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        To everyone who struggles.

        You are not alone.
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      Love, Actually was probably one of my least favorite Christmas movies of all time.

      So, why I was subjecting myself to the torture of it; I couldn’t give a plausible answer. It was probably because none of the good movies were on TV at the moment, or because I liked to laugh at the couple in it that are faced with a dilemma when the best friend of the guy is in love with his girl. Like how fucked up was that? This was supposed to make people happy? No one had epic love stories like this. At least, no one I knew. It was all just bullshit.

      The song Trouble by Valerie Broussard shrilled from my phone, saving me from having to watch the last thirty minutes of this wreck. My best friend Sara always had the best timing.

      “If I have to watch Love, Actually one more damn time, I’m going to shoot myself!” I answered before she could say anything.

      I’d shouted it loud enough my neighbors two miles away probably heard me. But seriously, why was this damn movie so overplayed? I could get behind a comedy Christmas movie with just a little romantic action, but this was just driving me insane.

      I flipped through the channels angrily, trying to find any other Christmas movie than that one. There had to be something.

      “I can’t tell if you’re talking to me or yourself. Though, I’m worried about the latter of the two,” Sara said to me through the phone. Sara and her husband Caleb didn’t like me being alone for Christmas and had invited me to stay with them, but I didn’t want to impose on them after Sara just had their first kid, Jackson. This was their first Christmas together and they needed this time. I’d go see them after Christmas, though. They only lived about thirty minutes away closer to the city.

      “I guess you’re just going to have to figure that one out for yourself,” I replied with snark.

      This was almost the exact same conversation we had last year before Christmas. Only then, I was depressed from the death of my father. He passed the September before from a heart attack and I wasn’t doing so well at the time. I may have actually thrown the remote at the TV the last time we had this discussion.

      Dad and I were close. My mom had walked out on both of us when I was only five and never came back. What little girl wouldn’t be heartbroken if her mother left? All I could think about after she left was what I had done wrong to make her want to leave. No matter how many times my dad told me it wasn’t my fault, it took a long time for me to believe him. He was my best friend and never stopped being the best parent he could be taking on the role of two parents. I watched every day as he struggled to make ends meet working construction jobs here and there. I mean he drank a good bit and was probably a bad influence, since he cussed like a sailor, but he was a good man and took care of me. He pushed himself to learn everything he could about what a mom was supposed to teach a daughter, but many nights he had to miss out on time with me to work. I was usually stuck with a babysitter, but it had to be done so that food could be on the table. Dad wanted to give me a comfortable life, never letting me want for anything because of the absence of my mother.

      Dad and I had the same traditions every year on Christmas Eve and Christmas. We would light a fire and roast marshmallows, until we couldn’t eat anymore. We drank eggnog and made cookies, while watching every Christmas movie there was. We even went door to door singing Christmas carols to the neighbors. The only thing that ever changed in our routine, was once I turned twenty-one, we started throwing a wee bit of alcohol into the eggnog. It made things more interesting come caroling time. ‘Deck the Halls’ became ‘Check the Walls’ because we always got a little too tipsy.

      I planned to mostly keep up with the traditions by spending my entire holiday in front of the TV. Pajamas, alcohol, and binge-watching Christmas movies was my idea of a great way to celebrate. I just hoped that the approaching storm headed my way in a few days wouldn’t knock out my power. I’d lose half my plan that way.

      “I still think you should be here with us. What if your power goes out? You’ll be all alone and have nothing to do,” Sara said, using that concerned voice of hers that she used when she was about to start begging.

      In his will, Dad left me his cabin and instructions to change it however I wanted; make it mine. But, I didn’t have the heart to do that. I quickly moved out of my shitty apartment and into the cabin. It may not have been much, but it was what I had left of Dad besides memories.

      Unfortunately, Dad only owned half of the cabin. The other half of the duplex was owned by an older man named Stanley, who rented it out to tourists during the holidays and sometimes the summer. In Telluride, Colorado, there were a lot of tourists that flocked here. Tons of them stayed in the area because it was close to the lodge and ski resort that was about thirty minutes from here. I had yet to have to worry about neighbors, thankfully, but I knew my luck would run out sooner or later. Sooner came a lot faster than I’d have liked. Mr. Stanley apparently hired some construction company to come stay and renovate a few things before he finally sells his half. I wasn’t sure I liked the idea of permanent neighbors after the construction crew left.

      “Sara, I will be fine. Besides, the other side of the cabin will be occupied for the next two weeks by some construction guys. Apparently, Stanley wants these renovations done by Christmas. He dropped off the key to me yesterday before getting out of dodge. See? Not completely alone.”

      I liked being alone nowadays. I’d become a little reclusive since Dad died, and I wasn’t ashamed. I used to be a party girl who went out every night and even had multiple boyfriends at once. They knew about each other of course, because it was never anything serious. I didn’t do serious relationships. I did fun and easy, not complicated and surrounded with feelings.

      But now, I preferred life a little quieter.

      She sighed. “What if they’re axe murderers? Then what?”

      “I have Dad’s shotgun handy. Besides, Stanley does background checks on his waiters at the diners he frequents, so I’m fairly positive they aren’t axe murderers and I’ll be all good here.”

      “Point taken. But what if you can’t figure out how to light the fire? I know you. You can’t light a fire to save your life. I bet you anything that you have yet to light one since it started getting cold.”

      I looked glumly at the unused cobblestone fireplace before shooting it a glare. I really did suck at lighting fires. Dad always lit them for us. Now, it felt like such a mockery having it there.

      “Well, the good news is, if I get desperate enough, I have enough alcohol in this cabin I could start a small bonfire. I’ll just throw one of these bad boys in there with some wood then stick a match in,” I replied sarcastically, holding up my almost empty bottle of Jack. I would never actually do that. Knowing this, she caught my bluff quickly.

      “Yeah, you’re so not going to be that desperate. Anyways, with your luck, you’d set the whole cabin on fire.”

      I stuck my tongue out at her. I knew she couldn’t see it, but it made me feel better.

      “Stop sticking your tongue out at me,” she replied blandly.

      Damn! She knows me too well.

      “Fine. But I’m still not coming to your house for Christmas either way. You guys need that sweet family bonding time. I’m perfectly alright where I’m at. I promise.”

      “Okay, Low,” she relented with a sigh. “If that’s what you want. Just call me if you change your mind or if you’re in any trouble. I don’t know how fast Caleb could get there, but you know he’d come get you in a heartbeat. Right? He’d steal the snow plow from Sampson Gregor if he had to. You did it for us that one year, so it would only be right to return the favor.”

      Poor Sampson. That guy never forgave me for stealing the snow plow two winters ago. He just made it way too easy to access the keys. I’d honestly probably get blamed for it if Caleb was to do it, though.

      “I know, but I’m a perfectly responsible adult, Sara. I’ve got this!” I replied with mock enthusiasm.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “I so do not have this!” I shouted in panic as I fanned out my burned meal that I’d just taken from the oven.

      I was a horrible cook and thought a simple oven lasagna would be no problem. Apparently, the cardboard bullshit that it came in catches fire super fucking easy and smoked up the cabin to the point I had to open the windows. It amazed me I could light food on fire just fine, but God forbid I try to light a fire on purpose and I get nada.

      Now, I was hungry and freezing. Stupid cardboard.

      A knock at my front door caught my attention as I waved the towel at the smoking food.

      “Coming!” I yelled over my shoulder. I quickly shoved the oven rack back inside and closed it before going to answer the door.

      I was not expecting the man candy that stood there. I was suddenly a little self-conscious with no makeup, my caramel curls up in a messy bun, wearing my stained white, knit sweater, plaid pajama bottoms that had a hole in the butt, and my slippers that were made to look like bear paws. It made it doubly unfair that I looked like this, while he looked like sex wrapped in a leather jacket with dark jeans and thermal sweater. All of which hugged his body builder frame like a second skin. Add in the fact, his jaw was covered in a thick, dark beard and he had that bad boy look down pact. I loved beards almost as much as I loved bad boys. If I could drool right now without looking like an idiot, I’d have made a puddle at his feet.

      “Holy shit. Who are you and who do I have to thank for sending you here?”

      Smooth, Lowen, I thought to myself. My non-existent filter mixed with this special sexy look probably came off really stupid to this guy.

      Thankfully, he only gave me a smile that looked like he was more flattered than anything as he casually leaned all six-foot-two of himself against the doorway. His rich, chocolate brown eyes, that had these slight gold flakes inside, looked me over curiously.

      “Uh, well, I guess you have your neighbor Stanley to thank. I’m Tobi. I’m part of the renovation team that’s staying next door for the next two weeks. Did Stanley call and give you a heads up?”

      I couldn’t help following his hand as he ran it through his short, dark brown hair. Why was it so attractive when guys did that?

      Thank you, Santa! I mean Stanley…

      “Oh, well I’m Lowen. Yeah, he did. Cool.” I babbled stupidly. I wanted to face palm myself as soon as the words left my mouth. See! This was what happened when I was hungry.

      “So, you’re staying two weeks?” I added quickly, hoping to change the subject before he thought I was a total spaz.

      He nodded his head and rubbed a hand down his beard. “Yeah, just needed to get that key from you while my friends unload our stuff. He did leave that with you, didn’t he?”

      “Let me grab that for you,” I said before walking over to the coffee table where I’d set the key down. I held back the urge to do a ridiculous victory dance at having him next door to me for two weeks.

      He leaned in the doorway, looking towards the kitchen when I walked back to hand the key to him. “You burn something?” He asked.

      “Not what I wanted to burn, but yes. I got in a fight with the oven and lost.”

      He chuckled and waved the key. “Well, thanks for this. I guess I’ll be seeing you since you’re right next door.”

      “Yep, I guess so.”

      “Alright awesome. I’ll see ya,” he replied with a panty dropping smile and a wave as he backed away and started walking to the other side of the cabin.

      “Later,” I said, trying to not sound too disappointed that he had to go. He was just so damn good to look at. I closed the door and peaked through the curtain.

      I watched like a creepy stalker as he unlocked the door, then turned to go back down the steps leading to the driveway below. The cabin was up on stilts, since it sat on the side of the mountain, and the driveway was beneath the cabin itself. I was a bit bummed I couldn’t see what his friends looked like yet, but I wasn’t too sad about watching his perfect ass as he descended.

      I’ll admit it. I was as bad as a dude when it came to flirting. When you’re raised with only a male figure in your life, you kind of lose the ability to be subtle. Well, at least I did. I had absolutely no qualms about hitting on someone I thought was hot. Some men liked it, but I intimidated most with it; which was another huge reason why I never did serious relationships. Any guy I started getting even remotely more serious with couldn’t handle me. They didn’t like not wearing the pants in the relationship, so I’d dump them if they couldn’t keep up, or they’d dump me before even sleeping with me. It was definitely their loss if the latter was the case. I wasn’t easy by any means, but I wasn’t afraid to get kinky either.

      That’s why I’d dated twin brothers. Two men were easy for me. It was twice the attention and I got something different from each of them. Unfortunately, they felt more for me than I did for them and I had to end it before things got too intense in the feelings department. It was easier that way, rather than falling for someone and having to worry about being abandoned in the end like my mother did to dad.

      I liked men who could handle someone like me. And just by looking at Tobi’s muscle mass and getting an alpha vibe from him, I bet he’d be just fine on his own. Odds were, he had a girlfriend already. Men that good looking always had perfect girlfriends that were more high maintenance than a Pomeranian.

      Who knew, though?

      If I played it right, I just may get laid this Christmas. Now that was a plan I could totally derail my original plans for.
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      I had quickly texted Sara about my luck of having a hot neighbor for the next week and a half, and the possibility that his friends could be just as hot.

      She was a bit more jealous of the situation than she wanted to admit, but I knew her. She loved a good piece of eye candy as much as I did. Caleb was a hottie, but that didn’t stop her from enjoying a long look at a nice ass. Though, she’d never tell him that obviously.

      I ended up saying screw cooking and ordered a pizza, thankful that the delivery people were seriously good at maneuvering through iced over roads and snow. They were like the damn UPS; rain or shine, they’d be there.

      As I ate and watched Prancer, I heard their voices on and off and the occasional bump of things being moved around. As I was getting to a really good part of the movie, obnoxiously loud rap music began to play through the wall.

      At first, I was able to ignore it. But after fifteen minutes, I’d started losing my ability to concentrate on my movie. My aggravation level elevated beyond its normal limit. I didn’t care how hot someone was, you didn’t ruin Prancer for me, or any Christmas movie I loved for that matter.

      I stood and stomped into the kitchen to where the wall that separated our two sides was, and pounded on it as loud as I could.

      “Can you turn your music down, please?” I shouted through the wall, hoping my voice would carry over the shitty tunes.

      I waited a minute, but nothing happened. If anything, the music seemed to become louder. I pounded on the wall again; harder this time.

      “Hello! Turn your shit down, assholes!” I shouted louder. Yet still, nothing happened. “You’ve got to be shitting me,” I mumbled to myself.

      Without any other choice, I quickly went to my room and grabbed my hoodie, zipping it all the way up to my neck and throwing the hood over my head. I was pissed that I’d have to go out into the cold, but with no other options, paying them a visit was all I could do.

      I threw open my front door and put my hands into my jacket pockets, muttering under my breath about stupid men and my nose feeling like it was going to fall off.

      Luckily, I only had to run the length of the cabin before I was furiously pounding on their door.

      It swung open to reveal a guy I hadn’t met yet in nothing more than some black silky, pajama pants and a Santa hat that had jet black curls peeking out from beneath it. His skin was dark and rich, making me think he might be Spanish or Italian. As he leaned in close to me, his lips set in an interested smirk; I couldn’t take my eyes off his lean, ripped physique.

      I almost imagined him in one of those foreign soap operas, telling the woman that he was banging her sister in a sinful accent that would make any girls panties melt right off them.

      I inwardly yelled at myself to stop focusing on his deliciously toned abs and seriously stunning eyes, then pushed my way passed him into the room without giving him a chance to say anything.

      I was expecting these guys to just be chilling on the couch and drinking beers as they listened to their ridiculous rap music. Instead, I found something a little more intriguing and a little hard to believe.

      Dancing. And not just any kind of dancing, but sexy dancing.

      The guy, Tobi, that I had met and one of his other friends, were doing some kind of strip dance using chairs from the dining room. It was becoming so hard to remember why I’d just stormed over here, while I watched them move their hips over a chair as if their bodies were just meant to move like that. It was probably one of the sexiest things I’d ever walked in on in my entire life.

      I lowered my hood from my head and my head tilted to the side in interest. I was completely caught in a daze at these beautiful bastards rolling and grinding their bodies, making me wish for the first time in my life that I was a damn chair. They seemed to have no clue I was even standing there, at least, until the one that answered the door walked over and shut off the music.

      “We’ve got company, guys,” he said with an amused tone and a smile lighting his face.

      No accent. Damn!

      Tobi and the other guy stopped dancing and turned in my direction.

      Do not look at their sexy, sweaty bodies! Do not look at their sexy, sweaty bodies!

      “Oh, hey. It was Lowen, right? What’s up?” Tobi asked me.

      I cleared my throat, thinking about what I was here for. But, I was completely distracted by his broad chest and washboard abs that were covered in dark hair. The smattering of dark hair was enough that I wanted to rub my hands over it, feel the roughness beneath my palms.

      Why was I here? Think, think, think ...Oh, yeah!

      I put on my best mad face, although I was sure I wasn’t successful considering my earlier train of thought. “Your music is so fucking loud, I can’t even hear myself think. I pounded on the wall and yelled, but yet again, your music is too fucking loud. Can you keep it down in here?” High five, Lowen! You actually sounded like you were still mad.

      Mr. Soap Opera came up behind me and his hand swept my hair from one shoulder to the other, then whispered in my ear, “I like girls with a little bite in them. Lowen’s your name?”

      I was a bit disappointed there was no Latin accent there, but I felt goosebumps raise along my neck where his breath fanned over it nonetheless. Warmth spread between my thighs.

      Shit! It’d been way too long since I’d had sex, and these guys were sex personified.

      “Uh ... yes?” That sounded more like a question than an answer. You so just lost your high five, Lowen.

      “Leave her alone, Jasper,” Tobi said to him as he grabbed a towel and walked over to me, wiping the sweat from his face. Mr. Soap Opera - or Jasper as Tobi called him - moved out from behind me and leaned against the doorway.

      It was insane how fluidly Jasper moved. I wouldn’t even call it moving, but more like prowling. He was graceful, but had this sexy sway to his steps. Add in the sand colored stare of his lust filled eyes, and I swore I was being stalked by a large cat of some sort.

      “Sorry about that,” Tobi added to me, taking my attention away from Jasper. “We’re practicing for something and the loud music helps us keep the mood going.”

      It almost made me mad that he was being so nice about it and actually sounded sincere. It wasn’t fair when men that looked that good could make you just forget your woes and turn you into a puddle. I had to stand my ground, though.

      “Look. I don’t care if you have to practice for whatever the hell it is you’re practicing for; wear some damn head phones or something. The walls are paper thin and you’re ruining my buzz with your shitty music.”

      “Well, damn. She has a mouth on her, doesn’t she?” The third guy said to Tobi.

