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ONE


Elowen

“You booked a room, not my patience. If you don’t like it, there’s a motel an hour down the mountain.” The words, spoken in a raspy male voice, hit me the second I push open the heavy wooden door, my boots echoing against wide plank floors that smell like pine and smoke.

The lobby is small but solid, all thick beams and stone walls, a fireplace crackling low even though it is barely autumn.

The man who just spoke is massive. Huge, like a sexy lumberjack giant. He’s easily over 6’2, and his height is not the only ‘big’ thing about him. His shoulders are muscular and broad, like they were chiseled from a small mountain. His thighs look sturdy like thick tree trunks. My pussy clenches, dreaming of rubbing itself wantonly up and down that girth. I bet he’s packing a massive cock between those thighs. I see a slight bulge in his pants, just enough to tell that he’s not aroused, but really well hung.

Sweat beads at my temples. In the five seconds since I’ve arrived at my new workplace, all I’ve done is ogle my new boss. I’m already slacking on my job, and it’s only day one.

Ridge Calder is standing behind the front desk with his arms braced on the counter, shoulders filling the space as if he belongs there more than the building does. Dark hair, sharp eyes, voice rough as gravel. And he’s not afraid to use his size to intimidate the guests that he should be trying to serve.

Clearly, they don’t teach lumberjacks customer service skills up on this mountain. Just how to look hot.

And then I see the other one. He’s even bigger and taller than Ridge. Bram Kestrel is Ridge’s friend and business partner, from what he told me during my video interview. He said they’d worked in finance together once, but they were both tired of city life and bought the inn together.

Bram is leaning against the wall near the staircase, shirtless, broad chest bare and dusted with dark hair, skin sun-bronzed and scarred. His arms are crossed, muscles flexing with the smallest shift of his weight. He looks like he stepped out of a half-remembered dream I used to have when I was younger and lonelier and scrolling too late at night.

I freeze for half a second.

I have driven four hours into nowhere, climbed switchbacks that made my stomach drop, passed trees so tall they blot out the sky, and somehow I have walked into a mountain inn staffed by two huge, gruff men who look like they could snap me in half without trying.

And I want them both so badly. My ovaries are warm, bursting with joy at having found two perfect specimens of raw, gruff masculinity. My inner slut wants to drop my clothes right here and let them jump me like wild wolves. I want to be devoured by their teeth and hugs hands and stuffed by their even bigger cocks.

Instantly. Viscerally. Like my body recognizes something my brain has not caught up to yet.

But I need to act professionally. I doubt they’re interested in me, anyway. I’m younger than both of them.

The customer they are glaring at, a middle-aged man with a flushed face and a puffy jacket, scoffs. “I paid good money for that room. The heater doesn’t work.”

The shirtless one pushes off the wall. “It works. You just don’t know how to use it.”

“Bram,” the first man says warningly, without looking away from the guest. “Maybe we should throw him out.”

“Good idea,” Ridge concedes with a devilish smile that shows off his perfect white teeth. God, his jaw is decorated with a thick beard that I’m itching to run my fingers over.

The customer huffs. “This place is ridiculous.”

I clear my throat. “Hi. I’m Elowen.”

All three heads turn toward me.

Ridge’s gaze locks on like a weight. Bram’s eyes drag slowly from my boots up my legs, my hips, my chest, my face, then hold. Heat floods my skin. Not shy heat. Acknowledged heat.

“The girl you hired?” Bram asks Ridge with a raised eyebrow.

Ridge doesn’t reply. His attention is focused on me as I stride toward the distressed customer.

“I’m here to help,” I say. “I understand there’s an issue with the heater?”

The customer blinks, recalibrating. “Yeah. It’s busted.”

“It’s not,” Bram says flatly.

“Can you tell me more about the issue?” I ask the customer.

“The room is cold, no matter how long I run the heating,” he answers.

“I see.” I smile at the guest. “Which room are you in?”

“Three.”

“Those rooms run colder because of the north-facing wall,” I say smoothly. “We can either reset the unit and bring up an extra heater, or I can move you to Room Five. It’s smaller, but warmer, and I’ll discount tonight.”

The man hesitates. “Discount?”

“Yes.”

Bram mutters, “We don’t need his money. In fact, we don’t need him, either.”

I glance at him, then at Ridge. “If you hired me to handle front desk and guest issues, you have to let me handle them.”

Ridge’s jaw tightens. He does not like being told what to do. I can see that instantly. But Bram…something sparks in his eyes. Surprise. Interest. Maybe irritation. Hard to tell.

“Go on,” he says anyway.

“I’ll take the warmer room,” the guest says finally.

“Perfect,” I say. “I’ll get your key.”

I start looking behind the front desk. I mean, in an inn with only five rooms, how hard can it be to find a key? I get it out and lay it on the front desk. “If you’d like some time to vacate, I will come by in a few minutes and help you move your belongings into the new room. I’ll turn on the heating in the meantime, so it’s nice and warm when you move in. How does that sound?”

“At least somebody cares about the service.” The guest exhales with exasperation. I get how he’s feeling. Being around two huge men who won’t budge isn’t exactly anybody’s dream when they book a remote retreat.

When the man stomps up the stairs, Ridge exhales slowly.

“I’ll help move his belongings,” he says. “I doubt you can carry heavy stuff.”

“I wouldn’t have applied if I couldn’t carry some luggage.” I put my hands on my hips. “Lifting heavy weights was part of the job description you put up online.”

“I didn’t mean to actually make you do it,” Ridge says, looking halfway apologetic. There are creases near his eyes that make him look sexy in a mature way. There are gray strands mixed in with the dark brown hue of his hair, but there aren’t enough to be noticeable from a distance.

“Yeah, we’re two huge men,” Bram butts in. “We can’t make the lady do the heavy lifting.”

“In that case, I’m grateful for your help,” I say, deciding that arguing with them won’t be the best idea.

They’re hot, and I know they won’t kill me (at least I think so), but their sheer size makes me feel like prey when I’m around them.

“You didn’t have to humor that guest,” Bram says.

“I did,” I reply. “Because if you drive away every guest, you won’t need an inn. You’ll just have a very large, very cold house.”

Silence.

Then Bram lets out a low, humorless huff. “City girl.”

“Yes,” I say. “And you hired me anyway.”

Ridge studies me like I am a problem he has not decided whether to solve or keep. “Come on,” he says finally. “We’ll show you where you’re staying. You need to put your luggage away.” Ridge looks at my suitcase, which is still at the entrance, by the door.

I swallow, force my feet to move, and step fully inside. I smell a whiff of earth and something salty as I pass by Ridge and Bram. There’s no city scent here. No artificial musk and spice. Just pure, raw maleness. It affects my stomach, making butterflies flutter around.

I recall what the attendant at the gas station in town told me an hour ago, when I stopped there while driving up to the inn.

He had leaned across the counter while my card processed and said, “You headed up the mountain?”

“Yes,” I had said. “Caldera Ridge Inn.”

Her eyebrows had shot up. “Those men?”

“Ridge Calder,” I said carefully. “And Bram Kestrel.”

She had lowered her voice. “Honey, people say they are… strange.”

“How?” I had asked, already knowing I was going anyway.

She had glanced around like the shelves of motor oil might be listening. “They live together. Keep to themselves. Don’t come into town much.”

I had smiled. “That sounds fine.”

“That’s not all,” she had added. “People say they’re into deviant stuff. Sexually.”

My heart had done a stupid little skip. “Deviant how?”

She had flushed. “I don’t know the details. Just… not normal.”

Not normal.

I had thanked her, taken my receipt, and driven the rest of the way up with my pulse racing and a very inconvenient hope curling low in my belly.

They move together, flanking me without meaning to. Or maybe meaning to. Their presence is overwhelming. Heat, height, weight. I feel small between them. Safe. Exposed.

As they lead me down the hall toward my room, my heart pounds.

I came here for a job. For quiet. For escape.

I did not expect this. To be living a fantasy I cannot touch. To be around two men who make my blood heat with desire and need, but who might not even be in ménages or polyamorous relationships.

Despite what the attendant said, I doubt men who live in the deep heart of rural America are so progressive that they’d want to be in a poly situation.

But something about Bram and Ridge makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

What if I’m wrong? What if there’s more to them than their size and alpha male broodiness?

Bram growls behind me.

It is low and rough, barely a sound at all, but it slides straight down my spine and coils in my stomach. My thighs tighten without permission. I keep walking, but my pulse stutters, heat pooling in places I have been pretending not to think about for months.

Then his hand brushes my arm.

Not a grab. Not even deliberate. Just the back of his fingers grazing my skin as the hallway narrows and we pass too close. The contact is brief, but it might as well be a spark.

My breath catches.

His hand comes back, slower this time. Firmer. His palm drags lightly along my arm, from elbow to wrist, rough skin against mine.

“You’re skinny,” he says behind me, voice even rougher now. “You’ll have to eat more if you plan on staying up here. Winters get cold.”

My stomach clenches hard.

I stop walking and turn just enough to look at him over my shoulder. “Skinny?” I laugh, breathless but amused. “Are you blind, Bram, or do you just say things without looking?”

His eyes flick down. Then lower. Then back up again.

I gesture vaguely at my hips. “These curves do not come from skipping meals.”

Ridge clears his throat sharply.

Bram’s hand drops like he has been burned.

“And,” I add lightly, because the moment feels charged and I am tired of being careful, “if you want to touch me again, you should probably seduce me first instead of pretending it’s about my diet.”

