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Chapter One 
Calen’s attention was focused on the raven-haired beauty pulling draft behind the bar. 
After observing her for months, he still wondered, Is she the one? He knew damn well she was, but the question still nettled him. 
She was perfect. 
Tight, curly hair, dark as night, hung just above her beautiful backside, and bright green eyes sparkled like emeralds when she laughed. Voluptuous, sexy curves made his cock rock-fucking-hard every time he laid eyes on her. The swell of her breasts jiggled and bounced when she moved, making his mouth water. He craved a taste of her skin, her essence. Then there was her scent. Just thinking about her would call up the unique smell of vanilla infused with a hint of rose. 
The Taboo Delights nightclub was filled to capacity, as usual. The noise level continued to rise, making casual conversation impossible. 
“Calen?” A deep, husky voice called to him. 
It didn’t help that Calen couldn’t take his eyes off the temptress behind the bar. 
“Calen?” The voice spoke a second time, and a persuasive nudge against his shoulder finally gained his half-assed attention. 
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“Huh? What?” Calen answered. Of course, he hadn’t noticed Van had returned to their table from the restroom. 
“She is lovely, isn’t she?” Van spoke close to his ear, his warm breath caressing Calen’s cheek and neck. “What are you thinking?” 
Deep in thought, a seductive grin crept across Calen’s chiseled features as he ran a hand lovingly up Van’s thigh, squeezing just below the bulge at the top. “I want Mel to be our third, Van. She’s perfect. Don’t you think?” 
“Mmmm, yes, I do. Not only is she visually stimulating, she has an intriguing personality and a sense of humor.” 
Van’s arm rested on the back of his chair. The stroke of his lover’s fingers along the firm flesh of his bicep beneath his T-shirt’s sleeve heightened Calen’s arousal. When Van shifted beside him, the warmth of his breath stirred the shaggy blond hair behind his ear. 
”And I’d love to watch you fuck her,” Van said huskily. “However, just because she works in a club catering to the gay and bi crowd does not mean she’ll be receptive to joining us in a three-way.” 
Melanie Drake felt eyes on her from the other side of the bar, knowing Calen Maxwell watched her again. He always watched her, and she’d lost count of how many times she had caught him. The thought of being found attractive by a gay man turned her on. She wondered if he could actually feel her insane attraction toward him. 
Calen was exquisite masculinity and stood close to a foot and a half taller than her five feet. His shoulder-length, sandy blond hair held a natural wave. Bright blue eyes danced with mischief, and his crooked smile only added to his playful appearance. 
His well-toned, tight, athletic build took her breath away. Broad shoulders gave way to a slender waist, narrow hips to powerful thighs. 
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Calen’s lover, Van Dansk, was equally spectacular, and a perfect complement to him. 
Dark and mysterious, Van stood a little taller than Calen, his ebony hair cut short just above perfect ears, with lobes that looked nibble-icious. An olive complexion hinted of Mediterranean descent, and his dark chocolate bedroom eyes screamed seduction. Van had a bulkier stature than Calen, and the thought of being sandwiched between the two of them made Mel’s heart race, her pussy wet, and her lower belly spasm anxiously. 
As much as Mel wished for a little ménage à trois with the two perfect male specimens, she knew they were devoted to one another. Anyone could see their love when Calen and Van looked at each other. Besides, the thought of a gay man, or men, involved in a sexual relationship with a straight woman was preposterous. 
But there was nothing wrong with a little fantasizing, was there? 
Casually, Melanie glanced around the crowd of regulars, trying not to draw attention to her wandering eye, and observed the handsome duo watching her closely. Her pulse quickened, nipples puckered to tight little pebbles hard enough to cut glass, and liquid heat flooded to the mouth of her sex. 
Big time! 
A groan of arousal lodged in her throat at the intense looks Calen and Van aimed at her. Raising a hand, Melanie waved a friendly acknowledgment to them. They reciprocated, causing the muscles in her pussy to tighten with excitement, begging for a cock, a finger, or a tongue to grip. 
Mel went back to wiping down the bar and serving other patrons. An hour before the end of her shift, the familiar, subtle scent of cologne assaulted her nostrils. Uh-oh, she was in big trouble now. Glancing up from the register, she spotted them. Two other objects who teased her libido were gracing the club with their presence. 
She met Jake Welland’s sly grin and wink as he ambled toward Calen and Van’s table, and standing in front of her was none other than Philip Weston. Oh, heavens, but he did 4 Jennifer Cole 
smell delicious tonight. Flashing his pearly whites, he licked his lower lip suggestively before ordering a couple of beers. After popping the caps, Mel set two bottles in front of him. 
“Thanks, sweetheart. Keep the change,” he said, paying his tab and leaving her a ten dollar tip. 
“You’re welcome, Philip. And thank you…you’re too generous.” She smiled back a mite flirtatiously. 
“Mmmm,” he groaned as he walked away from the bar. 
These two played havoc with Mel’s lust and desire, just as Calen and Van did. Just like Calen and Van, Jake and Philip were committed to each other, one hundred and ten percent. 
Philip’s reddish brown hair was cropped short in a military-style brush not all men had the ability to pull off, with mustache and goatee trimmed close to his ruggedly handsome face. Some found his physique of muscle on top of muscle intimidating, while mesmerizing crystal blue eyes could make a woman forget her own name. His typical attire consisted of faded blue jeans that hugged his ass and more-than-adequate package perfectly, not leaving much to an admirer’s imagination. Although he looked rough on the exterior, “big bad biker” tough, Philip’s natural demeanor was sensual and very soft-spoken. 
