
		
			
				[image: Cover]
  			

		

	
		
			
				

				Praise for the novels of Maya Banks

				“Heated investigative romantic suspense... Intense, transfixing.”

				—Midwest Book Review

				“Definitely a recommended read... filled with friendship, passion and, most of all, a love that grows beyond just being friends.”

				—Fallen Angel Reviews

				“Grabbed me from page one and refused to let go until I read the last word... When a book still affects me hours after reading it, I can’t help but Joyfully Recommend it!”

				—Joyfully Reviewed

				“I guarantee I will reread this book many times over, and will derive as much pleasure as I did in the first reading each and every subsequent time.”

				—Novelspot

				“An excellent read that I simply did not put down... A fantastic adventure... Covers all the emotional range.”

				—The Road to Romance

				“Searingly sexy and highly believable.”

				—RT Book Reviews

				“A must-read author... Her [stories] are always full of emotional situations, lovable characters and kick-butt story lines.”

				—Romance Junkies

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Titles by Maya Banks

				The Sweet Series

				SWEET SURRENDER

				SWEET PERSUASION

				SWEET SEDUCTION

				SWEET TEMPTATION

				SWEET POSSESSION

				SWEET ADDICTION

				The Kelly/KGI Series

				THE DARKEST HOUR

				NO PLACE TO RUN

				HIDDEN AWAY

				WHISPERS IN THE DARK

				ECHOES AT DAWN

				SHADES OF GRAY

				Colters’ Legacy

				COLTERS’ PROMISE

				The Breathless Trilogy

				RUSH

				FEVER

				FOR HER PLEASURE

				BE WITH ME

				Anthologies

				FOUR PLAY

				(with Shayla Black)

				MEN OUT OF UNIFORM

				(with Karin Tabke and Sylvia Day)

				CHERISHED

				(with Lauren Dane)

				Specials

				“PILLOW TALK” FROM FOUR PLAY

			

		

	
		
			
				

				fever

				maya banks

				[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			
				

				THE BERKLEY PUBLISHING GROUP

				Published by the Penguin Group

				Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

				375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014, USA

				[image: ]

				USA / Canada / UK / Ireland / Australia / New Zealand / India / South Africa / China

				Penguin Books Ltd., Registered Offices: 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

				For more information about the Penguin Group, visit penguin.com.

				This book is an original publication of The Berkley Publishing Group.

				FEVER

				Copyright © 2013 by Maya Banks.

				All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without permission. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

				BERKLEY® is a registered trademark of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

				The “B” design is a trademark of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

				Berkley trade paperback ISBN: 978-0-425-26706-6

				An application to register this book for cataloging has been submitted to the Library of Congress.

				PUBLISHING HISTORY

				Berkley trade paperback edition / April 2013

				eBook ISBN: 978-1-101-62038-0

				Cover photo by Boris Mrdja/Shutterstock.

				Cover design by Rita Frangie.

				This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. The publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any responsibility for author or third-party websites or their content.

				[image: ]

			

		

		Version_2

	
		
			
				Contents

				Praise

				Also By Maya Banks

				Title Page

				Copyright

				Dedication

				 

				Chapter One

				Chapter Two

				Chapter Three

				Chapter Four

				Chapter Five

				Chapter Six

				Chapter Seven

				Chapter Eight

				Chapter Nine

				Chapter Ten

				Chapter Eleven

				Chapter Twelve

				Chapter Thirteen

				Chapter Fourteen

				Chapter Fifteen

				Chapter Sixteen

				Chapter Seventeen

				Chapter Eighteen

				Chapter Nineteen

				Chapter Twenty

				Chapter Twenty-one

				Chapter Twenty-two

				Chapter Twenty-three

				Chapter Twenty-four

				Chapter Twenty-five

				Chapter Twenty-six

				Chapter Twenty-seven

				Chapter Twenty-eight

				Chapter Twenty-nine

				Chapter Thirty

				Chapter Thirty-one

				Chapter Thirty-two

				Chapter Thirty-three

				Chapter Thirty-four

				Chapter Thirty-five

				Chapter Thirty-six

				Chapter Thirty-seven

				Chapter Thirty-eight

				Chapter Thirty-nine

				Chapter Forty

				Chapter Forty-one

				Chapter Forty-two

				Chapter Forty-three

			

		

	
		
			
				

				For really terrific friends who always have my back. You know who you are. Love you!

			

		

	
		
			
				chapter one

				Jace Crestwell tapped Gabe Hamilton on the shoulder and when Gabe turned, Jace grinned. “You’ve hogged my sister long enough. It’s my turn to dance with her.”

				Gabe didn’t look happy with the interruption. He and Mia had been solidly glued to one another for the past hour, but he grudgingly took a step back and Mia smiled radiantly as Jace took Gabe’s place.

				The entire ballroom of the Bentley Hotel was decorated for Christmas, a nod to the fact that above all else, Mia loved Christmas, and it was also a well-known fact that Gabe would do damn near anything to make his new fiancée happy.

				And, well, Gabe moved fast when he wanted something, if nothing else. He’d started planning the engagement party the moment he got his ring on Mia’s finger. Almost as if he were afraid she’d change her mind unless he got the ball rolling immediately.

				It was pretty funny for Jace to see his friend in knots over a woman. The fact that the woman in question was Jace’s sister was a little weird, but Mia was happy and that was all he could ask for.

				“Are you enjoying yourself, baby girl?” Jace asked as he turned her around on the dance floor.

				Her entire face lit up. “It’s fantastic, Jace. The whole thing. It’s positively magical. I can’t believe Gabe pulled this off so fast. It’s just... perfect.”

				Jace smiled back at her. “I’m glad you’re happy. Gabe will be good to you or I’ll kick his ass. I already made that clear.”

				Her eyes narrowed. “If he isn’t good to me, it’s not you he has to worry about. I’ll be the one kicking his ass.”

				Jace threw back his head and laughed. “That I have no doubt about. You made him work for it. I gotta admire that.”

				Mia’s face became somber and Jace frowned, wondering what could have possibly made her so serious on a night she should be over the moon.

				“I know you gave up a lot for me,” she said in a quiet voice. “I always wondered if the reason you hadn’t married and had children of your own was because of me.”

				He stared at her like she’d lost her mind.

				“Maybe now you can stop worrying about me so much, and you know...”

				“No, I don’t know,” he said. Then he shook his head. “You’re a nut, Mia. First of all, just because you’re getting married doesn’t mean I’m going to stop worrying about you and looking out for you. That’s just a fact, so get over it. Second, don’t you think if I’d gotten married before now, especially when you were younger, that it would have made things easier? For both you and me? You would have had a mother figure instead of being stuck with an overbearing, overprotective brother as your sole source of support.”

				She stopped mid-dance and threw her arms around him, hugging him fiercely.