      As if it wasn’t enough that Tobi and Jasper had to be sexy as sin, this guy was just as much on their level. He had blonde hair that was short on the sides and longer on top and his skin had a warm, glowing tan like he’d never spent a day out of the sun in his entire life. In essence, he was undeniably lickable. I wasn’t sure that lickable was even a word, but fuck the dictionary. I was making it a word for now on.

      “Learned all the best words from my dad. Now, seriously, will you just keep the music down?” I asked, losing a little of the steam in my voice as his bright blue eyes perused the length of me. I think all the steam was being detoured to other parts of my body. It was such a traitor.

      “Why you rushing off? You can hang out with us. Maybe join us?” Jasper asked, coming in close again.

      I unconsciously threw a hand out and laid it against his chest, keep him from coming closer. “You stay right where you are, Rico Suave. I am going to go back to my side of the cabin and finish getting wasted while watching a reindeer learn how to fucking fly. You three go back to whatever you were doing. Just keep your shit down and we’ll all be cool.”

      Jasper looked down at my hand still on his chest with a smug smile. I snatched my hand away and glared at him. I shouldn’t blame him for what my hand did, but it was my only logical choice.

      “Sorry. I promise we’ll try to keep it low key the rest of the night,” the third guy responded. “I’m Ezra, by the way, and I swear I’m not nearly as rowdy as these two. I’ll keep them in line for you.” He finished that with a blinding smile and a wink.

      How come when I winked, I looked like I had a twitch? Yet another thing that just wasn’t fucking fair.

      It took all my concentration not to focus on his body now. It was coated in sweat that dripped down his washboard abs. I tried looking at his face instead, but even that was hard to keep from staring at with awe. He had that classically handsome look going for him. I could clearly picture him with his blonde hair combed to the side, his lean body dressed in one of those penguin suits, and him ballroom dancing the night away.

      While Tobi and Jasper radiated manliness to the full extent, Ezra’s looks laid on the line of manly and beautiful. I was pretty sure he was prettier than me and I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. If ‘golden boy’ had a picture under its definition, you’d see his face there.

      I raised a brow at him, doubting very much that he was as sweet as his voice and looks made him out to be. “Yeah. You do that,” I replied blandly to cover up how he and the others affected me, before turning to leave. I added over my shoulder a quick, “Goodnight.”

      “Night.” Tobi and Ezra replied as I opened the door.

      “See ya, Lowen!” I heard Jasper shout just as I closed it.

      I quickly shuffled back to my side of the cabin and practically leapt into the room to get out of the cold. With how hot I was getting just standing in that room with them, the cold felt a bit more searing than it had when I walked out earlier.

      I leaned against my door and replayed the images of all their gloriously half-naked bodies in my mind. How on earth was I going to get through this holiday with those three living next door to me? I was caught between wanting to screw each of their brains out and wanting to punch them in the faces for being so damn loud.

      Though, for the sight I just got, I’d maybe give them the benefit of the doubt for now. It seemed only fair.
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* * *

      I didn’t have any issues with music the rest of the night and when I woke up the next day, I couldn’t even hear them. It wasn’t until later that night that I did finally hear noise, letting me know they’d been gone all day.

      I wondered the rest of the night exactly what it was they’d been practicing for the night before. The most likely explanation for it was stripper, but somehow, I didn’t see that as a job of theirs, considering they worked construction and renovation. Then again, they were probably only strippers for a side job.

      Two days after meeting them, I decided to get some breakfast at the local diner. It would probably be my last chance before the heavy snow started falling, and I’d have to wait for the plows to come through to clear the roads. Since I’d be out in town already, I figured I’d go ahead and pick up any essential food and drink items that I’d want for Christmas before the stores sold out.

      I jumped in the shower and started up the water, loving the heat of it as it beat down on my chilled limbs. The heater in this cabin was total crap that I really needed to get fixed; otherwise, I was going to freeze to death in my sleep. My two down comforters just weren’t enough anymore. Maybe if I begged them a little, I could convince Sexy One, Two, and Three to fix it for me. Could I really stoop to that level, though?

      Hmm. Maybe.

      I’d only been in the shower for a total of five minutes, when the water suddenly turned ice cold on me as I rinsed the shampoo out of my hair. I screamed in surprise and went to jump out of from under the liquid hypothermia, but my foot caught on the edge of the claw foot tub. I immediately went tumbling, taking the shower curtain down with me and getting wrapped up in it like a butterfly in its cocoon. Unfortunately, I went down so hard, my ass dented in the feeble wooden floor. I hissed in pain and groaned in aggravation.

      Who the hell in my family did I have to blame for such awful luck? This just wasn’t normal.

      I heard my front door crash open just before Tobi’s voice called out to me. “Lowen? You okay?”

      I rolled my eyes. This was all their fault. The cabin only had one large water heater to power both sides. An unfortunate flaw in the construction of this cabin and one of the few reasons I hated this place sometimes. But, up until these guys moved in next door, I’d never had to worry about sharing the hot water.

      I was about to shout back as I gathered myself up, the shower curtain wrapped around me, but the door to the bathroom suddenly opened. Tobi and Ezra appeared in the doorway, both with matching looks of shock when they realized I was naked and the shower curtain was pretty much see-through. I squealed and wrapped the shower curtain tighter around me, hoping if I gathered enough of it; it’d at least be a little opaquer.

      “Shit!”

      “Sorry!” They shouted simultaneously, both covered their eyes and tried to back out the room.

      “Seriously? What the hell, guys? Like it’s really cool you are making sure I’m not getting axed by some dude in a mask, but you couldn’t knock?” I yelled at them.

      “That would completely defeat the purpose of us saving you from being axe murdered,” Tobi stated sarcastically.

      “Tobi, don’t argue with her right now. We’ll just be going. So sorry, Lowen,” Ezra mumbled out and grabbed Tobi’s shoulder, steering him out of the bathroom.

      “And get out of my side of the cabin, damn it!” I added just as they slammed the door shut.

      I couldn’t believe they’d both just barged in like that. I was fine with them being all nice and neighborly by checking on me after hearing that disaster. But, coming into the bathroom was the last straw. First the music, then my hot water, now this? I swore I was going to kill them all if they kept fucking with me like this.

      I made sure the coast was clear before quickly dressing in an off-the-shoulder, long sleeve shirt, some yoga pants and my black, snow boots. I put on a little mascara and lip-gloss to look a bit more presentable to the world than I had been the last few days. Though, I did so rather violently and ended up having to start over a couple of times. I was pissed off from not having a complete shower. I’d had to finish washing my hair in the sink to avoid my whole body being blasted with more ice-cold water. I planned to have a few choice words with those guys about the water issue, the second I got some breakfast in me.

      Unfortunately, just as I exited my door to head down to my Jeep, Tobi called my name from where he and the other two leaned against the railing of the porch. I felt so angry; I didn’t even notice they stood there.

      I groaned, not wanting to deal with this right now. I just wanted coffee and food before I had any kind of altercation with them. There was no telling what would come out of my mouth if I faced them now.

      “There’s our girl! What’s up?” I heard Jasper say before he slung an arm around my shoulder and began walking down the steps with me. Tobi and Ezra followed close behind.

      “What’s up? Ha!” I let out a humorless laugh and shrugged his arm off my shoulder, turning to face them all. “You three have been nothing but trouble since you got here! First, you blast your music so loud that I’m positive the neighbors two miles away could hear it. Second, I had to rinse my hair in my sink after being blasted with cold water, because you took all the hot water! Third, because two of you barged in on me naked. And fourth … “ Shit. I couldn’t think of a fourth.

      “And?” Tobi asked expectantly. I didn’t like the amused tone behind his question.

      “And ... and you don’t recycle! I mean what’s up with that?” It was totally lame, but it was all I came up with. I was just so angry! Okay, I wasn’t angry so much as I was embarrassed.

      “Listen,” Ezra said coming down past Tobi and Jasper to stand on the step above mine. “We’re sorry. We haven’t been very good neighbors. We promise we’re not that bad.”

      I sighed. “Maybe I was a little bit of an asshole, but in my defense, no girl would be in a good mood wrapped up in translucent plastic after busting her ass and the floor.”

      “Completely understandable,” Ezra supplied. “We probably shouldn’t have just barged in. How about you let us buy you some breakfast to make it up to you and let you get to know us?”

      I raised my brow in disbelief. “You want to buy me breakfast?” My interest was a little piqued. I hadn’t worked the last couple of weeks, so my wallet was a bit on the light side at the moment. Plus, who in their right mind would say no to free food?

      “Yes! Let us buy you breakfast!” Jasper added excitedly.

      “It’s the least we could do,” Tobi added.

      I didn’t want to say yes, but all three of them were giving me the most pitiful looks. I was a bit jealous of men who could execute that look flawlessly without it looking childish. It was like a biological cheat code to lure women into immediately falling for their bullshit. And damn it, I fell for those stupid faces. Well, I fell for their pleas. Not them. I didn’t fall for people.

      I rolled my eyes and sighed, “Fine! But I want the biggest fucking stack of pancakes, enough bacon to clog my arteries for a year, and a massive cup of coffee. Deal?” I looked at each of them, their faces all lit up with victorious smiles.

      Jasper threw his arm back around my shoulder and guided me the rest of the way down the stairs. “Anything you want, beautiful! We got you!”

      I didn’t like how my stomach practically flipped when he called me beautiful. As annoying as they were, I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t again fantasizing about their gloriously naked bodies covering mine. All at once.

      Fuck, I really did need some food and coffee....
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      I decided I was going to do the driving. I didn’t feel like being a back-seat driver and frankly didn’t want to have to worry about yelling at one of them if any of them drove like idiots.

      This just seemed like a safer route.

      We pulled up to Tammy Sue’s Diner, the one place in town where you could get some seriously amazing pancakes and not have to worry about breaking your bank to get them. Though in all honesty, I should’ve picked a more, high end diner for them to take me. But Tammy Sue’s food couldn’t be outmatched by even the most expensive steak. That was my opinion, at least.

      Tammy Sue was an older woman in her later fifties. She owned this diner with her late husband Henry, who passed away some six years ago in a car accident. She loved this diner as much as he did, especially because he named it after her. Everyone in town knew and loved Tammy Sue. If you walked in here and complimented her cooking once, you were family.

      The diner was modeled after one of those you’d find in the fifties. It had the infamous checkered flooring, chrome bar stools with red leather cushions, and bright, white booths with solid black tables. There was a jukebox in the corner that only played the best of the fifties and sixties music like Buddy Holly, Connie Francis, Elvis Presley, and even some Little Richard. Thankfully, the waitresses didn’t wear poodle skirts and roll around on skates. Most of them were too old for that anyways.

      We walked in and I got a booth at the back. It wasn’t my usual spot, unfortunately, but the one I usually sat at only seated two. So, I’d had to settle for a different one.

      The guys slid into the booth with me. Tobi and Jasper took the seat across from me, while Ezra slipped in next to me, blocking me in between him and the wall. They all picked up their menus and began perusing, each of them occasionally looked up over their menus at me. I didn’t need a menu since I always got the same thing. Except this time, extra bacon was going to be added. And, what the hell? Let’s go crazy and throw in a fourth pancake. I deserved it.

      Donna, one of the usual servers here, had seen us sit at the table and gaped when she spotted the three hotties surrounding me. It made me wonder if that was the face I made when I saw them all shirtless.

      Donna was about six years older than me, putting her at around thirty-three-years old. She was obsessed with infomercials and a mother of five. I gave that woman serious props for that. Kids freaked me out. I loved Sara’s baby, Jackson, but only because I could give him back to his mom. Otherwise, kids were just a Trojan horse to me; so much evil shoved into tiny, cute packages. You never knew if they were upset or in need of an exorcism. I wasn’t chancing it by having any.

      “Shit on a cracker! You’re them!” Donna said with excitement when she made it to the table.

      “This is Tobi, Ezra and Jasper,” I pointed each of them out to her, not really understanding what she meant by that. “They rented out Stanley’s half of the cabin and are renovating it during the holiday.”

      They each gave a little wave or a smile. The lustful look on her face at the sight of their smiles almost made me laugh. I felt sorry for her, really. Who in their right mind could deny the bastards anything when they threw out their charm like that?

      “Oh, trust me! I know who they are!” Donna said, patting my shoulder like it was completely stupid of me to introduce them. “They run that sexy holiday strip show every year in the city! I missed last year’s event, but I may have to make an exception this year,” she purred, eyeing the guys like she just discovered a juicy steak.

      “Strip show? What strip show?” I looked back and forth between them. “Why do I not know about this?” I questioned them mercilessly. Why had I lived in this place my whole damn life and never heard of a sexy holiday strip show? This definitely explained the dancing I walked in on.

      “Well, I’ll have to let Miss Tammy Sue know that she has new customers. She likes introducing her cooking to newbies. What will you three have?” Donna said, completely ignoring my last question.

      “Ladies first,” Ezra said with a smile to her.

      Was nobody going to answer me?

      Donna let out a loud boisterous laugh. “She’s been coming in here since she was a kid. Everyone here knows what she orders, so they’ve stopped asking her what she wants, because it will always be the same. I only came over here to actually take an order because of you gentleman.”

      “Actually,” I held up a finger to get her attention. “I’m getting one extra pancake and a shit ton of bacon. And these guys are paying so don’t hold back. Like seriously, just throw a whole pig’s worth of it onto a plate”

      Donna gave me a look like I’d lost my mind, but wrote down what I wanted anyways.

      Ezra nudged me while Tobi and Jasper gave Donna their orders. I looked over and he gave me a soft smile.

      “I think it’s cute that they know you so well,” he said to me softly. “And, we like the fact you have no idea who we are. It gets annoying being fawned over like we’re celebrities when were just some average guys doing what we love to do.”

      “Don’t think I give two shits about you guys being celebrities. I’m more concerned about this strip show I had no clue about, so you guys better fill me in. Oh, and one thing I’m definitely not in this world, is cute. You will agree with me when you see how fast I put away these pancakes and bacon. It won’t be pretty.”

      Ezra laughed then gave his order to Donna. She excused herself to get our drinks and the guys immediately set all their attention on me.

      “Okay, spill. We wanna know more about the girl next door,” Jasper demanded playfully.

      “Uh, why?” I asked in confusion. “Wasn’t this supposed to be about me getting to know all of you so I won’t try to murder you in your sleep one of these nights because you snored too loud? Oh, and the strip show. Seriously, someone better spill.”

      They all chuckled.

      “We’ll get to that, but first we want to know more about you. Like your last name, what you do for a living, and any family nearby?” Tobi explained.

      I simmered a little beneath the surface that they were going to set aside the strip show explanation. If it took answering a few questions about myself though, I guess I could wait a little longer.

      “Westmon is my last name and I’m an interior designer. Though, work has been on the downside lately. And as far as family, it’s just my best friend Sarah. I lost my dad last year and I’d rather not talk about it.”

      Donna came back and set down coffee in front of all of us and a large bowl with creamer packages inside. I immediately fixed my coffee, knowing I was going to need to suck this down if this became an interrogation. I’d discuss anything with them except the intricate details of my family.

      “Well, what do ya know? Her last name is Westmon.” Jasper said with rapt interest as he looked back and forth between the guys.

      My eyebrows shot up in confusion. “What? What’s wrong with my last name?”

      “Nothing. It’s just, coincidently enough, our last names all have a directional point of a compass in it,” Tobi responded. “My last name is North, Jasper’s is Southwick, and Ezra’s is Eastmon. You have West in yours, which is the direction we’ve been missing in our little group. And, you are an interior designer, which just makes this even more interesting.”

      I stared in shock at them for a second then picked up and sipped my coffee, averting my eyes to look anywhere but them. While it wasn’t really a big deal, it was a one in a million chance that this type of thing would happen. How could my life be so damn ironic?

      “We became friends because of it,” Ezra said after a moment of silence. “All of us kind of gravitated towards each other naturally when we met in foster care. Then as we got older, we realized we were all interested in the same type of things.”

      “Like construction?” I asked. I left the foster care thing alone. I’d heard stories from a friend who’d been in foster care. Most of the reasons behind kids ending up there weren’t good.

      Did they have pasts as bad or worse than mine?

      “We own the construction company. It’s called Compass Construction and Renovation,” Jasper said proudly. “I’m the architect that draws up the designs for the house, or business, or whatever project were working on. Ezra makes sure all the wiring, insulation and structure of the buildings are up to code with the best materials when we bring the subcontractors in. And then Tobi is the one that actually builds the building. We all take part a little in the building, but that’s definitely Tobi’s expertise.”

      I was completely blown away. My last name matched theirs and my job was like the icing on the cake. They built the buildings, I decorated the inside. Houses were my specialty, but I’d done a few offices and restaurants around town. The only reason the cabin had no flair whatsoever, was because my dad always thought it had enough character and didn’t want to add anything more. I never had the heart to touch it after he died. It was all I really had left of him and the thought of changing that terrified me.

      “I’m officially weirded out,” I replied, putting my head in my hands.

      “I think it’s pretty damn cool, actually. What are the chances?” Tobi responded.

      “What made you decided on interior design?” Ezra asked me.

