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When I first started this series, I thought I knew where I was going. I had planned on Olivia being with Tanner and Kade McNamara-O’Malley. Yes, you heard that right. I never planned on our little Livie being with the Farley brothers. I know I sometimes forecast relationships, but in this case, I wanted to show how puppy love can affect us even when it doesn’t work out. But somewhere in the planning I decided that it would be fun to watch her tame a couple of Colorado bad boys. 

I started trying to plot and it was hard. So hard. I finally realized what was wrong. 

Texas Sirens has always been about the struggle. It’s always been about overcoming. At least one or two of the threesome must climb a mountain, and Olivia, Kade, and Tanner had lives marked by love and very little financial struggle. The money is a real thing. It’s a struggle I had growing up. My family did well at times and horribly at others. The ground beneath me never felt solid. That was what Texas Sirens meant to me. I have come to realize that every story is really a piece of my soul I’m trying to process, and this series is that vulnerable time to me. So I had to change things up. 

Thus, Garrett and Keane were born and added to this cycle of healing and love. 

I hope you enjoy, and thank you so much for all these years. Thank you for looking into my soul and enjoying these stories. 

​
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Olivia Barnes-Fleetwood glanced around the ballroom and wished she was anywhere else. 

And then hated herself for the thought. 

She was in a beautiful city. Fort Worth glittered beneath them. This hotel was luxurious. Her family and friends were all around her. The dress she was wearing could have come off a runway in Paris. She had the best job. She had every privilege. Every reason to be on top of the world. 

Yet she sat here while everyone else was having a marvelous time. 

“Hey, you look way less happy than a maid of honor should,” a familiar voice said. Bobby Farley. He looked handsome in his suit, his hair slicked back. He usually dressed like he was a cast member of The Big Bang Theory, but then he could be. He was about to graduate from MIT with a doctorate in physics. 

And he was about to graduate into his truth by telling his parents what he’d known since he was a kid. 

“I guess I never thought my little brother would get married before me.” She would hand it to her parents. They knew how to throw a party. Well, her mom did. Dad would have thrown a backyard barbecue, and Papa would have brought the beer. For all their success, her dads were still down to earth, which was probably why her papa was standing to the side pulling at his bowtie like it was strangling him. 

And then her mom stepped in and smiled and took his hand to lead him to the dance floor, and Sam Fleetwood didn’t look like he cared about the fact that she had forced him into a tux. 

She wanted that. Wanted it so badly she couldn’t stand it, and she had to consider the idea that it wasn’t in the cards for her. Her parents loved each other. They were each other’s best friends. Together for years, they still kissed and held hands and had real passion between them, along with all the softer things that came with a long-term marriage. They took care of each other. 

Josh and Nicole and Grim were going to do that, too. They were going to start a family in their house on the ranch their parents had bought them. She had moved into the guest house, and it was nice to have her own space. 

She hadn’t had a real date in over a year. 

Bobby grabbed another two glasses of champagne, offering her one like the complete gentleman he was. “Well, I never thought Josh would marry anyone. I remember way too many times he would come to Bliss and hit on every available woman in sight. Some who weren’t so available.”

Olivia couldn’t help a snort that came with the memory. “Yes, he even did that when he was five. That boy has always liked the ladies.”

Her heart ached as she said it. 

His hand came out to cover hers. “I can hold off if you need time. Honestly, I’m not sure I need to tell my parents anything at all. They don’t talk to me much anymore. Or Will. It’s like we betrayed them by leaving Colorado. I think the only reason my mom called Will was because she got the invite to the wedding.”

“Do you think she’ll actually go to Massachusetts?” Bobby had a twin brother, and they were still close. They had gone to college together and chosen MIT for their PhDs, and now they were both accepting positions in California. They were starting their lives. 

For the longest time everyone thought they would go the Bliss route when it came to a relationship. Even their parents had wrapped their very closed minds around the thought of having a single daughter-in-law. After all, there were throuples everywhere. 

And for some of that time, Olivia acted as their temporary girlfriend. When she would go to Bliss she would hang out with Bobby and Will and look like the perfect long-distance threesome. It worked for all of them. It kept Bobby and Will’s parents off their backs about settling down. It kept her momma from setting her up with every half-eligible man in their circle. 

But she had to face the truth now. There was some part of her that had wanted it all to be real. Will had offered, but the truth was she’d always loved Bobby. 

And she wasn’t Bobby’s type. 

How was it she still ached after all this time? She loved this man, but it wasn’t romantic anymore. It was comfortable. It was friendship that felt like it could have been so much more if not for that one trick of fate. 

She gave him what she hoped was a bright smile. “No. You need to come out to your parents once and for all. If they reject you, you know you always have a home with me.”

He huffed and sat back. “Maybe not once your parents know you’ve been my cover for ten years with my parents.”

Now she was sure her smile was bright. In her parents’ minds, she and Bobby had been off and on for years because of the distance and them settling into their careers. She’d dated plenty since it wasn’t like Bobby’s parents heard gossip from Texas. Bobby had to be far more careful. “Oh, my dads cannot have a say in that. Though they might ask if you’ve tried being bi. I think they’ve been comfortable because they thought once your PhD is done we would get serious and settle down. They would definitely have preferred you to some of the losers I’ve dated.”

He held her hand, tangling their fingers together. “Well, they’ll know something’s up when they get their wedding invite next week. I asked Will to delay sending them out so I could be your date to this function.”

She squeezed his hand. “Thank you. If you weren’t here, my mom and sister would be trying to introduce me to every single man in the ballroom. I overheard Mom and Lexi talking about how they thought Travis Taggart would be a good match for me if he could find a friend to share me with. Seriously? He’s almost ten years younger than me and already has a kid.”

Bobby shrugged. “I mean technically you would be getting two men. Only one of them is in diapers.”

She rolled her eyes. “You are terrible.”

He sobered. “Sometimes I worry I am.”

“Bobby, you are not. You are who you are.” She knew he worried about her. He worried he broke something in her, but that wasn’t true. She didn’t blame him for being who he was. He had never promised her anything. He told her when she tried to kiss him once and then he cried because he worried he would lose her friendship. 

Never. 

“I know, and I can’t tell you how much I love you for believing that and letting me be who I am when I’m with you,” Bobby replied. “For keeping my secret all these years. But I worry I’m holding you back.”