The hallway goes very quiet.

Ridge turns his head away, but not before I see the tips of his ears go red. Deep red. The sight sends a wicked thrill through me. I love it. I love knowing I can do that to a man twice my size without even trying.

Bram stares at me like I have knocked the wind out of him.

I feel feminine in a way I have not felt in a long time. Just speaking my mind seems to be making these men blush and react. Besides, I love the way they’re appreciating my curves. At least these country boys know what a real, soft female body looks like.

It has been months since my last relationship ended. Months of polite smiles and whispered comments, of people telling me I was greedy or confused or asking when I would finally “choose.” I loved being poly. I loved the honesty of it. But loving it did not stop the judgment from wearing me down.

By the time it ended, I barely recognized myself.

Now I am here. On a mountain. Miles from anyone who knows my name. Away from watchful eyes and quiet disapproval. Looking for a rebound, if I am being honest. Looking to reclaim the confidence I let other people talk me out of.

This feels like the perfect place to do it.

Ridge stops walking. He turns fully toward me, big body tense, hands flexing at his sides. “I’m sorry,” he says, voice careful. “If Bram crossed a line.”

Bram scowls at the floor. “I wasn’t trying to touch you,” he mutters. “It just… happened. When I saw you moving in front of me, I couldn’t help it. You looked so small.”

The admission hits harder than any smooth apology could. He lost control. I can fill in the blanks, hear the words he isn’t saying. When he saw me move? I bet it’s my huge, plump ass cheeks and wide, soft hips that made him want to reach out and feel me. I know I have a banging body, and it feels great to have my confidence boosted like this.

The thought sends a warm rush through me.

“It’s fine,” I say, softer now. “Really. I would tell you if it wasn’t.”

They both look at me then, searching my face like they are checking for traps.

I like these men. I realize it suddenly and completely. They are rough and awkward and clearly unused to someone like me, but there is something endearing about the way they pull themselves back when they think they have gone too far.

And I have been starved for touch for so long that even that brief brush felt like rain after a drought.

Too much rain, if I am not careful.

Ridge opens the door at the end of the hall. “This is your room.”

I step inside before I can do something reckless. Before I lean back into Bram’s space again. Before I test how far that growl might go.

I need to breathe.

I need to remember why I came here.

Because if I do not slow myself down now, I have a feeling I’ll find myself on my knees, taking one cock in my pussy and one in my mouth. And the worst part is, I’m already yearning for that.


TWO


Bram

“What the hell were you thinking, hiring a woman?”

Ridge does not look up from the log he is splitting. The axe comes down clean, the crack sharp in the cold morning air. “She had the right experience.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

“She was the only one willing to work up here,” Ridge says evenly. “And you know it.”

I grind my teeth and jam the axe back into the stump. My hands are already sore, knuckles scraped, but I barely feel it. All I can think about is soft curves and sharp wit and the way Elowen looked at me like she knew exactly what she was doing.

“What I’m asking,” I say, lowering my voice, “is why you hired a woman who looks like that.”

Ridge pauses. Finally, he straightens and looks at me. “Are you attracted to her?”

I snort. “Aren’t you? Have you seen how perfect her body is? How she sways those hips like she doesn’t even know she’s doing it?”

His jaw tightens. That is answer enough.

“I am,” he admits. “But that doesn’t mean we do anything about it.”

I scoff. “You think I don’t know that?”

“She might not be into taking two men,” Ridge says. “Polyamory isn’t common. She might be scandalized.”

I let out a harsh breath. “She’s a walking temptation. And it won’t be easy.”

We fall into silence again, the rhythm of chopping wood filling the space between us. The forest is still, mist clinging low, birds only just beginning to stir.

Then I hear it.

Water.

My head snaps up.

The sound is faint but unmistakable. Coming from behind the inn.

I know that wall. I know that window.

Ridge freezes, too. Slowly, we both turn. The bathroom window is fogged at the edges, but the center is clear. And through it⁠—

Fuck.

Elowen.

Naked.

She’s a goddess. Her narrow waist flares into wide, fleshy hips. She’s filled out like a dream. Her huge, round tits look like they were plucked out of a porno. They’re so huge, it makes me want to rub my tired, aching, hard dick between them, to be smothered by all that titty flesh until I come on her face.

Ridge probably feels the same. His cock is creating a bulge in his pants. He can’t tear his eyes away from her any more than I can.

She’s shaved between her legs. When she spreads her legs and leans backward, she reveals a forbidden glimpse of her pink, swollen cunt. It’s even better than I could have imagined. Her pussy lips, fat and beautiful, cover most of it, but I know that touching her intimate folds will feel like stroking velvet. And when she moans, it’ll be the sweetest sound.

“Damn it,” Ridge says when she takes soap and pushes her hands between her legs, rubbing her perfect pussy. Maddening heat courses through my veins. I feel my thighs shaking from the force of the heat cramping in my groin.

She splays her slim fingers over her soft stomach, teasing her belly button. She moves with grace and sensuality, as if she wants to make us suffer. When she circles her fingertip around her hard nipple, I almost burst in my pants.

My cock throbs with unspent tension.

Elowen’s hair, silky smooth and raven black, is wet and straight as it spills over her shoulders. She’s so succulent, young, and fertile, like a fruit I want to taste. I can feel her awakening my primal instincts. My muscles tense up, needing the release that only her soft cunt can offer.

The cold outside feels biting in contrast to the firestorm roiling inside my body. I feel flames licking the inside of my stomach, spreading to my ridged cock, reminding me of everything I’m suppressing by not striding across and pushing Elowen’s slick, luscious body against the wall and stuffing her full of my cock.

Elowen knows we’re watching. She’s giving us a strip show that could bring even a saint to his knees. And we’re no saints.

I bite down on my bottom lip to prevent a grunt from escaping my throat.

Steam curls around her as she lifts her arms, water sliding over her skin. Her body is even better than I imagined. Soft where it should be, full and feminine and real. Not shy. Not hurried. Confident. Like she knows exactly how she looks and does not care who sees.

My breath goes shallow.

“Fuck,” I mutter.

My body reacts instantly, painfully. There is no pretending now. No restraint. I have seen her like this, and there is no going back. I won’t be able to get the image of her body wet and needy, her tits bouncing with every movement as she licks her bottom lip like a slut, staring straight at me and challenging me to come take her.

She’s a temptress, a siren, and if she were ours, I’d drill her pussy with my cock and remind her what she gets for playing with fire.

“You didn’t tell her?” I ask tightly. “That her bathroom has a view of the trees and that she shouldn’t be in there when we’re here?”

Ridge does not look away. “I didn’t think she’d wake up at the crack of dawn to shower.”

Elowen shifts, turning just enough that I know she can see us. Two huge men standing still as stone, staring like idiots.

She does not stop.

She tilts her head, rinses her hair, completely unbothered. Water pours over her plump, pink lips. She licks them and presses her lips together, closing her eyes. Even her fucking eyelashes are perfect, dark and thick, contrasting against her pale skin.

Droplets of water are clinging to her rosy nipples. They’re swollen and hard, two perfect nubs that demand to be sucked on and savored until her tits are bruised from my teeth and tongue.

She scoops up those massive globes of flesh. A flash of electricity rushes through my system. Arousal surges, making my cock press painfully against the zipper of my jeans. The metal bites into my swollen dick, making me wince.

“Make her stop,” I tell Ridge.

His jaw is tight, his face flushed with red. I doubt he’ll be of much help to me.

“You’re right,” he says. “Maybe I shouldn’t have hired her. Or maybe it’ll be the best decision I ever made.”

As if taking pity on us, Elowen turns around. But that just heaps fresh torture on my eyes. She shimmies and jiggles those plump ass cheeks. A bolt of electricity jolts through me. My spine tingles.

I can’t drag my gaze away from her. I’m mesmerized. I follow her hands as she cups her ass cheeks, spreading them apart, giving me a glimpse of that perfect asshole that would look spectacular when it’s taking my cock.

“She knows what she’s doing to us,” I tell Ridge.

“And we’re helpless because we can’t do anything to her without her consent,” Ridge replies. “She’s a minx.”

“She’s a fucking slut is what she is,” I say, but I don’t mean it in a degrading or harsh way. “I just wish she were our slut so we could fill her body in all the right ways.”

Ridge gives me a moan of approval as he strokes his hard length through his jeans. He usually has more self-control than I, but she seems to have gotten to him.

Just as I’m thinking she is about to finish showering, she bends over. Showing me an even better, clearer view of her gorgeous pussy. Her hole is so small, I’m sure she’ll squeeze me like a vice grip when I’m inside her. She will choke my cock, and that thought has me almost bursting my nuts.

My cock screams with unspent desire. My pants feel like a prison, pressing into my cock that just wants to escape.

Her ass is so fucking hot. It makes my blood feel like lava running through my poor blood vessels that are about to melt any time now.

She rubs her pussy, soaping it up, as I watch helplessly. Then the water dissolves the soap bubbles, making them down her thick, creamy thighs. Those thighs would feel like heaven wrapped around my head or my waist.

Heat crackles through me, sharp and electric. She knows. And she is letting it happen.

I curl my fingers into fists.

If this is day two, I have no idea how I am supposed to survive the rest of the winter.


THREE


Elowen

I step out of the shower, and my skin is buzzing.

Not from the hot water. Not from the steam still clinging to the mirror. From them.

From the way Ridge's jaw went slack when I turned around. From the way Bram's entire body went rigid, like he was fighting himself not to break through the glass.