      I tried to think of the best way to respond without sounding pathetic. “Well, I never really had a nice house growing up. I knew there was no way I’d be building houses, but I could decorate them in a way that made the people who owned them feel proud about where they lived or worked. Just was an easy passion for me to fall into.”

      Donna finally arrived with food as I finished my brief explanation. I quickly started stuffing my face to avoid any more involvement in this conversation.

      “You were right,” I heard Ezra say next to me.

      “I’m usually right about a lot of things, so you’re going to have to be specific,” I mumbled, half my mouth filled with delicious, sugary pancakes.

      He chuckled and reached for a napkin, bringing it up and wiping the corner of my mouth. I tried not to gape at him doing that. It was oddly affectionate how gentle he was about it and I didn’t like the warm and fuzzies it gave me.

      “You absolutely are not cute when you eat.”

      I scrunched my brows at him in offense, only to burst into laughter not a second later.

      He winked at me and nudged me to keep eating, the others smiled as they ate.

      I hated to admit it, but they were slowly growing on me; even with all the weird coincidences and annoying tendencies.

      “Hey! You didn’t answer my question about the strip show!” I remembered halfway through finishing my food.

      “We’ll tell you later. Finish your food that you demanded,” Tobi insisted, pointing his butter knife at my pile of bacon.

      I sunk back in my seat and grumpily ate my bacon, reminding myself not to let them off easy if they try to deny answering that question for me later.
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* * *

      It took a good bit of time for us to leave. Donna had to get a little more flirting out of her system. There was no telling when or if they’d ever come back here, so I didn’t bother breaking up her fun. Then again, I was oddly irritated by her flirting with them and had no idea why.

      After I finally managed to pry them away from Donna, I drove us all to the local market to get all my snack cravings. I was one of those abnormal females that craved some sort of food all the time – whether I was PMSing or not. If I didn’t get the craving, I turned into a bit of a raving bitch that even I couldn’t tolerate to be around.

      I grabbed a shopping cart and quickly made my way through the aisles, letting the guys go off to find whatever they wanted to get. It gave me a minute to collect myself from the strangeness of the morning. I just needed to get home, have a small glass of wine or some shots of Jack, and take a hot bath. At least, I hoped it’d be a hot one. I’d figure out everything else after that.

      As I was going down the aisle with all the chips and cookies, one of my favorite Christmas songs played over the intercoms. Baby It’s Cold Outside was always mine and Dad’s favorite to dance around like idiots too; especially the one sung by Idina Menzel and Michael Bublé. Something about a sultry male singing voice just did seriously dangerous things to my body.

      I wasn’t a terrible singer or dancer, but I usually kept that stuff to myself. Now, however, the song felt like a soothing balm on my chaotic mind. I began to softly sing the song as I perused the snacks, moving my body in my own little world. I swayed my shopping cart back and forth, picking up a can of Pringles to sing into.

      An elderly man walked by me as I put on a shameless little show, waving my finger at him playfully and winking as I sang, “I really can’t stay…”

      He smiled and shook his head at me, continuing away from the crazy chick singing into a can of chips. I couldn’t help it. I really loved this song and it was do easy to get lost in the uplifting spirit of it.

      Unfortunately for me, he wasn’t the only one on this aisle.

      I was just getting to a part where the song picks up, when I turned to grab a package of chocolate chip cookies. I stopped immediately, the can/microphone falling from my hand into my basket. All three of the guys were watching me from the other end of the aisle with matching smirks. They started to slowly clap as the words died from my lips.

      My cheeks burned with embarrassment and I shoved the cookies into the cart, then quickly exited the aisle in the opposite direction. I couldn’t believe I’d just done that. I hadn’t even been thinking when I started doing it. With strangers, I had absolutely no shame in being a little ridiculous and letting loose. But with it being them and all their hot glory, just added that extra layer of humiliation on top.

      “Whoa, whoa, whoa! Hold up there, Low,” Ezra used the nickname my friends used as he came up behind me, snagging me around the waist with his arm and hauling me to a stop.

      “Dude!” I yelped in shock, not prepared for him to grab me like that.

      “You need to calm down,” he said with a chuckle and let me go, turning me by my shoulders to face him as the other two caught up with us.

      “I am calm. You just surprised me,” I argued with a huff.

      By the look he leveled me with, I knew he figured I was lying.

      “Damn girl! Where’d you learn to dance like that?” Jasper asked excitedly as he and Tobi approached.

      “Uh, I can’t dance. That was just like … wiggling …” It was the best explanation I could come up with, but saying the word ‘wiggling’ didn’t exactly make it sound appealing.

      “That was pretty hot,” Tobi added, the other two nodded enthusiastically in agreement.

      “Would you be able to repeat that?” Jasper asked curiously.

      I bit my lip, not sure if I liked where this was going. “Um. Well, I guess I could. Why?” I squinted my eyes at him with suspicion.

      “Okay, so you know that strip show that was mentioned?” Tobi asked me.

      I nodded enthusiastically, ecstatic they were finally going to give me an explanation.

      “Well, we sponsor the event every year around the holidays. It takes place in the city and we participate in it as the final act every year. It’s uh … well, it’s …” Ezra paused and looked at the other two as if he didn’t know how to finish that sentence.

      “It’s an all-male Christmas themed strip show,” Jasper supplied unashamed. “We’ve never done one with a female before, but we’ve been thinking about trying it. A bunch of different teams come in to perform and the money raised goes to whatever charities we pick out each year. The teams get to keep a small portion of what they make for helping, but the rest is given away to those who need it. We believe if we added a female in our performance, we could make the finale ten times better. You fit the role perfectly. Your name fits with ours. You know how to move your body. And, of course, you’re hot as hell.”

      And here I thought the morning couldn’t get any weirder; I was sadly mistaken.

      I looked back and forth between all of them. “You’re serious?” I asked.

      They all nodded.

      “Dead serious,” replied Tobi.

      After a few moments of just standing there staring at them, I finally replied with, “I need a drink.” And then headed to the checkout counter.
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      The drive back to the cabin was a bit awkward. While I drove, I continued replaying what the guys were asking me to do over and over in my head.

      I’d never done anything like this before and wasn’t sure if I could hack it. Sara would get a massive kick out of this and would probably think I was making it all up. But this wasn’t the kind of shit you could just make up on a whim. Even I wasn’t this creative.

      When we got back to the cabin, I tried going back to my side of it, but Jasper grabbed my shoulders and steered me in the opposite directions towards theirs.

      “Nope! You’re not getting away that easy. Nice try, though,” he said with a laugh, pushing me inside.

      “I wasn’t trying to get away. I was just going to go start drinking and hope this was all some weird dream,” I replied as he pushed me down to sit on the couch.

      I hadn’t really gotten a good look at their side of the place the last time I was here; half-naked men tended to win against interior design when both were placed in front of my face.

      It had dark, wood flooring like mine, and the setup of the place was like the mirror image of mine. The walls were primed with a fresh coat of primer and the furniture was a bit nicer than the tattered ones my dad left. The kitchen cabinets were all unscrewed and set to the side and the counter was being torn up. An array of tools were scattered along a table with one of those large lights that construction workers usually used sitting next to it. Tarp was laid out along the floor in the kitchen and some in the hallway leading to the bathroom and laundry area at the back. The stairway leading up to the second floor seemed to be the only part that was untouched.

      These guys were moving fast for only having been here a few days. I was kind of jealous this place would have all new, shiny shit and I still couldn’t bring myself to replace a few simple loose floorboards on my side. My side was almost a mirror image as far as placement of everything, but my furniture was pretty jacked up and I’m pretty sure the doors on my kitchen cabinets were mere days away from falling off should I blow on them too hard. It was a wreck to say the least.

      Tobi and Ezra sat on either side of me while Jasper stood in front of us, looking like he was about to make a speech of some sort. Ezra grabbed the bottle of jack from my hands that I’d bought at the liquor store on our way back, and unscrewed it, taking a sip then passing it back to me. I gave him an affronted look and yanked it from his grasp, hiding it on the other side of me while glaring at him.

      “Now, you are going to do this with us. There’s no way we’re letting you out of it after what we just saw,” Jasper explained.

      I rolled my eyes. “You saw nothing. There’s no way I can repeat that on stage, nor strip all my clothes off. I’m not modest or anything, but I’m definitely not stripper material, either. Besides, this is supposed to be an all-male show, isn’t it?”

      “Exceptions are made for us, since we sponsor the event. We can do what we want.” Tobi explained next to me, snatching my bottle and taking a swig before handing it back.

      I gave him a nasty glare, too. What the hell was up with them stealing my booze? I was starting to get a little annoyed that they weren’t just asking for my alcohol. I’d share if they did. Maybe.

      I thrust the bottle towards Jasper, inviting him to some of the whiskey since apparently it had turned into the community beverage and I wasn’t wanting to deal with another snatch and chug from them. “You wanna steal some from me too?” I snapped out at him.

      He just smiled and shook his head. “No thanks. You keep it,” he replied.

      I pulled it back to me and shrugged. At least one person didn’t want to steal it.

      “Besides,” Tobi continued, ignoring the quick exchange between me and Jasper. “I think adding a woman could be beneficial. It gives the men that get dragged there by their wives or girlfriends something to look at, and could possibly help get donations from their pockets.”

      “Okay, I see where you’re going, but this event is what, a bit over a week from now? How on earth do you expect me to go from a little hip shaking, to full on sexy dancing without falling flat on my face? And don’t think I didn’t catch that none of you answered my question about getting naked.” I pointed an accusatory finger at all of them.

      “Half-naked, actually,” Ezra supplied with a side smile. “The only thing you’ll be exposing is a lot of cleavage and a lot of leg. Other than that, you’ll be clothed. We’re the ones that’ll be almost naked.”

      Yet again, I had to fight the urge to picture them that way. It proved to be futile. After seeing them without shirts on, it was infinitely harder not wanting to imagine them without less on. You couldn’t go from seeing a buffet to seeing just a cheese snack tray. It just didn’t work that way.

      “As far as dancing, you will really only need to do a little hip shaking,” Jasper added as he retrieved a packet of gum from his pocket and popped a piece in his mouth.

      I stood and moved to lean against the wall away from them to soak up what it was they were asking me to do. I took another shot, hoping it would ease the knot bubbling in my stomach from thinking about it.

      “The only thing we’ll have to teach you is how to interact with us when we use you for our routine and where you’re supposed to be,” added Tobi.

      “Why do I feel like I just became a stage prop instead of a backup dancer?” I asked them with my brow quirked up in suspicion.

      “Because, essentially Lowen,” Jasper said, placing his hand against the wall beside my head and leaning in close; his face mere inches from mine. His cinnamon breath blew across my face. Was it weird the smell of the Big Red gum he was chewing turned me on?

      “In a way you are,” he whispered in a husky voice. “You are our pretty little prop that we will move the way we want. Touch the way we want. Excite the way we want. The hotter you get, the more entertainment it’ll give the ladies and gents in the audience.”

      My heart rate kicked up rapidly at his proximity. The hand I was using to hold the bottle fell uselessly to my side as I leaned further back into the wall. My chest heaved a little as he got closer to me. His body had pushed slightly against me, and his eyes glanced back and forth between mine. I was so unbelievably turned on and he’d not even touched me yet. It made me a little worried what would happen when he or the others actually did touch me if I even agreed to do this.

      This wasn’t just some ballroom dancing where the only physical contact we’d get from each other was a hip, lower back or hand. This was erotic dancing. Grinding. Swaying. Caressing. All of these things would be happening and it’d be in front of hundreds, maybe even thousands of people.

      “You understand now, Lowen? What you’re feeling will be what the women watching want to be feeling,” his hand went to my hip and slid just beneath the edge of my shirt, making me shiver at the contact. His calloused hand felt so damn good there. He stepped closer, making both of his hips touch mine.

      “Those women will want to be you,” his voice lowered; his hand slid down my hip, then to my thigh. I felt my cheeks flush as he bent down to do this, placing his face almost level with my chest while he continued to gaze up at me. “They’ll be watching where we touch you and imaging that it’s them being touched like that.” His hand glided further down until he finally placed it behind my knee. He grasped it hard and yanked my leg up until my knee was touching his thigh, forcing my pelvis hard into his.

      I let out a gasp and dropped the bottle on the floor; my hands slapped against the wall behind me as if it would help. My entire body shook with desire as I kept my eyes locked on his. It had been so long since I’d been touched. I was on fire and could practically feel the blood pulsing through my veins. How had this simple move set me ablaze so quickly? I’d been man handled much worse than this and wasn’t nearly as turned on as I was now.

      “Um …” I whispered with a shaky breath. “I think I need to uh, to …” I could not even form a single clear thought in this position. It took everything in me to not concentrate on his hardness pressed against me.

      Jasper gave me a smirk of satisfaction at my incoherent state, then released me quickly and backed up to sit on the arm rest of the chair.

      “I think she gets it now,” Tobi said in amusement.

      I let out a deep breath and relaxed a little. It wasn’t much, but I could actually breathe without him on me like that. I was finally able to look at the guys after a few deep breaths. Each had a smug grin in place, obviously happy to see me in such disarray.

      “Yep,” I said breathy. “I-I think I get it. Yep.” I averted my eyes to stare straight ahead, trying to wrap my head around what just happened.

      “Perfect. So, what is your final answer about doing this with us? Because, we promise you, you’ll learn fast and you’ll enjoy what we have in store for your part if you agree,” Jasper stated.

      I stood there for a second, getting my thoughts together. Slowly, I bent over and grabbed the bottle off the floor, happy to see not a drop was spilled, because I’d be needing all of it. I tilted it back and took a long drag from it. It burned so good going down and was just what I needed to speak again.

      “I’m going to need to phone a friend,” I stated, then opened the door and walked out.
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* * *

      “Sara! You are not going to believe what I’m about to tell you!” I whisper shouted into my phone at my best friend ten minutes later.

      I’d called her right after I got back into my side of the cabin and splashed some cold water on my face. I knew it’d be useless trying to get anything out of me if I wasn’t fully functional.

      “What? What’d you do? Did you catch your house on fire again? Because, I’d totally believe that,” she replied.

      I shook my head and collapsed onto my couch. “No! I did that one time!” I replied in defense. “The only thing I’ve caught fire lately was my dinner the other night. Wait. No. I guess in a way something did catch fire, but it wasn’t a literal fire. Okay, I’m not making any sense,” I stopped then started over. “No, nothing is literally on fire, but this is a bit unbelievable. I had to call you and explain it or I’m not sure I’d believe it either.”

      “Well, knock, knock, Bitch. Open up!”

      I was confused for all of two seconds before I heard an actual knock at my door. I jumped up and swung it open to find Sara standing there with her phone to her ear.

      “I’ve got one hour before I have to get back, so spill,” Sara demanded as she ended the call and pushed her way into the cabin.

      “What are you doing here?” I asked in confusion.

      She slipped off her coat and grabbed my bottle of Jack from the coffee table.

      Seriously. People needed to get their own damn alcohol and stop stealing mine.

      “You act like I live across the country not thirty minutes away. A bit of snow isn’t going to keep me from dropping by to see my bestie. I managed to escape my cute little puke machine for a short bit. Caleb saw how fidgety I was getting and suggested I take a break and come see you before that storm hits this weekend,” she replied taking a quick drink then handing it back to me.

      Sara Hoffman was probably the only person in the world that was as unapologetic as me for the way she acted. It was scary how alike we both were. She was exactly one year older than me, having the exact same birthday. We took advantage of that factor. We always made sure we had big birthday parties to celebrate the day together, both when we were kids and teenagers. Those parties were always at her big, beautiful house since they had the room for all our friends there. Her home was actually the main reason I became an interior designer. I wanted a home as lovely as hers when we were growing up, and I wanted others to have that same thing at half the cost.

      The only other thing different about me and Sara besides the homes we grew up in, was our appearance.

      While I was about five-foot-six with tan skin, green eyes and caramel, curly hair; Sara was five-foot-seven with straight black hair that went past her shoulders and blue eyes. She was also relatively pale. She hated being tan and I hated her for having her perfect porcelain skin with not a blemish in sight. I could thank my absent mother for the infernal freckles across my nose. Dad never had any freckles, so she seemed the logical choice to blame.

      “This is becoming so unsanitary,” I said solemnly as I looked at the bottle then wiped the opening off with my shirt.

      “I’m going to pretend I didn’t just hear you insult my spit and ask you again; what’s going on? I need drama that doesn’t involve exploding diapers.”

      I sighed and sat down next to her. “I didn’t mean you. I meant the guys next door. Everyone keeps stealing my Jack and I’m tired of sharing.”

      She made a disgusted face and wiped her tongue on her scarf. “Ew. Stranger juice,” she said.

      “That just sounds dirty,” I chuckled.

      “Whatever. So? Gossip?” She demanded, situating herself so she was leaned against the arm of the couch then crossed her arms.

      “Okay, so,” I began. “The really hot, new neighbors I have that are renovating? Apparently, they don’t just renovate places. They host this massive all-male strip show during the Christmas holiday that I had no idea about. I’m actually kind of mad about that.”

      “Dude! How the hell do we live here and not know about a strip show going down?” Sara asked, lifting her hands up in a ‘what the fuck?’ gesture.

