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    She has more than heart-shaped cakes on her mind this Valentine’s Day. And they can’t quit thinking about her heart-shaped buns. 
 
      
 
    LeeLee has a secret—she has two lovers. Or at least she does in her very dirty fantasies about Jared and Brock, two of the sexiest men ever to walk the Boot Knockers Ranch. Each time one of them—or SWOON, both—walk into her kitchen, she has the urge to tear off her chef’s apron and paint her entire body with whipped cream. 
 
      
 
    Jared and Brock are sick and tired of dancing around their favorite sweetheart, and this Valentine’s Day, they’ve got it all planned. A locked kitchen door, a curvy chef with a wicked sharp tongue… and enough chocolate to cover her from head to toe. 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    LeeLee ran a cloth along the edge of a platter of grilled chicken to clean up the drippings and then nodded to her assistant chef. “Hurry and get this out to all those hungry cowboys before they storm the kitchen demanding food.” 
 
    Hillary nodded. “They’re out there making all kinds of jokes about where the meat is.” 
 
    LeeLee threw her an amused look. “I can only imagine how the Boot Knockers would run with that topic.” 
 
    She’d been head chef at the Boot Knockers Ranch almost nine months and every day was a new and wild experience. The cowboys and their guests didn’t just challenge her to come up with delicious and hearty meals with her own twist of farm-to-table delights, but working on this ranch had opened her eyes to… well, so much. 
 
    A world of sexual pleasures. 
 
    What went on here wasn’t only behind closed doors, and more than once she’d come into her kitchen well before dawn to begin the baking, only to discover lovers twisted up on one of her prep tables, playing their own version of hide the sausage. 
 
    One thing about working on the ranch was she never got bored. 
 
    As soon as Hillary stepped out of the kitchen into the main dining area the Boot Knockers called the grub hall, a cheer sounded. The buffet was stocked with more food than any of them could eat, but it seemed they all had been clamoring for her special marinated and grilled chicken breasts. 
 
    LeeLee laughed and went back to work. 
 
    Hillary came back into the kitchen, pink-cheeked and carrying the empty platter. 
 
    LeeLee gaped at her. “Tell me they didn’t devour thirty pounds of chicken breasts already!” 
 
    “No, this is the pork platter.” 
 
    LeeLee straightened with a hit of pride. “Oh good. My new recipe was a hit then.” 
 
    She nodded and bustled to the sink with the dirty platter. “Hugh told me to tell you he’ll be in to speak with you soon.” 
 
    The boss? LeeLee glanced nervously at the door. Her new bosses Hugh and Riggs were the best she could ask for, but she still got anxious when one of them came into her domain. She loved this job—being head chef at a notorious—if not scandalous—ranch was an honor she hadn’t hoped to achieve before the age of forty, yet here she was at twenty-seven running her own kitchen. 
 
    She wiped her palms on her chef’s whites attire and straightened her hat for when the boss came in to speak with her. Maybe he disliked the pork sauce. I might have been a little heavy on the Dijon. 
 
    As she cleaned up the mess she’d made, stowing spices in their alphabetical order spots on the shelf and placing ingredients back into the huge refrigerator and on pantry shelves, she thought over the reasons for Hugh needing to talk to her. 
 
    More than likely a special menu was requested for the upcoming Valentine’s Day event, a large affair on a ranch where romance was the main objective. 
 
    When the kitchen door swung open, she looked up. Expecting the huge boss man Hugh or even his gorgeous dark-haired partner Riggs. Instead, LeeLee was hit smack in the face with a different brand of testosterone. 
 
    Her top crush on the ranch stood before her. 
 
    Or one of her top crushes. 
 
    Jared had been tormenting her with his boyish crooked smiles for months now. What he didn’t know was a simple request for a breakfast tray from him could send LeeLee into a hormonal spiral. 
 
    His coal black hair matched his equally dark eyes, which he used on her to full effect. A single look from the man could slay—and did. For hours after he walked out again, she was on more than a low simmer of want. Most times she was a full-blown rolling boil. 
 
    “Jared.” Her mouth had dried out the moment she set eyes on the tall, rugged and muscled man standing before her in jeans with shreds in all the right places and a T-shirt that fit him like a second layer of flesh, highlighting pecs and the ridges of his abs equally. And that was without even turning around and presenting his broad back with powerful shoulders to her. 
 
    Her fingers twitched to pull off her chef’s hat, which wasn’t exactly dowdy but not what he was used to seeing women wear. 
 
    Which was their birthday suits. 
 
    Jared flicked his gaze from her face down over her white uniform, then back up to linger somewhere around her lips. 
 
    “Hugh sent me to talk to you.” 
 
    Oh God, that drawl of his, all Texas with a hint of naughty. Warmth tingled low in her stomach. 
 
    That’s too low for my stomach, she told herself. 
 
    With the prep table several steps away, she had nothing to lean against, and right now her knees shook bad enough she needed something to hold on to. 
 
    At that moment, the door opened behind him and another man walked through it. 
 
    Oh God. Crush Number Two. The duo that had her panties melting onto her body each time she spotted them in the same place at the same time, which was pretty often, since they were best friends. 
 
    And rumor had it, more than friends. Most of the guys found pleasure in many places. 
 
    The times they prowled her kitchen together were still branded on her memory, probably because she used it as fantasy fodder almost nightly. On the off nights, she thought of one gorgeous, dirty Boot Knocker at a time. Jared then Brock. Brock then Jared. Both together, cornering her on her way back to her bungalow after a long day of work. Demanding she take off her clothes. 
 
    Using all that rope she heard they were so good with. 
 
    “Brock, you’re just in time.” Jared didn’t look away from her as he spoke to his buddy. 
 
    Her stare shifted to the man standing behind Jared. Equally as tall, sexy as sin, with Wranglers that looked painted on. The bulge of his fly told her he  was packing ten inches easy. 
 
    Automatically, her gaze dropped. 
 
    She sucked in sharply then lifted her gaze, face burning. 
 
    His erection was snaking down his thigh, clearly unharnessed by underwear. 
 
    Battling for composure, she found her voice. “What did you need to talk to me about?” 
 
    Please tell me to take off my clothes. To drop to my knees and take one in my mouth and one from behind. 
 
    Her master chef and mentor would be shocked if he could hear her thoughts right now. Thank God the little Frenchman couldn’t, because he’d keel over with a stroke. She hadn’t spent years training in France and the US to think of serving up herself as the main course. 
 
    Jared followed the direction of her gaze to Brock’s groin and then a slow, easy smile spread across his handsome face. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “Damn, bro. You need to wrangle that snake. You’re scaring the little lady.” Jared watched LeeLee’s expression change from bold desire to shock. The pink in her cheeks amped up a notch to bright red. 
 
    Fuck, she was gorgeous when she was flustered. He rarely caught her in this state, though—only once or twice when she was scrambling to finish some dish and felt she was behind schedule. Normally, she was as cool and poised as a schoolteacher. 
 
    Which had his mind off on other tangents, thinking of popping buttons of a cardigan sweater and pulling off eyeglasses. 
 
    She didn’t even wear glasses, or if she did, he hadn’t seen them. 
 
    She darted out her tongue and ran it along her full lower lip, leaving a bead of wetness that had him stifling a groan. He and Brock both agreed she was the most sensual and untouched woman they’d come across. Untouched meaning she was clearly green about sex. 
 
    By his guess, she’d had missionary sex in the dark. Brock laid bets on whether or not she’d ever seen a lover naked. 
 
    And both of them had their sights set on her since the moment she came to work on the Boot Knockers Ranch. 
 
    He thumbed his cowboy hat up a smidge so he could get a better look at her damp lips. With her hair up in that prim white hat, she gave off even more of an untouched vibe. He and Brock wanted to be the ones doing the touching. In general, employees were off limits to Boot Knockers. But that rule had been broken before and what the bosses didn’t know wouldn’t hurt them. 
 
    “Uh, what did Hugh want you to tell me?” she asked in her husky tone. 
 
    At that moment, Brock stepped up beside him, so close that his thigh brushed his. Instant arousal shot through Jared. He and Brock had given each other the eye pretty much from the time they met, but it had taken them three months before one had made a move. 
 
    What began as a game of tug of war in good fun had ended with Brock on top of Jared, big body pressing him into the dirt. What followed had been relived again and again in so many ways it was hard to count. Besides sharing women who visited the ranch, they flat out liked fucking each other. 
 
    Jared widened his stance, pressing his thigh more firmly to his friend’s. Brock gave him a slow glance that promised things to come later and then looked to LeeLee. 
 
    “Hugh wanted us to address the menu for Valentine’s Day,” Brock drawled. 
 
    “Oh. Yes.” She said this as if she’d forgotten they were having a conversation. “Let me grab a pen and paper to take some notes.” 
 
