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  Chapter One


  


  Sharp whips of seedy erotic desire slashed through the air of the assistant district attorney’s office. Justice McCall tightened her grip on the receiver in her hand as the sting from the slashes reverberated from her beaded nipples to her slickened pussy lips. Her ass even puckered as Cade Mason’s smooth, lazy drawl flowed through the telephone line.


  “We need to meet so we can discuss this case.”


  No, we definitely do not. A meeting with Cade would adjourn in his bedroom, the one place she absolutely, positively did not need to be again.


  The one place I’m dying to be again.


  Justice closed her eyes as images of herself naked, helpless, and shackled to Cade’s bed flooded her mind. He wouldn’t be alone this time. Grant Leaver would be with him. She knew that with a certainty that morphed those whips of seedy desire to a double-edged blade of dark, uncontrollable need.


  She had barely escaped with her clothes on and her sanity intact last time. Cade hadn’t touched her. He hadn’t needed to. The things she had seen in his bedroom, things designed to aid him in bringing a woman unspeakable, sinful pleasures coupled with the dark promises he had made to her in low, heated whispers full of power and authority, had left her fantasizing about a life she couldn’t allow herself to lead.


  What would they do to me? She had spent many nights before and after her visit to Cade’s bedroom with her vibrator and speculative answers to that very question. She would be at his and Grant’s mercy, under their command. Her body would be theirs for the taking in any way they pleased, as torturously as they dared. She didn’t doubt that anything they did to her wouldn’t be pure, unadulterated pleasure of the darkest, most aberrant variety.


  Would they be alone? That question should have stopped her fantasies cold, not caused hot juices of sheer anticipation and longing to leak from between her pussy lips. As members of the Service Club—an elite group of men with careers in the public service profession who dominated and shared the women in their lives—the answer could very well be a decisive, resounding no. The fact that a little demon inside her didn’t want them to be alone sent white-hot chills of lust and trepidation racing down her spine.


  “Did you hear me, Ms. McCall?”


  Cade’s voice, as thick and sugary as syrup in a mason jar, dragged her from her thoughts. She opened her eyes, picked up a pen from the blotter, and tapped the tip idly on the mahogany desktop. Ms. McCall. All business, as if there wasn’t an underlying intention behind his proposed meeting.


  She knew better. He would use the case as a pretext to get her alone and then make good on the pledges he had made to her, the ones where he had made it clear precisely what would happen when she finally relented, when she submitted to his and Grant’s commands.


  “I heard you, Mr. Mason.” Justice kept her voice calm and professional despite the sleazy salaciousness surging through every erogenous zone in her body.


  “My schedule is clear for tonight. We’ll discuss the case over dinner.”


  He didn’t ask her. He told her in that cool, collected tone that dripped with sheer male confidence. She could easily imagine him sitting in his office, kicked back in his chair with his feet propped on the edge of the desk. He would be wearing a dark suit jacket with a crisp button-down shirt that stretched over his broad shoulders made for a woman to hold on tight while he fucked her to oblivion. He likely wore a pair of blue jeans that rode low on his narrow hips, hugging his to-die-for ass and massively impressive cock to pristine perfection. Cowboy boots would complete his attire, making him the perfect picture of a hard-edged cowboy upholding the legal system.


  “I haven’t had a chance to review the case file yet.” Her gaze dropped to the file in question, her attention skimming over the tab where a label had been attached with the words Horn Hill vs. Thomas Waverly.


  In truth, she didn’t need to review the file to know the gist of the information it contained. The defendant, Thomas Waverly, had been charged with arson and attempted murder. The twenty-eight-year-old had been accused of setting fire to Marissa Schultz’s children’s clothing shop as well as attempting to kill Mustang Ducote. He had allegedly committed other acts of violence, but no evidence had been gathered to tie the man to those crimes.


  Marissa and Mustang…two women who belong to men in the Service Club.


  Justice shuddered. Like it or not, she was about to find herself stiletto-heels-deep in dominant male muddy water. Word had it that the premise of the Service Club had been the root for everything Thomas Waverly had done. Orphaned as a toddler after his mother’s accidental death by asphyxiation in a BDSM ménage that had gotten out of hand, the man had lashed out his bottled grief against the women known to be affiliated with the men of the Service Club. Mustang Ducote, a woman who had grown up alongside Thomas when he had gone to live with his grandfather on the Ducote’s Circle M Ranch, had fallen victim to the worst of his actions.


  Still, Justice knew neither Mustang nor Marissa had been the one to bring the charges against Thomas. The Horn Hill Sheriff, Parker Ferrell, took the liberty of doing that and was laying on the pressure for Thomas Waverly to be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law. She had known the moment the case file hit her desk that morning, she would be in for a battle. What she hadn’t known were the varying stages she would have to fight that battle in and out of the courtroom.


  Of all the attorneys in the public defender’s office, this case had to land on Cade’s desk. Dammit, even Grant would have been marginally easier to deal with.


  Of the two men, Grant was the more sensible one, the one more apt to listen to reason. He understood the benefits of giving as much as he took. Cade, on the other hand, took. He dominated, possessed, and didn’t let up.


  “And I have a meeting at five,” Justice added, knowing that meeting would take all of ten minutes at best. She groped for another excuse, one that would keep her in her office well into the night, but came up dry. Her current caseload was minimalistic, damnably leaving her evening free for the claiming.


  “Review it today. We’ll pick you up at seven.” Cade cut the connection before she got a chance to argue.


  Not that his tone had left room for argument. He had issued her an order, plain and simple, and he fully expected her to obey. He had also said we’ll pick you up, not I’ll, which meant Grant would be with him.


  Justice put down the phone with a hand that shook. She couldn’t do it. Forget that she wanted to with every ounce of her being. The demon inside her craved corruption. It hungered to be set free to experience every naughty, hard-core, passionate act she saw swirling in Cade’s and Grant’s eyes every time she came face-to-face with one of them.


  But what would it do to me?


  Professionally, it could ruin her. The Service Club might be exclusive, but it sure as hell wasn’t a secret. People knew what kind of men they were, what they required of their women, the kinds of things that went on at club meetings. In the stereotypical eyes of America, the men didn’t have to worry about their reputations. The women they dominated, however, were painted by the town in a not-so-favorable light.


  Emotionally, mentally, she wouldn’t be any better off. When she ignored that demon’s lustful urges, her sensible, old-fashioned side took over. That side didn’t want endless, meaningless sex. It wanted to love and be loved. It wanted marriage, a white picket fence, and 2.5 kids.


  Cade and Grant have that white picket fence.


  They did, surrounding the ten-acre spread they shared known to the whole county as the M & L Ranch. But would they love her? Could they love her if she let her demon out to play? More to the point, could the emotions churning around her heart morph to a love they would believe when theirs weren’t the only hands she burned to feel on her body? How could a woman offer true love to a man, much less two, when a darkness inside her wanted to feed on pleasures given to her by another?


  She can’t because whores don’t love, and if you let that demon free, that’s exactly what you will be, a dirty whore.


  Justice pushed her hair behind her ear and pulled the file closer, flipped it open, and started reviewing the evidence against Thomas Waverly. She had kept her demon locked in its cage her entire life, and it would stay that way. She could handle tonight. She hadn’t made it to assistant district attorney by being a pushover. She made it by proving herself strong and determined with a will of steel and a head harder than granite. She controlled her life and nearly everything in it including that blasted demon.


  “And tonight won’t change a thing.” She said the words aloud, needing to hear the conviction in her voice, the vow in it to make the statement stick.


  She had made it through past meetings with Cade and Grant, both separately and together. Yes, the last one with Cade had landed her in his bedroom, but a quick view of all it contained and the promises that her body would one day end up his personal playground was as far as the visit had gone. She had walked away burning for so much more even as she praised herself for holding on to her tenuous resistance. She would do it again tonight because the only thing she wasn’t certain she had learned to control was her heart.


  


  * * * *


  


  “We’re all set.” Cade put down the phone and reached to adjust his rock-hard cock pressing insistently against the zipper of his blue jeans. Simply hearing Justice McCall’s soft, sultry voice always gave him a raging hard-on. Listening to the inflection of fear that outlined her tone and understanding its roots turned that erection to a devilish ache that roared through his appendages.


  Sitting in a chair on the other side of his desk, Grant lifted a brow. “She agreed?”


  “I didn’t give her a choice.” He wouldn’t give her one tonight either. The days of Justice calling the shots were over. He had waited, given her time to come to terms with what he wanted, time for the needs inside her to reach a point that she couldn’t ignore them any longer. At seven o’clock he would make his move, and there would be no turning back for any of them.


  Grant slowly nodded. “She’s ready.”


  “Damn right she is.” And so am I. Cade had heard the acceptance in her voice, the first step to her full surrender. He doubted she even realized it had been there. She wouldn’t fight them tonight. Oh, she might try at first, but that part of the Mason and Leaver vs. McCall case would be easily won. Helping her through the turmoil he knew tainted her mind and heart would take longer deliberation.


  Cade knew how to do it. He had been taking steps down that long road for years. He didn’t bother to question his need to take so much care with her, to allow her the control he and Grant had given her. They wouldn’t have done that with any other woman. Justice wasn’t just any woman. Cade wanted her with a bone-deep urgency that didn’t stop at his cock, and he knew Grant felt the same. But if they had rushed things, they wouldn’t have gotten the part of her they wanted most. Her heart.


  A heart so tangled in the erotic needs she’s keeping bottled inside that she doesn’t realize what it really feels.


  “Where are you planning on going?” Grant rested an ankle on the opposite knee, his posture as relaxed as Cade’s with his booted feet propped on the corner of his desk. “Her reputation won’t be the first thing on her mind, but she’ll be worried about it.”


  That was the least of Cade’s worries. He had taken her to restaurants before to discuss cases where they had found themselves on opposite sides of the courtroom. Grant had been present at some of those meetings, too. The people of the town seemed to chalk it up as business meetings between opposing attorneys. No one had picked up on the seduction he and Grant were carefully playing.


  “I’m thinking Moonlights will do. It’s a Wednesday night. Most folks go to Mama’s Kitchen after church, so there won’t be much of a crowd.” The quiet, classy atmosphere combined with good ole Southern cooking attracted just enough of the older clientele on weeknights for what he had in mind.


  Grant studied him for a long moment. “Still a bit of a leap. We want to break her bottle, not force the cork in tighter.”


  “She doesn’t want privacy,” Cade reminded him even though he knew he didn’t need to.


  Grant could read women as well as he could. He knew how to pleasure them, how to bring out the dark desires they kept under careful lock and key, how to control those needs once the woman set them free. Cade hadn’t been friends with the man his whole life, but damn near most of it. They had shared women, dominated them with skills and experience that came naturally to them both. They had fallen together, too. Stetson hats over cowboy boots in love with Justice McCall.


  Grant’s lips stretched in a slow grin. “Neither do we.”


  No, the things they wanted to do to Justice broke the mold on privacy. Cade tamped down the jealously simmering in his gut when he thought about any other hands on her body but his own. Not just Grant’s, but their buddies in the club, too. She was the only woman who had ever instilled in Cade a need to keep her all to himself while, at the same time, heightening his desire to see her writhe from pleasures he knew he couldn’t give her alone. It would take more than Grant’s help to feed the animal clawing inside her. Help he knew was set, willing, and able to oblige just as soon as he and Grant deemed her ready, as soon as they knew they held her heart.


  


  * * * *


  


  Justice stared into her closet full of conservative business suits and chastised herself for wishing she owned something sexier. Anything more revealing would not put the end to this night that she needed.


  But it would put you exactly where you want to be.


  Needs, wants, she damned both emotions as she pulled a navy-blue skirt and jacket from the hanger. She chose a purple silk blouse, short-sleeved with a slightly scooped neckline that exposed very little, to go with it. She had to think business. She had to think about the case if she expected to get through tonight with her sanity intact and her demon still locked in its cage.


  Said demon managed to get one paw out as she moved to her dresser, pulled open her underwear drawer, and shut it again. She eased open the next drawer and took out a sheer garter belt and a pair of black thigh-high stockings with a lace trim.


  Convincing herself that Cade and Grant wouldn’t know she wasn’t wearing panties beneath her skirt, she sat on the edge of her bed and slowly slid the stockings onto her legs. She envisioned the challenging promises that would fill Cade’s rich brown eyes, the predatory heat that would consume Grant’s pulse-thumping hazel gaze as she leaned over a table in a crowded restaurant and whispered to them that she was going commando.


  “You wouldn’t dare,” she told herself aloud, standing to pull the stockings up her thighs.


  No, she wouldn’t because there would still be the ride home. She didn’t worry that Cade and Grant would make a move in a public place. The Service Club kept their exhibitions private. The town might be ripe with rumors about the club, but none of them ever hinted about an outsider actually seeing what the men did to their women.


  As long as she stayed in public with Cade and Grant, she would be safe. Of course, she wouldn’t put it past them to show up at her door with a bucket of fried chicken and all the trimmings expecting to have this dinner meeting in her house.


  They would take you to their house instead.


  Memories of her only visit to Cade’s bedroom swamped her as she slid into the garter belt and fastened the tops of her hose. His master suite was larger than any she had ever seen. The ultra king bed had caught her attention first, the rumpled silk sheets tattling on the cardio-pounding activities that could be performed there. She had noted an oak dresser and matching nightstands, a high-back chair, and a floor mirror also in that area of the room.


  As her gaze had slid to the far side, her blood had heated to the point of molten lava. Sex toys in every size and variation had been easily within his grasp. He had a wall dedicated to floggers, belts, whips, chains, and ropes that had sent her flesh tingling in a torturous longing to feel the stings. She had seen spacer bars, stocks, ankle straps and handcuffs, suspension racks, and other items that had made her want to turn tail and run even as thick juices of anticipatory desire had seeped from her pussy lips.


  Echoing juices slickened her pussy now, threatening to trickle down her inner thighs as she stepped into her skirt. She had to get the visions of the things she had seen, the evil flames of need they had ignited in her body, out of her mind or she would be forced to masturbate before she finished getting dressed.


  She shot a glance at her bedside clock as she reached for her blouse and pulled it over her head. Cade and Grant wouldn’t arrive for another half hour. She had time. Maybe if she got herself off before they showed up, her resistance would be stronger.


  “You’ll also smell like sex and you don’t have time for another shower,” she told herself, nixing the idea despite the ache in her clit to be touched.


  Dammit, she would smell like sex anyway if she didn’t calm herself down. They would smell her arousal, and it wouldn’t be the first time. Grant had a sense of smell like a grizzly bear, and the look in his eyes when he caught her scent was always just as ferocious. Cade’s senses weren’t far off either. He had even called her on it outside the courtroom one day, telling her he could smell how hot and wet she was, how he knew her panties were soaked with cream.


  “You can’t win for losing with them.” The trouble came in not knowing what she would truly win or what the stakes really were if she actually lost.


  “Maybe it’s better not to know.” She sighed, straightened her blouse, and picked up her suit jacket just as the doorbell chimed.


  Twin blades of excitement and apprehension sliced through her belly. She took a moment to slide her feet into a pair of navy-blue three-inch stilettos and paused at the mirror before heading for the door. The reflection that stared back at her could have been a deer caught in a set of headlights. Wide blue eyes swirled with a fear she couldn’t tamp down. Her skin was flush, heated by the erotic thoughts and hopes she couldn’t push to the back of her mind. Was she trembling, too? It sure looked like it. God knew, her insides were quivering like mad.


  “Get a hold over yourself, dammit,” she scolded herself and took a deep breath. “They will pick up on every bit of it and more.”


  Resigning herself to her fate, whatever that turned out to be, she walked slowly out of her bedroom and down the long hallway to her front door. Her gaze slammed into Cade’s first, his rich brown eyes unreadable as they slid down her body. She let her attention do the same, taking in his syrupy brown hair that curled slightly from beneath his black Stetson, the faint lines around his all-too-kissable mouth, the square line of his jaw that she craved to trace with her tongue. Broad shoulders hugged by a dark gray shirt led to a solid chest, rigid abdomen, jean-clad narrow hips, and powerful long legs.


  Her heart rate climbed with her gaze as she dragged it back up, denying it the pleasure of locking onto the magnificent outline of his cock that his jeans failed to conceal. “You’re early.”


  “It seems we are.” The smooth, lazy drawl in his tone didn’t jive with the intensity in his eyes. Authority pumped off the man in waves, drowning her in a hot tide of pleasure that was hers to experience. She had only to let down her defenses and she would be done for.


  “We were tired of waiting.”


  Her attention sliced to Grant, instantly latching onto the double entendre in his statement. Cade hadn’t come alone. She had known he wouldn’t even before he had told her they would pick her up. He hadn’t even left Grant in the car while he came to her door to fetch her. Instead, they hit her with a double dose of heady testosterone that left her feeling intoxicated and way off-balance.


  At least they didn’t bring a bucket of fried chicken.


  The thought brought her only a morsel of comfort. More than likely, that bucket of chicken was sitting on their dining room table waiting for them.


  She knew they had been patient with her in their relentless pursuit. In truth, she had expected them to give up a long time ago. Cade had made their intentions clear that night in his bedroom. When she found herself there again, she would belong to them. But what part of her did they really want? Were they only looking to fuck her blind or did they wish to claim her forever?


  She pushed the questions from her mind and cocked a brow at Grant, letting her gaze slide over him. Though he wasn’t wearing his cowboy hat, a permanent crease flattened his sandy-blond hair above his forehead where his Stetson usually sat. The potent look in his hazel eyes brought goose bumps to her flesh. Those goose bumps started to dance as she drank in the easy curve of his lips, the hard-toned body ripe with corded muscles and mouthwatering sinews that promised long, sweaty nights full of dangerous, seedy pleasures.


  He still wore a suit, likely the same one he had worn to the office that day. Standing beside Cade, the duo brought to mind the old television show Simon & Simon, only the private detectives had been replaced with public defenders and the sex appeal had been ratcheted through the roof.


  “Isn’t patience supposed to be a virtue?”


  “I believe we’ve proved to possess that in spades.” Grant’s tone was conversational enough, but the meaning behind his words told her the thread on their patience had finally snapped. Forget being done for if she allowed her defenses to drop. She was toast regardless, and they weren’t wasting any time in letting her know it.


  Justice glanced between the men to the cherry-red Chevy Silverado parked behind her BMW in the driveway. “You brought the truck?”


  Both men owned sleek sports cars. Grant drove a silver Chevy Corvette convertible, while Cade preferred a more practical, but no less flashy, imperial-blue Chevy Camaro. Given the difference in the men’s personalities, she would have expected it to be the other way around.


  “We figured it would be easier,” Grant said. “That way neither of us has to sit in the backseat while we attempt to talk about the case.”


  “I thought we were discussing the case over dinner.” She doubted there was much they could talk about the case. Depending on where they intended to take her, the conversation could be over before they even reached the restaurant. Then what would they do?


  The corners of Grant’s lips twitched. “Hungry, sweetheart?”


  Yes, but not for food.


  Dammit, she was starving to taste him. Her gaze dropped to his mouth, to the moisture on his lips she wanted to lick clean. She wrenched her attention away, lowering her eyes only to have her focus latch on his cock. Like Cade’s jeans, the slacks Grant wore did nothing to hide the impressive bulge. Her belly grumbled so loudly she wondered they didn’t hear it as the craving to clamp her lips around his shaft, to suck his length down her throat, to swallow his cum as it jutted from his cockhead intensified.


  “I was told this would be a business meeting.” Strange how she could sound so cool when everything inside her was boiling hot.


  Grant exchanged a look with Cade that sent slivers of need-laced trepidation careening down her spine. “Yes, you were and we wouldn’t want you to think Cade lied about that.”


  Uh-oh. Danger, Will Robinson. Though Grant’s words and tone had been sweet enough, something in his expression had her internal alarm cutting loose with an earsplitting shrill.


  “The way I figure it,” Cade began, hooking his thumbs in the pockets of his jeans and drawing her attention right back down to his cock where it so didn’t need to be. She jerked her gaze back up only to find his lips tilting in a grin of cocky confidence that drove her hormones dangerously close to overload. “We can proceed with tonight one of two ways. We can enjoy our little drive to our destination, holding off the business talk until we get there. Or we can get the business talk out of the way in the truck and enjoy our dinner. We’ll leave that choice to you.”


  In other words, there wasn’t a chance in hell that they planned to let tonight be all about business. She had expected that. Hell, deep down she had wanted that. She simply didn’t know what to do about it. She didn’t how to handle it now that the truth was on the proverbial table.


  Justice laughed, a quick burst of air that sounded half amused and half resigned even to her own ears. “I can’t win for losing with you two, can I?” She put voice to her earlier revelation, knowing it fit just as much now as it did when she had said it to herself in the bedroom minutes before they arrived.


  “Of course you can, sweet thing.” Cade closed the distance between them in a single, short step that brought his rock-solid body pressing against hers.


  She sucked in a breath and her chest expanded, her breasts jutting out to push at his six-pack abdomen. Her nipples beaded to hardened points at the contact, sending darts of acute desire shooting straight to her already slickened pussy lips. The innate male scent of spice and sheer confidence surrounding him made her synapses misfire. She suddenly couldn’t think. She could barely breathe as everything inside her body went all wonky on her.


  She didn’t have to be looking at Grant to see him step closer, too. He moved into her peripheral vision, stopping so close she felt the heat radiating off him in waves of erotic assurance. She heard him take a deep breath, saw the wickedly slow rise of his left brow as her scent permeated his senses.


  Cade’s eyes glinted in recognition, and damn if he didn’t have to call her on it. “I’ve always loved the way you smell when you’re around us, sweet, hot, horny. You’re creaming now, aren’t you, darlin’?”


  Justice swallowed hard and held his unwavering gaze, but she didn’t speak. She couldn’t through the thick river of lust clogging her throat.


  “When was the last time you fingered your cunt?”


  The blunt question surprised a snappy comeback out of her. “That’s none of your business.”


  “I believe it is.” The calm inflection in his tone told her she better believe it, too. “When was the last time you lay back on your bed with your vibrator and pleasured that dripping pussy?”


  Justice felt her cheeks flame. She glanced away from him and her gaze collided with Grant’s.


  “There’s no need to be ashamed,” Grant told her, his tone gentle even as it held an unyielding power that threatened to possess her very soul. “It’s only natural for a single woman to pleasure herself.”


  “It will stop, of course,” Cade added, drawing her attention back to him. “Unless we’re present to give you permission otherwise.”


  “I don’t need your permission,” Justice snapped. Dear God, she wanted their permission. She wanted to have to ask for it, to be made to beg for it. They knew it, too. The bastards.


  “Yes, you do,” Cade said simply. “One day soon you’re going to tell us what you think about that gets you so hot and bothered. You’re going to describe to us in vivid detail the images you picture when you spread those incredible legs wide, open that pussy to your vibrator, and sink it in deep.”


  No. No way. She couldn’t do that. She wouldn’t do that. The things she fantasized about when she masturbated would put triple-X porn videos to shame.


  “You.” She didn’t lie. Cade and Grant were always there in her fantasies. They had been for years. “You already know that.” Which was why she dared to admit that much. It wouldn’t do her any good to attempt to hide that truth when they could see the evidence of it written all over her face, smell it in the juices seeping from between her pussy lips.


  “Yeah, we do.” Cade lifted a hand and touched her for the first time, the lightest graze of one fingertip across her forehead. “Do you remember the things I showed you in my bedroom, the things I told you that night?”


  God, yes. She hadn’t been able to get that room or his words out of her thoughts since. She wanted to be chained naked to the wall in his room, wanted her legs force-spread open, wanted to be whipped and pleasurably tortured until she begged them to fuck her.


  He had promised to do all of that and so much more. The need to experience it, to be at his and Grant’s command, to become their sexual servant kept her burning, on the edge, feeling empty, and completely unsatisfied.


  Unable to speak, Justice nodded.


  “Then you know what kind of men we are. You know what we expect from our woman and the things we will do to her. We know you want to be that woman, but you’re fighting it. I should turn you over my knee right now and spank that amazing ass until cum streams down your legs for that.”


  Justice gasped even as tingles of need danced across her butt cheeks.


  Cade didn’t let up, didn’t give her a nanosecond to absorb his words before he continued with more that shocked her to her core. “I’ll tell you what else we know. Ours aren’t the only hands you think about touching you.”


  Her eyes widened before she could stop them, and she knew she had just given herself away. Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God. How could they know? How can they still want me?


  “There’s something you still haven’t figured out.” His hand dropped to the side of her face, and he skimmed the backs of his knuckles down her cheek. Fiery embers rained through her. A whimper bubbled in her throat even as her head leaned involuntarily into his touch. When he spoke again, the huskiness in his tone sent whips of dark longing slashing through her womb. “You don’t have anything to lose with us, darlin’, and everything to gain. It’s a win-win situation for everyone involved.”


  Chapter Two


  


  Grant wanted to win and he was determined to make it happen tonight. His prize stood before him now, and mere seconds ago, she had finally put voice to the admission he had needed to hear. She fantasized about them. Yeah, he’d already known that. She might be a master at concealing her emotions in a courtroom, but he had never needed to dig very deep to find the evidence of her true desires in the depths of her arresting blue eyes. That confession coupled with her reactions to Cade’s words had been the first step to her total surrender.


