
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: ]


Off Field Drama (Class in Session Series) by Ember Davis

Copyright © 2023  Ember Davis

This is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, organizations or locals is entirely coincidental.  The use of actors, artists, movies, TV shows and song titles/lyrics throughout this book are done so for storytelling purposes and should in no way be seen as an advertisement.  Trademark names are used editorially with no intention of infringement of the respective owner’s trademark.

All Rights Reserved.  

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author.  

For permission requests, email Ember.A.Davis@gmail.com

Contains explicit love scenes and adult language.  The suggested reading audience is 18 years or older.

 

This book takes place on the campus of the University of Mariposa, a setting created by Layne Daniels and used with her permission.

 

Cover Design:  Ember Davis

 

This book is available exclusively at Amazon.com. If you’ve obtained it anywhere else, you have an illegal copy.

 


[image: ]

For those who daydream about how their college experience could have been...if only life was like a romance novel.

 


Table of Contents

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

EPILOGUE

CLASS IN SESSION SERIES

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

OTHER BOOKS BY EMBER


 

[image: ]




CHAPTER 1

SALEM

It’s deafening in the stadium.  This is one of the many reasons why I don’t normally go to games.  It’s so loud.  There’s so much team and school spirit, which isn’t necessarily a bad thing, but I don’t usually express my pride with face paint and jerseys.  Then there’s the sports.

In this case we’re talking about football and it’s a big deal here at the University of Mariposa.  Hell, the whole state of Nebraska is wall to wall football.  I’ve been lucky to get almost all the way through college while missing the games.  I’ve never been able to avoid all the hoopla though, but some of it can be fun.

I don’t go to the parties after games either.  Not my style.  I’d rather hang out with my fellow theater geeks and talk or watch movies with some wine.  I’ve never been one for mingling in big crowds.  Sure, put me on stage in front of a full house and I’m fine, but a crowd?  I’ll pass.

So why the change?  How did I find myself standing in The King’s stadium while wearing my school colors like I have all the school spirit in the world?

It’s simple.  And a little demoralizing.

I’m here because of a guy.

Hollis Lang.

A few weeks ago, I walked into one of my theater classes and there he was, like a god come down from on high to mix with the mere mortals.  I took one look at him and wanted to run away.  It didn’t make any damn sense because I’ve never run away from anything in my life.  It was a skill I learned coming from almost nothing.

I’ve had to fight every step of the way, my life only getting better after my brother, Griffin, started making money from his construction job and started helping Mom out, even though she tried to refuse.  Our mom is proud as hell, but Griffin used her love for me to get her to take what he was offering.  He’s one of the only reasons I’m able to afford U of M.

I knew who Hollis was the moment I saw him.  It’s kind of hard to be on campus and not know who he is considering how obsessed everyone seems to be about football.  Then there were the rumors always circulating around campus about those who are considered the kings of our campus.  Hollis and Slade, his best friend, are whispered about from one end of campus to the other, though they do have very different reputations.

Hollis is all about the game.  His focus has always been football with a side hustle of class and doing well in school.  He doesn’t get sucked into drama and while I’ve heard giggles from girls that he’s hooked up with, he hasn’t fucked his way through the entire female population of the student body.

The bestie?  Slade Parsons?  He’s a whole other thing.  He’s never been shy about his hook-ups, but he also never lied about them being more.  Of course, I’ve seen a few women on campus with tears in their eyes because they weren’t the one to change him, but mostly it was wide, satisfied smiles because everyone got what they wanted out of the interaction.

I spent my first three years at U of M avoiding Hollis, Slade, and guys like them.  It wasn’t difficult.  Then his brown eyes met mine in theater class and I felt my knees go weak.  As much as I wanted to turn around and run, I couldn’t move.  I can’t explain it because it makes no sense.

I haven’t even talked to him, but he’s like a damn magnet whenever we’re in the same room together.  I thought coming to the first home game, considering seniors get priority when it comes to tickets, might help me understand what the hell has been going on with me.

It would probably help if I could hear myself think.  Or could understand what I’m about to watch.

Josh, one of my theater friends who hasn’t missed a game since freshman year, leans around Amber, who is more like me in the school spirit department, and yells, “I can’t believe I got you to a game.”

I shrug, trying to play it off like it’s no big deal when it definitely is, “I can’t miss this kind of pageantry.”

Amber snorts out a laugh and when I look at her, there’s a knowing look in her eyes.  “Sure, you’re only interested in the spectacle of it all,” she teases me.

“I am,” I insist, but it falls flat.

Amber my class along with Hollis.  I can tell by the gleam in her eye that she’s figured out why I’m really here.  I’m a little surprised she hasn’t tried to get me to spill my guts to her since I brought up attending today’s game last week.

Hell, I’m not even entirely sure why I’m here.

But there’s nothing wrong with looking.  Right?  It’s not like I’ve talked to the man.  He probably doesn’t even know who I am, which I’m more than okay with.

I’m not going to become one of the chicks on campus who fawn all over him.  I’m sure it happens to him all the time, and it’s not like he doesn’t have the cocky swagger to back up what those women want from him, but chasing a guy has never been my style.

I’m at U of M to get my degree and then go back to Denver to start my life.  I hope to find roles in local theater along with some sort of management position.  If not, there’s a reason I’m minoring in education.  I know, the arts in schools is a whole other battle I’ll have on my hands, but I know that having the outlet of performing and theater helped me while growing up.  It gave me purpose.  It gave me a home away from home—a safe place to express myself and friends who understood me.

The air around us is charged with anticipation and the game hasn’t even started.  You’d think The Kings were already winning with how keyed up everyone is.  The cheerleaders on the field are doing a damn good job at pumping everyone up with their routines as music blares.

I almost can’t help myself, the feeling of being swept up in it all taking over as I find myself smiling.  I stayed away because I convinced myself I wasn’t interested, but maybe I was only keeping myself in a box.  The thought is disheartening since I’ve always prided myself on not fitting into a box and being a little on the weird side.

I’m in a little in awe at the size of the band when they file onto the field along with the dance team, or whatever they’re called with the flags.  I can’t tear my eyes away from them as they perform “The Greatest Show” from The Greatest Showman and I have to say, the whole thing gives me goosebumps.  They use the field to their full advantage and the whole stadium crowd is on their feet, singing along, stomping, and cheering.

I lean over to Amber and yell, “This is so much bigger than I was expecting.”

She gives me a knowing look and smirks.  “You know D1 football is a religion in and of itself at U of M, you’ve just been ignoring it.”

I gasp when watching some of the aerobatic moves the cheer team executes as the band moves across the field into another formation that creates a circus scene which moves across the field.  I’m baffled by the show.  I was missing out on this because I thought I was above it?

I kind of want to shake myself, but I’m too enthralled by what is happening on the field.

“Impressive, isn’t it?”  Josh sounds smug as hell, but all I can do is nod as I clap along with the beat.

As the performance comes to an end, the formation changes, making lanes leading to a large entrance onto the field.  The band starts to play the U of M fight song, which I have heard before, thank you very much, and the noise level becomes deafening.  My heart is beating so damn hard in my chest as the tension builds around us.

Some of the cheer team are holding signs, a single word on each one.  Let’s.  Go.  Kings.  It feels like everyone is chanting the words depending on what sign is being held up and I find my lips moving right along with everyone else.

I’m almost a little jealous of those around us who have orange and gold pompoms.  I might have resisted all this fanfare before, but I would be waving pompoms around right now.  Without a hint of shame.

Before I can think too deeply about it, the team bursts out onto the field, and I can feel how loud it is by the reverberations from the souls of my feet to the top of my head.  I’m screaming right along with every other U of M fan.  Amber gives me a lopsided grin as she raises her hands and cheers.

Our mascot, in full knight regalia, is in the middle of the pack, his arms going up and down as if begging us for more and the stadium delivers.  It’s fucking pandemonium.  I love every second of it.

I thought I knew about productions, and I do, but this is a whole other level of show.  I’ve never seen anything like it before.  It lives and breathes around us, not in the silence which is what I’m used to when it comes to theater, but in the noise.  It takes my breath away.

The players run the length of the field, pumping up the crowd as they run down both sides, their arm movements asking the crowd for even more.  How is it possible that the entire stadium digs a little deeper and gives them what they want?

I can see now why the players are the kings among The Kings.

It’s only when the players start to head toward their bench that the noise starts to reduce, but it’s not quiet by any stretch of the imagination.  My eyes zero in on a jersey that says ‘LANG’ on the back of it and my entire body heats up.

To distract myself I lean towards Josh, “Does this happen at every home game or is this just because it’s the first home game of the season?”

His smile is huge as he wiggles his eyebrows, clearly pleased with himself because I’m impressed and, probably, won’t make fun of him for going to all the home games anymore.  “Every home game.  This is tame compared to the way they come out for homecoming.  There’s pyrotechnics for that one.”

I have no doubt that my eyes are huge as I take in his words, which he shouts at me to be heard over the din of the crowd.  It’s kind of mind blowing to imagine there being even more pomp and circumstance.  I kind of want to experience it also.

As the teams take over their benches there’s a lull until the coin flip, but I hardly feel it.  As much as I don’t want to admit it, I barely notice any time passing.  Maybe it’s because I can’t seem to tear my eyes away from Hollis.  His movements are so graceful as he stretches and then talks to his teammates and the coach.

By the time kickoff happens, I’m engrossed.  I don’t understand everything happening on the field, but it doesn’t matter.  Watching Hollis command the field is amazing and a little intimidating.  It’s probably a good thing I haven’t talked to the man because I don’t know if I’ll be able to now.

I’m not even sure how I’ll look him in the eye.  He’s so masculine and dominant on the field.  It’s also clear his team trusts in his leadership.  The only other player on the field who catches my eye is Hollis’ best friend, Slade.

Slade is fluid grace on the field while always protecting Hollis.  It’s clear their friendship helps them on the field.  I’m even a little jealous of the trust and the bond between them, but I’m definitely not going to analyze why that is.

I get sucked into every aspect of the game, my heart beating wildly through all four quarters and not stopping for a long time.  Even after the win.  Even after we stream out of the stadium.  Even as I lay in bed and try and fall asleep.

Maybe it was a mistake to go and watch Hollis play.  I thought he was sexy before, but now I know he’s so much more.

He’s dangerous.

I’ll just have to stay away from him in class.  Hopefully it’ll be enough.
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CHAPTER 2

HOLLIS

Days after winning our first home game, the victory is still buzzing in my veins.  I’m always left feeling like I’m floating, but the work toward the next game doesn’t stop.  My body is reliving the win, but my mind is looking forward to next week’s game and all the practice between now and then.

I’m crossing U of M’s campus after leaving the training facility where I spent some time lifting weights and meeting with Bodhi Wells.  Bodhi’s awesome and one of the athletic department’s trainers, one I trust.  He’s always putting the athletes first and checking up on us.  It could feel like he only has U of M in mind, considering how much money the team brings to the school, but I feel like he actually cares about the athletes.

It's not easy to juggle the demands of the team and classes, but I know both are essential for my future.  I know what football can bring me and I know teams have had their eye on me for over a year now.  There was talk last year about me going into the draft early, but getting my education is important to me.  I need something to fall back on, just in case.

What if I get injured?  What if professional ball isn’t as good to me as I want it to be?  What will I do with the rest of my life?

I’ve always wanted to be more than just a ball player, unlike my best friend Slade.  He’s always relied on football, no matter how many times I’ve warned him to ensure there’s more in his back pocket than the game.  I get it, he wasn’t given the same support I was growing up.

My parents were the kind to show up at every game and his parents were pretty much nonexistent in his life.  It’s one of the reasons my family basically adopted him back in middle school after meeting out on the field while trying out for the team.  There was always a connection there; we became brothers immediately and we’ve only grown closer.

One of the reasons we decided on U of M was because they wanted to offer us both scholarships.  There was no way I was going to leave him behind or be separated from him.  I can only hope, when the draft comes around in the spring, we’ll end up with the same team.  It’s one of the reasons we’ve been so vocal with the press about us being a team who can’t be separated—we hope the message lands and whatever team wants us is willing to make the deals to ensure we’re together.

If that doesn’t happen, I’m not sure what we’ll do, but we’ll figure it out.  We have a few teams on the top of our wish list, but first we need to get through this season and kick some championship ass.

It’s possible, more than possible really, for us to go all the way this year.  Especially with Slade protecting my ass and being a force of nature out on the field.  I’m playing better than I ever have before.  It’s as if everything is coming together.

That doesn’t mean I can slack when it comes to school though.  It’s become clear to me that the majority of the people around us are only interested in what we can do for them.  They want to use us for the limited fame we’ve gained because of football.

I’ve been feeling this way for a while, but it was so fucking obvious to me the other night when Slade dragged me out to a party after our big home victory.

I knew it would be crowded, it always is, but there was just something off the entire night.  Like I was missing something.  Like someone was missing.  Maybe whoever belonged to the eyes which were burning through me the entire time I was playing on the field.

I was already over the whole thing by the time we got to the party at the Pi Zeta frat house, but I didn’t care where I was because I was only there to make sure Slade didn’t do anything stupid.   The first thing I saw when I walked through the door was Shane Halstead, one of the guys on the wrestling team, doing a keg stand.  He doesn’t have many brain cells to spare and being upside down while almost drowning in beer wasn’t going to help matters.

The crowd erupted the moment they saw me, Slade, and as many of our teammates as Slade could convince to join us, which wasn’t all that difficult to do.  I was still excited about our victory, but the hollow feeling inside my chest kept growing and I couldn’t shake it.  Just like I couldn’t shake the mental image of Salem, a girl from a theater class I’m taking this semester.

We haven’t even spoken, but it doesn’t matter.  She hooked me the moment she walked in the room on our first day of class.  I want her and what surprises me, and freaks me out a little bit, is that my gut is telling me I want more than to just get her into my bed.

Football has always been my focus, which means I don’t party much and while I’ve done it, I don’t hook-up with females often.  I never wanted to get tied down in a relationship, one which would require me to focus on more than football.  I know my education is just as important as the game, but I also know how close I am to making my NFL dreams come true.

With Salem, I want more.  I think.  I’m pretty sure.  My gut, at least, is telling me I want more.  Which scares the hell out of me.

The longer I stayed at the party with Slade, the more obvious it became that people wanted to get close to me and the rest of the team because of our status and not because of who we are.  

When a woman slinked up to where Slade and I were hanging out, watching Shane make a fool of himself as he argued with some of our defensive lineman about who had larger traps.  Because we all know the football D-line would always come out on top.  Of the wrestlers?  Please.

She purred, seduction a flashing neon sign in her eyes as she looked at me, “That was a great game.”

“Thanks.”  I forced a smile on my face even though I wasn’t feeling it as Slade wiggled his eyebrows at me from behind her back.

She reached over and put her hand on my arm.  The moment she made contact with me, disgust crawled over my skin, but I didn’t want to gain a reputation of being an asshole on campus.  It’s not like I hadn’t encouraged women before, even though it felt wrong in the moment.

“If you keep playing like you did today, you’ll be going to the NFL before you know it,” her voice was husky which made me feel like the idea of some big contract, one I earned, was turning her on.  It had nothing to do with me as a person.

I jerked slightly and pulled away from her.  “The whole team worked hard today,” I deflected her words and, hopefully, her interest.

She grinned at me, but the more time I spent around her, the more annoyed I felt.  Thankfully Slade stepped in and directed her attention toward him with a well-placed wink and a smirk.  It’s a good thing he stepped in because I was done and ready to walk away.  

He drawled, “Hey there, pretty lady.”  He pouted slightly, “Didn’t you see me out on the field?”

Her beady little eyes lit up as she looked at him, her eyes roving over his body with hunger.  “You were amazing out there, Slade,” she cooed.

My best friend lapped it up and within minutes he was leading her away, probably to find a dark corner somewhere or maybe an unoccupied room.  I didn’t stick around to find out.  I will say that Slade didn’t spend the entire night out.  It was only a few hours later when he showed up at the apartment we share.

We’ve shared it since sophomore year and the one rule we’ve always lived by is we don’t bring hook-ups back to our place.  It’s never been a problem for either of us which allows us to find sanctuary at our place while keeping it free of drama.

As I walk into the performing arts building, my heart starts to race.  I’ve never been nervous about seeing a woman before, but Salem does shit to me I can’t explain.  The moment I walk into the room, I deflate a little bit because she’s not here yet.  I know she won’t be long, but I kind of hate waiting for her to show up.

Fuck me if I understand it at all.

I get settled in the seat I’ve claimed as mine since the semester began, my palms sweating while I wait to get a glimpse of the woman I can’t seem to stop thinking about.  I know she’s about to walk in the room before the door opens.  It’s something in the air, the same feeling I get when the ball is about to be snapped and I know the play is going to go off without a hitch.

I try not to be obvious about it as I watch Salem until class starts, noticing the subtle way she checks me out while I do.  When Professor Ramsey, who is a little eccentric and new age-y, but clearly passionate, starts talking, I force myself to focus.  I might have picked this class to help lighten my load a little bit during the season, but I still take it seriously.

“We’ve been talking about tension and how to build it on stage,” Professor Ramsey starts and pauses, clearly for dramatic effect, “and now I want you to put it into practice.”  There’s something about the amusement and challenge in her voice which has me dreading her next words while also being curious about what she has up her sleeve.  “I’ll be pairing you up into groups of two for this assignment.”  There’s a small groan amongst my classmates, but she just laughs and waves her hand dismissively.  “This was on the syllabus and shouldn’t come as a surprise to anyone.  Now, you’ll be working with your partner to write and perform a ten-minute scene all about tension.  How you build that tension is entirely up to the two of you.”

My mind starts to race as I watch the pairs being assigned.  This is going to take some time outside of class.  With my practice schedule, it might be difficult to pull off.  Not that I won’t make it happen, but I just hope my partner is cool about working with me around my schedule.

“Hollis Lang, you’ll be paired with,” Professor Ramsey pauses again, and I almost roll my eyes at the woman, “Salem Welch.”

My heart fucking stops beating, and I turn towards Salem to find her already staring at me with wide eyes.  This could be the best outcome, as far as being paired with someone, or the worst.  I’ve steered clear of distractions for years and now one is being put right in my path.

I flash Salem a wide smile, one I hope she finds charming, but the surprise on her face morphs into a scowl.  It shouldn’t be adorable on her, but it is.  I kind of want to see how else I can make her scowl and then I want to find out if I can make her smile.