“You are not.” She said the words, but she knew that being around Bobby was an excellent excuse to not pay attention to her own love life. She could keep telling herself that she would start trying after her travel schedule calmed down. After Bobby’s graduation. After her brothers’ wedding. There was always a reason to stick her head in a book and pretend the world didn’t exist. 

Bobby’s voice dropped to a whisper. “When was the last time you had crazy, righteously nasty sex? You belong to a whole sex club and from what I’ve heard you never go.”

She felt herself flush because the real answer was sad. “I do. I was at The Hideout a couple of weeks ago.”

“And did you play?”

She sighed and sat back, taking another sip of champagne. She was in Dallas every couple of weeks. The company kept an apartment there. She always had a meeting with her uncle, and she always went to play night at The Hideout. She did not always play. The Hideout was as much for socializing as it was for D/s. “No. I sat in the locker room most of the night listening to Chloe complain about Seth.”

Bobby leaned in because he loved some gossip. He always claimed the gossip in his lab was boring compared to Bliss and Dallas. “That’s Big Tag’s older son and the really scary dude’s daughter, right? I mean I know she’s got a fluffy, happy dad like most of you do, but the other one is... He’s a lot, and I say that as a guy who’s known Big Tag for years. I would be kind of scared to be Seth.”

Ian Taggart would have usually been the scariest authority figure in their world. He was an ex-Green Beret, maybe not-so-ex-CIA operative, but they weren’t supposed to talk about that. He ran a security company. He was six and a half feet of pure sarcasm on a good day, and he could freeze a person with his stare. 

He was nothing compared to Julian Lodge. Oh, he would argue, but Taggart followed rules, and she was pretty sure her Uncle Julian made the rules up as he went along. There were always rumors that he was mafia, but she discounted those. He was just a ruthless billionaire who didn’t mind getting his hands dirty. That’s why they made soap, he would always say. 

In a lot of ways, Julian was her mentor. Oh, Dad was ruthless, too, but Uncle Julian took it to new levels. 

“Yes,” she replied. “But I happen to know that the whole Seth and Chloe thing is never happening. He’s one hundred percent into her, and she is dating some asshole named Tom. Seth is a singer/songwriter. Tom has an MBA and all the right qualifications. She’s looking at her relationships like there’s a checklist she has to fill for it to be real. She thinks she needs someone who’ll look good standing next to her in boardroom photos.”

“Uh, Seth is hot as hell. I mean seriously, he’s glorious. I should know. I’m a connoisseur.”

He was, but Chloe wasn’t simply looking at Seth’s hotness level. “I mean in a business sense. She’s known for a long time that she’ll take over Lodgecorp and her mom’s business one day, and she wants to present the right image. Apparently a super-hot guy with a guitar isn’t it.”

He shook his head. “We are getting off topic.” He looked up as someone approached their table. “Hey, when was the last time Olivia had hot sex with a random, gorgeous man?”

“Bobby,” she admonished. He was usually so discreet, but something about making the decision to be open and honest had caused him to throw all his caution straight to the wind. 

Miranda McNamara-O’Malley’s pretty face lit with a grin. A mischievous one. She was the daughter of one of the members of the Barnes-Fleetwood Collective, a group of independent cattle ranchers who worked together to get the best prices and deals. They found they had far more power in negotiations when they worked together. And when they sent in a shark in heels and a business suit. That would be her. One of the blessings of her job was getting to make friends all over the country. Miranda was a good one. “Well, she had the chance a couple of months ago. She came up to teach my parents how to use the new accounting software and my brothers tried to seduce her.”

Olivia couldn’t help it. She rolled her eyes. It wasn’t that Tanner and Kade weren’t hot. They were gorgeous, but they were also way too young for her. They were young bucks doing all kinds of things with the oats they were supposed to sow. “I remember them as toddlers. I can’t. Same with all the Harper boys.” She looked to Bobby. “You know you could have been a way more protective fake boyfriend.”

He laughed. “Oh, I think most of the younger set has figured me out. I tend to go to Hell on Wheels when I come home. Naturally my parents think I’m at church functions or helping the sheriff with his Internet. It’s a weirdly good place to pick up guys. Unless you’re with Olivia Barnes-Fleetwood, and then she scares them off.”

“Do not.” Except she kind of did. She was starting to worry that she wasn’t capable of love. She had grown up around so many beautiful, beat-the-odds love stories, but she had never felt for anyone the way she did Bobby. It might be that fate or the universe had screwed up, and she hadn’t found a way to settle for less. 

Not that they’d ever had a physical relationship. 

She’d had them. He’d had them. But never together. Bobby wasn’t one of those guys who needed to try sex with a girl to see if he was truly gay. Nope. He’d always known. 

Olivia had a couple of boyfriends over the years. In high school she had dated a football player. She thought he was brave and crazy about her since her family was still known as the town scandal. Then she overheard him talking about how her parents were rich and he didn’t care that his momma called Jack Barnes the devil. He wanted to cash in. Marrying Olivia Barnes-Fleetwood was the ticket to an easy life, and he wanted it. 

She dumped him before the championship game and the Willow Fork Tigers lost. Then she was the child of the scandalous family who also cost them the state title. 

Then there was the college math major. They had a good time, but when he left for his graduate work she hadn’t been heartbroken. 

For a little while she thought she might try with a rancher who had joined the collective a few years back. He was perfect on paper. They had a lot in common. He knew about her parents and wasn’t worried about it. He got along with Josh and Grim. Then she heard him talking about how hard it was to work with a woman. 

It was the last straw, and now she was done with all things romantic and she was barely thirty. 

“Oh, no. She’s thinking about all her other relationships and coming to the conclusion that she should be a nun.” Gigi Dawson sank onto the seat beside Miranda, who looked their friend’s way and nodded her agreement. She wore a yellow cocktail dress that clung to her every curve. Her glorious, naturally curly hair was in a halo around her head.

“I don’t have a look,” Olivia insisted. 

“She does, and I’m pretty sure she is contemplating living the rest of her life alone, concentrating only on business and being everyone’s weird aunt,” Bobby agreed and then leaned forward. “I think we should find her a hot, random dude to celebrate her brothers’ keeping up the family tradition of two guys marrying one woman.”

Gigi’s eyes widened. “I mean from what I know her dads are like all into each other, too, so they’re all married.”

