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Jane Silver knew all too well what it meant to have a hard life but to survive regardless. With her family life less than happy, she always relied on her tightly woven friendship with the Holden twins.

She’s known Rys and William Holden since they were five years old. They may have looked identical, but where Rys was the dominating, strong, silent type, William was all caring and comfort. They were the only two people who cared about her, but wasn’t just friendship that tied her to them.

It was love.

But she never wanted to blur those lines, risking they didn’t feel the same way about her. But things changed so fast, touches, whispered words… pleasure given, and she didn’t know if it was reality or fantasy.

When accusations were thrown, when drama ensued, lies—or maybe the truth—was revealed, Jane had to figure out if crossing lines with the Holden boys was worth it.

Because if she made the wrong choice, she could lose the only things that meant anything to her.

Her twins.
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T

his is bullshit.


“Come on, Jane.” Trevor Lane ran his hands over her belly and started creeping up to her chest.

No.

He reeked of alcohol, and she knew she should have never gotten in the car with him. He’d been fine when they left the restaurant, but when he started drinking Jack Daniels right out of the bottle and maneuvering the car with one hand, she knew this had been a horrible idea. Not only was he basically mauling her, but he was piss-ass drunk.

“Trevor, stop.” His kisses were slobbery and all over the place. Her neck felt slimy, and her heart was pounding hard behind her ribs from anxiety.

“Jane, quit being a cock-tease. I bet you ain’t no virgin, baby.”

If she could have pushed him away in the small interior of the car to slap his fucking face, she would have, but he was pressing her against the passenger side door and making any movement impossible. “Get off, Trevor. Now.” Whether she was a virgin or not didn’t make a difference. “I’m ready to go home.” That made him stop. He looked at her with a glossy expression only drunks get.

“You what?” He looked genuinely surprised by her demand.

“I said I want to go home. You’re drunk, and I’m definitely not having sex with you. Ever. In fact, give me your keys. I’m not letting you drive in your condition.”

A beat of silence passed between them before he answered, “Who the fuck do you think you’re talking to?” The venom in his voice shocked her. “You strut around like you want to jump on my cock, and now you’re denying me?” His anger filled the car, and Jane started to feel the tendrils of fear taking hold. “I buy you a nice dinner and play nice, and you’re going to sit there and tell me you want to fucking go home?” His rage was tangible, and Jane made a move to get out of the car, but his big hand landed on her arm.

If having dinner with a friend—which is what he was, or had been—meant that
 to him, he was delusional.

“I don’t think so, baby. You’re going to give me something for taking your ass out tonight.”

“Let go of me, Trevor.” She tried to sound hard, but her voice came out as a whimper. His fingers curled around her bicep, digging into the muscle and causing a squeak of pain to come out of her. All of this was too familiar. She pictured her father coming after her mother as she tried to protect Jane from the wrath that was Charles Silver.

“I’m not letting go until you make my night a happy ending.” With his free hand, he reached for the button of his jeans and popped it free.

Oh hell no.

“You either let me go, or I’m calling the cops and having them drag your ass to jail.” Her words stopped him for a second before disgust curled his upper lip.

“Do you really think they will take your word over mine? You’re just the daughter of an asshole who skipped town. He was worthless, just like you and your mother. Your family is nothing but trash.”

His words hurt, but not as much as his hand on her arm. She knew what she was, where she came from. Charles Silver had been nothing but a man who liked to beat up on his wife and daughter. He left them, taking every last dime they had and leaving her and her mother to pick up the shattered pieces. She couldn’t say she wasn’t happy to see him go, but despite all the abuse, her mother was a broken woman. It was clear she spent her whole life dependent on him, and it had taken Jane a lot of time and work to get her mother to be independent and have self-esteem.

She wasn’t 100 percent there, not even after several years of her father’s absence, but every day, she was getting better. Jane was just happy he was out of their lives. Jane and her mother Bridgette might not have had a lot of money, but they were picking up the pieces of their lives. The town of Ecstasy, Colorado might look down on them, but she knew as long as she had her mother, Rys, and William around, everything would be okay. They were the only three people in her life that mattered.

“I’m trash but good enough to fuck, huh?” She had been a fool to think anyone in this fucking shitty-ass town would see her as anything different. With her father’s reputation as a drunk and being poorer than dirt, she was considered the town white trash. She might not have been a virgin, but sleeping with one boy from out of town who had been visiting his grandparents one summer when she was seventeen didn’t constitute her an easy lay.

“Honey, why do you think I took you to a restaurant outside of Ecstasy?”

Oh, she wasn’t a fool. She knew Trevor had purposefully driven out of their town, a town named Ecstasy of all things, because he didn’t want them to be seen together. Had she been so starved for male affection that she resorted to going on pathetic dates with pricks? She supposed she was. The only men she had in her life were Rys and William, the Holden twins. They were her lifeline in her fucked-up life, and if not for them, she would have left a long time ago.

But if she was being honest, she knew she wouldn’t have gone anywhere, not with her mom still here and refusing to leave the only home she had ever known. Anyone her mother had called a friend either left to pursue other things or she had severed ties with because of her loyalty to Jane’s father. He had burned a lot of bridges in the years he stuck around. He had gotten into enough fights, stolen enough merchandise, and treated others like shit on his shoes that anyone associated with him was automatically the same.

She pushed the door open and wrenched her arm out of Trevor’s ironclad grasp. Her flesh burned, and she had no doubt there would be a bruise. God, how she wished Rys and William were there with her. Just thinking about them made her feel better. She slammed the door of his prized Camaro and turned around to walk back into town. They were at least two miles outside the city limits, but she didn’t care. The cold air and time would give her the chance to think. She reached for her purse and realized she left it in Trevor’s car.

When she turned back around, she saw he was driving toward her. He pulled up beside her and gave her the most disgusted look he could muster before tossing her purse out the window. He yelled, “Bitch!” as he sped away. Her purse lay in a puddle of muddy water. She quickly picked it up and prayed to the heavens the contents weren’t wet. Sending up a silent thank you that everything was dry, she shook off her purse and started walking. The chilly air was unusual for this time of year, but it helped to clear her head.

The lights of Ecstasy came into view over an hour later, and she blew out a breath. Her feet and legs ached horribly. Her lungs burned, and all she could think about was going home, taking a nice soak in the tub, and putting this entire night behind her. Trevor would either keep his mouth shut about tonight or the whole town would know by tomorrow morning that she was a slut. Even though she hadn’t had sex with Trevor, she knew damn well he would make up whatever story he wanted, and everyone would believe him. Because of her father’s reputation, she was the black sheep in town.

The sound of a diesel engine behind her had her closing her eyes and praying it wasn’t who she thought it was. If it was, this night just got a whole lot shittier.
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“
I

s that Janey?” William leaned forward in the truck, trying to get a better look.

Rys didn’t need to try to get a better look, because he could spot Jane Silver anywhere. “Yeah, that’s her. What the hell is she doing walking at this time of night?”

“I don’t know, but it looks like she’s coming from outside city limits.”

Rys thought the same thing. William, his twin, ran a hand through his short hair. “Clearly something’s wrong, but what I don’t understand is why she didn’t call us. She’s smart enough to know it isn’t safe to walk alone at night.” He pulled the truck up beside her, and her whole body stiffened at his approach. He rolled his window down and waited for her to acknowledge them. There was no doubt in his mind that she knew it was them beside her, because the fact that she was purposefully avoiding them made it abundantly clear. A red flag went off inside him, because there should be no reason for her to avoid him. Something happened, and she was keeping it from them.

“Jane, stop and look at us.” His voice was raised so she could hear him over the rumbling of his diesel truck. She inhaled and exhaled deeply but finally stopped. It took her a minute to turn around, but when she did, he scanned her body up and down, checking for any injuries. Her eyes were big in her small, pale face, but other than the almost frightened look she was giving him, he didn’t see any injuries. Her slender throat worked as she swallowed. It was clear she wasn’t going to answer him right now, but she would. “Get in the truck, Jane.”

It took her a moment, but she finally nodded and made her way around the truck to the passenger side. William got out so she could slip into the center seat. When he was back in, Rys shifted the truck into gear and made his way through town.

“What’s wrong, Janey?” William’s voice was low, soothing. His twin might look identical to him, but they were two completely different people. He had always been the one to comfort her when she was upset or sad. He always knew how to make her smile, especially when all that shit was going on with her dad.

Rys didn’t say anything as William tried to get her to talk. It would only be a matter of time though, because once again, his brother had an uncanny knack for drawing little Jane Silver out of her shell. Rys, on the other hand, knew he was too rough around the edges. He didn’t mean to be, especially with Jane, but he didn’t know how to be any different. Where William knew how to coax something out of someone, Rys just beat it out of them. Both of their tactics worked, but his left more of a lasting impression.

Rys turned onto Main Street and then made a right onto East Market. He passed the fire station and continued to head north until he was on the outskirts of town. Jane’s small house sat atop a hill. The only light on was the one on the porch. The house had missing shingles, broken shutters, and an all-around poverty-stricken appearance. It was clear her mother had turned in for the night, and the very idea Jane would have to go into a dark house didn’t sit right with him. He pulled into her driveway but immediately backed out.

“What are you doing?” Her voice seemed small, and he didn’t respond right away. He was going to find out what the hell happened. They had known each other their entire lives and had never kept a thing from one another.

“I want to go get a drink.” He drove back into town and pulled into Rowdy’s. It was ten o’clock on a Saturday night, which meant the night was just starting at their town’s local bar. His truck was too big to park in one of the spots up front, so he pulled it around to the side of the small brick building and shut it off. The three of them sat there in silence for a solid minute before Rys exhaled.

“Come on, Jane. I know you could probably use a drink too.” He looked over at her and saw her playing with a frayed piece of material along the hem of her skirt. A light on the outside of the building cast enough of a glow through the windshield that he could see her long, shapely legs. Just seeing all that smooth, tanned flesh was causing his jeans to become uncomfortably tight. A glance at William proved his brother was watching him with a scowl on his face.

Rys didn’t hide the fact that he wanted Jane more than he ever wanted another female. At least, he didn’t hide it from William. There was no way in hell he would ever make a move on her though. They had too much history together. She was their best friend, had tagged along with them since she was five years old. He had watched her grow into the beautiful woman sitting between him and his brother. He realized he wanted her years ago, and when he admitted as much to William, the look on his brother’s face told him there was no way in hell anything could ever happen between them.

Things would change, and neither of them wanted that. She didn’t need another asshole going after her, and despite the fact that she wasn’t favored in town, every fucking guy who lived in Ecstasy wanted in Jane Silver’s panties. It was a known fact, even if she didn’t realize it.

He pushed the door open and reached for her hand at the same time William did. Rys scowled at his brother and silently commanded him to back the fuck off. Even though William never admitted he wanted Jane, there was no doubt in Rys’s mind that he did. Hell, he had seen William stare at her with this intense expression. He knew it was the same expression that crossed his face whenever he looked at her. At first, he didn’t know what the hell was wrong with him, but after he told his brother he had feelings for Jane, the same emotions washed across his twin’s face.

William let go of Jane’s hand with a huff and got out of the passenger side. Rys pulled on Jane’s hand until she was sliding across the driver seat. Her legs dangled over the side, and he instinctively placed his hands on her hips. She was tiny compared to him and William, and his hands nearly engulfed her entire waist. Keeping his composure, he watched as she kept her head lowered. He didn’t miss how she bit her lip, and it took everything inside him not to groan at the sight. Did she even realize how fucking hot she was, that she drove men to their knees? Shaking his head, he helped her out of the truck and shut the door.

They flanked her on instinct. They had always been the ones to protect her, always been the ones who made sure no one fucked with her. They couldn’t stop people from talking, but they sure as hell could make sure they didn’t harass her. Rys and William had beaten enough asses over the years to make sure anyone and everyone knew that if they messed with Jane, they messed with the Holden twins.
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E

ver the proper gentleman, William held the door open for Jane. Country music blasted through the jukebox in the far corner, and several people moved to the music on the makeshift dance floor. Rowdy’s was the only bar in the city limits, so it was safe to say it was the hottest spot in town, not just on the weekends but when the sun went down too.

The first thing Jane realized when she stepped onto the worn wooden floor was that half the town seemed to be crammed into the building. Smoke filled the intimate interior despite the smoking ban that had gone into effect in the state.

Jane never came to Rowdy’s alone, not when she got enough dirty looks and whispers behind her back everywhere she went. If Rys and William were with her, no one bothered her. Of course she knew the twins made sure she was safe and swaddled in bubble wrap, but they couldn’t protect her for the rest of her life. She didn’t want to be dependent on them like her mother had been on her father. Jane would not rely on a man, even if those men were the two most important people in her life. She might still be here because of her mother, but she wanted out.

She wanted to explore the world and leave behind the town of Ecstasy.

“Well, I’ll be damned. If it isn’t Jane Silver and the Holden boys.”

Jane smiled at the voice that pierced through the music. Brooklyn Iverson, the owner of Rowdy’s, pushed through the thick throng of people and smiled down at her. She might not be very popular in their small town, but there were decent people in Ecstasy, and Brooklyn was one of them.

He wrapped her in a one-armed embrace and kissed the top of her head. She knew if she did decide to come to Rowdy’s alone, Brooklyn would make sure no one bothered her, but she wasn’t blind or deaf. People didn’t have to call her white trash to her face for her to know that was what they were thinking.

“Hey, man.” Brooklyn and Rys clapped hands together in the way men do, and then William and Brooklyn did the same. “You guys thirsty?” Brooklyn gestured for them to follow him to the front of the bar. He slipped behind the scarred counter and grabbed two Sam Adams bottles for Rys and William. “What would you like, sweetheart?” He handed the beers to the guys on either side of her.

“Just a beer, Brooklyn. Thanks.”

He gave her the longneck and turned to help other customers.

“Come on, let’s find a table.” Rys grabbed her hand and gently steered her toward the corner and an empty table. She could feel William right behind her, his hand on the small of her back. She kept her head lowered, because she knew damn well if she looked at any of these people, they would all have the same expression. Disgust. Even though she knew they didn’t speak it out loud, she could hear their thoughts.

“Slut.”

“Whore.”

“She is such a bitch, sleeping with both of the Holden twins.”

She supposed their conclusions were to be expected. It wasn’t every day a girl was best friends with two guys. She supposed it was only natural for them to assume the worst about their relationship. After years of denying there was any kind of sexual relationship between them, Jane and the guys just stopped worrying about it. Well, the guys did. It still bothered Jane though.

For twenty of her twenty-five years of life, it had always been her, Rys, and William. From the first time she met them in kindergarten, she knew there was something different about the Holden twins. At first, the guys hated her. She could admit she was an irritating little girl who followed them around wherever they went. But all it took was one five-year-old boy pulling her hair for Rys and William to come to her rescue. After that, the three of them had been inseparable.

Silence descended over the table, and Jane looked at one brother then the other. They watched her over the rims of their bottles with identical expressions of worry and curiosity.

“What happened, Janey?”

Jane couldn’t help but smile at William’s nickname for her. He had called her that since middle school, and every time, it made her heart pound in happiness. Swallowing roughly after she took a small sip of her beer, she looked from one to the other. Why in the hell did they have to be so damn attractive?

It was like overnight in high school she had found them ridiculously good-looking, but they also knew her better than anyone else, even her mother. She spent long, sleepless nights talking to them at the lake, telling them all of her dreams, aspirations, and fears. They had always listened, always been supportive. Where William held her and murmured acknowledgments to everything she said, Rys had been the opposite. He was the strong, silent type, listening to her diligently but giving her the space she needed. Their different personalities drew her to them like a moth to a flame.

Their dark hair was cut short and fell over their foreheads. Every time she saw those brown locks, she itched to brush them away. Their eyes were an intense blue that watched her like they knew she was about to lie. She didn’t want to confess she had gone on a date with Trevor Lane. It was no secret Rys and William didn’t like Trevor. Hell, a lot of people in town didn’t like him.

He used his father’s status as a member of their town council to get away with a lot of things. She still didn’t know why she went out with him, why she agreed to get in his car when she knew he was a drunken asshole. She was a damn fool; that’s what she was. Even if she didn’t want to tell them, she knew they would know as soon as a lie slipped from her mouth.

She sighed then took another long drink and set the bottle back on the table. She started picking at the corner of the label on her bottle and then finally lifted her eyes to Rys and then William. “I don’t know why I did it.”

“Did what, Jane?” She snapped her gaze to Rys and saw the stern look on his face. “What happened, Jane? Tell us.”

Rys was always so commanding, like he expected everyone to just do as he said. That’s usually the way it worked though. At six-foot-five and over two hundred pounds, Rys was used to getting what he wanted. People tended to listen.

“I agreed to go to dinner with Trevor Lane.” Both of them cursed and stared at her incredulously.

“What the fuck, Jane?” Rys eyed her hard for several long seconds and then finished his beer. He gestured for the waitress to bring them another round. She recognized the short blonde who bounced over. Her breasts were barely restrained in her tight top, and her shorts were the size of some of Jane’s underwear. She didn’t remember her name, but she dropped her eyes to one of her double-D boobs and read the name Kass. She was all too eager to help the guys, but when she bounced away, Rys and William’s gazes were back on her.

“I know, and I don’t know why I agreed to do anything with him. He’s an asshole.” Jane finished her beer, and William slid over the new one Kass set on the table. He gave her a sympathetic smile. She saw their waitress flirting with some guys at the bar and wondered whether William and Rys had slept with her. She pushed it aside, knowing they probably had and hating how that made her feel.

“The guy is bad news, Janey.”


Here it comes
. Jane was expecting this, and it was why she didn’t want to be having this conversation.

“Will’s just being nice. The guy is a fucking douchebag. He goes through women like he goes through a case of beer.” The anger in Rys’s voice was evident. He picked up his new beer and drank half of it in one swig. He slammed the bottle down so hard the small circular table jumped from the assault.

“Really, Rys?” she said in a bland tone, really not wanting to talk about this.

Rys’s face stared at her. Well, he was in for a surprise, because she wasn’t going to back away from this. She knew damn well it had been a mistake going out with Trevor, but the way he was acting, like some kind of damn Neanderthal, was infuriating.

“Chill, dude.”

Rys spared his brother a glance, but just as quickly, he was back to glaring at her. He leaned forward to rest his forearms on the table.

“You knew how we feel about him. Shit, Jane, you know damn well what a cocksucker he is.”

“God, Rys. Do you have to be so vulgar?” William’s voice was getting deeper, a sign he was about to get really angry. Where Rys was an open book, William kept a lot of stuff bottled up. Rys didn’t respond right away, just picked up his beer and finished it off.

“Did you fuck him? Is that why you’re upset, Jane? Did you let him fuck you, and then he pushed you aside like all the rest of the girls he uses?”

Jane felt her face heat at the crass words coming from Rys.

“Christ
.” William’s voice was raised, and his face was turning an angry shade of red.

Rys didn’t look at his brother. He kept his blue eyes right on her. “Well? Did you fuck him, Jane?”
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J

ane gripped the bottle so tightly she wouldn’t have been surprised if the glass shattered. Her heart was pounding a mile a minute as she held his stare. Rys was an intimidating man, but she refused to let him act like some kind of caveman.

“He pushed me aside because I wouldn’t
 fuck him.” She shoved her shirtsleeve up and showed him her arm. She knew there was a hand-sized bruise marring her upper arm. She had seen it on her trek back to town by the muted glow of the streetlamps.

Rys dropped his gaze to the skin she exposed, and she saw his eyes widen, his nostrils flare, and his jaw clench. William cursed beside her, but she refused to look away from his brother. She shouldn’t have showed them, had known it would only upset them, but dammit, Rys had pushed her too far this time.

“Do you think I’m so easy that I’d sleep with the first guy who offers me dinner?” She stood and dug in her purse for a few bills. After throwing them on the table, she gripped the strap of her purse tight as she looked at them before swinging her eyes back toward Rys. He was still staring at her arm, although he couldn’t see it now that her shirt was down.

“Janey—”

She shook her head to stop William. Rys lifted his eyes to hers, and she held her ground. The rage on his face was visible, and she didn’t know if it was because he was pissed about her bruise or because she went out with Trevor. “Maybe I was so desperate for attention, for someone not to think I’m white trash for just a moment, that I made a bad decision and agreed to go with him,” she whispered as tears formed in her eyes.

Why did she even bother? This was Rys, one of her best friends, one of the men she was in love with. She looked over at William and gave him a sad smile.

“Sorry.” She pushed her way through the crowd and out the front door. Why did Rys have to be such an asshole? Why did he have to always get his way? Why did she have to love him? Tears spilled down her cheeks, and she brushed them away. She wasn’t really crying because of him. All her life, he had been rough to everyone, more hardened. William had always balanced them out, given her the hugs, the comfort. She wanted that from Rys as well, but she couldn’t deny she loved the coarseness of him. Was she a masochist?

She laughed bitterly. She could never reveal that she loved them, never have the guts to be so vulnerable. Wasn’t she always vulnerable around those two?

Jane started walking through the parking lot. Maybe she was being immature running away, but she wasn’t in the mood for Rys’s bullshit, not after the crap Trevor pulled tonight.

“Well, if it isn’t Little Miss Cock-Tease.”

She looked over her shoulder at Trevor stumbling out of his car. Missy Stanton climbed out of the passenger side, wove her way over to Trevor, and wrapped her arms around him, a smirk on her face.

“I don’t see your two guard dogs,” Missy snarled.

Jane was not going to take their bait. She turned around and started walking toward the street. If only this night could be over. Missy’s shrill scream pierced the night, and Jane spun around just in time to see Rys charge Trevor. Missy let go of him and stumbled back, shock and fear on her overly made-up face.

Trevor lunged forward, and Rys reared his arm back and slammed his fist into the side of his face. His head cocked back, and he fell backward. Dust puffed around him from the impact, and a moment later he was gripping his jaw as blood dripped down his chin. Rys stalked over and stood over him, cracking his knuckles in the process. The look on his face was frightening in its intensity, and her heart thundered against her ribs. Missy’s scream had caused the patrons to file out of the bar.

They now made a circle around the fight. Jane saw William push through the people a moment later. Surprise was on his face as he looked at Rys, but then his gaze swung to Trevor and anger morphed his handsome features. He moved with just as much deadly intent as his brother had, and soon the Holden twins were standing over Trevor. Jane could see their mouths moving, but she wasn’t close enough, and they were speaking far too quietly for her to hear.

“Looks like these two jokers are pissed I got to sample Jane’s pussy. Although she must be holding back and keeping the good shit for you two, because I didn’t see what the big deal was,” Trevor shouted at the twins.

There were a few gasps in the circle of bodies.

“Dude, do you have a fucking death wish?”

“You do realize there are two big motherfuckers right in front of you?”

“He’s obviously sloshed out of his brain.”

The comments were coming from every direction, and she saw a sliver of fear flash across Trevor’s face, as if he finally realized who he was speaking to. Missy was pressed against the Camaro, and she kept looking from Rys to William and back Trevor. Her date was half the size of the twins. They looked like mountains compared to him.

“Get a grip. Fucking her once was enough for me. She’s all yours.” There was a collective groan, and Jane could hear a few people say “dumbass.” Rys was positively shaking with anger, and he and William went after Trevor. The asshole swung again and nearly connected with William’s face, but at the last second, William moved out of the way and slammed his fist into Trevor’s side. He grunted in pain and gripped his waist as he hunched over. Rys made a move to go after him, but Jane stepped into the crowd.

“Stop. Please, stop.” The twins tensed and turned their heated gazes toward her.

“Did you not hear the shit he was saying, Jane?”

“The guy has an ass-beating coming to him, Janey.”

Exhaling loudly, she looked at Trevor. Missy was helping him to stand upright. “I know, but he isn’t worth it.” If things continued to escalate, there was no doubt in her mind Trevor would get the shit kicked out of him. No one would jump in and help him, not with the chance of having the Holden twins’ anger directed at them. It took them a moment, but their bodies relaxed slightly, and they moved closer to her. Rys grabbed her in a tight embrace. She rested her head on his chest and listened to the steady beat of his heart.

She heard Trevor murmur something unintelligible and turned her head to see Missy carrying him into Rowdy’s. The front door opened, and Brooklyn stormed out.

“Dammit, Rys, Will.” He pushed his way through the circle of people and barked at them to get the hell inside or go the fuck home. “Get out of here before one of these drunken assholes calls the sheriff.” Brooklyn tossed the white rag he held in his hand over his shoulder.

