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The old oak door groaned like it remembered every fight ever thrown in its shadow. Sable Quinn shoved it open with her shoulder, the resistance familiar, almost personal. It didn’t just creak—it accused.

The Rusty Anchor had closed for the funeral and never reopened. No last call, no cleanup—just silence, sealed tight like grief packed in a box no one dared to open. It had waited in the dark, untouched and unbothered, like it knew the world outside wasn’t ready to face what lingered inside. Now, as the door gave way, it exhaled its usual cocktail of stale beer, varnish, and something older—salt and regret. But tonight, it felt different. Hungrier. Like the walls had been waiting for her return, nursing old grudges in the silence.

Dust motes drifted in the amber light slicing through the blinds, slow and deliberate, like they had nowhere else to be. The bar was quiet, but not empty. It held its history in the bones of the place—scarred mahogany, sticky floors, and the faint echo of jukebox ballads long since drowned in whiskey.

They’d all been gone. The Anchor—her uncle’s bar—had shuttered after the funeral, after the paperwork, after the kind of grief that doesn’t scream but unravels you quietly. Her name was probably still on the schedule, smudged in pencil. Lucian’s. Kellan’s too. They’d all worked there once, before everything cracked. But today wasn’t about clocking in. Today was about deciding if she could forgive her uncle. Or herself. And maybe—if she was honest—about seeing what else might still be waiting in the wreckage. Not just the bar, but the people. The men. The choices she hadn’t made, the ones she’d made too late.

Lucian was behind the counter, stacking glasses with the kind of grace that came from muscle memory and a thousand shifts. His shirt clung to him in the heat, cotton thin enough to show the flex of his back. She knew that back—had leaned into it on colder nights, traced the curve of his spine when words failed. He was hers, mostly. The kind of man who didn’t say much but showed up when it counted.

Kellan emerged from the storeroom, hauling a crate of whiskey like it owed him something. His gaze caught hers—lingered, as always. It was the kind of look that remembered too much and promised nothing. Kellan had been part of the furniture long before she ever kissed Lucian behind the Anchor’s walk-in freezer—Lucian’s best friend since high school. And she’d always known—always felt—that Kellan carried something for her. Not love, not exactly. More like a quiet ache she’d chosen to ignore. A crush that never asked permission—and never got it.

She’d ignored it. Let it drift in the background like old smoke. Because acknowledging it meant choosing, and she’d already made her choice. Mostly.

They think I’m rebuilding this place. Truth is, I’m testing it. Seeing what cracks first—the walls, the men, or me.

Lucian wiped his brow and called out, “Almost done with inventory.” 

Kellan leaned against the jukebox, watching her like he was waiting for a signal. His voice dropped low, rough with something like respect—or maybe a warning. “Funny thing—she might just outlast us all.”

Twilight crept in, painting the bar in long shadows. Sable stretched her aching back, the day’s weight settling into her spine. Lucian pressed a cold beer into her hand, his thumb brushing her wrist—gentle, deliberate. “You’re pushing too hard, love.”

She didn’t answer. She just drank.

Kellan crossed the room, boots scuffing the fresh varnish. He stopped inches from her, heat radiating off him like a challenge. Lucian stayed behind the counter, watching. The triangle held.

“Luce,” Kellan murmured, eyes locked on hers, “remember that bet? About who’d crack first?”

Sable felt the words strike like a match too close to skin. That bet—she’d overheard it once, whispered low with clinking glasses and careless laughter that never expected consequences. She’d heard it. But she’d let it slide, let it simmer, because part of her wanted to see how far they’d go. How far she’d let them.

Crack first. She wasn’t sure anymore—was she the prize they gambled for, or the fuse they lit just for fun?

Lucian’s laugh scraped the air, rough and sudden. “Guess it’s payday.”

Her breath caught. The jukebox hummed. The room held its breath with her.

Kellan’s hand found her hip, fingers curling with the kind of certainty that didn’t ask permission.

This place was supposed to be mine. But they’re in it now—woven into the walls, the rhythm, the risk. And I’m not sure I want to shake them loose.