Jake was Jake. A stereotypical “surfer dude” beach bum, with long blond hair pulled into a ponytail and flip-flops on his feet. He was lean muscle, tall, and always on the hunt for a good time. With one hazel green eye and one blue, his features were beautiful in a masculine sort of way. A playful wink and smile, which he used like an assault weapon, would leave any woman, and most men, panting for air. He was seduction, all wrapped up in one delicious package. 
The four men, seated at the table together and engaged in deep discussion, would lead a casual observer into thinking they were devising a covert military operation or hatching a plan for world domination. Elbows on the table, their expressions serious, unreadable, and with the furtive looks they cast around the room, there was no question the four exuded A Delicious Taboo 
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male dominance at its finest. Even some of the lesbians in the nightclub had been caught drooling over them. 
“Evening, guys,” Philip said as he set a beer in front of Jake and dropped into the seat next to him. “And what’s the topic of discussion this fine evening?” 
“When I spotted the two of them sitting here as we walked in, neither one could take their eyes off a certain scrumptious bar maid,” Jake said. 
“Miss Melanie,” Philip smiled and cast a look over his shoulder at the bar. 
Van put his bottle back on the table after taking a pull off it. “Hmmm, we’re going to ask her to join us in a ménage.” 
Jake sucked in a breath and shared a look with Philip. “You can’t ask her to be with you,” he said. “We’re going to ask her to join us.” 
“Oh, come on, Jake, you don’t honestly think Mel would go home with the two of you, do you?” Calen teased with a grin. 
“Believe me, Cale, once Mel’s had the two of us, she’ll never be interested in another hetero man again.” Philip chuckled, lifting his beer for a toast. 
The four clinked bottles and shared a laugh. After discussing the weather, sports scores, and work, Van steered the conversation back to Mel. “Seriously, guys, are you really thinking of asking Mel to join you? How long have you been discussing this? We didn’t know you were even looking to expand your union.” 
“Are you kidding? Look at her; she’s gorgeous. Those curves, that smile, the way her eyes dance when she’s excited,” Philip said, glancing back at the bar. 
“Yup, she’s all that and a bag of chips. You’ve known her as long as we have. She’ll make a perfect third…physically and emotionally,” Jake said with a shrug. “Besides, we’ve been thinking about it for a few months,” Jake finished. 
“Well, I still don’t think she’ll go home with you two,” Van smirked. 
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“Hmmm, you seem pretty sure of yourself,” Philip said with a hint of irritation behind his words. 
“Yeah, we are.” Calen leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms with confidence. 
“Well, then, smart-ass, let’s let Mel decide which twosome she wants to be a third with, huh?” Again Philip glanced over his shoulder toward the bar. Making eye contact with the focus of their conversation, he motioned for a round for the table and blew Melanie a kiss. 
Mel nodded and finished serving a customer. 
“We’re going to do this now?” Jake and Calen asked together in surprise. 
“Good idea. We should settle this once and for all. Two of us will be taking Melanie home tonight. May the best men win.” Van offered his hand to shake on the deal. 
“May the best men win,” Philip repeated. 
She’d been watching the foursome for the last twenty minutes or so, and their discussion appeared more heated than usual. Although she hadn’t heard a word they were saying, she could see the tense expressions marring each of their gorgeous faces. Curious, she wondered what they could possibly be discussing to get them so fired up. 
Six months before, Melanie had met the four friends as a group the same night she’d started bartending at the club. They’d been sitting at the same table as now, laughing and carrying on like college kids after a final exam. One or all of them visited the club three or four times a week, usually to unwind after work. And she’d fallen for them…all four of them. Well, as much as a straight girl could fall for a quartet of gay men. Melanie was not deluded however; she knew her infatuation was one-sided, but that didn’t stop her from secretly lusting after the group of friends. 
Approaching their table, she set their respective brands of beer in front of them. 
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Philip wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her to him. His actions surprised her, and she stumbled trying to regain her footing. 
“We need you to settle an argument for us, honey.” He took her hand in his, turned it over, and placed a gentle kiss, with some tongue, on her palm. 
Now, her curiosity eating at her and shivering noticeably, Mel sucked in a breath. 
“Yeah, what’s that?” 
“We want to know which pair of us you’d like to come home with tonight,” Philip stated. 
Mel gasped in shock, her eyes growing as big as saucers. “Excuse me?” 
“Yeah, babe, which pair of us do you want to come home with?” A sly grin crossed Jake’s lips. 
As she turned what felt like twelve shades of red before them, four smiles of amusement met her stunned gaze. Oh, my God! Mel thought. Were they fucking serious? 
Did they know how she felt about them? How she’d love nothing more than to take them up on their offer? There was no way she could choose just one couple; she was greedy and wanted all four of them. 
For the most part, Mel considered herself a quiet sort of girl. Preferring to keep to herself, she allowed very few a glimpse into her personal life. However, over the past few months, the four friends had somehow managed to burst through her defenses, gaining access into her personal space. She’d opened up to them in such a short period of time, more than she had with anyone else in probably her entire life. 
Deep down, she knew it just wouldn’t be enough to gain serious interest from the men sitting in front of her. 