“Thanks for not calling Brody.” Jane pushed away from Rys as she addressed Brooklyn. Rys kept his arm wrapped around her waist. Having the cops show up would have just topped the already shitty night. If the sheriff had shown up, he wouldn’t have thought twice about hauling in the twins and Trevor just for the sake of proving a point. “Let’s go, guys.”

William took her hand, and Rys led them back to his truck and helped her inside the cab. When they both flanked her and Rys pulled out of the parking lot, she rested her head against the seat. She closed her eyes and sighed. All she wanted was to go to sleep and put this horrid night behind her. The ride to her house was less than ten minutes, so when someone gently shook her, she was surprised she had fallen asleep.

“Come on, sweetheart.” William’s voice was right by her ear, and she couldn’t help but smile. She rested her head on Rys’s shoulder and felt him stiffen. Obviously, he was still upset. She sat up and rubbed her eyes.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to fall asleep.” William pushed her hair off her shoulder and leaned down to kiss her cheek. The scent of his cologne was intoxicating, and she looked over at him. He was so close, his mouth just inches from hers. Her heart started pounding quickly, and she wondered if he could hear it. She could feel it beat in her ears, feel it pound in her throat. The air shifted, and she clenched her hand in her lap.

William’s eyes dipped down to her mouth. Oh, God. Is he going to kiss me?
 Everything seemed to still as they stared at each other. She could feel Rys beside her, feel his heat through her clothes as it seeped into her body. Being between them, feeling her arousal grow, seemed to snap her out of whatever haze she was in. Clearing her throat, she ducked her head and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

“William.” Rys’s voice, right behind her, was tight and held a silent warning.

“Thanks for the ride.” She moved toward William so she could get out of the truck, and after a moment, he let her out of the cab. William wrapped his thick arms around her once her feet touched the ground and kissed the top of her head.

“Everything will be okay, Janey. We won’t let anyone hurt you.” She pushed away from him and looked into the cab. Rys was watching her with a strange expression on his face. The shadows of the night wrapped around him, hiding half his face and making him seem dark, frightening.

“Aren’t you guys sick of that?”

“Sick of what?” There was confusion in William’s voice, and she looked up at him.

“Always taking care of me, keeping people off my back? How in the hell can you have a life of your own if you’re always watching out for me?” She rubbed her eyes as she finally spoke up and told them how she felt. “A girl isn’t going to be okay with our relationship. No one in town is.” She didn’t want to push them away, but the truth needed to be brought to everyone’s attention. How much longer could their friendship last with everyone against them?

“Jane.” Rys ran a hand over his hair, and she watched the muscles in his bicep flex and move. “We don’t give a shit about what people think. We love you, always will.”

“We will always watch over you. Always.” She felt William’s hand engulf hers but kept her gaze on Rys.

“And about other girl—” His gaze shifted, and she knew he was looking at William over her head. Whatever he was about to say, he didn’t finish. He cleared his throat and turned his attention to the windshield. “Don’t worry. Everything will be okay.”

She wanted to believe him, but that just wasn’t how her life turned out. Rys and William were the only solid thing in her world. If she lost them, then her life would really be bleak. She could easily see herself slipping into the hopelessness that her mother had been in when her father deserted them. No, she couldn’t think like that, couldn’t worry about losing the two of them. She loved them, was in
 love with them.
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R

ys watched Jane walk into her house. He had to grip the steering wheel tightly and force himself not to go after her. His emotions were turbulent, a storm just starting to crest inside him. William climbed back in and slammed the door behind him.

“What the fuck was that about?” Rys turned and leveled his twin with his stare.

“What?” William eyed him.

“You know damn well what the hell I’m talking about.” He exhaled and backed out of Jane’s driveway. “Did you think I didn’t notice you wanted to kiss her, that you almost did?” Rys gritted his teeth as he drove them into town and to their ranch. Will didn’t say anything for the longest time, and when Rys thought he wouldn’t, he finally spoke.

“It’s hard being around her.” Will’s voice was low. He was looking out the passenger side window, but Rys could see his reflection in the glass. His brother looked lost in thought, almost lost in his feelings. He could understand that. “I love her so damn much, Rys.” Will did turn and face him after that. “Every time I see her, I want to kiss her, pull her into my arms. I’ve wanted her for years.”

Rys exhaled. He had known as much, even though Will had never admitted it. “When I told you I was in love with her, why didn’t you tell me you were too?” Because this was Jane they were talking about. She would no doubt freak the fuck out if he told her they wanted her at the same
 time.

"I don’t know. I tried to bury how I felt, because you and I both know it would never work out. For one thing, we would scare the hell out of her if we admitted our feelings, told her we wanted her. You know damn well if we asked her to be ours in every sense of the word, she would bolt. I can’t lose Janey. She means everything to me, Rys.”

He tightened his hold on the steering wheel again. “I know, Will. I feel the same way, but there is going to be a time when the truth comes out.” His brother murmured his agreement. “And Will?” He waited until he turned to look at him. Rys pulled into their driveway and turned off the truck. The sound of the clicking engine cooling filled the silence. “We are going to tell her how we feel.”

“You think that’s a good idea? What if she shuts us out, runs from us?”

Rys let his twin’s words sink in. “She can run, but I’ll be damned if I let her get away. She belongs with us. She was meant to be ours, and we are just going to have to prove that to her.”
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T

he incessant and annoying buzzing by Jane’s ear had her drifting toward consciousness. She blindly reached out and slapped her hand on her alarm. When it stopped, she buried her head deeper into her pillow, and the sound started up again. Sitting up, she pushed strands of her long, dark hair out of her eyes.

After the third ring, she realized it was her phone ringing and not her alarm. She grabbed it off the bedside table and rubbed her eyes before looking at the screen. One glance showed it was seven in the morning, and Rys was the one intruding on her sleep. Instantly, her heart beat a hard rhythm.

“Hello?” Her voice sounded husky with sleep, and she cleared her throat.

“I didn’t wake you, did I? I’m sorry.” There was amusement in his voice. It was clear he wasn’t the least bit sorry.

It was no surprise he was up. The twins were always up at the ass-crack of dawn, even if they didn’t have to be at work. She supposed their bodies were conditioned to rise before the sun. Since they graduated high school seven years ago, Rys and William had been working for Olyver Eberhardt at Eberhardt Construction. Five days out of the week, from sunup to sundown, they woke early and busted their asses building and renovating homes and businesses in town.

They were damn good at what they did and had worked their way up in the business until they were now foremen. Their expertise and commanding nature made everyone listen to them. Alone, they were powerful, but together, they were a force to be reckoned with.

“You know damn well you woke me.” Jane did not make it a habit of getting up before eight if she could help it. Working second shift at Slick’s Diner sucked up most of her day, but she didn’t have to wake up early. Jane was always more of a night owl anyway. Rys chuckled, and the deep sound washed through her. God, just hearing him chuckle had her instantly aroused.

“You don’t work today, right?”

“No.” She lay back in bed and stretched. Pleasure had an involuntary moan slipping from her. The sound of Rys breathing heavily filtered through the receiver. “Rys? You okay?” He cleared his throat, and she heard rustling in the background. When he spoke, his voice was hoarse.

“I’m good. So, uh, Will and I were going to head up to the lake today. It’s supposed to be in the high eighties. We were thinking, if you’re up to it, we could eat lunch up there and go for a swim.”

Swimming with the Holden twins? Yes, please! Just picturing them in nothing but trunks, water dripping off their ridiculously chiseled chests, had her clamping her thighs together. Working construction really did do a body good.

“Yeah, okay. That sounds like fun.” She threw the covers off and sat on the edge of the bed. “When were you thinking of going up there?”

“Can you be ready in an hour?”

“An hour, Rys? That doesn’t give me time to pack anything.”

“All you need to bring is a suit, and even that is optional.” He chuckled, but there was a strained tone to it. If only he wasn’t joking.

Hell, if Will and Rys asked her to jump in the water buck-ass naked with them, she would do it like a good girl. And wasn’t that just too bad, because truth be told, they would never ask her that. She knew damn well they thought of her as the little sister they never had.

Then again, she had thought Will was going to kiss her last night. Obviously, her libido and feelings were making her see things, because the guys had never showed any kind of interest in her, not the way she wanted them to anyway.

“Very funny. What about lunch? I can’t see you making anything besides peanut butter, jelly, and banana sandwiches. I know you might find this unbelievable, but I think you might be the only one who likes that combination.”

He grunted, and she heard Will in the background asking if she was game for today.

Rolling her eyes, she said, “I’ll be ready in an hour, but I’m bringing something edible.” After she hung up, she headed into the bathroom. She should have gotten a medal for the quickest shower in the history of showers. An hour wasn’t nearly enough time to get ready, but she figured she was going to be jumping in the lake, so it wasn’t like she really had to do much to her hair.

She slipped on her bikini and threw on a pair of shorts and a tank over it. The aroma of coffee hit her when she stepped out of her room, and she followed the scent to the kitchen. Her mother sat at the table, the morning paper spread out before her and a cup of coffee in front of her.

“Morning, honey.”

“Hi.” Jane wove her way to the cupboard and grabbed the oversized mug. It was about three times the size of a regular-sized cup, but it was too damn early for anything smaller. She poured half the cup with coffee and grabbed the creamer and sugar. By the time her coffee was made to perfection, it tasted like straight sweetener and was so light it didn’t even look like there was any coffee in the cup. It was just the way she liked it.

“I was going to head into town today and sell a few baked goods. They’re having that bake sale in the square. If you don’t have plans, you’re more than welcome to join me.” Her mother hadn’t looked up from the paper when she addressed Jane.

“Actually, Rys and William asked me to hang out at the lake today. If you want, you can come.”

Her mom smirked and finally lifted her eyes to Jane’s. “I was wondering why you were up so early.” Her mom leaned back and brought her mug to her lips. She stared at her over the rim before finally asking, “How are the Holden boys?”

Jane rolled her eyes. “Mom, we aren’t going to start this again, are we?”

“Start what?” She pushed out of her seat and set her empty cup in the sink. The sun came through the window above the little rusted sink and washed her mom in a golden glow. Bridget Silver was only forty-five years old, but the hard life she led with Jane’s father made her look so much older. Lines marred the curve of her mouth and around her eyes, and streaks of gray lined her shoulder-length brown hair. Her mother was a beautiful woman, even though life had not been particularly kind to her, but back in the day, she and Jane could have been twins. She turned and looked at Jane with eyes the same light-blue as hers.

“Mom, we are just friends. We have been for practically my whole life.” A sadness washed over her mother’s face, and Jane sighed. She knew what she was thinking. “After eight years, why do you still think about him?” Charles Silver was her father, but Jane knew a piece of shit when she saw one. One of her mother’s slim shoulders lifted in response.

“Jane”—she sighed—“I know your father was a bad man. I really do, but you also have to see it from my point of view.” She turned back and looked out the kitchen window. “I dated Charles all through high school. He used to be sweet and kind. He was the only man I had ever been with, and when he started gambling all our money away and doing drugs, I knew things would never be the same. He turned into a monster, one who hurt me and you. I can never forgive him for that, ever, but I try to think about all the years he was good to me, to us.” Her mom lowered her head.

“Mom—”

“I don’t expect you to forgive him, because I never will, but he was my first love, Jane.”

Jane exhaled and closed her eyes. If her mother only knew the true horror that was Charles Silver, she wouldn’t be thinking about him that way. This was always the conversation they had about her dad. She knew how much her mom loved him, but there was also a point in life when a woman had to let go of those memories and remember all the wrong that person did. Jane didn’t care if he showered her mother with chocolates and flowers every day.

He had beaten both of them, degraded them, and finally deserted them with a mountain of debt. Jane would take his debt over in a heartbeat if it meant he would never come back. She didn’t know where he was or if he was even still alive. His reputation had ruined her family and scarred both of them. For that, she would never forget or forgive.

“Listen, I don’t want to talk about him, not when you are about to leave. Have a nice time, honey. Okay?” Her mother cupped her cheek and smiled, although it didn’t quite reach her eyes. A strange expression crossed her mom’s features. “Those Holden twins are something special, Jane,” she whispered and started to tear up.

“Mom, don’t start crying.”

She shook her head and cleared her throat. “I’m not sad, sweetie. I’m glad you have those two in your life. They were there for you when no one else was, not even me.” Tears started to slip down her weathered cheeks, and Jane reached out to brush them away.

“Please, don’t cry.”

“These are tears of happiness, Jane. I know without a shadow of a doubt that Rys and William will never let you down like your father did.”

Her heart skipped a beat listening to her mother’s words. “Mom, we are just friends.” Her mother patted her on the cheek and turned to leave, but before she left, Jane heard her say, “If you say so, honey. If you say so.”
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J

ane laid out her oversized towel and lifted her head when she heard cursing. A smile tugged at her lips when she saw Rys throw a lounge chair on the ground. William was right behind him, his smile wide as he slapped Rys’s back.

“That damn chair pinched my fucking finger.”

William headed toward Jane, chuckling. “Can you believe what a big baby he is?” William set the cooler off to the side under the shade of an elm and started back for the truck. While Will and Rys brought over their plethora of swimming paraphernalia, Jane made her way to the edge of the lake. Her spot was perfect with a sandy shore and enough trees surrounding them to give them privacy. Lake Ecstasy was the main hangout for a lot of the town, since there wasn’t a whole lot to do, but it meant a lot more to Jane than it did the townies.

She’d spent enough time here when she was younger that she considered this a second home. There were times she came out here alone, but a lot of the time it would be the three of them. They would sit at the edge and dangle their feet in the water, talking about anything and everything. This particular spot was theirs, hidden far from where people liked to congregate. It was their little oasis.

By the time they picked her up, got everything loaded, and headed to the lake, it was going on nine. The sun was already up, and there was a muggy feeling that said it was going to be hot as hell. Just the kind of day she liked to go swimming. She turned back around just as Rys and William dropped the rest of their gear on the ground. When the chairs were set up and the three of them were staring at the lake, a comfortable silence settled around them. It wouldn’t be too long now before others started to show up. They might not find their secret spot, but they wouldn’t be far enough away that they wouldn’t be heard or seen.

“I think it’s going to be close to ninety-five today.” She looked over at Rys. He had on a plain white T-shirt and a pair of swim trunks. His head rested against the back of the lounge chair and, even though he wore a pair of aviator glasses, she could tell his eyes were closed. A glance at William showed him in almost the same outfit and glasses. It was funny to see them side by side, identical in even the most mundane things. She didn’t even think they realized how much alike they were. They were different, but there were things about them that were the same.

“I don’t think it’ll get above eighty.” She could see William smile and one of Rys’s dark eyebrows lift when he turned his head toward her.

“Oh?” He lifted his hand, pushed his sunglasses down the bridge of his nose, and cracked one eye open. “Care to make a little wager, Jane?”

The sound of Will outright laughing had her smiling in return.

“You guys and your damn bets.” William stood and peeled his shirt over his head. For a suspended moment, Jane was captivated by the sight of his wide shoulders, heavily muscled arms and abdomen, and narrow waist. His skin was a golden-brown, a testament to hours under the sun without a shirt. A trail of fine, dark hair started below his belly button and disappeared beneath his trunks. “I’m going for a swim.”

Jane snapped her eyes to William’s and was relieved to find him not
 watching her. Wouldn’t that have been embarrassing if he had seen her ogling his goods? How in the hell would she explain that? He turned and winked at her before running down to the edge and jumping in. They were far enough away that the splash from his cannonball didn’t get them.

When she finally turned her attention back to Rys, she saw him watching her very intently. His expression was one of curiosity, and she felt her cheeks heat. Had he seen her watching William like she wanted to peel the rest of his clothes off? He looked at the water where Will was, and his brows furrowed. He looked back at her, and a slow grin spread across his lips. “So, are you up for a little wager?”

She exhaled and laughed a little nervously. Smoothing her hands over the denim of her shorts, she nodded. “Yeah.”

He rested his head against the chair again and closed his eyes. A moment passed with him not saying anything, and she wondered if he expected her to place the bet. Just as she opened her mouth, he said, “You say it won’t get past eighty, but I say it will.” He still wasn’t looking at her, but there was a grin on his face.

“That’s right.” He was having way too much fun with this.

“If I win, what will you give me?” The way he said it had her thinking all kinds of wrong things, but she would never admit that to him.

“I don’t know. What do you want?” She pictured a lot of things coming out of his mouth, things that made her blush even though she hadn’t said them out loud.

It took him a moment to respond. He sat up and pulled his glasses off. “If I win, you have to jump in the lake.”

She raised a brow. “Really? I was going to do that anyway, but whatever.”

“Naked.”

Her mouth instantly went dry at his words. “What?” God, was that her voice that sounded so breathy? His grin was seductively slow as it spread across his face. His straight, white teeth flashed, and she knew he was having one hell of a good time torturing her. “You’re kidding, right?”

That damn eyebrow cocked up at her words.

“Not afraid, are you?”

She looked at the lake and watched William do laps. Her face felt like it was on fire, and she was afraid to look back at Rys. His chuckle was fully amused, and she felt her face redden even further, if it was at all possible.

“It’s all right if you’re scared.”

She turned and looked at him just as he laid his head back on the chair and covered his eyes with the sunglasses. He looked completely at ease.

“Fine,” she replied, and he slowly smiled and lifted his wrist up to look at his watch. “But if I win, what do I get?”

“What do you want?” He was watching her now, and she licked her lips, knowing she was playing with fire.

“You have to go in the lake. Naked.”

A pause settled before he answered, “Fine. How ’bout we call it at noon?”

He didn’t look at her, didn’t even open his eyes, but she could tell by his voice that he was pleased by the turn of events. It was a little surprising. They had skinny-dipped before, but they were seventeen and it was dark out. She thought she might have seen something, but that had been nearly ten years ago. Could she really be brave enough if she lost and get naked in front of them?

For the next three hours, that was all Jane could think about. The temperature kept rising, and she knew before it was even noon that it was well past eighty degrees. When William found out about their little wager, he seemed a little appalled, but she didn’t miss the way he swallowed and cast a glance over at Rys. Damn their secret twin communication. She climbed out of the water, but right before she could take a step onto the grass, William had his arms wrapped around her waist, and a second later, she was flying backward. She screamed in surprise as she sailed through the air. Her back hit the water, and she instinctively held her breath as water covered her head.

A moment later, William was pulling her up. She sputtered and coughed, and then she spun in his arms. Hair stuck to her face, and she pushed it away. His laugh was soft and extremely close.

When the hair was successfully out of her eyes, the first thing she realized was he still had his arms around her waist. Her body was pressed against his from chest to thigh. It was extremely intimate, and after a moment, William’s laugh died as his eyes dipped to her mouth. Jane could feel every dip and hollow of his chest, every defined and hard muscle that was right below his smooth skin. Her pussy clenched, and she swallowed with the force of her arousal. It came on strong, and the longer he stared at her mouth and kept her body tight against his, the higher her desire for him climbed. It was like everything else around her disappeared.

She could see his head lowering, heard him murmur her name, and right when his lips were an inch from hers, the sound of Rys’s voice pierced through the foggy haze of lust that surrounded her.

William cursed and closed his eyes for a second before he scowled at Rys. He let her go but kept a hand on her waist as he led them toward the shore. Rys was standing at the edge of the water. His shirt was now off, and his stormy expression matched William’s.

“I thought we talked about this, Will.” Rys’s voice was hard as he looked at his brother.

Jane looked from Rys to William and back when she was on the shore. A tense moment passed between them. “What has gotten into you guys? You’ve been acting weird for two days now.” She wasn’t talking about the way William almost kissed her. Now she knew she hadn’t been imagining it in Rys’s truck last night. She shouldn’t encourage it, but dammit, she wanted it. The only thing missing was Rys touching her, kissing her.

Rys looked down at her. “Nothing. It’s nothing.” He watched her for several moments, and then a grin split his lips. He lifted his wrist to show her his watch. It was noon. She didn’t need him taking her hand and dragging her over to his truck. She didn’t need him turning the truck on so the dashboard lit up. And she sure as hell didn’t need him pointing to the thermometer in the truck that showed the outside temperature. But he did all of that anyway. “I can’t see that very well. What does it say, Jane?”

She rolled her eyes and gave him a pointed stare. When all he did was look at her with a satisfied smirk on his face, she breathed out. “Fine. It says ninety-five degrees. Happy?”

“Oh yes. Very.” She turned around and stared at him. His voice had dropped to a husky murmur. His eyelids lowered until they held a sexy bedroom quality to them.

“Are you really going to make me go through with it?” Her voice was equally low, and if she was being honest, even she could hear the seductive note in it. “What if someone sees me?”

He took a step closer to her until she was pressed against the side of the driver seat. His wide, muscular chest was inches from hers. The fact that she was clad in only a string bikini and he was in a pair of low-slung trunks wasn’t lost on her. Only a few pieces of clothing kept them from being completely nude. A wind brushed by, and despite the stifling heat, Jane felt her nipples pucker beneath the thin white material. Rys dipped his eyes to the body parts in question, and as if his gaze could make them harder, the traitorous flesh tightened even more.

“Jane.” Her name from his lips was a breathy moan, and she felt herself lean into him until her breasts were pressed against his chest.

“What are you doing, Rys?” What was she
 doing? His head dipped lower, and she felt the softest touch of his mouth against hers. “Rys.” She let her eyes close, knowing this was the moment she had been fantasizing for years. His hands slid down her arms and slipped around her waist. God, just feeling his hands on her bare waist had her sighing softly.

It felt good, so good. He still didn’t kiss her fully, just kept his lips so close to hers that their breaths mingled. His hands skirted her waist, over her ribs, and circled until his large palms were fanned against her shoulder blades.

“What are
 we doing?” She meant to sound more shocked by what was going on, but even she could hear the yearning in her voice.

“We are no longer fighting the inevitable.” His deep voice vibrated against her mouth, and she parted her lips slightly. “Look at me, Jane.” She forced her eyes open and stared into the bottomless sea of blue. “Tell me.” He was still so close, and it was hard for her to think.

“Tell you what?” She licked her lips, lips that had grown as dry as her throat.

“Tell me that you want me as much as I want you.” His hard body was pressing hers against the seat cushion, and all she wanted to do was reach up and grip his biceps. She wanted to feel them flex under her hands. She wanted to pull him closer. Perspiration dotted her lower back, and she was sticking to the leather seat. She tried to control her erratic breathing, tried to make it look like she wasn’t as unstable as he was making her. His proximity made her feel all kinds of dizzy.

She wanted to tell him more than that, but words failed her. As she stared into his eyes, she found the courage to finally tell him, to finally let it all out in just three words. “I want yo—” She didn’t even get the last word out before his mouth crushed against hers. The taste of him was an instant addiction, and she felt it like lightning right through her body. His tongue stroked along the seam of her lips, and she eagerly opened for him. She gripped his biceps, felt the hard muscles flex, and he pulled her closer to him. Sweat was forming between their pressed bodies, and for some reason, she found it erotic as hell. It reminded her of sex. Hot, sweaty sex.

His low groan was fuel to her arousal fire. She opened her mouth wider and sucked his tongue farther into her mouth. He parted her legs with his knee, and she spread them until his big body fit between. She could feel how much he wanted her pressing against her lower belly, and her clit pulsed. Her pulse quickened, and endorphins coursed through her veins. She felt his hands slip down her back and cup her ass. He squeezed the mounds, and she found herself growing wanton and grinding herself on his erection. It was hard as steel and hot as hell as it dug into her belly. He ripped his mouth away, and they both panted.

They didn’t move apart, and she knew if not for his hands on her, she would have surely melted to the ground. When she was strong enough to open her eyes, she was startled by the intense expression on Rys’s face. The heat and desire reflected in his eyes was so tangible she could have reached out and grabbed it.

Movement at her side caught her attention, and she turned her head. Her eyes widened as Will watched them from no more than a foot away. She would have felt embarrassed, would have been mortified, but the lust clear on his face had a gush of moisture slipping out of her. His rippled stomach hollowed in and expanded out from the force of his breathing, and all she wanted to do was beckon him closer. What the hell was wrong with her?

Here she stood, Rys grinding his shaft into her, while his twin watched the whole act. How much did he see? The tent in his trunks made it clear he wasn’t disgusted. William took a step toward her and then another until he was right behind Rys. When she looked back at Rys, she noticed he was still watching her. There was no doubt in her mind that he knew William was right behind him, and because Rys didn’t seem the least bit fazed, it had her hoping that maybe it wasn’t so wrong she wanted to be with both of them. At the same time.
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S

eeing his twin brother kissing the woman he loved shouldn’t have made Will’s dick hard as rock. This was Janey, their
 Janey. Could he really share her with Rys? He had thought he would feel jealousy or anger the first time he saw his brother making a move on her, but all he felt was his own arousal for her increasing. She was so damn responsive that he jerked in his trunks.