				“I don’t regret a single thing about the way you raised me, Jace. Not a thing. You did a wonderful job and I’ll always be so grateful for all the sacrifices you made for me.”

				He hugged her back, still shaking his head. Nut. Total nut. She was aglow with happiness over her impending marriage to Gabe, and now she wanted everyone she cared about wrapped up in that same glow. God help him. He and Ash should probably be ducking and running.

				“It was no sacrifice, Mia. I don’t have a single regret either. Has it ever occurred to you that I didn’t want to get married and have kids?”

				She pulled back with a frown and then her gaze skirted sideways to where Ash was standing across the room with Gabe. “Yes, I suppose it did.”

				Jace barely suppressed a sigh. It was obvious Mia had a very good idea of his and Ash’s sexual proclivities when it came to having threesomes with the same woman. It wasn’t exactly something a brother wanted his sister to know about his sex life, but there it was. He wouldn’t apologize for his lifestyle, but neither was he going to get into a conversation about it with his baby sister.

				“Play hard and live free,” he said by way of explanation.

				Mia frowned and cocked her head upward.

				Jace chuckled. “It’s our motto. The three of us, Gabe, me and Ash. Only you changed the game for Gabe. Doesn’t mean Ash and I are eager to follow his lead.”

				She rolled her eyes. “For God’s sake. You make Gabe sound like a pussy.”

				Jace cleared his throat. “If the shoe fits...”

				Mia pounded him on the shoulder. “I’m so going to tell him you said that!”

				Jace laughed again. “The man would probably admit to being a complete pussy when it comes to you. And that’s not a bad thing. I want him to treat you right.”

				They were interrupted when Ash stepped in, sweeping Mia into his arms.

				“My turn,” Ash proclaimed. “Gabe’s only going to wait so long before he reclaims her, so I’m getting my dance in now while his parents have him occupied.”

				Jace leaned forward and kissed Mia on the forehead. “This is your night, baby girl. I want you to remember it forever. Have fun.”

				Her smile lit up the entire room. “Thank you, Jace. Love you.”

				He touched her cheek and then moved back as Ash swept her away.

				Jace retreated to the far side of the room and stood back, observing the goings-on at the party. It was small—what Gabe and Mia wanted—a night to celebrate their love.

				It sounded corny as hell, but then one only had to look at the two to know they were complete goners. He still wasn’t entirely certain how he felt about his best friend hooking up with his little sister. There were fourteen years separating them and he knew damn well what Gabe’s sexual demands were.

				He cringed, remembering the scene he’d walked into when he’d gone to Gabe’s apartment unannounced several weeks earlier. He needed bleach for his eyes because there were just some things a brother never, ever needed to see regarding his baby sister.

				He still had concerns over whether Mia really knew what the hell she was getting herself into, but Gabe was a complete mush pile when it came to her. Hell, the man had humbled himself in front of half of New York City to get her back, so Jace guessed Mia would be able to handle whatever Gabe dished out.

				Jace was just going to not think about it.

				He sighed as his gaze wandered over the crowd and the festive environment. Mia had been a huge part of his life ever since their parents had been killed in a car accident. She had been a late-in-life “oops” baby, but she’d been adored by him and their parents. When they’d died, it had been a life-altering event for both him and his sister.

				At a time when he’d been in college and only focused on beer, girls and having a good time with Gabe and Ash, he’d been forced to take responsibility for six-year-old Mia. Gabe and Ash had both been a huge source of support for him and perhaps in a lot of ways Mia had cemented their friendship. So he supposed it was only fitting that he’d be giving her into the care of his best friend now that she was an adult and making her own life.

				It would be an adjustment for him, now that Mia wasn’t solely his responsibility. Not that he planned to go anywhere, but things were different now. She was in a serious relationship and she wouldn’t be turning to him with her problems. It should be a relief, but instead sadness settled into his chest at the idea that his baby sister no longer needed him as she once had.

				His gaze settled on a young woman picking up glasses and plates from the tables. It was the second time his eyes had settled on her that night though she hadn’t been out much, just periodically to do cleanup. She wasn’t one of the servers. He hadn’t seen her circling with trays of hors d’oeuvres or champagne. She was dressed in black pants, a white shirt and an apron.

				He studied her a long moment before realizing what it was that had interested him. She looked completely out of place. And he wasn’t entirely certain what gave him that impression. The longer he stared at her, the more he thought she looked like she should be an attendee at the party. Not cleaning up after the participants.

				Her hair was upswept into a messy bun like Mia wore sometimes, secured with a clip, and the result was a sexy mass of mussed hair that begged a man’s hand to tug at it and set it free. Midnight black, unruly curls, some of which had escaped the clip and tumbled down her neck.

				She was slight, not as curvy as he usually liked his women. Narrow hips and small breasted but enough curves straining at the white button-up shirt to be tempting. The rest of her was small. Dainty. Almost fragile.

				When she turned, presenting him with a view of her face, he sucked in his breath. Her bone structure was small. Delicately rendered. High, prominent cheekbones, almost as if she were underweight, and a small chin. But her eyes. Jesus, her eyes. They were enormous in her otherwise small face. A brilliant shade of blue. Shock blue, like looking at ice. They were startling against the jet black of her hair.

				She was mesmerizing.

				Then she hurried away, her arms straining at the weight of the tray that held all the dishes she’d cleared from the tables. His gaze followed her across the room until she disappeared through the door for the kitchen staff.

				“Not your usual fare,” Ash murmured beside him.

				Jace broke from his reverie and turned to see that Ash had already finished his dance with Mia. A brief look toward the dance floor told him Gabe had reclaimed Mia and that the two were once more solidly glued together. Mia’s eyes were alight with joy and laughter, and some of his earlier tension eased. She was in good hands. And she was happy.

				“What the hell are you talking about?” Jace said, an edge to his voice.

				“The chick bussing the tables. Saw you checking her out. Hell, you were practically undressing her with your eyes.”

				Jace frowned and remained silent.

				Ash shrugged. “I’m game. She’s hot.”

				“No.”

				The denial came out more emphatic than Jace would have liked. He wasn’t even sure where the emphasis came from or why he was suddenly tense.

				Ash laughed. “Loosen up. It’s been awhile. I’ll go work my charm.”

				“Do not approach her, Ash,” Jace growled.

				But Ash had already sauntered away in the direction of the kitchen, leaving Jace standing there, fingers in tight fists at his sides. How the fuck was he supposed to explain to his best friend, a friend he regularly shared women with, that he didn’t want Ash within a mile of this one?

			

		

	
		
			
				chapter two

				Bethany Willis rubbed her palms down her worn pant legs and briefly closed her eyes, swaying as she stood in front of the basin containing all the empties she’d collected from the ballroom.

				She was tired. So damn tired. And hungry. The best part of this gig—besides the fact it was cash paying—was the food. She was allowed to take leftovers, and judging by the amount of food bustling in and out of this place, there was going to be plenty.

