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Chapter 1

This case is pissing me off,” Rick said to his partner as he picked up his beer bottle and drained half the contents.

Truitt grimaced and sipped at his beer, his gaze tracking across the room. Rick knew who he was watching. It was a ritual he and Tru had fallen into for weeks now.

Jessie Callahan. A gorgeous brown-eyed doll with the sweetest smile he’d ever seen on a woman. Honey blond curls so thick he itched to plunge his fingers into the thick mass.

They’d flirted with her and propositioned her every time they came in, and she always flirted right back and then turned them down flat.

She didn’t seem overly shocked that the proposition included both men. In fact, her face turned the prettiest shade of pink every time they promised her a night she wouldn’t forget. The thing was, she looked downright interested, which is why they persisted. She was going to cave. Rick and Truitt knew it. And it was fun as hell in the meantime to up the ante every time they came in.

“This bastard has to make a mistake sooner or later,” Truitt said, turning his gaze from Jessie to eye his partner. “What kind of a sick fuck gets off on torturing women and then turning them loose in the woods to hunt them? I want this son of a bitch. I want him bad.”

Rick nodded. The images of the victims still burned brightly in his mind. Cuts, bruises, blood. Lots of blood. Caked-on mud and dirt, scratches from head to toe. They’d all run blindly through the dense woods until the bastard tracking them ended his sick hunt with a bullet from a high-power rifle.

They didn’t stand a chance, and yet he gave them hope by turning them loose after terrorizing and torturing them for God knew how long. Stripped of clothing and bleeding, they ran for their lives.

The police hadn’t been able to determine a link between the women. No common factors. It was all frighteningly random, which frustrated Rick and Truitt and their department to no end.

The media had labeled the asshole the Big Thicket Killer. Not terribly original, but fitting all the same. No leads had turned up. Forensics had been a bust so far. The bastard was either meticulous or damn lucky.

The only way the police even knew to look for a body was because after every kill, the arrogant son of a bitch called it in. Complete with GPS coordinates.

Who knew how many women this psychopath had murdered before he decided to go public? How many test subjects had he experimented on before taking the game to the next level and all but daring the police to come after him?

Rick drained the last of his beer and set the bottle back on the table with a thud. This was their first night off in days. They had a backlog of cases and they were still spinning their wheels on the serial killer. He hated sitting around waiting for the bastard to make his next move. How many more innocent women were going to lose their lives before they took him down?

“Let it go, man,” Truitt said, interrupting his thoughts. “At least for tonight.”

Rick lifted his gaze, searching out Jessie in the crowd. Sometimes the assholes who liked to hang out in the pub enjoyed giving her a hard time, and he liked to look out for her when he and Truitt came in. He wished they could be here more often, but lately nights off were few and far between.

She was one gorgeous woman, but more than being beautiful, she had a sunny personality that just warmed you through. And when she smiled…man, her smile did funny things to his chest and other parts of his body.

He didn’t immediately find her. Maybe she’d gone in the back to get something.

“We’re going to take her home tonight,” Rick announced.

Truitt raised his brows. “Getting impatient? What if she isn’t ready?”

“She’s ready. She’s been giving it back to us for weeks. She’s adorably shy but she’s interested. She watches us every bit as much as we watch her. I think we just need to push it a little more. I’m tired of sitting around and waiting. We aren’t the only ones who come in here to drool over her, and if we don’t make a move, she’s going to be going home with someone else.”

“Well, when you put it that way,” Truitt drawled. “I don’t want to scare her, but I damn sure don’t want her in someone else’s bed.”

Rick frowned as he finally located her. “She looks upset about something. Motion her over here like we want another beer. I want to make sure everything’s okay and then we’ll find out what time she gets off.”

Truitt followed Rick’s gaze and his eyes narrowed. He lifted his hand when he caught her eye and crooked a finger at her.
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Jessie stalked out of Merriam’s office, her lips tight and fury ripping through her. She’d have liked to have ripped Merriam’s hair out by the roots. The bitch had the nerve to accuse of her of skimming money from the register and then fire her.

She very generously told Jessie she could finish out the night, and if Jessie didn’t need the money so desperately, she would have told Merriam to shove it.

Jessie didn’t even go near the register. How the hell was she supposed to be stealing from it? Denise, the bartender, guarded the register like a jealous lover and looked accusingly at anyone who got within ten feet of it.

And yet Jessie was going to take the fall for a few hundred dollars that Merriam said had mysteriously disappeared?

