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Chapter One

 


"You have
got to be kidding me.
You really never have? Not even once? How is that even
possible?"

Maria looked so offended on
Anastasia's behalf that she had to giggle. She shrugged her
shoulders and flashed her friend a quick smile.

"It's not a big deal."

"Not a big deal?" Maria almost
shouted, and Anastasia wanted the ground to swallow her
up.

"Of course it is. Someone as gorgeous
as you deserves to have tons of screaming orgasms, and I'm not
talking about the drink." She gestured to their cocktails and
smirked. "And I know just the men to do it, too. Carter? Jake? Get
over here. I know you want to."

"Maria." Anastasia's whispered
protest fell on deaf ears.

The drop-dead gorgeous duo at the next
table, who had been taking a far too intimate interest in their
conversation, smiled at Anastasia, and her cheeks heated under the
full force of their heavy lidded gaze. It was doing strange things
to her equilibrium, and she grabbed the counter for support, when
they both rose and sauntered towards them. One slightly taller than
the other, they were mirror images of each other. From their
muscled physique and six foot frames, to the piercing blue eyes,
blond hair, and the animal-like grace with which they moved.
Anastasia had a sudden vision of big cats circling their prey, and
she blinked repeatedly to get rid of the odd image. It wasn't
helped by the way both men seemed to sniff the air when they came
close enough to catch her scent.

She barely heard Maria's
introductions, because the men stepped either side of her. Caged in
between the two finest specimen of hunk she had ever seen, her
heart went into overdrive when the taller one bent down and traced
a finger along her jawline. He tipped her head up to make her look
at him, and she lost herself in his wicked smile.

"We'll take it from here,
sis."

"Sis?" she asked. How she got her
voice to work she wasn't quite sure.

"Yes, these two lumps are my brothers,
and they've been pestering me for ages to get me to introduce you
to them."

"They have? But … why … and why did I
not know about this?" Anastasia somehow managed to get the words
out of her sandpaper throat. It was difficult, because the slightly
smaller one—and he still towered over her—chose that moment to
grasp her hips and pull her flush against his body. This close
there was no mistaking the hard evidence of his erection digging
into her ass.

He chuckled at her sharp intake of
breath and spun her around until she was facing him.

"I assume you do own a mirror,
sweetheart? Any man would want to get to know you. I told Carter,
it would only be a matter of time before Maria finally gave in." He
smirked at his brother across her head.

"Dumb-heads. Jake here.”
Maria cuffed him around the head, and he growled—an honest to
goodness growl that sent a rush of moist heat into Anastasia's
knickers. Oh my!

"Jake had to threaten to
get Mum involved. There's no way I want her to know what I've been
up to lately. And besides, these two are far too full of
themselves, but they are
just what you need, girl. You're safe with them."
It was Carter's turn to growl into Anastasia's neck, and he seemed
to sniff her at the same time. For some strange reason that was the
sexiest thing ever, and Anastasia bit her lip to stop herself from
groaning out loud.

"Had I known how dire things are, I'd
have set the Orgasm Project under way sooner."

"The what?" Maria couldn't have just
said what she did, could she? Anastasia wanted the ground to
swallow her up. Embarrassment heated her cheeks, and she tried to
push both men away, but she might as well have tried to move
mountains. Neither one of them budged. Jake simply raised an
eyebrow at her, and Carter wrapped a hard arm round her middle and
pinned her to him. Stood on tiptoes as she was, she would have
fallen over, had she been able to move. As it was she was grateful
for the support, because Jake's grin turned sinful, as he studied
her with such heated intensity, she was surprised her knickers
didn't self-combust. What on earth was going on here? She never
reacted to any man in such a wanton way. Public venue be damned,
she wanted to sink to her knees and do their every
bidding.

If she hadn't had hold of her glass
the entire time they had been here, she'd have thought they had
spiked her drink. That was the only explanation that made sense.
After all she was the frigid one, the one who simply went through
the motions in the vain hope that this time ‘round she would manage
to coax her body into some sort of response to please her
partner.

She closed her eyes against the mental
image of her last boyfriend berating her for her inherent inability
to orgasm.

"I give up. You need to
see a shrink, I reckon. Look me up when you've sorted yourself out.
I don't need a cold fish in bed."