    They watched her turn and walk toward a small room off the kitchen they knew was her office. 
 
    He nudged Brock. “You knew damn well what you were doing coming in here with that boner.” 
 
    He glanced down at the front of his jeans, which still bulged with the beast of his erection. “That’s my normal state.” 
 
    “I’m aware.” Jared reached over and cupped it, feeling it warm and live beneath his fingers. 
 
    Brock groaned. “Keep that up and—” 
 
    LeeLee returned in time to see Jared fondling his friend’s cock. Her steps tripped to a halt as her stare landed on them. 
 
    Jared moved his hand, purposely looking into her eyes. Tell me you like seeing me touch him. He’d had so many fantasies of her tied to their bed, legs spread wide, getting wetter by the second as she watched them fool around. 
 
    Her chest moved fast with her breathing and he thought of loosening those buttons at her throat and discovering each golden inch of skin with his lips and tongue while Brock ground his erection against her ass and whispered dirty things in her ear. 
 
    She cradled the pad of paper and poised the pen over it. She was a lefty. 
 
    He added that tidbit to his store of knowledge about her, along with the fact that she looked like she ate strawberries all day with those red lips of hers, and the pulse in her throat flickered faster when he and Brock came into her kitchen. 
 
    “Hugh wants two hundred heart-shaped cakes ordered.” 
 
    She blinked. “Okay. No problem.” 
 
    “And all the aphrodisiac foods. Oysters—” 
 
    She was nodding and taking notes. “Chocolate, watermelon…” She wrinkled her nose. “I think I’ll skip the asparagus.” 
 
    He arched a brow. “Why is that?” 
 
    “Um.” She nibbled her lower lip. 
 
    Brock tipped his head, studying her. “What is it you know about that particular vegetable, sweetheart?” 
 
    Her face reddened again, and she grew flustered enough to drop her pen. 
 
    “Don’t tease the lady,” Jared said, scooping her pen off the floor. When he handed it to her, their fingertips brushed. Her gaze shot up to his. 
 
    “No, I want to know. What’s the matter with asparagus?” Brock pressed. 
 
    “It’s just that… you know…” She broke off, more flustered than he’d ever seen her. 
 
    “I don’t know. Why don’t you educate me?” Brock moved closer to her as well, hemming her in alongside Jared. 
 
    Damn, he just knew she was all curves beneath that shapeless garment she wore. The high crest of her breasts filled out the top and they’d fill his hands even better. 
 
    “Most people find the smell of asparagus too strong.” 
 
    Brock reached out and flicked a stray lock of hair that had fallen from her stark updo to skim across her cheekbone. Her lips opened on a sigh. 
 
    Jared’s cock swelled just thinking of what he could do to her mouth. But only after he and Brock had pleasured her into at least a half dozen orgasms all for herself. 
 
    If ever there was a beautiful woman who needed to be touched, it was LeeLee. 
 
    “Are you suggesting Boot Knockers don’t like strong flavors?” 
 
    “Not when it creates a strong smell on your skin or in your…” 
 
    Jared took pity—well almost. “Cum?” 
 
    LeeLee looked about to catch fire, her face was so brilliant. A light dew of perspiration broke out across her hairline, lending her a more sun-kissed look. 
 
    Brock made a tsking noise. “You shouldn’t embarrass the lady, Jared.” 
 
    “Oh sorry.” He grinned at her. 
 
    “No asparagus then. Plenty of whipped cream.” 
 
    She swallowed. “Uh, yes. I’ve got plenty of ideas. That should be all.” 
 
    “There’s something else. Besides the cakes and special foods, Hugh is requesting a fruit sculpture.” 
 
    She blinked. “A sculpture made of fruit?” 
 
    “I think so, yeah,” Jared said with a nod. 
 
    “Did he request what shape it should be in?” 
 
    He and Brock looked at each other. “I think he said… the Venus? With a fountain of champagne,” Brock said. 
 
    Jared nodded. “That’s it.” 
 
    Before their eyes, LeeLee’s face paled considerably. “That seems like a tall order for an event twenty-four hours away. I’ve had the cakes prepped already but they need baked and then all frosted, and of course I have the meal all planned and the prepwork begun. But the fruit Venus with a champagne fountain will be a stretch.” 
 
    “One I’m sure you’re up to.” The booming voice behind them made he and Brock turn to see Hugh walking in. 
 
    She gave Hugh a quick smile. “Of course. I’ll start the produce order right away so I get it delivered by this evening.” 
 
    Hugh looked to Jared and Brock. “You guys seem to have tormented the poor chef enough for one day. Riggs has some work for you with the horses this afternoon if you’re free.” 
 
    Jared threw LeeLee a glance. I’m not finished with you, he wanted to say. But he gave her a nod of farewell and took his leave. Brock, more dramatic, sent her a sideways grin along with a hand over his heart as he backed out of the kitchen. 
 
    “The pork was fabulous tonight, LeeLee,” Hugh said before ducking out after them. 
 
    Jared’s mind worked over ways to sneak back into her workspace. He nudged Brock. “Damn, I want to stay and tease her into some more blushes.” 
 
    “She sure is fun to tease, but the boss man’s got other plans for us. We’ve gotta set aside our urges and do another kind of hard work to get us all sweaty and out of breath.” He cocked a brow at Jared, who reached over to grab his package again. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “Keep that up and I won’t be able to walk,” Brock moaned out. 
 
    They headed to the horse barn. The ranch sprawled before them, green and lush with all their hard work. When they weren’t pleasing the ladies, they busted their asses doing old-fashioned hard work—it was something Brock loved most about the ranch. 
 
    Sure, the ladies were a real perk of working here, but more and more he’d been considering ways to get out of that end of the business and stay on for the other. He hadn’t brought it up to Jared because leaving him hanging wasn’t an option. They were closer than just buddies, work colleagues. They didn’t just share women—they shared a life. 
 
    While emotions were never mentioned between them, it went without saying. They had an attachment—everyone knew it. 
 
    As they approached the barn, Brock slowed and caught Jared by the arm. Jared looked into his eyes and arched a brow. 
 
    “I want to ask you somethin’,” Brock said. 
 
    Jared cocked his head. “Is this about LeeLee?” 
 
    “No. Well, sorta. Maybe.” 
 
    “That clears things up.” 
 
    Brock gave a low chuckle and peered at his lover from beneath the brim of his hat. “You think you’ll ever get tired of taking on the clients? I mean, I love helping women see their true worth or overcome some hurdle in their sexual lives. But…” 
 
    Jared went totally still. “Are you thinkin’ about leaving the Boot Knockers?” 
 
    Brock threw a look over his shoulder back at the barn where Riggs was working. “I don’t know. Guess not. I just wonder what it might be like to only do the ranchin’ stuff.” 
 
    “That’s called a ranch hand, and they don’t need any. You know that.” 
 
    Brock dropped his gaze, staring at their boots, almost toe to toe in the thick grass. 
 
    “Dude, if you go, I go too.” 
 
    He snapped his head up at Jared’s low admission. His tone was gritty, burning with intensity he hadn’t expected. 
 
    Reaching out, Jared gripped his shoulder. “Never said it, but…” 
 
    “Hey, you guys ever comin’ to give me a hand?” Riggs’s call interrupted the moment, and Brock stepped away from Jared. 
 
    What had he been about to say to him? What would Brock say given a bigger opening? 
 
    For now, he wouldn’t find out. He and Jared threw themselves into checking over the horses for a Valentine’s Day ride. While he checked their hooves and cleaned out several frogs, his mind worked over the strange atmosphere hanging over him and Jared today. 
 
    Something about walking into that kitchen had changed him. Charged him—ignited him with a spark to make a fresh start. 
 
    If he was honest, the thought hadn’t only just entered his mind. It had been sputtering around in the corners on and off for months. When he lay with Jared plastered against his side after the hottest sex of his life, he’d let the idea take hold. 
 
    And being so close to the gorgeous little chef. He had an inkling that if he and Jared shared her, he would no longer be so content— 
 
    “You’re deep in thought today.” Jared reached an arm around him, pinning him back against his chest. 
 
    Brock closed his eyes, feeling the thick muscle behind him—and the steely edge of his lover’s cock pressed against his ass. 
 
    Suddenly, he turned. 
 
    Jared stared at him in surprise, playful expression falling away. “What is it?” he asked quietly. 
 
    Brock cupped Jared’s jaw and stared into his eyes. “Tonight. Tonight we go back for LeeLee.” 
 
    His lover’s eyes widened, the black depths shining with shock. “What?” 
 
    “You feel it too. We both want her.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Because there’s something between the three of us. Tonight we go back and find out just how deep that goes.” 
 
    Jared lifted a hand to Brock’s wrist, and when he closed his fingers around his skin, Brock felt a slight tremor there. “What aren’t you sayin’?” 
 