If that goes well, I want to make her moan.

Wait.  What?

Fuck.  She’s already a distraction.

When class finally ends, Salem is up and out of the room faster than I can get my bag packed up.  “Woman, slow down,” I mutter under my breath as I throw my backpack over one shoulder and head out after her.

I see her honey-colored hair and the bright orange beanie she has on moving farther away in the hallway and shout, “Salem.  Wait up!”

My woman freezes and turns toward me, that scowl of hers still in place.  I close the distance between us quickly, my strides long and sure.  Her voice is sweet, but there’s an edge to it, “You should know I’m not going to do all the work on this project and have you swoop in and take credit for everything.”

I hold my hands up, wanting to take offense to her assumptions about me, but finding the fire in her eyes too captivating to do it.  “I earn my grades.  I’m not just some meathead,” I defend myself.

She narrows her eyes at me and huffs out a breath.  “We’ll see.”

“Listen,” I take a step closer to her and my woman’s pupils dilate as I tower over her smaller frame, “I take school seriously.  I take the game seriously.”

“I know you take the game seriously, that was obvious over the weekend.”  The moment the words are out of her mouth, her cheeks pink as her eyes widen and she clamps her mouth shut.  I get the distinct impression she didn’t mean to say that.

“You saw the game on TV?  Or were you there?”

I’m already pretty sure I know the answer, considering I could feel her eyes watching me the entire time, but I still want to hear her say it.

“I was there,” she mumbles.

I can’t help myself and ask, “How many games have you gone to?”

“One.”

I find myself grinning at her as she ducks her head, clearly embarrassed.  I grip her chin, wanting to look into her blue eyes.  “Thanks for coming to the game,” I tell her softly.  She bites her lip and nods slightly and I let go of her and take a step back, not even realizing how close I was to her.  Probably too close considering we don’t really know each other.  “I know the biggest problem with getting this project done is my schedule.  I’m free tomorrow night.  How about you come to my place, we order some pizza, and we make a plan?”

She blinks at me a few times and I try to give her my best innocent look.  I’m not sure if it works, but she does let out a heavy sigh, “Fine.”

This victory feels just as good as the ones out on the field do.  I don’t understand it, but I push it away to think about later as I focus on getting my woman’s number in my phone and mine in hers before making sure she has my address.  I offer to pick her up, but she refuses.

As she’s walking away, I can’t help but stare at her ass.  It’s luscious and I can almost feel the globes of it in my hands as I squeeze.

Wait.  Did I think of her as ‘my woman’?  More than once?

Fuck.  I’m in so much trouble.
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CHAPTER 3

SLADE

Hollis, my best friend, the one guy who I trust beside myself, has been acting strange as fuck since the semester started.  At first, I thought it was just stress from this being our senior year and how much pressure he’s under to lead The Kings to victory and to secure his place in the draft.  Now, I’m not so sure.

He’s had pressure on him for years and he’s never cracked under it.  There’s something going on and I’m going to get to the bottom of it, even if he doesn’t want me to.  

It’s one of the reasons I’m sticking around tonight when some girl from one of his classes is coming over to work on some project.  He gave me some details about it, but, not gonna lie, I wasn’t paying super close attention.  I should have been, since I’m worried about the guy and all, but when he starts talking about class, I start thinking about the field and plays and a million other things.

It’s not my fault.  I’ve never been the student he is.  I protect his ass on the field, and he’s had my back in class.  He’s not the kind of guy to do my work for me—he’s too honorable for that, which I like about him—but he’ll tutor me when I need it and encourage me, which is usually what I need the most.

I’m not dumb, no matter what some people might say about me.  I would just rather be out of the classroom than in it and the only time my attention is focused is when I’m on the field.

I remember the first time a football was put in my hands.  Something clicked into place in a way it never had before.  It felt right and I understood something much larger than myself, something I didn’t even know I could comprehend.

I haven’t looked back.  I’ve devoted my life to the game and when Hollis and I became friends, I knew we were meant to be on the field together.  That same damn click happened when we met.

I haven’t wavered from my mission, on and off the field, when it comes to my friendship with Hollis.

Which is why I’m the only person who has noticed that something is definitely up with the man.  No one else would notice, he’s hidden it well and whatever is going on in his head hasn’t impacted the field at all.

But I know.

“Are you sure you’re sticking around tonight?  It’s not going to be much fun,” Hollis plops down on the huge ass couch in our living room, one that can accommodate both of our large frames, his voice full of the same skepticism his gaze is throwing my way.

“I told you, I have some studying to do,” my voice is casual, as if it’s normal for me to stay in and study.

It isn’t.  Not really.

I do okay in my classes, but it’s rare for me to choose studying over pretty much anything else.  I’m majoring in communications, but I skate by in most of my classes.  I won’t even lie about it.  Do I use my charm and my status on the team to help me along?  I sure as fuck do.

The knock on the door has Hollis jumping up and wiping his hands on his jeans which has me arching an eyebrow.  He’s nervous, which is so not like him.  It’s kind of fucking hilarious is what it is.  Even though I desperately want to give him shit for it, he’s out of the living room and striding toward the door before I get the chance.  That’s fine, I’ll remember and do it later.

“Hey Salem,” Hollis’ voice wavers slightly as he greets the chick at the door and I crane my neck to try and get a glimpse of her, but his giant ass is in the way.

“Hi.  I hope I’m not too early,” her voice is melodic and sweet as fuck.  It has my cock perking up and taking notice which doesn’t normally happen.

Don’t get me wrong, I love women…and they love me, but a voice doesn’t usually do it for me alone.  Strange.

“Not at all.  I was just hanging out with Slade until you got here.  No worries,” he rushes out like he’s afraid she’s going to run away, and I swallow down the laugh that wants to escape.

Who the fuck is this guy?  Hollis might not hook up with girls all the time or anything, but he’s smoother than this.

The woman Hollis leads into the living room has me sucking in a sharp breath as I look at her.  She’s wearing a beanie covering part of her light brown and blonde highlighted hair.  When she looks up at me, I’m snagged by her blue eyes in a way I don’t recall ever being trapped before.  Then there are her lips which are plump and pink.  I want to kiss them.  Badly.

I can’t help myself as my eyes travel down her body to take in her shapely hips and the way her jeans mold to her legs.  What would they feel like wrapped around my waist as I plunge my cock deep inside of her while looking into her beautiful blue eyes?

The thought makes me pause.  Not because of the cock inside of her part of things, but the looking into her eyes part.  It’s not something I do with the women I take to bed.  I fuck them from behind and do everything I can to make sure there isn’t any sort of emotional connection between us.

Been there, done that and got burned because of it.  If you look at a woman, make love to them slowly, and kiss them softly then they get ideas about what you want from them and what the future holds.  Since I didn’t want the future to hold anything, especially not with the jersey chasers who have been after us, I made sure to put some distance there while still taking care of my physical needs.

Hollis, and everyone else, might not think I realize that the women who come on to me only want me for what they think I can give them, but I do.  I know it all the way down to my bones.  I don’t have to trust a woman or feel anything other than attraction to have a good time with them in bed.  Their bed.  Never my bed.

Salem freezes and turns toward me slowly as if she realizes she’s feeling my eyes on her.  Hell, I can’t seem to tear my eyes away from her.

“Oh,” she squeaks, fucking adorably, “hello.”

I feel a slow grin spread across my face.  “Hi, gorgeous.  I can see why Hollis has been so quiet now about his theater class.”

Speaking of my best friend, he’s scowling at me with a look in his eyes which tells me that he’ll kill me as soon as we’re alone together.  As if I would believe that for a second.

“Don’t,” Hollis warns, and I can hear how much he means it.

Not like a warning has ever stopped me before.

I jump up from the couch and move toward Salem, loving the way her eyes widen as she takes me in.  I could hear the nervousness in her voice when Hollis answered the door and if she thinks being around one of The Kings is enough to give her some anxiety, two will be even more amusing.  I expect her to melt into a puddle of simpering and twittering annoyance.

I don’t take my eyes off Salem as I speak to my best friend.  “Don’t what?  Tell Salem how she’s the most beautiful woman to ever grace our apartment?”  I wink at her before glancing at my friend who looks like he might not wait to be alone before murdering me now.  “It’s the truth.”

Salem scoffs and plants her hands on her hips.  “Smooth,” her voice is dripping with derision which is clearly designed to get me to back off or run away or something, but, instead, it makes my cock stand at attention.  “Is this how you lure all your conquests into your bed?  Flowery words that mean nothing?  Flattery that you think will have panties dropping but are really played out?”

Hollis snorts out a laugh as I freeze in front of the woman who I am definitely more intrigued by every second I spend around her.  I lean toward her slightly, “Oh, my witchy woman, you have no idea how much you’ve just bewitched me.”  I wink at her and smirk.  “I love a challenge.”

Her blue eyes travel down my body and then back up before the corner of her lips quirk.  “I’m sure you do.”  Suddenly she turns to Hollis, her voice full of warning, “If this isn’t a good time, we can come up with a better time for you.  I’m not here to fuck around or waste my time.”

“No,” Hollis practically shouts, and it takes everything in me not to laugh at his reaction.  Granted, I don’t want to see her leave either.  There’s something about her.  I can’t put my finger on it, but it’s there and it’s real.  He glares at me.  “Slade will behave.  Won’t you?”

I hold my hands up in surrender.  “You won’t even know I’m here,” I promise knowing full well that even if I don’t say another word to Salem that she’ll still know I’m here.  I’ll be watching her.  Very closely.

Spank bank material and all that.

“Sure,” she doesn’t sound convinced.

Smart woman.

I try not to watch her as they sit at the small table in our kitchen area and start to talk about their assignment.  Hollis hasn’t shared anything about their project with me, but I have to stifle a laugh while listening to them.  They have to come up with a scene with tension and then perform it in front of the class.

Tension.

Fuck.

I’ll give Salem some tension.  I’m feeling a fuck ton of it right now with her in the same room with me.  She smells sweet and as much as I don’t indulge because of the game, I have a wicked sweet tooth.  I’d love nothing more than to sink my teeth into her and find out if she tastes as sweet as she smells.

They debate over what kind of tension they want to highlight, and I can practically feel Salem’s anxiety when they decide on a love scene, one with betrayal and miscommunication.  I try and hide my grin as I read for a class, even though I haven’t absorbed a fucking thing I’ve been looking at while they’re working.

“I guess it will work,” Salem’s voice is hesitant and it’s cute as fuck.  When it turns snarky and demanding, my cock throbs, “Are you sure you can act in this kind of scene?”

Hollis is quick to shoot back, “Can you?”

She chuckles, the sound rich and sweet, just like her.  I find myself looking at her to find her blue eyes sparkling with mischief.  “I’ve had practice.  I am a theater major, remember?”

“A true thespian,” I tease from the couch, and I swear she fucking winks at me after looking up at me.  It’s sexy as hell.

“I know how to put on a persona,” Hollis insists while ignoring me.

Salem gives him a sidelong look, one full of interest.  The way she’s looking at him has my heart pounding in my chest.  She gives a nod and then stands up quickly, surprising me and my best friend.

“Good.”  She nibbles on her lip and glances at the door to the apartment like she wants to make a run for it.  “I think we’ve done some good work today.  We’ve outlined the basic scene.  How about we both work up a character bio and some dialogue?  Then we can get together to see what works and what doesn’t.”

“Okay,” Hollis sounds like he wants to argue, but he doesn’t.

I have a feeling, from the way he’s looking at her, he doesn’t want her to leave, but she gives a little wave before slipping out of our front door so fast neither one of us can stop her.  We both stare at the door for a few moments, processing.

I’m wondering how the hell I can get her underneath me and keep her.

Wait.  Keep her?  What the fuck?

When I look at Hollis, I can read his face easily.  He’s wondering the same fucking thing.  A vision of her between us, writhing in pleasure and moaning our names, slams into me.  As much as I try and shake it free, it won’t budge.

Hollis’ gaze comes to me slowly and I’m sure I look as shellshocked as he does right now.

“Don’t even think about it,” he warns me.

“We need to talk,” I placate him and hold my hands up, feeling how he’s working himself up to launch himself at me.  I keep my voice even, “I want her.”

He narrows his eyes at me and huffs out a breath while he crosses his arms and leans back in his chair.  “Of course you do,” he mumbles.  I arch an eyebrow at him, but don’t say anything—he’s not done, and I know it.  “Salem isn’t the kind of woman you just fuck and then throw away.  She’s,” he pauses and takes a deep breath before letting it out slowly, “special and I want her.  I want more than to have her in my bed.  I can’t explain it and I know it’s the opposite of what I should be looking for, especially now, but I can’t help it.”

I nod and a smile curves my lips, one which has him eyeing me warily.  “It’s obvious she’s not the kind of woman you have one night with and walk away from.  I don’t want that.”  Hollis’ eyes widen and I chuckle.  “I know, it’s kind of surprising me as well.”

He runs his fingers through his hair as he gets up from the table and comes over to the couch to sprawl out on the other side.  “We both want her,” his voice is flat.

“We do,” I confirm.

“That’s going to be a problem.”

“Is it?”  I challenge him and look in straight in the eye.  “It doesn’t have to be.”

I watch his mind work through my words as he glances between me and the door our girl just walked through.  The moment he understands what I’m suggesting, his eyes widen, and his mouth falls open in shock.  The laugh I bark out can’t be helped.

There’s a note of incredulity in his voice, “You’re talking about sharing her?”

“Yup,” I pop the p and lean toward him slightly.  “You’re my best friend.  We both see the kind of woman Salem is.  We see her value.  She’s the first woman who has ever had me considering more than one night and has me thinking about forever.  I don’t know if it’ll work or if she’ll go for it.”  I shrug one shoulder casually even though it feels like I’m laying my heart out for the world to see.  “Maybe this is the way it’s meant to be.”

Hollis is quiet for a long time, but when he nods the same way that he does once he’s analyzed the football field in front of him before a play, I know what his answer is going to be.

“She’s ours,” his voice is firm.

“She is.”

Now we just need to get her to see the same thing we do.  Oh, and convince her I’m serious and not the man-slut I’m sure she’s heard I am.  I mean, I was, but that was before her.  I can’t even remember any of those women now.

Who knew a drama nerd, complete with glasses, would be what I needed to realize I want more?
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CHAPTER 4

HOLLIS

Adrenaline is still coursing through my veins from our win out on the field.  It’s our second home game win and I’m damn glad we were home again this weekend after having to travel for last weekend’s game.  I much prefer having a home field advantage.  Okay, that’s not the only reason I like being home—I like knowing Salem was at the game and not losing spending time around her because of traveling.

It’s been almost two weeks since we were partnered together, and I’ve been using the project as an excuse to spend as much time with her as I can.  I’ve been able to talk her into coming to my place which means Slade can be around her as well.

I couldn’t have predicted he’d be interested in her just as much as I am, but maybe I should have.  Not in a competitive sort of way, him being into her has nothing to do with my interest and I know it.  It’s all her.

I can’t say I blame the guy.  Salem is fucking gorgeous, smart, serious when she needs to be while also being goofy and unassuming.  I can totally see why she appeals to him the same way she appeals to me.

I was a little surprised he brought up the idea of sharing her between us while we’re both in a relationship with her.  The longer I’ve had to think about it, though, the more it makes sense.  We’ve done everything together for so fucking long.  I don’t know why we never considered being with the same woman before, but I’m glad we didn’t because it makes it even more special with Salem.

I’ve seen a huge change in Slade since Salem came into his life.  I still can’t call him serious, but he’s mellowed.  He also isn’t going to parties on random Tuesday nights to hook up with girls.  Hell, I haven’t seen him look twice at another female.

It’s clear Salem is still skeptical about him.  And me.  I can’t say I blame her.

When she was over at our place a few nights ago to work on our project, we were able to talk her into staying and hanging out for a little while.  After I asked if she wanted a soda and to chill out with us, she got a look of longing on her face which told me she wanted to say yes.

Slade didn’t miss it either and jumped right in, his voice pleading, “Come on, gorgeous.  Hang out with us for a little while.”  He wiggled his eyebrows at her, his voice teasing, “It’ll be fun.”

She laughed, a throaty sound that went straight to my dick.  “I have a feeling your idea of fun and my idea of fun isn’t the same.”

Slade made a humming sound, but something settled inside of me when Salem sat down on the couch next to him.  I grabbed a soda and handed it to her, trying not to react when the way our fingers touched made my body light up from the inside out.  It was like touching excitement, something which should only be an intangible emotion you can experience, but I was feeling it like a physical thing, like something I could hold on to.

When we were all settled, Salem tucked some hair behind her ear, her nervous habit was endearing as fuck.  I cleared my throat and almost forgot how to breathe when her blue eyes looked up and caught mine.  

I blurted, “Are you coming to the game this weekend?  We’re home again.”

She shifted, a little uncomfortable, “I’m not sure.  Josh goes to every game, but I’m not really a sporting event kind of girl.”

Slade smirked and challenged her, “You’ve never been to a game?”

“I went to the first home game this year,” she mumbled, and I couldn’t help but grin at her.

“Come to this one.  It’ll be even better now that you’ve been hanging out with us,” Slade turned on his charm and I couldn’t do anything but watch.  The small smile on her lips and the slight pinking of her cheeks was sexy as fuck and I couldn’t tear my eyes away.  “You just have to put our numbers on your cheeks.”

“What?”  She gasped, “No way.”

“Yes, way,” I teased her and watched as she turned a little redder.  “You have to.  You’ll be our good luck charm.  We won’t win if you don’t.”  I winked at her when she looked at me to let her know I was kidding; well, mostly kidding.

I did want our numbers on her.  I knew she would say no to wearing either of our jerseys and this was the closest I was going to get.  Salem rolled her eyes at us and how ridiculous we were being, but I could also feel the walls around her crack a little bit.

“I can tell you won’t leave me alone until I agree.”  Slade nodded his head emphatically which had our girl cracking up.  “Fine,” she held the word out like agreeing to our terms was a hardship, but the way her eyes smiled told a different story.

After we got her to agree to the game, it wasn’t difficult to get her to agree to meet up with us at the Phi Zeta party afterward.  Then we got to know our girl and you could tell we were both entranced the entire time.  The more we got to know her, how devoted she is to school, but the way she likes to have a good time, the way she values her friendships and her family, and the dreams she has, the more I could feel us falling under her spell.

I wasn’t complaining and by the look on Slade’s face, he wasn’t either.