When they had been in the lake and he had his arms wrapped around her, he had seen her desire for him as clear as day. He could still feel her lush little body pressed up against his. Her softness molded to his hardness like a perfectly fitting puzzle piece. He could still feel her nipples rubbing along his chest, twin hard points stiffer than anything he had ever felt. Had she felt his cock press against her belly? If Rys hadn’t interrupted them like the fucker he was, he would have kissed her. God, he wanted to kiss her.

The conversation he had with Rys last night about her had been what he expected. He knew Rys wanted her, had for several years, but Will had been too much of a wimp to come clean to his brother and admit he felt the same way about her. It didn’t matter, though, because Rys had seen through the façade. His twin knew him better than anyone, even Janey, and despite Rys not calling him out on being in love with her, the look his brother had given him told he hadn’t kept his secret such a secret after all. At least, not to Rys. Rhys had called dibs on kissing her first since he’d admitted his feelings first all those years ago.

The dazed looked Janey had when Rys pulled his mouth away from hers was erotic as hell, but when she turned her eyes toward him as if she could feel his stare, her expression went positively molten. At least they were in a very secluded part of the lake, so no one would be able to see the raging hard-on he was sporting.

He held her gaze, and Rys finally tore his eyes away from her to look at Will. They knew what they were going to do. They just didn’t know if she would go for it. Rys stepped away from her, but he kept her hand in his. When she was right in front of him, Will swore he could see her arousal climbing. Her nipples stabbed through the tiny triangles of fabric that covered her breasts, and he had to curl his fingers toward his palms to stop himself from reaching up and pulling the material aside. His mouth watered for a taste of her. He had pictured this exact moment a hundred times, but they had been fantasies. Not now, though.
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Was
 she actually contemplating doing this? With Rys behind her and William in front of her, she was sandwiched between the two biggest, most gorgeous men in Ecstasy. Letting her eyes slowly glide down William’s chest, she reveled in the fact that it was so masculine, so hard and muscular. It was an identical match to Rys’s, but William had a three-inch scar to the left of his belly button. She traced the thin, pale line of puckered flesh.

As her fingers moved over his skin, she felt him shake. Snapping her eyes up to his, she saw him watching her with what she could only call bedroom eyes. A sliver of light-blue pierced through his heavy-lidded gaze.

“Do you remember how I got that, Janey?” She looked back at the scar and nodded.

“We were fourteen, and I dared you to jump into the lake from that rope that hung from the elm branch.” Her eyes drifted over to the tree in question. The rope was long gone, but the memories of the countless times they’d swung from it and fallen into the lake played through her mind.

“I was trying to impress you.”

His words shocked her, and she looked back to him. “What?”

He nodded and took a step toward her.

“I saw the way you watched Rys when he did reckless things.”

“Dude, I wouldn’t call swinging from a rope reckless.”

William didn’t look at Rys or respond to his statement. Janey did, however, feel Rys move closer to her back. It was hot as hell, and being between two larger-than-life men had her temperature rising like she was walking through a forest fire.

“When you dared me, I knew you were joking. You didn’t think I would do it. I was always the safe brother, the twin who played by the rules.” He took another step closer until his chest brushed along hers. “It may not have seemed like a big deal, jumping into the lake from a damn rope, but I climbed those wooden steps, because the way your eyes lit up gave me courage to do it.”

“Courage?” She looked into his eyes. It might not have been the biggest admission ever made, but because he shared it meant the world to her.

“I was scared shitless, Janey, but I wanted to impress you so damn bad.” He lowered his head until their lips were an inch apart. “Even though I had no clue what love was, I knew I loved you. So damn much.” He crushed his lips to hers, and Jane let her body melt into his. He tasted so good, light mint and something spicy, male.

His tongue dipped into her mouth and stroked every inch inside. His kiss was very different from Rys’s. Whereas Rys was more aggressive and took what he wanted, William eased her into it, caressed her, and took his time. Once again, she was reminded of the difference between the two of them and how each one complemented the other. She wanted both of them, and how wrong was that?

While William made love to her mouth, Rys slid his fingers along her arms, causing her to shiver despite the stifling heat. William cupped her cheeks, tilting her head and deepening the kiss. It was clear he had no intention of stopping the kiss any time soon, and she was quite all right with that. Her nipples were hard points, and the junction between her thighs was tingling and swelling with blood.

Her arousal took her breath away, made her dizzy, and had her gripping William’s thick biceps. The muscles bunched beneath her touch, and she curled her fingers around him, bringing him as close as possible.

A little moan escaped her, and he ate it up and gave her more.
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R

ys continued his slow, sensual path along her body. When his hands spanned her belly and jerked her back, she gasped. His thick, hard erection pressed against her lower back, confirming that she wasn’t imagining him wanting her. As if William read her mind, he pressed his hips into her belly, showing her that she must have slipped into an alternate universe, because both men wanted her.

They didn’t seem disgusted that she was making out with one and letting the other dry-fuck her from the back. As if she was possessed and her shyness and embarrassment evaporated, Jane popped her ass out, grinding it in Rys’s groin and feeling pleasure when he groaned in response. She moved her hands down William’s arms, over his bulging pecs, across his rippled abdomen, and boldly placed her open palm on his shaft that was screaming to be released from the confines of his trunks.

His dick jerked beneath the material, and she curled her hand around it. Well, as much as she could with the clothing between them.

Her pussy ached to be filled, was soaking wet in anticipation of their penetration. The one and only time she had sex was almost ten years ago, and it had left much to be desired. The boy had been eighteen, and she had been seventeen. He had been passing through, visiting family, and she had immediately been attracted to his bad-boy appeal.

Although her past tried to control her, she knew she had to move beyond it. If she allowed it to define who she was, she would never get anywhere in life. So, when he passed through, she had given herself to him. The sex had been in the back of his rusted-out pickup truck on the very land they stood on. Oh, it hadn’t been this exact spot, because she would never dream of bringing anyone but Rys and William to their secret place, but the lake had been their backdrop and the full moon their nightlight.

The night had been sticky and sweaty, just like the sex. He had taken her virginity without much consideration, and the whole thing and been over with almost before it had even started. She had to give him credit though. He had taken her once more but didn’t care whether she got off or not. She had spent that half hour looking at the sky and picturing two boys that she wished were there with her instead.

Pushing less memorable thoughts away, she focused on the intense desire these two men where igniting in her. Even though her arousal was burning fierce, a tingling at the back of her mind told her this wasn’t right. Right?

“Wait,” she murmured against William’s mouth and pushed against his chest. He moved back right away but kept his hands on her arms. Rys hadn’t gotten the memo, because he was dragging his lips across the spot where her neck and shoulder met. It took everything in her to step out of his embrace.

“What’s wrong, baby?”

She looked over her shoulder at Rys, saw his eyes roaming up and down her body, and shivered. His gaze was like fingers skating over her body.

“Janey?” William’s soft voice had her turning back to him. A look of concern was etched in the hard, angular planes of his face.

“It’s just….” She glanced down at her attire. God, did you really think this bikini was a good idea?
 Since she had jumped in the lake and saturated the white material, her nipples were obvious as they stabbed through. The dark, quarter-sized areolas were obscenely evident. She crossed her arms over her breasts, shielding herself, and mortification coursed through her. Strong hands from behind her gripped her arms and pulled them away. Rys’s warm breath blew across her ear a moment before he spoke.

“Don’t hide yourself from us, Jane.” He slid his hand down her arms and linked his fingers with hers. “Your body was made to be worshiped.” He kissed the spot right below her ear. “Lift your head and look at William.” It took her a moment, but when she did, the expression on his face stole her breath. She could feel his desire wrapping around her. “Do you see how much he wants you? Do you feel how much I want you?” He emphasized his statement by grinding his cock into her lower back again. Her eyes fluttered closed as moisture pooled in her bikini bottoms.

“Look at me, Janey.” Although William’s voice was low and soft, she was surprised to hear a bite of command in his words. Opening her eyes, she was startled to see him standing right before her. His chest rose and fell rapidly as his eyes traveled down her body, stopping for long intervals at her breasts and the junction between her thighs. He licked his lips as he stared at her chest, and damn her traitorous body, she felt her nipples tighten further.

“Tell me what you’re thinking.” She ducked her head again, but William lifted her head with a finger under her chin so she was forced to look him in the eye. Rys continued to hold her hands, and the way he gently ran his thumbs over the back of her hands had warmth spreading through her.

What was she supposed to tell them? That she was worried if she went through with this, if she gave in to her feelings, feelings that had been growing inside her until she felt like she was going to explode, everything was going to go downhill? The idea that they would think less of her, that their friendship would be ruined by a mixture of emotions and feelings, had her petrified. Rys and William were the only people in the world who knew everything about her, had gotten her through the toughest time in her life.

They were the only two who didn’t push her away or judge her because her family lived in poverty and her father was a lowlife drunk who beat his wife and daughter. If she lost them, she
 would be lost. Unexpected tears pricked her eyes, and she inhaled deeply.

“Hey.” Rys pulled away and moved so he was standing in front of her. She suddenly felt so cold despite the heat. “What’s wrong, baby?”

For several seconds, she couldn’t talk. All she could think about, visualize, was not having these two incredible men in her life.

“Janey, please, sweetheart. You’re scaring us.” William ran his finger along her cheek, and she pushed her tears away. “Did we do something wrong? Push you too far? We didn’t mean to, Janey. We’re so sorry.”

William’s pleading broke her heart. She looked at Rys. His face was as stoic as always, but underneath that hardened façade, she saw a flicker of compassion and… love.

She took a deep breath. The guys deserved better. They deserved to know how she felt, how she feared losing them. “I’m afraid of going through with this and losing you guys.” She clasped her hands together tightly and made herself look both of them in the eyes. “I love you both so much. I’ve wanted you for as long as I can remember. If you weren’t in my life, I don’t know what I’d do.” They didn’t say anything, and it only caused her heart to pound harder. “I’d be lost.” She whispered the last part, and Rys pulled her to him immediately.

“You aren’t going to lose us, baby.” He kissed the top of her head, and despite the swirling emotions deep inside her, her arousal was still burning strong.

“We love you too. So damn much.” William’s arms wrapped around her too, and in that moment, she didn’t worry about the repercussions of what could and would probably happen when she let herself be with the Holden twins. There was no “if” in this situation. She would be with them, and she would worry about how bad an idea it was after the fact.
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T

hey hadn’t spent any more time at the lake after Jane confessed how she felt to them. Rys and William packed up the truck in record time, and now they were back at their ranch, walking into the cabin they had built. A lot of people thought it was strange that two grown men, twins to boot, built a cabin and lived together.

People liked to judge and point fingers, but she knew how close they were, knew that after their parents died they had to stick together. The three of them had to stick together.

She walked into their spacious cabin, the smell of natural wood and leather permeating her senses instantly. Even though she had been in their home hundreds of times, she was still in awe every time she looked at the handcrafted woodwork. There was no doubt Rys and William were talented, and if anyone doubted that, they could take a look at any one of the dozens of houses built by them and the Eberhardt Construction crew.

One of them shut the front door, and the sound of them unloading their gear in the foyer had her turning around. The two of them were staring at her so intently that she swallowed the lump in her throat. They took a step toward her at the same time, and she found herself moving backward. Why she was retreating was beyond her. This had been her idea, to come to their home. She could have easily stripped off her suit like Rys wanted, and he made sure to remind her of that fact, but when she suggested they go back to their home, the whole atmosphere had changed.

He had growled low, like some kind of feral animal, and crushed her to him. His kiss was so much more forceful than William’s, and she found that she liked their differences, loved
 their differences.

“You can run, Jane, but where do you think you’ll go?” One of Rys’s dark eyebrows cocked up as amusement played across his face. Her heart dropped to her belly, and her synapses started firing in all directions, making her confused, dizzy with lust. William reached her first and ran his finger over her bottom lip.

“So soft and sweet.” He dragged his eyes from her mouth and looked her in the eye. “Are you sure about this, Janey?”

She didn’t want to think about it anymore, because if she did, she would back out. Years of longing for them had built to this one moment. Maybe things would change, but she hoped they didn’t. They reassured her that she wouldn’t lose them, and she believed them to a point. So then, if she wasn’t 100 percent positive things would stay the same way, why was she going through with this? Because I’m a damn fool in love with twins.


She closed her eyes when William slipped his hand around her waist. He pulled her close until there was nothing separating them. His mouth descended on hers, and she opened right away, loving how his tongue found hers and started a seductive rhythm that reminded her of sex. There was no doubt in her mind that William would be a gentle lover, taking the time to please her and show her exactly how much he wanted her.

Her eyes were closed, but she knew the moment Rys stepped behind her. He didn’t give her time to assimilate what he was doing. He just slipped his hand over the curve of her ass and gave it a hard squeeze. He lifted the thick layer of her hair off her neck and kissed her nape. The hand on her ass kneaded the mound until she found herself thrusting her ass back, wanting more of his touch.

William continued to kiss her, but growing bolder, he cupped her breast through the thin material of her tank top. A groan spilled from her, and he broke their kiss. Resting his forehead against hers, he kept his eyes closed. His breathing was ragged. The three of them sounded like they had run a marathon. A cock was pressed against her stomach and one against her back. What would it feel like to have one in her pussy and in her ass? At the same time?

The feel of Rys gently thrusting his cock into her lower back drove her arousal higher. He tangled his hand in her hair and lifted the heavy weight off her shoulders. He held the locks up, and his lips found the back of her neck. Chills popped out along her body at having both Rys and William touching her, bringing her to new heights. They hadn’t done more than touch her over her clothing and kiss her, but her pussy was soaked and her nipples were harder than hell.

“You smell so good, baby,” Rys whispered against the damp flesh at her nape, and she shivered. “And you taste even better.” An involuntary groan of pleasure left her, and she thrust her ass against him, loving how he reciprocated the act by pressing his shaft further into her, grinding the hard length against her body.

“God, Jane, I want you so bad,” Rys murmured.

William all but groaned, “We
 want you so bad.”

Hearing their proclamations and the heat of their touches were loosening all of her resolve. “I want you both too, so much.” God, did she ever. She felt Rys’s fingers snake between her and his brother’s body, expertly unsnap her shorts, and pull down the zipper. A second later, the denim was pooled around her ankles, and she was stepping out of them. William gripped the bottom of her shirt, his fingers brushing against the bare skin of her belly. He moved away just an inch so he could pull the material over her head and toss it away. She stood in her bikini while they still had on their T-shirts and trunks. Even though she was technically not
 naked, being sandwiched between them made her feel completely bare.

Rys moved his hands to her hips, and he pulled back again, pressing her ass against his erection. William moved away from her, and in the next instant, she was spun around and Rys was kissing her passionately. He cupped her ass, gripping the area right where her leg and bottom met. He lifted, and she instinctively went with the movement and wrapped her legs around his waist.

Her pussy came into direct contact with Rys’s throbbing erection. He felt it too if his guttural groan was anything to go by. Without breaking their kiss, Rys started moving with her wrapped around his body. Her arms were tangled around his neck, her fingers woven into his thick hair. The sound of a door opening pierced her sexual high, but she was too lost in the feeling of Rys’s mouth on hers, of his tongue pushing in and retreating, reminding her of what she wanted him to be doing between her thighs.

A soft bed met her back, and she arched into his body. She knew he was going to break their kiss, so she held on tighter with her arms and legs. Everything inside her was alive with sensation, and she didn’t want it to ever end. Rys moaned and pressed his pelvis harder into hers. Over and over, he did this, driving her desire to a critical point.

He broke the kiss and started trailing his lips down the side of her face, over her neck, and continued to trail down south until his warm breath was fanning the expanse of her belly. Her hands were still in his hair, tugging at the strands, pulling him closer. He lifted his eyes to hers, and the inferno of desire she saw within the blue depths left her breathless. He looked to the side, and she followed his gaze, seeing William standing a few feet away, his lids heavy, his lust as clear as the sun pouring in through the window.

He stalked forward, and really any other word to describe how he was moving wouldn’t have described it well enough. Gentle and calm William looked like he was on the edge, like he wanted to eat her alive. Feeling a lot braver then she initially had, she reached out for him when he stopped at the edge of the bed. This close to him, she could see his ragged breathing. His chest rose and fell under the thin cotton of his shirt. William didn’t move any closer to her, but at that moment, she couldn’t protest, because Rys hooked his fingers under her bikini bottoms.

Dragging her eyes back to the man kneeling beside the most intimate part of her, she watched with parted lips as he urged her thighs open even wider with his free hand. He positioned his wide shoulders between her legs and held her gaze as he slowly pulled the crotch of her bikini to the side. Her nipples felt like they were about to tear through her top for how hard they were.

Although her pussy was now bare, Rys kept her gaze for another suspended moment. When he finally did look between her legs, it was like he had physically touched her. The sensation that he was looking at her down there
, a spot only one other guy had seen, was exhilarating. If she was being honest though, the fact that it was one of the Holden boys looking at her with such carnal appreciation was a hell of a lot headier than when she lost her virginity.

He had yet to touch her pussy, but she felt his warm, humid breath coasting over her folds and let her legs fall completely open. She started to turn to look at William, but Rys’s words stopped her.

“Watch me, baby.” When she looked back at him, warmth spread through her as she watched his tongue peek out and touch her folds. He spread her as he ran it up her cleft. When he got to the top of her mound, he circled her clit before sucking it in his mouth.

“Ahhh.” Her head fell back against the mattress, but before she could close her eyes, she lifted her head again and watched the erotically wicked things Rys was doing to her. His finger was still holding her bikini out of the way, and the fact that his mouth was on her pussy but she was still technically clothed had her arousal climbing even higher.

He sucked on her clit until she could feel the tendrils of her climax rising to the surface, but right before she went off, he moved down her slit and started probing the opening of her body with his tongue. She should have felt mortified at the way her inner muscles clenched down on his tongue, seeming to drag him farther into her body, but he started rubbing her clit in slow, deliberate circles. Again, she started to climb to the precipice of orgasm, but as she was about to go over, Rys stopped.

She saw movement out of the corner of her eye, and she turned and saw William standing in the doorway. His arms were crossed, and he held a small box in his hand although she couldn’t make out what it was. Her desire jumped at the sight of him. Here was Rys, eating her out, bringing her to the brink of orgasm and denying her, while his brother, his twin, watched it all. When had he left to get the box?

It really didn’t matter, she supposed, because just knowing William was watching what they were doing was making her crazy with pleasure. It had felt incredibly good having Rys between her legs, but now that she saw William’s eyes, heavy-lidded from his arousal, his impressive erection tenting his trunks, it made this whole situation, her pleasure, more powerful.

She let her head fall back again but kept it down as she watched William stalk forward. The way he moved, with such purpose, such determination, made him look like an animal in the wild. It seemed so out of place for her gentle and calm William. When he stopped at the edge of the bed, he let the box in his hands fall to the mattress.

She glanced down at it and saw it was a brand-new box of condoms. The sight of it shouldn’t have made her clit tingle or her pussy pulse with renewed desire, but the fact that he had gotten them did exactly those things. He was making sure she knew exactly what they were about to do. Maybe he was trying to warn her away, trying to show her that what they were about to do couldn’t be undone.

She did have reservations, deep, deep down inside, but she wanted them so freaking badly that she pushed those nuisances out of her head. If they weren’t going to stop what was inevitable, then neither was she.
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W

hen she didn’t stop them, Will gripped the back of his shirt and pulled it over his head. He tossed the material aside and went for the tie of his trunks. His cock was unbearably hard. Here Janey lay, her bathing suit still on, but she might as well have been fucking naked. Her eyes stayed on him, and he let his gaze travel down her body to her breasts.

The tiny triangles that covered her mounds had initially caused jealousy to rise inside him. The fact that any male, aside from him and his brother, could have easily seen her in something so scandalous had infuriated him, but he pushed back those basic instincts to claim her as his. That wasn’t like him at all.

Rys was the one who let his caveman tendencies come out when it came to Janey. Will let him too, because more times than not, he was the one holding her, whispering to her that everything was okay while Rys took care of the matter at hand. He didn’t doubt she enjoyed the possessive side of Rys, but there was a part of her that liked the gentle cuddling he indulged her in. Their Janey needed both of them, even if she didn’t know it right now. She soon would, because there was no way he was going let her go, not now and not ever.

Once they had her, she would know exactly how much she meant to them. It wasn’t just about the sex, although he wanted to show her physically how much he loved her too, but it was also about that they’d known each other for years. There wasn’t anyone on this planet who knew her better than they did, that could take care of her like they could. She might not realize it yet, but when it was all said and done, she would know the three of them were meant to be together.

He undid his swimming trunks tie and let the material fall to the ground. His cock sprang forward, and her eyes widened. He wasn’t conceited, not in the least, but he knew he wasn’t the smallest in the cock department. He gripped his shaft at the root and stroked it as he tore his eyes away from her face. His gaze swept down her flat belly and stopped at the apex of her thighs. Rys was really working her over if the gasps and breathy moans coming from her were any indication.

Now that Janey was finally seeing that there was more to the three of them than just being best friends, he had no intention of letting her get away. Her bottoms were still on, and he found that knowledge arousing as hell. He could see her clit clear as day as Rys fucked her pussy with his tongue. The tiny pearl was engorged, pushing out from her body, and he felt his mouth water for a taste of her. There would be other times for that though, many other times.

He stroked his cock as he looked at her face. Her mouth was parted, and her eyes kept flickering down to his crotch. He wished he knew what she was thinking. Maybe soon she would reveal it all to him. Rys might be the twin who took what he got, but William wanted to know the feelings behind it all. Continuing to run his hand from root to tip, he knew he wouldn’t last long once he was inside her.

This had been years building up, and his need for her was slowly spiraling out of control. Her hands were bunched in the sheets, pulling at them as Rys brought her closer to orgasm. He knew his brother wouldn’t give her that pleasure yet. When she did come, one of them would be buried deep inside her.

Moving closer to her, he continued to stroke himself. Her eyes were glued to what he was doing, and as if she read his mind, she let go of the sheets with one hand and gripped him. When her tiny fingers wrapped around his cock, he let his head fall back and his eyes close. It felt so good. She felt so good.

Finally having her hand on him, stroking her smooth palm up and down his length, had his muscles straining. Shit, it would only take a few more strokes from her, and he would come. He moved away from her until her hand fell from his body.

He couldn’t let go now, not when he and Rys had so much more planned for her.
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J

ane didn’t know what to think when William moved away from her, denying her touch. Had she done something wrong? The look on his face and his raging hard-on proved he was still very much aroused, yet he stopped her after a few strokes.

“It was good, Janey. Almost too good.” He stroked her cheek and smiled. He was always trying to reassure her. “I was going to come if I let you continue, and I’m not nearly ready for this to end.”


Oh.
 Well, when he put it like that, she didn’t feel so left out. Rys continued to do wicked things to her, things like denying her orgasm after orgasm. If it didn’t feel so good, she might have screamed at him to let her finish, but as it was, his tongue and mouth were very pleasing. She could hold off for a little bit longer, but even that might be pushing it. Right before she came, yet again, Rys pushed away from her. She panted as she stared at him. With William already gloriously nude beside her, Rys took the initiative to remove his clothing as well. First, the shirt came off, followed by the trunks.

Seeing him naked was a punch to her stomach, the same reaction she had gotten with William. They were so muscular, so toned that she would never get tired of looking at them. She remembered their times as teenagers when they would go swimming; even then they had been gorgeous to look at, but now that they worked hard for a living, their bodies were works of art.

Rys gripped his dick in the same fashion William had. Knowing she had caused them to be so aroused, so hard, had moisture seeping from her. She was already incredibly wet and didn’t know if she could wait any longer to be with them.

“Take off the bottoms, baby.” Rys’s voice, so low, so commanding, had her skin tightening. Hooking her fingers under the waistband, she slowly pulled them down her thighs. When they were at her calves, Rys grabbed them and pulled them the rest of the way down. Her legs had closed from her movements, but as soon as Rys tossed the bottoms to the side, his hands were on her knees, coaxing her to open once again. She did so without hesitation.

“Now take off the top but keep your legs spread, Jane.”

She swallowed at the hoarseness of Rys’s voice. His eyes were trained on her bared pussy, and his hand on his shaft was moving faster with each passing second. She stole a glance at William and saw his eyes were locked on her face. He smiled at her, sweetly and kindly, one that made her feel more comfortable with getting completely nude in front of her two best friends. With shaky fingers, because suddenly her nerves were threatening to consume her, Jane went for the little circular clasp in the front that secured the two halves of her top.