Finding her womanly body and ample boobs to be a more than adequate display of her femininity, Mel did little else to draw attention to herself. Clips or a scrunchy kept her long dark curls from hanging in her face. A tube of mascara and a colorless lip gloss were the 8 Jennifer Cole 
extent of the contents in her makeup bag. Being called a “plain Jane” didn’t bother her in the least; in fact, as far as she was concerned, the fewer people who noticed her, the better. 
Melanie knew she wasn’t exciting enough, or pretty enough, or educated enough. 
She just wasn’t enough. 
Sure, men looked at her all the time, or rather, looked at her breasts, but none ever approached her. She’d convinced herself years earlier she just wasn’t dateworthy. 
The attention the foursome showed her while patronizing the club she viewed as polite customer/bartender relations and nothing more. They were four gay men in committed relationships, and gay men weren’t interested in hooking up with a straight, plain-Jane woman. 
Christ, if straight men couldn’t be bothered hitting on her or flirting with her, what the hell would make her think four gay men would? Anything outside of a platonic, work-related relationship with the friends was so far out of the realm of possibility that she just couldn’t stress herself with thinking about it further. 
However hopeful, Melanie decided they were just teasing her, and masking her hurt, she composed herself, pulling out of Philip’s grasp. “Now, what would you guys want with little old me when you have each other to take home?” She flirted, batting her long dark lashes. 
“Believe me, honey, there is lots we’d like to do to you,” Van purred across the table. 
Mel groaned at his statement, thinking about all the delicious sexual things she would love to try with them. With effort, she swallowed down the words, Take me now, dammit. 
She needed to put an end to this conversation quickly, to place some space between her and them, before she did something she might regret. Like throwing herself at their feet and begging them to follow through with their proposition. No matter the cost. 
“Now, boys,” she teased, sticking out her bottom lip, feigning her feelings were hurt. 
“You know it’s not nice to play with a girl’s emotions…teasing me like that.” The shocked A Delicious Taboo 
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look on their faces brought a smug smile to Mel’s lips. Oops! Had she hurt their feelings? 
That certainly wasn’t her intention. Hell, they were the ones who’d started with the teasing in the first place, almost tempting her into taking them up on their offer. 
“I’ve got ten minutes to the end of my shift; I need to go cash out.” She flicked the tip of her wet, pink tongue over her bottom lip. All four men shifted in their seats. “This has been a lot of fun, really…but listen, I think maybe you guys have had too much to drink, propositioning me and all. You better ask Justin to call you a cab, okay?” She offered the table a wink. “You boys have a nice night.” After collecting the empties littering their table, she cashed out her till and disappeared through the kitchen door with a wave. 


* * * * * 
 They knew their question caught her off guard, and the four men had found her sudden embarrassment cute. When she licked her lip, all four had nearly come in their pants. 
“She turned us down,” Jake mumbled, dejected. 
“I don’t think she thought we were serious,” Van replied. 
“Of course she wouldn’t think we were serious! Do you blame her? That was fucking pathetic, blindsiding her,” Calen said. 
“Yeah, shit, what was she suppose to think -- four gay guys hitting on a heterosexual woman -- of course she wouldn’t take us seriously,” Jake agreed. “She doesn’t know we’ve all been with women in the past, and now we choose to be with men.” 
“It’s your fault, asshole!” Calen said angrily. “‘Hey, let’s see who she wants to go home with,’” he snarled in a mocking tone. 
“Okay, okay,” Philip raised his hands in defense. “You’re right, I didn’t think, I’m sorry. 
I don’t think all is lost, but we’re no further ahead than we were an hour ago. Now what do we do?” 
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“No problem.” Van leaned on the table. “Listen up…” The four friends settled in to devise a plan to seduce Melanie Drake. 
A Delicious Taboo 
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Chapter Two 
Melanie was halfway through her shift at the nightclub when the four hunky friends made their appearance. Wednesday was football night, and they walked into the club wearing ratty old jerseys and sweatpants, and were covered with dirt from head to toe. 
Mel set a pitcher of cold beer and four frosty glasses in the middle of their table. “I’ve put the order in for your nachos and wings, suicide for three and mild for Philip.” With a wink at Philip, she shook her head, taking in their appearance. “You guys get filthier every week. I thought you played ‘touch’ football.” She chuckled. 
“We do, but every now and again some thug forgets the rules,” Van bit out. 
“Christ, I said I was sorry, Van. Jeez, I tripped; it’s not like I tackled you on purpose.” Jake’s confession seemed sincere. 
“Do boys ever grow up?” Melanie joked more to herself than to the men “Your food will be up shortly. I’ll bring you another pitcher with it.” 
“Thanks, sweetheart, you’re the best,” Calen said. 
“Yeah, right. I’m just the bringer of the beer.” 
“Oh, you’re more than that.” Philip winked at her before she could walk away. 
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Heat raced through Mel’s body, her pussy near dripping, and her breasts aching. God, they had no idea what they did to her. Melanie wasn’t ashamed to admit her self-control was zip when any of them were around. The proposition they’d made a couple of days earlier, offering her the opportunity to fulfill her darkest fantasy, had sent her raging libido right off the deep end. Although her pussy had been screaming, Yes, fuck them, her mind still had difficulty figuring out if their proposal had been serious. 
Calen and Van were alone when Mel approached a couple of hours later to clean off their table. Their discussion stopped abruptly at her arrival, feeding her anxiety. “Sorry to interrupt guys, I just wanted to clean up your dishes and empties before I leave. I’ll just be a minute.” 