				Rich people always did things in excess. There was no way the number of people invited to this party justified the amount of food and booze being fronted. She mentally shrugged. At least she’d get a decent meal, even if the stuff was too fancy for her palate.

				There’d be enough for Jack too.

				A wave of sadness engulfed her and just as quickly, guilt. She had no business feeling this way because Jack had come back around. He did that. Disappeared for days and then reappeared, usually when he needed a place to crash, a friendly face. Food. Money... Especially money.

				Her chest squeezed because she knew what he did with the money he asked for even as he hated to do so. He never looked her in the eye. Instead he dropped his gaze and he’d say, “Bethy... there’s this thing. I need...” And it was all he’d say. She gave him money because she couldn’t do anything else. But she hated the way he said “Bethy.” Hated that nickname when it had once been one she adored because it had been given to her by someone who cared for her.

				Jack. The only person in the world who’d ever tried to shield her from anything. The only person who’d ever given a damn about her.

				Her brother. Not by blood but in every way else it counted. He was hers just like she was his. How was she supposed to ever turn her back on him?

				She couldn’t. She wouldn’t.

				There was a sound at the side door, the one that opened to the alley where the trash was taken out. She glanced up to see Jack leaning against the frame, his head tilted back so he could glance down the alleyway. That was Jack. Always one eye on escape. He never went into any situation unwary and without his escape route planned.

				“Bethy,” he said in a quiet voice.

				She flinched, knowing why he’d come. She didn’t say anything and instead reached into her pants pocket for the wadded-up bills she’d stuffed there. Half up front. Half when she went off duty for the night. Jack would get this half. The other half would have to feed her until she found another gig, and she didn’t know when that would be.

				Hurrying to where he stood, she pressed the bills into his hand and watched uncomfortably as his gaze skated sideways, not making eye contact with her as he shoved the money into the ripped, torn jeans. His stance was uncomfortable. She knew he hated this. She hated it too.

				“Thank you,” he whispered. “You okay? You got somewhere to sleep tonight?”

				She didn’t, but she wasn’t going to tell him that. So she lied instead. “Yeah.”

				Some of his tension eased and he nodded. “Good. I’m working on it, Bethy. I’ll have a place for both of us soon.”

				She shook her head in denial, knowing it was what he always said, and also knowing it wasn’t going to happen.

				He leaned forward and kissed her forehead. For a long moment, she closed her eyes and imagined different circumstances. But that was pointless. It was what it was and wishing for it to be different was like pissing in the wind.

				“I’ll be checking on you,” he said.

				She nodded. And then, as he started to melt back into the shadows of the alley, she looked up and said, “Be careful, Jack. Please?”

				His smile was just as shadowy as the night. “Always, babe.”

				She watched him go as the knot in her throat grew bigger. Damn it. Rage built but she knew it was also a useless emotion. Her fingers curled and uncurled at her sides and the itch invaded. The need, the craving. She fought it, but it was a hard battle. A victory that wasn’t completely solidified. She hadn’t thought about the pills in a long while, but tonight the need was there, ensconced in hunger and emotional pain.

				The need for oblivion. Just that short window of time when everything felt better and more manageable. When things looked up, even if for a few short hours.

				She couldn’t go back to that. She’d fought too hard to make it out and she’d lost everything in the process. Some might say that would be even more reason to allow herself that slow slide back into the inky past. But she had to be strong. She wasn’t that person any longer.

				“Your boyfriend?”

				The dry question startled her and she whirled around, her heart racing as she took in the man standing across the kitchen staring at her.

				He was one of the richies. A guest at the party. More than just a guest, as Bethany had seen him close to the couple celebrating their engagement. And God, but the man was gorgeous. Smooth. Polished. Like he’d stepped right out of a magazine solely devoted to everything beautiful and wealthy. A world she damn well didn’t belong in.

				He shoved his hands into those expensive slacks and continued to stare at her, his pose indolent and arrogant. His green eyes flicked over her as if judging her, almost as if he were considering whether to deem her worthy. Of what? His notice? It was a ridiculous thought.

				He had blond hair. And she’d never really been attracted to blond men, but his hair wasn’t simply blond. It had at least four different shades, ranging from muddy to wheat and all shades in between. He was so gorgeous that it hurt to look at him.

				“You going to answer me?” he asked mildly.

				Mutely, she shook her head and, to her surprise, he laughed.

				“Is that no you’re not going to answer me, or no he’s not your boyfriend?”

				“He’s not my boyfriend,” she whispered.

				“Thank fuck for that,” he muttered.

				She blinked in complete surprise and then her eyes narrowed as he advanced toward her. Quickly she moved to the side so she wouldn’t be pinned against the door. She couldn’t leave, so running wasn’t an option. She needed the other half of her pay too badly and she wanted that food.

				But just as quickly he closed in on her again, moving into her space until her pulse leapt erratically and she began to eye the alley door, suddenly uncaring whether she’d get paid or not.

				“What’s your name?”

				She glanced up at him. “Uhm, does it matter?”

				He paused a moment, cocked his head to the side and then said, “Yeah. It matters.”

				“Why?” she whispered.

				“Because we’re not in the habit of fucking women we don’t know the name of,” he said bluntly.

				Whoa. There was so much wrong with that statement she didn’t even know where to begin. She put her hand up in automatic defense before he could get any closer.

				“We?” she demanded. “We? What are you talking about? Who the hell is we? And I’m not fucking anyone. You. We. They. No way.”

				“Jace wants you.”

				“Who the fuck is Jace?”

				“And I’ve decided I want you.”

				She barely suppressed her snarl of rage. Barely. She grit her teeth and then went on the attack.

				“I am not putting up with sexual harassment on the job. I’m filing a complaint and then I’m out of here.”

				To her further surprise, he merely grinned and then reached out to touch her cheek.

				“Cool your jets, sweetheart. I’m not harassing. I’m propositioning. Big difference.”

				“Maybe in your book,” she pointed out.

				He shrugged like he didn’t particularly care if she agreed.

				“Who the hell is Jace?” she repeated. “And who are you? You don’t proposition a woman without giving your name. And you have problems not knowing a woman’s name before going to bed with her? What is wrong with you? You didn’t even introduce yourself.”

				He laughed again and it was a warm hum that felt so good she wanted to hang on to it forever. It was a carefree sound and she bitterly resented it, was so jealous she wanted to burn with envy. This was a man who had no problems. Had no cares—except who he wanted to go to bed with next.

				“My name is Ash. Jace is my best friend.”

				“I’m Bethany,” she said reluctantly. Then her eyes narrowed. “And you both ‘want’ me?”

				He nodded. “Yeah. Not so unusual. We share women. A lot. Threesomes. You ever had one? Because if not, I guarantee we’ll make it an experience you won’t forget.”

				Her nostrils flared. “Yeah. I have. Nothing special.”