      “Well, we don’t exactly look up local events that take place here. We kind of have always just relied on town gossip to find out what goes on here and in the more populated areas. Moving on, though,” I shook my head, trying to stay on topic. “They want me to be a part of their team. Like dance with them.”

      Her jaw dropped. “Shut up! How? All-male kind of disqualifies you. Unless you actually have a peen instead of a vag. Then I’m going to be mad that I could’ve just married my true other half instead of Caleb. He’s great and all, but you get me.”

      I scrunched my nose at her. “Okay, gross. I love you, but not enough to do that. I have a vagina, doofus, and you know this since I’ve never had any qualms about changing in front of you all these years. And, I guess they get to make exceptions since they run the event.” I explained.

      “Well … shit. You going to do it? I mean, how hot are these guys really? Hot enough to shake your ass in front of tons of people naked?”

      I took a sip of Jack. “Half-naked. Only cleavage and tons of legs exposed. And yes. Yes, they are. Sara, Jasper barely touched me and I was putty in his damn hands. I’m pretty sure if I hadn’t run out of there, I’d have tried to undress him with zero fucks given that the other two were sitting right there.”

      Now that I was thinking about what Jasper did, it kind of turned me on at the idea of them watching had I decided to climb him like a pole. Nope! Don’t go there, Lowen!

      “I need to see them or there’s no way I can believe you,” Sara replied.

      A knock came at the door again, Ezra’s voice filtered through.

      “Lowen, you all good? We think Jas may have taken that a little too far,” he said.

      “I was just trying to let her get a feel of what she was in for. You guys didn’t stop me,” I heard Jasper argue back.

      “It was kind of hard to do that when her chest was heaving like that. Don’t blame us because you got her all hot and bothered and we liked the sight.”

      I smirked at Sara, who openly gaped at me. “Wish granted,” I said, hopping up to throw the door open.

      They all stopped talking when I did.

      “You guys wanna talk about my heaving chest a little louder? Don’t think the neighbors heard you,” I said with a hand on my hip.

      “Oh. Whoops. Sorry, Lowen,” Tobi replied, not really looking that sorry.

      “Just get in here.” I pulled the door open wider and they all stepped in, stopping when they saw Sara.

      Her jaw fell even further. I was pretty sure she had a little drool coming out the corner of her mouth, too.

      “If you don’t dance with them, I’m going to,” she said to me seriously. “Then Caleb will be mad at me and I’ll end up just blaming you for saying no in the first place. So, spare all our suffering and say yes.”

      The guys smiled at Sara’s ever so eloquent way of telling me what to do, then zeroed in on me.

      I sighed and tilted my head to look at the ceiling in defeat. This was just a losing battle. Then again, I’d been fantasizing so hard about them touching me since I saw them; now, to have finally felt what it was like, I wasn’t sure I was ready to say no.

      “Fucking fine! I’ll do it!”

      “Yes! About damn time!” Jasper said, rubbing his hands together in excitement. He walked over and collapsed into my spot on the couch. Ezra followed behind him and went to reach for my bottle.

      I bolted over and slapped his hand away, grabbing it before he could go in for another grab. “But only if you don’t touch my Jack again. This is mine, get your own!”

      I took a victory swig and plopped down on the edge of the couch, happy to have won at least one battle today.
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      The next day, the guys decided since I agreed to do the show, it was best to go ahead and get my costume together. They figured if I got used to dancing in it now while practicing with them, then maybe I wouldn’t feel as exposed come showtime. I was a bit worried about what exactly they had in mind to put me in, so I continually repeated over and over to myself that I’d only have to show cleavage and legs.

      I felt a little better when they informed me that only Ezra would accompany me, while Tobi and Jasper went to speak with the owner of the venue, where the show would be take place. This meant we were going into the city.

      I hadn’t gone to the more populated area of Telluride in a while, so I was kind of excited. I used to go almost every weekend with Sara during our party years, but those times were long over. Between my reclusiveness and her new baby, we just didn’t feel the need anymore. She had stepped up in her adulting, while I leapt like thirty years forward into life. I was basically an old person with how little I did anymore, and I’d only be twenty-eight come February. Maybe doing this with the guys would bring me back to myself a little and make me realize it was okay to still go a little wild.

      The drive from the cabin to the city was about thirty minutes tops, but with the snow gathering higher, it took a bit longer. I had been a bit intimidated by Tobi’s monster of a truck and worried I wasn’t going to be able to hop in. Thankfully, we all decided to take separate vehicles. Ezra and I took mine, while Tobi and Jasper took their truck. Ezra took my keys from me and offered to drive, since I had no idea where we were going. I wasn’t thrilled about someone else driving, but he looked like he’d be the safest driver out of the three.

      “So, why stay at the cabin if you guys are actually from here?” I asked Ezra as we reached the city. The question had been on my mind and I’d been waiting to get the details on why they bothered to stay there when they obviously had money to live somewhere much nicer.

      “The commute back and forth just seemed like a waste,” Ezra explained as he drove. “We have to get the changes done on the cabin before the end of December and get ready for this show all at once, so adding in all that drive time just seemed ridiculous.” He paused and gave me a devilish smile. “Besides, we wouldn’t have gotten to spend so much time with you had we not. So, I for one am thankful these roads are harder to drive through.”

      I didn’t know which melted faster after that; my panties or my heart. I wasn’t used to feeling so hot and bothered or being flirted with, so my body was a little confused on what the hell to do. Maybe both at this point.

      “So, Jasper. He really has no shame in his flirtations, does he?”

      Ezra smiled and shook his head. “No, he does not. But, Jasper means well. I’ve never seen him this bad before. Usually its cheesy one liners that are completely obvious and that’s about it. With you, he pulls out all the stops.”

      That actually surprised me. I figured him to be the always flirting type to pretty much any woman he thought was attractive.

      “Really? Why does he take it so much further with me?” It was kind of strange talking about Jasper’s attraction to me with Ezra. Especially because I was attracted to all of them and was pretty sure Ezra and Tobi felt about the same as Jasper did.

      “You are unlike any woman we’ve met. You’re strong and resourceful. You don’t take any shit and you have no idea who the hell we are. Add in that you’re the best-looking woman we’ve seen in a long time, and you’re pretty much stuck with us. Jasper won’t stop flirting now, and I don’t think me or Tobi are backing down anytime soon either.”

      Yet again, I was taken back. I surmised they all were attracted to me, since they begged so hard for me to be in the show, but they also seemed so casual about being mutually attracted to me. Was it possible these guys have shared women before? They seemed the types from how close they were to each other. There were never jealous looks or any trying to one up the other. They just went with it and didn’t care that the others did too.

      I mulled it all over as Ezra gave me directions to wherever he planned to get my outfit, occasionally peeking out of the corner of my eye at him.

      Ezra had this sweetness to him that you didn’t find very often. He gave off the vibe that he was always honest about everything. I never actually felt like I was a stranger with him. I relaxed around him a little more than I did the other two. He even looked sweet; well, when he was clothed. Then he was sexy.

      But looking at him now as he drove, he radiated warmth and friendliness. His long sleeve, light blue sweater complimented his smiling eyes. He wore jeans with holes at the knees and light blue converse that matched his shirt. His white hoodie didn’t have a single stain on it. His appearance was always well kept and light. His lips always set in a happy expression.

      I admired Ezra. I wished I could be as light and happy as he was all the time.

      “You’re doing an awful lot of thinking and staring over there, Low.”

      I snapped my eyes up to his eyes, realizing I probably looked like I was staring at somewhere other than the holes in his jeans. Whoops.

      “Just wondering if your knees were cold. That’s all,” I replied casually.

      He barked out a laugh. “Yeah, I bet that’s what you were thinking. You’re as bad as Jasper.”

      I shrugged, neither confirming or denying that he was right. I couldn’t help that even the sweet looking side of Ezra turned me on. I surprisingly wasn’t embarrassed that he caught me eye screwing him. I decided to change the subject and ask something that had been on my mind.

      “You guys mentioned foster care. I don’t mean to pry, but how’d you all end up there?” It seemed easier to ask Ezra this, since he seemed the most forthcoming. I also hadn’t wanted to ask them all at the same time. I was a chicken like that.

      “Their stories they’ll have to tell you. But for me, it was after I lost my parents.”

      “Shit. I’m so sorry. I know how that feels,” I replied, now feeling like a jerk for even bringing it up.

      “Eh, don’t worry. It was a long time ago. It was a house fire when I was ten. Faulty wiring was the cause from what I was told. I’d been at a friends for a sleepover, so I wasn’t there. They didn’t make it out, though. I didn’t have any remaining family, so I was placed in foster care. The first family I was set up with was where I met Tobi and Jasper. Jasper wasn’t there when I got there, but Tobi and I became fast friends. He knew what it was like in his own way to feel what I was feeling.”

      It was heartbreaking hearing his story, but I suddenly felt a little bit more comfortable with Ezra. He shared pain of loss like I did, just on a different level.

      “I’m glad you had each other.”

      He gave me a warm smile. “I am too. It worked out, though. The family was great and ended up adopting us all. We just wanted to keep our last names. All our interests kind of intertwined into making the business, but it was what happened to my parents that made me decide on what part I took. Now in every building we do, I make sure everything is perfectly up to code and there aren’t any shortcuts taken just to save a buck. I don’t want anyone having to go through what I did.”

      “That’s actually really great. Sounds like you love your job,” I replied.

      “I do,” he said happily. “Oh, here’s the building. Just park there.”

      He pointed to a parking space in front of a little shop I’d never noticed before. It was a tiny and made from a cottage home. Neon signs flashed and glowed in the windows that pretty much spelled out what this place was; and what it definitely wasn’t.

      “Uh, Ez, this isn’t a costume shop.”

      He turned to me and gave me a wicked grin. “That’s because you aren’t getting a costume, Lowen. You’re getting wrapped up like a sexy little present to be unwrapped later.”

      I didn’t miss the lustful gaze he gave me when he said this, making me think he meant that in a way like he’d be the one unwrapping me.

      “Well, okay then,” was all I could think to say, and I jumped out of the Jeep.

      [image: ]
* * *

      It turned out this was actually a sex shop. I didn’t even know we had a sex shop in Telluride or I’d have come here a long time ago. Most of the outfits here were purely revealing, but luckily Ezra spotted a small section that had outfits with more coverage.

      I had tried on several little outfits that were Christmas themed in some way, but this was the first one I hadn’t managed to get on by myself. The first two outfits were sexy elf ones. However, Ezra felt they just weren’t right. He said something about them not showing off my form the right way and not meshing with the guys. He quickly shifted to the sexy Santa outfits and shoved me back into the dressing room to give this third outfit a try.

      It was a bright red baby doll slip. It hugged my breasts just right while also dramatically lifting them. I was easily a large C-cup in size, but this made them look much bigger. The lining above my breasts and the straps were lace and only about an inch thick. The rest of the material was silk and thankfully not see-through at all. The slip dress billowed out from beneath my breasts and barely reached the bottom of my butt cheeks. It also came with a short, red-velvet robe that had the white cotton puffs on the sleeves, the bottom and the hood that came with it. A black belt buckle helped fasten it closed.

      While I was excited about the robe part because of how soft it was, I was getting aggravated with the small zipper at the back. It was just out of reach and almost impossible to move an inch with how tiny the little handle was on it. I tried continuously to fasten it myself, but finally gave up and let out a loud groan.

      “Shit!” I shouted, placing my hands on my hips and glaring at my reflection in the changing room.

      “What’s wrong?” Ezra asked from the other side of the door.

      “I cannot for the life of me get this fucking zipper up and I’m about to go World War III on it if it doesn’t cooperate!”

      Ezra laughed. “Does it not fit? I can grab a different size for you.”

      “It fits perfect, at least it would if I could reach the fucking zipper,” I huffed.

      “I’m coming in,” he responded, not giving me a chance to argue.

      He stepped in and closed the door behind him, coming to an abrupt stop when he saw me. His jaw dropped and his eyes widened. I watched him through the mirror as his eyes slid from the tops of my breasts slowly down the length of my body and back up. When he finally set his eyes on mine, I saw them light up with pure heat. His mouth closed, and he stepped slowly forward, not taking his eyes off mine.

      As he stopped behind me, his fingertips touched just below my neck before he gently slid them down my spine. I watched him through the mirror, wanting to see his reaction as he touched me. His Adam’s apple jumped as he swallowed hard and his fingers kept slowly sliding down until finding the zipper.

      His touch felt so good, my eyes closed of their own volition and a soft sigh left my lips.

      I felt him edge closer to me, the temperature of his body so hot I didn’t even need it to touch me to feel the heat of it. I heard the zipper and shivered as he skimmed his knuckles up while zipping me up.

      “You have no idea what seeing you in this does to me,” Ezra whispered huskily before his hand slipped up to my shoulder. He dragged his knuckles from my shoulder and down my arm, raising goosebumps along the trail they took.

      I was so turned on I began to shake. How could such simple touches from any of them burn my very core like this?

      His hand left my arm just before both came down on my hips. I moaned when he shifted me backwards so my back was leaned against his chest. He slid his hands forward simultaneously along the fabric until he palmed my stomach.

      The smell of his minty breath and the feel of it along my sensitive skin made me lean my head to the side, giving him more access to that area. His lips pressed into the spot between my shoulder and neck before gliding upwards; his tongue flicked out softly as if he just wanted a quick taste.

      His hands slid upwards to my ribs just under my breasts. He trailed light kisses down my neck then nipped at it, making me jump in both surprise and arousal.

      “Shit … you are so damn tempting right now,” he said with a lustful groan.

      I was so riled up by his lips and his touch, I couldn’t help turning quickly around and throwing myself at him. It had just been so long since I’d been touched like this, I lost control of myself.

      My arms wrapped around his neck and I slammed my lips to his. He was forced against the wall of the changing room and responded immediately; his sweet tongue thrusted into my mouth and caressed my own. He yanked me hard into him, grabbing one of my legs and pulling it up to wrap around him. His hands slid up the dress to my sides, then my back and my stomach. They were everywhere as he kissed me harder, faster, deeper. I was his willing puppet to do with as he pleased. So long as he didn’t stop touching me, I’d submit to his every will.

      He pulled his hands from my dress and grabbed my face just below my jaw on either side, pushing me slightly back to look at me as his breathing heaved as hard as mine.

      My eyes flicked back and forth between his sky-blue eyes, weighing if this was a good idea or not. I wasn’t given a chance to reply, though. “Fuck!” He whisper shouted before turning me, slamming me against the wall; my leg still hooked around his.

      His mouth quickly fastened back on mine, taking any doubt that I had about this idea. I just wanted him. I wanted him inside me without a single care about where we were. One of his hands slid into my hair at the nape of my neck; the other went up my dress once again, only this time, his fingers skimmed the lining of my underwear. Thank God, I’d chosen to wear one of my sexier lace pairs today.

      “Oh god,” I moaned quietly and grasped his shoulders in a vice grip when I felt where his fingers were going. “Don’t stop. Fuck, just touch me, please,” I pleaded to him, close to climax just from his kiss and touch alone.

      He needed no other persuading before he kissed me harder and his fingers dipped into my underwear. He slid a finger along my wet folds, gliding back and forth before diving in. My nails clawed into his back. His lips found my neck once again, kissing and sucking the flesh there as his fingers worked their magic inside me.

      It just wasn’t enough, though. I needed more. I needed him. Consequences be damned, if he didn’t take me here and now, I’d combust from the desire. My hands shot to his pants, immediately prying apart the button and zipper. I wasted no time grasping him, making him gasp in surprise.

      “Fuck!” He bellowed into my neck. “I’ve wanted your hands on me since the moment I saw you.”

      I smiled with satisfaction as my hand slip up and down his hard length. It excited me that he wanted me just as badly as I did him.

      “I need more, Ezra,” I whispered breathily as his fingers moved faster.

      That was all he needed to pull his fingers from me. I heard the sound of material tearing just before my panties were ripped away. He hiked my leg up higher and thrusted into me so fast, I barely had time to react. He swallowed my moan with his mouth to mine, kissing me passionately as moved in and out.

      Out of every sexual partner I’ve had, none had pleased me quite as quickly and thoroughly as Ezra did against the wall of the dressing room. He was fast and hard, not letting up for a single second.

      We both came quickly and at the same time, not able to hold it in any longer. His free hand shot up and over my mouth quickly as I climaxed, muffling the loud moan that escaped me.

      “You are so damn beautiful when you come apart like that,” he whispered with a sexy smile before kissing me again gently.

      I smiled and breathed in and out slowly, trying to catch my breath. I shifted him out of me then quickly bent over and grabbed some Kleenex from my purse, glad to have been prepared for flu season. They may not have been in there for this reason, but I finally could pat myself on the back for having them.

      After we both cleaned up, he grabbed me and hugged me tight, laying a quick kiss on my temple. It was such a comforting and sweet gesture, I actually blushed from it. It amazed me how sex couldn’t do that to me, but small affections could.

      “We should probably leave before we make the other two mad that we’re taking a bit longer than we promised.”

      “Oh my god, I completely forgot,” I sighed out. I ran my hands into my hair then down my face.

      He adjusted himself back into his pants quickly before eyeing me with a look still full of lust. “You should definitely change back into your clothes or we won’t be leaving here at all. That’s definitely the winning outfit.”

