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Chapter One
 
Friday night mid-July
 
Abbey Dennis stared at her reflection in the hotel room mirror, trying hard to ignore the unease simmering in her stomach. Tonight, she was looking to get laid -- simple as that. Dressed to kill in a tight leather miniskirt, low-cut knit tank, and five-inch heels, in a few short minutes she was going to head to the Deli, the hottest singles bar in the city, to hunt for a good time.
Appropriately named, the Deli had become known as a meat market for singles in search of a consensual, no-strings-attached one-night stand. The popular establishment offered a safe haven for meeting people with a hunger for casual or unconventional sexual appetites, neither of which Abbey had ever dabbled in before.
“You’ve come this far,” Abbey said as she swiped a layer of soft brown mascara across her lashes. “What have you got to lose?”
My self-respect maybe, she thought in silence.
“Don’t be ridiculous,” she told the niggling voice in her head. “Men have been doing this sort of thing since the dawn of time.”
Over the past few years, her needs and desires had taken a backseat to, well, life. It had been two years since she’d felt the slick heat of a thick cock thrusting into her welcoming body. But even then, her past experience had been abysmal at best. With or without a partner, the only hand she had ever found release with was her own.
Although she enjoyed pleasure from it, her King Dong dildo didn’t cut it anymore. With a fierce, burning need, Abbey wanted to feel the warmth and firmness of flesh, not slick polymers and rubber or vinyl. She found herself craving the physical contact of a lover -- the caress of warm, full lips, the gentle brush of fingertips.
At twenty-eight, Abbey lived a comfortable life -- one she had carefully planned out. After university she’d spent a couple of years traveling. When she returned home from abroad, she settled into a cozy corner office with a prestigious financial institution. She made a good living and derived satisfaction from doing her job to the best of her ability.
Having been on her own since finishing high school, she was set in her ways. She had a plan and, for now, was happy to stick to it. Just because she chose not to share her life with anyone at present didn’t mean she wouldn’t start searching for Mr. Right sometime in the future.
If she followed her schedule, in six years she’d find Mr. Right, fall in love, settle down, and begin work on the two children -- a boy and a girl -- who she’d determined would complement her career as a bank loan officer.
It had taken Abbey years to establish and maintain her present independence. She’d been raised with the philosophy that a woman’s place was to stand behind her husband -- literally; a female’s sole purpose in life was to support her man in his career, to keep a nice home, and to raise well-behaved children. One day that might be doable, but for now she was young and wanted to enjoy being single and unattached.
But even with that in mind, Abbey found herself plagued with indecision. Was there something so wrong with an independent woman seeking out physical pleasures without being involved in a committed relationship? She didn’t think so, and that’s what had inspired her to set tonight in motion.
Thinking it best, she had rented a hotel room so that, in the event any questions were raised, she could simply say she was passing through town. Because this would be her first experience with a one-night stand, there was no way she’d be comfortable taking her tryst back to her own home. In addition, the hotel room would provide neutral territory where she could be free to let loose and explore the unfamiliar desire burning within her.
She had stumbled across the the Deli a few months earlier by accident. She’d ordered a drink, and within minutes, two men sat down, one on either side of her. Though neither man had said or done anything to make her uncomfortable, Abbey remained guarded while they conversed. At the time, opening up to a complete stranger over drinks seemed a little too far outside her comfort zone.
As she left the bar that night, the playful flirting on the part of the handsome young bartender reminded Abbey she was a vibrant woman with needs. At the time, she’d been curious but apprehensive. Picking up a sex partner in a bar, or being picked up, wasn’t an abhorrent thought; it just wasn’t her style.
Over the following months, the more she thought about it, the more she realized that she didn’t really have a style. Her body seized the opportunity to point out to her that she hadn’t so much as had a date in two years. Prompted by that first visit to the Deli, she had done a little research and had soon become intrigued by the laid-back, casual concepts of the club.
The Deli would allow her the opportunity to fulfill her long-ignored carnal desires with a brief sexual encounter and without all the emotional baggage that went along with it.
Abbey had spent the past month planning out every detail of the night, and now her engines were revved. Her erogenous zones were delightfully stimulated and had been since the thought entered her mind months before to return to the bar for more than a drink. She knew if she walked into the bar alone, she would leave on the arm of a delectable male treat. The mere thought of it had been enough to make the tips of her small breasts turn to hard, tight nubs and her pussy damp most of the time over the last month. Her body quivered at the sexy thoughts that danced around in her mind.
As she approached the bar, Abbey spied a man dressed in a black suit and wearing a sexy smile. His fingers seemed to caress the polished brass handle as he pulled opened the heavy glass door for her.
She hesitated on the threshold. Now that she was there, doubts flooded her mind. She wasn’t certain she could actually step inside the bar. What had she been thinking? Was she seriously prepared to engage in a one-night stand? Would she be able to look at herself in the mirror the next morning?
“Good evening.” The deep timbre of the man’s voice made Abbey’s flesh goose pimple.
“H-hi,” she stammered.
“First time?” he asked, yet his smile told her he already knew the answer.
Embarrassment heated her cheeks. Abbey cringed for a split second and attempted to summon her courage. I can do this, she told herself. “Sort of,” she replied aloud.
“Well, relax and have a good time,” the man said. The heat of his hand pressed against the small of her back, urging her forward and stealing away her opportunity to turn and run in the opposite direction.
Inside, a slew of people mingled around the bar. When Abbey entered, all eyes turned toward her -- heated stares of the predators scoping out the “fresh meat.” The hair at the base of her neck stood on end.
I can do this, she thought in a more assuring tone. I am going to do this.
Dancing along to the rhythm of the music, she made her way up to the bar and ordered a tequila sunrise. Standing alone, she surveyed the present inventory that surrounded her. There were several tasty-looking specimens that met some of her criteria, but at first glance, no one made her body yearn for their touch.
The night is young, Abbey reminded herself, sipping her drink. Her eyes wandered over the crowd, never lingering too long -- just keeping her options open.
 
A couple of hours later and still solo, Abbey let out a heavy sigh.
Earlier she’d been propositioned by two lesbians, separately. Although she was flattered, she wasn’t into girls. As far as she was concerned, girls made terrific friends, not bed partners. To satisfy the ache between her legs, Abbey was looking for a hard, fat cock to stretch the snug confines of her most intimate flesh.
She had exchanged small talk with a handful of different men, but there hadn’t been any pull of attraction with any of them. Three other men had also hit on her, all much older and very drunk. They were so much older that Abbey thought they had probably missed their rides back to the rest home.
Just because she was looking for a hard and fast fuck did not mean she didn’t have standards. Either she wasn’t giving off the right vibe or no one in the place was interested in a casual screw tonight.
It wouldn’t have surprised Abbey if it was her. Hell, she had never done anything like this before so it was in all likelihood she was going about it all wrong. She considered herself attractive, but even though she was outgoing, putting herself out there for the “taking” was so far out of her character. Abbey began to wonder if what she was doing was even worth the effort.
Even with disappointment slinking closer, she decided to give it one more hour to see if the tables would turn in her favor. Ordering another tequila sunrise, she turned and gave the growing crowd another thorough once-over.
In the blink of an eye, the hour flew by. With a sigh, nearing defeat, Abbey felt herself edging closer to yet another lonely evening all alone in her bed. Maybe it would be for the best.
When her personal time limit lapsed, she finished her drink and stood to leave the bar. Preparing to fight her way through the mass of grinding bodies on the small dance floor, she lifted her head and stopped dead in her tracks. On the other side of the bar stood a god among men. He was as black as night. A white T-shirt stretched across broad shoulders, taunting her as it hugged a well-defined chest. His firm pecs tensed with his movements.
In that instant, her self-control spilled. A delightful tingling pulsed between her thighs. Her nipples tightened beneath her shirt. The thoughts racing around in her head became teasingly X-rated.
Staring at him, Abbey suspected she’d died and gone to heaven. Frozen in place, a chill raced the length of her spine, making her shudder as she continued to take in the sight of the dark Adonis.
She licked her lips in anticipation of sinking her teeth into the delicious hunk of beefcake standing on the other side of the bar. She needed to touch him. Needed to. His skin looked soft. As he spoke with the bartender, his full lips baited her, promising utter satisfaction should they touch her tingling flesh.
As if sensing her body’s reaction to his presence, the Adonis turned his head and his seductive brown eyes met hers. Of their own volition, the neglected muscles of her pussy spasmed with eagerness. Her nipples pebbled, as if begging him to take the stiffened peaks between his luscious, full lips. The mischievous glint in his dark eyes had her near creaming her panties right there on the spot.
Instinct told Abbey the Adonis would taste exquisite.
 
Catching the eye of the petite redhead across the bar made his cock jerk in his jeans, as if begging for her attentions. Flashing his I’d-like-to-devour-you grin, Tyrell knew exactly what the look had done to the woman’s panties. From across the room, he thought he could almost smell the scent of her feminine arousal.
Tyrell came to the Deli every Friday night to unwind after the workweek. The owner, Bobby, had been a friend since childhood. Trolling for a piece of ass had not been on the evening’s agenda, but if the piece found him, who was he to deny a beautiful woman a night of passion aboard the “Tyrell Express”?
The redhead wasn’t what he would consider beautiful, but she was classically pretty. There was an innocence about her that drew him in. Her smoky gray-green eyes sparkled with a pent-up desire he found himself eager to unleash. The way her tiny, pert nose turned up slightly was adorable. Her lips were full and inviting, and the thought of them sliding over his thick, dark shaft sent a jolt a little lower to his aching balls. Staring at her from across the bar, Tyrell imagined the feel of those soft bright red curls tickling his skin, and the thought was almost too much for him to bear.
If her attire was any indication, Tyrell held no illusions as to what was on the woman’s mind. And if the opportunity presented itself, he would fuck her petite frame thoroughly until she screamed out his name in delirious sexual satisfaction. And he wouldn’t stop there. His tongue slid out over his lower lip as he thought of licking every inch of her pale flesh. Tyrell was curious if she tasted as sweet as she looked.
Grabbing the two bottles of beer the bartender had placed in front of him, Tyrell winked at the woman and meandered toward the pool tables in the back.
In the back room of the Deli, four pool tables lined the outside wall and a half-dozen dartboards hung along the farthest wall of the spacious area. The music could still be heard, but wasn’t as loud here as it was in the bar area and on the dance floor. Casual conversation was achievable, providing those carrying on the conversation stood reasonably close to one another.
“What took you so long?” Trent asked, accepting a longneck bottle from Tyrell.
Grinning, Tyrell replied, “I came across a little something I’d like to slip into.”
“Very nice.” Trent returned his grin with a nod. “Tell me all about her. It is a her, right?” he teased.
The brothers chuckled.
After taking a long pull of his beer, Tyrell glanced around as he set his bottle on the table beside him. With a subtle motion of his chin toward the crowd of people bumping and grinding on the dance floor, his grin grew broader. “See for yourself.”
Judging by the heated look of arousal he had read in the redhead’s eyes moments before at the bar, Tyrell had a suspicion the woman would follow him.
Just as he had predicted, she was sashaying toward them.
 
Oh my God! Abbey was suddenly ablaze with carnal excitement and schoolgirl nervousness. Adonis had a twin.
Standing next to God Number One was an identical replica. God Number Two stood a couple of inches taller, was a little broader in the shoulders than God Number One, and was every bit as stunning. The navy T-shirt he wore fit him like a second skin while faded denim teasingly caressed the bulge between his legs, causing Abbey’s mouth to water. Her body continued to tingle deliciously in all the right places.
“Hello, gentlemen,” she said, sinking her teeth into her lower lip in a feeble attempt to stop it from trembling.
She couldn’t believe her feet had carried her across the bar and she now stood before two complete strangers, wanting them to touch her. Her fingertips itched to stroke and caress both of them from head to toe. Even her tongue wanted in on the action.
“Good evening,” God Number One replied in a deep, sexy voice.
Her skin prickled as the sultry timbre of his voice coursed through her.
Concentrating on the movement of her feet, Abbey continued to slink toward the two men standing side by side. With her gaze shifting from one man to the other, she dragged a long, slender finger along the smooth, polished wooden edge of the pool table.
Who in the hell has taken over my body? she wondered, mentally picturing the sight she must make approaching the handsome duo.
Two pairs of hypnotic brown eyes stared at the plunging V-neck of her knit top, which exposed the pale flesh between her breasts.
“Is there something we can do to you?” God Number Two asked. He held a pool cue in one hand, and his eyes roamed every inch of her petite body.
Mmm, why yes there is, my sexy, dark prince. Could she be so bold and say it out loud?
“Actually,” Abbey said. Suddenly feeling brazen, she reached out, her fingers brushing along his large hand as she slipped the pool cue from his gentle grasp. Bending at the waist, she leaned over the end of the table as if lining up a shot, wiggling her backside inches from God Number One’s crotch. “I was hoping you boys would be interested in showing me how to handle a…stick,” she said over her shoulder in a husky tone.
Over the thumping music, she heard the two men groan. She watched them both adjust the obvious bulges that strained against the fronts of their jeans.
God Number Two stepped forward and covered her body with his own, effectively pinning her to the pool table. His exotic, musky scent swirled under Abbey’s nostrils, and her body reacted, eagerly trembling beneath him. A large, strong left hand stroked the length of her outstretched arm, coming to a rest atop the back of her hand. His right hand slid across the curve of Abbey’s ass and over her hip to wrap around her right hand, which held the butt of the cue. The warmth of his smooth cheek pressed firm against hers. When he spoke, his breath caressed her heated skin.
“My brother and I would love to play with you, temptress,” he growled low.
Stepping around to her right side, God Number One pressed his body along hers, squishing her deliciously between himself and his comrade. A distinctively different yet equally hypnotic and virile masculine fragrance engulfed her. Moisture seeped from the throbbing juncture of her thighs. Her nipples strained almost painfully with her breasts smashed against the top of the pool table by the pleasurable weight of God Number Two. Abbey’s mind raced as she thought about all the wicked things she intended to do with the brothers.
“We’re a team,” God Number One stated with a hint of challenge in his voice. “Partners in the art of giving pleasure.”
God Number Two then whispered in her ear, “Do you think you can take us both on, baby?”
Unable to control her excitement and growing arousal, Abbey’s body trembled between them.
It was the moment of truth.
“Mmm, fucking right I’ll take you both on,” she heard herself saying in a seductive voice. Her gaze shifted from one handsome brother to the other, then back again. “The question is…” A moment of nervous hesitation made Abbey lick her lips.
You can do this, her starving libido encouraged.
“…are the two of you ready for me?”


