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CHAPTER ONE

	The relationship between the Bear brothers—Patch, Mack, and Bash Bear—has been copacetic.

	Mack is neutral and only wants the best for everyone. He loves me, too, but differently than Bash and Patch do. After Patch announced that he’s also in love with me, he and Bash fought as if they were real bears fighting over a mate, and I was that mate. It was awful! Eventually, they agreed they can all love me as long as I call Bash’s bed my own and dream beside him at night, even if another brother is on the other side of me.

	The bruises Patch and Bash sported for a few weeks after their slug-fest was a constant reminder that I was the reason the two came to blows. It was hard to see, even though they had settled their issues. If I didn’t love all three brothers so much, I would have walked away so they could restore their bond. But my draw to them is just too strong, and none of them were willing to let me go.

	Now that Bash is home from university after graduating with a degree in journalism and English, his job at the Daily News takes up a lot of his time. He’s been filling in for the regular editor because she’s off, having just had a baby. 

	He’s also doing his regular job, which is writing obituaries. Bash believes people deserve to have the very best final sentiments written about them that are deserving of a lifetime. He’s sentimental that way, despite his laughing blue eyes that make him look like he doesn’t take anything seriously.

	When he’s not busy at the paper, he works tirelessly on writing his book, which he won’t let me read yet. I’ve tried to sneak up behind him and read over his shoulder, but he always knows I’m there, no matter how quiet I try to be. Once, he continued typing and wrote: Goldilocks, if you don’t go do something with yourself other than hovering over me, I will call Patch over to punish you.

	I was bored and considered testing his threat, but decided I wanted to be able to sit that night without having sore butt cheeks. But sometimes I poke Patch Bear just to provoke him. His aggressive nature is something I crave. He’s sure to sexually gratify me after his punishments, and he is damn good at that!

	Patch has his crew that helps him cut down trees used for building log cabins and other things; furniture, barns, monuments, et cetera. He also works at the mill when they need extra help. It’s physically demanding work, but he loves it. He said there’s a satisfaction that comes with creating something beautiful from a chunk of wood. Patch always replaces the trees he’s cut down with new sprouts to keep the forest from becoming barren. 

	Mack, the sweetest yet craziest of the Bear brothers, has been monitoring the build of a three-million-dollar log home he designed. He’s quickly becoming one of the most sought-after architects in eastern Canada.

	This design is a gorgeous six-bedroom, five-bathroom home that I can’t wait to walk through when the build is completed. He said the clients are the owners of a popular fast-food franchise, but I can’t remember which one. They own six-hundred acres of land surrounding the lake, making it seem like a private lake. Nobody can own a body of water, but people would have to trespass on their private property, which is illegal. It’s going to be a beautiful home when it’s completed.

	Because the building site is four hours away by car, it isn’t feasible for Mack to drive there each day. He stays with some of the construction crew during the week but comes home most weekends, and if the weather is expected to be bad for a few days and they put the build on hold, he’ll come home. 

	He’s there more often than he’s here. I miss having him around. His brothers miss him, too.

	Shaina, Mack’s girlfriend, visits Patch now and then for a quick fuck when Mack’s out of town. It’s allowed because it’s never kept hidden as if they’re having a secret affair. She hasn’t asked to be with Bash, not that we see her much these days. She works a lot, and she’s still in college, which keeps her busy.

	It’s still hard for me to believe that Bash and I have a semi-open relationship. Sometimes I need a minute to sort through my emotions. The brothers always shared everything, including women. They’re quite happy knowing I can have sex with any of them whenever I want. The guys are allowed to be with each other’s girlfriends, as long as she and I allow it.

	When I was away at college, Bash had sex with Shaina but didn’t tell me right away. I was upset because Mack was the one who told me about it. 

	Bash hid it from me. In his defense, Bash didn’t want to tell me over the phone. This was the first time he’d had sex with another woman besides me since we’ve been together. He wanted to wait until we were face-to-face, which would have been much better for me.

	I’ve forgiven Bash for not having told me right away, but I think he’s afraid to have sex with Shaina again, thinking I might get upset. I won’t. 

	Am I jealous? Perhaps a little; I think it would be abnormal if I wasn’t. But I know he’ll always come home to me, and I don’t worry about him choosing her.