    He gave a quick shake of his head, knowing Riggs was several stalls away. He released Jared but retained eye contact. “She needs assistants to make all those Valentine’s Day treats.” 
 
    A crooked grin cut a path across Jared’s rugged features. “And we’ll be her assistants.” 
 
    Brock gave a nod, tugging down his hat over his eyes as Riggs rounded the stall and spotted them. 
 
    “Save the fucking around for later, you horny asses.” Riggs grinned at them. He of all men knew how it felt to secretly love the man you worked closely with. He and Hugh had once stood in the same exact boots as Brock and Jared now were. 
 
    They moved away from each other, and Brock dug in to the work he loved, muscles burning pleasantly as he mucked out three stalls in a row. As he worked, he tossed looks at Riggs’s profile a few stalls away. 
 
    He realized something. Something big. 
 
    Riggs and Hugh didn’t just get what they wanted—they took it. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The mission: Not impossible. LeeLee had embarked on quick prep challenges before. She’d even done one of those TV cooking competitions fresh out of culinary school. She’d been sent home after two rounds, but she’d been green then. 
 
    Now she had a few more years in her oven mitt and she could do this. 
 
    She looked at her notepad on the countertop and swiftly made a game plan. Hillary had the cakes poured into their little tins, ready for baking. While they were in the oven, LeeLee would continue prepping the fruit for the sculpture. 
 
    She had a good idea how to construct the Venus that Hugh had requested. Some skewers, toothpicks and clear gelatin that would bind it all in various stages. She’d pulled up an image of the Venus de Milo on her computer tablet to work from. From pineapple shaping the shoulders to melon curls as hair, she had it covered. 
 
    She was in for a long night—and without help too, as she’d given approval for Hillary to have the night off to be with her beau months ago. But she’d taken a short break, showered and changed into a fresh uniform, prepared for a long night. She didn’t mind, because seeing the Boot Knockers and their guests enjoying her delicious and beautiful food was her ultimate goal. 
 
    Throwing a glance at the clock on the wall, she realized seconds were ticking by and she’d better get to work. 
 
    First, she walked into the cooler to retrieve the cake trays. They were stacked five high and one by one she popped them into the convection oven, her mind already trundling ahead to the little decorative touches she’d add with frosting and delicate candies. 
 
    As she worked, she hummed to the radio that was always on in her kitchen. She preferred rock, but earlier today Hillary had tuned the streaming radio to a lighter station and an old love song was on. 
 
    Sappy, she thought. But soon the song became only background noise as she peeled and cut fruit into various shapes, placing mounds of it in prep bowls for the moment she was ready to construct the Venus. 
 
    Her mind kept wandering, though… to the hot cowboys who’d entered her kitchen and shaken her up so bad. For hours after they left, and she cleaned up, she’d thought of little else but Brock and Jared. Jared and Brock. 
 
    The names intertwined with an undeniable musicality. Or maybe it was just the rhythm of her heart whenever she saw them. 
 
    If she were to officially apply to stay on the ranch as a client, she’d request them. Apparently it was actually a checkbox on the form—you could ask for a duo for the length of your stay. 
 
    Two men teaming up to make you feel like more of a goddess than the Aphrodite she was creating out of fruit. She couldn’t imagine what it would be like to have one of those cowboys touching her let alone two. 
 
    Or watching them together… 
 
    Today she’d caught Jared stroking Brock’s cock through his jeans and had instantly soaked her panties with want. The sexual sight still had her aching and throbbing, and she’d rubbed her clit in the shower to a gasping orgasm just to slake her need. 
 
    It had only pushed the throb in her core back for a time. Later, she’d have to break out B.O.B.—her battery operated boyfriend—and take care of her needs better. 
 
    The song changed to a more upbeat one, and she sliced off a bit of honeydew melon and popped it into her mouth. 
 
    Fresh and sweet, just as she’d hoped. The shipments came from California and were always the best— 
 
    The boot step made her look up at the door. 
 
    The knife she held clattered to the counter, loud in the sudden vacuum of the space. 
 
    Her mouth dried out and she had to force herself to swallow the fruit in her mouth. 
 
    Jared gave her a crooked grin that slashed through her body like a hot knife. “Thought you could use some assistance, sweetheart.” 
 
    She could hardly breathe. Brock stepped forward first, his dark hair slicked back as if he’d just showered. 
 
    With Jared? 
 
    Her stare shot to the other cowboy. Sure enough, he too appeared to have just cleaned up. 
 
    She swallowed, the fruit sliding down her throat. It was a wonder she didn’t choke, with two gorgeous cowboys looking at her that way. 
 
    Jared moved to stand next to her. “Tell us what to do and we’re at your command.” 
 
    Her knees grew weak, and she clung to the edge of the island. “You’re… here to help me?” she managed in a faint whisper that surely gave away all the desire pent up inside her. And they’d hear it loud and clear—they were tuned in to know when a woman was primed for them. 
 
    Oh God, how was she ever going to concentrate on getting her work done now? With this pair looking on, distracting her with their rough good looks, she’d end up creating a fruit sculpture resembling a Muppet rather than Venus. 
 
    “Don’t worry, sweetheart. We take orders real well. You tell us to jump, we say how high. You say fetch, we get on our hands and knees.” 
 
    That. Didn’t. Help. 
 
    Not one bit. 
 
    Mind spinning, she tried to figure out what was happening here and how she could not offend them by turning their help away. She didn’t see how she could keep them in her kitchen and get all her work done. 
 
    Jared lifted his head and sniffed the air. “Do I smell something burning?” 
 
    “My cakes!” She ran for the wall of ovens and used a thick towel to pull out the baking pan. Two were just a hint over the golden brown she’d been going for, but with frosting, hopefully nobody would notice. 
 
    She set the five pans on a surface to cool, breathing hard. Trying not to look at the guys. 
 
    Without hats, they somehow looked sexier. She didn’t know how that was even possible. 
 
    “You look a mite shaken up, LeeLee,” Brock said, leading her away from the oven. “What can we do to make it up to you for nearly making you forget your cakes?” 
 
    She stared up at him, sweat breaking out in all the wrong places. She could think of a dozen ways they could make it up to her. 
 
    Brock caught that stray tendril of hair that always seemed to escape her hat. Her breath stopped in her lungs, and dizziness washed over her as he rubbed it lightly between his thumb and forefinger while staring deep into her eyes. 
 
    “Tell us what to do next.” 
 
    Kiss me. 
 
    Suck my nipples. 
 
    No. The Venus would have more done to her nipples tonight than LeeLee ever would, when she sculped them out of berries. 
 
    Jared moved up before her, standing so close, hovering over her. His breath was minty-fresh, his clean masculine scent drawing her own nipples into hard points. 
 
    Brock crowded next to her, and she found herself pinned in by a wall of muscled shoulders. 
 
    “We’ve been thinking about you all day, LeeLee,” Jared crooned in his Southern drawl. 
 
    She gulped. “You have?” 
 
    Holding her gaze, he nodded. “If we can be of any service to you…” He moved in so his lips were a scant inch away from hers. 
 
    She trembled, lust pounding through her system. She had things to do but… if they wanted more… 
 
    They couldn’t want to have sex with her. Could they? 
 
    Brock pressed closer so his big body sheltered against her side, her hip brushing his groin. 
 
    One thought of that massive erection snaking down the leg of his jeans had her on an even steeper cliff of desire. 
 
    “You know we like to share our women.” Jared’s whisper washed across her lips. 
 
    Stunned shock had her speechless. 
 
    Brock tugged off her hat. Her hair, quickly bobby-pinned up, tumbled halfway down. He threaded his long, callused fingers into the mass and shook the pins loose so all of her hair tumbled around her shoulders. 
 
    “Jesus, look at all this beautiful hair. A shame you have to hide it all day.” Jared caught a lock and drew it to his nose, inhaling deeply. 
 
    She quaked between them. “What…” Her mouth was too dried out to speak. “What is happening, guys?” 
 
    “You know what’s happening, sweetheart,” Jared said. 
 
    “We’re seducing you,” Brock added. 
 
    “But. Anybody could walk in. Hugh, Riggs. We’d all be fired.” Her protests died on her tongue as Jared snaked out his own tongue over the corner of her lips. 
 
    “We locked the door, don’t worry. This ain’t our first rodeo.” Brock’s deep voice vibrated through her as he lowered his lips to her throat. Tasting right under her ear. 
 
    Jared took the opportunity to kiss just under her lip. Then the other corner, working his way up over her cheek until she wanted to beg for him to just kiss her properly. Her insides were a quivering mess of need and her panties already drenched. She’d probably pass out if they all went through with this. If they took her. 
 
    They’d back off, she was sure of it. This was only a test of some kind, more teasing to get her to blush. 
 