Chapter Two
 
Leaving the twins’ unfinished drinks behind, the trio left the noise of the crowded bar and headed for the privacy of Abbey’s hotel room.
As the hotel elevator closed behind them, the two men moved in on her. Pressing firm on either side of her, they each nuzzled one of her ears.
“I am Trent,” God Number Two whispered from her right. Cupping her breast in his big hand, he massaged the globe with purpose. The palm and fingers of his left hand caressed the cheeks of her butt.
God Number One’s hand ventured under the hem of her miniskirt. Blunt fingertips stroked her shaven lips through her damp panties. “And I’m Tyrell,” he purred softly. The heat of his other hand where it rested against the small of her back was intense, electric. “And what shall we call you, temptress?”
Although she enjoyed the pet name they’d given her, she whimpered, “A-Abbey.”
In an instant, her hips developed a mind of their own and began to rock against Tyrell’s talented fingers as they strummed between her thighs.
“Mmm, Abbey, your pussy is already so very wet for us,” Tyrell cooed, nipping the flesh of her neck with his teeth. “And we’re only just getting started.”
The elevator came to a smooth stop on the twelfth floor and the doors slid open. Each man wrapped an arm around Abbey’s tiny waist, and they ushered her down the hall. After unlocking the steel door, the trio entered her suite.
With the click of the deadbolt, Abbey’s pulse began to race. She was now locked inside the room with two strangers. As she attempted to swallow down the lump suddenly lodged in her throat, she gasped as a solid frame pressed against her back. When she turned her head, Tyrell’s left hand cupped her quivering chin, lifting her face until she had no choice but to look into his eyes.
“Now we want to unwrap our pretty package,” he said and brushed his lips softly against hers.
Tentatively yet persistently, the gentle eagerness of his mouth coaxed Abbey’s lips to open. When his exploring tongue slipped inside her mouth, Abbey’s knees threatened to buckle. Tyrell’s taste was like the sweetest wine and finest chocolate all wrapped into one delicious package. The confidence of his kiss alone overwhelmed Abbey. This was a man who knew how to please a woman.
She gripped Tyrell’s arms tight, afraid she’d fall to the floor if she let go.
From behind her, Trent’s fingers slid the zipper of her leather miniskirt down, and large, warm hands slipped under the waistband and worked the fabric over her hips. His lips pressed kisses along the back of her neck and shoulders in time with his hands as they palmed and massaged her butt cheeks. Erotic tremors surged through her, causing her body to tremble. Soft, sensual moans carried to her ears, and she realized they were coming from her.
“Arms up,” Trent whispered in her right ear.
With reluctance, Abbey released her hold on Tyrell as Trent’s hands skimmed up her torso under her shirt. His touch was like a firebrand burning her heated flesh as he worked the material up and over her head, then tossed it aside.
Tyrell’s lips curled in an appreciative smile as his eyes slowly roamed every inch of her, from top to bottom. Beneath her knit shell, she was braless. Her breath grew harsh under the weight of his heated stare. Her chest rose and fell in rapid succession, and her nipples distended into painful, tight peaks.
“Well, look at you,” he crooned, dragging the backs of his fingers up the length of her arms. “What a sexy vision you are.”
Abbey dropped her eyes to the floor. Her skirt was pooled around her feet, and she still wore her heels. The crotch of her panties was beyond damp, and she caught the subtle scent of her own arousal.
Tyrell took a couple of steps backward and flashed a wicked grin. “The panties.”
“With pleasure,” Trent whispered against Abbey’s cheek as she continued to hold Tyrell’s stare.
Rough fingertips slipped under the strip around her hips. With a sharp tug, the strip gave. A gasp of surprise slipped past Abbey’s parted lips. From behind her, Trent’s arm stretched out before her. He held the scrap of red material between his thumb and forefinger.
“These are very pretty. I’m going to keep them for a souvenir,” he said before dropping them to the floor. “Now, where were we? Oh yeah, I remember.”
Again Trent’s hand roamed from her waist to her quivering belly and upward. She glanced down as his hands cupped her small mounds of flesh, squeezing, reshaping. Callused fingertips plucked at the sensitive buds.
“Oh sweet Jesus,” she moaned softly at sight of the erotic contrast of his dark skin against her light.
Her body wavered, but Trent pulled her closer against his warm, muscled frame.
“Come here,” Tyrell said, crooking his finger at her.
Abbey uttered a barely audible protest as Trent’s hands released her breasts.
You can do this, the voice of her libido cheered her on. Don’t stop now, girl!
She hesitated for only a moment before stepping out of her pooled skirt and closing the short distance between her and Tyrell.
“Nervous?” he asked, his seductive brown eyes gleaming.
Lying came to her mind, but then she realized her body was betraying her. Her breath was ragged with nerves and excitement. Her pulse raced, and her palms were wet. And then there were the erotic sensations pulsing through her pussy and nipples.
Oh God, what is happening to me?
She nodded. “A-a little,” she confessed, feeling her stomach plummet.
Tyrell’s smile broadened, his brilliant white teeth sending a pleasant chill racing through her.
The feel of Trent’s bare chest against her naked back made her knees turn inward. Abbey gasped and reached behind her. She gripped his powerful thighs tight in her hands as his voice soothed over her. The warmth of his breath tickled the flesh of her neck. “There’s no reason to be nervous, temptress. We’ve got you now.”
A soft groan sounded deep within Abbey’s chest.
Tyrell pulled his T-shirt up and over his head and dropped it onto the floor at his feet. With a seductive smile and desire flickering in his eyes, he spread his arms as if inviting her to explore his body.
Reaching out with trembling hands, Abbey worked to unfasten the fly of Tyrell’s jeans. She muttered a curse at her uncooperative fingers. When the snap gave and the zipper yielded, Abbey froze. The smattering of tight, dark curls that peeked over the waistband of his underwear made her breath catch.
“Take it out,” Tyrell said.
Reaching inside his underwear with an unsteady hand, she pulled his thick, heavy cock from its confinement and stroked its growing length with her eager hand. Fat, pulsing veins ran from root to tip of the solid muscle. A clear droplet seeped from the slit of its bulbous crown. Beneath the throbbing organ in the palm of her hand, his sac had pulled up tight to his body, the testes within seeming to dance in time to her stroking.
Abbey’s tongue slipped out and over her lips.
“Now, don’t forget about me,” Trent uttered against the back of Abbey’s neck. “I want to feel your hands pulling my cock.”
“Yes,” she whispered. With a half turn toward Trent, Abbey fumbled with the fastenings of his jeans before releasing his shaft as well.
Consumed with a carnal hunger she’d never experienced before, she stood staring at the nine inches of thick male flesh she held in each hand. Oh my Lord. Both cocks were as soft as silk to the touch and throbbing. Each tip leaked delicious-looking precum that Abbey found she could not wait to taste.
“Take them in your mouth,” Trent said, thrusting his hips against her hand.
With eagerness, she kicked off her shoes and dropped to her knees to suckle the tip of Tyrell’s cock, which she held in her right hand. Her wet tongue laved the fat crown before caressing underneath the shaft. A low groan erupted from deep within Tyrell’s chest as his hips pressed forward. Closing her lips around the firm flesh, Abbey sucked him deep, savoring his unique flavor. Tyrell’s natural muskiness teased her nose.
Releasing Tyrell’s shaft from her oral explorations, she turned her head and drew Trent’s cock inside her mouth. She took him as deeply into the back of her throat as she could, humming a moan of contentment around his length. Trent’s taste and fragrance, though distinctly different from his brother’s, were equally stimulating.
“Jesus, your mouth is a wet, hot heaven, temptress,” Trent growled.
Alternating from one savory cock to the other, Abbey continued to suckle the two men to the edge of release. As their fingers fisted tightly in her hair, she temporarily stopped her oral seductions. Glancing up at the two brothers, she ran her tongue along her swollen lips.
“Both of you taste so good on my tongue,” she purred. Then she took the heads of both of their cocks into her mouth at the same time.
Slowly Abbey flicked her tongue around the smooth crowns and then drew the two shafts in as deeply as she could. No longer did she recognize the woman she’d become since entering the suite with Tyrell and Trent. She couldn’t believe she was behaving so brazenly, so shamelessly. So sexually.
Simultaneous savage growls burst from Trent and Tyrell as they pulled Abbey to her feet. Neither man had climaxed.
“That was nice,” Trent said as he backed her up and roughly shoved her onto the top of the bed.
A croak of surprise burst free from her lips as she plopped onto the mattress. Abbey crawled up the mattress and settled in an enticing pose against the pillows. Seductive, dark chocolate eyes eyed her hungrily, racing over the slight curves of her naked body. The fire in their combined stares singed her flesh just as their hands had only moments before.
“Touch yourself,” Tyrell ordered.
She froze. She’d never masturbated in front of a lover before. Trent and Tyrell continued to study her as she struggled with what to do next.
“I…” Certainly she couldn’t turn shy now.
“Surely you pleasure yourself,” Trent said.
Abbey nodded and sunk her teeth into her lower lip. Jesus, she couldn’t possibly touch herself while they watched her. Could she?
“Well, show us how you get yourself off, baby,” Tyrell added, running his hand over his exquisite six-pack abs.
Under their heated gazes, she realized that -- for the moment -- control belonged to her.
Wild, reckless, and wanton, Abbey spread her legs wide and slid her hands down her belly toward her moist, tingling heat. As they watched her from beside the bed, Trent and Tyrell shed their jeans. Each man wrapped his fingers around his own long, thick cock and began fisting his hard flesh.
 
With his free hand, Trent reached under the root of his shaft and roughly tugged his tightening balls in an attempt to stave off his arousal. His effort was futile. Watching the woman on the bed before them touching her wet, shaven pussy was nearly enough to drive him over the edge.
Abbey spread her smooth, plump lips wide with the fingers of one hand and stroked a single slender finger the length of her slick opening. The finger disappeared inside her body. “Mmm, this feels so good,” she purred. “But I know your fingers fucking my pussy will feel so much better.”
Crawling onto the bed between Abbey’s splayed thighs, Tyrell growled. Trent grinned as his brother settled on his elbows, watching her pleasuring herself.
“Look at what I found, Trent.” Tyrell spoke in a low, sensual tone as Abbey’s fingers withdrew from her cunt, slick with her cream. “A pretty pink and wet pussy just begging to be petted.” He reached out and stroked his thick finger the length of her glistening labia before slowly pushing it inside her.
A sexy whimper slipped past Abbey’s lips, and her eyes rolled back in her head as Tyrell’s digit stroked her intimately.
“So tight and wet. Look at how wet our Abbey’s pussy is, Trent,” Tyrell said as he pulled his finger from her body. After lifting it to his lips, he licked it clean. “Mmm, her juice is so fucking sweet. Want a taste?” he asked, shoving his finger deep inside Abbey’s cunt again. He withdrew it, coated in her wetness, and held it up to Trent’s parted lips.
Trent couldn’t contain the feral sound rumbling from deep in his chest as his tongue flicked out and over Tyrell’s finger. He closed his lips around the digit, cleaning off Abbey’s essence.
Judging by the dreamy look of desire and need in Abbey’s eyes, Trent suspected he and his brother were pushing all the right buttons. Abbey moaned and wriggled on the bed, squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples. A light sheen of perspiration coated her flesh.
Thoroughly enjoying the sight of Abbey wriggling before them, Trent was not about to let his brother have all the fun. Reaching over, he pushed two fingers inside her, thrusting as deeply as he could. The snug muscles of her cunt gripped at his digits as she rode his hand. After several strokes, Trent withdrew and slipped a slick finger lower, to Abbey’s ass. After Tyrell flicked his tongue across the dusty rose-colored pucker, Trent eased his finger inside.
 
