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Author's Note: I'm always excited to start a new series, because it feels like I'm getting to know new people with each one. The characters start off as strangers, but it doesn't take long for me to figure them out and go from there. This time, I'm letting the situation mold the characters, rather than letting the characters direct the action. The result in this title was interesting, especially at the end.

I'm trying a few new things aside from that, such as a different direction with cover art and drawing the premise from a playlist. You can read more about that idea at my new blog, where I go into things deeper than I will here.

As for this series, it'll be a three-parter with longer installments, just like His Bimbo Swap was. But this time, it's getting closer to what you're used to seeing from me, this time with a bit of reverse harem action going on. Expect a gradual change in her, finally culminating in... I'm not spoiling it.


BIMBO BETWEEN ALPHAS

My mind had lost control of my body. I couldn't resist the arching of my back, feeling the tightness of every muscle, and belting a primal moan through the room. Logan finished as my thighs clamped against his body.

Deep inside, I felt what he left behind. Logan took a few seconds and rose up, nuzzling that stubble against the soles of my feet.  I shifted one leg aside, resting an ankle on his shoulder. I felt lucky that I actually came this time as I asked him, “Happy now?”

His words only came out in short gasps. “I haven’t fucked like that since college.” Logan abandoned my feet to rub the inside of my thighs and regained his composure. He grinned and withdrew his shrinking dick, admiring the result.

I rammed my head against the pillow and stared up. That oversized, lazy fan spun as I waited for my boss to stop touching me. I hated the job almost as much as I hated him.

“You're supposed to meet the clients in less than an hour,” Logan said as he took a seat on the edge of the mattress. He didn't look terrible, but that asshole of a personality gave him all the charm of a dump truck. “Better clean yourself up.”

It was his fault I was running late. “Maybe you should have waited until after I closed the sale.”

“And maybe you need to do what I just fucking told you to do.” Logan's the kind of guy even his friends don't particularly care for. Kind of like that creepy ex who scared me enough to leave home in the first place.

I rolled over, making sure to leave a good stain on the sheets. It fit that run-down shack on the beach well. As I looked back from the door to his bathroom, I caught Logan staring my ass down yet again. “Easy tiger, you just finished.”

“Tick tock.”

“Prick.” Whether I said it loud enough for him to hear or not didn't matter. Even if Logan did hire me to sell real estate on Grand Cayman Island right when I needed an exit, I was beyond ready to purge him out of my life.

“Don't use all the hot wa—” I made sure the door slammed behind me. I thought it would be wonderful if he died in a freak accident.

I couldn't help feeling sick when I looked at myself in the mirror. Maybe I'll have some peace and dignity, wherever I end up next. I didn't know what kind of life I wanted, but this wasn't it. On the run, broke in a foreign country, and sleazing around with my drunken greasball of a boss for just enough to get by. I hated every second of it. My escape to paradise wasn't living up to how I'd imagined it.


Logan had driven me about twelve miles from his place in George Town. The living room of that dump served as our office, and I knew he'd be bankrupt before too long. As we closed in on the property, I wondered if the immigration office planned on sending me packing back to the States.

“The two guys you're meeting are fucking loaded. Sell it good.”

I looked over at him, ready to start throwing punches. “You mean you're not sticking around? How the hell do I get back?”

He pulled the rattletrap Toyota into a driveway. “Call me when you're done. I've got other shit to do.” We both opened our doors and stepped out. I hoped he could handle the lock on that giant gate blocking our way.

Looking at him over the peeling clear coat, I couldn't help letting him know exactly what I thought. “Try to show up sober this time, alright?” If you put a bottle of vodka on a string, you could lead him just about anywhere.

“Cute.” Logan fiddled in his pocket and pulled out a key. I followed him to the oversized chain draped between rungs of expensive wrought iron. “You sell this place, and we're saved. Don't fuck it up.” It slid off and piled on the brick paving. And I knew it would take more than selling this place to save his ass.

“Got a key for the doors?”

I crossed my arms and curled my lips to one side as he patted himself down. “Shit.”

“God dammit, Logan!”

He grinned and stepped over to me, draping his arm over my shoulder. “It'll be fine. I'll run back and have the key here in thirty minutes. Our guys aren't even here yet, so don't panic.”

I brushed him off and started walking. He was the last person I wanted touching me. I didn't even turn around as I waved back and shouted, “It's your ass more than mine!”

The sound of his car pulling away eased my mind. Jerkoff. I kept going, wishing I could afford a small palace on the beach like this. Even the sailboat off in the distance made me feel like I had failed at life somehow.

I made my way around back, stepping just off the patio. The shade of an ironwood had left a cool spot in the sand. Kicking the heels off my aching feet and dropping my purse, I dug my toes in the sand and lied back. I might as well have enjoyed paradise before getting kicked out.


The distant buzz of a motor and the burn of the sun pulled me out of my nap. Panic set in as I realized how much the shadows had moved. I knew it had been at least an hour.

I crawled to where the shade had drifted and dug through my purse. Grabbing my phone and hitting the button, I had a chill run down my spine. Dead.

“Fuck me!” Logan was unreliable as ever, never showing back up. And to make it even worse, I was stuck with no ride and no way to call for one. My feet curled from just thinking about walking all those miles in heels.

I fell to my knees and stared up at the sky. The clouds got blurry as I felt the first tear run down my cheek. My situation with work was bad, but it was the first time I'd ever felt stranded and alone.

I watched one of those green parrots that were all over the island swoop into one of the branches. Then the growing sound of that motor drew my eye. It was one of those inflatable Zodiacs, bobbing through the surf, making a run from that sailboat straight toward me.

Standing back up, I shaded my eyes for a better view. Taking a few steps forward, the two figures aboard waved. I picked up the pace, just hoping they were coming over with some way of making a call.

Leaving my purse and heels behind, I got all the way to the surf line before I could make them out. Two men, one dark and exotic, the other Caucasian and just as striking. Bits of sand rushed around my feet and legs through the breaking waves.

I motioned for them as the water got up to my knees. A bit splashed onto my dress, but I couldn't afford to lose my one chance at a rescue. I cracked my first honest smile in several days.

The dark one crouched at the bow. The inflatable scooted across the sand as the motor cut out. He jumped out with his friend and pulled the boat just beyond the high tide mark.

I didn't realize I was almost running toward them until the dark one greeted, “Hola!”

The panic of thinking they might not know English set in, until the other said, “Hi there.”

My lungs gasped for air as I slowed down for the last steps. I put my hands on my knees for a few seconds and then stood back up. “You don't know,” a couple more breaths, “how happy I am to see you right now.”

Both of them looked at the other in those matching white shirts, tan shorts, and deck shoes. I stared through the exhaustion, fascinated by the sight before me. Mr. Tall and Dark started in with a slight accent, “Something wrong?”

“Kinda.” Since they were here, not at all, but even a girl like me gets to play the damsel now and then. “Do either of you have a cell phone?”

The other pulled his sunglasses off and put his hand out. “I'm Victor. This other guy's Marco.” I grabbed hold of his palm. “Sorry, we've only got a satellite phone on the boat.”

My heart sank. “I'm Claire.” I didn't mean to sound so down, but there was no way I'd be getting on that boat with two strangers. Even if they were out of a daydream and had come riding to my rescue like that.

Marco put his own hand out. Instead of a shake, he pulled me close and kissed the air on both sides of my face. I blushed, not knowing whether to feel thankful or nervous.

Victor motioned for his partner to back off a little. “We're supposed to meet a real estate agent here. Any idea where this person might be?”

“That'd be me.” Even though I wasn't as stranded as I had feared, I wanted to kick the sand in defeat. I get two hunks coming to save me from danger, and I could only assume they were gay as springtime. Two straight men don't just go in on a beach house together.

I looked at Marco, who was already edging toward the beach house. “So let's get on with it, Ms. Claire.”

“Right.” I could have sworn he was checking me out a little as he said it. I wasn't a rail like the girls most of these guys went for, so I couldn't help feeling special for a moment.

Victor put his hand on my back as we walked. “This is an odd way to meet.” I wasn't sure how comfortable I was just yet. “Us on a rubber dinghy, you barefoot and napping on the beach. This island has a whole different lifestyle from what we're used to.”

“So where are you two from?” I didn't notice that I had walked right past my shoes and purse. It struck me as soon as the hot pavers burnt against my soles. We carried on anyway, straight for the backdoor that I hoped and prayed wasn't locked.

“I'm from Providence, Rhode Island, originally. Marco here comes all the way from Spain, around Barcelona.”

“And now?”

“All over, really.” We stopped at the French doors. “Norway, Aspen, and Kentucky most recently.” I thought that last bit was odd, but wealth does like to hide in unlikely places.

And sure enough, the door handle refused to give. “I hate to say this, but my boss forgot to give me a key.” The point of simply hating Logan had passed long ago. The only explanation for his absence that would have made me happy included a fatal crash.

Marco smirked and dug in his wallet. The credit card he pulled out was one of the metal ones reserved for the very large, very special accounts. He slid it down between the door and the jamb, then flicked his wrist. The lock gave like he had just ordered it to do so.

He put the card back in its place and held the door for us. It already felt cooler as we stepped in, the sellers wanting to show off that air conditioning. Running it all summer had to cost what I'd made all year.

Victor finally let his hand drift away from my back. He moved ahead of me, his head never staying still for an instant. I looked at Marco and asked, “What do you two do for a living?”

The room had Victor lost in wandering to see every detail. He paused long enough to say, “We're Co-Presidents of a company. Heavy industry and aircraft parts.”

“So,” I drew it out from disbelief, “you're just business partners?” I tried to pull the words back into my mouth as soon as I realized how I had asked it. The mild sunburn on my face deepened from the shame.