“Damn right,” Kellan said, like the bet had never been about money.

The jukebox flickered, casting blue light across Kellan’s jawline. He tilted Sable’s chin up. “Tell us to stop,” he challenged, thumb brushing her lower lip.

She didn’t. She couldn’t.

Lucian stepped out from behind the counter, slow and deliberate. He didn’t interrupt—he joined. His presence shifted the air, heavier now, charged. He came to stand behind her, close enough that she could feel the heat of him, the steadiness.

Kellan’s thumb lingered at her lip, but his eyes flicked to Lucian’s. A silent exchange. Not rivalry. Not surrender. Something older. Something agreed upon long before tonight.

Lucian’s hand found her waist, anchoring her. Kellan’s fingers slid to her jaw, tilting her face toward him. She was held—between them, by them. Not trapped. Chosen.

Let them think it’s a game. Let them think I’m the prize. I know better. I’m the storm they called down. I’m the reckoning they asked for.

Lucian’s breath brushed her neck. “Still time to stop this,” he murmured, voice low, almost reverent.

Kellan’s smile was a dare. “But you won’t.”

She didn’t. She leaned in.

Kellan’s kiss was a conquest. Rough, tasting of whiskey and sweat, his tongue claiming her mouth while Lucian moved behind her, fingers working her jeans open. Denim pooled at her ankles. Cool air kissed her bare thighs.

She wasn’t breaking. She was choosing. Letting the fire come to her.

She should’ve felt exposed. Instead, she felt claimed. Like the bar, like the legacy—stripped and sanded, laid bare for fire.

Lucian’s hands gripped her hips, steadying her. Then he spun her gently, guiding her back against the bar’s edge. Mahogany dug into her spine. Kellan dropped to his knees in front of her, eyes dark, jaw set.

He bit the inside of her thigh—sharp, possessive.

“Look at him,” Lucian murmured, one hand fisting in her hair. “Watch him want you.”

Kellan’s mouth closed over her clit. Sable cried out, arching into the heat. She hated begging. Hated the sound of need in her own voice. But pride was a luxury she couldn’t afford—not here. Not tonight.

Lucian moved behind her, jeans already unzipped, his cock thick and glistening. He pressed it against her entrance, teasing her folds with slow, deliberate strokes. Sable writhed, hips tilting, desperate to take him in.

“Tell him,” Lucian rasped. “Tell him how bad you need it.”

Kellan sucked harder, fingers plunging inside her. The words curled behind her teeth, hot and aching. To say it would be surrender. Admission. Permission. And she wasn’t ready to give that—to Kellan, to herself.

But her body betrayed her.

Lucian groaned low as he pushed in. The stretch was instant, greedy. Her body opened around him, slick and pulsing. Inch by inch, he sank deeper until he bottomed out.

Kellan rose, towering over her. He gripped Lucian’s shoulder, eyes locked on hers. “She’s dripping for us, Luce.”

Lucian’s chuckle vibrated against her back. “Then give her what she’s begging for.”

Kellan followed, sliding in from behind. Sable screamed. Full. Split open. Owned. They weren’t just inside her. They were rewriting her. Every thrust a sentence. Every gasp a punctuation.

She bit down on the moan that clawed its way up her throat. Don’t say it. Don’t give him that. But her hips rolled back, greedy. Her fingers gripped Lucian’s shoulders like lifelines. And when Kellan growled her name, low and reverent, she shattered.

They moved in brutal sync. Lucian drove forward, grinding her clit against his pelvis. Kellan withdrew slowly, dragging ridges that made her sob. Then slammed home. Again. The bar rattled beneath her. Bottles clinked. Sweat-slick skin slapped against skin.

Lucian bit her shoulder. “Feel him? Feel how deep he takes you?”

Kellan’s groan was guttural. “Christ, she’s tight. Like a fucking fist.”

She gasped, the sound torn from somewhere primal. Her body arched, caught between them, stretched to the edge of what she could hold.

