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~DEDICATION~ 





 You know I had to write most of this story while consuming Jim Beam, had I my way at the time, it would have been Four Roses Single Barrel. 

 So this is dedicated to Four Roses. 
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Chapter One 



“Everyone always said sex was great.” Heaving a sigh, Siddella picked up her Jack and coke, tossing it back in one gulp. She slammed the glass on the bar and slid it back to the cute bartender she’d flirted with all night. 

Jimmy nodded. “It’s fantastic with the right person. I should know.” He 

brought his left hand up, palm facing inward to show off the gold band that gleamed like the Vegas lights. 

“Yeah, but you’re sending me signals.” She reached for her cigar and brought it to her lips. She took a huge puff and blew a thick cloud of gray smoke over the bartender’s head. 

He winced, coughed once, and forced a smile. “Look, it’s part of the job. The wife knows that. I don’t go home with any of you.” 

“As though we’re not good enough.” She leaned back in her chair, dropping her hand to her side. The cigar ashed on the carpet. Siddella looked down and frowned then returned her glare to the bartender. 

“It’s not about good enough. I’m just a one-woman man. Hey.” He snapped his fingers, and his face lit up. 

Siddella didn’t like the twinkle in his eyes. Her stomach filled with butterflies. 

“Remember the fantasy you told me about on your first night in here?” 

She bent forward and made a slashing motion across her throat. The crowd 

hadn’t come in yet, but there were enough patrons at the bar, some of whom may have been present on her first night in town. After a grueling two months of work, said customers had watched her get sauced while explaining her fantasy of being with two men. “Don’t even go there!” 

Jimmy frowned. “What? You were being open and honest that night.” 

“I was hammered.” 

“And you needed some down time.” 

Siddella remembered. Her Scottish background gave her license to drink. A certain truth existed to the rumor of Scots having high alcohol tolerance and not suffering for it the next day. 
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Vegas had shown her a thing or two about excess, though. She’d gambled 

more, drunk more, and smoked more cigars in the three days she’d been in town on business than in the previous three years. 

But loneliness seemed to follow her wherever she went. Was one or even two hot men who could satisfy her sexual needs  and maybe like her enough to hang out with her outside the bedroom too much to ask for? 

Jimmy rummaged around until he retrieved a card. “Here.” He set it on the bar and pushed it across to her. Then he poured her another round. “On the house.” 

Siddella groaned. She set her hand over the card and yanked it back, to make sure no one saw what she hid. 

On her first night in town, she had sidled up to the bar and ordered a round of Four Roses when a redhead woman complimented her selection. 

“Thanks,” she’d murmured. She’d been tired from her flight, and anticipation of the meeting at nine a.m. the next day wore on her. 

“Name’s Maggie. I see you’re here for fun.” 

Siddella shook her head, her deep red curls tickling her nose. “Not exactly.” 

She’d yawned. “Business trip. A week in Vegas.” 

Maggie laughed softly. Her emerald green eyes twinkled. “You need to relax, darlin’. I see tension pouring off you in waves.” 

“Ha ha.” Siddella couldn’t keep the sarcastic tone from her voice. “I’m fine. 

Really.” 

Maggie slipped off her barstool and offered the seat to her. “You look like you could use some serious relaxation. Is the entire trip business?” 

She’d yawned again. “Yup.” 

“In that case, make sure you find time for this,” Maggie retrieved a business card from her purse and set it beside Siddella’s drink. 

Then she’d winked and left. 

Sidella’d picked up the card.  1Night Stand. And a phone number. 

Glossy, gold, and extremely professional, the item itself seemed to carry a special weight. 

“You’re not going to hear me out, are you?” 

Jimmy’s voice brought her back to reality. She’d only had three drinks so far; 2 
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she wasn’t even close to being drunk yet. 

She sighed with contempt. “What?” 

He leaned in. “The service is very classy. Private. Well recommended.” 

She threw her head back and opened her mouth to scream. Except she 

couldn’t—not in public. And while not too proud to use a matchmaking site, she hated how her life had become so stale the only way she could get laid or find a connection with people was through such a service. 

“Look, you expressed a desire. Madame Eve can grant your desire. Safely.” 

Safety. She yearned for it, but in the guise of dangerous. Siddella needed to give up control. All she had done the last several years had been control, control, and control. 

Having so much power all the time had grown tiring after a few months. 

Subordinates, incompetent coworkers, even stupid bosses needed her take-

charge authority so the company would run smoothly. As an executive, she 

assured her superiors—the stockholders—of the company’s profitability. No problem for her. Siddella possessed a gift for running businesses. But the price of success weighed on her. 

Stress, no free time, no life. 

What little spare time she had, she used to explore her sexual boundaries, but most men she had been with lacked imagination and remained closed off to the erotic frontiers she longed to travel. Oh, and them being average in bed wasn’t a selling point either. 

What she wouldn’t give for two men, two  dominan t men who would rock her world, push her buttons, and help her ascend to a higher plateau sexually  and emotionally. 

Was it even possible? 

“You could take the card. This drink is on the house.” 

Jimmy’s voice pulled her back to reality yet again. She had to stop zoning out. 

“Fine.” She slumped her shoulders. This marked the second endorsement for the 1Night Stand service. Maggie’s smile screamed satisfied customer. 

“You can’t ask for a more perfect hookup.” Jimmy flashed his ring again. 

“Argh!” Siddella knocked back the shot and slid off her bar stool. It seemed 3 
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everyone she met wanted her to use this damn service. She reached into her purse for her credit card. “What do I owe you?” 

He ran it through the machine, pulled out the receipt, and handed it to her. 

“That’s all. Low, this evening.” He snickered. 

She shrugged her shoulders. “I have work to do. Can’t let loose until later tonight, so I guess you’ll see me later.” 

He nodded and moved to another customer, a brunette who looked lonely. 

Albeit naïve, Jimmy had a good heart. 

Why had she picked up the 1Night Stand card and seriously contemplated it? 

Siddella made her way back upstairs to her room. Once inside, she tossed her purse on the chair by the door, kicked off her shoes, and fell face first onto the bed. What would it take to find two men? 

Surely in the seven billion people in the world she could find two men who could master her, while making her feel vulnerable and cared for. 

She rolled onto her back and spread her legs. Stretching her arms out, she realized she didn’t even reach both sides of the bed if she lay in the middle. 

She was that short. 

No man wanted a woman with the looks of an ugly fairy. 

Siddella rolled off the bed and went into the bathroom. She stared in the mirror. She stood at barely below five feet tall. Red hair hung in front of her face. 

Ruby red lips puckered for a kiss to…who? 

Cupping her breasts, she smiled. They weren’t huge, but ample. She showed the mirror a profile and stuck her ass out. Yup, curvy like her tits. 

She walked back into the bedroom, sat down on the bed and powered up her 

laptop. The card she’d tossed on the desk glistened in the sunlight, pulling her attention to it. 

She picked it up and growled. “I don’t need a matchmaking service!” 

Still, the idea of asking for something she’d wanted all her life appealed to her. 

She could decline any offers that came her way, right? 

Had she been too picky? 

No, she had a right to be particular. In the past, men often failed to satisfy her. 

Sure, they got off. But she had barely begun to reach anything close to the 4 
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euphoric state known as orgasmic bliss. 

Every nerve strained. Her muscles tensed. She couldn’t even bring herself to bother with a futile attempt at masturbation. With little experience of a mind-blowing orgasm, Siddella had no clue what she should shoot for. There had to be more than a few tremors and wetness between her thighs. 