Knowing our girl was in the stands watching the game, was part distraction and part fire in my belly.  I think I played better than I ever have before, and I wasn’t alone in that.  Slade was a beast.  He’s always watching my ass, but tonight no one even had the hope of getting near me.

We were all smiling when we roared off the field after our victory.  The locker room was electric because the drive to win and the skill of the game didn’t end with me.  It was as if the entire team was playing at the highest level that they were capable of and were riding the high of our win.

No one other than Slade and I knew what was driving us and I wasn’t ready to tell anyone.  They could all chalk it up to skill and practice for all I care.  I know it was Salem’s eyes on us and the need to impress her.

Bodhi came up to me and gave me a nod as I was about to head to the showers.  “How are you feeling?  No one had a chance to touch you out there, but I wanted to check and make sure you’re all good.”

I couldn’t wipe the grin off my face and I’m sure he thought it was because of the win, but I knew it was because I was going to see our girl soon.  “I feel good.”

He nodded and glanced over at some of the other players before lowering his voice.  “I don’t know where you got your inspiration tonight but remember to take care of yourself too and don’t push too hard.”

“I got ya, man,” I told him, my smile dropping slightly because I wanted him to know I took his words to heart.

Pushing myself could lead to a few different places, and not all of them good.  If I got injured because I started pushing too hard, it could destroy the future I’ve been working toward for a long damn time which wouldn’t be acceptable.

I push that thought aside as Slade wraps an arm around my shoulders and we pound up the steps of the Phi Zeta house.  “You ready to see our girl?”  His voice is full of barely contained excitement, “I wonder if she’s here already.”

“Yeah, I hope she is.”  I look at him out of the corner of my eye.  “If you really want her to take you seriously then you can’t let any of the jersey chasers hang on you.  Not even for a second,” my voice goes hard, wanting him to hear me because I will kick his ass if he hurts Salem, even though he wouldn’t mean to do it.

“I’m not interested in any of them anymore, Hollis.  I promise.”  He drops his arm from around my shoulders and turns as he steps toward the open door of the frat house and holds his hands up.  “I’m a changed man.”

I snort out a laugh and shake my head.  I know he’s being serious about not being interested in other women, but I know he’s not entirely changed.  He wants Salem.  Fucking badly and he’ll use his charm to get her.

I can only hope he doesn’t try and leave me behind.

My thoughts must telegraph on my face, or he knows me too well, because the humor falls from my best friend’s face.  “It’s together or nothing.  She’s ours.”

I nod and take a deep breath before stepping into the far too crowded frat house.  I take stock of everything I see, and it looks standard for an after a win party.  It’s not just the people everywhere in U of M colors, it’s the alcohol flowing and the number of my teammates who are already here with people slapping their backs and congratulating them like we’re Vikings coming home after a fucking war.  It’s wild and I wouldn’t have it any other way, at least not tonight when I know Salem is here somewhere.

I can feel eyes on me and I’m afraid they belong to some girl who wants to get into my pants and not our girl until Slade slaps my chest and singsongs, “Found her.”

He doesn’t wait for me and starts to make a path through the throng of people and I’m quick to move right behind him, needing to get my eyes on Salem.  When we reach her, she has a beer can in her hand, a big smile on her face, and our numbers still on her cheeks.

“Gorgeous,” Slade exclaims and grabs her around the waist before hauling her against his chest and swinging her around.  The shriek of surprise she lets out is fucking adorable and garners more than a little attention even with how loud the party is around us.  “You’re really here,” he sounds relieved as he puts her down.

She beams up at him while rolling her eyes.  “I said I’d be here.”  She puffs up her chest and insists, “I’m a woman of my word.”

“We’re just glad you’re here,” I mumble as I lean into her and wrap her up in my arms.  I don’t swing her around, but I understand the desire to do so.  My entire body is buzzing with seeing her here right now.  “I hope we didn’t keep you waiting very long.”

Her arms wrap around my torso, and I fight the sigh that wants to come out of me.  Having her in my arms feels so fucking right.  “I haven’t been here long.  It’s a good thing I’ve been here long enough to drink most of my beer or that would have been a disaster,” she teases Slade as she peeks out from where her head is against my chest.

When I look at him, his grin is fucking huge on his face.  He moves and slips up behind our girl, his hands settling on her waist, and she jerks a little in my arms.  I loosen my hold a little, enough to allow her to only put a few inches of space between us.  I don’t want to let go of her completely.

Her eyes are wide as she looks up at me.  Everything in her is calling to me and I don’t hesitate to swoop down and kiss her lips softly.  The soft gasp she lets out is sexy as hell and she doesn’t even realize it.  I nip at her bottom lip before I straighten up and when I look down, I can see how Slade’s fingers have tightened on her hips.

He leans into her, his voice dropping to an octave I can barely hear over the party around us.  “We want you, Salem.  Both of us and we’re not going to fight over you.  You deserve to be worshipped and we’re the men who can do that.”

She looks over her shoulder at Slade, his face uncharacteristically serious as she studies him.  She turns to me and my heart thumps with the curiosity in her gaze.  “Both of you?”  I nod slowly.  Her nose scrunches up.  “Like some hot fling?”

“No,” I practically roar the word and it startles her.  I get control of myself and soften my voice, “No, baby girl, not a fling.  You’re worth so much more than a fling.”  I glance at Slade over our girl’s shoulder, and he gives me a nod.  I glance around the party and know this isn’t the place for this conversation.  “How about we get out of here?  I only want to celebrate with my best friend and our girl.”

Her cheeks pink when I call her ours and I can’t stop myself from kissing her lips quickly.  “Okay,” she breathes out and I stop myself from throwing her over my shoulder and running away with her.

Slade doesn’t seem to have the same control I do because the next thing I know, the beer Salem is holding drops to the floor, she’s draped over his shoulder, and he’s striding toward the door we walked through just moments before.  

“Get it, Parsons,” is yelled out behind us along with some cheering, but I don’t give a fuck.

We need to get our girl caught up to what we’ve known for a few weeks now and I won’t allow anything to get in the way of that.
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CHAPTER 5

SALEM

“Slade,” my voice comes out breathlessly from my spot slung over his shoulder, “put me down.”

The sound of this wild man slapping my ass surrounds us and I let out a yelp, but is it from surprise or how good it feels to have his hands on me?  I’m not even sure anymore.

I’ve spent the last two weeks trying to stuff down how attracted I am to both men.  I can’t even explain it because it doesn’t make a lot of sense.  They’re so different, both in looks and personality, but they complement each other.  And their friendship is kind of adorable, in a rough and tumble kind of way.

I can’t believe how long I spent talking to them the other night.  I realized something valuable—I had judged them in the same way I’ve been judged before.  I made assumptions about who they are based on rumors and the fact that they both play football.  Hollis is more serious than I would have thought, and he’s smart as hell, which was clear after working on our project for only a little while.

Slade is the one who surprised me even more.  He’s a flirt, there’s no surprise there, but there’s a sweetness to him I wasn’t expecting to find.  There’s also a brotherhood between them which has nothing to do with the football field and everything to do with their past.

I listened with a smile on my face as they talked about some of the trouble they got into while growing up, a lot of it instigated by Slade.  Not shocking.  The way they smiled and reminisced while asking me questions about myself and sharing little pieces of who they are warmed my heart in a way I’ve never experienced before.

I figured we were building a friendship.  Now, though, as I stare at Slade’s firm ass, I think I might have gotten that part wrong.  Maybe we were building something more?

There’s a heat in both of their gazes when they look at me sometimes.  I’ve dismissed it, but I couldn’t tonight when they came up to me and both looked so fucking excited to see me.  That heat turned almost feral when they saw their numbers on my cheeks.  It made my nipples harden in my bra and the way Slade was holding me, his grip possessive, wasn’t helping matters.

I think I’ve developed a little bit of a crush on them and I’m afraid it’s a dangerous thing.  Two men.  It’s not the norm for sure.  Do I think it’s wrong?  Hell no.  I know there are some people Griffin has hung around before where two men are married to the same woman, and it works for them.

Would it work for me?  I’ve never considered it before.

I’m lost in thought until I’m righted and slide down the front of Slade’s hard body.  When I look around, I find myself in their apartment and monarchs take flight in my tummy.  That hungry look is still in their eyes, and it does something to me.  It makes me feel reckless.  It makes me want to throw caution to the wind and give into what the looks they’re giving me offer.

Passion.

Fire.

Love?

That last one might be a stretch, but the first two are on point and I want it.  I crave it.  Them.  I crave them.

My voice is timid, “What’s going on?”

Hollis steps forward slightly and takes my cheeks in his large hands, making me feel small and safe at the same time.  “We want you,” his voice is a low rumble which shoots through my body and lights me up inside.  “Salem, tell us you want us too,” he pleads.

I tear my gaze away from his pleading brown eyes, still filled with lust and want, to find Slade’s gray orbs filled with determination.  I swallow hard to try to tame the lust coursing through me.  “You want me?  Both of you?”

“Yeah, gorgeous,” Slade smirks, “isn’t it obvious?”

I shake my head slowly, barely registering it as Hollis leads me to the couch and pulls me down on his lap while Slade sits next to us, his hand running down my back.  My body arches and I stifle a moan, their hands on me feels fucking amazing.  Better than it really should.

Slade leans into me, burying his face in the crook of my neck and kissing the sensitive place right under my earlobe.  “Don’t stop yourself from moaning for us, Salem,” he demands.  “We want to hear you.”

“Slade,” there’s a warning in Hollis’ voice, one Slade ignores with a lopsided grin as he pulls away from me slightly.  Hollis looks at me, his eyes burning with emotions I’ve only dreamed of having directed at me.  I might not be a virgin, but this is a level of sexual need and temptation I’ve never experienced before.  Hollis clears his throat, but his voice still comes out as a husky rasp, “Yes, both of us want you.”  

He glances at Slade who is nodding emphatically.  I can’t help but giggle and some of the tension, which was starting to become suffocating, dissipates.

“I guess being between two hunky football players wouldn’t be a horrible way to spend a night,” there’s a teasing lilt to my voice as I try and put some distance between my heart and my body.

If my heart were in charge right now, I would be in major trouble.  That damn organ would want hearts, flowers, undying devotion, and a cheese plate.  Wait, the last one might be my stomach talking.  Still, you can’t go wrong with brie.

My body knows we will be explosive together.  Knows these men will be able to take me to heights I’ve only imagined or have read about in the steamiest of romances.  Knows it could never be more than that.

My heart isn’t so sure that there can’t be more.  Then there’s my brain which stopped functioning the moment Slade’s hand came down on my ass and still hasn’t rebooted completely.

Hollis grips my chin and turns my head toward him, his brown eyes intense and boring into the deepest parts of me.  “No,” his voice is gruff, “we want much more than one night with you Salem.  You’re ours and neither of us have ever said or felt that way about a woman before.”

My voice is shaky as I tear my eyes away from Hollis to look at Slade, finding the same intensity, and back again, “Yours?”

“I’ll prove it to you,” Hollis murmurs right before his lips capture mine.

I gasp, his lips are a lot softer than I thought they would be.  He kisses me like he wants me to believe, like he wants to never let me go.  When he deepens the kiss, I’m lost in a sea of bliss, lightning bugs flashing in a meadow of pleasure I’ve barely explored.  I feel hands on me and, realizing they belong to Slade, a moan slips from my lips.

Hollis swallows down the sound, a growl coming from the back of his throat.  Slade’s fingers grip my hair, and he grunts before he pulls me away from his best friend and angles my face toward him before plundering my lips in a way that leaves me wanting to never wake up from this dream.  Because it must be a dream.  Right?

It has to be.

It’s too good.

It’s too right.

“Please,” I moan when he pulls back from the kiss, the word slipping from my lips even though I’m not entirely sure what I’m asking for.

Hollis stands up quickly with me in his arms and strides toward one of their rooms, a place in their apartment I haven’t been to before.  “Don’t worry baby girl, we’ll take care of you,” he promises.

Considering how neat the room we step inside is, it must belong to Hollis.  I’m a little surprised to find a king size bed, but, considering how big both men are, it makes sense.  The moment Hollis puts me down, Slade comes up behind me and presses his front against my back, his hands toying with the hem of the U of M sweatshirt I’m wearing.

I hold my arms above my head and the chuckle that comes from Slade is depraved and sexy as fuck.  I stare into Hollis’ eyes as Slade pulls my sweatshirt off, leaving me in my leggings and a lacy bra.  The groan of appreciation that comes out of both men has me squirming.

Slade’s hands go right to my ass, kneading the round globes, as Hollis cups my tits in his hands, squeezing and plucking at my already hard nipples.  My head falls back against Slade’s shoulder as I start to pant.

My bra disappears like this is a Vegas fucking magic show and calloused hands start to pull down my leggings.  I reach back and grip Slade’s shirt, giving it a tug, since it’s Hollis who is peeling off the rest of my clothes.

“You want me to take off my clothes, gorgeous?”  I can hear the smile in his voice, “I don’t mind at all.”

“I think you guys have me at a disadvantage,” I admit as Hollis crouches in front of me and pulls my leggings free of my body.  I look down at him and watch the way he slowly takes in my body.  My eyes drift close when Slade reaches around and pinches one of my nipples through the lace of my bra.  “Or maybe I’m underdressed.”

Hollis stands up and reaches back, pulling the shirt he’s wearing off his body in a way that has my thighs clenching together.  When he unbuckles his jeans, I can’t tear my eyes away.  Hollis reaches for me, pulling me against his chest and the heat of Slade’s body isn’t pressed against me anymore.  I can hear fabric moving and then the sound of a belt hitting the floor which makes me shiver.

Before I can process it, I’m pressed between two warm bodies, their skin scorching me and making me moan.  The length of Slade’s cock is like a brand against my lower back as he whispers in my ear, “I think you’re overdressed now, Salem.  Should Hollis pull that pretty lace thing down your legs?”  I make a whimpering sound and nod as Hollis leaves open mouth kisses all over my chest.  “No, I think,” Slade pauses as he tears the sides of my thong away and sighs, “that’s better.”

I’m floating on a wave of pleasure and hands and mouths and touch until I find myself on my knees hovering over Hollis’ hips, his brown eyes looking up at me, a condom already rolled down his length.  

“Do you want this?”  His voice is rough, almost broken with need, “You better be sure because once we do this, there won’t be any going back.  You’ll be ours.  Our girl.  It won’t always be easy; we have to be gone some weekends and practice is a beast.  But we’ll always come home, and we’ll always let you know how much we cherish you.”

Slade is kneeling at my back as he runs his nose up the length of my neck, moving my hair so it drapes over the opposite shoulder.  “He’s right,” he whispers against my skin.  “We’ll be yours just as much as you’re ours.  I can promise you that.”

I turn slightly and meet Slade’s gray gaze.  I can easily believe Hollis would be faithful, but Slade has a very different reputation on campus.  I don’t see a hint of deception in his eyes, only vulnerability and the need for me to believe him, the need for me to take a chance.

“I want you,” I glance between them to make sure they know I’m talking to both of them.  “Are you sure you want me?”

Hollis pulls me down onto his cock, filling me in one movement and I gasp while arching my back, letting Slade take my weight.  The way Slade’s fingers dig into my hips is sexy as fuck.  He helps me move up and down his best friend’s length and I’ve never felt sexier.

Slade’s voice is breathless, but still cocky as hell, “Does that answer your question?”

I nod, I think, as I give myself over to the feeling of riding Hollis.  His dick is thick and feels fucking perfect inside of me, he stretches me just right and every time he thrusts upward, it feels like I can’t take a breath.  I moan as my nails dig into the firm chest of the quarterback underneath me and I know I won’t last long.

I’ve never been one to get off easily, but something about being between these two men does something to me.  It makes me feel bold.  Brave.  Beautiful.

“I’m going to love watching you fall apart for Hollis before I bury myself deep inside your pussy,” Slade whispers against my neck, kissing and nipping at my skin between words and sending me to the edge with the mix of his dirty talk and the feeling of being filled by Hollis.

“Fuck,” I groan, “need…please.”

Slade’s hands drift up my ribcage to grab my tits, rolling my nipples between his fingers, while Hollis grips my hips and controls my movements, meeting my body with his own thrusts.  The way it feels having both of their hands on me is like electricity sliding along my skin and sinking into my body.  I want more.  I crave it.  I need it.  Them.

“You’re going to come all over my cock and squeeze me so damn good.  Aren’t you, Salem?”  Hollis lets out a harsh breath, his eyes burning, almost too much to look at.  My eyes drift close and he snarls, “Open your eyes and look at me.”  My eyes snap open and he grunts, “Come and milk my cock, baby girl.”

He flicks my clit with his finger after letting go of one of my hips as I continue to bounce up and down on his dick.  It’s too much for me to take.  My body freezes and my vision goes white, except for his dark brown eyes, those I can see no matter what else is happening around us.  I come hard, the walls of my pussy squeezing him and begging him to join me.

The moan that comes from the depths of his soul as he stills and his warm cum fills the condom has my pussy clamping down harder on his length.  I shiver in Slade’s arms, the euphoria of being so high starting to seep out of me and leaving me feeling bereft.  I don’t like it.  I don’t like it at all.

Everything in me is screaming to chase the peak, the high, the feeling of bliss, again.  Not having it and the feeling slowly leeching from my blood has me on the verge of panic.

“Don’t worry, gorgeous,” Slade whispers against the shell of my ear and then nips me there, “I’m not done with you yet.”

Relief.

Pure fucking relief flows through me and then I’m being pulled off Hollis’ cock and turned around.  Slade’s grey eyes bore into mine and I wrap my arms around his neck, my fingers digging into the solid muscles of his back.  He’s kneeling on the bed, and I wrap my legs around his waist, giving myself over to him.

Hollis is panting as he moves to bracket my back.  I don’t know when Slade put it on, but I look down to find his cock—just as thick and gorgeous as his best friend’s, but with a slight bend to it—covered in a bright pink condom.  I can’t help myself and giggle softly at the sight of his hard length covered in neon pink latex.

Slade arches an eyebrow.  “Brace, Salem,” is the only warning I get before I’m impaled on his entire shaft, my back arching and my body humming, already moving toward the pleasure I crave in the deepest parts of me.

Hollis’s hands start to roam over my body, leaving goosebumps in their wake, as I stare into Slade’s eyes and move my hips as much as I can to meet his movements.  He uses his grip on my body as well as his own hips to fuck me.  Faster and harder with every thrust.