“Ewww,” Olivia said, shaking her head. Gigi was always amusing and loved to be a bit shocking, too. “Josh and Grim are brothers. I know they’re not biological brothers and it’s not like my parents formally adopted him, but they are brothers. My dads have a unique relationship.”

“You mean like Chloe’s dads have, and Aria’s dads and oh, all of your nephews’ dads? Like every relationship in Bliss except the billionaire dude and the scary guy who wears socks with his Birkenstocks.” Gigi shrugged. “They are not unique. Just the originals. I like to tell your dad he led the way when it came to two guys and a girl all getting it on together. That’s usually when he pretends to not know who I am and mutters something about my dad. Which should prove that he does know who I am.”

Gigi was a menace. “I’m only saying Josh and Grim consider themselves brothers, and I do, too, and I do not appreciate you making me wonder how careful they are when they sleep with their brand-new wife. So again with the eww.”

Bobby shrugged. “Well, they are pretty together.” His eyebrows rose. “Oh, and so are they. Hello, pretty boys.”

Every woman’s head turned as the two started walking by. 

Bobby wasn’t wrong. They were hot. They wore suits, but it looked more natural on one of them. The taller of the two had an elegance about him. A male-model thing going. He was masculine but in a graceful way. The other one was pure linebacker hotness. Male Model had hair as black as a raven’s wing, while Linebacker’s was a deep brown with threads of red and blond running through it. The best of both worlds. 

“Oh, well, that’s quite nice,” Miranda said, and her hand actually came up to make sure she wasn’t drooling. 

“Where did they come from?” Gigi looked around like she was offended she did not know who the hottest guys in the room were. “They can’t be from our side. I would have noticed them.”

“I don’t know. I’ve never met them. Nicole invited a few people from her old life. After her nasty ex died, a bunch of her friends came looking for her,” Olivia explained. “Maybe they’re from her side. I think they’re all from Oregon.”

“Perfect,” Miranda declared. “They’ll go back to Oregon, and you won’t ever have to see them again.”

Bobby grinned. “It actually is kind of perfection.”

“Or they could be married or have girlfriends. And I would bet they aren’t ménage partners,” Olivia pointed out. Although she had shaved and let a makeup artist work on her for hours, and then there was the hair. She looked good. Did she want to waste all that time and effort?

They were in a luxury hotel. She had a hard deadline to be out of here tomorrow morning. She had to be at the airport by noon. There was a narrow window to get her freak on, and that made it seem more possible. There wouldn’t be any awkward exchange of phone numbers. 

It wasn’t like other people weren’t hooking up. There was a stall in the ladies’ bathroom that wasn’t being used for the purpose it was created for. Not at all. Many of the single people were circling each other. 

And Chloe Lodge was staring at Seth Taggart across the room as he started to get ready to play a set. She explained earlier that Tom was caught in New York working on a big project. 

Tom was always working on a project. Chloe was alone more than she was with him. 

Did she want to end up being Chloe? Pining for something she couldn’t have? Although Chloe could have Seth if she wanted him. She was pretty sure Seth slept with every halfway attractive woman who said yes. 

She loved Bobby, but it wasn’t romantic anymore. Her sorrow was more about what could have been. 

It might be time to enjoy the now. 

Miranda put a hand on Gigi’s arm, her eyes wide. “She’s thinking about it. She’s actually thinking about it.”

“No, I’m not.” She lied and found the best reason of all to not make a complete idiot of herself at her brothers’ wedding. “Like I said they’re probably married. Or maybe they’re together.”

Bobby stood and smoothed down his jacket. “Only one way to find out.”

“What are you doing?” Olivia whispered as her bestie stood up.

“I’m going to see if they’re available, though you’ll probably have to pick one if they’re against the whole threesome thing,” Bobby offered. 

She thought about it. “Do not tell them my name. If they’re interested, no names exchanged.”

He grinned. “We’re going the ‘dirty night we never speak of again’ route. I like it.”

He strode toward them, and Olivia worried she made a terrible mistake.  

“He’s going to take them if they’re gay,” Gigi said with a sigh. 

“He is not. He has a boyfriend.” Olivia watched in horror as Bobby walked up to the two men who were ordering from the open bar. “That’s why he’s coming out. He wants to take Mark to Will’s wedding. And now I have to tell my parents I’ve been lying to them for a couple of years.”

A good reason to get some stress relief in. She promised to stick close to home while her brothers were on their honeymoon. She was usually the one on the road, but she was going to take over Josh’s work in the office. She was supposed to work with some lawyer her uncle was sending out to Willow Fork next week. It would be boring. 

Shouldn’t she have some fun?

It was only one night. 

When they walked her way, she sat up and decided to make it a memorable one. 

* * * *
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Garrett Pace tried not to look at the redhead who seemed to be the bride’s sister. Wasn’t that usually the person who took the maid of honor position? He wasn’t sure, but then it wasn’t like he’d been to a bunch of weddings. They didn’t look alike, but she was the maid of honor. Maybe they were nothing more than best friends. He felt bad that he missed the part of the reception where they made toasts. He would like to have found out her name, maybe gotten a chance to get an introduction. 

“Did the call go okay?” His best friend sat down next to him. 

Keane Rollins had been around for most of his life. Keane was the only person in the world he knew he could count on. He was rapidly coming to trust his new bosses, but for so long it was only him and Keane. Through the roughest times. Through the times he wasn’t sure they would come out alive. 

“It was an accounting error,” he replied. “I had a long talk with them about being more careful, but I’m absolutely certain it wasn’t on purpose. The money was in another account, but it was a business account, not anything personal. I’m far more worried about Gladen Farms. There’s some weird accounting going on there.”

The good thing about a collective was everything they could do together. They were far more powerful than they would be on their own. The Barnes-Fleetwood Collective had grown to the point that they had a whole legal department that served the ranches. Legal. Accounting. A head office that ensured everything worked right. 

The bad part? If one ranch didn’t follow the rules, it made them all look bad.

“Are you going to deal with it while we’re in Willow Fork?” Keane asked, and his eyes trailed away. 