Two men. 

Two handsome, domineering men would rev her sexual engines. 

One man would fill her from behind; the other would take her from the front. 

They’d both fill her completely. Perhaps one would be nestled between her legs while the other man’s cock pumped in and out of her mouth. She wasn’t certain it mattered as long as she reached a mind blowing climax. 

She decided to pull up her personal email. She had plenty of time to handle business over the next three days. 

“Fuck!” she yelled in frustration. Tired, the alcohol had helped her relax but didn’t take work and life off her mind. She sidled beside the machine and pulled up her mail client. The 1Night Stand card caught her attention out of the corner of her eye. 

Sending an email wouldn’t hurt would it? 

 No. 

A simple inquiry never did any harm. 

She could decline if she wanted to or say it ended up in her spam folder. 

Siddella could ignore this and do her job. She hadn’t the time, right? 

Tomorrow she had, what? A meeting at ten a.m., lunch with a client, and then dinner on her own. She slumped back and let out a long exasperated breath. 

“Damnit!” She grabbed the 1Night Stand card and pulled up a blank message on her laptop. It was time for action. She wrote a basic hello to the address on the card and then clicked send. 

Five minutes later, instructions along with a courteous yet professional 

greeting arrived in her inbox. She pulled up the message, enlarged it, and read the text. 

“Ah ha.” She scanned it for the fine print and realized there was none. 

No one had to know she even used it if she didn’t want them to. 
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No one would know, but the parties interested in this match. 

She read further, “Fantasies of all sorts could be enacted. You need only ask.” 

Two hunky guys, one of which would be dominant? 

 Yes. 

Yes. Her clit throbbed in response, nipples hardened. Her body tensed and all her hormones engaged, causing her skin to itch with anticipation. 

There could be two men. 

The service had a price; all things did. But money wasn’t an object. Her 

happiness was on the line. 

Or it could be. 

A return email to the address would set things up. 

 Ask for what you want. Two men, one alpha, both dominant. 

Either could free her mind by taking charge of her life and removing the self-placed burden. They would ease the pain of control and make her submit to her innermost desires. 

Siddella twiddled her fingers together, rolled onto her back, and laughed. “It can’t be that easy!” 

Or could it? 

She decided to find out. 
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Chapter Two 



The next day, she spent time in business meetings, negotiating, settling, dealing with strangers who wanted parts of the company. It took effort, but she managed to push thoughts of the email she’d sent the night before away so she could concentrate on work. 

At the end of the day, she returned to her room to find a file propped against her door. 

“This….” She picked it up, thumbed through the questionnaire before her. 

“This is intense. I guess….” She could choose to fill it out or leave it. 

It was up to her. 

Had the universe been trying to tell her something? 




*** 

 

Siddella sat at the bar, nursing a Jack and coke. 

Jimmy washed a glass and set it aside. “You call the people I suggested?” 

“Nosy fuck.” 

“Not really. You’re a regular here.” 

“Regular?” She scoffed. “How do you figure that?” 

“You’ve been coming to this bar for the last four days. You’ve lit up the same brand of cigar, sat in the same seat. Anyone with a routine like that is a regular in my book.” 

“Cute.” She blinked and puffed on her stogie. Thick clouds of smoke circled overhead while a few slot machines went off. Someone in the background won chump change. 

Another patron won something while some poor woman lost what seemed to 

be her life savings. 

“This town is pretty dull, eh?” 

“If you think of bright lights and sin as dull, then yeah. I’d say so.” Jimmy set 7 
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her next drink before her. 

“What if I didn’t want a third round?” 

“You’d be nuts. You’ve averaged six rounds a night since you showed up in my bar. I couldn’t ignore that fact. What sort of bartender would I be?” 

“A piss poor one, I suppose.” 

“Well.” He leaned in, offering her a wicked smile, “I can’t have that. You see, I’m simply, one hell of a bartender.” 

“Indeed you are.” She reached for the shot, slammed it back, and then set the empty glass on the wood top. “Another.” She sighed. 

“I can and will oblige. But you have to tell me.” He pulled a clean glass from the row behind him. “Did you contact Madame Eve?” 

Shuddering, Siddella ducked her head. 

“You did!” Jimmy reached out and clapped a hand on her shoulder. 

She looked into his deep green eyes. “Yeah. I did.” 

His eyes widened, “Yeah? What happened?” 

She started to answer but stopped. What business of it was his anyway? Then again, he’d been giving her free drinks much of the time she’d been at his bar. She supposed she owed him at least the less than sordid details. “I got a questionnaire back. And…an email.” 

“Did you fill out the questionnaire?” Jimmy leaned in and nudged her with his nose. 

He smelled of booze, but not because he’d been drinking. A man who worked in a bar tended to have a certain smell, yet she couldn’t miss the subtle nuance of his musk, sandalwood. 

“Yeah, I filled out the paperwork and sent it back. Now what?” 

“Now, you wait.” Jimmy wore a knowing smile. 
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Chapter Three 



“There has to be some woman out there who would have us both.” Chase 

sipped his Imperial stout, relishing the taste of dark hops and chocolate. 

Lights flashed behind him, catching his attention. A young woman, on the tall side, yet curves filling out her black top and pants nicely walked by, clutching a rocks glass. Raven hair had been pulled back into a ponytail. 

Jason sipped his whiskey and set the glass down on the table in a controlled manner. He picked up his cigar, knocked off two inches of ash, and took a puff, blowing thick clouds of smoke in the air around Chase’s head. “Look there.” He pointed in the direction of the girl Chase had spotted. 

“She’s got a body on her. What about her?” 

“I don’t know,” Chase exhaled. “A lot of the girls we’ve approached say they’re open to our bisexuality but end up flaking once the toys come out.” 

Jason nodded. He ran his fingers through short dark hair and returned to his drink. 

“What are we doing here again?” Chase leaned back in the chair with his eyes focused on the raven-haired girl. She stumbled, fell face first into a slot machine, but didn’t drop her drink. That had to count for something more than an amusing laugh. 

Chase moved to go to her but a hand on his shoulder stopped him. He looked over his shoulder, down the length of Jason’s muscular arm. 

Jason shook his head. “No. She’s got baggage. We just dealt with that, 

remember?” 

How could he forget? The last girl the two of them shared had a big issue with men loving each other as they did. She couldn’t handle all their attention toward one another. Oh, and once the blindfold came off, the sight of the two of them holding floggers and other instruments of painful pleasure frightened her. 

In truth, both men craved acceptance and growth, not cowardice and timidity. 

Catt had been afraid of growth. 
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Lori, their previous fling, had been too busy. She loved the kink, was a feminist smut fan and a dirty girl in the wildest of senses. Her job consumed all her time, and when Jason and Chase cornered her into more than just a fling, she made up some lame excuse about why she could no longer see them. 

It boiled down to Lori’s inability to share her feelings with them both. She’d been afraid one of them would reject her. Chase eased into his seat and reclined. 

His head dropped back, eyes closing. He brought his cigar to his lips, took a puff, and blew a thick cloud of ashen white smoke straight into the air. “So,” he looked at Jason, “what do we do?” 

Reaching for his whiskey, Jason drummed his fingers on the table. “Isolate our real problem.” 

“We’re picky.” 

Jason blinked, batting thick, dark lashes at him. “Yup. Not like we used to be.” 

“Nope.” Chase said the word as though it held all the meaning in the world. Of course, to them, it did. They’d had their share of lovers, male and female, preferring the company of a woman. For them, it worked. 

