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Excerpt

A ripple of something elemental stole through her. Curtis was the sport-star fantasy almost every woman allowed herself to indulge in once in her life, but Logan…there was something about Logan that just set her on fire and made her truly feel alive.

God, what if he said no? What if he walked away, leaving just her and Curtis? That’s not what she wanted. She wanted Logan.

Logan. Full stop. Period.

She met his stare, needing him to see that want.

He gazed into her eyes, as if seeking an answer to a question she couldn’t bring herself to ask yet.

“Are you?” she repeated, throat tight, heart fast. So fast. And hard and pounding.

With a slow curling of his lips, Logan nodded. “I am.”

His answer—loud and clear—detonated fresh waves of heat in her core. Her pussy contracted.

“Fuck,” Curtis ground out, the response somewhere between a laugh and a moan.

Logan answered with his own laugh, shooting a look over his shoulder at his friend even as he drew Bethany closer to his body. “Didn’t expect that?”

“No.”

The undeniable shock in Curtis’s voice sent a flutter of fresh nerves though her. She arched an eyebrow at him, throbbing with an urgent arousal. “But now it’s happened?”

Curtis’s lips twitched. “You know one of the things I was famous for when I was still the captain of the Australian cricket team?”

Bethany shook her head, the raw desire in his eyes flaying at her sanity.

His nostrils flared. “I never ever drop the ball.”

And with that, he strode to where she stood in Logan’s arms and crushed her lips with his.

She melted into the kiss, its passion as fierce as Logan’s previous one. As dominating and demanding. His tongue captured hers, coaxing it into his mouth, taking possession.

She groaned, rolling her hips to grind her belly against the rigid length of Logan’s trapped erection. A warm breeze played over her ass and thighs, reminding her she was outside naked. The thrill of the moment tightened the heady pressure in her sex. The wanton response intensified when Curtis skimmed his hands over her hips as Logan’s lips seared a path down the column of her neck and across the line of her shoulder.

Oh God, two men were kissing her.
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Blurb

Courage is sexy…

The last time Bethany Sloan was in Australia she helped two guys fall in love with each other. This time, it looks like she’s about to be responsible for two guys beating the hell out of each other. Not exactly how she’d planned to spend her long-overdue vacation, that’s for sure. Especially when what she’d really like to do is have wild, wicked sex with both of them at the same time. Because a threesome with a sexy nerd and a sexy jock is her idea of a perfect fantasy. And then her heart gets involved. Damn it…

IT guru and self-made billionaire, Logan Hill wants the hot little American who strides into his best mate’s bar the second he lays eyes on her. The trouble is, his best mate falls instantly in lust with her as well. Logan would give his right arm for Curtis, but the moment Bethany Sloan smiles at them both, Logan is a goner. Sometimes a nerd’s got to get the girl, right?

Curtis Clarkson always gets what he wants. It’s been that way since he was the captain of the school’s cricket team and has been that way ever since. Retired from captaining the Australian cricket team, Curtis spends most of his time running his bar. When your life is a scrutinized by the media as his is, sexual relationships bring nothing but trouble. And then the sexy American tourist walks into his club, with her sexy accent and her sexy attitude, and Curtis wonders if it’s time to rethink that stance. But what the hell does he do when introverted, woman-shy Logan makes it clear he’s interested in Bethany as well?

Bethany’s got a solution. One neither guy has considered. One beneficially pleasurable to the all. She's just got to convince them to see things her way. After all, two hot Aussie guys are better than one at going Down Under…
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For Val Meglis, the sexiest nerd I know (Shhh…don’t tell The Husband I said that).
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Chapter 1

Two weeks into Bethany’s Australian vacation, she was planning acts of debauchery. Were those acts enough to get her thrown out of the country? She didn’t know. Didn’t care, to be honest. Because for the first time in her life, she was completely and utterly overwhelmed with desire. Flustered was another good word. Horny beyond belief was another, although to be completely accurate horny beyond belief was actually three words. And an understatement.

In the fourteen days since arriving in the country for a long-overdue vacation from her PA job, she’d spent far more hours fantasizing about wicked sexual activities than she had actual sightseeing. Even when she had done the whole tourist/sightseeing thing, like climb to the top of the Sydney Harbour Bridge, all she could think about was the two guys she’d met on her first night in Australia.

Two guys.

Not one. Oh, no. Two. When Bethany Sloan decided to fall instantly and powerfully in lust, an emotion she’d always prided herself on being immune to, of course it would be with two men. After all, Bethany never did anything by half measures.

And there was nothing half measure about Logan Hill and Curtis Clarkson. Nothing half measure at all.

Sitting at a shadowy booth at the back of Curtis’s bar, curiously called the Cricketer’s Cup—the bar, not the booth—Bethany watched both men talk at the bar.

They’d become her sexual fantasy. A fantasy she wanted to experience more than anything.

Curtis was the perfect specimen of a hot-blooded, virile sex-god. Tall, broad-shouldered, lean-hipped with the most incredible physique Bethany had ever seen. And Bethany was no stranger when it came to physically perfect men, given her boss was the Hollywood action star and three-times US Weekly’s Sexiest Man Alive recipient, Chris Huntley. But Curtis Clarkson…well, it wasn’t just his body that pushed her sexual lust buttons and made her want to get to know him better in every way imaginable.

It was the periwinkle blueness of his eyes, the little crinkles on either side that spoke of a devilish mirth within him, the kind that made him laugh often. It was the way his honey-blond hair never quite looked tidy, as if he’d only just tumbled out of bed after a session of wild, uninhibited sex. It was the squareness of his jaw always sporting a stubbly growth Bethany wanted to feel scraping against the inside of her thigh, up high where she’d feel his warm breath fan the folds of her pussy. It was the hawkish quality of his nose that spoke of a regal Italian somewhere far back in his lineage. It was the way her skin broke out in hot flushes, her nipples pinched into puckered tips of aching want and her sex contracted and constricted whenever he looked at her, his lips tugged into a wicked lopsided smile she saw every night in her fantasies.

It was the way he treated his best friend with a loving warmth Bethany admired and respected.

Shifting her ass a little on the booth’s bench seat, Bethany slid her attention to the man leaning on the bar engaged in a deep conversation with Curtis.

Logan Hill. The very antithesis of Curtis.

Bethany drew in a long, slow breath, her pussy throbbing even more. Well, not entirely the antithesis. Like Curtis, Logan was tall with blond hair. But his eyes were a dark indigo, the serious intelligence in them emphasized by rimless glasses. Like Curtis, his shoulders were broad…but his physique was less muscular. Less that of a professional sports star—which Curtis was—and more that of a man who ran daily on a treadmill. Which he did. A minimum of ten miles.

Where Curtis was quick to laugh, Logan expressed his quirky sense of humour through a barely noticed twitch of his lips. Where Curtis was fawned over by men and women every day, due to once being Australia’s most idolized professional sports star, Logan seemed to appear invisible to most of them regardless of his success.

It was well known in the country that the best friend of the ex-captain of the Australian cricket team was a computer nerd who made enough money annually to shame Warren Buffett and Donald Trump combined. It was noted and discussed often in the media.

It was Bethany’s observation however, that when people were in Logan’s company, all they saw was a quiet, diffident guy in glasses wearing a Star Wars T-shirt, or a Captain America T-shirt, or a May the E=MC2 Be With You T-shirt. And in a country obsessed with sporting achievements, especially cricket, the nerd had yet to inherent the earth. Or at the very least, the adoration.

Bethany thought the women in this country were goddamn insane if they couldn’t see the potent, latent sensuality in Logan Hill. The guy was hot with a capital holy-fuck-say-something-super-smart-to-me-again H. And she’d bet her last Australian dollar under those geeky T-shirts was a lean, sinewy body just waiting to be licked and nibbled and explored with hands and tongues and…

A tight heat coiled deep in the pit of her belly and she bit back a low groan. Logan Hill thoroughly stirred her on every level, not just the sexual levels.

She loved listening to him talk about SAP ABAP, caching, compliance, hybrid cloud, PaaS, SaaS and VMs even if she didn’t understand anything he was saying when he did. She loved talking world politics, global warming and the pros and cons of CGI-heavy films versus more traditional special effects with him until the early hours of the morning. She loved watching The Big Bang Theory with him and listening to him rant about how skewed the representation of the nerds were in the sitcom. In fact, there wasn’t much about Logan Hill she didn’t enjoy. A lot.

A lot a lot.

Realizing the two men of her intense pre-occupation were looking at her, Bethany squirmed a little on the bench and arched an eyebrow at them—a silent challenge to wander over to the booth and make wild, debauched threesome love to her right there and then.

She’d been offering the very same silent challenge since the day she met them, when she’d wandered into the bar looking to experience a truly Aussie pub and found them playing a game of darts while arguing the merits of Australia becoming a republic.

So far, they hadn’t taken her up on the offer. Probably because her challenge was a silent one. And really, who knew how to read feisty-American-tourist eyebrow nowadays?

Letting out a silent grunt of exasperation, she fixed them with an unwavering stare. Both Curtis and Logan studied her from the bar. Both men’s expressions were damn near impossible to decipher.

That was another thing about Curtis and Logan Bethany had fallen head-over-heels in lust with—the fact she couldn’t read them. She could read anyone. It was one of the reasons she was so good at what she did. Her boss was an actor oftentimes surrounded by groveling yes-men and fawning opportunists, Bethany could spot the self-serving fake from the legit helpful/considerate associate within seconds.

But Logan and Curtis…

She studied them back, her heart racing faster.

Christ, she wanted them to rip all her clothes off and do things to her body.

She had no idea if they’d ever shared a woman before. She had, after all, only known them for two weeks, despite feeling more comfortable with them than any other guys she’d met. She also had no idea if they were sexually attracted to her, although she was certain she’d caught Curtis looking at her more than once during their time together checking out the sights of Sydney with lust in his eyes.

If Logan was interested in her, he was keeping it very close to his chest. Even on the nights she walked around his apartment in little but her panties and a tank top, hoping to get some hint he felt the same sexual interest in her that she felt for him, he kept his stare glued to his laptop.

What she did know was she couldn’t wait any longer to address the subject.

She’d been staying in Logan’s harbourside apartment for the last week after he’d extended the invitation when her pre-booked Sydney accommodation had suddenly closed thanks to an international drug-ring bust. Tonight, after Curtis finished work, she was going to do something about her rather feverish and all-consuming desire for both men.

And by something, she meant cook them both dinner. American-style.

And serve it to them naked.

Utterly naked. Except for the six-inch cherry-red stilettoes she’d bought yesterday.

Hopefully, that would get the debauched ball rolling.

One way or the other.

“So do you reckon she’s got a date tonight?”

Curtis tried not to notice the way Logan’s gaze lingered on Bethany Sloan as his best mate voiced the question he himself was wondering.

Returning his attention to the glass in his hand—the same glass he’d been drying for the last bloody hour—he shrugged. “Probably. She did say she had something special planned, and let’s be serious, she can’t just keep hanging around with us, can she?”

The sound of Logan’s slow intake of breath told Curtis that was exactly what his best mate had in mind. The bloke was already halfway in love with her. Hell, he’d invited her into his home after only knowing her for one week, after all.

“There was that guy that asked her out at the art gallery yesterday,” Logan uttered. Curtis didn’t need to look at Logan to know he was still facing Bethany where she sat at her favourite booth. The same booth where he’d first met her a fortnight ago. “He was also American. Some high-flier professional hockey player.”

Curtis raised his head, frowning at his best friend. “Hockey player? Ice-hockey or field?”

Logan turned back to him, gaze direct behind the spotless lenses of his glasses. “Does it matter?”

Curtis opened his mouth to say yes. Field-hockey players were a completely different kind of threat to ice-hockey players. He shook his head. Not because Logan wouldn’t understand where he was coming from—they’d been best friends ever since they were twelve—but because he didn’t want to reveal to Logan just how much he damn well wanted to throw Bethany on a bed, preferably his own, and bury himself in her pussy.

“No,” he answered, lowering his stare to the glass and white dishcloth in his hand. Damn it, a fucking hockey player. He remembered those guys being arrogant tossers back in school. And the ones he’d crossed paths with in his professional-cricket-playing days were just the same, especially if they’d represented their country in the Olympics. Could Bethany really be interested in a guy like that?

An image of the gorgeous American tourist he’d become totally obsessed with filled his head, her lips parted with pleasure as she rode the hips of a muscle-bound guy wearing nothing but shin pads and a bright-red mouth guard.

He shook his head again and let out a disgusted snort. Damn, he really needed to get a hold of his imagination.

“So when are you going to make your move?”

At Logan’s unexpected question, a prickling wave of heat rushed over the back of Curtis’s neck. He stiffened, shooting his best mate a puzzled frown. “Move?”

“On Bethany?” Curtis asked as Logan studied him, a self-mocking smile pulling at his lips. Curtis was familiar with that smile. It was the smile that said Logan knew he was about to take an absolute beating from the schoolyard bully and wished to hell he could do something to stop it. He’d worn it almost every day during their school years. The expression of a nerd well aware he was fodder to those with more muscles and less intellect than he.

Curtis had done whatever he could to protect Logan from those fuckwit bullies, but that expression was ingrained in Logan’s personality now. His best mate wore it like a shield. Until this very moment, Curtis had never ever experienced it directed at him.

Ever.

Even when he’d told Logan the woman Logan was dating was a two-timing bitch who was only using him for his money, that mocking self-contemptuous smile hadn’t curled his lips.

Nor had it when Curtis had succumbed to Logan’s request for proof and had reluctantly informed his friend the two-timing bitch had climbed into Curtis’s bed one night while they were all on a skiing holiday in the Canadian Rockies and whispered in his ear he could do whatever he wanted to her.

Letting out a choppy laugh now, Curtis flung a dishcloth over his shoulder and placed the glass on the rack of fresh glassware beside him. “I’m not going to make a move on Bethany.” He gave Logan a look that said he thought he was bonkers. “I swore off women after the princess tore my heart out, remember?”

Logan chuckled at Curtis’s dry reference to his highly publicized fling the previous year with a member of the royal family. Despite the embarrassing topic, the buoyant sound made Curtis feel better. That chuckle was more in line with the successful—no, change that, stupendously successful—IT guru Logan was, not the self-hating and cowering nerd he’d once been.

“And you’ve been swearing off a different one every weekend since,” Logan pointed out without the slightest hint of malice.

Curtis couldn’t help his cheesy smirk. “Okay, I’ll give you that. It’s hard work sweating away a broken heart. Takes a lot of effort. But seriously, me making a move on Bethany would be…wrong.”

Logan regarded him, blue eyes unreadable. It was a disconcerting stare Curtis recognized. Like the self-deprecating smile, it had once been part of Logan’s defensive arsenal against the regular attacks he’d faced growing up in a sport-obsessed school. It hid a world of pain. Lonely pain. The kind of pain Curtis thought he’d banished from his friend’s life.

“So you’re not interested in her?”

Swallowing at the lump in his throat, Curtis shook his head. “Nope. She’s too feisty and direct for me. No pulling punches that one. Hanging out at the tourist spots with her is enough for me.” The lie tasted sour on his tongue.

In the two weeks since Bethany Sloan had entered their lives, Curtis had lived for the moments she would suggest they all go visit the art gallery, or head to the zoo, or spend a day at Bondi Beach. Not because they were doing tourist shit, but because he was in her company.

Her company and Logan’s company. The three of them. Together.

A tight throb pulsed in his cock, fed by the unexpected image suddenly filling his head of the three of them together…naked.

Fuck, Clarkson. Rein in that line of thought, mate, before you go somewhere with it you can’t recover from.

Clearing his throat, he fixed his unsettled attention on his friend, swallowing again when Logan turned to look at Bethany in her regular booth.

Open desire flickered over Logan’s face. Curtis wondered if Logan knew it was there. Logan was the smartest guy he knew, hell, probably the smartest guy in the country, but when it came to women…

Throat as tight as the tension in his groin, he leant his elbows on the bar and bent closer to the man he’d never hurt in a million years. “Go after her, Logan. Before some Yank hockey player gets his hands on her.”