William slipped his hand beneath the fall of her hair, his fingers skimming the nape of her neck. He deftly undid the tie that held the halter up and pulled the top away. There she was, absolutely and completely nude in front of Rys and William Holden. Had she even imagined herself in this position? She looked at the two of them, their hard, naked bodies tense from their desire for her
. Never in a million years did she think she would ever be in this position, but now that she was, she had no intention of stopping.

She might regret it later, but she was going with her heart and body on this one. Her mind could go on a lunch break.

“Oh, God, Janey. You are so beautiful.” Her heart pounded hard and fast at William’s softly spoken words. He bent down and brought his mouth to hers, kissing her slowly, washing away all her nervousness.

“I’m not gonna last five fucking minutes once I’m inside you, Jane.” She broke the kiss and panted as she looked at Rys. He was staring at her with an almost strained expression. “And I’m going to be inside you, baby. I’m going to fuck you so good, so hard, that I’m going to be making up for all the years you weren’t ours.” He moved closer to her until his hips were between her thighs. He was on his knees, so unfortunately his cock was not in alignment for the area she so desperately needed him. “And you are ours, Jane. You’ve always been ours.”

“Rys, you’re scaring her, man.”

Jane didn’t correct William that she wasn’t scared by what was happening but turned on beyond belief.

“No, William. She needs to know the truth. She needs to know that, for us, there is no other. She needs to know that we are both going to have her, because that’s how it should be, should have been for years.” Rys didn’t break eye contact as he made his declaration. The words were powerful, and she didn’t deny they made her a little apprehensive over how firm they sounded. “Tell her, William. Tell her how much we’ve wanted her, how long we’ve fantasized about this moment. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve jerked off just thinking about you like this, Jane.” She should have felt embarrassed by Rys’s dirty words, but that was just who he was. All it accomplished was her wishing they would stop talking and get to it.

She glanced at William and saw a plethora of emotions cross his face. When he finally looked up at her, there was so much emotion behind his expression it stole her breath. “I love you, Janey.” He didn’t need to say any more.

“I love you too.” She looked at Rys. “Both of you.” Licking her lips, she called upon a false bravado. She reached for William’s erection and gripped the root. Rising up, she brought the tip to her lips and opened her mouth. The first swipe of her tongue on the engorged head of his cock had a purely male flavor exploding on her tongue. It was a combination of salty and spicy, and everything that made up William.

Without breaking suction, she moved her mouth all the way down his length. Well, as far as she could go. He was thick and long, and she could barely suck half of him in. The half she couldn’t get, she stroked with her hand.

He tunneled his hands in her hair, massaging her scalp but keeping her right where he wanted her. She might have his dick in her mouth, but he was the one controlling the motions. She had never given a man head, but she figured it was pretty self-explanatory. Closing her eyes, she hummed around his flesh. Rys started rubbing her inner thighs, so close to her pussy that she arched her hips, urging him closer to where she really needed him.

Both of his hands were on her, and all she could think about was his cock standing straight from body, achingly hard and ready for her. God, she wanted both of them in her, moving back and forth, coming in her. The primal need was so strong she started to shake.

“Shh, it’s okay, baby. We’re going to make sure you feel real good.”

She didn’t bother telling Rys that they were already making her feel good. So damn good.
 Renewing her efforts on William’s cock, she started moving her head up and down.

“That’s it, sweetheart. Use your tongue on the underside. Hollow out your cheeks. Swallow me whole, Janey.”

God, just hearing William give her direction on what he wanted, how he wanted her to suck him off, was such a turn-on.

“Shit, I’m so damn close.” William’s hands tightened in her hair, pulling her closer until she was forced to relax her throat or she would gag. The tip of him brushed the back of her throat, and she followed his direction and swallowed around him. He groaned and started pulling out and pushing back in. He fucked her mouth while his twin slipped a thick finger into her.

Rys pumped that digit in and out of her and then added another one, preparing her for what was to come next. He scissored his fingers inside her, spreading them open, stretching her for the massive cock he was going to fuck her with.

“How does she feel, Rys?” William’s question was heated and rough.

“She’s so tight, Will, so fucking tight and wet. Fuck, Jane, your pussy is hotter than hell. You’re going to burn us alive.”

“Dammit, Janey, I can’t wait to be inside you.”

She hummed around his girth in response.

“Are you ready for me, baby?” Will pulled away, and she looked at Rys. She breathed heavily as he stared at her. Her stomach hollowed from the force of her respiration. At some point, Rys had donned a condom. He leaned lower, so low she felt the tip of his cock brush along her opening. William cupped her cheek and brought her attention back to him. His cock brushed her lips, and she eagerly opened for him. Just as she started going down his dick, Rys pushed into her.

The burn of his cock tunneling into her was a heady sensation. She could feel her muscles stretch around him, feel the way he possessed her. The feel of Rys had her stopping her motions on William, but he took over for her. He moved his hips back and forth, mimicking in her mouth what Rys was doing to her pussy.

“That’s it, baby. Take all of me. I know you can.” Rys grunted when he was buried fully inside of her. He didn’t move for several torturous moments, but that didn’t stop William from fucking her mouth. Rys’s hands clenched and unclenched on her hips, but he still had yet to move. William’s movements started to pick up, and she knew he was close. Lifting her hand, she gripped him and hollowed out her cheeks just the way he liked.

He pressed all the way in until he hit the back of her throat then groaned loudly as he came. His hot, salty cum filled her mouth, and she eagerly swallowed it all, humming her approval. When he was spent, he pulled his softening cock from her mouth and leaned down to kiss her.

“God, Janey,” he breathed against her lips. “That was incredible. You’re incredible.” She didn’t have a chance to respond, because Rys pulled out of her and then pushed back in. William got off the bed and disappeared into the bathroom.

Jane lost herself in the sensation of Rys moving in and out of her. He had started off slow and easy, but with each passing second, he was going harder, faster. The sound of her soaked flesh sucking at him was powerful and an auditory pleasure.

“Yeah, baby. Fuuuck, Jane.” In the next instant, he was on his back, and she was facing him, straddling his hips. The new position had him going deeper inside her, and she gasped from the sensation. His hands landed on her waist, and he lifted her above him.

He was so strong, so powerful. His muscles strained and bulged as he lifted her and brought her back down on his cock. Sweat started to coat her skin, and she placed her hands on his pecs, grappling for something stable to hold onto as she rose and fell on him.

“Jane.” She opened her eyes, not realizing they slid shut. “Put your hands behind your back.” She didn’t question him, didn’t wonder why he was asking her to do it.

Lacing her fingers at the small of her back, the new position thrust her breasts out and had her hips arching. Her clit pressed against the root of his dick, sending zings of pleasure throughout her whole body. His gaze was on her breasts. They swung back and forth from the motions of her riding him.

Her thighs burned from the unaccustomed position, but the discomfort felt so good. He rose up and kissed the base of her throat. He replaced his lips with his hand. His thumbs brushed along her pulse points.

“Ride me harder, faster, baby.” She did as he instructed, getting lost in the sensation. She was climbing higher and higher. Rys kept his hands on her throat, exerting the slightest pressure to let her know that he was in control, that he was the one bringing the pleasure out in her.

“That’s it, Jane. Give it all to me, to us.” As if his words were a cue of some kind, she sensed William move behind her. Rys lay back down and placed his hands on her waist, controlling her body on top of him. She kept her hands behind her back and let her head rest on William’s shoulder. He cupped her breasts from behind, his thumbs rubbing over her distended nipples.

His mouth found the base of her throat, licking, sucking the flesh until she felt blood rush to the surface. The feel of his teeth scraping along the sensitive skin had her moving faster and harder on top of Rys. She threw her hips down on his, grinding her pussy on his cock until she felt her climax approaching. Her inner muscles milked his shaft the closer she got to oblivion.

“You have no idea how good you look right now, riding my brother, on the precipice of orgasm,” William whispered against her flesh. “I want you to come for us, Janey.” He pinched her nipples between thumb and forefinger. Her eyes snapped open when she felt Rys rub her clit. Looking down at him, she saw a strained expression on his face as he watched her. The tendons in his throat were standing out in stark relief. His hips lifted in time with hers, driving her right to that point.

“That’s it, Janey. Come for us. Right. Now.” William’s words had her exploding around Rys’s cock. Her muscles squeezed and released. Squeezed and released. He grunted and groaned below her, his hands tightening on her waist almost painfully. The pain, mixed with her pleasure, had her orgasm continuing on and on until she couldn’t handle it, couldn’t take any more.

She heard herself begging, pleading for a reprieve, but they just kept telling her to give it all to them. To give them more. They continued to rub her clit and pinch her nipples. It got to the point that their hands were everywhere, and she couldn’t tell which brother was touching her where. When her orgasm finally receded, she collapsed onto Rys’s chest. His arms immediately came around her and held her tight.

He whispered things into her hair, but she was too far gone to understand any of it. He helped her roll to his side, and she felt William move behind her. His hands moved over her slightly damp skin, and she shivered. Rys moved off the bed, presumably to get cleaned up, but she was so tired, utterly and completely exhausted. She couldn’t help but smile over that. William helped her roll over so she was facing him.

Peeling her eyes open, she leaned up and kissed him. Her breasts rubbed along his chest, her nipples so sensitive she gasped. He tucked her hair behind her ear and kissed her softly.

“Janey,” he whispered as he leaned in and kissed her again, and again, and again. The soft kisses started to heat her body and cause moisture to pool between her legs. Her climax had been mind-blowing, because both of these men had been there to see her through it. “I love you.”

She opened for him, and his tongue slipped right in, stroking over hers, caressing in the soft and gentle way that was all William. Moving her hand over his arm, she continued her downward path until she slipped it between their bodies and felt his erection. Even though he had come in her mouth, he was hard as rock. It was all for her.

“No, sweetheart. You have to be sore.” He spoke between kisses, but she wouldn’t allow him to pull away. She had been with Rys, and now she wanted William.

The bed dipped behind her, and Rys lifted her leg gently, running a warm washcloth between her thighs. The act should have embarrassed her, but the fact that he was taking care of her, easing the wonderful ache he had caused, brought warmth to her chest. Kissing William harder, she gripped him in her hand and ran it up and down his rigid length.

As if Rys knew what she was doing, he slipped his hand under her left knee and lifted it, bringing it over his thighs. She was spread open, wet, and wanting William with a ferocity. William quickly pulled away to roll a condom on, and then he was right back beside her, cupping her face and deepening the kiss. Curving her pelvis forward, she placed the tip of him at her entrance. He pushed forward, all the while kissing her.

He spread her wide as he thrust inch after big inch into her. When he was fully seated in her body, he sighed against her mouth. She clenched around him, and his whole body shook from it.

“Janey.” He ran his tongue along the inside of her mouth, touching every single part of her. He started to move then, in and out, slow and easy. He didn’t rush, just continued the maddeningly slow motions that were driving her toward the brink once again. Rys stroked her arm, up and down. He seemed different now, not as aggressive. Maybe he knew William liked things slow and easy? His lips skimmed her shoulder, his warm breath reminding her that she was between them.

Breaking the kiss, William panted against her mouth. “I never felt anything as good as you.” His hips started moving a little faster. It wasn’t the fast and hard coupling Rys had shown her. The twins might look identical, but they were different in so many other ways. She gripped William’s shoulders, her nails biting into his flesh. He hissed, but she could tell it was from pleasure and not pain. She lifted her hips as much as she could in her position. His shaft slid another inch into her. They both groaned.

“I’m so close. So. Close.” Breathing out, she closed her eyes and let herself feel every hard inch of him filling her. He felt like Rys but he didn’t. It was surreal. Rys continued to stroke her body almost innocently, but she should have known that wasn’t going to last. His hand landed on her bottom, squeezing the flesh, massaging it.

Just when she thought that was all he was going to do, he parted her cheeks and slipped his finger between them. That first feeling of his finger running over her anus had her tensing.

“Shhh, baby. Just let it happen.” He moved the digit back and forth over the puckered hole, getting her used to the feeling of him back there. “It’s okay, Jane. We aren’t going to do this tonight.” He kissed the area between her shoulders. “But we will soon, baby.” With that, he pushed his finger into her ass. It was lubed from her juices sliding between her cheeks, so his movements were easy, slick. Rys added a second finger and, coupled with William’s cock inside of her, she came again. This orgasm wasn’t as maddening, but it held something much more powerful and seemed to go on forever.

“That’s it, sweetheart. God, you feel so damn good. So. Fucking. Good.” Another series of smaller contractions went off inside her at hearing William swear. It was so unlike him, but it suited him well. He pumped into her once, twice, and on the last time, he buried himself completely inside her and ran his cheek against the side of her throat.

He groaned long and loud, emptying himself inside of her. Rys continued to pump his fingers in her ass, and she knew that when she finally did take both of them at once, it would be the most intense thing she ever felt.
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“
Y

ou stupid girl.” The sound of his voice, gravelly like he hadn’t slept in days, sent chills racing up her spine. The smell of liquor on him was so strong that bile rose in Jane’s throat. He stumbled toward her, and she took a step back. Why didn’t she go with Rys and William when they asked her to go to the field party at Mark Henry’s house? She was stupid for letting her father treat her and her mother like this.


“You tell me where your mama is.” When she didn’t answer fast enough, his face turned a bright shade of red, and he took another step toward her. Since she was five years old—well, that was as far back as she could remember—Charles Silver had been one mean asshole. Going out and binge drinking and then coming home and beating on his wife and daughter were a few of his favorite past times.

She was seventeen. All she needed was one more year, and she could leave, start somewhere fresh, but even as that thought passed through her mind, she knew damn well she wasn’t going anywhere.

“Did you hear me, girl?” His voice rose in his drunken stupor. She didn’t answer though. Jane knew her mother was at the church flea market, one of the only places in town where her mother didn't feel like she was being judged. Her mom would be there long into the night, as she would help with take down as well, but Jane would not be telling her father that. The bastard had been gone for two days.

He hadn’t called or anything, just left the day before yesterday and was just now stumbling in. She was sick and tired of having to hide the bruises he inflicted. It wasn’t like their town didn’t know what was going on behind their shitty closed doors. They were the white trash of Ecstasy, the family everyone talked about. She didn’t care though, not really. As long as she had the Holden twins, everything would be okay; at least that’s what she kept telling herself.

“And why would I tell you anything? You’ve been gone for two days, and when you do decide to come home, you’re drunk.” She could have slapped herself for the things that just came out of her mouth. A look of surprise crossed his face, but then pure rage settled in its place.

“What did you just say?” His voice was low and slurred, but there was no mistaking the raw anger that came through in those words. She was smart enough to keep her mouth shut this time. “Well?” His voice boomed around her, and she jumped from the force of it.

He was close enough that the stench of the whiskey he drank seeped into her pores. His hand came up quicker than she could anticipate, and the force of his slap made her head whip to the side. She immediately tasted blood, and she knew it was from the ring he wore.

“You would think, after all these years, you would learn to keep your damn mouth shut.” She shrank away from him when she saw him take a step back. It would only escalate from here. She needed to just get away from him and let him sleep off his intoxication.

She quickly headed for the front door, but he grabbed her arm in a bruising grip. Crying out, Jane tried to twist out of his hold, but he was like a pit bull and tightened his hand. His laugh was sickening, and she felt her stomach knot. Why in the hell she let this go on was beyond her. She should have told someone, said something to the police, but then again, if the whole town knew what an abusive drunk Charles Silver was and still didn’t do anything to stop him, what was the point of saying anything?

He spun her around and backhanded her. She could feel blood drip down her chin, knew he had busted her lip open once again. It was going to be a lot harder to hide these marks. What the hell was the point? Maybe if she walked around with the proof of her home life, someone would take notice and stop him. As it was, her father was far too strong, and Jane and her mother were at his mercy.

“Tell me, you fucking little brat!” Spittle ran down his chin, and she had no doubt the majority of that was alcohol. “Your mama owes me some money, and I intend to collect.”

The only thing her mother owed her dad was a swift kick to his balls. The dirtbag took every dime her mother brought home from the church flea markets and bake sales. It was hard enough supporting just the two of them on the little money Jane made working at the drive-in on the weekends and after school, but when her father took her mother’s paycheck, he was hurting them when he wasn’t even around.

Jane’s bottom hit the end table, and she reached back to steady herself. He had yet to let go of her arm, and she felt her hand tingle from the restricted blood flow. Her hand brushed against the base of the lamp, and she grabbed it. If she didn’t get away, there might never be a next time for her. Swinging her arm out, she slammed the base against the side of his head. For a moment, all he did was blink down at her, and then a line of blood started to make a path down his temple. Bile rose in her throat, and she dropped the lamp.

Oh, God. What have I done? His grip loosened right before he slumped to his knees, his hands going to his head. He started making incoherent noises before looking back up to her.


“You’re going to wish you never did that, Jane.”

Her heart was beating frantically, and she took off. That was not her father, not anymore. He was cruel and evil, and she couldn’t take it anymore. Running as fast as her legs would carry her, she went to the only two people she ever could when shit hit the fan. She knew her mother would be okay for a long while, so her safety wasn’t a concern at the moment. Her father wouldn’t know where to look for her, and even if he did find her, he wouldn’t instigate anything in front of others. He was a drunk, but he was a smart drunk.

Mark Henry’s house was only about a mile down the road, not in the wealthy part of town certainly, but not in the rundown ghetto part where she resided. She had no shoes on, and her feet were already cut up, but she had to keep running, had to get away. She had to get to Rys and William.
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J

ane sat up with her heart in her throat and sweat coating her body. The dream was intense and so very realistic. She could still smell her father’s liquor-laced breath. She had fallen asleep after she had sex with Rys and William. Oh, God. I slept with Rys and William.
 Through the window, she could see the sun sinking.

How long had she slept? The twins were on either side of her. The only thing covering them was the thin sheet draped over their waists. Thank God she hadn’t woken them. She didn’t want to recap the dream. True, she had found them that night at Mark’s field party and had told them everything. They had been livid over it, and there was nothing she could do when they stormed over to her house, intent on kicking the shit out of her father.

The only other time she confessed what her father had done, they were far too young to understand the severity of it. She hadn’t even realized how awful it had been. For years, she thought that was how things were supposed to be. Well, until she saw how happy the other children were and how they never seemed to have marks on them or be in pain.

It wasn’t like Rys and William ever saw her naked or could see the bruises, and when she was in a bathing suit, she always made sure the bruises had already faded. Her dad never hit her or her mother where people could see. Shit, she had told them so much about herself, about her fears and dreams. They had spent hours upon hours talking about their aspirations, but she had also lied. They were the only people she had really spoken to about the abuse.

Well, parts of it, and even then, she hadn’t been honest with them. She was a fraud and a horrible friend. If she had just been totally honest, told them everything, maybe things would have been different. Maybe the abuse would have stopped years ago. There was so much she hadn’t told them about her father and what he did. They would think she was a disgusting, vile creature if they knew the truth. She had made them believe the violence had stopped.

Well, up until that night, but it didn’t matter anyway, because when they had gotten back to her house, her father was gone. He hadn’t come back in almost eight years. They had been the happiest eight years of her life, despite the looks and whispers behind her back she got from the townies.

She looked at the clock, saw that it was going on six. How in the hell had she slept that long? After looking at both men again, she knew the answer. They had worn her out. A smile curved her lips, but it was misplaced. She needed to get out of here to sort through her thoughts and emotions. Oh it would piss them off when they woke and saw she was gone, but with her dream still fresh in her mind and the remembered pain of what her father inflicted on her, her emotions were too raw and open. She just needed to leave and get her thoughts together.

Slipping from the bed in the stealthiest moves she could muster, she searched the floor for her clothes. Without bothering to put on her bikini again, she slipped her top and shorts on. Bikini hanging from her fingers, she tiptoed toward the door, but before she could grab the handle, a big, warm hand landed on her shoulder.

Her heart pounded, and she briefly closed her eyes. Turning around, she looked into William’s confused blue eyes. He was completely naked, and she couldn’t help the blush that she felt rising to her cheeks.

“Where are you going, Janey?” His voice was low, and she glanced at the bed. Rys was on his stomach with one leg hanging over the edge of the bed. The sheet was bunched around his waist, and the hard and wide expanse of his back was exposed. She could see the steady rise and fall of his back and prayed he stayed asleep. She couldn’t deal with him right now, not when he would demand her complete honesty.

William, on the other hand, would be appeased with any information she gave him, even if it was minute. At least, she hoped.

“I have to go, William.” She cast her gaze down, unable to look him in the eye. She wanted to tell both of them everything, but the fact that she knew they would look at her differently was too much to stomach. She could imagine that everything would be okay, that they were understanding, had been for as long as she knew them. She wanted to tell them there had been no secrets between them, but that was a big, fat lie.

“Janey.” Her name from his lips sounded almost sad, and she looked back at him. “You don’t have to escape. Let’s talk about this.” He ran a hand over his hair, the muscles in his bicep bunching from the movement. Even now that she was running, she couldn’t help the arousal that settled inside her at the sight of him. He was just so beautiful. They both were. He looked at the bed before turning back to her. “Let’s just talk, sweetheart.” At her silence, he whispered, “Please.” How in the hell could she say no to that?

She sighed and nodded. She heard him exhale loudly before turning and picking up his trunks off the floor. When he was dressed, he led them out of the room quietly. At least he knew she couldn’t talk to Rys about this. She didn’t even know if she could talk to William about it. Rys would be able to draw the confession from her. They walked outside to the front porch. It was still stifling out, but with the sun setting, the night would soon cool considerably. They sat side by side on the swing and looked out on the twenty-five acres the twins owned. Their property and home were beautiful. They had built the two-story cabin two years ago on the property their parents had owned.

When Margi and Clive Holden had died five years ago in a car accident, she had never seen Rys and William look so lost. They had spent months together doing nothing but walking around this property. It wasn’t like they had never seen it before. They had been working on it with their parents since they could walk. She knew they wanted to see every square inch of it, to have the memories of their parents again. They’d always known this would be their land someday, but they hadn’t expected to inherit it at such a young age.

There was a small pond in the farthest part of the property surrounded by thick trees. She had never seen the twins cry, not even when the sheriff told them about the accident, but when they had come across the pond that day, both of them had burst into tears. The flowers their mama had planted the previous fall had just started coming into bloom. Hard, wracking sobs had overtaken both of them, bringing them to their knees right in front of those flowers.

She had been helpless as she watched their big bodies hunch over, their pain washing through them and shaking their whole beings. It had only taken her a moment before she went to them. They had immediately wrapped their arms around her, and the three of them had cried. They had cried until the sun had set and the night chill washed through them. That had been the one and only time she had seen them show their pain.

“It’s so beautiful here.” Jane brought her feet beneath her bottom and watched the wind sway the leaves of the trees. Even though she had just slept with her best friends, there was no discomfort sitting beside William. There was a peace inside her. It was freeing.

“Yeah. It takes your breath away.” The way he said it had her turning toward him. Her breath hitched at the expression on his face. He cupped her cheek. “I just love you so damn much, Janey.”

Tears welled in her eyes at the almost desperation in his voice. She knew why he sounded like that, why he was looking at her like he was about to lose her. He thought what they had done had ruined everything, and although initially she had feared that, sitting beside him on their property, looking at his face, she knew what she had with Rys and William could never be broken.
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“
H

ave we ruined everything, Janey? Did we push you too far, too hard?”

Jane looked over at William. He took her hand in his and held it in his lap. She smiled at him. “Nothing is ruined, William. I wanted to do it just as much as you two.” The sound of crickets singing in the distance filled the silence.

“Are things weird for you now?”

It was strange having this conversation with him. An after-sex talk was not what she envisioned after sleeping with William and Rys. She felt the same emotions and, surprisingly, she didn’t feel the discomfort she was positive she would feel afterward. The shame and fear that things were different didn’t surface.

“No, everything is fine. I feel fine.” Tightening her hold on his hand, she rested her head on his shoulder. “I still love both of you guys more than anything.” Closing her eyes, she pulled up the strength inside her. She needed to talk to someone about what really happened, and William would let her talk and comfort her. “William?”

“Yeah, sweetheart?” His thumb was drawing lazy circles on the back of her hand. She watched a butterfly land on one of the red roses lining the porch. It was a beautiful shade of blue, and just as quickly as it landed, it was gone. Sometimes she wished she could be gone like that. Sometimes she wished she could flit to different places without a care in the world. She wanted her past to disappear.

She wanted to make sure her mom was safe and run away with Rys and William.

“Let’s run away together, just the three of us. Let’s put everything behind us.”