I grab a towel and press it to my face, breathing hard.

I have never done anything like that before.

Never put on a show. Never touched myself knowing men were watching. Never felt so powerful just from being seen.

But the glass wall caught me off guard—nobody mentioned that little detail when they showed me to my room—and when I glanced outside and saw them standing there, frozen like statues, I made a choice.

I didn't cover up.

I didn't rush.

I let them look.

And God, the way they looked at me.

Like they wanted to devour me. Like I was something rare and precious and forbidden all at once.

My thighs clench at the memory.

They could have walked away. They could have turned their backs, muttered an apology, pretended they hadn't seen anything. They were a few feet away, enough that they could have continued cutting wood.

But they didn't.

They stayed and watched and devoured my body without laying a single finger on me.

And that knowledge hums through me now, electric and dangerous and impossibly hot.

I dry off quickly, my hands shaking slightly as I rub the towel over my hips, my belly, my breasts. My nipples are still hard, aching from the cold air and the heat of their stares.

I pull on a soft cotton robe but don't bother tying it properly. The fabric hangs loose, barely covering my curves as I pad barefoot into my bedroom and close the door behind me.

The bed is simple but inviting—thick quilts, heavy pillows, the kind of bed that feels safe. Remote. Private.

I sink down onto the edge of the mattress, and my body is already responding. My pulse is racing. My skin feels too tight. My pussy is throbbing, slick and needy and aching for something more than just hot water and steam.

I should probably get dressed. Make coffee. Start my first real day of work.

But I can't.

Not when I'm this wound up. Not when every nerve in my body is screaming for release.

I lie back against the pillows and let my robe fall open completely.

The cool air kisses my skin, and I shiver. My hands drift down over my stomach, my hips, the soft flesh of my thighs. I'm not skinny. I'm lush. Full and feminine and unapologetically curvy.

And those men looked at me like I was a feast they'd been starving for.

My fingers slide between my legs, and I'm already wet.

So wet it's almost embarrassing.

But there's no one here to judge me. No one to whisper that I'm too much, too greedy, too shameless.

Just me and the memory of two massive men watching me like I was the only thing in the world that mattered.

I close my eyes and let the fantasy take over. I paint images as I rub circles around the clit. Warmth seeps into my blood as visual flood my brain. It’s all so vivid.

Ridge is the first one through the door.

He doesn't knock. Doesn't ask permission. He just pushes it open, his broad shoulders filling the frame, his dark eyes locked on me like a predator who's finally cornered his prey.

"You've been teasing us all morning," he growls, voice rough as gravel. "Did you think we wouldn't notice?"

I bite my lip, trying to look innocent. "I was just taking a shower."

"Bullshit." He steps closer, and the bed dips under his weight as he sits beside me. His hand comes down on my thigh, big and warm and possessive. "You knew exactly what you were doing."

Before I can respond, Bram appears behind him. Shirtless again. All muscle and scars and barely restrained hunger.

"She's been aching for this," Bram says, his voice quieter but no less intense. "Look at her. She's soaking wet already."

Ridge's hand slides higher, his thumb brushing the crease where my thigh meets my hip. "Is that true, baby? Have you been thinking about us?"

I nod, breathless. "Yes."

"Good girl," Ridge murmurs, and the praise sends a jolt of heat straight to my core. "We're going to take care of you. But you have to tell us what you want."

"I want…" My voice catches. "I want both of you."

Bram's eyes darken. "At the same time?"

"Yes."

Ridge groans, and his hand slides all the way up, his fingers brushing against my slick folds. "Fuck, she's dripping. Looks like she's begging for a good pounding."

"Please," I whisper. "I need you. Both of you. I want to suck on a thick dick while i'm pounded by another one."

Bram moves around the bed, his hands gripping my ankles as he spreads my legs wide. "You're going to take everything we give you," he says, his voice low and commanding. "Every. Single. Inch. Even when you're crying and drooling, your mountain daddies won't stop fucking you. Is that understood?"

Ridge leans down, his beard scratching against my inner thigh as he presses a kiss there. "We're going to fuck you so good, baby. Fill you up until you can't think straight."

"Until you're dripping with our cum," Bram adds, his hands sliding up my calves, my thighs, spreading me open even wider. "Until you're so full of us you can't remember what it felt like to be empty."

My hips buck involuntarily, and Ridge chuckles, dark and satisfied. "She likes that."

"She loves it," Bram corrects. "Look at her. She's already falling apart, and we haven't even touched her properly yet."

Ridge's mouth closes over my clit, and I cry out, my back arching off the bed. His tongue is hot and wet and relentless, licking and sucking until I'm gasping, my hands fisting in the sheets.

"That's it," he murmurs against me. "Let us hear you. No one's around to judge how slutty you sound when you moan. Just us."

Bram's hands are on my breasts now, rough and demanding, squeezing and kneading until my nipples are hard and aching. "We're going to ruin you for anyone else," he says. "You're ours now. Understand?"

"Yes," I moan. "Yes, I'm yours."

"Damn right you are." Ridge slides two fingers inside me, and I gasp at the stretch. He's big. So big. And this is just his hand. His other palm encases my ass. I feel tiny when he holds me. Tiny and feminine and desired by men who can fulfill all my fantasies.

"You're so tight," he groans. "How are you going to take both of us?"

"I will," I pant. "I've taken two cocks before. I loved it."

Bram's laugh is low and rough. "She's greedy. I like that."

Ridge adds another finger, and the stretch burns in the best way. "We're going to fuck this pretty pussy until you're screaming our names. And then we're going to fill your ass, too. You want that, baby? You want to feel us both inside you at the same time?"

"God, yes." My voice is barely a whisper now, broken and desperate. "Please. I need it. I need both of you."

"Such a good girl," Ridge praises, and his fingers curl inside me, hitting that perfect spot that makes stars burst behind my eyelids. "You're going to look so beautiful taking our cocks. So full. So perfect."

Bram's hand slides down to my ass, his fingers teasing the tight ring of muscle there. "We're going to breed you," he says, his voice dark with promise. "Pump you so full of cum you'll be dripping for days. And when you're swollen with our baby, we'll fuck you even harder."

The image sends me spiraling. Ridge's mouth on my clit, his fingers inside me, Bram's hands on my ass, their filthy words in my ears—it's too much, and I'm falling, falling, falling⁠—

I come hard, my fingers buried deep inside my pussy, my other hand pinching my nipple as the orgasm tears through me.

I push a third finger inside, then a fourth, stretching myself as wide as I can, imagining it's them. Imagining Ridge's thick cock splitting me open while Bram presses into my ass from behind, both of them so deep I can barely breathe.

"Fuck," I gasp, my hips bucking against my hand. "Yes. Yes. Please."

The fantasy shifts again. Now they're both inside my pussy, impossibly, gloriously full, their cocks rubbing together as they thrust into me, their hands gripping my hips, my thighs, my breasts.

"You're taking us so well," Ridge growls in my imagination. "Such a good little slut for your mountain daddies. Your body knows what it was created for. To warm our cocks and carry our seed."

"Ours," Bram adds. "Only ours. No one else gets to touch you. No one else gets to see you like this. No one gets to be inside your bare pussy and breed you until you're overflowing with cum."

"Only you," I moan, my fingers pumping faster, harder. "I'm yours. My pussy belongs to you."

The second orgasm crashes over me before I'm ready, and I cry out, my entire body shaking as pleasure floods through me in hot, pulsing waves.

I collapse back against the pillows, gasping, my hand still between my legs, my body trembling.

Holy shit.

I haven't come that hard in months.

And it was all because of them. Because of the way they looked at me. The way they wanted me.

I catch my breath slowly, my heart still racing, my skin flushed and damp.

This is dangerous.

I know it is.

But God, it feels so good to want something, someone, again. To feel desired. Claimed. Even if it's just in my head.

For now.

I smile, slow and satisfied, and pull my robe closed.

Let's see how long they can resist.


FOUR


Ridge

“Room Five is ready for you.”

Elowen’s voice carries across the lobby, calm and warm, smoothing everything it touches. I stand near the back wall, arms crossed, pretending I am not watching her. Pretending the image of her naked behind that fogged glass this morning is not burned into my skull.

She slides the key across the counter with a smile. The guest relaxes instantly. People do that around her. I am not used to it.

She has been moving all morning. Checking people out. Checking others in. Answering emails. Rearranging papers. Making decisions without asking permission, like she belongs here already. The office looks different. Cleaner. Lighter. There is a small vase with wildflowers on the desk that was not there yesterday. The booking ledger is organized. Inventory stacked neatly. Even the lobby feels… warmer.

The inn is better with her in it.

That realization sits heavy in my chest.

I have wanted her alone all damn morning. Wanted to say something. Anything. About the shower. About the way she looked at us like she knew exactly what she was doing. But every time I get close, someone needs her. And she gives them her full attention, professional and capable, like she is proving she deserves to be here.

She does.

When the new guest finishes signing in, I grab their bags without thinking. “I’ll take these up.”

Elowen looks up at me, surprised. Her eyes flick over my shoulders, then back to my face. “Thank you.”

The words hit harder than they should.

I carry the luggage upstairs, set it down, and head back quickly. Too quickly. I am already planning what I will say when I get her alone.

But when I return to the lobby, she is not alone.

It’s Cole. A guy from town. One of the few we tolerate because he brings supplies up the mountain every couple of weeks. He is leaning too close. Smiling too wide.

Elowen’s shoulders are tense.