Two years ago, they’d met in a bar similar to this one, hooking up with the same chick, unbeknownst to each other. Afterward, she’d somehow arranged to meet them both for dinner the next night, failing to reveal their presence to each other. 

For Chase, it had felt awkward at first; he’d never been with a guy. But his inner curiosities had been aroused. Lying dormant since his teenage years, fantasies of playing with another man repeated in his mind; images from various adult films he’d worked on kept rolling. The situation had remained tense until Claire grabbed his and Jason’s hands and placed them in her lap. 

She had chosen to wear a very short skirt. And no panties. And her crotch had been shaved baby smooth. 

When they looked at her, they almost looked through her for a split second. 

The heat from her sex, combined with the slope of pointed breasts and intense, overly sexual arousal made dinner difficult because neither man tried to one up the other, opting to work off each other’s skillset to please Claire. 

“Remember that first night with Claire?” Chase interrupted the silence. 
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Jason put his drink down on the table and chuckled. “Neither of us knew how lonely the other was, did we?” 

“She had us all figured out. From the first moment she met us, she read us like books.” 

He chuckled louder. Relaxing his shoulders, he turned to face Chase. “Yeah. 

That she did. I do miss her.” 

“Indeed.” Chase sipped his beer again, set the glass down, and scanned the crowd. No one in the entire of Vegas looked appealing enough to share with Jason, nor did they appear to be as open as the town would lead outsiders to believe. 

“Mostly tourists here. Wanna go back to the Castillo Resort?” 

Downing the rest of his beer, Chase set the glass back on the table and slid off the chair. “Yeah. It’s been a long day. I could use some relaxation.” He winked. 

Jason knocked the rest of the ash from the cigar, leaving a nub before sticking it in the ashtray. “Let’s go.” 

He rose to his full height of six foot four and ran fingers through dark curls. 

Chase licked his lips at the way the shirt and suit coat clung to Jason like a second skin. Beneath his clothes, the muscled body rivaled his own. 

Twinkling dark eyes batted heavy lashes in Chase’s direction. “Let’s go.” 

An hour later, the men lay flat on their stomachs, arms over their head. 

Chase’s white hair had been tied back into a perfect braid while a woman rubbed her hands over his tired muscles. 

Wrapped in a towel, Jason’s posture mimicked his. “We should do this more often when we’re out here for work.” 

“Yeah,” Chase cleared his throat. “We should. But this would be more magical if we could find a playmate.” He hissed out a breath caused by the pressure his masseur applied to the knot in his left shoulder. 

“Indeed, it would. You’d think we were asking for the world.” 

A sigh escaped Chase’s lips. Nimble fingers worked tension from his body. His eyes closed and his breathing evened. “Yeah,” he turned his head toward Jason, staring into the man’s deep, dark gaze. “I don’t want the moon, just a taste of heaven. One simple touch.” 
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“Acceptance,” they said in unison. 

Forty-five minutes later, they sat in the sauna, wearing nothing but towels. 

Jason rested in the corner with his eyes closed, hands clasped over his lap. 

Staring at the walls, Chase mirrored his position inches away, trying to force thoughts of a third partner from his mind. 

Jason interrupted the silence. “It’ll be okay. Somehow I know it will be.” 

“You’ve always been the sure one.” 

“Heh.” Jason chuckled and shifted positions, crossing his legs at the ankles. 

“Once it wasn’t honest.” 

“I remember,” Chase blinked and let out a deep breath. “The times back in our careers existed where we were less than certain, less than accepting of our situations. Those were painful days.” 

Jason nodded. “And when we met Claire together, the look on your face.” He laughed a little louder. 

Images of their first encounter at dinner filled his imagination. He and Jason had spent minimal time sizing each other up, but once Claire set their minds right, things had fallen into place. Another encounter had the three of them lounging naked on her rather large sofa while surrounding her with sensual touches, feather light kisses, and cocks pushing against her asshole and her slick pussy. “Pure, abject horror!” 

A few minutes later, the two walked out of the steam room, arms around each other’s waist. “We should probably go out for a drink before tomorrow’s big meeting, eh?” 

Leave it to Jason to be the first to suggest a drink. “Yeah, sure. I’m game. This bar is much nicer anyway.” 

After a quick shower, the two dressed and headed toward their room. “Why 

back upstairs?” 

Jason looked over his shoulder at Chase. “Forgot our cigars.” 

“Not just the least shy between us, the most phallic in thought.” 

“Ha ha, Chase. It’s not my fault Don Cervantes makes good sticks.” 

“Nope.” They came to a stop in front of the large, gold plated elevators. A table sat between each pair of doors. Out of the corner of Chase’s eye, he spotted an 12 
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ornately decorated card. 

Jason picked it up and studied it. He arched a brow. “Chase, this could be what we were looking for.” 

“Hm?” 

Jason flipped it around. 

Chase read the words  1Night Stand. “So? It looks like an escort service. We don’t need to pay for sex.” 

“No, we never have.” The elevator dinged and the doors opened. Jason slipped the card into his front shirt pocket before motioning. “Come on. I’ll tell you what I know over drinks downstairs.” 

Shrugging his shoulders, Chase stepped inside and turned around. 

Jason reached past him for the button. Once they got down to the lobby level, the doors opened, revealing exquisite gold trim and marble tile glistening with their reflections. Both men stepped onto the tile. Chase caught a reflection of himself in one of the well-positioned mirrors at the end of the hall. Dressed in standard black, he wore his clothes like a second skin and admired the fit of silk over his body before his gaze turned to Jason. The black leather pants tucked into boots spelled Dominant. 

The two co-topped their partners, a practice both men enjoyed. However, they needed something more permanent. Someone who would capture their hearts 

and let all their desires run wild. 

Chase combed through his long blond locks then shook his head so his hair would fall in a more natural position, shielding the sides of his face from view. 

He narrowed his eyes, scanned the floor and numerous slot machines 

chugging out change. Bright lights threatened to blind him, part of why he wore his hair down as he did. His sight was somewhat sensitive. 

Jason stood an inch taller; arms swaying at his sides, strolling through the growing crowd toward a cute bartender. 

Chase strode alongside him as the two sauntered up to the bar. “You buying?” 

“Sure. First round’s on me. You want a Platinum?” He offered the cigar case. 

“It’s after hours. Time for a Tres Maduro.” 

“Good call.” Jason offered him one of the robusto-sized cigars. 

13 

Sascha Illyvich 

Chase admired the chocolate-black wrapper and light cocoa scent of the unlit cigar. 

The pretty bartender stood before the two of them. “We do sell those here.” 

She smiled, offering them a wry look. 

Jason lit his cigar, took a few puffs, and blew a thick cloud of sweet smelling smoke in the air above the auburn haired woman. “You really sell these here?” 

“We do. And the Castillos have stocked Propios too. What can I get you?” 

“Bourbon, neat. He’ll have one too.” Chase waved toward Jason. “Don’t spare the cost.” 

Her smile widened. “Good to know, boys. This a party night?” She turned 

toward the bar, reached for a top shelf bourbon, and pulled down two glasses. 

Chase figured the snifters must have been Riedel. 

“Good call on this place.” 

“Yeah, Castillo suggested it last time we met.” Jason took another puff of his cigar. 