“Oh my God,” Abbey groaned out at the sudden yet rather pleasurable intrusion into her ass.
Never before had she been penetrated in her back door, and the new sensation made her crave more. Forcing herself to relax around the probing digit, she grew dizzy. She felt light-headed at the thought of one of the brothers thrusting his thick, fat cock inside the snug hole. After taking their shafts in her mouth and stroking them in her small hands, Abbey wondered if either of them would actually fit in her ass.
“Oh yes, Tyrell. This is a nice tight fit. And I know how much you enjoy fucking an ass as fine as this,” Trent said, his finger stroking in and out of Abbey’s backside. “We’re going to have to stretch this sweet hole before we fuck it, though. We don’t want to cause our temptress any unpleasant discomfort when we shove our cocks up her tight ass, do we, Tyrell?”
A gasp slipped past her trembling lips. A frisson of surprise ripped through her. Oh good God, they were going to fuck her there.
Tyrell gave his head a slight shake before leaning in to flick her swollen, throbbing clit with the tip of his tongue.
“You’re going to feel so fucking hot after we prep this tight hole,” Trent said, easing a second finger past the muscles of her anus, “and then fuck your ass and cunt at the same time.”
At the same time? Moaning with her escalating need, Abbey no longer held any control over the movement of her hips under their ministrations.
Tyrell’s hoarse chuckle coursed through her, causing a sensuous chill to race along the ridges of her spine.
“You won’t know if you’re coming or going, temptress,” Trent’s voice promised her. “After a couple of thrusts of our hard meat hammering inside you, you won’t be able to see straight.”
Their words were about to be her undoing.
Once again, Tyrell began to finger fuck her pussy with a demanding rhythm, while his tongue continued to lave the pulsing bundle of nerves between her legs. The brothers’ fingers thrust faster and harder until her holes clamped tight around their probing digits as she climaxed.
“Ah, fuck!” Abbey cried out.
“Mmm, look at this, Trent,” Tyrell groaned. “Lean down here and watch Abbey’s juice flow from her pussy.”
The bed dipped as Trent knelt beside Tyrell between Abbey’s legs. Both brothers’ fingers continued to work inside her body, unrelenting.
“Her cunt looks tasty as it drips with her cum, doesn’t it, Tyrell?” Trent asked and lowered his head to lick the slick, fluttering lips of Abbey’s pussy.
Closing his lips around her clit, Trent sucked the swollen, pulsing flesh hungrily.
Within minutes, Tyrell and Trent brought Abbey to a second explosive climax.
In the middle of the king-size bed, she lay panting. Her body quivered. As her heated flesh began to cool, Abbey came to a startling realization: she was having fun.
She sat up and grinned playfully at the two men. “Now, I want a cock in my mouth and a cock in my pussy,” she announced in a shaky voice, struggling with the slight effort it took to get to her hands and knees.
Trent chuckled as he knelt on the mattress before her. “We are more than happy to oblige you, baby,” he said, brushing the smooth head of his cock against her eagerly parted lips. The tip of her tongue slipped out to wet her lips before she closed them around his length. Abbey pulled on him hard, taking him deep. “Mmm, yeah, that’s it,” he growled low. “Swallow my fat black cock all the way down.”
The rending of a foil packet sounded far off in the distance in Abbey’s mind. Behind her, Tyrell moved in, using his hands to spread her body wider and hold her hips still. With little warning, he shoved his cock inside her in one smooth thrust.
“Ahhhhh!” Releasing Trent’s shaft from her mouth, she cried out. Her pussy had never been so full, so stretched.
“Oh yes,” Tyrell groaned as he seated himself fully within her. “So wet. So tight. So fucking hot.” Like a piston, his hips thrust as he fucked Abbey’s wet heat.
Abbey continued to work her mouth over the thick shaft Trent thrust against her face. Her fingers gripped helplessly at the blankets covering the bed while Trent’s fingers fisted in her hair. Pulling away, she flicked her tongue over the smooth, weeping head of his shaft. Drilling the tip of her tongue into the leaking slit, she savored the salty offering that seeped from the end. His taste was addicting, masculine.
Abbey released Trent’s cock from her mouth. “I’m going to come, Tyrell,” she cried out. “Jesus, I’m going to come.”
Feeling herself slipping fast, she rested her forehead against Trent’s powerful thigh for support. The warmth of his hand cupped her right breast, massaging it and tugging roughly at her engorged nipple.
“Come for him, baby.” Trent’s deep voice coaxed her. His cock rubbed against her soft cheek. “Tyrell wants to feel your tight cunt milking his fat cock dry. That’s it. Come hard. We’ve got you.”
Between them, Abbey felt as though her body were splintering into a trillion pieces as she exploded.
“Oh God. Oh God. Oh my God,” she screamed. Her body shook as she came harder than she ever thought was humanly possible.
For the love of God, she actually saw stars!
“Ah yeah, baby, fuck my cock,” Tyrell growled, thrusting into her for several more strokes until Abbey felt his length jerk as his body met release.
Together, the three rocked a few minutes as their bodies slowly cooled. Abbey whimpered, delectably sated beyond her wildest dreams. Her body had never felt so fucking good after, well…fucking so good. According to her calculations, though, only two of the three had found their pleasure. In eager anticipation of the brothers’ next move, she ran her tongue along her dry lips.
Tyrell pulled his cock from the depths of Abbey’s body and fell back against the pillows. A soft snap of the removal of a condom resounded in the air. She smiled with appreciation. She’d been too caught up in the carnal excitement the two men had invoked and found herself thankful Tyrell had been thoughtful enough to remember to use protection.
Suddenly, Tyrell gripped her hips roughly and tugged her back against his chest as Trent took up a position between her splayed legs. Abbey’s eyes widened as she watched Trent roll a condom over his length.
Placing his hands under the backs of her knees, Trent pushed her thighs wider. Without warning, he thrust his hips forward, impaling her with his rock-hard shaft. The force of his claiming stroke made Abbey arch her back away from Tyrell. Her tender muscles protested meekly but relented under Trent’s sensual persuasiveness.
Tyrell’s wandering, exploring hands stroked down the length of her petite frame. His roaming fingers found her now-throbbing clit and, with exquisite finesse, rubbed tight circles against the swollen pink nubbin as Trent fucked her.
Once again Abbey’s body caught fire, and she was engulfed by a delightful and consuming carnal fog. Moaning wildly, she writhed beneath the demanding man above her. Even more mindless, her pleasure grew as Trent’s controlled, rough strokes claimed her. Her lower belly spasmed as a violent climax took control, pulsing through her. Abbey’s soaked cunt convulsed around Trent’s thick cock as it pounded away inside her. Helpless, she clutched at Tyrell’s strong arms, which were wrapped around her.
Against her contracting muscles, Trent’s shaft pulsed as he met his release. Heavy perspiration glistened on all three panting bodies. The aromatic fragrance of sex filled the spacious suite. Their breath remained harsh and ragged for several moments.
“That was unbelievable,” Tyrell purred in Abbey’s ear. “You were incredible.” Against her back, his firming cock stirred, pressing along her spine. “Are you ready for more?”
Within the protective embrace of Tyrell’s arms, her body trembled against him as the aftershocks of her orgasm continued to tease her.
“Yes.” She panted in an effort to catch her breath. “But, I-I’m going to need a minute.” Wiggling out from the comfort of Tyrell’s hold, she excused herself to clean up in the bathroom.
That was incredible, Abbey thought as she wiped her own stickiness from between her thighs. Her sex was tender to the touch, but it was very, very happy. An allover body rush tickled her cooling flesh. She could not recall a time when she’d ever felt the delectable contentment she felt at that moment.
Now that she had been introduced to exquisite sexual gratification, she wanted more with a greed that shocked her. Abbey quickly came to the startling realization she may never get her fill of the Brothers Delicious in one short night.
At their masterful hands, Trent and Tyrell were turning her into an insatiable vixen -- someone she didn’t recognize yet was anxious to explore further.
As she exited the bathroom she smacked right into Trent’s solid chest. His strong arms wrapped around, gathering her close and holding her tight against him.
“No more time to rest, temptress.” His sensual purr poured over her like warm honey. “There is still so much we intend to do to you.”
Using gentle force, Trent backed Abbey across the room until the warmth of her back pressed against the cold wall. She gasped as the shock of the temperature goose pimpled her heated flesh. In an instant, her body became alight with anticipation.
Trent raised her arms high above her head and crushed his lips against hers in a fiery kiss. The sweeping of his tongue was demanding as it sought out hers. He tasted scrumptious, his flavor addictive, just as she knew he would. Virile, animal, manly -- just as a lover should taste.
As Trent rubbed his defined, hairless chest against her breasts, Abbey’s nipples hardened at the erotic sensations produced by his firm flesh caressing the softness of hers. Her body soared to dizzying new heights of pleasure. Abbey wasn’t so sure she could handle another round of hard fucking right away, but her body eagerly played along with the man who held her pinned against the wall.
Trent’s masculine scent teased her senses, hypnotizing her. Abbey inhaled his sexy, musky fragrance and gave herself over to his ministrations. Callused fingertips of his free hand plucked and tugged roughly at her nipples. Abbey groaned as his tongue explored her mouth.
Abbey’s body trembled as his lips worked against hers. His pressure was confident, demanding, and encouraging, but there was something else -- something primal, raw. If she had to put a name to it, possession was the first thing that came to her mind. His kisses tasted possessive.
Several heartbeats passed before Trent’s lips separated from hers.
With effort, Abbey opened her eyes to assure herself she wasn’t dreaming. Behind Trent, Tyrell watched her over his brother’s shoulder. She glanced from one of them to the other. Tyrell’s large hands massaged Trent’s broad shoulders, slowly stroking his fingers over the twitching muscles of Trent’s perfectly sculpted chest. Abbey’s eyes grew wide. Her teeth sunk into her lower lip as her desire escalated. Between his exploring fingertips, Tyrell tweaked Trent’s dark, tight nipples.
A guttural groan sounded from deep within Trent’s chest as he met Abbey’s gaze.
Through the delightful fog clouding her brain, Abbey felt deft fingers exploring her damp cleft before the sudden intrusion of two of Tyrell’s thick digits.
With Tyrell’s fingers stroking her deeply, Trent somehow managed to lift her body up the wall with his free hand, still holding her arms in place above her. A groan of protest slipped past her lips as Tyrell’s fingers slipped from her sopping, heated core.
“Fuck her now,” Tyrell growled low from behind Trent. His hot breath was sweet as it wafted across Abbey’s face.
Glancing down between her body and Trent’s, Abbey watched wide-eyed as Tyrell reached around and unrolled a condom over the length of his brother’s stiff shaft. Wrapping his fingers around Trent’s thick girth, Tyrell pulled two firm strokes of Trent’s cock before aligning its fat head with her slick opening.
Trent hissed as his turgid flesh speared Abbey’s cunt.
Abbey drew in a sharp breath and held it as his shaft shoved into her tight sheath. Her tender channel protested against the thick intrusion. She tensed as the tip of him nudged her womb. Try as he might, he could push himself no deeper. Unable to control her body’s reaction to the new sensation she shuddered uncontrollably, her mouth gaped open in a silent cry. She felt as though she were about to blow apart at the seams.
“Jesus, are you all right, baby?” Trent asked. Buried inside her, he studied Abbey with a concerned brow. “I want to fuck you so hard, but it would kill me to hurt you.”
“Y-y-yes.” She panted hoarsely.
Trent’s body stiffened.
“I mean…you’re not…hurting me. Please…don’t stop, Trent.”
Growling against the crook of her neck, Trent pulled his cock free only to plunge deep inside of her again. Abbey wrapped her legs around Trent’s waist for balance as he maintained a steady rhythm that had her mind swirling.
 
Abbey’s body felt so damn good against him and wrapped around him. It had been so long since Trent enjoyed a woman as sexually stimulating as the woman he was currently pounding himself into.
Though her apprehension had been evident when they’d first entered the suite, he quickly realized, with a little encouragement, the vivacious, sexual creature he had suspected was buried inside could be coaxed out to play. Trent hadn’t been disappointed. He would be lying if he admitted the flickering of uncertainty in her eyes hadn’t given him reason to pause, but he suspected Abbey struggled internally where enjoying her pleasure was concerned. She was an eager and willing partner, but it seemed to him that, up until now, she’d probably never let loose before, never allowed herself to savor the pleasures of the flesh. He was determined to bring her pleasures she wouldn’t soon forget.
Earlier in the bar, when his eyes met hers, Trent spied intelligence as well as desire. Her desire was restrained, pent up, yet it was there. At first he had been all geared up for a night of good, hard fucking, but now he realized a bigger part of him wanted to get to know this woman on an even more intimate level.
Despite the incredible sex they were sharing, he felt a magnetic pull and couldn’t help but be drawn to her on a personal plane. There was something he saw in her eyes when she looked at him, an electric energy he felt in her touch. Buried within him, his subconscious screamed to explore his feelings deeper. Something told him he needed to.
A tingling sensation racing up his spine made Trent grin. If it was at all possible, he had a feeling the little fireball he held in his arms could very well be the woman to complete him. It wasn’t that he was looking to settle down, but in that moment as he thrust his cock into the warm, wet, and welcoming body of the woman he’d just met, something felt very right. It was more right than ever before. It was as if his body had met its soul mate.
Was that even possible? he wondered.
This was not the first time Trent and Tyrell had shared a lover. It was, however, the first time a lover had kept up with them, stroke for pleasurable stroke. Knowing his brother as well as he did, Trent knew Tyrell would feel the same. Trent had witnessed the stolen glances Tyrell and Abbey had shared. He could see Tyrell’s affection toward Abbey ran deeper than the sexual attraction the three of them shared.
Trent felt Tyrell nudge him and Abbey away from the wall. Tyrell moved his body behind Abbey to support her. Trent released her hands from overhead, and Abbey wrapped her arms tight around his neck. He gripped her hips, fingers digging in, nearly bruising her. He held her body as he drove himself in and out of her.
 
Abbey felt Tyrell’s large hands cup her rear from behind as Trent continued to pound into her. His long fingers massaged firmly, pulling her cheeks wide. A blunt fingertip spread a cool, slippery substance between her buttocks, teasing the tight ring of her ass before slowly penetrating the opening. As she relaxed her muscles around the probing digit, Tyrell pushed a second inside.
A sudden orgasm hit Abbey hard. The two brothers continued to thrust into her body as she shook uncontrollably between them. The cock in her pussy seemed to grow harder and longer -- unrelenting. Abbey’s ass burned pleasurably as Tyrell pushed yet another finger into her. Abbey was losing her mind, along with what little control she thought she still had left, from pleasure overload. Her entire being pulsed. She was completely theirs to do whatever they pleased.
“My turn, brother,” Tyrell groaned against Abbey’s neck in a husky tone.
Abbey whimpered a protest at the sudden emptiness she felt when Trent withdrew his cock and Tyrell removed his fingers. But the loss was short-lived. After rolling a condom over his shaft, Tyrell again cupped her backside and, in an instant, impaled her pussy from behind.
Together, Trent and Tyrell continued to drive Abbey to mindlessness. They wrung pleasures from her willing body that she never thought possible. Continuing to take turns, the brothers fucked Abbey until her pussy contracted with such force she wondered if it would snap off the shaft thrusting so wonderfully into her. She felt as though her petite frame were going to explode into a zillion sexually sated fragments. Suddenly, Trent thrust into Abbey with a force that rocked the trio. His cock danced inside her as he met his release.
Slowly Trent pulled himself from Abbey’s body. His hands still gripped her hips to support her as Tyrell shoved into her from behind once again. Limp, Abbey clung to Trent as his brother took the final turn of round two.
Several silent moments passed before they lowered her from between them. Gasping for air, she quivered from multiple releases. When her feet settled on the carpeted floor, her knees threatened to buckle. In an effort to remain upright, Abbey dug her fingertips into Trent’s biceps.
“Whoa there,” Trent whispered, his breath a gentle caress against the crook of her neck as he scooped Abbey up, holding her against his firm chest. “You okay?”
Abbey nodded, wrapping her arms around his neck, nestling against his warm, muscled body. The musky, masculine scent of him swirling under her nose had Abbey sighing in contentment. “Never better,” she whispered back.
 