      I nodded my head quickly. “Yeah. Definitely a good idea.”

      He laughed then nodded before exiting the dressing room.

      I had to sit on the bench for a moment before I dressed. I couldn’t believe that just happened. I thought I was turned on when Jasper had cornered me, but this? This was so much more. If humans could spontaneously self-combust, I would’ve done that six times over after what Ezra just made me feel with that quickie. The way he moved was like magic, making me want him all over again. He was so rough, yet so damn gentle all at once. The fire in his caress alone could practically keep any woman toasty warm in even subzero temperatures.

      I looked at my appearance in the mirror and shook my head. How the fuck was I going to face the other two without them seeing how completely disheveled I was? I was a walking red flag that I just had sex in here.

      “I’m in so much trouble …” I mumbled to myself, before quickly grabbing my torn underwear from the floor and stuffing them in my pocket.

      As we checked out with my new outfit, it was hard not to notice the disdainful look the girl ringing us up was giving us. There was no denying now that she knew what we’d been up to.

      I smiled at the girl, not the least bit ashamed of what I’d done with Ezra.
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      I caught Ezra’s eye a few times through the drive home, but he would only smile knowingly at me or occasionally poke my knee when I’d go silent for too long.

      I wasn’t really sure what to do with myself and started wondering if it was a huge mistake. Sure, I loved every second of it and wanted to do it all over again, but would this make things awkward between us if nothing else happened from here. It was hard to believe, but I genuinely liked these guys. They were fun, and I could be apologetically myself around them. If nothing else happened with Ezra or even the others, I’d be okay with that. It would suck for sure, but they made pretty good friends.

      After we made it back, Tobi and Jasper asked to see the outfit we decided on. But after how Ezra reacted, I wasn’t sure that was a good idea just yet. Instead, I played it off that they’d see when it came time to practice in it, but for now they’d have to settle for yoga pants and work out bras.

      Surprisingly, the promise of tight black pants and a sports bra excited them enough to drop it. I figured if it was that easy to get them off the subject, it’d be smooth sailing from here.

      I figured completely wrong.

      For the next three days after me and Ezra’s sexual escapade, the guys turned into fucking slave drivers.

      I was made to drink protein drinks and tons of water during the work out regiment and dancing practice to keep my energy levels up. I may have looked like I was in shape, but I was far from it. The last time I did any semblance of exercise was when I ran down the steps of the cabin to the mailbox for a package containing sweets from my favorite chocolate company, then ran back up them to tear into the box. That was about six months ago.

      The guys had me spend the first hour of the day doing leg and ab workouts since those were the muscles I’d be moving. They said it was building muscle and stamina; I said it was cruel and unusual punishment.

      “You have to move a little faster and balance that turn a little more, Low,” Tobi directed me.

      We were in hour two of practicing the routine. We had cleared our usual spot in their living room of all furniture to make room for all of us to move together. I’d apparently be passed around like a damn baton between the three of them throughout the routine. Tobi had stated this exact direction to me for the fifth time in a row and I was ready to punch him.

      Tobi may have come off as the strong silent type, but in actuality he was big, broody and bossy. We butted heads quite a few times the last few days more than I did with the others. Ezra was patient with me and Jasper just made me laugh off the mistakes. Not Tobi. He would just get more commanding with his orders to the point I’d started flipping him off when he wasn’t looking. I knew it was childish, but it was better than yelling at him. He took my alcohol, my sweets, and expected me to jump when he said jump. Literally. I can’t jump for shit.

      At first, I blamed it on sexual tension. Now, I was pretty sure he and I were just on the same level of dominance.

      “I’m moving as fast as I can! If I moved any faster, I’d twirl myself into next week. We don’t want that because then I’d miss the show completely! Lay off, Tobi!”

      Okay ... I was being a bitch. I was just exhausted and so sick of feeling like I wasn’t going to get the hang of this. It was a lot more complicated than I’d thought it’d be, and his nagging wasn’t helping.

      “It’s not that hard. You’ve done the spin right three times already, yet you keep slipping up every time you spin towards one of us. Why?” Tobi asked, giving me a suspicious look.

      I gulped, realizing that they had known what had happened in the dressing room between Ezra and me the other day. I wasn’t ashamed, but it was definitely the reason I was probably holding back from spinning into the guys. The move was where Jasper would have my back to his chest, gliding his hands up my thighs to my hands; which would only make me wet with desire when his fingers would glide so sensually up my thighs. Then he’d grab my hands and bring them over my head to spin me in, then out towards Ezra. I’d land into him with my entire front pressed to his. I would trip up almost every time because my mind would immediately remember how that felt. It would get me even more hot and tense the second before I’d finish out the turn. I couldn’t help my body’s reaction. Having them continually touching me was driving me insane.

      “Um ... no particular reason,” I lied.

      It was so hard lying when the real reason behind my fuck ups were the three of them standing there gloriously shirtless, sweaty and just so undeniably delicious in every way. They obviously knew about what had happened between me and Ezra, and I was starting to guess this was why I was the center of Tobi’s ire at the moment. Maybe he was mad that it happened and was jealous? I wasn’t certain.

      “Right. Look, we know what happened with you and Ezra. He told us, and we don’t care. But you are letting it get in the way of getting this right.”

      Well, that answered that.

      I looked at Ezra and he shrugged with a smile. “They could tell the second we got back, Low. We tell each other everything, so I didn’t deny it when they asked me.”

      So, Tobi was mad.

      It was completely ridiculous for him to be mad about, though. I wasn’t dating any of them and could sleep with one of them if I wanted. He probably was getting jealous. That was the only explanation.

      “Okay, whatever. I don’t care that you know. But it is not getting in the way of my dancing. I am just having a hard time landing the move.” I lied again. I wanted to get this right and was just having a hard time figuring out how to control the urges.

      It helped very little that now my inner sex kitten was awakened, that crazy bitch didn’t want to go back down. I was on fire the moment any of them touched me, but Ezra had done more than just touch me, so I reacted stronger to him. I lied rather than trying to explain how I just wanted to jump them all and it was fucking me up.

      “Why don’t you just head back over to your side of the cabin and cool off. We’ll pick back up tomorrow,” Tobi grunted out.

      His tone was aggravated. One thing that sets my aggravation off easily, was when someone spoke to me in an annoyed tone. Unfortunately, I fed off the emotions of others a lot. It was a horrible trait to have, but it was one I apparently inherited from my mother from what Dad had told me. Him speaking to me like that pissed me off.

      “You know what? I think I will,” I replied with snark, grabbing up my hoodie and shoes from next to the front door. I shoved my arms angrily into the sleeves and zipped it up.

      “Dude, you didn’t have to say it like that,” Jasper said to Tobi. “She’s doing awesome and just needs a break. That’s all.”

      I adored Jasper for defending me, but I didn’t want him sticking up for me if it meant he and Tobi would end up arguing. I got my shoes on and stepped up on my toes to kiss his cheek.

      “Thanks Jas, but I got this,” I whispered to him before turning to Tobi who glared at Jasper. “But yes! I’m doing the best I can. I do need a break and apparently so do you. So, you guys rest and I shall dive into a bottle of Jack and decorate my Christmas tree.”

      Tobi went to argue against the alcohol part, but I held up a finger. “If you don’t want me to murder someone within the next week, you will leave me alone on this. It’s just tonight then back to you being the perfect drill sergeant tomorrow.” I threw my best smile out, showing him, I was not backing down.

      When I got angry at someone, I didn’t scream or pitch a fit. I didn’t throw punches or threaten them. I gave them the cold shoulder and became viciously sweet. People who didn’t know me would think I was perfectly calm, but these three knew very well by now that I was beyond pissed. They read me like a damn book sometimes.

      “Low,” Ezra sighed. “Don’t go.”

      “I will be fine tomorrow. You boys have a good night.” I didn’t give them a chance to respond before heading out into the cold.

      Wind whipped the air around me hard, the ice in the wind burning my nose and cheeks as I made my way to the other side. Apparently, the storm we’d been expecting to hit was finally here. The weather reports yesterday had predicted we’d get slammed with a snow storm either tonight or tomorrow morning.

      Colorado blizzards were no joke. Our cars would be almost completely submersed in snow by morning if it was as bad as the weather channel stated it would be. Power outages were probable as well. Hopefully, I could get a fire lit in the fire place since there was a good chance even my shitty heater wouldn’t last long before power cut out.

      I quickly changed out of my work out clothes into some fuzzy pajama pants, a long sleeve shirt and a sweater that fell to my knees.

      I fought to cool myself off the irritation from Tobi’s words as tried lighting the fire. I ended up in a battle of wills with the matches and starter logs. I only managed to get the corners of the paper packaging around the logs to light before they’d all go out completely. I didn’t know how my dad managed to make this shit seem so simple when he did it every winter. Maybe if I stuck a lasagna in there and lit it on fire it would work.

      I finally gave up and went to the kitchen, grabbing my stashed away bottle of Jack that I’d hidden from the guys. I actually grabbed a glass this time though, instead of drinking out of the actual bottle like I usually did. I figured I’d be less likely to drink too much if I rationed it in a glass.

      I’d just sat down with my glass and covered myself with my soft throw blanket, when my front door opened. I jumped in surprise, but quickly scowled when I saw it was only Tobi. He hadn’t even bothered putting on a jacket or anything on. He closed the door hard against the thrashing wind outside, swiping the snow from his naked chest.

      I wasn’t exactly sure what to say since my focus was completely on the fact that his skin was steaming. I hated how easily I could forget why I was mad at these guys when they were shirtless. It was an unfair advantage.

      “Look,” he began as he stepped into the room. “I’m sorry I was an asshole. You just get under my skin sometimes and I’m not entirely sure how to handle it. No one aggravates me as much as you do.”

      I snapped out of my daze and guffawed at him. “Me?” I set my glass down and stood up with my hands to my hips. “You are the bossiest person I’ve ever met. It doesn’t matter how hard I try, you keep pointing out what I’m doing wrong instead of what I’m doing right like the other two.”

      He huffed out a humorless laugh. “You want me to baby you? If you want sweet and instructive, you can get that from them. You won’t get that from me.”

      “Baby me?” I gaped at him. “Why the fuck would I want you to baby me? I don’t need babying, Tobias. I need direction and to know if I did something right. You give me orders and commands. You demand perfection from me when I don’t dance on a regular basis.”

      He leered at me and stalked forward until his chest was only a few inches from mine. The move was so fast and sudden, I almost toppled backwards in surprise.

      “I don’t want you perfect, Lowen. I want your best. You’re distracted, and when you’re distracted, you’re clumsy. I won’t point out what you’re doing right, because you do almost everything right.” He shifted closer; his face leaned down as he continued speaking in a hard tone. “I point out what’s wrong so that you can see your mistake and we can fix it. I’m also the last person who can dictate what’s perfect and not. I had a mom who was a fucking drug addict and a step father who abused me every chance he got. I have the scars to prove it. There is nothing fucking perfect about me. I don’t give two shits about perfection.”

      His chest pressed to mine and he leaned even further down. His admission of his childhood threw me off, but the tendrils of steam rising from his body brought me back. My chest began to heave harder, no longer from anger, but with arousal at his closeness. His story had pretty much snuffed out any anger I had left. Instead, I was quickly becoming unbelievably turned on by this dominating and gruff side of Tobi. While it had irritated me earlier, now, it just made me want to tear what little clothes he had on off him.

      “You may think you need that soft reinforcement Ezra and Jasper give you, but I see what it is you really need in your eyes.”

      I swallowed hard and flicked my eyes back and forth between his. Heat pooled between my legs as my lust for him kicked up a notch.

      “Oh, really? And what’s that?” My voice shook. I had no idea what he was going to say or do, but that just excited me more.

      “Me.”

      He bent and grasped my thighs, lifting me quickly. My legs instinctively wrapped around his waist just before his lips sealed to mine.

      I moaned loud as his tongue slid against mine; one of his hands pushed roughly into my hair and pulled at my scalp as the other wrapped around my lower back to pull me tighter into him. My nails dug into his shoulders as his mouth ravished mine.

      Fuck! I wanted him to dominate me so badly. His hard body burned everywhere I touched it. I felt him start walking with me, not daring to remove my mouth from his. He tasted so fucking good. I didn’t even care that the roughness of his beard dug into my chin as he violently kissed me. My back slammed into a door, hard enough to make a resounding crack. I pulled away enough to notice it was my bedroom, but he couldn’t get the door to open.

      “It gets stuck sometimes,” I breathed out between kissing him again.

      He pulled his mouth from mine. “Sorry about this. I’ll fix it.”

      I was about to ask what he meant, but then his foot lifted and he kicked open my door, breaking it from its hinges. It was the hottest shit I’d ever witnessed in my life.

      “Holy shit!” Was all I could get out before he sealed his mouth back over mine and continued walking us back.

      Since the door was broken, he pushed me hard into the wall next to the doorway, continuing his assault on my mouth. I stroked my hands up his rock-hard abs to his firm, broad chest. It was as if he’d been chiseled from marble by the gods. Seeing him and feeling him were two completely different things. The rough chest hairs felt amazing sliding through my fingers. He was all man and so fucking much more. I felt hints of scarring beneath the hairs, but they only added to the roughness that was Tobi.

      He wrapped an arm around my lower back and walked me backwards again. He stopped by the bed then grabbed me by my hips and plucked me from him, tossing me onto the bed hard. I yelped in surprise at the sudden move. He gave me a sexy smile before leaning down and crawling up my body like an animal going in for the kill.

      I shivered with ecstasy when his hands slid up my body as he crawled over me. When they got to the collar of my shirt, he tugged hard, ripping it right down the middle and exposing my naked torso beneath. I gasped as chilly air hit my body, only to gasp again when my arms were lifted above my head. He clenched my wrists in his hand, keeping me from moving them as he kissed me hard. I didn’t care if he left my lips bruised when he was done, I just wanted him to keep kissing me. He bit my lip and made his way down, kissing my jaw line and licking my neck before pulling away from me.

      Suddenly, my pajama pants were swiped off my legs.

      He bit his way up my legs, sliding his body against mine as he went.

      “I don’t plan on being gentle with you, Low. If you need me to stop at any point, you tell me,” he said against my stomach.

      I looked down at his beautiful muscular body lying between my legs. I would murder him if he stopped. I nodded my head, not able to find the words to answer.

      He smiled wickedly, nipping at my belly button just before his hands slid up to grasp the edge of my underwear. Instead of sliding them off me like I expected, he tore the sides of them and flung them from my body.

      I moaned when his hot breath blew against my core. My head fell back and my lower back arched with the sensation. I felt his tongue glide slowly up through my folds, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my whole body. But one slow lick was all I got before he feasted on me. He nipped, sucked and slid his tongue deeply into me.

      I was climaxing within a minute. His tongue was as magical as Ezra’s fingers.

      After giving me one last nip to my sensitive bud, he kissed his way up my stomach and between my breasts, not stopping until his lips once again met mine. I could taste myself on his tongue, which only made me hotter for him. I wanted him inside me so bad; I was in physical pain waiting for him.

      I felt him move a hand between us just before he shifted himself off me. I watched with rapt attention as he slipped his pants from his hips then knelt next to my legs. He gripped my thighs and quickly turned me, helping me to my hands and knees. I felt him position himself behind me just before a hand wound into the ends of my hair. His hold on my hair was rough, yet only added to my arousal. He used my hair to pull my head back then leaned over me and kissed my neck.

      “You ready for me, Low?” He asked huskily.

      “Please.” I begged him.

      With one powerful thrust, he embedded himself deep within me. My head flew back, and I moaned loudly. He managed to hit just the right spot and had me coming in no time. Every time he moved, it would bang the headboard against the wall by how hard and fast he went. His grip on my waist was iron tight, but felt fucking perfect. He never once let go of my hair as he rode me from behind, giving everything into each thrust.

      He was being completely honest when he said he had no intentions of being gentle with me. Sex with Tobi was hard and furious. It was as if our bodies were going to war, battling each other to give the other the most pleasure. He was in complete control the whole time. I’d never been so happy in my life to submit to a man so dominant. He was a force to be reckoned with, and damn it did he release some serious reckoning on my body. He moved me from my hands and knees to my back, throwing my legs over his shoulders just to continue his warfare on my body again. I was lost to the violent ecstasy.

      Tobi didn’t make love. He fucked.

      He didn’t waste time with pretty words that weren’t needed or soft touches that left me wanting more. He just gave me his body and that was enough.

      We went at it repeatedly the rest of the night, exhausting ourselves completely. He would wake me with a bite to my neck just before plunging into me, taking me all over again. I would wake him by slipping on top of him and licking my way up his chest. I’d ride him furiously, almost drawing blood when my nails would drag down his chest as we came again and again together.

      This was what we had needed. I loved the sweetness of Ezra when he screwed me in the dressing room, but sometimes I needed hard. I needed violent.

      And Tobi gave me that in every way that no other could.
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      The next morning, I awakened to the smell of coffee. I sat up and stretched, feeling the ache of mine and Tobi’s extracurricular activities throughout my whole body.