				Something flickered in his eyes. She could tell she’d surprised him but oh well. He should expect to have it handed back to him when he made outrageous propositions like this.

				“Then maybe you’re fucking the wrong men.”

				Her eyes went wide at that because what could she possibly say in response? There was no doubt she’d made a habit of fucking the wrong men. No earth-shattering discovery there.

				“Ash.”

				The sound was explosive in the confined area of the kitchen and Bethany jerked her head up to see another man standing in the doorway, his brooding, dark gaze scorching the flesh right off Ash’s bones. Ash didn’t seem overly bothered that this guy was obviously pissed.

				Bethany was.

				This guy was the one she’d caught watching her when she’d ventured out to bus the tables. Twice. She’d felt his gaze on her. Burning a path over her skin until she’d shivered with the intensity. Where Ash was lighter, carefree, that whole package of wealthy and I know it and I don’t gotta do nothing except what I wanna, this man was... He was Ash’s polar opposite.

				Intense wasn’t the right word. It didn’t even come close to describing him. He looked like a complete badass, and she knew badasses. She had plenty of experience with men on the street and from the streets, and she had the sudden thought that she’d rather take her chances with the devil she knew rather than this man staring holes through her.

				Dark eyes, dark hair. Really great hair. It was mussed and unruly and longish. A lock fell over his forehead and she imagined him pushing it impatiently back without care over whether it messed it up more. It hung down his collar, giving him an untamed, wild look that probably made women want to try to tame him. Tanned skin. Not the fake tan some of the metrosexual pretty boys went for. There was a ruggedness to him even as he screamed wealth and polish like Ash did. It was just a different kind of polish.

				Where Ash wore his wealth like a skin, like he’d always known it, this other guy looked like he’d accumulated his wealth later in life and wasn’t yet as comfortable in it as Ash was.

				It was a ridiculous assessment, but there it was. There was something dangerous about this other man. Something that made her stand up and take notice.

				“Jace,” Ash returned mildly. “Meet Bethany.”

				Oh shit. Shit. Shit. Shit.

				This was the threesome guy? Ash’s best friend? A man involved in the outrageous proposition Ash had just given her?

				Jace’s lips tightened and he stalked forward. Bethany instinctively backed away.

				“You’re scaring her,” Ash said, a reprimand in his tone.

				To Bethany’s surprise, Jace pulled up short, but he was still glaring holes in Ash. At least it wasn’t her he was glaring at.

				“I told you not to do this,” Jace said in a quiet, angry voice.

				“Yeah, well, I didn’t listen.”

				Bethany was utterly confused. But then Jace turned to her and there was something in his gaze that caught her breath.

				Interest.

				Not just a look like a man gave a woman when he wanted to fuck her. It was something different and she couldn’t put her finger on it. But then, he’d watched her all night. She knew that because she’d watched him too.

				“I’m sorry,” Jace began.

				“Does this offer come with dinner?” she blurted.

				She was instantly mortified, but she also knew in that one moment when he looked at her, that she didn’t want him to walk away. Not tonight. Tonight, she wanted one night in the sun. Where it was warm and bad things didn’t happen. She wanted one night to forget her life, Jack and all the problems that came with both.

				This man could give her that. She was absolutely positive on that count. And if he came with Ash, she’d just have to take that too.

				She did not want to walk out of this hotel into the cold and back to what awaited her.

				“What?”

				Jace stared at her like she’d grown two heads. His brows drew together and his gaze became even more piercing, like he was peeling her from the inside out.

				She gestured toward Ash. “He said you two wanted a threesome. I’m asking if the offer comes with dinner.”

				“Well, yeah,” Ash said, his tone suggesting he was insulted.

				“Okay then,” she said before she could change her mind.

				She knew it was stupid. She knew it was one of the most stupid things she’d ever done, but she wasn’t going back.

				“I have to finish here first,” she said while Jace just stood there, silent and brooding, his gaze never leaving her even once. Not to look at Ash. Not to look away. Fixed on her.

				“No you don’t,” Ash said. “You can cut out at any time.”

				She shook her head. “I get the second half of my pay when I’m done. I have to finish.”

				“Party’s about to break up. Gabe’s not going to remain out on a fucking dance floor when what he really wants is Mia at home in his bed,” Ash said. “I’ll cover your second half.”

				Bethany went cold and she took a step back, ice forming over her face. Then she shook her head. “I changed my mind.”

				“What the fuck?” Ash demanded.

				And still Jace stood there. Silent and forbidding, watching her the entire time. It was unnerving and suddenly that alley door was looking better all the time.

				“I’m not for sale,” she said in a low voice. “I get that I asked for dinner. I shouldn’t have. You were offering sex. But I won’t be paid for it.”

				Pain crept over her. Distant memories, not ebbing. Choices. Consequences. It all drifted together until it was a murky, impenetrable darkness surrounding her. One day. Just one day in the sun. But the sun wasn’t for her. It never had been.

				A low, muttered curse tore from Jace’s lips. The first sound he’d made in forever. Then that mouth tightened. He was pissed.

				His gaze skated sideways at Ash and it was then she realized he was pissed at Ash. Really pissed.

				“I told you not to do this,” Jace ground out. “Fuck it, man. You should have listened to me.”

				This was getting worse. Evidently Ash wanted some action. Jace did not. Ash wanted to approach her. Jace did not. Could this get any more humiliating?

				“I’ve got to get back to work,” she said, hastily backing away until her escape route to the door leading back into the ballroom was secure.

				And just as quickly, Jace was there, sliding over, a barrier to her freedom. He was so close she could smell him, could feel his heat wrapping around her and it felt so damn good that she wanted to do something really stupid and lean into him. Just so she could feel it brush over her skin.

				Then his fingers slid underneath her chin, a touch so gentle she couldn’t help but respond, lifting with him so that her gaze met his.

				“You finish work. We’ll wait. Then we’ll have dinner. Anything in particular you like? And do you want to go out or eat in the hotel room?”

				The questions were softly worded. They sounded intimate. He never looked at Ash once. His stare was solidly fixed on her and she was too mesmerized to look away. And she promptly forgot that she’d changed her mind about sleeping with them.

				Jerking herself from the intensity of the moment, she glanced down, taking in her clothing. There was no going home and changing. No home. No clothes. Certainly nothing she could wear to any place these two would set foot in.

				She cleared her throat. “Hotel is fine, and I don’t care. If it’s hot and tastes good, I’ll eat it. Nothing too fancy. In fact, what I really want is a burger. And fries.”

				She’d kill for both right now.

				“And orange juice,” she finished in a rush.

				Amusement glimmered on Ash’s lips but Jace was still utterly serious.

				“Hamburger. Fries. Orange juice. I think I can handle that,” Jace said. Then he checked his watch. “People will be cleared out in fifteen. How much time you need to finish?”