“I’m just saying,” he tells her, voice low and familiar in a way I do not like, “you don’t have to play hard to get. This isn’t the city. You’re not going to find better than me around here.”

Something cold settles behind my ribs.

She steps back half a pace. “I’m not interested.”

He laughs like it is a joke. “Come on. You’re new. You don’t know how things work yet.”

I move before I think.

“That’s enough.”

My voice cuts through the room like a blade. Cole turns, startled, and I am already there, filling his space. Bram appears at my side without a word, placing himself just slightly in front of Elowen. Protective. Solid.

“You’re done,” I say. “You can leave.”

Cole bristles. “I was just talking.”

“You were warned,” Bram says quietly.

Elowen exhales behind us. I feel it like a hand on my spine.

Cole mutters something under his breath and backs toward the door. When it shuts behind him, the room goes still.

Elowen looks up at us. Her eyes are bright. Not scared. Relieved.

“Thank you,” she says.

The words do something to me.

Without thinking, I put my hand at her waist. Firm. Protective. Claiming, though I have no right to claim anything yet. She does not pull away. She leans in, just slightly, like it is the most natural thing in the world.

“Come on,” I murmur. “My office is back here.”

I guide her past the front desk, past the public spaces, into the room that has always been mine alone. The door closes behind us, and the air shifts.

Whatever this is between us, it is no longer avoidable. She looks vulnerable, like she needs me to take control. And that’s what I do best.

My finger traces the line of her jaw, rough skin against soft, and I feel her shiver beneath the touch. She looks smaller in my office, the door shut behind us, like the world narrowed just enough to hold the three of us safely inside it.

“Are you okay, babygirl?” The words leave my mouth before I can stop them. “Did he scare you?”

She leans into my hand instead of answering right away, cheek pressing into my finger like she belongs there. That does something dangerous to my chest.

“I’m okay,” she says finally, but her voice is thin. Vulnerable.

I stroke her cheek with the back of my knuckles, slower now, grounding us both. “We wouldn’t let anyone make you uncomfortable here,” I murmur. “Not on this mountain. Not in this place. I’ll protect you.”

Her eyes lift to mine, dark and searching.

“Will you protect me from yourself, too?”

My breath catches. The tension from this morning, from the glass and the steam and the way she didn’t look away, snaps tight between us.

I slide my hand to her neck, thumb brushing her collarbone, my other hand settling at her hip like it has always known where it belongs. “Will I have to protect you from myself?” I ask quietly.

I trace the outline of her mouth, slow and deliberate, my thumb lingering at her cupid’s bow. She shivers, lashes fluttering. “No.”

When I press my thumb gently against her lips, she opens for me without hesitation, drawing it into her mouth.

Heat slams through me.

I tighten my arm around her, holding her closer, grounding myself in her weight. “Good girl,” I mutter before I can stop myself. “You like being held like this, don’t you?”

She does not answer. She doesn’t have to.

The door opens behind us.

I don’t turn. I don’t need to.

Bram’s presence fills the room, solid and sure. His hand slides down her back, slow and comforting, the other working the tension from her shoulders like he has done it a hundred times before. She makes a soft sound, barely there, and the relief that hits me is immediate and fierce.

She isn’t pulling away. She isn’t repulsed by the fact that two men are touching her at the same time. In fact, she seems more relaxed now, her shoulders looser, as she moans sweetly, relishing the feeling of being held by me and touched by Bram. She sucks on my finger hard, wrapping her tongue around my digit. God, she’s like a dream come true.

She’s open and receptive, clinging to my finger with her teeth when I try to pull it out of her mouth.

“Bad girl,” I scold her, but I’m laughing. I like her sass. She’s not easy, but she’s fun.

Her teeth ease away from my finger. I slip my thumb from her mouth and press my lips to her wet, luscious lips instead. I kiss her deeply, pushing my tongue into her mouth, replacing the finger that she was sucking on.

The kiss is unhurried. Deep without being demanding. I kiss her like I want her to understand that this isn’t a mistake. That she is safe. When I pull back, she doesn’t hesitate. She reaches for Bram, fist curling in his shirt, pulling him down into her space. Her lips find his mouth, and soon, they’re locked in a passionate kiss.

Watching it doesn’t sting.

It warms something in my chest I didn’t know how to name.

Bram lifts her easily, like she weighs nothing at all, still kissing her as he carries her a few steps to the bed. It’s small. Too small for what’s building here. He sets her down gently, reverently.

I move in close, anxiety threading through the heat. I cup her face, forcing her to look at me. “Are you sure?” I ask softly. “You want this to go where it’s going?”

Her smile is slow and knowing. “I wanted it the moment I stepped into the inn.”

Bram arches a brow. “So the naked shower was a calculated move?”

She doesn’t look away. “It was seduction.”

Her gaze flicks between us, open and unashamed.

“And it looks like it worked.”

Something settles in my chest then, solid and sure.

Whatever this is, she’s choosing it. Choosing us.

And I’m not letting go.

Bram steps in first, though. I know his control has been fragile since the day she arrived. He touched her first and he had a raging boner when she did that shower-striptease in front of us.

I watch Bram's hands move to the hem of her shirt, and my pulse kicks harder.

"Arms up, baby," he murmurs.

She obeys without hesitation, lifting her arms as he peels the fabric away. Her bra follows a second later, unhooked with practiced ease, and then she's bare from the waist up, kneeling on my bed like an offering.

Fuck.

Her breasts are perfect. Heavy and full, pale skin flushed pink, nipples already hard and begging for attention. They're the kind of tits that make a man lose his mind—soft enough to sink into, big enough to fill my hands and then some.

I've imagined this. More times than I should admit. But seeing her like this, real and willing and ours, is so much better than any fantasy.

Bram moves in first, his mouth closing over her left breast, tongue circling her nipple before he bites down gently.

She gasps, back arching.

I don't wait. I lean in and take her right breast in my mouth, sucking hard on the tight bud, feeling it harden even more against my tongue. She tastes like soap and skin and something sweet I can't name. I bite down, just enough to make her cry out, then soothe the sting with my tongue.

"God," she moans, hands flying to our heads, fingers tangling in our hair. "Yes. Please."

Bram groans against her skin, sucking harder, his hand coming up to squeeze the breast I'm not worshiping. We work her together, biting and licking and teasing until she's trembling, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps.

"You like that, babygirl?" I murmur against her breast. "Like having two men worship these perfect tits?"

"Yes," she whimpers. "Don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping.

I slide my hand between her thighs, lifting the fabric of her skirt, pushing it up until I can slip beneath her panties. The moment my fingers touch her, I groan.

She's drenched.

Soaking wet and hot, her clit swollen and throbbing beneath my touch. I circle it slowly, feeling her hips buck against my hand.

"Fuck, baby," I growl. "You're so wet for us. You're going to be drowning in your own fluids soon. We're going to make you come so hard you'll forget your own name."

She moans, head falling back, and Bram takes advantage, his mouth moving from her breast to her throat, biting and sucking marks into her skin.

"Off," Bram growls, tugging at her skirt. "I want to see all of you."

I help him, pulling her skirt and panties down her thighs, over her knees, tossing them aside. She's completely naked now, kneeling on the bed between us, flushed and panting and so fucking beautiful it hurts.

Bram's eyes darken as he looks at her. "I've wanted to taste this pussy since you bent over in the shower and let me see it."

Her breath hitches.

"Get on all fours," he orders, voice rough.

She obeys immediately, turning and positioning herself, ass in the air, and I nearly lose it right there.

Bram settles behind her, hands spreading her thighs wider, and then his mouth is on her, tongue dragging through her folds, licking and sucking like he's starving.

She cries out, hips jerking back against his face.

My cock is so hard it's painful, straining against my jeans, demanding attention. I can't wait anymore.

I stand and strip quickly, shoving my pants and boxers down, freeing my cock. It springs up, thick and heavy, the head already slick with pre-cum.

Elowen's eyes go wide when she sees me.

"You're as big as I imagined," she breathes. "My pussy's going to stretch so much taking that cock."

I stroke myself slowly, base to tip, smearing the pre-cum down my length. "Your mouth will stretch first."

Her lips part, eyes glazing with lust.

I move closer, rubbing the head of my cock against her wet lips. "Open for me, baby. Be a good girl."

She opens, tongue darting out to taste me, and I groan as I push inside.

Her mouth is hot and wet and perfect, her tongue swirling around the head before I push deeper. She takes me well, relaxing her throat, eyes watering slightly but never pulling away.

"That's it," I murmur, threading my fingers through her hair, gripping tight. "Just like that. Suck my cock while Bram eats your pussy."

Behind her, Bram groans, the vibration making her moan around my cock. The sound shoots straight through me, and I thrust deeper, hitting the back of her throat.

She gags slightly but doesn't stop. She just looks up at me with those big, trusting eyes, and I feel something crack open in my chest.

"Fuck, you're perfect," I mutter, using her hair to guide her head, pulling her onto my cock in a steady rhythm. "Taking me so well. Such a good girl for us."

Bram increases his pace, tongue working her clit, fingers sliding inside her, and she moans louder, sucking harder, desperate and needy.

I can feel her getting close. Her thighs are shaking, her body trembling, and I know Bram's tongue is driving her insane.

"You going to come for him, baby?" I growl, thrusting deeper. "Going to come all over his face while you suck my cock?"

She whimpers, nodding as best she can with her mouth full.

"Do it," I command. "Come for us."

Bram must do something with his tongue because she screams around my cock, body convulsing, and I feel the moment she tips over the edge.