Van reached for her hand, but she snatched it back before he touched her. He looked offended by her action, and immediately, she felt terrible. She really had to get over her jumpiness. “I’m really sorry, Van. You startled me. I guess I’m a little edgy tonight.” His look softened, and he smiled a suggestive grin at her. “No harm done, sweetheart. 
And you weren’t interrupting anything. Calen and I were trying to decide whether or not you would accept our dinner invitation.” 
Mel’s heart stopped. Her body hummed with the naughty thoughts suddenly swarming her brain. Oh, Christ, it’s just dinner they’re inviting you to. It’s not like they’re asking you to jump into bed with them. 
“Oh. Well, it looked a little more intense than that.” She shrugged and replied with a nod, “Dinner would be nice. I’d love to.” Right, she’d love to. “When? Where? What should I wear?” 
Calen chuckled at her enthusiasm. “Friday night. You wouldn’t be too disappointed coming to our place for a barbeque, would you?” A Delicious Taboo 
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“Absolutely not! 
-- are you kidding?” she answered, a little too eagerly. “I mean…barbeque, your place…that would be great. I’m a ‘stay in’ kind of girl, anyway. What can I bring? Salad, dessert, appetizers?” Handcuffs, whipped cream, a blindfold? 
“Just bring your gorgeous smile, honey. And a bathing suit,” Van winked. “Well, it doesn’t really matter. If you forget the suit, we can always skinny-dip.” Mel gasped audibly. Oh, my God! Swimming naked with the two of them would be… 
“Great,” Calen interrupted her dirty thoughts. “Friday it is, then. Here’s our address, and our home and cell numbers. We’re all off Friday, so why don’t you come by mid-afternoon?” 
“All right, see you then,” she agreed. 
When Calen and Van left, Melanie exhaled a nervous breath. “Oh no, what am I getting myself into?” 
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Chapter Three 
Melanie rode her motorcycle into the driveway around four on Friday afternoon and pulled up beside Van’s 1969 Porsche 718 convertible. Climbing off her bike, she removed her helmet and shook her hair loose. The gate to the backyard opened, and Van and Calen came out to greet her. 
“Wow, nice ride,” Calen said, checking out her Ducati Superbike 1098. “I’ve seen this at the club, but I had no idea it was yours.” 
“Thanks. Do you want to take her for a spin?” she asked, watching him admiring the bike. 
“You wouldn’t mind?” His brows shot up in surprise. 
“Not at all,” Mel replied, handing him her helmet. “Have fun.” Van placed his hand against the small of Mel’s back and escorted her into the backyard after Calen pulled out of the driveway on her motorcycle. 
She shivered as the heat from his hand scorched her through her jacket. 
“Any trouble finding us?” Van asked. 
“Nope, your directions were bang on.” Mel cringed at her use of the word “bang.” She hadn’t been able to get her mind out of the gutter since Calen and Van invited her over. 
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Dropping her backpack onto the seat of one of the chairs, she took off her denim jacket, draping it over the back. 
“I know you said not to bring anything, but I wasn’t comfortable with that, so…” She opened the pack, pulling out two six-packs of Corona and a plastic dish filled with cut limes. 
“I hope this is okay,” she said, biting her lower lip nervously. 
As Mel bit her lower lip, Van’s cock swelled with painful need. Christ, he groaned to himself, Calen better return soon, or he’ll catch me fucking Melanie right here on the table. 
“That’s perfect, honey. It’ll go great with the steak and grilled prawns.” He took the beer from her and carried it to the fridge under the outdoor bar. 
Across the deck, Van studied Mel as her gaze swept over the yard. With her eyes closed and head tilted, he enjoyed the rise of her breasts as she inhaled deeply. The aroma of fresh-cut grass scented the air. A soft smile played upon her lips, making his balls tighten as he wondered what she was thinking. 
With the help of the elderly widow next door, the yard had been landscaped with a couple of small gardens, planter baskets -- nothing ostentatious. Off the deck, the water in the in-ground swimming pool sparkled invitingly. If he read her expression correctly, Van knew Melanie delighted in the simplicity of their gardening efforts. 
Van had picked up early on that Mel liked to keep to herself. She had a small circle of friends, and he knew she wasn’t romantically involved with anyone. The foursome had discussed a few times that they all found her quiet demeanor alluring. And speculated, given the right circumstances, she would be a wildcat. 
At the moment, he hoped she would be receptive and an eager participant in the evening’s planned activities. 
The ease with which she relaxed into a chair caused a broad grin to spread across his face. Her growing comfort level would definitely work to their advantage. 
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Van approached the table and handed her a chilled goblet filled with white wine. “I know you’re not a big beer drinker, so I thought you might enjoy this.” Mel took a sip, her eyes sparkled, growing wide, and she licked her lips. “Mmmm, this is Wolf Blass Chardonnay…it’s my favorite. Thank you.” 
“You are very welcome,” Van replied. Score one, the men, he mused silently. 
The two made small talk, and Van lit the grill as they heard the roar of Mel’s motorcycle pulling into the driveway. The nerves she’d exhibited upon first arriving seemed to resurface at the sound of Jake and Philip’s voices mingling with Calen’s as the motorcycle was silenced. He delighted in the way her lips quivered when she fidgeted in the chair. Her sparkling eyes darted to the gate as the three men came into the backyard. 
Calen set Mel’s helmet by the door to the house and slumped into the chair beside her. 
“It handles beautifully. What a sweet ride.” 