She felt him kiss the top of her head. “We’d go anywhere with you, Janey. There isn’t a place on this planet that you could go and we wouldn’t be right there with you.”

They silently watched their surroundings. It was peaceful and serene and, for just a moment, she imagined that this was her life. She could picture the guys coming home, coming home to her
. They would laugh and touch and they wouldn’t have a care in the world. There would be no death, no pain. Her mama would be happy, and they would all eat dinner together every Sunday. It would only be smiles all the time, because there had been enough heartache in their lives to last an eternity.

He pulled her into his lap and held her tight. He stroked her hair and let her cry into his chest.

“I don’t want my past to define who I am.”

“Me too, Janey. God, me too.” He stroked her face gently.

“I love you two so much.”

William slanted his mouth on hers, and she let him. She turned in his lap and straddled his hips, deepening the kiss. His arms were like steel bands around her, and she relished the idea that this was one of the two men she loved. He was here holding her, comforting her, and it made her cry harder.

At that moment, she felt unburdened by the weight of her past. All she wanted to do was kiss William until it all disappeared into nothingness.

Pressing her mouth harder against his, she let all her desperation and fear pour out of her and wash away with the wind. William yielded to her, letting her take from him, because he knew she was hurting. He was her sweet William, always giving and never taking. Breaking the kiss, she rested her forehead against his and panted. They sat like that for several long, surprisingly comfortable minutes. Lifting her head, she smiled at him and ran the tip of her finger between his eyes.

“You and Rys are too good to me.” He opened his mouth to respond, but the sound of something breaking in the house had her looking toward the front door.

“What the hell was that?” William helped her off him and took her hand as he started toward the door. They stepped inside and heard cupboards slamming in the kitchen.

Heart pounding hard, Jane followed behind William as they entered the kitchen. She could see Rys standing at the counter, his shirtless back to them, his arms bulging as he braced them on the marble top. His shoulder blades were defined as he hunched forward, his head lowered. Whatever had set him off filled the room as thick as sand. She could see a broken glass on the floor and assumed it made the noise that drew them in.

“Rys, what the hell is wrong, man?” William kept her body behind his, but she could see around his body. Rys tensed at his brother’s words but didn’t turn around or respond.

“Will, I need you to give Jane and me a moment alone.”

William didn’t move and tightened his hold on her hand. “What the hell is wrong with you, dude?”

Rys inhaled deeply, the muscles on the sides of his body standing out from the force of it. “I want to talk to Jane, Will. Just give us a moment.” His voice was deadly calm, and then finally he turned around. He now wore jeans, and the worn denim hung off his lean hips. That delicious V of muscles stood out in stark relief. The fading sun slashed through the picture window, bathing him in a golden glow. “Just a moment, Will.”

William turned and looked at her. She gave him a reassuring smile. It was clear Rys was upset, but even she knew he would never hurt her. She trusted them with her life. “It’s okay.” She squeezed William’s hand. After a long moment, he nodded reluctantly and turned to leave, but he stopped and kissed her cheek.

“I’ll just be in the living room. Don’t let him bully you.” He kissed her once more and left. A smile touched her lips, but when she looked at Rys, that smile died.

He leaned against the counter, his thick arms crossed over his chest as he stared at her intently. She couldn’t tell what he was thinking, but his expression chilled her. Her throat was dry, and she licked her lips, not knowing what to say. Why was he so upset? The anger started to slowly fade from his face, and a deep sadness filled it. Dropping his hands to his side, he breathed out roughly.

“Come here, baby.” His voice was low and cracked at the end. She went to him without hesitation, and when she was close enough, he wrapped his arms around her. They didn’t say anything for several long moments, but they didn’t need to. Everything was being said in that silence. Slowly, as if his legs couldn’t hold him up any longer, he slid to the ground with her. His legs were spread, and she fit right between them. He stroked her hair, whispering incoherent things. She might not understand what he said, but she knew they were comforting.

He had heard her conversation with William, and even though she had every intention of telling him, she wished he hadn’t found out that way.

“Why didn’t you tell me, baby? I would have taken care of you. I would have hurt anyone who hurt you.” His voice was strained, hard. “Why didn’t you tell me?” His voice was barely a whisper. She had never seen Rys this way. He gripped her arms and pulled her back so he could look in her face.

“I…” Looking down, she broke contact for a moment. “I was afraid.” She lifted her gaze and stared at him. “I was afraid to get you two involved. I was afraid of what would happen when someone else knew. I was just afraid, Rys.” He didn’t speak at first, but she could see his brain working through it all.

“Shit, baby.” Pulling her close, he kissed her gently. “I would do anything for you. You do know that, right?” The desperate look in his eyes let her know that whatever he was dealing with right now was too strong for him to comprehend. He needed to reassure himself, needed her to tell him that everything was okay.

“I know.” And that was what they had been doing for years.

“We shouldn’t have pushed you. God, Jane. That had to bring up so many memories.” His jaw clenched under his skin after the last word. “We should have been there for you, protecting you from that bastard.” Silence stretched between them, and she didn’t correct him that there was no way they could have protected her or her mother. They were just kids themselves.

He didn’t say anything else, just pulled her to him and held her. She wanted to tell him that they hadn’t pushed her, that being with them was just what she needed. Telling them everything had opened up something inside her. Maybe things would be different now. Maybe she could finally get rid of the edginess that she felt whenever she closed her eyes and lay in the dark.

“Everything will be okay, baby. Will and I will make sure of it.”
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J

ane carried the last covered dish from her beater inside the church. A week had passed since the first time she had been with Rys and William, and to say they had been inseparable before was an understatement for how they were acting now. It wasn’t just about the sex though, although that was incredible each and every time. Sometimes, it was with both of them; others, it was just her and one of the brothers.

There was no jealousy between them when it came to her, and for that she was thankful. In all honesty, if they gave her an ultimatum between the two of them, there was no way she would be able to choose. That might be selfish, but she couldn’t see herself with only one Holden twin. She loved them equally and so, so much.

When she walked into the church, people were milling around, setting up their tables for the weekend bake sale and flea market. It was an every-week kind of thing, and Jane was glad her mother could participate in something she loved doing, and that was cooking for people. Some people in their town treated them like shit, because they were poor and didn’t live in the nicest house, but not all of Ecstasy was like that.

The people surrounding her right now were just a handful of the ones who opened up their hearts and homes to her and her mother after they found out what Charles Silver did to them. Her mother, being too proud to accept a handout, wanted to get on with her life and put the past behind her. For as long as she could remember, her mother had been participating in these bake sales, and when Jane’s dad finally left, she became a member of the organization committee. Now she got to sell her famous pies and help plan events that made her feel like she was accomplishing something.

There might be people who looked down on them, but even they couldn't deny that her mother’s baked goods were incredible.

“Over here, darling.” Her mother waved Jane over to a small table off to the side. There was a purple tablecloth with lilacs printed on it, and Jane knew under that material was a chipped and rickety old table that had been sitting in their backyard for God knows how long. Her mother’s desserts were raved about in their town, and she made quite a bit of money.

Of course, it wasn’t anything they could live lavishly on, but it was enough to buy her ingredients for these sales and help with the bills. The rest was up to Jane. Looking at her watch, she saw she had about twenty minutes before she had to head to work.

“Hey, Mama.” Jane set the brownies on the table and scanned all the dishes. There were about twenty-five different cakes, pies, and cookies. Some were individually wrapped. Others were the whole dessert. “These look so good.”

“Thanks, darling.” Her mother set a vase off to the side, the glass overflowing with wildflowers Jane knew her mother had picked behind their house.

“I better get going. I have to be at work, and I’m pulling a double.” That seemed to be her life recently, although she did make sure to take at least a day off during the week to recharge. She was busting her ass working doubles just so she had enough money. Her mother’s baked goods brought in enough money to help pay the bills, but she refused to have her mom work any harder. Jane didn't mind working the extra hours, especially if it allowed her mom to relax. She had spent her whole life trying to make sure Jane had a good life, and now that Jane could return the help, she planned on doing it.

Of course Rys and William didn’t like her working so hard, but she refused the help they were so willing to give her. She would make it on her own. She had relied on them for so long, and she refused to let them pay her and her mother’s way. They might have demanded to help her, which made her laugh, but she just couldn’t. She didn’t doubt they could afford it.

They were the best at what they did, and the homes and buildings around town proved it, but she was an adult and could do this on her own. Had
 to do this on her own.

“Here, honey.” Her mom turned around and grabbed a little brown paper bag. She handed it to Jane with a smile on her face.

“Really, Mom?” Although Jane sounded exasperated, she couldn’t help the smile that spread across her face. Jane knew there would be several goodies inside. “Thanks.” Her mother made her way around the table and wrapped her arms around her. Jane might be a grown adult, but she could appreciate her mom taking care of her.

She said goodbye, leaving the car with her mother at the church, and made her way down Main Street toward Slick’s. It wasn’t even eight yet and already the sun was blazing. She stopped at the corner of Main and Edgewater. Staring at the little man that forbids people to walk, she smoothed her hands down the required cheesy uniform. Old and rusty pickups passed, and the occasional Cadillac the older residents of Ecstasy owned drove through town.

Given that it was early on Saturday morning, the streets weren’t busy yet, but soon that would change as businesses opened up. The little man finally gave her permission to cross, and she made her way across the crosswalk, her attention diverted to her purse. The sound of rubber squealing got her attention. The first thing she saw was Trevor’s red car rounding the corner at a ridiculous speed. The second thing was that, if she didn’t get the fuck out of the way, he was going to run her over. Dropping her purse and jumping back, she felt the whoosh of wind whip by her and the heat of car exhaust skim her legs.

Her pulse pounded in her head as she realized she had barely missed being hit. He skidded to a stop, the smell of burning rubber causing her to wrinkle her nose in disgust.

He stuck his head out the window, a scowl on his face as he glared at her. “Watch the fuck where you’re going, bitch.” The sound of Missy’s shrill laughter came from the passenger side right before he sped off again.

She stood there, watching his muscle car speed off, not knowing what in the hell just happened.

“Jane?”

The sound of someone calling her name had Jane turning to see Brody Jacobs, Ecstasy’s sheriff. He was in his cruiser at the stop sign, and when she didn’t respond, a strange look crossed his face.

“Hey, you okay?” He turned the car off and got out. In the next instant, his big, warm hand was on her shoulder. “Well shit, Jane. You’re white as hell. What’s wrong?” Brody was one of the people in town who didn’t discriminate against her for her background. She snapped out of her stunned haze and looked around. Brody standing beside her drew a few curious onlookers.

“I’m fine. I just—” Trevor’s car was long gone, and she wondered if he had seen her in the street. What if she hadn’t jumped out of the way? Remembering the disgusted look he gave her and the still present bruises Rys and William had given him made Jane shiver. He had looked like he wanted her dead. She looked into Brody’s deep-green eyes and saw honest concern in them. Maybe if she just told him what happened, that Trevor nearly ran her over, something could be done. She immediately disregarded that thought, seeing as none of the other pedestrians had admitted they saw Trevor break any laws.

Besides, she certainly didn’t want things to escalate between her and Trevor. He was livid about getting his ass kicked by the twins. If she instigated anything else, who knew what the hell he’d do?

“It’s fine. Everything is fine.” She didn’t wait for his reply, just looked both ways before sprinting across the street to Slick’s.
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R

ys sat at the bar in Rowdy’s, his third beer almost finished. The big screen above the bar showed an MMA fight, the speakers blasting rock music, and the crowd was starting to pour in. He looked at his watch, saw he still had another hour to kill before Jane got off work, and motioned for another beer. He hated that she worked so much, busting her ass when they could easily help her. He and William might not like it, but they understood her need to do shit on her own. He respected the hell out of her for it, but it still pissed him off. They could easily help her and her mama out, and he still wasn’t against the idea. Rys just needed to figure out a way to do it without her knowing they had a hand in it.

“Haven’t seen you without Will or Jane in a while.” Christa Martine slid onto the barstool beside him. He would know her voice anywhere. It was that high-pitched whiney kind that got under his skin in the most annoying of ways. He didn’t bother responding.

Brooklyn slid a new bottle of Budweiser in front of him. He slung a white rag over his shoulder and asked Christa what she wanted. She ordered some girly drink and brushed her shoulder against his, and he knew damn well it wasn’t by accident. He didn’t move, just didn’t show any kind of reaction. Christa was a girl that liked to fuck. It didn’t matter when or where or with who. He knew that was why she was sitting beside him now. Christa didn't come around unless she wanted something sexual.

Sad to say, but it was a known fact. If he was being honest, only Jane could get his dick hard. And even looking in another female’s direction had his cock shriveling up.

Jaxx Mason came out of the back room with a case of beer slung over his shoulder. He set it on the edge of the bar and clapped Brooklyn on the back. Rys took another long pull from his beer and watched a couple fighters beat the shit out of each other in the octagon.

“You have plans tonight?” Christa ran her finger up his bare forearm. He shrugged her off and turned to look at her.

She wasn’t bad to look at. Her brown hair fell to her shoulders, and her thick bangs covered her eyebrows. Her eyes were a dark-brown, and he could see the need in them. She wanted to fuck, and she wouldn’t give up until some sorry sap was buried in her pussy.

“Yeah, but I’m not interested in what you’re offering, Christa.” He took a swig of his beer.

“Come on, Rys. I know I can make you feel good.”

He felt his eyes knit in confusion.

She rubbed her hand up his arm again and he pulled his arm away. He didn’t want to seem like an ass, but it was clear she wasn’t giving up easily.

“Not interested.” He snorted at her ridiculousness.

He didn’t want to be an asshole. He thought about Jane and the plans he had for them, plans that included Jane spending the rest of her life with him and Will. Maybe she didn’t fully realize how deep their love for her went, but soon she would without a doubt.

She didn’t say anything, just grabbed her little drink with the umbrella in it and stalked to one of the tables filled with a handful of dudes. Turning back around, Rys rested his elbows on the smooth glossy finish of the bar and glanced at his watch again.

Forty-five more minutes.

“Damn, dude.” Jaxx stopped in front of him, a grin on his face. He shook his head a few times and glanced over his shoulder. Rys could hear Christa giggling and presumed Jaxx was looking at her. “That girl wants you for more than a piece of ass.”

Rys looked at the bartender. He shrugged and downed the rest of his beer. He pulled out his wallet and fished out a twenty. Slapping it on the counter, he stood. “Nah, man. Never gonna happen. Ever.”

“How you doin’?” Jaxx questioned.

Rys exhaled and ran a hand through his hair. A smile spread across his face as the image of Jane passed through his mind.

“That good, huh?”

He would have told the whole damn world about Jane and their relationship, but until she was more comfortable with it, he’d keep his mouth shut. She was gentle, even if she was tougher than nails at times. Jane Silver was his and Will’s fragile little thing, and he would do everything to not hurt her, even if that meant keeping their relationship quiet.

“Where’s your twin?” Jaxx stacked the newly dried glasses on the counter. Rys wasn’t in the mood for small talk, not when he was itching to go see Jane, even if she still had over half an hour to go. He would sit in her section at Slick’s, order the pie and a cup of coffee, and just watch her. He loved to do that, just watch her work. Well, he liked to watch her ass in that tight little uniform. Damn, now his cock was starting to get hard.

“Working late going over some new blueprints.”

“You didn’t want to work on them? I know the two of you can kick some serious ass when you work together on shit like that.”

“Nah, gotta go get Jane in a few.” He started to turn and go, but it seemed Jaxx wasn’t done with the conversation. He liked the dude well enough, but he was still in a shitty mood after hearing about Jane’s past a week ago. He didn’t know if he would ever be able to move past that. She had been hurt, and they hadn’t been there. Will was dealing with the revelation on his own terms. Rys was just beating the shit out of inanimate objects to get his frustration and anger out. He had the raw knuckles to show for it.

“Jane’s doing good? Idiots aren’t giving her a hard time, are they?”

Rys turned back around.

“Have you heard anyone say shit?” He was getting angry just thinking about someone saying anything about her.

“When I hear a conversation going in that direction, I kick their drunk asses out.”

Rys nodded his thanks. “Yeah, Jane’s something special, and William and I don’t take shit when it comes to her.”

Jaxx watched him for a solid minute, and Rys didn’t know if he knew the underlying message. They looked after her before, but things were different now. She was theirs. At least Jaxx was smart enough not to say anything. He smiled, nodded, and went back to his work.

Rys left Rowdy’s and climbed into his truck. Slick’s was only half a mile from the bar, and just knowing he was going to see Jane had his dick hard as hell. Adjusting himself, he knew he should have rubbed one out earlier, because he planned on being between her sweet thighs before the night was up. At this rate, he’d come like a damn teenage boy.
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“
O

rder up!”

Jane picked up the two plates of burgers and fries, a common order when the drunks stumbled in and needed something greasy to soak up all the alcohol they consumed. Her feet were killing her, and once again she cursed herself for working these damn doubles. Of course, she always thought that when her shift was about to end. She set the plates in front of the two clearly inebriated guys in her section. The little bell above the front door chimed, alerting her of the arrival of most likely another drunk customer. Without looking her shoulder, she called out, “Just take a seat anywhere, and I’ll be right there.”

After picking up two more plates the cook slid under the warming lights, Jane deposited them at another table and headed to her new customer. Head lowered as she dug in her pocket for her pad and pen, she stopped in front of the booth. When she lifted her eyes and saw who it was, a smile spread across her face, and her heart skipped a beat. Rys leaned back in the booth with one leg stretched out, the other bent at the knee. One of his arms was slung over the back of the seat, and his grin was wide.

He was gorgeous in a black T-shirt that stretched over his wide chest and a pair of low-riding, worn jeans that encased his muscular thighs. Her traitorous body decided that was the best time to become aroused, and she had to force herself to calm the hell down. She was at work and needed to act somewhat professional, even if all she wanted to do was pounce on the customer.

Smiling, she cocked her hip and loved the way Rys’s eyebrow arched as he skimmed his gaze up and down her body. “Would you like to hear our specials?”

He leaned forward, resting his forearms on the faded yellow linoleum tabletop, and grinned. “Does that special include you naked and bouncing that sweet pussy on my cock?”

Her cheeks heated, and she swallowed roughly. Jane looked over her shoulder and made sure no one heard him. “You’re going to get me fired talking dirty like that.” She tried to sound stern, but it came out more breathy than anything else.

“Some asses would get kicked if you got fired.”

Jane rolled her eyes. “Have you been waiting around for me to get off work?” He didn’t answer, but she knew damn well that he had. She had let her mom use the car because she got out of the bake sale hours before Jane got off work. She knew one of the guys would be able to take her home. Now, here he was, looking sexy as hell, waiting for her to get off work.

He shrugged and leaned back in the booth. “I hung out at Rowdy’s for a while and just decided to come over and order some pie. You have pie, right?” He cocked that eyebrow of his again in that sexy way that made her pussy wet. He phrased it innocently enough, but his lids had dropped, and he watched her with a look that said he wanted to eat said pie off her body. She needed to snap out of this and finish up the rest of her shift.

Jane rattled off the pies they had, and Rys chuckled, knowing he was getting to her and setting her on edge. He finally ordered apple and a cup of coffee. After she gave it to him, she saw she only had twenty minutes left. She went in the back and started counting her till and tips. Saturday had been busy, and her tips showed it. The extra money would do a world of good for the week.

“Can I pick up an extra shift tomorrow, Martin?”

Jane looked over and saw Lonnie standing at Martin’s desk. Jane noticed how she was wringing her hands, a sure sign that the petite redhead was nervous as hell.

“I don’t have any extra hours, Lonnie,” Martin said without looking up from his mound of paperwork.

“It’s just that I had to call off last week because Skylar was sick, and I could really make up those hours.”

Jane’s heart clenched at the desperation in the woman’s voice. Her little girl, Skylar, a beautiful redhead just like her mom, had come down with some kind of stomach bug last week. Jane knew Lonnie didn’t have the time or the money to call in sick, but what other option did she have?

Martin lifted his beady little eyes and gave Lonnie a bored look. “That’s really not my problem, Lonnie. All the extra shifts have been covered.” He dismissed her with a wave of his hand, and Jane didn’t miss the dejected look on Lonnie’s face. She walked past Jane and into the employee locker room. After glaring at Martin, Jane followed Lonnie.

“You doing okay, hon?”

Lonnie nodded and grabbed her purse out of the locker. “Yeah, it’s just I really couldn’t afford to take off that day, but little Skylar was sick.” She turned around, and Jane’s heart broke when she saw tears swimming in Lonnie’s big green eyes.

“Oh, Lonnie.” Jane walked up to her and wrapped her arms around her petite frame. “Everything will be okay.” Jane pulled back and wiped the stray tears that had fallen from Lonnie’s eyes. “I don’t have extra money, but I can give you one or two of my shifts next week. I’ve been picking up a lot of doubles lately.”

Lonnie cried harder and buried her face in the crook of Jane’s neck. “Thank you, but I couldn’t take that from you. I know how much you and your mama need that money.”

Jane pulled her away and smiled.

“You and your little girl could use it more. I just wish I could give you some money to help. I know how hard it has to be raising Skylar by yourself.”

Lonnie smiled and ducked her head. “Thank you, Jane.” Her gratitude was huge even though her words were low. They hugged once more and then headed out together. To others, giving one employee a shift didn’t seem like much, but Jane knew firsthand that eight hours could mean a lot when another person was depending on her.
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T

en minutes later, Rys was pulling his beast of a truck into his driveway. Even though Jane was exhausted and it was past midnight, she didn’t want to go home. Her mom would be home but fast asleep. Jane didn’t want to go into an empty home and listen to the house settle. There was no way she would have been able to fall asleep, not when her body was lit up like a firework from Rys’s earlier innuendo.

Rys turned toward her, the shadows wrapping around him like a dark lover’s caress. “Come on.” His voice was low, his grin wide. She climbed out of the cab, and he met her at the front of the truck. In one hand, he held a thick blanket, and the other took her hand in his. He started pulling her forward to the back of the property. It was dark as hell out, but a full moon lit the ground with silvery light.

They walked in silence for several long moments, the sounds of the night their background music. They broke through the thick line of trees at the back of the property, and she knew exactly where he was going. The pond came into view, the break in the trees above it letting in the moon’s light, making the liquid look iridescent.

“What are we doing out here?” As soon as the words were out, she knew the answer. Casting a curious glance at Rys, she was surprised to see him already shirtless.

“I thought a little midnight skinny-dipping would be therapeutic, since you’ve been on your feet all day.”

“Mmm-hmm.” She just bet he was doing all of this for “therapeutic reasons.” It didn’t matter though, because she didn’t need a reason to get naked with Rys. “Where’s William?” She slipped off her shoes and socks.

“Doing some late-night paperwork.” His hands went to the button of his jeans, and he popped it free.

“I didn’t take you away from anything important, did I?”

He pushed his jeans down. His boxer briefs followed. There he stood, gloriously naked and causing her mouth to dry. He stalked toward her, and when he was right in front of her, he cupped her cheek with his big, warm palm.

“There isn’t anything more important than you, Jane. The only reason Will is still at work is because Olyver was busting balls for the blueprints to be triple-checked. Will drew the short straw.” He smirked, ran his hands down her arms, and stopped at her waist. Her shirt was pulled from her body in one sweep, and her ridiculously short skirt was next.

“Martin is a slimy bastard, but I have to give him props for the uniforms.” His mouth found the spot where her neck and shoulder met. Letting her head fall back, Janey closed her eyes and gripped his shoulders for support. Rys was wickedly talented with his mouth and tongue, and she found herself clamping her thighs together to try to stop the flow of moisture. She stood there in a thin bra and plain white panties, but she felt bare to him. The feel of his chest, so warm and hard, pressing against her breasts caused her nipples to grow erect from the friction.

“You taste so good, smell so fucking good.”

Air sawed in and out of her lungs at the sound of his gruff words. “I probably smell like french fries and pizza.” Rys ran his tongue up her throat and sucked at her pulse point.

“No, baby. You taste like peach cobbler and smell like vanilla ice cream.” He sucked at her skin harder until she felt the prickling sensation of her blood being drawn to the surface. Fingers slipped beneath the elastic of her shoulder straps and slowly dragged them down her arms. The cups moved under her breasts, causing the mounds to pop free and be pushed up. Rys’s mouth hovered over her nipple for a drawn-out moment. Jane wanted to cry out for him to put his lips around her, to suck on her flesh and ease her ache.