Was he looking for a woman? It had been a while since either of them had a girlfriend. Since they started working for Barnes-Fleetwood, they had taken to an entirely different lifestyle. While Garrett worked for Barnes-Fleetwood directly, they lived in Deer Run. Keane took over the day-to-day running of the ranch so Aidan O’Malley could focus on his family and the business. Aidan’s partner, Lucas, was the one who hired him as an intern and helped him out when he passed the bar, bringing Keane along for the ride. Keane only had to work on the ranch for six months before Aidan started delegating a lot of the management to him. He’d recently been promoted to foreman. 

It was weird to be at a high-society wedding. He didn’t fit in here. Despite his law degree, he was still that eight-year-old kid whose life fell apart when his mom died and no one wanted to take him in. 

“Yeah, we’ve got some time there. One of the things I want to talk about is doing a complete review of every ranch in the collective.” His job could be done over the course of a week, but Keane was taking over as foreman while the guy who usually ran the Barnes-Fleetwood Ranch was on his honeymoon. So they would be in Willow Fork for a few weeks. 

“Do you ever think about it?” Keane’s eyes stopped on a table toward the front of the room where family and close friends were. 

Garrett was almost entirely sure he was looking at the redhead. The gorgeous, curvy, probably had a smart mouth on her redhead. A brat. He fucking loved a brat. 

“Think about what?” He was pretty sure his friend was asking him about the woman in particular. 

Keane turned his way, his eyes going serious. “About trying to have a relationship like Lexi and Aidan and Lucas?”

The O’Malleys. Lexi was Jack Barnes and Sam Fleetwood’s stepdaughter. She had two husbands, Aidan O’Malley and Lucas O’Malley, who changed his name when they married. They were happy. They were a solid unit raising kids and building a business and loving each other. The fact that he caught Lucas and Aidan kissing as much as he did the two of them with Lexi didn’t bother him a bit. In fact, it made him wonder.

“Yeah, I think about it. I’ve thought about it since the day we met them. I’ve enjoyed the hell out of the short-term relationships we’ve had as a threesome. It makes sense when you consider all the factors. I have to weigh it against societal norms, but there seems to be a whole society that accepts those types of relationships. I think it might be time for us to start looking for a more settled one.”

Keane snorted. “Yes, Counselor.”

Garrett sighed. “I’m not trying to make it clinical. You know that’s how I make decisions.”

Keane sat back. “I know, and I go with my gut. And that’s why you’re the lawyer and I’m the ex-con.”

“Hey, don’t talk about that. It’s behind us. You have a good job, and you don’t have to worry about it again.” It was a part of their lives Garrett didn’t like to think about. “What we do need to worry about is tonight. We’re about to be stuck in a tiny town.”

“And the big boss’s daughter ,” Keane pointed out. “Aren’t you going to work with her?”

“Yes, I’m going to work with her, and we are going to keep our hands off her because she is the big boss’s daughter and we like these jobs.” He finished up his rye. He could have another since it wasn’t like they were driving. They had a room in the hotel, and they would take a taxi out to the private airport in the morning. “We have to be on our absolute best behavior for the weeks we’re out in Willow Fork. So I say we have some fun tonight. What do you think of her?”

“Her?”

“The redhead we’ve both been staring at all night long.”

Keane’s lips curled up. “We’ve always had the same taste in women.”

“Which is why all of this makes sense. Let’s grab a drink and see if we can get close to her.” Garrett stood. 

Keane did not. “Garrett, she has a boyfriend. She’s been holding his hand all night.”

Garrett had gotten good at reading body language. If he wanted to, he likely could have specialized in jury management. He wanted to say it came from his legal studies and being in courtrooms. It was far more complicated than that. It was a skill that helped him survive his childhood. “I will bet you two hundred that they’re just friends.”

“How would you know that?”

“If I tell you, I won’t get two hundred dollars.”

Keane’s eyes rolled but he stood up. “I’m not betting two hundred dollars.”

Garrett wouldn’t have taken it anyway. “All right. Watch them carefully. They are very affectionate, but he hasn’t kissed her once. Not even come close. I think their affection is actually comfort. Also, if he is her boyfriend, she should probably be told he’s gay. He’s watched every man who walks in the room, and not merely to see who was here. His eyes linger on the tall, muscular ones. He has a type, and it is not that curvy redhead.”

“He’s attractive,” Keane said and then flushed. 

He could see it in an aesthetic way. “I suppose, but he’s still not into her. Not physically. Let’s get another drink and talk about how to approach her.” 

Keane followed him. “What if she’s not into guys?”

“Then I’m going to go cry somewhere because that is the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen. Nicole has excellent taste in friends.” They’d met Nicole for the first time earlier this evening. He’d met Joshua Barnes-Fleetwood once in Dallas, but they’d been all about business, and Lucas had done most of the talking. He wondered where the daughter was but hadn’t been introduced to her. He could go and ask Lucas, but the man was dancing with his wife and having a lovely time. He didn’t need to worry about business. 

“She really is something,” Keane said as they walked by her table. She and her friend had been joined by two other ladies who would have definitely caught his interest had they not been sitting next to that glorious woman. “Hey, she looks like she’s got money. She probably wouldn’t want to hang out with a ranch hand.”

“I wasn’t going to ask her to take us to social events, Keane. I was going to offer her a crazy night in bed with two men who know what they’re doing.” He walked up to the bar. “Rye on the rocks, and he’ll have a beer.”

Keane didn’t touch the hard stuff. Just a beer, and never more than two or three if the evening was going long. He stayed in control. Always. Garrett understood why, but he also thought it was good to let go every now and then. 

“You’re right.” Keane gave him a sheepish grin. “We leave Fort Worth in the morning and she likely goes home, too. It’s not like we’ll see her again, so she doesn’t need my whole sad story.”

“It’s not sad.” Sometimes his friend couldn’t see the positive side of things. “It’s a survival story, and you’re still here so there’s a happy ending.”

“Hasn’t ended yet.” He straightened up. “Oh, her friend is coming our way, and he looks like a man on a mission. Do you think he’s about to hit on you?”

“No idea.” The evening was looking up. He was unashamed to admit he liked a little drama. As long as no one got hurt. People were weird and he was here for it. He took the drinks from the bartender and slid a tip into the jar before turning and handing Keane his beer. His timing was perfect, but then it always was. 

Maybe her friend was getting drinks. Maybe he should ask about her. 

He didn’t have to. 

“Hey, I’m Bobby Farley. I’m good friends with...” He huffed. “Sorry, she asked me not to tell you her name. I think she wants to do this whole secretive undercover thing. I don’t understand it entirely, but she’s definitely not looking for anything more than a night, and now I realize I should have eased into the conversation.”