	Since I graduated from nursing school and moved back to my hometown, I’ve been working at the local hospital. Since I didn’t have a vehicle of my own, Bash and I had to compare schedules to make sure we got to our destinations on time. I got a loan and picked up a used Dodge Journey, and I love it. This is the first time I’ve had my own car and I’m so proud of myself for taking the scary leap into financial debt.

	The walls in the log house the guys built for Bash and me seem too stark, so I decided to stop at the second-hand store two towns over to pick up a few pictures to hang. When I bought some furniture here a month ago, I saw some beautiful scenic pictures of mountains and rivers that would be perfect. Hopefully, they’re still available.

	This store is huge and filled with everything from packaged food to clothing, furniture and pet products. My cart is nearly full of different-sized pictures when a woman walks up to me to introduce herself.

	“Hi. Are you Goldilocks?” Her smile reveals crooked teeth.

	I’m immediately on defense. “Um, yes.”

	How the hell does this woman know my name? She doesn’t look familiar. Her brunette hair is cropped in a bob. She’s short and tiny, aside from her wide hips. She pops her hand out toward me.

	“I’m Sarah Joyeau.” I take her hand and shake it. She smiles too aggressively for my comfort and then lowers her voice. “Sorry, I know you don’t know me. I used to date the Bear brothers a few years ago.”

	Her hands rest folded together in front of her while she shifts her weight from one leg to the other. What the hell does this woman want?

	My heart pounds quicker in my chest. “How do you know who I am?”

	She tilts her head. “Everyone knows who you are. You’re a hot topic these days.” She must see the fear in my eyes and retreats. “No, no! I’m not a crazy person who’s going to attack you or anything. I know what you’re going through.” She steps closer and lowers her voice to a whisper. “People assume you’re sleeping with all of them, but they don’t know how it really is. I do.”

	“Oh?” My eyes scan around us, fearing someone might overhear. “And how is it?”

	She scratches her head and seems concerned that she’s getting herself in too deep. “Um, well, the guys aren’t the evil seducers of innocent females like people seem to think. They’re really nice guys and wouldn’t intentionally hurt a woman, ever!”

	“How long ago were you with them?” 

	Am I prying too deeply? No. She brought it up, so I’m entitled to ask questions. Right?

	“A few years ago.” She bites her top lip while she looks off in the distance. She suddenly changes the subject. “Do you want help getting these to the front? They’re nice pictures. New apartment? Are you decorating?”

	I watch as she pulls the frames apart enough to look at each photo. “I think I can handle it. I’m decorating our new house.”

	She sets the pictures down without looking at the three bottom ones. “Oh, a house? Who are you living with?”

	“If you must know, Bash. He’s my boyfriend.”

	Her eyes widen. “Your boyfriend?”

	“Is that weird?” I set the framed picture I’m holding back on the pile I’ve opted not to purchase and give her my full attention.

	She waves her hand and then crosses her arms over her chest. “No, not weird. I was dating Mack for a while, but after some time, it seemed like I wasn’t dating any one of them in particular. They shared me, often, but I was officially with Mack.” Her fingers brush through her hair to pull it off her face, but it slips right back. “Bash was the best lover, and I thought maybe I could let myself love him, too, but he was too closed off. He said his heart belonged to someone else.”

	“Hmm…” I pause and wonder who the woman was that he loved. “Yeah, Bash and I live together. We don’t live in the main Bear residence.”

	She whispers and speaks quickly. “So, you don’t—you know—play with Patch and Mack, too? The rumors all suggest that you do, not that I really believe what people say. Well, one woman said she heard that you had sex with them in the forest.” She leans close and winks. “I’ll admit, I was a teensy bit jealous! I mean, if I could go back and get it on with Bash again…” She forms her lips into an O and widens her eyes, then dances a little shimmy.

	“Yeah, well,” I clear my throat but don’t hide my irritation in my tone. “You’re not with them anymore. Since you’re being so candid,” I pause. “Why did you and Mack break up?”

	She pulls her lips in between her crooked teeth and bites down gently while her gaze assesses me. She shrugs and runs her hand through her hair again. That must be a nervous habit.

	“Patch sort of scared me.” She looks to her left to see if anyone is within earshot. “He’s a rough man who has strange kinks. I’m not into rough sex, at least not at his level. I told Mack that I didn’t want to be with Patch anymore but still wanted to be with him and Bash. He said either I’m with Patch, too, or none of them. Then I told him that I loved him. He flat out told me he didn’t love me and probably never would.” 