We’re racing toward something I know is going to change everything.

I’m not afraid of it and by the look on his face, neither is he.

“Watching you fuck my best friend is a lot hotter than I thought it would be,” Hollis rasps against my neck, nipping my skin there, the sensation zinging through me.

“She was made to be between us,” Slade growls.

I want to scream out about how much I agree with him, but I can’t.  I can’t.  I can only gasp and moan, whimper and whine.  Every sound that comes out of me sounds like a plea.

For more.

For everything.

For pleasure.

For love.

I moan their names and the feral glint in Slade’s eyes tells me I don’t need to form words.  He can feel it.  The way Hollis touches me tells me he can feel it too.

Everything moves faster—his hips, his hands, my heart.  Faster and harder.  Harder and more.  So much fucking more.

When I’m right there on the edge, teetering, wanting to fall over and for this never to end, Slade leans in and kisses me hard, stealing my breath and the last of my sanctified control.

I come with their names singing in my heart and no words forming on my lips.  I cling to Slade and barely hear his growl of pleasure, but I can feel the way his cum fills the condom he’s wearing, and it only makes me wish it wasn’t there.

My eyes drift closed and there’s no way I’ll be able to peel them open again.  I’m spent, but I know they’ll take care of me, and I know they’ll be there in the morning when I wake up.

At least, I hope they will be.  I want them to be.
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CHAPTER 6

SLADE

I can’t wipe the grin off my face as I’m surrounded by my teammates and we’re preparing to go out onto the field and crush whoever dared to come into our house thinking they might win today.  There’s no fucking way they’re going to win.  Not today.

I start to stretch out my back, my grin only widening as I think about Salem being out in the stands and cheering for us for the second week in a row.  It’s a damn good feeling and everything in me wants to hold onto it.  I want to hold onto her.

It’s a strange feeling since it’s not something I’ve ever really experienced before.  Women, while I enjoyed being around them and having sex with them, were replaceable.  There is nothing replaceable about Salem.  I can’t describe it or put my finger on why, it’s just a feeling, one I know not to ignore.

She was so fucking cute the morning after our winning game last weekend at home.  I was already awake next to her, just watching her sleep, when her blue eyes popped open.  They were big and full of surprise as if she’d just remembered where she was and what had happened the night before.

Hell, I’m pretty sure I slept with a smile on my face all night while visiting her in my dreams.  Having her between us was everything I thought it was going to be and so much more.

I also knew it wasn’t going to be easy because she was going to try and push me and Hollis away because of who we are on campus.  We told her we wanted her, for more than one night, but I knew it was going to take more than words to convince her of the truth.

She’s it for me.  She’s it for Hollis.  I would have never thought I would find the woman for me or that I would share her with my best friend, but meeting Salem changed everything.

When her wide eyes met mine, she let out a startled sound as she sat up quickly.  Her sudden movement made the sheet we had pulled over the three of us fall to her waist and bare her perfect tits to my gaze.  I tried not to look, but I couldn’t stop myself from glancing at them.

I saw the way Hollis’ arm tightened around her waist, but he didn’t move and I’m not sure if it was to stop her from being even more freaked out or if it was because he was still asleep.  Not like it mattered.  I wasn’t going to let Salem run away from us.

“Morning, gorgeous,” I whispered as I reached out and tucked some of her honey-colored hair back behind her ear.

“Morning?”  Her greeting came out more like a question than anything else and it was adorable as hell.  “I, um,” she paused as she franticly started to look around the room, “I should probably get going.”

“Nope,” I popped the p as I deflected her attempt to leave so soon.  Her eyes fell on me again and narrowed.  It made my cock even harder for her; her fire is fucking sexy as hell.  “We have today off from training and all things football.  We’re going to take you out to breakfast and spend the day together.”

She crossed her arms across her chest, pushing her delicious tits up and making it even harder for me not to stare at them, as she sassed me, “What if I have plans for the day?  I might have work to do.”

I shrugged one shoulder.  “Then we could go by your place and grab what you need so you can study or do whatever here.”

“He’s not going to give up,” Hollis rasped from the other side of her, and she let out a startled scream, not realizing he was listening to our conversation.  His voice was full of amusement as he backed me up, “And we are spending the day together.  You’re not going to run away from this, Salem, and neither are we.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she scoffed.  “I’m not running away.”

He sat up slowly and ran his fingers through his dark hair.  I ran my hand over my much shorter buzz cut knowing full well my hair wouldn’t be out of place—it was too short for all that.  He pinned her with a look which called her out on her bullshit, and I snorted out a laugh.

With a huff her shoulders deflated, and she pouted.  It was fucking adorable, and I couldn’t help but lean over and nip at her bottom lip.  She gasped and I kissed her gently.  When I pulled back, Hollis had his arms around her and was kissing along her shoulder.

“As much as I’d rather ravish our girl, we need to feed her, and we need to eat.”  I patted my abs which pulled Salem’s eyes there and it was clear she appreciated what she saw.  “We burned a lot of calories at the game before claiming our girl so good that she passed the fuck out.”

Salem’s cheeks heated, but Hollis wouldn’t let her be embarrassed.  He barked out a laugh and then stood up, scooping her up in his arms and carrying her into the bathroom with him.  Her weak arguments about not having clothes weren’t going to work on us considering we had ordered a few things for her which were already waiting.  We wanted to be prepared and the way her eyes lit up when we handed her fresh, new clothes with all the tags attached, made me want to kiss her until neither of us could breathe.

We’ve been spending a lot of time together since last weekend and I couldn’t be happier about it.  I don’t think I’ve ever smiled this much or had better practices.  I always pushed aside the thought of being with one woman because I figured it would be a distraction.  I’m finding she fuels me instead of stifles me.

I want to be a better man for her.  I want to be a better player to make her proud of me.  I want to make her smile and laugh.  I want to know that she’s happy and taken care of.  And I want to do all of that with my best friend, knowing we’re stronger and better together.

I’m jostled back to the present and find Simmons, one of the guys on the O-line with me, staring at me with amusement in his eyes.  He shakes his head and smirks.  “Whatever pussy you’ve been getting for the last week, I want in on it.  You’ve been a damn beast out there during practice and just now you looked a million miles away.  Was it the chick hanging over your shoulder at last week’s party?  You done with her?  I want a turn.”

I move without even thinking about it, shoving him back into the lockers behind him.  Hollis is next to me almost instantly, but I don’t look at him.  “You better shut your fucking mouth, Simmons.  That’s our girl you’re talking about,” I seethe, my words barely recognizable as I growl them.

Hollis grips my shoulder, his voice low, “I’m sure Simmons didn’t know any better and thought he was being a comedian.”

When I glance at Hollis, preparing myself to lay into him for defending this asshole, I find him staring at our teammate with a fire in his eyes which I normally only see out on the field.  There’s a warning there and I know he’s only trying to diffuse the situation because we have a game.

“Holy shit,” Simmons breathes out.  He raises his hands, probably because he sees the murderous intent in my eyes.  If only I could follow through on it.  “I didn’t know, man.  I didn’t know she was anything serious.”  He looks between me and Hollis.  “She’s with both of you?”  I narrow my eyes and grunt which has him backtracking, “None of my business, I get it.  Won’t happen again.”

I let go of him slowly, kind of fucking hating it, but also understanding why I need to.  It’s going to take the people in my life, the ones who have seen me go through women like it’s nothing, to get up to speed with the fact that I only want to be with Salem.  Fucking hell, it came as a surprise to me as well, but I haven’t had a second thought about it since the moment I saw her.

Then to get her between us?  To hear her sweet moans?  To get to see her basking in bliss and trust us with her body as we earn bits of her soul?  I’m a fucking goner and I know it.

“Save it for the field,” Hollis murmurs.  “You can take off some guy’s head out there.”

I bark out a laugh and nod before going back to getting ready for the game.  I don’t feel quite as bright and shiny as I did before Simmons opened his fucking mouth.  Something is sinking inside of me, and I think it’s the realization that this won’t be the last time I’ll be defending myself and our girl.

Salem will probably be put in a position to defend me as well.  Or be faced with one, or more, of the women I’ve taken to bed before.  I can hardly remember them now.  They’re like whisps of smoke in the past and I don’t give a single fuck about them to even try and remember.

That doesn’t mean they don’t remember me.

“Everything okay?”  Bodhi’s question has me turning toward him.  He assesses me closely as I give him a curt nod.  “Sure,” he doesn’t sound convinced.  “I don’t know what’s going on, but you need to get your head in the game.”

I sigh.  “I know.  I was just fine until he started talking shit about our girl.”

“Is she going to be here today?”

“She is,” I admit, and a little bit of that light starts to shine inside of me again.

He smirks, “I figured with the way you were floating around here and not paying attention.”  He gives me a weighted look.  “Just don’t forget what you’re here to do.  I don’t want you to get hurt because you’re not paying attention.  I like you and all, Slade, but I don’t want to spend more time with you than I have to.”

I chuckle and roll my eyes before flipping him off.  “Yeah, I hear you.  I’m not going to lose my focus.”  I wink at him.  “Gotta impress our girl.”

“Whatever you need to tell yourself,” He teases me.  He shakes his head.  “You need anything from me?  How are you feeling?”

“Ready to kick some ass,” I tell him honestly.

He chuckles as he walks away to wrap something somewhere, I’m sure.  He’s a good guy and he’s damn good at his job.  The team trusts him and he’s always looking out for us.  He’s been a little off, though, and I’m only slightly curious about what has been going on with him.

I can’t worry about it now because I need to be focused on what is about to go down on the field.  This year is so fucking important and not just because Salem is out there watching.  We’ve had people watching us from the NFL for a few years, but this year it means so much more.

Hollis and I aren’t the only ones wanting to be drafted this spring.  I don’t know what is going to happen, but the thought of being drafted and not being with Hollis is something I haven’t let myself worry about.  Not until Salem came into our lives.

I don’t know how we’re going to swing it, but we need to go to the same place.  Then we’ll convince our girl to come with us.  I can only hope we get drafted somewhere she’s interested in being.  She talks a lot about going back to Denver which is where she grew up and it’s where her brother is.  I’d be more than fucking happy going to the Denver Mustangs, but we’ll just have to see.

But, before any of that can happen, we need to go out and crush it out there on the gridiron.  Then we’ll take Salem home and show her just how much her support means to us.
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CHAPTER 7

SALEM

After spending another weekend with my guys, something was screaming in me that it was all too good to be true.  I’ve been spending a lot of time with them, as much as we could manage between our schedules, especially theirs.

Then there are the games I’ve gone to.  I can’t deny that they’re exciting as hell, but people are noticing.  Having amazing seats for the last two games because I used tickets from the players’ reserved section didn’t help.  On top of that, having both of my men’s numbers on my cheeks made everyone question who I was and what my relationship was with Slade and Hollis.

I could feel the stares at the games, and I’ve heard the whispers around me over the last few weeks.  We haven’t gone out in public a lot, so right now there’s just a lot of speculation.  It’s almost too much.

I decided I needed a few days to myself.  I haven’t ghosted my guys, not completely, but I’ve deflected and told them I’ve been busy when I really wasn’t.  I feel badly about it, but it also needed to happen.

Everything between us has been intense, especially since giving them my body.  I don’t regret it and they seem so damn sincere.  I’m just not sure if it’s a good idea for me to give them my heart.  At least not without making sure it won’t get crushed in the process.

The thing is, I’ve missed them the last few days as I’ve avoided them.  I’ve missed the way Hollis runs his fingers through my hair when I’m snuggled between them on the couch.  I’ve missed the way Slade wiggles his eyebrows at me comically to get me to laugh.  He always succeeds.  I’ve missed the way they both look at me as if I’m the most beautiful woman they’ve ever seen.

Not only have I missed them, but I had it on my calendar to get with Hollis tonight to work on our project.  We’re almost done, at least with the script.  We’ll still have some time to work on the performance part.  Tension isn’t just about the setting, the characters, or the words.  It can all go out the window if it’s not performed well.

I knock on the door to Hollis and Slade’s apartment, unsure of what I’m going to find when the door swings open.  I haven’t ignored them, we’ve texted a little bit, but it hasn’t been the same.  Will they feel like I abandoned them?  Will they have given up on me?

It feels silly to even be worried about it, but I am.  I don’t want them to feel like I ghosted them.  I want them, I’m surer now than I was, but I’m still scared.  It’s hard to be vulnerable and let in one person, but I need to let in two people.  It’s even worse.

What if it doesn’t work out?  I already know my guys own a part of me I’ll never be able to get back.  If this doesn’t work out, I’m not sure who I’ll be.

All the dreams I’ve been harboring—of going home to Denver and being back in my brother’s life with the hope of finding a little theater looking for me to be part of the team—might not mean as much when I achieve them if I don’t have these men in my life.  It’s a scary thought.

When the door swings open, I look up into Slade’s eyes and see relief there.  I’m not sure why he’s relieved, but before I can ask, I’m pulled against his very hard and muscular chest while he buries his head in the space where my neck and shoulder meet.  I can’t help but wrap my arms around him on instinct.

“Don’t do that again, gorgeous,” he mutters against my skin.

I keep my voice low, the moment between us feeling like a bubble I don’t want to pop; not just yet anyway, “Do what?”

“Stay away,” there’s a thread of pain lacing through his words.  “I didn’t like it.  Hollis didn’t like it even though he was trying to be strong.  If you need some space, we can give you some of it, but from the next room and not for so long.”

I almost laugh at how silly the notion is of giving me space, but only from one room away, but there’s something about the way Slade is clutching my body against his that stops me.  I don’t want to make light of the situation or his feelings.

“Stop pawing at her,” Hollis demands from behind Slade.  “She’s here to work.”

When Slade lets go of me, I look around him to find Hollis watching me, his eyes guarded in a way I haven’t seen since the semester first started.  Only now do I realize it’s a look I’ve seen on him before, almost like he is keeping himself apart to protect himself.  Recognizing it sends a pang through my entire fucking body.  I don’t want him to look at me like that.  I don’t want him to feel like he has to be careful around me for his own sake.

But isn’t that what I’ve been doing?  Can I blame him for doing the same?

He’s told me about how he hasn’t let a lot of people in because he hasn’t been able to trust their intentions.  I know it hurt him, the way people have tried to use him, but I still kept my distance for the last few days.

It wasn’t because of his status as king of The Kings, though.  It was all out of fear.

I didn’t know my sexy football quarterback god was capable of fear, but it’s clear as day while I move around Slade and position myself to stand toe-to-toe with Hollis.  “Hi,” I whisper and give the man in front of me a small smile.

“We should get to work,” his voice is a little gruff, but not unkind.  “I don’t want to keep you if you have more work to get done or other things you need to do.”

I nod slowly and swallow hard, trying to dislodge the lump in my throat.  I know we need to do the work and we should do that first.  I know it, but I hate the way he’s avoiding this and avoiding me.

When Hollis turns toward the small dining table where he’s already set up, it feels like part of my heart goes with him.  Maybe it does.  Maybe it was already too late to keep all the pieces of myself because these men stole them without me even realizing it.

When did that happen?  How could I not have noticed it?  Do I even want those bits of myself back?

No.  I don’t think I do.

Slade slides his hand down my back and leans closer to me, lowering his voice to make it so only I can hear him, “He’s been kind of a mess, but don’t let it bother you.  He’s scared of losing you.”

I look up into Slade’s eyes and wonder aloud, “You aren’t?”

“No, gorgeous,” Slade winks at me, “I know who you belong to.  I’m not scared of losing you because I won’t let that happen.  Neither will Hollis once he realizes you’re just as scared as he is.”

Damn this man.  How the fuck is he capable of reading me so well?

I hate it and love it.

Slade guides me into a chair at the table before he slips off to the living room where I hear the low murmur of voices coming from the television in there.  I look at Hollis, but before I can say anything to him, he clears his throat and starts talking.  “We’re almost done with the dialogue, and I think it’s shaping up really good.  We just need to finish the scene and then try it out to see what is and isn’t working.”

I nod, having a hard time finding my voice for some reason.  I’m not expecting Hollis to throw me a life preserver, but he does when he reaches over, places his hand over mine, and gives a squeeze.  The contact is enough, it gives me hope that I haven’t ruined everything between us.

We put our heads together and get the work done to finish up the script.  This whole project has gone a lot smoother than I thought it would.  I feel bad that I assumed Hollis wouldn’t put in the work because he plays football.  He’s been an amazing partner for this assignment.

He’d be an amazing partner in all ways.  He’s shown you who he is.

I sigh loudly as I sit back in my chair, my mind no longer letting me work through my emotions and instead shoving them in my face.  Hollis chuckles softly and I look up to find his brown eyes taking me in, there’s a softness in the way he’s looking at me, one which goes straight to my heart.  Who wouldn’t fall for this man?

Is it the best idea I’ve ever had?  Especially when it also involves his best friend?  I don’t know, but I don’t want to lose out on something that could be amazing either.

I’ve always been one to find adventure in the mundane, in the little things that make life great, while also pushing against the confines of my comfort zone.  I’m the first person in my family to go to college.  I got out on stage for the first time, years ago now, even though I was scared and certain my heart was going to beat so hard it would wind up on stage taking a bow instead of me.

Yet, with these men I’m willing to run and hide from them?

“That was an awfully deep sigh, baby girl,” Hollis’ voice cuts through my thoughts.  “You want to tell us why you’ve been avoiding us for the last few days?”

I open my mouth and then snap it closed when Hollis stands up, picks me up in his strong arms, and makes his way into the living room.  Slade perks up from where he’s lounging on the couch, his eyes bouncing between me and his best friend.  There’s a predatory glint in Slade’s grey eyes that has my nipples standing up while the rest of my body takes a keen interest as well.

“You guys get your work done?”  Hollis nods at Slade’s question who claps his hands together before rubbing them together, a gleeful expression taking over his face.  “Now we’re going to get to the bottom of why our woman has been icing us out?”

Hollis plops me down in the middle of the couch before sitting down in the last empty spot and I’m sandwiched between the men who I haven’t been able to stop thinking about even though I wasn’t around them.  I scoff and glare at Slade, trying to maintain some sort of composure.

“I wasn’t icing you out,” I insist.

Hollis makes a humming sound before countering my deflection, “You were making up any excuse you could think of to avoid hanging out with us for days.  How long would it have continued if we didn’t already have our project time scheduled?”