“Don’t worry, baby. I won’t make you suffer.” His mouth latched on the rigid tissue, drawing it in deep, making it impossibly harder. Had she spoken out loud, actually cried out her desires? She must have, because Rys was suckling at her breast while he massaged the other. The sting of his teeth nicking the sensitive tissue had air hissing between her teeth. Jane opened her eyes at the sound of flesh popping free and gazed at him as fire licked through her core.

“Rys.” Licking her lips, she squirmed when he attacked her other nipple. The flesh hadn’t felt neglected until his mouth landed on it. He smoothed his tongue on the tissue while he cupped the underside of her breast, his thumb tracing the curve.

He pulled away, and her eyes dropped to the impressive stiff length that stood out from his body. “Come on, Jane.” His eyes flicked to her panties. “Take them off for me. Nice. And. Slow.” A shiver worked through her as she gripped the edge and slid the material down her thighs. When she stood in front of him without a stitch of clothing on, he didn’t make a move to touch her. No words were spoken as he took in every inch of her body.

“You are the most beautiful thing I have ever seen.” With those words low and heated, he made her feel like there wasn’t another woman on the planet who compared to her. “Come here.” She slipped her hand into his outstretched one. They walked toward the pond, and she dipped her toe in. The water was chilled, but she knew as soon as she went in that she would acclimate to it. Besides, Rys’s warm body would no doubt be pressed against hers and keep her warm.

They waded into the water until the cool liquid skimmed the tops of her breasts. A chill worked up her spine, and Rys was immediately there, his arms wrapped around her waist. Jane wrapped her legs around his hips, feeling the stiffness of his cock press against her folds, teasing her, making her pussy throb. With her arms around his neck and her legs snug around his lean hips, Rys moved them deeper into the water until her whole body was submerged. Lips clashing, they kissed hard and deep, their tongues moving, pressing, seducing.

The feel of smooth rocks against her back had her breaking away and gasping for air. He slipped his hand down her ass, cupping the cheek, while he braced the other one on the rocky ledge beside her. He had moved her to the edge of the pond, and she had been too focused on the feel of his mouth on hers to realize it.

Fingers delving in the crease of her bottom, Rys stroked the pad of one digit over the puckered hole. She bit her lip, her legs shaking from the intensity of that one small touch. Like a fiend for his body, Jane started rubbing her pussy along the stiff length of him. The water moved around them, sliding against their bodies in an intimate caress.

The bud of her clit bumped against his pelvis, sending shockwaves through her core and giving her the need to go faster. Up and down she moved, climbing faster toward that explosive pleasure she only found with Rys and William. Their mouths melded, lips moved sensually, tongues dueling for supremacy. It felt good, so good that the sensation of her orgasm peaking and then crashing over the edge had her grinding her hips into Rys wantonly and moaning in abandon. His mouth moved down to her neck. He grunted his own pleasure as she rode out the exquisite torture.

When the pleasure dwindled to a low throb between her thighs, she realized Rys no longer had her pressed against the edge but was now moving with intent toward the shoreline. Jane was still wrapped around his body, and when he climbed out with her still attached to him like a shirt, she didn’t protest.

It was nice letting Rys take control, letting him make all the decisions even if it only had to do with where they had sex, and they would be having sex. Using one hand, Rys successfully managed to spread the thick blanket on the ground. When he laid her back and gazed down at her, Jane was struck by how darkly handsome he was. The dominance he exuded was so thick that it wrapped around her like a second blanket.

“Jane.”

“Yes, Rys.” Spreading her thighs, trying to get him to get down to what she really wanted, she felt and heard the sound of nature around them, heightening the very delicious act they were about to do.

“On your belly, baby, ass in the air for me.”

Everything stilled around her, not because of what he wanted her to do, but because of the way he demanded it. It turned her on immensely. Without thinking, just doing, she flipped over and got on her hands and knees. Rys’s big body was behind hers instantly, his hands smoothing down the curve of her spine before stopping at the small of her back. He didn’t move for several long moments, and right as she was about to plead for him to take her, he spread her ass cheeks and ran a finger over her anus. Jane stiffened. She didn’t know if she was ready to have this kind of sex. He must have sensed her hesitation, because he sighed loudly but didn’t move his finger. He used his other hand to part her folds and rub her flesh until she was slippery from her desire and lifting her ass even higher for him.

“Soon, baby, I’ll have my cock buried in your ass. I have to have you this way too, Jane. I need to possess every part of your body.” He shoved two thick fingers into her, and she arched her back and cried out. Those fingers pumped in and out of her while he used his thumb to press down hard on her clit. The finger pressed on her anus started rubbing slow circles around the puckered flesh but didn’t attempt to penetrate her. “That’s it, baby. Work that pussy on my fingers. Fuck yourself until you come all over me.”

Until he spoke the words, she hadn’t realized she had been doing just that, but she was too far gone in passion to give a shit. Working her hips back and forth, she fucked herself on his hand, feeling her orgasm climb higher and higher until it burst free for the second time that night. Rys slowed his thrusting fingers but didn’t remove them, just continued to let her ride out the high in bliss. The fingers buried inside her were suddenly removed, and the tip of his shaft was poised at her entrance.

In one fluid thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside her, causing her pussy to clamp down on him hard. Both of them groaned in unison. It didn’t matter how many orgasms she had for Will or Rys, they always managed to keep her on edge so she was flying higher than she ever had.

He started pounding into her, and every time he bottomed out, the tip of his shaft hitting her cervix, she cried out for more. His hand landed on the back of her neck, holding her in place while he fucked her raw. The finger still poised at her asshole started to push inside, working all the way in until she was completely filled by Rys. The motion of his hips moving, pushing his cock in her and then pulling it out, and the feeling of his finger in her ass doing the same had her coming so hard she bit her lip.

The metallic tang of blood filled her taste buds. Rys really started fucking her then, pounding in and out of her while he inserted another finger into her ass. He fucked her with his huge cock in her pussy and did the same with two fingers, pumping in and out of her ass, spreading those digits and stretching her wide. Her breasts swayed from the momentum, and she was coming again.

“Ah!” Her vision blurred, and she squeezed her eyes shut. She felt her body clamp down on Rys, and he grunted before bottoming out one last time and coming inside her. The strength was suddenly sapped from her body, and she fell forward onto her belly. Rys followed but braced his hands on either side of her so he didn’t crush her with his weight. The only sound she could hear was that of their heavy breathing. When he pulled out of her pussy, she winced. Still on her belly with her head turned away from him, Jane sucked in some much-needed air.

“That was…” She couldn’t even find any words to describe the intensity.

“Yeah, baby. I know.” He wrapped his arm around her back and kissed her shoulder.

Then she realized he hadn’t put a condom on. “Rys. You didn’t use a condom.” Looking over at him, she tried not to let her concern consume her.

“Hey, don’t be scared, baby. Will and I are here for you, no matter what.”

She trusted the twins with her life, but the prospect of a baby right now scared the hell out of her. “I’m not on the pill or anything.”

His smile was soft, and he used his finger to trace one of her eyebrows. “We’ll go get you birth control tomorrow if you’d like, or we can use condoms.” He leaned in and kissed her. “Although, if I’m being honest, I’d prefer not to have anything between us. I know Will feels the same way. It’s up to you, baby. You call the shots.”


She called the shots?
 Of course she didn’t want anything between them either, and after she had sex that one time years ago, she’d gotten tested despite the fact that he’d worn a condom. “I’ll get on the pill, but, Rys, I can still get pregnant from this one time.” The thought of carrying Rys’s or William’s baby wasn’t nearly as frightening as she would have thought.

“Baby.” Cupping the side of her cheek, Rys watched her intently. “The odds of you getting pregnant this one time are pretty slim, but even if you did, Will and I would take care of you and our baby. Don’t you believe us when we tell you that we aren’t going anywhere, that we love you more than anything else and will do whatever it takes to make you happy?”

Looking away, because his eyes were too piercing, she felt tears prick her eyes. They were so good to her. How in the world had she gotten so lucky? “I believe you, both of you.”

He exerted a bit of pressure on her cheek until she was looking at him again. “I love you, Jane.”

She smiled and really felt it down to her very marrow. “I love you too, Rys.” She felt peaceful, but she couldn’t help but think that maybe things were a little too good. There was bound to be something that fucked it up. She just knew it was coming.
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J

ane ended up giving Lonnie her Friday shift, which was actually kind of nice, because she had Rys and William over, and she and her mom fixed them dinner. They had spent all day helping repair the house. The shutters were no longer hanging on by a nail, the hole in the porch where the wood rotted out was patched up, and a hundred other little things were fixed. It helped structurally, of course, but the house was still a little rundown shack.

“Thank you again, boys.”

Her mother got up to clear the table, and Rys and William stood and said in unison, “Let us clean up.”

“Oh, I don’t think so. You boys did so much today already. Go relax in the living room, or maybe you three can go catch a movie.” Bridget left the dining room and headed into the kitchen.

The twins smirked at her.

“What?”

William shook his head, and Rys leaned forward.

“We can think of something a little more entertaining than going to the movies if you’re up to it, Jane.”

Instantly, her cheeks heated, because all she could think about was being between the two of them without anything on.

“Stop, Rys,” William said through a grin. “You’re embarrassing her.” He took her hand in his, his thumb rubbing over her fingers. “Want to go to a bonfire over at Brooklyn’s?”

Normally, she would have declined, because when alcohol was involved, people tended to lose their inhibitions. Things were said, and then fights broke out. She was tired of Rys and William having to defend her honor. It wasn’t their job, and she needed to learn to take care of herself, because even though they said they loved her, which she didn’t doubt, how much could they take?

Soon, they would get tired of being in a relationship with a girl the town hated all because of her lousy father and her family’s empty wallets. But she felt a little more comfortable going, since Brooklyn was the host and most certainly wouldn’t let anyone over who was willing to start shit for the hell of it.

“Yeah, okay.” She stood. “Just let me get cleaned up.” She had repainted one side of the house in hopes of finishing it up on her next day off. What she needed to do was wash off the splatter of paint and sweat from her body.

“We’ll do the same. How ’bout we pick you up in say—” Rys glanced down at his watch. “—an hour?”

Jane nodded and walked them to the door. They hesitated at the threshold, and she knew what they wanted. Smiling, she lifted on her toes and kissed first William and then Rys. It certainly wasn’t a swoon-worthy kiss, but the smiles on their faces had her body heating anyway. Once the door was shut behind them, Jane leaned back against the wood. Her mom stood in the entryway to the kitchen, her smile wide as she stared at Jane. Jane’s cheeks heated when she realized her mother had most likely seen her kiss them on the lips.

“I’m glad you finally woke up, honey.” With that, her mom turned and went back into the kitchen. Jane stood there for a moment, her mouth opening and closing but nothing coming out. Her mother may have hinted about a relationship with the Holden twins, but Jane never thought that if she was actually faced with it, she would approve. It looked like Bridget Silver had no problem with her being with two men, especially when those men were Rys and William.

Now, if only she could make sure the town wouldn’t condemn her for being with them, maybe she wouldn’t feel so frightened to tell them all that she loved Rys and William and to fuck off. After years of being looked down on, she shouldn’t give a shit what any of them said, but she found it wasn’t easy for her to just ignore what was being said and keep her emotions out of it. In truth, every time someone gave her a dirty look, or she heard “white trash” or “tramp,” it broke her down just a bit more.

She shouldn’t care, because what she and the Holden boys had shouldn’t be tainted by the ignorant words of a few townies who didn’t know half of what their relationship was made of. Just knowing her mom approved made her feel warm and safe. Others might not agree, but the only people in her life who mattered didn’t have a problem with her loving two men.
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bonfire was set in the middle of a vast field. Brooklyn not only owned Rowdy’s, but he also owned more than fifty acres of wooded land that even had a rambling brook. His family had lived in Ecstasy since the first settlers nearly a hundred years ago, and she even thought she heard that one of his family members was a founding father. Rys and William flanked her as they made their way toward the large group of people standing around the roaring fire. The flames had to be eight feet high, the yellow and orange flickering and popping. The closer they got, the louder the sound of classic rock filtered through the night.

“Yo, if it isn’t the Holden twins.” A few of the guys came up, and Rys and William slapped them on the back in the greeting men usually did. Dyllon and Jacob Michaels, brothers who were a few years older than Jane, smiled and greeted her. William’s hand landed on the small of her back, and she took strength from the gentle touch.

Rys looked down and smiled at her. “Beer?”

“Sure. Thanks.”

Rys looked at William and asked him without actually saying anything if he wanted a beer too. After a second, he headed toward a line of kegs and disappeared in the thick throng of bodies and shadows.

“Hey, it’s little Jane Silver.” Jaxx Mason sauntered over to them, and she was struck by how gorgeous he was. Hell, a lot of the guys in Ecstasy were good-looking. Maybe it was something in the water.

“Hey, Jaxx.” He reached out and ruffled her hair like she was some little kid. He was only a few years older than she was, yet he acted like she was his little sister. She had to admit it was endearing.

Olyver Eberhardt was right behind him, beer in hand. Olyver, owner of Eberhardt Construction, had a wide grin as he stopped in front of her. His dark hair and eyes looked like spilled ink in the darkness that surrounded them. She thought he and his sister Eva were part Italian or some other Mediterranean ancestry.

“Hey, girl.” He wrapped one arm around her, and she couldn’t help but smile. He had always been nice to her. Eva too. “You’re looking good. These jackholes treating you right?” He tilted his beer to William and then to the crowd that had swallowed Rys.

“Yeah.” She chuckled at his pseudo-serious look.

He gave a tight nod like her answer was satisfactory. “No one been giving you a hard time, have they?” Olyver watched her over his beer as he took a long drink.

“Nothing I can’t handle.” She looked around and noticed the guys had formed what looked like a protective circle around her. Jaxx stood in front of her with William to her left. Olyver was to her right, and the only gap in their circle was a small sliver, just enough that she could see Rys coming back with three beers between his fingers. When he reached them, he gave Olyver a pointed look until the man raised his hands in surrender and moved beside Jaxx so Rys could stand to her right. Looking around at them, she didn’t care if anyone thought she was a slut because she kept company with a lot of Ecstasy’s most attractive and eligible bachelors. They were all nice to her, never condemning her or her mother for all the mistakes her father had made.

Rys handed her and William their beers, and then the conversation started. She stood there listening, participating occasionally, but feeling wholly comfortable as she absorbed to the friendly banter of the guys. Did they realize Rys kept stroking the exposed skin at the small of her back or that William kept brushing his fingers along hers? Being around friendly faces had her easing, relaxing, and actually enjoying the company.

Hours passed, and her hand was never empty of a new beer. A good buzz settled into her body, and she found herself laughing at the idiotic but hilarious things the guys were talking about. The cheesy yet disgustingly sexual jokes were coming more and more the more they drank. It was funny as hell, and she was glad she agreed to come. Her bladder screamed at her, and she shifted on her feet. William dipped his head so his lips were close to her ear.

“Honey, you have to pee or are you trying out a new jig?” The laughter in his voice was clear, and she glared at him at the same time she elbowed his side. All she came up against was solid muscle. “Come on, Janey.”

“I can go by myself. You don’t have to leave everyone just to watch me pee.”

“I know you can. I just feel better knowing that a vagrant won’t kidnap you while you’re squatting.”

A burst of laughter left her, and she peeked around at the guys. No one paid her any mind. “Okay, William.” She wasn’t going to argue, because truth be told, she wanted to spend more time with him, even if he was just walking her to pee.

The neck of his beer was between his thumb and forefinger, and he lifted it to his lips and took a long pull from it. Handing the now empty bottle over to one of the guys, he slipped his hand in hers and told Rys he was “escorting Janey to take a leak.” The smirk Rys gave her had her cheeks heating. William led them past the guys and into the thick line of trees that bordered the bonfire. Jane didn’t miss a few curious glances as they passed. No one gave her a dirty look, but the people Brooklyn associated with weren’t douchebags.

The sounds of the party faded the deeper they went in the woods, and she told William to stay put while she disappeared behind a rather large oak tree. When she was finished and stepped away from the tree, she saw William leaning against the tree across from her, his hands in his front pockets and one knee bent on the trunk.

“Hey.” He smiled at her, his teeth straight and white and flashing in the darkness.

“Hey, yourself.” She took a few more steps forward until she stood right in front of him. The smell of his cologne washed over her, and she sighed.

“You look pretty tonight.” He lifted his hand and tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear.

Jane looked down at herself, noting that she was only wearing a pair of jean shorts and a T-shirt. “Thank you. You don’t look so bad yourself.” She gazed down his body. He wore a pair of cargo shorts that hung to his knees and a white short-sleeved button-up shirt. His skin, even in the darkness, looked golden and delectable. Sidling closer to him, she pressed her chest to him and rose up on her toes to press her lips to his. He groaned and speared his hands in her hair, bringing her closer and kissing her deeper.

“You feel so good, Janey.”

She could have said the same thing about him. She could feel how aroused he was as his erection pressed into her belly. In that moment, with so many people just feet away from them, Jane wanted William between her thighs. She wanted to feel his hips thrusting against hers, shoving his cock deep inside her.

“I want you, William. Right now. Please.” She opened her mouth wider, taking his tongue deeper into her mouth. Sliding her hand down the front of his body, she rubbed his cock through his shorts, eliciting a rough groan from him.

“Right here, sweetheart?” He panted against her mouth. “I don’t want to take you like some kind of animal.” She could tell he was trying to sound concerned, but the hardness of his arousal let her know he was right on board with what she wanted, no matter what he said.

“Yes. Right here.” Gripping him harder through his cargos, she rubbed her chest more firmly against his, loving how her nipples hardened. His body was so hard, so muscular. It was like he hadn’t wanted to touch her since she told them what really happened with her father, but what he didn’t understand is that she needed
 their touch. It was the only thing that was helping her get through the fucked-up things that happened.

“God, sweetheart. You feel so damn good.” His hands found the curve of her ass, right where her thighs met her butt, and he lifted her easily. He pushed away from the tree, and she wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist.

“Wait.” William set her on her feet but lavished her mouth with a series of kisses. It took everything inside her to pull away. He took a step back, the hint of moon above them showing his strong, square jaw and full lips. After dropping to her knees, she pushed past the uncomfortable pain when her knees encountered debris on the forest floor. She looked up at him as she started undoing the button and zipper of his shorts. His breathing was fast, his eyelids half-closed.

Cock springing free as soon as she pulled his shorts and boxer briefs away, William groaned, and Jane licked her lips. He was just as large as his brother, thick and long with a cock head that was bigger than the rest of his shaft. A drop of pre-cum dotted the slit, and she leaned forward, her eyes on his as she ran her tongue along the tip. The flavor of musk and salt assaulted her senses, and she groaned and engulfed more of his cock. His hands speared into her hair, pulling at the strands roughly.

The spark of pain felt so good, coupled with the tingle centered in her pussy. Sucking him in as deep as she could, Jane snapped the button of her shorts free and speared her hand between her thighs. A jolt of pleasure zinged through her when her finger rubbed along her clit, and she renewed her efforts, deep-throating him. His hips started moving in tandem with her bobbing head, and soon William was fucking her mouth.

“So good, Janey. So fucking good.” She didn’t know why, but hearing him curse inflamed her. It wasn’t like she had never heard him swear, but William was always so controlled, so proper in ways, that hearing him let go in his pleasure was a heady sensation.

Little jolts of cum filled her mouth, and she knew he was close. She wanted to taste him, wanted his semen filling her mouth and going down her throat. Hollowing her cheeks, she cupped his balls with her free hand, but before he could explode in her mouth, he had her hauled to her feet and his mouth slanted on hers.

“When I come, it isn’t going to be in your mouth but in your pussy.” He murmured his words against her mouth, and in the next instant, he had her shorts and panties pushed off and her back against the tree. She wrapped her hands around the back of his neck, loving the crass way he spoke. He slid his hand behind her left knee, lifted her leg, and brought it flush with his hip. His other hand landed on the trunk beside her head, and he deepened the kiss.

The new position parted her labia, and her clit came in contact with the base of his cock. Jane blindly reached between their bodies, not daring to break their kiss. William’s mouth on hers was erratic, fierce and demanding. It was a side of him she hadn’t seen, and she relished it. Gripping his cock, she stroked it a few times, loving how his body tensed and a groan vibrated against her mouth.

After positioning him at her entrance, she didn’t have a second to catch her bearings before he was plunging into her. All his hard, warm length slid through her wetness, stretching her, rubbing the sensitive flesh inside her. A gasp left her when he was fully inside, and then he was pounding away, slamming his cock in and out of her. Her back rubbed against the bark, but she didn’t care. All she wanted was to feel him fuck her good and hard.

“Harder, William. Please
.”

“Janey, fuck
.” He slid his hand behind her back, cushioning her like the gentleman he was. “You can’t say those kinds of things, sweetheart.” His actions and words contradicted themselves. “I’m five strokes away from blowing my load as it is, and when you say those things, my restraint is next to nothing.”

He took her mouth again in a bruising kiss and started really pounding into her body. Her orgasm was coming on strong and hard, and all she could do was hold onto him, riding it out. He broke the kiss and rested his forehead against her shoulder, panting as he pumped his hips in and out. Her climax washed through her, and she gasped at the intensity of it. Her mouth found his shoulder, and she bit the shirt-covered flesh. He grunted but soon followed her over the edge. The feel of his seed exploding out of him and coating her insides had another series of contractions clenching down hard on his dick.

“Yeah, Janey, that’s it.” His hand moved away from her leg, but she kept it firmly attached to his hips, arching into him more. He gripped her breast, massaged the globe, and when her nipple was erect, he started pinching the tissue. His hips were still moving back and forth, but it was languid and comforting. “I love you so much, sweetheart.”

Feeling this kind of intimacy was exhilarating, and Jane tightened her hold on him. Since she’d gotten on birth control at the town’s free clinic, there was no barriers between them. It made her feel closer to them, more loved. She just wished she could give them more. They did so much for her, for her mother. They were the most selfless people she knew, and her love for them grew every day. “I love you too, Will. God, I love you.”




Chapter 22


[image: ]










W

hen Jane and Will came back to the party, the music was louder, and the alcohol was flowing even more freely. William grabbed her hand, and she looked down at it and then up at him. She didn’t stop the smile that spread across her face. His grin matched hers, and he gave her hand a light squeeze. Looking around at the people, she wondered if they knew what she and William had done. No one paid any attention to them. In fact, the majority greeted both of them, and some handed beers to them.

They made their way back to the circle of guys they left earlier. Although none of them mentioned they had been gone longer than what was needed to take a piss, Jane got a few smirks and raised eyebrows. The conversation started back up about construction and technical jargon that had her lost. Then she realized Rys was missing. Looking around, she saw him over by one of the kegs, with Christa Martine sidled up very close to him. Jane wasn’t a jealous person by nature, not she knew all about Christa.

It wasn’t hard to see Christa’s attraction. She stared up at Rys, who had his back to her as he talked with a few other guys. No, Jane had nothing to be jealous over, and just as she was about to turn around and put her petty feelings behind her, she watched Christa grip Rys’s arm, which caused him to turn and look down at her.

Even from this distance, she could see Rys’s confusion as he stared at Christa, but then he leaned down, and she whispered something in his ear. His face paled and then hardened. He shook his head a few times, his mouth moving quickly as he spoke. Christa’s mouth started moving as well, and her hand slid up his arm and stopped on his chest. His brows were knitted, and he shrugged her hold off of him, still shaking his head.

Jane’s heart pounded, and she found herself gripping William’s hand tighter. He was too engrossed in construction talk to realize her distress. She tried to keep her calm, keep her face smooth of reaction, but the longer she watched Christa touch Rys, and the fact that he wasn’t pushing her away, had Jane thinking all sorts of horrible things. Are they sleeping together?
 It wasn’t like they sat down and declared their exclusivity to one another, although Jane assumed as much after they told her how much they loved her.

Jane couldn’t hear what they were saying, and it wouldn’t have bothered her so much that he was talking to Christa if not for the fact that the two of them started walking toward the forest, her arm now wrapped around Rys’s bicep.
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T

he feel of Christa’s hand on him had his whole body tightening. Rys didn’t like it, but the bomb she dropped back at the keg had his brain malfunctioning. He couldn’t think straight, and now all he could think about was getting her away from the general population so they could really talk about it. Once they were far enough away, he ripped his arm out of her hold and spun around, glaring at her.

“There is no fucking way, Christa. No fucking way. I’ve never even fucking slept with you.” His voice was rising, but it wasn’t because he believed the bullshit she was spouting. Christa wasn’t known to be the most honest person, and her claiming he’d knocked her up was beyond ridiculous, especially since he’d never had his dick anywhere near her.

“Rys, it’s possible,” she whined.