  Time for step two.


  He hooked an arm around her waist, pulled her out of the doorway, and held her against him. The woman was wound tight. Alarm collided with desire in her expression as she lifted her chin and stared at him. The mixed signals of submission and defiance drove him nuts.


  “Relax, sweetheart. We aren’t the bad guys here.”


  She scoffed, but she did relax, nearly melting against him as she wound her arms around his neck. “Spoken like a true defense attorney.”


  Grant’s lips twitched. “Just stating the facts of our case. Do you need anything from the house? Your purse? You keys?”


  She lifted her brows and countered with her own suggestion. “My pistol?”


  Cade chuckled. “Now, darlin’, surely you don’t think you need protection from us.”


  She didn’t turn to look at Cade, but when she spoke, her words were obviously meant for both of them. “Something tells me a team of Navy SEALs couldn’t save me from you two tonight.”


  “We know a couple of SEALs,” Grant reminded her. “We can call them if you want to find out.”


  “Diek and Gunner Rylon.” Even as she whispered their names, heat sparked in her gaze. It didn’t hold the same intensity as the fire that burned there for Grant and Cade. This heat was more primal, simple, pure lust laced with the dark desire to play.


  Or rather to be played with. Grant knew that was exactly where her thoughts had gone, and he figured his fellow club members would be up for delivering the pleasure. God, this woman would rip his heart out if he let her. The vixen slut dying to burst free from its cage was one of the many things he loved about her. That part of her would enable him and Cade to show her ecstasy in ways far beyond her naughtiest imaginings.


  She slapped his shoulder, her eyes narrowing to slits filled with sexy venom. “No, I certainly do not want you to call them.”


  Grant knew better, but he let her get away with the lie for now. She had already admitted far more in the last few minutes than he had expected. A light breeze blew her ebony hair into her face, and he pushed it back behind her ear. “Your keys?”


  “They’re on the table inside the door next to my purse.” She started to turn, but he tightened his hold on her waist.


  “Cade will get them.”


  Irritation etched itself between her brows. “Fine, then Cade can make sure the door is locked, too.”


  “Yes, ma’am, I can.” Cade moved in behind her, sandwiching her between his body and Grant’s. He pushed her long hair to one side and leaned in to talk softly in her ear. “And Grant can make sure you get in the truck.”


  Justice’s lips unfolded in a wicked grin that shot straight to Grant’s cock. “The PD back there thinks I’m going to run.”


  Grant lifted a brow. “Are you?”


  She pursed her lips. “I probably should if I knew what was good for me.” Her shoulders rose and fell in a heavy sigh. “Trouble is, I’m having a problem figuring out exactly what is good for me these days.”


  Grant slowly nodded. “I’d say the PD is just making sure the ADA gets right where we want her. At the moment, that place is the truck.” He eased away, slid his hand to the small of her back, and steered her to the passenger side of the truck. Behind them, Cade closed the front door with an audible thud, and she shivered as if the sound symbolized the final nail being hammered into her coffin of fate.


  Grant let his gaze slide down her as he opened the passenger door of the truck. If she had thought wearing one of her no-frills business suits would deter them tonight, she had been way wrong. The mystery of what she wore beneath the classy clothes flat out did it for him. Add to that the sexy stems stretching from beneath her skirt that led to a pair of navy stilettos and, sweet Jesus, it was almost enough to make him blow his wad in his slacks.


  He put a hand on her hip as she climbed into the cab of the truck, his palm instantly registering the feel of smooth cloth hugging tantalizing flesh. “Are you wearing panties beneath this skirt, baby?”


  She shot him another narrow-eyed look over her shoulder, but didn’t answer as she slid across the bench seat and fastened her seat belt. She folded her hands in her lap and stared out the windshield, her posture ramrod straight, calm, cool, and defiant.


  Grant stifled a chuckle. The woman could put on a hell of a show, but her eyes always betrayed her. Even when she sent him that scathing glance just now, he’d seen the answer in her eyes. No, she wasn’t wearing panties. Surely she knew that would make his and Cade’s job all the more easy tonight.


  He exchanged a wordless look with Cade as the other man opened the driver door and slid in behind the wheel. Grant settled in next to Justice, and he and Cade closed their doors simultaneously. Again, Justice shivered at the sound. Sandwiched between him and Cade in the cab of the truck, she had to know her fate was now in their hands.


  She puffed out a breath. “Okay, you got me where you want me. Now what?”


  Cade started the engine and slowly backed out of the driveway. “Why don’t you tell us what’s been done to you.”


  Justice angled her head at Cade. “What do you mean?”


  Grant knew where Cade was going with this, so he picked up the conversational ball. “We know you aren’t a virgin. What have you allowed men to do to you? Have you ever been dominated, made to bow to a man’s needs, let him pleasure you until you begged for more?”


  They needed to know. Nearly every woman on the planet fantasized about it, many to the point of dabbling to see what it was like. Had she experimented? Had she ever truly let herself go with a man?


  The idea that she might have didn’t bother Grant. Until tonight she had been a beautiful, sultry, single woman with a level head and a healthy appetite for down and dirty sex. He expected her to have dipped into the lifestyle, at least enough to get her toes wet. It wouldn’t happen again without his and Cade’s permission. She was still the same ravenous siren that craved hot and raunchy sex, but whether she knew it yet or not, she was no longer single. She belonged to them.


  Her head whipped around, her hard gaze colliding with his. “That is none of your business.”


  “You’re our business, sweet thing,” Cade countered. “Therefore, anything that’s been done to that sexy little body of yours that we intend to claim is our business.”


  She stared straight ahead again, the slender column of her throat working as she swallowed hard. “I thought we were going to talk about the case.”


  Grant slowly nodded. “You were given the option. We talk business in the truck or we do it over dinner. If here is where you choose, then we’ll talk about the case now.”


  She laughed, a short burst of hot air that rang with half amusement and half resignation. “Something tells me that’s the only choice you two plan on giving me tonight.”


  Cade eased the truck to a stop at a traffic light, turned slightly toward her, and snaked an arm behind her shoulders. “About that whole protection thing you mentioned back at your house, the only person you need saving from is yourself, darlin’. You belong to us. We’ve given you plenty of time to come to terms with that. Tonight, whatever we say, whatever we do, whatever we tell you to do will be at our discretion.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Justice’s heart tripped. The sheer intensity in Cade’s eyes told her he believed exactly what he was saying and she better believe it, too. Dammit, did she have it wrong or did she have it right? Hell, she didn’t know anymore. Wicked heat slammed into the indecision wreaking havoc through her system as she stared back at him.


  Outside her house she had thought she figured them out. They wanted sex, pure and simple. Well, okay, there wouldn’t be anything pure or simple about the kind of sex they were after, but there wouldn’t be anything beyond that either.


  Except, Cade just tossed out a warning that had her thoughts jumping track again. She belonged to them? For how long? In exactly what way? Were they looking to make her a sex slave or the woman they loved who would serve them and be served in the ways that she craved? She couldn’t keep up and it was starting to piss her off.


  She fisted a hand on her hip, nearly elbowing Grant in the side, and glared at Cade. “And it’s so clear to you that’s what I want.”


  “Crystal,” both men said at the same time.


  The traffic light turned green and Cade started driving again.


  Grant grazed the backs of his fingers down her arm. “You can try to deny it if you like,” he told her, sounding so freaking reasonable and yet so certain that her simmering anger started to boil.


  She didn’t deny it because she couldn’t. Dammit, they were right. She did belong to them. She had for years. Even when she allowed herself to date other men, to have sex with other men, she had still belonged to them. None of those other men had been truly dominant. A couple had thought themselves alpha enough to be, but they had failed. They hadn’t been able to come close to satisfying her, much less the demon she held tightly in check. All because none of those men had been Cade or Grant.


  She had trouble pulling her gaze away from Cade as he drove. With his left elbow propped on the driver door panel and his right hand loosely gripping the steering wheel, he exuded the same confidence and control he did with everything else.


  “I intend to prosecute Thomas Waverly to the fullest extent of the law.” She saw a muscle in Cade’s jaw twitch, and she knew he was attempting not to smile at her brisk change of subject.


  He shook his head. “Thomas Waverly has mental issues. He needs help, not prison bars. He should be in a controlled medical facility where he can be extensively examined and given the treatment he needs. The crimes he allegedly committed were not ones done by a man in a rational, stable state of mind.”


  “Allegedly committed?” Justice said, her tone ripe with her disbelief. “He was caught red-handed. Diek, Gunner, and Lucky Rylon had to pull him off Mustang in her own bedroom. A bullet grazed Mustang’s temple, for Pete’s sake. Waverly would have likely shot at her again and connected that time if the Rylon brothers hadn’t rushed in to save her.”


  “From what I heard, she was doing a bang-up job of saving herself,” Grant commented.


  Justice couldn’t argue with that. She had read the eyewitness accounts of that night and every one of them had painted the picture of Mustang fighting off Thomas Waverly with everything she had in her. The woman had taken Waverly down, struggled for the gun, and nearly disarmed him herself before her men burst into her bedroom.


  “Thomas Waverly snapped.” Cade flicked the blinker switch, signaling his intent to turn to the car behind him.


  “I’ll say.” Justice let out a humorless laugh as she glanced out the windshield.


  Cade pulled the truck into the nearly deserted parking lot of Moonlights, eased into a parking spot, and cut the engine. He rested his wrist on the steering wheel as he turned to meet her gaze. “Seeing Mustang with the Rylon brothers brought back the memories of his childhood, of his mother’s death and the cause. That event so many years ago damaged him.”


  “Of course it did. Losing a parent at such a young age would damage anybody.” Justice hadn’t lost her father until she was in her early twenties. She was thirty-one now and his death still hurt. She could only imagine how it would have felt if she had been forced to grow up without him. “That still doesn’t drive most people to the point of attempted murder.”


  Cade lifted a shoulder. “He saw Mustang’s relationship with the Rylon brothers as a threat on her life.”


  Justice opened her mouth to argue that point. Duh, as if pulling a gun on the woman, firing that gun at her hadn’t been a threat on her life? If the bullet that had grazed Mustang’s temple had been the smallest fraction over, it would have gone through the woman’s head.


  Cade lifted a finger to silence her. “The Rylon brothers are dominant, just like the men his mother was involved with. Those men killed his mother. Her death wasn’t intentional by any means, but Waverly didn’t get that. He blamed those men, and somewhere in his irrational mind, he thought the Rylon brothers would do the same to Mustang.”


  “He cares about Mustang,” Grant chimed in. “They were raised together. He probably thinks of her as a sister. The Rylon brothers have been attempting to stake their claim on her for years. Thomas Waverly knew that, knew the type of men they are, and their pursuit of Mustang slowly ate at him until he cracked.”


  “Her eyewitness account states that he kept saying over and over again that he wanted to save her,” Cade added.


  Justice pushed a hand through her hair, glancing back and forth from Cade to Grant until her head felt like a Ping-Pong ball. “What’s the excuse for Marissa, then? He has no connection to her, but he burned her children’s clothing shop to the ground a full month or more before any of that stuff went down with Mustang.”


  Cade threw his head back and pushed a hard breath from his lungs. “The Service Club. What it stands for, the lifestyles the members lead lit a slow burning fuse in Waverly that was bound to detonate. Justin and Ben are members. They were in the process of claiming Marissa when Waverly went after her shop.”


  “With a fire that trapped Gavin Scott,” Justice reminded them.


  “Who is also a member of the club,” Grant countered.


  As was Randy Pope and, if the rumors that had circulated around the town then had been correct, both men had been furthering their relationship with Georgia Cooper at the time of the fire.


  Justice slanted a look at Cade. “That club of yours has really been providing a service to the town the past few months, hasn’t it? It unleashed a madman on the women brave enough to go near you guys.”


  “Only because that madman, as you call him, doesn’t possess the mentality to understand that women can find pleasure, safe pleasure, in the BDSM lifestyle.”


  Cade dragged a fingertip down her nose. That gentle touch in such a simple spot sent shivers of desire racing down her spine. She wanted his finger to continue its descent down her body, wanted it to circle her nipples until they beaded to hardened points, wanted it to trail down her abdomen and belly until it found her clit pulsing and ready to be caressed.


  “You understand it, don’t you?” Cade’s voice dropped an octave, thickening and filling with wicked intent. “You want to experience what it’s like to have your hands bound above your head, your legs spread wide, and your breasts and pussy bare. You want to feel the sting as we bring a flogger down across your nipples, as we smack your pussy lips.”


  Justice froze. Oh, God, yes. She did understand it. She did want it. Her nipples beaded, pressing insistently against her blouse. Her pussy convulsed, juices pooling between her lips as she imagined herself bound and defenseless while he and Grant stood over her with floggers in their hands.


  As if taking a cue from Cade, Grant skimmed a hand up her leg, danced his fingers beneath her skirt, stopping the touch mere inches from her pussy. “You’re hot, Justice. I can feel it and I’m not even touching your pussy yet. Do you shave your lips, sweetheart? Is this pussy smooth for us?”


  Justice gulped. She wanted to scoot down in the seat, wanted to push her lower body into his touch so his fingers would connect right where she needed them. She wanted to ask him not to stop, to grab his wrist, and put his hand on her pussy herself. But she couldn’t move, couldn’t speak, could hardly think through the exotic fears and desires colliding in her system.


  “Answer us when we ask you a question, Justice.” The warning in Cade’s husky tone sent ripples of excited trepidation shivering through her. “You wouldn’t want me to have to punish you in this parking lot, would you?”


  Justice sucked in a breath. He wouldn’t dare. She darted a glance out the windshield, saw a handful of cars parked outside the restaurant, but no people. Still, what if he tried to punish her here? What if someone walked out and saw them?


  “Let’s try this again.” Cade traced the neckline of her blouse with the tip of his finger, igniting a fiery path across her flesh. “You understand it, don’t you?”


  “Yes.” She closed her eyes, knowing she was admitting to more tonight than she should, knowing she would pay one hell of a price for it later.


  “You want to experience what it’s like, don’t you?” His finger dipped beneath the neckline of her blouse to drag across the swell of her breasts.


  Her heart raced. Her nipples pulsed. Between her legs, Grant’s hand moved a fraction of an inch closer to her flaming pussy. “Yes.”


  “Do you shave your lips?” Grant’s thumb grazed lightly back and forth over her inner thigh, taunting her pussy, driving her need for his touch higher and higher. “Is this pussy smooth for us?”


  The anticipation was killing her. Claws of desire raked down her slit, slicing a fiery path in her sensitive flesh from her engorging clit to her virgin anus. “Why don’t you find out for yourself?”


  Grant squeezed her inner thigh, drawing a sound that was half whimper and half moan from low in her throat. “I will when I’m ready. I’ve asked you twice. If you make me ask a third time, I’ll make you wait longer.”


  She couldn’t stand it. She had waited so long for their touch. Waiting another heartbeat would shatter her. “Yes.”


  “Why?”


  Her eyes popped open at Cade’s question. She stared at him, confusion penetrating the sexual fog in her head. “Why what?”


  “Why do you shave your pussy?” Cade pulled his finger from her blouse and flattened his large hand over her right breast through her shirt and bra, fisted it, and squeezed. Her back arched as the pressure of his grip on her tit sent a delicious zing straight to her weeping pussy. “Did someone order you to do it?”


  “No.” She had done it because she wanted to, because she had instinctively known they would want her pussy bare and smooth for them. “I like it.”


  “Why do you like it?” Grant dragged the tip of his finger down the crease of her inner thigh, lightly touching the outer edge of her pussy lip, spiraling her torment to mind-altering elevations.


  “It feels good.” She could barely whisper the words around the moans bubbling in her throat. “Especially when I’m wet.”


  “You like the way your pussy lips glide together when you’re horny, like wet silk stretched between your legs.” Grant traced her slit with the tip of his finger, and her lips parted for him, beckoning his finger between them.


  “Yes. Touch me, Grant. Please.”


  “Does this pussy belong to us?”


  “Yes.” Every part of her body, her mind, her very soul belonged to them.


  “Then we’ll touch it when we’re ready.”


  She gasped when Grant pulled his hand from beneath her skirt. Cade released her breast and took the keys out of the ignition. The sudden loss of their touch threatened to bring tears to her eyes. Damn them for teasing her this way. She wanted to slap them, wanted to grab their hands and force them over her breasts and inside her pussy.


  “It’s time to eat.” Cade palmed the keys and slid her a look of pure hardened arrogance that had her demon prancing in its cage before he got out of the truck.


  


  * * * *


  


  Patience was a virtue, but Cade figured he and Grant had been pushed to their limits. It was payback time. She needed to be taught that their touch came when they decided it would. She needed to learn to let go, to stop hiding her deepest, darkest desires behind the wall she had built inside herself and let them see to her pleasure. She would obey easily enough or they would punish her. The idea of bending her over his knee and spanking her tantalizing ass until it reddened, until cum dripped from her pussy, sent his cock through a whirlwind of calisthenics in his jeans.


  Teaching her to come to terms with those deepest, darkest desires once she set them free wouldn’t be so easy. That task would take a pair of much softer hands, ones he wasn’t sure he possessed. He was a tough man. His needs shattered propriety, breached the barrier of malevolence. She could handle him and the things he would do to her. He didn’t doubt that. What she couldn’t yet handle were the things it would do to herself. Physically, he and Grant couldn’t hurt her, at least not in any way that didn’t deliver her insurmountable pleasure. Mentally, if they weren’t careful, they could destroy her.


  Cade rounded the truck, waited and watched as Grant helped her out of the cab. Grant’s needs mirrored his own, but the other man wielded a tenderness stronger than any Cade had been able to find in himself. It was the reason he and Grant made such a good team with a woman, why their relationship with Justice would work and last until the end of time.


  Justice sent him a scathing look that, even dripping with venom, was sultry as hell, as they walked to the door of the restaurant. Cade swallowed a chuckle and allowed her and Grant to take the lead, preferring to hang back to watch her walk. The woman’s shapely legs were off the charts, but on a pair of four-inch stilettos, those amazing stems sent his hormones rocketing to the moon. Her slender hips swayed like a well-oiled metronome as she walked, her long ebony hair flirting with the small of her back and making his hands tingle with the need to fist and tug.


  “Good evening, counselors,” the hostess greeted them as they stepped into the restaurant. “Are we here for a business meeting tonight or a casual dinner?”


  “Business,” Justice answered.


  “Both,” Grant countered, and Cade watched Justice’s head whip toward him, her eyes narrowing.


  Yeah, the rumors would start to spread fast now, but it was time for her to realize if she truly belonged to them, they would damn well make sure the whole town knew it.


  The hostess nodded and led them to the dining room. “How about a quiet table?” she asked over her shoulder and then laughed. “Although, business is light tonight so any table in the house would likely do.”


  “How about that booth over there,” Cade suggested, spotting a circular booth in the far corner that faced the dining room. A white cloth covered the round table and stretched to the floor. Candles sat in the center, the flames flickering, adding a bit of a romantic glow to the dimly lit room.


  The hostess nodded again and stepped aside, gesturing toward the table with a flourish of her arm. Grant slid into the booth first, leaving just enough space for Justice and Cade to sit beside him.


  Cade reached for Justice’s waist, sliding his hand along the small of her back as he steered her into the booth. The moments of relaxation she had allowed herself in the truck were gone, replaced by a tension and irritation that made her movements jerky and her posture stiff.


  Cade waved off the menus the hostess attempted to place on the table. “We won’t be needing those.”


  “Very well. Your waitress will be right with you.”


  Cade waited until the hostess disappeared back to her station before turning to Justice. “Is something wrong, darlin’?”


  “This is a business meeting.” She spoke softly, but the annoyance he saw in her spilled in her voice. “You lead anyone to believe anything different, especially when we’re both working opposite sides of a case, and it could be seen by the court as a conflict of interest.”


  Cade pursed his lips. “I suppose it could be, but it won’t.”


  Justice folded her arms and glared at him. “Is there anything that gets to you? Anything that breaks that almighty confident shell?”


  “Yeah, you get to me.” He waited a beat, let the admission sink in, then added, “But I’m confident that’s not going to be a problem for either of us.”


  Her chin rose defiantly. “This case against Thomas Waverly is going to be fought in the courtroom. I’m not backing down on that.”


  “When it comes to our careers, darlin’, you have your orders and I have mine. I enjoy going to blows with you in a courtroom. Watching you prosecute a case gives me one hell of a hard-on.”


  One perfect brow winged up. “And does losing against me make your dick hard, too?”


  Cade pretended to think about that for a moment. “As a matter of fact, it does.” He shrugged, leaned closer, and lowered his voice as he saw the waitress approaching out of the corner of his eye. “Don’t worry, sweet thing. I’ll take out my frustrations in the bedroom after the verdict is rendered.” He heard her quick intake of breath, saw her shiver at his words, and bit back a grin as the waitress reached their table.


  “Good evening,” the waitress greeted. “What can I get for you this evening?”


  Cade held up a finger to the waitress, not looking away from Justice. “How do you like your steak?”


  “Medium well.”


  “Do you like sour cream or chives?”


  “Chives, no sour cream.”


  “I’ll have my usual,” Cade told the waitress. “Double Grant’s usual and we’ll each have unsweet tea to drink.”


  “What is the usual?” Justice asked as the waitress walked away.


  “Steak, baked potato, and whatever vegetable is on tonight’s menu. I like mine rare, no chives. Grant prefers his the way you do.”


  “I wasn’t aware pre-stuffed potatoes were on the menu here.”


  “For Grant and I, they are.”


  “Unsweet tea? Won’t that be a bit bland for your tastes?”


  Cade flashed her a grin. “Darlin’, I’m sweet enough already.”


  That got him a short chuckle out of her, but she sobered instantly. “You’re planning to present a plea bargain, aren’t you?”


  Cade reached for the glass of water the waitress had brought to the table and took a long swallow. “I haven’t made up my mind yet. Nor have I discussed that with my client. If I do, you would be wise to take it.”


  “I doubt that. There’s too much evidence against your client. Your best defense would be a guilty plea in exchange for a lesser sentence.”


  Cade nodded slowly. He knew she would have to do some wheeling and dealing to get Parker Ferrell to even agree to that, if for no other reason than his intense dislike for Cade.


  “Maybe. That’s likely not the offer I’ll be putting on the table, though.”


  “Then we’ll see what offer you do put on the table and I’ll decide if it’s wise for myself and the county to accept.”


  “Fair enough.” The waitress returned with three glasses and a pitcher of unsweet tea. He waited until the waitress filled the glasses and left the table before he spoke again. “How about we put the conversation under the table and move on with our night?” Talk about the case wasn’t the only thing he intended to have under the table as the night progressed, but he would let her figure that out as time went on.


  Chapter Three


  


  Justice’s heart tripped. After the things Cade and Grant had already told her tonight, after the things they had already managed to get her to confess, moving on with their night both terrified and thrilled her. She belonged to them. Cade had flat out told her that in the truck. He had made it clear he fully expected her to follow whatever orders they gave her tonight.


  But what about tomorrow?


  The way both men had talked, they had made it sound like their possession of her wouldn’t end with the sunrise. Then again, her interpretation could be far from the truth. She stared at Cade and imagined she could see softness and love in the depths of his rich brown eyes. She looked at Grant, saw the softness there, but imagined deeper emotions, too. In that moment, she came to a decision. If tonight was all she got, all they truly wanted, she would give it to them and hope like hell it got them out of her system.


  And if they truly want more?


  She didn’t dare to hope, yet she knew the answer to that, too. If her interpretations were right, she would keep her innermost demon in line and work like the dickens to prove her love to them.


  Her mouth dry, she sipped her glass of tea. “All right, I suppose there isn’t really anything more to discuss about the case at this point.” She put down her glass, willing her hand not to shake. She looked around the dining room at the scattering of tables and booths, noting only a few of them were occupied. The ones closest to their booth were vacant. Still, when she spoke, she kept her voice low despite her confidence their conversation wouldn’t be overheard. “Tell me about the Service Club.”


  Grant lifted a brow, surprise flickering through his handsome face. “What do you want to know?”


  Justice shrugged and forced herself to relax in the booth. “Whatever you’re at liberty to tell me.”


  Cade chuckled. “It’s not like we’re under some secret code of confidentiality, darlin’. We’re just a bunch of friends who find pleasure in similar acts that get together and shoot the shit now and then.”


  Shoot the shit? Is that really all they do at their meetings? Though she didn’t know of any concrete evidence to dispute the claim, the rumors that abounded around town had to have stemmed from somewhere.


  “No club rules or mottos?” Suddenly enjoying herself, Justice glanced from Grant to Cade, not even noticing when the waitress returned to the booth with their orders. “Did you have to make some kind of vow and be sworn in or anything?”


  Cade reached for a roll in the basket the waitress set in the center of the table. “The club isn’t a frat boy fraternity.”


  “No, word has it that all the men are public servants of some sort. Firefighters, cops, military…” She ticked them off on her fingers as Cade buttered the roll and set it on the edge of her plate.


  “Public defenders,” Grant added, unwrapping her silverware from the cloth napkin for her.