With a torch, Chase lit the foot of his stick, turned it toward his mouth, and blew a steady stream of air over it, igniting more of the cigar. He held up the torch, made one more pass before taking a final long draw, pulling sweet, chocolate, earthen smoke into his mouth before he blew it back out. “Love those.” 

The bartender returned, setting two drinks before the men. “You here for a bit?” 

Chase nodded, taking on the dominant role. He needed to exercise that part of him more often than Jason, who remained comfortable in his typical go-with-the-flow and control-it-when-necessary, behavior. He watched the bartender leave, admiring the curve of her ass in black slacks before turning back to Jason. “So, what’s the deal with this card?” 

Jason retrieved the card and tossed it across the dark, wood bar. 

Setting his cigar in the ashtray, Chase picked it up and examined it. “1Night Stand. And a phone number.” 

Nodding, Jason leaned in, “It’s a high-end match making service. I wasn’t sure where or even if we’d get a card or find contact information. Even with our 

‘relationship,’ Castillo still kept quiet on this particular issue. But this company 14 
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may be able to fulfill our desires.” 

“You sure?” 

Jason shrugged. “It can’t hurt to try, can it?” Thinking back on all the bullshit in trying to find a willing partner made his head hurt. 

Chase lifted his bourbon to his lips and took a long sip, finishing it. He pushed the glass across the bar before reaching for the cigar he’d set down a moment ago. 

The dark, reddish-brown haired woman came back with a fresh drink for him. 

“You both good?” 

Chase nodded. 

She left them alone to tend to other patrons. 

“She could be fun.” 

Jason snickered. “Yeah, but I’m not sure she can handle us both.” 

“Dude, she works in a bar in a high end resort hotel. She has to have some balls.” 

“Sure she does. But do you want to find out when we might have a golden 

ticket right here?” 

Chase shrugged his shoulders. 

“This could be what we want, if the hype is to be believed.” 

“Tell me about the hype.” Leaning back in his chair, Chase rested an arm on the edge of the bar. 

Jason sipped his bourbon, fluttering his heavy, dark lashes. He set the glass down and puffed on his cigar, before blowing smoke into the air. “Jackson told me it’s like a wish granting service. So we fill out our requests, pay our fees, and see what’s what.” 

Chase hesitated. “Pay our fees? Sounds like escort to me.” 

“So does anything that ends in sex. But this isn’t an escort. Look at it this way.” 

He turned toward Chase, giving him a full view of his broad shoulders, narrow waist, and those deliciously soft leather pants molded to strong thighs. “We have an opportunity to ask for what we want and put our faith, our acceptance, on someone else’s shoulders.” 

Blinking, Chase appeared to be contemplating the idea. 

“Someone else controlling the partner. Someone else choosing for us, Chase. 
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Someone else with a reputation at stake.” 

Chase blinked. “So there’s at least skin in the game?” 

“Yeah.” 

Understanding dawned. “Okay. How do we do this?” 
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Chapter Four 



She’d sifted through paperwork all damn day long and dealt with meetings 

with errant investors who kept pushing her for more information than she could give, until exhaustion slammed into her so hard it forced Siddella to make her way up to her room, turn off her work cell, and fall face first onto the bed. 

An hour later, she woke, feeling somewhat refreshed. Except for one tiny need that bothered her… 

Siddella sat up, wiped sleep out of her eyes. Shifting out of her jacket, she kicked off her shoes and slid out of her skirt. 

What she wouldn’t give for some good dick right now. A nice, hard pounding would let her release all her pent-up energy, aggravation, and stress. Someone who would let her dig her nails in and draw blood…. 

She sighed. 

After filling out a huge questionnaire and wiring the requested funds, Siddella hadn’t been able to help but check her personal cell phone every five minutes until lunchtime. When no text came back, she’d realized she’d probably wasted a ton of money and effort trying to enact her fantasy. 

“Goddammit.” She closed her eyes and rolled onto her back. Opening her legs, she sighed at the itch below. She’d chosen to wear silk stockings rather than hose, so, no panties beneath her skirt. She’d hoped for a quick response from the service. 

But had been let down. 

The service had to be run by a man. 

“If you want something done right….” Fingers crawled down her body, past 

round breasts, over a mostly flat tummy and soft skin. 

Then her personal phone beeped. 

She started to reach for it, but decided at the last minute to ignore it. It was probably her sister texting to irritate her more with photos of her stupid husband and how cute he was. 
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Sometimes life wasn’t cute. Sometimes it was brutal. Pain filled. Romance came in different forms. Sometimes those forms came with leather. And anal sex. 

Or paddles. Hell, she could hope. 

She approached the top of her slit and rubbed herself with delicate care. She tensed and released her body. Arching her hips, Siddella circled the throbbing nub while spreading her lips apart. Parting her legs farther, she rubbed her clit, aiming to get a quiet orgasm before a nap and then a trip to the bar. 

She sighed, captured her nipple. Rolling it between thumb and forefinger into a tight peak, she relished in the sensation of electric arcs going through her body. 

She’d always been a sexual creature. 

It couldn’t be helped. A Catholic background had subdued part of her 

rebellion, but once she left high school and enrolled in college, she’d decided to shed the teachings for a higher pleasure principle. 

She’d discovered quickly just how dumb boys could be even when given proper direction. They could never excite her beyond foreplay. It took more for her, hence her desire for two skilled, dominant men to ravish her and bring her to new sexual heights. 

Images of a pair of handsome brutes restraining her filled her mind. One 

would capture her wrists and lick her neck, biting along her carotid artery as though he were going to sink his teeth in. 

A shiver raced through her. 

The other would slick up his thick cock in her cunt while his long digits pushed past her tight, puckered asshole, stretching her as arousal claimed her body. 

Then they would plunge into her, wherever they could. 

They would dominate her. 

Fill her. 

Control her. 

And bring her sweet release. 

“Oh goddammit!” she yelled, loud enough for the people in the room next door to hear her. She rubbed her clit faster, digging her nails into her skin hard enough to bleed. 

Panting increased. Sweat broke out and coated her skin in a thin sheen. 
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She thrashed about and came, letting the wash of feelings sink into her. 



An hour later, she blinked and stared at the ceiling. In a languid manner, she rolled over and picked up her flashing cell phone. 

“Shit!” 

Whoever ran the 1Night Stand service had texted. Twice. 

 We’ve found a match. Reply to learn where to meet your two playmates 

 tonight.  

She blinked and reread the text. Two playmates? Her jaw dropped. Did she 

have clothes for such a meeting? 

Siddella thought for a moment. Her black pantsuit was too formal, her lingerie left at home, since this was a business trip. All she had wouldn’t do at all. 

 Oh well. 

She replied  okay to the text. Padding into the bathroom, she turned on the hot water and stripped off her shirt. The blast of liquid prickled against her skin, igniting her nerves and arousal all over again. Caressing her pert breasts made her pussy ache. Even her asshole twitched in anticipation. 

A service like this had to warrant good results, right? 

She shampooed her hair, rinsed, used a fragrant, girlie-smelling body wash, and rinsed off even quicker. 

When she stepped out of the shower, her hands shook. 

“In, out. In, out.” She took a few deep breaths to slow her beating heart and calm the anticipation coursing through her. 

This could end up like the last few men who’d claimed to be sexually open. A part of her screamed she’d been set up again. The universe seemed fond of playing jokes on her. 

Once again, she sucked in a deep breath, then exhaled while focusing on the event, not the outcome. 

Damn if her day hadn’t been difficult. 