I feel heat rising up my neck and over my cheeks—a mixture of embarrassment and being called out on my shit because that’s exactly what Hollis and Slade are doing.  I let out another long-winded sigh and when I look at Hollis, I find him trying to hide a grin.  Slade isn’t even trying to hide it.

It does make me feel better that Hollis isn’t being as cold as he was when I first got here.  He’s trying.  I need to do the same.  I need to own what I want and not be scared of it.  Even when it’s hard.  Especially when it’s hard.

“I wasn’t icing you guys out or ignoring you.  I texted you back.”  Slade arches an eyebrow and I huff out a breath before sticking my tongue out at him which makes him chuckle.  How it can be such a manly sound and turn me on so much, I’ll never know.  “Fine,” I groan, “but I really wasn’t trying to ignore you.  I just needed a few days.  Everything has been intense, and I need to be able to breathe.”

“I can understand that.”  Slade leans toward me and captures his face in my hands.  “You need to know, though, we were miserable without you even for a few days.  We need you.”

“He’s right,” Hollis whispers as he sweeps my hair over one of my shoulders and kisses my neck.  “We missed you so damn much, baby girl.  Don’t leave us again,” his words are a plea.  “Give us a real chance.”

They unlock something inside of me.  I don’t want to be without these men even though I don’t know what is going to happen next.  I don’t know whether it’ll be forever or not, but I hope it will be.

Instead of giving them words, I lean forward and kiss Slade hard.  I’ll gladly give myself over to these men and the passion they promise.  I know it’ll blow my mind and leave me breathless.
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CHAPTER 8

HOLLIS

It’s been a few weeks since Salem let us in completely and it’s been beyond my highest expectations.  I could say it’s because I’ve been playing better than I ever have before, which is true, but that’s not where my happiest memories live.  Not even a little bit.

It’s all because of her.  Because of our girl.

She brings something into my life, and Slade’s life, we didn’t even realize we were missing.  She’s real in a way we can’t ignore or forget.  She’s genuine and has a light in her soul I want to lean into and cherish.

I don’t know how she weaved her magic around me and my best friend, but she did, and I see no reason to question it.  Not now.  I doubt I’ll ever have a reason to question how good it is to have her in our lives.

We’ve been working on our project, which is coming along, and spending a lot of time together when we aren’t in class, she isn’t working in the theater department on a production, and Slade and I aren’t at practice.  It’s busy, I won’t deny it, but it doesn’t feel like everything is too heavy and it did before Salem came into our lives.

I was so damn focused on football and my future that I forgot about living in the moment.  She reminds me the journey is important, no matter where I end up.  I need to appreciate it and, because I value all the time I spend with her, I find myself finding joy in everyday things I barely registered before.

Something simple like going grocery shopping, even though we get recognized, stopped, and talked to a lot.  I used to hate having to plaster a smile on my face and shake hands or sign something, since everyone in town seems to know us, but I don’t anymore.  Not when Salem gets the cutest fucking smile on her face every time it happens.

I want her to look at me and see a good man, one who took the time to be kind to others even when all I wanted to do is get home and wrap her up in my arms.

Today it feels like so much is coming to a head because it’s the last few minutes on the board during our Homecoming game and we’re in the lead.  All the defense needs to do is shut down any attempt being made to get down the field.  I already know I won’t have the chance to get back out there, but I’ve already done my job.

I glance behind me and find Salem in the stands where she sits in the section reserved for the family and friends of the players.  It’s become her seat since this thing has started between us and I couldn’t be happier to know where to find her every home game.  She’s clapping and cheering, our numbers displayed proudly on her cheeks.

There have been some whispers on campus, but no one has been stupid enough to approach her and make her feel bad.  At least, not that I know of.  If it’s happened, she hasn’t said anything, but, then again, we’ve been keeping to ourselves.

It has nothing to do with shame and everything to do with the need to be around her all the time and to be alone.  It’s hard as fuck to keep my hands off her and Slade is the same way.  Not that our blue-eyed temptress seems to mind.

The roar of the crowd increases and I look back at the field to find the other team getting ready to snap the ball.  With how loud the stadium is, you’d think our fans are going to win this game for us by sheer force of will.  They wouldn’t be entirely wrong to think they have a hand in it.  The crowd can pump you up and be a distraction to the visiting team.  It’s psychological warfare at its best.

The ball is snapped, and the clock starts ticking down.  Our defensive line does exactly what it’s supposed to do and shuts down the other team.  Time seems to slow as the quarterback is sacked and I glance at the clock to find the time running out as a loud buzzer goes off.  They were going to try for a long pass, in the hopes of making it into the end zone, but there was no way we were going to allow it.

I knew it.

The team knew it.

Everyone in the stands knew it.

We won’t lose in our house during our homecoming game.  No fucking way in hell.

I love that homecoming usually lands around Halloween and this year is no different.  Halloween is tomorrow night, but the entire campus will be celebrating tonight and now we have even more reason to celebrate.

It’s pure fucking pandemonium on the sidelines as our victory flows through the players and coaching staff.  I turn and look at Salem to find her already looking at me with a big smile on her face.  When Slade steps up next to me, she blows us both kisses and I point to her before tapping my chest right where my heart is.

She makes every win better and I look over at Slade to see that he’s mirroring my actions.  Our girl must know she owns us and our hearts completely.  Her smile manages to grow bigger, lighting her up from the inside out.

Slade throws an arm over my shoulders, both of us knowing we have to do some interviews and then get back to the locker room.  We also know our girl will be waiting for us outside because we’ve gotten her on the list for security and they know her now.

It’s a flurry of activity, but I barely register any of it until I’m all fucking done and sling my bag over my shoulder.  Slade smirks, his voice teasing, “You seem eager as fuck, man.  I wonder why.”

“You want to see what kind of sexy as hell Halloween costume our girl is going to wear just as much as me,” I fire back at him which causes him to bark out a laugh and raise his hands in surrender.

I’m not fucking wrong, and we both know it.

Connors, a big fucker from the defensive line, the same one who sacked the other team’s quarter back is close to us.  He’s normally pretty quiet, except after a win, especially when he can get his giant paws on the other team’s quarterback.

“You guys will be at the party, right?”  His voice is practically vibrating with excitement.

Slade reaches out and punches his shoulder before crowing, “You know it.  Our girl got some costumes together.  We can’t miss the Phi Zeta Halloween party.  This year is going to be epic.”

Connors snorts out a laugh, eyeing us.  “You let your girl pick out your costumes?”

I shrug one shoulder.  “She’s a theater major, who better to be in charge of costumes?”

Slade looks up at the ceiling and adjusts his dick in his pants, his words coming out like a prayer, “Please let her have picked out something incredibly sexy for herself.”

I scoff and slap the back of his head.  “I don’t want other fuckers to be looking at her like that.”

Slade’s eyes snap down to mine and his eyebrows furrow together.  “Fuck,” he groans, “you’re right.”  He looks back up toward the heavens.  “Please let her be covered from head to toe like a fucking nun.”

Connors lets out a booming laugh and I just shake my head at my best friend before pulling him out of the locker room.  The moment we step through the doors, I look down the hallway and see Salem stand upright from where she’s been leaning against the wall.  I drop my bag just as our girl starts to sprint in our direction.

Slade chuckles as Salem launches herself at me and I catch her easily.  The way it feels to have her legs wrap around my waist is better than winning the game tonight.  She runs her fingers through my still wet hair, her smile wide and welcoming.

Slade drops his bag as well and steps up to her back, pressing her curves between us as she gushes, “That was a fucking awesome game.  You guys were beasts out there.”

Slade buries his face in her neck and mutters, “We’ll show you beasts later, gorgeous.”

She giggles, the sound going straight to my cock.  “Nope,” she protests and pops the p.  When Slade jerks back from her and makes a pained sound, she rolls her eyes and acquiesces, “At least not until after the party.”

I kiss our girl, taking her lips softly until she twists her hand in my shirt, everything in her begging me for more.  When I put her back down, Slade spins her and kisses her, his kiss is more aggressive, and I can understand why.  Watching her kiss my best friend is hot as hell and it’s hard to contain myself when he gets her lips first.

I can see the reluctance written all over Slade’s face when he releases her.  The man even pouts which has Salem laughing and pinching his bottom lip.  As we make our way away from the stadium and toward our apartment, we’re all smiles and laughter, stolen caresses and chaste kisses.

The moment we step inside, Salem is practically bouncing on her toes in excitement.  “I’ve put your costumes in Slade’s room.  I’m going to get changed in Hollis’ room,” she holds up a finger in warning, “and you can’t try and peek.”

Slade’s shoulders slump before he nods dejectedly and trudges to his room.  I grab our woman around the waist and pull her against my chest before kissing her until she’s panting and grabbing my shoulders like I’m the only thing keeping her standing.

“Fucking hell,” Slade grouses.  “That was hot as fuck, but we need to get dressed so she can get dressed.  I want to find out what naughty costume she chose.  Then we need to make an appearance before we bring our girl back here and bury our dicks so deep inside of her that she can’t walk tomorrow.”

Salem blinks up at me, her eyes wide and her cheeks flushed.  I’m not sure if it’s a reaction to the kiss or Slade’s words.  Either way, she’s a fucking sight.

I let go of her slowly, making sure she’s not going to fall over, before kissing her forehead and heading into Slade’s room.  I bark out a laugh when I make it inside to find two red t-shirts on his bed.  One says ‘Thing 1’ and the other says ‘Thing 2’.  Slade’s eyes are sparkling with humor, and I find myself chuckling.

We get dressed quickly before heading out to the kitchen and grabbing a beer.  We always make a point not to talk about football after a game.  We’ll hear enough about it while going over the films and from people we encounter tonight, we don’t need to rehash every second together.  Instead, we talk about plans for Thanksgiving break.  We always go home and I’m hoping Salem will come with us this year.

“I want her to meet the folks,” I tell him honestly and he nods.

“Your mom will love her,” he confirms.

I sigh.  “You know she considers you her son too.”

He winks at me.  “I know, I’m just not trying to rub it in your face that she likes me better than you.”

I scoff, but movement from the hallway has me turning and I lose all ability to form coherent thought.  Salem is standing there in a skintight pleather looking body suit which is black except for her chest and part of her torso where it’s white.  A soft looking red bow is tied around her neck and she’s wearing a red and white striped hat.

Slade chokes on the drink he’s taking when he turns after I don’t fire back at him.  “Holy sexy childhood memories.”  He shakes his head and slowly stalks toward our girl and I’m right on his heels.  When he skims a hand down the curve of Salem’s body without touching her, she shudders.  “I don’t know if we can let you go out like this.”

Salem crosses her arms across her chest, which is not helping us at all, and arches an eyebrow.  “We’re going to the party,” she demands.

Slade looks up at the ceiling and then back down at her.  “Fine,” he grits out through his teeth, and I know it’s not because he’s angry.  He’s barely controlling the need to fuck our girl.  I know because I’m having the same problem.  “Let’s hope we don’t have to kill anyone tonight.”

Salem rolls her eyes as Slade looks her up and down a few times before biting his fist.  He shakes his head as he takes his now empty beer to the kitchen while I throw an arm around our girl’s shoulders.  “You look sexy as fuck, baby girl,” my voice is a little husky and it’s all because of her and how much I need her.

“Thank you, Thing 1,” she coos, and I can’t help but laugh.

Tonight is going to be interesting, that’s for fucking sure.  Slade is right to be a little concerned about everyone’s safety.  There isn’t a damn thing I won’t do to keep our woman happy and safe.
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CHAPTER 9

SLADE

The party is great, just like they always are.  There are tons of scantily clad women all around us, but I can’t look at anyone other than our gorgeous girl.  She’s mine and the outfit she’s wearing, which hugs her curves like a fucking glove, has forced me to adjust my dick more than once tonight.

I’m grabbing a round of beers since it’s my turn after Hollis went last time.  None of us drink much and after this third round, we’ll be done.  I want to keep my wits about me if anyone tries to get too close to Salem and, you know, it’s football season and I’m not going to do anything to fuck that up.  Not when we’re so damn close to the finish line and getting everything that we’ve been working toward.

My eyes find Salem who is leaning back against Hollis’ chest as they talk to Simmons.  We both tower over our girl and it only makes me want to protect her even more.  My steps speed up so I can get back into my woman’s orbit sooner.  She’s like the fucking sun and I’m in need of her light.

Cliché?  You bet it is, and I don’t give a single fuck.

Call me whipped.  The guys in the locker room have been giving me shit about it for weeks.  They don’t give Hollis the same amount of shit as they give me, but I know it’s because of my reputation.  Whenever they try and rile me up, I just smirk.  I know how good it is with our Salem and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

“My lady,” I use a horrible English accent as I bow and hand her one of the beers in my hand, the action making her giggle and her blue eyes sparkle.

“Oh, thank you, my king,” her posh accent is much better than mine, but I would expect nothing less.

Something about her calling me her king gets to me and my cock throbs behind the fly of my jeans.  Hollis chuckles, a sound I can barely hear over the party even though we found one of the quietest corners in this joint.

I open my mouth to see if we can finish these beers and head home because I need to bury myself deep inside our woman.  Before I can, I feel an arm snake around my torso, reach down and give my dick a squeeze.  I jump about a mile and bat the hand away before spinning around and glaring daggers at the woman behind me.

She looks familiar and it takes me a moment to register where I’ve seen her before.  It’s the same chick who was flirting with Hollis one night right before I met Salem.  He clearly wasn’t feeling it and I took one for the team and diverted her attention.  Thinking about it now makes me queasy.

The chick before me smiles and bats her eye lashes.  “Hey.  It’s so nice of you to get some beers for Hollis’ girlfriend.  I guess chivalry isn’t dead.”

I shake my head and glance over my shoulder at Salem who is looking at the scene in front of her with a small frown on her face.  That won’t work for me.  I turn back to the woman who has moved even closer to me.  What the fuck?

I take a step back so I’m next to Hollis and hold my hands up.  “I’m not interested,” my voice is flat and forceful.

She pouts as she looks up at me, moving her arms so she’s pressing her tits together, but it’s not nearly as seductive as she thinks it is.  “Don’t be like that,” she purrs.  “We had so much fun together.”

Salem lets out a sigh and I look at her with wide eyes, uncertainty taking root in the depths of my soul in a way it never has before.  My girl steps forward and puts herself between me and the jersey chaser in front of us.

“Listen,” our girl starts, “I’m not interested in getting into a cat fight with you.”  I snort out a laugh and Salem looks back and winks at me.  “But it’s become no secret on campus that Slade and Hollis are mine.  He got me a drink because I’m his girl and he got a drink for himself and his best friend at the same time.”

The interloping girl looks my Salem up and down, disgust written all over her face.  It pisses me the fuck off, but I can’t hit a girl.  I can lend my woman some support and I close the distance between our bodies, pressing my front against her back.  The way her ass presses against my dick is not helpful in this moment.

Especially when she subtly grinds back against me.

She’s got jokes, people.  She’s a demon temptress.

I lean down and nip at her earlobe before whispering, “You’re playing with fire, gorgeous.”

She doesn’t say anything, keeping her eyes locked on the angry, and probably embarrassed, chick in front of us, but I swear to all things football she grinds back against me again.  I grip her hips and hold her in place as the girl in front of us lets out a laugh which sounds like a hyena devoured a squeaky toy.

Not a good laugh at all.

Salem’s laugh could melt away the worst days and have the sun shining through the darkest clouds.  Not this chick’s.  Her laugh would make you want to hide away in some monastery just for the vow of silence.  Fucking yikes.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” the girl sneers and the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

Hollis stands at attention, moving in closer to Salem who just shrugs casually.  “It’s not like we’ve been hiding.  They’re mine.  Back off.  Chasing athletes isn’t a good look,” Salem’s voice is filled with sincerity.

The girl scoffs, “I’m not chasing athletes.”

Salem waves her hand dismissively.  “Okay.”  She turns to face us and smiles.  “Ready to go home, Thing 1 and Thing 2?  I think this party is about beat.”

I throw my head back and laugh before I bend, connect my shoulder with her middle and lift her.  I barely stop myself from slapping her black pleather encased ass.  I hear her cup fall behind us, but I don’t give a flying fuck.  I shove my cup into the girl’s hand who dared to touch me, her mouth now hanging open.  Like I care.

“Slade,” Salem shouts, but I start moving, waving at teammates as I go.  I’m on a fucking mission.  “Grab my hat, Hollis,” she pleads.

He must do it because she relaxes over my shoulder and, once I’m outside, I can feel Hollis right behind us.  This reminds me of the first night we spent together, but now it’s so much more whenever we’re together.  There are more feelings.  More lust.  More fucking pleasure.

I never knew it could be so good.  I’m practically running home and only slow down once we’re all back in our apartment.  Once I’m in Hollis’ room, knowing he’ll lock up behind me, I slide Salem partially down my body before tossing her onto the bed.

I cover her body with mine and take her lips in a kiss that I hope tells her just how much she means to me.  “Gorgeous,” I rasp against her lips before pulling back and looking into her blue eyes.

She cups my face in her hands and shakes her head slowly.  “It’s okay, Slade.  I’m not mad.  I know about your reputation.”

“My past,” I insist.  “It’s all in the past.  You’re my future.”  Hollis clears his throat and I roll my eyes before correcting myself, “Our future.”

“Damn right,” Hollis agrees as he climbs onto the bed and lays out next to our girl.  Salem glances at him to find he’s already stripped down and she lets out a surprised gasp.  He winks at her and drawls, “I’m not wasting time tonight.  You’ve been teasing us all night in this outfit.”

I get on my knees and with the help of my best friend, we peel off her sexy as fuck costume to find her naked underneath it.  I groan and jump off the bed, practically tearing my clothes off.

“Baby girl,” Hollis’ voice is a warning, “you weren’t wearing anything other than that fucking body suit all night?”

Salem’s laugh is throaty.  “It would have shown panty and bra lines.”

I grip my cock as I move back between her legs, scooting closer and draping her legs over my thighs as I do.  Hollis leans down and sucks one of her nipples, which hardened once exposed to the cooler air of the room, into his mouth.  She moans and arches her back, the sound causing pre-cum to drip from me and land on her already glistening pussy lips.

I slide the tip of my dick against her pussy, hitting her clit and making her moan.  After the first time we were together, we had the very adult conversation about contraception.  Since she has an IUD and we all came back clear on our STI tests, we’ve been burying ourselves bare inside of our girl.  It’s something I’ve never done with anyone else.