  Amused, Justice took another sip of her tea, wondering if one of them intended to cut her steak into bite-size pieces for her, too. “Yes, public defenders. All of you guys have taken some sort of vow to protect and serve the public in your career. It just seems logical you would have a vow to make for the club, too.”


  “Protect, serve, and pleasure our woman to ultimate fulfillment.” Grant picked up his knife and fork, sliced off a bite of his steak, and spoke around it. “It’s not a spoken vow, but it’s implied and understood.”


  Cade leaned closer. “Just as it is implied and understood among the women that they will obey their men at all costs or they will be punished.”


  Heat sliced through Justice’s slit, her ass cheeks tingling as she thought of the punishments Cade and Grant might deliver for her disobedience. “Are the women punished at the meetings?”


  “Sometimes.” Cade dug his fork into his stuffed potato, pausing before he took the bite. “But not always. More often than not, the men choose to do that in private, especially if they know their woman prefers an audience. It’s not really punishment if she enjoys it, now is it?”


  Justice swallowed hard and lowered her gaze to her plate. She cut into her steak, unable to look at either of them as she struggled to push her demonic thoughts back in their cage. “How often does the club meet?”


  “There isn’t a regular schedule,” Grant answered. “We used to get together most weekends and those of us who can still do. Some work twenty-four on and forty-eight off. Others are out of the country for extended periods of time. Very few of us, if any, have a nine-to-five job. With our varying schedules, it’s rare that everybody shows up at the same time.”


  “How many men are in the club?”


  Cade chuckled. “Hell, we don’t have a clue. I’d say it’s a safe bet to assume one out of every four or five men you know in this area with a job like ours is involved.”


  Justice froze in mid-chew. “Seriously?” Could there really be that many men in Horn Hill secretly, or damn near secretly, living the BDSM lifestyle?


  “You look surprised, darlin’.” Amusement laced Cade’s voice.


  “That would be because I’m shocked.”


  “Our lifestyle isn’t something we publicize,” Grant told her. “Our careers put us in the public eye enough.”


  “Which is why you don’t publicize it because most people in town still view that kind of life as sinful.”


  “Folks around here are getting more accepting. It’s not like Randy and Gavin hide their relationship with Georgia,” Cade pointed out. “Ben and Justin don’t hide their relationship with Marissa either. Then there’s the Rylon brothers and Mustang, and those are just the couples in our generation.”


  Justice thought about that, remembering Thomas Waverly’s mother and a handful of other older couples whose lives had thrown Miracle-Gro on the county grapevine through the years.


  “There will always be people who snub their noses at the way we choose to live,” Grant said.


  “Like Parker Ferrell.” Though her words were a statement to Grant’s comment, she looked at Cade, knowing about the friction between him and the county sheriff.


  Cade put down his fork, and she was surprised to see he had polished off his steak and vegetables and nearly half his stuffed potato. She had barely eaten a fourth of her own food. Not that it didn’t taste divine. It simply wasn’t what her taste buds had in mind.


  Cade stretched an arm along the back of the booth behind her. “Ferrell’s problem is he has designs on something I have.”


  “And that would be?”


  Sheer confidence and power pumped off of Cade as he gazed at her, his eyes twinkling. “You.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Cade waited for her to argue, immensely pleased when she didn’t utter a sound. She stared at him, her gaze dancing over his face, emotions and insecurities mixing an almost unreadable concoction in their blue depths. He flicked a glance at her plate.


  “You didn’t eat much, darlin’.”


  “I’m not hungry.”


  No, she was on edge, attempting to resist even as she surrendered. He and Grant had planned it this way, giving her subtle pushes one minute and backing off the next until they sensed she was ready for a harder shove.


  Cade studied her, noting the breathiness in those three little words, the fire raging in her eyes, the scent of her arousal that drifted from her pussy to taunt him. The steak on her plate wouldn’t do anything to curb her appetite, but he had another one that would.


  “Yes, you are.” He pulled the tablecloth into his lap to cover his groin, unfastened his jeans, and freed his cock. “Slide under the table and eat what you really want.”


  Justice blinked at him. Her attention darted around the nearly empty restaurant. He knew there were only four other tables occupied, each of them on the other side of the room. He also knew Austin Roscoe and Tyler Moses were sitting at one of those tables.


  “Here? Now?” The tremble in her voice came from as much excitement as trepidation. Cade sensed that, saw it in her angelic face.


  “Remember what I told you in the truck? Whatever we say, whatever we do, whatever we tell you to do is at our discretion. I’m telling you to get under the table and suck me off, darlin’.”


  “What if someone sees me?”


  Do you really care? He knew deep down she didn’t. She simply hadn’t come to terms with letting that part of her free yet.


  “No one can see anything beneath these tablecloths.” It was one of the reasons he had chosen this restaurant. “If anyone notices you’re gone, they’ll think you went to the ladies’ room.” Austin and Tyler would know better, but he decided to save that bit of information for later. “You can get me off quick or take as long as you want. I’ll leave that choice to you this time.”


  Okay, so that was probably playing too dirty. He knew how to prolong his ejaculations. He could keep her under that table with that sexy-as-sin mouth wrapped around his ridged cock for hours.


  Justice puffed out a hard breath and shook her head. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she whispered and slithered beneath the table.


  Cade started to grin as he met Grant’s approving gaze. His lips tightened and he found himself struggling to breathe as her slender fingers fisted his pulsing shaft. She flicked the tip of her satiny tongue over his engorged cockhead and dipped it into the slit. It took every ounce of control he possessed to keep his hips planted on the seat of the booth.


  Her grip tightened on the base of his shaft as her lips closed around the crest of his cock and every shred of his focus plummeted to his dick. She dragged her tongue beneath his foreskin before following the pulsing vein in the underside of his cock as she swallowed his length.


  He felt her pause, the only part of his shaft not inside her mouth still fisted in her tight little hand. Then she released that hand and took the rest, easing his length deeper into her mouth until it slid down her throat.


  Holy mother of blow jobs! He didn’t want to know where the woman learned to suck dick. He balled his hands into fists, fighting like hell to keep a straight face as her head slowly started to bob. The suction she created with her mouth increased as she pulled back, her teeth lightly grazing his shaft as she swallowed his length once more, and his balls drew up painfully in their sac.


  She kept to that same maddening tempo, drawing on his cock, consuming every inch, feasting on his entire length with a skill that buried his sanity. The pressure in his balls spread, tingling through his shaft, putting him on the edge of begging her to increase her pace. If he’d had her alone, he would’ve forced her to go faster, to fuck him with her mouth. Instead, he battled the urge, knowing he had made his first mistake with this woman by allowing her this bit of control.


  No woman had brought him this close to coming so quickly since he was frigging fifteen. More, once he had learned to direct his ejaculations, no woman had ever broken his concentration. No woman had ever taken that control from him.


  Justice did. Her wicked lips and vixen mouth injected him with a narcotic that seized command of his mind, his body, his very soul, and he found himself powerless to stop it. The tingling in his shaft morphed to a pulsating sensation he couldn’t have stopped if he had wanted to. The ejaculation tore through him, spewed out of him, and he barely managed to cut off the growl that rumbled in his throat.


  


  * * * *


  


  Justice smiled around Cade’s cock as his hot juices filled her mouth. She swallowed, loving the salty-sweet taste of his cum as it slid thickly down her throat. It surprised her that it happened so quickly. He might have given her permission to make him come as quickly or as slowly as she wanted, but she had fully expected him to draw it out anyway. She wanted to believe he simply hadn’t been able to hold out any longer, that she had pleasured him to the point that he had lost control.


  Yeah, right. Tough as nails, pure alpha cowboy and hard-nosed defender Cade Mason out of control? The idea was almost laughable.


  She wouldn’t have laughed even if they had been someplace alone because she hadn’t been done. She considered seeing if she could get his cock hard again as she cleaned the remainder of his cum from his cockhead. Sucking him off had brought her to the edge of her own release. Her pussy burned, her clit so engorged it throbbed painfully. Thick juices slickened her inner thighs. She had been about to finger herself while she feasted on his cock when she had tasted the first drops of his semen on her tongue.


  Slowly, she eased back, letting Cade’s cock fall from between her lips, and opened eyes she hadn’t realized she had closed. She couldn’t see much in the darkness beneath the table, but as she turned her head and started to wiggle back where she would be able to slide into her spot in the booth once more, she spotted Grant’s lap. Her attention landed on the bulge in his slacks, and her smile widened.


  She scooted on her knees, stifling a giggle when he jolted as she skimmed her palms over his thighs on a direct course for his zipper. He didn’t stop her as she freed the button of his slacks, slid the zipper down, and delved a hand inside.


  Hmm, no briefs, boxers, or tighty-whities. Isn’t that interesting?


  Of the two men, she would’ve expected Cade to be the one to prefer going commando, not Grant. Instead, Cade had worn tight-fitting boxer briefs with a flap over the groin he had used to slip his cock free for her feasting.


  She curled her fingers around Grant’s shaft, stuck out her tongue, and licked his length from base to tip. She didn’t need her sense of sight to note the differences in the men’s cocks. Cade’s had been thick and an impressive length. Grant’s was a bit thinner, but at least two to three inches longer.


  She gulped as she dragged the tip of her tongue over his engorged cockhead, wondering if she would be able to swallow every inch as she had done with Cade. Hunger rumbled in her belly, her mouth watering with the desire to try. She closed her lips around his girth and sank her head down, taking a deep breath as his shaft penetrated her mouth, pushed against the back of her throat, and tormented her gag reflexes.


  Dammit, something I’ll have to work on.


  Refusing to be disheartened, she tightened her lips around his shaft, sucking hard as she pulled back. She let his cock nearly fall from her lips before she caught it with her tongue, applying a pressure with her lips and the tip of her tongue to the sensitive flesh on the underside just beneath the foreskin. His cock jumped in her mouth, and she knew she had found his pleasure point, the one spot she could tease that would drive him straight over the edge.


  She fixated on that most sensitive spot, gliding her tongue around it and then pressing the pad of her tongue against it as she worked his shaft with her fisted hand. She felt his legs start to quiver on either side of her body and increased her rhythm. Inspired to see just how much she could make him squirm, she reached between his legs with her free hand, found his balls still enclosed in his slacks, and palmed them. She rolled his balls in her hand, gliding her other hand up and down his shaft while she continued her pressured licks to his pleasure spot.


  She could have sworn she heard him growl as hot spurts of semen jetted from his cockhead to fill her mouth, bathing her tongue and shooting down her throat. She waited until the spasms in his cock subsided, until she drank the last drop of his cum, before she eased back and scooted away.


  “Is it safe to come up?” she asked, her voice barely an audible whisper to her own ears.


  Cade heard her, though, and a chuckle laced his tone when he answered, “Maybe.”


  A dart of alarm shot through her. “What do you mean, maybe?”


  “No one is watching, if that’s what you want to know.”


  She slithered up, imagining she looked like a cobra coming out of a jar, twisting as she reached the seat and settled herself once again between Cade and Grant. She blinked, the dim light of the candles and overhead bulbs a surprisingly bright contrast to the darkness beneath the table. Her gaze instantly swept the dining room. The waitress stood on the opposite side taking the order of a couple who had obviously just arrived. She noted another table that had been previously occupied was now empty. Everyone else appeared to be engrossed in conversation as they ate.


  She took a deep breath, her nerves settling as she realized that no one had noticed her departure or the fact that she had now returned to the booth. Cade brought a hand to her face and dragged the pad of his thumb beneath her bottom lip.


  “You missed a spot.” The deep, dark timbre to his voice sent whips of heat slashing through her already flaming pussy. He wiped his thumb on a napkin, his gaze steadily holding hers.


  Justice licked her lips, tasting the salty-sweet remnants of Grant’s cum on her mouth. “Why did you say maybe?”


  A devious smile hinted on Cade’s lips. “Whether or not you were seen isn’t what you should be worried about.” He tipped his chin, his gaze sliding past her to Grant. “It’s what he’s going to do to you for what you just did without permission that should concern you.”


  Justice slowly turned her head and found Grant watching her, his eyes glinting with wicked intent she couldn’t define. “I didn’t want you to feel left out.”


  “That was very thoughtful of you.” Grant sipped his tea, watching her over the rim of the glass. “But you didn’t do it just to please me, did you?”


  Justice’s gaze fell guiltily to his hand as he slowly set down the glass. “No.”


  “You took pleasure for yourself without my permission.”


  Though he worded it as a statement rather than a question, Justice nodded. She lifted her gaze to his and narrowed her eyes. Why did she suddenly feel like a kindergartener being reprimanded by her teacher?


  Because they are teaching you, dumb shit.


  She had apparently broken a rule, and if the devilish swirls in Grant’s eyes served as any indication, she was about to find out what happened when she took matters, or in this case his cock, into her own hands.


  “You enjoyed it, didn’t you?” A self-conscious trickle of fear moved through her system, causing her question to sound snappier than she intended.


  “Immensely. I don’t want to know where you learned how to suck a dick like that or how you managed to find my pleasure spot so quickly, but that’s not the point. We’re in charge. We say when those vixen lips get to taste, when those satiny hands get to touch. I hope you did enjoy it because you earned yourself a punishment.”


  A double-edged sword sharpened by equal parts wicked anticipation and dark fear sliced from her breasts to her pussy to her ass. She knew he could pick one or all to torment as her punishment. Her nipples throbbed at the myriad of ways he could pleasure and tease them at the same time. Her clit pulsed and juices leaked from between her feminine lips at the remembered feel of his hand so close to her pussy the way it had been in the truck. That touch had driven her senses mad with need, coaxing the naughty demon inside her to break out of its cage. Her butt cheeks clenched, a phantom sting igniting in her ass at the desire to be bared and spanked until she came.


  “You’re being a bit unreasonable, don’t you think?” She had expected Cade to be difficult, had expected to find a softer pair of hands when it came to Grant. She had thought he would be her ally in handling Cade, in taming the control he exuded from every pore. Instead, Grant was proving himself to be as equally hardheaded, domineering, and callous as his partner. Damn, if it didn’t turn her on more to realize that. She didn’t stand a chance at holding her own with either of these men. Still, that wouldn’t stop her from putting up a fight. “You’re expecting me to follow laws that I’m unaware of and sentencing me without regard to my ignorance.”


  “There’s only one law, and I laid it out plainly for you in the truck.” Cade hooked a finger beneath her chin and turned her head, forcing her to meet his gaze. The steeliness in his stare coupled with dark arousal sent her system on a whirlwind of confused exhilaration. “You belong to us. We control the pleasure you take and the pleasure you get. Defying that earns you punishment.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Grant had the perfect punishment in mind. He waited until Cade shut off the engine after pulling into Justice’s driveway and slid out the passenger door. Turning to Justice, he gripped her hips as he helped her out of the truck, pulled her close, and held her for a heartbeat before slowly lowering her to her feet. He forced himself to get a tight grip on his control as her sultry body slid down his. Yeah, he knew exactly what to do. Trouble came in also knowing it would torture him as much, if not more, than it would her.


  She tipped her head back, gazing up at him through eyes full of apprehension and acute desire. Though she felt relaxed enough in his embrace, he sensed her fighting hard to maintain that composure, to not allow him to see or feel the tremors moving through her.


  “Scared?”


  She swallowed, licked her lips, and angled her head. “Of you walking me to my door? Of course not. It’s the proper thing for a gentleman to do after he takes a woman on a date.”


  “I’m not stopping outside that door, and there’s nothing proper about what I plan to do to you once I step through it.”


  She nodded, an almost imperceptible movement of her head. “You guys are really done, aren’t you?”


  “With waiting to claim what belongs to us? We’ve told you more than once tonight that we are.” She seemed to be accepting it, too, far easier than he had expected.


  “You’ve taken the choice out of my hands.”


  “I’ll give it back to you right now if you want it. Say the words, Justice. Tell us to go and we’ll walk.”


  “And you won’t be back.”


  “No, we won’t be back.” The thought of never holding her again, of going on with his life without her in it tore at his heart. Could he do it? Could Cade? He glanced at Cade, saw the other man round the front of the truck and stop at the front passenger side fender. It had been a long time since he and Cade had gone to blows over anything, but his friend would kick his ass tonight for giving her any choice at all if she took him up on it.


  Then again, Cade wouldn’t get the chance because he would be kicking his own ass two ways from Sunday for the rest of his life.


  “You’ll walk anyway.” Her whispered statement drew Grant’s attention back, the sheer conviction behind her words rendering him momentarily speechless. “And when you do you won’t be back.”


  She eased back, flattening her hands on his chest as she gently pulled herself from his embrace. Grant let her go, half wanting to stop her, wanting to demand to know why she felt that way while the other half of him believed he already knew.


  He watched her take her handbag from Cade. She dug inside, pulled out her keys, and walked to the front door. Exchanging a wordless glance with Cade, he followed her, determined now more than ever to prove to her she was wrong.


  She flicked on the foyer light and stepped inside, leaving the door open. Cade motioned him through first with a flick of his head and Grant took the lead. This moment belonged to him. He and Cade hadn’t needed to discuss it for that to be clear between them. The punishment she was due fell to him to administer.


  Cade shut the door behind them and Justice turned, her head bowed and gaze on the floor. She had tossed her purse and keys on the small foyer table upon entering the house and stood with her fists balled at her sides.


  “The subservient stance is nice, but it’s not what I want right now.” Grant closed the distance between them, stopping close enough to touch her, close enough to feel the heat and nervousness radiating out of her. “Look at me, baby.”


  She lifted her head, her gaze immediately locking with his.


  Grant skimmed the backs of his fingers down the side of her face and her eyes drifted closed. “Keep your eyes open. Every time I look at you I want to see you looking back me or at Cade. Do you understand?”


  She nodded slowly as she opened her eyes. “I understand.”


  Her surrender should have had him wanting to dance circles around her. It was what he had been waiting for, what he had wanted for so very long. Yet, it still wasn’t complete. The statement she had made outside before leaving him standing at the truck told him she might be surrendering her body, but turmoil still ruled her mind and her heart.


  “You didn’t say the words.” He let his hand fall from her face to her shoulder and tenderly down her arm. “Now you have to believe we will always come back.”


  She didn’t respond to that, but continued to obey by holding his gaze. It was enough for him to see his words had done little to ensure her faith.


  “How much of what you did at the restaurant excited you?” He gathered the hem of her blouse in his hands and dragged it up her body, catching Cade move closer out of the corner of his eye. He knew Cade wouldn’t interrupt, wouldn’t get involved this time, but he wouldn’t miss the chance to watch either.


  Justice raised her arms and let out a quivering breath as he pulled her blouse over her head and tossed it to the floor. “All of it.”


  “Did the idea of someone knowing what you were doing turn you on?” Grant trailed his fingertip down her shoulders to the swell of her breasts, lifted to tantalize his view by a black lace bra. “Despite Cade’s and my assurances that no one would see, no one would know, did it get you hot and wet to think they might?”


  He skimmed his fingers along the band of her bra, reaching with one hand behind her to release the clasp with a finger snap. His attention fell to her breasts as he uncovered them, his mouth going dry with the need to taste. When she didn’t answer him, he pulled his gaze back to hers. “Did it?”


  “Yes.”


  Grant moved his hands to her waist, again reaching behind her with one hand, this time to slide down the zipper of her skirt. “Austin and Tyler were in the restaurant tonight. You know them, don’t you? Did you know they’re club members, too?”


  She shuddered though he couldn’t be sure if it was his mention of the other two men or the feel of her skirt falling down her hips to land in a pool of material around her feet that caused the reaction. If he were to venture a guess, he would put his bank account on the first.


  “I didn’t know for certain.”


  “They saw and they knew.” He wasn’t entirely sure that was true, but he suspected it was. He knew they had seen him and Cade with Justice, had seen them cast intriguing looks at their booth while she sat between them and during the minutes she had been under the table.


  Justice swallowed hard, but said nothing. She didn’t have to. The fear-laced desire swirling in her eyes said enough.


  “I thought about calling them to the table, inviting one or both to take a peek beneath.” Grant let his attention fall down her body, getting his first view of a fully naked Justice McCall. She was absolutely stunning. His palms tingled to be filled with her full breasts, to feel her large, hardened nipples pressing against his flesh.


  “They probably wouldn’t have been satisfied with just a peek. They would’ve wanted to touch.”


  Her flat belly jumped at that, and he knew he had hit on her darkest desire and most debilitating fear.


  “I can’t say I would have blamed them. I’m fighting hard not to touch right now.” He lowered his gaze further, locking his focus on her pussy. Her lips were bare, pink, and slickened with her arousal.


  “Then stop fighting it.”


  Grant smiled at the plea in her softly spoken words. “I had intended to before you disobeyed us.” He lifted his gaze once more and made his expression stern. “Now what I wanted will have to wait. Your punishment comes first.”


  “Don’t you think you’ve punished me enough?” Her gaze slid to Cade, including him in the question. “All the promises, taking me to your bedroom, showing me the things you have there, and never once touching me…didn’t you do all of that to penalize me for not bending when you wanted me to?”


  “All of that was to prepare you for what would happen when we did order you to bend for us.” Grant stepped back, half tempted to issue that order now. He would spank her for sucking him off beneath the table at the restaurant without permission. Forget that it felt so fucking good, that her wicked lips, siren mouth, and satiny tongue had worked his cock better than anyone who had ever given him a blow job. He hadn’t told her she could. Part of belonging to him and Cade meant she followed their rules, submitted to their commands, and in return they would show her a life of love and pleasures beyond her imagination.


  Grant took her hand and led her into the living room, turning on the overhead light as he passed the switch on the wall. He stopped at the end of the sofa, pleased to discover she didn’t have end tables standing in his way. He turned to her and released her hand.


  “Bend over the arm of the couch.”


  Her gaze flicked to the couch then back to him. “What are you going to do?”


  Grant crossed his arms and steeled his expression. “Does it matter? I gave you an order.”


  She hesitated, anxiety slamming into the yearning on her angelic face. “Do I get a safe word?”


  “Do you want one?” He didn’t tell her she wouldn’t need it. He could sense exactly what she wanted, what she hungered to experience, and didn’t doubt for an instant he would know if he pushed her too far. It pleased him when she took several heartbeats to think about her response.


  “No.”


  Her answer pleased him even more. She trusted him, trusted Cade. He could see that in her eyes, sense it in her submission. She didn’t yet believe they would stick around when things got really down and dirty, but they would earn that faith in time.


  “Then bend over the arm of the couch.”


  She moved to the sofa, her steps slightly shaky as she turned and bumped her lower thighs on the sofa arm. Slowly, she bent forward, catching herself with her flattened hands on the cushion and looking back at him over her shoulder.


  “All the way,” he told her, moving in behind her. “Rest your body on the couch.”


  She lowered her upper body, turning her head to face the back of the couch as she obviously struggled to make herself relax.


  Cade walked to the coffee table and sat. “Justice, turn your head this way, eyes on me.” When she hesitantly obeyed, he added, “Keep them on me. Keep them open. You’re going to know I’m watching what Grant does to you.”


  Grant sank to his knees behind her and palmed the cheeks of her ass. The heat of her flesh seeped into his hands, traveling up his arms and through his system on a direct course to his cock. He wanted to touch her all over, to feel her writhe as he skimmed his hands from the tips of her toes to the roots of her hair.


  Not tonight.


  No, tonight he wouldn’t allow himself that freedom. Tonight he would bring them both to the edge and they would both be left teetering there until the next time.


  He moved his hands to her inner thighs, pushed her legs open wide, and situated her calves on his shoulders, suspending her lower body in the air. He took a deep breath, closing his eyes as he inhaled the sweet, hot scent of her pussy. His mouth watered, his tongue burning with the need to taste. Opening his eyes, he studied the glistening folds of her cunt. Her clit was engorged, her lips coated with her juices. She would be dripping by the time he finished with her.


  “Has anyone ever spanked you, baby?”


  Her ass and pussy clenched at the question. “Once.”


  “Did you like it?”


  “It was…” She hesitated, her body wiggling slightly again, and he deduced it as an attempt to shrug. “It was okay.”


  Grant glanced at Cade and saw the other man lift a brow as he gazed at Justice. “Just okay, sweet thing?”


  “What was it about the experience you didn’t like?” Grant watched in fascination as her flesh turned a light shade of pink. Was that a full-body blush? It sure as hell seemed so.


  “It was too, um, sweet.”


  Grant turned his face into her inner leg and stifled a chuckle. He had sensed from the first moment Justice wasn’t a woman who would be satisfied by sweet sex. She hungered to live on the line where pleasure and pain mixed to combine rapture that would send her spiraling over the edge of orgasmic insanity. Her confession proved his assumption right.


  “We aren’t sweet men, love. If we were, I wouldn’t be about to spank you for what you did tonight.” Grant didn’t give her a chance to respond. He reached over her right leg still draped on his shoulder and delivered a slap to her right butt cheek that reverberated off the living room walls.


  He heard her quick intake of breath coupled with a startled gasp, moved his hand a fraction of an inch, and landed another slap. “Will you disobey us again?”


  “No. Yes. Probably. Oh God, Grant, do it again.”


  “I think she’s enjoying her punishment, Grant.” Cade’s tone was laced with amusement and thick with his own arousal.