She comes hard, hips bucking wildly, and I pull out of her mouth just in time to watch her fall apart.

Bram keeps licking, drawing it out, and then she squirts, fluid gushing over his face, his chin, dripping down onto the bed.

"Fuck yes," Bram groans, lapping it up like it's the best thing he's ever tasted. "That's my filthy slut. Making such a mess of my face."

She collapses forward, gasping, trembling, completely wrecked.

Bram pulls back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, grinning like a man who just won the lottery. "She's ready now."

I stroke my cock, still rock-hard and aching. "Ready for what?"

Bram's grin widens. "Ready to take your cock, Ridge. Fill her up."

Elowen looks back at me over her shoulder, eyes dark and desperate. "Please. I need you inside me."

I don't need to be told twice.

I move behind her, positioning myself at her entrance, the head of my cock sliding through her wetness. She's so slick, so ready, and I know this is going to be tight.

"You sure, baby?" I ask, voice strained.

"Yes," she gasps. "Please. Fuck me."

I push inside, slow and steady, feeling her stretch around me. She's so tight it's almost painful, but she takes me, inch by inch, until I'm buried to the hilt.

"Oh God," she moans, head dropping forward. "You're so big."

I grip her hips, holding her steady, giving her a moment to adjust. "You're doing so good, baby. Taking me so well."

Bram moves in front of her, stroking her hair, murmuring praise. "Look at you. So full. So perfect."

I start to move, pulling out slowly before thrusting back in, and she cries out, pushing back against me, demanding more.

"Harder," she begs. "Please, Ridge. Fuck me harder."

I tighten my grip on her hips and give her what she wants.

Hard. Deep. Rough.

Every thrust drives her forward, and Bram holds her steady, his hands on her shoulders, his eyes locked on mine.

This is us.

This is ours. And it's not over yet.


FIVE


Bram

My cock is throbbing, heavy and desperate between my legs. I stripped down while Ridge was claiming her mouth, and now I'm standing here naked, stroking myself slowly, watching him pound into her from behind.

The sight is almost enough to make me come untouched.

Ridge's thick cock disappearing into her pussy, over and over. Her ass bouncing with each thrust. The wet sounds of their bodies meeting. Her broken moans.

Fuck.

I need to be inside her. Soon.

But I force myself to wait, to let Ridge have this moment, to watch them move together like they were made for it.

Then she lifts her head, eyes finding mine through the haze of pleasure, and she says the words that nearly break me.

"You too. I want you inside me, too."

I freeze, hand stilling on my cock. "What?"

"Both of you," she gasps, pushing back against Ridge. "At the same time. In my pussy."

My brain short-circuits.

Double vaginal penetration.

I've heard of it. Fantasized about it, even. But actually doing it? With Ridge still inside her?

"Baby," I say carefully, crouching down so I'm eye level with her. "That's... that's a lot. I don't want to hurt you."

She looks at me with those big, desperate eyes. "I can take it. I want to feel both of you. Please, Bram."

Ridge slows his thrusts, looking at me over her back. His expression is a mix of hunger and concern. "It's her choice," he says quietly. "But we do it carefully."

I swallow hard, cock jerking at the thought. "You sure about this, sweetheart?"

"Yes," she breathes. "I've never wanted anything more."

How the hell am I supposed to say no to that?

"Okay," I murmur, moving closer. "But we go slow. You tell us if it's too much."

She nods eagerly.

Ridge adjusts his position, shifting her so she's sitting on his lap, his cock still buried deep inside her. She's facing me now, legs spread wide, and I can see where they're joined—her pussy stretched tight around his thick length.

My mouth goes dry.

"We need more lube," I say, voice rough. "Even if you're wet, this won't work without it."

Ridge reaches for the bedside table, pulling out a bottle. Of course he has lube ready. We've both been fantasizing about this woman since she arrived.

I slick my cock generously, then coat my fingers, reaching between her legs to spread it around where Ridge is already inside her. She whimpers at the sensation, hips rocking slightly.

"Easy, baby," I murmur. "Let me take care of you."

I press one finger alongside Ridge's cock, testing, and she gasps.

"How does that feel?" I ask.

"Good," she pants. "More. Please."

I add a second finger, stretching her carefully, feeling Ridge's cock against my knuckles. The intimacy of it—touching him while touching her—sends a jolt through me.

Ridge groans. "Fuck, Bram. I can feel that."

"You're going to feel a lot more in a minute," I mutter.

When I think she's ready, I withdraw my fingers and position myself at her entrance, right where Ridge is already seated deep.

This is insane.

But she wants it. And God help me, so do I.

I press the head of my cock against her opening, right alongside Ridge's shaft, and start to push.

The resistance is immediate. She's so tight, stretched to her limit already, and I'm asking her to take more.

"Breathe, sweetheart," I murmur, one hand on her hip, the other guiding my cock. "Nice and slow."

She takes a shuddering breath, and I feel her relax slightly.

I push again, firmer this time, and the head of my cock slips inside.

We all groan in unison.

"Oh God," Elowen gasps, fingers digging into Ridge's shoulders. "So full. So fucking full."

"You're doing so good, baby," Ridge murmurs, holding her steady. "Taking both of us. Such a perfect girl."

I push deeper, inch by agonizing inch, feeling Ridge's cock pressed tight against mine, separated only by the thin wall of her pussy. The sensation is overwhelming—heat and pressure and friction all at once.

"Holy fuck," I breathe. "You feel incredible."

She's shaking, tears streaming down her face, but when I start to pull back, she grabs my arm. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

"Never," I promise.

I push the rest of the way in, both of us fully seated inside her now, and the three of us just breathe for a moment, adjusting to the impossible fullness.

Ridge moves first, a slow roll of his hips, and I feel every inch of it. His cock sliding against mine, the drag of skin on skin, the way she clenches around us both.

"Fuck," he groans. "This is..."

"Yeah," I agree, voice strained.

I start to move, too, finding a rhythm with Ridge—when he pulls out, I push in, and vice versa. We rock into her together, our cocks rubbing against each other with every thrust, and the sensation is so intense I have to grit my teeth to keep from coming immediately.

"You're taking us so well, sweetheart," I murmur, leaning down to kiss her neck. "So tight and perfect. Made for us."

"Ours," Ridge growls, thrusting harder. "All ours."

She's crying now, sobbing with pleasure, her body trembling violently. "I'm going to... oh God, I'm going to come."

"Do it," I command. "Come on our cocks, baby. Show us how much you love being filled by both of us."

Ridge speeds up, and I match his pace, both of us pounding into her now, our cocks sliding together, the friction almost unbearable.

She screams, body convulsing, and I feel her pussy clamp down on us like a vice. The orgasm tears through her, violent and all-consuming, and it triggers mine.

"Fuck," I roar, burying myself deep as I start to come.

Ridge follows a second later, both of us pumping her full of our cum, breeding her together, claiming her in the most primal way possible.

She's still shaking, still coming, milking us both as we fill her up.

When it finally subsides, we're all gasping, sweat-slicked and trembling.

I pull out carefully, and Ridge follows, both of us groaning at the loss. Cum spills out of her, dripping down her thighs, onto the bed, and the sight is so fucking erotic I nearly get hard again.

She collapses against Ridge's chest, completely boneless, and he wraps his arms around her, holding her close.

I lean in and press a kiss to her shoulder. "You okay, sweetheart?"

She nods weakly. "That was... incredible."

"You were incredible," Ridge murmurs, stroking her hair. "And I never imagined you'd take us together, but you did. You are beyond amazing."


SIX


Elowen

I wake up tangled in warmth.

Not the disorienting kind that fades the second you open your eyes, but the heavy, grounding kind that presses in from all sides and makes my chest loosen instead of tighten.

Bram’s bed is enormous. Thick wood frame, dark and solid, built like the rest of him. The mattress dips under the combined weight of all three of us, but it feels steady, unmovable. His room smells like cedar and clean linen and him. No clutter. No softness except where it counts.

Bram picked me up and carried my limp, sex-hazed body to his room so I could rest. Ridge assured me that the guys would give me aftercare. I love how they take care of me. How small I feel when I’m embraced by men as huge and muscular as them.

I’m in the middle right now, sleeping on the bed wedged between Ridge and Bram.

Ridge is behind me, his chest against my back, one arm curved around my waist like it belongs there. His chin rests lightly near my shoulder, breath warm and slow. Bram is in front of me, one massive arm draped over my ribs, his palm splayed protectively over my stomach. Our bare skin touches everywhere, heat shared without urgency.

Safe.

The word settles deep in my bones.

I blink up at the ceiling, heart thudding softly as the memory of what we just did rolls through me. I can’t believe it actually happened. That it was real. That I didn’t wake up halfway through and find myself alone in a strange bed, regretting everything.

It was the best sex of my life.

And that terrifies me.

Because this already feels like more than a rebound. It feels like the kind of thing that rewrites you. The kind of thing that ends in either forever or devastation, with no middle ground.

Bram shifts slightly, his arm tightening. “You okay?” he murmurs, voice rough with sleep and something gentler underneath.

Ridge hums behind me. “You need water? Blanket? Anything?”

I swallow, suddenly overwhelmed by how careful they are with me now. Like they’re afraid I might vanish if they move wrong.

“I’m okay,” I say softly. “Just… processing.”

Bram’s thumb brushes slow circles against my skin, grounding. “Take your time.”

Silence stretches, comfortable but charged. I stare at the wall, then close my eyes again.

“There’s something I should tell you,” I say.