	She shrugs and twists her mouth for a second. “He was kind about it, but things were different after that. I had to walk away, but I still miss him and Bash, not so much Patch.” She shifts her weight and clasps her hands behind her back. “Do you find Patch to be too rough, or are you into that?”

	I cut her off. “Look, what I do with Patch, or don’t do, is my business. I don’t know you, and I’m not going to discuss my happenings with you.”

	She seems surprised at my refusal to openly chat with her. “Sorry. I just thought that since we have something in common, we could become friends.”

	I smile but squint my eyes. “Yeah. I’m not going to start a friendship with you for the sole reason that you had sex with the Bear brothers. If that were the only requirement, I’d have an extensive friends list. Wouldn’t I?”

	With wide eyes and raised eyebrows, she nods. “Well, if you ever want to talk…” She clears her throat. Again, she runs a hand through her hair, not altering the style whatsoever. “When my friends found out about what I was doing … with the guys … they ostracized me. I had to move out of town to evade the cruelty. I hope that’s not the case with you.” 

	She shifts, takes a breath, and turns her attention to the paintings. “Anyway, do you need help with your pictures? I can take them to the front if you want to shop more. If you add one more, they’re going to fall out of your cart.” She giggles and swings her arms front and back like a child and lifts onto her toes as she does.

	“No, I have all I need.”

	She smiles, turns, and takes a few steps, but I call out to her, not wanting to leave the conversation hanging on my rudeness.

	“Hey, um—” I call out. She spins on her heel and takes a step back toward me. “I’m sorry that happened to you. People are cruel. I’ve had run-ins with judgemental assholes, too.”

	“You’re stronger than me; you’re still with them. I couldn’t do it.”

	“The public’s bullshit doesn’t deter me, and you shouldn’t let it bother you either. This is your life; live it how you want to. Fuck those gossiping assholes and their shitty existence.” My smirk is met with her laugh.

	She nods, laughs again, and quickly scurries away, holding her head a bit higher than she did when she approached me. As she walks away, I picture Patch fucking her while he pulls her hair and spanks her ass. Yeah, I think she’s more of a love-maker than a lover of rough sex. I do wish her the best.

	 

	 

	
CHAPTER TWO

	Several sunset pictures fill the empty spaces in my bedroom. Two beach and open field pictures hang in each of the spare bedrooms. Two smaller photos of a lake dangle on nails in the bathroom. I’ve hung a large mountain view picture in the living room, near the kitchen. 

	That leaves only one more. It’s my favorite; a sunset view from someone’s kayak, floating on water that’s smooth as glass. The kayak is bright green, a pleasant contradiction from the pink and orange mountains mirrored on the water.

	I struggle to hold it up to get a better idea of where to place the nails when a knock on the door startles me and I nearly drop it. I carefully set the heavy frame on the floor.

	As I near the door, I spot Patch’s truck through the window. My tummy flutters and my pussy clenches. What’s he doing here?

	“Come on in,” I yell.

	The door swings open wide and in comes the mountainous man, a wooden bench perched atop his shoulder. He sets it beside the door and bends down to rearrange the shoes and boots to rest beneath it.

	It’s obvious he made it since it says “Goldie’s Bench” along the backrest. The craftsmanship Patch puts into his works never ceases to amaze me. His talent should be featured in a magazine, but he would refuse the opportunity, not wanting to have that much attention drawn his way. He’s a quiet man who prefers to stand in silence while assessing everyone in the room. If he wants to be heard, he can easily still a room with his deep voice.

	“The seat lifts so you can put stuff inside.” He lifts it to show me how it works and then stands tall, admiring the bench. “It looks good there. Don’t you think?”

	“Yes! Wow! Oh, my G… It’s beautiful!” I lift the seat, look inside, then set it down and plop my ass on it while my fingertips caress the decorative backrest. “This is incredible!”

	“Thanks, Goldie.”

	I frown. “We talked about this. I don’t like you calling me Goldie. That’s Bash’s nickname for me, not yours.”

	His deviant gaze meets my scrunched-up face.

	“Like I’ve told you before, I’ll call you whatever the fuck I want.” His hands rest on his hips while his brown eyes scream danger to me from his 6’3” stance. “Would you have preferred Slut, Whore, or my Little Cunt?”

	I lean back on the bench. “Definitely not any of those.”

	My fingers trace the hand-carved etching of my name. I breathe in the soothing scent of wood and sigh heavily. “Thank you so much. I can’t believe you built this for me; built the whole damn house! I mean, I love you guys! You spoil me.”