    But they didn’t seem to be stopping. 
 
    Brock created small looping circles down her neck to the juncture of her shoulder, where he left a nipping bite. She sucked in harshly, and at that moment, Jared dropped a gentle kiss between her eyes. 
 
    “So beautiful.” A kiss landed on each closed eyelid. “We’ve wanted you a long time.” 
 
    “You… have?” 
 
    “Oh yeah. You think you can hide from us in your loose uniform.” Brock skimmed his hands over her waist, finding the dip and then roving down to cup her ass. “Just what we thought, Jared. Curves for miles.” 
 
    The fact they were talking to each other about her as if she wasn’t even standing between them had her heart racing and her insides turning to liquid want. 
 
    “I’ve gotta feel for myself.” When Jared touched her, she jumped. 
 
    Having two hands on her belonging to different men? Pure fantasy and nothing she ever could have expected. 
 
    He leaned closer, giving her a chance to adjust to his nearness, to the stroke of his fingers across her ribs. 
 
    All at once they closed in. Brock latched onto her neck while Jared tipped her head up and claimed her lips. The sensual caress had her shaking, and Brock anchored her to his big, hard body, which didn’t help her shakes, because it allowed her to feel every inch of that massive hard-on in his jeans. 
 
    For being such a rugged man, Jared’s lips were shockingly soft. He probed the seam of her mouth with the tip of his tongue, and she opened on a gasp. He hauled her against him, wrapped an arm around Brock as well, and kissed her like he’d been thinking of it… well, as much as she had. 
 
    As she drank in the flavors of the man she’d wanted since the first time she’d laid eyes on him, Brock circled her earlobe with his hot, wet tongue. A moan escaped her, and Jared pulled back, that boyish grin of his turning cocky. 
 
    Before she understood what was happening, Brock turned her into his arms and slammed his mouth over hers. A cry broke from her throat as he sank his tongue deep, claiming her for himself while Jared took over on her neck. When Jared cupped her breasts from behind at the same moment Brock grabbed her ass, her knees did buckle. 
 
    But her big cowboys supported her as they kissed and groped her into insanity. Her body was on fire and if she let this continue, it would be just the beginning. They hadn’t even shed any clothes yet. 
 
    “Wanted you so long,” Jared whispered along her jaw as he moved around her. Suddenly, his tongue snaked out over her lips—over Brock’s. 
 
    The pair pulled back and kissed right there in front of her, like two men who were dying to get at each other. The crush of their lips was bruising and forceful, holding nothing back. 
 
    And LeeLee could see for herself just how powerful their attraction was for each other. If not more. 
 
    She must have made some noise, because they broke apart. “Poor baby. We’re neglecting you.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t exactly call it neglecting,” she managed to say. 
 
    Brock grinned as he dragged her in. When he kissed her, she jolted with a fiery need. But when Jared’s tongue added to the mix, she reached up and clung to both of their necks. 
 
    Her body had a mind of its own, moving in a slow glide against theirs. “Guys,” she breathed, “maybe we should move it to the office.” 
 
    They broke away and exchanged a look. “Oh yeah. Desk,” Jared said. 
 
    “Four walls and a floor.” Brock’s lips tilted in a broad grin. 
 
    Then they bundled her back through the door of her small office where she performed normal, everyday accounting work and list making, budgeting and orders and looked up recipes. 
 
    Today she was definitely moving outside her norm. 
 
    Brock went to lean against the desk and Jared bore her back into his lover’s arms. When he flattened himself to them both, creating a LeeLee sandwich, she thought there never was such a menu item till now. 
 
    Her mind still whirled with confusion. Was this really happening? 
 
    It was. And she wanted it. 
 
    What did she have to lose? 
 
    Lifting her hands, she touched Jared. Running her fingers over his sculpted chest to broad shoulders and up to pull him down for a kiss. 
 
    “Now she’s getting into it.” Brock’s drawl was in her ear but he cupped her breasts. A cry left her, and her panties flooded again as he located the centers of her breasts, plucking her nipples into harder peaks. 
 
    “We’re going to have our way with you, but if you want us to stop at all, just say the word,” Brock whispered. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” she made out. 
 
    Jared’s chest rumbled against hers with a chuckle. He bit into her lower lip gently, tugging. As he drew back, he took her by the hips and pressed her down—onto Brock’s lap. 
 
    His hard cock dug into her ass, igniting thoughts of them having her simultaneously. She’d heard things other women who worked on the ranch said, and she knew such things went on in the world. But she’d never expected a chance to live it herself. 
 
    Her insides quivered at the thought of feeling one of these big men inside her let alone two. 
 
    All at once, she wanted everything she could get—each and every sigh and cry. If she had one night only with these beautiful, rough men, she was going to take full advantage. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Jared’s dick couldn’t get much harder. The silky feel of LeeLee’s skin slipping beneath the white cotton she wore had his balls straining. 
 
    When Brock jerked his hips, bumping his cock into her backside, Jared burned to rip off all their clothes and get to the pleasure part faster. 
 
    No, he had to go slow. For LeeLee, for all of them. He wasn’t blind to what Brock had brought up earlier in the barn—something was going on between the three of them, a feeling deep in his blood that was the same sensation he had for Brock himself. 
 
    He’d seen trios come together before on this ranch. Some of them had become life partners, and Jared wondered if they were caught up in this phenomenon too. 
 
    This bond. 
 
    He had to get his fingers on soft woman flesh. He edged his hands under her top. She sucked in sharply but he felt no resistance so kept going, moving upward over her ribs to the band of her bra. 
 
    Brock drew her ass down on his cock again, pulling a groan from both that was music to Jared’s ears. Whatever happened after tonight, one thing was certain. 
 
    They’d all be changed. 
 
    He ran his fingers over the mounds of her breasts, feeling her tremble as he teased her hard nipples. Brock ran his hands up her torso and met Jared’s on her breasts. Together, they tormented her with light, fluttery touches. 
 
    Her head fell forward and harsh pants left her. Then Brock pulled off her top, baring her to them. 
 
    They both stopped, hands stilled on the work of art that was her body. She was curved in all the right places, her skin golden against the pristine white of her bra. 
 
    “Do we have ourselves a virgin all in white?” Brock asked in his deep voice. 
 
    She shook her head, hair floating over the cream of her breasts in auburn-tinged waves. When Jared looked deep into her amber-and-gold-flecked eyes, she seemed to melt under this stare. 
 
    “I’m not a virgin,” she whispered, “and I… I want you. Both of you.” 
 
    That was the green light he needed. He reached behind her back and popped the clasp of her bra. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Brock sank his fingers into Jared’s thick hair as he guided him from breast to breast. Watching his tongue bathe her round breasts had his cock weeping with precum. As soon as he sank into her sweet body, it’d be all over, and he had to find some ounce of control. 
 
    This moment mattered, and they all knew it. He and Jared had barely discussed it, but he saw it in his lover’s eyes. And LeeLee was just opening up some chasm inside them that wouldn’t separate them but bind them all, like an open wound grown tougher with three layers of skin sealing it shut. 
 
    “Suck on her nipple, babe,” he said to Jared. “Draw it out. Let me see your teeth on her.” He grunted when Jared scraped his teeth tenderly across the rosy nipple, and LeeLee ground her ass into his cock. 
 
    Once he was buried balls-deep with Jared settled between her splayed legs, nothing could stop them from reaching the summit of pleasure. 
 
    Brock ran his hand across her hip and down between her legs. “Fuck, she’s wet clear through.” 
 
    She moaned. “I’m sorry. I want you.” 
 
    “Never be sorry for being wet for us, sweetheart.” Brock moved his fingers over the swollen bumps of her pussy within the constraints of her uniform. 
 
    It wasn’t enough. He needed to feel her wetness. Smell her. Taste her. 
 
    Taste her seeping Jared’s cum. But that would have to come later. Until they joined as a monogamous trio, he’d have to make due with condoms. 
 
    He found the bump of her clit and pressed on it. She cried out, and Jared lifted his head to spear Brock in his gaze. “Take off her pants,” Brock ordered. “Then put her over my face.” 
 
    A shiver snaked down her spine. Brock threw off his shirt and created a bed on the floor of it and her top. Jared added his and then LeeLee’s pants followed. 
 
    When she was only in a thin wisp of panties, Brock’s control evaporated. 
 
    He reached out and plucked the side of her panties, snapping the band. 
 
    Jared stood back, staring like Brock was at the tuft of auburn-tipped curls covering her mound. 
 
    “Jesus, she’s a work of art. How have you been hiding this from us, sweetheart?” Brock grated out. 
 
    A light smile touched her lips, and Brock’s chest warmed, surging with a new emotion he suspected had been lying dormant all along. 
 
    Those times he’d come into the kitchen and teased LeeLee had been just the foreplay leading up to this moment. 
 