She rummaged through her suitcase and managed to pick out a pair of hip-

hugging black jeans, open-toed sandals, and a charcoal gray top. A quick toweling left her hair in cute curls. 
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She applied eyeliner and dark lipstick, enhancing further her pixie look. 

Grabbing her purse, Siddella pulled out her wallet and slid her ID and a credit card into a back pocket, along with the room key. She hoped it wouldn’t be needed later. 

Tossing the bag on the bed, she walked toward the door and stopped in front of the mirror. She did a complete 360 turn, admiring her curves and the casual yet seductive look she hoped she’d pulled off. 

Then, out the door she went. 

Scanning the dense crowd, Siddella spotted two very tall, handsome gentlemen waiting at a table, holding lit cigars. 

One stood casually, leaning forward, his broad shoulders filling the space between him and the other man. Short dark hair curled in a neat cut. Tanned skin suggested a Latino heritage. The suit he wore left nothing to the imagination and the boots completed the dominant look. 

She swore she nearly came right there at the sight of him. 

His partner eased back and looked somewhat tense but he wore it well. Long, blond hair cascaded down over an equally impressive physique, though he 

appeared to be slightly smaller in stature. Sea blue orbs sparkled with mischief. 

Neither had seen her yet. Good. She could still back out. 

Her nipples poked beneath the shirt and forced the urge to cover up to the front of her mind. 

Mentally, she slapped herself. This could be it. 

She swallowed the lump in her throat and strode toward the two men. Cigar smoke hung over their heads, sweetening the stale Vegas air. 

“Hi.” 

The one with his back turned to her spun around and locked gazes with her. 

The blond’s gaze pinned her in place. “Hi. You must be…?” 

Her tongue snaked out and wet her bottom lip. The cool manner with which 

both men carried themselves hung in the air like a prominent force. 

Power emanated from the blond. Mastery, from the dark-haired male. 

Realization hit her. 

 These two are the real deal. 
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Her mouth went bone dry. 

The dark-haired man extended an arm, pulled a chair out from beneath the 

table. “You should sit with us. My name is Jason. This,” he waved at his partner, 

“is Chase.” 

“I’m Siddella.” Heat crept up her cheeks. She had to look up to see how tall both men were even though they sat and commanded their surroundings, rather than the other way around. She sat and placed her hands on the table. Jason glared with intense lust, black eyelashes fluttered against his cheeks. 

Chase’s silk shirt complemented the depth of color in his eyes while offsetting the tone of his fair skin. She liked the look; it soothed her knowing someone else had pigmentation like hers. 

A waitress came over with two bourbons. “What will the lady be having?” 

“Scotch.” Siddella spoke weakly. 

“Very well, ma’am. Neat?” 

The heated stares from Jason and Chase roamed over her body, flustering her further. Her blood began to boil with arousal. Liquid flooded her core. “Yes. 

Eighteen-year if you have it.” 

“Of course.” She trotted away, but not before glaring at the two sitting with Siddella. 

“So, Madame Eve’s quite a woman.” Chase spoke first, waving his cigar. 

A brow arched. “Madame Eve?” 

“Yes, she’s the one who picked the three of us for this.” 

“Hm,” Siddella received her drink a moment later, picked it up, and lifted it in toast, “So she’s responsible for…?” 

“Exactly,” Jason leaned in. “She’s a wise lady, I understand. Even if she’s a little…unique.” 

Nodding, she took a sip of her scotch. “I had no idea this service was run by a woman.” 

“I’m somewhat familiar with the man who owns this hotel, and he tells me in little bits here and there about 1Night Stand. Not much to say, really. We did the paperwork, submitted it, and here we are, a few hours later.” 

She whistled, “That was fast. I did mine earlier. You know—” 
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Jason held a hand up. “Before we all turn into nervous chatterboxes,” he 

motioned with his cigar at Chase, “why don’t we toast to this harmonious, potentially euphonious experience, then adjourn to a better locale.” 

Siddella brought her glass to the center of the table. “What did you have in mind?” 

Chase leaned in, clinking his glass against Jason’s then against hers. “We’ve set something up in the penthouse suite.” 

Siddella managed to swallow the lump in her throat and let out the breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding. The rich scent of cigar smoke, combined with the spiciness from Jason’s bourbon tickled her nose. She moved closer. “Sounds fancy.” She held her glass up. “So shall we toast?” 

Chase winked. “A new beginning?” 

Jason’s glass knocked gently against Siddella’s, then Chase’s. “A new 

relationship.” 

Both men seemed a little uncertain about what to toast. Siddella met Jason’s gaze first, stared deep into those dark depths. Kindness along with the embers of lust burned in his eyes. 

Moving to Chase, she studied him only for a second longer than Jason. The tranquil stare Chase gave her screamed a desire to be trusted and do the right thing.. She could go with them. She’d at least be safe. 

“Acceptance. To full acceptance, boys.” 

For a second, Jason seemed to hesitate, as did Chase. 

Then they brought their glasses together in one swift motion, and all three of them took long sips. 

Siddella enjoyed the burn of the eighteen-year-old scotch, letting the 

smoothness coat her tongue the way one of the men’s cocks would in a few 

minutes. She hadn’t forgotten the buzzing of her sex, the pulse of her heart throbbing while lust fueled every movement. 

Jason and Chase stood in unison. “Shall we?” They set their glasses down; finished cigars ended up in the ashtray. They extended a hand to her. 

She took them in hers, noting the size difference between her and them when they stood. Both towered over her by a good foot at least. 
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Neither man left doubt in her mind about the size of their cocks when she glanced at their crotches. 

Her breath caught in her throat. 

She remembered to inhale, exhale. Then, the warmth from Chase and Jason 

encircling her, she followed them like a good little girl out of the casino bar and into the nearest bank of elevators. She couldn’t help but giggle. 

“Something the matter, Siddella? You can back out at any time.” 

The tenderness came from Chase. 

 Back out? Hell no!  Her body thrummed with so much sexual energy she could probably power the Vegas Strip for at least a week. She offered an innocent smile. 

“I’m good. Let’s do this.” Batting her eyelashes, she cocked her head to the side. 

Jason smirked. “Do you want a safe word?” 

The smart move would be to say yes. Somehow, she thought it wouldn’t be 

needed. But— 

“Unlike my partner, I’m not asking. I’m giving you one. Wine bottle. If things get too heavy, you simply say wine bottle.” Chase didn’t look back at her. 

His air of cool made her knees weak. “Wine bottle. Okay.” At least they were thinking of her safety. Yeah, they possessed the traits of true dominant males who valued her existence enough to give her a safe word. She smiled at the gesture. 

The elevator dinged. Siddella started forward, but fingers gripping her 

shoulder stopped her. She looked back at Jason. 

His eyes narrowed. 

She let out a sigh. “Please, after you.” 

Jason stepped into the elevator, followed by Chase. Then they turned and, with the slightest of movements, acknowledged Siddella, giving her permission to enter. 

The material of her shirt began irritating her already hard nipples. 

Anticipation drove her wild. What would these men do to her? 

What would start things off? 

A few more moments would pass before she found out. 

Two minutes later, the elevator reached the penthouse suite. 

Doors opened at a snail’s pace. 
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Jason and Chase stepped forward, turned to face each other. Then they looked at Siddella and each extended an arm. Chase blinked. “Last chance before you step into the den of iniquity. You may always trust that we’ll keep you safe. If you refuse, we part ways now. No harm, no foul.” 

