body trembling as Roger’s mouth worked its magic. They didn’t stop, each of them playing their part in her pleasure. When she finally collapsed against the bed, spent and panting, they gathered around her, their hands soothing and comforting.

      They cuddled together, the warmth of their bodies mingling as Dee drifted off to sleep in their arms. Kyle pressed a kiss to her forehead, feeling a surge of love and contentment.

      They owed so much to Muse of Darkness and Ally for giving them their big break. Without them, none of this would have been possible. But as Kyle lay there, holding Dee close, he couldn’t shake the feeling that this was just the beginning. Their success had brought them to this point, but what lay ahead could change everything. Fame, fortune, and the pressure of their lifestyle could test the very fabric of their relationship. And while their love was strong, the challenges they faced might be stronger.
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        * * *

      

      A week later, back in San Francisco, they headed to a fundraiser for Hidden Scars, the organization founded by Ana Oliveira and Moira Romano. These two remarkable women, both married to members of the band Knight’s Edge, had become close friends not just because of the rock star connection, but also due to their shared mission. They both survived physical and mental abuse from former partners and had channeled their experiences into empowering other women through Hidden Scars.

      Sitting in the back of the limo, Kyle scrolled through his phone, headlines flashing across the screen. The latest buzz about their band filled his feed, but his thoughts kept drifting to Ana and Moira’s inspiring work and the impact they’d made. His attention snapped back as a headline caught his eye.

      “Perks of stardom,” he read aloud. “Before and after pictures of Dee leaving San Francisco and arriving in New Orleans.”

      Roger chuckled and read aloud. “While mere mortals look worse after a flight, drummer Dee Spencer goes from ‘hot mess’ to ‘hot stuff’ onboard her label’s private jet. Tarmac Records has been showering The Experiment with perks since their songs shot to the top of the charts last year.”

      Dee rolled her eyes, frustration evident. “Where do these people get their photos, and don’t they have anything better to do?”

      Lenny nodded. “This kind of shit is clickbait, but tons of people fall for it.”

      Kyle pulled her close, pressing a kiss to her temple. “Despite our recent success, we all know you’re still a small-town girl at heart, hon.”

      Dee sighed. “Exactly. And I’m fed up with having my photo taken when I least expect it. I know it comes with the territory. I’m truly grateful for our fans, but do they really want to see me or any of you when we’re sweaty and disheveled?”

      They laughed, knowing she was right. Fame had its perks, but it also came with its challenges. As they pulled up to the venue, the flashing cameras were already waiting. They stepped out, smiling for the paparazzi, knowing that tonight was for a good cause.

      Together, they walked into the event, ready to support Hidden Scars and the important work they did. And through it all, they knew they had each other, their love and bond unbreakable.

      Yet, as the cameras flashed and the crowd cheered, Kyle couldn’t help but wonder if the pressures of their fame would pull them apart or draw them even closer. What new challenges would they face, and would their love survive?
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          DEE SPENCER

        

      

    

    
      The limousine glided to a halt in front of the grand venue, its polished black exterior reflecting the multitude of flashing cameras. Dee took a deep breath, feeling the usual flutter of excitement mixed with a tinge of anxiety. Tonight’s gala was crucial, not just for the cause it supported, but for her own sense of purpose and connection.

      Her boyfriends, always reliable, stepped out first, forming a protective yet affectionate circle around her. Kyle, with his chiseled jaw and stylish suit, took her right hand, his amber eyes softening as they met hers. Lenny, shirtless under his blazer to show off his muscular physique and intricate tattoos, flanked her left, a playful grin on his lips. Roger, with his intense blue eyes and serious expression, brought up the rear, his presence solid and reassuring.

      As Dee emerged from the limo, the paparazzi went into a frenzy. She smiled warmly, waving at the crowd and taking a moment to shake hands with fans. Their support meant everything to her, and she made sure they felt appreciated. Her long black hair with its signature purple highlights cascaded over her shoulders, complementing her bold, sexy gown that hugged her curves and boosted her confidence.

      The entrance to the venue was a spectacle on its own. Red carpet stretched out before them, flanked by velvet ropes that barely contained the excited fans and persistent photographers. Flashbulbs popped like fireworks, capturing every moment as Dee and her boyfriends made their way inside.

      In the museum lobby turned dining room, the atmosphere was both elegant and bustling. Dee’s senses were immediately bombarded by the rich scent of gourmet food and the low hum of sophisticated chatter. Crystal chandeliers hung overhead, casting a warm, golden glow over the attendees. The room was a sea of opulent gowns and tailored suits, a testament to the importance of tonight’s event.