Oh, he liked the sound of this. Lucas told him that most of the people he would meet at the wedding would be in the lifestyle. “No need. Are you here to negotiate a scene?”

Bobby’s eyes widened and then he shrugged slightly. “Well, I should have known. I am not her top. I’m a friend. A good friend who will hunt you down and kill you if you hurt her. She needs a wild night, and she knows most of the people here. It’s been a rough couple of weeks for her, and she could use a scene. Are you members of a club?”

“Yes,” Garrett replied with confidence. “We belong to Subversion. We’ve completed all the courses and have Master rights. We’re allowed to attend the Dallas club when we’re there.”

The Austin club had become a second home for them. They spent weekends there when they had the time, indulging in D/s and simply being in a place where it felt like they belonged. 

Bobby stared for a moment as though his brain was making connections. Or he was nervous about leaving his gorgeous friend with them. 

“I was sponsored by Lucas O’Malley if you want to talk to him,” Garrett offered. 

“Well, that makes it weirder.” Bobby shook his head. “Nope. I’m going with it. All right. Yes, let’s talk this out, but again, no names.”

“We are talking about the redhead, right?” Keane asked. “Sorry. I only want to make sure. You could be talking about anyone, and I’ll be honest after seeing her, I don’t want someone else.”

“That’s what I want to hear.” Bobby looked to the bartender. “I’ll take a gin and tonic.” 

When Bobby had his drink, they took a seat.

It was time to negotiate. His evening was looking up. 
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Chapter Two
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Keane Rollins was having the weirdest day. He did not fit into this glamourous world. He’d been to exactly two weddings before this one. One had been in his mom’s backyard where she married the man who murdered her. The second was a courthouse wedding between friends who got divorced and no longer spoke to any of their circle. 

He didn’t have good luck with weddings. 

He was worried his luck was going to hold. 

“Are you nervous?” Garrett sat across the booth from him with the gorgeous girl in the middle. It was one of those round booths that made everything feel close and intimate. 

It was awkward. 

“A little, I suppose,” she replied. “Not because of you. You seem nice. Bobby told me you belong to a club.”

Garrett nodded. “There’s one in...”

She held up a hand. “I don’t need to know specifics. If Bobby is satisfied, then so am I.”

It had been roughly an hour since they had been introduced to the woman they were calling Red for now. She was every bit as gorgeous up close, and there was a sweetness to her that belied her obvious independent nature. They had each danced with her and made some small talk that meant nothing because she didn’t want names. Or real jobs. Apparently now no club names.

Garrett had proposed hitting the hotel bar since all eyes were on them in the ballroom. Red had hugged Nicole and the two grooms and then joined him and Garrett. 

Now she had a glass of Cab in her hand and looked like she wanted to be anywhere else. If he hadn’t seen the way her eyes went from Garrett to him like she was a kid in a candy store, he would have found a way to gracefully let her go. But it was so clear she wanted them. 

So why wasn’t it easy to simply go upstairs and get things started?

“I’m going to assume you belong to a club, too.” Garrett seemed determined to completely ignore the vibe, but that was kind of how he handled things. He was a great believer in faking it until making it. 

“I do. I have for a long time. I came to the lifestyle honestly. My parents are in it.” She sighed. “I don’t seem to be good with my own rules.”

Because it wasn’t natural to avoid all real connections. He needed to figure out how to make it more comfortable for her. 

“Do you always drink red?” Garrett asked with his usual charm. 

She smiled, though it was a tight thing. “Not at all. I like most wines, though I tend to gravitate toward dry and not too sweet. I’m from Texas, though, so I love margaritas.” She flushed. “Again, I wasn’t supposed to say that.”

“Oh, the accent gives you away,” Garrett replied. “It’s a pretty accent, don’t you think, Ke....?”

And there it was. It was hard to not use names at all, and it was super weird to call each other Sir since they would not be topping each other. 

“Let’s go with Master K and Master G when referring to each other,” Keane offered. 

“I don’t know that this is going to work,” she said suddenly. “This is not something I normally do. I’m not the crazy sex girl. I was feeling down tonight, and I should go to bed and hope I do better in the morning.”

“You don’t have to do that.” Garrett’s tone was still smooth, but Keane had been with him long enough to hear the panic underneath. “You sent your friend over for a reason.”

“I didn’t send him over at all. Bobby did that on his own. I swear if I didn’t know better, I would think he got rid of me so he could find his own hot guy.” She frowned and sighed. “I’m sorry. That wasn’t fair. That makes it sound like I wasn’t involved. I absolutely think you’re hot and I wondered if a fun night might make me feel better, but this isn’t going how I thought it would. Somehow I thought it would be easier.”

The problem was they weren’t giving her what she truly wanted. 

The fantasy. 

Garrett didn’t know what it meant to want to be someone else, anyone else. But Keane did, and for whatever reason so did Red tonight. 

“Well, we should give it more of a chance.” Garrett was always the optimist. He thought if he argued long enough, he would win. 

Keane thought they needed a different approach. It was time to take control. 

He sat up straighter, letting his jaw go straight and eyes focus on her. 

“You said you didn’t want names, but you need something to call us. You may call us Sir.” He used his hardest tone, the one that usually sent all the subs to their knees. “We will call you Red.”

She stared at him for a moment. “I don’t know...”

He had one shot at this. He ignored her and started to take on a role. Dom. “Now I do have some questions, Red. I would like to know why you decided to enter the program.”

That seemed to stop her. “The program?”

He was excellent at role play. It was one of the things he loved most about the lifestyle. For a few hours he could sink into a different role, one where he was in control, one where he was enough. He had spent the last hour studying her. Garrett wasn’t the only one who was good at reading a person, though it took Keane more time. He would bet she worked in a professional field, maybe even in a male-dominated one where she had to fight for her place. She was smart and quick-witted, and likely felt the need to be in control most of the time. 

And she was a well-trained submissive, which meant she also wanted time where she wasn’t in control. She likely craved it, but she needed...a little intimacy before her intimacy. Even if it was fake. 

“Yes, the program,” he restated, sinking into his role. He liked this role. Asshole at first. Indulgent asshole later. Garrett would do what he did best and smooth out all Keane’s rough edges. “The one in which we purchase a submissive for the night. Your paperwork looks fine, but it seems you might have changed your mind.”