				She blinked. “Uh, not everyone will clear out in fifteen minutes. I mean even if the guests of honor leave, people always hang out afterward. Especially when there’s food and drink.”

				He cut her off before she could say more.

				“Fifteen minutes, Bethany. They’ll be gone.”

				It was a promise. It wasn’t speculation on his part.

				“How much time you need?” he asked impatiently.

				“Thirty minutes maybe?” she guessed.

				He touched her again, his fingers gliding over her cheek and up to her temple, where he toyed with loose tendrils that had fallen from her clip.

				“Then we’ll see you in thirty minutes.”

			

		

	
		
			
				chapter three

				Twenty-five minutes was how much time it took for her to realize she was out of her mind. Twenty-five minutes to know she’d made a huge mistake.

				Bethany washed her hands and then checked her pocket again to feel the folded bills. The kitchen had died down and most of the staff had left except for those remaining behind on clean-up duty. That wasn’t her gig, thankfully. Her job was done.

				She hesitated as she glanced between the door leading to the alley and the door that led back to Ash and Jace.

				Jace hadn’t lied. The ballroom had cleared in fifteen minutes. She wasn’t sure how he’d managed to pull that one off, but then he seemed the type of man who always got what he wanted.

				Now all that was between her and a night of hot sex and good food was that door.

				The door to the alley swung open as one of the guys hauled a sack of garbage out to the trash bin. A rush of cold air blew in, penetrating Bethany to the bone. She shivered as chill bumps raced across her arms.

				That was her other option. Cold. Loneliness. Another night of uncertainty.

				Put that way, door number two seemed like the only logical choice.

				She pushed off the edge of the counter she was leaning against and walked toward the exit. As she reached it, she took in a deep breath and let herself out.

				Jace stood there waiting, hands in his pockets, leaning one shoulder against the wall. His gaze found her and penetrated as swiftly as the cold air had a moment earlier. Only this time, instead of a bone-deep chill, heat spread like wildfire through her veins.

				“You ready?”

				Even before she responded, he moved, pushing off the wall and then he was next to her, his hand sliding around her nape, his thumb brushing over the soft skin right at her hairline.

				Damn but the man’s touch was lethal.

				“Ash is in the room taking care of dinner.”

				She glanced up at Jace, for the first time directly meeting his gaze. “So we’re staying here?”

				A smile twitched the corners of his mouth. “I own the hotel. Seems as good a place as any to stay for the night.”

				He owned the hotel. Okay, not that she didn’t know he and Ash were stratospherically out of her league, but hearing those words, I own the hotel, just reinforced that she should have chosen the cold over temporary warmth.

				“Obviously I didn’t prepare for this,” she murmured as they headed toward the elevators. “I don’t have any clothes or... stuff.”

				She wanted to laugh because the entire conversation was absurd. Even if she’d known, she wouldn’t have been prepared because she didn’t have stuff. She had nothing except the hope of the next day being better than the last.

				Again, Jace’s mouth twitched and his eyes gleamed as he ushered her into the waiting elevator.

				“You won’t need clothes. Or... stuff.”

				Her hands trembled and her knees shook. This was her last chance to back out. He leaned forward to punch the button to the top floor. The door was still open. It would be easy to walk out, say she’d changed her mind and slip into the cold night, embracing what was real.

				Jace suddenly looked at her, his gaze seeking, almost as if she’d broadcast her thoughts in real time. He stared at her a long moment, his finger pressed against the button to the floor. When she made no move, he straightened and leaned against the far wall, still studying her as the doors closed.

				“You’re nervous,” he said, still staring at her.

				She gave him a duh look and he smiled again. He had a killer smile. It wasn’t easy and charming like Ash’s. Smiling seemed to come natural to Ash, like it was in his makeup to be this easygoing, flirtatious guy who women fell all over themselves for. Bethany didn’t get the impression that Jace was much of a smiler. He seemed way more serious than Ash. And if she was honest, that brooding, badass persona hit every single one of her buttons. Because this was a man she’d feel safe with for the night. He was a man a woman felt very secure around.

				“Nothing to be nervous about,” he murmured as the elevator stopped.

				As she started to step off, he put his arm out to stop her and then he pulled her into his arms. She landed against his chest and his head was angled so their mouths were close. So close she could feel the harsh exhalation of his breath.

				“Bethany, there’s nothing to be nervous about,” he said again, that mouth hovering so temptingly over hers.

				He trailed a finger down her cheek to the corner of her mouth just as the elevator started to squawk because the doors had been left open for so long. He ignored it, focused on her, watching and absorbing like he could reach into her thoughts. Or like he wanted to, at least.

				“I’m okay,” she whispered.

				And then he smiled. Really smiled. Not one of those twitch movements where it looked like he was about to smile or that he was fighting it. A full-on, teeth-flashing smile. And man, did he have beautiful teeth. Perfectly straight. Ultrawhite. Million-dollar smile. But then, everything about him was aces... right down to his shoes.

				So far out of her league. So far it wasn’t even funny.

				Visions of Pretty Woman danced in her head. Cinderella. A one-night fairy tale. Only she knew better than to ever dream of happy endings. Fairy tales were nice to read. They were nice to think about. But they weren’t remotely realistic. Fairy tales didn’t happen to girls like Bethany.

				So she’d take her one night and tomorrow she’d go back to doing what she did best. Living one day at a time, taking it as it came. Surviving.

				He gestured for her to proceed from the elevator, and as soon as she stepped out, he fell into step beside her, his arm wrapping securely around her waist. It felt good. Too good. It was too easy to get all wrapped up in the fantasy. This man didn’t give a damn about her. He wanted to get laid. She wanted warmth and food and a means of forgetting her shitty existence. That was an arrangement she could deal with.

				A moment later, he opened the door to a sprawling suite. She hesitated just inside the door as she saw Ash setting out plates of food onto the polished dining table. There were three places set and it was obvious she was in between them. Her glass of orange juice was sitting by a plate with a burger and fries and on either side were plates with steaks.

				The smell wafted to her and her stomach immediately clenched. She was starving and she’d never smelled anything so good in her life.

				Ash turned and gave her that lazy smile, his eyes glowing with charm.

				“You ready to eat?” Ash asked.

				Oh yeah. She was ready to eat. It was all she could do to calmly nod and not throw herself at the table and start tearing into that burger.

				Jace put his hand to her back and guided her toward the table. Clenching her fingers to disguise the shaking, she took her seat and then pushed up to the table and the delectable plate sitting before her. Still, she picked up the glass in a casual manner, like she wasn’t starving and could hardly wait to dig into her food. She sipped at the juice but put it back when it hit her empty stomach hard.

				Maybe food first was a better option.

				Burger, fries and even orange juice was a luxury—one she was going to enjoy every second of.

				As Jace and Ash took their seats on either side of her, she nabbed a fry, dragged it through the little container of ketchup sitting next to her plate and then slipped it into her mouth.