They looked at each other and chuckled at my expense. Victor put his hand on my shoulder and shook his head. “It's alright. We're actually step-brothers,” I felt him rub a bit, moving his fingers almost to my neck, “and we're both straight as arrows.”

“Oh,” I blurted out, “I see.” Victor kept his hand there, almost making me nervous again. But this time, a flash of letting him have his way with me invaded my mind. I felt my panties wet up, but tried not to think about it.

Marco pulled his brother's arm down. Victor's fingers brushed against my cleavage, on purpose, I'm sure. “That's enough. She's got a property to show, remember?”

“Hmmph.” Victor gave me a wink and carried on looking at my body the same way he was checking out the house. “I think we both like what we see here.”

“Worry about the house, mańo, not her.” The way Marco lingered his accent on that name gave him a strange authority. He pushed Victor through the rest of the sunroom and into the kitchen. “On we go.”

I sighed and followed. The two of them were interesting enough on their own, but together, they had this dynamism about them. I couldn't tell if they were just confident, or if they really were the hot shit they thought they were.


We finally rounded the front courtyard. Both of them went about the whole tour like dropping a few million on a vacation home was a natural part of visiting Grand Cayman. The sun was already low and orange on the horizon, far enough that looking at it didn't even hurt.

Marco stopped in his tracks. “I don't see a car here.”

Shit, I thought, I'm still fucking stuck because of that asshole. “My boss should be here any minute.”

“Nonsense,” Victor said, “if he's as hard to get hold of as he was when we tried to schedule a walk-through, you're here for the night.”

I couldn't deny that my situation was exactly like he said. I'd have bet Logan was already hammered in some bar, if not passed out already. “I guess I need to use that phone.” My charger was in my apartment, doing me not a damn bit of good.

“Then one of us will stay here with you while the other goes to get it.” Victor had been more than a perfect gentleman since Marco reigned him in. But I knew they both had eyes on me the whole time. Given how these two looked, it was like steroids for my confidence.

“Sound good to you?” Marco reached to put his hand on me but caught himself.

I knew better, but that small gesture built a bridge between us. Plus, something in my head urged me to go with them. “No need for that. I don't mind going to the boat with both of you.”

I watched his expression turn warm. “By yourself, with two men you've just met? You're either trusting or foolish.”

“That depends on whether you two can behave yourselves, doesn't it?”

Victor laughed to himself and then cut in. “I like this one, brother.”

Marco looked ready to punch him. “Shut it, Vic. You've done enough already.”

I stopped walking when I realized they were several feet behind me, pausing for their own conversation. “I meant the house, not her.” He looked over at me, “Not talking bad about you, just taking his mind out of the gutter.”

“Thanks,” I raised one eyebrow, “I guess.” That inflated ego I mentioned having earlier? That balloon pffft-ed away like I hadn't put a knot in it.

Victor insisted on keeping it up. “Do we buy or not?”

“The price isn't great, but I like what I saw.” Marco ran a hand through his midnight black hair. “It's not like we have to decide right this moment.”

“Well,” Victor stepped my way, “what do you think we should do?”

“You're asking a realtor if you should buy or not?” I felt we were on joking terms by that point. “That's not the best way to get advice.”

“If you're putting enough trust in us to go to our boat,” Victor said, “then it's only proper we do the same with you.”

Logan would have had an aneurism if he knew, and I regret not telling him I said this for that very reason. “Honestly,” I grinned ear to ear, “I wouldn't pay half the asking price for this place.” Fuck him.

“Ballsy,” Victor crowed, “I like that answer.”

I'd blown that terrible commission for such a high-dollar property, but the sale wouldn't have kept Logan afloat. I was losing my job either way, and making it back to the mainland didn't sound so bad by then. The only difference a close would have made was in how much Logan would have gotten buttfucked during the bankruptcy hearing.

Marco ran to catch up to us as we started walking toward the beach. He got a little ahead and jogged backwards in front of me. “We might have a place for someone like you.” He looked at his brother and asked, “Don't you think so?”

Rich people were always unpredictable, in my experience. True assholes, saints, or total characters who fall somewhere between. I was thinking these two were in that broad, fuzzy spectrum in the middle. But I couldn't even point out which side they'd land closer to.

Victor threw an arm around my shoulder again. “We've been looking for someone like you for a while. I'm glad my brother here thinks the same.”

“Is this a job offer?” I looked over at my shoes and my purse, still lying on the sand. “Hold on a second.” I broke free and ran to my things, grabbing them and then hesitating.

Marco and Victor stopped as well, a good thirty feet away from me. If they're just creeps, now's the time to make a run for it. But I didn't sense anything like that in either of them. In fact, just looking at them eased my mind.

“A job offer is too formal for us,” Marco finally answered.

“Then what are you offering?”

“That depends on you.” He swatted at his brother's arm, knowing Victor was about to make a wise-assed comment. “It's a role we desperately need to fill, though.”

I didn't bother putting those heels back on just yet. I crammed them in my purse as far as I could. “Like, what would I be doing?” I made my way back, stopping between them and looking west down the beach at how close it was to nightfall. “I can't do it if I don't know what 'it' even is.”

Victor looked at Marco. “It's almost dark.”

His brother looked at me and said, “We can talk about it on the boat. Come on, we'll find a way to get you home while we're at it.”


I was thankful I didn't get seasick. The ride to Wind Dancer was my first time on any boat on the ocean, and a rubber dinghy shot forth by a motor was as smooth a ride as a skateboard zooming down a gravel road. I was backed into Marco like my life depended on it the whole way.

The sailboat looked bigger the closer we got. A solid sixy-footer, and a mast that had to go up nearly twice that. Victor eased up on the throttle as we got close. The raft idled up to the stern as Marco let go of my waist and moved in front of me.

He climbed onto the rear of the boat with a rope in hand. I admired the view from below until he turned around to shout, “Alright, you're next!”

The floor of the raft felt like I was walking on pure chaos, and the darkness wasn't helping matters. Victor kept adjusting the direction of the outboard as I tried to steady myself. A hand the same color as caramel offered me a lift. I grabbed it, feeling it go past my palm and down to my wrist.

Victor cut the engine the second I was aboard. “You forgot this,” he said, holding up my purse with my heels poking out the top. I got on my knees and took it from him, wondering why he was grinning so much. As our faces got close, he winked as he said, “Sky blue's my favorite color too.”

My dress was a violet-red, but he had the color underneath right. I smiled back, wondering if I should have slapped him. But when a man like that gets a peek at you, and he's got that look on his face, you can't get mad about it.

I steadied myself as Marco said, “Enough of that.” He bent down alongside me and helped his brother up. I backed off as they pulled the Zodiac on deck. A couple of knots on the rails had it secure enough.

To be in the place of that boat right now. I drew into myself at the thought, putting my hands between my legs and taking a seat on the bench behind me. I can't tell if this is the best luck I've ever had, or the worst.

I watched both of them in the cool light of the LED’s on-deck. “Care for a drink?” Victor had his back turned to me, but I knew I was the target.

“Sure.” And it was the only thing I was sure of at the moment.

He bent over and pulled out a bottle of white rum that looked way too expensive for my tastes. Club soda and a sugar cube followed. I watched as he pulled a glass and some sort of leaves out from another compartment.

Marco took a seat close to me, but not quite touching. “He's been obsessed with making the perfect mojito ever since I taught him how to make one, proper.”

“I wasn't expecting anything like a cocktail, but that's fine with me.” I looked down at the non-skid foam on the deck. “It'd been a shit day until you two showed up.”

Victor clinked three glasses onto the table, and then he asked, “Because of your boss, right?”

I didn't mean to sound so dismissive and sarcastic when I responded, “How could you tell?”

Marco pushed a lock of hair off of my forehead, making me jump a little. “Like I said, we need a person like you.”

“And that job would include what, exactly?”

I watched him look at his brother. Victor smiled as he poured the rum in each glass. “It's not a job, per se.”

An internship was the last thing I needed. “Sorry, but I need to make a living.”

Victor dashed in the club soda and crushed the mint leaves against the table with a spoon. He looked up long enough to say, “That's not what I meant.”

I felt Marco put his hand on my knee. He got up and said, “That's right, I'd better bring that phone up for you.”

His brother bent down one last time and pulled a fresh lime and a knife out. “You do that.” Then he looked at me. “I'll let him explain the idea later. He's better at that sort of thing.”

I couldn't help myself. “It's hard to believe you two are brothers.”

Victor went right to slicing up those limes. “Our father had Marco with his mother, and then he had me about a year later. We didn't even meet until we were teenagers.”

That explained the distance between where they came from, just a little. “It looks like you're both pretty close. I assumed you grew up together.”

“After I was fifteen and he was sixteen, absolutely. Our father demanded it if we wanted the company.” Victor pressed the wedges he'd just cut into the rim of each glass, sucking on the spare before he added, “So here we are, sharing everything. It works pretty well for us.”

“So what about your work? You said you're Co-Presidents. Mind telling me which company?”

He finished off the mojitos with a final crush of the mint and dropped a clump of leaves in each glass. “We'll give those a few minutes to steep.” Victor stepped around the bar and took Marco's place. “Ever heard of Sieltech Industries?”

It rang a bell, but I didn't know which one. “Probably. It sounds very familiar.”

“Ever flown on a commercial flight, or gone to a big box store?”

I grew up in Georgia, so Wal-Mart trips were more than a weekly event. Not to mention the flight to this trap of an island. “Yeah.”

“Then we supplied a good number of the parts for that plane, and a lot of the electronics you've bought in your life.”

I knew these guys weren't just dicking around with a trust fund. “I'll bet you get paid well for handling all of that.”

Victor looked over at the hatch going down to the cabin. Marco poked his head out and held up a handset that looked more like an overgrown walkie-talkie. The antenna had to be a foot long.