She'd really thought it would be
different with James. They'd taken it slowly at her insistence, and
he had been the perfect gentleman, until the night his patience had
run out. A shudder went through her at the thought of that
disastrous night, and Jake's and Carter's growls shook her out of
her reflection.

"Whatever is going on in that pretty
head of yours, let go of it." Jake's deep rumble wrapped itself
around her very soul, soothing away the festering sore left behind
by her previous encounters, and she blinked several times when she
opened her eyes. In the dim lighting of the bar, his eyes seemed to
glow, the pupils dilated to cat-like slits, and his delicious scent
intensified. Familiar, and arousing, it called to her, and a sense
of rightness settled over her, as though she had waited for this
moment all of her life. It made no sense, yet it made perfect
sense, deep down inside in that place she kept hidden from the
world, lest it ridicule her for her fanciful notions.

Carter nuzzled into her neck. His
stubble-roughened skin left delicious tingles behind, and she
gasped at his whispered words.

"You're ours now."

The possessiveness behind those three
words sent her arousal up a fevered notch, and she closed her eyes
again and let her head fall back against his shoulder. He licked
the rapidly beating pulse point there, and she groaned at the
myriad of sensations his curiously rough tongue left in its
wake.

From somewhere far away she heard
Maria's laughter. Tinged with astonishment and a hint of warning,
her friend's voice sent an army of butterflies to take up residence
in her tummy.

"Guess you were right, Jake. She is
yours. Damn it, had I known you were actually serious for once, I'd
have set this up ages ago. You take good care of her now, and for
God's sake get her out of here before Carter shifts and scares the
bejesus out of everyone, including your mate. You need to break
this to her gently."

Whatever Jake said back to his sister
was lost in the animalistic rumble emanating from Carter's chest,
and Anastasia screwed her eyes shut when the world tilted. Somehow
she knew she didn't want to see what was going on. Besides it was
marginally less embarrassing to be carried out of a public bar, as
though she was a mere child, when she didn't have to look anyone in
the face. Instead she burrowed closer into his chest, marveling at
the strength of the man who cradled her to him as though she was
the most precious cargo and weighed nothing more than a feather.
Anastasia felt small, fragile, and truly feminine for the first
time since she'd turned into a gangly teenager, who had towered
over her classmates, male and female alike. When she'd stopped
growing, those awkward limbs had turned into less than fashionable
curves. It had garnered her plenty of unwanted male attention, and
had made her the butt of every fat joke going by so-called
girlfriends. In fact, she had not called any female her friend
until she had bumped into Maria. Just like with her brothers, the
connection had been instant and electrifying, and they had become
firm friends.

The noises of the bar
faded away, and cool air hit her fevered skin. She shivered and
snuggled deeper into the warm cocoon of Carter's arms. It was cold
out here, yet despite the fact that Carter was in shirt sleeves, he
was warm, like a delicious hot water bottle, and he smelled
so good. It wasn't any
expensive cologne either, no, this was pure, raw masculinity, that
indefinable something she had recognized in Jake' scent, too. Each
man's aroma was unique, yet similar, and pulled at something deep
inside her soul, a connection she hadn't felt to anyone since her
paternal grandfather's surprise visit all those years ago. He, too,
had had that unique essence, that, in his case had made her four
year old self feel safe and cherished, and like she belonged. She
couldn't remember much about him, and he'd never been mentioned
again by her mother. She had thrown him out of the house amongst
much shouting and swearing. Words that hadn't made sense at the
time. "Get out, you filthy freak of
nature. Stay the fuck away from my daughter, before I skin you
alive! She's not like you."

Why she should remember that now was
beyond her, really. She hadn't thought about that long forgotten
moment in years. Her childhood was not something worth remembering,
after all.

There was the unmistakable beep of a
car alarm being switched off, and then the world tilted again. Soft
leather covers were under her legs, and she sank into the plush
interior with a sigh. Bereft of Carter's warmth she shivered, and
then Jake's laughter was in her ear.

"You can open your eyes now,
sweetheart." A powerful engine roared into life, and she sensed
rather than felt Jake lean across her. The seat belt snapped into
place, and his large hand brushed across her nipples as he adjusted
the restraint
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