      Dee made her rounds, mingling effortlessly. She exchanged pleasantries with donors, shared a laugh with old friends, and expressed heartfelt gratitude to the supporters of Hidden Scars. Her boyfriends hovered nearby, each engaging in their own conversations but never straying too far from her side. Their subtle touches and reassuring smiles kept her grounded amid the social whirlpool.

      In a corner of the room, Dee spotted Ana Oliveira and Moira Romano, the founders of the organization the event was supporting. Both women exuded grace and strength, their presence commanding respect. Dee made her way over to them, her heart swelling with admiration.

      “Ladies, it’s so good to see you both,” Dee greeted warmly, embracing each woman in turn.

      “You look stunning as always,” Ana replied, her eyes twinkling. “Thank you for being here tonight.”

      “It’s our pleasure,” she responded. “The work you both do is incredible. We’re honored to support it.”

      Ana smiled, her gaze softening. “We couldn’t do it without friends like you. How are things with the band?”

      “Busy as ever,” she admitted. “But we’re loving every minute of it.”

      Suddenly, Moira’s voice cut through the chatter, introducing a new guest. “I’d like you to meet someone. This is Ryan Birnam.”

      When she turned toward him, their eyes met. He was tall, with a muscular build and a sense of strength and mystery that made her breath catch. Black hair framed his face, and his green eyes sparkled with intelligence and charm. Yet, despite his handsome exterior, Dee felt a chill run down her spine. She knew that name all too well.

      Roger’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Isn’t he the photographer who took those pictures of you before and after the plane ride?” he whispered in her ear, his breath warm against her skin.

      “Yes,” she replied, her voice tight. She had seen the headlines, the invasive photos that captured her at her most vulnerable moments. It was hard to reconcile the handsome man before her with the one who had sold her privacy for profit.

      “Dee Spencer,” Ryan murmured, stepping closer. His voice was smooth, almost disarmingly so. “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”

      “Likewise,” she replied, though the word felt bitter on her tongue. She forced a smile, trying to keep the conversation civil despite her growing discomfort. “What brings you here tonight?”

      “Supporting a great cause, just like everyone else,” the photographer answered, his smile never faltering. “And of course, to meet fascinating people like yourself.”

      The charm in his voice was undeniable, but Dee couldn’t shake the unease gnawing at her. She glanced at her boyfriends, finding solace in their silent support. “Are you planning to take photos?” she asked, her tone sharper than intended. “Or are you here to enjoy the event?”

      The man’s smile widened, a flicker of something unreadable in his eyes. “The world prefers to see pictures of you when you’re not posing, when you’re just being yourself.” His voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “That’s when you’re truly beautiful.”

      Her skin crawled. The compliment felt more like an invasion. She stepped back, her face hardening. “Excuse me,” she muttered, turning on her heel. She didn’t look back as she walked away, her heart pounding in her chest.

      As she retreated to the safety of her boyfriends’ solid presences, she couldn’t shake the feeling of the paparazzo’s eyes on her. He might be charming, but his words had cut too close to the bone. She vowed to keep her distance, even though curiosity and something darker gnawed at the edges of her resolve.

      The night continued, but that encounter with Ryan lingered in her mind. She forced herself to engage, to smile and laugh, but the ease of the evening had been disrupted. Her thoughts were a tangled web of anger, attraction, and unease.

      At one point, she found herself alone for a moment, gazing out over the city from a balcony. The cool night air did little to calm her racing thoughts. She knew she needed to talk to her boyfriends, to share her fears and frustrations. They would understand, and together, they could figure out how to deal with Ryan Birnam.

      But for now, she allowed herself a moment of solitude, the distant hum of the city below a reminder of the life she had chosen. It was complicated and messy, but it was hers. And no one, especially an invasive photographer, would take that away from her.

      As she turned to rejoin the party, a figure stepped out of the shadows. Ryan. His presence hit her with a jolt, and her heart skipped a beat.

      “I didn’t mean to upset you,” he said, his voice softer, more sincere. “I just...I wanted to see you, the real you. Not the image everyone else sees.”

      Her breath caught, the sincerity in his eyes unsettling. “Why?” she asked, her voice barely more than a whisper.

      “Because you’re fascinating,” he replied, stepping closer. “And I think there’s more to you than the world knows.”

      She felt a strange mix of fear and curiosity. He was more than just a photographer. He was a puzzle; one she wasn’t sure she wanted to solve. But the pull was undeniable.