“Yeah, Melanie, that’s one gorgeous bike,” Philip told her. 
“You got our steaks burned yet, Van?” Jake called over from the bar. 
“Sure do, Jake. And don’t mind the crunchy bits on yours, I dropped it by accident,” Van joked. 
With a grin, Jake flipped him off. 


* * * * * 
 As the last of the dishes were set on the glass table top, Calen leaned over to Van. 
“Thank you,” he said, before placing a kiss on his lips. “Dinner looks fantastic.” When he pulled away, they both glanced across the table to see Mel’s eyes darkened. 
Curiosity mixed with the heat of excitement flickered in their emerald depths. The brilliant red color staining her cheeks stirred the arousal Van was trying so hard to keep at bay. 
“And it smells incredible,” Philip commented as he took his seat. “I’ve got to tell you, dinner here is a hell of a lot more exciting than at our place.” A Delicious Taboo 
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“What are you talking about?” A cocky smirk played on Calen’s lips. “You guys order up a mean deep-dish pizza.” 
“Oh, jeez.” As Mel snickered, Van noted her color and breathing returning to normal. 
Her animation was infectious. 
Accepting the bowl of Caesar salad from Jake, Mel placed a serving on the side of her plate before passing the dish to Calen. 
“Mmmm,” she moaned, sucking a smudge of dressing off her thumb. “This is homemade,” she said with a smile toward Van. Though not as vibrant, a pink hue still dusted the tops of her cheekbones. “You made this?” Offering a nonchalant shrug and attempting to ignore the ache between his legs, Van deposited a scoop of grilled vegetables on her plate beside the salad. 
“Don’t be modest, Van,” Mel continued as Calen set a small T-bone in front of her. “It’s terrific, and I love that you’ve used anchovies and not the paste. Most people don’t use either, but it’s the secret ingredient in good Caesar dressing.” 
“Well, thank you.” He grinned in amusement at the sudden flush that crossed her features as Jake’s bare forearm brushed along hers. 
The tangy aroma of mesquite scented the air as they dined on the grilled steak and prawns Van had prepared. The potatoes and roasted vegetables had been a good choice too. 
He noticed the fun and light-hearted conversation had aided in easing Mel’s earlier nervousness. She’d taken to the good-natured teasing among himself, his lover, and their friends as easily as if she were at Taboo Delights, laughing and joining in the entire evening. 
Philip reached for the pitcher of water beside him and began filling tumblers. “We’re glad you joined us this evening, Mel,” Philip said, passing her one. 
“Thank you.” Her smile was warm as she accepted the glass. “Me, too. Though I have to admit I was a little surprised at your invitation, guys.” 18 Jennifer Cole 
“Why?” Jake asked, digging his fork into a steak and lifting it off the platter in the middle of the table. “We’ve been dying to get you away from the club and alone.” Van bit back a chuckle as a shade of crimson rose from her neck all the way to the tips of her ears. With a furrowed brow, a shiver coursed through her body as she seemingly contemplated Jake’s words. 
“I…uh…” A brief flash of sadness flickered in her eyes, and her smile faded. “It’s…uh, been a long time, that’s all.” She’d mumbled so low under her breath, he almost missed it. 
Taking a sip of her water and setting her glass back down, Mel picked up her knife and sliced into her steak. “Enough about me,” she said, and Van picked up on her attempt to steer the conversation away from her. “I want to know how you guys met and became couples.” 
“Well,” Philip began and shot a look at his lover seated across the table. “Jake rear-ended me in the parking lot of the building center in Harriston.” 
“I was tired of ogling him from afar.” Jake laughed and sat back in his chair. “I wanted to meet him.” 
“As it was, we were working on the same new home site, Heaven Heights,” Philip continued. “Welland Construction was one of the builders within the survey, and my dad had been awarded a couple of contracts with smaller developers installing the kitchens and baths in their homes.” 
As Philip shared a loving glance with his lover, Mel’s soft moan was loud and clear in the momentary silence. 
“I’d been watching Philip for a couple of weeks and just knew I had to meet him. But I could never drum up enough courage to approach him.” 
“That’s cute, Jake.” Mel snickered. “I never pictured you the shy type.” The seductive wink Jake sent her way had Mel shivering in her seat and biting her lower lip. 
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“Yeah.” Philip chuckled at their exchange as he set the bowl of potatoes back on the table. “Now, I’d been eyeing Jake too, but at the time, I figured with his ‘beach boy’ good looks, he probably didn’t have anything between his ears.” 
“We’re still not sure he does,” Van smirked. 
Jake took the opportunity to flip Van off again, with a grin. “When I spotted him leaving, I jumped in my pickup and followed Philip to the store,” Jake interjected with a shrug. “Before he pulled out of the parking lot, that little voice in the back of my head screamed, ‘It’s now or never.’ So I nudged the back of his truck.” 
“Nudged?” The tone in Calen’s voice teased. “If I remember the story correctly, you had to replace the bumper along with the tailgate, didn’t you, Philip?” Philip nodded, his lips curled upward. “And my shoulders and arms ached for a week following the impact.” 
A giggle burst from Mel’s lips. “Oh, Jake.” 
“I looked up in the rearview, saw that it was him, and thought ‘Jesus, the man is an airhead,’” he said with a shake of his head. “I got out of my truck ready to blast him, but when we were face-to-face and I heard his voice, I knew I was done.” 