  “Are you, Justice? Does it feel good when I spank you?” Before she could answer, he brought his hand down on her left butt cheek in two rapid smacks that equaled the intensity of the first two.


  “Yes.” She half hissed, half moaned the word. Her ass wiggled in an obvious search for another smack he didn’t give her.


  He reached between her legs with his left hand and swiped a finger between her pussy lips. She gasped and attempted to buck back with her hips. His finger came back drenched, thickly coated with white cream. He licked it clean, torturing himself when another taste he knew he must deny himself lay right there before his eyes.


  “Your pussy tastes amazing.”


  “Please, don’t stop. Taste it again.”


  “Now, darlin’, if he did that, it wouldn’t be punishment, now would it?” Cade asked.


  Grant eased back, positioned his hand between her legs, and smacked her pussy lips with a blow only slightly softer than the ones he had given her ass. The mewling cry that left her in the aftermath would stay with him for many nights to come.


  “Oh, God. Oh, God. Grant, I can’t take it.”


  “I think she likes that pussy being spanked more than her ass,” Cade commented.


  Grant focused on her reddened pussy lips, on the way they contracted spasmodically. “Are you about to come, Justice?”


  “Yes. Please. I want to come.”


  Grant slapped her sharply on her pussy lips and she moaned, the sound loud and tortured. “Did I say you could?”


  “I can’t stop it. I’m burning, Grant. I need to come.”


  “You will stop it,” Grant told her sternly. “You won’t come now, not at all tonight.”


  She whimpered, the cry growing louder as he eased her legs off his shoulders. She scrambled when he got to his feet behind her, pushed herself up off the couch, and rounded on him. “What are you doing? Where are you going?”


  Grant had never seen a woman more radiant with angered arousal than Justice was at that moment. He hooked an arm around her waist, pulling her naked body against him, and kissed her. She melted in his arms, her body instantly molding to his, offering itself to him completely. He very nearly took her up on the offer, too. His cock ached to the point of sheer agony. He wanted to flip her back over the arm of the sofa, bury his pulsing shaft in her sodden pussy, and fuck her until she begged him to stop. He wanted to fall on top of her sated and spent, gather her into his arms, and hold her the rest of the night.


  Instead, he ended the kiss, drawing back to gaze down at her. “I’m going home.”


  Her eyes widened with shock. “You can’t!”


  “I can and I am.” He brushed his lips to the tip of her nose. “And you are not to make yourself come after we’re gone. If you do, I’ll know about it and your next punishment will be worse.”


  Disbelief swept across her face. “You wouldn’t know.”


  Grant lifted a brow. “You’re free to take the chance and disobey me. Then I’ll be free to tie you down and keep you on the edge of release for as long as I want.” He let her go, keeping his gaze on her as he stepped back. Behind her, he saw Cade get to his feet and turn to leave. “Make no mistake, baby, I can bring you a millisecond from coming and keep you that way for hours if I choose.”


  “You’re an asshole.”


  The utter surprise in her voice was almost comical. The way she stood there glaring at him with pure fury and unfulfilled need in her eyes made her the most arresting woman he had ever met.


  Grant nodded once. “I can be. Just remember I’m one of the assholes you love, one of the assholes that loves you.” He turned and followed Cade out of the living room, but not before he caught the astonishment that froze her in place.


  Chapter Four


  


  She never should have gone out with them. More, she damn sure never should have let down her defenses the way she had done. She had given in, submitted to everything they told her, and look where it had gotten her.


  Justice spun on her heel, stomped several steps across her office, and paced back again. What the hell had she been thinking? Her gaze landed on her desk chair, and she remembered Wednesday morning’s phone call. Hadn’t she sat right there after Cade hung up bound and determined to make it through another meeting with him and Grant and escape it intact?


  Yeah, fuck lot of good that determination did you the second you were face-to-face with them.


  No, it hadn’t happened that quickly. She might have been able to hold on to her resolve if they hadn’t touched her, if they hadn’t revealed their knowledge of her deepest, darkest desires, if they hadn’t told her she belonged to them.


  Grant had said they wouldn’t walk away. Yet, wasn’t that exactly what they had done? It was Friday, a full thirty-five hours and sixteen minutes since they had walked out of her living room, and neither of them had so much as called.


  “Fuck you both.” She walked to her desk with full intentions of getting to work, but the restless energy she had been battling since Wednesday night had driven her to complete everything she had to work on at the moment.


  Everything except the Waverly case.


  Ugg, she so didn’t want to work on that right now. Every time she so much as thought about Thomas Waverly, she thought about Cade and Grant, about the way they had tortured her, about Grant’s parting words.


  Just remember I’m one of the assholes you love, one of the assholes that loves you.


  “One of the assholes that teased me into a freaking frenzy and left me unable to concentrate on anything but getting fucked.”


  God, she ached all over. She couldn’t sit without her ass stinging in remembrance of the sharp spanking Grant had given her. He hadn’t gone easy, delivering each smack with a controlled force that had set the cheeks of her ass on fire. Then he had spanked her pussy the same way.


  She braced her hands on the edge of her desk as the echoing pleasure-pained bliss that had yet to diminish shot through her core. One more slap and she would have come. She had been that close. Instead, he had left her teetering on the edge of delirium with an explicit order not to get herself off.


  And you actually listened.


  She bowed her head, closing her eyes as she attempted to find a strength within herself to overcome the fierce need wreaking havoc through her body. She had listened, though why she did remained a total mystery. She had walked around for the last thirty-five hours and—she glanced at the clock in the corner of her computer screen—twenty minutes so horny she could barely function, and yet she hadn’t disobeyed that single command, hadn’t even come close to doing anything to relieve the violent ache.


  You don’t want to be punished again.


  Hell, no. She had not listened because she wanted to be a good girl, for crying out loud.


  You know nothing you can do will really help.


  Yeah, that came closer to the truth. She sighed and straightened only to plop down in her desk chair feeling utterly defeated. Sure, she could masturbate, but what good would it do her? It had never helped in the past. It sure as shit wouldn’t help now that they had kissed her, touched her, told her they loved her.


  Okay, only Grant had said that. Had he really meant it?


  He knows you’re in love with him, with them.


  And that topped the list of likely more than ten zillion mistakes she had made when it came to those two men.


  A sharp rap at her office door sent the questions flying from her mind. The door opened almost immediately, and Cade walked into her office, closing the door behind him.


  Justice’s pulse thudded in her ears. Instant heat spread through her system, beading her nipples, slickening her cunt, puckering her ass, and stroking her simmering temper to the point of near boiling.


  His cowboy boots thudded softly on the tiled floor as his powerful legs clad in dark denim carried him to her desk. His wide biceps stretched the short sleeves of a pale blue shirt that brought out the sugary molasses of his eyes. Devastatingly handsome and pumping with confidence and authority, he sat in the vacant chair across from her desk without invitation and propped one booted ankle on the opposite knee.


  “Come on in and make yourself at home, counselor,” Justice said dryly, not attempting to hide an ounce of her anger from her expression or her tone. She did hope to hide her continued arousal, though. Unfortunately, from the keen perceptiveness in the steady gaze he pinned her with, she knew she failed miserably.


  “It seems I just did,” he said with a cockiness that only made her want to slap him given her current anger with him.


  Justice covered her computer mouse with her hand and clicked the screen, pretending to close a document that wasn’t open as if she had been busy working when he walked in rather than sitting there beating herself up over her indiscretions.


  “Why are you here? I wasn’t aware we had an appointment this morning.”


  “We don’t,” Cade drawled smoothly. “I don’t need one.”


  “Then you won’t mind when I tell you I don’t have time to talk right now. It’s Friday. I have a butt load of things to get done if I want to stand half a chance at getting the weekend off.”


  “Part of my reason for being here concerns some of that work you need to get done. Thomas Waverly will begin psychiatric evaluations Monday with the county psychiatrist. His expert testimony will be part of our defense at the trial should you decide not to accept a plea bargain.”


  “And you’re so sure his expert testimony won’t lean more to my favor than your client’s?”


  “I’m positive of it.”


  “You’re planning to plead temporary insanity.” She had expected it. After Cade’s statements to Thomas Waverly’s mental instabilities Wednesday night, she had figured the insanity plea would be the defense Cade would choose.


  “If the results of his evaluations are conclusive, which I’m certain they will be, yes, that is my intent.”


  “It won’t fly. Thomas Waverly lived for twenty-five years on the Circle M Ranch and showed no signs of mental instability. To all of the county, he was just another cowboy with a mother who was accidently murdered and a father who committed suicide when Thomas was barely out of diapers. His grandfather raised him on the Circle M and, along with the Ducote family, gave him the best life he could.”


  “Until things in that life brought the turmoil of that long-ago night to the surface and built inside him to the point of consuming all rational thought,” Cade countered.


  “Things in that life,” Justice repeated, lifting a brow. “Things like the Service Club. People like Justin and Ben, the Rylon brothers, you and Grant.” She leaned back in her chair and laced her fingers over her belly. “You realize if you go with this defense that somewhat secret club of yours will be complete public knowledge?”


  “I realize that the club is not some secret little society in the first place. People already know. They know who is affiliated with the club and the lifestyles we lead. Most choose to turn a blind eye. Others look at it with disdain. That’s not my problem. Neither is it my client’s.”


  “You’re willing to put the blame for Thomas Waverly’s actions on your own friends, on yourself to keep the man out of prison?”


  “I’m willing to provide the best defense for my client. If that means the club falls into a certain amount of scrutiny, then so be it. It will happen no matter the defense I present. You can’t fully prosecute this case without bringing the club into it and neither can I.”


  He was right, though she silently admitted she had wondered more than once how she could build her case without mentioning the club. If she didn’t agree to Thomas Waverly’s mental incompetence, she would have to prove the crimes he committed were done in a vendetta against the women affiliated with the club.


  “And you and the other members of the club are okay with this?”


  “I and the other members are in our chosen professions to serve the public, to protect and save lives. What we choose to do with the women we love is our business. The choices our women make to be with the men they love are their business. None of us are ashamed about that. The life we lead isn’t for everyone, same as the life most people lead isn’t for us. You, of all people, should know that.”


  Justice straightened, squaring her shoulders as she glared at him. “Don’t bring my personal life into this. I’m not the one who will be on trial here.” Yet, she was on trial, wasn’t she? He and Grant had put her on the bench in their own personal courtroom, ordering her to confess her darkest secrets, finding her guilty of burying her evil desires, and sentencing her to a fate she couldn’t comprehend.


  “No, you aren’t.” Cade got to his feet and her heart skipped a beat. He walked around her desk, stopping behind her, leaning down to nuzzle his face in the crook of her neck. “You’ve already lost that case, darlin’, and I think you realized that Wednesday night.”


  His breath fanned the tiny hairs on the side of her neck, sending electric sparks of acutely heated desire raining through her. Her gaze flicked to the closed office door, to the knob she hadn’t realized he had locked when he had stepped inside. She closed her eyes, struggling to hold her composure as his power enveloped her, suffocating her rational thoughts and driving her needs higher.


  “You’re angry with me.” He put his hands on her shoulders, licked her earlobe between his teeth, and nipped.


  Justice felt dizzy, intoxicated, as if his fingers came equipped with tiny needles that penetrated her flesh and injected her with a heavy dose of erotic desire. She swallowed a moan bubbling her throat, fought to keep her breathing steady as her senses careened into overload.


  “It pissed you off the way Grant and I left you Wednesday night and that neither of us has called you since.” His hands slowly glided over her shoulders, his fingers pushing beneath the neckline of her loose-fitting blouse, warming her already heated flesh to molten temperatures. “Would it help to know we wanted to, that we’ve both been going stark raving mad since we walked out of your house?”


  His husky admission surprised her. She felt herself relax beneath his hands, easing back in her chair as his exploration of her chest continued down. His fingers reached the lace edge of her bra, pushed beneath it, and lightly grazed her breasts, lifting them out of the cups.


  “Why didn’t you?” She wanted to hang on to her anger, wanted to lash out at him for torturing her. Instead, her question sounded breathless, needy, and, dammit, her body was surrendering without offering her a chance in hell of stopping it.


  “Patience. You taught it to us well enough. It’s time you learned it, too. This time by our rules.” He squeezed her breasts and her back arched, her body seeking more, her flesh burning to be caressed and pleasured. “It shouldn’t be a difficult lesson for you.” He took an audible deep breath as he raked the pad of his thumbs over her already hardened nipples. “You’re proving yourself a fast learner. You listened Wednesday night, didn’t you? Did you finger your clit after we left, shove a dildo in your pussy and imagine it was Grant’s cock or mine or someone else’s invading your gorgeous body?”


  “No.” She said the word so softly she barely heard it herself. Grant had told her they would know if she disobeyed. She didn’t understand how, but Cade was making it clear Grant had been right.


  “Why not?” He closed his thumbs and forefingers on her nipples, rolled the beaded points, and squeezed them. The pained pleasure was like an imaginary string tugging at her clit. She arched against the back of the chair, her pussy burning, her clit throbbing for the same touch. “You were alone. You were horny. I’m sure you have the proper toys to pleasure yourself.”


  “It wouldn’t have helped,” she admitted on a groan as the squeezing stopped. Her nipples pulsed, wanting more, needing a harder assault. “It never does.”


  She whimpered as his hands eased from her blouse and damned herself for the sound. Her temper sparked anew. She was tired of being teased, fed up with allowing him and Grant to toy with her this way.


  “I can help,” he told her as she felt him straighten behind her. “Stand up and turn around.”


  Justice’s eyes flew open, the shock of his command mollifying her anger. Whatever he had in mind he couldn’t possibly intend to do it here in her office. Dear God, what if someone realized her door was locked? What if they knocked and heard her and Clint rustling inside in their haste to cover what he had been doing to her?


  “I gave you an order, darlin’,” he said in that voice of hardened authority that always set her internal alarm bells ringing. “Don’t make me wait for you to obey me.”


  Justice gulped, placed her hands on the edge of the desk, and pushed herself to her feet. She turned slowly to face him, her heart tripping a beat when he shoved her chair out of the way.


  “Lift your skirt to your waist.”


  “Cade, we can’t do this here.” She wanted to. Sweet goddess of hormones, her body didn’t give a shit where they were or who saw them. She wanted to be skin to skin with him, needed to feel his enormous cock spreading her pussy, ramming into her core until she cried out from orgasm after orgasm.


  “We can do what I want wherever I want. Lift your skirt to your waist.” He repeated the order, his gaze on her one of obvious forced patience. His tolerance for her hesitation wouldn’t last long. He would either walk or she would face a far more severe punishment for her disobedience than Grant had given her Wednesday night.


  So aroused she trembled with it, she fisted the side of her skirt in her hands and pulled it up. The cool air in the office met with the heated flesh of her inner thighs, bringing goose pimples to the surface of her skin.


  “Those are nice,” he said, his attention falling to her black lace thong panties. “I don’t want you wearing them anymore, but they’re very pretty.” He hooked his fingers around the thin strips of lace holding the panties on her hips. “It’s irritating enough that I have to move the skirt out of my way when I want to get to my pussy. I don’t want anything else blocking my access to what I want.” He pulled her panties down her hips, his fingers lightly grazing her flesh and leaving a burning trail in their wake. “If I could, I would keep you naked around the clock. You wouldn’t own a stitch of clothing if you were, say, my housewife.”


  Justice’s belly fluttered. His wife? She had never allowed the prospect of being married to him or Grant out of the deepest recesses of her fantasies.


  “That won’t happen, though.”


  Justice’s heart slammed to her toes, shattering with a painful force that formed a lump in her throat. She had known it, and yet she’d allowed herself to hope. Just for an instant, the dream of forever belonging to him and Grant had filled her, made her feel whole.


  Cade let her panties fall to the floor, his palms returning to grip her hips. “Your career means too much to you to expect you to give it up, even for me and Grant.”


  Tears burned her eyes, bringing with them a sense of relief so heavy she swayed in his embrace.


  “You thought we would expect that, didn’t you, that we would demand you quit your job, give up everything you’ve worked so hard for to be with us?” He slid one hand behind her, flattening it on the small of her back.


  Justice couldn’t think. It almost sounded as if he were proposing to her, for God’s sake. The idea was ludicrous. Grant had told her he was one of the men who loved her. That obviously implied Cade loved her, too, but neither of them could feel that strongly enough to marry her, could they?


  She gazed up at him, searching his eyes for anything to make sense of his words and coming up short. “I—I’ve never thought about it. Cade, this is happening so fast. I don’t know what the hell is going on anymore.”


  His lips twitched. “Sure you do, darlin’, and nothing about this is fast.” He used his grip on her hip and his hand on the small of her back to slowly bend her backward until she lay on her desk. A pen poked her in the shoulder and she moved reflexively, not caring about the papers and files that lay beneath her.


  His hands skimmed up her sides, pushing her blouse up to her neck, revealing her bare breasts lifted by the cups of her bra. “We’ve known each other a long time. We’re colleagues even if we are on opposite sides in the courtroom.” He leaned over her, planting soft kisses to first one erect nipple and then the other.


  Justice shuddered, the featherlike kisses racing heatedly straight to her clit.


  “We’re friends.” He skipped his mouth down her abdomen, alternating a kiss and a lick until it drew a quiet moan from her throat. “What the three of us have, the feelings we share weren’t built on sex.” He lifted his head slightly to gaze up at her from beneath thick lashes, and his eyes twinkled with mischief. “It’s headed there, but it’s not the true foundation.”


  He lowered his head again, licked a path down her belly, and Justice closed her eyes. Confusion crashed into the desires and emotions filling her soul until she didn’t know what to think, what to do, what to feel.


  “This one time, and this time only, you have my permission to come when you’re ready.” His hands moved to her inner thighs, and he pushed them apart, spreading her pussy wide. “It will be your reward for being a good girl and listening to Grant’s order the other night.”


  He buried his face in her pussy, and her world went ballistic. He didn’t tease, didn’t make her wait for the moment. He thrust his tongue into her sodden opening, wiggling and licking the inner walls of her channel until her hips lifted for more. His nose pressed against her clit, a welcomed pressure that sent a wave of relief washing through her even as it quickly coaxed her orgasm to the edge.


  He pulled his tongue free and dragged it up to flick it back and forth in viciously rapid strokes over her clit. She gripped the edge of the desk as her breathing turned to pants. He shoved a finger inside her pussy, her thick juices easing the way as he curled the finger and stroked a spot she hadn’t known existed.


  “Cade.” His name left her on a breathless plea, her body writhing, her head lolling from side to side as the pressure in her womb and clit mounted to unbearable strength. She had burned hot for so very long, needing to feel him, dying for him to take command of her body. He did it expertly now, feasting on her pussy, driving her mindless with pleasure. “Oh, God, baby, I’m going to come.”


  His tongue slowed on her clit, his finger stilling in her pussy, and her eyes flew open as the intense pressure immediately started to ease.


  “No, damn you,” she gasped, groping for his head, burying her hands in his hair, and pushing his face into her pussy. “You said I could come when I wanted to. You gave me permission.”


  He chuckled, the bastard, and gradually began fingering her again, catching her clit between his teeth for a pleasure-filled stinging nip before circling it with the tip of his tongue. He reached with his free hand for her nipple, caught it in a pressure squeeze that snapped the line between ecstasy and pain, and she exploded.


  She barely swallowed a scream as the orgasm tore through her. Her entire body convulsed as wave after wave of pleasure seized control of her very soul and, still, he didn’t stop. He pulled his finger from her pussy only to replace it with his tongue, pistoning it in rapid successions, lapping at the river of juices that spilled out of her. He pinched her nipple, rolled it between his fingers, tugging hard. He found her clit with his other hand and did the same to the swollen, sensitized bud, and guided her through a second, equally vicious orgasm that toppled her over the brink of insanity.


  She floated somewhere between consciousness and delirium as her body slowly relaxed. She didn’t feel Cade move, didn’t know he had straightened to bend over her until she felt his lips brush lightly over hers.


  “Open your eyes, sweet thing.”


  She forced her eyes open to find him gazing down at her, moisture glistening around his nose and mouth, a victorious and thoroughly pleased smile tilting his lips.


  “Did that help?”


  Justice found the strength to smile. She wound her arms around his neck, dipping her fingers into the back of his hair. “Immensely.”


  “Good. That should get you through the rest of the day. Be at the ranch tonight by eight. Come prepared to stay the weekend.” He kissed her again, this time snaking his tongue into her mouth, sharing with her the remnants of her juices that remained on his lips. “Oh, and bring several pairs of your highest heels.” He straightened, a boyish glint sparking in his eyes. “I’m gonna love watching you walk naked in a pair of heels again the way you did the other night after you stripped for us in your foyer.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Justice pulled her overnight bag from the backseat of her car, tossed it on her shoulder as she closed the car door, and took a deep breath to calm her frazzled nerves. She had pulled into the drive of the M & L Ranch at eight o’clock on the dot, just as Cade had told her to do. She studied the front of the ranch-style house as she slowly walked the gravel path to the front door. It wasn’t her first time being on M & L property, but it was the first time she would be strolling through the door knowing precisely what to expect.


  No, you don’t.


  True, she silently admitted. Her gaze swept over the white house with red shutters, the expertly manicured shrubs that lined the long front porch with a swing on the far end that invited comfort and leisurely moments of staring into the quiet night. She envisioned herself sitting there between Cade and Grant, her feet propped on the rail in front of the swing, her head laid back as they talked about absolutely nothing of importance.


  The only thing she knew to expect out of this weekend was two days and nights of sex. At least that’s what she hoped they planned for her immediate future. For all she really knew, they could be planning to tease and torment her until Sunday evening, then send her home horny as hell and begging for more.


  And if they try that, I’ll cut their dicks off and feed them to them.


  Her heels clacked softly on the wood as she stepped onto the porch and rang the doorbell. Taking another deep breath that didn’t do any better at calming her racing pulse than the last one, she waited for the door to open. She heard a slight rustle inside, the sound of booted feet softly approaching, and then the door swung open.


  Grant greeted her with a welcoming smile that went straight to her heart. “Hello, gorgeous.” He surprised her by hooking an arm around her waist, yanking her against the hard wall of his body, and laying a kiss on her that curled her toes.


  “Wow,” she said on a breathless laugh as she gazed into his gleaming hazel eyes. The tension and careful patience that had always been there between them was gone. In a single night, everything he and Cade had said and done had obviously diminished that. She could see it in his eyes, had read it in Cade’s earlier that day in her office. Forget that she still had a turmoil twisting inside her she didn’t know how to shake. Forget that she still felt with a bone-deep certainty both of them would walk away in the end. In their mind, they had staked their claim, she had submitted, and there was nowhere to go but forward from here on out.


  “Do you greet all your visitors that way?”


  “Naw, just you, baby.” He kissed the tip of her nose and slowly released her.


  “My turn.” Cade’s lazy drawl came from behind Grant, who stepped aside to let his friend get to her. Rather than pulling her against him as Grant had done, he kept his hands at his sides, dipping his head to capture her mouth in a soul-stealing kiss that didn’t last anywhere near long enough. “I can’t taste you anymore. I tried to hold on to it, but it faded shortly after I left your office.”


  Unable to keep her own hands to herself when he talked to her in that low, husky tone, she wound her arms around his neck. “Mmm, does that mean I can hope you will go back for seconds later?”


  Heat mingled with amusement in his eyes. “Maybe, if you’re a good girl.” His hands skimmed up her arms, his fingers closing around her wrists as he gently pulled them from around his neck. He moved back, crossed his arms, and leveled a powerful gaze on her that had her insides doing the Texas two-step. “Strip.”


  Justice blinked at him. He had gone from playful to full-blown authority in a finger snap. She shook her head and let out a half laugh. “Not wasting any time tonight, are you?”


  “That order didn’t come with the permission to question it, darlin’.” One brow slowly winged up. “Do you want to begin our weekend with another spanking?”


  Tingles instantly sparked, traveling over the cheeks of her ass as if he had just smacked them. Grant moved next to Cade, his expression curious as if he were ready to bend her over the closest piece of furniture and give her a repeat of Wednesday night.


  As much as she had enjoyed her spanking, she remembered their threat. They could, and she didn’t doubt they would, make her next punishment more severe. Until she finally got the pleasure of having their cocks inside her, she would do what was necessary to avoid further punishment.


  Taking yet another of those useless deep breaths, Justice set her overnight bag on the floor and started to undress. She took her time, peeling the business suit she had worn to the office from her body in slow, methodical movements, watching and loving the way the act filled both men’s eyes with raging flames of lust and appreciation. She removed her bra and panties with the same practiced ease, adding a little dance as if she were stripping for a crowd. In a sense, she supposed, she was.


  “No, leave those,” Cade told her when she started to toe off her heels.


  Justice hid a smile, remembering how he had told her to bring several pairs of heels, how he liked watching her walk naked in them.


  “Cute striptease,” Grant commented, bending to scoop up her overnight case and her clothes from where she had let them fall to the floor, “and sexy as hell.”


  “I have more clothes hanging in the car.” She drew her lip between her teeth. “I guess we’ll get them later.”


  “You won’t need them,” Cade told her with a finality that left no room for argument. “I told you, darlin’, if I could I would keep you naked around the clock. This weekend, I can.”