	“You deserve to be spoiled.” He offers his hand to me. “Come here.”

	I rise from the bench and step toward him. He gathers me in his thick arms and holds me against his strong chest. His heart beats quickly beneath his khaki t-shirt. 

	“I love you. I do my best to give you everything…”

	His embrace is calm, homey, and familiar as if I’ve been waiting my whole life to be this happy. My heart thumps evenly with his and it feels right, as it does when I’m with each brother.

	“…including my heart,” he whispers, then kisses the top of my head.

	I smile and pull away from him, finger-brush my hair behind my ear, and return to the picture I sat on the floor.

	“What are you up to?” he asks as he follows me around the sofa. I lift the picture, but he’s quick to take it from me. “Let me help. Where are you hanging it?”

	“Right there.” I point to the empty space on the wall. “I think it’ll be perfect beside the big window. It’s too bare over here. It needs something. I thought about a cabinet but that might make the corner look too crowded.”

	“You’re going to hang it there?” He crosses his arms over his chest and cocks his head.

	“That’s the plan. It’ll look good there.” He doesn’t look convinced. “You don’t think so?” I tilt my head and rethink it.

	“No, not here.” He draws in a long breath and scans the room. “Over there, beside the door would be better.”

	I turn to look at the spot. “Definitely not! I doubt it would even fit there.” I step toward the spot I chose. “Nope! My mind is made up. I want it here.” I gesture with both arms to frame the spot.

	He scratches his freshly shaved chin. “Are you sure?”

	I press my hand to my throat in frustration and lean my weight on one leg. “Why are you being an ass about this? I told you where I want it.” I sigh heavily when he frowns. “I’m quite capable of hanging it myself if you’re only going to pout about it. I’ve hung all the other ones without issue.”

	His eyes burn into mine. My tummy flutters and my pussy moistens. He finds my defiance arousing and usually punishes me but I like it and test the limits of his patience, often. Right now, I just want the picture hung!

	His lips press together and he clears his throat. When his eyes shift to the empty wall, I look down at the bulge in his snug-fitting jeans.

	“Fine. Give me the hammer!” He points his finger at me. “And drop the attitude or I’ll drop it for you.”

	My bottom lip pinches between my teeth as I skip away to fetch the hammer and nails from the table. His eyes follow me. I hand the tools to him. His sternness never fails to ignite a flaming desire in my nether region and right now is no different. I’m heating up and my flushed cheeks prove it.

	He’s so powerful; two bashes and the nail didn’t stand a chance. I hit the other ones at least a dozen times to get the same result. He hands me the hammer, then hangs the picture and tilts it to the right to straighten it. He steps back and assesses it before readjusting.

	“Do you want a beer?” I ask as I swing the hammer beside my knee.

	He leans down and relieves me of the tool. “Careful, little girl. I’d hate to see you whack your knee.”

	I roll my eyes and spin on my heels to fetch us each a bottle of beer. He follows and sets the hammer on the kitchen table while I lean into the fridge. I hand him a bottle and he spins off the cap with ease, while I grip mine and struggle. He hands me the open one and takes mine. He spins off the cap before he tips the bottle to swallow half of it in one gulp.

	I take the caps from him and toss them while I offer him a seat at the table, to which he accepts.

	“How’s the job at the hospital going?” he asks.

	I sit across from him and rest my feet on the chair next to me, and then take a long gulp. “The job itself is great, and most of my coworkers are nice. But there are a few that treat me like—” I roll my eyes and sip the beer. “Well, I’d be happier than a pig in a mud puddle if I never had to see them again.”

	“People can be assholes,” he adds.

	“It’s not only my coworkers,” I mumble.

	“What’s going on?” He leans toward me and rests his elbows on the table while he clutches the nearly empty beer bottle.

	I tug at my earlobe. “Nothing you need to concern yourself with.”

	Seeming annoyed, he hisses, “Talk to me, Goldie.” 

	I scowl at his use of the nickname. “I was told that most people know—or think they know—about my intimate relationship with all three sexually abusive Bear brothers.”

	He chuckles. “And that bothers you.”

	I shrug my shoulders but don’t meet his gaze. Instead, I look at my beer label with a slight satisfaction that I got it off without tearing it. He doesn’t need to know about the woman at the store or the judgemental general public who glares at me as I go about my life.