Both of them still.

I take a breath. “I was in a poly relationship before. Two men. For a while, it felt perfect. Balanced. Honest. I didn’t feel like I had to cut myself in half to fit someone else’s expectations.”

Ridge’s arm tightens just a fraction.

“But,” I continue, voice quiet, “one of them was just… trying it. He liked the idea, not the reality. The other wanted something serious. Marriage. Kids. Just not like that.” I let out a small, humorless laugh. “Eventually it became clear they weren’t right for me. Or for each other.”

Bram shifts closer, his forehead pressing gently to mine. “That why you left the city?”

“Partly,” I admit. “People found out. Coworkers. Friends. Strangers who thought they had a right to an opinion.” My throat tightens. “They said I was greedy. Broken. That I was asking to be hurt. That no man would ever really love a woman like me.”

The words still sting, even now.

“That’s when I quit,” I finish. “Packed up. Left.”

For a long moment, neither of them speaks.

Then Ridge presses a kiss to my shoulder, slow and reverent. “They were wrong.”

Bram nods, jaw tight. “We’ve been looking for the same thing,” he says quietly. “We just didn’t know how to name it.”

Ridge exhales behind me. “We always knew we wouldn’t want a woman unless she wanted both of us. And we never met anyone who didn’t flinch at that.”

I turn slightly, meeting their eyes one at a time. “I didn’t flinch.”

“No,” Bram says, a hint of wonder in his voice. “You didn’t.”

They kiss me then. Not hungry. Not claiming. Just sure. Lips warm, steady, unhurried. Each touch feels like a promise being tested, not rushed.

“You’ll be safe here,” Ridge murmurs against my hair. “Your wants. Your heart. All of it.”

“No judgment,” Bram adds. “Not ever.”

I curl into them, letting myself believe it.

Maybe this will break my heart someday.

But right now, wrapped in mountain and warmth and men who want the same impossible thing I do, it feels like I’ve finally stopped running.
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A few days later, the inn has a rhythm.

I wake early every morning now, before the guests stir, before the mountain fully stretches awake. For the sake of everyone’s sanity, I only shower after Bram and Ridge finish chopping wood. I learned that lesson quickly.

That does not stop me from watching.

I lean against the porch railing with a mug of coffee warming my hands, pretending I am here for the view and not the sight of two enormous men splitting logs like it is foreplay disguised as labor. Sweat darkens their shirts. Muscles bunch and release with every swing. Abs flex. Pecs strain. Bram’s jaw is tight with focus. Ridge moves with controlled power, efficient and steady.

They are gorgeous. Both of them.

They feel like mine.

The strangest part is how normal it all feels. The heat and hunger are still there, simmering under everything, but there is something deeper settling in too. Comfort. Domesticity. The quiet joy of sharing space with people who want you there.

By now, I know their routines almost as well as they do.

Bram is meticulous. He cleans like it is a meditative practice, every surface spotless, every corner handled. I always wondered how the inn and the rooms were so clean and I guess the answer is Bram.

Ridge cooks. And cooks. And cooks. Not just filling plates, but crafting meals like someone trained him and then dared him to stop caring. His food would hold its own in any restaurant in the city I left behind.

Tonight, the kitchen smells like roasted garlic, butter, herbs, and something rich and savory that makes my stomach growl embarrassingly loud.

This is the private kitchen, tucked behind the guest spaces, meant only for the owners. For Ridge and Bram, but they’ve made me feel welcome here, since it’s the only place staff can cook for themselves. Not that I ever do any of the cooking.

My sexy mountain daddies take care of that for me.

Ridge stands at the stove, sleeves pushed up, forearms dusted with flour. Bram is at the counter, chopping vegetables with precise, practiced movements. I try to help, reaching for a cutting board.

“Nope,” Ridge says without looking at me. “Sit.”

Bram smirks and reaches for a bottle. Not just wine. Good wine. The kind I used to stare at longingly in city restaurants.

He pours it for me like I am royalty.

I sink into the chair, glass in hand, warmth blooming in my chest. I feel pampered. Cherished. Like this mountain inn has quietly turned into a dream I did not know how to ask for.

The food comes together quickly. Plates placed in front of me first. I stare at it, a little stunned.

“This looks ridiculous,” I say. “Like fine dining ridiculous.”

Ridge watches my face carefully as I take the first bite.

My eyes widen. “Oh my god.”

Bram chuckles and finally sits, close enough that our knees brush. Ridge takes the seat across from me, his gaze steady and fond.

We eat slowly, talking about small things at first. Guests. Weather. The way the leaves are starting to turn.

Then I set my fork down. “Can I ask you something?”

They both look at me, attentive.

“I hardly know anything about your lives before this place,” I say. “Where you grew up. What made you… you.”

Ridge leans back slightly. “I grew up in a small town too. Not unlike this one. Left as soon as I could.”

Bram nods. “City kid. Parents pushed success hard. I was expected to go into finance like my dad and grandad and all the men before them. It wasn’t a choice, and I didn’t question it—not until I met Ridge, anyway.”

They tell me about long hours, relentless pressure, money that kept growing long after it stopped meaning anything. About realizing they were rich but empty. About wanting something tangible. Something that fed people. Sheltered them.

“We do not need the inn to survive. We made enough money as bankers to take care of our needs forever,” Ridge says. “But we need it to feel like we are doing something that matters.”

I smile at them, heart full. “That is actually… really beautiful.”

Bram shrugs. “We are good at what we do. Cooking. Cleaning. Managing. Might as well use it.”

I lift my glass. “I cannot believe I quit my job and drove into the mountains and found myself two rich, well-hung boyfriends who cook like professionals.”

They both choke on their wine.

I grin, warmth spreading through me. “Stuff like this only happens in romance novels.”

Ridge laughs, deep and real. Bram’s hand finds my thigh under the table, grounding and sure.

And for the first time in a long time, I let myself hope that maybe this story does not have to end badly at all.


SEVEN


Ridge

I watch Elowen from across the lobby as she rubs her eyes, exhaustion settling into the line of her shoulders.

She's been working all day. Checking guests in and out. Answering questions. Solving problems. Being perfect at everything she does.

And all day, I've been distracted by one thing.

Her nipples.

I saw Bram this afternoon, leaning close to her ear, whispering something that made her cheeks flush. Watched him slide his hand up her back, finding the clasp of her bra through her blouse. Watched her eyes go wide as he unhooked it.

"No bra today," he'd murmured, loud enough for me to hear. "I want to see these pretty nipples every time I walk by."

She'd nodded, breathless, and slipped into the bathroom to remove it completely.

Since then, I haven't been able to think about anything else.

Every time she moves, I can see them. Hard points pressing against the thin fabric of her blouse. Visible. Tempting. A secret only we know about.

And now she's tired, still working, still three hours away from clocking out.

I decide she needs a surprise.

I move quietly across the lobby. The inn is quiet tonight—only three guests, all upstairs in their rooms. The evening has settled into that peaceful lull before people come down for dinner or drinks.

Perfect.

I come up behind her at the front desk, wrapping my arms around her waist, pulling her back against my chest.

She gasps softly, but melts into me immediately.

"Ridge," she murmurs. "I'm still working."

"I know," I say, voice low in her ear. I slide my hands up her sides, slow and deliberate, until I'm cupping her breasts through her blouse. "But you've been naughty today, baby."

Her breath hitches.

I rub my thumbs over her nipples, feeling them harden even more beneath my touch. "Walking around all day without a bra. Showing these pretty, hard titties to everyone when they only belong to your daddies."

"Ridge," she breathes, arching into my hands. "Someone might come down."

"Then they'll see how much you like being touched," I murmur, pinching her nipples gently through the fabric.

She whimpers, hips shifting restlessly.

I press a kiss to her neck. "I think you need to be punished."

Before she can respond, I drop to my knees behind the desk.

"Ridge!" she hisses, spinning in her chair to look down at me. "What are you⁠—"

I push her skirt up, bunching it around her waist, and hook my fingers into her panties.

"Wait," she says, eyes wide. "The guests could come down any minute."

I look up at her, holding her gaze as I pull her panties down her thighs. "Then I guess they'll hear you scream like a whore."

Her pupils blow wide, breath coming faster.

"Because that's exactly what you are, baby," I continue, spreading her thighs apart. "A needy slut who belongs to her mountain daddies."

She bites her lip, trying to stay quiet, but I can already see how wet she is. Her thighs are slick, pussy glistening.

I run my hands up the inside of her thighs, rough palms against soft skin, and she shivers.

"God, Ridge," she whispers. "Your beard. It's scratching me."

"You like that?" I ask, dragging my face along her inner thigh, letting my beard scrape against her sensitive skin.

"Yes," she gasps. "It makes me so wet."

I can see that. Her pussy is already leaking, arousal dripping down onto the chair.

"Good girl," I murmur, positioning myself between her legs. "Now spread wider for me."

She obeys, thighs falling open, giving me full access.

I don't tease. I lean in and drag my tongue through her folds, slow and deliberate, tasting every inch of her.

She moans, hands flying to my hair, fingers tangling tight.

"Quiet, baby," I murmur against her. "Unless you want the guests to hear."

She bites down on her fist, trying to muffle the sounds, but I can feel her trembling already.

I focus on her clit, circling it with my tongue, then sucking it into my mouth. She jerks in the chair, thighs clamping around my head.

"Fuck," she whimpers. "Ridge, please."

I slide two fingers inside her, curling them up to hit that spot that makes her see stars, and she nearly screams.