Trent carried Abbey across the room and placed her in the center of the bed.
“You need to rest up, baby,” he said and pressed a kiss against her temple.
After he pulled the cotton sheet over her lower half, he studied Abbey closely.
In the span of an hour and a half, they had brought Abbey to explosive climax several times, and each time she had come back begging them for more. Her insatiable sexual hunger equaled their own. Perhaps it even surpassed theirs.
“We aren’t anywhere close to being finished with you,” he told her.
“I can hardly wait, guys.” Abbey yawned and pulled the sheet a little higher. “Just give me a couple of minutes. Five, tops.” With that, Abbey’s eyes closed, and soft, feminine snores slipped past her parted lips.
After exchanging a glance of contentment with Tyrell, Trent strolled to the bathroom to take care of his needs. When he returned to the bedroom, he crawled into the bed beside Abbey and pulled her warm, sleeping body against his. She felt so good in his arms.
With amusement, Trent silently thought that he and his brother may very well have found their match.


Chapter Three
 
The dynamic duo allowed Abbey a brief reprieve from their pleasurable torment. She took full advantage of it by lounging lazily between them. When a soft knock came at the hotel room door, she stirred.
“Room service,” a voice called from the other side.
The bed dipped behind her. Abbey opened her eyes a crack to see Trent strolling toward the door, clad only in a towel wrapped low on his hips. Tyrell lay in the bed beside her, his arms holding her close to his firm, warm body. Purring in simple delight, Abbey snuggled into him, inhaling his exotic scent.
A young man -- Abbey guessed in his early twenties -- pushed a service cart into the middle of the suite. Neatly dressed in a pressed white dress shirt and black dress pants, his gaze focused on the floor. Nervously, he cleared his throat and turned around.
“Will there be anything else, sir?” he asked in a low voice, barely making eye contact with the towel-wearing Trent.
“No, that will be fine,” Trent answered, slipping some cash into the young man’s shaking hand. “Thank you.”
“Very well, sir. Thank you,” the young man said with a nod. “Good evening.” With that, he was out the door.
From her cotton sheet cocoon, Abbey giggled.
“What’s so funny, baby?” Tyrell grinned, tightening his arms around her.
“That poor kid is going to have naughty wet dreams,” she said with a smile.
“Let him jerk off thinking about you.” Tyrell chuckled. “Trent and I are far from finished enjoying the real thing.”
Under the sheet, the tips of his fingers burned a path over her hip and up to her breast to give her nipple a squeeze. After placing a kiss on Abbey’s forehead, Tyrell tossed the sheet back and swung his legs over the side of the bed. Naked, he walked over to the cart.
“You must be hungry, baby. Come take a look at what we ordered while you were sleeping. We better get some food into you. We don’t want you wasting away while we continue to have our way with you.” Trent’s tone teased.
Giggling, Abbey got up from the bed and padded across the room to check out their feast.
“There’s enough food here to feed an army,” she said, taking in the stacks of covered dishes.
Trent leaned into her from behind. Abbey felt his semierect cock nudge between the cheeks of her buttocks and knew he had discarded the towel. His warm breath wafted across her cheek, tickling her ear. “It’s going to be a very long night, and Tyrell and I do not want to be interrupted again,” he purred.
Abbey shivered and moaned aloud. Her pussy grew damp from the unspoken promise in his voice.
After handing Abbey a bottle of champagne, Trent and Tyrell each picked up a plate and ushered her back to the bed. Cross-legged, Trent and Tyrell sat on either side of her with plates in their hands and boners taunting her from between their legs.
The three shared spicy turkey tetrazzini and creamy seafood linguine, which smelled incredibly appetizing. The aromas wafting under Abbey’s nose had her belly growling in hunger. Caught up in her sexcapade, Abbey hadn’t realized just how hungry she had become.
“Are you having a nice evening, temptress?” Tyrell asked, twirling noodles onto his fork.
“Yes,” she replied without hesitation. “The two of you are a sensational duo.” As the words left her lips, Abbey felt a jolt of jealousy shoot through her. “Something tells me the two of you have done this sort of thing before.” The words spilled out before she could stop them. The thought of Trent and Tyrell making love to another woman, together, had her blood near boiling. She only hoped the venom she tasted in her mouth hadn’t laced her words.
Wait just a second, you ditzy redhead. You were the one looking for a quick, no-strings lay, Abbey reminded herself.
Maybe you want more, the little voice in her head answered.
The thought momentarily stunned her. But within seconds, Abbey realized the annoying voice of her subconscious was right.
The thought of Trent and Tyrell pulling climax after climax from another woman had Abbey’s gut twisting. She wasn’t sure if she was relieved or pissed that neither man chose to acknowledge her asinine statement.
“So, tell us about yourself, temptress,” Trent said as he offered her a couple of noodles with a chunk of turkey on the end of his fork.
Closing her lips around the tines, she pulled her head back and took the noodles into her mouth. She savored the spiciness of the sauce while she considered his question. She hesitated before offering an answer, wondering if she should fib.
After all, neither man could possibly be interested in her life outside these four walls. Could he?
Trent’s smoldering gaze met hers and held. She couldn’t look away. It was as if he possessed some hypnotic power over her. Warmth simmered low in her belly before it spread outward to the rest of her body. The muscles between her legs clenched in anticipation, and her nipples grew taut. Her entire being began to pulse under the weight of Trent’s watchful eyes.
Something registered in the back of Abbey’s mind: when Trent studied her so closely, it was as if he was searching for something. In that moment, she realized that she, too, wanted to know more about the two men on either side of her.
“Wh-what would you like to know?” she asked.
The huskiness of her voice surprised her. Never before had her body reacted or responded so eagerly to sexual stimulation brought on by any other man. There had been a couple of boyfriends in Abbey’s past, but none who ignited an insatiable desire in her. Tyrell had lit that flame with a single look earlier that night at the bar. And together with Trent, he had stoked the burning embers and now those flames were licking higher and higher, climbing to a dangerous, explosive level. If she weren’t experiencing it for herself, Abbey wouldn’t have thought it possible.
In a matter of hours, Abbey felt herself losing her heart to both men.
“Everything,” Tyrell purred to her right, offering her a sauce-covered scallop.
A shiver of excitement raced through her body like wildfire.
Somewhere along the journey, Abbey’s no-strings-attached adventure had turned into something else -- something more. During the time she’d enjoyed with Trent and Tyrell, things had changed. This was no longer a consensual night of hard, mindless fucking to assuage mutual physical needs. Though the twins’ exploring fingers were demanding and confident, Trent’s and Tyrell’s caresses were gentle and giving, as well as taking. As they had taken turns pounding themselves into her willing body with reckless abandon, both had been attentive to her pleasure before allowing themselves to take their own.
“I…I’m a loans officer…in a bank,” she said. Conveniently, she neglected to give the bank’s name and was thankful neither man pushed the issue.
Tyrell brought the champagne bottle to Abbey’s lips and tipped it up. He pulled the bottle away after she swallowed, and a droplet of the liquid trickled from the corner of her mouth. Trent’s hand appeared and, with a gentle sweep of the callused pad of his thumb, brushed the liquid away. Holding her gaze, he lifted his thumb to his mouth and sucked off the wet residue.
Throughout dinner, Abbey sat on her wandering hands while the seductive duo fed her and quenched her thirst with the bottle of champagne. When they “accidentally” missed her mouth, the two enjoyed licking the bites of food off her breasts and thighs.
“H-how about the two of you?” Abbey stammered, her arousal beginning to take hold once again.
“Trent and I own our own landscaping business,” Tyrell said as he leaned over and licked a dollop of sauce off Abbey’s right breast.
That explained their matching muscular physiques.
“Family?” Tyrell asked her before taking a bite of linguine.
“I was raised by my aunt and uncle,” she answered. “When I was four, my family was in a horrific car accident. My parents and older brother didn’t survive.”
A moment of silence passed before Tyrell spoke. “We’re very sorry for your devastating loss, Abbey,” he said, his eyes reflecting his sincerity.
“Thank you.” Abbey smiled. “I had a fulfilling childhood.” After swallowing another bite of turkey, she decided to pry a little more into Trent’s and Tyrell’s lives. “What about you guys? Siblings? Parents?”
Tyrell shook his head, feeding her another forkful. “No brothers or sisters. Our mother became pregnant with us when she was seventeen.” He paused and gave her a wink. “The details aren’t necessary.”
“Oh,” she replied, suspecting she truly didn’t want to know.
“Considering the way she became a mother, she did her very best with us,” Trent added. “She has eight brothers and sisters, so we had a lot of love and discipline growing up.”
Both men chuckled as if sharing an inside joke.
“Is your mom still alive?”
“Oh yeah. She takes care of the books for our business,” Tyrell said, before taking a swallow from the champagne bottle.
“What do you guys to for fun?”
Trent’s eyes flared with desire as he smoothed the pad of his thumb across her lower lip. “Right now, we are loving a very sexy woman.”
A soft moan slipped from Abbey’s mouth, and she flicked her tongue against the end of Trent’s thumb.
As they worked on finishing the entrées, they continued to chat and ask questions. Trent and Tyrell gave Abbey insight into their upbringing and how devoted they were to family. In turn, Abbey shared as well, but she was careful to curb specific personal details about herself. Anonymity, as far as her fantasy was concerned, was still important to her.
She embraced the passionate Abbey she’d become under the sexual tutelage of Trent and Tyrell. Their desire for her was clearly evident in their eyes when they looked at her. The element of lovemaking was unmistakable when they stroked inside her body. It wasn’t just the physical act of fucking. Despite the fact that Abbey felt as though she was falling head over heels, come morning she was determined to leave her fantasy right here in this hotel room, taking only the delicious memories of her time with the twin Adonises. It was how it had to be. A relationship could not be built from a one-night stand. Could it?
“Lover?”
“Yes.” Abbey sighed as Trent’s deep voice moved through her.
“You have a lover?” he asked, with a brow raised in question.
Abbey felt her cheeks heat with embarrassment at having thought he had called her “lover.” Regaining her composure, she shook her head.
A seductive grin curled both Tyrell’s and Trent’s luscious, full lips. Then, as if reading her unasked reciprocation, they both stated a firm, “No.”
A tremor coursed through Abbey again.
“And what about after tonight, temptress?” Trent purred in her left ear, nipping at her lobe.
For a moment, Abbey sat quiet. Sure, she was having an incredible time, but there just couldn’t be anything more. Could there? This was just sex. Wasn’t it?
“What do you mean?” she asked, silently challenging them to satisfy her curiosity.
The brothers exchanged a glance.
Were they looking for something more than just tonight? Still surprised that she had picked up total strangers and fucked them silly, Abbey allowed her thoughts to wander past this night. A part of her was curious to know if there could actually be something between the three of them besides just spectacular sex. Would they share similar likes and dislikes? What sort of movies would they like to watch, snuggled up together with her on the couch? Was it even fathomable for one woman to find happiness in the arms of two men, brothers no less?
Abbey gave her head a mental shake. What she was considering was the stuff found within the pages of erotic romance novels. Threesomes sounded incredibly decadent on paper, but Abbey had little faith that, aside from the sexual gratification, a three-person relationship would work in real life. There would more than likely be jealousy issues. And what about commitment?
Wait a minute. I’m not looking for commitment. Am I?
Taking a few moments to silently replay the conversation, she decided Trent and Tyrell were simply making idle chitchat while they refueled themselves for another round of fabulous, sweaty sex.
Abbey shrugged. “This is what it is, guys,” she answered the question, attempting to feign a nonchalant attitude.
Tyrell studied her again, as if searching for something in her eyes. “But it doesn’t have to be just ‘this,’” he said finally.
Abbey was flustered at her immediate inability to think straight or maintain her self-control. Earlier, she’d displayed confidence when she decided to go after Trent and Tyrell and bring them back to her room. The persona a few hours before was of a carefree woman who knew what she wanted and wasn’t about to stop until she got it. There was no way in hell the woman from earlier would have taken no for an answer when she had set out to seduce Tyrell and Trent. Now, their questions delving into her being an actual person rather than a plaything made Abbey feel vulnerable.
“It can be more,” Trent declared without hesitation. His confidence had her gasping.
As comfortable as she was in the company of the two handsome strangers, Abbey was not about to allow herself to get caught up in the mystical realm of a fairy tale. This was real life, her life, and this was her fantasy night. She intended to give tonight her all and tuck the decadent memories into the deepest recesses of her mind for future enjoyment.
They can’t be serious, she told herself.
“How about dessert?” Tyrell smiled at her as he rose from the bed.
Trent joined Tyrell at the service cart, and the two men surveyed the contents. Tyrell lifted the stainless steel dome cover off one of the remaining plates to reveal a dish of fresh-cut melons and berries. “Ahh, this will be perfect,” he said, waggling his brow, a mischievous glimmer in his eye. He turned to Abbey and growled low. “Get comfy, temptress.”
Abbey’s eyes grew wide as she wiggled with anticipation on top of the bed. Oh my Lord, what do they have in mind?
Trent snatched the chocolate sauce and a bowl of whipped cream from the top of the tray and followed Tyrell to the bed. With plates in hand, Trent and Tyrell grinned like predators as Abbey lay sprawled naked in the middle of the king-size bed.
The Brothers Divine stretched out along either side of her. Trent wrapped his fingers around her slender wrists and pulled her arms above her head, then held her hands firm in his grasp. Using their feet, the brothers pulled her legs apart. A cool rush of air danced across her exposed pussy, and a groan vibrated deep in her throat.
Her hands were secured above her, with her thighs spread wide, trapped under the weight of each of the brother’s powerful legs. Abbey was unable to move more than a slight wiggle between them, not that she had any desire to be anywhere else.
Once she was trapped against the mattress, Tyrell tipped the plate of fruit he held, dumping the contents onto Abbey’s stomach. As the cool, wet fruit hit her warm flesh, her back arched off the bed. Juice trickled down her sides, causing her to squirm even more between the two hard bodies holding her still.
The aroma of fresh melons, berries, and sex scented the air around them.
Trent leaned over and slurped a fat slice of honeydew melon between his lips and slid the tip of the wet fruit up to Abbey’s breast. After dragging it erotically over and around her puckered nipple, he sucked the melon into his mouth. He chewed the soft pale green flesh before pressing his lips against Abbey’s, offering her a taste of the sweet fruit that flavored his lips.
She moaned against his oral caress. As Trent pulled away from her mouth, Abbey licked her lips, savoring his intoxicating taste.
Tyrell fingered the fruits covering Abbey’s quivering belly, spreading them lower and higher as if he was using her naked body as a platter. He picked up a chunk of cantaloupe and teasingly swirled it around Abbey’s belly button, down her lower abdomen, and between the fleshy folds of her pussy.
Abbey gasped as Tyrell rubbed the fruit around her swollen clit. The cool fruit felt fabulous but did little to extinguish the fire the two brothers had ignited. She tried to wriggle her hips and push up against the tormenting slice of cantaloupe, but Tyrell and Trent only tightened their holds, increasing the pressure on her legs and wrists. She growled angrily at her inability to move. As Trent leaned down to her face, she nipped roughly at his lower lip.
He studied her with heavy interest, his eyes darkening with desire.
“You’re driving me crazy,” she groaned a meek protest. “Please…”
As she uttered her plea, Tyrell pushed the thick slice of cantaloupe inside Abbey’s pussy.
“Oh God,” she moaned and attempted to thrust her hips up to push the melon deeper.
Tyrell slowly worked the fruit in and out of her passage, teasing her. She continued to writhe between the two brothers, her need growing to an almost-delirious level.
Tyrell pulled the chunk of cantaloupe from Abbey’s body and brought it to his lips. “I like my fruit dipped in cream,” he said huskily and slipped the cantaloupe into his mouth.
“Oh my God.” Abbey whimpered, her eyes fixated on the subtle chewing motion of his jaw.
The bowl of whipped cream reappeared, and Trent dumped it on top of the fruit spread over Abbey’s abdomen. With the tip of his finger, he formed a well around her belly button before pouring a pool of chocolate sauce.
Tyrell and Trent took turns swirling and dipping the slices and chunks of melons and the variety of plump, juicy berries into the whipped cream and chocolate sauce. Taking turns, they fed the sweet treats to Abbey and each other.
She was lost in the lavish attention Trent and Tyrell showered her with. Their hands, their fingers, and their mouths were magic as they danced over her sticky flesh.
When her body was nearly cleaned of fruit and chocolate sauce, a second bottle of champagne was introduced to their sweet feast. As Trent came back to bed with the bottle in hand, he knelt between Abbey’s splayed thighs.
Abbey’s bright green eyes grew wide as Trent lowered the mouth of the champagne bottle to the opening of her sex. Lifting her head, she watched as the bottle edged closer to her exposed slit. Abbey gasped sharply as the cool, bubbly liquid dribbled over her clit, trickled along her opening, and down the crack of her ass. Trent lowered his head, then flicked his tongue across her swollen nub, lapping at the champagne combined with Abbey’s cream.
They had yet to bring her to orgasm, leaving her dangling precariously on the edge. The manner with which her body responded so eagerly to their touch, she knew it wouldn’t take much more to bring her to completion.
Then Trent pushed the mouth of the champagne bottle just inside Abbey’s pussy.
“Ahhhh,” she groaned as he tipped the bottle.
The bubbly liquid seeped from her opening, and Abbey whimpered hoarsely at the stimulating sensation between her legs. The bubbles tickled and the cool liquid was mildly refreshing.
Mildly.
Abbey’s desire was driven even higher, and she felt herself unable to hang on any longer to the edge of the cliff. “My God…I’m…I…” she croaked, closing her eyes tight. I’m almost there.
The bottle was pulled from her body. Abbey mewed in protest.
“Not yet, you don’t,” Trent growled low.
Abbey opened her eyes to see Trent and Tyrell both staring at her. Dangerous, uncontrollable lust flickered in the depths of their dark brown eyes.
Attempting to stave off the orgasm threatening to consume her, Abbey trembled, pushing her need for release as far from her reach as she could. She wanted to do as Trent said; something inside her did not want to disappoint them or herself. Abbey knew a delectable reward awaited her once they allowed her to cross the finish line. Despite the painful throbbing between her legs, she was in no hurry to rush there.
Right from the very beginning, it had been Abbey’s intention to savor each and every moment of this night. And that intention had not changed.
After a couple of minutes had lapsed, her body still shook gently, and her breathing was relatively under control.
Tyrell’s deep voice reverberated through her, sparking her already-piqued arousal. “Are you ready to continue?”
“The two of you…are driving me…mad,” she whispered hoarsely as the throb of anticipation came back to her clit.
Both men chuckled.
“Good,” they said in unison.
Abbey watched as Tyrell picked up a plump strawberry between two fingers. With teasing slowness, he slid the berry down her belly and between her legs. An aroused moan lodged in her throat as he pushed it inside.
“No,” she cried, unsure she could bear any more of their pleasurable torment.
 