“Looks like we'll figure out where your boss is.” Victor got up and snatched it out of his brother's hand. He sat back down and handed it to me. “Dial '00-1-345,' and then whatever his number is.”

At least he knew the calling code for the island. It took me a while to punch in all thirteen digits, but it rang within a few seconds of putting the phone against my ear. Then it cut off after the first. “This is Logan, leave a message,” greeted me like an audio recording of a middle finger.

“That ass!” I pulled the satellite phone down and hit the button with a dash of red on it. Marco was already standing next to Victor.

I was ready to give up and move back in with my parents. The whole world felt like it was against me, even though I knew it was because of just one man acting like a child.

Marco bent down in front of me and slipped the phone out of my hands. “Don't worry about it. We've got a spare bed.”

I still wasn't sure about them. “Any way you could get me back to my place? It's not even half a mile from shore.”

“Where on the island?” Marco rose back up and stepped back. He tapped at something next to the steering wheel right before the glow of a screen lit up his upper body.

“If you can find the airport, I'm just south of it.”

He poked at the screen and frowned. “That's more than twenty nautical miles. Thirty if you count by standard miles.” I didn't know what the difference was.

“How long would that take?”

“With prevailing winds, all night, if sailing blind around the island doesn't get us killed.”

And I knew I knew that North Sound's atolls wouldn't be safe to pass at night, unless it was by Zodiac. That mile in an inflatable boat would probably be a suicide run.

The guilt of putting them in this position crept over me like an evil fog. “I'm sorry for all this. I wasted your time on the house, and now I'm here needing a room and a ride.” I wanted to punch myself on the jaw for even taking this job, if making myself a burden on others was all I had to show for it. “I just feel so helpless right now.”

The hand patting my back almost gave me a heart attack. Marco's broad fingers caressed my skin from the other side of my dress. “You didn't do anything wrong. In fact, we're glad we found you.”

“What do you mean by that?”

He looked at his brother, and then back at me. “You're exactly the kind of woman we've been looking for.”

It was either a job pitch or a come-on. “How so?” Either one would have suited me just fine.

He paused for a moment. I knew he was calculating exactly what to say. “You need us, and we need you.”

I didn't know how to take it. “I'm flattered, but why do you need me, exactly?”

That mature facade on Marco's face melted away, back to the face of a rogue who popped open a lock with no effort at all. “We're not ready to talk about that yet.”

“Okie doke.” I still didn't know what to think about either of them. Marco had the refinement I'd expect of his position, but those rough edges cut like a saw. Victor was his own case. I wanted to trust him, but I didn't know if his advances were from confidence, or something more predatory.

Victor stood and handed us the mojitos. He tasted his own and looked at the glass. “Good, but not my best work.”

I took my first sip. The gagging rush of alcohol hit the back of my tongue, and then went away as soon as the mint worked on my throat. Marco slammed his glass on the table. “Heavy on the mint and rum, imbécil.” Mine was strong, but not as bad as what I'd had in bars. Not to say that means much.

“Then what would you do?” Victor tossed the rest of his drink down his throat.

“No ice.” I looked over at Marco and watched his face contort. “You know better.”

“You had a chance to look at it before you tried it.”

Warmth wrapped around my hands. Marco's fingers curled among my own. “I'm sorry he's a moron. Care for some wine?”

I traded my glances between the two of them. Drinking heavy wasn't my thing, but I didn't sense any funny business going on. “Why not?” I broke my left hand away and tossed back the rest of my drink. The regret of my throat spasming hit me as soon as I swallowed. So much for bravado.

“Slow down a bit,” Marco begged, “no need to show off for us.”

“She can handle herself just fine. You can drop the chivalry already.”

I looked at Victor in time to catch his wink at his brother. Marco let go of my hand and patted my thigh. “His idea of manners is not stirring our drinks with his dick.”

No argument here, but Marco wasn't the spitting image of a knight, either. “A little tarnish adds character.” I gave him my own wink and continued, “That goes for both of you.” Whatever came over me in the moment, I could always blame on the rum.

“See? She's fine with my drink.” Victor put both hands on his hips and stared at his brother like he expected a fight to brew.

Marco shook his head and rose. He guided me up with his hand. “Better than most, but it still wasn't like what they make back home.”

Victor planted his hands on the table. “That drink came from Cuba, you dip.”

“And they used sugar cane, not cubes. You should know that by now.” He tugged at my arm a little. “The lime needs to be added to the sugar, then the mint. Rum, ice, and soda last, culo.”

I'd heard enough to know Marco only delved into Spanish for terms of affection or to insult his brother. “Calm down,” I pleaded, “the drink wasn't perfect, but I'm not complaining.”

Victor's face softened. “See? That's why she's perfect.”

“For what?” I looked at Marco, hoping he'd finally reveal whatever they were talking about.

He dropped the scowl and looked at me. “You'll know later.”

“Know what?” I couldn't take it anymore. Either they were fucking with me, or they were hiding something I wouldn't like. “If you hauled me all the way over to this boat, I think I deserve an answer.”

Victor stepped over and put a hand on my back again. “Might as well spill it.”

The dim light was more than enough to show the hesitation in Marco's face. He closed his eyes for a second and then looked at me. “How loyal are you?”

I didn't know what kind of answer he expected. His dark eyes gazed into my own. It wasn't threatening, but I knew he expected no bullshit.

His grip on my hand got tighter. “Well?”

I swallowed both my pride and my spit. “Loyal enough, I guess.” I looked away for a moment, and then looked right back. That change in his attitude pissed me off. “I've never cheated or betrayed anyone, beyond sharing a rumor by accident, if that's what you're asking.”

Marco's face didn't change a bit. “Follow me.”

I didn't really have a choice. His grip almost hurt as he pulled me toward the hatch. I waited for him to open it and looked back at Victor. His face told volumes about his brother's sudden mood swing, but those were books I hadn't read.

The grip on my hand loosened as Marco backed onto the ladder. He took the first few steps down and let me go. “Don't panic. Just follow.”

I looked back at Victor. “He gets like this sometimes. Just go with it.” He walked over and patted the small of my back. “He'll be fine in a minute.”

Fear and curiosity fought in my head. “Promise you won't let him kill me?”

“No fucking way he'd even snuggle up without permission. He's that kind of guy.”

Snuggle up? “What's this all about?”

Victor ran his hand down my side and smiled. Something about it made my insides quiver. “Just go with it and hear what we have to say, alright?”

I didn't know if I was seeing the sky for the last time or not as I climbed down the ladder. Marco was already inspecting the small rack of wine to my right. Victor made it down before I took a seat at the recessed table. If that upholstery rubbing against my thighs wasn't sheepskin, I'd fuck Logan again.

“We share everything. That's the one lesson our father taught us.” I looked at Marco as he pulled a dark bottle out. “It's the only hard rule we live by.”

“So, you both have the same stake in business decisions? Two heads were always better than one.” In fact, I could already tell Victor was the enthusiastic ideas guy, while Marco cut those rough diamonds and made them shine. They were one hell of a team.

Marco twisted an opener into the cork. “It goes a bit further than that, but I think you get the idea.”

“Further, as in you share a bed and everything?”

Victor took a seat next to me and said, “Not that far.”

Oh, shit. “So you share your women with each other or something?”

The brothers both gave a knowing look to the other. Victor broke the momentary silence. “That's a fair statement,” he said, with not a hint of mockery in his voice.

These two were getting more interesting by the second. “Odd as it may sound, if that's your big secret, I can't judge you for it.”

Marco almost sounded offended for a moment. “There's no reason to judge us for it,” he calmed a bit, “but I'm glad you see it that way.”

They weren't off somewhere getting blackout drunk, leaving me stranded miles away from home, first of all. Second, their personalities weren't revolting like Logan's. “You mentioned an opening for something important earlier.” And they were both as hot as the inside of a car in a sunny parking lot. No fucking way they'd ask me to do something with both of them.

The cork slid out as Marco pulled. “We're very private with our lives outside of business. I hope you understand.”

I nodded. “Of course.”

Victor's hand rested on my thigh, a little higher than I expected. “See? She's fine with it. Just ask her already.”

Ask me what? They stared at each other as the cabin rocked with the waves. If it's not a job, and it's not sex, what do they want me to do so badly?

Marco gave the cork a final twist and pulled it out with authority. He poured a glass and handed it my way. “You don't have a husband, boyfriend, or children waiting for you to come back, do you?”

“If it requires travel, I can swing it.” He looked at his brother yet again. I was already tired of feeling like I was the butt of an inside joke. “Stop grinning at each other and tell me what this is all about.”

Victor moved his hand an inch or two up my thigh. “Might as well spill it, dear brother.” I fought the competing urges to slap his hand away and to hope he went further.

I knew they were filthy rich, and they shared a father. Other than that, I knew nothing, and it grated on my last nerve. “Yes, please, do tell.”

Marco poured a second glass and slid it on the table to Victor. I waited as he prepared his own. He took a seat and put a hand on my other thigh. “If you really want to know, just nod.”

I bobbed my head up and down with care. “Stop being so vague.” And then something clicked in the recesses of my brain. “I wouldn't be a representative for your company if I accepted the offer, would I?”

Victor patted me like I had done the right thing, while Marco's fingers tensed up. I waited for the next response. Finally, Mr. Spanish Hunk broke. “We'd like to share you.”

What the hell did he just say? “Like, with other people?”

“No,” Marco took his first sip of wine and then looked me in the eyes, “between the two of us.”

I noticed how vulnerable I was, sandwiched between them, a mile from shore. And that didn't bother me in the slightest. “You're joking.”

Fingers slid up, almost to the top of my thigh. Victor had more balls than his brother. I didn't know if I liked it or not just yet. Still, he knew exactly what to say. “Both sounds better than one,” those fingertips danced along my hips, “especially if it's a long-term arrangement, right?”