“Hey, dude,” Garrett whispered. “What are you doing?”

But Red sat back, and her lips curled up. She took a sip of her wine and then bit her bottom lip. “I didn’t have much of a choice, Sir. My grandmother needs surgery. I can’t find a job. It’s been hard lately. I thought... I thought I could make some money this way, but I’m nervous.”

“I...your grandma is sick?” Garrett asked. “I’m so sorry. And there is no money involved. He’s being a weirdo.”

For a dude who passed his LSATs in the top five percent, he could be slow in some cases. 

She was not. Her gorgeous green eyes went wide, and he would have sworn she managed a sheen of tears. “But then how will I pay for the surgery? And food. I have four brothers and sisters who depend on me. Momma died a while back, and Daddy, well, Daddy never took much to family life. When Momma died he left us all with grandma, and now that she’s sick...”

“Uhm, we’re doing some kind of role play, right?” Garrett seemed to finally catch on. 

Keane stared at her, ignoring his friend because they were finally making a real connection. Oh, all the information was fake, but there was an odd truth in how a person role-played. It was all there in the choices they made. Red felt like everyone depended on her. Like she was held to a certain standard. “You’ll have to forgive my partner. It’s his first time.”

“It is not my first time,” Garrett argued. 

That made Red laugh and put a hand over Garrett’s. “I’m sure you’re very experienced.”

So she was compassionate. He wanted to know her name, but he was a man who had learned a long time ago to take what he could get because it could all turn on him. “It’s your experience we should talk about.”

This was such a better way to get to hard and soft limits. It wasn’t clinical this way because it made the negotiations part of the play itself. 

She put a hand to her chest and managed to flush prettily. “I... Sir, my virginity is part of the cost.”

Oh, she was good. Though he didn’t prize virginity in any way and would bet his damn life she wasn’t one, his cock tightened because she was getting invested in the play. The awkwardness was still there, but this way it was woven into the fabric of the night. It was helpful instead of a hurdle to jump over. “I did want a virgin.”

“But you should understand that we have certain tastes.” Garrett finally settled back into his role. 

Garrett was a good Dom, but he could take it or leave it. Keane could not. He needed to be in control. In a different lifetime he thought Garrett would have been happy being a switch. He loved taking care of their lovers in all the little ways. 

“What kind of tastes?” She asked the question with a breathless puff. 

“How much training did the academy give you in the D/s lifestyle?” Keane asked. 

For a moment she broke character, and there was such joy on her face it made him smile, too. “There’s an academy?”

He nodded. “For wayward young women who need to find their place in the world.”

She clapped her hands. “I love it so much.” Then she was back to being the down-on-her-luck sub who needed to spread her legs so grandma got well again. “I took all the classes, Sir. I know what you will want from me and I’m ready.”

“Oh, I doubt you’re ready. You see they can tell you everything, have you study different methods and disciplines, and it won’t prepare you for what it will really feel like to be dominated.”

Her breath caught, chest swelling slightly. Yes, this was what she needed. It was absolutely what he needed. 

Her eyes caught his briefly before sliding away in a submissive fashion that made his groin ache. “I know you’ll touch me.”

Garrett slid over, moving in closer to her, and he let his hand find her arm, fingertips sliding over in a way guaranteed to make her shiver. “The question is where we’ll touch you, and the answer is everywhere. All those soft places you think are private will become ours.”

Keane moved as well, so they were surrounding her, and they gave her no way to escape. Another illusion, but one that seemed to do something for her. Her cheeks flushed and eyes went soft and submissive. “He’s talking about your pussy, sweetheart. Tell me something. Do you ever touch yourself?”

She shook her head. “We’re not allowed. The academy tells us it’s a sin since our bodies should belong to our Masters.”

He put a hand on the nape of her neck. Her hair was in an updo his hands itched to pull down, but he wasn’t going to do that here. There would be time. He’d worried she would walk away, but now he knew he was getting his night with her. He could take his time. They could take their time. “So you’ve never touched yourself? Never rolled your nipples between your fingers and pretended it was a man’s lips sucking on you?”

The hitch in her breath told him everything he needed to know. “I haven’t. I never thought about a man doing that to me. So it’s not simply touch. You’re going to kiss me and put your mouth on me in all those soft places?”

It was easy now. Easy to lean over and run his nose along her neck up to her ear. She didn’t pull away. She leaned in. He let his voice go low. “We’re going to make a feast out of you. We’re going to suck and lick and nip.”

Garrett did the same on the other side of her neck, letting her feel what it meant to be between two men who wanted her. “I’m going to get those nipples in my mouth, and you won’t know if I’m going to lick or gently suck or take a bite out of you.”

“What about my...my pussy... That’s what you called it,” she said breathlessly. 

“I won’t leave a single centimeter untouched. I’ll eat your pussy like it’s mine because it is. I’ll enjoy how you taste. I’ll spear you with my tongue, spread your lips apart, and I won’t stop until you scream my name. I’m going to give you pleasure, but you owe me something,” he whispered in her ear. 

“Us,” Garrett corrected. “Master K needs to remember he’s not alone in this purchase. You should understand that we’re partners, and you’ll need to consider both of us your Masters. What do you owe your Masters?”

“Submission,” she said with a long sigh of what seemed like relief. “We should go up to your room and let me prove I can do the job properly.”

“It’s not a job, Red,” Keane said, giving her ear a nip. “It’s your calling.”

“Then you should show me what I’ve been missing.” 

He slid out of the booth as Garrett took care of the bill. 

It was time to get the night started right. 

* * * *
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It was so odd how easy it felt now. Olivia had been ready to flee because once they stopped dancing it felt awkward to not do the usual small talk, first date kind of thing. 

But this wasn’t a date. It was sex. Dirty, filthy, righteous sex. The kind that you should feel ashamed of but you don’t, and you think about it the rest of your life. That night with two bad boys. 

The problem was they seemed like such nice men. They seemed like the kind of guys a girl did go on a first date with. The kind a girl wanted to get to know better. 

Given her family situation, one would think Olivia Barnes-Fleetwood would have a lot of experience with dating two men at the same time. She did not. On paper she did, since she had fake long-distance dated the Farley brothers for the last several years, but in reality, all of her relationships had been what the rest of the world would call normal. 