Trent handed Tyrell the bottle of champagne and settled himself between Abbey’s widespread thighs. As if reading his brother’s mind, Tyrell tipped the bottle, spilling the contents in a slow trickle over Abbey’s pussy.
Trent dived for the berry. His tongue flicked roughly against Abbey’s clit as he lapped around the plump strawberry stuck in her vulva. Her taste combined with the champagne and the berry was like nothing he’d ever enjoyed before. Taking his time, Trent nipped at the fruit, and juice burst free, dripping down her slit straight to her ass.
“Trent…Trent, please…” Abbey begged him for release.
“Do you want to come?” Tyrell whispered in her ear.
“Fuck, y-yesssss,” she whimpered.
“Do you need to come?” he asked, his voice growing hoarse.
“Y-y-ye…” she stuttered as Trent’s lips closed around her clit and he began suckling the pulsing nubbin. “P-pl-pleeeeease.” Abbey gasped.
Tyrell’s callused fingertips plucked at her nipples, tugging and twisting as Abbey sobbed out her need.
“Then let go,” he ordered in a whisper. “Come in Trent’s mouth, baby. Coat his tongue with your sweet nectar.”
 
Tyrell’s gentle order was all Abbey needed.
Coursing through her like a tidal wave, it hit.
Without warning, Abbey felt herself free-fall. Trent continued to feast between her legs, drawing out her climax to earth-shattering proportions. After many minutes, the waves refused to subside, even moderately.
“Mmm, that was a tasty dessert,” Trent moaned, glancing up at Abbey from between her splayed thighs.
As she struggled to recover, Abbey watched in disbelief as Tyrell and Trent rose to stand beside the bed.
The nerve! Getting up before I’ve had my turn with them!
Together their eyes roamed over her body. Caressing. Teasing. Promising. In that moment, Abbey thought herself the most cherished woman in the world.
“Do you have any idea how beautiful you are?” Tyrell purred and stroked a single finger along her inner left thigh.
Abbey’s breath caught as she glanced down at herself. Atop rumpled sheets, she lay spread-eagle, panting hoarsely, her skin glistening in goop. Shooting a sheepish glance at the brothers, she snickered. “I’m smeared with chocolate, whipped cream, and fruit juices. I’m sticky.” She giggled. “That’s a far cry from beautiful.”
Tyrell bent down and gathered her in his arms. “If I tell you you’re beautiful, you are.” The predatory smile curling his full, delectable lips sent her pulse racing.
Across the suite, Tyrell carried Abbey into the bathroom. Somehow all three managed to squeeze into the small confines of the bathtub. Though they stood, there was very little room for any movement.
Trent and Tyrell took turns lathering soap over her breasts and her sex and between the cheeks of her ass. They took their time tormenting Abbey with kisses, nibbling and tasting her flesh.
Abbey delighted in bathing the two brothers in turn, relishing the feel of their firm muscles and soft skin beneath her exploring hands and caressing fingertips. Each man held a distinctive scent and possessed a delicious taste that drove Abbey crazy. Their pores seemed to scream aphrodisiac. Her senses were again on overload, her body on fire. She found herself afraid nothing would extinguish the flames licking from within her.
After drying each other, the trio made their way back into the room.
Tyrell picked Abbey up and plunked her ass on the table in the corner of the room. Taking her hand in his, Tyrell wrapped Abbey’s fingers around his length, encouraging her to stroke his firm flesh.
“Oh yeah, baby,” he said, tightening his grip on her hand, brushing his lips against hers. “Just like that. Feel what you do to me? How fucking hard you make me?”
Abbey whimpered when he pulled her hand free from his shaft. She needed to touch him. To please him. Them.
“I want to taste you,” Tyrell growled. Kneeling before her, he spread her legs wide and slid his tongue from her anus up to her clit, then back down again.
Trent came up beside them and pushed Abbey back until she rested back with her elbows on the table. He then took her ankle and set it over his shoulder, opening her up for his brother. “Beautiful,” Trent groaned.
Again, Tyrell licked a wet trail from her backside up to her now-throbbing, swollen clit. He tugged at the bud with his lips and nipped at the smooth lips of her labia. Abbey felt herself losing control under his oral thoroughness. Moaning aloud, she wiggled her ass against Tyrell’s chin.
From where he stood over her, Trent reached between her legs and spread her lips wider. Tyrell closed his mouth over her clit and sucked hungrily. When he released the swollen bud, she watched as Tyrell dipped his head lower to drill his tongue inside her. Trent’s middle finger replaced Tyrell’s mouth on her clit, stroking it in firm, tight circles. His free hand massaged her breasts, pulling at her nipples until they were hard and achy and begging for the attention of his mouth.
With his tongue, Tyrell ventured lower still and began rimming the tight pucker of her ass. Licking her thoroughly, he shoved his tongue past the outer ring and in as far as he could go. After a few minutes, her muscles relaxed around his probing tongue. He pulled back, wet one of his thick fingers in his mouth, and then slowly pushed it into her ass.
Abbey nearly came right then.
“Relax,” Tyrell’s voice encouraged, his breath a warm caress across her inner thigh and exposed intimate flesh.
Wanting to embrace the encounter, she tried to focus on her body’s response. Fullness filled her bottom as Tyrell’s thick digit probed deeper. Liquid heat seeped from her core and eased Tyrell’s exploration. He pumped his finger into her several times before adding a second finger and eventually a third. Splinters of pleasurable pain shot from her anus and ricocheted throughout her body. Her lower body spasmed, adding to the erotic stimulation of that very private part of her.
Her vaginal muscles clenched tighter as her arousal escalated. Abbey wasn’t certain how much more she could stand before she would explode.
Abbey rode Tyrell’s hand shamelessly, thrusting her hips against him. When Tyrell began to work a fourth finger inside her ass, Abbey nearly died from the gratifying burn it invoked. Her mind and body spiraled out of control from the multitude of sensations racking her. Gasping for air, Abbey realized she no longer had any idea which way was up or down.
“Is she ready?” She heard Trent’s voice through the swirling fog in her mind.
“Oh yeah,” Tyrell groaned and sucked her clit into his mouth again.
Abbey felt as though she were levitating and floating across the room. She was certain she was losing her mind. When she regained part of her ability for relatively coherent thought, she realized they had carried her across the room to a small sitting area. Trent sat in a cushioned chair and rolled a condom over his length. Tyrell then lowered her onto Trent’s lap. The fat head of Trent’s cock spread the lips of her pussy as Tyrell pushed her down until her body had swallowed every tantalizing inch. Trent’s hands gripped her hips as he lifted her off his shaft slowly only to slam her back down again.
The two brothers were wild and rough. Abbey desperately wanted them to use her, to pleasure her. She was close to weeping from her building need.
Tyrell moved up against her from behind, his body pressing against her. He massaged her butt cheeks and pulled them wide apart. The heat of his body seeped into her, pushing her desire even higher. His musky scent engulfed her.
Behind her, the ripping of a foil package sent a chill running up her spine. With eager anticipation, her heart raced. Her mind began spinning at the thought of being taken by both men at the same time. The gentle caress of Tyrell’s fingertips between her cheeks told her she wouldn’t have to wait long. He smeared something cool and slippery over Abbey’s opening and pushed it up inside her back entrance. In front of her, Trent captured her lips in a fiery kiss as Tyrell aligned the head of his cock with her hole and slowly pushed himself into her backside.
Despite being stretched by Tyrell’s fingers earlier, the sensation of his thick, long shaft penetrating her felt vastly different. Every cell in her body tightened like the coils of a spring. A burning pain radiated white-hot throughout her. Abbey tried to suck in a breath as Tyrell filled her, but Trent refused to allow her to pull away. He fisted his fingers in her curly red hair, holding her to him.
Searching for the pleasure hidden somewhere beneath the pain as she was being speared from behind, Abbey concentrated on the heat that was now spreading throughout her body. Shock waves pulsed through every nerve ending, causing her skin to tingle and all her fine hairs to stand on end.
 