I couldn't speak. Victor teased along, drifting toward that wet spot in my panties. The deep burgundy of the wine offered no answers as I stared down.

Marco's fingers slithered up as well. “You'll come around to it, in time.” I wanted them to push me up against the table and take me like a cheap whore more than anything. Thinking about such a dirty thought out of nowhere took my breath away.

Every touch sent a tingle down every limb, but I couldn't do it. “I need some air.” Marco pulled his hand away, but Victor kept moving on. “Now.” His fingers slid back as well. I was sad and thankful about that at the same time.

Marco leaned back and played with his glass. “Our mothers shared our father equally as a husband. We had the same deal with him as a parent, growing up.”

Victor leaned to the side like he was letting me out. “Ease off a bit.”

The two richest men I'd ever met were proposing the unthinkable. “That's a bit much to take in all at once.” My thoughts formed a long series of curses toward myself for wanting to run.

I felt the tug of Victor's hand, but heard Marco's voice. “She said she needs air. Cool it.” Victor's grip broke as Marco swatted his wrist. “There's no rush to decide,” he said, “and we're not going to pressure you into choosing anything.”

My mind went haywire with a sudden need for oxygen. I wanted to listen, to let them keep touching me. My conscience wasn't allowing any more of it. Victor opened the hatch with one hand, and then pulled me toward the ladder.

I barely held onto the rungs on my way up. If it weren't for Victor supporting me from below, I'd have gotten a bruise somewhere, at best. My arms and shoulders rested on the edge of the hatch as I noticed the air outside was only more humid.

What the hell was that? My heart threatened to punch a hole through my chest. It took a moment to calm myself down, but I wasn't ready to go back.

“Everything alright up there?” It was Victor, calling up through the hatch. I imagined they were both enjoying the view.

“I'm fine, but I'd rather be up here for now.” I started pulling myself out, grabbing the handrail and noticing how much worse the waves rocked the boat up top.

I steadied myself against the bar table. Victor was right behind me, holding his glass and mine in one hand. He passed right by and said, “Sit. It'll help.”

My wine swayed in the glass before I even picked it up. “Sorry about that,” I said, imagining how freaked I must have looked. “I don't know what happened.”

“No issue. It's our fault.” Victor took a sip and put his glass down. “We can be pushy sometimes. You probably noticed, one of us usually keeps the other in check.”

“That was just too much of a question.”

“The offer still stands, but it's entirely up to you.”

I studied his face. He was either a great liar, or they truly did ask if wanted to have some kind of relationship with both of them. I had to get that heat in my face to go away. “I'm flattered,” I said, sounding like a schoolgirl talking to her secret crush. My cheeks were glowing like coals by then.

Marco pulled himself out of the cabin, his own glass in hand. He took a seat next to his brother. “Blame me for that.” He sounded like he was addressing both of us.

Victor propped one ankle on a knee and said, “Already there.”

The creak of the boat's motion and the slap of water against the hull tempered the awkward silence. I wanted to speak, but I didn't know what to say. Why am I even considering this? I thought I knew why, but it wasn't the rational part of my brain pulling the strings on that one.

I didn't say a word as I put the neck of my glass between two fingers and got up. I followed the weather deck around the cabin and took a giant gulp of that sweet flavor. It was probably the most expensive wine I'd had, by far. But I wasn't going through the glass for the bouquet.

The waves picked up with the wind. The boat rocked even more as I tried steadying myself against the rail. The no-slip decking from around back stopped ten feet prior. I felt like I was standing on a greased up seesaw, and not from that small amount of booze.

Victor shouted from the rear. “The wind's kicked up and the tide's going in! We gotta get further from the reef!”

I felt the sudden gust, then the list of the boat. It nearly drifted back to horizontal and I leaned with my back against the rail. That's me, always running from my problems. What the fuck is wrong with me?

As the boat kept rolling the other way, vertigo hit as I felt myself tipping over the edge. My foot slipped on the fiberglass, and for a split-second, I saw nothing but the island's lights, upside down.


Every alarm bell in my head went off has the water swallowed me like an open mouth. My legs jerked and my arms flailed as I tried to figure out which way was up. The salt burned my eyes as I tried to look, but it was all darkness.

The water suddenly lit up. I saw the rubble and the start of the reef on the bottom. I struggled toward the surface.

The dreaded gurgle and agony of my lungs exhaling shot my body into overdrive. As I got within inches of the goal, the trough of the wave above passed, adding more strokes to my ascent. I knew I was crying, but the tears meant nothing in all that water.

I broke the surface with barely enough strength to keep my head above the waves. My eyes felt like they were on fire and my lungs inflated with every bit of air they could take in. I bobbed back down, my head going under.

When I emerged again, the floodlights on the mast overwhelmed my vision. I shielded my eyes and tried to shout, but my body wouldn't spare any oxygen just yet. Is this it? I assumed they knew I was overboard, but whether they would find me or not remained to be seen.

I kicked and paddled in place, trying to fight against the current pulling me away. My eyes adjusted to the light after what felt like a grueling minute. I saw the brothers working like they had drilled for this. Victor ran for a rope mounted to the cabin as Marco dove in with a lifebuoy already in hand.

He disappeared for an instant, resurfacing and wrapping an arm around the ring. I was already far enough away to know I couldn't swim back on my own. Victor shouted for his brother, tossing the rope on target.

I fought to stay put, but the current was too much. The boat got further away as Marco rushed closer. He was running out of rope, so I gave it one last push.

My body ached like I had pulled every muscle at once. I saw the rope pulled tight. Marco set off on his own, getting closer in glimpses through the waves.

The water kept edging up my neck, and then to my mouth. I tried to keep up, but the toss of the waves and my initial burst had sapped all I had left. Then I felt the panic of water blocking my nostrils.

One last push up for air, and I was done. The thing about drowning is, you think you can stay up forever. I'd never just give up like that, I'd always thought. Pure delusion. When your body can't do it, the mind has no power over the situation.

The surface stayed within reach of my hands, but it would have been the same if it was hundreds of feet. I'm drowning, really fucking dying. Some of that precious air escaped from my mouth, and I got ready to just go to sleep. No life flashing before my eyes. How sad. Peace came over me and I gave in to the inevitable. My lungs emptied and I started to feel the saltwater running down my throat.

Something gripped onto my wrist and yanked me toward the surface. The sudden rush of air on my face put my lungs back in the game. An arm wrapped around my breasts as I stared at the black, clouded sky above.

My head emptied of thought. All I could do is feel the movement of the water around me and the ache in my body. But if Marco was only a few seconds later, my lungs would have filled with water, too far from the boat for him to do anything for me.

The chill of more air hit as he pushed me onto the life preserver. I let myself collapse on top and looked at Marco, having regained enough strength to move a little. He didn't look nearly as tired.

“The tide was pulling to you shore,” he wrapped his arms around his own section of the ring, “but you'd have never stayed up long enough to make it.”

I tried to smile at him, and I think I pulled it off, but I couldn't tell. The water started moving around us again. He looked happy, like a shattered world had just been put back together for him.

“One hundred feet of rope. He'll have us aboard soon.”

“You,” talking hurt like Hell, “could have died.”

“And you would have for sure.”

Whatever it was that made him dive after me, I didn't mind the idea of seeing it in some other way. “Thanks.” I know I smiled that time


I let my dress fall, hearing the disgusting schlop of soaked fabric hitting the tile. I debated tossing my panties. Feeling that salt crusting over was all the motivation I needed. I had spent almost an hour wrapped in a blanket on the deck. Victor and Marco had sailed the boat a quarter mile further from shore and dropped anchor again. We'd drifted too close to the reef in the time it took to get me back onboard.

“Fucked up day,” I said to myself in the mirror. But I wasn't disgusted with myself like the last time I saw my reflection at Logan's place. It wasn't some girl on the run and fucking her shitty boss out of desperation anymore. She looked like a different person.

Everybody else would have let me drown. The people back home in Georgia didn't stop Greg from stalking me to the point of fleeing the country, and Logan would have opened another bottle of bourbon before he'd dive in. So why save me?

I looked at myself for a few seconds, admiring the new self-worth. I thought it did more for me than a fortune in cosmetic surgery, not that I needed it. At least somebody appreciates it. I smiled and liked the girl staring back at me even more. Hottie.

The sound of a latch opening stunned me out of it. I scrambled for the blanket hanging on the back of the door. I grabbed for my cover as the door swung away, tripping over myself and hurtling down like future lumber.

My face and arms hit something soft on top, yet firm underneath. I opened my eyes and saw nothing but white terry cloth. Looking up, that jawline could only have been Marco's.

He stared down, even more ashamed than he looked right after the rescue. “I'm sorry. I'll go.”

I actually felt bad for him. “And you save me again. I'm starting to think you like me or something.”

“Really, I should have knocked.” He tipped me back on my feet and tried not to look for once. But I wanted him to. “Take as long as you need.”

He started to turn. “Wait.” No response. “I told you to hold on a second!”

Marco froze halfway out the door. “I've done enough already.”

I couldn't stand it any longer. Stepping back to him, I scrunched his broad chin between my thumb and index finger. “I want you to look at me,” he tried to resist, “right now.” His neck gave as he saw every bit of me. “Step in here and close the door.”

“Are you sure?” That accent drove me wild, but his sudden politeness wasn't doing anything for me.

Taking a step back, feeling like I was just as beautiful as him, I asked, “Save me once, and I might give you a kiss. Save me twice, and—”

“No.” I couldn't believe he was the same guy trying to feel me up earlier. “I can't.”

I leaned forward and grabbed his wrist with both hands. Taking one big step closer and pulling him to me, I planted those strong fingers between my legs. And that's why I was glad Logan kept his razors in the shower.