      I smiled and bit my lip, remembering every detail of his strong body moving mine like a marionette. I was almost turned on just thinking about every kiss, bite and lick he gave every inch of me. I shook my head in complete disbelief that it had happened. That any of this was happening. I believed it when Ezra and I went at it, but having a second one from the tasty trio coming at me like a man possessed was edging on the line of insanity.

      I had joked to myself and fantasized about having my way with all three of them, but I never actually believed it’d happen.

      I slipped out of bed and threw on my robe, heading to the bathroom for a quick shower before I faced Tobi or the others. As I washed myself, I decided it was time that I had a discussion with the guys about what was going on between us. It was obvious they either had intentions of sharing me, or each just maybe wanted a onetime fling. Either way, I wanted to know. There was no way this would become a relationship. They would be leaving right after the show, and when they finished the cabin. Everyone would return to their everyday lives, and I’d have an awesome story to look back on about my holiday fling with three men who made me feel alive again. They helped me forget the well of loneliness I thought I’d be swimming in this Christmas without my dad.

      I dressed and threw my hair up into a messy bun before making my way to the kitchen.

      Tobi leaned against the counter sipping a cup of coffee. I hoped to walk in and he’d be at least half naked still, but unfortunately, he was fully dressed for the day. He smiled when I entered the room and handed over a travel mug of coffee.

      “Figured you could use some coffee.”

      I took a sip and moaned. That first sip of coffee in the morning was always the best. “You figured right. Thank you.”

      He stood there staring at me with an expression I couldn’t quite decipher.

      “What?” I asked with a raised brow, continuing to drink my liquid heaven.

      “Nothing,” he said with a shake of his head and a soft smile. “Just wondering what you’re thinking about with all this. Me and you. You and the other two.”

      I bobbed my head, knowing he probably thought I’d be freaking out about everything.

      “I’m fine. But I do want to talk to you guys about what this even is. Ezra and Jasper had to have known you were over here the whole night and you all talked about Ezra and me so casually.” I shrugged my shoulders like it was obvious.

      Tobi stared at me with a tilt of his head, curiosity lighting his face. “And that doesn’t bother you. The idea that we share?”

      I gave another shrug. “I wouldn’t have done anything with you last night if I didn’t understand what I was getting into. Not exactly my first rodeo being with two men at the same time.”

      “Wait what?”

      I bit my lip and smiled coyly. “Maybe we should save this convo for when Ez and Jas are here. “ I walked from the kitchen and noticed he’d lit a fire in the fireplace.

      I grinned at it and peered out the window. Snow covered the ground at least four feet deep from what I saw and was still falling. I scrunched my brows and flipped a light switch, but nothing happened. I turned questioning eyes on Tobi who’d sat on the couch and watched me.

      “About what I told you last night, I wanted to make sure I didn’t freak you out with all the abuse talk. I mean I know I’m pretty aggressive, but I’d never do anything to intentionally hurt you.”

      I nodded with a soft smile. “You didn’t weird me out and I never thought you would. If anything, it makes me understand you more. It must have been hard to grow up around that and still have to live with the scars of it.”

      He nodded and ran a hand over his beard. “Yeah. My dad had died from an overdose when I was a baby and with the next man, my mom kind of dove deeper into the drugs. The man she married was a piece of shit and just as bad as her with them, only he had a violent streak. It was a normal thing to get a cigarette put out on me or get beat with a belt.”

      I looked at him in horror. “Fuck. That’s fucked up on so many levels. What happened if you don’t mind me asking?” I asked as I leaned against the edge of the windowsill.

      “CPS finally figured out what was going on and took me away. I was sent to a foster family who weren’t much of a step up from my parents. I was bullied heavily by the kids those people already had and ended up having to learn to take care of myself. CPS found out about them after a couple of years and finally placed me with the family where I met Ezra and Jasper. They taught me what real parents should act like and the guys taught me to trust again.”

      I looked sadly at him. “And I thought my life sucked as a kid. I just have mommy issues since she left when I was only five. My dad raised me on his own. I was bitter about it for a while. My past has nothing on what you and Ezra have gone through. I don’t even know if I can handle hearing Jasper’s story at this rate.”

      Tobi nodded. “Yeah, none of our stories are pretty. I’m sure Jasper will tell you his.”

      My heart broke for these guys. Sure, it sucked not having a maternal figure, but Tobi didn’t have any parental figures until he was older. If I hadn’t had my dad, I would’ve ended up in the system just like them. So, at least I was lucky to have one loving parent in my life. I wasn’t joking when I said I was worried to hear Jasper’s story.

      “How’d you manage to make coffee with the power off?” I asked, changing the subject. I figured I’d pried enough into Tobi’s past.

      “French press. We have one next door. I’m thankful this place has gas stoves so I could heat the water. Makes better coffee than a machine anyway.”

      He was right. I’d never had coffee from a French press and was impressed with it. I was definitely asking Sara for one for Christmas. She’d been hounding me for present ideas anyways.

      Not even two seconds after asking, the front door opened. Jasper practically ran into the room to get out of the cold. I laughed at how bundled up he and Ezra were, but quickly stopped when Jasper came right at me. I knew what he was doing and immediately put down my coffee then ran and jumped over the back of the couch to try to escape him.

      “Come on, Low! I just want a hug!” Jasper shouted just before scooping me up.

      I yelped when his ice-covered jacket touched all the places I didn’t have clothing covering me. He spun me around and planted a loud kiss on my cheek. I giggled and smacked his shoulder before he released me.

      “That was just mean! I’m barely awake right now.”

      “Oh, we know,” Ezra answered, giving me a quick hug. He thankfully had removed his jacket. “We’ve been waiting for you to wake up the last two hours. Tobi figured it’d be best to let him talk to you before we came by.”

      I nodded and took a seat on the couch again, all of them crowding around me.

      “I’m just going to cut to the chase,” Ezra said, sitting on the coffee table to face me. “We all want you. Simple as that. The question is, do you want all of us?”

      I didn’t even hesitate. “Yes. I do.”

      Jasper let out a laugh. “I was not expecting such a quick response.”

      “You will when you hear she’s apparently been with two guys at once before,” Tobi added.

      “Really?” Asked Ezra in surprise. “You’ve been in a polyamorous relationship?”

      I grabbed my coffee cup back up, knowing I was going to need a little more energy if we were going into this part of my past.

      “Once. It was twin brothers. It only lasted a few months, though. I figured out pretty quickly after so many failed relationships, that one person wasn’t enough. I don’t know if you three have noticed, but I’m a damn handful. I have too much personality in one tiny body.”

      While I was being honest, I omitted the real reason behind having a polyamorous relationship. It was because if one of them left, at least I still had another still there. I couldn’t take being abandoned by one more person in my life. I knew my dad hadn’t abandoned me, but it still felt like it sometimes since I was practically alone in the world. At least, I was until these guys showed up.

      “Oh, really? We hadn’t noticed,” Tobi stated sarcastically.

      I nudged him hard with my shoulder. “Be nice! I gave you great sex last night!” I said pointedly.

      He gave me a sexy smile and held his hands up in surrender. “Alright, fair enough.”

      “So, this isn’t new to you at all. That’s a plus.” Said Ezra.

      “Or you three either. You all seemed like the type to share everything. I figured that out quickly after meeting you. None of you show any jealousy when any of you touch me.”

      “Nope. We never get jealous,” Ezra answered. “We figure with how busy our lives are, it’d be hard for all of us to each have our own girl. Having one girl together is usually how we do things, but it’s always just fun. You’re the first we’ve actually wanted more of.”

      I held up my hands. “Whoa now. I’m a fun kind of girl, not a relationship girl. I’m more than fine being with you guys while you’re here, but this is just a holiday thing. Nothing more. You guys leave when you’re done with the cabin anyways, so everyone will just go back to their regular lives. Got that?” I eyed each of them, letting them see I was totally serious.

      Anytime someone stated that they wanted more than fun from me, I went into a panic. I sucked at love and really didn’t care for it anyways. No love here. Nope. But, as I thought about it and looked around at their stricken faces, something twisted in my gut. It was as if my mind was warring against the thought of them just being temporary. I’d never had that feeling before and it freaked me out. I couldn’t fall for these guys. My heart needed to remain stone. Family was where I distributed my love and that was it.

      “If that’s what you want, Low, then I’m okay with that,” Ezra said with a resigned tone.

      It was clear by how they all were looking at each other and me that they didn’t like my decision at all. But I knew they deserved better. They were amazing guys. I just wasn’t the one to give them what they wanted. I could give them my body and my time, but my heart was off the table.

      “It is. Fun and that’s it.”

      “Fun, I can do!” Jasper said excitedly, throwing an arm across my shoulders and biting my ear playfully.

      I laughed and shoved his face away, not wanting to get turned on before I’ve had any food. I was barely surviving off the coffee after my night with Tobi and really needed to get some calories in me before tackling a sexual encounter with Jasper. Something told me, he’d be a hot lover, but he’d also be a handful.

      “If fun is all you want, I’m in too,” Tobi added.

      “It’s settled then,” I said happily. I was relieved to be getting away from talking about feelings. “Now, I’m starving and require food before any fun happens for any of you. Who wants to help make breakfast?”

      Jasper answered by jumping from his seat and pushing a shoulder into my stomach, lifting me off the ground and over his shoulder to carry me to the kitchen in a fireman’s hold.

      “As long as it’s my turn next, I will happily feed you, woman.” Jasper said before he turned his head to deliver a quick bite to my ass.

      Damn it. Now, I was turned on and actually thinking of foregoing breakfast for once in my life.

      Fucking men …
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      After that slightly awkward chat with the guys about the status of our relationship, the days began to fly by leading up to the show.

      The storm only lasted about two days, which we all spent either playing random board games my dad had stashed away in an upstairs closet, drinking a little here and there, eating copious amounts of marshmallows by the fire, and them stealing kisses from me in between practicing the routine. Unfortunately, no other sexual escapades ensued during those two days, but I thankfully didn’t have to wait long to be indulged.

      I was well taken care of when I finally decided to show Jasper and Tobi my outfit for the show. They took turns ravishing me in the outfit. Jasper got to have a bit more of me, since he and I had yet to really have a turn together. I’d missed being touched by more than one person at the same time. It had been well over a year since my relationship with the twin brothers, so I’d forgotten just how tantalizing it was. Being bit, licked and kissed by two sets of mouths was enough to drive a normal girl insane with lust. With me, it was damn near perfect. Unfortunately, poor Ezra had been checking on the venue preparations when this happened. That was why it was only near perfect. I longed for three sets of mouths and hands on me, but it seemed like something always got in the way of them all taking me at once.

      One was either having to go into town for supplies for the cabin, or having to check on preparations for the venue while also keeping in touch with those that were left in charge of their construction company during their absence. I was lucky to get just two of them that day.

      At one point during the last week before the show, I finally looked around at my side of the cabin and decided it was time to embrace my dad giving me the okay to change it. It was as if having the guys here was taking the sting of his absence away little bits at a time every day. I saw what a wreck the cabin truly was. I knew how much my dad loved it, but it was mine now. Changing it for the better wouldn’t erase what the cabin itself meant to him.

      So, I bit the bullet and asked the guys for some help fixing a few things.

      They were a bit surprised since I’d been against them touching a single thing when they’d first offered to help. Of course, they agreed wholeheartedly since the last thing left to do on their side of the cabin was install the new kitchen cabinets. I didn’t really give them an explanation of why I changed my mind, but shocking enough they didn’t ask for one. They just let it be. That made me admire them just a bit more.

      Surprisingly, it felt good to have them know about my past. Sara was the only one I could really talk to about it, but even then, it still felt hard to breathe when I did. Not with them, though. With them, it was like learning to breathe again. It was a weird feeling and I questioned it quite a few times the rest of the day after that.

      When the guys were finally finished with their side of the cabin, they started helping me with mine. I bought a second water heater so both cabins could finally have their own hot water, and they rigged it all up within two days like it was a piece of cake. I didn’t have to yell at them anymore for taking all the hot water – which I’d done numerous times already. They fixed the bathroom floor where my ass had dented it in. They replaced a few light fixtures. And finally, they patched up a bunch of holes that Dad always said he’d get around to fixing, but never did. I went into town while they finished up their last-minute things in both cabins, and picked up some new decor to give my cabin the touch of me it always needed.

      The day of the show, Jasper and I stayed behind while Tobi and Ezra went ahead to the venue. They left earlier that morning to do all the last-minute set ups with the decorations and made sure the lighting and sound were running smoothly. Jasper had stayed behind to load up all their clothes since the night before was their last night staying in the cabin. The renovations were done, and Stanley would be putting that for sale sign up the day after Christmas. I was going to stay with them tonight at their apartment in the city, then drive back home tomorrow.

      I had been a mess all morning. My nerves were getting the best of me, though I wasn’t sure at this point if it was the show worrying me, or the fact I’d be alone again. The guys had done what they could to assure me it would all be fine, but I just couldn’t help pacing all over the place.

      “Low, it’s going to be fine,” Jasper consoled me as I continued my pace back and forth in front of the fire place. “Just relax and it’ll all work out. I bet when you start you’ll even love it and not want to stop.”

      That was easy for him to say. He sat on the couch with his feet propped on the coffee table like it was just a regular day. He and the others had been in the spotlight for a while and did this even every year. Stage fright was not something they really worried about. I, however, was on the verge of puking with how anxious I was.

      “I can’t relax. I barely slept last night because I couldn’t stop thinking about how bad this could all turn out if I messed up. I have bad luck and am as graceful as a stampede of elephants.” I continued pacing, nervously biting at my nails as I stared at the fire in the fireplace.

      I was hoping the warmth of it and the gentle crackling of the flames would help ease some of my tension, but it just wasn’t working.

      Jasper was suddenly at my side, grabbing my shoulders to bring my pacing to a halt. He started gently kneading between my shoulder blades.

      “You are going to drive yourself crazy if you don’t stop thinking about it. You need to be cool like me or you will end up messing up.”

      I gave him a glare over my shoulder, but it felt pathetic considering his hands felt really good on my tense shoulders. It’s hard to glare at someone when they were massaging your shoulders. “That’s not exactly helpful advice. If I could switch off the nerves with the snap of my fingers, I definitely would.”

      “Okay, how about this, I’ll tell you something about me to take your mind off it?” He supplied.

      I nodded. “You can try. Not sure how much that will help though.”

      “Want to know the reason you never see me drink?” He asked; his hands stopped on my shoulders.

      The randomness of that question surprised me, but I was more than interested in hearing this. I slowly nodded and pulled away from him to lean on the edge of the fireplace.

      “When I was a kid, my father was never really in the picture, so my mom raised me on her own,” he started as he sat next to the fire and looked up at me. “She was always doing her best to make ends meet, but that meant she was always gone. I was pretty much left with a babysitter for hours on end, seven days a week.”

      I crossed my arms over my chest, preparing myself for what I knew was going to be a hard story by the look on his face. “What happened?” I asked gently.

      “I started acting out in school. I felt like she was abandoning me, because I was just too young to understand that she was doing it so I could eat, have a bed to sleep in, and have all those neat action figures she would randomly surprise me with as an apology for being gone. I was slacking in school and starting fights. I had to change schools twice because of it.” His face fell a little more.

      “When I turned nine, though, things changed,” he continued. “Mom married a financially stable man, and it all seemed like a great start to a new beginning. She worked less, and I got to have a male figure in my life. I was excited. But, sometimes the nicest of things are simply a mask for what really lies inside.”

      My brows pinched in worry. I didn’t like where this was going at all.

      “Then what happened?” I prodded softly; my voice almost shook with nerves at what I knew was coming.

      “He was an extreme alcoholic with a bad temper. He never took no for an answer. At first, it was just continuous arguments between them. I would throw a pillow over my head and try to drown out their voices while they screamed. But then, things escalated. The fights turned more physical. He’d hit her, and if I tried to stop it, he’d hit me. But then one night, it went even further.”

      I covered my mouth with my hand and held my breath, waiting in absolute horror for what would come next in his story.

      “He had drunk more than usual, and they got into another fight. I went downstairs because I was worried about my mom. When I got to the bottom of the stairs though, it was to the sight of him stabbing her with a kitchen knife. She died right in front of me.”

      “Oh my god… I’m so sorry, Jasper. I can’t even imagine…” My vision blurred as my eyes glassed over. How could someone as light-hearted and funny as Jasper, come out the way he did after seeing something like that.

      “The neighbors had called the cops from the noise and they got there before he could get to me. After that it was the foster system. It broke me inside what happened, but I tried to hide it away behind humor. I figured laughing my way through the heart ache was the only way I’d survive it. Drawing had been my escape when I was alone. When I met Tobi and Ezra, it made things hurt less. I liked drawing houses a lot, since mine was never really a happy one. I drew tons of windows, because I figured if there was enough light in them, the darkness wouldn’t seem so suffocating.”

      I was in complete shock and honestly had no idea what to say. I fisted a hand over my heart as a few tears slid down my cheek. “That’s why you won’t drink. Because of him.” I paused and suddenly was hit with the memory of how I acted when we first met. “Oh my god!” I slapped my hands to my cheeks. “I was such an asshole to you that one day! How do you not hate me?”

      Jasper chuckled and stood. He grabbed my hands from my face and lifted them to his lips, placing delicate kisses on my knuckles. “You didn’t know. I couldn’t have hated you for that if I tried.”