Logan recoiled, as if physically struck by the words. His eyes widened, fear swimming in their blue depths. Fear, self-doubt and resignation. The cornered teenager trapped by his own dread, once again. “I…I don’t…”

Curtis wanted to shake him. Just as much as he wanted the woman who seemed to have made herself completely at home in their lives in such a short period of time. Just as much as he wanted take Bethany to sexual heaven and back. Three or four times at least. Minimum.

Jesus, if Logan didn’t make his move soon, Curtis was going to have a fucking hard time not—

“You two finished doing whatever it is you’re doing?”

At the sound of Bethany’s sexy New York accent, Curtis flinched. As did Logan.

Their stares locked, a second before Logan spun around to face her, his lips spreading in a wide smile.

Curtis watched his friend gaze at her, his heart far more rapid than it had a right to be. Fuck a bloody duck, the guy was completely gone for her. Done and dusted head over heels in love. It was as clear as the rimless glasses on Logan’s face.

Love. Not lust, which is what Curtis felt. Well, lust and desire and maybe something close to…affection. But not love. He didn’t do love. Not anymore.

“We are finished doing whatever it is we were doing,” Logan spoke, nodding at her. Curtis didn’t miss the way he straightened on the bar stool, squaring his shoulders as he pushed his glasses farther up his nose with his finger. “Why’s that?”

Bethany slid a slow sideways glance at Curtis. An enigmatic glint danced in her green eyes, naughty and promising at once.

Explosive heat ignited deep in his groin and he sucked in a sharp breath, his chest tight.

Oh fuck, oh fuck, he wasn’t going to let his brain take him to the place it wanted to go. To a place where three people did together what usually only occurred with two. He wasn’t. Not when Logan was so very clearly in love with Bethany. He wouldn’t do that to his—

“No offense to the Cricketer’s Cup, but I need to get out of here.” Bethany leant an elbow on Logan’s shoulder and cocked an eyebrow at him, her smile impish. “And I think you two should join me.”

Logan cleared his throat. He flicked Curtis an unreadable look before adjusting his glasses again and frowning at Bethany. “Aren’t you going out tonight?”

Curtis didn’t know whether to kick him, slap him, or…hug him.

Bethany shook her head. “No. Staying in, if that’s okay with you? In fact, I was hoping the jock would join us?” She flashed a wicked grin at Curtis. “What about it, Jock? Want to eat in with Logan and me? I’m cooking.”

Curtis’s already tight groin grew tighter. And heavier. Damned if her American vernacular didn’t give him a hard on.

He wanted to look at Logan. Wanted to see his friend’s face. Wanted to see if Bethany’s invitation was echoed there. Or if Logan was, in fact, going to finally act on his desire for the American. He needed to see if he, Curtis, was going to be a third wheel in Logan’s home.

But he couldn’t. Not when Bethany was teasing him with her mischievous smile and enigmatic eyes and his brain was painting erotic images of the three of them doing—

“I’d love to,” he burst out, pulse pounding in his ears fast. Faster than it ever had back in the day when he was facing down some of the world’s best speed bowlers on the cricket pitch.

Bethany’s answering smile detonated fresh heat in his balls and a thick spasm claimed his cock. An image of her riding his naked hips, not the unknown hockey player’s, filled his head. His hips. And this time, there was no sign of Logan in the scene playing out in his immoral mind.

None at all.

Some friend he was. Jesus, he was going to burn in fucking hell.

Money had made no difference to Logan. Nor had success—and his was phenomenal. Who would have thought all those years ago, gazing at posters of Steve Jobs and Bill Gates in his bedroom, he would have ended up being named among them as one of the world’s most important IT figures? He hadn’t. He’d been too lost in the world of code and data streaming through his head.

Now, with more billions under his belt than he could fathom, he couldn’t believe that a woman wanted to spend time with him for him.

Trapped by his own insecurities—imprisoned by the scars of a lifetime of bullying—he still couldn’t bring himself to let Bethany know what he felt for her.

The amazing American may have swept into his life like a gale-force tropical storm, but he didn’t have the genetic code to tell her he’d fallen for her.

Too many years of scoffed rejection and sneered ridicule had imprinted itself upon his psyche. His billions, his business success, his awards, his acumen all meant nothing. There wasn’t any chance an intelligent, beautiful woman could be interested in him. There wasn’t.

Even more so with Curtis on the scene.

He’d begrudge his best friend nothing though. Not after what Curtis had done for him all those years ago. So after this dinner, he’d quietly excuse himself and leave the two of them alone.

It didn’t take an IQ of 185 to know Curtis wanted Bethany. And even a man with glasses could see Bethany wanted Curtis.

Walking into his apartment with Bethany and Curtis trailing behind as they discussed the sci-fi film all three of them had watched two nights ago, he tossed his keys onto the hallways table and made his way to the kitchen.

He was angry. Not at Curtis. At himself.

Angry and disappointed.

“Maybe I need to sign up on eHarmony?” he muttered, grabbing a bottle of mineral water from the fridge’s icy innards. “Or buy a cat.”

“What?”

He jumped at Bethany’s voice.

Standing on his right, she let out a low chuckle, the impish light in her eyes making his cock throb. Damn, she flustered him. Almost as much as she turned him on. “Did I just hear you say you’re going to buy a cat?”

Twisting the lid from the bottle of water, he took a quick drink and then let out his own chuckle. “Thinking about it.”

Gaze holding his, Bethany reached out, plucked the bottle from his fingers and raised it to her lips. “Thinking about pussy, Logan Hill?”

From the living room, Curtis groaned. “That was a really bad pun, Beth.”

A fresh wave of prickling heat washed over the back of Logan’s neck. He really didn’t know if she was flirting with him or not. He figured she was, but then again, he’d figured the last woman he’d been involved with had been serious about him until Curtis had revealed she’d been after Logan’s money and just about every other guy’s dick she could get, including Curtis’s.

As always when confronted by the playfully salacious nature of his American guest, words failed him. Instead of fumbling out a woeful attempt at witticism, he retrieved another bottle of water from the fridge and let out a weird little chortle that made him internally cringe. Damn it, after so many years of being in Curtis’s company, why hadn’t any of the guy’s relaxed charm and easy poise rubbed off on him?

If Bethany was aware of his unsettled state, she didn’t show it. With a roguish grin, she pivoted on her heel and strutted across the living room toward the balcony where Curtis now stood.

Strutted. Bethany Sloan didn’t just walk. She strutted, swanned, sashayed and strode. She was that kind of woman.

Oh boy, he liked that about her. A lot.

Logan let out a shaky breath and then drained the bottle in his hand. For some stupid reason, his mouth was dry.

Closing the fridge, he followed Bethany’s path to the balcony, watching as she joined Curtis there.

They looked good together, Bethany and Curtis. The epitome of a perfect couple—him with his towering strength and healthy physique and her with her comfortable sensuality and lush curves. They were the kind of couple advertising agencies used to make people ache for whatever the agency was selling, whether it be insurance, cars, mortgages or condoms.

Two exquisitely beautiful, confident people. Side by side.

Yeah, as if he had any chance at all.

Damn it.

Stopping at Bethany’s side, he rested his elbows on the stainless-steel railing and drew a deep breath of the warm evening air. Oh well, at least he still had his fantasies, right? What hot-blooded nerd didn’t?

“So what are your plans for the rest of the week, Beth?”

At Curtis’s off-handed question—asked while still watching the yachts move across the darkening waters of Sydney Harbour below—Bethany shot Logan a sideways grin. “I don’t know. I’m waiting to see what comes up.”

Her answer made Curtis splutter out a choked laugh.

Logan smiled into the rim of his empty bottle. Seemed he wasn’t the only one with his head in the gutter tonight.

Bethany laughed, supporting her weight with one hand as she swung back from the railing and smirked at them both. “Okay,” she said, raising her mineral water to her lips, eyes dancing with mirth. “I do have plans. But they’re dependent on something else happening first.”

“What’s that?” Logan asked. Hell, she looked so beautiful with the dusk light bathing her in a golden pink glow. The setting sun picked up the copper in the wild curls of her strawberry-blonde hair. It threw shadows over the curves of her body, drawing his attention to the upward swell of her breasts beneath the snug black tank top she wore and to the long, smooth expanse of her legs left bare by denim cut-offs.

She swung side-to-side with gentle grace, her grin stretching. “Not telling. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to go start dinner. It’s chicken-fried steak, mash potato and gravy tonight, guys. You’ve taught me Australia these last two weeks. Tonight I’m teaching you America.”

“In just one meal?” Curtis chuckled. To Logan’s ears, it sounded less relaxed than normal. Strained, in fact. “Impressive.”

Bethany preened a little, releasing her grip on the rail to skip backwards as she did so. “I hope so.”

And with that, she strode into the living room, leaving in her wake a tension in Logan’s gut and groin he doubted he’d ever escape. Not while she was still in the country, that was for sure.

“Fuck, Logan.” Curtis’s low mutter dragged Logan’s gaze from her back and her swaying hips. “I don’t know if I can…” His best mate trailed off, a twisted grimace on his face.

Logan frowned. “If you can what?”

Curtis let out a ragged sigh, turning to stare at the view beyond the railing again. Logan didn’t miss the muscles bunching in Curtis’s jaw. Nor the rapid movement of his Adam’s apple.

“Nothing,” he muttered with a shake of his head. “Nothing.”

He watched the yachts sailing over the water’s surface for a long moment, his body tense. Logan knew him well enough to recognize when he was dealing with internal turmoil, and right now, Curtis was neck high in it.

Neck high and struggling.

Logan hadn’t seen him this way since their high school principal had suspended him for a week two days before the high school national cricket finals.

The memory of that event and of the reason Curtis had been suspended rolled over Logan like a heavy blanket, bringing with it a sense of love and guilt so powerful it hurt.

Letting out a slow breath, Logan rested his elbows on the railing to mimic his friend’s stance. “I’ll make you a deal,” he said, a slight waver in his voice. Was he seriously about to suggest what he thought he was? Was he truly that brave? Or foolish?

Curtis cocked an eyebrow at him. “What’s that?”

Logan’s heart became an insane sledgehammer. Thank God, he wasn’t one of those nerds who reached for an inhaler whenever he was under stress and out of his league. As it was, he had to ball his hands into fists to stop himself shoving his glasses farther up his nose. “I’m going to walk back into the kitchen and ask Bethany on a date. Just me and her. When she says no, and she will, you have to walk in there and sweep her off her feet. Deal?”

Curtis stared at him. Silent.

“That way,” Logan went on, chest tight, gut a twisting knot, fingers inching to adjust his glasses, “you can go after the woman you want and I can stop feeling guilty about you not going after her.”

His friend’s jaw bunched. Again.

Surprised at his own masochistic mental state, Logan laughed. “I’m not stupid, Curtis. And I’ve got eyes. The chemistry between you two is phenomenal. I may ache to be with her—and I do—but you two were born to be together. It makes sense. So don’t argue with me.”

Curtis opened his mouth. Closed it. Opened it again.

“Dinner is served.”

At Bethany’s low murmur laced with mirth and delight, Logan jumped. As did Curtis. It was the second time that evening she’d startled them in such a way.

And as before, they both swung to face her. Unlike their time at the Cricketer’s Cup however, Logan couldn’t find a single word to say.

Not when his gaze fell on Bethany standing but a few feet away.

Naked.

Completely and utterly naked.

Except for the blood-red stilettos on her feet.

She looked at them both, her eyes glinting with open delight. “So,” she said, smoothing her palms down over her hips. “Who’s hungry?”


Chapter 2

Standing there on Logan’s balcony with the humid summer air kissing her bare skin, and Logan’s and Curtis’s stunned stares roaming her body, Bethany had never ever been so turned on.

And nervous.

And excited.

And scared.

Fear had never gripped her before. She approached life without fear or hesitation, a lesson learnt the hard way after her brother had committed suicide due to the fear of living his life the way he wanted.

She swore she would never do that, never let her heart race with terror, her stomach knot with apprehension. But right now, she was scared.

Scared Logan and Curtis were going to reject what she so obviously presented.

Drawing a deep breath, aware it made her breasts rise and fall, she arched an eyebrow. “Questions?”

Logan didn’t move.

Curtis frowned.

Neither said a word.

Bethany’s tummy clenched. She licked her lip, her mouth suddenly dry. Okay, this wasn’t quite going the way she’d expected. She kind of assumed they’d be—

“What’s the tattoo say?” Logan’s low voice stroked her sanity.

She hitched in a breath, touching the single word inked into the skin beneath her pierced belly button. “Courage.”

Logan moved.

A single stride that destroyed the distance between them.

Stare locked on hers through the lenses of his glasses, he buried his hands in her hair, lowered his face to hers and took possession of her lips with his.

Liquid shards of heat sank into Bethany’s core. She gasped into his mouth, the action granting his tongue access to hers. He took it, a savage kiss of dominating hunger and need.

Bethany’s head swam. Fresh heat pooled in her belly. Oh God, she had not expected Logan to be like…this. Fuck, the sheer power in the kiss, the barely restrained desire of his tongue and lips was enough to propel her to the edge of sexual eruption already.

A whimper escaped her, the sound captured by Logan’s mouth a second before he tore his lips free of hers. “Ask me again if I’m hungry?” he murmured, his breath ragged.

Bethany licked her lips, not in a lame attempt at seduction. It was clear she didn’t need to resort to such measures now, not with Logan at least. His kiss had shaken her to the core, but she wanted more. Not just from him, but from…

Breath puffing from her in shallow pants, she slid her stare from Logan to where Curtis stood motionless, watching them both.

An inferno of lust and want burned in his blue eyes. His nostrils flared. His jaw bunched. “What about you, Curtis?” she asked, her voice a dry rasp.

Logan balled his fists tighter in her hair. A low groan fell from him. She didn’t need to drag her stare from Curtis to know Logan still studied her. If it wasn’t for the fact he pressed his hips harder to hers and rubbed the solid pole of a very impressive erection against her belly, she would have worried her question to Curtis had disturbed him. Perhaps it did, but his body’s response spoke otherwise.

Oh God, Bethany, what are you doing? What if they…

“You’re hungry, aren’t you, Curtis,” Logan stated, his breath hot on her cheek.

Curtis regarded her. The muscle in his jaw clenched again. “I’m hungry,” he agreed. His Adam’s apple slid up and down the strong column of his throat. “But are you sure you want to share, mate?”

The low laugh that rumbled in Logan’s chest turned the apprehensive nerves in Bethany’s belly into an urgent need, a ravenous want. She’d never heard such a confidently aroused sound. Ever.

She slid her stare up to Logan’s face, her breath catching at the open desire in his eyes. “Are you?” she asked.

What if he said no? She wanted both men. She truly did, but Logan…

A ripple of something elemental stole through her. Curtis was the sport-star fantasy almost every woman allowed herself to indulge in once in her life, but Logan…there was something about Logan that just set her on fire and made her truly feel alive.

God, what if he said no? What if he walked away, leaving just her and Curtis? That’s not what she wanted. She wanted Logan.

Logan. Full stop. Period.

She met his stare, needing him to see that want.

He gazed into her eyes, as if seeking an answer to a question she couldn’t bring herself to ask yet.

“Are you?” she repeated, throat tight, heart fast. So fast. And hard and pounding.

With a slow curling of his lips, Logan nodded. “I am.”

His answer—loud and clear—detonated fresh waves of heat in her core. Her pussy contracted.

“Fuck,” Curtis ground out, the response somewhere between a laugh and a moan.

Logan answered with his own laugh, shooting a look over his shoulder at his friend even as he drew Bethany closer to his body. “Didn’t expect that?”

“No.”

The undeniable shock in Curtis’s voice sent a flutter of fresh nerves though her. She arched an eyebrow at him, throbbing with an urgent arousal. “But now it’s happened?”

Curtis’s lips twitched. “You know one of the things I was famous for when I was still the captain of the Australian cricket team?”

Bethany shook her head, the raw desire in his eyes flaying at her sanity.

His nostrils flared. “I never ever drop the ball.”

And with that, he strode to where she stood in Logan’s arms and crushed her lips with his.

She melted into the kiss, its passion as fierce as Logan’s previous one. As dominating and demanding. His tongue captured hers, coaxing it into his mouth, taking possession.

She groaned, rolling her hips to grind her belly against the rigid length of Logan’s trapped erection. A warm breeze played over her ass and thighs, reminding her she was outside naked. The thrill of the moment tightened the heady pressure in her sex. The wanton response intensified when Curtis skimmed his hands over her hips as Logan’s lips seared a path down the column of her neck and across the line of her shoulder.