God.  He’s thicker. Deeper. Different. She hadn’t expected that. Had never let herself imagine it. Not really. Not like this.

Lucian was familiar—her rhythm, her anchor. But Kellan was intrusion. Expansion. A shock to the system. Her breath hitched as he bottomed out, and something inside her clenched around the truth.

He fills me more than Lucian ever did. I shouldn’t know that. I shouldn’t want to.

But she did. And now they both knew.

Lucian’s hand tightened at her waist, steady but silent. Kellan’s breath was ragged against her throat, his body pulsing inside her like a question she hadn’t answered yet.

What if I’ve been choosing comfort over truth? What if Lucian was the safe bet, and Kellan’s the one who sees the parts I’ve hidden—even from myself?

She blinked, and the room blurred—mahogany, sweat, shadow. The Anchor held its breath with her.

He shot a look at Lucian, voice low and half-joking. “Man, have you not been stretching her out? What’re you doing back there, slackin’?”

Sable was stretched impossibly wide. Each thrust filled her—front and back—leaving no inch untouched. Lucian’s cock, thick and pulsing, scraped her deepest places. Kellan’s, identical in its demanding girth, carved a path that burned with friction. She’d built walls for years. Reinforced them with silence and grit. Now they were rubble, and she wasn’t sure she wanted them rebuilt.

Her hips bucked wildly, pinned between them. Lucian’s hands tightened on her waist, fingers digging bruises into her skin. 

"Look at her," he snarled over her shoulder, his voice rough with possession. "Look how she takes us both." 

Kellan’s answering groan vibrated through her core. His thrusts deepened, hitting a spot that made white light explode behind her eyelids. "Fuck, Luce... she’s milking me." 

Sable’s cry tore loose—high and desperate. The bar’s edge dug into her back, a counterpoint to the brutal pleasure tearing through her.

Kellan’s rhythm faltered, his hips stuttering. "Close," he gritted out, sweat dripping from his brow onto her shoulder. 

Lucian’s chuckle was dark, triumphant. "Not yet." 

He slid a hand down, fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, relentless circles. Sable shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and consuming. Muscles clenched around both cocks, drawing ragged curses from the men. 

Kellan’s thrusts turned frantic, shallow. "Now—gotta—" 

Lucian’s grip tightened on her hip. "Together." His own thrusts grew urgent, pounding deeper.

Sable felt the shift, the tightening swell at the base of Kellan’s cock pressed impossibly deeper inside her. Lucian’s groan was a raw scrape against her ear. "Take it, Sable. Take us both." 

Kellan’s roar echoed off the tin ceiling as he buried himself to the hilt. Heat flooded her, thick and pulsing from behind. A heartbeat later, Lucian slammed home, his release surging hot and deep into her womb. 

She felt them both filling her, claiming her, their seed spilling in overlapping waves that left her trembling and impossibly full. She’d never felt so full. So, claimed. So dangerously close to something permanent. Something that might not let her go.

The bar fell silent except for their ragged breaths. Kellan withdrew first, slick and glistening. Lucian stayed close, steadying her as her legs threatened to buckle. Cool air kissed her wet skin, raising goosebumps. Sable leaned heavily against the mahogany, her chest heaving. Kellan’s thumb brushed a bead of sweat from her collarbone, his gaze dark and satisfied.

Lucian chuckled low, pressing a possessive kiss to her temple. “Still tough, Quinn?” 

Tougher than you know, she thought, the words unspoken but burning inside her. His palm slid down to cradle her lower belly—an unvoiced claim on what might be growing there. She didn’t know yet if anything had taken root, but the thought curled inside her like smoke—unseen, undeniable.

Lucian stepped back, grabbing a rag and wiping down the bar like it hadn’t just held her body open. Kellan lit a cigarette, the flame casting shadows across his cheekbones. He didn’t offer her one. He knew she didn’t smoke. They knew things. Too many things. And she’d let them learn more.

“I need a shower,” she said, voice low.

Lucian nodded toward the stairs. “Go on up. We’ll follow.”