"That's it," I growl. "Let them hear you. Let everyone know who you belong to."

I pump my fingers in and out, fast and rough, while my tongue works her clit. She's so wet, dripping down my hand, soaking my beard.

"I'm going to come," she gasps. "Ridge, I'm⁠—"

"Do it," I command. "Come on my tongue, baby. Show me how much you love being eaten out at work."

She shatters, thighs shaking violently, pussy clenching around my fingers as she comes hard. I don't stop, licking her through it, drawing it out until she's sobbing.

When she finally goes limp, I pull back slightly, pressing kisses to her inner thighs.

Then I go lower.

Her eyes fly open when she feels my tongue on her ass.

"Ridge," she gasps. "What are you⁠—"

"Relax," I murmur, circling the tight ring of muscle with my tongue. "I'm just giving you a preview."

She moans, hips shifting, and I press my tongue against her, rimming her slowly, thoroughly.

"Next time," I promise, pulling back to look up at her, "this hole gets filled, too."

Her eyes are glazed, cheeks flushed, and she nods weakly.

I stand, leaning over her to kiss her deeply, letting her taste herself on my tongue.

"Now get back to work, baby," I murmur against her lips. "And remember who you belong to."

She laughs breathlessly, still trembling. "How am I supposed to focus now?"

I smirk. "That's your problem."

I leave her there, flushed and disheveled and thoroughly satisfied, and head back to the kitchen.

Three more hours until she clocks out.

I can't wait to see what Bram and I do to her tonight.


EIGHT


Elowen

The next morning, I wake up sore in the best way.

Every muscle aches. My thighs. My hips. My core. Reminders of last night, when Ridge and Bram took turns—and then took me together—until I couldn't remember my own name.

I stretch carefully in Bram's massive bed, still tangled in sheets that smell like cedar and sex, and smile at the ceiling.

This is my life now.

I work at a remote mountain inn. I sleep between two gorgeous, dominant men who worship my body like it's a gift. I cook nothing, clean less, and spend my evenings being pampered and pleasured until I'm boneless.

It feels like a dream.

And that's what scares me.

Because dreams end. And when they do, the waking up hurts worse than anything.

I push the thought away and force myself out of bed. My shift starts in an hour, and I need to shower, dress, and at least attempt to look professional.

The inn is quiet this morning. Most of the guests checked out yesterday, and we only have two rooms booked for tonight. It's been like this for weeks—slow, peaceful, manageable.

I'm starting to understand why Ridge and Bram don't need this place for money. They need it for purpose. For something to build. For a life that feels real.

And somehow, I've become part of that.

I'm at the front desk, updating the booking system, when I hear the door open.

I glance up, expecting a guest.

Instead, it's a woman.

Mid-thirties, polished, expensive coat, designer boots. She looks like she stepped out of the city I left behind—sleek hair, perfect makeup, confidence that borders on arrogance.

And she's looking at me like I'm an inconvenience.

"Can I help you?" I ask, forcing a smile.

She sets her purse on the counter. "I'm here to see Ridge Calder."

Something cold settles in my stomach.

"He's busy right now," I say carefully. "Can I take a message?"

She laughs, the sound sharp. "I'm not leaving a message. Just tell him Vanessa's here."

Vanessa.

The name hits me like a slap.

I don't know why. I don't know who she is. But the way she says it—like she has a right to be here, like she owns a piece of him—makes my chest tighten.

"I'll let him know," I say, keeping my voice even.

I step away from the desk and head toward the back, where Ridge is probably in his office.

I knock lightly. "Ridge?"

The door opens, and he looks down at me, expression softening immediately. "Hey, baby. What's wrong?"

I swallow. "There's a woman here to see you. She said her name is Vanessa."

His entire body goes rigid.

For a long moment, he doesn't move. Doesn't speak.

Then he exhales slowly. "Fuck."

My stomach drops. "Who is she?"

He runs a hand through his hair, jaw tight. "My ex-fiancée."

The words hit me like a punch.

"Your what?"

He looks at me, and I see something I've never seen in his eyes before.

Regret. And maybe fear.

"It was a long time ago," he says quietly. "Before Bram and I moved here. Before I knew what I really wanted."

I take a step back. "And she's here now because…?"

"I don't know," he admits. "But I'll handle it."

He moves past me, heading toward the lobby, and I follow, my heart pounding.

When we reach the front desk, Vanessa's face lights up.

"Ridge," she says warmly, like they're old friends. Like she didn't just shatter my sense of security with three little words.

He stops a few feet away, arms crossed. "What are you doing here, Vanessa?"

She tilts her head, smile never faltering. "I missed you. And I thought maybe we could talk. About us. About what we could have been."

My blood runs cold.

Ridge's jaw tightens. "There is no 'us.' There hasn't been for years."

"But there could be," she says softly. "If you'd just stop hiding up here and come back to the real world."

I feel like I'm going to be sick.

Ridge glances at me, then back at Vanessa. "I'm not hiding. I'm exactly where I want to be."

"With her?" Vanessa's eyes flick to me, dismissive. "She's cute, Ridge. But you and I both know she's not what you need."

That's it.

I step forward before I can stop myself. "I think you should leave."

Vanessa blinks, surprised. "Excuse me?"

"You heard me," I say, voice steady despite the storm raging inside me. "This is private property. And you're not welcome here."

For a moment, she just stares at me.

Then she laughs. "Ridge, are you really going to let her talk to me like that?"

Ridge moves to my side, his hand finding the small of my back. "She's right. You need to leave."

Vanessa's smile finally falters. "You're making a mistake."

"No," Ridge says quietly. "I made a mistake years ago when I thought I wanted the life you were offering. I'm not making that mistake again."

She stares at him for a long moment, then grabs her purse and walks toward the door.

But before she leaves, she glances back at me. "Good luck," she says, voice dripping with false sweetness. "You're going to need it."

The door closes behind her, and the silence is deafening.

I stand there, shaking, trying to process what just happened.

Ridge turns to me, cupping my face in his hands. "Elowen⁠—"

"Why didn't you tell me?" I ask, voice breaking. "Why didn't you tell me you were engaged before?"

"Because it doesn't matter," he says firmly. "She doesn't matter. Not anymore."

"But she came here," I whisper. "She came here for you."

"And I sent her away," he says. "Because the only person I want is you."

I want to believe him.

I do.

But the fear that's been lurking in the back of my mind since this all started—the fear that this is too good to be true, that it can't possibly last—roars to life.

And I don't know how to make it stop.


NINE


Bram

The shower has become a ritual.

Every morning, Elowen bathes while Ridge and I chop wood outside. We pretend we're not watching. She pretends she doesn't know we are.

It's a game. A tease. A promise of what's coming later.

But this morning is different.

I can feel it the moment I see her step into the shower, the glass already fogging at the edges. Ridge and I are barely through our first stack of logs when she appears, naked and perfect, water cascading over those incredible curves.

She doesn't look away this time.

She looks right at us.

Then she lifts one finger and crooks it. Come here.

Ridge's axe hits the ground.

"Fuck," I mutter, already moving.

We don't run—we're too disciplined for that—but we move fast, boots hitting the porch, door flying open. By the time we reach the bathroom, we're already stripping.

Elowen is standing in the center of the shower, water running down her body in rivulets, and she's smiling. Not shy. Not uncertain.

Hungry.

"Took you long enough," she says, voice low and teasing.

Ridge reaches her first, pushing open the glass door, stepping inside fully clothed before realizing and cursing. I laugh, kicking off my boots, shoving my jeans down.

"Turn off the water," Ridge growls, already reaching for her.

I do, twisting the handle, and suddenly the only sound is our breathing and the wet slap of skin on skin as Ridge pulls her against him.

He kisses her hard, one hand fisting in her wet hair, the other gripping her ass like he owns it.

And he does. We both do.

I step in behind her, sandwiching her between us, my cock already rock-hard and pressing against the small of her back.

"You've been teasing us for weeks," I murmur in her ear. "Did you really think we'd keep watching forever?"

She shivers, head falling back against my chest. "I was hoping you'd get tired of just looking."

"We did," Ridge growls, spinning her around to face me.

I capture her mouth, kissing her deep and claiming, my hands sliding down to grip her hips. Ridge moves behind her now, his hands on her breasts, squeezing and kneading.

"We're going to fuck you," I tell her, pulling back just enough to look into her eyes. "Right here. Right now. And we're taking both holes."

Her pupils blow wide, breath catching.

"Yes," she whispers. "Please."

I reach for the bottle of lube we keep stashed in the bathroom cabinet—because we're not idiots, and we knew this was coming eventually.

"Bend over, sweetheart," I command.

She braces her hands against the tile wall, ass jutting out, and I groan at the sight.

Ridge is already slicking his cock, positioning himself at her pussy. "You ready for us, baby?"

"Yes," she gasps. "Fuck me. Please."

He pushes in, slow but relentless, and she moans, head dropping forward.

I coat my fingers with lube, pressing one against her tight asshole. She tenses.

"Relax," I murmur, rubbing slow circles. "You've taken toys here before, haven't you?"

"Yes," she breathes. "But never a cock."

Pride surges through me, hot and possessive. "Good. That means I'm your first."

I work her carefully, adding a second finger, stretching her, preparing her. Ridge is moving inside her now, slow thrusts that make her whimper.

"You're doing so good, baby," Ridge murmurs. "Taking me so well. You ready for Bram, too?"

"Yes," she sobs. "Please. I want both of you."