Oh God, two men were kissing her.

Two men.

Two incredible, perfect men.

She tangled the fingers of her right hand in Logan’s hair, raking the fingers of her left across the breadth of Curtis’s back. Her whole body thrummed, on fire with mounting pleasure stoked to a feverish pitch by the hands and lips of the two Australians.

This. This was what she craved. A sexual passion she had no control over. From the moment she’d seen them both, from the first conversation with them in Curtis’s pub, when Curtis had made her laugh with his sardonic dry wit and Logan had made her tremble with his unfathomable intelligence, she’d wanted to surrender her pleasure and body to their touch.

With a groan, Curtis dragged his mouth from hers and scored a line of nipping bites down to the curve of her shoulder even as he found one of her breasts with a firm hand. He pinched her nipple, the action eliciting a swift gasp from her. “Oh yeah.” She rolled her hips again, grinding her belly to Logan’s engorged length. The course denim of his jeans scraped her skin, a friction both sublime and frustrating.

Curtis kneaded her breast again, moving behind her as he did so to press the hard planes of his body to her back, her butt. He journeyed her throat with his lips, mirroring Logan’s kisses with uncanny timing.

She closed her eyes, undone by the pleasure of being sandwiched between them. Naked and exposed and aching for everything they were going to do to her.

And then Logan’s lips weren’t on her throat but sealing around her nipple, suckling on the beaded tip as Curtis held her breast. Feasting on her flesh as his friend offered it to him.

The perfection of the moment tore a whimper from her. Her pussy contracted. It wasn’t just that Logan and Curtis were giving her pleasure and taking their pleasure from her, it was that they were doing it together. Together.

As if aware of her feverish thoughts, Curtis pushed his hips forward, driving his erection harder to the crevice of her ass cheeks. At her breast, Logan moaned. He sucked her nipple harder for an exquisitely agonizing moment and then straightened to his full height, his breath ragged as he rubbed his thick cock to her lower belly. “I suggest we move this inside.”

“Not ready for the world to see your skinny naked arse, Logan?” Curtis chuckled at Bethany’s ear, his teasing fingers taking the place of Logan’s mouth on her nipple.

“You could say that,” Logan answered, gazing down into Bethany’s eyes.

Her heart missed a beat at the blazing hunger in his stare. Hunger, and something else. Something far more profound and powerful.

Don’t get your hopes up, Bethany. Just go with the moment and—

“Let’s go then.” Curtis laughed, snaring her wrist and pulling her from the balcony.

She went willingly, grinning at Logan as he strode along behind them. He ducked his head, pushing his glasses higher on his nose with his index finger in an utterly endearing way.

The unconscious move reminded Bethany all over again how uncertain he could be. It was a puzzling juxtaposition. A confident lover—there was no doubt that’s exactly what he was going to be—and a man with crippling self-confidence.

For a surreal moment, she wondered how two opposite men had found each other. How had the ex-captain of the Australian cricket team, a man who’d confessed to her only a week ago he still had no clue how to set up his DVR to record a weekly program, come to be friends with the biggest thing to happen to the computer world since Bill Gates and Steve Jobs had shook hands in Silicon Valley? Not just friends, but damn near brothers?

The unexpected question stroked at Bethany’s mind as her stilettoes crossed the balcony’s threshold…a second before Curtis tugged her into a sweeping arc around his body to deposit her—ass first—on the sofa.

“Smooth,” Logan’s voice tickled her senses.

“Thanks,” Curtis answered, laughter in his voice.

She looked up at them both, her tummy clenching with barely contained excitement.

The two men regarded her, one from behind spotless glasses, one wearing a relaxed grin.

Two opposite men who made her wetter than she’d ever been.

Who had somehow, just by being themselves, torn down her normal detached indifference to emotions. One on a sexual level. One on a level so much more significant.

And now those two men were about to make love to her.

Curtis hadn’t become the captain of the country’s cricket team by holding back. Risk was everything in professional sport. As was confidence, arrogance and attitude. He took charge of situations. He led.

But tonight, Curtis willingly accepted he wasn’t in charge. And he couldn’t be happier.

Shooting Logan a sideways glance, his chest tightened at the expression on his best mate’s face. It was the expression of a man without doubt or fear. The expression of a man who knew exactly what he wanted and was going to claim it as his.

“Logan?” Curtis murmured, wanting Logan to know Curtis was deferring to him.

Without taking his gaze from the naked American waiting for them on the sofa, Logan removed his glasses. He handed them to Curtis. There were no words, just an assumption Curtis would take them.

He did. Willingly and gladly. Elation threaded through the raw sexual pleasure heating his body. Christ, seeing Logan like this…it was fucking awesome.

“Your move, mate,” he said, fighting to keep his voice steady.

On the sofa, Bethany wriggled. Her gaze held Logan’s, delighted impatience dancing in her eyes.

The sight of her utter intoxication with his best friend sent a shard of liquid heat into Curtis’s groin. He wasn’t a religious man, hell, he wasn’t even a spiritual man, but he couldn’t help but send up a word of thanks to whatever higher power had arranged for Bethany to walk into his pub when Logan had been there.

“Walk around to the back of the sofa, Curtis.”

At Logan’s low commend, Curtis nodded. From the corner of his eye, he saw Bethany press her thighs together, her hand disappearing between them at their junction.

Placing Logan’s glasses on the coffee table, Curtis moved to the back of the sofa, standing directly behind Bethany and watching Logan watch her.

“Smooth your hands over her breasts.”

A low moan slipped from Bethany at Logan’s instruction. Curtis looked down at her just in time to see her arch her spine, thrusting her breasts forward. An offering he gladly accepted.

With his thighs pressed to the back of her head, he slowly inched his palms down her neck and over her collarbone to cover her small, perky breasts. “Fuck, they feel so good in my hands,” he exclaimed, rubbing the centre of his hands against her erect nipples in a tiny circular motion.

From the sofa, Bethany moaned again. “I like that.”

“Don’t stop,” Logan ordered. Curtis didn’t miss the tented bulge in his friend’s jeans.

Without taking his stare from Bethany, Logan untagged the hem of his shirt from his waistband.

“Oh, yes, Logan,” Bethany proclaimed, arching harder into Curtis’s teasing hands. “I can’t wait for you to take your shirt off.”

Curtis saw a flicker of something hesitant in Logan’s eyes. The old fear. The old self-doubt. He knew Logan ran daily on his treadmill. He also knew his friend considered himself a wimp despite the latent strength of his wiry muscles. That his mind—so unfathomably intelligent—could be so clueless on something like this made Curtis want to laugh. And growl with exasperation.

“She means she thinks you’re fucking hot, Logan,” he said with a chuckle, his own muscles coiled tight with growing urgency. The stabbing contact of Bethany’s nipples against his palms was rapidly depleting the flow of blood to his brain and sending it south.

“It means I think you’re fucking hot,” Bethany echoed, shifting on the cushion.

Curtis lowered his gaze to her just in time to see her drag her finger against the folds of her pussy.

He bit back a groan. Shit, if he didn’t get out of his clothes soon, he’d come in his fucking jeans.

Swallowing the sizeable lump in his throat, he lifted his attention to Logan.

The uncertainty had left his friend’s eyes, replaced once again by confident intent. His shirt however, still covered his body. “In that case—” Logan’s lips tugged into a small smile, “—let me show my appreciation for the compliment. Spread your legs wide, Bethany.”

Hot anticipation bloomed in Curtis, even as a distant part of his mind raged against his friend’s shyness. He’d participated in more than one threesome before today. Cricket groupies would do anything for the men they lusted after, and when it came to the ultimate sexual experience, a threesome was bloody amazing. Two guys and a girl, two girls and just him…in his heady pro-cricket-playing days he’d tried all the combinations, including one drunken night when him and his vice-captain had gotten…closer…than they’d intended, but never had he imagined sharing a woman with his best mate. Until Bethany had entered their lives.

Nor had he imagined how fucking hard it would make him.

Jesus, he was about to erupt and all Logan had done was tell Bethany to part her thighs. What was he going to do when Logan—

Without a word, Logan lowered to his knees, slid his hands up the inside of Bethany’s slim thighs and shoved her legs wider.

“Oh God,” Bethany gasped.

“Fuck,” Curtis groaned. His breath grew hot.

“You have a beautiful pussy, Bethany,” Logan said, placing a long index finger on the lips of her sex. “Smooth and perfect.”

Curtis lowered his stare to the object of Logan’s inspection, his cock throbbing at the sight of Bethany’s hairless pussy.

On the sofa, Bethany moaned. She rolled her hips forward, her breasts heaving as Logan stroked his finger along the seam of her slit.

“Is she wet, Logan?”

Logan raised his head at Curtis’s rasped question to regard him with steady blue eyes. And yet, for a second, Curtis thought he glimpsed stunned shock.

Oh my main man. Don’t doubt yourself. Not now. This is your moment, mate. Don’t let it—

“I’m not sure.” Logan’s lips twisted into a tiny smile. “Let me check.”

As Curtis watched, Logan lowered his head to Bethany exposed sex and laved his tongue over her flesh.

“Yes,” Bethany cried, throwing back her head, eyes closed.

Staring down at her face, Curtis kneaded her breasts with greater pressure, pinching each nipple as he did so. Pleasure and joy etched her features. She parted her lips and writhed on the sofa, shoving her hips forward as Logan lapped at the junction of her thighs again.

“Yes,” she moaned, burying one hand into Logan’s hair as she reached up behind her to claw at Curtis’s arm.

The frenzied contact seared through Curtis’s fraying control, sending hot pulses of urgent pressure into his cock. He moved his gaze back to the sight of Logan flicking his tongue over her pussy, his breath growing ragged and shallow.

His cock turned to a rod of agonized need.

“Oh God,” Bethany whimpered, dragging her nails over his forearm down to his wrist. She cupped Curtis’s hand, helping his fingers squeeze her breasts with brutal pressure. “Th-that feels so good. So…I knew…oh God.”

She squirmed on the sofa, mauling her breast with Curtis’s hand as she wrapped her leg around Logan’s shoulder.

Between her thighs, Logan continued to lap at her sex. Curtis watched, his cock pulsing thicker, straining to be free with every glimpse of his friend’s tongue scraping over Bethany’s flesh.

He groaned, almost undone with the need to lower his fly and release his dick from its confines. Bethany’s head was right there, level with his groin. How incredible would it be to sink his length past her lips? To fuck her mouth while Logan fucked her with his tongue?

And yet he held off. By sheer willpower and love for his best mate, he held off. Logan was in control. And that state of affairs turned the concentrated desire in Curtis’s body to a level beyond his experience or understanding. He didn’t want it any other way.

He’d spent his life being the leader, the one to call the shots. But for Logan, he willingly relinquished that role.

His cock swelled fatter at the thought. A choked groan fell from him.

As if feeling his delirious ecstasy, Logan lifted his head from between Bethany’s thighs and studied him. “I think…” he said, his lips glistening with her juices, “you should suck her breasts, Curtis.”

With a smirk, Curtis nodded at his best mate. “I think you’re right.”

He bent over Bethany’s shoulder, pressed his knees to the back of the sofa and closed his lips around her left nipple.

She bucked against the contact, her gasp high and wavery. “Oh yeah.” Her nails scraped at the back of his shoulder.

He didn’t doubt she’d marked his flesh, even with the protection of his shirt. In glorious retaliation, he closed his teeth around her nipple.

“Yes!” She clawed at him again, harder. Encouraging more.

He gave it to her, biting once again on the beaded tip of her breast with greater force before sucking it deeply into his mouth and rolling his tongue over it.

“Fuck.” She writhed on the sofa. “Fuck, this is incredible! This is—oh God!”

At her hitching cry, Curtis opened his eyes to see what Logan had done.

His best friend was looking up at them both, eyes burning with open desire, Bethany’s pleasure wet his lips and chin. His hand was buried between Bethany’s spread thighs.

Cock a throbbing rod, Curtis watched as Logan twisted his wrist, his fingers deep within Bethany’s pussy.

Once again, Bethany cried out, the sound raw and willing. Her nails raked at Curtis’s shoulder, down his arm. Her hips bucked.

Logan twisted his wrist again, his nostril flaring as he watched Bethany’s reaction to his penetration.

She slammed her hips upward, another cry of rapture bursting from her lips.

The sight of Logan’s fingers disappearing into her sweet slit over and over with slow, methodical precision and intent sent a wave of hot lust through Curtis. As did the savage way Bethany dug her nails into his arm as she writhed on the sofa.

He met Logan’s stare, his breath catching at the unspoken trust in his friend’s eyes. Logan would do anything for Curtis. He knew that, and right now, Logan was giving him that, sharing the only thing Logan truly wanted.

His whole body thrummed, not just with sexual urgency for the woman they both desired, but with a profound trust for the man.

They truly were together on this.

Together on bringing Bethany to the heights of sexual rapture. Together on experiencing it with her.

Head swimming with charged need, cock aching with engorged want, he tore his stare from Logan’s eyes and took her nipple in his mouth again.

He sucked that perfect bead of flesh until her moans turned wild. He worshipped with his tongue and teeth as he mirrored his mouth’s rhythm with his fingers on her other nipple.

“Oh God, yes…” she gasped. “L-Logan…Curtis…this is…”

Once again, her words gave way to whimpering noises. Curtis wanted to lift his head to see what Logan was doing, but couldn’t find the willpower to stop suckling on her breast. How could he when it was so warm, so soft and lush and exquisite?

“This is what, Bethany?” Logan’s voice danced on her hitching pants. “Tell me.”

“G-good,” she groaned, driving her nails into Curtis’s shoulder again. Her body shook, trembles that echoed her shallow breaths. “So good.”

From between her thighs, Logan chuckled. “I think we can do better than good, don’t you, Curtis?”

Kneading her other breast with increased pressure, Curtis withdrew his mouth from her nipple and raised his head to meet his friend’s gaze. “I think we can. What do you have in mind?”

Logan’s smile grew haughty. “This.”

As Curtis watched, his friend, the man who’d had difficulty even making eye contact with a woman for most of the time Curtis had known him, rose slowly to his knees, sank two fingers into Bethany’s pussy and took her right nipple with his mouth.

Needing no prompting, Curtis returned his own mouth to Bethany’s other breast. Closed his lips around her nipple and sucked.

Hard.


Chapter 3

At some point, he was going to need to stop. Take stock of the situation. Assess the moment. At some point, he needed to apply logic to where his body and his desire for Bethany had taken him, had taken them all.

But not now. At this moment, Logan was going to surrender to the carnal impulses controlling him and worship Bethany’s body with every fibre of his own.

Sharing her with Curtis only made the worship that much more profound and perfect.

Again, a fact that would require analysis and assessment later.

He drew deeper on her flesh, laving his tongue against its pebbled form as he stroked his fingers against her inner walls. She was hot and tight and wet down there. He could smell her pleasure in every breath he took. It fed his own, turning his erection to a rigid length straining to be free of his jeans.

Releasing his cock would have to wait. He wanted to make her come first. He wanted to fill her with such potent arousal she called his name and marked his back through his shirt.

Sliding his lips up to the side of her neck, he wriggled his fingers deeper inside her sex and sucked on the smooth flesh of her throat. She moaned, the sound eliciting a groaning answer from Curtis.

Logan didn’t need to look to know his best friend sucked on Bethany’s other nipple. He’d become aware of Curtis’s head—right beside his—the second Curtis bent over her again. His senses seemed to be on hyper-alert, the heat from his friend’s close proximity an exhilarating rush also requiring contemplation.

A contemplation that would take place at a later time when he wasn’t giving himself over to the desire he’d harboured for fourteen long days and nights.

Moving his lips to Bethany’s ear, he captured her earlobe with his teeth.

She cried out, arching into his fingers, squeezing her thighs around his hand. Beside him, Curtis groaned, the sound animalistic and hungry.

Logan knew of his friend’s sexual prowess. It was a topic that had been much discussed by Australia’s media and gossip sites during his cricket-playing days. He also knew Curtis was rarely not in control of a situation. The fact he was deferring to Logan now…

Later. Analyse it all later. For now…

Heart racing, cock pressing against his fly, he slipped his fingers free of her pussy, stroking a slow path over her perineum to the tight ring of muscle that was her anus. He pressed the pad of his index finger against her opening, flicking his tongue into her ear as he did so.