  “I’ll put these away and get dinner out of the kitchen,” Grant said as he started down the hall. “I’ll meet you two in the living room.”


  Cade hooked an arm around her waist and steered her through the archway to the living room. “Relax, sweet thing. I’m not going to bite…yet.”


  Justice looked at him. The playfulness was back, laced with a heated promise that the “yet” wouldn’t be too far off. “It would be a whole lot easier to do if you and Grant got naked, too.”


  A devious smile tilted his handsome lips. “I bet it would be. Get used it to. You look amazing in those conservative suits you wear.” He slid a sideways glance down her body that had bolts of excitement shooting through erogenous zones she hadn’t known were inside her. “But I definitely like looking at you better this way.”


  Justice laughed and rolled her eyes. “I bet you do.”


  “Here we go.” Grant pushed through the swinging door that separated the living room and kitchen, a tray balanced on his forearm, three beers in one hand, and a bag of potato chips in the other. He strode to the coffee table and set down his load.


  Justice’s attention fell to the tray, and a fit of laughter bubbled in her throat. Hot wings. It wasn’t a bucket of fried chicken, but it came damn close.


  Grant popped the top on a can of beer and handed it to her. “Something wrong?”


  “Not a thing.” She shot a pointed look at the coffee table as she took the beer. “Hot wings, chips, and beer. Boy, you guys sure know how to wine and dine a woman.”


  “Cream sauce, pasta, and all the frills won’t do on a football night,” Cade told her, snagging a can of beer for himself. “Surely you know that.”


  Justice gasped. “There’s a game tonight.” She loved football and enjoyed it even more when she could go head-to-head with Cade and Grant, seeing as how they always rooted for different teams.


  “Hmm.” Cade made the sound as he took a long pull from his beer. “A game you apparently forgot about. It started at eight. Tennessee Titans versus the Tampa Bay Buccaneers.” He waggled his brows. “Our rivalry continues. Of course, preseason games don’t count, but…”


  “Who cares? It’s football.” Forgetting all about her naked state, Justice plopped down in the center of the couch, her breasts bouncing. “Well, one of you turn on the TV. We’re missing it standing around here jabbering.”


  Grant laughed and snagged the remote from the end table. “Gotta love a woman who likes football.”


  Justice’s belly did a leisurely roll. There he went using that L word again. The voices of the game’s commentators filled the living room, and she pushed the moment aside. Cade sat on her right, reaching for the bag of chips as the teams set up for the next play on the screen.


  “Let me guess, you’re rooting for Tampa Bay,” he said, crunching on a chip.


  Justice caught his wrist, angling the bag her direction, and dove in for a handful. “Yep. Can’t let my home team down.” Born and raised in Tampa, she might have moved to Alabama for law school and decided to stay, but her football loyalties reigned true for the team she had grown up watching.


  “Bucs have only won one game against the Titans since 2007,” Grant pointed out, taking the seat on her left.


  Justice shrugged and bit into a chip. “Then they’re overdue for another win tonight. Watch. I bet they’ll be the first team to put a score on the board in a few minutes.”


  Cade grabbed a hot wing from the tray and angled himself in the corner of the couch. “What are you betting?”


  Justice paused in mid-chew, noting the sheer mischievousness dancing on his handsome face. “Oh, this is going to be that kind of game, huh?”


  Cade lifted a brow. “You started it, darlin’.”


  Crap. She drew her bottom lip between her teeth, knowing she better tread carefully or she would find herself in hot water by the end of the game. “Bucs score first and you guys give me a foot massage.”


  “Simple,” Grant commented, drawing her attention as he reached for a hot wing.


  “And not a quickie either. I want a full five minutes on the field clock. My feet are killing me and funny man over here won’t let me out of these heels.”


  “I’m going to make it worse, too. If the Titans score first, you have stand right over there for a full five minutes on the field clock.” He pointed to an empty place on the floor to the side of the television. “That way we can fully see that gorgeous body of yours in those high heels while we watch the game.”


  “Deal,” Justice agreed and focused on the game. She grinned when the Bucs pulled off a seventy-yard drive, helped by a thirty-one-yard pass interference penalty put on the Titans defense. “You guys are in trou-ble,” she singsonged.


  “Titans will push it back,” Cade predicted as, on the screen, the players set up for the next play on the ten yard line.


  Justice leaned forward, her breasts brushing her thighs as she stared riveted at the television. “He hikes, he throws, and they score!” She flung herself back on the couch and propped her feet on the edge of the table as Cade and Grant groaned dramatically. “On your knees, gentlemen. I’ve got two feet, one for each of you.”


  Both men laughed as they simultaneously slid off her heels and started to massage.


  “These are going back on when we’re done,” Cade told her. “This game is far from over.”


  “Mmm,” Justice moaned, laying her head back against the sofa as their hands worked magic on her aching feet. “Five field minutes of this and I’ll be able to stand them again for a while.”


  They fell silent, watching the game as Cade and Grant massaged her feet, groaning every time the field clock stopped due to the ball going out of bounds or a referee’s ruling being challenged. Justice didn’t mind. It prolonged her pleasure straight through the end of the first quarter.


  “Better now?” Grant asked as he returned to his seat.


  “Much.” Justice glanced down, saw Cade position her heels on the floor in front of her, and giggled as she slid them back on.


  “All right, you won that one.” Cade pushed to his feet. “I’ll get another round of beers out of the kitchen while you figure out your stakes for the next bet.”


  Justice leaned over, cupping a hand around the side of her mouth, whispering to Grant though she knew she didn’t have to. “He doesn’t like to lose.”


  Grant chuckled and slid an arm around her shoulder. “When it comes to losing like this, we’re still winning, sweetheart.”


  Chapter Five


  


  Cade pulled three beers from the fridge, grinning like a loon. Justice had played her delectable body right into his hands. He had suspected her competitive nature would give him the key to pulling off his and Grant’s weekend plans. A couple more minor bets like the one they just made and he would up the stakes, putting her right where he wanted her.


  Just don’t lose.


  He headed back to the living room, praying to the God of Titans football that his team would help him out on this one. The right moment would present itself eventually, the field would be perfect, her confidence would be high, and he would strike with the bet that would blow all her inhibitions up in smoke.


  He pushed through the swinging door just as Justice jumped up from the couch and did a victory wiggle that had his cock hardening in an instant. Sweet Jesus, the woman could move. He stopped at the edge of the couch, his gaze drinking in every inch of her naked flesh as she completed her dance with a full three-sixty spin before sitting down again.


  “Looks like I came back just in time.” He handed her one of the beers, passing another to Grant as he sat down next to her. His attention flicked to the score across the bottom of the television screen. “What did I miss?”


  “Titans were set to score. Bucs intercepted.” Grant popped the top on his can. “Time to tie it up or we’re in trouble, bro.”


  Cade pushed the side of Justice’s hair behind her ear, loving the way she moved her head into his touch. “Figure out the new stakes yet, darlin’?”


  She pursed her lips thoughtfully. “We’ll stick with the massage. This time the legs, though, all the way up.” She lifted a finger and narrowed her eyes. “But no touching the private parts.”


  Cade let a slow grin unfold on his lips. “You do know how to ruin a man’s fun. Okay, our stakes are the same, five field minutes of you on your feet where we can see you.”


  “You’re determined, aren’t you?”


  Cade nodded. “I am.” He was making it easy, too. He wanted to keep her relaxed, keep the wagers low until the time came to put her on edge.


  “Next team to score?”


  Cade shook his head. “Bucs have the ball. I bet you won’t move it more than ten yards on the next play.”


  “We’ll just see about that.” She turned back to the television, sipped her beer, then muttered, “Go Bucs.”


  On the screen, the teams set up for the next play. The formation broke as the ball sailed through the air, landing perfectly in the team’s running back’s arms.


  “Ha!” Justice pumped the air with her fist as the Bucs’ running back made it twenty-two yards before being tackled. “My guys are determined to keep the two of you on your knees tonight.”


  “Dammit,” Grant muttered, but a smile widened his lips as he sank to the floor beside her. “Next time we’re back to betting on the score.”


  Cade exchanged a wordless look with his friend, noting the knowledge in the other man’s eyes. Despite his playful grumbling, Grant knew what Cade was up to. Cade slid off the sofa, shuffling the stuff on the coffee table so she could rest her legs on it.


  “Fine with me.” Justice stretched out her legs. “At this rate, I’ll have a full-body massage by the end of this game.”


  Cade started at her ankle, caressing and working her calf and shin muscles until he reached her knee. Her silky-smooth skin teased his taste buds and he dipped his head, dragging the tip of his tongue along the side of her leg.


  She slapped the top of his head playfully. “Hey, I said massage, not kiss.”


  He looked up at her, hiding a grin behind a serious expression. “You said no touching the private parts. Next time, be more specific.” He licked his way up the outside of her thigh, stifling a chuckle when her legs shivered all the way down. She moaned, low and sexy, and he flicked a glance at Grant to see the other man doing the same to her left leg.


  “Mmm, that was wonderful, gentlemen,” she purred as their minutes ran out and they eased back onto the couch. “Thank you. Shall we make another bet now?”


  “Damn right,” Grant said. “That’s two we’ve lost. I want to see you standing up there as bad as Cade does.”


  She giggled. “Okay, the next team to score. If I win again…” Her face twisted with indecision. “Hmm, what needs to be massaged next?”


  “I can give you a few suggestions,” Cade offered.


  “Ha! I bet you can. We’ll go with my arms and you can kiss them all you like. No touching anything else.”


  “She has a vicious way of teasing us, Cade,” Grant said.


  “Don’t I know it?”


  “A girl’s got to take her chances while she’s got them. Consider this mild payback for all the teasing you guys have done to me.”


  The game moved through the second quarter with the Bucs up by seven points. The Titans had yet to score. The game was six minutes and forty-three seconds into the third quarter before the Titans made their first touchdown.


  Justice slapped her thighs. “Phooey.”


  Cade cocked a grin at her. “Phooey?”


  “Trust me, it’s a much nicer word than what I wanted to say.” She got to her feet, walking with a decided sway to her hips to the spot he had previously indicated on the floor. “Enjoy the view, gentlemen.”


  “Believe me, darlin’, we are.” Cade momentarily forgot about the game as his gaze moved over her body. Her pert breasts made his hands burn to touch, her erect nipples taunting him. She stood with her legs closed, but he could still see the moisture glistening on her pussy lips. His mouth watered at the remembered taste of her juices, the feel of her opening as he had thrust his tongue in and out of her earlier that day.


  His hunger for her increased by leaps and bounds when the Bucs scored another touchdown and she broke into her most spectacular victory dance yet. Her hips gyrated to the beat of the music spilling from the television speakers, her breasts bobbing, her arms flying.


  “Sweet Jesus,” Cade heard Grant whisper. “I can’t take much more of watching her dance like that.”


  “You’re about to get tackled, sweet thing,” Cade warned her, stifling a laugh when her dancing stopped in mid-gyration and she turned her head to look at him.


  “Down, boys. We’ve still got another quarter and a half before this game is over and the Titans are now a touchdown behind.” She looked back at the television, keeping her body straight, giving them the full-on view to fulfill her end of the bet. “They’ll need more than that to win the game.”


  “They’ll tie it up in the fourth quarter,” Grant said and Cade could tell by the thickness in his friend’s voice that he wasn’t watching the game right now any more than Cade.


  “Hmm, sounds like another bet,” Justice purred.


  “Stakes are higher this time.” Her head turned at Cade’s statement, her eyes narrowing with suspicion. “Winner’s choice. You won the first two. You decided the wager. We won the last. It’s our turn.”


  She nodded. “Fair enough.”


  “If the Bucs put the next score on the board, you get to be in charge for the rest of the night,” Cade told her. “Whatever you want, whatever you say, Grant and I have to do.”


  “I get to be in charge?” She pointed a finger at her chest, her eyes wide with surprise.


  Cade nodded. “You get to be in charge.”


  “And if the Titans tie it up?” Her hand slowly lowered as a dart of apprehension moved through her expression.


  “Grant and I get to pick one thing to do to you, whatever we want, at any time we want this weekend.”


  She drew her brows together and angled her head. “I know you two. You’ll do that anyway.”


  Cade shook his head. “This one will be different. What we have in mind will probe at your comfort zone, push against your fear barriers. It might not be easy for you, but you will love every second.”


  Her gaze danced from him to Grant and back again. Cade could almost see the wheels turning in her beautiful head. He knew what she was thinking. She had already won two out of three bets. This one might be a doozy, but she stood a fifty-fifty shot of winning.


  Which left him and Grant with a fifty-fifty shot at losing. Call it arrogance, confidence, or just plain faith, but Cade didn’t plan to lose this one. Even if he did, she didn’t know it yet, but he would still get what he wanted tomorrow night.


  Justice puffed out a breath as her gaze landed on him once more. “Sounds like the Bucs better not let me down.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Justice turned to the television, forgetting all about the field clock and whether or not her five minutes of standing naked for the guys were over. She couldn’t sit now even if her legs and feet started to ache again.


  Cade was giving her a chance to call the shots. She wasn’t sure she even wanted it, wasn’t sure what she would do with it if she got it. She only knew whatever he had planned had to be devious enough, dirty enough to make him feel like he better even the stakes.


  What could they demand of her that would be bad enough to cause them to risk being forced to submit to her for the rest of the night? The question short-circuited her thoughts, screwing with her concentration until she could barely concentrate on the game. The endless possibilities of what they might do to her filled her with a trepidation that had her quivering to her toes.


  She forced herself to focus on the game, to push her unease aside, all the while praying the Bucs scored even as the naughty demon inside her hoped the Titans did it first. The Bucs didn’t have to get a touchdown for her to win. A three-point field goal would do it. Hell, she would even win if they pulled off a safety. She held her breath each time either team came close to scoring, anxiety wreaking havoc in her system.


  “Are you okay over there, darlin’?”


  “I’m fine.” She didn’t look at Cade, couldn’t tear her gaze from the television as the clock ticked away the minutes in the fourth quarter. It crossed her mind that if neither team scored again, the Bucs would win the game and the bet would be moot. Half hoping that would be the turnout and half hoping it wouldn’t, she found herself silently chanting, Come on, Bucs. Come on, Bucs. Please. Please.


  In the dark recesses of her soul, her demon paced its cage, muttering a chant of its own, rooting for the Titans to tie the score.


  “Your five minutes ended a long time ago,” Grant said. “You can come sit down now, sweetheart.”


  “No, th—” She cut the word off cold as the Titans’ backup threw the ball down the field. She saw it happen in slow motion. The ball sailed a full seventy-six yards toward the Titans’ wide receiver. Without a single Bucs defender in proximity, the Titan caught the ball and tied the score with an easy touchdown.


  Heart pounding with the knowledge that one mistake on the Bucs’ behalf had just put a nail in her coffin of doom, she bowed her head, groaning as she covered her face with her hands. She felt the heat of a body move in behind her, felt a pair of large hands glide over her bare shoulders.


  “What? No phooey this time?” Cade drawled against the side of her neck.


  She lifted her head, dropping her hands in defeat, her gaze landing on Grant as he walked to stand in front of her. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.” She turned her head to look at Cade, who smartly wasn’t grinning at her. “Phooey is far too sweet a word right now.”


  “Don’t worry, darlin’. You’ll enjoy every second of what we have in mind.”


  Cade’s utter confidence in his words showed in his eyes, but it didn’t do a thing to alleviate the fear chilling her blood. “What do I have to do to pay up?”


  Grant stepped closer to her front, his hands lightly coming to rest on her hips. “When you hear one of us tell you it’s time, you’ll know.”


  “You’re going to keep me worrying about it, aren’t you, wondering what you plan to do and when you’ll do it?”


  “For a while, yes.” Cade’s hands glided up and down her arms, warming the chill in her blood, offering a comfort she tried desperately to absorb. “We want to let the anticipation build. It will be more exciting for you that way.”


  “For now, why don’t we forget about what’s left of this game and enjoy the rest of the night,” Grant suggested, leaning in to graze his lips over her cheek.


  Justice gulped as tingles from where his lips touched rained through her, sparking acute arousal in her breasts and pussy. She nodded slowly. “Okay. I need to use the bathroom first, though.”


  “It’s the first door on the right down the hall,” Cade told her as he stepped back, taking the heat of his touch with him. “Do you remember which door leads to my bedroom?”


  She turned, her belly fluttering at the memory of the only time she had walked down that hall to his room, of the things she had seen in there. “Yes.”


  “Meet us in there.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Grant waited until he could no longer see Justice’s tantalizing ass walking away before he turned to Cade. The other man was practically drooling after watching her sultry curves move down the hall in nothing but a pair of heels.


  “That look really does it for you, huh?”


  Cade slid him a questioning glance. “And it doesn’t for you?”


  “Oh, yeah. She’s amazing, inside and out.” Grant scratched the side of his nose, choosing his next words carefully. “You, uh, upped the stakes pretty high on that last bet. I know what you’re going for. Are you sure we should take it there this soon?”


  “What I’m sure of is we both love that woman. Neither of us will ever be the same if we let go of her now.” Cade sighed and raked a hand through his hair. “I’m also sure she’s still hiding. She will never be happy as long as she feels she has to keep certain desires locked away.”


  “If we’re right about that, she thinks those desires will send us walking.” She as much as told them that when Grant stood with her outside her house Wednesday night.


  You’ll walk anyway. And when you do, you won’t be back.


  “The only way I know to prove her wrong is to give her what she wants.”


  “And still be there when it’s over,” Grant added.


  Cade snagged his beer from the end table, tipped it back, and downed what remained in the can. “You got a better idea?”


  “Not a better idea, but an addition to yours.”


  Cade put the now-empty beer can back on the table. “I’m listening.”


  “She’s got to believe we love her. We’ve got to make that clear, unconditional, set in cement.”


  “She knows.” Cade turned back to him, but his gaze fell on the deserted hallway. “You told her.”


  “It’s not enough for a woman to know, Cade. She needs to hear it from both of us. She needs to feel it when we touch her, talk to her, when we’re simply around her.”


  “You’re saying we’ve got to go soft on her?” Cade shook his head. “You and I both now that’s not what she wants, what her body craves.”


  Grant sighed and bowed his head. How could he make his friend understand they could give her both at the same time? He understood what was happening in Cade’s head, the division of love and sex created there by years of being with the wrong women, of pleasuring those women despite not truly loving them.


  “The sex we have with Justice and the love we feel for her can’t fall on opposite sides of the fence.” He lifted his head. “I know it doesn’t for you. She’s different than any woman we’ve ever shared. You realized that a long time ago the same as I did. Now we have to make her realize it, too.” He heard the bathroom door open, the clack of her heels getting softer as she walked down the hall to Cade’s bedroom, but he didn’t move. He needed to finish what he had to say. “There will be a time when the two have to be divided for all of us to feed the hungers we get. But she’s got to feel the difference when it happens. Making love and fucking aren’t two separate things when you’re with the right woman. That’s what we’ve got to show her.”


  Cade studied him for a moment and Grant saw the understanding taking hold in the other man’s eyes. “Well, we can’t show her anything with her in there and us in here.”


  Grant followed Cade down the hall, stopping when Cade stopped in the doorway to the bedroom. He watched as a slow, pleased grin spread across Cade’s lips, and peered through the open doorway. Justice was already inside the room, slowly walking the perimeter of the far side where Cade kept all of their sex toys.


  Grant leaned a shoulder against the doorframe and hooked a thumb in the pocket of his jeans as he watched her. She dragged a delicate hand down a purple suede flogger hanging among an array of other whips on the wall. Letting the suede slide through her fingers, she moved on to a partially open drawer in a small chest of butt plugs, dildos, vibrators, and various clamps. He saw her peer into the drawer, angle her head as if studying one item in particular, then straighten and slowly turn.


  Her gaze lifted as she spotted them in the doorway, heat turning her flesh a spectacular shade of pink, excitement and anticipation dancing in her eyes.


  “You’ve changed things since you brought me here.”


  “I rearranged a bit,” Cade drawled, taking a step further into the room.


  “Added a few things, too.” She circled the Trinity Sex Swing hanging from the ceiling in the center of the area, her attention fixated on the toy.


  Grant pushed away from the doorframe, joining Cade just inside the room. They had purchased the sex swing a couple of weeks before, commenting to one another how fantastic Justice would look bound and at their mercy swinging several feet off the floor.


  “See anything you like?”


  “This looks like it could be fun.” She glanced at him as she continued to examine the harness, her hands gliding over the stirrups and adjustable buckles meant to bind the swinger securely in place. “I haven’t been swinging since I was a little girl.” She shot him another look, this one full of pure amusement. “Of course, this swing is far more mature than anything found on a public playground.”


  Grant chuckled and walked to her, stopping close at her back. He reached around her, caught the adjustable straps, and separated them. “Bend forward.” He gently pushed against her back with the front of his body, moving her closer as he brought the strap to her waist.


  “Isn’t that backward?” Confusion laced her tone as her hands covered his.


  “It’s the perk of a more mature swing. It adapts to many different positions.” He folded his body over hers, bending her forward over the strap. “This will support your waist. Grab those stirrups in front of you. They will help to keep you balanced, but if you let go of them, you’ll fall on your nose.”


  “Unless one of you is holding me,” she said as she allowed him to guide her into the harness, curling her fingers over the stirrups and fisting them in a white-knuckled grip.


  “We’ll be too busy to hold you.” Confident he had the harness secure at her waist, he skimmed his hands down her thighs. He spread her legs wide on either side of his body, catching the sweet scent of her arousal as he reached for the second set of stirrups. He secured first one and then the other around her ankles, tested their safety, then released them as he moved from between her legs.


  “Damn, that’s an amazing sight,” Cade said, walking past them to the cabinet of toys.


  Grant circled her, loving the way the position left her breasts hanging free, her back arched, her ass in the air, and her legs spread wide. “How do you feel?”


  She turned her head to one side, looking at him through the curtain of ebony hair falling around her face. “Helpless. Defenseless. Safe.”


  Grant stopped at her head, pushed the hair from her face, and grazed the backs of his fingers down her cheek. “You are safe. You know that, right?”


  She nodded. “I want this.”


  “We know you do. We know everything you want and we’ll give it to you one step at a time. All you have to do is trust us.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Her breath caught in her throat. Time. With that final bet during the football game, that word had become the key to the weekend. But Grant hadn’t said it was time. Not yet. Would that time come tonight while they had her hanging in this swing? She had never felt more vulnerable, more at their mercy than she did right now. Fastened securely in the harness, she wouldn’t be able to get away from anything they chose to do to her without harming herself in the process.


  She didn’t want to get away. Every part of her body was fully exposed, her ability to touch taken away by the necessity of holding on to the stirrups, her power to stand on her own or to even close her legs shattered by the stirrups binding her ankles tight.


  Movement out of the corner of her eye caught her attention. Cade walked toward her, a black blindfold stretched between his hands. Her heart beat triple-time, more out of excitement than fear. “You’re going to blindfold me, too?”


  A slow, wicked grin spread across Cade’s lips as he knelt in front of her and held the blindfold close to her face. “Tonight is going to be all about feeling. We want you concentrating on your body’s responses, the pleasure we give you, what it does to your mind, and how it feels in your heart.”


  Justice closed her eyes, his words enveloping the heart he spoke of in a tight fist of emotion and fear.


  “This weekend is about letting go of everything else, letting yourself free, letting yourself feel, letting us love you.”


  Her mind raced as he stretched the blindfold over her eyes. His words acted like a tuning fork to every erogenous zone in her body even as they hit on her deepest fear, losing the love they proclaimed to feel for her.


  With her vision gone, her other senses immediately kicked into hyperdrive. She heard Cade’s steady breathing fade as he moved away from her head and the faint sounds of shuffling beside and in front of her, felt the cool breeze from the ceiling fan above his bed stirring the air. Goose pimples rose to the surface of her flesh, clashing with the heat pumping through her and skyrocketing her need to be touched.


  “Are you cold, sweetheart?” Grant’s voice came from her left. She felt him near her and sucked in a breath when the faintest tip of a finger outlined her hanging breast. “Your nipples are hard. I thought I might have to play with them a minute to get them ready, maybe toy and suck on them, but I see I won’t need to.”


  Please. The word whimpered in her mind, slamming into the question, Ready for what? Her question was wordlessly answered in the next instant when solid, padded clamps simultaneously closed on both her nipples. The breath quivered out of her as pleasure danced the thin line of pain through her breasts, delight zinging through her on a direct path to her sodden pussy. The added weight of the clamps pulled on her breasts, intensifying the sensations and capturing her focus. She didn’t hear when Cade moved, didn’t know he had returned to her until she felt the denim of his jeans graze the inside of her legs.


  “I noticed your intrigue with a few other things in here besides this swing.” His hand flattened on her bottom, caressing first one cheek and then the other before a finger delved between them to graze over her anus. “The purple flogger seemed to catch your eye. So did something in that drawer, though I’m not sure what.”


  Her bottom flexed, her cheeks clenching as she thought of the various sizes of butt plugs she had seen among the array of dildos and vibrators.


  “This didn’t come from that drawer, but I think you’ll enjoy it just as much.”