I pull my fingers out and slick my cock thoroughly, pressing the head against her ass.

"Breathe," I tell her.

She does, and I push.

The resistance is immediate, but she's relaxed, trusting, and I slide in slowly, inch by inch, until I'm buried to the hilt.

"Oh God," she cries, voice breaking. "So full. So fucking full."

Ridge groans. "Fuck, Bram. I can feel you."

"I know," I grit out, because I can feel him, too. The thin wall separating us, our cocks pressed together inside her.

We start to move.

Slow at first, finding a rhythm. When Ridge pulls out, I push in. When I pull out, he pushes in. The wet sounds of our bodies moving together echo in the tiled space, filthy and perfect.

"Look at you," I growl, gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. "Both holes filled with cock. Taking us like you were made for it."

"She was," Ridge pants. "Made for us. Only us."

I speed up, thrusting harder, and she screams, the sound bouncing off the walls.

"That's it," I praise. "Let everyone hear how much you love being fucked by your mountain daddies."

Ridge reaches around, fingers finding her clit, and she shatters immediately, convulsing between us, ass clamping down on my cock so hard I nearly lose it.

"Fuck," I roar, slamming into her. "I'm going to fill this ass up. Claim you completely."

"Do it," she sobs. "Please. I want it."

Ridge comes first, groaning her name, pumping her full of cum. The sensation triggers mine, and I bury myself deep, spilling inside her ass, marking her as mine.

Ours.

When we finally pull out, she collapses against the wall, trembling and gasping.

I catch her before she falls, lifting her easily, cradling her against my chest.

Ridge turns the water back on, warm and gentle, and we clean her carefully, reverently.

"You okay, sweetheart?" I ask, pressing a kiss to her temple.

She nods weakly. "That was… incredible."

"We're going to make this a regular thing," Ridge says, washing her hair with gentle hands. "Every morning. Every night. Whenever we want you."

"I'm not complaining," she murmurs, smiling.

I hold her close, something tight and overwhelming building in my chest.

This isn't just sex anymore.

It's more.

I love the way she fits between us. The way she trusts us completely. The way she makes this place feel like home instead of just a building.

I love her.

The realization hits me hard, and I tighten my arms around her.

I want this forever. I want her forever.

I want to see her belly swollen with our child. Want to watch her grow round and soft, carrying a baby the three of us made together.

I want domestic nights and wild mornings and everything in between.

And judging by the way Ridge is looking at her right now, I'm not the only one.

"We love you," I say quietly.

She stills in my arms, eyes widening.

Ridge moves closer, cupping her face. "We do. Both of us."

Tears well in her eyes. "I love you, too. Both of you."

We kiss her then, slow and deep, sealing the words between us.

This is real.

This is ours.

And I'm never letting go.
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Four weeks later…

I find her in the forest.

Not far from the inn—just beyond the tree line where the ground slopes gently down toward the creek. She's sitting on a fallen log, arms wrapped around herself, staring at nothing.

She looks small. Lost.

And I fucking hate it.

This has been happening for days now. Every morning, she disappears for an hour or two. Says she's taking a walk. Getting some air. But I can see the tension in her shoulders, the way she won't quite meet my eyes.

Something's wrong.

I've been looking for her for the past twenty minutes, and when I finally spot her through the trees, relief and concern hit me in equal measure.

I approach quietly, boots crunching on fallen leaves. She doesn't look up until I'm right beside her.

"Hey," I say softly.

She glances at me, then back at the trees. "Hey."

I sit down next to her, close enough that our shoulders touch. The morning air is cool, mist still clinging to the ground, but she's not shivering. She's just… elsewhere.

"You've been disappearing a lot lately," I say carefully. "Want to tell me what's going on?"

She's quiet for a long moment. Then she says, "She was beautiful."

I frown. "Who?"

"Vanessa." Her voice is quiet, distant. "Polished. Confident. The kind of woman who belongs in Ridge's old life."

My jaw tightens. "Elowen⁠—"

"I've been thinking about her," she continues, like she didn't hear me. "About what she said. About whether I'm really what you and Ridge need long-term."

"Where is this coming from?" I ask, turning to face her fully. "We told you we love you. We've said it dozens of times. We sleep together. Eat together. Work together. We're practically a family at this point."

"I know," she whispers. "But what if—" She stops, swallowing hard. "What if there's a baby now?"

My heart stops.

She turns to look at me, eyes red-rimmed, voice shaking. "What if I'm pregnant? Will you still want me then?"

For a moment, I can't breathe.

Then I'm pulling her into my arms, holding her tight against my chest, one hand cradling the back of her head.

"Is that what's happening?" I ask, voice rough. "Are you carrying our baby?"

She nods against me, and I feel her tears soaking into my shirt.

"I found out a few days ago," she whispers. "And I didn't know what to do. I didn't want to be a burden. I didn't want to trap you into something you didn't⁠—"

"Stop," I say firmly, pulling back just enough to cup her face in my hands. "Look at me."

She does, tears streaming down her cheeks.

"You're not a burden," I say. "You're the most precious gift God could have given us."

Her breath hitches.

I drop to my knees in front of her, pressing my lips to her stomach, reverent and awed. "We're not idiots, sweetheart. We've been taking you bare for weeks. We knew this could happen. And we wanted it to happen."

"You did?" she asks, voice small.

"Yes." I look up at her, hands still resting on her hips. "But what matters more is what you want. Do you want to keep the baby?"

"Yes," she says immediately. "I do. I just didn't know how it would affect our dynamic. I didn't know if you'd⁠—"

"We'll love you pregnant just as much as we loved you before," I tell her. "More, even. Watching you carry our child? Knowing you're ours completely? Elowen, there's nothing I want more."

She sobs, covering her face with her hands.

I rise, pulling her into my arms again, and that's when I hear footsteps behind us.

Ridge.

He must have followed me out here.

"What's wrong?" he asks, voice tight with concern.

I turn, still holding Elowen, and meet his eyes. "She's pregnant."

Ridge goes completely still.

Then his face transforms—surprise, joy, wonder—all at once.

He's at her side in two strides, pulling her from my arms into his, holding her like she's made of glass.

"Baby," he murmurs, pressing his forehead to hers. "Is it true?"

She nods, tears still falling.

He drops to his knees just like I did, pressing his lips to her stomach, hands splayed over the slight curve there. "Thank you," he whispers. "Thank you for carrying our baby."

"I was scared," she admits, voice breaking. "I didn't know if you'd still want me."

Ridge looks up at her, eyes fierce. "We'll take care of you. Both of you. Financially. Physically. Emotionally. Whatever you need, it's yours. You don't have to worry about anything."

"We're going to be daddies," I add, grinning despite the tightness in my chest. "For real this time."

Ridge laughs, standing and pulling her into his arms again. "I can't wait to see your stomach swollen with our baby. Can't wait to watch our family grow."

Elowen looks between us, tears still streaming, but she's smiling now. "I'm glad I took this job. It changed my life. I love you both so much."

"We love you, too," Ridge says, kissing her forehead.

I step closer, wrapping my arms around both of them. "You're stuck with us now, sweetheart. Forever."

She laughs, the sound watery but genuine. "Good. Because I never want to leave this inn. I want to stay here and be stuffed by my mountain daddies forever."

Ridge groans. "You can't say things like that when we're in the middle of the woods."

"Why not?" she asks, grinning.

"Because I'm two seconds away from fucking you against a tree," he mutters.

I laugh, pressing a kiss to her temple. "Later. Right now, we're taking you back to the inn and making sure you eat something. You're eating for two now."

She rolls her eyes but doesn't protest as we guide her back through the trees, hands never leaving her.

Our woman.

Our family.

Our future.

And I've never been more certain of anything in my life.


EPILOGUE


Elowen

Six months later…

I waddle into the kitchen, one hand pressed to my lower back, the other cradling my swollen belly.

"I'm the size of a house," I announce.

Ridge looks up from where he's chopping vegetables, eyes softening immediately. "You're beautiful."

"I'm huge," I correct.

Bram laughs from where he's setting the table. "You're perfect."

I glare at both of them. "You did this to me."

"And we'd do it again," Ridge says, grinning.

I can't help but smile.

Because he's right.

The past six months have been… everything.

They've pampered me relentlessly. Cooked every meal. Rubbed my feet. Massaged my back. Talked to my belly every night like the baby can already hear them.

And the sex?

God, the sex.

Pregnancy made me insatiable, and they've been more than happy to oblige. Every position. Every room. Every fantasy I've ever had.

But more than that, they've made me feel safe.

Loved.

Wanted.

Like I finally found the place I was always meant to be.

The inn has flourished, too. Word spread about the "remote mountain retreat with incredible service," and we've been booked solid for months.

I hired two more staff members to help with the workload, which means I can take maternity leave without everything falling apart.

And Ridge and Bram?

They're going to be amazing fathers.

I can already see it in the way they talk about the baby. The way they've been reading parenting books. The way they built a crib together in what used to be Bram's office.

Our family is growing.

And I've never been happier.

"Come here, baby," Ridge says, setting down his knife and opening his arms.

I waddle over, and he wraps me in his embrace, one hand resting on my belly.

Bram joins us, sandwiching me between them, and I sigh contentedly.

"I love you both," I murmur.

"We love you, too," they say in unison.

And as I stand there, surrounded by warmth and safety and love, I realize something.

This isn't a rebound.

This isn't a fantasy.

This is real.

This is the poly relationship I always dreamed of having. And finally, two hot lumberjacks knocked me up and made my dream come true.
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