He looked pissed. “It’s not possible. The night you’re claiming it happened, we never even had sex. So tell me how the fuck you got pregnant by me.” He ran a hand through his hair, getting more and more pissed.

“Yeah, well…” She shrugged. “You were drunk, but not that drunk.”

Yeah, he’d been wasted, but shit, he hadn’t been so black-out drunk that he wouldn’t remember sleeping with someone.


But I had passed out. Shit, did we…? Did I?
 No, it felt so not
 right, the biggest fucking lie ever uttered, and God, what she said made him sick to his stomach.

She looked smug standing before him.

“You fuck so many guys, Christa.” He glared at her and crossed his arms over his chest.

She rolled her eyes. “What I do is my business.”

“Yeah, it is, but don’t even try pinning this on me when I know I didn’t sleep with you. I know for a fucking fact, and the guys at Rowdy’s talk, Christa. They aren’t shy about bragging about the pussy they score.”

At least she looked uncomfortable at his statement. She shook her head adamantly and said, “No, Rys, this baby is yours.”

“I don’t believe you, Christa.”

Her shoulders cocked back. “You fucked me, and now I’m pregnant. You will help me take care of this baby one way or another, Rys.” She took a step forward and smiled. “Just think, now, you can fuck me all you want. No condoms, no nothing. It’ll be so good, baby.” She moved closer and placed her hands on his chest.

He cured his lip in disgust.

“We can have a happy little family. You, me, and our
 baby.”

A gasp in the distance had him drawing his head up. His heart sank when he saw Jane standing a few feet away. He had been so caught up in Christa’s shit that he hadn’t even heard her approach. His Jane covered her mouth, and fat tears fell down her cheeks. He pushed Christa away and took a step toward Jane, his hand outstretched.

“Jane, baby.” She held her hand up to stop him. “No, let me explain.” He could see her eyes darting from him to Christa and the horror and sadness in them. She turned and ran from him, and instead of going after her, all he could do was stare at her retreating form.

“You don’t need her anyway, Rys. I can give you everything she can.” There was distaste lacing Christa’s voice, and it pissed him the fuck off.

After turning and giving her a glare, he took a deep breath to calm down. “I don’t know what kind of shit you’re pulling, Christa, but it’s fucked up.” She had the audacity to look hurt at his words, but he couldn’t find any sympathy for her. “If you’ve fucked up my relationship with Jane….” He breathed out roughly. “Let’s just say you better not have fucked it up, Christa.”

Her eyes narrowed, and she crossed her arms again. “What in the hell is so damn special about Jane Silver? You and Will are so enamored with her, and half the town can’t figure out why. She’s just white tra—”

“Don’t.” His voice was dangerously low, and he projected all his rage in that one word. Her eyes widened marginally. “You don’t fucking say one thing about Jane. Not. One. Fucking. Thing.”

He turned and left, praying he could fix this.
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W

illiam finished his beer and tossed the glass in the trash. Jane had wandered off toward the keg after assuring him she’d be right back. He wasn’t a paranoid asshole who wanted to control her every move and be right by her side, but he knew that when guys got drunk, they got touchy-feely, and he wasn’t having any of that.

Once again, for what seemed like the millionth time since Janey had told him about what her father had done, William couldn’t get it out of his head. He wasn’t a violent man by nature, but at that moment, he could picture himself doing all kinds of violent things to Charles Silver.

Ten minutes maybe passed before he saw Janey running toward him, tears streaming down her face. Instantly, he strode toward her and took her into his arms. She wrapped her arms around his waist and buried her head in his chest. Her wracking sobs shook her whole body, and he held her tighter.

“Did someone hurt you?” He didn’t bother keeping the rage out of his voice. Jaxx and Brooklyn came up beside him, since they were the only two guys left who hadn’t wandered. When she didn’t answer, he gently pulled her away and stared down into her tear-streaked face. He brushed his thumbs under her eyes, wiping the tears away. Seeing her so upset broke his heart, but God help the person who hurt her.

“Sweetheart, talk to me. Tell me who upset you, and I’ll kick his ass.”

“We all will,” Jaxx and Brooklyn said in unison.

It took her a moment to catch her breath, and then she looked around. No one paid them any mind, and when she realized that, she relaxed marginally. “I…” She glanced down and hiccupped before bringing her face back to his. “I just have to leave. Please
.” The desperation in her voice had him pushing back his need to know what the hell happened. It was clear she wasn’t going to be forthcoming about what was wrong until she was away from this place. When he hesitated, she whispered, “Please, Will.”

He pulled her back into his body and wrapped his arms around her. Keeping his cool took everything inside him. His anger was a burning force, coiling his muscles and tightening his skin. He looked over at Jaxx and Brooklyn, and although he hadn’t meant to sound harsh, the barked order came out that way anyway. “I don’t have time to search for Rys. Can one of you find him and bring him back to our place?” Both of them nodded, and he didn’t miss how their worried expressions kept going to Jane. He pulled her in tighter, knowing they wouldn’t hurt her, but he needed to be the one who took care of her. Where in the hell is Rys?


“Come on, sweetheart.” He pulled her toward his truck. He had to walk fast just to keep up with her, which was saying something, since she was so much smaller with shorter legs. He helped her into the truck just as he heard Rys’s raised voice calling out to stop.

“Let’s go, please, William.” He hesitated as he saw Rys sprint toward them. “Please.” Her tears tracked down her face faster, and rage exploded inside him. Had Rys hurt her? He knew his brother wasn’t capable of it, but he was rough, more aggressive. Maybe he had inadvertently harmed Janey. Regardless if he did it or not, William’s fists clenched, and he held his ground, ready to beat the shit out of his brother.

When Rys was close enough, he pleaded, “I’m so sorry. Please, baby. Please.” There was desperation in his brother’s voice. William didn’t think. He just acted.

William’s knuckles connected with Rys chin, and he heard Jane cry out for him to stop, but he couldn’t see or comprehend anything but Rys in front of him. The punch sent his twin stumbling back. Rys grabbed his jaw, casting a shocked look at William that then turned furious.

“What the fuck, dude?”

“Stay away from her, Rys. I don’t know what the fuck you did to her, but it’s clear you hurt her in some way.” Rys took a step forward, his eyes flickering back to Jane. Will turned around, saw Jane had gotten out of the truck, and immediately went to her. She was crying harder, her eyes red and swollen as she stared at Rys.

“He didn’t hurt me—not in the way you think, at least.”

Will wrapped his arms around her, and she molded into his side. “He hurt you somehow, sweetheart. Tell me.” She looked up at his face and smiled sadly. When her mouth opened, a commotion had the three of them turning and watching Christa Martine march toward them.

“Fuck,” muttered Rys. He ran a hand through his hair as he looked back at Jane. “It’s not true, baby. I swear to God it’s not true.”

Before Will could demand what the hell Rys was talking about, his twin continued speaking.

“You have it all wrong, Will.” Rys’s voice was soft, distant. It was so unlike his normally hard-edged brother.

Jane buried her head in Will’s side and sobbed. Hearing Jane cry had him feeling so helpless. Christa marched up to Rys and looked around his shoulder to give a narrow-eyed look to Jane.

“Just leave, Christa. I have nothing more to say to you.” Rys sounded defeated, and a thought flitted through Will’s head, but he shook it off. No, Rys wouldn’t have cheated on Jane. He loved her so much. They both did.

“Everyone already knows, and I think your little slut should know too.”

Rys took a menacing step toward Christa, and if William hadn’t known his brother would never hurt a female, he would have been right there holding him back. “You don’t call her that. She isn’t the one who spreads her legs to half the town.”

Christa snorted loudly. “What-the-fuck-ever.” When Rys didn’t respond, Christa’s eyes grew large. “You know, everyone has heard the rumors about the three of you fucking around, but I was hoping that was all they were, rumors. It’s clear everyone was right about Jane Silver being a little white-trash slut.”

No one insulted their girl. No one.

“You gonna tell ’em or do you want me to?” By now, the whole party was at a standstill, everyone’s attention on them. A minute passed, and then Christa smirked cockily. “Fine.” Taking a step to the side, she glared at Jane, who was now no longer clinging to Will. “I’m going to have his baby.” Her grin widened, and she looked at Rys with an almost dreamy expression. “I’m nine weeks pregnant. I tried to tell Rys when I saw him at Rowdy’s the other day, but he brushed me off like I was some piece of shit on his shoe. Well, he can’t brush me off now, can he?” She looked smug, and it pissed Will the hell off.

It wasn’t like he didn’t believe Christa was knocked up. Hell, the whole damn town was just waiting for it. It was no secret she slept around, but now she was blaming it on Rys. The thing was that Rys never, and he meant never,
 fucked women without protection. His twin was a stickler for it, same as Will. They might not wear a condom with Jane, but she was Jane, their
 Jane.

“There is no fucking way that baby is mine.” Rys was staring intently at Jane, pleading with her. “I never even slept with her. She’d claiming it was at a party when I was drunk. I wasn’t that drunk I wouldn’t remember where I put my dick, and it certainly wasn’t in Christa.”

Christa snorted.

“Shut the hell up, Christa,” he growled at her. “I’ll say this one more time. That. Is. Not. My. Baby.”

Silence descended around them, and Will felt Jane’s gaze. He looked down at her and cupped her chin in his hand.

“Will, please, take me home.” She closed her eyes just as a big, fat tear slid out the corner of one. When she was in the truck and the door was shut behind her, Will made his way to Rys.

Speaking in a low tone, he said, “Get this shit sorted out, man. Janey doesn’t need this shit.”

Rys didn’t reply, wouldn’t even look at him. His entire gaze was on Jane. Will got in the truck and started it, knowing his brother would find a way home, but even if he didn’t have one, Will didn’t give a shit. All he cared about was getting Janey the hell out of there.
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ane stared at her cup of coffee, the cream swirling through the dark liquid. It had been three weeks since the blowup at Brooklyn’s party. She had avoided Rys and William, not knowing how to feel about Christa’s confession. She wasn’t angry with Rys over Christa’s words. She was hurt. She knew the brothers had slept with people before their relationship started and that they had always been careful when it came to protecting themselves, but had Rys had a lack of judgment when it came to Christa?

She would like to think he hadn’t, but he had slept with her
 without a condom, and he hadn’t seemed overly concerned about it. She couldn’t shake the image of Rys and Christa… together. Even after three weeks of successfully avoiding their phone calls and visits to the diner and her house, the ache in her chest hadn’t faded.

William hadn’t hurt her, but he was an exact replica of Rys, so when she looked at him, she saw his twin.

“Honey, you need to stop avoiding those boys.”

Jane didn’t bother turning around. She stirred her coffee, mixing the liquid until it was a creamy hue. “Mom, I told you I just can’t see them. I don’t know what to say.”

“I know, sweetie, but I can’t keep turning them away.” Her mom moved behind her and gave her shoulder a reassuring squeeze. “Those boys love you, honey. I can see it in their eyes every time they beg me to let them come in and see you. It breaks my heart telling them no.”

Jane took a sip of her coffee and set it back on the counter. She looked out the window above the kitchen sink and watched as Rys walked back to his truck. This was a daily thing, sometimes twice a day. Sometimes, it was just Rys or William that stopped by, bearing flowers. Other days, it was both of them. Jane never answered the door, always having her mom do her dirty work. It broke her heart hearing them beg her to let them see Jane, but she just couldn’t, not yet.

It wasn’t even Rys’s fault, not really. So shit happened and he got a girl pregnant, supposedly. Why was she punishing all of them?


You know why, Jane
, the damn little voice in her head decided to pipe in once again.

All she could think about was getting back with them, not letting this ruin the incredible thing they had, but then she saw Christa having her baby, a little baby that looked just like Rys and William. Rys would see the baby, fall in love with it, and leave to be with Christa to have a happy little family. If it were just the issue with the baby, maybe it wouldn’t have been such a big deal, but Jane had known Christa her whole damn life.

There was no way she would leave Rys alone. The girl would want that happily ever after, and Jane couldn’t blame her, not in the least. That was what really hurt, and that was why she was having such a hard time with this. She just knew if she went back with them and opened up her heart again, it would just end up getting broken once more. Rys would leave her to be with Christa, and even though she’d still have William, her sweet, sweet William, it would be like looking at Rys. Thinking like that wasn’t fair to William.

She could never just be with one of them, had never envisioned herself only being with one Holden twin.

Taking a deep breath at the sight of Rys out the window, she felt tears prick her eyes. The smell of lilacs filled her senses, and she knew her mother held another bouquet. Rys stopped when he got to his truck and dropped his head. He stood like that for several seconds, and her heart broke more. God, she missed them terribly. It was like her heart was getting ripped from her chest. When his head lifted and he looked over his shoulder, their eyes connected.

Her chest ached something terrible at the hopelessness in his gaze. He said so much with that look, and she had to force herself to turn away from the window. She would always have that image of him ingrained in her head.

She dragged herself to the kitchen table and sat down. Moments later, she heard his diesel truck starting up and then fading in the distance. Her mother set the flowers and Jane’s cell phone in front of her.

“Look at me, sweetie.”

Lifting her eyes, Jane stared into her mom’s face. “You need to wake up, Jane honey. Life sometimes throws you a curveball, but you have to move on. You have to pick up the broken pieces, put them back together as best as you can, and start over. It’ll be hard. We both know that, and I know how painful it is, but life is too short to throw away the love that the three of you have.” She cupped Jane’s cheek and smiled. “I threw away my life on a man who wasn’t worthy. The only good thing that came out of my marriage to Charles was you, darling. Don’t give up on those boys, because they will never give up on you.”

Her mother kissed her on the forehead and turned to leave. Jane watched her go. She had never heard her mother admit that her marriage to her father was a mistake. There had been sadness and conviction in her mom’s words but truth also. She needed time to think, needed to sort out being with William and Rys. Knowing one of them would be having a baby, a baby who wasn’t hers, was a lot to take in. She loved those two for as long as she could remember. Jane had pictured a life with them, one that included a family.

Yeah, it was a lot to take in. She didn’t really want to deal with it right now; that was for sure. Looking at the flowers again, she let her fingers graze over the purple petals. Her phone lay in front of her. It was turned off, because the texts and calls from Rys and William had been too much for her to cope with. She turned it on, and a series of beeps alerted her to the numerous texts and voicemails. She opened up her messages, and texts from Rys and Will popped up. She read through them, tears prickling her eyes.

Will: Janey, please don’t shut us out. I know things are hard right now, but we need to talk.

Rys: Please, baby, please talk to me. I keep going over and asking to see you, but your mom says you’re not ready. Please, baby.

Will: Janey, not seeing or talking to you is harder than hell. Please, please give Rys a chance to explain.

Rys: I miss you, baby.

Will: God, Janey, I miss you so damn much.

Rys: We love you, Jane, and we will not let you go.

The last one was from Rys and sent just a few moments ago. There was so much conviction in his words that she knew he meant every word. Turning the phone back off, she grabbed her coffee and finished it. She had work in an hour, and sitting here thinking about how much she just wanted to go over to their house and wrap her arms around them would only make it one very long day.
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alf her shift was done, and Jane was doing a pretty good job not thinking so much about the Holden boys. Oh, who the hell was she kidding? All she had been thinking about was them. Her resolve to stay away had pretty much evaporated. She missed them too damn much to let this come between them. She would have to find a way to get over it, to get through it. Rys and William meant too much to her for her to just throw it all away.

They had been there for her during the hardest times of her life, and how was she paying them back? Pushing them away when things got tough made her a selfish bitch. Feeling a sudden burst of joy, she couldn’t wait until her shift was over, because she was going right to their house to tell them she was being a childish, selfish girl and that she hoped they could move on with their lives, because that was what she wanted to do more than anything… move on with their life, together.

She set a plate of chicken fingers and a burger down at a table in her section and turned to head back to the counter. Movement in her peripheral vision caught her attention, and she turned to see Trevor and Missy on the other side of the front window. Their discussion was heated by the way Missy kept pointing her finger in his chest.

Trevor’s face was a dark shade of red, and he kept looking around as if he was afraid their little tiff would be heard. Jane couldn’t hear what was being said, but when Trevor started advancing on Missy, bringing back a slew of horrid memories from her date with him, Jane took a step forward, intent on protecting a woman who had done nothing but start shit with her. Missy shoved him away and stormed into Slick’s. She took one look at Jane, scowled, and stalked over to a table in her section. Of course.


Well, shit, now she had to deal with Missy in a shitty mood. Steeling herself, she walked over to Missy and stood at the table. “What can I get for you?” Jane kept her gaze steady when Missy glowered at her.

“Just give me a Coke.” Missy speared her hands through her hair and looked away.

Jane didn’t stick around, just got the drink and went back to waiting on her other tables. Several hours passed with Missy doing nothing but sitting at the booth, sucking down the free refills. The numerous times Jane asked if Missy wanted anything else, Missy responded curtly and told her to fuck off. Jane left her the hell alone. But just because she told Jane to leave her alone, that didn’t stop Missy from glaring at her for the rest of her shift. Awkward didn’t even begin to describe the situation.

Whatever she and Trevor fought about, it was sticking with Missy and making her rude and bitchy. When Jane’s shift ended, she was anxious to see the guys. She admitted she had been acting like a fool, letting all of this get between them. No doubt, it would be hard for all of them if it really did turn out that Rys had fathered Christa’s baby, but they wouldn’t know for sure until Christa had the baby and they did a DNA test. Jane knew this was going to be the hardest months of her life, but she wanted to get through it with Rys and William.

It was already dark by the time she grabbed her purse and said goodbye to Lonnie. She glanced at Missy’s table and relaxed when she saw she had finally
 decided to leave. The little bell above the door dinged when she exited. Her piece-of-shit car sat right under the lone parking lot light in full view.

“Jane.”

Jane whirled around and stared at Missy. She was against the side of the building, her leg cocked on the brick. A cigarette hung from her lips, and she inhaled deeply. The end lit up a bright orange. Nothing more was said, and Jane didn’t know if she should ignore Missy and go to her car or see what she wanted. Obviously, Missy had something on her mind, but Jane didn’t know if it was something she wanted to hear. She really wasn’t in the mood to hear her shit, especially if it had to do with Trevor.

“Come here.”

Jane held her purse tighter and glanced around. She wasn’t afraid of Missy, but it was no secret the girl was a dirty fighter. Jane, on the other hand, wasn’t a fighter at all. She was fine being pleasantly ignorant in her bubble of safety. She had been roughed up enough by her father to last a lifetime.

Missy exhaled almost as if she were annoyed over Jane’s refusal to move. She inhaled deeply once more, flicked the butt away, and pushed off the wall. “Seriously, I’m not gonna beat you up or anything. I just want to talk to you.”

“Listen, Missy, I’m tired and really not in the mood for Trevor bullshit.”

Missy stared at her hard, but it wasn’t the hateful glare Jane was accustomed too. When she exhaled this time, it sounded more sad than anything else. “I was going to talk to you in there”—she tilted her head toward Slick’s—“but I know how nosy these damn people are, so I thought maybe we could talk in your car?”

Missy didn’t sound like her normal demanding, bitchy self, which confused and intrigued Jane. What the hell could Missy really tell her? After a suspended moment, Jane nodded and made her way toward her car. The sound of Missy’s heels clicking on the pavement was loud in the otherwise silent parking lot. They climbed into her car, and Jane rolled the window down to let some of the cool air in. They sat in silence for several minutes, and Jane could tell Missy was struggling with whatever it was she was trying to say. Jane didn’t rush her, because she knew whatever bomb was about to be dropped was clearly hard for Missy to say.

“Listen…” Missy cursed under her breath and turned in her seat, staring right in Jane’s eyes. “I know about all the drama with Rys and Christa. Fuck, the whole damn town knows, because Christa thinks everyone should hear her business.”

Jane knew as much. It was hard hearing the gossip all around her, the whispers about one of the Holden twins finally settling down, like Christa getting knocked up by Rys Holden was the hottest news. It was infuriating, especially since there was no proof he had even fathered her baby.

“Everyone knows you and the twins are together. I mean, the way they look at you, touch you when they think no one is watching, it is all so obvious, and half the women in Ecstasy wish they were you.”

That surprised Jane so much her head cocked back. People are jealous of me?
 “What?”

Missy rolled her eyes. “Oh, you heard me, and you know damn well it’s the truth.” Silence fell upon them once again before Missy said, “Christa isn’t pregnant with Rys’s baby.” Jane felt her lips part at Missy’s words. She wouldn’t look at Jane, but the way she twisted her hands in her lap gave away the fact that she was nervous. “The two of them never even had sex. She lied, knowing he’d been so drunk that night that he couldn’t be sure if they slept together or not.”

“How… I mean, how do you know that?” Everything inside her was lighting up at Missy’s words. She really shouldn’t trust Missy, not since she’d been a conniving bitch since they were in grade school, but Missy’s whole demeanor was so foreign that Jane knew the woman was telling the truth.

“Christa showed up at Trevor’s one night, which pissed me the hell off, because everyone knows what a slut she is.” Jane didn’t correct Missy on the fact that she was… promiscuous as well. “She was belligerent, spouting off that he couldn’t just throw her away after what he did to her. We finally got rid of her ass, and at that point, I was pissed as hell. I wanted to know what was going on, and by the way he was acting, I knew it wasn’t good.” She blew out a breath and glanced out the passenger window. “I thought we were in a good spot in our relationship.” She snorted at her own comment.

Jane didn’t bother telling her that her boyfriend had mauled her over a month ago in the back of his car. Trevor had turned into a piece of shit over the years, but he acted better, nicer to her. It had all just been a ploy.

Missy might be a bitch, but she wasn’t stupid. She knew how Trevor was, and Jane had no idea why the hell she wanted anything to do with him.

“Of course, he wouldn’t tell me anything, just said it wasn’t a problem and she wouldn’t be bothering us anymore. I let it go, but a few weeks after that, when Christa made that spectacle at Brooklyn’s, Trevor came home sloshed.”

Jane didn’t question how Missy knew what happened at Brooklyn’s. After Christa dropped her little bomb, everyone in the whole town and probably the neighboring ones knew what went down.

“I hadn’t forgotten about Christa coming to the house and hadn’t heard what happened at Brooklyn’s, so when I saw him drunk, I knew that was when I’d get the answers I wanted.”

Jane wanted to tell her to hurry the hell up, that she had shit to do, like go see Rys and William, but until Missy finished telling her whatever it was she was trying to say, Jane would sit quietly and patiently.

Missy chuckled humorlessly and turned her attention back to Jane. “He admitted to fucking Christa numerous times. The asshole didn’t even wear a condom.” Despite the anger in Missy’s voice, Jane didn’t miss the tears that started to slip out the corners of her eyes. The need to comfort Missy was strong, but Jane knew it wouldn’t be a welcome gesture. “He didn’t even deny knocking her up. Can you fucking believe that?” Missy sniffed and brushed the tears away. “He just told me that he wasn’t about to be tied down to a kid.”

Not that Jane didn’t desperately need to believe what Missy said, but she found herself asking, “How do you know he’s telling the truth?”

Missy gave Jane an incredulous look and then shook her head. “Because I confronted the bitch myself. The two of them had slept together while Trevor and I were supposed to be ‘exclusive.’ She said she hadn’t slept with anyone but him during that time.” When Jane didn’t respond, Missy continued in a smaller voice, “She told me if Trevor wasn’t willing to man up, she’d find someone who would, someone who wouldn’t turn his back on her when the baby came.”

“But if she is so sure Trevor is the father and she didn’t sleep with anyone else during that time, why would she try to pin it on Rys?”

“Come on, Jane. It isn’t that hard to alter how far along you really are by a few weeks. What guy is going to be smart enough to realize that?” Jane sat there in stunned silence as she processed what Missy just told her. “I told him I was going to tell you, that it wasn’t right to blame this on someone else. We fought outside of Slick’s before I came in. I was a bitch, because I was so upset with him, with how he acts and how he treats people. I should have told you when I first found out, but I didn’t know how to tell you.” To Jane’s utter surprise for the umpteenth time that night, Missy grabbed Jane’s hand. “I’ve been a bitch and a horrible person. I don’t want to be the person who stands back and watches three people’s lives ruined.” Missy dipped her head and whispered, “I was just going to turn my head and let Rys take the heat for it. I didn’t want that for our life, but I realized Trevor isn’t the man I thought he was.” Missy lifted her head and smiled sadly. “I’ve been cruel to you, and I’m sorry. So sorry.” Missy gave her hand one more squeeze before getting out of the car and shutting the door with a soft click.