“You,” he closed his eyes, “aren't thinking straight, after what happened.”

I knew he could feel the growing heat down there. “What if I do regret it later?”

Those dark eyes grew soft as the skin I had him touching. “You don't owe it to me.”

“No,” I stomped the tile, sending a wave of pain up my leg, “I've got my own reasons.” I realized it didn't sound good. “You and Victor aren't like everybody else in my life.” And it wasn't just the fact I didn't drown. I'd have still been walking home in heels at that point, if I'd ever made it to begin with. Not to mention the way both of them made me feel about myself. Around them, I just felt... I don't know. Different.

“It's not right. I'm sorry for acting like my brother earlier.”

Marco pulled his hands away and left a cold void above my womanly bits. I put my hands on my hips and watched him disappear around the corner, into the kitchenette. First he defends me, then he gets grabby. Now he's on another chivalry trip, getting all moody this time. Is he always like this?

At the other end of the cabin, I watched Victor climb down the hatch ladder. I grabbed the blanket from the door and covered myself. He spotted me, smiling and heading for his brother.

I followed after Marco as well and got behind him. He looked occupied, like he was writing a note on the counter. Victor grabbed at his hand, snatching the pen away. “What the hell is that for?”

Marco turned and stormed away. I looked at the counter and saw a check, barely filled out. It matched the asking price for the house, plus the closing costs. I looked at Victor and stated, “No way I'm selling a house like that. Rip it up.”

He tore it from top to bottom, then side to side. “You see what I mean? We're always making sure the other doesn't cross some kind of line.”

Must be nice to have someone always looking out for you like that. I didn't know the feeling, at all. “Will he be alright?”

“Maybe. He could mope for five minutes, or maybe all week.” Victor pushed his hands and rear against the counter and didn't hide the stare at my cleavage. “Gonna be a bad trip home if he goes that long.”

“You like them or something?” I asked.

He put a thumb up to the corner of his mouth, the index finger resting against his chin. “Careful,” he winked, “if both of us get like that, you're in trouble.”

I turned away and said, “I'll keep that in mind,” already walking off before I had finished.

Marco had another glass of wine poured, standing against the wall next to that booth where the original grope-fest took place. I had to fight not to slap some sense into him. Standing right before and looking up at Marco, I asked, “Did you really think I didn't like it?”

“You ran away.”

I couldn't deny that. “And that's my fault. Maybe I'm too naïve, but I didn't interpret the signals right.” The blanket almost felt restricting. “I'm glad to be me, for the first time in a while, right now.”

“We were about to use you. Don't you see that?”

I drew and arm back as the blanket fell off my shoulder. My palm stung as it popped against his face. Marco's glass crashed against the floor, shattering all over the cabin.

His eyebrows sank as he ran a hand up to the fresh print. Marco glared at me and snatched my wrist in midair. “Pinche puta.”

“Ass!” I yelled, feeling his grip tighten even harder.

He suddenly looked threatening, even malevolent. Victor rushed over and shouted, “Fucking stop!”

Marco pushed my arm down and almost snarled at me. “You still want it?”

I knew better, but I couldn't help myself. “Do you?”

“Hold up,” Victor tried getting between us, “Marco, don't do something stupid.”

“Let him,” I said. My hand got cold and started turning purple. “Don't get in his way.”

The brothers stared at me, one in disbelief, the other ready to make sure I felt it in the morning. Victor pulled the blanket back on my shoulder and said, “You almost died tonight. You need rest more than you need him all worked up and rough.”

“Then I guess it's a common thing with him,” I said as I felt my pulse in his grip, “isn't it?”

Marco almost quaked in place, near his breaking point. His brother worked on loosening his fingers. “I'm telling you both, just back away from each other.”

We both looked at Victor. His face stopped in the middle of going from concerned to angry. Suddenly, it shifted to understanding what Marco and I were both hinting at. “Don't help me, help him,” I commanded.

“You mean—” he let go of his brother and stepped back.

“Don't tell me I've got a bigger pair than both of you.”

Victor grinned and stepped aside. I heard him crash into the futon behind me. “Bring her over here, dear brother.”

“Please,” I demanded.

Marco took my other wrist and pulled my arms above my head. The blanket dropped, and I felt a sudden rush in my veins. He forced me to walk back, my discarded blanket thankfully covering the fragments of glass along the way.

I tried to match his face as I asked, “Can't deal with me without holding me like that?”

Victor's hands invaded my hips as Marco let go. He unbuttoned his new shirt without blinking or flinching. Those hands from behind left as I heard Victor do the same.

Marco unbuckled his belt and ripped it from the loops. He chucked it on the couch behind me and kicked those deck shoes off. I figured I'd do the admiring for once, making me wonder what he did besides run a megacorp. That kind of tone wasn't from sitting in meetings all day.

Those shorts dropped and I watched his manhood dangle. Erect, thick, and ready. He's like a damn elk. I hoped like hell Victor was packing the same kind of heat.

Marco took one step closer, the scorching air between us feeling like a steamy summer night back home. His throat tensed and he said, “Maybe you want to be used.”

Just hours ago, I wouldn't have dreamed of doing it for the hell of it. “That's what I asked for.” Fucking Logan was just a matter of eating, or not eating.

He grinned like a creature pulled from The Inferno. Marco took that last step, pushing his body against mine. “Calladita se ve más bonita.”

I love it when he talks like that. Not that I could understand him at all. “Well? You two doing this, or not?”

Marco pushed me down by the shoulders. I crashed into Victor as Marco commanded, “Hold her down.” That cock pushing into the small of my back was impressive like his brother's. Longer, but I could feel how the girth wouldn't scare me like Marco's.

I was ready for Marco to do anything to me as Victor's arms wrapped under my own and then over my shoulders. That thick staff looked ready to take me, whether I could handle it or not. I held my breath as he bent over, putting his face in mine.

“Will you behave?”

I smirked and gave him a firm stare. Something had snapped in my brain. “Make me.”

The slap across the face I expected never happened. Instead, Marco got on his knees. My ass hung off of Victor's knees as I felt my legs get spread wide. Those bronzed hands of Marco's gripped tight on my inner thighs and slid closer to what he really wanted.

His tongue forced my head back, my cheek rubbing against Victor's. It was like I had thousands of volts coursing from between my legs. Every stroke forced me to exhale.

Marco's teeth barely gripped my hood as he found my clit. I cried out and felt how vulnerable I really was. Whether I got release or not was up to them, and the weakness from my near-death experience caught up with me.

It's too much right now. My eyes shot open and I cried out as a finger teased at my entrance. I expected Victor to cover my mouth, but he was enjoying every sound and struggle against his hold.

That shaft against my back got harder as I tried wriggling loose. No dice. They were too strong, and too determined to make me realize my error in the best way imaginable.

Marco pushed his finger inside me in one smooth motion. He curled it up for my favorite spot. My mind screamed, “Wait, too much!” What actually came out of my mouth was, “Is that all you've got?”

The wetness below leaked out and ran down his arm, tracing a line down the back of my thigh. Every lash of his tongue sparked a fire in my womb.

A second finger entered. My scream filled the cabin, echoing dozens of times in the cramped quarters. It just encouraged him.

“God!” I shouted, hoping he would stop, but never wanting it to end.

I felt Victor's breath on my neck as he said, “He's giving you what you asked for.”

And I had. Those digits worked every surface as that mouth rushed me toward climax. I was beyond ready. Painfully so.

Marco didn't care. His tongue and fingers moved faster, ramping up with every flick. My thighs wanted to close hard enough to snap a broom handle.

The brothers held me in place. I tried writhing, but not even my back stood a chance of moving against their grip. My mouth shot open as I tried to cry out again. Nothing emerged as I stared at the ceiling, wondering how long they could hold me down.

And that's when the memory ends.


The rock of the boat stopped my dream. It was something about releasing a trapped fox, but that's all I remember now. The light didn't look like the soft blue-white of the recessed LED's in the ceiling anymore.

I knew I was in a bed, and a big one at that. Still nude, but nowhere near as worn as I was near the end of the night. And then I remembered what had stopped my consciousness. Did that really happen, or was it another dream?

It all felt too unreal. Terrible and blissful at the same time. I lied my head back down on the pillows and tried drifting back to sleep. A king-sized feather bed on the ocean is something you have to experience to believe.

Minutes passed. Then I heard two knocks on the door. I sat up and realized I was still without an inch of fabric on me.

Covering myself with the softest sheet I'd ever felt, I tried not to sound as startled as I was when I said, “Come in.”

It all came rushing back as Marco entered in a terry robe and closed the door behind him. He sat on the corner of the bed and stared. Did he really knock me out, like that?

“Now you see?” he asked. “You don't get to boss us around.”

Keep talking. That accent needs a copyright. “I thought you had fun.” I pulled my legs in and sat up.

“And you?”

I kept the sheet tight to my breasts. Did I? “I can't remember.”

“You were still trembling when I put you in here.” He lied back and exhaled before continuing, “Every person needs to know their limits, niña.”

Those legs told me he'd spent a lifetime pushing his own. “Tell me, what did you do, earlier in life?”

“Futbol.” That explained a lot. “Professionally for two years, but that's over.”

“Why stop?” I'd have killed to see him play, but I didn't know why the desire came over me all of a sudden.

“Mi padre. I couldn't turn him down when he needed me.”

His face told me he missed it like a long-lost lover. “It may not sound as glamorous, but I had to give up a lot of my past as well.” Shit. I didn't want to reveal that part of my life, or even hint at it.

Marco sat back up and rested his forearms on his knees. He looked at me and said, “The past is best left at home. Your real home, wherever that is.”

I watched him for a moment, his face never changing. What's his story? I finally broke down and asked, “So, what now?”