  Something cool and moist slipped between the cheeks of her ass. She felt fingers spreading her cheeks apart and a gentle breeze moved over her anus before the object began to slowly enter her tight hole.


  “Relax, darlin’, and it won’t hurt,” Cade coached, easing the object deeper past the tight ring of muscle until it settled inside her.


  Justice fought to breathe, struggled to think as dark sensations overwhelmed her. Pain, pleasure, mortification, and sheer delight slashed through her bottom, drawing more moisture from her cunt to coat her pussy lips.


  “What is that?” she asked on a strangled whisper as her ass involuntarily clenched on the object. The toy started to warm, the inner walls of her anus tingling, spreading the heat through her system.


  “Ginger,” Grant answered her. “It will feel cool at first, but the more your sexy ass clenches on it, the hotter it will get.”


  Hotter? Dear God, could she stand it getting hotter? Could she stop her ass from gripping it? She concentrated on relaxing, on preventing her ass from tightening around it. She failed when a tug at her breasts pulled the clamps on both of her nipples, sending a racing train of pleasured pain colliding with the increased burn in her ass.


  Her breath caught on a sound she had never heard herself make as delirium sizzled through her. “Grant, please. Cade? Oh, God, I can’t stand it.”


  “Yes, you can, love.” Grant nuzzled his face at her ear and whispered softly. “Let it feel good.”


  “It does feel good.” She panted as her breathing kicked into a rapid tempo to match the beating of her heart. Wicked, uncontrollable needs tore through her. Her body trembled with her efforts not to move, causing her attempt to relax to fail once again. “It feels too good.”


  “Don’t come, darlin’.” Cade’s tone became deeper, more intimate, and thick with authority. “We haven’t given you permission yet. We’re far from through playing.”


  A finger danced between her legs drawing her attention as it slipped between her pussy lips and flicked over her throbbing clit. Her hips jerked reflexively, and the burn from the ginger immediately grew stronger, reminding her of its presence and of Grant’s warning. She wouldn’t come yet. The thin line between the pleasure and the pain remained, stretched tightly now until it nearly merged to one, but staying separate enough to keep her teetering on the edge without allowing her to topple over.


  “I won’t. I promise but, please, do something.” She needed more, anything to snap that thread, to send her body careening through the cavernous ecstasy just out of her reach.


  “What is it you want us to do?” Grant asked softly.


  “I don’t know. Anything. Please.” Every inch of her flesh demanded attention, yet neither of them were touching her. Cade had pulled his finger from between her pussy lips, leaving an empty feeling that contrasted with the fullness in her ass until her cunt and bottom screamed in simultaneous agony.


  “I don’t think she’s through with the toys yet.” A smile sounded in Cade’s tone as he moved from between her legs.


  “No.” Justice gasped in protest, looking back over her shoulder though she couldn’t see him through the blindfold. “Get back where you were. Touch me again. Keep touching me.”


  “Are you giving me orders now?” The calm authority in Cade’s tone deepened. “You lost the chance to do that when you lost the bet, darlin’.”


  Alarm flittered through her. The bet. God, she had managed to forget about the bet. “No,” she said quickly. “I just need it. I need you. I need both of you.”


  “No more than we need you, love,” Grant said. “Do you know how horny it makes us seeing you this way, knowing your beautiful body is finally ours to do with as we please?”


  “We want you begging before we make love to you, darlin’.” Cade’s voice came from her right side now, but further away than Grant’s. He hadn’t come to her, but had obviously returned to the cabinet where they kept the toys.


  Talons of razor-sharp anticipation slashed through her at the idea of what he would bring back with him next.


  “We want to hear you scream,” Cade continued. “We want to know how much you like what we do to you. Of course, we also have to take the time to train you. You’ve obeyed us pretty well so far, but there are some areas that still need work.”


  “I’ll do whatever you say, whatever you want, just please make love to me now.” God, she was already begging. She would’ve been humiliated if the needs wreaking havoc through her body weren’t so intense.


  “Yes, you will. Now that you’ve stopped fighting us, you’re a good submissive. We always knew you would be.” Cade’s voice got marginally louder as he returned to her.


  She sensed him stopping near her right leg, but he didn’t walk around it, didn’t move back between her legs where she desperately wanted him.


  “I noticed you clenched an awful lot when Grant spanked you the other night.”


  Every muscle in her body tightened including the tight ring in her anus as she realized what he planned to do next.


  “Let’s see if you still will with the ginger filling your ass.”


  She felt something cool lie across the cheeks of her ass and remembered the purple flogger she had touched just before the coolness left her flesh only to be replaced by a vicious sting as he brought the flogger down hard across her bottom. She bucked, her nails digging into her palms around the stirrups she held, her ankles pushing back on their bindings, her ass clenching tightly around the ginger. Heat seared through her, drawing a mewling cry from her lips as it spread from her ass to her pussy to her breasts.


  “Hmm, I guess you will.” Cade smacked her again before she had a chance to relax and her entire body shook as the line between the pleasure and pain reached its breaking point.


  “We’ll have to work on that. I want you welcoming the smacks. I want to see your ass jiggle instead of tightening each time you’re spanked.”


  The flogger fanned her ass again. This time, the suede straps slipped between her widespread legs to slash at her pussy lips. She screamed, her eyes filling with tears behind the blindfold even as her desire soared.


  Absently, she sensed Grant move, felt him position himself between her legs, felt his hands glide up the backs of her thighs to cover her stinging bottom. One of them, she guessed it was Grant, grabbed the end of the ginger and slowly began fucking her ass with it.


  “One time will do for tonight,” Cade told her. “That’s all it will take is one time of you not clenching when I smack you and the spanking stops.”


  The ginger stilled in her anus as the flogger slapped her flesh again, catching her ass and her pussy lips, and the pain morphed to an all-consuming pleasure. She couldn’t help but clench, couldn’t force her body to relax when every inch of her burned for more. Cade spanked her again and again, Grant steadily fucking her ass with the ginger between smacks, until her ass and cunt wept for relief.


  “Please, Cade, Grant, I’m going to come.” She couldn’t hold it off. The pleasure and pain collided until it ruled her soul with the intense need to find release.


  “If you do, we’ll flip you over in this swing, put the ginger in your pussy, and spank your pouty lips with it inside you,” Grant warned, moving the ginger in slow circles inside her anus.


  No. Oh, God, no. She would die if they did that. The mere thought had her pussy lips tightening, her clit pulsing spasmodically. Somewhere deep inside, she found a control she didn’t know she possessed and latched onto it. When the flogger smacked her flesh again, her bottom clenched, but only a little.


  “Not bad,” Cade said, his tone ringing with approval. “That will do this time.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Cade tossed the flogger to the floor and caressed her reddened ass. He glanced at Grant, saw equal parts surprise and understanding in his friend’s eyes, and shook his head once. Grant hadn’t expected him to let it go at that. With any other woman, he would have been ruthless in his command that she not clench her bottom. He would have continued to spank her no matter how many welts he left behind until she listened.


  Justice hadn’t quite listened, but she had tried. Watching her attempt to obey, listening to her moans and pleas of pleasure, had pushed him to an almost uncontrollable edge. He needed to be inside her. His cock ached, desire turning to whips that slashed at his shaft and balls until they stung in agony.


  His dick wasn’t the only part of him that hurt. His chest felt tight, constricted by a band of emotion he knew wouldn’t loosen until he took the final step in claiming the woman he loved. He gazed down at her ass and watched half-attentively as Grant eased the ginger from her anus, his mind twisting with thoughts he couldn’t pin down. He spotted a couple of small welts on her cheeks the spanking had left behind and tenderly moved his hand over them, confident they would heal by morning.


  “Did you enjoy your spanking, darlin’?” He lifted his gaze, skimming it over her arched back, watching as she slowly lifted her bowed head and nodded.


  “Yes, but Grant took away my toy. I need it back, please.”


  Despite her almost childish choice of words, hearing her ask for the ginger to be put back in her anus was one of the most erotic things he had ever heard. This was the woman who would be with him and Grant from now on. The hard-edged, stone-willed prosecutor by day, and their fully obedient angel by night. Damn, how he loved her.


  “Do you feel empty? Did you like the way the ginger filled you?” He let his hand glide down the back of her leg as he walked around it, pausing to let Grant move from between her legs before he positioned himself in that spot.


  “Yes. It felt good.” She shuddered as the denim of his jeans brushed her inner thighs. “But I need to come. I’m so close, Cade. Please, touch me. Make love to me now.”


  Cade unfastened his jeans and pushed them, along with his briefs, down his legs. “I am, sweet thing.”


  He took the tube of lube Grant handed him and squirted an ample amount on two fingers. Spreading the cheeks of her ass with one hand, he pushed the fingers inside her, pleased when her opening stretched for him easily.


  He smiled when she sucked in a deep breath as he probed his fingers deeper in her anus, loving the way she moaned from her pleasure, the way she wriggled her ass as she became accustomed to the feel.


  “You’re ready, aren’t you? This is where I’m going to make love to you.” She whimpered, the sound part plea and part anticipation. “I want to feel your tight ass close around my cock. Will you come for me this way, darlin’?”


  “Yes.” She hissed the word, gyrating her hips faster as he slowly withdrew his fingers from her anus. “Will you let me come?”


  That’s my girl. Even in her obvious state of complete submission, she maintained enough of her strength to remember the lessons he and Grant were teaching her. “Are you asking for permission?”


  “Yes. I don’t know if I can stop it with you inside me.”


  “You could and with enough practice you will. However, this time I won’t make you.” He wasn’t going to be able to hang on for shit once he got inside her sexy body tonight. Watching her body’s response to him and Grant as they spanked her and toyed with the ginger in her ass had already put him in a dire need to come.


  He gripped her hips, angling her in the swing until her anus hovered just above his fully erect cock, and slowly pushed inside her. Inch by glorious inch, her tight anus opened for him, hugging his shaft like a gloved fist. She moaned, her head thrashing, her body bowing as he buried his cock in her ass to the hilt.


  He stopped there, consumed by the pleasure washing through him, by the emotions gripping his chest. He didn’t just sink into her ass. He descended into a world he had never known, one obsessively addicted mind, body, and soul to this woman, one where love was the true dominating force.


  He folded himself over her, brushing a tender kiss to her lower back. I love you. He had never said those words to a woman and had always sworn to himself when he did, it would never be while he fucked her. It seemed too much like pillow talk to tell a woman he loved her in the middle of having sex. Lucky for him, the closest pillow was far behind him on the other side of the room.


  “I love you, Justice.” He didn’t give her time to return the words, didn’t need to hear them from her right now. He only wanted to make sure she heard them, that she knew they came from him, that she felt them as he started to move his cock in and out of her ass.


  He made the first few strokes measured and easy, but quickly lost control of the pace as the tingling pressure of his release built in his balls and shaft. The sounds she made, quiet, sexy, sultry moans and cries, stroked his cock as effectively as her tight little ass, driving his need for release on a demolition ride sure to demolish him any second.


  “Cade, I’m going to—”


  Come. Yeah, he got it. He felt her body grow taut in his grasp and her inner muscles tightened until her ass had a death grip on his cock. Her body shivered violently as the orgasm tore through her.


  Listening to her, watching her, feeling her did him in. He pistoned his hips, thrusting his cock in and out of her in a reckless abandon that ripped his release straight from his soul. He growled as hot semen spurted from his cockhead, filling her ass, and making him light-headed from the loss of control.


  His heart nearly pounding out of his chest, struggling for breath, he brushed another kiss to her back before he eased his cock out of her amazing body. He stumbled as he turned and tried to walk with his jeans and briefs around his ankles. He met Grant’s gaze, saw the laughter on the other man’s lips and the keen approval swirling in his eyes.


  “My turn.” Grant moved between her legs, eliciting a low-throated moan of sheer desire from her as he positioned himself to enter her pussy. “Are you ready for me, baby?”


  “I can’t believe I’m saying this, but yes. Grant, I need you, too.”


  Cade smiled as he kicked off his boots and stepped out of his pants. He watched while Grant made love to their woman and hoped with all his heart that he had managed to do what Grant had told him he should. She knew they loved her, but that wasn’t enough. They had to make her truly believe it. Tenderness wasn’t something that came easily for him, even with Justice. With any luck, the little bit he had managed tonight had been enough to start convincing her what he and Grant felt was unconditional, powerful, and, most of all, eternal.


  Chapter Six


  


  A ray of bright sunlight drew Justice from the paradise of sleep. She opened her eyes, blinking rapidly as her vision took its dear, sweet time to adjust. She ached all over, but it was a delicious kind of dull pain, one that brought back every spectacular memory of last night. She lay on her back with her arms stretched above her head, tethered to the headboard by a set of semi-forgiving leather cuffs attached to a restraint strap. She tipped her head back, pulling on the straps in an attempt to see if she could free herself. The straps gave enough room to move, but not so much that getting free alone would be possible. They had bound her ankles in the same fashion, leaving her the ability to move her legs, but again, stealing any chance of solitary freedom.


  They left me this way!


  Not that she could find the strength or want to within herself to complain despite the tingling in her arms and the ache in her shoulders. After the way they had made love to her over and over again, what woman in her sane mind would reprimand them for passing out beside her before releasing her bonds?


  And they had passed out. After teasing her relentlessly while denying her permission to come, they had finally given her an orgasm that she rode on for what felt like an hour, then collapsed beside her. They lay on either side of her now sleeping like babies, Cade with an arm draped over her chest and Grant with one leg sprawled over hers.


  She turned her head to Cade first, studied his face, and smiled. In sleep, his handsome features were fully relaxed, sweet and gentle. She didn’t see any signs of the hard-edge d, powerfully dominant alpha cowboy public defender she knew him to be.


  He was gentle last night.


  Yes, he had been. Even when he spanked her over and over again with the flogger, when he had tortured her with the ginger, preparing her for the fucking he had given her ass, she had felt a tenderness in his touch she had never expected.


  I love you, Justice.


  His huskily spoken declaration reverberated in her memory. Not darlin’, not sweet thing, or any other endearment he could have thought of. He had used her name, as if making sure she knew she was the only woman in his heart. Those four little words had consumed her. They had filled her with so much emotion she had cried behind her blindfold. She hadn’t been able to reciprocate the words, not that he had given her the chance.


  “I love you, too, Cade Mason,” she told him now in the softest of whispers. “With everything I have, everything I am.”


  When her eyes started to fill with more tears, she turned her head away from him to look at Grant. Her second lover slept as peacefully as Cade, his softer features even more lax than normal. Making love to him last night had been pure tenderness despite his dominant edge. He wielded a gentler hand than Cade, all the while making sure she knew who was in control.


  She hadn’t cried the first time he had told her he loved her, that they loved her, she realized and couldn’t help but wonder why. She certainly hadn’t been expecting it. Instead, she had been in pure shock, and by the time that astonishment had worn off, she had been angry with them.


  You’re far from angry with them now.


  She silently laughed at the thought. How could a woman be anything but deliriously happy after a night like the one they had just shared? For the first time in her life, she felt complete, settled, and thoroughly satisfied. It was only Saturday morning. She still had two days left before she had to return to the real world. What would be in store for her today?


  When you hear one of us tell you it’s time, you’ll know.


  She sucked in a quick breath as Grant’s words echoed in her memory. The bet. Dammit, she never should’ve started that. She had known she would have to tread carefully with them. She had tried and fuck if she hadn’t gotten all cocky after winning two out of three and let herself believe the overall victory would be hers.


  It still might be.


  She didn’t have a clue what they had planned. Hadn’t Cade assured her she would love every second? Yes, and he had also told her it might not be easy for her, that it would probe at her comfort zone, and push against her fear barriers. The mere idea of what they had in mind was already sending her trepidation on a speeding collision with anticipation.


  “You sure are thinking hard for it to be so early in the morning,” Grant said in a low grumble that snapped her from the trance she hadn’t realized she had fallen into.


  She lifted her head, casting a peek over him at the bedside clock. “It’s after ten. I would hardly call that early in the morning, counselor.” They hadn’t fallen asleep until nearly six.


  He shifted, stretching his leg further over hers as he reached to bury his fingers in the side of her hair next to her temple. “What’s got that sharp, beautiful mind of yours spinning this morning?”


  “Well, when one of you is going to decide to release me from my restraints for starters.” She raised her arms as far as the straps would allow, lifting her eyes to look at them pointedly.


  Grant’s gaze slid from her bound wrists on a leisurely glide down her body that awakened a sizzling desire in her system. They had fallen asleep without covers, but she had stayed warm enough sandwiched between their hard, warm bodies.


  A slow, mischievous grin spread across his lips. “But I like you this way.”


  Justice laughed. “Yeah, I bet you do. I know we get off on some really kinky stuff, but gold showers is where I would be forced to draw a line.”


  He sighed dramatically. “Women, no matter how submissive they are, they still manage to hold the upper hand.”


  Justice waggled her brows. “You bet it, buddy, and don’t you forget it.”


  “Are you sore?” The mattress shifted as, next to her, Cade lifted his head, using the arm he had draped over her to touch her. He danced his fingertips down between her breasts to her abdomen, stopping only when his hand came in contact with Grant’s leg.


  “Mmm, not enough for your touch to make me balk at the idea of going for another round.”


  His lips tilted in a pleased grin. “I like hearing that.”


  “However, my arms are tingling like mad, I have to pee, and I’m starving.” As if to prove her point, her stomach picked that moment to growl loudly.


  Cade chuckled and pushed himself to rest on one elbow while he used his free arm to release the leather cuff on her left wrist. “I suppose we should apologize about this. We didn’t intend to keep you tied up all night.” His fingers curled around her wrist as the cuff fell away and he started massaging her arm in slow, lightly pressured squeezes. “We might do it intentionally someday.” He glanced at her, his eyes gleaming with the promise of his words. “But that wasn’t what we planned last night.”


  “I forgive you,” she said as Grant freed her right wrist and massaged it in the same fashion as Cade did with her other arm.


  “I guess that means we have to cook you breakfast to make up for it, huh?” Grant asked, and pushed a hand beneath her neck. “Sit up and I’ll rub your shoulders.”


  Cade sat up with her, bending to free her ankles while Grant worked the tightness out of her shoulder muscles. It felt so good she moaned, bowing her head as his fingers kneaded the back of her neck.


  “Do you have stuff to cook for breakfast?”


  Cade stretched out beside her again, dipping his head to look at her. “We’ve got a kitchen full of it. What would you like?”


  Justice pursed her lips thoughtfully. “I’m not sure, but if you guys will let me out of bed, I’ll do the cooking.”


  The bed jostled so hard she nearly bounced off of it as both men shot to their feet.


  Justice lifted her head, glancing first at Cade and then at Grant before falling back onto the mattress in a fit of laughter.


  Grant planted a fisted hand on his naked hip and glared down at her, amusement playing on his face. “Hey, you got us up. You said you would cook.”


  Justice pushed herself up, holding her side, now aching from laughing so hard as she slid off the bed. She walked to the door, not bothering to look for anything to cover herself when she knew they wouldn’t allow it anyway, and stopped to glance back at them over her shoulder. Neither marvelously naked man had moved from where they stood on opposite sides of the bed. She realized then that she had yet to get a chance to fully appreciate either of their gorgeous bodies. She started to when Cade thrust a playful finger toward the door.


  “The kitchen is that way, darlin’.”


  “You two can be such guys sometimes.”


  They looked down at their semierect cocks at the same time.


  “We’ve got the junk,” Cade said.


  “That must mean we’re guys,” Grant added with a toothy grin.


  “Damn, I sure hope so or I’m really in trouble.” Shaking her head, she walked out of the room, vowing to herself that she would take her dear sweet time studying every inch of their muscle-bound flesh after breakfast.


  


  * * * *


  


  “Whatever this is smells like Heaven,” Grant said as Justice placed a casserole dish of food in the center of the round breakfast table. He forced himself to be a gentleman and waited until she sat in the chair between him and Cade before he reached for the spatula.


  “They’re crepes,” she told him as he slid several of them on her plate before serving himself half of what remained in the dish.


  “Definitely more extravagant than what we would have cooked,” Cade commented, taking what was left for himself.


  Grant closed his lips around a mouthful and closed his eyes, savoring the flavor of the crepe stuffed with sausage, onions, mushrooms, and cheese before looking at her. “It’s delicious.”


  She beamed at him. “Thank you. It’s nice to have someone to cook for. Being single, I tend to eat out a lot or settle for something simple at home.”


  “You aren’t single anymore,” Cade told her around a mouthful of food.


  She paused in the act of slicing off another bite with the side of her fork and glanced at both of them. A slow smile unfolded on her lips and her eyes gleamed with happiness. “No, it appears I’m not.”


  “Where did you learn to cook?” Grant laid his fork on his plate, picked up his cup of coffee, and sipped as he watched her. The changes in her over the last few days amazed him. She had run from the intimacy so hard, fought a raging battle against her desires and fears that had kept her just out of their reach. They could have claimed her long before they did, attempted to force her to come to terms with the inevitable, but they hadn’t wanted it that way. They had wanted to win, but not at the cost of shattering the woman that had stolen their hearts.


  She shrugged. “In college. The cafeteria food wasn’t the best and a girl can only eat so much pizza before she feels like she’s turning into one. I shared a small apartment off campus with several other students who liked to cook and we experimented with different recipes.” She giggled. “Some nights we screwed them up so bad we ended up calling out for pizza anyway, but most of the time we pulled off something edible, sometimes even fantastic.”


  “Like this?” Cade asked, tapping his fork on his now-empty plate.


  She nodded. “I learned to make these my graduate year. I had been dating this guy for a while, and he took me to meet his mother over brunch. She made these. One bite and I was begging for the recipe.”


  “Just one?”


  Grant slid a look in Cade’s direction, catching the curiosity in his tone and exactly where it led before Justice did.


  “It only took one bite to have the two of you drooling, didn’t it?”


  “I meant, just one guy?”


  She stilled in mid-chew, smiled slightly, and began chewing again. “Yes, just one. I’ve never been with more than one man at a time until now.” She propped an elbow on the table, her attention dancing back and forth between them. “The two of you, on the other hand, work too well together in the bedroom, or hell, out of the bedroom for that matter, for this to be your first time.”


  “The first time with a woman we love.”


  Good answer. Grant hid a smile behind the rim of his coffee mug. “So what do you think of the ranch?”


  She laughed softly at his brisk change of subject, but rolled with it. “It’s nice. Clearly obvious it’s occupied by two men, but it has potential.”


  “Hey, we keep it clean,” Cade said. “We know where the dirty hampers are, the sink is rarely overflowing with dirty dishes, and we even put the toilet seats down when we’re done just in case we have company.”


  Her soft laughter got louder. “I didn’t mean it’s filthy. I meant the whole color scheme, the furniture, the walls.”


  Grant sat up straighter. They had spent a lot of money on the furniture they had bought to fill the rooms. “What’s wrong with the furniture? And there isn’t a hole in a wall in this house that shouldn’t be there.”


  She covered her forehead with her hand and closed her eyes, taking a deep breath in an obvious and rather comical attempt at patience. “Have you guys not heard of color? Everything is white, brown, or black.”


  “Those are colors,” Cade grumbled and sipped his coffee. “And the covers on all the beds are navy blue. There’s another color for you.”


  “The walls don’t have any holes in them because they’re empty. I haven’t seen a single thing hanging anywhere.” Cade lifted a brow and she waved a dismissive hand. “The floggers and all those other goodies in your toy room don’t count. I’m talking pictures, paintings, even your licenses to practice law would be better than nothing.”


  “Those are hanging in our offices,” Grant said. “Isn’t that where you keep yours?”


  Justice groaned. “Yes, and you’re completely missing the point. The furniture is all black leather and wooden tables. Pricey stuff from the looks of it. I’ll give you that. Nice stuff, too, but a pretty wall behind it with a few paintings and some family pictures or something would make it gorgeous.”


  Cade frowned. “Did you get your minor in interior decorating or something?”


  “No, but I’m a female. The vast majority of us are born knowing how to decorate.”


  “Okay, so if you lived here, what would you do to it?” Grant caught Cade glance at him out of the corner of his eye and saw the other man bite back a grin. Yeah, they fully intended for her to live here, and if they had their way, it wouldn’t be more than a few weeks, maybe less, before she started moving in. He and Cade hadn’t discussed what sort of sacrifices they would have to make when that happened. Quite frankly, it hadn’t occurred to either of them.


  Grant was definitely wondering about it now, though. From the expression on his buddy’s face mingling with the knowledge of exactly where this conversation was heading, he deduced Cade was wondering it, too.


  “I’d make a trip to the hardware store, for starters. A handful of paint cards with a variety of choices is a must.” She drew her bottom lip between her teeth thoughtfully. “Silvia Blaine’s art gallery is the perfect place to find beautiful work to hang on the walls after they’re painted.”


  “And the furniture?” Cade asked.


  Justice stood, stacked their empty plates inside the casserole dish, and carried them to the sink. “That would stay. I told you, it’s good stuff. It just needs more color around it so it doesn’t blend in with the drab scheme.” She twisted on the faucet, let the water run over the dishes for a minute, then switched it off again and turned to look at them. “I cooked. You guys get to clean.”


  Grant chuckled, his appetite sparking anew as his gaze roamed her deliciously spectacular naked body. “And what are you going to do?”