“God,” she moaned. “Th-this is incredible. This is…oh God, this is…so good.”

He pressed again. He didn’t want to enter her body this way. Not yet. He just wanted to give her more pleasure than she’d ever experienced, and teasing her back entry…hinting at what was to come later…

“Oh Logan.” She rolled her hips, granting his finger greater access to her anus. “Pl-please…again.”

With a chuckle, he traced the inner shell of her ear with his tongue, removing his finger from her entry.

She moaned, a raw protest ripe with hungry pleasure. “No fair,” she rasped, trying to snare his wrist.

He chuckled again, slipping his hand away before she could grab it. “I never promised to play fair, Bethany,” he whispered.

“Bastard…” she ground out, clawing at his shoulder. “Please don’t stop. D-don’t…I need…”

“More?” Logan asked, shifting on his knees as he raised his head to study her face.

She nodded, her eyes squeezed shut, her chest heaving.

“Touch her clit, Curtis.”

At Logan’s command, his friend slid his hand down Bethany’s belly.

Logan watched Curtis part her folds with two steady fingers, the tiny pink button of her clit revealed to them both. He sucked in a slow breath, wanting to feel that hypersensitive collection of nerve-endings under his tongue.

Instead, he smoothed his palm over her belly, her breasts, up to her parted lips. He traced them, reveling in the warmth of her breath on his fingers.

“I could watch you hang on the precipice of pleasure for hours, Bethany,” he murmured, feathering his fingers along the line of her jaw before skimming them down her throat to her pebbled nipple.

She whimpered, pushing her hips higher. “Logan…I want…I’m going to…come soo…I want…”

Curtis moaned against her breast, rolling her clit with the tip of his middle finger.

“Me inside you again?” Logan asked. The blood not turning his cock to a steel pole roared in his ears.

Tortured pleasure etched her face. She let out a strangled groan, nodding even as she reached for Curtis’s wrist. “Yes. Yes.”

Before she could close her fingers around his friend’s wrist, Logan stilled her hand, moving it to the cushion beside her head and pinning it there.

“You want my fingers inside you as Curtis’s fingers your clit?”

A ragged whimper escaped her. She nodded, opening her eyes to stare up at him. “Yes.”

Without a word, Logan trailed his fingers down her arm, over her breast, her nipple, her belly.

She gazed into his eyes the whole time, her breath growing faster.

“Fucking do it, dude,” Curtis growled from her breast. “I’m about to fucking blow my load, I’m that turned on.”

A rush of hot lust and desire cramped Logan’s belly. He shot his best friend a quick look, his head giddy.

Curtis gave him a single nod. “Do it. Please, mate, do it. Before I pass—”

Before Curtis could finish the request, Logan pressed two fingers to Bethany’s sodden slit and penetrated her heat.

She arched, driving her hips upward, digging her heel in his back as she tried to pull herself harder to their hands. “Fuck, fuck, yes. That’s…that’s it. I’m going to…I’m going to come s-soon.”

Logan’s erection pulsed, straining against the inside of his jeans. He drew in a slow breath, watching the raw pleasure etch her face as he stroked her inner walls with the tips of his fingers. “Not until I say so, Bethany,” he instructed. She whimpered, tormented rapture on her face as she nodded.

His heart slammed in his chest, his throat, his ears. Still staring at her enrapt expression, he reached for the nipple he’d recently been sucking and closed his fingers around its pebbled form. “Pinch her clit, Curtis.”

Without waiting to see if his best mate followed his order, Logan pinched Bethany’s nipple. Hard.

“Fuck!” She bucked on the sofa, head thrown back, her cry high and ripe with pleasure. “Oh fuck…”

He ground his teeth, his head swimming, on the verge of losing control. The need to release his cock, to bury it into Bethany’s slick sheath…

Rolling his fingers over her nipple, he pulled a deep breath. “Again.”

Once again, he didn’t wait to see if Curtis obeyed. He pinched Bethany’s flesh, scissoring his fingers inside her faster as he did so.

“Oh God.” Bethany bucked, tossing her head side-to-side. “Oh God, Logan, please let me…please let me come.”

“On my hand or on my tongue, Bethany?” he asked, the tortured desire on her face filling his cock with urgent steel.

She shook her head, eyes closed, breath little but hitching gasps. “I d-don’t care. I just…need…to come…oh, please…”

Chest tight, he slid his stare to Curtis once again.

His friend watched him, his eyes ablaze with a carnal pleasure Logan felt all the way into his core.

“Rub her clit, Curtis. Hard and fast. Don’t stop until I tell you to.”

In response, Curtis moved his fingers faster over her sex, the back of his hand bumping into Logan’s palm with increased speed.

Scraping his thumb over Bethany’s nipple, he returned his stare to her face. Watched her struggle with her need to orgasm as he stroked at the sensitive spot inside her.

Watched her cling to the brink of control. Watched her balance on the edge of release.

“Come on my tongue, Bethany,” he said, slowly withdrawing his finger from inside her as he lowered his head to her sex. “Now.”

He thrust his tongue inside her folds, Curtis’s rapidly moving finger bumping against his nose, his lips, his teeth.

He didn’t care. Neither, it seemed, did Curtis. His friend’s rhythm didn’t change.

The acceptance of the moment, the erotic perfection of the two of them working in such intimate harmony to bring Bethany to the peak of sexual pleasure flayed at Logan’s control.

As did the musky heat of her juices coating his tongue and her raw cries of wanton rapture as she came with a keening moan.

She slammed her hips upward, the violent move driving Curtis’s knuckle to Logan’s forehead. There was pain, but only a little. Pain had no hope of competing with pleasure this intense. Between his legs, his cock throbbed, engorged to a point beyond agony. To a point beyond comprehension.

He laved his tongue between her pussy lips, driving as deep as he could into her slit, gripping her thighs as he did so. He held her as motionless as he could as he lost himself to the intoxicating ambrosia of her release.

“Oh God,” she groaned. “Oh God, I can’t…I can’t…”

He lashed his tongue against her spread pussy as Curtis’s finger rubbed over and over against her clit.

“Oh fuck, Logan…” Her gasp rose high on the air. “I’m going to come again. Again, oh fuck, a—”

He yanked his head away from her sex, grabbed Curtis’s wrist and plunged his friend’s fingers deep inside her, replacing Curtis’s finger on her clit with his own tongue.

“Jesus, fuck!” She clawed at his scalp, the back of his neck. “Fuck, oh, fuck, I’m going…I’m going…”

Fresh wet heat seeped over Logan’s chin. Curtis’s ragged groan tore the air above Logan’s head, his wrist bumping in continuous jerks against Logan’s jaw. “So fucking tight, Sloan,” Curtis moaned. “So fucking tight and wet.”

Head swimming, body thrumming, Logan closed his lips around Bethany’s clit and sucked.

“Oh God,” she screamed.

“Fuck, yes,” Curtis growled. “Jesus, Logan, you’ve made her come again. It’s fucking flowing from her like a flood. And so fucking tight…so fucking…”

Perfect, Logan finished in his head. So fucking perfect.

Two weeks of imagining what it would be like to be the sole focus of both men at once, and she’d just lived it.

Oh boy.

They finally withdrew their hands and lips and tongue from her body. Bethany could only moan in grateful protest. She never wanted them to stop touching her, never wanted them to stop giving her pleasure. But she couldn’t take any more. Her nipples throbbed with pleasant pain. The ache between her thighs was sweet and tingling. Holy hell, her body really was on the verge of imploding.

And yet, even with the quaking shudders of her multiple orgasm still thrumming through her, even with the physical impact of their fucking on her body, she ached for more.

More of their pleasure.

They’d made her come more than once. It seemed only fair she return the favour in kind.

Shifting on the sofa, she levered herself into a more upright position, casting them both a slow smile.

Whereas she’d been almost crippled with nerves on entering Logan’s apartment, now she damn near thrummed with energy. It had been exactly as she’d known it would be, exactly as she’d fantasied it to be. Exquisite. Sublime.

Perfect.

Mind-blowing.

Moving her gaze to Logan, she slid her leg from around his body and pressed the ball of her foot—still encased in the six-inch hooker-heels she’d worn at the beginning of her seduction—to his chest. “Wow,” she murmured, exerting a little bit of pressure. “That was a rather impressive beginning.”

Behind her, his close heat seeping into her shoulders, Curtis laughed. “You could say that.”

Letting out her own laugh, Bethany grinned at Logan. “Now if you’ll excuse me for a moment…”

Before either man could say a word, she twisted on the sofa, kneeled on the cushion and reached for Curtis’s belt.

The Australian stiffened a second before a raw groan fell from his lips.

Wriggling her naked butt at Logan and smirking up at Curtis, she unzipped his fly and released the rigid length of his erection.

“Fuck me, Sloan,” he ground out as she wrapped her fingers around his thick girth and lowered her smiling lips toward its bulbous head. “I’m not going to do myself proud if you’re—fuck, you are…”

She chuckled at his strangled expletive, her mouth filled with his cock. It was so hard and hot, like freshly forged steel. She cupped his balls in one hand, smoothing her other hand over her butt to part her folds with her fingers, granting Logan a view of what he’d so recently been fucking with his tongue.

“Oh, Bethany.” Logan’s murmur stroked over the sultry delight mounting inside her again. “You’re playing with fire.”

Sliding back up Curtis’s length, she gave his balls a slight tug and then shot Logan a grin over her shoulder, wriggling her ass at him as she stroked her middle finger over the entry of her pussy. “I would say I’m playing with myself, seeing as you seem intent of keeping your dick in your—”

He moved. Fast.

One second he was standing a foot away from her, the next he was gripping her hips, his jeans-trapped erection pressed hard to her pussy. “Suck Curtis’s cock, Bethany.”

She hissed in a swift breath, her heart slamming into her throat.

She wanted both men to come. No, she needed both men to come. She needed them to blow their loads so they were all, once again, on an even keel. There was no chance she was letting this night end before all of them had been rocketed to sexual heaven over and over and over, and she was a firm believer in not wasting time when a job needed to be done.

And right now, her job was to make both men come.

But at the dominating control and ravenous want in Logan’s eyes, all she wanted was to feel his body sink into hers.

He held her stare, his eyes promising what she ached for. Craved.

Logan dominating her. Logan matching her pleasure.

Logan.

It wasn’t until she felt his palm smack against the curve of her butt cheek that she realised he’d released one hand from her hip.

Pleasure shot through her, glorious pleasure laced with wicked pain.

She gasped, her pussy contracting. The ache in her sex intensified. She’d never wanted to be penetrated by a cock like she did his.

Her head swam.

She stared at him, kneading Curtis’s balls with a trembling hand.

Logan smacked her again, his nostrils flaring. “Suck his cock, Bethany.”

“Wh-hat,” she asked, her voice a scratchy breath, “are you going to do while I’m doing that?”

For an answer, Logan smiled. Not a smug smile, not a playful smile. Not even his normal, self-mocking smile, but a smile so shy Bethany’s heart tripped a beat.

And just like that, she realized she more than liked the Australian IT guru. More than desired him.

There was no denying it. She was falling in love with him.

“Turn around and make my best mate come, Bethany,” he instructed, his voice gentle, almost humble.

She turned back to Curtis, unable to do anything but. If she didn’t, she may do something stupid like tell Logan how she felt.

Curtis dropped her a wink, the action as roguish as ever.

Bethany stared at him. They were so different, these two men. So different and so perfect together. What would they do if they knew she only wanted—

Pulse pounding, tummy fluttering, Bethany arched an eyebrow at Curtis. She needed to regain some control of her crazy heart. It was going to lead to haunted pain if she wasn’t careful.

Sex. That’s what this was. A fantasy come true. Her and the two hot Australian men making love to her.

There’s that L word again, Bethany.

“Think you can make it to the count of ten?” she asked Curtis, desperate to keep her voice frisky and playful.

He laughed, the sound growing wobbly when she trailed her fingertips up the length of his erection. “I’ll go one better. I’ll make it through the first verse of “Advance Australia Fair”.”

Bethany laughed even as her mind ached to know what Logan was doing behind her, what was he going to do to her. “Deal,” she said to Curtis, a heartbeat before she closed her lips around the rim of his cockhead and sucked him into her mouth, all the way to the back of her throat.

Just as Curtis began singing his country’s national anthem.

Seriously, there was no fucking use. With the way Bethany’s tongue rasped against the underside of his cock, with the way she kneaded his balls and sucked on his dick, he’d be lucky to make it to the second fucking line.

“God, Curtis, you’re a bad singer.”

Logan’s chuckled declaration stole the next line of lyrics from his mind. Or maybe it was the way Bethany smoothed her palm beneath his sac and pressed her finger to the puckered hole of his anus.

He hissed in a breath, struggling to find the words of “Advance Australia Fair” as hot liquid pleasure flooded his cock. Staring at Logan, he hiccupped out the line about golden soil and wealth for toil, burying his fingers in Bethany’s hair as he did so.

Fuck, her mouth…her tongue…

Logan stared at her lips sliding up and down Curtis’s length. His jaw bunched. His nostrils flared.

Bethany nipped at the tip of Curtis’s cock with her teeth, causing the next line of the national anthem to fall from his lips as hitching and choked as the previous.

With another chuckle, Logan shook his head. “Yeah, like you’re going to last to the end of the first verse.”

He moved then. Toward Bethany. Releasing his belt as he did so.

Curtis watched him, his heartbeat rapid, any hope of singing stolen from him.

Bethany continued to work his cock with her mouth, the rhythm of her tongue and lips echoing the pulsing pressure of her finger on his arse. He bit back a groan, and another one as the tip of her finger penetrated the tight ring of his entry.

“Fuck,” he burst out, slamming his hips forward.

“Don’t you mean, ‘Our lands abound in nature’s gifts’?” Logan murmured, slipping his belt from the loops of his jeans.

“‘In beauty rich and rare…’” Curtis stammered the next line of “Advance Australia Fair”. Jesus, what was Bethany doing? His whole lower body thrummed with charged energy and strung pleasure.

“‘In history’s page’,” Logan joined in, his voice deep and melodic, his lips curling as he smoothed a slow palm over the curve of Bethany’s backside. “‘Let every stage…’”

Bethany sucked her way up Curtis’s length, scraping her teeth with gentle pressure on his flesh.

Curtis stared at Logan, his head roaring, his groin throbbing. “‘Advance’,” he croaked. “‘Australia…’”

Bethany plunged down to the root of his shaft, her mouth hot and tight, and dipped her finger into his anus again.

“Fuck!” he burst out, bowing his spine as any hope of restraining his release shattered and he came.

His seed erupted from him, pumping into Bethany’s mouth.

She took it all, milking him of his orgasm, her finger teasing his back entry, her palm massaging his balls.

“‘Fair’,” Logan crooned the last word of the last line of the first verse of the national anthem just as Bethany withdrew her mouth from Curtis’s cock with a fierce sucking pop and turned to face him.

“My turn,” he murmured, looping his belt around her hips and yanking her to his body.

He crushed her lips with his mouth, and as Curtis watched, Logan made love to her mouth with his. He nipped at her lips, bit them, nibbled on them. He cupped her face with a firm hand, his long fingers splayed over Bethany’s cheek.

Curtis stared, enrapt by the undeniable vision of a man utterly lost to a woman.

Stared and watched and felt a wave of sheer joy and broken hope crash over him.

There was no denying it. Not at all.

They may be participating in a threesome, but for Bethany and Logan…

His friend smoothed his hand from her face, down over her breast. Curtis followed the path of Logan’s fingers, fingers more used to flying over the keys of a laptop than a woman’s curves. The sight of Logan’s hand skimming the side swell of Bethany’s breast with incredible reverence sent fresh heat into Curtis’s spent cock.

As did the raw moan that escaped Bethany as Logan slowly lowered himself to his knees at her feet and slipped his tongue between her thighs.

She raked her fingers through his hair, head back, eyes closed. “L-Logan,” she whispered his name, swaying on her feet a little. “I was…I was meant to be giving…”

Logan pulled his head from the curve of her sex, smoothing his hand in an arc over her belly, up her ribs to her breasts and back to her belly again. “You are, babe,” he murmured, smiling up at her. “Trust me, you are.”