Fucking mind blowing.

I grit my teeth, trying not to think about how tight and wet her pussy is going to be when I bury myself inside of her.  Hollis grips Salem’s other breast, kneading her flesh and making her squirm.  Our woman loves some breast play.  It gets her going so damn good and neither one of us minds putting in that work.  I hope one day to die with my face buried in the valley of her tits.  What a fucking way to go.

“Please,” she mewls the word and my eyes snap up to meet hers, finding them half lidded and pleading with me.

I husk, “What do you need, gorgeous?”

“I need you to fill me with your big cock, Slade.  I need it now.  You guys have been giving me these heated looks all night and it’s been driving me up the fucking wall,” she sounds desperate by the end, and I can’t help but chuckle darkly.

I taunt her, “You want my cock?”

Our woman narrows her eyes at me and turns her head to Hollis, a pout playing on her lips which were painted red tonight for the party.  “Hollis,” there’s a whine in her voice, “will you give me what I need?”

Hollis pops off her nipple, the sound wet and wanton as fuck, as he gives her other tit a squeeze.  “No,” he growls before capturing our woman’s lips as I plunge my dick deep inside of her in one thrust.

She cries out against Hollis’ mouth and the feeling of being buried inside our girl has me gritting my teeth to hold off coming too soon.  I’m already on edge and I can only hope to hold off long enough for her to come first.  I grip her hips and hold her in place as I pound into her pussy, loving the way she squeezes my length.

Hollis’ hand lets go of her breast and slides down her body before he starts to play with her clit.  The way she’s arching her back as her walls start to squeeze me tells me just how close she is.

Hollis murmurs against her lips, “You’re going to come all over my brother’s cock, aren’t you?”

“Fucking hell,” I groan, “she’s already squeezing me like a vice.  She’s close.”

“He’s going to fill you with his cum.  All you need to do is let go.  He won’t be able to resist the way you clamp down on him,” he speaks against her skin after pulling away from her lips and kissing along her jaw and down her neck.

Salem’s hands reach out, grabbing hold of anything she can in the hope of anchoring herself to this moment.  I want her floating though, I want her in the stratosphere.  I fuck her harder, punching my hips forward, my body clenching as my balls start to draw up.  I need to come and I’m barely holding on.

Hollis pinches her clit as I slam into her and she screams our names, her body freezing for a second before shuddering as she rolls through her orgasm.  I let out a low growl, the feeling of my soul being sucked out through my dick is too much for me to take.  I plant myself deep inside of our girl and let go, filling her with my cum until it starts to leak out around my dick.

I look down, mesmerized at the sight.  One day.  One day we won’t have anything between us, and we’ll build our family.  Part of me is terrified and part of me can’t fucking wait.

Hollis moves back a little and I adjust myself to cover Salem’s body, taking her lips in a kiss that is sweet and possessive.  I want her to feel it all the way down to her curled toes.  When I pull back, her eyes flutter open and I can see it there—the depth of her feelings.  I kiss her again before I pull out of her slowly and collapse onto the bed next to her.

Hollis growls, “Not done with you yet, baby girl.”

Salem lets out a little squeak as Hollis manhandles her onto her belly and then up on her hands and knees.  He positions himself behind her, his hands reverent as they glide over her skin.  I scoot closer and reach out, cupping one of her breasts in my hand and then the other, squeezing her before pinching her nipples.

Salem tosses her head back and moans, her back arching and making her look like a fucking sculpture, one worthy of the most prestigious art galleries in the world.  If only I had that kind of talent—I could capture this moment forever.  As it is, it’ll always live in my memory.

My best friend’s fingers flex on our woman’s hips before he pulls his hips back and buries his cock inside of her, the gasp from her lips telling me everything I need to know.  When he stills, she looks over her shoulder and teases, “I thought you were going to fuck me, Thing 1.”

Hollis grunts, his hand sliding up her back before his fingers tangle in her hair and he starts to move.  The sound of their skin slapping together fills the room.  I touch our woman’s bare skin, loving the sounds she makes and the damn good show they’re putting on.

“Fuck, your pussy is messy,” Hollis growls and I watch as a blush rises up Salem’s neck.  “So wet and warm and filled with Slade’s cum.”

She whimpers and he groans.  “She likes being filled with my cum while you fuck her,” I don’t even try to keep the smug tone out of my voice.

Hollis chuckles, “She does.”

He lets go of one of her hips to reach around and toy with her clit.  It doesn’t take long before she’s moaning loudly, close to coming again.  I can tell Hollis is barely hanging on and I smirk.  It’s too good being buried inside of her; I know the feeling.

They come together and my dick twitches, strongly considering getting back in the game, but the way Salem’s arms shake before she collapses on the bed tells me I’ll have to wait.  I’m okay with that, but I can’t be blamed if I wake her up in a few hours to bury myself inside of her.

Her blue eyes blink open at me from where her head is turned toward me on the bed.  “I know that look,” she rasps, and I can’t help but laugh.

Fuck.  I don’t think I’ve laughed more with a woman than I have with her.  Hollis and I have always had a good time together, but it’s even more now.  We always thought of ourselves as brothers, but our bond is even stronger with our woman between us.

I reach over and reposition her so she’s laying on her side with her front plastered against my chest.  Hollis snuggles in against her back, his fingers gliding through her honey-brown hair.  He peppers kisses all over her exposed shoulder and I’m filled with contentment.

“How about you come home with us for Thanksgiving, baby girl?  We can’t bear the thought of being away from you even for a few days.”

“Okay,” Salem mumbles as she presses her face against my chest.  “I’d love to, I didn’t want to be away from you guys either.”

She’s barely coherent and she might not remember tomorrow, but her words make my heart fucking soar.  I’ll do whatever I need to do to protect this.  I’m not giving her up.
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CHAPTER 10

HOLLIS

“This year I’m thankful to have all of you around this table with me,” Mom says with a big smile on her face as she looks at Slade, Salem, Dad, and me.  I swear she tears up a little bit too.  “This might be the last year we have this chance because we don’t know what the future will bring or what life will look like next year.”

Mom does sniffle this time and Dad leans over to kiss her temple before murmuring, “You’re a big softie, Honey, but we love you.”

Salem has a huge smile on her face and she’s practically fucking glowing.  She was nervous to come here with us and even accused me of asking her to come when she was in a sex coma; her words, not mine.  It’s not like she was wrong, but I knew my family would welcome her with open arms.

Mom always wanted a big family, but I’m the only kid they got until Slade became an honorary member of the family.  The only other person Slade is close to in our small hometown of Jasper Ridge is his brother, Gannon.  He doesn’t see much of Gannon considering he decided to move to a cabin out in the middle of nowhere and basically go off the grid after leaving the military.

We make it a point to head out there to his cabin for a little while during the summer, but, as Mom pointed out, things will be changing.

I look at Salem and something hits the center of my chest.  Is asking her to hitch her star to us fair when so many things are uncertain?  As if she knows I’m thinking about her or looking at her, she turns her head and smiles at me.  It has a lot of my doubt melting away, but a little bit still lingers.

“This year I’m thankful for this food, Mrs. L,” Slade chimes in and winks at my mom which earns him a small growl from Dad.

Salem giggles and leans closer to me to whisper, “I guess we know where you got your protective instincts.”

I wink at her before taking a deep breath.  “This year I’m thankful for the opportunity to end my college football career at U of M healthy and playing well.”  Slade groans and mutters something about that being a good one.  “I’m also thankful I took the theater course that had me meeting our girl.”

I look at Salem and she’s blushing, still a little unsure about the whole being shared thing being so out in the open, especially in front of my parents.  I don’t know why.  Mom and Dad took it in stride as if it was obvious that we’d share the same woman.  Maybe to them it was because we’ve been joined at the hip for so fucking long.

“Damn it,” Slade groans.  “I’m thankful for you too, gorgeous.”

“I know,” Salem chirps and blows him a kiss as if he’s not blushing a little.  It’s fucking adorable.  She smiles around the table, her voice soft, “I’m thankful for being welcomed into your home with open arms and finding my place in so many ways recently.”  She shoots a meaningful look at Slade and me, one which has my heart melting and my soul soaring.  “I went to U of M to find a future and I wasn’t sure, even as I started senior year if I had, but I am now.”

Mom clutches her hands together, a look of adoration on her face.  “Salem you’re welcome here anytime.  Even if you come without my boys.”

Slade gasps and presses his hand to his chest as if Mom’s words have offended him while I chuckle.  Salem winks at him and teases, “I’ll make sure to bring you back some cookies if I visit without you.”

“Well, that’s something at least,” Slade pouts.

We start to pass food around the table and a feeling of rightness settles around me.  This is nice.  No, it’s more than nice.  It’s perfect.

We arrived yesterday and we need to head back to school tomorrow to get ready for our last game of the season, but I wouldn’t trade these few days for anything.  If we had more time to spare, we would have driven, but flying was much easier, even though we still had to rent a car and drive a distance to make it to Jackson Ridge.  It’s not exactly a bustling metropolis, but the people are good, and they love football.

“You were telling us that you were paired for a project together, but you didn’t tell us how it turned out,” Mom prompts with the grace of a newborn giraffe.

I chuckle and nod before placing some turkey on Salem’s plate which earns me a grateful smile.  I could look at our woman smile all fucking day.  We explained the project to them last night, but we got in later than we wanted after our fight got pushed back.  Mom shooed us downstairs to the finished basement that became my domain in high school, which was perfect considering Slade practically lived with me.

I would have loved to ravage our woman in my room, but she was asleep pretty much as soon as her head hit the pillow.  That won’t be happening tonight.  I have plans for her.

“We had to perform our scene last week,” Salem tells Mom.  She looks over at me, pride shining in her eyes.  “If football doesn’t work out, Hollis could be an actor.”

I’m pretty sure I feel my cheeks warm which causes Slade to snicker.  I try and deflect, “I wasn’t that good.  It was mostly you carrying me.”

Salem shakes her head and gives me a look.  It’s one that I’ve learned how to read in the time we’ve been together.  She’s not going to push me, but she’s not going to change her mind either.  It was a strange feeling doing the scene with Salem.  I was proud we wrote a whole scene, but I was nervous as hell to perform it.

We practiced the scene a lot and we had it down, but I was certain I was going to get up there and freeze or something.  I know it doesn’t make sense considering I get out in front of a stadium full of people and play football, but it’s not the same skill set at all.

“You were amazing,” Salem tells me, sincerity ringing in her voice.  “I might try and talk you into a production next semester,” her blue eyes sparkle.

“I might let you,” I tease her, and she laughs, the sound floating through the room and making me feel even more at home than I normally do here.

It’s right to have her here with us.  It’s right to have her meet my parents.  I can only hope we can stay together and not let the pressure of the unknown around the corner impact us.  I don’t want that, I want this.

Family.

Hope.

Future

Love.

I swallow hard.  Loving Salem is a truth I know in the deepest parts of me, but we haven’t said those words.  Not yet.  I know Slade feels the same way about her and I’m pretty sure Salem loves us.  She looks at us with love in her eyes.  She considers us with respect, like we’re equal partners in this life.

Thanksgiving dinner is spent around the table with even more laughter and smiles than normal.  Slade and I stand to clear everything and put away leftovers while Salem moans about being too full along with Mom.  I kiss them both on the cheek before we get to work.

When we’re done, I find Dad watching football while Mom is curled up next to him taking a nap.  I’m not surprised, it’s a scene I’m used to, especially on Thanksgiving.  I’m tempted to sit down and watch with Dad, but there’s something in me pulling at my soul to find our woman.  From the way Slade is bouncing up and down on his toes, he’s feeling the same way.

When I arch an eyebrow at Dad in question, he chuckles and whispers, “Your mom told Salem to go downstairs and take a nap and that they’d meet up for turkey sandwiches later.”

Slade nods emphatically like he’s looking forward to turkey sandwiches and I snort a laugh as I give Dad a wave and we head down to the basement.  It’s not all tricked out or anything, but I still thought I was big shit because I had such a large space to myself.

I think, mostly, Mom wanted me to learn how to be independent.  The laundry room is in the basement and from the moment I moved downstairs, I was expected to do my own laundry.  I didn’t mind considering how hard Mom and Dad work.  Cleaning up after myself, and Slade, wasn’t a hardship.

I didn’t do Slade’s laundry though, he had to do his own.

When we get downstairs, Salem is laid out in the middle of the bed, her arms and legs spread like a starfish as she stares up at the ceiling.  When we crawl into bed on either side of her, she glances at Slade and then me, her eyes sparkling with something far deeper than affection.

My voice is gentle, “How are you doing, baby girl?”

She beams at me before giving me a quick peck.  “I’m great.  I really like your parents.  They’re amazing.”  She reaches down and rubs her belly.  “And the food was so good.”  She groans, “Too good, probably.”

Slade pouts, “Does that mean we can’t have our wicked way with you?”

Salem narrows her eyes and hisses, “I’m not having sex with both of you when Hollis’ parents are right upstairs.”

Slade chuckles and shrugs his shoulders before telling her, “It’s soundproofed.  While it doesn’t mean no sound can get through, not much can.”  His eyes are filled with mirth as he looks at our woman’s body.  “Which means we can’t make you scream as loud as we normally do, but we can definitely still have a good time.”

Salem scoffs and rolls her eyes.  “Whatever,” she mumbles before turning back toward me.  “You’re the sensible one, tell him he’s being ridiculous.”

I bark out a laugh.  “No can do.  I plan to make you come a few times tonight.”  I look around my room.  “I never had the chance to have a girl in my room before,” my eyes come back and meet hers, “I’m not going to let the opportunity go to waste.”

“Here, here,” Slade exclaims, and I can’t help but laugh.  

Salem joins in and even though I’m serious, sex with our woman can wait.  I gently grab Salem’s hand and entwine our fingers, loving the way her eyes go soft and sweet when I do.  Our woman has many sides, and the sweet one gets me in the middle of my chest.

I’m not sure how I got so lucky, but I want to keep this going until my luck runs out.

“I need to tell you something, baby girl,” I start, and she looks at me, her eyes searching mine.  “I know there are some things uncertain about the future.”

Slade snorts, “Like where we’ll be next year.”

I glare at him, and he holds his hand up in surrender.  “Yes,” I sigh, “like where we’ll be next year.”

“The world is our oyster and I know you’ll both go to great teams,” Salem whispers, there’s a hint of longing in her voice.  “I hope you’ll be with the same team because I can’t imagine you guys not playing together.”

“I can’t imagine not having you in my life just as much as I can’t imagine not having Slade out on the field with me,” I admit, and Salem’s eyes go wide.  “I don’t know where we’re going or how we can stay together, but I want us to fight as hard as we can for it.  It might be a lot to ask of you right now, but no matter where we end up, we want you to come with us.”

Salem gasps and sits up, looking between us as we sit up and face her.  “You want me to go with you?  No matter where it is?  I might not be able to find a theater to work in where you go.  I don’t want,” she pauses and swallows hard, “I don’t want to be a burden.”

Slade growls softly and cups her face in his hands, his voice fierce, “You could never be a burden.  Wherever Hollis ends up, if I don’t get drafted there, I’m planning on refusing any contract offered to me to become a free agent.  I’ll walk on to wherever he is, even if I have to wait for my signing rights to expire.”

I look at him and furrow my eyebrows because this is the first time that I’m hearing about this.  “What the hell are you talking about?”

Slade grins at me.  “You’re the star, Hollis.  You’ll be a top draft pick; I already know it.  I don’t know where I’ll land, but if I don’t get a contract where you end up then I’ll fix it and make sure I’m on your team.”  He looks at Salem before kissing her lips softly and quickly.  “And you’re coming with us.  No matter where it is.”

“Wow,” Salem breathes out.  She looks between us, disbelief written all over her face.

“Baby girl,” I call her, and she looks at me, her eyes glassy, “haven’t you figured it out yet?”  She shakes her head, her mouth opening and closing.  “I love you.”  Slade clears his throat and I chuckle.  “We love you.”

“You do?”

“We do,” Slade confirms.

Salem sucks in a sharp breath and it’s the only warning we get before she launches herself at us, throwing us back against the mattress and tangling her limbs with ours.  “I love you.  Both of you,” she looks at me and then my best friend.  “So much.”

She kisses me and then Slade, and we seal our words and promises.  I don’t know how many times we whisper how much we love her or how many times she does the same, but I know I’ve never had a better holiday than this one.  It would only be better if the shadow of doubt that remains in my head would disappear, but we have time.

The rest of the semester is going to be tough and then the future is uncertain, but no matter what happens, this is a memory that’ll stay with me for the rest of my life.
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CHAPTER 11

SALEM

Finals are coming up faster than I would like them to, but after spending a few hours at the library, I can’t take it anymore.  I’m restless and the air is crisp and perfect for a walk across campus to the athletic center.  Getting there when Slade and Hollis should be done with practice is a bonus.

Or intentional.

This whole thing between us has been a whirlwind, but I wouldn’t trade it for anything.  As fast as everything moved in the beginning, we took our time and got to know each other, individually and as a unit.  Neither one of my men are perfect, but they’re perfect for me and the way they care for me and show me they love me leaves me expecting to wake up from this dream any minute.

I’m glad I haven’t woken up yet.  That would be a horrible trick from the universe.  I’m more than happy to continue down this path, one where I hope I can support my guys in their lives while they do the same for me.

I should be looking into theater companies who are hiring, but I haven’t pushed myself to do it.  Not yet.  I don’t know where we’re going to end up, so what would be the point?

When I called Griffin and told him about being in a relationship with Hollis and Slade, I was holding my breath, but he just sighed and asked, “Are they good to you?”

“Yes,” I gushed, “they’re the best.”

I could almost hear him nodding on the other end of the line.  I didn’t think he would have a problem with me being with both men considering he knows some people in Denver who are in the same kind of relationship.  From what I know, Troy, Walsh, and Ellie, are very happy together and committed to their relationship.  They even have some kids and the possibility of having a family with my men makes me feel a little giddy.

Not yet.  I’m not ready yet and I don’t think my guys are either, but it’s a point in the future I’m looking forward to.

Griffin’s voice took on a note of wariness, “What about after college?”

“I’m not sure,” I admitted.  “They’re both planning to be part of the NFL draft.”

What I didn’t tell him is that they’d both been getting calls from teams across the country.  I don’t know what it all means and it’s not easy to research beyond the facts of what can happen and the rules and stuff.  I’ve just tried to be supportive through it all.