“So?” Jason set a hand on his hip. “Will you come with us?” 
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Chapter Five 



Siddella stepped out of the elevator and into the den. One single, ornate carved wooden door separated her from what could be a new life with two men who 

might not break her heart. 

“Time to make a choice.” Jason’s voice echoed in the tiny hallway. His eyes narrowed into thin slits. 

She looked at Chase, saw him mimic Jason. The ovals of his baby blues seemed less than calm. His facial features seemed to change when he stepped forward and offered a hand. 

Hair fell on the sides of his face, hiding his stare. 

A tremor of fear ran through her. 

She swallowed hard. 

“Will you surrender to us?” The harshness in Chase’s words made her glad she hadn’t worn panties. She’d have soaked them by now. The voice in her head screamed for her to stand down and decline. Her heart pounded with excitement, sending blood raging through her at the image of being tied and fucked hard. 

“Let’s do this.” 

The men nodded. 

She watched them push the wooden door open. Slowly, they guided her into 

the room and shut it behind them. 

It slammed with a loud echo, making her jump. 

Darkness consumed her sight until her vision adjusted. A switch flipped, 

pulling her attention to one side. Fuel ignited, drawing her attention to the lit sconces around the room, casting it in soft yellow light. 

She swallowed again. Boot steps clicked along marble floor. 

A large, lone window straight ahead. To her left lay a huge X frame. Metal manacles hung at the top and bottom where appendages would go. A closer 

inspection revealed bits of wood chipped off; the scent of bleach and wood polish tickled her nostrils. 
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A bed sat in the other corner near a black leather couch. The mattress looked comfortable, but the structure looked even more ominous than she’d imagined. 

Chains dangled from all four posts. 

“Go on, inspect the bed, if you wish.” Jason whispered hot air across her ears. 

Slowly, Siddella walked across the room to where the bed sat. It appeared large enough to hold a third person. She touched the sheets, black satin. 

“It’s actually deep purple.” Chase’s voice. 

Again, her nerves got the best of her, and she jumped. 

Soft, rich laughter caressed her ear. A hand at the small of her back pressed her forward, “Silly pixie girl. We don’t bite. Unless you ask us to.” 

The voice whispered, and she could no longer discern if it belonged to Chase or Jason. Neither man had facial hair either, and with the low lighting, she’d have to turn around to see who stood behind her. 

Body heat warmed her skin. 

Fingers spread over her back, covering more flesh. Someone gripped her shirt, pulling it out of the waistband of her jeans. Then five digits rubbed above the curve of her ass, pushing tension out of her muscles. 

She reached for one of the posts and rocked back and forth with the fingers against her skin. 

A second set of fingers pressed into her shoulder blades, easing stress from them. 

She threw her head back, parting her lips slightly. She closed her eyes. 

Hot breath prickled the skin on the back of her neck. Someone grabbed her short curls and yanked her head to the side. 

Lips captured flesh, suckled. 

Siddella moaned at the steady pressure spreading heat throughout her body. 

Someone caressed her belly through her shirt. Then it met flesh. 

Startled, she opened her eyes, pressed into the warmth, dropping her hands down the sides of the post until they met the pair of thick forearms now 

surrounding her. She looked down the length of her body and watched fingers undo the snap of her jeans. 
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body against hers included the feel of a thick cock at her lower back that made her wetter. The mouth on her neck moved around, capturing flesh and sucking at various points. 

Frissons of electricity shot through her, straight to her core and nipples. Her head lolled from one side to the other. 

She looked down to see Chase grip the collar of her shirt. “You don’t need this.” 

The rough masculine tone sent another chill through her. 

Before she could react, the buttons popped off, hitting the marble at various points. Her breasts now exposed, she shuddered into the hard body behind her. 

Hands cupped her curves; fingers pinched her nipples into tighter peaks. 

Rolling them around sent jolts of pleasure spiraling through her. 

Siddella moaned louder, arching back into the erection nuzzling her. She rolled her ass up, hoping to feel more than leather. 

“Bend over,” Jason commanded. She recognized the deep timbre compared to 

the softer tone of Chase’s. 

Thrusting her hips back, Siddella bent forward. Someone pulled the shirt from her, exposing her entire upper body to crisp, cool air. Jason gripped the tops of her jeans and yanked them down her legs. 

“I love this.” Chase’s pressed his lips into the crevice above her ass, sending heat spiraling through her. A tongue licked her left ass cheek. 

Nails scratched over her right cheek while someone massaged her scalp. 

Pressure in her eased as worry melted away and fear stayed in the back of her mind. 

Being naked before these two men gave her a sense of empowerment; the 

comfort of her body made her open to her environment and to her own arousal. 

With Chase lavishing attention on her ass, his lips on the back of her thighs, moving down, sending lust jolts through her while fingers continued to massage near her asshole and slick pussy, her focus remained on the attention both men paid to her body. 

She’d stepped out of her jeans, kicking off her shoes in the process. 

Before she realized it, she’d been bent over fully. Her breasts crushed against the top of the bed, into soft silk sheets. A hand cupped her ass. 
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Nails skittered over her skin, causing goose bumps to appear. 

Her own arousal wafted toward her nose, spicy, heady. More slickness coated her slit, dripping down her thighs. 

Neither man would touch her pussy or her breasts.. 

“Such a lovely ass. It needs a dick in it, repeatedly.” Chase’s voice. 

“Yes, it does.” She wriggled for effect. 

A sharp crack on one cheek, forcing pain through her. 

“Ouch!” She reached back to rub her cheek, but a hand caught her wrist. 

“No. You move as we say. Understood?” The soft growl of Jason’s voice could not be missed. 

She nodded, going with the feelings her body responded to. Protests screamed in her head, but another series of slaps pulled her away from her mind and onto the focal point of her stinging ass. 

She’d have a hard time sitting down tomorrow, if this kept up. 

Her pussy dripped so much, juice ran down her thighs. 

She wriggled her hips more. 

Another series of slaps burned the other side of her ass and made her cry out in longing. Her asshole puckered. 

Her pussy ached to be filled. 

Fingertips glided along sweat soaked skin, moving over hips, sides, breasts. 

Nothing quite touched her obvious erogenous zones but caresses came 

dangerously close. The combination of soft touches with harsh spanking made her skin itch for more contact. 

She spread her legs, hoping one of them would slide a finger or two inside her wet pussy. 

No such luck. 

Chase and Jason flanked her, mimicking each other. Two pairs of arms 

grabbed hers, stretching them above her head while tongues lapped at her limbs, sliding along tender flesh of her underarm and breast until two sets of teeth nipped her side and hips. 

Squealing and rocking against them both, Siddella pressed her head into the mattress. 
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Chase to her right, Jason on her left; she recognized them by feel. The softness of Chase’s skin contrasted the roughened texture of Jason’s. Jason’s fingers were slightly longer, too. 

His nails were sharper. 

She’d noticed Chase kept his neat and trimmed. 

Then fingernails skittered down her back, across her ass and against the 

crevice of her cheeks. 

Those same nails pressed against her flesh, captured her pussy lips between them, pinching them with enough pressure to cause pain to flood her system. 

She yelped, threw her head back, and gripped the sheets. 

A tongue swirled around her lips, soothing the pain with soft, slow circular motions while waves of pleasure washed over her. 

Someone gripped her ankles, spread her open more. 

Then one of them dove between her legs, spearing her pussy with his tongue, assaulting her, and her senses went on high alert. 

Pleasure shot through her from the first connection of tongue to labia. She writhed against him, not sure of whose tongue pumped in and out, nor did she care. 