He kissed the spot below her navel.

And again, the sight of such open desire stirred Curtis on a deep, soul-clenching level.

Clearing his throat, he shuffled his feet and turned away. “Just gonna let you guys—”

“No.” Logan’s steady voice halted his retreat. He looked back at his friend, a tight lump filling his throat.

Both Logan and Bethany regarded him. Logan with the kind of smile Curtis recognized, the kind that said Logan knew Curtis was trying to wimp out on doing his homework. Bethany with eyes fogged by desire and passion and excitement.

“Don’t go,” she said, holding out a hand to him. “I want to feel you against me as the nerd here makes me…ow!”

She pouted down at Logan, whose sharp smack to her naked butt still hung in the air. “Hey. What was that for? ’Cause I called you a nerd?”

Logan chuckled. “No. I wanted to let the jock here see what he was going to miss if he left.” He smacked her butt again.

And as much as Curtis knew he should leave, he couldn’t.

Instead, he crossed to where Logan kneeled at Bethany’s feet and joined them.

Again.

He pressed his chest, his belly, his groin to her back, her butt, and held her, his face buried to the side of neck, his hands massaging her breasts, as Logan made her come once more with his tongue and teeth and mouth.


Chapter 4

Lying on her back on Logan’s living room floor, utterly spent and drained and gloriously happy, Bethany let her gaze wander over the white ceiling as she attempted to catch her breath.

Holy hell, she’d never had a guy go down on her with such masterful skill or intent. Once again, Logan had made her come three times. And when he was finished making her come, Curtis had done the same, propelling her to a bone-melting climax with his fingers that tore a wordless scream from her she was positive the whole of Sydney Harbour heard. At the very least, Logan’s neighbours must have felt the ten-point-five-on-the-Richter-scale quakes that rocked her to the core as the orgasms claimed her.

It was only by sheer willpower and wanton greed that she was capable of exerting enough energy to reach for Logan’s still-zipped fly. When he removed her hand with a shake of his head and a low chuckle, it was all she could do to whimper out a protest.

“Later,” he murmured, before brushing the knuckles of his hand down the line of her jaw and walking away.

“Where are you going?” she asked, all too aware of the plaintive note in the question.

“Going to grab us all something to eat,” he threw over his shoulder as he plucked his glasses from the coffee table. “We need sustenance and someone—I won’t mention any names—didn’t deliver on cooking us dinner.”

“Hey!” she protested with a grin, watching him leave the room.

“Don’t argue,” Curtis chuckled, waving his hand about with weary exhaustion from where he lay, eyes closed, stretched flat on his back on the floor. “I definitely need a minute or two to catch my breath before we continue.”

Bethany nudged his ribs with her foot—finally devoid of her stilettos. “I thought you sport stars were meant to be super fit?”

Curtis snorted, dropping his hand to his stomach and scratching at his six-pack with languid effort. “I’m a retired sport star. Now I’m just super…” He patted his sublimely sculpted abs. “Pudgy.”

Laughing, Bethany stretched out beside him, determined to not examine the madness whirling through her head as they waited for Logan to return with whatever constituted sustenance in his book.

She lay on her back, her heartbeat still rapid, her breath still shallow, her stare jumping over the stark-white ceiling as she tried not to accept the fact she was completely in love with Logan.

“I’ve never seen this side of Logan before, ya know.”

At Curtis’s low murmur, Bethany’s heart thumped faster. Rolling her head on the lush carpeted floor, she turned her attention to his profile. “What side it that? The dominating sex-god side?”

He nodded. “That, and the confident side. He’s a bloody genius with more money than God and more business clout than just about every billionaire in the country, but most of the time he’s still trapped in the school yard, facing down ridicule and contempt and bullying.” His Adam’s apple slid up and down his throat before he turned to regard her with a wry smile. “You bring out a confidence in him I’ve been trying to get him to believe in for over two decades.”

Bethany’s belly clenched. Her pulse tripped over itself. Rolling onto her side, she propped her head up with her palm and studied him. “I’ve been wanting to ask about you two. You’re so different. How did you become friends?”

Curtis chortled. “What? A nerd and a jock just can’t be friends?”

She gave him a pointed look. “It’s not the norm, no matter what the movies of today are trying to tell us. So tell me, what’s the story?”

A tormented tension pulled at Curtis’s eyes and he returned his gaze to the ceiling. “Back in high school, I was a walking talking cliché, awesome at sport, lousy at school work. When I was fourteen, I was selected to play on the state cricket team. I lived for cricket. It’s been my one true love since I was a kid. By the time I turned fifteen, I was the captain of the team and already being courted by the national team’s manager. Not the junior national team, but the big guns. The professional team. The team that plays in the Ashes. Everything I wanted in life was unfurling before me and I couldn’t be happier. Except for the fact I was failing school.” He let out a dry snort. “And by failing school, I mean I was last in every class except PE. Mum and Dad came down hard on me. So did the coach of the state team. If I didn’t pass at least the core subjects—English, science and maths—I was off the team. I didn’t want to be off the team, but my brain didn’t want to come to the party.”

“And Logan what? Tutored you?”

Curtis laughed. “Logan found me one afternoon sitting on the steps of the music block, slowly tearing up my maths workbook. I’m ashamed to say I had tears in my eyes. I’d been aware of him before that. It was hard not to be aware of the school target when you go to an all-boys’ school renown for churning out Olympic gold-medal winners, Grand-slammers and more than one English-league pro-soccer player. Logan didn’t do sports. He could have. Even at fourteen, I could see that, and I was pretty much the most self-absorbed kid there. He was tall and rangy and fast when he needed to be. And fuck, did he have to be fast often. I saw him fleeing more than once from the rugby league players, but until that afternoon, he’d been little but a blip on the edge of my radar. Someone to pity and laugh at.”

He stopped, giving Bethany a quick glance. “I’m not proud of that, by the way. But I’ll own it. Until Logan took notice of me, I was a prick.”

Bethany frowned, finding it hard to imagine Curtis anything but the relaxed charmer he was. She found it damn near impossible to imagine him as anything but wonderful to Logan. “What did he do? When he found you crying?”

“He sat down beside me, took the book from my hand, closed it and whacked me on the head with it.”

Bethany couldn’t help herself. She burst out laughing. “He what?”

Curtis chuckled, grinning at her. “There was a reason the rugby-league guys had it out for him. Back then, Logan didn’t really have much of a filter when it came to pointing out how dumb people were. Most of the time, his sarcasm was too intelligent for those around him, but when the penny did drop…yeah, he copped quite a few canings in those first few years of school. I figure that day, seeing me destroying something he deemed of paramount importance, pushed him over the edge. He resorted to the very kind of attack he spent most of his days trying to avoid. He hit me with my maths workbook, told me to suck it up and if I wanted to stay on the cricket team to come to his house that afternoon. How he knew I was on the verge of being booted from the team, I still don’t know.”

Bethany narrowed her eyes. The scene Curtis was painting made her tummy knot. Kids were cruel and mean. She knew that firsthand. To this day, she remembered all too well the jibes and bullying insults her brother had been subjected to about his undeclared homosexuality. Those insults and attacks had contributed to Lance never coming out. To him committing suicide before his twenty-first birthday. “Why did he want to help you?” she asked, trying to put herself in Logan’s shoes. “Was it a tradeoff for your protection at school?”

Curtis shrugged. “If it was, he never asked and I never offered. But I don’t think it was. By this stage in Logan’s life, he’d already resigned himself to his social status. No, I think he just wanted to help me. In case you haven’t noticed, he’s a genuinely nice guy.”

A heavy pressure wrapped Bethany’s chest and she swallowed. She had noticed. Had been noticing for fourteen wonderful days, in fact.

Shifting on her side a little, she watched Curtis study the ceiling. Her heart raced. A horde of butterflies cavorted in her belly. It was so very easy to picture him and Logan together, sitting at a desk in some generic school setting, both with their heads bent over a book, Logan walking Curtis through the equations and numerical problems math teachers tortured students with on a daily basis. So easy to see Logan grow proud of Curtis as he became more adept at working said problems and equations out.

So easy to see Curtis’s opinion of the nerd transform to one of respect and, ultimately, friendship.

“And that’s why you’re so close now?” she asked. “Because he helped you with your school work? So you could stay on the cricket team, thereby becoming the captain of the Australian team when you grew up?”

He shook his head. “No. Because he taught me how to understand and do it myself. Because he didn’t judge me and never spoke down to me. And by being in his company, I grew to be less of a wanker.”

Rolling his head to face her, he drew a slow breath. “At least that’s why I love him the way I do now. Ask Logan why we’re so close and he’ll probably tell you a different story.”

Bethany frowned. “Which would be?”

“That I saved his life.”

The tight pressure wrapping around Bethany’s chest constricted. “Literally or figuratively?”

Curtis let out another breath. “Literally.”

“Fuck.” The curse fell from Bethany on a whispered sigh.

A haunted pain twisted Curtis’s face. “Two years after we became friends, a new kid started at our school. His folks were stupidly rich and powerful. Very influential in Australian politics and business. He was already a national swimming star, representing the country at international junior events. He came from a school where the student body worshipped him. By the time he started at our school, Logan was less the target of the morons and more the brainiac to be revered. I’m not stupid enough to deny us being friends didn’t help. It did. The other kids left him alone. And then this fuck-knuckle arrived, sussed out the situation and the hierarchy and decided to elevate himself to top dog by beating the cricket captain’s nerd best friend to a bloody pulp.”

Bethany’s stomach rolled. “Jesus.”

“I was still in class talking to my science teacher about the upcoming state cricket finals when he started. By the time I walked out of the room, five other students were running for me. I arrived at the scene, pushed my way through a crowd of screaming students just as the bastard was about to smash his fist into Logan’s nose.” He paused, swiping his palm over his mouth. Bethany couldn’t miss how much his hand shook. “After,” he went on, his voice a flat note of contain rage, “already fracturing Logan’s cheekbone and eye socket.”

She stared at Curtis. Pictured Logan beaten and bloody. Pictured him broken on the ground. She felt sick.

Curtis let out an emotionless snort. “I was suspended from school for a week and had to step down from the state cricket team for the rest of the season for what I did to that new kid. To this day, I don’t regret it.”

The churning tension in Bethany’s belly flared to a tight heat. She caught her bottom lip with her teeth, studying Curtis. Undone by his words and the sheer acceptance in them.

He rolled his head again, giving her a lopsided smile, a hint of his dimple creasing his cheek. “Logan makes me a better man, Beth. Has done since we were fifteen. If ever the term bromance applied to two hetrosexual guys, it’s to us. I love the bastard like he’s my own brother. Even more, to be honest. My own brother is a bit of a git. And it tears me apart every damn day that deep down inside, Logan still considers himself a lowly social outcast. Despite his phenomenal success and intelligence and status, despite his money and influence in the technology and business world, Logan will always view himself as the nerd who never gets the girl.”

He paused once again, his smile widening, his eyes shining with an emotion Bethany couldn’t decipher. “Until you came along, my American friend. And it doesn’t take a genius to see he’s got you.”

Bethany sucked in a swift breath, her stare locked on Curtis’s face.

“And for that,” he whispered, “I will cherish you forever.”

And before she could say a word, he rolled onto his side and brushed his lips over hers.

Two instant and conflicting emotions crashed through Logan at the sight of Curtis kissing Bethany.

Arousal. Carnal, base arousal. An arousal so potent it was as if his entire body had been injected with concentrated pleasure.

And jealously. Elemental, primitive jealousy. The kind that sank into his gut and stole his breath.

He stood at the entry of the living room, the cheese and fruit platter he’d just made gripped in one hand, an open bottle of chardonnay in the other, and watched his best mate’s lips caress Bethany’s.

Watched them both close their eyes at the soft contact.

Watched Bethany reach up to feather her fingertips over Curtis’s jaw.

Another hot wave of turmoil rolled over Logan. His cock pulsed. He’d denied it any release so far. Curtis had already blown his load, but Logan couldn’t bring himself to relinquish the tenuous control over his body, his need for Bethany yet.

It had nothing to do with being worried he physically or sexually couldn’t compete with his well-endowed best friend, and everything to do with the irrefutable knowledge that once Bethany’s flesh—be it her hand, her lips, her tongue or her sex—touched his cock, he would be completely undone.

Hers forever.

He couldn’t do that until he knew the status quo.

The simple fact jealousy tore through him now illustrated beyond doubt he felt more for her than desire. He wanted to spend the rest of his life learning everything there was to know about her, to spend the rest of his days making her happy.

He longed for her face to be the first he saw every morning and her lips the last thing to touch his before he went to sleep every night.

He was in love with her. No more proof was required. No more analysis.

And yet even with this realization, his body still ached with untethered arousal and burned with tortured jealousy at the notion of sharing her with Curtis. Of discovering the heights of her pleasure with the one man who’d given Logan the strongest sense of belonging and worth and friendship he’d ever experienced.

It was a conundrum he had no answer for.

In all the years he’d known Curtis, he’d never been jealous of him.

But now…witnessing that one almost platonic kiss…

What were they talking about before I entered? Me? Were they laughing at me? Were they—

With a silent growl, Logan killed the unworthy thought. They hadn’t been. He knew that. In his heart, his soul, he knew that. Just as he knew his mind—as brilliant as it was—was doing its best to protect him as only the mind of a nerd could, by reverting to the cautious suspicion of a terrorized outsider.

Stupid fucking mind.

Drawing a deep breath, he crossed to where they lay on the floor, Bethany gloriously naked, Curtis still semi-dressed in undone jeans and his unbuttoned shirt. They both looked up at him as he approached, their smiles wide.

And yet their eyes told him something had…shifted.

Changed.

But what?

Does it matter? Right now, does it matter?

“No hamburgers?” Curtis grumbled with a grin as Logan placed the cheese platter and bottle of wine on the coffee table beside them.

“Sure there’s hamburgers,” Logan answered over his shoulder as he moved to the bar and retrieved three long-stemmed glasses from the shelf. “Maccas currently have the Curtis Clarkson Chicken Feast on their menu if you want to go get one.”

At the mention of the burger named after him currently being sold by McDonalds to celebrate the cricket season, Curtis let out a dramatic groan and shook his head. “Ah, nerd humour. Love it.”

Walking back to them, his whole body hyper-aware of Bethany and the way she studied him, Logan laughed. “No, this is nerd humour. There are two types of people in this world. Those that can extrapolate from incomplete data.”

He didn’t say another word.

On the floor, Curtis rolled his eyes. “Bloody hell, Logan. That’s bad.”

Chuckling, he gave his friend a sideways smirk. “But funny, no?”

He turned back to Bethany, wanting to see her reaction to his joke.

Instead, he found her on her feet. She was walking toward him, an enigmatic light in her eyes.

“What do you think?” he asked, his throat growing thick as she drew closer. “Funny?”

“I think,” she said, stopping but an inch from where he stood, the heat of her beautiful body seeping into his, “it’s time.”

He stared down into her eyes. Witnessed the mysterious emotion in her eyes change to open desire. Desire and…something more.

His chest squeezed tight. His stomach knotted. “Time for what?”

“For you,” she whispered, placing her hands on his belly, “to finally let me do this.”

She trailed her fingertips down to the button of his fly, popped it open and, meeting his level gaze, slowly lowered his zipper.

Logan didn’t move.

Didn’t make a sound.

He stood stock-still as she inched the fly of his jeans apart and traced a steady finger up the rigid length of his erect dick, searing his flesh through the cotton of his briefs. Propelling him to the very edge of release.

Christ, he was going to make a fool of himself. He was going to be the epitome of the clichéd nerd and Bethany was going to laugh at him and—

Snatching at her wrist, he pulled her hand from his groin, yanked it behind her back and hauled her to his body. “I’m in charge, babe,” he murmured, lowering his head to hers, so close he could feel her warm breath fan his lips.

She whimpered, pressing her hips harder to his even as her stare fought his. “Logan…”

He threw Curtis a look over his shoulder. “Strip.”

Curtis raised his eyebrows. “Are you sure, mate? As much as I want to be a part of this, I—”

“Strip,” Logan repeated, his cock swelling harder against his briefs. It jutted through his parted fly, pressing with more insistence against the warm firmness of Bethany’s lower belly.