She climbed slowly, each step a reminder of how thoroughly they’d taken her. The apartment above the Rusty Anchor was small—exposed brick, mismatched furniture, a bed that creaked if you looked at it wrong. But it was hers. Her uncle had lived here once. Now it smelled like her shampoo and old wood.

She peeled off her clothes again, this time with less urgency. The water was warm—not scalding, but enough to coax steam from the tiles. It curled around her like a veil, soft and ghostly. She braced her hands against the wall, letting the spray hit her spine.

They’d filled her. Marked her. It was real—too real. But it was them. Lucian and his best friend.

She’d let them—had let it happen. Maybe because she wanted to. Or maybe because she didn’t know how to stop it.

That mattered. Didn’t it?

It had to.

A knock. Then the door opened. Lucian first, shirt gone, jeans low. Kellan, behind him, cigarette extinguished, eyes darker than before. 

“You okay?” Lucian asked.

She nodded. Lie. But not a dangerous one. 

Kellan stepped closer, brushing damp hair from her cheek. “You’re quiet.” 

Quiet because my mind’s racing. Mid-cycle. No protection. What if this changes everything? 

“I’m thinking,” she said. About what this means. About what comes next. About whether I just crossed a line or drew one. 

Lucian leaned against the sink. “You regret it?” 

She looked at both of them. At the way Lucian’s mouth tightened, at the way Kellan’s hands stayed loose at his sides. No one touched her now. No one moved.

“I don’t know,” she said. “But I’m not sorry.”

Kellan kissed her shoulder, slow and deliberate. “Then let us stay.”

The apartment was dim, lit only by the amber spill from the streetlamp outside. Sable moved through the space like she belonged to it—because she did. Lucian peeled off his shirt, tossing it onto the armchair. Kellan kicked off his boots, his gaze never leaving her.

She pulled back the sheets, the cotton worn and familiar. Lucian slid in behind her, his chest warm against her spine. Kellan joined her front, one arm draping over her waist, fingers brushing the curve of her hip.

They didn’t touch her like before. Not with heat or hunger. Just presence. Just breathe.

Lucian’s hand found her hip beneath the sheet, grounding her. Kellan’s fingers traced her collarbone, featherlight. No words. No promises. Just the quiet thrum of bodies settling into silence.

This place was mine. Still is. But now it knows me differently. And so do they.

Outside, the Rusty Anchor slept. Inside, Sable didn’t.
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It was still night.

The kind of deep, velvet dark that wrapped around the Rusty Anchor like a secret. No traffic. No birds. Just the low hum of the fridge downstairs and the slow, steady rhythm of breath.

Sable lay between them, the sheets tangled around her thighs, her skin still damp from the shower. Lucian’s arm was heavy across her waist, anchoring her. Kellan’s chest rose and fell against her back, his breath warm at the nape of her neck.

She hadn’t slept. Not really. Just drifted—half in, half out—held in place by heat and weight and the quiet certainty of being wanted.

Lucian stirred first, his fingers flexing against her hip. Not a grab. Not a claim. Just a reminder. Kellan shifted behind her, his thigh brushing hers, the edge of his cock nudging the curve of her ass.

She didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Just breathed.

This was the space between. Not aftermath. Not beginning. Just the slow, inevitable pull of what comes next.

Lucian’s hand slid lower, fingertips grazing the dip of her belly. Kellan’s lips brushed her shoulder, featherlight. Neither of them had said a word, but she felt it—their attention sharpening, their bodies waking.

She was between them. And they were ready.

The silence broke with Lucian’s low chuckle—dark, possessive. He rolled onto his side, facing her, his eyes gleaming in the dim light filtering through the blinds. His thumb traced her lower lip. 

"Still thinking?" he murmured, voice thick with sleep and something else. Something hungry.

Behind her, Kellan shifted again. His hand slid around her waist, fingers spreading wide over her stomach. Firm. Intentional. His mouth found the sensitive spot below her ear.

“Don’t think,” he breathed against her skin. “Just feel.”