“You’re going to follow them wherever they go?”  Griffin huffed slightly, his voice incredulous, “That’s not like you, Salem.”

“I know,” I whispered, feeling a little meek and hating the idea of disappointing my brother, the one who had done so much to make sure I had the opportunity to go to college in the first place.  “They’ve said that they want me to go with them, no matter where they end up.  I can’t imagine a future without them.”  My voice broke a little, “I love them.”

Griffin sucked in a breath, but his voice softened, “You love them?”

“Yes.  So much.  I wasn’t looking for them and they weren’t looking for me.  It just happened and we,” I paused, unsure if I should say something that sounded kind of out there.

“Knew,” my brother finished for me, his voice full of knowing.

“Yeah,” I breathed.

“When you know, you know,” his words were filled with amusement as he chuckled.  “I’ve seen it happen and I’ve experienced it myself now.”  I smiled from ear to ear because he had told me about how he met someone at his 15-year high school reunion.  “If you’re happy, I’m happy.  I’ll start praying to the football gods that they get drafted to Denver so you can come home.”

“I’m making those same wishes in fountains with pennies,” I told him before we changed the subject, and I asked about how things were going with him and Sienna.

I’ve never heard my brother so happy as when he talks about her and her daughter.  I didn’t imagine he’d settle down but am more than glad he found someone.  We ended the call with the hope that I could get the guys to Denver with me for at least a bit of the winter break since they’d have bowl game practices which wouldn’t allow them to be gone the entire time.

As I’m approaching the athletic center entrance my men will be coming out of soon, I’m pulled out of my thoughts of my brother and how much I want to meet Sienna, by a sneering voice, “You had to trap two of them for yourself, didn’t you?  Couldn’t leave one of them for the rest of us?”

My head snaps up and I’m met with the jealous and angry gaze of the same girl who put her hands on Slade at the Halloween party.  I narrow my eyes at her, not willing to back down.  Not now, not ever.

“Excuse me?  You don’t know what the hell you’re talking about so it would be smart for you to back off,” I warn her.

“Oh, I know you’re just some whore who has opened her legs to two men,” she snaps.

I don’t react outwardly, but inside I cringe at her words.  Is that really what people think of me?  The triumphant glint in her eye is almost as prominent as the way her skin is practically neon green from all the envy that she’s holding inside of her.  It gives me a moment of clarity and I brush off her words.

“You’re just jealous I’m the one between them and not you.”  I look her up and down, letting my distaste for her show.  “Pity, you’d be a pretty girl if you weren’t so damn rotten on the inside.  It’s not a good look to be so caught up over men who aren’t yours.”

“How fucking dare you,” she screeches right as the door opens and my men stride out along with half the team.  I’d breathe a sigh of relief, but the way this girl is glaring at me doesn’t allow me to relax.  “I bet you’re giving it up to the entire fucking team,” she hisses the words, but they’re loud in the quiet which has descended on the normally jovial group of football players.

I can practically feel the anger rolling off my men and I don’t have to look to either side of me to know they’re now flanking me.  I swear I can hear their teeth grinding down to fucking nothing.  I reach out and take one of their hands in each of mine and give a squeeze.

One of the players, Simmons, I think, pipes up, “We’d be damn lucky if we had a woman like Salem.”  I glance at him, and he gestures at me.  “Just look at her.  Not only is she beautiful, but she’s nice, smart, and doesn’t make assumptions about the guys on the team.  She treats us all with kindness, not like she’s chasing our cocks to get that signing bonus check.”  The girl gasps and has the decency to look ashamed, because he might not have said it, but he just called her out.  He places his hand over his heart and laments, “Alas, her heart belongs to our gridiron brethren, and she won’t be swayed.”

I chuckle and glance at him.  I’ve gotten to know quite a few of these guys since I’ve been with Hollis and Slade.  They’re good guys and they love football and my men, which is enough for me to like them.  They take football seriously and most of them are a lot smarter than people would probably want to give them credit for.

I tease Simmons, “If I ever open up my harem, I’ll let you know.”

Hollis growls, “Not funny, baby girl.”  

I look up at him and bat my lashes, but before I can tease him anymore Slade pulls me against his chest and kisses me fiercely.  It’s one of those kisses that, if it were on screen, the heroine would pop her foot up behind her.  It’s damn good and beyond magical.  One for the record books.

I’m a little dazed when he pulls back, his gray eyes half lidded and filled with heat as he looks down at me.  Now would be the time for him to throw me over his shoulder and take me home.  For sure.  I wouldn’t even slap his ass in retaliation right now.

Slade raises his gaze slowly and looks over my shoulder, his voice menacing, “Are you still here?”

I hear some sort of scurrying behind me and then the team starts to hoot and holler as I bury my face in Slade’s chest.  Hollis gently pries me away from his best friend and kisses me as well, but his kiss is much more appropriate for being out in public.  Not that it doesn’t get me hot and bothered as well.  It certainly does.

“Well,” Simmons starts before slapping Slade and Hollis on the back, “that was fun.  I’m always up for putting someone out of line in their place.”  He gives a little salute as he heads off, the rest of the team following suit.

Hollis stares down at me, his brown eyes filled with concern.  When I smile at him, he lets some of that go, but not all of it and it only makes me love him more.  “I thought you were in the library getting some studying done.  Everything okay?”

I swallow hard and nod.  “I’m good.  I just couldn’t study anymore, and I knew you guys were almost done so I decided to head over and meet up with you.”

Slade slings his arm over my shoulders and leads us toward their apartment.  “Glad you did, gorgeous.  I was having some hardcore withdrawal issues.”

I roll my eyes and sass him, “You just saw me a few hours ago.”

He leans down and whispers huskily, “Yeah, but you wouldn’t let me eat your pussy before I left, and I’ve been starving for a taste.”

I smack his chest and giggle.  I know he’s only partially, okay mostly, serious.  The rest is just an effort to make me laugh and he seems to have a way about getting me to do just that and let go.  The whole encounter with the jealous girl melts away.  I’ve never been one to care about the judgement of others and I’m not going to start now.

When we get into their apartment, I stop the guys from going far and drop to my knees in front of them.  Hollis’ eyes widen, but Slade is practically giddy with excitement.  I can smell their body wash and it’s clear Hollis’ hair is still wet from the showers they took after practice.  I reach for their sweatpants, hooking my fingers into the waistbands and pulling them a little closer.

Hollis’ voice is shaky, “What are you doing, baby girl?”

I look up at him from underneath my lashes, “I’m showing you how much I appreciate you coming to my rescue when you did.”

I run my hands over their cocks, still trapped behind the material of the sweatpants they have on.  I stroke them, loving the way I can feel them harden underneath my touch.

Slade grits out through his teeth, “Don’t question what she’s doing, man.  It’s fucking obvious and you won’t be going all boy scout on this shit.  She’s clearly hungry for our cocks and there is no need to disappoint her.”

“I am hungry for your cocks,” I coo which earns me a groan from each of them.

I pull Slade’s pants down first, taking his boxers along for the ride, before I do the same to Hollis.  I wrap my fingers around each of them, stroking their cocks.  I love the way they throb in my grip; it makes me feel powerful.

I keep up stroking Slade as I lean forward and use my tongue to tease the crown of Hollis’ cock.  He grunts and reaches out, tangling his fingers in the hair on one side of my head.  I take him into my mouth and suck on his length, taking more of him every time I move down his shaft.

I can feel how much Slade wants to feel my lips wrapped around his cock.  I look up and over at him to find his grey gaze hungry with need and the enjoyment of watching me give his best friend pleasure.  When I pop off Hollis, I go straight to Slade, taking him to almost the back of my throat without warning.

“Holy fuck, gorgeous,” he shouts, his large frame shuddering above me.

Slade grips the nape of my neck as his hips start to thrust a little.  I wink when he pries his eyes open to look at me.  I doubt he even realized his eyes slammed shut the moment I took him into my mouth.

I keep going alternating from one man to the other, hearing their moans and groans, their pleas and their growls.  I don’t stop until I’ve swallowed down their cum, feeling satisfied as fuck with myself.  I’m sure I have a wicked smile on my face as I look up at them, both panting and looking like they’re about to collapse on the floor.

Slade recovers first since I swallowed his load before Hollis’.  He kicks off his sweatpants and then hauls me off the floor before cradling me against his chest.

“I hope you didn’t forget that I’m starving for a taste of your pussy, gorgeous,” his voice is smooth as he carries me back to Hollis’ bed, which is now more ours than his.

I hadn’t forgotten at all, and I have no doubt he’s going to make good on his word.  More than once.  Probably until I can’t feel my legs anymore and I forget all about what that girl said to me.


 

[image: ]




CHAPTER 12

HOLLIS

The last class of the semester is done and gone.  Hell, finals are even over now and I’m flying out to Denver tomorrow with Slade and Salem.  But I’m not with them celebrating the end of the semester naked in our bed.

I’m in the weightroom working out.

I know I should be with them, but there’s something stopping me.  It’s a burning need to push myself to do better and be better.  The season ended and we fucking rocked it.  We weren’t undefeated, but we only lost one game all season.

Now we’re looking toward one of the biggest bowl games of the year on New Year’s Day.  It’s because of that game that we won’t be spending the entire winter break with our girl.  She hasn’t made us feel guilty about it at all.  She just smiled and told us we needed to get back so we could go and kick ass and get us one step closer to the championship game.

Her support means everything to me and it’s also tearing me up inside.

I don’t want her to miss out on time with us or doing the things she wants to do, and I’m worried that is exactly what we’re setting her up to do.  She would do it with a smile on her face as she supports us.  But then, by allowing it, are we not supporting her enough?

I don’t know the answer and the questions and doubts have been plaguing me.  I don’t want her to wake up and realize she gave up too much to be with us and her dreams are shattered pieces of glass surrounding her.  Would she feel that way?  Would we be able to pick up those pieces and put them back together?

Would she want us to?

Would we be worth what she lost?

I almost think she believes it would be worth it with the way she smiles at us, the way she loves us.

I don’t know if I can let it continue though.  I want to give her the world and asking her to sacrifice anything flies in the face of the need I have to make her happy.

Would letting her go be better?

That thought kills me, but it’s one I haven’t been able to push away as readily lately.

When I hear a noise in front of me, I bracket the weights and look up to find Bodhi looking at me, his eyebrows pulled together with concern written on his face.  I can practically hear the questions he’s about to ask me and I’m not ready for them.  I guess it’s better that it’s him and not Slade, or, even worse, Salem.

“What are you doing here, Lang?”

“I’m working out,” my voice is stubborn, and his eyes widen, which I can’t blame him for.  I heave a big sigh and shrug one shoulder.  “I just want to be ready.  We’re going to be gone for a week and I don’t know whether I’ll be able to work out in Denver or not.”

He cocks his head to the side as he studies me.  “If you push yourself too far, you could hurt yourself.  There’s a reason coach is giving you guys a breather.  You all have been training, even after your last game of the season.  You’ve put in a fuck ton of work this semester.”  He scoffs, “Hell, longer than that.”

“Yeah,” I huff out.

“You all have been running the plays.  You’ve been playing as a team and it’s gotten you this far, but the game isn’t just about the physical.  It’s the mental too,” his voice telegraphs that I should already know this.

And I do.

Really.

That doesn’t mean it’s easy to shut it all off.  I want to be the best I can be because my future depends on it.  My parents busted their asses while I was growing up to make sure I had as many opportunities as possible and now I have the biggest one yet looming ahead of me.

Bodhi’s gaze sees right through me, his voice cutting through the bullshit, “What is this really about?”

“What if I’m asking her to give up all of her dreams and she finds out it’s not worth it because she gave up too much?”

Bodhi’s eyebrows shoot up to his hairline.

I expect him to have wisdom, but it’s not his voice that answers me.

“You’re a fucking idiot,” Slade spits out and my gaze snaps over to find him in the doorway to the weightroom.  He stalks closer and narrows his eyes.  “She loves us, and we love her.  Her dreams are our dreams now and that means our dreams are hers too.  You’re not giving her enough credit to make her dreams come true no matter where we end up.”  He throws his hands up and sounds exasperated, “Which you don’t even know where that is, yet.”

Bodhi chimes in, “He’s right, you know?  It’s her choice to make, to be with you or not.  She’s not blind or dumb.  She knows what she’s getting into.”

“She didn’t have a problem all semester when we were traveling for away games.  She was happy to see us when we got home and she cheered us on, no matter the distance,” Slade points out.

“That’s not the same as away games when we’re traveling all across the country and with a lot more notoriety and fame as we have now.”

“Are you afraid you’re going to cheat on her when you’re away from home or something?”  Slade sounds surprised the words are even coming out of his mouth.

I shoot up and stomp toward him, wanting to beat the shit out of him for even suggesting such a thing.  He smirks when he sees the murderous intent on my face.

I snarl, “I would never cheat on her.  She’s mine.  Ours.  I won’t ever look at another woman for as long as I fucking live.”

“Then it’s time to leave the weightroom and make sure your girl knows that,” Bodhi’s voice is filled with amusement as he ducks out of the room.

“Fuck,” I grunt, raking my fingers through my hair.  “What the hell am I doing?”

“You’re scared,” Slade whispers and I take a small step back from him.  “It’s okay to be scared.  This is a time full of transition and there are a lot of things we don’t know and can’t plan for.  Not having a plan is hard for you because you’re used to making the calls and reading the field.  You can’t do that right now, but it’s going to be okay.”

“Is she pissed at me because I’m here and not with her?”  I look up at him, hoping I don’t see his face fall.

He shrugs one shoulder, but I see a slight grimace.  “I think she’s scared too, but she’s trying really hard to hide it.  She wants to be with us, and she’s trusted us with her heart.  She doesn’t want it broken,” he explains.

I nod slowly and then race off to the locker room and take a quick shower before I pull some sweats on.  I’m a little surprised when I step out and Slade is waiting for me, but I shouldn’t be.  He’s been at my side, and he’s been watching my ass, for as long as I can remember.

“Orgasms are a great way to make it up to her,” he quips, and I can’t help but smile and bark out a laugh.

He’s not fucking wrong, though.

We make our way back to our apartment, the same place where Salem has been staying more often than not the majority of this last semester.  We should ask her to just move in with us and leave her dorm room behind.  She never sleeps there.  It’s more of a storage space for her and I like how some of her stuff has started to mix with ours.

We have the room, especially since we all end up on the king size bed in my room.  When we land somewhere, we’ll design a bedroom for the three of us in mind and get an even larger bed.  One she’ll look tiny on.

Why not?

I want her to have the best.  I want to give it to her.

Damn it.  I’ve been a fucking idiot.

“Yeah,” Slade slaps my back, “you have been, but she’ll forgive you.”

“I said that last part out loud, huh?”

He grins at me and shrugs.  I probably didn’t have to say it out loud, he knows what I’m thinking.

I can’t help it and have to give him a little crap, “When did you get so smart?”

“Around the same time that you made sure to bring our soulmate home and I realized I had a new purpose in life.”  I balk at him but he just smirks.  “I love football and I’m more than happy to make it my career, if I can do it in a way that makes me happy, but Salem?  She’s it.  She’s everything.”

“Yeah,” I breathe out, “she is.”

When I get to the apartment, I take a moment to calm my racing heart before I open the door and stride into the living room area to find Salem curled up on the couch.  She has a book in her hand, but it’s clear she’s not really reading it by the way she’s staring off into space.

I go right to her and crouch down in front of her, her blue eyes widening slightly at the sight of me.  I blurt, “I’m sorry, baby girl.  I got in my head, and I was worried I couldn’t give you everything you deserve.  I didn’t mean to hurt you by pulling away.”

I’ve been doing it for days, maybe a little longer, but I don’t want to admit it to myself.  I knew with finals and everything, I could get away with it and not face my fear, so I did.  Then I didn’t have any more excuses.

Salem cups my face in her hands, her eyes softening, “You’re all I want, Hollis.  You and Slade.  I’ve never dreamed about seeing my name in lights.  I never planned to go to New York or LA or something.  I want a home.  A family.”  She swallows hard.  “I want a place to belong, and I found it between two men who have brought more drama and excitement into my life than I’ve had in a long time.”

Slade plops down next to her and scoffs, “Drama?  You’re a theater major.”

A sly smile grows on our woman’s face, and she shoots Slade a look.  “That might be, but I’ve never had more people talk about me before and I’ve certainly never dealt with catty girls in the same way before I got with you.”

“That was more him than me,” I defend myself and point an accusing finger in the direction of my best friend.

Slade looks offended and flips me off which has Salem giggling.  I reach up and wrap my hands around her delicate wrists and look into the bottomless pools of her blue eyes.

“I don’t want you to regret being with me,” I voice my deepest fear.

“Never,” her voice is vehement, and it resonates inside of me.

I nod once, not needing to hear more.  I pick her up in my arms and stride toward the bedroom.  We’re already packed for our trip tomorrow which means there’s only one thing for me to do now.

I lower her onto the bed gently, hoping she can feel how precious she is to me.  When I undress her, I do it slowly, kissing her soft skin as I peel away her clothes.  “I’ll show you how much you mean to me, baby girl,” I whisper against her skin.  “How much I love you.”

“I know you love me,” she moans as I suck her now exposed nipple into my mouth.  “I can feel it and I know you can feel how much I love you.”

I nod as I pull my sweats off my body before crawling over her.  I love the way her legs fall open, making room for me to be cradled against her hips.  My hard shaft slides between the lips of her pussy and I can feel how wet she is.

“You’re soaked for me, Salem,” I grit out through my teeth.

She wraps her arms around my neck, a mischievous glint in her eyes.  “It’s because I need you to fuck me.”

The ability to go slow is crushed with those words and I slide into her tight, wet heat in one long, sure stroke.  Our bodies move together, but it’s languid and luxurious.  I make love to our woman, aware Slade is in here with us while giving us, me, the room needed to apologize in a way Salem will feel down to the depths of her soul.

As I kiss her, I whisper my promises against her skin.  To listen.  To give.  To feel.  To talk.  To push through my fear.  To love her everyday for the rest of my life.

When she comes, it’s with my name on her lips and her nails digging into my back.  The strength of how much I need her in my life is overwhelming, wrapping around me and pushing me over the edge with her.

Even as we’re panting for breath, I kiss her, needing her to know, needing her to forgive me.

Her hands run through my hair, her blue eyes shining.  Her voice is husky and thick with emotion, “There’s nothing to forgive.  Everyone gets scared sometimes, but next time I need you to talk to me about it.”