				“You sure you don’t want some steak?” Ash asked, nodding downward at his plate.

				As she stared at the succulent piece of beef on his plate, her mouth watered. And the smell. God that delicious smell was killing her.

				“Uhm,” she began.

				Without another word, Ash cut a section of his steak and then forked it onto her plate. It was a little pinker than she liked, but what did she care? It didn’t even matter to her what it tasted like. It was food.

				“Thanks,” she murmured.

				She was aware of Jace’s gaze the entire time she ate and so she very carefully restrained herself, making sure she took her time and didn’t seem too eager. She chewed each bite carefully. Sipped at her juice and was grateful when she finished that Ash produced more.

				She wanted to eat all of it, but her stomach rebelled. She had gone too long without enough and she was used to surviving on far less. Her stomach refused to take another bite when she was barely half done with the burger and only a few bites into the steak.

				“You aren’t eating much,” Jace observed when she pushed her plate back.

				“I snacked on party food earlier,” she lied. “It was really great, though. Thank you.”

				He studied her a long moment and she fidgeted uncomfortably. He didn’t look as though he believed her, but he didn’t push the issue. And why should he care if she ate or not? She was here because they wanted sex. They wanted to scratch an itch, though why with her, she’d never comprehend. She highly doubted they had any problem getting any woman they wanted in bed, which meant they could be as choosy as they damn well wanted to be.

				“Few things you should know,” Ash spoke up.

				Her gaze drifted to his and he’d lost that playful, flirty look. His eyes were serious. Brimming with hotness that took her breath away. In that moment he looked just like Jace did. A hell of a lot more brooding and... badass. Which was kind of weird considering the word badass would have never come up in one of her descriptions of Ash.

				“We call the shots in the bedroom. What we say goes. We’ll take care of you. We’ll see to your needs. We’ll make damn sure it’s good for you. But we’re in control. If you have a problem with that, you need to say so now before we get into this.”

				A heady thrill rolled right through her body. Was he kidding? She fought her overpowering response to his statement and forced herself to be smart about this. Yeah, being taken care of for the night was not a turn-off. Giving up power and control for one night where she didn’t have to think, didn’t have to do, didn’t have to do anything but feel? Not a deterrent.

				But she needed to know exactly what this kind of a deal entailed and how deep their kink ran.

				“I think that depends on what you want,” she said in a low voice. “I’m not into anything that even comes close to playing with my life.”

				Jace’s brow furrowed and he shot Ash a quelling look. “You’ve scared the shit out of her now, man. I told you to chill and let me handle this.”

				“She deserves to know what she’s getting into,” Ash said calmly. “I didn’t lie to her and I won’t mislead her.”

				“Appreciate that,” Bethany said dryly.

				Jace reached for her hand, curling his fingers around hers. It was... sweet. And strangely not in keeping with his badass look and those brooding stares he’d sent her way. This was a guy she would have expected Ash’s speech to come from. For him to lay down the law to her and tell her it was his way or the highway.

				“We won’t hurt you, Bethany. What Ash means is that we like control. We like... submission. Not saying tonight has to be all about that. Just shooting you straight.”

				“I get it,” she said softly.

				“And?” Jace prompted.

				“And what?”

				“You good with that? Can you handle it?”

				She took a deep breath and nodded. “I’m good with it.”

				“Thank fuck,” Ash muttered. “Now if we’re done with all the talking, can we get to the naked part?”

				“Ash.”

				Jace said his friend’s name like a warning. Then he turned back to Bethany, his hand still snugly circled around hers.

				“Go into the bedroom. You can use the bathroom to get comfortable, do whatever you need to do. Undress and wait for us on the bed.”

				The soft words whispered over her skin, making her entire body hum with arousal. The man was positively lethal.

				Wordlessly, she found herself obeying his soft command and rising from her chair. Her hand slipped from his as she backed away and then she turned, tearing her gaze from his as she walked toward the bedroom.

			

		

	
		
			
				chapter four

				She was sitting in the middle of the bed, naked, the sheets in a whirl around her, bunched as she pulled them to cover her nudity. Jace was the first to enter, his gaze immediately finding her. Ash followed behind, his fingers already going to the buttons on his shirt.

				Even as Ash was undressing, making no bones of what he wanted, her gaze was riveted on Jace. Locked to him in a silent reverie that was unbreakable. His nostrils flared and his jaw flexed and clenched. There was a near-naked gorgeous man in the room and all she could do was stare at the fully clothed one, waiting and wanting so badly she hurt.

				“Let go of the sheet,” he said in a soft voice. “I want to see you.”

				It was soft, but no less of a command, one that sent a shiver over her skin. Carefully, she let the sheet slide from nervous fingers. It glided down her body to gather at her waist, baring her breasts to his piercing stare.

				“Up on your knees,” he said. “Push the sheets aside. I want to see all of you.”

				If she were smart, she’d fear this man. This situation. It had been an impulsive decision borne of desolation and a need for a temporary reprieve from her reality. No one knew she was here, at the mercy of these two men. No one cared. No one would worry if she simply disappeared. Except Jack. And how would he know? She hadn’t told him anything other than she had a place to stay tonight, and at the time it had been a lie.

				“Second thoughts?”

				She glanced up to see Jace studying her intently, his expression indecipherable. Her gaze skated sideways to where Ash stood, naked, gorgeous, his erection jutting forward. When she peeked back at Jace, he frowned as though he didn’t like her looking away from him.

				Her mouth dry, she licked her lips and then she shook her head. “No.”

				It was another lie. She’d had plenty of second and third thoughts but she kept coming back to the fact that tonight she wanted the oblivion found in a different kind of drug. She wanted to be warm. To know a moment’s peace. Was it too much to ask?

				Jace started toward the bed as she levered up to her knees, allowing the sheets to fall completely from her body. When he reached the edge, he reached for her and then hauled her into his arms, his mouth descending in a fiery rush over hers.

				She closed her eyes and surrendered, melting into his strong arms. The air crackled around them. Their desire was a living, breathing entity that swelled to enormous proportions.

				His tongue pushed in, soft and velvet, warm over hers. Soul-deep comfort. His hands skimmed down her arms, gripping her tighter and then pulling her even closer as the heated sounds of their kisses rose and filled her ears.

				And then Ash was there, momentarily pulling her attention from the moment. His hands slid over her bare back and the bed dipped as he moved in behind her. She tensed against Jace and then Ash’s warm mouth pressed to the curve of her neck and she relaxed. He was going slow, not overwhelming her. He seemed content to allow Jace to take the lead.

				Jace pulled away, and her mouth tingled from his rough possession. He stared down at her, his dark eyes scorching over her skin. Her breath caught and held. She stared back, her chest tight with anticipation.