She was pretty sure her mom was worried about her. When her mom worried, that was the time to take action. Abigail Barnes-Fleetwood could be a force of nature when she was worried about her kids. And now that Josh and Grim were married and happy and shit, those maternal eyes were firmly focused on her. 

“Can I get you anything?” Master G offered. “We have a mini bar.”

She was starting to figure them out despite the no names and no real info rule they had in place. G was the softer touch. He was smooth and charming and would be the indulgent one. 

“No more drinking. I want our sub relaxed but fully with us,” Master K ordered. “She needs to be able to think clearly and know what she wants.”

And K was the one who would lay down the law. 

She liked them both, which was a problem since this was a no-strings thing and she didn’t want to sit around mooning over them. She’d touched that hot stove one too many times to do it again. 

So she had been ready to walk away and do what she should have in the first place—go to her room and drink too much wine and get ready for the hangover. Luckily the flight home was only an hour. Usually they would drive, but they were taking home some lawyer Lucas wanted her to work with. And some dude who was going to do Josh’s job while he was gone. She would suffer through whatever the lawyer had to say and avoid the other guy altogether. 

But she wasn’t doing what she should do tonight. She was going wild because Master K had found a language they could speak. Fantasy. Role play. D/s.

She had reassessed her earlier evaluations. Nicole wouldn’t have a bunch of friends who understood the workings of D/s the way these two seemed to. Also, she likely hadn’t had a bunch of friends into threesomes back home. So they were likely business associates of Julian’s. Maybe even her dads’, but since she’d never met them they were probably investors or worked with the Masters’ Fund, an investment group her dad belonged to. 

Olivia didn’t have anything to do with that group, so it was fine. 

She let go of the worry. It didn’t have a place here. She set her clutch on the table in the foyer. The room seemed to be a junior suite. She had a ridiculous two-bedroom suite she’d shared with Nicole the night before. They’d had what they referred to as a mini bachelorette party which consisted of them having in-room massages and ordering a ton of food and watching movies until they fell asleep. 

Nicole would spend tonight in the honeymoon suite. 

But if she took them to her room, she couldn’t simply walk out when they were done. And no matter how good this was, she was walking away. 

“I’m not allowed to have alcohol at the academy,” she said and moved toward the living area. Definitely smaller than hers, but they could make do. If they had told her they were taking her to a motel in a bad part of town, she would have followed them because she wanted what they were offering. But she wasn’t a complete novice. There was negotiation to be done. “They did teach me to make sure my Masters protect me and that they know my safe word.”

“Your safe word is cinnamon.” Master K strode back in from the bedroom and without a single ounce of self-consciousness placed a long string of condoms on the table. “And your Masters are prepared. I assure you if we have the money to purchase you, we have the means to protect our investment.”

“I’d like to see my investment.” Master G had already pulled off his jacket and tie, and she could see a hint of smooth tanned skin. 

She was confused. “How did you know my safe word?”

Master K frowned, muscular arms crossing over a chest that was probably every bit as muscular. “We need to make some rules, baby. You told us no names, nothing real. That didn’t work. I came up with something that did. Are we role-playing or do you want to discuss what your friend told me?” When she didn’t answer he went back to his role. “It was in the information packet the academy sent over. And that’s ten for questioning me.”

“Maybe we should...” Master G started. 

But Master K was right. She was breaking the rules she set forth. He had found a way to make this work, and she was questioning him. “Please don’t, Master G. Master K, where would you like me? You’re right. I shouldn’t have questioned you.”

Master K stared at her for a moment as though trying to figure out if she was being real with him. 

She simply stood there because despite the fact that she had never attended a weird sex academy—which sounded hot on paper, but she would avoid in real life—she did know how to be a good sub. And she quite liked a spanking. She rather hoped Master K had a hard hand during sessions. 

Not that there would be more sessions. Just this one. 

“I’m not disciplining you with your clothes on. Take them off. They offend me.”

K had exactly the right amount of lust and arrogance in his tone. This was not the man she had danced with. That man had been awkward and a bit distant. Like he was trying to figure out if this was a good idea. 

The Master in front of her knew what he wanted, and it was her. 

The odd thing was she found herself attracted to both sides of the man. But the Dom was the one she needed tonight. The sweet guy was far more dangerous. 

She might not have had ménage sex before, but she had read a whole lot of books about it. Romance novels, mostly. She blamed her sister, who wrote them and introduced her to a whole new world when she was sixteen and she snuck one of Lexi’s books and got addicted. She loved all the sub-genres, but ménage and D/s were her jam, and when an author successfully put them together? Chef’s kiss. 

So she did what one of her sister’s heroines would have done. She made her eyes big and wide and looked back to the softer Dom, biting her lip like she was unsure what to do. “I think I need help getting out of my dress, Sir.”

Master G nearly tripped over the love seat trying to get to her. 

She didn’t miss the way Master K’s eyes rolled, but his lips curled up in an amused smile. They were really good friends. Likely long-term ones because K’s expression showed a deep affection. 

Of course they were. After all, they had purchased her, a sweet virgin trying desperately to save her sick grandmother. 

Her own grandmother was on a European tour with a group of friends they called the Crone Posse. 

But if Grandma Diane needed surgery, she would totally sell her body to these two for the night. It would be more fun than dipping into her seemingly endless trust fund. 

Master K pulled his tie free and tossed it on the bar. He moved back to the sofa and sat down, unbuttoning the top two buttons of his dress shirt. He sat back as arrogant as any king and nodded, letting Olivia and Master G know he was ready for the show. 

Master G moved behind Olivia, obviously putting her on display. He eased the zipper down, his fingertips brushing over her skin and sending a thrill through her. This was what she needed. It had been so long since she had someone touch her like this. 

She’d been neglecting herself. She should start spending weekends here, going to the club. 

“This dress is beautiful on you.” Master G let his fingers trail down her spine. The dress was backless, but she needed more support than some of the other bridesmaids did, so she wore a low-back bodysuit that smoothed everything out. 

“Thank you, Sir.” She liked how he put it. Not you look beautiful in the dress. Not the dress is beautiful. But the dress was beautiful because it was on her. It warmed her inside as much as the way Master K’s eyes on her did. 

Her dress slipped to the floor and she stepped out of it, still in her bodysuit. 

“The dress was lovely, but that is practically fet wear. Turn around.” Master K brought up a finger and twirled it, letting her know what he wanted. 