    She watched as he stretched out on the floor, resting on his elbows, hair dripping down into one blazing eye. 
 
    “Take off her panties and give her to me,” Brock ordered. 
 
    Jared looped his finger into the scrap of what was left of her panties and slid them down her thigh and off her curvy ankle. Then he took her by the hips and eased her forward to Brock’s waiting tongue. 
 
    He snaked it over her curls. She moaned. 
 
    Over her wet seam. She cried out. 
 
    When he sank it deep into her hot, wet sheath, she crumpled. He caught her, lowering her onto his face as he eased onto his back. Eyes closed on the bliss of her flavors filling his head. 
 
    She was no prim little schoolteacher-type as Jared had once remarked. No, she was a vixen all buttoned up in uniform just waiting for a moment to be unleashed. 
 
    She thrashed against his mouth, taking as good as he gave. He lapped at her clit, pulling it between his lips for long minutes while she rode his tongue. When he drew her to the edge of orgasm, he released her, backing off and mouthing her folds. Only to drag her back upward again as he tongue-fucked her. 
 
    “Lean forward, sweetheart,” Jared said. 
 
    Brock glanced up to see him caressing the globes of her ass. She shuddered, and he knew exactly what his partner was doing. 
 
    Teasing her tight little pucker with a fingertip. 
 
    His own ass flexed at the thought of nights, days and everything in between when Jared did the same to him. He had a way with his fingers in Brock’s backside that had him leaking even now. 
 
    Knowing this, he latched onto Brock’s cock through his jeans. Stroking from the balls up to the tip. Molding the denim around the swollen head that was streaming now. 
 
    LeeLee cried out. 
 
    “Just a fingertip. I’ll go easy with you, sweetheart. This time.” Jared’s dark promise had him aching and LeeLee moving again, riding faster, cresting the rise of ecstasy. 
 
    She stiffened and began to shake. Juices flooded Brock’s tongue, and he lapped faster, taking every drop of her first orgasm for them into his mouth. 
 
    He reached up to grasp her ass and met Jared’s hand. 
 
    Their gazes met, and he knew what had to be done. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    LeeLee watched as the men tangled their tongues together. Her insides were still pulsing from her heart-stopping release. But seeing Jared lick her juices off his lover’s mouth… 
 
    She shuddered and wrapped her arms around herself. The two men undressed each other as they kissed. She took in every bit of muscle that was revealed to her. Their six-pack abs and muscled pecs were sexy enough but when their carved asses were presented to her, she began to tingle all over again. 
 
    Jared stretched out on top of Brock, cock to cock. Rubbing. 
 
    “Slip your hand between us. Take hold of us both,” he demanded of her. 
 
    Her jaw dropped and she managed to close it as she took the order. Easing her hand between hard bodies to clamp around both thick lengths. There was no way her fingers were meeting around this much man flesh. 
 
    They shared a groan as she slowly tested her new power. 
 
    Stroking once, twice. 
 
    “Fuck.” Brock surged up to claim her mouth, and with a shock she realized he tasted of her and Jared both. Turned on even more, she stroked them faster, learning their ridges. 
 
    “I want to taste you both,” she whispered. 
 
    They fell still, throbbing in her hand. 
 
    “Jesus, she’s going to kill us,” Jared said. 
 
    Brock laughed. “Then we’ll die happy.” He pulled her hand away from them and rested back on his elbows. “Join me here, Jared. We’ll see what she can do.” 
 
    LeeLee shook as she kneeled on the floor with two sexy-as-hell Boot Knockers lying side by side for her on the floor of her office, waiting for her to suck their cocks. 
 
    She had almost no experience with oral, and she imagined her first fumbling attempts hadn’t actually done much to satisfy the men in her past. But she was damn well going to give her all tonight. 
 
    She leaned in, hair falling over her shoulder. Jared caught it in his fist and pulled it back in order to watch her part her lips over his erection. 
 
    “Take him. That’s it, sweetheart.” Brock’s urging had her nipples tightened into hard buds again. 
 
    She lowered her mouth over Jared’s cock. Tasting musk and man, maybe a hint of Brock? She moaned and sucked it fully into her throat. 
 
    “Hell. Christ. Hold still a moment, sweetheart,” Jared ground out. 
 
    She glanced up his body to find his jaw locked. 
 
    “Don’t listen to him,” Brock urged. “Suck on that cock.” 
 
    Her smile formed around his shaft as she took Brock’s advice and began to suck him. Faster, moving up and down the steely rod. 
 
    “Under the head there. Yeah. He loves when you lick that.” 
 
    “Why don’t you get down there and… show her?” Jared panted. 
 
    Brock started to move to do just that, but she boldly planted a hand on his abs, pressing him down again. 
 
    She drew up the length of Jared’s cock and released him. His cock bobbed against his abs. 
 
    Then she turned to Brock’s. He was longer but a little less thick than his lover. Our lover. 
 
    Wetness slid down her inner thigh as she closed her fingers around the base of Brock’s cock and she took him in as far as she could, which wasn’t far. What she couldn’t suck on, she made up for with her hand, gliding her fist up and down his shaft until his balls drew up tight to his body and his thighs shook. 
 
    Jared sat up to watch, dark eyes roving over her face. When their gazes met, electricity shot through her. A bolt of some unidentifiable sensation, a link that bound her to this moment. 
 
    To these men. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Watching LeeLee’s mouth bulging with Brock’s big cock had Jared’s blood heating a hundred more degrees. He’d shared him with women before, but this… 
 
    Damn. 
 
    LeeLee was a sight to behold, in all her naked glory with an eagerness that surprised him. He’d known beneath her starched cotton that she was full of passion. But this was beyond his imaginings. 
 
    Brock tangled his fingers in her hair and drew her off his shaft. She released him with a soft pop, eyes flashing up at Brock and then him. 
 
    Together, they reached for her, drawing her up their bodies between them. Jared went for her lips while Brock slithered down to kiss other body parts. She opened her mouth on a gasp as he tasted her for the first time. 
 
    “Fuck, she’s heaven,” Brock ground out. 
 
    “She is.” Jared slanted his mouth across hers at the same moment he closed his fingers over her nipple. 
 
    “She’s so fucking wet. Hell, I can’t wait to get inside her.” Judging by the sound she made, Brock had just plunged two fingers deep inside her. She bucked, crying out. 
 
    Jared watched her face as he lowered his mouth to her breasts. Her cheeks grew pinker and she clutched his head to her as she rocked on Brock’s tongue. 
 
    “So close. Oh God. I’m…” She shuddered long and hard as another orgasm swept over her in what seemed like seconds. 
 
    She was so damn primed for them, and that was the biggest turn-on yet. 
 
    Jared drew back and Brock lifted his head. She twitched between them, flushed with ecstasy. 
 
    They shared a look and Brock and Jared went for the condoms at the same time. She stretched out, watching with hooded eyes as they knelt side by side to tear open the packets and slide them over their arousals. 
 
    Jared saw a flicker of what could be apprehension in her eyes. “Don’t worry, sweetheart, we aren’t taking you together—yet.” 
 
    She reached up for them, and they covered her with their bodies, each half on her. Their tongues met for long moments as they built her back up with exploring hands. When Brock parted her pussy lips for Jared’s fingers, his cock couldn’t get any harder. He was about to blow. 
 
    This was what he craved—working together to please a partner, and he realized he wasn’t fully satisfied without it. 
 
    The scent of cooling cakes wafted into the office, and he was glad she’d gotten the first batch out of the oven before things got really heated up. Otherwise, the place would be on fire. 
 
    They had a fire of their own. 
 
    “Tell us you want this,” Jared urged. 
 
    Her eyes glimmered. To his shock, instead of saying the words, she spread her legs, flashing her wet center. 
 
    “Hell.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Jared ground out at the same time Brock cussed. 
 
    “Rock paper scissors, man.” Brock’s stare was fixed on her juicy pussy. 
 
    Jared shoved him out of the way. “I win no matter what.” 
 
    She giggled, the most beautiful sight he’d ever seen. 
 
    “Fine, you get to sink in to that tight pussy first, but that means I get your ass tonight,” Brock said. 
 
    He and Brock took turns as bottoms, equally matched in all ways. 
 
    “His… ass?” The breathy question came from LeeLee. 
 
    Jared grinned. “You’re in for a show, sweetheart.” 
 
    “Yes,” she said faintly, pulse tripping in her throat. 
 
    To demonstrate, he turned to Brock. The man hooked his arm around Jared’s neck and pulled him in for a kiss. The crush of their mouths had small rasps coming from LeeLee and both of their cocks straining. When they broke apart, they shared a smile. 
 
    Without direction, Brock guided Jared atop her. She parted her thighs for him, and he sank down, the tip of his erection poised at the heat of her. Brock gripped his hips from behind. 
 