“Push out against the pressure,” Tyrell whispered in Abbey’s ear. “You have my promise it will feel so fucking good once I’m fully inside you.” A few seconds later, he felt her ring relax and continued to feed all nine inches of his shaft into Abbey’s tight, velvety ass. “That’s it, my girl,” his deep voice praised and encouraged. “Take me, baby. Take every fucking fat inch of my cock. That’s it.”
Consumed by utter satisfaction, Tyrell groaned as Abbey’s body accepted his entire length. He held her ass cheeks wide open to visually enjoy his claiming. Slowly, he pulled his whole length almost completely out of her body and paused before pushing himself back in.
“Do you have any idea how beautiful you are when you are just about to come, temptress?” Trent purred beneath them.
Abbey gasped for breath. White-knuckled, her fingers dug into the back of the chair for balance.
“Look to your left, baby,” Trent directed her from below.
Trent’s and Tyrell’s gazes followed Abbey’s. Three pairs of desire-laden eyes, dark with growing passion, stared back as they watched themselves in the mirror.
Sandwiched between him and his brother, the sexy contrast of Abbey’s soft, fair skin brushing against and caressing their firm, dark skin, had Tyrell fighting off his climax. Abbey’s pleasure must come first, he told his overzealous cock.
Abbey’s red curls were tousled and damp from the shower, and strands clung to all three of their perspiring bodies. Her cheeks were stained a healthy rose color, and her luscious lips quivered. The small peach-sized globes of her breasts bounced as he and his brother rode her toward dizzying carnal heights. Pleasure was easily readable on her flushed face and urged him on.
The muscles in Abbey’s velvety, snug ass tightened around Tyrell’s cock, threatening to snap the final thread of his control.
“You’re so close to coming, Abbey,” Trent announced. “Can you see it in your eyes, baby? We can.”
Abbey whimpered hoarsely and her body began to quake.
“My cock can feel it,” he continued. “Your sweet cunt is squeezing me, milking me. I don’t think I can hold on much longer, baby, before you make me blow my load.”
Between them, Abbey moaned and writhed as they found a rhythm, driving her over the blissful edge.
“Don’t close your eyes, baby,” Tyrell softly ordered when he saw her eyelids grow heavy as her pleasure threatened to consume her. “Watch yourself as we make you come. You are so fucking sexy,” he growled against Abbey’s neck as her ass spasmed around him. Her mouth opened in a silent cry as her climax claimed her completely. “That’s it, baby, ride it out. Come hard for us, baby.”
Her body shook between them. Her flesh glistened as perspiration peppered her skin, lightly at first. As they continued to drive her to another fierce climax, rivulets of sweat began to trickle down her body. As if dying from thirst, both men lapped up the delicious, salty liquid as they continued to pound themselves into her.
Without warning, Tyrell’s cock jerked, and Abbey reached behind her, holding him against her body as he came with a shuddering growl.
Trent followed, crying out his release against Abbey’s chest.


Chapter Four
 
Abbey woke at the crack of dawn and stretched languidly between the two hunks sleeping soundly one on either side of her. Although the muscles of her pussy and ass were quite tender from the endless hours of exquisite torture she had endured the night before, her body stirred to life with carnal thoughts as she admired Trent’s and Tyrell’s dark bodies against the bright white sheets of the king-size bed.
Trent and Tyrell were incredible. They were hard, well-defined muscle, and their skin silky soft to the touch. They had been rough and relentless, yet warm and gentle. They used harsh, crass words throughout the physical acts and then turned around and whispered tenderly in her ear as they snuggled her afterward. They had been demanding yet yielding. And she knew their individual scents and tastes would always remain in her system. In fact, Abbey delighted in the thought.
Despite the happy wandering of her mind, in an instant she felt sadness. She believed she was falling in love. With both men. And that had not been part of her plans.
Although she was completely sated beyond her wildest imagination, Abbey knew she would once again hunger for Tyrell’s and Trent’s touch. They had been sensational lovers, giving Abbey exactly what she’d craved, over and over again…and then some.
But Abbey made her decision before she had even met the two handsome brothers: it was just casual sex. Last night had been about fulfilling a physical need. It wasn’t supposed to be anything more complicated than that. As painful as it would be, it was for the best that she left them now, even knowing damn well she would ache for the two of them again.
Despite their conversation over dinner the night before, it just didn’t seem fathomable to her that either man would ever see her as anything other than someone to fuck. Hell, she’d allowed herself to be picked up in a bar known for casual sexual exchanges. She willingly walked through the doors in search of a one-night stand. In the light of day, that’s exactly what Trent and Tyrell would see her as -- just another one of their casual conquests.
She saw no sense in punishing herself day after day, wondering what could have been. It’s best to make a clean break, she reminded herself. This was what it was -- a sensational one-night stand that she would never forget. She would always remember their time together. The pleasures Trent and Tyrell had continuously wrung from her eager, willing body the night before astounded her.
Abbey knew when she had first laid eyes on each of the brothers that being with them would be spectacular. But she had no idea what an incredible sexual team they’d be. She also knew any sexual experience she ever encountered in the future would never come close to the one she’d shared with Trent and Tyrell.
Wriggling from beneath the cool sheets, she gingerly slid to the foot of the bed. Naked, she padded across the suite to the bathroom, collecting her clothing along the way. Unwilling to risk a shower and chance waking the handsome duo that was sleeping so peacefully, Abbey dressed quickly and pulled her unruly red curls back with a scrunchie.
She jotted down a short note to the twins on hotel stationery and stole one last lingering glance at her two African American gods. She admired their exquisite perfection, committing every luscious detail of them to memory.
As absurd as it sounded, considering the circumstances of their meeting, Abbey was certain she had fallen in love. She refused to allow her thoughts of sorrow to break her heart further.
With her memories in place, she once again told herself it was best to leave.
Blowing two kisses toward the big bed, Abbey carefully opened the door and silently slipped out of Trent’s and Tyrell’s lives.
Forever.


Chapter Five
 
The heaviness of sleep began to subside, and Tyrell felt himself drift toward consciousness. The scent of Abbey and sex filled his nostrils as he buried his face into his pillow. Images of the night before flickered behind his closed eyelids, and his cock began to swell. His lips curled into a grin.
Great, he mused as he became aware of the rays of the sunlight streaming around the heavy curtains pulled closed across the sliding glass doors. There’ll be no relieving my bladder until I relieve the ache in my balls.
The realization that today was Saturday pleased him. It would allow him and Trent the opportunity to learn more about their Abbey. It would be perfect: they would have all day today, tonight, and tomorrow to explore the possibilities. As he thought of sliding into Abbey’s wet heat for another full night, his balls threatened to unload.
Abbey’s answers to their questions the night before had been guarded. Tyrell had suspected as much as they talked. He didn’t blame her for being cautious: they were strangers, after all. But that would change very soon. Her facial expressions combined with the darkening of the emerald green in her eyes told him she had held back. The attraction the three of them shared was genuine and strong, and Tyrell intended to take that attraction to the next level. He was not prepared to allow Abbey to walk away from him and Trent. Not now.
Tyrell knew of a terrific family restaurant around the corner where they could go for breakfast. Of course, that would be after he and Trent had their fill of their vivacious temptress. Might be better to plan on brunch, he mused. The thought of her sandwiched between him and his brother near did Tyrell in. After brunch, Tyrell planned on taking Abbey back to their home for a swim, dinner, conversation, and -- most importantly -- more lovemaking.
If he had his way, Abbey would be head over heels -- just as he felt he was -- and she would be in no hurry to leave them.
Don’t push it, he told himself. Let’s just take things one step at a time.
The night before, Abbey had been forthcoming in admitting she was unattached, and Tyrell took that tidbit of information as a good omen. Sexually speaking, it was clear Abbey was more than comfortable with being with both him and Trent, but Tyrell was curious as to how receptive she would be to sharing her life with two men. The fireball sleeping between them fulfilled each of them. Tyrell himself felt it down to the very core of his being.
No more wasting precious time, he thought. It was time to begin the first day of the rest of their lives.
Shifting to his left, Tyrell extended his arm to reach for his lover and felt cool space where her body should have been. Lifting his head at the same time he opened his eyes, he spotted Trent still asleep on the other side of the king-size bed.
But no Abbey.
Cocking his head to one side, Tyrell listened. An unsettling silence filled his ears. As he sat up and looked around the dimly lit hotel room, Tyrell realized that he and Trent were alone.
Abbey was gone.
Rolling over, Tyrell tossed the sheet back and swung his legs over the edge of the bed. Scanning the room again, he stood and walked toward the door leading out to the balcony and threw the curtains open.
“What the fuck?” Trent growled from the bed.
“Get up,” Tyrell said. “Abbey’s gone.”
Trent sat up like a shot. “What do you mean she’s gone?” he stammered, threw the sheet covering him to the side, and leaped from the bed. After snatching his underwear off the chair beside the bed, he stepped into them. “Where’s Abbey?”
“She left.”
“After what we shared last night? What do you mean she left?” Tyrell read the discontent and confusion on his brother’s face as Trent scanned the hotel room. There was no sign of Abbey or any other indication she’d even spent time in the room. “We have to find her.”
“You want her?” Tyrell asked, already knowing Trent’s answer. For some reason he wanted to hear the words from his brother’s own mouth.
“Fucking right I want her,” Trent snapped back. “I’ll be more than happy to love her all by myself, buddy, if you aren’t interested.” Trent pulled himself to his full six-feet-four height in challenge. “You just say the word.”
Tyrell felt incredible pride at hearing his brother profess his intentions toward Abbey. He knew that the decision they were about to make, the path they were about to travel, would change life as they knew it. Tyrell had never felt so strongly and passionately about anyone before Abbey.
“You will not have Abbey to yourself, Trent,” Tyrell informed his brother, not giving in to Trent’s asinine attempt to intimidate him. “I want her as well.”
The two men pulled their jeans on at the same time, still looking around the room.
“Well, let’s go then,” Trent said. “We’ll start at the registration desk.”
“Give me a minute. I need to take a leak,” Tyrell announced. “And I was looking forward to easing the pressure in my balls with our Abbey this morning, but it looks as though I’ll have to take matters into my own hand.”
“Well, you can pull it on your own time. We need to get the hell out of here and find Abbey. Who knows how long she’s been gone.”
 
Having struck out at the hotel’s registration desk, Trent and Tyrell stormed into several shops around the block in hopes of finding their Abbey. But luck was not on their side on such a gorgeous morning. The sun shone bright in the sky, and a gentle breeze blew around them.
Conceding temporary defeat in their search, they made their way back to the Deli to retrieve Trent’s car. The streets began to come to life with the openings of the various shops lining either side. People hustled along the sidewalks going about their business.
All around them life appeared to be moving forward, yet something significant was missing from Trent’s and Tyrell’s. Their Abbey was gone. Vanished from their lives with nothing more than a note scribbled on a piece of hotel stationery:
 
To my Trent and Tyrell,
Thank you are not the words I want to use because they just don’t seem appropriate for what we have shared. But I am grateful to you both for bringing life to a once in a lifetime fantasy. The memories you’ve given me will keep me warm through the night for the rest of my life. I cannot express how deeply you have touched a piece of my soul. I’ll never forget either of you.
Love,
A
 
Trent replayed the words on the missive over and over again in his mind. Was it only just about the sex for Abbey? he wondered. But not for a minute did he believe it. Her aura had called out to his. There was an attraction beyond the physical. It had been evident in her touch and unmistakable in her eyes. When he looked into her eyes, it was as if Abbey had opened her soul to him. She had been unable to hide anything from his searching gaze and caressing hands.
The personal information she’d shared with them, though very little, had revealed an intelligent yet vulnerable woman. Trent knew the moment he’d touched Abbey, he would not be able to let her go. Emotionally or physically. He needed to be a part of every nuance of her life. She was sensual and giving.
Abbey was meant to be his. Theirs. Of this there was no doubt in his mind.