  “Walk around and see what else I would do to this place.”


  Grant’s gaze fell on her sultry bare ass as she walked out of the kitchen.


  “Why do I get the feeling we’re suddenly in trouble?” Cade asked after a moment.


  Grant glanced at him as he stood and moved to the sink. “Because we probably are.”


  “She’s serious. If we let her have her way, she’ll have every wall in the house painted a different color with who knows what kind art hanging on them.”


  Grant rinsed the dishes and placed each one in the dishwasher. “Yeah, she probably will. Do we really care, though?”


  Behind him, Cade barked a laugh. “Hell, no. She can paint polka dots on the walls and circles on the ceilings for all I care as long as she stays right where she belongs.”


  “Which is here,” Grant added.


  “You’re damn right it is,” Cade confirmed.


  


  * * * *


  


  Justice had lived in too many places to count growing up. She had come to the conclusion at a very young age that her parents loved to move. They had never ventured out of Tampa, Florida, but they never lived in the same house in the city for more than a year before they were packing everything up to move into the next one. If the experience had taught her anything, it was two things. The first was to pick a place to live you liked and settle down. She had done that shortly after moving to Horn Hill, discovering what she had deemed to be the perfect house and proceeding immediately to set up her perfect home.


  She still thought it was perfect, though every year or so she got the urge to change things like painting different colors and reorganizing or even replacing the furniture. Which led to the second thing she had learned from her childhood. She knew how to decorate. Taking on the task of turning Cade and Grant’s ranch-style home from drab to spectacular would be fun. She could easily see herself spending a long day at the office only to feel exhilarated to come home and dive into her latest renovation.


  Come home?


  She rolled her eyes as her heart tripped. She had a home and this wasn’t it. Was she really thinking about moving in here, living with Cade and Grant?


  It’s what you want.


  A chill swept through her as she realized it was exactly what she wanted. She had never considered it before, never even dreamed of a day when she would share a home with them. She was considering it now, though, definitely dreaming about it, and she couldn’t help but think that had been the whole point of starting the conversation in the kitchen.


  She took a deep breath, her mind reeling as she walked down the hallway. She passed Cade’s bedroom, then took a peek through the partially open doorway of the next and deduced it must be Grant’s. Though the room was much smaller and didn’t appear to hold the array of sexy toys that Cade’s did, nearly everything else looked the same. Sheer white curtains hung over the single window in a wall painted the same stark white. A wooden end table sat beside a king-size bed with matching wooden head- and footboards. And, yes, the bedspread was a plain navy blue.


  She shook her head, smiling as she continued down the hall. She stopped at the back door and peered out, noting a large wooden deck arranged for outdoor cooking and lounging and a set of steps leading to an Olympic-size swimming pool. Neither of them had mentioned their plans for the day, but one look at that pool and she knew precisely what she hoped they would decide.


  She heard soft footfalls closing in behind her a second before she felt the warmth and solidity of a body pressing against her back.


  “It’s not nailed shut, darlin’,” Cade told her, his voice husky and teasing in her ear. “You can go outside.”


  She eased back, her body melting in his embrace as he closed his hands around her hips. She angled her head to look at him and made a face. “I’m naked. You took my clothes and won’t let me get my others out of my car. Or have you forgotten that?”


  “Trust me, sweet thing, I haven’t stopped watching your sexy curves move around this house long enough to forget a thing.” His gaze flicked to the window in the door. “This is a big house on lots of open property. There’s no one out there but a few squirrels and birds. If they’re intelligent enough to know a gorgeous naked woman when they see one, then they have every right to look.”


  “I would love to go for a swim.”


  “I’m up for that.”


  She felt his cock, hard and long, pressing against the small of her back and figured he was “up” for just about anything. “Where’s Grant?”


  “Right behind me.”


  She saw Grant step slightly to one side. The hallway was too narrow for two men their size to stand next to one another. “The kitchen is clean already?”


  The corner of Grant’s lips twitched. “Strict little thing, aren’t you? It’s as clean as it’s going to get right now.”


  “Mmm, you guys hold the strings in the bedroom, but it’s a woman’s job to make sure the house stays clean.”


  “Fair enough.” Cade nodded and reached around her to open the door, pulling her back with him as the door swung inside. “The left side is the deep end. You’re more than welcome to get a running start from here and dive right in.”


  She giggled and stepped out of his embrace. She tipped her head back as she walked onto the deck, gazing into the clear blue sky. “You would enjoy that, wouldn’t you?”


  Cade and Grant followed her out.


  “Damn right I would.”


  She straightened her head, pinning both of them with a thoughtful look. “But, you see, the two of you aren’t dressed for swimming unless you’re wearing swim trunks beneath those. Sweatpants are terribly heavy when they get wet.”


  “We don’t own swim trunks.” Grant flashed her a toothy grin as he walked to a portable radio on the umbrella table. He turned it on, scanning the stations until he landed on one playing an upbeat rock tune. “You know what I enjoyed most about last night?”


  “Teasing me? Torturing me? Making me want to cuss at you even though I was begging my stinging ass off?”


  He chuckled. “Watching you dance.”


  She folded her arms beneath her breasts. “Why don’t you two return the favor?”


  “What? Us dance for you?” Cade made a raspberry sound with his lips. “I don’t think so, darlin’.”


  She feigned a pout. “Fine. Be that way. Can I make one request, though?”


  The men exchanged a glance, then Cade shrugged. “You lost your chance to dominate last night, but I suppose we can grant a single request depending on what it is.”


  “Both of you finally got undressed last night, but you didn’t give me a chance to really look at you. Then you shooed me out of the bedroom so fast this morning I only got a quick glance.”


  “We were hungry,” Grant said in a boyishly defensive tone.


  “You offered to cook,” Cade reminded.


  Justice nodded. “And the fastest way to a man’s heart is through his stomach. Yeah, women got that centuries ago. My point is, I want to watch the two of you get naked. I want to look.” She paused, realizing she would never get what she wanted if she worded it as an order. “Will you please undress for me now so I can watch you?”


  Approval sparked in Cade’s eyes. “I think we can do that.”


  “You can add a little dance if you want, give me a little striptease like I gave you when I got here last night.”


  Grant shot her a look from beneath long lashes as he dipped his head to untie his sweatpants. “This isn’t Magic Mike, baby.”


  “Oh, no. You guys put those actors to shame.”


  They didn’t dance for her, but they did get naked. Both men hooked their fingers in the waistbands of their sweatpants, pushed them down their legs, and kicked them aside without a second of show or finesse.


  Gloriously naked and obviously supremely confident in his body, Cade cocked a brow at her. “Happy now?”


  Justice held up a finger when they both started to move. “Hold up. Stay right there. I haven’t gotten my look yet.” Because she was already staring at Cade, she started with his face and worked her way down. Syrupy dark springs of hair covered his broad chest, thinning on his abdomen and narrowing to a path that led to his groin. Her mouth watered as her attention locked on his cock, fully hard and jutting from his body between powerful legs and strong feet.


  She slid her gaze to Grant’s feet and worked her way up him. He stood with his feet apart, his knees locked, the muscles in his thighs corded and beautifully defining the long, rigid cock hanging between them. His dick jumped as she locked her gaze on it and she giggled, knowing he had done it on purpose. Her throat closed and she remembered thinking that first night when she had attempted to swallow his full length that she had some work ahead of her.


  Tamping down the urge to try again right now, she dragged her attention up his narrow waist, hairless abdomen and chest, his thick neck, and finally met his gaze. “Now I’m happy. Thank you, gentlemen.”


  Cade advanced on her slowly, wicked intent darkening his eyes. Wordlessly, he grabbed her, pulling her hard and fast into his arms. Her insides exploded in a riot of anticipation and excited apprehension as he slid his hands down to cup her bottom and lifted her off her feet.


  She wrapped her arms around his wide shoulders, locked her legs around his waist, and felt the muscles in his hips flex as he plunged his cock inside her pussy.


  “Oh, God.” Justice threw her head back, closed her eyes, and cried out at the sudden intrusion. She locked her ankles behind his back, her nails digging into the skin of his shoulders. Her pussy was wet, burning hot, and ready for his cock. Even so, the girth of his shaft stretched her opening as stupendously as it had her ass last night.


  He held her still, their position allowing his cock to bury impossibly deep inside her channel. “Look at me, darlin’,” he told her gruffly, his tone strained.


  She had to force her head up, push her eyes open to meet his intense gaze. She loved looking at him, but right now all she wanted to do was melt in his arms and feel as he assumed command of every ounce of her being.


  “Can you swim?”


  She blinked at him, confused by his question with the pleasure overloading her brain. “Of course.”


  He carried her off of the deck, his cock slowly plunging in and out of her pussy with each step as he took her to the edge of the pool. She caught a glimpse of Grant following behind them, but Cade held her now, his strength and power demanding her full attention for the moment. He inched around the edge of the pool, dipping his head to plant soft kisses on her cheeks, her lips, and her neck along the way. When he stopped walking, he bent his head further, catching the flesh at the bend of her neck and shoulder between his teeth for a bite that sent shards of pleasured pain straight to where their bodies joined. He marked her with that bite as effectively as he had marked her heart with his dominant demeanor and carefully controlled gentleness, and she found herself hoping the mark would stay forever despite knowing it would heal all too fast.


  “I love you,” she whispered as he lifted his head.


  “I know.” The tenderness in his expression softened the arrogance of his words as he slowly descended the steps of the pool, his arms steady beneath her ass, holding her firmly against his cock. “I heard you tell me this morning.”


  Justice widened her eyes in surprise, sucking in a quick breath when the chill of the water surrounded her. “I thought you were asleep.”


  “I know,” he said again, walking through the shallow end of the pool until he had her backed against the wall. “I’m not sleeping now.” He pulled his hips back, pistoning them forward hard, and driving his cock more deeply inside her.


  “Oh, yes,” she moaned, wanting him to do it again, wanting him to fuck her until she begged for release, not caring if he would grant it or not.


  “Stretch your arms along the wall behind you.”


  Shaking from her arousal, she slowly did as he told her, all the while waiting and wondering what she could do to make him plunge so viciously inside her again. Instead, she found herself begging for a different reason as he eased his dick out of her until only the head remained before he pulled it free completely.


  “Cade, no! Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.” Emptiness swamped her so violently her eyes threatened to fill. She tried to reach for him, but he caught her hands in his, holding her firmly against the wall with his lower body, the length of his cock teasing her pussy, but not entering it.


  “Did I say you could move your arms?” Authority rang in his voice, his expression hardening despite the arousal still darkening his eyes.


  “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to.”


  “Do I need to make Grant hold you down? Wouldn’t you rather have his hands on other places of your body instead of your wrists?”


  “Yes. I’m sorry,” she said again, so close to weeping that her voice cracked. “I need—”


  “We know exactly what you need, baby,” Grant told her, coming up beside her. He slipped an arm between her back and the pool wall, moving in close. “We’ll give it to you as long as you listen.”


  Cade’s hands returned to her hips and slowly lowered her to stand before him. He skimmed his hands down, turning them as he reached the apex of her thighs to push her legs further apart. “I can’t seem to get enough of you. I knew I wouldn’t be able to, but the taste of you”—he shook his head—“it just doesn’t stay with me long enough. I need more.”


  Before his words could register, he took a deep breath and disappeared beneath the surface of the water. A nanosecond later, she felt him spread her legs wider as he wedged his shoulders between them and buried his face in her pussy.


  Her head fell back as his tongue drove between her pussy lips, thrust inside her channel, and found her G-spot. She started to shake as the pleasure washed over her, gaining in intensity when Grant found her breast with his free hand and began toying with her nipple.


  “Don’t come,” he warned her huskily. “He hasn’t given you permission.”


  “You can,” she moaned as Cade fucked her in even, mind-numbing thrusts of his tongue.


  “Not this time. This is his show right now. I’m only here to help and make sure you listen.” He tweaked her nipple, sending a devious dart of pleasured pain straight to her pussy just as Cade pulled his tongue free to flick it over her clit.


  Her hips bucked, a cry spilling from her lips as the pressure built fit to bursting inside her. “I can’t.”


  “You can,” Grant argued, his hand moving to her other breast to deliver the same punishing squeeze to that nipple. “Control it. Own it. Don’t think about coming. Concentrate on how good it feels, on how much you love it when he eats your pussy.”


  Don’t think about coming?


  Had Grant gone nuts? Her sole concentration was on how good it felt and she absolutely loved when Cade feasted on her pussy. That didn’t stop her body from careening to the edge of the currently forbidden orgasmic mountain.


  Still, she tried her best to listen, hoping like mad that Cade wouldn’t stop while simultaneously praying he would before she lost control. For crying out loud, how long could the man hold his breath?


  A full two minutes that felt like forever passed before Cade finally broke the surface. Water rained from his hair, beaded on his eyebrows, and dripped from his lashes. He raked a hand down his face, then used the same hand to cup the back of her neck and draw her head to him for a punishing kiss.


  His tongue drove inside her mouth, twisted with hers, and shared the taste of her pussy until the flavor slowly faded away. “See,” he said, wrenching his mouth from hers. “The taste doesn’t last long enough.”


  “You can go back for more anytime you want,” she panted, her body throbbing with need, the emptiness rushing back to taunt her.


  He let out a quiet chuckle. “Not complaining now, are you?”


  “I’m only complaining because I want one of you, both of you, inside me.”


  He lifted her once more, gripping her hips as her legs found their way around him on their own volition. His cock pushed inside her as easily as it had the first time, her pussy eagerly taking his full length inside, her muscles clenching around his shaft.


  “Yes.” The word came on a strangled cry that quickly morphed to a plea when he stopped once again. She started to protest, thought about slapping him, but hesitated when she caught the look of concern move through his eyes.


  “If we both take you here it might hurt you and I’m not talking pleasurable pain. We didn’t bring any lubrication out here.”


  “I took care of that,” Grant said, slowly wedging himself between her and the wall.


  Cade stepped back, giving Grant room even as he lifted a brow and looked at the other man over her shoulder. “You got the waterproof stuff?”


  “Why do you think it took me so long to join you two in the pool?”


  Cade’s attention slid back to her, his lips tilting in an approving grin. “I should’ve known he would come prepared. Me? I tend to dive in without thinking first.”


  Justice laughed. “Really? I hadn’t noticed.” She truly hadn’t. Everything either of them did, every move they made always seemed to be well calculated and precise.


  “You will.” Grant’s hands glided down her sides to her ass. “Are you ready for me, too?”


  “Yes.” She took a deep breath, calming her speeding heart as desire settled between her anus and pussy. Grant took his time, easing his cock into her anus and slowly breaching the tight ring of muscle inch by gloriously long inch. With his cock deep in her anus and Cade’s buried in her pussy, she felt fuller than she could have ever imagined, more complete, definitely whole.


  “How does it feel, darlin’?” Cade slowly began to move, easing his cock out of her pussy only to slide it back in again in a snail-paced rhythm that Grant immediately started to match.


  “Oh, my God.” She couldn’t think of anything else to say, could scarcely breathe as pulse points of pleasure slammed through her clit, her pussy, and her ass.


  “That good, huh?” Amusement laced Grant’s tightened voice as he licked a path across the back of her shoulders.


  She tried to remember Grant’s gentle coaching while Cade had been eating her pussy, attempted not to center her concentration on the intense riot of ecstasy scorching a path between her ass and pussy.


  “I can’t do it,” she gasped. “Grant, Cade, please, can I come?”


  “Not yet,” Cade said through clenched teeth, his thrusting picking up pace.


  They moved inside her in a choreographed dance that manipulated her body straight to the edge. She bit her lips together and still cried out from the sensations barreling through her, thrashing between them as the fiery pressure built anyway.


  What felt like hours but probably amounted to only seconds passed before she heard Grant growl the permission she sought.


  “Now come for us.”


  It was by far the easiest order they had ever given her. She let herself go, screaming as the orgasm tore through her, spilled out of her, and left her feeling light-headed and spent. She watched as Cade’s face contorted with his own release, felt the warmth of his semen fill her channel and heard Grant grunt just before she felt him let go as well.


  Feeling like a rag doll, she let her head fall forward on Cade’s chest and closed her eyes as her body continued to rock from the force of her orgasm.


  Chapter Seven


  


  Justice wrapped a towel around her body and another around her hair as she stepped from the shower. It occurred to her that it was the closest she had come to being dressed since she walked into Cade and Grant’s house last night. Funny how having the soft cotton covering her flesh suddenly felt foreign, as if it didn’t belong.


  You can’t go around naked all the time, silly woman.


  No, but she realized she had felt a sort of freedom by not wearing clothes for nearly twenty-four hours. In stripping her, Cade had also taken her modesty, her inhibitions, and left her feeling more at ease and confident than ever.


  She walked out of the bathroom with her head held high, anticipation for whatever they planned next fluttering wildly in her belly. She heard them talking and followed the sound of their voices down the hall to Cade’s bedroom, finding Grant perched on the edge of the bed and Cade standing next to it with a large, rectangular, white box secured by a lovely red bow between them.


  Both men looked her way as she stepped into the room. Grant’s lips unfolded in a gentle smile. Cade’s gaze swept down her front, hunger consuming his expression.


  “Now that you’re all squeaky clean, it’s my turn.” Grant snagged the box from the bed as he got to his feet.


  “I’m surprised you didn’t join me in the shower.” Justice freed her hair, towel-drying it to keep it from dripping before tossing the towel in the clothes basket near the wall. “I expected at least one of you to.”


  “We thought about it,” Cade admitted. “Then decided you could probably use a few minutes to yourself.”


  Grant held out the gift. “This is for you.”


  “What’s the special occasion?”


  “We don’t need one to give you a gift.” Cade stepped in, not close enough to touch, but enough that she felt the warmth radiating off his solid body.


  “Special occasions mean you’ll be expecting gifts,” Grant added. “When we give them out of the blue, they’ll mean more to you.”


  Justice couldn’t argue with that. She balanced the box against her belly, resting it steadily on one arm as she untied the bow, then lifted the lid. Her fingers grazed over siren-red silk. She glanced up at Cade as she let the lid fall to the floor.


  “I’m surprised at you, Mr. Mason,” she teased, gently pulling the dress from the box. “Does this mean you’ve decided it’s finally time to let me put clothes on or am I meant to save this for another night?”


  “I want you to put it on now. We’re going out for a while. You’ll need something to wear.”


  “Where are we going?”


  “The club is getting together tonight. We want you to wear that. Put it on. Let’s see how it looks?”


  Apprehension joined the anticipation that had been fluttering in her belly mere moments before as she stared at him. “You’re taking me to a club meeting?”


  “You’re curious about the club. Taking you with us will be the easiest way to answer any lingering questions you still have.”


  Grant unfolded the dress from the box and held it up in front of her. “Try it on. We want to see how it looks on you.”


  She gathered the back of the skirt in hands that trembled, letting Grant help her as she pulled the garment over her head. It fell down her body in a whisper of silk, the cool material a sizzling contrast to her suddenly heated flesh. Thin straps held the bodice in place, the narrow V-neck plunging so low it stole the option of wearing a bra beneath. The skirt stretched to her ankles with thigh-high slits on either side that left little to the imagination.


  “Sexy.” Cade’s tone sounded husky and approving as he circled her, stopping when he moved in front of her once more. “It looks amazing on you. I knew it would.”


  She glanced down, noting the way her barely covered breasts quivered with each breath she took. “Do all the women dresses like this at your meetings?”


  “Sometimes,” Grant answered. “It all depends on what their men want them to wear.”


  “Do you like it?” Cade asked.


  “It’s beautiful. Very revealing,” she added quickly, “but gorgeous.”


  Cade lifted a hand to her face, skimming the backs of his fingers along her jawline. “There’s no reason to hide anything tonight. You’ll understand that when we get there.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Justice loved being outside at night. The tranquility and peacefulness of the silence, of moving around guided only by the twinkles of starlight and the silvery ray of the moon were things she had never been able to fully enjoy in the city. She had found her place in Horn Hill, discovered that serenity while still getting that tiny taste of the faster-paced life in town.


  Her heels sank into soft earth as she walked between Cade and Grant to a path that led through a patch of dense trees. They were on Circle M property, land that belonged to Mustang Ducote. She knew the area though she had never done more than driven by it in the past. Cade had parked the truck at the end of a short line of vehicles. Some of them she had recognized, others she hadn’t. It had amused her to see a squad car among the line and knew it had to belong to Justin Bryan and Ben Hoffman, which meant Marissa Schultz would be here, too.


  At least you know you won’t be the only woman here tonight.


  That helped to calm her frazzled nerves, but only marginally. She fully expected Mustang Ducote to be here with her men, Diek, Lucky, and Gunner Rylon, too. It was their land, after all. Then again, seeing Mustang right now knowing all the while she would be prosecuting the woman’s attempted killer and lifelong friend in a few scant weeks shot the little bit of calm she had managed to find all to hell.


  “Relax.” Grant slid a hand into hers, lacing their fingers together as they walked. “We’re not marching you in front of a firing squad, baby.”


  Aren’t you? Wouldn’t she be stared at by the other members of the club, put on trial to determine her worthiness to be among them?


  “No one here tonight is any different than you, darlin’.” Unable to walk on her other side down the narrow path, Cade kept a steady pace behind her and rested a hand on her hip. “They’re friends.”


  “They have successful careers,” Grant added. “They understand unconventional desires, and those who have found their soul mate share them willingly together.”


  Share them as you and Cade share me or share them with the club?


  Not certain she wanted to know the answer, Justice left the question unasked. She licked her lips and forced herself to steady her breathing. “I’m just nervous. You know, courtroom jitters and all.”


  “The club isn’t a courtroom, darlin’,” Cade said on a half chuckle. “No one is going to pass judgment on you. It’s just a friendly party.”


  A friendly party. If she could think of it that way, she might manage to make it through the night without losing the little dinner she had eaten before they left Cade and Grant’s house.


  The path ended, the trees opening up to reveal a clearing set up cozily with lounge chairs surrounding a small bonfire. Despite the warmth of the night, she found the bonfire inviting given the bone-deep chill she couldn’t seem to shake surging through her veins.


  Her keen observation skills had her taking everyone in with a glance. As she had suspected, she saw the Rylon brothers sitting closely with Mustang and saw Justin and Ben on either side of Marissa. She recognized Austin Roscoe, Tyler Moses, Cassidy Blaine, and several other men she hadn’t known were affiliated with the Service Club. Women, too, she noted as her gaze landed on Cassidy’s sister, Silvia. She never expected to see so many people she knew, so many she certainly wouldn’t have pegged to live the lifestyle the club stood for.


  Justice expertly hid her surprise as Silvia shot her a bright, toothy smile and waved a hand in hello.


  “I absolutely love that dress. You have to tell me where you found it.”


  “Talk to Cade and Grant. They bought it for me.”


  “Of course. Duh.” Silvia slapped her forehead. “How stupid of me. See, that’s what I get for being single. I don’t have a couple of supersexy men to buy me übersexy dresses like that.”


  “We can fix that for you, Sil,” Austin Roscoe said. “All you gotta do is plant that übersexy ass of yours right here.” He patted his lap, showing her exactly where he wanted her.


  Silvia made a raspberry sound with her lips. “If I came to you dressed in something like that, you would have me rolling around in pig mud within an hour.”


  “Hey, that dress is washable, ain’t it?” Tyler asked, pinning his attention on Justice.


  Instantly forgetting her unease in the midst of the playfully flirting conversation, Justice glanced down and shrugged. “I didn’t take the time to read the care instructions, but considering it’s silk, I would guess it’s dry-clean only. At the very least, hand wash and line dry.”


  “That’s still cleanable,” Austin decided. “So, what do you say, Sil?”


  Silvia looked at him, her expression half teasing and half utterly serious. “I say I’ll continue to buy my own clothes, thank you.”


  “Did you catch the game last night?” Tyler asked no one in particular and all the women except Justice groaned.


  Inwardly, her heart took a dive straight to her stomach. The bet. Oh, dear God.


  “Now they’re going to be talking about football half the night.”


  Justice blinked at the female voice that came from her left. She hadn’t noticed that Mustang had moved to stand beside her.


  “Do you want something to drink. Beer? Wine? Soda? Water?” Mustang smiled sweetly. “I’ve kind of become the host of these little meetings lately.”


  “We’ll take a beer, Mustang,” Cade told her, stepping in to press his front against Justice’s back.


  Justice breathed deep, comforted by the feel of his solid body pressing to hers. Grant continued to hold her hand, lightly drawing circles on her palm with the tip of his thumb.


  Mustang planted fisted hands on her hips. “You can get your own beer, Cade Mason. I only take orders from my men.”


  The group laughed and Justice angled her head to look back at him. “I guess she told you.”


  He grinned down at her, amusement dancing in his eyes. “I guess she did.” He patted her hip and stepped back. “Hang here. Looks like I’ll be getting Grant and me a beer.”


  “Looks like.” She giggled as he moved away. “I’ll have wine, but I can get it myself if you tell me where it is.”


  “Nope. You can sit right over there.” Mustang pointed at three empty lounge chairs. “Unless Cade and Grant want you somewhere else. I’ll get your wine.”