She was so pissed she wanted to throw a chair across the room. She wasn’t normally a vindictive type of person but right now she wished Karma would bite Merriam on the ass, and she’d told her as much.

Merriam was a hard-ass, uptight bitch who was an absolute monster to work for. But Merriam paid good wages and Jessie made good tips at the popular pub. Her regulars always took good care of her. The money had made the crap that Jessie had to put up with worth it.

Her shoulders sagged and her hands still shook from her confrontation with Merriam. They were already shorthanded and Jessie really, really wanted to say to hell with all of them and walk out, because then Merriam would have to come out and help tend bar and she hated to be dragged out of her office for any reason.

It only made Jessie feel marginally better that she’d told Merriam exactly what she thought of her. She’d left by telling Merriam that she hoped she was run over by a bus. Okay, so maybe that wasn’t the classiest exit, but really, how was being Miss Manners going to help? It wasn’t like by being polite she’d suddenly get her job back.

“Problem, Jessie?” Denise barked from behind the counter. “You’ve got customers waiting. Get your ass in gear.”

“Fuck off,” Jessie snapped. Oh God, did that feel good. She almost laughed at Denise’s look of shock.

She turned to see Truitt Cavanaugh motion for another round of beers. Her mouth drooped as she realized that this would be the last night she’d get to serve her two sexy detectives. She’d miss flirting with them, and those smoldering stares they sent her way when they thought she wasn’t looking. Or, hell, maybe they did know.

They’d been angling to get her into bed for weeks and she’d always put them off. The idea of having a threesome was shocking but titillating in an exciting oh-my-God kind of way, but she’d never mustered the nerve to go for it.

She wasn’t a virgin, but she was woefully behind in the sex education department, and somehow she knew they were so far out of her league that she hadn’t a prayer of satisfying either.

They were bad boys and she was a wholesome, sweet good girl, and if that wasn’t enough to disgust her, she didn’t know what was.

Still, she wouldn’t mind signing up for Sex Ed if they were teaching.

Rick was all dark and brooding. Quieter than Truitt. His hair hung to his shoulders, sleek and black, just made for a woman’s fingers. She was fascinated by a man who’d have the words Courage, Honor, and Heart tattooed around his wrist like a bracelet. It made her wonder all manner of things about his hidden depths and how much she’d like to plumb them.

Truitt was no less of a badass, and in some ways he was fiercer-looking than Rick. He was big and broad-shouldered, a few inches taller than Rick with a body builder’s physique. He wore an earring in one ear but she’d been close enough to know that both ears were pierced.

Spiraling bands with sharp points and flowing edges circled both arms and disappeared into his sleeves. She always wondered how far up his body his tats went, and what other secrets hid behind the T-shirts and jeans he wore.

Between the two of them, they’d fueled some serious bad-girl fantasies. She could be bad. She could totally be bad given the right provocation, and damn if they didn’t provoke some serious desire to be really, really naughty.

She sighed. One day. Maybe. But then why not tonight?

She grabbed a few bottles and made her way through the crowd, trying to smile despite wanting to cry. She hated looking for a job. She hated walking into a place and asking for an application. She hated being conspicuous in these situations, and she always felt like everyone in the world was watching her and judging.

And now she’d have to start that process all over again and she didn’t have any days to spare to be off work. Money was tight and she couldn’t miss her classes. Not when the semester was almost up.

Halfway across the floor, someone backed into her and all her weight came down on her bad knee. It buckled and she hit the floor, but she managed to keep the beer bottles held high, a fact she was absurdly happy about.

Pain shot through her leg and she bit her lip to keep from crying out. The guy who knocked her down quickly bent over, his expression one of genuine regret. But before he could offer to help her up, Truitt and Rick were both bending down, concern bright in their eyes.

“Jessie, you okay?” Truitt demanded.

Embarrassed to be the center of attention in the crowded pub, she nodded, her cheeks hot.

“Let me help you up, sweetheart,” Rick said as he gently guided her to her feet.

Her knee gave way immediately and Truitt hauled her to his side until she was steady. She offered a shaky smile and then held out the beers.

“At least I didn’t spill your beer,” she joked.

“I don’t give a damn about the beer,” Truitt growled. “Come sit down. You’re hurt.”

They helped her to their table and eased her down into one of the chairs. Rick bent down on one knee and slid his hands up her bare leg. He frowned when he got to one of the scars around her knee.

“What happened here?”

She tried to pull her leg away, but he kept a firm hold. His fingers were gentle, but he didn’t allow her to escape.