      “Still, I’m an asshole.” And I definitely needed to slow down on the drinking. Or, you know, quit all together. Baby steps.

      He turned me around and wrapped his arms around me from behind. “Yeah, but you’re a caring asshole and I adore the shit out of you.”

      I laughed and shook my head. I couldn’t believe myself. His reaction had been so opposite of the way I probably would’ve reacted. I envied him and idolized him all at once. “Shit. Now, I’m sad and freaking out about the show.”

      He laughed again. “Yeah, I probably should’ve saved that story. But at least now you know my dark and ugly past. We are all equal now.”

      He had a point. “True. But now I don’t even know what to do with myself.”

      “Well,” he said; his voice dropped an octave lower. “This is the first time you and I have had any alone time.” He leaned his head over my shoulder and caressed the side of my neck with his lips. “I could think of a few things that could take away the sadness and the anxiety all at once.” His hands slid beneath my shirt to my hips.

      “Oh really?” I breathed out, knowing exactly where he was going with this. Which only surprised me more that he could go from something so heavy, to something so seductive.

      “Definitely,” he answered huskily. “If anything could bring up either of our moods, it’d be the idea that’s playing on a loop in my brain.”

      He nipped at my ear then walked over and grabbed my blanket from the couch, laying it out on the floor in front of the fireplace before returning to his stance behind me.

      His hands slid down my back to the hem of my shirt, grabbing the edges. Slowly, he worked my shirt up and off me. He trailed kisses from one shoulder to the other before kissing his way down the rest of my back. I felt him slide his own shirt off and press his lean, muscular chest against my naked back.

      His skin never stopped touching mine as he fell to his knees behind me, then reached around and undid the button and zipper on my jeans. I quietly gasped as his hands slid them down my legs. He followed the trail of my jeans with kisses down the back of my thigh before stopping on the back of my knee. His hands ghosted along my flesh as he pulled off my jeans, causing goosebumps to break out everywhere.

      “Lift your foot for me,” he commanded gently.

      I obliged him without hesitation, letting him undress me at the pace he wanted.

      This slow seduction of his was lighting my body up more and more with every gentle caress. I had felt Tobi’s aggressive affection and Ezra’s fiery passion. But Jasper surprised me with his tender, yet deliberate touches. I never expected it to be like this when it was just the two of us.

      When I was in nothing more than my matching red, lace bra and panties. His hands gripped my waist and slowly he turned me around. I looked down at him with hooded eyes, ready for whatever he wanted to do with me next.

      His hands went to the back of my knees and he tugged, not hard, but enough that it sent me down to straddle his lap.

      “That was smooth,” I said with a smile.

      “You have yet to see smooth, baby.” He pressed his lips to mine; his arms pulled me closer and his hands dove into my hair.

      I wrapped my arms tightly around his neck and held him to me as he lowered me backwards. Somehow, he had snapped the clasps of my bra without me feeling it, and peeled it away from my body as I settled against the soft blanket. The faux fur against my bare skin only heightened the sensations I felt tingling throughout my body.

      He lowered himself on top of me, pressing his center against mine as he continued to kiss me. He wasn’t fast or overly zealous; he took his sweet time tasting my tongue on his. I wouldn’t even care if we went any further at this point, as long as he kept kissing me like this. It made my toes curl and my breathing heavy.

      He shifted away from me and slipped out of the rest of his clothes. As he finished, he slid one hand from my ankle, all the way up to the edge of my underwear. He pulled them away, the slow act was torturous as my body yearned for his touch and to feel him inside me.

      It was crazy how much I started to shake after that. Between how hot he was making me and the roaring fire beside us, I shouldn’t have been shaking. But this wasn’t feeling like the normal sexcapades I had with the guys. This was more than that. And I was scared of it.

      Yet, I couldn’t pull myself away to stop. Not with how good my body felt beneath his commanding hands.

      He played with me a little, sliding his fingers between my wet folds and biting my sensitive nipples. Every touch was so loving and tender.

      “You are a goddess, Lowen Westmon,” he whispered into my ear just before entering me.

      I moaned loudly as he began to move. He held onto me tightly, continually kissing me and touching me as he rocked into me over and over again. I heard nothing, but the beating of my own heart. I thought of nothing, but the feel of Jasper’s velvet skin sliding across mine. I saw nothing, but stars swimming across my vision. I was washed away into oblivion as he took me there on the floor beside the fire.

      I wished I could admit to myself what this moment truly was, but the words refused to escape the deepest confines of my mind. The fire that built inside of me roared just as brightly as the one that casted shadows across our entangled bodies. I felt the pressure build as electricity flowed between our bodies. Whatever Jasper was igniting in me was more than the need to have fun – the three of them had opened a floodgate inside of me and released things I had never felt before. Things I didn’t want to feel.

      With that I felt the tightened coil inside of me snap, and I called out his name as he drove into me one last time.

      All too soon, it was over.

      We had barely finished dressing when Tobi called asking if we were on the road yet. Surprisingly, Jasper kept it to himself on why we were late, confirming that this moment meant more to him than just a quickie.

      As we stepped into the snow from the stairway to head to my Jeep, I was so busy thinking about what happened, that my foot caught a patch of slick ice. I felt like a cartoon character as I tried to catch myself, arms wind milling in the air. Unfortunately, I didn’t. My legs flew out from under me and I went down onto my ass, groaning in pain at the hard landing. Jasper had been too far ahead to catch me in time, but instead of helping me, he began to laugh.

      “Would you shut up and help me up?” I seethed at him. I sounded madder than I intended, but I was pretty sure it was my mind rebelling against the thoughts that kept popping up about what just happened.

      “I’m sorry,” he chuckled, walking over to help me up. “Are you okay?”

      I glowered at him, but quickly recovered. Just as he leaned down and held a hand out for me, I grabbed his hand and pulled him down next to me. Only, he didn’t land on the ice like I did; he ended up slipping and face planting into the snow.

      It was my turn to laugh as he lifted himself to his knees.

      “Oh no you didn’t,” Jasper said slowly, wiping the snow from his face and flicking it away.

      “Your face … is priceless! Karma is a bitch, isn’t it?” I asked him through my laughter.

      My laughter died quickly when I saw a mischievous look take over Jasper’s face. He scooted closer to me on his hands and knees, prowling like a panther stalking its prey.

      I tried to crawl backwards away, but he snagged my ankle and slid me to him.

      “You can’t just start a war and not finish it, Low,” Jasper said with a wicked grin.

      I got no warning before a huge glob of snow was shoved up the back of my shirt. I yelped and jumped up from the ice. I danced around trying to get as much of it out as possible, but it was too late. My entire back and ass were now completely soaked through.

      “That was a cheap fucking shot!” I bellowed at him before bending down to make a snowball.

      “You’re just mad I had you wrapped around my little finger. You don’t start a fight with me and expect to come out a winner!” He started gathering up his own snow.

      With an almighty battle cry that would’ve made my dad proud, I ran at him.

      Complete chaos ensued as we fought each other with snowball after snowball. It was the most fun I had in a long time and by the end of it, I was just so happy, I didn’t even care how unbelievably soaked I was. This was what I needed to get the frustration of what I was feeling out. Anything to help keep away feelings I didn’t want to face at bay.

      Jasper was finally the one to call it quits, grabbing me up and over his shoulder to throw me into my jeep. He hopped into the driver’s seat and cranked the engine then turned the heater on full blast.

      “You’re not even going to let me change before we go?” I asked him.

      “No time! Tobi will kill us if we’re late.”

      I gave him a pout as my body shook, the heat of the Jeep not warming me fast enough. I wouldn’t have started anything had I known I wouldn’t get to change out of my wet clothes beforehand.

      “Nope! You should’ve thought about that before starting a snowball fight,” he teased with a smile as he shrugged off his jacket then handed it over. “But, I’ll give you my jacket to warm you up faster.”

      Fuck new clothes! This works.

      I stole the guy’s jackets frequently when I was too lazy to go search out my own. I always felt safe in theirs. I couldn’t help bringing the edge of the jacket to my nose and subtly smelling the musky cologne on the leathery material, memorizing the spicy scent as Jasper drove us towards the city. Jasper never smelled bad.

      It was then as we drove, that the reality of them leaving hit me.

      I hated to admit it, but I’d miss having them close. I’d miss having them at all. I knew once they went back to their regular lives after the holidays, we wouldn’t see each other anymore. That was what I wanted when we agreed to everything. No attachments. Just fun. But then what happened with Jasper by the fire was starting to make me rethink everything I’d said I wanted.

      I just didn’t know if that was good or bad.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            “Shaq”

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      I couldn’t believe what I was seeing when Jasper and I walked into the venue.

      The building looked a lot bigger inside than it did outside. The ceilings were vaulted and at least five stories high. White Christmas lights were strung around large pillars that lined the room. There were at least six Christmas trees, hundreds of red bows and wreaths hung around the room and everything smelled like brown sugar and cinnamon.

      The guys had obviously not spared an expense making this place breathtaking. If it wasn’t for the stage covered in fake snow that was at the back of the room, I never would’ve guessed a strip show was about to go down. There were hundreds of tables set up all around the middle of the room and chairs set up along the stage next to the wide catwalk that jutted out from it.

      The teams that would be dancing were milling about the room; some of which were in an array of costumes from red leather Santas, to speedo wearing elves. Very few were still in regular clothes. But all of them were just as sexy as the three men I’d been sharing the cabin with. It was a bit intimidating being the only female moving through the crowd as Jasper tugged me towards the back where a set of doors led to behind the stage.

      Tobi and Ezra were talking to some of the stage crew when we entered. Tobi gave an exaggerated sigh and looked up as if thanking God, we’d made it. I was thankful when I saw there were two women in the stage crew. It meant I wasn’t completely surrounded.

      Ezra scooped me up for a hug and kissed me quickly. “About time you two made it. We were worried you wouldn’t get here in time to get you all sexied up.”

      “I’m already sexy. You didn’t need to worry about that,” Jasper responded smugly.

      “He didn’t mean you dumbass,” supplied Tobi who grabbed me then hugged and kissed me as well. His kiss was a bit more searing than and not nearly as quick as what Ezra had given me.

      I grinned like an idiot when he released me. “You can blame Jas for our late arrival. He decided to pick a snowball fight.”

      “I was going to ask why your clothes were damp,” Ezra said before shooting Jasper a scolding look.

      “She started it not me. I just finished it,” Jasper defended with his hands held up.

      “Which he liked reminding me the whole way here,” I added and stuck my tongue out at him.

      He snapped his teeth at me. “Woman, don’t tease me right now. Tobi will be pissed if we disappear out of this room before you’ve gotten ready.”

      “Yes, I will. You,” Tobi said to me pointedly. “Meet Mindy and Grace. They’re going to do your hair and makeup.” He motioned to the two girls standing off to the side. They gave me with friendly smiles as they shook my hand. “Girls,” he said to them. “Make her look hotter than she already is please. The works.”

      “You got it!” The one name Mindy said before she grabbed my shoulders and steered me towards another room off to the side.

      Oh, lord ... what had I gotten myself into?
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* * *

      An hour later, I was finished having my face washed, scrubbed, plucked and made up. My hair was done in full curls that gave my normally flat hair a shit ton more volume than it was used to. I was relatively impressed with what those girls had done. My hair shined more, and my face looked sculpted from stone by how smoothly they’d contoured it. My eyes were smoky with thick, fake lashes added. My cheekbones shimmered like they were made of glass from the glitter they put on them. My lips were painted blood red with a lipstick I was sure I’d have to use acetone to remove. And finally, after getting my full outfit put on, my skin that wasn’t covered was dusted with silver glitter powder, giving it an added shimmer.

      Thigh high, red and white striped stockings were added into my outfit, along with red stiletto pumps that I was terrified to even walk in. I’d heard the show begin halfway through getting ready and knew I didn’t have long before the guys came looking for me. The sounds of music and women screaming could be heard like an avalanche from the little dressing room I was in. It seemed weird I’d be performing in front of so many women, but the guys had assured me that there were men out there as well. Most of them were most likely gay, but my part would still be appreciated by the few who weren’t.

      I was scared to show the guys how I looked, but I had a feeling they’d like what the girls had done. I took a deep breath and threw on my Santa robe before stepping from the room. I quickly found the guys standing by a group waiting for their turn on the stage. It wasn’t until I was halfway across the room that Ezra noticed me first. His jaw dropped. He elbowed Jasper next to him, who also gaped. Tobi turned noticing the looks on both their faces. I’d never seen Tobi look surprised before. It was a damn good look on him.

      Several other men who’d been close by also looked to see what was going on and made the same faces. Did I really look that good?

      “Holy shit...” Jasper said; his mouth opened and closed like a fish as he gave me serious elevator eyes.

      I gave them all a smirk and stopped to give them a twirl.

      “Looks good?” I asked. I secretly felt self-conscious, but I knew if I acted like I owned it, then maybe I’d feel like I owned it.

      “Fuck yeah it does! Damn, babe,” Ezra said, grabbing my hand and bringing me closer to twirl me around again.

      “I’m pretty sure there will be some women in the audience that’ll go lesbian for you tonight.” Tobi added.

      My cheeks flushed at how they all continued to eye me like I was a big juicy steak. Maybe this was how I got my four-way with them. That’d be a hell of a way to say goodbye to these beautiful bastards.

      Goodbye.

      I internally chastised myself for letting the fact that they would be leaving, get to me. I didn’t catch feelings. They were a great answer to the loneliness this holiday season, but after the show, it was back to normal for me.

      “How long until we go on?” I asked them, distracting myself from the thoughts.

      “Three more teams to go before us, each with a twenty-minute set. Then it’s us and we tally the votes from the judges hidden in the audience. After our set, we’ll announce the winners and that’ll be it,” Tobi answered. He stopped then held up a finger to me. “I almost forgot. I have something for you; it’s for your opening part of the act.”

      He turned and pulled something from beneath a table that was set up against a wall. When he lifted it, I saw it was a red-velvet sack that looked just like Santa’s toy bag.

      “What the hell is that for?” I asked him, eyeing it warily. It was huge, and I wasn’t entirely positive I could carry it while walking in these damn heels.

      “Don’t worry, it’s not as heavy as it looks,” Ezra said to me, seeming to have read the look on my face easily. “It’s full of some little gifts for the ladies in the audience. You’re going to hype them up with these. Just open the bag and start tossing them into the crowd.”

      I arched my brow in suspicion. I undid the rope that tied it together and opened it, only to immediately start laughing at the contents. I reached in and pulled out the most monstrous, black dildo I’d ever seen. It was as thick as my wrist and lined with bulging veins. I was a bit worried about the woman who caught this one.

      “Taking toys to a whole new level, aren’t you?” I asked them with a laugh as I held up the monstrosity.

      “Don’t act like you’re not impressed,” Jasper jested, elbowing my side with a wink.

      “Hardy har har. The woman who catches this is going to need a damn wheelchair when she’s done with it. Imma call it Shaq,” I said, waving it in Jasper’s face.

      “Shit, she’s naming them now,” he said to the others before snatching Shaq away from me and shoving it back in the bag. “You’re not allowed to touch these until you’re passing them out. I don’t need a big, black dick being waved in my face.”

      “You’re no fun!” I heard someone shout from across the room. I turned and saw a very large and delicious looking black guy waving.

      Everyone laughed.

      “You’re getting payback tonight, babe. Just you wait,” Jasper whispered seductively in my ear before smacking my behind.

      “Hands off Lowen until after the show, Jas,” Ezra said, grabbing my shoulders and moving me to the other side of him. “Don’t need you trying to exact revenge before our turn and making our prized prop late.”

      I giggled at Ezra’s teasing and looked over at Jasper. He mouthed ‘It’s on tonight woman’.

      I sure hoped it was. I wanted all of them one last time before this was all over.

      Over....

      Fuck, I hated that word.
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      The show was a complete success.

      The second I stepped onto that stage, I was hit with an uproar of noise from men and women alike. I shook and stumbled a bit when I first started out, but as the music began to play and I was passed between my guys, the fear evaporated away.

      So long as they each caught me, touched me, and moved me, I was fine.

      The first part of the dance I did in my robe, including throwing the numerous shapes and sizes of dildo’s and vibrators that I tossed into the audience. When I threw Shaq, which I realized was the biggest, veiniest bastard in the bunch; I gritted my teeth in horror at the tiny woman who caught him. Best of luck to her.

      I laughed when I spotted Sara in the audience, throwing me two thumbs up before tossing a ten-dollar bill at me. I gave her a wink and did a little booty shake in her direction, gaining a laugh from her. I was surprised she was there, but I guess I should’ve expected my bestie to be there. Caleb wouldn’t let her miss this.

      The guys were the ones to disrobe me, showing off my revealing outfit beneath. I strutted my stuff, getting the ladies in the audience worked up as I skimmed my hands along my guys. It took everything in me not to drag them all off stage as I fondled them in front of everyone. I was basically a show girl, walking between them to take off their own robes, and then tear away the Velcro pants from each of them as I passed.