    When he sank into LeeLee, he was looking into her eyes. She cried out and kissed him with so much passion, he wondered how long she’d been burning for them too. 
 
    Then he felt Brock lubing him up. A Boot Knocker was always prepared. He and Brock especially, since they were known to get horny anyplace at any time. 
 
    As he smoothed the wetness across his pucker, Jared moaned at the searing heat of LeeLee’s pussy along with the brush of fingers on his ass. He pumped into her two, three times. 
 
    Need was mounting in his core. His balls throbbed. And when Brock sank his finger into him, stretching him for what was to come, Jared threw his head back on a groan. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    What Brock wouldn’t do to be sharing her body right now. She wasn’t ready, so this was the next best thing. Besides, he loved topping Jared—the man hugged his cock so good and tight. 
 
    With one hand latched onto Jared’s hip, he looked down into LeeLee’s beautiful eyes. The haze of pleasure there affected him far more than he’d ever thought. And he’d fantasized about this moment for months now. 
 
    He smiled at her, and her lips bowed up to match. Reaching down, he took her hand and threaded their fingers on Jared’s side. 
 
    “Watch me slide into him, sweetheart. See the pleasure we give each other and share with you.” His voice was gritty. 
 
    She gave a soft noise, gaze locked on his face as he began to ease into his lover’s ass. 
 
    “Fuck, you’re tight.” 
 
    “Fuck, you’re big,” Jared responded. 
 
    LeeLee pushed upward on Jared’s cock, that was streaming with his cum, Brock knew from experience. When they were more to each other and could ditch the condoms— 
 
    He cut off that thought. One step at a time, he reminded himself. He couldn’t have everything in one night. 
 
    “This is going to be you someday, LeeLee,” Jared said in a burning tone. “With one of us in your pussy and the other in your luscious ass.” 
 
    She tossed her head back. “Fuck me!” 
 
    On a long groan, Brock sank balls-deep in one slow glide. The nudge of his hips shoved Jared forward so he sank deep into her too. 
 
    After that, Brock’s mind hazed over with sexual lust. He set the pace and LeeLee’s fingers gripped his harder and harder as he watched her shake apart. 
 
    “She’s coming. Fuck!” Jared burst out. 
 
    His ass tightened on Brock’s shaft, milking him, and he wasn’t about to hold back. 
 
    He latched his lips onto Jared’s neck as he fucked him wildly and LeeLee moaned beneath them both. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    LeeLee listened to the heavy breathing of both men—her lovers—grow quieter as they drifted off. 
 
    She smiled. It seemed the Boot Knockers were typical men, passing out in sleep after sex. 
 
    Her heart still tripped in a staccato beat. Had that really just happened? Had both men given her the most mind-bending pleasure of her life? 
 
    They were naked and she was too, so she must not be dreaming. 
 
    Her body tingled in all the most exquisite places. Her clit still felt swollen and a mere brush of fingers—or a tongue—would send her sailing again. 
 
    Now she knew the rumors were true. The Boot Knockers were far better lovers than anybody else on the planet. And she’d been lucky enough to have a chance with them. 
 
    Jared’s thigh lay heavily across hers, and she tested a move to see if she could get out easily. Because no matter how amazing their encounter had just been, she still had work weighing down on her. 
 
    Two hundred cakes baked, frosted and decorated. And a fruit sculpture with a champagne fountain. 
 
    As she shimmied carefully out of the tangle of their arms and powerful thighs, she stood looking around for her clothes. They appeared to be underneath both big men and there was no hope of retrieving them. 
 
    Luckily she had some uniforms folded on the shelf in the other room where the linens and plates were kept. 
 
    Naked and throbbing, she left the office and used the bathroom off the kitchen to change. 
 
    When she looked into the small mirror hanging over the sink, she saw someone who looked entirely different. Well-fucked, they’d say around here, and she could see why it was a commonly used term. 
 
    She walked into the kitchen and tried to get her bearings again. Where had she left off? Oh yeah, both men had blown her mind by kissing her, fondling her and then carrying her away to lick, suck and fuck. 
 
    A shiver ran through her. 
 
    Get your head on straight, LeeLee. 
 
    She went to the cooler and retrieved the bowls of cake batter. Then she set about easing the baked ones out of the tins onto a big wooden board to begin decorating. 
 
    As she was filling the tins back up with fresh batter for the oven, she looked up to see naked cowboys standing in her kitchen. 
 
    Her eyes bulged at the view of muscled men with erections standing out thick and proud. 
 
    Her heart gave a stutter but her pussy flooded all over again. 
 
    They stared at her like she was a delicious, melt-in-your-mouth bit of chocolate. 
 
    She let out a nervous giggle. This had to be a dream. No way did they want her more than once. 
 
    Did they? 
 
    “I’m not sure having you naked in my kitchen is very sanitary.” 
 
    Brock grinned, and the mere tipping of his lips and the creases around his eyes undid her. 
 
    She felt herself moving forward, abandoning her task. If she didn’t get things finished right now, she still had a few hours tomorrow before the evening festivities took place. She’d make up for lost time. 
 
    Jared’s brows were drawn as she neared. He reached for her, pulling her into their arms. “We don’t like waking to find you missing from our bed.” 
 
    “It wasn’t really a bed,” she said to get around the subject. 
 
    “Anywhere the three of us are together is a bed. Now get your sweet little ass back in there.” He pinched her buttock to punctuate his point. 
 
    She squealed. 
 
    Brock didn’t bother with orders—he just picked her up and carried her back into the office. She was surprised to see they’d not only laid out their clothes on the floor more neatly but had rounded up some towels from the shelf too. 
 
    She blinked rapidly... 
 
    And gotten the frosting? 
 
    They offered her grins. “Strip,” Jared said. 
 
    “I can tell you’re the one who likes to give the commands,” she responded. 
 
    Brock nodded. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. He likes taking the commands, too.” Pointedly, he met Jared’s stare and said, “Get on your knees.” 
 
    Her jaw dropped as the rugged man lowered himself before Brock. Then she sighed with the dirty pleasure of watching Brock rub the swollen tip of his cock back and forth across Jared’s lips. 
 
    “Suck it in. Wait—use the frosting first.” 
 
    That had her taking off all her clothes in a blink. She stood before them naked as Jared scooped one long finger into a pot of frosting and painted it across Brock’s cock head and then up between his balls. 
 
    He started at the bottom and worked to the tip. Licking off the pink frosting—damn, hot cowboys never looked so manly in pink. Brock braced his legs wide, giving Jared complete access. As he lapped up the frosting and ran the point of his tongue up the length of his shaft, LeeLee couldn’t stop herself from stepping up and taking part of the play. 
 
    She dipped a finger into the frosting and smeared it across her nipples. 
 
    Both men groaned but Jared retained his focus, lapping a path around the head of Brock’s cock and sucking it clean as Brock dipped his head to taste her nipple. 
 
    While she watched his mouth dance across her breasts, Jared placed his hands on her thighs, parting her for him. 
 
    She trembled when he eased one finger into her pussy and instead of frosting, painted her wetness over her ass. 
 
    It seemed they were serious in their promise to have her ass. She’d never experienced anal but if she had one shot at these cowboys, she wasn’t walking away with any regrets because she got nervous and backed down. 
 
    When he thrust two fingers into her pussy, she cried out. But as he teased a circle around her pucker, Brock had to catch her as her knees buckled. She moaned, and he swallowed it with his kiss. Long and deep, sucking on her tongue as Jared teased her. 
 
    Juices flooded his fingers, and he doubled his efforts, taking her to new heights. Her insides tightened and released, shooting her higher. Insides trembling, she threw herself into kissing Brock. 
 
    She shook, clamped down… and came so hard that it stole her cry right off her lips. 
 
    “Fuck, she’s so beautiful when she comes. Lay her down. I want to fuck her.” Brock’s words barely registered before she found herself on her hands and knees with Jared positioned to lick her pussy while Brock slid on a condom and poised behind her. 
 
    He entered her in one long, slippery glide. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “Holy fuck, she’s tight. You didn’t warn me,” Brock growled out. 
 
    Jared hummed a chuckle against LeeLee’s still quivering pussy. From this vantage point, Jared had the best of both worlds—total access to her clit and Brock’s balls were within tongue’s reach too. 
 
    Placing gentle flicks across her clit, his cock swelled at her taste, her scent—and Brock’s combined with it. While his partner rocked his hips, withdrawing almost to the tip before slamming back inside her sweet pussy, Jared’s cock grew rock hard. 
 
    He closed his fingers around the base of his shaft and guided it upward. 
 
    LeeLee took the hint and sucked him in. A groan left him and then Brock, who had a fucking fantastic view of her giving him one of the best blow jobs of his life. 
 