Chapter Six
 
A week had passed since Abbey walked out of the hotel room and left Tyrell and Trent, and she found herself struggling to get on with her life. Despite knowing so very little about them, she missed them terribly. Almost every minute of every day she wondered what they were up to or if they’d even thought of her. With each passing day, her distraction worsened.
“Yes, Mrs. Robertson, of course.” Abbey held her phone to her ear with her shoulder as she punched away at the keys on her keyboard.
Pausing for a brief moment from her data entry, she swiveled in her chair and rolled across her office toward a filing cabinet along the far wall. “Well, it’s always a pleasure speaking with you too, Mrs. Robertson.” Rifling through the numerous files, she plucked the one for which she was searching and rolled herself back over to her desk.
“Rest assured I’ll have all the paperwork completed before I leave for home this evening,” Abbey said as she resumed her vigorous attack on her keyboard. “Excellent. I’ll see you and Mr. Robertson at nine sharp tomorrow morning. Thank you, Mrs. Robertson. You have a nice day too. Bye for now.”
Abbey blew out a breath after replacing the receiver in its cradle. Mrs. Robertson had a heart of gold and was a lovely person. She and her husband were the institution’s wealthiest and most influential clients. Although she enjoyed the older woman’s visits to the office, Abbey sometimes wondered if Mrs. Robertson maybe had a little too much time on her hands due to the fact she made weekly visits to the office. However, the bank’s staff was appreciative of the basket of home-baked goodies Mrs. Robertson always left in the lunchroom after her meetings.
Chancing a glance at the clock in the bottom right corner of her computer screen, Abbey cursed under her breath. The minutes seemed to be ticking away at a snail’s pace. All her scheduled appointments for the day were concluded, and she wasn’t expecting to see another client until she met with the Robertsons the next morning. With the press of a button, she set her voice mail to answer any further phone calls and set in to catch up on the mountain of paperwork piled on her desk.
Over the past week, her mind had been everywhere else but her job. Abbey usually prided herself in her exceptional organizational skills, but recently she was disgusted with herself for allowing her paperwork and files to get out of control.
But it wasn’t just her work life that was suffering. That very morning, she had been taken completely by surprise when she looked at the calendar hanging on her fridge and realized she had forgotten her rent was due. Up until that day, Abbey had always made sure her rent was paid well in advance. On her way out the door, she slipped an envelope containing checks under her landlord’s door, paying up her rent for the next six months. How could she have been so absentminded?
But Abbey knew the reason -- Trent and Tyrell. They were also the reason she’d slept in that morning. Again.
She had lain awake in her bed for hours the night before while her mind tormented her with visions of the gorgeous brothers. As her mind’s eye conjured them up, her flesh actually felt the caresses of their fingertips stroking over every inch of her body.
Once her nipples puckered, they had refused to recede. The longer they remained erect little buttons, the more they ached. Her breasts swelled as she remembered the sensations of Trent’s and Tyrell’s lips and tongues nipping and laving the tight tips.
As stimulating and pleasurable as each man’s caress had been, Tyrell’s touch was distinctly different from Trent’s. Though both were confident in their caressing, Trent used a lighter touch to give pleasure while Tyrell played a little rougher. They were perfect complements to one another. Individually each man was spectacular; together, they were like dynamite. Each and every climax Trent and Tyrell had pulled from her was like fireworks lighting the night sky on the Fourth of July.
But her naughty thoughts had refused to stop there. As she begged her body to fall asleep, Abbey’s pussy determined it would not be outdone by her excited nipples. Moisture dampened the panties she’d worn to bed. Her intimate muscles began to contract, as if preparing for the delicious intrusion of one of their thick, heavy cocks.
Unable to tolerate the torment any longer, Abbey had pulled out her King Dong dildo to bring herself relief. As she held the rubber phallus in her hand, she frowned. It was a piss-poor substitute.
After using the imitation dick in an attempt to alleviate her frustration, Abbey felt less than satisfied. What she’d really wanted, or rather needed, was to be sandwiched between the two buff brothers while they sought sexual gratification within her willing body.
Abbey was beside herself with regret at walking away from Trent and Tyrell.
As she sat behind her desk, her thoughts focused on the memories of Trent and Tyrell instead of her mountains of paperwork. She rested her chin on the palm of her hand and stared blankly out the window of her ground-floor office, watching pedestrians going about their business.
When Abbey had closed the door to the suite a week ago, leaving Trent and Tyrell, her body had begun to ache almost instantly. No matter what she tried, she was unable to assuage the need burning deep within her. She had known it would happen. She knew, even then, that they had unleashed something inside her, something only they would be able to control.
With regularity, Abbey found herself wondering what a future with Trent and Tyrell would have been like. Despite the fact she didn’t believe a three-person relationship could ever work, she’d wondered if it was at all possible that the three of them could have made history, so to speak, and actually built a life together.
Abbey’s overactive imagination pictured them living in a little bungalow in the suburbs, perhaps with a dog and a cat. A huge lover of animals, Abbey definitely wanted to share her home with a couple of pets. Maybe after a couple of years together, the three would be blessed with a baby.
A knock on Abbey’s office door interrupted her thoughts. Turning her head toward the sound, she saw her friend Kelley standing in the doorway with narrowed eyes.
“Where were you?” Kelley asked.
“Huh?” Abbey gave her head a slight shake to clear the luscious images of Trent and Tyrell from her mind.
“Well, your body was here -- I could see you -- but it was pretty obvious your mind was somewhere else. Were you having an out-of-body experience?”
Abbey shook her head. “Sorry. I was just thinking.”
“Yeah? Well, he must have been something to put that dreamy look on your face,” Kelley teased with a grin.
A shiver rippled through Abbey as the final specks of her daydream dissipated. “Uh,” Abbey stammered.
“You can fill me in on him another time.” Kelley snickered. “Listen, a few of us are going out for a drink after work tonight. Wanna come?”
Each day without Trent and Tyrell was driving Abbey more and more crazy. Her memories of them had stirred up so many questions.
A light bulb flickered to life in her mind. She needed closure, needed to put things to rest. “Thanks, Kelley,” Abbey said. “But there’s actually something I need to take care of tonight.”
“Okay.” Kelley shrugged. “Maybe next time,” she finished as she pushed off the door frame and walked away.
Abbey’s curiosity niggled at her. Scratch that -- it was more like hollering.
“And what about after tonight, temptress?” Trent had asked. Although the touch of his hands had been meant to stir her arousal, the tone of his voice had been sincere. Genuine interest and concern laced his question. What if he had been hinting at wanting something more?
Abbey just didn’t see how. How could he possibly want more? They’d met in a singles bar and spent the night making lo -- screwing each other senseless.
“This is what it is, guys,” she’d said, trying to bury the emotions -- and her hope -- deep. Unfortunately she had still fallen, and at the time, she hadn’t known how to face it head-on.
But it doesn’t have to be just this.
It was time. Abbey needed answers, and she wasn’t coming up with them on her own. It was time to pose her questions to the two handsome brothers who had invoked them.


Chapter Seven
 
As they had done almost every night since their encounter with Abbey eleven days before, Trent and Tyrell walked toward the Deli. Outside the heavy glass doors of the bar, they exchanged a glance and sighed.
“Maybe tonight’s the night,” Trent said, forcing a smile.
Sidling up to the bar, the two greeted a couple of regulars and stopped to make small talk. The regulars around the Deli were aware of Trent’s and Tyrell’s search for Abbey, but so far had been unable to offer any insight into the identity of the vivacious redhead who had turned their lives upside down nearly two weeks before.
As they sat down side-by-side bar stools and placed their orders, their friend behind the bar turned to them with a grin.
“Evening, guys,” the man said.
“Hey, Bobby,” Trent and Tyrell replied, almost in unison.
“Did you see her?” Bobby asked, still grinning.
“See who?” Trent asked, lifting his bottle to his mouth.
Bobby chuckled. “Your redhead.” He tipped his head toward the door. “She just walked out the door.”
As Tyrell turned to stand, Trent was already hightailing it to the door. It was a good thing another customer had pulled the door open to gain entrance or Trent would have blown right through the thick glass.
As rapidly as his neck would swivel, Trent glanced up and down 
Donegal Avenue
. The sidewalk was busy, but there was no sign of Abbey. Despite the pedestrian traffic, Trent knew if Abbey was there, his eyes would be able to spot her in the dense crowd. He’d spent over a week with every detail of her petite, sexy figure racing around in his mind. Footsteps slapping on the cement behind him announced his brother’s presence. Tyrell stood to his right and together they scanned the sidewalk.
“You go that way,” Trent ordered, pointing in one direction, before he took off in the other.
Unfortunately, most of the shops lining the sides of the street were already closed and those that were open yielded little to their investigation.
 
As he raced up the block, Trent entered several stores, inquiring if his woman had been in. In defeat, he stepped back onto the sidewalk, taking one last futile glance around.
When he met Tyrell back at the entrance to the Deli, they mirrored one another with shakes of their heads.
They reentered the Deli and once again seated themselves at the bar. Tyrell began to grill Bobby. “Are you sure it was our Abbey?”
Bobby nodded. “Petite body, big green eyes, long red hair, and a smile that makes you want to come on the spot. Yup, I’m sure it was your Abbey.”
Trent shot a hopeful look at Tyrell.
“How long ago was she here?” Excitement elevated Tyrell’s voice.
“I’m surprised you two didn’t bump into her when you came in.”
“Don’t fuck with us, Bobby,” Tyrell snarled.
“And she was asking about the two of you,” Bobby informed them, before wandering off to serve another patron.
“Damn,” Trent growled. “If you hadn’t spent so long fucking around --”
“Go to hell,” Tyrell snapped back. “Do you think you’re alone in your frustration? You’re not. Remember that. I’m miserable as hell. And in case you’ve forgotten, I want Abbey just as much as you do. So don’t give me any of your shit, little brother.”
In silence, Tyrell and Trent sat drinking their beers, each withdrawing into his respective thoughts.
Trent was unhappy. Never before had he had the desire to chase after a woman. Never before had a woman affected him in the manner Abbey had.
“I’m sorry,” Trent said. “Two more, Bobby, please.”
“Thanks, but your apology isn’t necessary,” Tyrell replied. “I know what you’re feeling.”
“I’m not about to give up,” Trent said. “But what do we do now?”
“Well, Abbey came in here looking for us. So we leave a message with Bobby that the next time she comes in, whoever’s tending can give us a call,” Tyrell answered.
Trent laughed. “You think it’ll be that fucking easy?”
“No, I don’t,” Tyrell admitted with a chuckle of his own. “But that’s what we’re going to start with. Let’s shoot a game.”
Picking up their bottles, Trent and Tyrell walked to the back room of the Deli where the pool tables were set up.
An hour later, Trent clipped his pool cue back in the rack on the wall. He just wasn’t in the mood to sit there shooting pool knowing Abbey was out there. The fact that she’d come into the bar looking for him and Tyrell brought him hope. Maybe they’d have a chance with her after all. Damn it, they just had to find her.
“I don’t know why neither of us thought of this before now,” Trent said when he and Tyrell stepped out onto the sidewalk in front of the Deli. “But I’ve got an idea on how to broaden our search for Abbey.”
 