He turned in place, letting me see the contour of those thigh muscles still holding on strong. “We're in the same place as last night. We can have you home by sunset.”

Do I even want to go back? “I'm in no hurry.”

“But your work.”

“What about it?”

Marco grinned and stood up. “I never trusted that man either.” He moved toward the door. “Sharp instincts run in my family.”

He started reaching for the door. “Wait,” I begged, “about last night. I don't know what to think ab—”

“Don't try.” He turned and pushed the door open with his foot behind him. “I'll have food ready in five minutes.”

Don't try? As much as these two managed to shut off the parts of my brain that screamed for me to slow down, it felt like a challenge to give in even more. Little did I know, that's not what it was, at all.


Marco wasn't lying. I put on a spare white, button-down shirt I'd found in the closet and headed for the kitchenette. Nobody there, but a whiff of strong coffee and cinnamon greeted me as soon as I opened the hatch.

“Light in the morning, just like in España.” Marco poured a cup of coffee and placed it next to a plate with a couple of sweet-looking churros. They didn't look like they had come from a package at all.

I took my seat on the bench. “Thanks. It smells great.” I took a spoonful of sugar from the bowl at the center of the table. Dumping it in my cup, I asked, “Where's Victor?”

Marco pointed behind past the rear of the boat. A red flag with one white, diagonal strip waved on a buoy in the water. “Diving. It's why he always wants to come here.”

“A diver and a former pro soccer player.” Marco frowned a little when I said that. “Most people don't have interesting hobbies like that.”

“Futbol,” he corrected. “And my brother likes tempting death a little too much for my liking.”

I hadn't taken Victor as the brave one. “What else does he do?”

Marco's forehead bunched up as he took a sip. I waited and hoped his brother would pop up from the water. “Mountain climbing, cliff diving, and it took our father pulling some strings to force him out of the military.”

“Victor?” He was the last person I thought would have served. “What did he do? Army? Air Force?”

“U.S. Marine. One tour in Iraq, three in Afghanistan.”

Holy shit! “I pegged him as a frat boy in the past, not a soldier.”

“No difference when they're on leave, and sometimes, when they're on-duty.”

I could tell Marco didn't think too highly of that part of his brother's life. He took a hard bite of his churro and stared at the flag. I figured it was best to drop it. “Thanks again, by the way.”

Marco looked at me like I had just taken a burden off his shoulders. “Not necessary.”

“Nobody had ever done anything even close to that for me.” I remembered a time-lapse video from high school biology of a sheep carcass on the bottom of the ocean. I knew I'd have been nothing but scattered bones in a week if it weren't for him. “And I mean it.”

I sipped my coffee as he looked down the length of my borrowed shirt. “I talked to Victor this morning. Have you thought about our offer?”

I wanted to refuse, because it was too good to be true. But something wouldn't let me just walk away. It was like my intelligence was draining, but at the same time, it wasn't. “Can I have some time to think about it?”

“All you need.”

With that, I heard a sputter in the distance. Victor waved his bare arm and shouted something. Marco and I got up and tried to listen. Finally, after Victor tried shouting a few more times, I caught, “Big stingray!”

Marco rolled his dark eyes and said, “Let's finish before he gets back.”


The sun was getting low again. I tried not to think about the life I'd be returning to, both on the island, and possibly back in the United States before too long. Logan and Greg, or Victor and Marco? Hardly a choice I had to think about.

I climbed back down the hatch, still wearing that button-up from earlier, and nothing else. I caught Victor, trying to act like he wasn't watching the open view of what the shirt didn't hide from his angle. “It's nothing you haven't seen before,” I said as I patted him on the small of his back, “stop gawking.” But damn, did that stare make me feel good.

Marco came out of the other bedroom down the short hallway. Victor still hadn't folded the futon back from where he had crashed on it the night before. Neither one of them said a word as Marco closed in on us.

I got the feeling something was up. “What?” They looked like schoolboys trying to hide something. “Well?”

Victor brushed that wet mop of hair out of his face. “We're sailing off first thing in the morning. Bad news back home.”

“What kind?”

Marco's right eye twitched before he said, “Business.”

“You've got a phone. Can't you handle it from here?”

“Bigger than that,” Victor said. “Major problem.”

“Like what?”

Marco put a leg between mine and placed on finger on my lips. “You need to decide.”

Right now? I tried to open my mouth, but his finger pressed harder. That'd mean I leave Grand Cayman. Probably not a good idea. Greg was ready to pounce the second he got a hint of my return. The creep had even taken a job as a debt collector for the student loan company I nearly owed my first-born to, just to keep his nose on the breeze.

Victor took my hand and pushed Marco's down. “We're not joking.” He squeezed my palm a bit. “It's up to you, but you need to choose, soon.”

Why did they offer me something like that so soon, anyway? “I don't get it.”

Marco tilted his head a little. “Get what?”

“Why.” I tried running all the possibilities through my head in a second. Total overload. “You two didn't even know me until yesterday. I mean, what's so special about me, exactly?”

Neither of them said a word. I didn't want to leave, sure, but I had to know how I'd grown on them so much. I knew why they'd enamored me, but even a girl like myself compared to both of them? It made no sense.

“Not joking, guys.” I straightened my shoulders and stood firm. “What the fuck?”

Marco and Victor looked at each other. Victor broke into a grin first. “He warned us about this, remember?”

I tried to keep track of the swap of emotions between them. Marco rushed his hand across that crew cut of his and asked, “But are you sure?”

“You are,” Victor answered.

Marco gave me a quick glance. “Papá would love her like a daughter. You know it.”

Daddy issues. “I know I'm not that special, and I'm not really sure why you even considered me for,” I tried to think of a better way to phrase it, “sharing.”

It was second nature to them. Victor stepped forward and said, “Our father gave both of us a certain set of values and priorities. He knew what our lives would be.”

“And what does that have to do with me?” Good or bad, I just wanted to know.

Marco got too deep all of a sudden, like he was quoting a personal code. “Any woman who rips up a check you offer her, before she knows what you're worth, is the woman you want to keep.”

“I'm not what you think.” Idiot, don't turn them down here. Some part of me wanted to slap that side of myself, like I had two personalities in the throes of a cat fight inside my head.

“Then who are you?” Victor sat down on the edge of the open futon, resting his hand on the bench's table.

Are they that fucking naive? “I don't want to use you two.” And for some reason, I had no problem with both of them using me. “I owe you too much already.”

Marco leaned toward me. “You proved yourself,” he stopped and looked at his brother, and then back at me, “even if you get out of hand.”

“Why should I believe you?” Why shouldn't I? Take a good thing while you've got it. The thoughts kept coming, no matter how hard I tried to shut them up.

Victor was about to stand up, but stopped himself. Marco took his place. “Our father was a picky man. He loved our mothers, but they had a few things in common.”

No, not don't tell me they've both got an Oedipus complex. I fought against my face, trying to keep it in. “And those are?”

Marco put his hands down on the futon mattress. “Honesty. You showed that by telling the truth about the house.”

“And?” I asked.

“Classical beauty and suitability.” I didn't know what that last word meant at the time. “You have both.” Still, it flattered me to death.

Victor pushed himself over Marco's shoulder. “And there's that last thing.”

Tell me, already. “What?”

Marco pushed his brother back. “Submission, with just enough defiance to make you capable of learning.”

That stopped me in the middle of my train of thought. “What?”

I watched them exchange the same look. Marco broke first. “Any woman who only submits isn't worth knowing, and any woman who doesn't know when to stop rebelling isn't worth keeping.”

“Is that what last night was all about? Was it a test?”

Marco leaned forward and said, “No. You went and proved yourself without either of us asking.”

And they had done the same for me, in their own way. “So you like a woman who will do what you ask, but still slap you sideways if you take things too far.”

Marco flashed his pearly whites, contrasting a hell of a lot with his skin. “When I need it, yes.”

“But I still don't get it. What made me this perfect woman who just dropped into your laps?”

Victor lied himself down on the mattress and looked at me. “Come. Sit.”

I did, not quite touching him. Marco took his place next to me. I didn't know what to do. Was it all a mistake? No, it's not.

A hand rubbing against my thigh almost made me hit the ceiling. Victor coursed it along my skin, pulling the hem of that shirt up just a little. Marco did the same thing on the other side. All I could do was grin like a fool.

Marco whispered in my ear, “Let us prove something to you.”

“Like what?”

“We're dead-serious about sharing you between us.”

It put my lady parts on high alert. Those hands got to the union of my thighs and hips, flowing toward my center. Victor sat up as I lied back.

That shirt lifted to my waist as I felt the electric caress of their fingers between my legs. I knew I was insane for going along with it, but some part of me seethed to the other part, “I don't care.” A flash of myself pleasuring the both of them dominated my thoughts. But why was I going along with it?

I had a cold chill as they both spread me open, gentle and caring like a mother comforting her baby. One finger barely teased at my clit, running down to the verge of my entrance. Their light touch had that rough treatment beat. Maybe.

My lips parted as I felt a fingertip sneak into me. Not even a knuckle deep, it slid about with all of my wetness. Suddenly, a scruffy face took a quick nibble at my neck. I gasped and wrapped my hand around the back of Victor's head as he went further down to my collarbone.

I must have drowned last night, but I didn't think I was this good in my life. Was I even cut out for such a pair? I guessed so, but I still couldn't believe what they had told me. Marco kept showing me how perfect he thought I was, his hand running up to take a breast under the shirt.

Victor worked on the buttons, going all the way down and taking the other nipple in his lips. Marco played with my slit and kissed at my stomach. Four hands and two mouths, all to myself.

It didn't feel right or wrong. I simply wanted it. Marco moved his finger in another knuckle. Victor took as much of my breast as he could in my mouth.