    Jared moved his hips in rhythm to the sucking pulls of her mouth. Then he moved from licking her clit to Brock’s sac. 
 
    “Helllll,” his lover drawled on a long groan. “Sweetheart, he’s licking my balls while I fuck you. Bet you’d like to see that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Mmmm,” she responded, voice edged with a franticness he hadn’t heard from her. 
 
    She needed to come but it sounded as if she was just as desperate to feel them both come too—one in her pussy and one in her mouth. 
 
    Jared’s ability to think faded and he thrust upward, the head of his cock striking the back of her throat. 
 
    She cried out. 
 
    Brock sank deeper. She moaned. 
 
    Jared licked between both his lovers, feeling the tension build in all. Wishing he had a second tongue to take care of both at once. Reaching up, he fondled Brock while concentrating on LeeLee’s pleasure. This was her night. 
 
    Purposefully, he slowed the laps of his tongue. Brushing so lightly, making her strain closer. 
 
    Until she came apart. 
 
    “Fuck, she’s coming for me. Fuck, fuck.” Brock churned his hips and he knew the exact moment his lover found his own release. 
 
    LeeLee’s hot, wet mouth swallowed Jared’s shaft right to the root, and he couldn’t hold back another second. He exploded with a grunt that mingled with the noises his lovers made. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    It took a bit for Brock to recover, but he didn’t give LeeLee time to escape again. He dipped a fingertip into the frosting pot and drew a line up between her breasts. 
 
    A smile formed on her face as he and Jared each took turns cleaning it off. “I never thought my frosting would be put to use like this,” she said, voice whispery from all her cries of bliss. 
 
    Brock grasped her hip, loving the roundness of her in his hand, and looked into her eyes as he licked off the frosting. “Best frosting I’ve ever tasted.” 
 
    She chuckled, low in her throat. Seeing her like this, all unraveled between them, loose and maybe even a bit giddy, made his heart surge for her. 
 
    This was only the beginning of their story, he was sure of it. 
 
    Jared’s hand joined his on her hip, and they threaded their fingers, binding all of them together. 
 
    “I still need to bake all those cakes and decorate them. Not to mention that fruit sculpture.” 
 
    “We’ll help you,” Jared said, lifting his head. 
 
    She laughed again. “I saw how you helped me. Walking into my kitchen with your hard cocks out and dragging me back into the office.” 
 
    “You aren’t complaining,” Brock stated. 
 
    She shook her head. “No. But I do have a job to do.” 
 
    “And we said we’ll help. Clothed.” 
 
    She eyed him skeptically. 
 
    “We do manage to get our work on the ranch done.” 
 
    “Okay, so you’re not all games. You do have a serious side, I can see that.” She cradled Brock’s jaw, and he closed his eyes at her touch. 
 
    “What’s the nearest bungalow?” Jared asked. 
 
    “It’s mine,” she answered. “So I can get here and back quickly. Why?” 
 
    “Shower,” Brock and Jared said together. 
 
    He stood and Jared followed, drawing LeeLee to her feet. They managed to keep from fucking and sucking her into orgasm again as they dressed her and ushered her out of the kitchen. 
 
    Her bungalow was like all the others on the ranch—built to look like a rustic cabin. But inside, she had it decorated to her tastes. He saw the small touches she’d put on the place and her personal items sitting around and was touched to know more about her. 
 
    He paused in the door of her small kitchenette. “Doesn’t look like you eat here.” 
 
    She laughed. “Not typically. I bring home leftovers or make toast when I’m feeling lazy on Sundays.” 
 
    He and Jared exchanged a look. “We make great toast.” 
 
    Moving her along through the bedroom that smelled of her faint perfume and had a surprisingly messy pile of clothes on a chair, Brock led her into the bathroom. 
 
    Bottles of her body wash, shampoo and a few bits of makeup sat around on ledges or the sink. One major thing was different, though. 
 
    “Damn, girl, these towels must be 8000 thread count.” 
 
    Her eyes sparkled. “There’s no such thing as 8000 that I know of. But I have a weakness for luxurious towels.” 
 
    “So do we.” Jared took down three from a shelf and set them out for when they were finished. Then Brock started the shower. As soon as the water was warm enough, he picked up LeeLee and placed her inside. 
 
    She squealed when they crowded around her. He grabbed the body wash while Jared squeezed shampoo into his palm. As they soaped her, they took their time finding every dirty spot until she was writhing. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    The passion hung thick in the air along with the steam of the hot water as LeeLee dropped to her knees and clasped a hand around each of their cocks. Jared hooked an arm around Brock’s neck and yanked him in for a kiss as their little chef vixen took turns working over their hard cocks. 
 
    When her tongue moved from base to the tip of his and then swirled around the pre-cum pooling at the head, he groaned into Brock’s mouth. A second later, Brock did the same. The pressure in his balls was mounting by the second and he wanted inside her again. 
 
    But the hours were flying by too quickly, and they had to give her time to work her magic back in the kitchen. Valentine’s Day wouldn’t wait while they took their pleasure—and then some. 
 
    Need built inside him, but he stopped her with a fingertip on her jaw. “Let’s get you back to work.” 
 
    Her eyes, clouded with pleasure, cleared. “But you haven’t gotten off yet.” She looked between them. 
 
    “We don’t need to come every time, sweetheart,” Brock said. 
 
    “We love the burn. The buildup. C’mon.” Jared pulled her to her feet, and she swayed. 
 
    They steadied her between them and Jared switched off the water. Brock snaked out a long arm and grabbed one of the plushest towels Jared had ever seen. Using slow strokes, they dried LeeLee and removed most of the water from her hair before giving themselves brisk rubdowns. 
 
    She just stood there, naked, watching. 
 
    “You like what you see?” Jared asked with a crooked smile. 
 
    “Oh yeah.” She nodded with enthusiasm. 
 
    With a full heart, Jared dressed again and it was his turn to stand back and watch LeeLee. She was so damn cute as she picked through a laundry basket on the floor of her closet and discarded items on the chair. 
 
    “I think I can take care of this organization problem you have later,” Brock said. 
 
    She blushed. “I don’t have all that much time and what free time I do have, I don’t want to spend it putting away laundry.” 
 
    “We got you, sweetheart.” Jared reached into the pile and plucked out a lacy bra. 
 
    She snatched it away, laughing. “You can’t see all my charms just yet.” 
 
    “LeeLee, baby, we haven’t even begun,” he drawled. 
 
    Her eyes sparkled with electricity as she met his stare. Oh yeah, there was more between the three of them than just a night of hot sex. 
 
    By the time they got her back into the kitchen, he was more than smitten. He was halfway in love. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    LeeLee was riding one hell of a high tonight. She’d gotten the finishing touches on two hundred cakes and was halfway through the torso of the Venus de Milo and it was, so far, standing up and a success. 
 
    Toss in the two sexy cowboys standing around handing her strawberries or learning how to use a melon baller plus the fact she was still tingling from them claiming every inch of her body… and whoooeee! 
 
    At least that was what they said on the Boot Knockers Ranch. 
 
    Jared’s gaze moved over her face, catching her staring. A flush rose up from the soles of her feet and settled in all the best places. Or the worst, depending on the task. 
 
    Right now, she could do without being aroused while constructing a framework of a famous sculpture to attach fruit to. 
 
    “Look, it’s Jared.” Brock held up two pink balls of watermelon on his palm and added a spear of pineapple to create his own sculpture. 
 
    Jared folded over laughing and she had to take deep breaths to keep from hitting the giddy mode, because she had too much to do to lose it to uncontrollable laughter right now. 
 
    Brock brought his palm to mouth level and licked at the pineapple and melon balls in a way that had them all shaking with laughter.  
 
    LeeLee wanted to relive this night over and over. 
 
    It was beyond hot and steamy. She’d felt like part of something much bigger, though she couldn’t totally explain it. All she knew was that tomorrow, she’d be a different woman. More worldly and yet lonelier knowing what she was missing out on. 
 
    Jared reached over and plucked the balls off Brock’s palm, popping them into his mouth. Around distended cheeks, he said, “Delicious if I do say so myself.” 
 
    Shaking her head in amusement, LeeLee continued to work on her masterpiece, quite aware of what time it was and that she needed to get this finished and wheeled into the cooler long before breakfast. Her stomach rumbled and no wonder—she’d expended a lot of energy over the past few hours. 
 
    She stole a peek at the men, who’d grabbed another spear of pineapple and a pair of melon balls and were making it wiggle across the granite counter. 
 
    Giving them her best stern look, she pointed her paring knife their way. “Stop that. We need every bit of that fruit.” 
 
    “She’s getting all sexy, starched chef on us,” Jared drawled. “Maybe we need to loosen her up again, Brock.” 
 
    Her pussy flooded with desire, but she backed up a step to ward them off. “No. Work first then play.” 
 