I nod and pepper kisses over her skin.

“Okay, Loverboy, now I need to show you how to properly fuck our girl,” Slade’s voice is tight.

I don’t look away from Salem’s eyes.  “You should make love to her.  It’s like nothing else.”

Slade groans, “Every time I touch her, I’m making love to her.  Even when I’m fucking her.”  Salem giggles and buries her face against my chest.  “Keep laughing,” he challenges her, “and you’ll find yourself with your ass filled with my cock.  That way we’d be able to be inside you at the same time.”

“I wouldn’t be opposed to that,” Salem’s voice is muffled, but I can hear her and from the pained groan Slade lets out, he can too.

“Damn it,” he grits out.  “You need to move and let me be inside our girl or else I’m going to lose it and move you myself.”

I kiss Salem one more time and then slide out of her pussy before laying down next to her.  There’s a promise in Slade’s eyes as he stalks up to the edge of the bed.  He grabs our woman and flips her over, positioning her right where he wants her.

He slaps her ass and growls, “Oh yeah, we’ll be fucking your ass and filling you up with both of our cocks.”  Salem shudders with his words and I can’t wait to explore this more.  “Next time,” he grunts before burying himself inside of her pussy.

It doesn’t have to be next time.  We have a lifetime to try new things.  Now that I’ve gotten out of my own way, I can’t fucking wait.
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CHAPTER 13

SLADE

We’ve been in Denver for a few days and getting to see this city from Salem’s perspective has been a lot of fun.  I love how excited she gets and all the sites she’s taken us to see.  I was a little nervous about visiting Denver, but not for the same reasons Hollis was freaking out.  I’m not worried about the future, but I was worried about Salem’s brother and mother liking me.

I’ve never done the whole meet the family thing because I never dated a girl or got attached to them.  I’ve never loved them.  But with Salem everything is different, and I wanted to make a good first impression.  Not only because I plan on being in their lives for the long haul, but also because we’re asking them to accept a nonconventional relationship right from the start.

I’m not sure what I was worried about considering Salem’s mom embraced me with open arms and her brother was only mildly intimidating.  I’m glad Salem told them about us a long time ago, it made the whole thing a lot less awkward.

We’ve been staying with Salem’s mom at her house and it’s clear how much love was put into the place.  I shouldn’t be surprised considering Griffin did most of the work in renovating the house, which makes sense with his work in construction.

I hate that we’ll be leaving in a few days, but we need to get back to campus so we can get back to practice.  We’re going to win our bowl game and then we’re going on to the championship.  I can feel it in my blood.

I wish Salem could be there for the games, but I know she’ll be watching, and we’ll call her right after.  I hate the thought of being away from her, but this time we’ve spent alone in Denver will have to be enough to get us through the next little bit.

Hollis has calmed down and I can tell that he’s still worried about the future.  Now, though, he’s not letting it get in the way of what we have now.  I was surprised that he was starting to push away our Salem, but I also understood where he was coming from.  He’s never done well in situations he feels helpless in.  It’s one of the things that makes him a great leader on the field.

Tonight we’re meeting Griffin out at a bar with some of his coworkers and friends.  Apparently, they have a Friday Night Beer Night tradition.  Griffin doesn’t always go, but he said we had to come out so he could buy her a beer since Salem is 21 now.

I wrap my arm around my girl’s shoulders while Hollis holds her hand on her other side.  I’ve been surprised with how accepting people have been about our relationship.  Have we gotten some looks?  Sure, but no one has been nasty about it.

It probably helps that we’re big guys.

When we walk into the bar, it’s busy.  Most of the bustle is coming from one side of the room where quite a few tables are pulled together.  There is a huge group of people standing around with beers in their hands while talking.

I spot Griffin in the group and my stomach knots.  This is a lot more people than I thought there would be.  I must make a face because Salem giggles next to me.

“It’ll be okay.  They’re good people,” her voice is soothing, and I feel my shoulders relax.

I look over at Hollis as he furrows his eyebrows before he speaks out of the side of his mouth, “Is that Margot Reynolds?”

“Yup,” Salem chirps.  “I should probably warn you that the guys from Suburban Outcasts are over there as well.”

“Shit,” Hollis hisses and I chuckle.

 I give our girl a squeeze and tease her, “Just full of surprises, aren’t ya?”

She winks at me before we head over toward the huge group.  No one seems surprised to find a few celebrities in the bar which means the shininess has come off and everyone is used to it now.  I don’t want to embarrass myself, but I might.

Before we can get all the way over to the group, a blonde guy who has tattoos covering his arms, one of which is wrapped around a woman with silver hair looks up.  His eyes light up as he shouts, “Salem!”

That gets a lot of attention from the group who start to turn toward us as he practically bounds over to us.  Salem is snatched away from us and pulled into this guy’s arms as he hugs her, and I have no control over my reaction.  I grunt at the loss of her and then let out a growling sound from the back of my throat.

“You need to let go of her right now.  She’s ours,” I grit the words out through my teeth.  Who the hell is this guy?

The blonde guy looks up at me and then Hollis over Salem’s head.  “They seem very protective of you,” he murmurs to Salem as he smirks.  “They’ll fit in great.”

I reach over and gently pull her from the man’s arms which has him throwing back his head and laughing.  The woman with silver hair comes over and smacks the blonde’s arm.  “Stop teasing them,” she chastises him.  “You’re no better.”

The blonde guy pouts and points out, “I share you, though.”

The woman rolls her eyes and counters, “Only with Walsh.”

My eyes widen slightly in realization.  This must be Ellie and Troy if they’re talking about Walsh.  Troy has an adoring look on his face as he looks down at Ellie before looking at me and winking.

When we finally get introduced to Troy and Ellie, along with a fuck ton of other people, I’m a little overwhelmed.  Not in a bad way.  You can feel the love these people have for each other and the way they consider each other family.

I’m chatting with Beckett Banks who owns a tattoo shop, which is where Troy and Walsh work, along with some other businesses.  Hollis and Salem are talking with Griffin and his woman and there are smiles on the faces of everyone around us.  Something like coming home fills me and I can’t shake it.

“We wish we could have gotten Lucas out with us tonight, but he’s on the road right now,” he says the words casually, but they make me perk up anyway.

“Lucas?”

He grins and nods.  “When Griffin told us two football players had fallen for his sister, we started paying attention.  We’ve been watching your games.  You’re both really good and there is a lot of draft talk already, which will only increase after your upcoming game and the championship.”

I swallow hard and find my eyes drifting to Salem.  “I’ve always loved the game, don’t get me wrong, but it’s Hollis who has the real talent.  I want him to go to a great team and then I’ll do my best to be right next to him.  The most important thing to me now is making sure we can keep Salem.”

“You protect his ass on the field and there’s trust between you.  It’s what makes you strong partners for Salem,” he tells me seriously and I find myself nodding slowly.  “Don’t sell yourself short though.”  He nods toward Troy, Ellie, and Walsh.  “We give Troy a lot of shit because he’s the carefree one.  He always has a joke to make, and it seems like he doesn’t take very much seriously, but he’s still the heart of that family.  Walsh and Ellie would say the same thing.”

I blink as I watch the three of them, the look of love and pride on Troy’s face is clear to see.  Even as he makes a joke, which is obvious from across the room, it’s the way his eyes light up as the people he cares about most laugh which has understanding filling me.  It was easier to be the funny one because of not having much to call my own.  It made it easier to make friends.  It made it easier to let things go when life didn’t go my way.

I don’t know where I’d be if it weren’t for Hollis and his family.  My childhood existed in a broken home where love was long gone.  Except for my brother, but he joined the military as soon as he could, which is what he needed to do.  I never resented him for it, and I love him.

But the Lang family was my lifeline and they kept me moving forward.

Beckett clears his throat and I look over at him.  He’s grinning at me, but it’s not patronizing.  “You’re getting it now.”  When I nod, he keeps going, “Because we started watching your games, we made sure Lucas was too.”

I furrow my brows together and ask again, “Lucas?”

“Lucas Caldron.”  

My eyes widen with what he’s telling me.  “Quarterback for the Denver Mustangs, Lucas Caldron?”

Beckett barks out a laugh before reaching over and giving my shoulder a squeeze.  “That’s the one.”  He points toward Ellie.  “Ellie does these things called stranger shoots.  Through one of them she hooked Lucas up with someone he went to high school with here in Denver, which was a total coincidence.  They fell in love and the rest is, as they say, history.  Alina and Lucas became our friends.  We were at his first game back after his injury which was his first game playing for the Mustangs.”

“Woah,” I breathe out, “a movie star, a rock band, a professional NFL quarterback.  You have the greatest family.”

“That we do.”  He gives me a piercing look.  “You’re part of the family now, Slade.”

I swallow hard, a lump forming in my throat because of how sincere he sounds.  I can feel what he’s offering me with only a few words and it’s something I’ve wanted for a long time.  The Langs are my family, don’t get me wrong, but this feels different.  This feels bigger.

“You, Salem and Hollis will always have a home here and we’ll do everything in our power to help you all make your dreams come true.”

“Thank you,” I whisper.

I don’t know if this will mean that we’ll have a real shot at coming home to the Mustangs or not.  Still, I’m willing to bet this group of people is capable of making anything happen that they want to have happen.  I kind of want to hug the man standing next to me.  Before I can act on the impulse, his wife Amelia walks up to us along with Salem who is eyeing me curiously.

Amelia wraps her arms around her husband’s torso, and he tucks her into his body, touching her with a reverent love which is achingly familiar.  She looks up at her husband innocently.  “You’re not threatening Slade are you, Love?”

Beckett chuckles before leaning down and kissing his wife softly.  “What if I was, Baby?”

She huffs and rolls her eyes before looking at me with acceptance and love in her eyes.  She grins before sassing, “I have my ways to make you pay.  We’re not going to get in the way of Salem’s happiness and it’s clear Hollis and Slade are the men she’s supposed to be with.”

“He can’t scare me away, not from my gorgeous girl,” I assure Amelia, my voice teasing.

I wrap an arm around Salem’s waist and tuck her into my side.  I’ve seen more affection in this bar tonight than I have in a long fucking time.  They’re more than friends here, they’re a family and being included in it and feeling like I’m part of it is profound.

Salem rests her chin on my chest and looks up at me, her voice a whisper, “Are you okay?”

I look down and kiss my woman’s forehead as Hollis comes over and stands on her other side.  I meet his gaze before looking back down at Salem.  “I’m good.  I have a feeling everything is going to turn out just as it should.”

I can’t explain it, but I just know that we’ll end up here, in Denver, where our family is.  We’ll thrive and there won’t be any more off field drama following us around.  Only love.  Only acceptance.  Only the chance to make our future as bright as it can be.
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EPILOGUE

FOUR MONTHS LATER

SALEM

My nerves are fucking shot.  Which is understandable considering how big today is.  It’s the day.  The day.  NFL draft day.

My guys have worked so fucking hard for this and even though I wasn’t around for most of it, the pride I feel for them is unparalleled.  I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to express to them how much I admire their dedication, their work ethic, or their skill.  They’ve given their all to this sport and now it feels like it all comes down to this one day which they have no control over.

It almost doesn’t seem fair.  How can you distill down so many years into one day?  My guys aren’t the only ones who have put in the same amount of effort either.  There are so many other guys, across the country, who have given it their all and now they’re going to be given a shot at making it in the NFL or their dreams will be dashed.

I think what sets my guys apart is that while they’ve had their eyes on the prize of going all the way to the big show, they have a real love for the game.  It shines through.

Even when the pressure is on.

Even when it looks like they’re down and out.

Even when the odds are stacked against them.

I was so fucking elated watching their bowl game victory and then to have them win the championship?  I was beside myself.  I wish I could have been in both of those stadiums cheering my guys on, but it wasn’t to be.  They knew I was watching the entire game on the edge of my seat which had to be enough.

I can’t believe I started this school year without knowing anything about football and now I’m more than a fan.  I’m obsessed.  I’m a lifer.

Because my guys are, and I will do anything in my power to support them.  It’s not like watching big, burly guys play a game involving hard tackles and physical prowess is a hardship by any means.

Hollis’ parents came in for today and we’re in the living room of their apartment, the one I’ve practically moved into, along with a camera crew from some sports channel.  It’s an important day and is being televised as part of the show.

I’ve kept my hopes to myself, but I hope the Mustangs pick up both of my guys.  They went and visited the facility in Denver a few months ago, along with some other teams across the country, but there was something different about them when they got home from Denver.  It was like they were invigorated.

I’m a little worried, if they do end up in Denver, Hollis won’t get to play because Lucas Caldron is in the QB slot right now and doing well.  At the same time, learning from someone who has been in the NFL for a while and played for more than one team would be something Hollis would soak up.

Maybe it would be better for my guys to go to another team.  I’ll be happy no matter where we end up because I’ll be with them.  Right where I’m supposed to be.

I’ve been nervously munching on crackers while we watch the pre-draft coverage, and my guys haven’t been far from me.  They’ve found ways to touch me, reassuring me with such a small gesture, all day.  I’m sure the camera crew is eating that up, but I can’t bring myself to care.

My time at U of M is almost up and I’m getting more and more excited about the next phase in my life, no matter where I go.  I’m excited about all the possibilities.  I’m excited about the adventure and experiencing it with my guys.

I’m pretty sure I hold my breath as they start with the first-round draft picks and feel a little lightheaded when they get to Denver.  But, really, can you blame me?

We thought about going and being at the draft for this announcement, but my guys wanted to be here.  They wanted to be where it mattered the most to them and it warms my heart as everything in me squirms.

“The Denver Mustangs, with their first-round draft pick, choose Hollis Lang,” the guy in a suit on the TV says and everything freezes around me.

Just as fast as everything freezes, everything speeds back up and Hollis stands, his hands on his head for a second as he takes a deep breath.  Then I’m up and in his arms as he spins me around and presses me against Slade’s chest.

I’m surrounded by my men on a day when one of them is getting everything he’s ever wanted and, maybe, more than he hoped for.  Denver.  We’re going to Denver.

Hollis told me when he went in for his meeting with the management team in Denver that he was looking forward to the opportunity to be part of the team, but he would need Slade at his side to watch his back.  He insisted they were a team and wouldn’t be broken up.

Hollis’ parents are cheering and then they wrap their arms around the three of us as we take a moment to soak it all in.  Then it’s broken by my man’s phone ringing.  I’m left in Slade’s arms, but I know he’ll be back.

We’re just getting settled back on the couch when Hollis walks back in with a big smile on his face and I know, no matter what else happens, we’re all going to be in Denver next year.  Some way.  Somehow.

The draft feels like it drags on, but something tells me to pay attention to the fourth-round draft pick when it gets back around to Denver.

“The Denver Mustangs, with their fourth-round pick, choose Slade Parsons,” the announcer says, his voice casual as if he didn’t just change our lives in way that leaves me breathless.

I’m being lifted in the air as tears stream down my face.  Slade’s grey eyes are filled with pure joy as he looks down at me.  When he slams his mouth down on mine, I can taste his happiness and it reverberates inside of me, multiplying with every sweep of his tongue.

As he sets me on my feet, it’s only because his phone is ringing.  He ignores it for a moment to hug Hollis and then Hollis’ parents.  I can see the tears in my man’s gorgeous grey eyes and the relief.

I’m so fucking proud of them.  I’ll never know if it was because of what Hollis said in his meeting or not and it doesn’t matter.

We’re going to Denver.

We’re going home.
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The Way Her SEAL Cares (Real Hot SEAL Series)*

Never Going to Care (Sullivan Protection Book 1)

The Puck Stops Here (New York Storm Hockey Series)*

Fudge Around and Find Out (Merry Fudgin’ Christmas Series)*

Tied Up in Tinsel (XXXmas Series)*

Two Pink Lines for Christmas (The Naughty List Series)*

 

Vibrant Ink Series:

His Wild Rebel (May-December Romance Series)*

 

Broken Road, Texas Series:

Broken Road Wishes (Broken Road Texas Series)

Dreams From Broken Road (Everything’s Bigger in Texas Series)*

 

Screaming Woods:

Knot Running From Fate (Monster Between the Sheets Series)*

Stalking From the Shadows (Monster Between the Sheets: Season 2)*

Monsters In The Woods 

 

Guidice Crime Family Series:

Flames and Flowers**

Flowers and Moonlight (Mardi Gras Menage Series)*

Room Five: What You Can’t See (Club Sin: New Orleans Session 1)*

Room Eight: Cinched Up Tight (Club Sin: New Orleans Session 2)*

 

Devil’s Saints Motorcycle Club:

New Orleans Chapter:

Devil’s Return (Devil’s Saints Motorcycle Club: New Orleans Chapter Book 1)

Seattle Chapter:

Biker (KNK Matchmaking Agency Series)*

Falling Feathers (Dark and Twisted Tales Series)*

 

Agosti Crime Family Series:

Where Roses Lay (Criminal Desires Series)*

Room Six:  Breathlessly Devoted to Them (Club Sin: Chicago Series, Session 1)*

Lilies and Lies (Endless Obsession Series)*

Plucking His Daisy (The Auction Series)*

The Taste of Temperance (Vices & Virtues Series)*

Room Four: Wrong Guys, Right Praise (Club Sin: Chicago Series, Session 2)*

Blossom in Shadows (Dark Reign Series)*

King of Pain and Petals (Short Kings Series)*

Possessing Her Petals (Dark Hearts Mafia Series)*

Vows & Vendettas Mafia Anthology

 

McCarthy Irish Mob Series:

Sweet Ruin (Sweet but Twisted Christmas)*

 

Orlov Bratva Series:

Snowed In With the Bratva Boss (Snowed In Series)*

Gilded Thorn (Dark Reign Series)*

 

Club Sin: Chicago Series:

Room Six:  Breathlessly Devoted to Them (Club Sin: Chicago Series, Session 1)*

Room Four: Wrong Guys, Right Praise (Club Sin: Chicago Series, Session 2)*

Room Eighteen: My Pain, Their Pleasure (Club Sin: Chicago Series, Session 2)*

Chicago Collection

 

Other PNR Titles:

Bonded Beyond Lies (Fighting Fate Series)*

 

*Book part of a multi-author series.  May not be part of series it is listed under expressly but contains a character within that series.

**Companion to Beads on a Bombshell.  May not be part of series it is listed under expressly but contains a character within that series.
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