Seconds passed until I couldn't stand it any longer. I grabbed Victor's shirt and pulled him up to me. He met my lips with his, still toying me with his hands.

“Sharing is caring,” I whispered. He grabbed my thigh and pulled my leg up. It drove Marco even further in.

Our tongues met inside my mouth. My shoulders relaxed as my back tried to arch. Much more of this, and I'd have been orgasmic putty in their hands, all over again.

Marco pulled himself out and came up to meet us. His lips and teeth on my ear made me purr. Victor took his turn, wasting no time getting his first touch of how I felt inside.

I tried working their pants, one hand on each. Bone rigid and glad to help, we worked until I had a shaft in each hand. No more dancing around it.

Victor pulled his mouth away. I asked, “Who wants me first?”

They left me to hold their staffs as they nodded to each other. Marco tilted his head to the side, toward my legs. Victor took it as his signal, sliding away and standing over us.

Marco pulled himself further up. I helped him undress, trying to work the puzzle as I lied there. His shorts and boxer briefs slid off, and then he sat up on his knees.

Victor pulled me closer to the edge. He was already caught up with his brother, in the buff and ready for the ribbon cutting. “I want it,” I said, hoping he'd quit stalling and split me like firewood already. “Don't worry, I'm safe.”

He smiled and bent over me. I felt the heat from that thing as my heart pounded. Victor brushed the hair away from my face and pulled my shoulders up.

I planted my hands against the mattress behind me. Marco was just as ready, his thick masculinity practically begging for me to taste it. They both closed in as I felt a tip against my lips, upper and lower.

Both entrances parted as I let them in. Victor took his time settling, taking care not to go too fast or deep. I whimpered around Marco as I took him in just as slowly.

God, they're both loving it. And I was too. It almost felt spiritual, like this was the missing piece of my soul.

Victor eased back and then filled me up again. I wrapped one hand around what of Marco I couldn't take in. My other hand wrapped around him, getting hold of that tight ass of his.

It warped my perceptions, pleasing them both this much as they both saw to my deepest want. Victor picked up the pace. I let my tongue prance around the underside of Marco, drawing a moan out of him every time I hit that sensitive ridge.

My nerves sparked as Victor started plunging deep. Marco reached down to play with my clit. I whimpered into his cock, knowing he was getting as much out of the vibrations as I was from his fingers.

My hips went ablaze. I tried taking San deep in my throat, holding on for just a few more seconds. He pulled my head closer, tickling the back of my throat as I tried to scream.

Victor dropped bomb after bomb. My passage went insane with spasms. Finally, he hammered deep and stayed there.

Marco worked my pearl between those two fingers, giving it a hard shake and a twist. He let go and I had to back away from him. My mouth stayed open, impossible to shut as I crashed down.

I wrapped my arms under my breasts and came, hard. Victor backed out, every fraction of an inch sending a wave of fire up my stomach. Even thinking was impossible.

The full bliss of heaven coursed over me like I had just taken a shot of endorphins straight to the brain. My voice cracked and my thighs shook. All around me, I felt the attention culminating in pure admiration.

Victor broke the spell by addressing his brother. “Your turn.”

I rolled over and crawled onto all fours, keeping myself low to the bed still. Just breathing felt like a workout. If either of them had touched me right then, I'd have gone down for sure.

“Give her a moment.” Marco was looking after me again. It was sweet, but I wasn't in the mood for that kind of pampering. I had another sort on my mind.

I pushed my rear up and backed into Marco where he stood. That formidable package of his poked against my center of paradise. “You've got two seconds,” I threatened.

He obeyed, stretching me without mercy. I clenched my teeth as I let him keep pushing. Victor wasted no time in coming around and lying in front of me. I took him in as well, tasting myself as we picked up where we had left off.

Marco kept going, gradually easing my tender flesh into accepting it. His hands eased against the soft curves of my waist, treating me with a care the rest of his body wasn't showing. I whimpered into Victor, trying to keep him just as satisfied.

My mind still smoldered from the climax, pushing me further until the next one threatened to explode at any second. Marco must have known, easing off until I kept humming into his brother at a steady pace. I hoped it could last forever.

The slightly sweet, slightly salty taste of pre-release from Victor's tip helped him slide against my tongue. I gave him the best I had, trying to get as much of him in me as I could. That's when Marco slammed himself into me.

I tightened around him, driving him to even harder pumping. When he moved his fingers to my back and slid them down, I nearly lost it. Both of them seemed in tune with my own body, or it could have been the other way around. In any case, we were running on the same frequency, careening to the same destination.

Victor moaned and tilted his head back. I stroked him at the base and tried a delicate tease with my tongue. He pulsed and hardened up even more.

Marco was busy with his own noises. Just hearing and feeling them both getting so close had me aching for fulfillment. The tantalizing flurry of sensation melted into a liquid heat between my thighs.

My legs curled in on themselves as Marco took hold of my feet. Victor's swollen flesh twitched and emptied. That nectar tasted like ambrosia. His fingers ran through my hair as I cried out against him.

He had one more burst when Marco felt like he could erupt into flames. I let him finish and swallowed, feeling it travel all the way down. I let Victor go and buried my face in his thighs.

Nothing made sense as I felt the addictive release come over me. I felt Marco try to pull out at the last second, but my body wanted more. I backed against him as I felt that uncontrollable peak take me away.

He gave in and came. I felt every drop inside as my body sparked with sensations. Everything felt amplified, from every touch, to every feeling I had about them. I felt purely wanted, and totally desired for the first time in my life.


Poor Marco looked scared to death the whole Zodiac ride to the beach closest to my apartment. I curled up close to him, constantly reassuring him, “It's alright, I'm on the pill.”

“I didn't ask if I could,” he finally said.

“And I wanted you to. That's why I backed into you at the last second.”

He smiled a little and patted my shoulder. “I hope you understand why men like us can't assume anything about that.”

I couldn't argue with it, even though it made me want to slap him again. “If you want, I can keep in touch.” It'd break me if he doesn't want me to.

“You still have a decision to make.”

I was on the verge of just going with them already, but I couldn't risk sending up any flags for Greg to get across his desk. It made me hate him even more. After a couple of years and an almost a thousand miles between us, he still haunted and hurt me.

Marco kept looking at me like I was supposed to give him an answer. It broke my heart just to say, “I can't go back to the United States right now.”

“Take care of your business here, and we'll fly you in.”

But it's not that simple. The Zodiac bounced on a sudden wave, knocking me into him. He pulled me tight as I tried not to scream.


I was happy to see my apartment building. Almost. The cab driver eased us to a stop. “Those guys already paid me,” he flashed a grin in the rear view mirror, “very well.”

His honesty shocked me a bit. I was used to the drivers on Grand Cayman ripping you off at any turn. “How much did they give you?”

“My kids are going to school in new clothes.” The look in his eyes said it all. “Don't bother.”

“They're great guys,” I felt warm, then hollow inside, “but I don't think I'll ever see them again.”

His eyebrows were almost as dark as his skin, but I saw them rise up. “The people who care will always find a way back into your life.”

I almost cried on the spot. “I hope you're right.” I smiled at his reflection and stepped out.

My normal life almost felt welcoming after the whole experience. I practically floated across the parking lot, not minding the way the salt had made my dress scratch as I walked. They can't be serious about wanting me to see them again, though. It's too good to be true.

But I didn't want to think about that possibility for the moment. I had my first near-death experience, and my first roll in the hay with two of the hottest guys I'd met, all in the space of hours. My mind already had a backlog of things to process. But I was about to have a new issue at the top of the list.

I saw the piece of paper on the door as soon as I looked that way. My rent was paid, unlike most of my bills, so I knew it wasn't an eviction notice. I had a cold pit in my stomach, and my mouth tasted more like metal the closer I got.

“Attention: Claire Porter

The Immigration Board of Cayman Islands has been informed of your discontinued employment with Lebauche Properties....”

Line after line of bullshit statutes and law references I couldn't understand went on for almost the whole page. Finally, I got to the meat of the notice:

“If you fail to find other employment or leave Cayman Islands territory within thirty days from the posting of this notice, you may be subject to forcible deportation.”

Logan had done something, and it had to have been weeks ago. I was still working for him during all this time, so I really wanted to castrate him with a broken bottle, even more so than usual. I jerked out my key and almost broke it turning the lock so hard.

As soon as I was in, I slammed the door and slid against it on my back, all the way to the floor. What now? Back home wasn't safe, not with Greg still out to hunt me down. When I get back, it'll show up for him by the end of the week, for sure. Ladies, never date a man crazy enough to take a job as a debt collector with your student loan company, just to stalk you.

Victor and Marco were probably most of the way back to the Wind Dancer by then. Exactly how I'd get off this island, without getting myself dumped right back into the past I'd been running from, was totally beyond me. Utterly fucked didn't even begin to describe my situation.
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Hitman? Babysitter? Bull for a cuck session? I didn't know what the hell these people wanted. “Listen, I follow the money.” I stopped and tried to figure out what it was before I risked sounding like a stooge. “But unless I know what the job is, I can't do it.”

Our waitress came by, asking for our drinks. I asked for water, thinking that cheaping out on a free dinner would put me in their good graces. As soon as she left, I asked, “Seriously, what is this job?”

Grant watched the waitress leave. “On a scale of one to ten, how would you rate her?”

He was getting on my last nerve, fast. “A seven, I guess.”

“Now find a ten and point her out to me.”

Is this guy for real? I wasn't dumb enough to point at his wife, so I turned around in my chair and scanned the balcony. At best, an eight was seated a couple of tables away. “I don't see one.”

He pointed his finger behind me and up a bit. “The TV.”

I turned back around. Like almost every other Nashville restaurant with one, it was tuned to the country music channel. And sure enough, a girl I'd imagined myself doing unspeakable things to was getting interviewed. With her goodie-two-shoes, judgmentally religious public image, I always knew it was just a fantasy.