  “Mustang.” Reflexively, Justice reached for the other woman, closing her fingers around Mustang’s wrist. “Thanks.”


  Mustang drew her brows together. “For what?” Then she shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Never mind. I know. What? Did you think I was going to deck you or something?”


  “Or something.”


  “Club lesson number one. When you step through those trees, you leave the career behind.” She puffed a breath up her face. “I know you’re prosecuting Thomas. I know you’re going to do whatever you have to do to win. If I had my way, it would be to see him in a mental institution rather than a jail cell.” She sighed and her expression turned somber. “What Thomas did was wrong. Everything he did was wrong. None of us realized the struggles going on inside him, how badly the details of his mother’s death had affected him. We thought he was too young to remember. He lived here on this ranch most of his life and conducted himself like any cowboy would. He didn’t always fit in. There was something different about him that I never quite could put my finger on.” She shrugged. “I stupidly dismissed it as an intense need to be part of a family he didn’t have, to be the protective brother to a sister he never had. I just never dreamed he would go so far, that such a dark turmoil was really going on inside him that would cause him to lash out the way he did.”


  Justice understood all about dark turmoil eating away inside a person. Sure, the chaos that had been waging a war inside her for so very long didn’t hold a candle to the demons that had been ruling Tomas Waverly, the evil that had pushed him over the edge. Still, it didn’t take much to understand how such an event like his mother’s death could have stayed with him, slowly burning away his sanity until he snapped the way he had done.


  “He definitely accomplished one thing in his life.” Justice tenderly touched Mustang’s arm. “He got that family he wanted. He got that sister he longed for in you.”


  “I just want what is best for Thomas.” Mustang glanced away, blinked, and, when she looked back at Justice again, her lips spread in a wide grin. “Now, back to the rules. Club lesson number two. Us women don’t always get our way around here, but it’s damn sure fun to lose, too.” With that, she waggled her brows and walked away.


  Justice laughed as Grant tugged her hand and led her to the lounge chairs.


  “Where’s Gavin, Georgia, and Randy tonight?” Grant asked, hooking an arm around Justice’s waist as he pulled her to sit between his legs in one of the chairs.


  “Georgia isn’t feeling well,” Marissa answered. “Apparently her morning sickness doesn’t stop in the a.m.”


  “God, I hope that doesn’t happen to me when I get pregnant,” Mustang commented, handing Justice a glass of red wine. “I can just see myself riding Raven across the ranch, leaning over to puke my guts up every half hour or so.”


  “It’ll serve you right for not staying at the house and letting Diek, Lucky, and Gunner take care of the ranch.” Cade winked at Justice as he took the lounge chair next to the one where she sat with Grant.


  “I might be their woman, but this is my ranch.”


  “And she never lets us forget it,” Diek put in from his place across the bonfire and between his two brothers.


  “I believe you made that clear enough to me when you and your brothers kept chasing after me.”


  Gunner scoffed and punched Diek playfully on the shoulder. “Yeah, dumbass, you make it too clear.”


  Justice smiled at the byplay and settled more comfortably between Grant’s legs, leaning back to rest against his chest. They had been right. It was just a friendly party. Time sped by as she watched, listened, and sometimes joined in on the conversations that bounced around the group. They weren’t just a bunch of men and women who shared the same tastes for the more adventurous sides of sex. They were friends, a sort of family, and they had accepted her without question because two of their pals were in love with her.


  Grant leaned down to nuzzle his face in the side of her neck. “Are you having fun?”


  “I am,” she admitted, her attention bouncing around the group as conversations continued to shift from one subject to the next.


  Cade leaned over and trailed one fingertip down the V of her dress, grazing the outer edge of one breast. “It’s about time you relaxed, darlin’.”


  As his finger slid up the side of her other breast, her gaze darted around the bonfire. How could she not have noticed before the way the men had started touching their women, the way the single men and Silvia watched with absolutely riveted expressions even as they continued to talk?


  “Do you want another glass of wine?” Cade asked, his finger slipping beneath one side of the V to glide over her nipple.


  The sensation sent a trail of fire straight to her pussy. “No, I’ve had enough for now.”


  “Let me know if you change your mind. I’m going to get another beer.” He tweaked her nipple, causing her to suck in a quick breath before he pulled his hand free of her dress. Wicked intentions darkened his eyes as he got to his feet and made his way to the ice chest.


  Grant skimmed a hand over her thigh, parting the slit of the dress as his hand traveled up. “We told you that you didn’t have anything to worry about tonight.”


  She had started to believe so, but now she was no longer sure. Her heart hammered against her breastbone as dark desires slickened her pussy lips and beaded her nipples. Around the bonfire, couples had started groping, kissing, and speaking to one another in soft whispers while others watched.


  “I can feel you getting nervous again, though.” Grant’s hand slid further up her thigh. His fingers reached her pussy lips and he dragged the tips over the sensitized flesh. “Why?”


  “I—” Justice gulped and closed her eyes. “I didn’t expect this.”


  “Yes you did.” He pushed a finger between her lips, glided it over her clit, and her hips bucked as teasing desires sizzled through her system. “Didn’t you?”


  “Yes. No.” Confusion collided with arousal, clouding her mind and jumbling her thoughts. He made it worse when he pushed a finger into her opening, curling it to stroke the inner walls of her pussy. “I don’t know.”


  She bowed her head as she struggled to make sense of the emotions and sensations wreaking havoc on her mind and body. They were out in the open, surrounded by men and women who could see them, see her. Cade had denied her the option to wear panties beneath the dress. Grant had pushed the skirt open enough that she felt the heat from the bonfire drifting over her already flaming pussy. Nothing covered that part of her except Grant’s questing hand.


  “Remember when you asked about club vows?”


  Justice swallowed and nodded, but she didn’t lift her head, didn’t open her eyes. She didn’t want to know if anyone was watching them. The idea that any member of the club probably was looking sent an evil thrill down her spine even as her face heated with embarrassment.


  “There is one I know you will understand. I solemnly swear that I and my partner will put our hands on Justice McCall at every opportunity and that we will faithfully discharge our duties as her lovers to the best of our abilities and skills.” He stroked her pussy as he spoke, thrusting his finger in and out of her channel, and adding a second as he pushed deeper inside her, reaching her G-spot.


  Somehow, she managed to find the ability to speak around the thickness clogging her throat. “Nice play on the attorney oath. Oh, God, Grant.” She moaned, lifted her head, and let it fall back at an angle. She gasped when she felt the hard chest catch her head, but instinctively knew it was Cade.


  “It’s time, darlin’.”


  Her eyes flew open, finding the blindfold he had used the night before stretching in front of her face. “Cade?” Her voice trembled as fear crashed with excitement and her pulse began to pound in her ears, drowning out all sound except Cade’s syrupy baritone.


  “Tonight is another night to feel,” Cade told her as he tied the blindfold over her eyes.


  Grant pulled his fingers free of her pussy, smearing her juices over her thigh as he moved his hands to her hips and lifted her. “You know what’s coming, don’t you?” He moved from behind her, settling her back to lie down as Cade lowered the back of the lounge chair.


  Justice shook her head, denial and desire forming a key inside her that let her devious demon free. “No,” she panted, half in answer to his question and half in an attempt to snag the string on her stalwart control. She nearly whimpered when she realized that string was no longer there to grab on to. Everything she had kept bottled inside for so very long was escaping, sending fiery needs racing through her, dark, unspeakable cravings that she knew would ruin everything.


  Hands, she guessed them to be Cade’s, guided her arms to rest on the chair, binding first one wrist and then the other to the plastic. More hands, Grant’s hands, closed around her ankles, spread her legs on either side of the chair, and bound them to the metal legs.


  “Are you scared?” The heat of Cade’s breath fanned her ear as he nipped her lobe, then licked away the slight sting.


  Justice squeezed her eyes closed behind the blindfold, feeling her lids start to burn as honesty spilled from her lips. “Only of losing you and Grant.”


  “Darlin’, you’ll never lose us. We blindfolded you because we want you concentrating on the hands roaming your body, wondering who is touching you, how many men there are, what they will do next, and all the while you’re going to know Grant and I are watching.”


  “Oh, God.” Evil longings zinged beneath her flesh, ricocheting from her breasts to her pussy to her ass and back again.


  “Tell us you don’t want this and it stops now.” Grant’s voice came from her other side as equally hot and husky as Cade’s. “Nothing close to this will ever happen again.”


  “I’m scared to,” she admitted. How could they want this? How could they want to watch as other men put their hands on her?


  “Scared to tell us to stop it or to tell us it’s what you want?” Cade asked.


  Justice took a steadying breath and dared to go for the truth. “Scared to tell you it’s what I want.”


  She felt Cade’s lips spread into a smile as he brushed them over her cheek. “We love you, darlin’. You don’t ever have to be afraid of telling us anything. It’s our duty as your lovers to make sure any desire you ever have is fulfilled.”


  “Will it help to know we’ve all done something similar?”


  Justice startled at the female voice that spoke quietly in her ear. She hadn’t felt Cade move, hadn’t sensed someone else slip into his place, but she recognized Mustang’s voice and a new uncertainty chilled her blood. She hadn’t considered Cade and Grant might allow the women to touch her, too. She had never been attracted to women, never thought about doing anything with one sexually.


  Mustang laughed softly. “Sorry, I guess hearing me instead of one of your men gave you quite a jolt there. Don’t worry. I’m not touching. The women in the club don’t get off on that. It’s a bummer for the men because, hey, what man doesn’t want to see some girl-on-girl action?” She sighed dramatically. “But we deny them that and they take it like the big boys they are.”


  “You’ve done this?” Justice couldn’t keep the skepticism from her tone. Everything she knew about Mustang Ducote screamed control to the point that she had actually been baffled to discover the woman had fallen for the highly dominant Rylon brothers.


  “Not this exactly, but I had a little fun with Justin and Ben over there. Under the command of my men, of course. They all loved it and so did Marissa when she found out. I didn’t get all the deets, but I know Justin and Ben took out the sexual frustrations I left them with on Marissa in some very inventive and delicious ways.”


  Justice found herself smiling at that.


  “What I’m telling you is there’s absolutely nothing to be ashamed of. Enjoy the hell out of it. While we’ve all done something like this, we don’t get to do it often.”


  “Tell me about it,” a male voice said from near Justice’s feet.


  Her heart skipped a beat as it instantly registered that the voice didn’t belong to Cade or Grant. She thought it sounded like Diek Rylon, but she wasn’t entirely sure. She felt the hands she deduced belonged to the owner of the voice flatten above her right knee, felt it glide up slowly, inching its way to her pussy.


  Another hand pushed the V of her bodice aside, freeing her left breast while still another did the same to her right. They opened the top of her dress, pushed the skirt to her waist, and fully exposed her breasts and pussy.


  Then hands began to roam freely over her flesh. She shivered as pleasure drowned all shame, as the confusion of who touched her, of how many hands she could count rendered every sense useless except the one that allowed her to feel.


  “Damn, you’re one hell of a sexy woman,” one male voice said, pure appreciation thick in his tone.


  “Thank you for letting us touch you like this even if it is under your men’s orders,” another man said.


  She gave up on attempting to put names or faces to the voices. She no longer cared. Her demon fed on the hands touching her, on the warmth of the tongues as she felt one flick over her right nipple and another graze over her left thigh. Dark excitement overwhelmed her, causing her to writhe in the lounge chair, to slither beneath the hands covering her body.


  Someone caught her pussy lips between his thumbs and forefingers and squeezed. She sucked in a breath and a dart of pleasured pain shot through her pussy. More hands kneaded and squeezed her breasts before catching her nipples in the same fashion as the fingers on her pussy and pinched them simultaneously. A mirrored dart of pleasured pain shot straight to her center, drawing a cry from her throat.


  “You like it rough, don’t you?” someone whispered.


  “Yes.” She drew out the s as both men squeezed again. She bucked in their embrace, writhing from the pain and the intense pleasure. Both of her pussy lips and both of her nipples screamed in a stupendous rapture.


  The hands toyed with her, squeezing and caressing, manipulating her flesh and thrusting into her pussy until ecstasy burned hot and fast through her system. Mouths closed over her breasts and her pussy, sucking and licking, nipping and feasting until the pressure inside her built to cataclysmic proportions.


  She forgot all about asking for permission to orgasm, didn’t even know if Cade’s and Grant’s hands were four of the ones she felt on her body. She came in a blinding rush of white-hot pleasure that drew sounds from her throat she had never heard herself make.


  Only in the aftermath of the rapturous explosion did a niggle of the old fear return. Cade and Grant had sworn to her they loved her, that they wanted this as she had, that they would never walk away. Now that it was over, she would find out if they had told her the truth.


  


  * * * *


  


  Cade held Justice close as he walked with her up the steps onto the front porch. She was quiet, had been since they left the club meeting. He and Grant had attempted to keep conversation going in the truck, continuing conversations that had been brought up at the meeting, asking her thoughts about the night, anything they could think of to prevent her from shutting down on them.


  He was afraid none of it had worked.


  Grant stepped to her other side and reached for her hand, tugging them both to the front porch swing. He sat down and waited for Cade to guide her to sit between them before he stretched an arm around her shoulders and pulled her to him.


  “Talk to us.”


  Cade’s heart was in his throat as he watched her, waiting for her to speak. He would never be able to forgive himself if they had pushed her too far tonight. He studied the back of her head as she angled it toward Grant, tipping it back to look at the other man.


  “I don’t know what to say.”


  Cade closed his eyes, his heart stilling at the tremble in her voice, the fear lacing her barely audible whisper. “Are you having regrets?”


  She turned to look at him, her eyes unreadable as she seemed to search his expression as if trying to read his thoughts. He didn’t hide them from her. He made sure she could see his love for her, the pleasure he had gotten from watching her abandon all control and allow herself to enjoy the moments of sheer ecstasy she had been given.


  “I have questions,” she finally said, and his heart started to beat again.


  Questions. Okay, he could handle questions. He could deal with anything as long as it wasn’t sadness or pain. “Then ask what you want to know, darlin’.”


  “I belong to you, right?” She glanced at Grant and added, “Both of you?”


  “Completely.” Grant nodded. “Absolutely.”


  “Eternally,” Cade added. He put his hand on her leg just above her knee, needing to touch her, to feel the warmth of her flesh seep into his palm. “Just as we belong to you.”


  “Eternally?”


  “Of course,” Cade and Grant said in unison.


  Grant sighed. “Baby, you’re still thinking we’re going to walk, aren’t you?”


  She shook her head and made a sound that might have been laughter or derision. Cade couldn’t quite tell. “I’m still having trouble believing you won’t.”


  “Why?” Cade turned in the swing so he could get a better look at her. “Darlin’, we chased after you for years. We bided our time, waiting for that moment when you would finally let your guard down, when you would finally let us in. We were patient with you because we knew you had to come to terms with your deepest desires and your feelings for us. Why in the hell would we walk away now that we’ve got you?”


  She gulped, her eyes glistening. Seeing her so close to tears sliced at Cade’s heart.


  “Tell me that, darlin’. Tell me why you think we would let you go now.”


  “Tell me how you can honestly believe I will be faithful to you after what I did tonight.”


  Cade exchanged a look with Grant as understanding dawned. “Christ, Justice.” He raked a hand down his face to hide the smile threatening to tilt his lips.


  “Is that really what this is all about?” Grant asked. “You think what you did tonight was being unfaithful to us?”


  She bolted up from the swing and whirled on them, suddenly livid. “Wasn’t it? I let other men see me tonight. God.” She laughed but there was no humor in the tone. “I don’t even know how many there were. I let them touch me and do things to me. They didn’t fuck me, but that doesn’t make it any less wrong.”


  “How can it be wrong when we were there?” Cade met her outburst with a calmness he hoped would get through her muddled mind. “We set it up, darlin’. We gave you the chance to stop it, but we’re the ones that planned it. Hell, I even rigged the betting on the game last night so it would put you right there tethered to that lounge chair tonight.”


  She opened her mouth to argue, but closed it again without saying a word.


  “The only way it would be unfaithful to us is if you did something like that without our knowledge, without our permission,” Grant told her in a patient tone that mirrored Cade’s. “Would you ever do that?”


  “No, but how do you know that? How can you honestly believe in your heart that I won’t cheat after knowing what you do about me, after watching what happened tonight and how much I enjoyed it?”


  “Because your heart belongs to us.” Cade could see in her eyes she didn’t think it could be that simple, but it was. He knew. Grant knew. Neither of them doubted her love for them for an instant.


  He reached for her, caught her by the waist, and pulled her into his lap. “Your body belongs to us. We’ve told you there isn’t any desire we won’t fulfill.” He hooked a finger beneath her chin when she started to bow her head, lifting her face and forcing her to hold his gaze. “What happened tonight would’ve never happened if we hadn’t allowed it, if we hadn’t taken control of your body and your pleasures and made it happen. You never would’ve given in to a dark desire like that otherwise.”


  “No, I wouldn’t have,” she whispered.


  “You would’ve kept it locked inside you unsatisfied forever,” Grant told her.


  “You’re right. You’re both right. I would have.”


  Cade cupped the side of her face. “There are people in this world that can’t grasp the concept of two men happily loving and sharing the same woman. Those people would also be horrified at the idea of two men allowing other men to touch her, to pleasure her, especially while those two men stood watching. Seeing that tonight”—he stopped, trying to hide his smile—“damn, Justice. It was as amazing for us as it was for you.”


  She drew her perfect brows together. “How?”


  “We saw how much you loved it,” Grant answered her. “We knew that, while one or all of them might make you come, it wouldn’t be the kind of orgasm that rocks your world and steals your soul like the ones we give you.”


  “You won’t find that kind of out-of-control ecstasy with anyone but us.” Cade caressed her cheek with his thumb. “That level of passion can’t be achieved by merely having sex. It’s emotional.” He flattened a hand between her breasts, over her heart. “The key to finding it is in here. We are in here. No one else. And no one else ever will be.”


  


  * * * *


  


  One Month Later


  


  Justice hooked the plastic bag containing sealed dishes of mashed potatoes with gravy, coleslaw, and corn on the cob over her fingers as she wrapped her arm around the bucket of fried chicken and slid out of the car. She walked up the driveway grinning like a loon as the irony hit her. A little over a month ago, she had expected Cade and Grant to show up on her front doorstep bearing a bucket of fried chicken. Instead, here she was weeks later showing up on their doorstep with it.


  Not their doorstep. It’s yours, too, now.


  She twisted the knob, kicked the door open, and froze. Her eyes widened as she peered through the opening to the living room and spotted the plastic-covered furniture.


  Oh, God, what are they up to now?


  The question no sooner skipped from her thoughts than Grant and Cade pushed through the swinging kitchen door and stepped into the living room. Both were dressed in well-worn sneakers, tattered blue jeans, and faded T-shirts that had clearly seen better days.


  “Well, hello, gorgeous.” Cade greeted her with a wide-mouth smile dripping with mischief. “It’s about time you made it home.”


  “Here, baby. Let me help you with that.” Grant hurried to her, taking the bucket of chicken and the bag of sides from her arm.


  “Apparently, you guys didn’t have the long day at the office I did.” She kicked off her shoes, sighing inwardly as the coolness of the tiled foyer floor soothed her aching feet. The plush tan carpet offered equal comfort as she slowly moved into the living room.


  “We cut out early,” Grant said over his shoulder as he walked back into the kitchen, returning seconds later sans the food.


  “I see that. Dare I ask what it is you’re doing in here?”


  “Isn’t that obvious?” Cade asked in that smooth, sugary tone that always sent her alarm bells chiming. “We’re getting ready to paint.”


  “Paint what?” she asked slowly.


  Grant chuckled. “The walls, silly.”


  “I didn’t think we had settled on a color for the walls.” They had surprised her weeks ago by showing up at her office with handfuls of paint cards and tossing them on her desk. Cade, in his usual confident, alpha dominant demeanor, had used that moment to inform her they expected her to start packing because she was moving in. They hadn’t asked her. They had told her, softening the command by giving her permission to pick her choice of colors, and they would buy the paint to redo the walls.


  “You were taking too long,” Cade drawled, hooking his thumbs in the pockets of his jeans as he rocked back on the heels of his sneakers.


  Justice gasped. “I’ve been busy.”


  “We know.” Grant moved behind her, put his hands on her shoulders, and started massaging the tense muscles in her neck. “You’ve had a lot going on at the office. We haven’t. So we thought we would take some of the load off you, help you out a bit.”


  Justice narrowed her eyes and glared at Cade. “What color did you buy?”


  “Tan.” He waved a hand dismissively. “Beige. Hell, it’s something like that, but it’s not white.”


  “It’s called desert sand.” Grant rested his chin on her shoulder as he continued to massage her neck. “Before you say anything, yes, it’s a neutral color, but here’s what we thought.”


  “What you thought,” Cade corrected him.


  “What I thought and made him agree to,” Grant conceded. “We paint this room in a more neutral tone, then let you decorate it however you want to add color. I’m thinking you should start with the back of the house, pick the color you want for each room, and then combine those colors in here for accents.”


  It was a good idea, one she had intended to do already, but no way could she let them get off so easy by admitting that. “What if I wanted to paint this room lipstick jungle or ginger wrap or pueblo dust?”


  “Darlin’, I don’t know what the hell colors those are, but we’ve got to have some semblance of a man cave in this house somewhere. Big-screen television, leather sofa, recliner, sturdy tables…” Cade pointed to each piece of furniture in turn. “That all equals man cave in my book.”


  “Fine.” Justice moaned dramatically. “But I’m doing the kitchen walls beneath the chair rail in poetic purple and the hallway will be cherry pie.” She could do the top half of the kitchen in the desert sand the guys had picked out, let the color spill into that room as Grant had suggested.


  Cade cocked a brow. “Isn’t that backward, sweet thing? Cherry pies should be in the kitchen.”


  “I don’t want a red kitchen. It will look better in the hall.”


  Cade held up his hands, palms out. “Suit yourself. The rest of the house is yours. This room gets a primary, dull tan.”


  “I can live with that.” She had seen a fabulous piece of metal art in just the right colors to accent the room last week when she had stopped in at Silvia’s gallery.


  “Good. Then it’s settled.” Grant kissed the side of her neck before moving back. “Now can we eat? I’m starving.”


  “Not yet.” Justice kept her attention focused on Cade. “I actually tried to catch you at the office this afternoon, but you had already left.”


  Cade visibly stiffened, all playfulness gone from his handsome face in an instant. “Is something wrong?”


  “No, not wrong,” she quickly reassured him. “I wanted to discuss the case. You know, Horn Hill versus Thomas Waverly. We can put it off until Monday if you want, but I would really rather get it out of the way instead of having it pecking at my mind all weekend.”


  They had agreed when she moved in that, whenever possible, they would leave work at their respective offices. Downtime, as much as what could be found among three thriving attorneys, meant downtime. No talking about their cases unless absolutely necessary, especially seeing as more often than not they were fighting on the opposite sides of the courtroom.


  Cade nodded once. “We can make an exception this time if you want.”


  “I spent the afternoon battling it out with Parker Ferrell. He’s agreed that, if I feel a plea bargain is the best way to get Thomas Waverly off the streets and keep the residents of Horn Hill safe, then the county will accept it. I’ve reviewed the reports from the forensic psychologist. I do agree that Thomas Waverly’s mental health is the prime concern in this case.” She held up a finger. “But I will not, the county will not, accept anything less than a sentence of at least five years in the county psychiatric hospital where he will undergo extensive psychiatric treatment.”


  Cade slowly nodded. “I can agree to that.”


  “Then we’ll take it before the judge Monday morning.”


  “I’ll meet you at the courthouse at 9:00 a.m.”


  “Good enough.”


  “Now can we eat?”


  Justice rolled her eyes, stifling a laugh. “Yes, now we can eat.”


  Cade advanced on her so quickly she hardly saw him move. He hooked an arm around her waist, yanked her hard against his body, and took her mouth in a punishing kiss that stole her breath. He plunged his tongue into her mouth, devouring her, and rocking her world two ways from Sunday.


  “Damn, you taste good,” he said when he wrenched his mouth from hers, the deep rumble of his voice making her insides quiver with excitement.


  “I thought you were hungry.”


  “I am. That was a good start to satisfying my appetite.”


  She laughed as he released her and let out a yelp when he spun her around, her front colliding with Grant’s. The kiss Grant laid on her was more tender, slower, sweeter. He hesitated a breath away from her mouth, drawing out the moment, letting her see his full intentions in his eyes before he covered her mouth with his. He made love to her mouth, easing his tongue between her lips, licking the roof of her mouth, then drawing back to nip her bottom lip.


  With Grant’s arms now locked around her waist, she knew it was Cade who pushed her skirt to her waist. His tongue traveled over the swell of her buttocks as he hooked his fingers in the strip of lace at her hips and tugged her thong down her legs.


  Grant’s hands moved up her sides, pushing beneath her shirt and bra to cover her breasts, and her head fell back on her shoulders.


  So this is the kind of dinner they’re after.


  She certainly didn’t complain as Cade wedged her legs apart with his shoulders, turning between them so he could swipe his tongue along the already saturated folds of her pussy. As long as they put her hands on her this way, she was more than willing to feed them anytime they wanted.


  


  


  THE END
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