The next day, day twelve following their life-altering encounter with Abbey, Tyrell and Trent were no further ahead in locating her. But the night before had renewed their hope. Finding out that Abbey had come back into the Deli asking about them was a positive sign. To Tyrell and Trent, it meant she felt something for them as well, something beyond just the physical attraction. At least that’s what the two brothers told themselves.
Having exhausted all other avenues, Trent and Tyrell decided to call in a heavy hitter. They needed another pair of eyes on the beat, aiding in the search for their woman. Something deep inside each of them told them she was close. They could feel it. They could feel her.
Deciding on lunch, the brothers entered their favorite diner and settled into a booth.
Trent retrieved his cell phone from his pants pocket, flipped it open, and began dialing.
“Hey, Dante,” he said in the receiver. “What’s up? Uh-huh. Yeah? Hey, listen, Tyrell and I are at the diner on Eighty-sixth. Have you had lunch yet? Excellent. See you in thirty.”
Ending the call, Trent closed his cell and pushed it back into his pocket. After exchanging a knowing glance with Tyrell, he picked up a menu and signaled the waitress for two cups of coffee.
Swallowing the last mouthful of his Colombian brew, Trent checked his watch. Just then, the bell atop the diner door tinkled, and through the door strode a six-feet-five linebacker type dressed in police blues.
Spying Trent and Tyrell seated in a booth near the back of the diner, Dante tipped his hat to the waitress as he walked toward their table.
“Dante,” Tyrell greeted their guest. “Thanks for meeting us for lunch.”
“Hello, boys.” Dante’s deep voice boomed in the small diner.
“Yeah, it’s been too long,” Trent said, sliding over for the other man to have a seat.
“We just met Monday for lunch, if memory serves,” Dante said with narrowed eyes. “Shit, you two are up to something,” he stated with a grunt.
The waitress who approached their table had a beehive updo and was blowing bubbles with a piece of pink gum.
“Whaddaya havin’, boys?” she asked, eyeing Trent first and then Tyrell. After jotting down their orders on her pad, she turned. “Usual for you, Dante?” she asked, snapping her gum.
“You know it, Maggie.” Offering a friendly wink, he added, “And I’ll take gravy for those fries today. My lovely Teisha has me on a diet. I feel like I’m starving. Thanks, doll.”
“Comin’ right up, boys,” she announced, before turning to place their order.
As the waitress walked away, Dante turned his attention back to Trent and Tyrell.
“So, what the hell are the two of you up to?” he asked with a speculative tone to his voice.
“Dante, we need a favor.” Trent watched his cousin’s brow raise in question.
Though fifteen years older, Dante was the big brother and father figure Trent and Tyrell never had. Dante had taught them to ride a bike, throw a football, and drive a car. He was there to help each of them overcome his first broken heart. And although he was a law enforcement officer and took his responsibility as such very seriously, Dante had slipped the brothers their first sip of beer during a family barbecue for their fourteenth birthday.
Throughout their lives, Dante had been free with his praise when they earned it and wouldn’t hesitate to knock their heads together when they deserved it.
Tyrell and Trent held the utmost respect for their cousin.
“What? You get a speeding ticket you don’t think you earned?” Dante asked. “Come on, Trent. You want to drive a fancy, souped-up Corvette, you pay the consequences when you get caught. Christ, kid, when are you gonna learn? You’re not a teenager anymore.” Dante picked up the coffee mug Maggie had set in front of him, took a large swallow, then set it back on the table.
“Nah, it’s nothing like that,” Tyrell said. “We’re looking for some information on a woman --”
“Oh no you don’t,” Dante said, raising his hands to cut him off. “I’m not using my position and influence on the force to help you two --”
Tyrell shook his head and cut Dante’s sentence short. “No, no, it’s not like that, man. Hear us out, would you?”
“You wouldn’t want Teisha to learn about your gravy indiscretion, would you?” Trent added.
“Son of a bitch,” Dante muttered under his breath. “You sniveling little blackmailers.” Sitting back, he huffed out a breath. “I’m listening.”
“Last Friday night we were shooting pool at the Deli,” Trent began.
Dante rolled his eyes.
“We met a woman,” Tyrell continued, resting his elbows on the table. “We had a great night together, but the next morning when we woke up, she was gone. And we need to find her.”
“So go back to the meat market,” Dante offered, irritation evident in his voice. “I’m sure she’ll turn up there when she’s looking to get her bell rung again.”
The brothers squared their shoulders, ignoring Dante’s sarcastic tone.
“We have,” Trent openly admitted. “No one had seen her until last night.”
“Well, maybe she doesn’t want to be found,” Dante told them, before taking another swallow of his coffee. “She was looking for something that night, you two gave it to her, and now she’s moved on. Probably forgot all about you. You two Don Juans given any thought to that?”
“It was more than just fucking, Dante,” Tyrell said.
“Yeah, I’ve heard that one before,” Dante snorted, reaching to pull a napkin from the dispenser. “Why don’t the two of you find yourselves a nice girl, separately -- one for each of you -- and settle down, huh? Your mama’d be so happy if the two of you would quit fucking around. And I do mean that literally. Your dicks are going to fall off. Is that what you want?”
“Fuck you, Dante,” Tyrell said through gritted teeth. “You are not going to sit there and tell us you didn’t dip your stick at every opportunity you could when you were our age. You’d be a lying motherfucker if you did, and you know it.”
“We’re careful, Dante. We use protection. And for the record, we don’t run around all over town shoving our dicks into everything on two legs,” Trent said as the waitress approached the table with their orders.
When the three of them were alone once again, Dante pursed his lips and narrowed his eyes, giving the brothers a glimpse of his annoyance. “You two are a couple of little shits sometimes, you know that?” he said. “You’re goddamned lucky I like you.”
“We’re family.” Trent shrugged with a broad grin.
“Don’t remind me,” Dante said with a slight smile. “And it’s a good thing neither of you’ve ever caused me any serious grief.”
“Come on, Dante.” Trent nudged his cousin lightly in the ribs. “Where’s your sense of romance?”
“Romance?” Dante snorted. “What romance? You two picked up a woman in a bar and spent the night fucking her.”
“There was more to it than that,” Trent replied with an edge in his voice.
Another eye roll was their response.
“The woman wore her heart on her sleeve, Dante,” Tyrell informed him.
“And for the record, she picked us up,” Trent said, dousing his fries in ketchup.
“Well, that’s quite an MO, isn’t it?” Dante said with sarcasm.
“She doesn’t make a habit of picking up strangers, asshole,” Trent snapped. “She told us so.”
Dante sat, shaking his head in disbelief.
“Haven’t you ever heard of waiting for the right woman to come along, Dante? Wasn’t that exactly what you said to us when you met Teisha?” Trent didn’t bother to hide the challenging tone in his voice. He had to make Dante see that what he and Tyrell had shared with Abbey was more than just sex -- great sex, but much, much more than that. “‘When the right woman comes along, you’ll just know it. Embrace her, boys. Never let her go.’ Those were your words, Dante.”
The three men sat silent at the table in the small diner as several minutes ticked by, each one concentrating on the plate of food in front of him.
“Are you going to help us or not?” Tyrell’s voice broke the uncomfortable silence.
Dante sighed. “You think she’s ‘the one’?”
“We’d like the opportunity to explore the possibility,” Trent admitted.
“And what if she’s not agreeable to your interests?” Dante questioned, pushing his empty plate away.
Trent and Tyrell shared a glance.
“We’ll cross that bridge if we come to it,” Tyrell said with confidence.
Dante nodded. Crossing his arms on the table, he leaned forward. “And you’re planning on sharing her?”
“Why not?” Trent shrugged.
Dante chuckled at his honest reply. “You two never could do anything in a conventional manner, could you? Okay, what do you want?”
“Thanks,” Tyrell said sincerely.
“Don’t thank me yet. I haven’t done anything. I’ve agreed to hear you out.”
“Her name is Abbey,” Tyrell offered.
Dante pulled his notepad from the breast pocket of his uniform. “Last name.”
Trent and Tyrell shrugged.
“No idea,” Tyrell said.
“You do realize she more than likely gave you a phony name right? Abbey probably isn’t her first name, and it’s rather convenient she didn’t bother to give you her last. Doesn’t that tell you something, boys?”
Tyrell and Trent both shook their heads. Neither man was about to be deterred from his mission.
“Abbey is her name,” Tyrell said. “But the kid at the registration desk wouldn’t give us any more information than that.”
“Of course he wouldn’t, you dipshits.” Dante chuckled again at their innocent enthusiasm. “There’s such a thing as the Freedom of Information Act. Okay, give me Abbey’s physical description -- leave out the intimate details, if you wouldn’t mind -- and what she was wearing.”
“Petite build,” Trent said.
“Just your type.” Dante smirked at him.
“Short, barely came up to our chests. Curly red hair, long, like hanging down to the middle of her back,” Tyrell continued.
“Caucasian?”
Tyrell and Trent both nodded.
“Big gray-green eyes and a sexy smile, man.” Tyrell winked at Dante. “Real sexy. Just thinking about her has me hard.”
“Do you mind? I just ate,” Dante said with a frown. “Age?”
“Mid to late twenties, I would guess,” Trent replied.
“Where did you rendezvous?”
“The Claremont on Highland,” Trent answered.
“Fine. That’s where I’ll start,” Dante told them. “And you two may be in luck. Teisha’s friend Anna is actually dating the concierge at the Claremont.”
“You’re joking,” Tyrell stated.
Dante shook his head. “When I carry a gun, boys, I don’t joke.”
“Thanks, Dante,” Trent offered, before emptying his mug of coffee. “We’ll owe you one.”
“A very big one. The two of you will be treating Teisha, me, and the three kids at the steak house on Seventy-ninth next Friday. You should see how much little Dante can pack away these days.” He chuckled. “And don’t even think of shafting me. I’d hate to think of how upset your mama will be if I have to put a bullet in both your backsides.”
“What about your diet?” Tyrell teased.
“I’m not about to pass up the two of you buying me a steak dinner,” Dante replied.
“We read you loud and clear, Dante.” Trent saluted. “Steaks on us.”
Dante stood to leave the diner. “Oh, and you two can buy my lunch today too. Consider it my retainer.”
“Sure thing.” Tyrell laughed in agreement.
“And Dante,” Trent said, gaining his cousin’s attention as the bigger man stepped away from the table. “Despite how we met Abbey and what we did, she isn’t a skank. She’s someone very special.”
“I know, boys.” Dante nodded, a grin curling his lips. “You wouldn’t believe the enjoyment I get out of busting your balls. I understand Abbey means something to you two or you wouldn’t be going to this much effort to find her. Leave it with me. I’ll see what I can do.”
 
Tyrell picked at the french fries on his plate while Trent fished his wallet from the back pocket of his jeans. The two men sat silent, lost in their own thoughts after their cousin left them.
Dante just had to come through for them. That thought raced in the forefront of Tyrell’s mind. Despite the brief encounter he and his brother had shared with the vivacious redhead, Tyrell could not imagine never seeing her again. The thought of Abbey not being interested in exploring the possibility of a relationship with him and Trent was absurd to him. Not that he was full of himself, but together he and Trent had brought a passion out in Abbey that had surprised all three of them.
In turn, their Abbey had taught them something of themselves as well. There could be so much more between them than just sexual gratification.
Deep down, Tyrell knew he would be far from content until Abbey was once again in his arms. If by some slim chance she wasn’t interested in exploring the endless possibilities of a life with him and his brother, Tyrell would have to hear that from her very own lips.
“Do you think Dante will have any luck?” Trent’s question broke through Tyrell’s daydream.
“If anyone can, it’s Dante,” Tyrell assured him.
“What if what he says is true?” Trent’s brow furrowed. “What if Abbey isn’t interested?”
“Do you forget how her body responded to us, Trent? How no matter what we wanted to do or what we wanted to share with her, she was a very eager participant?” Tyrell asked. “Her sexual appetite rivals ours.”
“I don’t just want her to warm my bed, Tyrell.”
“Neither do I.”
“I’ve never felt what I feel for Abbey before,” Trent confessed. “The glint of desire in her eyes when she looks at me sends my pulse racing. Her smile curls my toes.”
Tyrell grinned. “I love the blush that colors her pale flesh from her pink nipples to the tips of her ears. The hint of innocence behind the desire you see in her eyes drives my need to protect her with everything I am.”
“Abbey doesn’t just complement or complete me,” Trent said. “She is what’s missing in my life.”
“I agree, brother, wholeheartedly.” Tyrell nodded. “Dante will find our Abbey, and she will be ours.”


Chapter Eight
 
Returning to the Deli two nights before had only contributed to Abbey’s anxiety where the dynamic duo was concerned. When she had finally reached an understanding with her emotions days before, Abbey had made a startling revelation: come hell or high water, she intended to take control and go after what she wanted -- Trent and Tyrell -- and nothing would stand in her way.
Drumming up her courage, Abbey had entered the bar to find a half-dozen patrons and one bartender. After describing Trent and Tyrell with explicit detail to the patrons and getting little response, she had left with great disappointment.
With a heavy heart, she realized it just wasn’t meant to be. The Fates had made the decision that Abbey Dennis was only entitled to one glorious night with Trent and Tyrell, and there just couldn’t be anything more.
Two days after her return to the Deli, Abbey stood in the produce section of her local grocery store, admiring a display of large cucumbers. Once again she found her thoughts drifting to the spectacular night she had shared with Tyrell and Trent a couple of weeks earlier.
Truth be told, Abbey could think of little else. Although during that glorious night her itch had been scratched, Abbey was discontented to go back to her life. But she had no choice. It was for the best, or so she’d tried to convince herself.
The sexual memories she’d stolen from the two brothers definitely warmed her inside and out. However, there was something missing as she thought of the Brothers Divine.
As long as Abbey lived, she would never forget them.
Abbey held a large, thick cucumber in her hands, enjoying its length and weight and smiling in fond memory. A sigh of arousal slipped past her lips.
Suddenly Abbey’s body began to tingle, in all the right places. A familiar, intoxicating scent assaulted her before she could move.
“We have firsthand knowledge that just one of those will not satisfy your lust, temptress.”
Her body responded the instant Tyrell’s deep voice sounded in her ears. Her nipples hardened so quickly she feared they might explode off her breasts.
Abbey spun around, coming face-to-face with Trent and Tyrell. They looked more scrumptious than she remembered. Her body trembled in eager anticipation as they looked her over thoroughly.
Stepping around her, Trent pressed against Abbey from behind. “We were very upset when we woke up all alone that morning.”
Tyrell stood in front, crowding her. “And even more disappointed to find you had just dismissed us with a simple note.”
The intense heat from their bodies seeped into her.
Closing her eyes, Abbey inhaled deeply. Their individual scents began to work their magic.
“How…how did you find me?” she asked, unable to control her growing excitement. It really didn’t matter how they had found her. She wanted them to fuck her again, needed to feel them inside her, together. Her body ached for their touch.
“You gave your address to the hotel when you registered, temptress,” Tyrell reminded her in a husky tone. “Can you imagine our surprise…”
“…and delight…” Trent’s sensual admission reverberated through her.
“…when we learned you lived only a few blocks away from us?” Tyrell finished, pressing more firmly against the front of Abbey’s body.
Their combined scents inebriated her, driving Abbey’s rapidly escalating desire even higher. The breath from their delicious mouths caressed her face and neck. Her body quivered in excitement between them, responding to their touch; oh yes, how it remembered them.
“Abbey,” Tyrell whispered in her ear. “We want you.”
A gasp of surprise slipped past her quivering lips.
“Not only do we intend to fuck you, baby,” Trent purred in her other ear. “But we…want…you.”
“I, ohhh…” she stammered.
They pressed against her tight, their hands stroking her arms, her hips, her waist, brushing along the sides of her breasts. The contrast between their darkness and her fairness as they touched her made her breasts feel full and achy. Her cunt grew wet, dripping with the need to have them buried deeply inside her.
“Am…I…dreaming?” she asked on an aroused groan, losing herself in their touch.
They had found her. Her princes had come for her and found her. How was this even possible?
“No, baby.” Tyrell kissed the sensitive patch of flesh beneath her ear. “You are not dreaming.”
Abbey moaned aloud between them. “Good.”
Not one of the trio seemed the least bit concerned that they were quickly drawing the attention of the other shoppers in the very busy grocery store.
“Wh-where do we…go from…here?” Abbey asked, her body wavering under their ministrations.
Trent and Tyrell stoked the fires deep within Abbey until they knew she could stand no more without ripping hers and their clothing off and fucking them right there in the middle of the produce department.
“Wherever we want, baby.” Tyrell’s voice was assuring, but it wasn’t quite enough to ease her worries.
“What does that mean, Tyrell?” Uncertainty laced her whispered question, and she didn’t bother to hide it. She needed to know. Needed to hear the words.
Desire, need, and possessiveness flared in their eyes. Abbey felt it in their touch, but she took a step backward.
“I become a different person when I’m with you,” she confessed and cringed inwardly at admitting her own weakness. “I don’t what to lose or forget who I am.”
Tyrell chuckled low and leaned into her. “You aren’t a different person. When we make love, you shed your inhibitions, allowing yourself to enjoy the pleasures. You are passionate and giving, Abbey, and you should embrace that part of you and explore it.”
“Tyrell and I want to be the ones you find yourself with. Our wanting to be with you isn’t only about sex, baby.”
Abbey shook her head, still unwilling to believe it could be so simple. “I don’t know,” she groaned in frustration. “I won’t choose between you. I can’t.”
“That’s a good thing, because neither one of us expects you to choose,” Trent added.
“You mean you’re going to share me?”
Both men nodded.
“We’re not sure how this all works, baby. But we want the chance to give it a try,” Tyrell said, taking her hand in his. “The chemistry between us tells us it’s possible.”
With every fiber of her being, Abbey wanted to believe. Glancing between the two men, still unsure, she searched for a sign. A smile curled her lips as she realized no one knew what the future held. But Abbey knew what the present did. A couple of weeks earlier, she’d trusted Trent and Tyrell with her body, and they hadn’t disappointed her.
“Do you want to come along for the ride and see where life takes us?” Trent asked, pressing a kiss against her temple.
Abbey nodded. “Yes,” she said and stepped into Tyrell’s embrace.
From behind, Trent nuzzled the curve of Abbey’s neck and whispered, “Excellent. But first we’re going to hit the checkout counter, baby, to pay for this sustenance because it is going to be a very long evening.”
THE END
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