A hitching moan escaped her. He searched her eyes for fear, for contempt, finding only hunger and trust.

Christ, he loved this woman.

Would do anything for her.

Anything.

At the chinking sound of Curtis’s belt dropping to the floor, Logan pulled her closer to his body. “We are going to make you come, babe,” he promised, brushing his fingertips over the side swell of her breast. “We are going to make you come so fucking hard. And then…only then…will I come.”

She hitched out a ragged breath, staring up at him. “How?” she asked, her voice almost inaudible.

He touched his fingers to her cheek. “However you want me to.”

At his promise, a verbal surrender to the power she had over him, she closed her eyes. “Inside me.”

Fresh need flooded Logan’s dick. He bit back his groan, the raw urgency in her declaration almost pushing him over the edge already.

Turning to Curtis, he gave his friend a slow smile. “Ready?”

Curtis dropped a look at his now-naked body and held his arms out to the side. “You tell me.”

He did, indeed, look ready. His cock stood upright, a long, thick pole anointed with a glistening bead of pre-come.

Logan cocked an eyebrow, letting his lips curl into a smirk. “Well, if that’s the best you can do, I suppose it’ll have to do.”

Bethany burst out laughing, and he captured the glorious sound with his mouth.

Kissing her silent, he hauled her completely off her feet, wrapped her legs around his hips and carried her from the living room.

He didn’t need to tear his lips from hers to know Curtis followed.

Barely five heartbeats later, he strode into his bedroom, every fibre in his body thrumming with impatient want.

Depositing Bethany on the bed, he pressed his mouth to the base of her throat and captured each breast with his hands.

She arched beneath him, tangling her fingers in his hair in tight fists.

He explored her throat, her collarbone, her jaw with his lips, nipping here, sucking there. She thrust her hips upward, grinding the curve of her sex to his encased erection.

When he moved lower down her body, he felt the mattress dip beside him.

The heat from Curtis’s body told him his friend had joined him on the bed. He raised his head from Bethany’s belly, a heavy spasm claiming his cock as he watched Curtis take one of Bethany’s nipples in his mouth.

She moaned, hooking her leg around Logan’s back as she buried her hand in Curtis’s hair and held him to her breast.

“Christ, I get off watching you do that, Curtis.” The confession left him on a hoarse growl. He stayed motionless for a long moment, studying the way Curtis drew Bethany’s nipple into his mouth, the way his cheeks hollowed out, the way his jaw moved. The sight sent liquid steel straight to his already engorged cock, turning it to an agonized pole.

When Curtis reached for Bethany’s hand and wrapped it around his length, Logan couldn’t hold back his groan.

When Bethany arched on the bed again, whimpering Logan’s name in a raspy breath, he dragged his stare from the erotic sight and turned his attention to her sweet pussy.

He smoothed his palms over her thighs, up to their junction to part her folds with his thumbs, revealing the tiny button of her pink clit. Lowering his head, he flicked his tongue over its form, back and forth until her whimpers became pleading moans.

With every keening plea, with every panting beg, Logan increased the speed of his tongue on her flesh, holding her thighs wide.

“Oh fuck,” she ground out, slamming her hips upward. “I can’t…I can’t…fuck, Curtis, what…how…Logan…”

The words fell from her, growing higher, more breathless with each one.

Logan didn’t stop.

“Jesus, Logan,” Curtis groaned, his voice strangled. “I’m going to fucking blow soon. On Bethany’s fucking hot tits if you’re not careful.”

Logan raised his head, his friend’s crude confession making his head swim and his cock throb.

“Suck him, babe,” he ordered. “Roll on your side and take him in your mouth.”

Bethany did as he told her, reaching for Curtis’s erection with one hand as Curtis moved to kneel at her head.

“I’m not going to last long, dude,” Curtis warned him, his eyes fogged with pleasure as he shot Logan a quick look, the muscles in his jaw bunching.

“Remember what I told Bethany earlier this evening, Curtis?” Logan gave his friend a smirk. “You’re not allowed to come until I say so.”

Curtis’s answering chuckle was dry and ragged. “Think we’ve created a monster, Beth.”

Bethany slid her gaze to Logan’s face, her lips curling. “And don’t I just love him.”

Logan’s breath caught in his throat. His heart smashed against his chest.

Love.

Love him.

Don’t go there. Not yet. Not now. For now, just give her more pleasure than she’s ever had in her life.

Clenching his teeth on the teasing hope threatening to overwhelm him, he turned his attention to Curtis. “Not until I say so, Curtis. Got it?”

Curtis’s nostrils flared and he nodded. “Not until you say so. Remind me to talk to you about the hierarchy of the jock-nerd relationship after this, Logan.”

For an answer, Logan pressed his right knee on the bed beside Bethany’s, wrapped his fingers around her ankle and raised her leg. He extended it toward the ceiling until the junction of her thighs was a right angle.

They watched him, silent, their breathing shallow and rapid. Watched him smooth his palm down the exquisite length of toned muscle as he drew his lower body against the back of her leg. Watched him trail his hand back up to her ankle as he rested his other knee on the bed and nestled his groin against her thigh. Watched him trace the fingers of his other hand down to her spread pussy and stroke her slick seam.

“Oh God,” Bethany moaned. “Logan…”

“Take him in your mouth, babe,” he repeated his earlier command.

She did. Twisting her head and upper body, she aligned her lips with Curtis’s cock, circled her fingers around its base and took it into her mouth.

In a slow, sinking motion.

And as she did, Logan sank two fingers into her pussy.

She groaned. So did Curtis, thrusting his hips forward to penetrate her mouth deeper.

Around Logan’s fingers, Bethany’s tight muscles contracted.

“You are so tight, babe,” he declared, watching her suck up and down on Curtis’s rigid length as he scissored his fingers together inside her heat. “So tight.”

“And so fucking good at giving head, mate,” Curtis ground out, the words a shaky breath. “Fuck me, I’m going to—”

Logan flicked his best friend a look. “Not until I say so, Curtis.”

Curtis hissed out a curse, exasperation and pleasure warring on his face. “Fuck, mate, who knew you could be such a…holy fuck, Beth…that’s good!”

Dropping his stare to Bethany, Logan watched her knead Curtis’s sac as she slid her lips up his cock.

The sight detonated a hot pressure in the pit of his stomach. Made his balls hard with lust.

“Jesus, Logan…I’m gonna…” Curtis’s hoarse groan filled the room. “I need…”

Twisting his wrist, his stare locked on Bethany’s face, Logan withdrew his fingers—slick with her cream—from her sex and moved them to the puckered hole of her anus. He painted the entry with her own juices as he sank his thumb into her sex and penetrated her arse with his index finger.

She whimpered around Curtis’s cock, her hips rolling, her pussy constricting around his thumb, her anus doing the same around his finger.

“That’s it, babe,” he murmured, on fire with pleasure and need. “That’s it…”

The encouragement made no sense to him. At the hot pressure of Bethany’s sex and back passage gripping his fingers and thumb, his brain had switched into basic-function mode. Words formed in his mind, but Logan had no concept of their meaning or purpose.

He wouldn’t hold off much longer. As it was, his own dick was engorged to the point of rupture. If he looked down, he knew he’d find a damp patch on the crotch of his briefs. He had no doubt pre-come oozed from him.

But first he wanted Bethany to come.

He wanted her to gush.

He wanted to shake her to her very core.

Pulling her extended leg closer to his chest, he moved his finger and thumb inside her, bringing them together within her heat. Rubbing them together with slow strokes.

At Curtis’s cock, Bethany whimpered again.

Her cheeks hollowed, her eyebrows knitted. Her hand worked Curtis’s scrotum faster and faster.

“I can’t…hold on…much longer…mate…” Tortured pleasure turned Curtis’s declaration to a strained groan. “N-not when her mouth…oh fuck…Beth, oh fuck…”

Logan increased the movement of his finger and thumb, holding her leg to his chest with his other hand, watching pleasure etch her face. Watching her tug on Curtis’s balls even as she rolled her hips to take Logan’s finger and thumb deeper into her body.

“Jesus, Logan…” Curtis slammed his cock hard into her mouth. “I’m fucking…gonna fill her mouth any second…”

Bethany moaned, the sound raw and eager. Her musk filled Logan’s every breath.

He could feel the muscles of her sex tighten. Could see the mounting pressure claim her body. Her mouth’s action on Curtis’s cock grew rapid, erratic. Her hips began to jerk, her body to shudder. A fine sweat broke out over her skin, a glistening sheen Logan found sexy beyond comprehension.

“That’s it,” he rasped again, the nonsensical words a hot breath. “That’s it…” He wriggled his thumb and finger, stroked them together through the thin wall of sensitive flesh inside her. “Going to let you come soon, babe…”

Curtis hissed. Bethany whimpered, her juices flowing from her sex, coating Logan’s hand.

He gripped her raised leg and fucked her harder with his hand, his head swimming.

His heart thumped faster. Faster.

“Soon, babe…” he repeated, the promise barely more than a panting whisper. “Soon…”

With a hitching cry, she tore her mouth from Curtis’s cock and flung her stare to Logan, her eyes beseeching him. “Please let me come, Logan,” she begged, pumping Curtis’s cock with her hand. “Please let me—”

“Come for me, babe,” he ordered. “Now.”

She did.

Spine bowing, her hand squeezing Curtis’s length, she gave herself over to the pleasure Logan had given her and came. Over and over, her sex pulsed around Logan’s thumb, her anus sucked at his finger.

“So beautiful,” Curtis groaned. “Watching her come is so fucking beautiful…”

Her flesh enveloped Logan’s thumb and finger, a pulsing pressure that sent fresh blood to his groin. “That’s it,” he ground out, his head swimming, Bethany’s tight, sodden heat propelling him closer to losing control. “That’s it.”

He continued to work his finger and thumb inside her, drawing out her orgasm until she shook her head and begged him to stop.

“I can’t…” she cried, “It’s too much…too good…too…”

Slowing his hand’s rhythm, he turned his head, pressed a gentle kiss on her ankle and then lowered her leg to the bed.

“Oh God.” She flopped onto her back, her breasts heaving, her belly hitching as she dragged in breath after breath. “That was…that was incredible.”

A warm glow spread through Logan’s soul.

“You’re telling me,” Curtis growled.

Logan lifted his gaze to his best friend. “Nice control, Curtis. Always knew you had it in you.”

Curtis rolled his eyes, his jaw bunched. “Mate, one fucking touch on my dick and I’m going to erupt. One fucking touch. You’re a cruel bastard, Logan Hill.”

Logan couldn’t stop his smile. “So if I told you you can come now…?”

“Then I’d say—” Bethany spoke before Curtis finished opening his mouth, “—it’s my turn to be in control.” She rose on the bed, knelt on its edge and fixed Curtis with a level stare.

Curtis groaned.

Logan drew in a slow breath.

And another when Bethany turned eyes smoldering with desire on him. “And your turn to come.”


Chapter 5

Yep. She’d fallen.

Not just over the precipice of sexual rapture, but in love.

Both terrified her. Because if Logan didn’t love her back, she didn’t know what she would do. And if he did, she didn’t know how he would react to what she wanted to do next.

What she wanted to do with him.

What she wanted to give him.

Him and the man she knew to be more important to him than any other.

She held no belief they harboured unspoken homosexual desire for each other. They didn’t. But she wanted to give them the closest thing to that level of intimacy two heterosexual friends could have. She wanted to let them be together, via her body.

She wanted to give them that before she gave herself unconditionally and irrevocably to Logan alone.

Now.

Seeking Logan’s heart in the depths of his blue eyes, she inched forward on the mattress. After this, there could only be him and her. After this, she wanted no other to touch her. But she needed to give him this.

This moment…of being as close to his best friend as they could allow themselves to be.

“Bethany,” Logan whispered, something akin to fear swimming in his eyes.

She understood why.

Just as she understood why he hadn’t let himself come, either in her mouth or by her hand the entire evening.

A lifetime of holding back for fear of ridicule had conditioned him to never render himself vulnerable.

She needed him to be vulnerable with her. So she could show him he could trust her, not just with his body and his pleasure, but with his soul. And his heart.

Hooking her fingers into the waistband of his boxer briefs, she gave a gentle tug until he stood with his knees and shins pressed to the end of the bed. “It’s time,” she whispered back, putting the weight of her deepest hope in the declaration.

He drew a slow breath, his nostrils flaring.

Letting her lips curl into a slow smile, she tossed Curtis a quick look over her shoulder. “We need condoms, jock.”

His answering laugh could be mistaken for a groan. She didn’t miss the way his cock jerked at her words. “I’m going to make a fucking fool of myself. I can tell.”

She grinned. “I don’t know. You’ve done yourself proud so far tonight.”

He snorted. Rolled his eyes. “I’m famous for my staying power.”

Before she could laugh, he slid his attention to Logan. “Condoms, Logan? Where do you keep them?”

Bethany turned back to the man she’d fallen completely in love with and searched his eyes for the emotion she ached to see there.

“Top drawer,” he answered, the words a strained growl, his expression unreadable. “Left side of the bed.”

The sound of the drawer opening behind her quickened her heart, already pumping way too fast.

Curtis let out a long whistle. “Rough Riders? Ribbed and studded?”

“I’m all about enhancing the product’s output.” Logan’s lips curled into a shy smile, his focus fixed on Bethany. “And increasing the performance of my software.”

She laughed. “More like hardware.”

Behind her, Curtis groaned behind her. “Jesus, that’s bad.”

She laughed again, and then claimed Logan’s lips for her own.

She didn’t hold back with her kiss. He didn’t hold back with his.

Nor did he stop her when, unable to hold off any longer, she slipped her fingers beneath the cotton of his briefs and took his cock in her hand.

He dragged his lips from hers, scoring a line over her chin, down the column of her throat. He scraped his teeth over her flesh, a wicked abrasion she responded to with a squeeze of his erection.

It wasn’t until the mattress shifted behind her and Curtis’s hard, hot body pressed to her back, the impressive length of his erection nudging the crevice of her ass, that she remembered they weren’t alone.

A shiver of excited delight shot through her. Followed by a tight bloom of heat as Logan scooped up her breast, took its tip into his mouth and sucking hard.

“Oh yeah,” she murmured, leaning back into Curtis’s embrace as he smoothed his hands over her hips. A tiny scratch on her skin told her he held a condom packet between his fingers, and its presence set off another shiver through her body.

She released Logan’s shaft, buried her hands in his hair and raised his head from her breast. “Condom time.”

He studied her, eyes ablaze with need and desire.

And something else.

Bethany’s heart slammed into her throat.

Was it…

Oh God, please let it be…

“Condom,” he echoed, holding out a hand to Curtis.

“Condom,’ Curits repeated, placing a square foil packet on his palm.

Between them, Bethany hummed her approval, moving her fingers to the buttons of Logan’s shirt. That he had stayed fully dressed this whole time amazed her. That he was letting her undress him now humbled her.

Oh God, she truly did love him.

She released the first one, the second, the third.

Kneeling on the mattress behind her, Curtis ran a train of kisses over the line of her shoulder, his hands roaming her body as he did so.

Holding Logan’s gaze, she released the fourth button, the fifth, the last.

With a ragged breath, he closed his eyes.

Watching haunted apprehension cross his face, she slowly pushed his shirt from his shoulders.

“Oh, Logan,” she whispered.

He stood motionless, his torso exposed to her hungry stare. She gorged herself on the sight of his broad shoulders, his smooth chest, his lean muscles, his subtle six-pack, the golden trail of hair leading from his shallow navel down to the waistband of his briefs.

When she lifted her head, she found him looking at her.

“I’m not—” he began.

She pressed her fingers to his mouth. “Don’t you fucking dare,” she admonished, all too aware he was going to belittle himself.

He closed his eyes again and, before she could move, slipped his fingers beneath the elastic of his briefs and pushed them and his jeans down to stand naked and exposed before her.

Vulnerable to her at last.

She couldn’t help herself. She let out a whimpering gasp. “Logan.” She trailed her fingers over his stomach, up the venous length of his incredible cock, over its glistening tip and then up to his chest. “You are perfect.”

He answered her by crushing her lips in a kiss she could never call shy. Or uncertain.