      “Stay away from me,” she whispered, though the words lacked conviction. She turned and walked away, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions.

      Back in the ballroom, she mingled with the remaining guests, her laughter and smile constant presences. But in the back of her mind, Ryan’s words lingered. Dealing with invasive photographers had made her wary. Trust was a luxury she couldn’t afford to give lightly.

      As the last of the guests filtered out, Dee and her boyfriends gathered near the exit, exchanging pleasantries with Ana and Moira one last time. The women hugged, expressing mutual admiration.

      “Ready to go?” Kyle asked, his arm draped protectively around Dee’s shoulders.

      “Definitely,” she replied. “It’s been a long night.”

      Their small group made their way to the waiting limousine, the tension of the evening slowly easing away. As they settled into the seats, Dee glanced out the window, her mind replaying the night’s events. Ryan’s comments had been unexpected, and despite her reservations, a small part of her wanted to believe he was sincere.

      As the limousine glided away from the venue, she leaned back against the plush leather seat, feeling the tension slowly ease from her body. Kyle, ever the observant one, reached over and squeezed her hand.

      “You okay, babe?” he asked, his voice low and filled with concern.

      She nodded, but the unease still lingered. “I’m fine, just...unsettled. And also thinking.”

      “About Ryan?” Lenny guessed, his eyes narrowing slightly.

      “That guy…” Roger said, his voice tight with anger. “He’s bad news.”

      “I don’t know...” she whispered, remembering his comments. “He seemed...different tonight. I had the impression he really wants to change his career focus.”

      Kyle squeezed her hand gently. “People can change, but it’s up to them to prove it.”

      Lenny said. “We’ll keep an eye on him. If he tries anything, we’ll handle it.”

      “We’ll be here to support you no matter what.” Roger assured her.

      Her heart warmed at their protectiveness, but she knew this was something she had to face herself. “Thanks, guys. I appreciate it.”

      They rode in silence for a while, the city lights flashing by outside. Her mind wandered back to the encounter with Ryan, his piercing green eyes and the unsettling mix of physical attraction and repulsion she felt. She couldn’t deny that he intrigued her, but she also couldn’t ignore the fact that he had violated her privacy.

      As the car pulled up to their house, Dee felt a sense of relief wash over her. Home was her sanctuary, the place where she could let her guard down and be herself.

      Once inside, they kicked off their shoes and settled into the living room. She curled up on the couch, her head resting on Kyle’s shoulder. Lenny and Roger joined them, their presence comforting and familiar.

      “Do you think he really wants to change?” she asked, breaking the silence.

      Kyle stared into her eyes as if considering the question for a moment. “I think he wants to. Whether he can or not is up to him.”

      “People don’t change overnight,” Lenny added. “But the fact that he somewhat apologized means he’s at least aware of what he’s done.”

      Roger nodded in agreement. “We just need to be careful. Trust is earned, not given.”

      She sighed, feeling the weight of their words. She knew they were right, but a part of her hoped that Ryan was genuine.

      The conversation gradually shifted away, the warmth and love between them filling the room. When she got thirsty, she padded to the kitchen, the cool tile making her soles tingle.

      Kyle followed her, wrapping his arms around her waist from behind. “You know we’re here for you, right?” he murmured, pressing a kiss to her neck.

      She leaned back into his embrace, feeling the warmth of his body seep into hers. “I know. It’s just...complicated.”

      “Life usually is,” he said with a chuckle. “But we’ll figure it out together.”

      Lenny and Roger joined them in the kitchen, their expressions softening as they watched the couple. Lenny reached out and tucked a strand of dark hair behind Dee’s ear, his fingers lingering against her skin. “How about we make you forget that guy?” he suggested, his voice low and playful.

      Her lips curved into a smile. “I like the sound of that.”

      Roger moved closer; his blue eyes intense as they locked onto hers. “Let’s take care of you, babe.” His voice was a deep rumble that sent shivers down her spine.

      Kyle’s hands slid up her sides, his touch gentle but insistent. “Let’s move this to the bedroom,” he suggested, his breath warm against her ear.

      She nodded, her heart quickening as her boyfriends led her down the hallway to their bedroom. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of the bedside lamps casting a warm, inviting light over the space. The king-sized bed with its plush pillows and luxurious sheets beckoned to them.

      Lenny was the first to reach for Dee, his hands skimming over her shoulders and down her arms. “You look incredible tonight,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her collarbone.

      Her breath hitched as his lips trailed down her neck, his kisses igniting a fire within her. Kyle and Roger moved in close, their hands joining Lenny’s in exploring her body. The touch of their hands, the heat of their bodies surrounding her, made her feel cherished and desired.