“You taste divine. I could eat you up like exquisite chocolate, night after night, Siddella.” The roughened timber of Jason’s voice sent shivers through her, starting from her pussy and spreading out. Warmth filled her veins. 

Then a cold, wet finger pushed against the puckered star of her asshole. 

“You’re going to give to us, while we give to you. Understand?” Chase nipped her right ear. His soft cheek nuzzled hers as though he were scent marking her. Then he nipped her neck. 

She yelped, but nodded, “I do. I want.” Words failed her. 

Slick fingers pulled away from her asshole while tender hands caressed her skin. Then both men were gone, leaving Siddella panting. Wanting. 

Waiting. 

“Lie on the bed then draw your knees up beneath your beautiful chest,” Jason’s simple command cut through the silence. 
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her in her full nude glory. Then she fell forward, catching herself on the bed before crawling over the sheets and lying flat on her stomach. 

“Knees,” Jason reminded her. 

It took a second for her to snap to attention, bringing her knees beneath her chest so her ass and slit were bare, open, and presented to the two men who captured her with the faintest of touches, yet the strictest of commands. 

More cold, wet fingers pressed through the ring of her anus until they’d 

pushed past the second knuckle. They curved, massaging the wall between her pussy and asshole while another set slid up and down her slicked slit. 

She cried out from pleasure coursing through her. Her body trembled from the feel of teeth nipping her sensitive flesh. Her skin remained hot; sweat dripped down her brow into her eyes. 

She blinked. A cool washcloth ran over her forehead, blotting her eyes lightly before caressing her cheeks. 

The sensitive gesture nearly undid her. Confusion set in from the lack of consistency. 

Harsh commands and stinging whips, not loving affection and penetration 

deemed for ownership. 

She knew the difference. Could she continue? 

Fingers working in and out of her asshole continued to push pleasure into her, plundering her while her senses remained on overload. 

Cool breath blew over heated skin, making Siddella shake. Her stomach 

tightened. Nipples grazed the soft silk sheets, pebbling further. 

A hand cupped a breast, giving it a gentle squeeze. Another arc of electric tension speared her at the same time a tongue lapped her clit. 

Lips circled her nub, gripping it and sucking on it. 

She swore she’d lose it right there. 

Breathing harder, Siddella’s stomach muscles contracted, released, and 

contracted again as her eyes slammed shut. 

Chase cupped her face, lifting her chin. “Look at me.” 

She opened her eyes, stared at him. Even in the darkness, the radiance of his deep blue eyes pierced walls she’d put up so this would be nothing more than hot, 30 
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steamy sex. 

Muscular legs spread, and his naked body lay before her. His considerable erection drew her gaze immediately. 

Her mouth watered, and she licked her lips. 

“Do you want it?” He gripped his thick, veiny shaft. 

She nodded. 

“Tell me you want it.” The soft tone he used betrayed the power he wielded. 

Good to know she was on even ground here. He wasn’t so dominant as to force her. 

He could be trusted. 

“I want it, badly.” Her mouth hung open. The crown of his cock glistened with a drop of precum. 

Another series of spanks landed around her asshole. 

Tension, then relaxation flooded her. Once more, wet liquid was applied to her forbidden hole. 

“I want to fuck your sweet pussy, then fill your ass full of cum, Siddella. And I’m going to.” Just like that, Jason decreed his intentions. 

She couldn’t refuse him. Not with him looming behind her, his cock brushing up and down her pussy lips. Occasionally, he poked her and rubbed himself against her clit, sending another shiver through her. 

“Taste me,” Chase commanded softly. 

She leaned forward, enjoying the play of light over the fair tones of his skin. 

She bent down and tasted him with the tip of her tongue. The crown of his cock, more helmet-shaped than mushroom, glistened in the light of the sconces from drops of precum coating it. 

Her first sweet and salty taste of him made his cock jump. 

Fingers massaged her inner thighs then spread her open. 

She fell forward, taking more of Chase’s cock in her moth. 

The pressure of Jason’s mouth and head between her spread legs made coils of tension tighten in her stomach. 

Her hips rocked up and down in tune with his licking. 
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could. 

“There’s still an inch untouched by those beautiful ruby lips.” Chase’s fingers nestled in her hair. “Silken soft, just like your lips. But-oh!” 

She pulled him out and gripped him. Then she nipped along the underside of his cock, enjoying the way it twitched against her face. 

Teeth latched onto her clit, and a tongue flicked over the nub. 

She cried and pressed back against Jason’s mouth. 

Two wet digits pushed past the tight ring of her ass, wiggling in and around. 

Pressure increased in her abdomen as he worked her pussy from the other side of her vaginal wall while Jason’s tongue stroked and teased, spearing her. 

She opened herself to his touch, mewling on Chase’s cock like a sex kitten. 

“Oh yeah,” he continued stroking her scalp before trailing down her cheek. 

The sweet gesture shocked her out of her wicked mental state until Jason 

inserted a third finger inside her asshole and pressed against her insides. 

She yelped at the heat from her ass. By now, the muscles in her thighs had relaxed but the ache in her pussy hadn’t. She needed to be filled. 

She swirled her tongue around the base of Chase’s cock, laving over his smooth balls Then she drew a line up this thick shaft until she’d taken him into her mouth again. 

Chase gripped her hair and yanked her back. 

She coughed but relaxed her throat enough to take more of him in. Sucking him up and down, she established a rhythm in tune with the way Jason’s fingers and tongue speared her other holes. 

Bucking, arching into him, she met his gaze. Drawn in by Chase’s intense stare, she almost forgot to breathe. Heat pooled in his irises, desire for her. He released her hair and tilted her chin up. 

Staring down the line of his body, over flat, well defined abs and past a gracefully developed chest, she met broad shoulders and a smoldering gaze. She popped the head of his cock out of her mouth, “I’d love if you both filled me.” 

Fingers worked in her ass, faster and faster, building up a climax she couldn’t stop. “No.” She tried to fight the onslaught but before she knew it, Chase had switched positions on the bed and now met her face to face. 
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His lips brushed against hers then he claimed her. His tongue pushed past her lips, conquering her while Jason continued to drive her to a higher peak. 

She moaned into the kiss, tasted the bourbon and cigar notes on his breath along with the underlying masculine scent of clean earth. Strands of hair brushed against her face. 

Jason cupped her ass and gave it a good, hard squeeze. Then he slapped her left ass cheek, digging in nails to amplify the pain. 

Her orgasm made her scream and writhe against both men. 

Jason captured her clit again. He sucked hard, pushing her further over the edge. 

She couldn’t stop it. Her release came out in a flood, but her mind couldn’t focus. 

Jason continued sucking on her clit. Consumed by the sheer pleasure of 

orgasm, her hips writhed and bucked against him. 

Her breathing increased, her heart hammered inside her chest, and the walls in her mind cracked. She slammed her eyes shut and twisted against the 

ministrations of the two men. 

Then it stopped. Jason slid out from behind her and disappeared from sight. 

33 

Sascha Illyvich 





Chapter Six 



Hands circled her hips. Chase rolled onto his back and held his erection. He snagged a condom off the bed. 

 Where had that come from?  Part of her mind still registered squirting all over Jason’s face and that he’d left her to wash off the liquid. She swore she’d die from embarrassment if she could focus long enough on what just happened. 

Jason wouldn’t let her. His teeth grazed her neck, and he bit her flesh, adding to the sensations threatening to consume her, even over shame. 