	“Some of my coworkers give me a hard time.” I sip from my bottle. “It’s hard to tell if they’re appalled or jealous. Either way, they treat me like shit whenever they can. There isn’t a lot I can do about it since they have seniority.” I soften my voice to seem more innocent. “I simply smile and bat my eyelashes.”

	“What do they do when you do that?”

	I undo the ponytail from my hair and shake out my tresses. “They either pity me or glare and storm off. I think my lifestyle bothers them more than their attitude about it bothers me. I really don’t care what people think. I have friends at the hospital who don’t judge me, and I appreciate them. The others can go fuck themselves and probably do because who’d want to fuck a miserable bitch that’s always complaining?”

	He snickers and rubs his chin. “I’d grab that bitch by the hair, kiss her mouth hard, force her over a table, and fuck the hell out of her until she passed out from coming too hard. That might get her to loosen.”

	I lick my lips and savor the thought. “Oh?” I sip my beer, drop my feet to the floor and square my shoulders. “Well, that always loosens me up.” My expression screams naughty intention.

	He leans back in his chair and rests his hand on the bulge in his jeans as he sucks back the last gulp of beer. “Careful, Goldie. I’m in a mood.”

	I lean back in my chair and ape his position while I slug my beer until it’s empty. I stifle a burp and set the bottle on the table. His gaze is locked on the hand that rests on the crotch of my dark grey yoga pants.

	“And what kind of mood are you in, exactly?” I sink my hand deeper between my thighs. I don’t touch my pussy but it’s close enough.

	He tilts his head forward and looks at me from under his brows. I’d swear his dark brown eyes turn black and sink a little deeper in his skull.

	Patch rises and rounds the table while my eyes follow. My tummy flutters like a hundred bees are buzzing. He offers his hand to me and I set my much smaller hand across his giant palm.

	He yanks and quickly pulls me to my feet. He hugs me to his body and lifts me off my feet. As if I’m weightless, he carries me effortlessly to the island while he kisses me. His hot tongue fills my mouth and I suck on it to arouse him further. He groans against my lips.

	He spins me as he sets me on my feet but leaves his hand spanned across my shoulder blades. He presses my upper body on the countertop while his fingers reach under my shirt to hook the waistband of my yoga pants. He yanks them down to bare my ass.

	“No panties.” He groans his approval. “Good girl.”

	His massive hand glides down my back and rests on my bare ass, covering both cheeks. He weaves the other into my hair and turns my head until my cheek rests on the counter.

	“Grip the other side of the counter and hang on.” As I do, his voice deepens. “Don’t let go.”

	I know better than to assume his order to be a mere suggestion. I reach up and stretch my torso over the island and grip the opposite edge.

	He caresses my ass one cheek at a time. He squeezes my left buttock until I whimper and then cracks me hard with his open palm.

	Fuck! That hurts!

	“Your punishment is ten spanks for giving me an attitude about where to hang the picture.” He caresses the sensitive, welting skin. “Don’t make a sound and I’ll reward you. What’s your safe word?”

	With a shaky voice, I reply, “Red.”

	He cracks me again and again until he’s satisfied ten are enough. My ass is hot and tears have dripped onto the counter, but I was strong and didn’t scream.

	Patch stands me up when he sees my flushed, tear-soaked face. He doesn’t like to see me cry so he wipes away my tears with compassion. Satisfied that no more fall, he grips my hair and pushes me onto the counter. I grip the opposite edge.

	He stands behind me and kicks my feet apart until he can stand between them. My pelvic bones hold my weight painfully on the counter’s edge, but I don’t care to complain because I kind of like it. His fingers glide between my ass cheeks, over my asshole, and between my drenched pussy lips before delving deep into me. I wiggle, jutting my ass toward him as a plea for more. He pulls his fingers out but slips them further down between my lips until he reaches my clitoris.

	I moan as his fingers tenderly rub tiny circles over my stiff button. His hand raises and he whacks my ass once more, jolting my thoughts away from my clit and back to the pain of my red-hot ass.

	“I said to be quiet, didn’t I?” He whispers as his fingers find my clit to continue their delicious assault. “I don’t want you to make a sound until I tell you to cum. Do you understand?”

	Knowing better, I say nothing; he told me not to make a sound. From past experience, to verbalize my understanding is cause for more swats. I simply nod the best I can despite my hair held in his vice-like grip. It isn’t painful as much as immobilizing.
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