They were making her feel sexy. It was a heady feeling. She wasn’t a self-conscious woman, but it was nice to see the admiration in their eyes. 

She did as he asked, turning slowly. She looked up into Master G’s eyes when she turned his way. He wasn’t actually looking at her. His gaze was firmly on her breasts. She kept turning, and then Master K brought up a hand and gestured for her to come. 

She felt her nipples harden, her breath get ragged. She moved to him, stepping between his spread legs. He occupied the sofa like it was a throne. His hands came out, cupping her hips. 

“You know your safe word. You use it if you need to. I can be pretty intense, but I assure you I will honor your safe word,” he promised. 

He was a gorgeous man. His hair was long enough that it curled around his ears. It was thick and looked soft and golden. She wanted to run her hands through it, but this wasn’t the time. 

“I will, Sir,” she replied and stepped back so she could place herself over his lap. 

It was a comfy lap. He was a big guy, and she fit perfectly. She gently gripped his ankle as his hands ran over the globes of her ass. 

“You have a lot to offer us, Red.” His voice was throaty, filled with desire. He eased the bottom of the shapewear up and over her backside. 

“Yes, you do,” Master G agreed. 

“But you have to learn how to follow the rules.” Master K’s hand ran over her naked skin. Warmth spread through her. Then it was gone and she heard the spank before she felt it. The smack crashed through the quiet room and then she groaned as the sensation hit. She wasn’t sure why this made her feel alive, but it did. It made her heart race and breath quicken. It made her nipples ache and pussy soften. The pain made her grit her teeth and then sigh as the heat took over.

He meant that smack, and it did everything to her. 

“Where are you, Red?” Master G stood somewhere behind them, likely watching carefully. 

It was funny they were calling her Red for her hair because that word meant something different in the D/s world, and she wasn’t even close. “I’m green, Sir. Master K seems to have a hard hand, and that’s what I like.”

Another hard smack and she felt arousal start to pulse through her veins. And another. 

“You will obey, Red. We are your owners. This beautiful body belongs to us.” He punctuated every sentence with another smack that kept tugging her along, making her want more. 

Another smack. 

“I think I want to see what they taught you,” Master K announced after peppering her cheeks with another three smacks. “That’s ten, and it’s time to move on. You need to show us you’re worth the money so we can help you with your problems.” 

She slid off his lap, Master G helping her up. When she was standing, his hands went to the bottom of her shapewear and he peeled it off her, revealing the fact that she wasn’t wearing anything under it. 

It felt so good. She hadn’t realized how tight it was, how caged she felt in it. 

Master K stood and traced the lines where the straps had dug in. “I don’t like this. But I do like this.”

He leaned over and kissed her neck, sending shivers down her spine and lighting up her skin. 

He moved in, and she could feel Master G behind her. He took up the other side of her neck. 

Yeah, this was nice. This was like being surrounded with longing and desire and something warm she didn’t want to name. 

When Master K put his lips on hers, she opened, offering him everything. His tongue slid along hers, sending a thrill straight to her pussy. He kissed her over and over, his hands moving on her skin. 

All the while Master G let his lips slide along her shoulder and up her neck. He smoothed his tongue along the shell of her ear. “We’re going to make a meal out of you, Red. It’s what I’ve wanted from the moment I saw you in the...in the academy. Neither one of us wanted to bid on anyone but you.”

She got the feeling Master G wasn’t as invested in the role play as his friend, but he was trying and that was all she needed. When Master K stepped back, she allowed Master G to move her and have his turn. 

Turns. The word should make her feel dirty, but it didn’t. Maybe it was the fact that she knew a relationship like this could work. Maybe it was because her parents weren’t real big on shame. The idea of them taking turns threatened to set her on fire. 

Of course, if they had more time, they wouldn’t have to take turns. They could take her at the same time. One in her pussy, one in her ass. 

The thought stoked her desire even higher. 

Master G dominated her mouth, his tongue dancing with hers. She heard Master K doing something behind them, but she didn’t know what it was until she looked at him. 

He took off his shirt, and there was a gorgeous chest. There were some scars, but they did nothing to mar his perfection. Broad shoulders and strong arms. He had the kind of abs one couldn’t get in a gym. The man worked, and she liked that. His brown eyes seemed darker than before, filled with his will. 

“Like I said, I want to see what they taught you.” Master K held out a hand. She placed hers in it and he drew her close. He was a good five inches taller than she was, and he loomed in the sexiest way. “I want you on your knees in front of Master G. I want to see you use that sweet mouth on him. Can you do that for me?”

Could she lick and suck and enjoy what was likely a very nice cock? She realized she hadn’t merely missed the orgasms that came with sex. She missed the intimacy and the play. Missed the service part of D/s. It filled something inside her that she hadn’t realized was missing. 

“Yes, Sir,” she assured him in a perfectly calm voice that belied her excitement. This was exactly what she needed before the next few weeks of confessions and lawyers and dealing with crap she didn’t want to deal with. 

Master K let his eyes roam over her body. “You’re gorgeous. I want to tell you that you don’t need shapewear, but that’s your call, baby. But you should know you’re gorgeous with and gorgeous without it.”

Oh, she could get into him. She leaned into the role play so she didn’t fall further for this man who seemed to know exactly what to say. “The academy taught us to always try to achieve perfection when it comes to being attractive to our Masters.”

“Perfection is boring,” Master K replied. “I would have you real and here with us. Now get on your knees and show me what they taught you.”

She turned and looked at Master G, who had managed to get out of his clothes and stood before her in all his glory. And he had a lot of glory. He was taller than Master K, a bit leaner, but no less muscular. Like the difference between a linebacker and a swimmer. Both incredibly hot in their own ways. Two different gorgeous versions of masculinity. 

“I’ve only ever practiced on toys, Sir.” She sank to her knees and kept her voice slightly nervous. Although she was nervous. It had actually been a long time since she served her Master in this way. The truth was she never had more than a temporary Dom for play. “I might be terrible.”

Master G’s generous lips turned up in a smile, and his hand came out to stroke her hair. “I can walk you through it.”

“But not until she’s undressed.” Master K walked up behind her. 

Before she could argue that she didn’t have anything else she could take off, she felt his hand in her hair, twisting out the pins and releasing it. It flowed around her shoulders
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