“I said, ‘Ah, wow, man, I’m really sorry about your truck…so, do you want to go grab a beer and maybe something to eat?’” Jake grinned. 
“And as they say” -- Philip returned his lover’s smile -- “the rest is history.” 
“That is so sweet.” Mel’s smile was warm, and her eyes danced with genuine enthusiasm. 
Philip reached under the table to adjust the growing discomfort between his legs. Not a single iota of his being attempted to dismiss the carnal thoughts swirling around in his mind. 
At nearly the same moment six months earlier, he and his lover expressed their interest in the lovely Melanie Drake. And during the subsequent months, the two had been calculating the perfect moment to announce their intentions to her. 
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What surprised Philip most, however, was the interest their best friends also shared in their woman. As he looked back at the numerous occasions the foursome had spent in the club since meeting Melanie, the signs had clearly been there. 
Tonight, Mel’s comfort level was evident and very encouraging. She was relaxed, enjoying the casual atmosphere of his friends’ home. 
When the four men set out days earlier to put their plan of seduction into motion, Philip had been a little skeptical. Now, as he sat across from Jake and the woman he hoped would join them as their lover, he knew the right decision had been made. 
“Okay,” Mel giggled, wiggling in her chair. “Now you two. Spill it. How’d you meet?” 
“Van was dating my sister.” Calen smirked. 
For a few minutes, Calen allowed his thoughts to take him back to a specific afternoon shortly after he and Van began seeing one another. 
Coming out the front door of his parents’ home, he spotted his father and Van seated on the porch steps in conversation. 
“Well, you boys have a nice time,” his father said as he and Van were leaving for a movie. 
Calen turned to his father and with a chuckle said, “Well, aren’t you going to tell Van to have me home at a half decent hour?” His father had shot him an “Are you serious?” look. 
“Come on, Dad…is it because I can’t get knocked up? What if he tries to take advantage of me?” 
“Oh, please,” Van had all but shrieked; however, the desire in his eyes gave his thoughts away. “As if I’d be…” 
“Come on, baby,” Calen had grinned at him. “You know you want me.” Both Walter Maxwell and Van had rolled their eyes and broken out in laughter. Once composed, the older man turned to Van. “Is h t ere enough room for this smart-ass and his A Delicious Taboo 
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inflated ego in your car, son?” With a broad grin, he placed a sympathetic hand on Van’s shoulder and added, “And are you sure you want to go out with him?” 
“Yes, sir.” Van chuckled. “I’m sure.” 
Calen’s dad stood shaking his head at him. “Well, you better just go, Cale, before this fine young man thinks you’re too high maintenance and leaves you behind for being such an ass.” 
Melanie’s soft utterance of surprise brought him back to the conversation. “Huh?” she asked, her confusion furrowing her brow. 
“Carla and I weren’t dating.” Van shared Calen’s chuckle. “It was one dinner.” 
“Sweetheart,” Philip said, gaining Mel’s attention. “The four of us are bisexual. We have all dated women at one time or another.” The four men studied her for a moment as she seemed to process Philip’s words. 
“Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to offend you,” she replied quickly. “I made an assumption…” 
“You didn’t offend any of us,” Jake told her as he placed his hand atop hers. Mel’s eyes dropped to Jake’s hand covering hers, and the healthy pink blush from earlier came back to her cheeks in an instant. “We choose to share our lives with a partner who is a man.” In a huskier tone, Jake added, “Perhaps if the right woman were to come along…” Again her body shuddered gently as the four of them continued to watch her. 
Jake’s sentence went unfinished as Van spoke up to fill Melanie in on how he and Calen met. “Calen’s sister, Carla, came in as a client to the tax office where I was working at the time, and after our meeting, she invited me to dinner. The entire evening she spoke of nothing but her brother.” 
“Little did we know” -- Calen chuckled deep as he shared a loving glance with Van -- 
“we were being set up.” 
“Set up?” Mel asked with innocent curiosity dancing in her bright green eyes. 
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“Yes. I drove her back to her parents’ home, and there was Calen sitting on the porch. 
Carla invited me to stay for a bit, and I accepted.” Van held Calen’s gaze across the table. 
“After introducing us, Carla disappeared into the house, never to be seen again that night,” Calen stated. 
“How romantic.” Mel sighed. “Love at first sight, huh? I totally believe in that,” she stated with excitement. 
“Care to tell us?” Calen prompted her in a low, sexy voice. 
Following yet another shiver, Mel dropped her head, but not before Calen caught a glimmer of uncertainty on her face. “Maybe later,” she muttered under her breath. As if the unpleasantness she was apparently thinking of seconds before had passed, she again glanced at each of them with a smile brightening her already radiant features. “So have the four of you always been friends?” 
“Calen’s mom and my mom are best friends and have been ever since we were kids,” Jake told her. “We attended the same grade school and high school, but never really hung out in the same circles.” 
“Ironically,” the huskiness of Van’s deep voice entered the conversation, “the four of us joined the football club around the same time, what, three…four years ago now, and we’ve been close ever since.” 
“You are very lucky to have each other.” Although her voice was sincere, her darkened gaze revealed a hidden sadness. 
Without thought, Calen’s heart had him reaching out to touch her just as Philip’s voice drew her attention. 
“You have us too, sweetheart,” Philip stated with a wink. 
A dark blush tinted her cheeks, and her eyes grew wide. Mel’s mouth opened, but no sound came out. 
Dinner was followed up by Philip’s strawberry-vanilla cheesecake and a shot of cognac. 