				Ash’s hands skimmed over her shoulders, his mouth at her neck, but she only had eyes for Jace as she waited for the moment he staked his claim. She wanted his hands on her body. His mouth on her skin. Him inside her, covering her. He was a man who would always make a woman in his care feel safe, and she was a woman who wanted to feel safe.

				As Ash’s hands slid down her arms and then more firmly back up to grasp her shoulders once more, Jace began to unfasten the buttons of his shirt. Ash pulled her back against his chest, cradling her against his body as Jace slipped out of his clothing.

				Awareness simmered low in her belly as Ash’s heat surrounded her. His palms slid up her belly to cup her breasts. He lifted and weighed the slight swells in his hands and then he brushed his thumbs over her nipples, causing them to go instantly and achingly erect.

				She sucked in her breath when Jace’s pants hit the floor and he stood in front of her in only a pair of black boxer briefs. They were tight, encasing muscular thighs and very clearly outlining the rigid length of his erection.

				The man was beautiful in a scary, oh-my-God way she’d never experienced. Light and dark. Ash and Jace. Two completely different personalities.

				Jace was intensely brooding, his gaze devouring her as he reached for the waistband of his briefs. She forgot to breathe. Forgot Ash’s sensual assault on her breasts. Jace’s cock surged from his underwear and strained upward, thick and pulsing.

				Jace stepped forward, leaned down and roughly hauled her from Ash’s grasp and into his arms. She landed against him, his skin a shock against hers. Her knees barely brushed the mattress as he held her for his kiss. His arms wrapped securely around her, one hand splayed possessively over her ass and the other between her shoulder blades.

				Her breasts were crushed against the hard wall of his chest, and she promptly forgot all about Ash’s hands, which had so gently caressed and teased her nipples. Her entire body was on fire. This was... insane. It transcended simple lust or need. She knew nothing about this man and yet she knew she needed him like she’d never needed anything in the past.

				“Her pussy is mine.”

				Bethany blinked as she heard the low growl tear from Jace’s throat. His words were bald in the silence and then Ash’s chuckle skittered through her ears.

				“Not like you to be so selfish, man,” Ash said, amusement still evident in his voice. “But I can deal. Her mouth is sweet and I bet her ass is even sweeter.”

				Jace shifted and power coiled tautly through his arms. She almost expected him to toss her down and fuck her brains out, but his touch was exquisitely gentle as he lowered her to the bed. There was a reverence in his hold that mystified her.

				Her back met the mattress and then his hands slid over her body, caressing and touching as if he couldn’t help himself. His palms glided over her breasts and then to her belly and finally to her hips. He positioned her so her ass was right at the edge of the bed and her legs dangled over.

				To her utter shock, he knelt on the carpeted floor between her thighs. Her breath hiccupped and tore violently from her throat as he lowered his mouth.

				Oh God.

				“Going to taste that sweet pussy,” he breathed out.

				When his tongue touched her clit, her entire body spasmed. Using his fingers to spread her farther, he licked her again and she shuddered as pleasure rolled through her body.

				Ash feathered a hand over her jaw, turning her toward him. Her lips met the tip of his cock, and she hesitated.

				“Open up, sweetheart,” Ash said.

				Though it was prettily rendered, it was not a request. There was nothing remotely cajoling in his voice. It was a command and one she didn’t think to refuse. Her lips parted and he fit his cock to her mouth, easing inward as he put one hand to her head to hold her in place.

				“That’s it. Suck it,” Ash said as he pushed farther in.

				His quiet groan hovered and his fingers tightened against her scalp. She closed her eyes, allowing Ash to dictate the pace. It was fine because she lacked the concentration to be in control. Jace was destroying her with his mouth. His wicked, beautiful mouth and tongue.

				Jace wasn’t at all tentative. He stroked his tongue over her clit and then down to her entrance and pushed inward, sucking and licking like she was a delicious treat. Ash leaned up and over her, angling himself into a more dominant position, so she had no choice but to take his cock as deep as he wanted her to take it.

				And then Jace’s mouth left her for the briefest moment. “Don’t hurt her, Ash.”

				Ash immediately stilled. Tension she could feel rolled off his body. He stiffened and withdrew and she could see him turn in Jace’s direction, his expression one of fury.

				“When have I ever hurt a woman, Jace?”

				There was a lot in his voice. Pissed off, surly alpha male rising to the surface. Gone was his playful, flirty demeanor and in its place was something altogether different.

				“Jesus, what the fuck, man? Really? You’d say that kind of shit? What the hell are you thinking?”

				Bethany tried to sit up, suddenly wanting to not be between these two men. But Jace put a gentle but firm hand on her belly and held her down. He didn’t even look at her, but kept his hand there, a silent order for her to stay put.

				“It was just a warning,” Jace said in a quiet voice. “I don’t want to overwhelm her.”

				Ash was silent as the two men stared hard at each other. Ash’s lips curled and then he seemed to read something in Jace’s gaze that made him back down. Ash’s eyes went blank and then he lowered his mouth to Bethany’s, kissing her in a manner clearly meant to comfort and reassure.

				“I won’t hurt you,” he whispered against her mouth.

				“I know,” she whispered back. And she did. Because Jace wouldn’t let him.

				“Hands and knees,” Jace said, interrupting the brief tenderness between her and Ash.

				She glanced down to see the intensity in Jace’s gaze and she shivered all over again.

				Even as she went to turn, Jace was there, his hands against her skin as he helped her to her hands and knees. As soon as she was in position, Jace pressed a kiss to the small of her back.

				“Have to get a condom, baby.”

				And then he left her and cool air brushed over her skin, eliciting a wake of chill bumps.

				Ash delved his fingers into her hair, brushing the strands back in repeated, gentle motions as he positioned himself in front of her. Up on his knees, he angled his cock to slide it back into her mouth. He kept one hand in her hair and with the other, he caressed her cheek and jaw, petting and coaxing her as he inched his way past her lips.

				His scent filled her nostrils as his taste filled her mouth.

				And then Jace was back, his hands covering and caressing her ass. He kissed the small of her back again and then let his tongue slide up her spine. She shivered to her toes and closed her eyes as Ash thrust deeper into her mouth.

				She wanted Jace inside her. Needed it. Wanted him filling her over and over, pushing away the darkness, warming her from the inside out.

				Finally, Jace cupped one hand over her ass and, with his other hand, guided his cock to her entrance. He rubbed the condom-covered tip from the mouth of her pussy down over her clit and then up again to glide through her wetness. He was testing, ensuring she was ready. She fidgeted and then gasped out a please around Ash’s cock.

				Jace went still. So still that for a moment she thought she’d done wrong. And then he pushed inward. His hand tightened on her ass and she realized what his restraint was costing him. He seemed so afraid of hurting her. Did she seem so fragile to him? What had he seen in her eyes that would make him all but insult his best friend and make him treat her so reverently?

				“Beautiful,” Ash murmured as he stroked inside her mouth again.