“Car accident,” she mumbled. “My knee still gives me trouble sometimes.”

“What the hell are you doing working a job that requires you to be on your feet all the time if you’ve got a bum knee?” Truitt demanded.

This time Rick relinquished his grip when she tried to pull away. She tucked both legs under the table and glanced quickly around, relieved to note that everyone had gone on about their business and quickly forgotten about her.

“Are you hurting, sweetheart?” Rick asked in a voice that made her melt. He had a flirty way with words that hit her in the right spot every time. Only this time he was less flirty and more concerned, and she loved that even more.

“I’ll be fine,” she said, managing a reassuring smile. “Just put too much weight on it too quickly.”

“Not to worry. Rick and I are planning to take you home with us after you get off work. We’ll pamper you until you’ve forgotten all about that knee,” Truitt said in a low, husky voice.

Her legs trembled and she thrust her hands into her lap under the table so they wouldn’t see how nervous she was. Which was ridiculous because they flirted, she flirted, and nothing ever came of it. But tonight…well tonight was just a different night all the way around. She kept looking at him, expecting him to tease or wink, but he seemed dead serious, and that sent another flutter of awareness winging through her body.

The truth was she could use some pampering and whatever else they chose to do after the night she’d had. She couldn’t think of a single, solitary reason to turn them down.

Provided they were serious. And there was only one way to find out. If she made a fool of herself, it wasn’t as if she’d ever see them again.

“As it happens, I can leave anytime,” she said. “Does all that pampering you’re promising come with a foot rub?”

Rick’s eyes suddenly gleamed dark, making her all shivery inside. Truitt went quiet and the tats on his arms rippled as his muscles jumped and flexed.

“It comes with a hell of a lot more,” Truitt said. “Did you just say yes? Don’t tease, Jessie. We’ve been waiting a hell of a long time for you to put us out of our misery.”

Her heart was about to thump out of her chest. She was positively light-headed. They really weren’t flirting or teasing. They were dead serious, and right now they were both staring her down with eyes that were so hot she was about to melt. Waiting. For her to put them out of their misery.

Well damn, but that made her giddy.

“Just let me clock out and get my keys,” she managed to get out. “I’ll meet you in the parking lot.”


Chapter 2

Rick and Truitt were waiting by her car when she walked into the parking lot.

“You shouldn’t be driving with your knee hurting,” Truitt said as he wrested the keys from her grip. “I’ll take your car. You ride with Rick.”

She winced and glanced between Truitt and her tiny beat-up old car. The idea of him fitting his large frame into her ten-year-old Toyota Corolla was laughable.

“I can drive,” she said. “You’ll never fit.”

He pulled her against him until she fit flush against his chest. Lord, but the man smelled as sexy as he looked and she loved the feel of his hard body.

He lowered his head and kissed the tip of her nose. Then he pushed her toward Rick and patted her on the ass. She sighed, rolled her eyes, but let Rick guide her to his truck while Truitt crammed himself into her car.

Rick closed the passenger door after Jessie was inside and then walked around the front to get in on the driver’s side.

“All set?” he asked as he keyed the ignition.

She nodded, suddenly nervous as realization sank in. She was really doing this. She was really going home with two sinfully gorgeous men who were going to do sinfully decadent things to her body.

She couldn’t freaking wait.

He pulled onto the highway and Jessie glanced in the side-view mirror to see Truitt pull in behind them. She started when Rick reached over and slid his fingers through hers. He picked up her hand and pulled it toward him, resting it on top of his thigh.

It was such a small thing, but it felt intimate.

“Everything okay?” he asked.

Startled, she looked up at him in question.

“You looked upset in the bar. Right before you fell. Need me to kick anyone’s ass?”

Laughter escaped and some of the stress of the evening lifted away. There was nothing she could do about it now, and she wasn’t about to let Merriam ruin what could possibly be the best night of her life.

“No, but thanks for the offer. It’s kind of nice to have someone willing to kick ass on demand.”

“Anytime,” Rick said with a grin. “Just say the word. Tru and I will be more than happy to take care of it.”

“You two are a trip.”

He glanced sideways. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

She ducked her head, a little embarrassed and suddenly a lot shy.

“Jessie?” he prompted in a coaxing voice.

“You’ve been flirting with me for weeks. I didn’t really think you were serious. Well, until tonight when I decided to chance making a fool out of myself.”

He groaned. “Are you telling me you would have taken us up earlier if you had realized we were absolutely serious?”