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* * * * * 
 Darkness had settled around the group, and a slight chill hung in the air. Van noticed Mel shiver and reach for her jacket. He was not about to let her cover up that ample bosom of hers, because the four of them had been glimpsing those delicious breasts all evening. 
Despite the heavy T-shirt she wore, the tight peaks of her large nipples pressed against the knit fabric. 
Van knew his lover must have read his thoughts when Calen suggested, “Let’s tidy up, and we’ll move our party into the living room. There’s a chill in the air.” Everyone stood, and began collecting and piling up items before heading through the back door. 
“What are you doing?” Van asked when Mel entered the kitchen with a stack of plates. 
“I’m helping,” she replied. “What does it look like I’m doing?” 
“Oh, no, you don’t,” he said, taking the plates from her. “You’re our guest, Mel; you’re not helping. We’ll do it.” 
“Nonsense, I feel like one of the family now.” She chuckled. 
Enjoying the sensual sway of her backside as she walked across the room, he muttered under his breath, “Not yet, but soon.” 
Mel didn’t quite hear him, but when she asked him to repeat himself, he just shrugged, saying he hadn’t said anything. 
After cleaning up the deck and kitchen, the five moved their party to the cozy living room of Calen’s and Van’s home. The men each had a beer, and Philip replenished Melanie’s wine glass, with the bantering still going on full strength. 
Suddenly Mel’s eyes shot to Van. “I’m sorry, what did you just say?” she asked, thinking the wine was making her hear things she wanted to hear. 
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“I think all the way,” she said with furrowed brow. 
“Well, I said, we have an ulterior motive for inviting you here tonight.” He gave a casual nod toward the other three men in the room, and her breathing increased as she made eye contact with each of them. “The four of us want to be with you.” Calen waggled his eyebrows from the tan leather recliner beside the black suede sofa where she sat. 
Leaning against the door frame leading into the kitchen, Philip offered a sexy wink and seductive grin. 
From the barstool in the corner across the room, Jake blew her a kiss. 
Seated to her right, Van ran his tongue along his lower lip. 
Melanie shivered. 
“Pardon?” She felt dumb asking Van to repeat himself yet again. 
The four of them chuckled. 
She sat stunned. “What do you mean you want to be with me?” Jake stood and, like a lean panther, sensually stalked toward her. “Your smell drives us crazy, Melanie. We want to touch every inch of your hot body,” he said softly as he knelt before her. 
“We intend to taste your skin, devour your breasts, and suck on those hard, tight nipples that have been begging for our attention all night. We’re going to make you come and lap at the wet creaminess of your cunt,” Van continued. The back of his fingers brushed her thigh. 
At their boldness, Mel sucked in a deep breath and held it. She brought a hand up and stroked her fingers along the length of her throat. 
A chill ran up her spine. 
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“And we want you to feel what you do to us.” Philip pushed off the doorframe and crossed the room. He settled into the cushion on her left side, crowding her personal space in an erotic way. “You will use your hands to stroke us, feel our heat for you. You’ll flick that cute pink tongue of yours over our nipples and the tips of our shafts, take our cocks into your mouth, suck us hard and deep,” he said, barely above a whisper. 
Calen sat forward on the recliner, his elbows rested on his knees, drawing her attention. “Then, we’re going to lay you down, spread your thighs wide, and take turns sinking our cocks into your tight, wet cunt, fucking you until you can’t see straight,” he finished their to-do list. 
“Wow. That’s, um, quite a…a…wow,” Mel said roughly. “It sounds like maybe you’ve been thinking about this for a little while.” Could it be? she thought hopefully. 
“Six months,” one of them said, but she wasn’t sure who. 
She sat silent for several minutes. “That’s about how long I’ve been at the club,” she said in a whisper. 
All four of them nodded in agreement. 
Nervously, she bit her bottom lip. Four tortured male groans echoed in the room. 
“Do you have any idea what that nervous habit of your does to our cocks, Melanie?” Calen asked huskily, rubbing his growing erection. 
She chuckled nervously. “Oh, shit, you guys can’t be serious.” Her nipples were so excited, they felt as though they were about to bust out of her shirt. To boot, she was about to come in her panties. Surely they couldn’t be serious. They’re just teasing me again, she thought. 
The four hunks stood, T-shirts were shed and dropped to the floor. Four zippers descended their tracks, and denim joined the discarded shirts. Four pairs of boxers quickly followed. 
Mel looked her fill at the perfection standing before her. 
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Four sexy naked men had their eyes glued on her, each one magnificently sculpted. 
Van and Jake had several tattoos, and Philip’s nipples were pierced. The only blemish marring any of them which was not by choice was a faded two-inch scar on the right side of Calen’s abdomen. Four semierect, long, thick cocks bobbed before her. Even at half-mast, they looked dangerous. 
Mel gulped a breath and tried to swallow. “I guess you guys are serious,” she mumbled. 
“Very serious, baby.” Jake’s eyes burned into her core as he flashed a seductive grin. 
Proud, he stood before her, unabashedly displaying his nakedness. “Now it’s your turn.” He winked, a playful challenge glinting in his eye. 
Feeling tingly all over from their verbal seduction, she was not about to pass on taking up his challenge. Standing, Melanie took a couple of leisurely steps forward, unfastening the button of her jeans and unzipping the fly. Hooking her thumbs in the waistband, she wiggled back and forth slowly, sliding them over her hips and down her smooth legs to the floor. 