				“Beautiful,” Jace echoed.

				Jace pushed in to maximum depth, his balls straining against her mound. Then he held himself there, his hands sliding over her back, eliciting strong shivers from her very core. She closed her eyes, loving the sensation of being filled, so full she stretched around his erection. Each movement through hypersensitive tissues made her twitch and quiver.

				He withdrew and then rocked forward again, slow and sensual, utterly controlled. She didn’t want control. She wanted him to lose it. To bury himself hard and fierce. She wanted to get lost, immerse herself so deeply in the experience that she thought of nothing else but the breathtaking pleasure she knew they would give her.

				She pushed back against Jace, her mouth sliding over Ash’s rigid penis, his taste rough, masculine on her tongue.

				Jace smacked his hand over her ass, startling her, but the sensation wrenched a groan from her mouth, vibrating over Ash’s cock.

				“Patience, baby,” Jace murmured. “Want to make this good. You’re so fucking sweet. Don’t want it to be over too quickly.”

				“Fucking hell,” Ash moaned when her tongue swirled around the mushroom head of his cock. “Not going to last this way. Her mouth is like silk.”

				She smiled, suddenly confident in her ability to make them as crazy as they were making her.

				“Sweetheart, you keep working that mouth around my dick the way you are, I’m going to come all over that tongue, and like Jace said, definitely don’t want this over with too quickly. Want to fuck that mouth for as long as possible.”

				Jace’s hands tightened on her ass. His entire body went tense but she knew it wasn’t from impending release. He seemed... agitated. Every time Ash spoke, Jace went rigid. Almost like he wanted to forget the other man was present. How weird was that? It was obvious from the way Ash had spoken that this was not an unusual practice for them. She briefly wondered if they swung both ways, but they’d kept a careful distance from each other. There’d been nothing to hint that they were remotely attracted to each other. Now her? They were definitely attracted—at least physically—to her.

				Jace resumed his careful thrusts, his cock growing larger with every push. He seemed near to exploding and she wondered if she would even be able to accommodate him if he got any bigger. But the sensation of so much cock stuffed into her pussy was amazing.

				He withdrew, dragging the head of his cock to the mouth of her pussy then pulled out even more until the tip barely rimmed her opening. Then he shoved in, quick, hard, hot.

				She gasped and her entire body spasmed. She shook uncontrollably, her hands suddenly weak and unable to support her. Her arms folded and Ash caught her, going down to a sitting position so her mouth was still solidly around his erection. He caressed her hair, one hand on her chin, the other stroking through her tresses. It was... nice. They seemed so caring, which was stupid of her to even think. They didn’t give a shit about her. She was just pussy to them. A piece of ass.

				“Didn’t say you couldn’t come, sweetheart,” Ash said gruffly. “Just that Jace and I want to last a little longer. You’ll come again. I guarantee that. Don’t hold back. I want that mouth working around my dick while you come and Jace wants that pussy to grip him like a fist.”

				“Ash... Shut up,” Jace growled.

				Ash went silent, but her body coiled, seemingly released by Ash’s husky words. Her orgasm rose, like flame to dry wood, crackling and blazing out of control. She couldn’t stay still. Ash’s hand tightened at her chin when she threatened to let his cock fall from her mouth. He pushed in deeper, seeking depth as she pushed back frantically against Jace.

				“Please,” she gasped out around Ash’s cock. “Harder, Jace. I need it harder. Please.”

				“Fucking hell, Jace. Give it to her,” Ash said in a strained voice.

				Jace’s big hands spread out over her back, stroking reverently before sliding down to cup her ass in a deliciously possessive grip. He began to thrust hard. Rapid. Stroking deep, the friction so utterly delicious that the room began to spin around her.

				She closed her eyes and sucked Ash deeper, her mouth tightening. Her entire body shook with the force of Jace’s possession. The pressure was exquisitely unbearable. The rush began low in her belly, coming from the very heart of her, tightening viciously, coiling, snapping like a whip, spreading like wildfire.

				“Goddamn!” Ash groaned. “Fuck it all, I’m going to come.”

				Just as her own orgasm flashed, a spark that quickly became a full-on explosion, the first jet of hot semen hit the back of her throat. She cried out but the sound was quickly muffled when Ash thrust upward, her lips brushing against the wiry hairs at his groin.

				She writhed uncontrollably and she heard Jace’s muttered curse. His hands tightened on her ass until she knew she’d wear marks from his fingers. Faster, wetter, the slick sounds of his cock diving through her pussy loud in the silence.

				She swallowed the hot liquid spurting from Ash’s cock and some spilled over her lips. Then he carefully lifted her head and eased himself from her mouth. He gently laid her head down so her cheek rested against the mattress and he continued to stroke her hair, his fingers soft and caressing against her head, while Jace continued his relentless assault on her senses.

				Jace powered into her, picking up speed, his hips slamming against her ass. She closed her eyes and lay there, limp, utterly sated, delighting in the aftershocks of her orgasm as Jace continued to thrust.

				And then he went rigid against her ass, burying himself deep and holding himself while his body jerked and spasmed. His body came down over hers, blanketing her back with his warmth. He pressed a tender kiss to her shoulder. It was... nice. So very gentle. Loving.

				“Did not intend for that to happen so fast,” Jace murmured against her skin. “But fuck, baby, you’re so goddamn sweet.”

				His words hit her, warming her more than their touch, her orgasm. Settling into her heart, spreading feelings she’d be better off not examining. Sex was not a new experience for her. Meaningless sex was definitely something she’d become adept at in her days of mindless coping and searching for answers she had no place searching for. But this...

				She had to put an end to this stupid thought process. This meant nothing. No different from the other strings of meaningless, mind-numbing sex. For her to think any differently was just opening herself up to pain and misery.

				Ash lowered his head, his lips feathering across her cheek. “I’ll get you something to drink. Want more OJ?”

				“Yeah,” she said in a dreamy voice, still reveling in the feel of Jace inside her, his heat surrounding her and his hard body cupped so protectively over hers.

				Ash moved away from the bed and when he was gone, Jace kissed her shoulder again. Then to her dismay, he lifted himself up and eased out of her. A whimper of protest she did not mean to escape fluttered past her lips.

				“Have to dispose of the condom, baby,” he whispered. “I’ll be right back.”

				She was instantly cold the minute his warmth left her. Cold on the inside. She slid down to her belly, sprawled over the bed, unsure of what was supposed to happen next. Did she get up and leave? Did they expect her to sleep over? In the past, she’d known the score. This was totally out of her scope of experience. Besides, she had nowhere to go from here. Just back into the cold. She didn’t want this night to end. Sadness gripped her. She should have never agreed to this. While it had been a temporary reprieve and a welcome change from the loneliness that was her life, she knew it would just suck all the more when she was forced to leave.

				Jace crawled back on the bed and she lifted her head, fearful of what she’d see. She opened
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