      Roger’s hands slid under her dress, his fingers tracing the curves of her hips. “I think it’s time we got you out of this,” he said, his voice rough with need.

      She raised her arms, allowing him to slip the dress over her head and toss it aside. She stood before them in her lace bra and panties, the cool air of the room contrasting with the heat of their gazes.

      Kyle’s hands found the clasp of her bra, unhooking it with practiced ease. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his eyes filled with adoration.

      As the bra fell away, she felt a rush of vulnerability and excitement. Lenny’s hands were on her again, his touch firm and reassuring. “We’ve got you,” he said, his voice a soothing balm.

      Roger’s hands trailed down her thighs, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties. “It’s my turn tonight,” he reminded them, a note of anticipation in his voice.

      Her heart raced as Roger slipped her panties down her legs, the anticipation building with every moment. She reached out, her fingers finding and unbuttoning Kyle’s shirt. The routine they had developed, the way they took turns, was a testament to their trust and love for one another.

      As the last of their clothes were discarded, they moved to the bed, their bodies a tangle of limbs and whispered promises. The foreplay was slow and tender, each touch, kiss, and caress a reminder of the deep bond they shared.

      Her body hummed with anticipation as they settled into a familiar rhythm. Tonight, the look in Roger’s eyes told her he was ready to make her feel every ounce of his love and devotion.

      With a final glance around the room, she felt a sense of peace wash over her. No matter what challenges lay ahead, she knew she could face them with her boyfriends by her side. Together, they were unstoppable.
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        * * *

      

      The early sunlight streaming through the curtains woke her. She stretched, her muscles sore from last night. She watched the men sleep, their breaths deep and steady. Comfort wrapped around her like a warm blanket. But the encounter with Ryan lingered in her mind, a reminder that their world was always at risk.

      She slipped out of bed, careful not to wake them, and made her way to the living room, her thoughts still tangled. She needed to get some perspective. Grabbing her phone, she dialed Allyson’s number.

      “Hey! You okay?” Her best friend’s raspy voice soothed her anxiety. “I didn’t see you leave the gala.”

      “I ran into Ryan Birnam,” she replied, sinking into the couch.

      After a long pause, her friend asked, “The photographer?”

      “The one who took those photos at the airport,” she said, her voice tinged with frustration.

      Ally sighed. “I’m sorry you had to deal with that.”

      Dee recounted the encounter, her blood seething as she spoke.

      “He’s just trying to get under your skin,” the other woman said. “You’re stronger than that.”

      She nodded. “Thanks. I needed that reminder.”

      As they ended the call, Dee felt a renewed sense of determination. She wasn’t going to let Ryan disrupt the life she and her boyfriends had built. Her privacy and relationships were too important to let a stranger exploit them.

      She put the phone down and took a deep breath. The quiet of the morning was a stark contrast to the whirlwind of emotions inside her, but it gave her clarity. She had to be proactive, to confront Ryan if necessary, and make it clear she wouldn’t be intimidated.

      Soft footsteps sounded behind her as Kyle, Lenny, and Roger entered, their expressions a mix of concern and affection. Kyle spoke in a gentle voice. “Everything okay?”

      Dee smiled, feeling the warmth of their support. “Yeah, I just talked to Ally. She helped me put things in perspective.”

      Lenny stepped closer, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. “We’re here for you.”

      “I know,” she said, leaning into his embrace. “And I appreciate it. I was thinking...maybe we should be more careful. Ryan isn’t going away, and I don’t want to give him any more opportunities to invade our privacy.”

      Roger nodded, his expression serious. “We’ll handle this.”

      Dee felt a surge of gratitude for them. Their unwavering support gave her the strength she needed. She took a deep breath, ready to tackle whatever the future might bring.

      The morning passed in a blur of activity, but the undercurrent of tension remained. She knew that the encounter with Ryan was just the beginning. There would be more challenges, more moments of vulnerability.

      As the day turned into evening, she found herself reflecting on the events of the past twenty-four hours. The gala, the encounter with Ryan, the support she received from those she loved. Her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of her phone buzzing. A message from Allyson: “Remember, you’re stronger than you think. You’ve got this.”

      She smiled, feeling a renewed sense of confidence. She turned to her boyfriends, who were lounging on the couch. “Ready to face the world?” she asked, her voice filled with determination.

      Kyle grinned, his amber eyes sparkling. “Always.”

      Lenny and Roger nodded in agreement, their support unwavering.
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