      As the women got hyped up, tossing dollar bills at their feet, so did I. Heat pooled between my legs as they gyrated their hips, flexed their muscles, and moved their bodies in ways that made you feel like they were having sex with you, yet they weren’t even touching you. But I knew what they felt like. I was the one lucky girl out of all the women here to have experienced how those hips felt pressed to mine. What their tongues tasted like. What their asses felt like when tightened. It was a glorious feeling. Jasper had been right after all.

      I left the stage when it was my turn to exit, watching them finish off their performance from backstage. It was easy to see why they did this every year. It wasn’t for the attention like I had originally assumed. It was for the thrill. They had fun doing this and they knew that by displaying their bodies, they were raising money for something important. I admired these guys for everything they were.

      Their routine ended, and I clapped like a woman possessed for them.

      They did a bow and blew kisses to the women fanning themselves before walking towards the backstage area.

      Tobi was the one who reached me first, picking me up and twirling me around and covering me in his nasty sweat.

      “You were the sexiest thing I’d ever seen out there tonight, Low!” He said excitedly. He set me down and the other two came up and smashed me between the three of them, making it one big sweaty group hug.

      I loved it so much though, I didn’t even fucking care I was getting smothered in their nastiness.

      “That was so much fun. I may have to do this again someday,” I laughed.

      “You are definitely doing this with us every year, Lowen,” Ezra said, kissing me on the cheek. “We probably couldn’t do as good without you now anyways.”

      “Well, then next Christmas, you guys come grab my ass out of bed and start teaching me another routine,” I said happily.

      Their faces fell a little. I wasn’t expecting that reaction.

      “What?”

      Jasper looked at the guys then at me. “Do we really have to wait an entire year before we see you again?” He asked solemnly.

      “Well, no.” I said, finally understanding the sad looks. I knew what they wanted, but I just wasn’t the girl for the job. “I just meant, you know, you guys will be going back to your lives and I’ll be back at mine. Life will get busy and it’ll be hard to really see you guys. You are celebrities in our little town.”

      “So?” Tobi replied with a huff. “It’s not like we live far away, Low. We want to keep seeing you, even if it’s only as friends.” He grabbed my hands in his, kissing my knuckles softly as he stared into my eyes. “You’re special to us.”

      My heart rate escalated. This was too much. They wanted more, but I couldn’t give them that. I knew what had happened with Jasper meant more, but I kept distracting myself from seeing it. My heart broke a little at the look on all their faces. I cared deeply for them, but I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t give them my heart without fearing every day that I’d be abandoned by them just like I was by everyone else.

      “We want you in our lives as more than just friends,” Ezra said, throwing a scathing look at Tobi. “I don’t know about these two, but I can’t be just your friend. I want you for more than that. Tobi is right about you being special to us. Why does this all have to end?”

      Panic filtered through me. I can’t breathe, I thought to myself as my chest heaved. God, it hurt having to hurt them like this. The pain was almost unbearable. I couldn’t be here anymore. I couldn’t give them what they wanted. What they deserved.

      “I…” I mumbled out.

      Jasper stepped in front of me and framed my face with his hands, his facial expression serious for the first time ever since I met him.

      Then he said the words that sent me into a full-blown panic. The words that felt both glorious and suffocating to hear.

      “We love you, Lowen. It’s fucking crazy how fast it happened, but we do. How do you expect us to just let you go and not see you again for a whole year?”

      “I…I…I can’t. I have to go. I can’t do this.”

      Jasper jumped back from me like I’d slapped him.

      “What?” Ezra asked. “Low, don’t run away from us, please?” He went to grab for me, but I wrenched myself away from them.

      My breathing became erratic as I kept backing away from them. Why was their confession freaking me the fuck out? I had to leave. I needed Sara.

      As if on cue, Sara came busting into the backstage area.

      “My bitch! You were fan-fucking-tastic!” She started towards me with a huge smile. When she saw my look of panic though, her smile fell. She quickly ran to me. “What’s wrong?”

      I didn’t look at her as I replied, my focus completely on the hurt expressions of the guys.

      “I need to leave.” I didn’t say anything else. I just took off out the doors, leaving all four of them in my wake.

      Sara, of course, chased me down and caught up as I made it to my Jeep. I didn’t care that I left my jacket or my clothes in the dressing room.

      “Low! What the fuck is going on? Did they do something to you?” Sara asked, grasping my arm and yanking me to a stop before I could open the door.

      “No. I just can’t do this anymore. I can’t…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

      She nodded. “Alright. I’m going to drive you home,” she said, grabbing my keys and shoving me around to get in the passenger seat. “You can drive me back to my car tomorrow and I’ll let Caleb know he’s on daddy duty the rest of the night. You can tell me everything on the way home.” She grabbed something from the back seat and threw it over me like a blanket before closing the door and walking to the driver’s side.

      It was then I noticed it was Jasper’s jacket that he’d left.

      Like a complete girl, I wrapped myself up in it tightly and cried. I didn’t even understand why I was crying. I just knew that I was absolutely losing it.

      I stayed silent the whole drive, not answering any of Sara’s questions that she continually asked me. I couldn’t process anything in my mind right now. Not the words they said. Not the things I was feeling. And definitely not the fact that I was crying like my world was ending, yet I had no fucking clue why I felt that way. I finally explained to Sara what happened just as we pulled into the driveway. Sara knew me better than anyone and would probably agree that I was losing it.

      “You’ve completely fucking lost it!” She yelled as we got out of the Jeep.

      I shuffled up the steps, shivering against the cold wind and snow raining down on us. It was a completely idiotic move leaving my clothes there.

      “I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” I said to her as we entered the cabin. I quickly located my bottle of Jack in the cabinet by the fridge and opened it, but stopped just before taking a sip. Jasper’s story earlier made a war wage in my mind over drinking it or not. I wanted a sip so badly, but I knew deep down I shouldn’t jump back into the habit.

      “The second they started talking about feelings and loving me, I couldn’t breathe,” I continued to say, holding onto the bottle as I internally went back and forth about whether it was worth it or not. “I don’t do love, Sara. I do sex. Hot sex and lots of fun and lots and lots of alcohol. But, I don’t do love. I don’t even think I can love like that. I’ve never loved anyone other than you and dad my entire life.”

      I brought the bottle with me and collapsed onto the couch. I pulled my favorite fuzzy blanket over me and held the bottle just under my nose, smelling the spicy aroma. Sara quickly lit a fire in the fire place, making me glare at her that she managed that in five seconds flat. Why the fuck could I not light a damn fire?

      Fuck! This Jack smells so good!

      “Yes, you can you monumental moron!” She shouted at me, yanking the bottle from my hand and drinking some. She fell to the couch next to me, still not letting go of the bottle. “Do you understand in any way why the fuck you’re freaking out right now?” She leveled me with an accusatory look.

      “Uh, no? That is why I said I think I’ve lost my mind.” I looked longingly at the bottle.

      You don’t need it. You can do this without the alcohol, Low, I tried to convince myself.

      “You are one of the smartest dumb people I’ve ever met Lowen Westmon. I love you with all of my heart, but if you had told me this before we got all the way back to your place, I would’ve turned us the fuck back around and forced you to face this!”

      I gaped at her in offense. “Why the hell am I a smart dumb person? Face what?”

      “Face that you fucking love them, genius! You’re freaking out, because you love those three so damn much it scares the shit out of you. It was quick, it hit you hard, yet you couldn’t even feel it until they said they loved you. That’s why you’re a smart dumb person!”

      Her comment made my mind snap a bit and I tried to take the Jack back. To hell with it, I needed a drink. But she held it out of reach.

      “Give me the Jack back,” I said as calmly as I could to her.

      “No! Not until you admit it!”

      I tried to dive over her, but she pushed me back with one arm and held the bottle above and behind her further back.

      “Give it back, Sara! I will cunt punch you!” I warned, struggling to climb over her to get to the bottle.

      “Do it and I’ll give you the worst titty twister of your damn life, sister! Believe me! You can have it back if you just admit you are in love with them!”

      “I won’t, because I’m not!” I reached further. We were both at an awkward angle hanging over the edge of the couch. “I don’t do love!”

      “No! You just haven’t until now!” She strained to talk over me practically sitting on her.

      My hand was so close to grabbing it; my fingers skimmed the bottom. Why the hell did she have to make shit so difficult! I just wanted to drink this shit away! I wanted to forget them and their perfect bodies! I wanted to forget their sweet kisses and gentle caresses! I wanted to stop feeling like my whole fucking world was ending just because they were going back home!

      I stopped reaching for the bottle as the realization hit me, and the need for the drink dissipated as the guys images floated through my mind like a slideshow on fast forward.

      Ezra and his kind heart and passion that he gave in every kiss.

      Tobi for his strength and ability to challenge me when I needed to be challenged, especially when he touched me.

      Jasper and his ridiculous flirting that made me feel alive every time he made me laugh, yet still had the ability to make me feel like the most cherished possession in the world all at once.

      I’d miss them like I’d miss an amputated limb. It’d always feel like they were still there with me when they were gone, because of the impact they had on me.

      Something inside me snapped. Something I never wanted or asked for became completely and undeniably apparent, hitting me with the force of a hammer to my heart.

      I loved them.

      In this short fucking amount of time that I’d spent with them, I’d fallen for them. I didn’t know when it happened, but it happened. It was as if all those suppressed emotions I’d pushed away came rushing into me like a tidal wave. I had been a complete idiot.

      While I now knew how I felt about them because of Sara’s inability to let shit go, I also knew I would never be able to tell them that. I could never express my emotions the way they deserved them to be expressed.

      “You’re getting it now. You love them and that scares the shit out of you. That’s why you freaked and ran,” Sara said, loosening her grip on me and lowering the bottle.

      I slid off her and dropped back into my seat, staring unfocused at the fire.

      “Why?” I whispered. Not sure if I was asking myself, or asking her.

      “It happens, babe,” she replied softly, putting a hand on my shoulder and squeezing it. “They gave you more than anyone else ever has. The entire time they’ve been here, you haven’t cried about your dad. You haven’t been swallowed into this abyss of sorrow that you would’ve had they never come here. You lit up. You felt like yourself again after a year of feeling so empty, without your parent and best friend. I’ve known you most of our lives, and I’d never seen you give any other guy smiles as big as the ones you’ve given those guys. You fell for them the second you laid eyes on them.”

      “And I fucked it up…” I breathed out; my voice shook at what I’d done. “I broke their hearts by running out on them when they were just laying their fucking hearts on the table like that.” Tears started to spill from my eyes.

      “Maybe you didn’t. I mean. They know you, Low. You guys spent every second together for the last two weeks. You aren’t one to hold back who you are, so they got all of you within that first day. I think, if you give them the night to work out the rejection, they may surprise you. Get some rest tonight, then call them tomorrow. It’s Christmas Eve. They can’t deny you on Christmas Eve. That’s a big fuck you to Santa if they do.”

      I chuckled through the tears at her attempt in humor, but something inside me told me I royally screwed this up. There was no fixing this. I saw the hurt there. I wouldn’t forgive my rejection either if I was them.

      I laid my head down on Sara’s lap, letting her soothe me as I watched the fire. She stroked my hair and kept telling me that everything would be okay, but I fell asleep there, dreading their own rejection when I tried to call and make it right in the morning.

      It was just my luck to finally understand what it felt like to love someone, then throw it all away because I was too stupid to understand it.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I woke up the next morning on the couch; my head pounded as the smell of coffee drifted into the room. I could hear Sara awake and moving around the kitchen.

      I pulled myself up and dragged my feet as I walked in there.

      “Morning, princess,” she announced cheerily when I walked in. She poured me a mug of coffee and set it down in front of me on the counter.

      “I’m an asshole. I’m sorry I threatened to cunt punch you,” I apologized sheepishly, taking a sip of the coffee.

      She shrugged her shoulders and sipped on hers. “Not the first time you’ve threatened that. I knew you wouldn’t because you knew I’d retaliate.”

      I bobbed my head. “Fair enough.”

      She looked at me with concern before pulling my phone from her pocket and sliding it to me. “You gonna call them?”

      I looked at the phone and swallowed hard. I knew I needed to as soon as possible. Caffeine or not in my system, it was better to tell them how sorry I was now, rather than wait until later.

      I grabbed it and dialed Tobi’s number, knowing he always had his phone on him. Unfortunately, all I got was voicemail. Tobi always answered his phone, so I knew he didn’t want to talk.

      “Nothing?” Sara asked.

      I shook my head. “Nope. I don’t blame him.”

      “Try the other two. Maybe he’s busy,” she supplied with hope lighting her voice.

      I did just that, but both of their phones just rang until hitting voicemail.

      I felt so defeated and angry with myself.

      “I’m sorry, Low. Maybe they just need some more time. If they truly loved you, they’d call you back and fight for you.”

      I set the phone down and looked sadly at my coffee, spinning it slowly in my hands. “I don’t think I deserve a call back, Sara.”

      I walked back into the living room and sat on the couch, turning the TV on and flipping the channels. When I landed on Prancer, I couldn’t bring myself to change it. I heard Sara in the kitchen on the phone talking to Caleb. She was probably telling him she’d be staying a bit longer to make sure I didn’t do anything stupid like drown myself in Jack; which honestly sounded like a really good fucking idea. But, I knew in my heart I wouldn’t.

      She came into the living room and sat next to me, staying silent and just sipping her coffee as we watched the damn reindeer movie.

      About forty minutes in, I heard a large truck beeping as it backed up. I couldn’t bring myself to get up from the couch though and check it out. Sara did it for me anyways. She pushed down the blinds and looked out the window.

      “There’s a moving truck backing up. Did Stanley really sell that side of the cabin that fast? I didn’t think he was putting it up for sale until after tomorrow.”

      I shrugged. I didn’t want to think about anyone else but the guys living there. It was too much.

      Sara joined me back on the couch. “I couldn’t see who it is.” I saw her look at me from the corner of my eye. “Sorry, babe. I know this probably sucks. Who moves in on Christmas Eve? That just seems dumb.”

      We heard footsteps coming up to the porch, then a knock.

      “Uh, should I get it?” Sara asked.

      I just nodded, not wanting to talk to the new fucking neighbors. I just wanted to sulk over my monumental screw up and watch a fucking baby reindeer learn to fly. Was that asking too much?

      Sara opened the door, but I didn’t hear her speak until she said my name. “Um, Low? You should come talk to your new neighbors.”

      I groaned. “I don’t care about new neighbors, Sara.”

      “You’ll care about these ones.”

      I looked over the couch at her face and paused. Why the fuck did she look so happy?

      Out of pure curiosity, I stood and dragged myself over to the door. She moved out of the way as I got to it. I was about to tell the new neighbors to leave alone, but I stopped.

      It was the guys.

      “Hey, Low,” Tobi said looking a bit shy.

      I gaped at them. “What are you all doing here?”

      They looked between each other, smiling coyly.

      “We bought the cabin next door,” Ezra replied cautiously, as if waiting for me to be angry.

      My heart stopped. They bought the other side of the cabin. But…

      “Why?” I whispered.

      “Because we’re not stupid enough to let you run away,” Jasper replied. “We don’t need the big apartment in the city to run our company.”

      “Yeah. We kind of liked living out in the middle of nowhere. It was what we needed to relax and remember why we love doing what we do. We were starting to lose that in the city and under the watchful eyes of the world.” Added Ezra.

      “But more than that, we love being with you. So, you can try to fight us on this, but we know you care more than you’re saying. We plan to stay and make sure you own up to it. You’re ours whether you like it or not and we’re not letting you go. We know you’ve been left and you’ve felt loss, but so have we. We are not going to leave you no matter what you say or do, Lowen,” Tobi proclaimed seriously.

      “And we brought spiked eggnog, some of your favorite Christmas movies, and a shit ton of marshmallows. So, you can’t say no to that,” Jasper said with a smile and his signature wink. He always had to throw in some humor.

      I couldn’t stop staring at them. They bought the cabin for me. They brought everything with them to give me a Christmas like what I had with dad. They loved me and were fighting for me.

      For the first time in my life, I wasn’t afraid of the future anymore.

      And damn it, I loved them for it all so much more.

      “So, what do you say? Can we come in or is this just too much?” Tobi asked with a bit of worry in his tone.

      I finally couldn’t take it anymore. A genuine smile lit up my face and a single tear streaked down my cheek as I gazed at my men. By their resounding smiles, they knew with that single look, that I was prepared for it all. I would do my damndest to tell them every day I loved them if that’s what it took to convince me that I could do this. I could love these men and not be afraid of it or question it.

      I would just love them and let them love me.

      “The more the merrier.” I replied.
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        While the characters in this book are fiction, the issues they faced are not.

        Domestic violence, child abuse, bullying, drug addiction, and alcohol abuse are very real for many. Every day, people are challenged with these struggles.

      

      I also have had to witness my father struggle with heart issues, so Lowen’s experience is really close to my heart.

      
        If you’d like to donate or learn more about the struggles discussed in this story, I’ve included links to organizations that are focused towards awareness and prevention. Every little bit helps if you can donate, and it never hurts to be knowledgeable.

      

    

  


  
    
      National Coalition Against Domestic Violence

      
        www.ncadv.org/

      

      American Heart Association

      
        www.heart.org

      

      Stop the Bullying

      
        www.stopbullying.gov

      

      Above the Influence

      
        abovetheinfluence.com
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