He ravished her mouth, his hands gripping her hips, the steel of his arousal grinding to her belly as Curtis kneaded her breasts, nipped and bit the side of her neck and rolled his erection against her ass.

Her head swam, the truth of the moment overwhelming her.

She surrendered to it. Gave herself over to the pleasure of being the utter focus of two masterful lovers intent on worshipping her body.

At some point, she didn’t know when, Curtis moved his hands to her ass cheeks, spreading them enough to allow his cock access to her anus.

She moaned, the insistent pressure of steel against her entry detonating exquisite tension in her core.

Christ, she was ready.

Sliding her right hand behind her, she pressed her palm to the sculpted planes of Curtis’s abs and pushed. He growled against her neck, digging his fingers into her ass cheeks.

“Lube,” she rasped, clawing at Logan’s scalp as he nibbled on her bottom lip.

With another growl, Curtis scrambled off the bed.

His sudden departure threw off her balance, and she clung to Logan, his firm shoulders wonderfully warm beneath her palms.

The mattress shifted again, violently, announcing Curtis’s return to his kneeling position behind her.

At the same time, Logan released her, stepping back to regard her from the end of the bed.

Bethany’s heart tripped over itself. She stared at him, terrified.

Had he changed his mind? Had he—

Stare fixed on hers, he raised the condom packet to his mouth and tore it open with his teeth.

Liquid need pooled in Bethany’s very centre. Just as Curtis painted the hole of her ass with cool lubricant.

“Oh God,” she whispered.

The thick fluid covered her entry. But that wasn’t enough for Curtis. She heard that peculiar wheezing sound fluid makes when being squeezed from a tube a heartbeat before his hands returned to her butt to spread her cheeks again.

Sucking in a breath, she stared at Logan, watching him watch her as she offered her ass to his friend’s touch.

Curtis’s lube-coated finger penetrated her anus.

She let out a hitching whimper, the exquisite pleasure from the invasion heightened by the carnal hunger in Logan’s eyes.

And then, as she fought to hold off her moans of impatience, Logan slipped the pre-lubricated condom from the open packet in his hand and sheathed his engorged cock.

Bethany’s nipples pinched hard. Her breath quickened. Her tummy knotted.

She met his stare, aching for what was to come.

“Not to shatter the moment,” Curtis rasped behind her, “but I’m about to fucking explode here.”

A smile pulled at Logan’s lips. “A million bucks if you can make it to the second verse of the national anthem.”

Curtis laughed. “Not a fucking hope, mate.”

And with those words, he wrapped his arms around Bethany’s waist, rolled his hips until the tip of his cock nudged her entry and thrust upward.

Concentrated pleasure shattered throughout her. She cried out as Curtis’s cock stretched her back passage with searing heat.

“Breathe, babe,” he said, his hands gentle on her body, his breath warm on the back of her neck. “And relax.”

She did so, closing her eyes as she pulled in a long, slow breath.

He pulled back a little, her body rocking with his stroke, the slight withdrawal flooding her with euphoric need.

“And again,” he murmured, burying himself a little farther inside her entry, letting her body get used to him.

She pulled another breath, willing her muscles to loosen.

He sank deeper into her tight hole, his girth bringing fresh pain and pleasure to her entry.

“Fuck, you’re so tight.”

A wicked ripple of delight stole through her at his groaned exclamation.

“And so beautiful.”

She opened her eyes at Logan’s soft voice. Found him looking at her.

“Logan…” she whispered. “I…”

Love you.

“Want you inside me,” she finished. “Now. Please?”

Without another word, he smoothed a hand down the back of her right thigh, gently raised her leg and, supporting its weight with his long, strong fingers, aligned the tip of his cock to her sex.

She stared up at him. Caught her bottom lip with her teeth and nodded.

With a single, slow upward thrust, he penetrated her.

“Fuck!” Curtis ground out behind her. “Fuck, Logan, I can…I can fucking feel your cock against—”

The rest of his exclamation turned to a choked moan, the sound beyond pleasure, beyond rapture. Bethany had never heard a more honest sound.

Until Logan’s.

His long, drawn-out groan caressed her sanity. She stared at him, drowning not only in the consuming sensations of two men penetrating her most intimate of entries, but what she saw in Logan’s eyes, in their striking blue depths.

Love.

Raw and open and real.

Warm joy flooded her entire being. Her pussy contracted. Her heart clenched.

The word formed on her lips, but she bit it back. Now was not the time. Not while Curtis possessed her body as well.

Instead, she clawed at Logan’s shoulder, let him see everything in her heart and surrendered to the intoxicating pleasure overwhelming her as she rode their incredible penetrations.

“Together, Curtis,” Logan growled, pulling her knee closer to the side of his body as he pressed his forehead to hers. “Move with me, mate. With me…”

Without faltering, Curtis’s changed his rhythm, timed his thrusts perfectly with Logan’s.

“Oh God,” she cried, digging her fingers into Curtis’s arm as he tightened it around her waist, his thrusts growing faster. “Oh God, it’s it’s…”

“So good,” Curtis finished for her, the words little more than panted breaths. “So fucking good.”

She nodded, close to unraveling with the intensity of the moment as they drove their cocks faster and deeper into her.

Behind her, Curtis bit at her neck, her shoulder.

The sudden pain laced the pleasure searing through her and she cried out, clinging tighter to Logan. Needing him more than ever.

“I’m going to…” she rasped, “Oh God, Logan…I…I’m going to…”

Their rhythm increased, Logan sinking deeper inside her as Curtis withdrew, Curtis plunging into her ass as Logan pulled out of her pussy to the rim of his cock.

She arched between them, the soles of her feet tingling, her breath bursting from her in shallow pants, her toes curling.

She was going to come. She couldn’t stop it. She was going to—

“Fuck!” Curtis roared, his whole body tensing against her back as, with a savage thrust, he slammed deeper yet into her back passage.

His release detonated something in Bethany. Or perhaps it was the knowledge it was just her and Logan now in their pleasure.

Or maybe it was the way Logan held her forehead to forehead as they moved together, their breaths in perfect harmony, their stares locked.

A potent tension swelled through her lower body. Liquid heat shot up her spine. The very centre of her being bloomed with pure pleasure and then, with a cry close to a scream, she came a heartbeat before Logan sank his fingers into the back of her thighs, threw back his head and pumped into her with a silent roar.

Detonating with her.

They rode the waves of their climaxes together, their pants an addictive soundtrack. A lifetime later, or maybe only a few moments, Curtis withdrew his cock from her ass and placed a soft kiss on her shoulder before climbing from the bed. “Let me go get a damp cloth.”

She didn’t move. Instead, she let out a hitching murmur and closed her eyes, the contact of Logan’s forehead against hers both wonderful and perfect.

Two men had given her pleasure. Two amazing, disparate men. And it was incredible. But now she was joined with just one of them, the only one who owned her heart.

And now they were alone, she had to tell him.

“Logan…” she whispered as the fading pulses of her climax continued to squeeze his cock. “I know its cliché to…to say what I’m going to…”

She stopped. God, where was her feisty calm when she needed it?

Lifting her head, she gazed up into his eyes. “I want to tell you…I need to tell you—”

“I’m back,” Curtis’s voice—low and husky—played with her senses. The mattress shifted a second before a warm, damp cloth touched the backs of Bethany’s thighs.

She pulled a breath, her heart racing as she dragged her stare from Logan’s to give Curtis a slow smile over her shoulder. “Thank you.”

He dropped her a wink as he gently wiped the cloth between her ass cheeks. “I’d say anytime, but something tells me this…situation—” he flicked his gaze to Logan for a quick second, “—is a one-time deal, yes?”

Heat flowed through Bethany’s cheeks and she let out a ragged laugh, the sound tormented even to her ears. “Umm…”

Curtis laughed. “It’s all good. In fact, it’s the way I want it to be. Seriously.”

With another wink and a nod at Logan, he climbed from the bed and walked to the door, pausing at the threshold. “It’s about fucking time someone apart from me loved the nerd, right?”

And before Bethany could answer, he grinned at them both and left the bedroom, closing the door behind him.

Leaving Bethany and Logan alone.

She turned back to Logan, the thick presence of his spent length still embedded in her sex a wonderful sensation she realized she never wanted to go without. “So…” she said, stupidly nervous. Nervous. Her. Bethany Sloan. Nervous. Man, love could really mess with a rational girl’s head. “About that word…the…L word…”

“I’ve got another nerd joke for you,” he said, cupping the side of her face with a gentle, steady hand.

She swallowed, her heart too rapid and thumpy and…and…rapid. A joke? He wanted to tell her a joke? Now? “What’s that?” she croaked.

“Girl, is your name Google?” He traced his thumb over the line of her bottom lip, his gaze following its path, the edges of his lips twitching. “Because you have everything I’ve been searching for.”

He looked into her eyes again and smiled. That shy smile she’d fallen in love with from the very second she met him. That smile that said he wanted to be everything she needed if only she’d give him a chance. “That means I love you, Bethany Sloan,” he translated. As if she needed it.

Unable to contain herself, she grinned at him, threaded her fingers into his hair and pulled his head closer to hers. “Logan Hill, I love you too. You’ve stolen the ASCII SHA-3 hash to my heart.”

He burst out laughing, delight dancing in his eyes. “You’ve been researching computer jokes?”

She nodded. “And after you kiss me senseless, you can tell me what the hell I just said.”

A low chuckle rumbled in his chest as he smoothed his hand around her waist and hauled her hard to his body. “I’m thinking more along the lines of after I fucked you senseless, if that’s okay? You’ve turned my floppy into a hard drive already.”

Bethany groaned, sheer bliss and love pouring through her. “Oh God, Logan. I love you so much.”

With a devilish giggle against his lips, she threw herself backward on the bed and took him with her.

Which is exactly where she wanted him to be.

Forever.

The End
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Heart of Fame, Book 5.5

Lexxie Couper

Chapter 1

One day, Sir Addison Ellis Lancaster, knight of the British realm, award-winning wildlife cinematographer, champion beer-pong player and all-round rake, would take some time out to sit down and decipher how he came to be here. Here, at an exclusive party full of insanely rich people and beautiful celebrities in Northern Beaches, Sydney instead of where he was meant to be, which was at his cousin’s bachelor party two hours north.

One day. But not right now.

Right now, he was determined to taste the sublimely lush lips of the woman standing at his left. That there was a ten-of-hearts playing card currently on those sublimely lush lips only heightened his growing obsession. Every time she twisted toward him and offered her upturned face, every time her soft warm fingers came to rest gently on his biceps as she leant forward slightly, every time her nipples brushed his chest, a shiver of need he hadn’t experienced for a long time licked through him.

He’d been on the wagon for almost a year now. For close to twelve months, he’d curtailed his rakish ways. After losing his heart to an American photographer—the very American photographer seven days away from marrying his cousin—he’d stayed clear of women. Had, in fact, hightailed off to Madagascar to film an in-depth documentary on the lemur. But then a fortnight ago, his cousin had sent him an email telling him to drag his British arse out of the wilderness and get said arse to Australia, and he’d done so.

Somehow, between touching down in Sydney and collecting his rental Aston Martin four hours ago and now, he’d found himself at this party. If it weren’t for the woman on his left and her gorgeous lips, stunning blue eyes, burnished-copper-auburn hair that fell about her shoulders in a cascade of wild curls and exquisite body, he’d be feeling guilty.

But she was here, currently with a ten-of-hearts playing card covering her mouth, gazing up at him with smiling eyes, waiting for him to lower his head to hers and suck the heart from her.

The card, that was. That was the object of the game after all. The last time he’d played Suck and Blow was the last time he’d been in Sydney. It was years ago at a wild party not too far from where he was now, hosted by a super model he knew well. He’d thought he may have been in with a chance with Lillian McDermott, but laughed when she’d promptly started snogging her older brother’s best friend. However, if he’d known parties in Sydney always turned out like this he would have found an excuse to come to the city more often.

It had been a super model who’d suggested he come with her to this party, the invitation extended mid-flight as she flirted with him halfway over the Pacific and offered again as he collected the keys to his rental. He’d tagged along for some reason, most likely due to ridiculous jetlag and sleep deprivation, and then realized—five minutes into the party—the super model was as vacuous as they came. Still, the party had the makings of a fun one, and after almost twelve months in the wilderness, it was nice to interact with humans again. Even if they were insanely rich humans who thought they were better than anyone else.

He could spot that arrogant attitude a mile away. He was, after all, very familiar with the strutting behaviour of those in the animal kingdom.

The male with the most impressive bluster won the female. It hadn’t taken him very long to discover there wasn’t a single female here who made him want to bluster.

Until he’d joined the game of Suck and Blow that was.

When he’d laid eyes on the exquisite red head on his left, felt her hands on his biceps, felt the warmth of her lips radiate into his through the thin cardboard and heard her laugh, all his rakish traits and tricks came back to him in a flood of awareness.

“Come on, ya pommy bastard!” a man a few players behind him yelled. “You’re holding up the game.”

Addison flicked the man—the country’s highest-paid rugby union coach—a quick look over his shoulder. “And you’re holding up the evolution of the species, sir.”

The crowd watching the proceedings burst into raucous guffaws. The man glared at Addison. Addison dropped him a wink and then turned back to the redhead. What was her name? He wanted to call her Ruby. Clichéd, but then again, he was a cinematographer, not a wordsmith.

Ruby was looking up at him, her eyes dancing, the ten of hearts still against her lips via the slight suction she exerted on it.

His groin tightened a little. Lord, she had mesmerizing eyes, the same breath-taking blue as the glaciers of Alaska. And without any makeup to detract from their beauty, they were even more hypnotic.

In fact, nothing detracted from any part of her beauty. No gold or diamonds or ostentatious jewelry or ludicrous avant-garde designer dress or barely decent hemline.

For the first time since he’d positioned himself beside her in the game, Addison realized she was the least-coiffed, least-primped and least-overt woman here. Just a simple pair of white jeans, an emerald-green scooped-neck T-shirt, the waterfall of auburn curls and those lips.

Lips currently hidden from him by the ten of hearts. Lips he wanted to taste so sodding much.

“Suck the fucking card from her mouth, wanker!” the rugby coach bellowed behind Addison.

Above the rim of the card, Ruby’s eyes danced with mirth. She stroked her fingertips over his biceps again, a feather-light caress that made his pulse quicken.

He gazed down at her, his heart doing a very good job of thumping its way into his throat, and—with the belligerent complaints of Mr. Cheerful Encouragement rising above the noise of the room—lowered his head to hers.

He pressed his lips to the card, directly where he knew her lips would be if the cardboard weren’t there. Her warmth seeped through the thin cardboard, as it had done every time they’d preformed this movement previously. His body responded, as it also had every time previously. His gut clenched, his balls rose up and his heart turned to a sledgehammer. He braced himself, ready to remove the card from her lips with a simple intake of breath…and froze as the ten of hearts slipped past his chin. Froze for a split second before Ruby’s soft, full, lush lips were brushing his.

The room burst into raucous cheers. Feet stamped on the floor. Ruby traced a line along his skin, down to his elbows. Wild heat ribboned through him, knotting around a base need deep in the pit of his belly. He groaned and, before he could stop himself, sought out her tongue with his.

He found it, stroked it. Mated with it in a tentative caress.

Only to be stopped by numerous slaps on the back and jostled about by his fellow partygoers.

“Well done, you pommy bastard!” the rugby coach yelled. “Now stop hogging all the fun and get out of the fucking line.”

Addison blinked, straightening from Ruby, his body on fire. She grinned up at him, playful mirth twinkling in her eyes, and then dipped into a brief curtsey. “Sir Knight.”

Before he could respond, she pivoted on her heel and walked away from the line.

The crowded enveloped her. Around Addison, his fellow partiers continued to congratulate him with exuberant enthusiasm for his failure to win the game but land a kiss. Even the super-rich and famous got off on a brush with a live, in-the-flesh British knight of the realm, it seemed.

He wasn’t interested in being congratulated. He was interested in tasting Ruby’s lips again. Once was definitely not enough.

With a grin and a wave, he left the line and followed in the direction she’d headed.

The house was huge. In each room, people reveled. He wondered for a brief moment who was actually throwing the party and why so many rich people were behaving like horny teenagers, and then the sight of Ruby in the crowd banished all thought except getting to her.