    That sobered them—for all of two seconds. Then Brock circled the counter and grabbed her around the waist, bending her over his arm to suck her neck while Jared claimed her lips. 
 
    Pinned between both big cowboys, being kissed senseless, had her mind spinning. 
 
    And her heart in a game of tug of war. 
 
    There was no question of which man she could fall for—hands down, it was both. 
 
    The real concern for her was how she was going to pull away when the moment had played out, run its course, left her feeling empty when they ended this smoking hot affair. 
 
    Jared broke the kiss and Brock whipped her back into an upright position. “Get to work, sweetheart. Jeesh. You need to stay more focused.” 
 
    She gave them a smile but it was a bit strained. Drawing a deep breath, she assessed the fruit sculpture and decided what to work on next. 
 
    The guys put their heads together. 
 
    “What are you up to now?” she asked with a warning tone. 
 
    They looked at her, twin crinkles between their brows. “LeeLee, we might have only known you intimately for one night, but we can see something’s wrong.” 
 
    She bit into her lower lip, tasting the kiss Jared had just left her with, along with a hint of the pineapple penis he’d eaten. 
 
    She’d giggle if she wasn’t feeling a bit depressed about the situation. 
 
    Jared reached for the knife in her hand and set it aside while Brock locked his arms around her. “Tell us what you’re thinking,” Jared said. 
 
    Avoiding their gazes—they were far too dangerous because one glance and she would fall even deeper—she shrugged. 
 
    “I’m still shocked this really happened,” she said. 
 
    They were silent a long minute. Brock ducked his head to catch her stare and hold it captive, just as her arms were right this minute. She was pinned between the sexiest, sweetest, most loving men alive. 
 
    Not that she wanted to move a muscle—that was the problem. 
 
    He let out a sigh. “You think this is the end. That the sun will come up and we’ll act like this never happened.” 
 
    How did they read her so easily? She went still, just enjoying the feel of their muscled bodies pressing against her. 
 
    Dipping her head, she stared at Brock’s chest and the chef’s whites she’d made him put on, though the garment was far too tight for him and she was certain he’d popped a few seams. 
 
    Slowly, she raised a hand and pressed it against his chest. Beneath her fingers, his heart thumped. 
 
    “Is it the end?” she asked hoarsely. 
 
    Feeling two sets of eyes drilling into her, she chanced a look up. Sure enough, they were glaring like they couldn’t believe she’d think so badly of them. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way. You’re Boot Knockers. You sleep with people—it’s your job.” 
 
    “This,” Jared waved between the three of them, “isn’t a job. What Brock and I share isn’t a job. And now you’re part of that.” 
 
    Her heart tripped and took off in a faster beat. But she had to give them an out. The last thing she wanted was to lock them in to committing to a relationship, even only a sexual one. 
 
    She waved a hand. “I’m good with whatever happens. Okay, back to work, guys.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Good with whatever happens? 
 
    Dammit, Jared couldn’t believe she was trying to play the nonchalant card with them. It was clear she was struggling with emotions and he wasn’t letting her off the hook that easily. 
 
    Neither would Brock. 
 
    It might be only the beginning, but they’d just begun exploring this connection. 
 
    As he watched LeeLee return to her sculpture, he met Brock’s stare. They nodded in silent agreement. Something had to be done to show her they weren’t just fucking with her. 
 
    Something extreme. 
 
    Brock moved toward the work surface where she’d done frosted all the cakes while they added little bits of candy decorations. The frosting bags were still laying there, in shades of pink and white and red. 
 
    Scooping them into his hands, Brock threw a look at LeeLee over his shoulder. “C’mon,” he said to Jared, low. 
 
    They slipped into the office, leaving her to work. 
 
    “She doesn’t have any faith in us,” Brock said at once. 
 
    Jared shook his head. “Gimme some of that frosting. Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Brock’s face split into a grin. He passed over the frosting and went for his buttons. When he removed his shirt and dropped his pants, Jared did a test squeeze of frosting, piping it into a circle around his nipple. 
 
    “Not bad.” Brock admired it. 
 
    Leaning in, Jared licked it off. Then he planted a sweet kiss on his lover’s mouth. “Hold still while I draw on you. It might tickle.” 
 
    Brock waggled his brows. “I hope it does.” 
 
    “You have more kinks than I thought. Okay, here comes the L.” He drew a big L on Brock’s pec. Followed by two Es. 
 
    When he finished, Brock had him strip and returned the favor. They added a few more letters back and forth with the red frosting. They stared at each other. 
 
    “Think it’s romantic enough?” Brock asked. 
 
    “I think it’s a start. But this woman will need more than finesse. She’s down to earth and we’ll have to prove just how serious we are. That is, if you’re really serious about what you started to say to me last night.” Jared eyed him, feeling the love swelling out within him, a wave so high and mighty that he never could see the pinnacle. 
 
    “I’d grab you and fuck you right now, but we’d smear our letters. Of course I meant it, Jared. God, I’ve been in love with you forever.” 
 
    Emotion hit him so hard that he bowed his head, struggling to get a grip. When Brock pressed his forehead against his, they shared a heated sigh. “We can’t keep being Boot Knockers, not if we want LeeLee.” 
 
    “I do,” Jared said at once. 
 
    Brock nodded, nose rubbing against Jared’s. “So do I.” 
 
    “Now what?” The moment stretched, and he couldn’t help but brush his lips against Brock’s, wondering if they had time to smear their letters and write them again. 
 
    “Now we get the girl. Then we talk to Hugh and Riggs.” 
 
    Jared swallowed. Their entire world had flipped upside down just from one night, but it’d been building a long time. 
 
    He stared into his lover’s eyes. “I’m ready.” 
 
    “Me too.” Brock stepped back. In his full glory of carved muscle with his cock half hard as always and wearing pink frosting, Jared couldn’t feel more love for him than at this moment. 
 
    “Let’s get the girl,” he said. 
 
    They walked into the kitchen. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    LeeLee stood working, using small skewers to position the fruit into a rainbow of perfection. The woman was a damn artist. The sculpture wasn’t only recognizable as the Venus but beautiful in its own right, with the colors of the fruit adding depth and light to the piece. 
 
    With cantaloupe sweeping across the breasts and small berries creating the areola and nipples, it showcased the woman’s form. It stood for everything the Boot Knockers believed—they celebrated women and empowered them to take something for themselves. It began with sex and often dug so much deeper into their psyches. 
 
    Brock had seen it again and again since becoming a Boot Knocker. But it was time to move on. 
 
    If he and Jared could get jobs on the ranch in some other capacity, they would stay on. If not, they’d find a ranch nearby to remain close to LeeLee. 
 
    She didn’t look up from her task, so fixated on placing the fruit just right that she didn’t seem to hear them. 
 
    Jared cleared his throat. 
 
    Her head shot up. 
 
    Then she plastered a hand to her chest as she read their message. 
 
    Across their bodies, they spelled out:  “LeeLee’s MEN.” Each wearing a LEE across their pecs. Brock bore the ME while Jared had the N and a heart on his abs. 
 
    She set down her knife and moved closer, her beautiful face dazed with surprise. Brock searched the depths of her eyes and saw everything he expected—fear and uncertainty. 
 
    But he also caught hope and joy. 
 
    “I get the feeling you’re trying to tell me something.” Her soft smile was for both of them. 
 
    “Are you getting the message?” Jared asked, swiping a fingertip through the heart on his abs. 
 
    She caught his wrist and brought his finger to her lips, sucking off the red frosting. “Loud and clear.” 
 
    “Good. We’ll be waiting for you in the office when you get done.” 
 
    Her eyes hooded and she took one step closer. Planting a hand over each of their chests, directly onto the frosting spelling her name out. “I think I can spare a few minutes of my time for you.” 
 
    Brock arched a brow. “Just a few minutes?” 
 
    She nodded. “Depends on if you have any of that frosting left.” 
 
    Jared let out a growl and hauled her into his arms, hooking one around Brock to draw him into the circle as well. 
 
    Together, they tipped her head up to take turns kissing her and then joined all three of their tongues into a hot, wet kiss. When she broke away, her chest heaved and somehow she’d gotten frosting smeared across her forehead. 
 
    “Wait. I’ve just got to do one thing.” She pulled free of their hold, and Brock’s cock hardened even further as he watched the sultry sway of her hips as she returned to the sculpture. 
 
    She grabbed a can of whipped cream and carried it back. When she stopped before them, she dropped them a wink. “I’m ready. Take me to your world of pleasure, my hot cowboys.” 
 
    They didn’t need to be asked twice. They picked her up and carried her off with a squeal, leaving a trail of her chef’s uniform behind. 
 
    Jared pinned her onto the floor while Brock grabbed the whipped cream. He looked from one lover to the other. “Happy Valentine’s,” he drawled and raised the can. 
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END 
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