“And I'll bet she lives here.” Grant took his daughter from her mother. “Elena, he'll probably take it better if it comes from you.”

She was about to speak, but then she looked up at the television. “Grant, I know her.”

We said her name almost at the same time. “Emmy Lynn Stetson.”

Grant shook his head at his wife. “No way that's her real name. Too on the nose for a country singer.”

“She's gone by it since I've known her, and that was a few years ago.”

“How?”

“She sang for the church several times,” Elena smiled at me before she added, “and I think I can help him pull it off.”

I still had no clue. “Pull what off, exactly?”

He ignored me. “Fine, I'm sure I can kill a week with Ava around here. It'll give me an excuse not to work.” He dug in his pocket with one hand, holding the infant with the other.

When I noticed him handing me a credit card, I nearly fell out of my seat. “Wait, what?”

Grant finally turned back to me. “Elena's staying with you for the week. This is my way of showing you don't have anything at risk here.” He held his daughter above his head and leaned back. “But if you touch her, you die.”

The waitress returned with our drinks before I could think of how to even respond to that.

* * *

I couldn't believe it, but Jennifer waved from her door as Elena and I got in my car. “How did you talk our waitress into letting me fuck her?” The apartment block wasn't far from my place in the Sylvan Heights neighborhood, and now I had a house guest for the next week.

“That pill you took as soon as you got your drink will let you do what I just did.” She pulled an entire bottle of them out of her purse and tossed it in my lap. “It's the new formula, even better than what Grant started with.”

I tried find some info on the label, but all it had was the name and the dosage. Patrem Epsilon? “What does it do?”

“You know how a mouse is paralyzed in front of a rattlesnake, right before it strikes?”

I'd seen enough nature documentaries to get the idea. “Yeah. I guess you take it too?”

Elena shook her head. “Grant does, and it gives him the power to influence anyone he wants. It just rubs off on some women, like me, for reasons we still haven't figured out.”

“And this is a job you're offering me?” I started the engine and backed onto the street. “None of this makes any sense, but I'm not complaining.”

“Just go with it. He's only loaned me to you because I know your first Prime Recipient personally, and we want to see if being near a Queen-Type like myself has any effect on new Donors.”

“I barely understood a word you just said, girly.” I thought back to the harder days in my life. Usually, when someone talks above your pay-grade, they either know their stuff or they're about to skin you alive.

“You'll understand it, once you read the protocols.”

Something gnawed at the back of my mind. “So, how did you two get into whatever this is?”

I saw her smile as we passed under a streetlight. “Grant seduced me for work, or at least, that's what he planned at first.” She ran a hand through her hair and added, “But then he decided I was worth more than just a quick lay and a paycheck. I've been with him ever since.”

“He said GeneFactor is in the business of producing babies. Why did you make me wear a condom with her?”

Elena laughed and slapped a hand against my Subaru's door. “You don't get paid for making a baby with a seven, and you won't get any support from our board to help take care of the child. Only tens count.”

This is batshit. “So why me, and why here? Wouldn't it be so much easier to find someone in L.A. or something?”

“Grant's already helped set up the field office there. And do you really have to ask why we're branching to Nashville?”

I don't know if you've spent time here or not, but Nashville pussy is copious and downright legendary. Every small-town hottie who dreams of singing ends up here at some point. “Fair point, but I'm not that special. Hell, I was homeless five years ago.”

We pulled onto my street. “Perfect genes are all we require, and you seem to be doing well enough for yourself. Care to tell me how you worked your way up?”

I slowed down to park on the street in front of my house. “I guess you could say I'm a professional hustler. I've done a bit of everything for the right money, legal or not.”

“Then you've got stories to tell, I'm sure.”

* * *

As her legs slowly parted, I thought the 'Hallelujah Chorus' from Handel's Messiah would start playing. I tried keeping my mind on track. “Yeah, guess so.”

“Listen,” Elena eased her legs the rest of the way open, “do you think you'll keep yourself under control?”

I wondered if she'd ever heard of panties. “Sure.” I couldn't help staring, like any straight guy would if the hottest girl they'd ever seen was spread eagle just feet in front of him.

“If she's still like she was,” Elena punched the number onto her screen, “she'll be a mega-bitch if she doesn't think you're acting decent.”

“That's nice.” I started crawling forward, my dick so erect it threatened to bust my zipper.

“Hey, Emmy!” She motioned for me to come even closer with one finger. “I know we haven't talked in a long time, but it's Elena Roberts.”

The other voice sounded excited as hell to hear from her. Meanwhile, I could have sworn I heard her voice in my head. I know you want it.

“I'm good, and it's actually Elena Jensen now.”

I got my hands just past her feet when she hiked one leg back, and then planted the tip of her shoe onto my forehead. Once she put it down and closed her legs, she shook her head and wagged a finger at me.

“Yeah, I'm actually in Nashville on some business for a week, and I'm free my last day here.”

I overheard something about a Christmas album, but the way Elena shut me down like that was like a kid hearing Christmas is canceled forever, because someone had killed Santa.

* * *

“Jason, it's not like GeneFactor doesn't make sure the women and children are taken care of. Human reproduction isn't really a choice, anyway.” She turned the TV off and placed the remote on the coffee table. “Understand?”

“Not at all.” I stood up, ready to give up for the night and turn in. “I know it's weird coming from someone like me, but something about it just seems wrong.”

“I would have been married to a scam artist preacher already, but now I couldn't be happier. So tell me, how did Grant do anything to wrong me?”

From everything she'd told me, Reverend Boyce was actually worse than her husband, on many fronts. Even a guy like me thought he belonged in jail. “But what about the other women? Don't you think about what they want?”

Elena got up, and then pulled me by both hands into the kitchen. She walked backwards until her bare ass was against the counter. “They do want it, though.”

“Really? It sounds like they get told what's going to happen.”

She hopped herself up on the formica, the only light in the room coming through the window off the street. “The Patrem Epsilon should have started working by now. You could fuck me.”

I knew I had to focus my mind on controlling her will, but nobody had gone over the specifics with me. “I could, but would you want it?” Her husband be damned. There's no way I'd turn it down.

Elena had her arms up on my shoulders. “If you did, wouldn't it be my fault? I'm the one begging you to come inside me right now.”

My arms wrapped around her waist. Every part of me wanted to drop my jeans and start fucking her senseless. “But it's the pills I'm taking, not you doing the talking.”

Her voice was in my head again. You really think so?

“What the fuck was that?”

“What's the matter, Jason? Can't pull it off?”

I reached down and opened my zipper. “Do you do this kind of shit to him, too?”

She grinned and scooted her entire body closer. Even in the blue glow of the streetlight, you couldn't tell that her flawless body had ever had a baby inside it. “It's simple. You want your dick in me. Am I stopping you?”

I pulled my cock out and then scooted her to the edge of the counter. “God damn.” With just inches between her cunt and myself, we both had to feel each others body heat.

* * *

I couldn't tell if her face kept blushing from embarrassment, or if Emmy had really started enjoying it. The few seconds she would actually look at me, her eyes flashed like she was holding something back.

“Now bend over. He'll love your ass.” Emmy did, and that ass was just as fine as Elena had promised. “Don't stop working yourself. You're so close to tempting him.”

My pants got a little tighter. Emmy squeezed at her clit, making pleased little noises as she looked back at me.

“That's it.” Elena slapped her ass, leaving a clear print. “You've gotta be wet for him too.”

Emmy was already moaning as Elena stood up. She walked past the arm of the couch, pushing the brunette hair out of Emmy's face.

“You're too hot to be modest. Make him and everyone else beg for it.”

Her other hand went back, teasing at her opening with her middle finger. As it dipped in and out, I saw the glisten on her fingertip. She had gone from religious badgering, to beyond ready in mere minutes.

“See that? He's still not on top of you. Try something else.”

Emmy rolled onto her back, working at getting two fingers inside herself. Her legs started to tense up, bending her knees at the sharpest angle they could go to.

“No, keep your legs spread.” Elena teased away at Emmy's perky but full breasts with both hands.

She can't be older than twenty. I couldn't help standing up for a better look. Even ace strippers couldn't turn a man on this fast, and this was just her first time trying.

“See?” Elena gave her a light slap on the cheek. “He's losing it. Keep going.”

Emmy's shoulders went back as she moaned, hard. Damn, that innocent look works when they're not acting that way anymore. I almost had a stroke when Elena scooted over and reached out for me.

“If she makes herself come, do you promise you'll reward her? She's learned so much already.” She hooked a finger around a belt loop and pulled me between Emmy's legs.

“Yeah, she'll get whatever she wants.”

“Did you hear that? Anything you want.”

Emmy smiled for a few seconds, then cracked as she started working herself with both hands again. “Oh my gosh!”

Elena snapped an open hand against her cheek. “Say it like you mean it, not this kiddie shit.”

“Fuck!”

“That's better.”

Emmy's voice cracked as her eyes drifted back. Her back arched and her feet tightened up against the floor. That ass wasn't even on the couch anymore.

“That's right, come like you mean it.” Elena looked at me one more time. “You'll have to take care of him, because I won't sleep around on my husband.”

The pure drive of an Olympian came out of her. Fingers shot from side to side and in and out as her hips writhed in mid-air. Somehow, the bitchy church-mouse had turned into a screaming slut, with only a little guidance.

Elena grabbed both of Emmy's hands, forcing her to stop. The convulsing orgasm tore through her entire body, possibly for the first time in her life. The look of pleased confusion, indescribable and hotter than summer blacktop, sent me over the edge.

“She's so wet, you won't even need lube.” Elena waited until Emmy was semi-coherent again. “Now lie down for him.”
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