Then he kissed her—slow, unhurried, mouth to mouth. Not claiming. Not asking. Just there. Just real.

Sable’s breath hitched. Lucian’s thumb pressed down, parting her lips. Kellan’s fingers dipped lower, brushing the soft curls between her thighs. She arched instinctively—toward Lucian’s touch, into Kellan’s grip.

Lucian leaned in. His kiss wasn’t gentle. It was deep, claiming, tasting her like he owned her. At the same time, Kellan’s fingers slipped inside her—slow, deliberate, stretching her open. She moaned into Lucian’s mouth, the sound swallowed by his kiss.

They moved together. No hesitation. No awkwardness. Just heat and rhythm and the slick, wet sound of Kellan’s fingers working her. Lucian broke the kiss, his lips trailing down her throat. 

"Look at me," he ordered, roughly. She did. His eyes locked onto hers, dark and demanding. "You want this?"

She nodded, gasping as Kellan added a third finger. "Yes."

Lucian’s grin was sharp. "Good." His hand slid down her body, fingers wrapping around her hip. He pulled her toward him, rolling her onto her back. 

Kellan moved with her, his fingers still buried deep inside her, his body pressing close against her spine. Lucian knelt between her legs, his gaze dropping to where Kellan’s hand worked her open. "Keep her ready," he told Kellan, his voice tight. "I want her wet. Want her begging."

Sable trembled. Begging? She was already close. So close. Kellan’s fingers curled inside her, hitting that spot—hard—and she cried out, her hips lifting off the bed. "Lucian—"

"Not yet," Lucian cut her off, his eyes burning into hers. He leaned down, his mouth hovering just above her clit. "First, you come for him." His tongue flicked out—lightning quick—and she shattered.

She was coming undone for them already. Her body betrayed her control with every shuddering gasp as Kellan’s fingers relentlessly worked her slick heat.

Lucian watched, eyes dark with hunger, as Sable arched off the bed, her cry raw and desperate. He didn’t touch her again, not yet. Just let her ride the wave Kellan had built, his tongue a fleeting ghost against her clit that sent sparks through her nerves long after the contact broke.

Satisfaction curled through him—sharp and possessive—as she trembled between them, utterly exposed.

Kellan’s low groan vibrated against Sable’s spine as her inner muscles clenched around his fingers. He withdrew slowly, deliberately, letting her feel every inch sliding free before bringing his glistening fingers to Lucian’s lips. A silent offering.

Lucian sucked them clean, his gaze locked on Sable’s dazed eyes, tasting her arousal mingled with Kellan’s claim.

“Now,” Lucian commanded, his voice thick. Not to Sable. To Kellan. The permission was a growl, a king yielding his throne for a moment.

Kellan didn’t hesitate. He shifted Sable’s hips higher, guiding her leg over his shoulder, opening her wider. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, slick and insistent.

She'd already had them both once today, but now, just having Kellan inside of her, she realized that he was slightly larger than Lucian, maybe by an inch. Where Lucian's cock was 7 inches, Kellan's had to be closer to 8.

Kellan pushed forward slowly, stretching her in a way that made her gasp. Lucian watched intently, his hand gripping her thigh possessively as Kellan bottomed out. Sable could feel every ridge, every pulse of him inside her—deeper than before, fuller. Her breath came in shallow pants as he began to move, each thrust deliberate and deep, hitting places that made her toes curl.

Lucian’s gaze never left her face. He traced the sweat-slick line of her collarbone, then lower, circling a nipple until it tightened beneath his touch. "You take him so well," he murmured, rough with approval. His other hand slid down her belly, fingers finding her clit again—rubbing tight, insistent circles that matched Kellan’s rhythm. Sable whimpered, torn between sensations, her hips lifting helplessly toward both.

Kellan’s thrusts deepened, each one a slow, deliberate claiming. The stretch was exquisite, bordering on too much—the sheer fullness stealing her breath. She felt every ridge, every pulse of him buried inside her, deeper than Lucian ever reached. Her nails dug into Lucian’s forearm, anchoring herself as Kellan’s pace quickened, driving into her with a low, guttural groan that vibrated through her bones.