He ducked and weaved through the hordes, his stare locked on the back of her head. His body reacted to the sight of her hair bouncing in gentle waves around her head as she moved. Every time she smiled at someone—usually a sodding man trying to get her attention, Addison noted with a growl—his groin tightened.

He lost sight of her for a heart-quickening second as a massive man shuffled between them carrying a giggling woman over his shoulder, and then he found her again.

Just as she crossed the threshold leading out to the backyard.

Addison launched into a run. He’d be buggered if he was going to let her slip away without one more kiss.

He pushed through the crowd, hooked his fingers around the doorjamb and flung himself through the open door, searching for Ruby as he all but burst out into the night.

He stumbled to a halt a second before crashing into her.

“You’re persistent,” she said, looking up at him, her arms crossed under her breasts, a dimple flashing at him in her left cheek. “I’ll give you that.”

Addison rested his elbow on the wall beside his head and grinned. “A knight never lets a fair lady disappear at a party without returning her curtsey.”

Her lips twitched. “Doesn’t a knight?”

He shook his head. “Not a real one.”

“Well then?”

With a chuckle, Addison straightened from the wall and dipped low at the waist, keeping his gaze on hers. “Fair lady.”

She laughed, the sound soft and wonderfully unassuming. “Persistent and a charmer.”

Addison straightened. “And a champion Scrabble player. Not to mention a mean maker of scrambled eggs, excellent foot massager and brilliant conversationalist. Oh, and I’m not too shabby at facing down hungry tigers and have been known to dissuade a bear from eating me a time or two with just the power of my voice.”

Ruby cocked an eyebrow. The dimple flashed at him again. Why hadn’t he noticed that before? “Is there anything you can’t do well, sir knight?”

Addison grinned. “Not that I’m aware of. But I sense you doubt my sincerity. Which item on that list would you like to discover to be true first? Foot massage? Scrambled eggs for breakfast? Conversation?”

Blue eyes twinkled. “How about facing down a hungry tiger?”

“Ah, excellent choice. Do you have your passport with you? We can be in Africa by sunrise.”

“Sunrise?”

He let his grin widen. “I’m very fast.”

She ran her blue gaze over him, from head to toe and back up to his face again. The dimple flashed again. “Oh, such a pity. And you had so much going for you, what with your Scrabble skills and all.”

Heat prickled over Addison’s scalp as he realized she’d twisted his words into a playful insult. He opened his mouth to continue the flirtation, but all that came out was, “Err…”

Mirth dancing in her eyes once more, Ruby chuckled. “See you later, sir knight.”

She turned on her heel, showing him her back as she strode across the expansive deck and headed for the steps leading down to the garden.

Addison’s stomach clenched. His throat grew tight. A wave of sheer enjoyment flowed through him, followed by a ribbon of nervous anticipation. It took him by complete surprise. He was used to women flirting with him. He wasn’t used to being worried he’d fail in flirting back. Perhaps he’d shunned his rakish ways for too long? Lost his touch?

“Hey!” He chased after her. Chased. When was the last time he’d chased after a woman? “Hey! Hey, hey, hey, hey!”

He dodged a couple snogging on the top of the stairs before propelling himself down to the ground in a single leap.

He landed on his feet with a jarring thud and hurried after Ruby, now well and truly close to disappearing into the yard’s dark shadows.

“Hey,” he called again. “You can’t go yet.”

She turned in a nimble little skip and cocked an eyebrow at him. “Why not?” she asked, walking backwards.

“Because…because…” Crap, what did he say? Because he wanted to kiss her again?

Ruby’s lips curled. “Oh, I see what you mean about your brilliant conversational skills.”

He laughed, hurrying to catch her. How could someone in heels so high walk backwards so quickly? “It’s your fault I’m fumbling,” he answered, giving her a mocking glower.

“My fault?” she echoed, continuing her backward strides.

“Your fault. Don’t you know you can’t just throw a game of Suck and Blow like that and not be held accountable?”

Dark-auburn eyebrows rose high on her forehead. “Throw? Are you implying I deliberately let the card fall from my lips, sir knight?”

If it weren’t for the adorable blush creeping over her cheeks, Addison would have blurted out an apology. But she was blushing. And he noticed her nipples were pinching tight, straining against the green material of her shirt in much the same way his cock was straining against the crotch of his jeans. “I am.” He nodded. “I think you wanted to kiss me.”

“Do you now?” She let out a soft chuckle and shook her head. “I think you need to go find a hungry tiger.”

Addison ran a slow gaze all over her. “I think I already have.”

With a roll of her eyes, Ruby showed him her back again. “I think you’re deluded, sir knight,” she tossed over her shoulder. “Which again, is a pity, given how cute you look when you think you’re being charming.”

She grinned and, with nimble grace, sidestepped a group of rowdy men heading straight toward her.

Out of Addison’s line of sight.

Sodding hell.

Chapter 2

Casey-Louise Marley hurried away from Sir Addison Lancaster, her heart racing. Holy moly, what the hell was she doing? Flirting with a British knight? Her grandmother—she of the proud British heritage and portrait of Her Royal Highness the Queen hanging above the fireplace—would have a pink fit. Of course, her grandmother would also have a pink fit about what Casey was wearing. What with the fact people could see the shape of her butt in her white jeans as well as more than a hint of cleavage. But still, flirting with a knighted Brit was beyond her flirtation skills, no matter that he was flirting back. It didn’t help that his lips had felt exquisitely wonderful on hers when the playing card had fallen to the floor.

Yeah, about that, Casey Louise. Just how exactly did that card fall?

Dodging a couple making out with abandonment next to the house’s side entrance, Casey pulled a face at the internal question.

Okay, maybe she’d had something to do with that. Maybe, just maybe, she’d released her intake of breath and let the card slip from her lips. After all, she’d seen the way the Brit had been eyeing her when he’d joined the game of Suck and Blow, and damn, he was so freaking sexy, and when would she ever get another chance to kiss a knight? A real knight? And Christ, he smelt so good. And his biceps were so amazing, hard and sculpted and perfect. And really, she was just a simple veterinarian from up the coast who would never see him again, so why shouldn’t she get to have some fun and live a fantasy just this once?

A warm throb pulsed in the junction of Casey’s thighs at the thought. Once. Man, she would seriously have liked to kiss him twice. Or maybe even three times. But as she really didn’t fit in at this party and really didn’t belong here, the chances of kissing a sexy British knight three times while surrounded by women who looked like supermodels and actresses—some who probably were supermodels and actresses—were pretty slim. Hence letting the ten of hearts fall from her lips.

A tickling heat filled her cheeks and she closed her eyes, remembering the way his lips had claimed hers.

Holy moley, was it—

She ran into something hard.

Something hard that smelt so good. Something hard that grabbed her upper arms with long, firm fingers.

“Did I also mention—” her British knight grinned down at her, tracing his thumbs in soft circles on her biceps, “—that I’m an incredible hunter?”

Casey gaped up at him. Long enough for him to release one of her arms and close her mouth with a gentle tap under her chin.

He chuckled. “Finally.”

“Finally what?” she asked, forcing herself to recover. She hadn’t forgotten how delicious he was this close. That would be impossible. What she had forgotten was how quickly her body told her to throw herself against his body and do wicked things to him. Things like unbutton his shirt and explore his chest with her lips and tongue. Things like slide her hands down his torso until they dipped below the waistband of his jeans so she could feel how tight and toned his arse was. Things like—

“Finally, I get to do this again,” he murmured, a second before he lowered his head and kissed her. His lips brushed hers, a hesitant caress of skin on skin, before he buried one hand in the hair at her nape and delved his tongue into her mouth.

Casey shivered. Her belly knotted. Her pussy contracted. Holy moley, this guy could kiss. Her knees trembled and, before she could stop herself, she smoothed her palms up his chest and clung to his shoulders.

Lancaster growled into her mouth and rolled his hips. The long steel ridge of his arousal pressed to Casey’s belly, making it knot tighter. Making her pussy squeeze again.

She moaned, digging her nails into his shoulders. God, she could come right there and then, the kiss was that hot. He plundered her mouth, nibbled on her lips, sucked the bottom one and then explored her mouth with his tongue again. His hand at her nape directed her head, positioning her exactly where he wanted her to be. She didn’t fight. Why would she? This was the most intense, incredible kiss of her life.

With a whimper, she surrendered completely to the rapture of his lips on hers. She pressed her hips forward, seeking more of his erection’s hardness through their layers of clothing. He raked his other hand down her back, grabbed her arse and kneaded her right cheek for a heartbeat before yanking her closer still to his groin.

Fresh need blossomed inside her. She moaned, grinding the curve of her belly to his rigid length. She should stop what was happening. They were in public. People were everywhere. And Lancaster was famous, not just for his knighthood, but for his Academy awards and BAFTAS and…and…oh God, was he sliding his hand down to her boob? Was he sliding his hand… Yes, he was. He was. Oh God, he was cupping her boob. Cupping and kneading it. Worshipping it with his hand and fingers.

Liquid pleasure flowed through Casey, pooling in the junction of her thighs. A shudder followed, making her nipples pinch tighter.

Lancaster growled his approval, scrapping his thumb over the puckered tip as he did so. His lips feasted on hers, growing hungrier with each nip and swipe of his tongue.

She met his ferocity. Fucked if she was going to deny herself this one moment.

With a low groan, she raked her nails up into his hair, caught his tongue with her lips and sucked.

He responded in kind, massaging her breast with increasing pressure, pinching her nipple, grinding his erection to her belly.

Casey’s head swum. Another shudder rocked her. Her clit tingled with heat, desire swelling the sensitive nub of flesh. She pressed her thighs together, the ache and need building in her sex almost painful.

Holy moley, had she ever been so turned on by a—

Something hard slammed into her.

She stumbled sideways, out of Lancaster’s grip.

“Shit,” a male voice slurred. “Sorry, doll.”

Fighting against the fog of her pleasure-stupefied brain, Casey blinked up at the bulky man standing beside her. He was familiar, but she didn’t know why.

“Oh,” he said, turning to sneer at Lancaster. “It’s the pommy bastard. Why don’t you fuck off to the mother country and leave our women alone, eh?”

“Are you always this belligerent?” Lancaster asked, sliding a hand up Casey’s back as he drew closer to her. She couldn’t help but feel like he was protecting her from the inebriated mountain of man. It was unexpected. And nice, even if she didn’t normally like the notion of being a damsel in distress. “Or are you still pouting about the thrashing we poms gave you convicts in the Rugby World Cup?”

Murderous rage etched the man’s face. “I’ll give you a fucking thrashing,” he slurred, reaching for Lancaster with a wild hand, the other raised in a fist beside his jaw.

Lancaster moved. Fast. With fluid grace, he maneuvered Casey behind him and slammed his head into the lunging man’s forehead.

Bam.

The guy staggered backward. Gaped at Lancaster with stunned shock, swung his gape to Casey and then, as if in slow motion, crumpled to the floor, eyes shut.

Deafening cheers erupted around them. People surged forward, slapping Lancaster on the back. Casey couldn’t stop herself flinching. Jostled from all sides by the jubilant partygoers, she stared at the unconscious man at her feet, her heart pounding fast in her throat.

Wow.

“Well done,” someone shouted over her head, no doubt at Lancaster. “The guy’s been a tosser all night.”

“And he can’t coach for shit,” someone else contributed.

“’Bout time,” another voice joined in. “Wish I’d had the balls to do it myself.”

More people pressed at them, all eager to shake Lancaster’s hand or pound him on the back. When an elbow collided with Casey’s temple, she knew it was time to get out of there.

Ducking under the arms, she shoved herself through the crush of hot bodies. It would have been easier without the ankle-breaking stilettos she’d borrowed for the evening, of course. Christ, how did women wear these all the time?

Finally free of the madness, she allowed herself a glance back at the boisterous crowd—mostly men—engulfing Lancaster in congratulatory cheers. He stood in the middle, bemused merriment on his handsome face, a bright red spot glowing in the middle of his forehead.

Casey’s pussy fluttered. He was so gorgeous and sexy and she’d kissed him. She’d kissed him. The night couldn’t get any better…or surreal. Which told her it really was time to go.

Heart fast, she turned from her British knight and hurried away.

Somewhere in amongst all this expensive debauchery was her cousin. The one who’d dragged her to the party. She’d find Sharon and they’d head home. As a breakfast-show DJ, Sharon had an early start the next morning and the drive back to Newcastle was a long one. Fingers crossed, her cousin remembered she’d agreed to be the designated driver for the night. Casey wasn’t drunk, but she’d had at least three cocktails. Too many to consider driving.

Not drunk on alcohol, Casey. But seriously drunk on Lancaster’s kisses.

She rolled her eyes at her own corniness. Still, she’d never forget this night, that was for certain. Or Lancaster’s touch. Damn, there was a lifetime of serious fantasies and vibrator fodder right here. In fact, as soon as she got home, she’d pull her rabbit from the top drawer and revisit the wickedly wanton lust the British knight had awoken in her.

It took fifteen minutes to find Sharon. And another thirty seconds to realize her cousin wasn’t driving anywhere.

Standing at the door of what looked like some kind of sexual torture chamber, complete with cameras mounted to the walls—just who’s house was this?—Casey watched her half-naked cousin lick her way up the incredibly sculpted six-pack of the country’s newest soap-opera heartthrob before lifting her face to the country’s newest pop sensation, who began pouring Moët straight from the bottle into her open mouth.

Casey cleared her throat. “Err, Shaz?”

Without pausing in the rather unorthodox consumption of champagne, Sharon wriggled a finger that clearly said not now at her. And then she wriggled her hips on top of the soap-opera heartthrob stretched out on the shag rug beneath her.

Casey licked her lips. The erotic sight was stirring up the lingering pleasure of Lancaster’s hand on her boob. “Shaz, it’s almost eleven and you’ve got to start work at four a.m., remember?”

Her cousin rolled her hips against Actor Heartthrob and smiled up at Pop-star Heartthrob. “I’ll call in sick. They can play a best-of compilation. Besides, no one listens to the radio early Sunday mornings.”

Both men chuckled. The pop star threaded his fingers into Sharon’s hair and directed her face to his stomach. “Want to join us?” he asked Casey, gazing at her with lidded eyes.

“Oh, good idea,” Sharon purred against his six-pack. “Strip off, Casey and come sit on Bobby’s face. He’ll make you come with his—”

Casey spun on her heel and hurried away, her cheeks on fire. Okay, she’d been wrong when she’d thought the night couldn’t get any more surreal. Now what did she do?

Chewing on her bottom lip, she studied the goings on around her. Things were getting wilder. People were making out all over the place. Couples were dirty dancing, there were threesomes and, good Lord, foursomes taking place on almost every sofa. Lines of white powder were disappearing up peoples’ noses. Alcohol was being licked from naked bellies and breasts. She swallowed. Obviously this was how rich people partied.

What did she do?

A moan from the room behind her, followed by a man’s grunt and another moan, told her exactly what Sharon was doing. And it wasn’t excusing herself so she could drive Casey back home. Argh!

Catch a taxi to Central Station and then grab a train home.

Casey’s stomach clenched. Not exactly the best plan, but the only one available to her at the moment, it seemed. If it weren’t for the fact she’d removed a cyst from Mrs. Osborn’s poodle that morning, she’d book into a hotel room. But she’d promised the sweet elderly lady she could come in at six to see how her beloved dog was going, and Casey wouldn’t let her client down.

Which meant taxi and then train.

“Yay,” she muttered, turning away from the particularly open display of sexual gratification taking place against the wall before her. “Travelling on a train all alone in the middle of a Saturday night. This will be fun.”

“I tell you what else is fun,” a deep voice with a smooth British accent murmured on her right. “Head butting a rugby coach.”

Casey’s throat slammed shut. Her pussy fluttered. Her heart quickened. Turning her head, she gazed into dark eyes she could only describe as mischievous.

Sir Addison Lancaster smiled at her, his lips twitching, his face so close to hers she could feel the warmth of his breath tickling her lips.

Her lips instantly remembered how incredible his lips felt against them and promptly told her body in no uncertain terms how much they’d like to feel them there again.

Now.

Pronto.

What was the delay?

Lancaster drew closer. “But nowhere near as fun as kissing you,” he murmured. “Do you mind if I do it again?”
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