“Weeelll. Maybe?”

He sighed. “Clearly we need to work on our presentation.”

She smiled. “I needed the time to work up my nerve anyway. You and Truitt are…intimidating.”

“Darlin’, the last thing we want is to intimidate you.”

He squeezed her hand and then picked it up and raised it to his mouth. His lips were a warm shock to her palm. And then if that wasn’t enough, he licked over the tips of her fingers and gently sucked each one into his mouth.

Holy hell, but the man had reduced her to a gaping, speechless blob in thirty seconds flat.

“If you had any idea how much I’ve fantasized about you, you’d know that you effectively have me by the balls and I’m yours to command,” he said in amusement.

She had nothing to say to that.

Ten minutes later, they pulled into the driveway of a smallish brick house that looked like a lot of other small brick houses in the neighborhood.

It was a cookie-cutter subdivision. It made her positively wistful. While others might dream of huge houses on huge lots with individuality in spades, her dream house was in a quaint neighborhood with nice people, where kids played in the streets and the houses were all neat and uniform.

But then anything at all would be a step up from her efficiency apartment in a not-so-great neighborhood across town from this middle-class subdivision.

Still, it gave her a happy sigh to dream. One day she’d be beyond her current circumstances. She held on to that hope and knew that she had the power to make it reality. Hard work and a never-quit attitude had gotten her through a devastating car accident. It would get her through her current jobless state.

And at least for tonight she planned to cut loose, have some fun and temporarily forget about her less than ideal circumstances.

Before she had time to open her door, Truitt appeared at her window and opened the door for her. He reached inside and helped her down, holding her to his side until he was sure her knee would support her.

Her chest caved in a little at the thoughtfulness of the gesture.

Rick went ahead of them and opened the door. She and Truitt followed and she looked curiously around when he flipped the light on.

If she expected a slovenly bachelor pad, she was wrong. The living room was neat and uncluttered. A masculine dark brown leather couch lined the wall in front of a flat-screen television mounted to the opposing wall. There were two recliners on either side of the couch and a solid oak coffee table in front of the sofa.

It had a cozy, homey look that she was instantly drawn to.

“So which one of you lives here? Or do you both?”

“He’s living here temporarily,” Truitt said, gesturing toward Rick. “His lease ended on his apartment so he’s crashing with me until he decides what he wants to buy and where.”

Why she was surprised that this was Truitt’s house, she wasn’t sure. He had a wild edge to him that contradicted the clean, earthy look to the house. It was very traditional. That was the word she was searching for and Truitt looked anything but traditional.

Truitt curled an arm around her and pulled her into his body. He kissed her brow first but then lowered his mouth to capture her lips in a hot, toe-curling kiss.

Lust hit her like a hammer. She purposely put all her weight on her good leg because if she didn’t she knew she’d go down like a rock.

Truitt must have felt her shift because he pulled away and then steered her toward the couch. She sat and he knelt in front of her, his big hands closing around her aching knee.

As soon as he touched her she let out a soft moan. Warm and gentle, his palms brushed over her skin. He removed her slides and tossed them a few feet away while Rick settled on her other side.

“I’m probably supposed to be patient and sensitive right now given that you’ve been on your feet all night and your knee hurts, but what I really want is to get you naked. Then I want to lavish all sorts of loving on you,” Rick said as he dropped a kiss on her shoulder.

“He’s the impatient one,” Truitt said with an eye roll. “He has about as much finesse as a bull in rut.”

“And you don’t want to get her naked?” Rick asked mildly.

“Hell yeah, I want her naked. But these things should be savored. I’ve fantasized about this moment for so long, the last thing I want is for it to all be over in two seconds. I want to take her clothes off one piece at a time and enjoy every damn minute.”

This wasn’t happening. It simply wasn’t happening. The only explanation was that she was at home and her own fantasies were manifesting themselves in a surprisingly realistic dream. A really fantastic, never-want-it-to-end dream at that.

She cleared her throat delicately. “How does this work exactly?” Then she wanted to die of embarrassment. She sounded like a moron.

Rick grinned. “Darlin’, you have the most gorgeous feminine blush. I just love it when your cheeks get all pink. Makes me want to do all sorts of outrageous things just to get you to do it again.”

“I know I sound like an idiot,” she mumbled. “It’s just that I’ve never had sex with two guys. At the same time, I mean. I’m not at all sure what I’m supposed to do.”

Truitt ran his hand up her leg to rest at her waist.
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