Jane watched her disappear into the shadows. For several long moments, all she could do was stare into the darkness. Rys hadn’t fathered Christa’s baby. He’d been telling the truth, and she hadn’t let him fully tell his side of the story, because she’d let her emotions control her.

She had no reason to doubt what Missy said. In fact, she would have assumed Missy would confirm her fear that Rys was, in fact, the father.

The sound of her heart beating in her ears drew her out of her thoughts. She turned her car on and headed out into the street with one destination in mind. William’s and Rys’s house.
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ane turned off the car and sat there for a moment. All the lights were on despite the fact that it was close to midnight. She knew they had work in the morning, so she questioned why in the world they were still up. The need to get out of her car was strong, but there was also a hesitant part of her that was afraid to make that move.

For days, she’d avoided them. It had been the hardest time since their relationship had escalated. They’d been inseparable, and now she was sitting outside their house after pushing them away so many times. Had they ever pushed her away? No. Never.

Steeling herself, Jane made her way out of the car and up the steps of the porch. The screen door was open, which she thought a bit odd, even if the weather was nice. It was almost midnight, for God’s sake! The sound of raised voices came out of the house, and Jane froze, not knowing if she should make her presence known.

“What in the hell am I supposed to do, Will?” Rys’s voice was raised and came out like a rough growl.

“How the hell am I supposed to know? You’re the one who fucked up, and now I have to pay for it.”

The sound of heavy footfalls pacing the length of a wooden floor filled the sudden silence. “You don’t think I’m suffering here as well? She won’t see me either,” Rys growled. “I didn’t fucking sleep with Christa. She’s a lying bitch.”

She’d never heard the twins fight before, not like this, not with so much anger moving between them.

“I’ve told you a million different times that I can’t be the father of Christa’s baby. There is just no way. I don’t care what she says. I didn’t fuck her.”

“You were drunk. Passed out, I’m sure. And what if you are, Rys? How do you think that is going to make Janey feel? You think she’s going to want you then? What about me?”

“What about you? You aren’t the one who lost the most important person in your life.”

“No?” Jane had never heard Will’s voice so loud and rage-filled before. “You’re my fucking identical twin. She can’t look at you right now, because you broke her heart. I am unfortunate enough to look just like you, and now she doesn’t want anything to do with me either.” Heavy breathing followed William’s words. “So, yeah, Rys. I’ve lost the person that means the world to me. I’ve lost the woman I love, because you can’t keep your dick in your pants.”

Rys’s laughter was anything but humorous. “Don’t get all high and fucking mighty on me.”

“Yeah, well, at least I know bad news when I see it, and Christa Martine is bad fucking news, Rys.”

Rys growled like some kind of wild animal, and then she heard a loud bang followed by shuffling around. Dammit, they were fighting. She didn’t bother knocking, just pulled the door open and walked quickly toward the scuffle. When she rounded the corner and came into the living room, she saw Rys and William throwing punches at each other. A lamp fell and broke on the floor, and their curses and grunts filled the room. The testosterone and rage in the room was thick as sin, and she took a hesitant step forward.

She didn’t want to see them fight, not over this, not when there were so many other things they could be focused on. Rys slammed his fist into Will’s side, and William reciprocated by throwing a punch into Rys’s abdomen. They both grunted and crashed into one of the end tables, sending the wood crumbling beneath their weight.

“Stop.” They didn’t hear her and instead threw more punches. “Stop!” Both of them immediately did just that. Their gazes landed on her, and they heaved from the force of their breathing. Nothing was said for several long, tense moments, and then she licked her lips and said, “Please, stop fighting. It’s not worth it.” They broke apart and looked at each other.

“You’re here? Like really here?” Rys panted as he took a step toward her. His expression appeared disbelieving. “She’s here, William.” He took another step toward her. “Baby….” In the next instant, he had his arms wrapped her, and the pressure he used to hold her to him was almost suffocating. Head on his chest, Jane closed her eyes and inhaled the scent that was all Rys.

“I have been so lost without you, Jane,” Rys muttered into her hair, his voice low. Her fingers curled into the shirt at his abdomen, bringing him closer as she let the last three weeks melt away.

“I’m so sorry. I’ve been an idiot shutting you two out. Neither you nor William has ever done that to me. I let you down.”

“Shhh.” William was behind her, his hand moving her hair off her shoulder. “Don’t say that, sweetheart. We love you, no matter what. We are the ones who let you down.”

Rys pulled back, and she lifted her head to look at him. Tears formed in her eyes, and she was angry at herself over it. Why was she even crying? The pads of Rys’s thumbs brushed beneath her eyes and wiped her tears away.

“I’m so sorry about everything. I don’t know what the future holds with… well, with all of that, but I want you so damn much, baby.”

“We both do,” William said from behind her, his mouth at the nape of her neck.

“I—”

“Rys, please. Stop.” Instantly, he closed his mouth and looked down at her with mixed emotions. Worry was at the forefront, and she wished she could wipe it away. “I want to talk to you both.” Rys shared a look with William over her head and then nodded down at her.

“Okay, Jane.” The uncertainty in his voice was clear. Hopefully after she told him what Missy revealed, the tension that wound itself tightly around the three of them would ease. She needed that, needed to get back to where they were.

They walked over to the couch, and William pushed aside the broken remnants of the turned-over lamp. He looked sheepish when she watched him move the debris away with his booted foot. Jane sat on the couch while the guys took the two leather recliners across from her. The deep breath she inhaled did nothing to calm her down, but then she looked into both their faces and smiled. It would be okay, because she would make sure it ended that way.

After everything was out in the open, Rys and William looked at each other then back at her.

“I’m going to fucking kill him.” Rys stood so forcefully the chair he was sitting in was pushed back and skittered across the wooden floor.

“Calm down.” William was standing now as well, trying to get a clearly furious Rys to stay calm. “There is nothing we can do.”

“Like hell there isn’t anything we can do.” Rys started pacing the length of the living room, his hands running through his hair over and over again. “I’m going to beat his fucking ass until they have to take him away on a damn stretcher.”


Shit, this is so not good.
 “Rys, please, calm down.” At her words, he stopped and stared at her. “I didn’t tell you this to piss you off, although I should have known it would upset you. I’m sorry for that, but I’m glad it’s out in the open. Now we can move on without this hanging over our heads.”

“Baby, this has nothing to do with you. I am the one who got pulled into this, which in turn had you and Will catching the backdraft of it all.” He moved until he was in front of her and cupped her cheek. “But, baby, I will kick Trevor’s ass, not just for the shit he pulled with Christa, but the shit he pulled with you.”

William came to stand beside Rys and pushed his brother aside so he could embrace her. His face was buried in her hair, and he inhaled deeply. “God, sweetheart, I missed you so damn much.” He pulled away and stared into her eyes. “Rys is right though. Trevor has this ass-beating coming. We weren’t nearly finished with him at Rowdy’s.” He bent and pressed his lips to hers, murmuring his love for her. Rys pulled her away and did the same.

Jane didn’t go home. Instead, she spent the night wrapped in their arms, making up for three weeks lost.
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ane walked into Rowdy’s. The music and dim lights instantly altered a person’s senses. She was looking for one person, and when she spotted her in the midst of a thick group of college-aged kids, probably still on summer break from the university in the neighboring city, Jane headed straight forward.

She was pissed that Christa thought she could do this to them and get away with it. To screw with people’s lives because the fantasy world she concocted with a douchebag hadn’t panned out was not acceptable. No, Jane wasn’t about to let that happen. She stopped in front of Christa’s table, but no one realized she was there for several long seconds. Christa giggled as she ran her hand along the arm of some fresh young guy.

He looked like he belonged in an ad for Abercrombie & Fitch, not hanging out at Rowdy’s with Lynyrd Skynyrd playing in the background. What kind of person, a soon-to-be mother, hung out at a bar, flirting with random men? It took her a moment, but finally Christa turned her head toward Jane and glowered. The bar was packed with a lot of regulars, but also some newbies crammed inside, taking the night off to relax.

“What the hell do you want?” Christa crossed her arms, pushing her ample breasts up to spill over her barely-there tank top. It was no surprise Christa wasn’t wearing a bra.

A lesser woman might have cowered under the look Christa was directing her way, but Jane cocked her shoulders back and returned the stare. This was her life, and no one, especially Christa Martine, who had no right to judge others, was going to intimidate her.

“I want you to admit you’re a lying bitch.”

Christa’s lip curled up. “What the hell are you talking about?” She stepped around the group of guys to stand a few feet from Jane. “And don’t call me a bitch, bitch.”

Jane refused to back down. “I want you to admit to everyone that you lied about Rys being the father, because you and I know you were lying.” For one tiny moment, Christa looked startled, but that shifted to anger.

“I’m sorry you don’t get to keep your little threesome, but it is what it is. Rys is the father, and you’re just going to have to get used to it. He’ll come around, and when he does, we will be a family. There isn’t anything you can do about that.” She looked smug as hell, and Jane wanted to smack the look off her face.

Obviously, this was going to take a little more coaxing on Jane’s part. “I think, in your best interest, you’ll just admit the truth.” The guys around the table were staring at them intently. Christa took a step forward, and that was when Jane smelled alcohol on her breath. A sadness washed through Jane at the thought that the innocent child growing inside Christa was suffering. “Christa, you have a baby inside you. The life you’ve been leading has to stop. Think about your baby.” She didn’t mention the drinking, because she knew Christa knew exactly what she was referring to. A red hue coated Christa’s face, and she reached out and pushed Jane. The crowd was thick, so Jane didn’t have much room to fall backward.

“Catfight!” some idiot hollered.

As if that one word had the power to stop a freight train, everyone around them stilled, and the noise lowered. Good, this was what Jane needed to get her point across. “Free Bird” played loudly and clearly, and Jane looked over her shoulder at the bar. Brooklyn dried his hands on a white rag slung over his shoulder and nodded at her.

“Christa, please, I’m asking you nicely to just admit the truth.”

“You know what, Jane? Rys and William deserve a lot better than a piece of white trash like you.”


Okay
. It was clear Christa wasn’t going to do this of her own accord, so it looked like Jane was going to have to go to Plan B.

Jane looked behind her and nodded at Brooklyn, who in turn pulled out his cell and disappeared in the back room. Nothing was said for several long minutes, as if they expected Jane and Christa to start a full-out brawl right in the middle of Rowdy’s. The front door squeaking open had everyone turning and staring as Rys and William dragged Trevor inside. The twins flanked Trevor, and Jane’s throat clogged when she saw the split lip, swollen eye, and trickle of blood coming from Trevor’s mouth.

They led him over to the makeshift stage that housed karaoke on Wednesday nights and live bands on the weekends. Brooklyn and Jaxx were already standing on the stage, a microphone in Brooklyn’s hand. Rys and William hauled Trevor up and pushed him toward Brooklyn, who held out the microphone. Trevor glanced at the four big men surrounding him and begrudgingly took it. The music ceased, and everyone in the bar was watching the spectacle. Jane glanced at Christa, saw her frantic look, and almost felt a twinge of sympathy for how things were going to play out. Almost.

When Trevor didn’t say anything, Rys nudged him with his shoulder. A fierce look was on William and Rys’s faces, and although she didn’t like that they had beat the shit out of Trevor, deep down inside, she knew that no matter what she said or did, it was bound to happen. Jane saw Trevor glance at Christa and wondered what was going through their minds at that moment.

“I can’t believe you’re doing this,” Christa hissed at Jane between her teeth. “Mortifying me in front of half the town is bad enough, but now you have to bring Trevor up here so he can call me a slut too?” Jane looked at Christa and expected to see sadness, or maybe even remorse, but what she saw was bone-deep hatred.

“All I wanted you to do was tell the truth. You consciously accused another man of fathering your child when you knew it wasn’t his. You had no problem ruining others’ lives, and maybe if I saw a bit of remorse for your actions, I could feel some kind of sympathy toward you, but I don’t.”

Christa muttered a derogatory name, but she had already turned her body toward the stage. For as quiet as it had become, Jane was surprised crickets weren’t chirping in the background.

“I—” Trevor licked his lips and cast a weary glance at Rys and William. Both of her men crossed their thick arms across their equally thick chests and waited for Trevor to continue. He opened his mouth and told the entire bar his dirty little secret.

When he was finished spilling it, everyone was either staring at Trevor with slightly open mouths or casting stares at Christa, who looked embarrassed and furious. A lot of whispers were filtering around the bar, and Jane knew Christa was feeling the ridicule Jane once felt.

“Can you believe she’d do that?

“I can’t believe she would try to trap Rys like that.”

“Wasn’t she just drinking a beer?”

The comments went on and on until Christa pushed her way out of the bar. Trevor followed after her, his head down in shame as he passed everyone. For several long minutes, no one did anything but stare at everyone else. Then, as if the entertainment for the night was over, the music started back up, and everyone resumed talking. Rys and William hopped off the stage. Everyone cleared out of the way until they were standing right in front of her.

She looked from one to the other, and like there was no one else in the room, they each wrapped an arm around her and pulled her in tight. She knew people were watching, but she didn’t care. Standing on her toes, she kissed William on the mouth and then did the same to Rys.

“Thought they might put up more of a fight,” Rys murmured against her mouth, and she nodded.

“Come here, sweetheart.” William claimed her mouth next, and she melted into him. With everything else around them falling into nothingness, Jane finally told the world to fuck off.
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One year later



J

ane still couldn’t believe a year had passed since she reconciled with Rys and William. A lot happened in those twelve months, some bad, but most good. Her mother had been seeing a therapist to work through the problems that concerned her father. She had finally realized Charles Silver hadn’t been the man she had initially grown to love.

She had been dependent on him, and he had been like a sponge, sucking up everything that was good about her. After months of speaking to someone and working through her problems, she was starting to make progress, working through her issues to the point that she was able to see the positive side of a life that didn’t include Charles. They hadn’t heard anything from her father in years, and Jane hoped it stayed that way. Their life had changed for the better.

Jane finally told her mother what happened with her father. There had been a lot of tears, a lot of self-blaming on her mother’s part, but they eventually worked through it, were still working through it. It was still a rough road, but Jane and her mother were realizing neither had been to blame.

Missy left Trevor after the whole pregnancy situation, and Jane was glad she had made the decision. After their conversation in Jane’s car, things had been different between them. Missy realized Trevor had just been dragging her down. She was enrolled in school, studying to be a social worker. Christa delivered a healthy baby boy, and for a while there, Jane thought she’d gotten her life on track, but when Christa was caught drunk in the car with an inebriated Trevor driving, Child Welfare had gotten involved. Last Jane heard, the baby was with Christa’s mother and father while she was getting help. Trevor, on the other hand, had been arrested and was spending some much-needed time in a minimum-security prison. Apparently, he had several out-of-state warrants for alcohol related offenses.

Jane dried the last plate and stacked it in the cupboard. Two strong arms wrapped around her, and she leaned back and closed her eyes, enjoying the feeling of being loved. She knew instantly that Rys held her from the rich, masculine undertones of his cologne. He swept her hair away from her neck and started a slow caress of his lips and tongue on her throat. All she could do was tilt her head to the side and absorb the pleasurable assault.

“Come to the bedroom, baby.” The way he said the words held a note of darkly wicked intent. He had no intention of going to sleep, but that was quite all right with her, because she didn’t want to sleep either.

“You want to go take a nap?” She couldn’t help but smile even though he couldn’t see it. It was just too fun to tease him. He nipped her flesh and growled. Arms tightening around her middle, Rys started walking them backward toward the bedroom. She let the towel slip from her fingers and allowed him to drag her back. His mouth was still on her throat and his hands rubbed small circles on the exposed skin of her belly. Jane started feeling the tendrils of arousal seeping into her and settling in the junction between her thighs.

Rys’s bedroom door opened behind her. A moment later, he spun her around and kicked the door shut. Her breathing becoming labored, Jane closed her eyes and let the sensations wash through her. “Where’s William?” The words were thick as syrup, and she had to force them past her lips.

“Working late.” Muffled words vibrated against the back of her neck as Rys’s mouth made slow work across her body. “Don’t worry, baby. He’ll be here soon enough, and then we’ll really have some fun.” He made quick work of removing their clothing. “Go on, lie on the bed, and let me see that sweet little cunt.”

Her breath stalled at his words. Climbing onto the bed, she lay on her back, and without taking her eyes off his, she gripped behind her knees and pulled her legs to her chest. They had done this before, and the submissive act was highly arousing. Just seeing him watch her, his eyes trained on her exposed pussy, had everything inside of her tightening. Yes, these were the times she looked forward to.




Chapter 30
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R

ys’s mouth went dry, and he licked his lips, trying to draw enough air into his lungs. His
 Jane was on their bed, her body gloriously naked, and her legs drawn up to her chest. The soft pink lips of her cunt were lightly parted, showing the tiny opening into her body and her little clit peeking out from its hood. His cock gave a mighty jerk, growing hard. He was unable to pull his eyes away from her, unable to think clearly when every part of her was exposed to him.

“That’s it, baby. You listen so well, please me so much.” Rys was a dominant man by nature, and although he tried to tame his baser urges to have her submit to him, there were some times seeing her like this had every part of him wanting her to give it all up. He didn’t expect to tie her up, have her call him Sir, and only speak when spoken to.

Well, not all the time at least. They had done some of those, and he had slowly eased her into what he liked. She had given him so much, bared her body and soul to him, and because of it, he would give her the world. Jane Silver was theirs.

“Touch yourself, baby. Reach between your thighs and finger yourself.”

She listened so well, did exactly what he said without any hesitation. Seeing her finger slide through her wet folds and push into her pussy had his shaft growing even harder. Already, he felt like he was going to explode, and he hadn’t even gotten into her yet. Memories of her sweet little pussy gripping his cock, milking him until he came so hard he feared he would pass out, assaulted him. A groan left him, and he crawled into the bed with her. Her pussy was heavenly, but tonight he wouldn’t be fucking her there. He heard the front door opening and closing, and heavy footfalls made their way to the bedroom. William pushed the door open and stood there, his gaze immediately seeking out Jane. Rys and Will looked at each other, and without saying anything, Will started stripping.

When he was nude, he walked over to Jane, who watched him undress, and lay in front of her. His twin attacked her mouth, and Rys settled on kissing her bare shoulder while his hand trailed down her side. Her ass curved toward him, as if she knew exactly where this was going. They hadn't done double penetration yet, because they both thought it would be too much for Jane to handle, but she had been the one to ask for it, and they weren't about to deny her.

The lube was already in his hand, and he spread some on his finger before tossing the tube away. He knew she was wetter than hell, but she was going to need all that lubrication to take his brother into her sweet pussy. Continuing to kiss her shoulder, Rys slipped his fingers between her cheeks and ran the lubed digit over her puckered hole.

“Bear down for me, baby. Let me get your ass nice and wet for my cock.” Instantly, she did as he asked, and he penetrated her, letting his finger slide deep inside her and nearly groaning when the inner muscles of her rectum clenched down on him. “That’s it, Jane. God, yes.”

Thrusting his hips forward, he started dry humping her as he fucked her ass with his finger. He added another one, and then a third, stretching her wide, preparing her for his thick cock. “Straddle Will, baby.” He placed his hand on the middle of her back, urging her into position. Will and Jane broke their kiss, and she swung one leg over his brother’s hips. Rys sat there and watched as the woman he loved grabbed his twin and positioned him at her pussy.

In one move, she covered Will’s cock. Both of them groaned, and Rys couldn’t wait any longer. Moving behind her, he spread her ass cheeks wide and groaned when the tight, pink hole of her anus came into view. Will and Jane started kissing again, the sound of their wet lips moving together adding an eroticism to the deliciously wicked thing they were about to do.

He placed the tip of his cock at her asshole and told her to bear down again. Pushing into her, Rys gritted his teeth and tensed as the tightness of her body encased him. Heavy panting surrounded him, but he didn’t know if it came from him or Jane. Her tight, hot little body took all of his hard inches. When he was fully inside her, he gave her a moment to adjust to his size. He tore his eyes from where his shaft was buried and looked at Jane.

Her head was bent, resting on Will’s chest. His brother’s eyes were closed, his jaw clenched tight. He knew damn well how hard it probably was for Will not to move inside Jane. Her pussy was just as sweet as her ass. Rys pulled out slowly, watching his wet dick leaving her tight hole. When just the tip was poised at the entrance of her anus, he slowly, almost torturously, pushed back in. The skin surrounding his erection was stretched wide, trying to take all of his girth. Groans left him uncontrollably, and a light sheen of sweat coated his chest from the strain of not plunging in and out of her.

When he bottomed out in her, Will started to pull out. Jane held onto Will’s shoulders, bracing herself as they fucked both holes. When Will pushed back in, Rys pulled out. Their movements were perfect, one pulling out while the other pushed in. Over and over, they fucked her, picking up speed until the sounds of sloppy sex and pleasure-filled moans and curses rang through the air.

“Yeah, baby, that’s it. Take us. Squeeze those muscles around us, Jane.” Rys couldn’t help the commands leaving him, couldn’t help the instinct to move faster in her. He gripped her hips hard, keeping her immobile, as he plunged into her while Will pulled out. He was close, so damn close that his balls drew up tight, and it took everything inside him not to come right then.

“Fuck, I’m so close, Janey.” Will didn’t normally swear. But because he did meant his twin was just as close as he was. As if their combined words set off something inside her, her entire body tensed, and she let out a long, drawn-out moan. Her muscles tightened around him, and it was too much for Rys. Pumping into her harder and faster, Rys buried himself fully into her and grunted out his release. The force of his orgasm was powerful, and he saw stars dance before his eyes.

This was always the reaction he had when it came to Jane.

Will grunted moments later with his own climax. The three of them stayed in position for several long moments. Jane’s inner muscles continued to spasm around his dick, and he gritted his teeth from the exquisite pleasure and pain. When his cock started to soften, he gently pulled out of her.

Jane breathed heavily, and when he lay beside her, he pulled her off Will and wrapped his arms around her. She rolled over and buried herself against his chest. Will was still on his back, his arm thrown over his eyes as he breathed hard. As if his brother sensed his stare, he removed his arm and turned to look at Rys.

“Jane?” Rys whispered.

Will got up and disappeared out the door. She looked up at Rys, and he dipped his head to kiss her. As he pushed himself up, Will reentered the room, and Rys went to stand beside him.

She sat up and looked at the two of them, a frown marring the spot between her eyes. “Is everything okay?”

He could have kissed her worry away, but instead, he and Will each dropped to one knee. Her eyes widened, and her hand covered her mouth. This wasn’t exactly the ideal time to do this, but they had waited long enough.

“Jane, we should have done this a long time ago, and maybe kneeling here naked isn’t the most romantic scene to propose, but Will and I can’t wait any longer.”

Fat tears started to slip down her cheeks, and she let her hand fall, her smile wide.

“We love you, Janey, so much.” Will held out the small black box. “We’ve had this ring for a while now.” He opened the lid, and the tears fell harder from her eyes when she saw the two-carat ring. The center diamond was a marquise cut and a full carat, and there were two half-carat diamonds of the same cut flanking it.

“The middle diamond represents you, and the two smaller ones represent us. Although we are always beside you, supporting you in any way, you are the main rock in our life, keeping us grounded.” Rys took the ring and held it out to her.

“Without you, we wouldn’t be anything, Janey.” Will reached out and gripped her waist, pulling her to the edge of the bed right in front of them.

They knelt before her, and Rys said, “This ring only represents a small part of what you mean to us. We want you forever, Jane. This ring may become weathered, may crack and break with time, but the love we have for you will stay strong even during the most perilous weather.”

They had rehearsed this very moment numerous times, and after looking at each other once more, they turned all their attention back to Jane and spoke in unison. “We love you, Jane Mary Silver. Will you do us the immense honor of becoming our wife?” They knew only one of them could marry her legally, but in the end, it didn’t matter, because Jane was theirs, and there wasn’t anything or anyone that would ever change that.

“Yes, yes, I’ll marry you. Both of you.” They wrapped their arms around her and kissed her, trying to show her with their hands and lips how much they loved her. It would never be enough, of course. She pulled away and held up her left hand, and Rys and Will chuckled.

Will slid the ring on her finger, and she smiled. “You can’t change your mind now, sweetheart.”

She lifted her face to look at them and shook her head.

“I would never dream of it. I’ve been dreaming of this moment since I was a teenager.” She held her hand out, and the setting sun caught the diamonds and made them sparkle.

Rys caught her left hand and brought the ring to his mouth. “No, Jane.” He waited until she looked at him. “We’ve been dreaming of this moment since we knew what love was.”

With that, Rys and Will lay beside Jane, cocooning her, keeping her right where she needed to be.

Between them always.

The End
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