Lucian’s fingers never left her clit, working her with ruthless precision. 

His eyes, dark and unblinking, watched her unravel. "Look at you," he breathed, his thumb pressing harder just as Kellan angled his hips, hitting a spot that made stars burst behind her eyelids. "Taking him like you were made for it." 

Sable’s cry fractured into a sob, her body bowing off the mattress, suspended between Lucian’s touch and Kellan’s relentless invasion. She was raw, exposed, every nerve alight.

She wouldn’t last. Not like this—not with Kellan’s thickness stretching her impossibly full and Lucian’s fingers circling that swollen bundle of nerves.

The thought ignited something fierce in her chest. Take him with you. The vow burned through the haze.

She clenched down hard, deliberately, locking her muscles around Kellan’s cock with every ounce of strength she had left.

A ragged gasp tore from his throat, his rhythm stuttering.

She felt the thick vein along his shaft pulse against her inner walls.

"Oh fuucccck!" Kellan moaned, the sound raw and guttural, ripped from deep in his chest. 

His hips jerked forward, burying himself to the hilt, grinding against her ass as he fought for control.

Sweat dripped from his jaw onto her shoulder blade.

"Sable... Christ..."

His fingers dug into her hip, knuckles white.

She tightened again, a slow, deliberate squeeze, milking him, feeling him swell impossibly thicker inside her.

His groan vibrated through her core, low and desperate.

Lucian watched, a predatory gleam sharpening his dark eyes. His fingers never slowed on her clit, circling faster now, relentless pressure building beneath his touch. 

"That’s it," he growled, low and approving. His other hand slid possessively up her stomach, fingers splaying wide beneath her ribs. 

"Hold him. Make him feel it." His gaze flickered down to where Kellan was buried deep within her, then back to her flushed face. "He’s close. Bring him over."

Sable whimpered, the sound swallowed by the wet slap of skin and Kellan’s ragged breathing. 

She focused inward, tightening her muscles rhythmically around the thick intrusion, pulsing with each frantic beat of her heart. 

Kellan cursed again, a choked, broken sound. His thrusts became shallow, desperate jerks, losing their rhythm entirely.

She felt him swell impossibly harder, the veins standing out starkly against her inner walls. A tremor ran through his entire frame, vibrating into her bones.

His hips snapped forward one final time, grinding deep, and he buried his face against her shoulder blade with a muffled roar. Heat flooded her core in thick, pulsing waves, filling her, marking her from the inside out.

Kellan slumped against her back, his weight heavy and trembling, his breath hot and uneven against her damp skin. The fullness remained, a possessive anchor.

Before she could catch her breath, Lucian’s hand tightened possessively on her hip, pulling her roughly onto her side, facing him.

Kellan slid free with a slick, wet sound, leaving her feeling abruptly hollowed and exposed.

Lucian didn’t hesitate. He hooked her leg over his shoulder, opening her wide to the cool air and the dim light. The raw, open, used flesh glistened, utterly vulnerable.

His gaze, dark and intense, dipped lower, scenting the air thick with sex and Kellan’s release mingled with her own arousal.

His cock, thick and flushed, pressed against her entrance, slick with her wetness.

He pushed forward, breaching her with a single, brutal thrust that stole her breath.

Oh fuck, she thought, the words a silent scream inside her skull.

The sudden invasion was a shockwave. Where Kellan’s size had been a deep, stretching fullness, Lucian’s entry was a sharp, claiming burn. The stretch was immediate, intense, the sensitive flesh protesting the invasion so soon after Kellan’s brutal claiming.

Her inner muscles fluttered wildly, overwhelmed, trying to accommodate him. She felt stretched impossibly wide, filled to the brink—the distinct sensation of Lucian’s cock pushing against the inner walls Kellan had just vacated, claiming the space with fierce possession.

Her gasp was ragged, tearing from her throat, her nails digging into Lucian’s shoulders as he buried himself to the hilt, grinding deep, his hips
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