He nipped her neck again, then took her and impaled her on Chase’s cock. 

“Chase!” She threw her head back. Strong arms wrapped around her. Chase 

cupped her breasts, pinched and rolled the nipples into tighter peaks. 

She moved up and down on him, feeling him split her open, fill her. Delicious tension built again, spreading warmth throughout her limbs. The first orgasm always relaxed her, when she was lucky enough to get one. 

Sore as her ass was, the muscles in her legs flexed and then relaxed. One hand left her breast and slid down her stomach. Knees brushed against her thighs and the thick head of a condom covered cock bumped against her ass. 

One of Jason’s hands brushed down her arm, dwarfing her. 

Chase captured the other one. 

She tilted her head to meet Jason’s gaze. The deadly possessive smile 

disappeared from his face, replaced with hints of worry, and overwhelming desire for her prevailed in his beautiful dark eyes. His masculine aroma, sweat mixed with mint mouthwash. 

“What?” Her whisper echoed in the silence. 

“Do you want me, Siddella?” 

The tenderness with which Jason said her name made her heart flutter. Every bundle of nerves felt raw, open. Her skin prickled and her mouth hung open for a split second before she licked her lips. “I do. I want this,” she tightened her grasp. 

“I need this.” She rested her head against the corded muscle of his shoulder. 
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His lips curled upward, caressing her skin. He licked the corner of her ear then bit her lobe. 

She giggled. Then he cupped her ass while sliding two fingers in with ease. 

She yipped and jumped, bobbing once again up and down on Chase’s cock. He released a sigh and gripped her hand tighter. 

“Bend forward.” Jason nipped her shoulders and trailed his tongue down her spine. 

She leaned forward. Chase’s powerful thighs drew up, trapping her against him. Her breasts brushed against his chest. 

He rocked upward, filling her and sending waves of joy through her. 

Jason smeared cold lube around her asshole. The gel heated, relaxing her anal muscles further. 

He cleared his throat, “I’m going to claim you,” then touched the curve of her hip. 

Nervously, she shook her head. “Yes, please.” All she could have, all she could want lay in these two men, skilled lovers who, without using the harshness of the typical BDSM dungeon, had shown her already they could be trusted to care for her wants, her needs. 

The brush of Jason’s thick cock against her asshole made her hesitate for a second. 

He pushed against her, massaging his cock around her nerve center. 

Hormones flooded her and her ass muscles relaxed. She let out an even, steady breath. 

Chase cupped her breast, ran the pad of his thumb over her nipple, sending another jolt of electricity arcing through her. 

She swore intense heat radiated off Jason’s body. 

Chase rocked upward, filling her again, bouncing her off him. His gesture pushed Jason’s cock off center. He corrected that and set himself at her back entrance. 

The brief contact drove her insane. “Do it,” she begged. 

“Take a deep breath and release it slowly, my little pixie.” Jason edged himself inside her, stopping once he pushed what seemed like half an inch in. 
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She inhaled. 

Chase stirred beneath her, forcing her stomach muscles to tighten. 

“Gentle, release that breath,” Jason ordered. 

Closing her eyes, Siddella exhaled. The sharp splinter of discomfort from Jason’s thick cock opening her and sliding inside caused her to groan. His shaft brushed past the tight bundle of nerves, adding to the pleasure centering in her stomach. 

Carefully, he pulled out all the way. 

The sensation left her feeling empty. 

A few more times he poked and prodded her ass with his cock, helping her 

acclimate to anal sex with a man his size. 

Sweat ran down her brow. Jason held her around her waist. “Please,” she 

begged again, unable to banish the wanton tone from her voice. 

Jason didn’t hesitate any longer. In one swift motion he plunged into her asshole, driving himself balls deep. 

Siddella cried, arched into his cock. Loving the full feeling, she realized in that moment she could never experience anything like this with anyone else. 

Jason and Chase started pumping in and out of her, filling, alternating rhythm, moving her with them so the three worked in tandem, building a higher 

crescendo toward climax. 

Beneath her, Chase’s balls slapped against her as did Jason’s. He hit the sweet spot where her ass cheek met her pussy, sending goose bumps over her skin. 

Thrusting against them, she could only scream as release rained down on her, washing over her with such propensity to force her back against her two lovers even harder. 

Jason spanked her ass, driving harder against her. 

The extra stimulation from his thrusts combined with Chase’s pounding 

strokes broke her. 

Her entire body tensed, eyes slammed shut. 

Chase gripped her hard. 

She groaned from the pain. 

He let go and traced her contours. 
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Jason’s body pounded hers, one arm wrapped around her stomach, the other 

around her shoulders, brushing against Chase’s. Then the sensation of warm cum jetting into her from both men, complete with two pairs of strong arms holding her shattered the walls in her heart and mind. 

Jason screamed her name, Chase grunted beneath her, both men rapidly 

thrusting into her as though life depended on it and she was the be all, end all. 

Finally, they stopped. 

Limp like a wet noodle, Siddella blinked and tried to move. Something 

impeded her though. 

Jason’s body. 

Blanketing her. 

Carefully, he pulled out of her ass and moved off the bed. He tossed the 

condom in the trash and came back to sit at the edge. Reaching for Siddella, he stroked her hair. 

His touch comforted her. 

He dragged his knuckles down her flesh. “You’re pale. Beautiful and soft.” 

Screaming her name had left his voice harsh. 

Smiling, she looked at him then touched Chase’s chest. Pushing herself off, she saw him smile out of the corner of her eye. His still condom covered cock remained semi erect, as did Jason’s. “You two could go again?” 

“Easily.” Chase sat on his elbows. “With the right partner.” 

She turned toward him. “Right partner, hm?” 

“Indeed.” Jason’s knuckles ran down her cheek, brushing away tears she 

hadn’t realized were falling. “You’re crying, sweet Siddella. Why?” 

The world around her spun, the walls in her mind…where were they? 

She couldn’t find them. Couldn’t feel the block she’d set up against men, women, romance. Another tear had been brushed away. 

Chase shifted and moved toward her. He slid one arm around her and pulled her against him. 

Jason faced her, took her hands in his, making her feel small and feminine again. Sexy, still, yet vulnerable. 

Both men were warmth, security. A chance to help her fix herself. 
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She’d been broken in the past by men, but she’d left all that behind for Vegas, the corporate life, and then what? 

She looked up, sniffled, and wiped her nose, “Does this have to end now?” 

Jason shook his head. “Only if you want it to.” 

She turned to Chase. “Do you feel as he does?” 

“This ends if you want it to.” He held the same tone as Jason. 

His words silenced the war in her head, shutting it down. She blinked, afraid for the first time in her life of getting what she truly wanted. It never hurt to ask for things in the board room, but in reality, the rules differed. Still, she had to take a chance. “So, we could go forward?” 

“That depends on you. We need your acceptance, though, sweet pixie.” 

She rubbed her ass and instantly hated the emptiness. Could they share her heart? 

Could they share in her joys, as she did in their lives? 

She sucked in a deep breath. Shifting to sit between them, she took their hands in hers. “I’ll always accept you.” 

“Good,” Jason and Chase replied in unison. 

“Searching high and low, we’ve traveled the world and tried to find someone who might eventually love us and take the love we yearn to offer. We want to see this through to the very end.” Chase pushed strands of hair out of her view. 

Love surrounded her. Two strong men, two dominant personalities guiding 

her, helping her grow and celebrate life surrounded her. 

“Finally, I can breathe.” 
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