Groans of approval encouraged her to continue. Her nipples were hard, tight peaks straining against the material of her lace bra. Totally caught up in the sexually charged excitement of the moment and feeling an unfamiliar sense of power and control, Mel dropped her guard and grabbed the hem of her knit T-shirt. Biting her lower lip, she pulled the fabric over her head and shook her hair loose. Dropping the garment to the floor at her feet, she suddenly realized what she’d done. 
Standing in front of Jake, Philip, Calen, and Van, she wore nothing more than her pastel blue push-up bra and matching boy-cut panties. With no sound in the room, she glanced up at the naked men standing around her. Their expressions were unreadable to someone who hadn’t seen them before. Four sets of full lips were drawn thin, fists clenched tight at their sides. They had momentarily ceased to draw breath. 
Instinct took over, and her arms crossed protectively over her belly. Embarrassed, Melanie stood frozen in place, reluctant to finish removing her clothing. She was so very A Delicious Taboo 
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self-conscious of her body. Although she’d been intimate with two past boyfriends, aside from doctor’s appointments, no one had ever seen her naked in the light. She’d never allowed it. The warm luminescence from the table lamps cast a soft glow throughout the living room. Far too much light to continue undressing, she told herself. The temptation to reach down and snatch her shirt back was great. 
Closing her eyes, Mel used the brief moment to gain some strength. When she reopened them, the four men she’d so desperately wanted to make love with were looking her body over with anticipation, admiration, and appreciation. No one had ever looked at her that way. 
Not one of them had flinched, but Van knew they all saw exactly what he did. 
Melanie’s flesh bore the markings of a childhood of torture, not unlike his. Although Van’s wounds still ran deep, his were not visible, as Mel’s were. 
His heart broke, and he knew he wasn’t alone. 
Usually hidden by clothing, Van spied the evidence of numerous cuts and burns that had been strategically inflicted over time. Faded circular scars from cigarette burns ran together with angry lines that Van was sure were left by the sharp blade of a knife. 
He now understood why Melanie only wore crew-neck T-shirts instead of the nightclub-issued barely-there-style tank top, which accentuated the female employees’ 
breasts and bare midriff. Her torso had been used as a tic-tac-toe board for some psychotic bastard’s amusement. Without looking, he knew her back would be worse. 
He felt her embarrassment and knew she was having second thoughts. Not with the physical act of being with all four of them, because just moments before her eyes had given her arousal away. The second thoughts were connected to allowing them to see her body. 
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beautiful woman she was inside. The fact her body was marred was of no concern to any of them. Everyone has scars, he reminded himself. Some are just more visible than others. 
“Don’t cover yourself, Melanie. You’re beautiful.” Calen spoke first. 
Her eyes lowered, showing her shame, and her body started to shake. “Please don’t…” she whispered. “I know I’m not beautiful.” 
Calen closed the distance between them and used his finger to lift her face to meet his. 
His heart lurched at the sight of the unshed tear in her eye. “Beauty is in here, Melanie,” he said, laying his hand against the middle of her chest. “Whatever has happened in your life up to this moment, good and bad, has played a part in making you the person you are today. 
And I think you are the most beautiful woman I have ever met.” He pressed his lips to hers, kissing her with fervor. 
Calen’s hands began to roam her body with possessive intent, and Melanie was instantly lost in his touch, until she felt the heat and fur of a solid masculine chest press against her back. Another pair of large hands settled on her waist, and hot breath caressed her cheek and neck as Van’s deep, sultry voice caused her to shudder. “I think you’re beautiful too, baby.” 
Mel gasped against Calen’s mouth when she felt Jake and Philip close in on either side of her. “And so do we, sweetheart.” As she turned her head to meet Philip’s voice, he leaned in to her, sucking the air from her lungs as he took possession of her mouth. 
Between the four hulking bodies surrounding her, Mel’s body trembled, and her breathing grew harsh. Van’s hands stroked up her belly and released the clasp at the front of her bra. Her breasts sprang free from the lacy material restraining them and heaved with her raspy inhalations. Losing herself in their touch, she chose to enjoy. 
Two hands cupped her bare breasts, squeezing her nipples between thick fingers. 
Moaning low into Philip’s mouth, she tipped her head, resting it against Van’s chest. His lips A Delicious Taboo 
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pressed against her ear, his tongue swirling against the curves and crevices, driving her pleasure higher. 
Mel felt Jake’s lips pull on the flesh of her neck, his breath hot as his teeth nipped at her. The soft hum in his throat reverberated through her. 
Kneeling on the floor, Calen tugged her panties down, and nudging her legs apart, he stroked his tongue up the length of her smooth thighs. “Oh, look what I found.” His voice was faint in her ears. “A beautiful, bare pussy.” Masculine groans sounded all around her. “I need a taste,” she heard him say. At the same instant Calen’s tongue slid between her plump, smooth labia, Philip’s mouth closed over the engorged nipple he’d been tormenting. The throbbing in her clit grew painful as it distended with her arousal. 
Reaching behind, she wrapped her fingers around Van’s thick cock poking the cleft of her ass. Stroking the heavy length elicited a sigh from him. 
Mel’s fingers tangled in Philip’s hair as he suckled her nipple. 
The warmth of Van’s strong hands splayed down her lower abdomen, where he spread her plump lips open for Calen, who growled against her mound as his lips closed around her swollen clit. 
Her body shook. 
Jake whispered in her ear, “Calen eating your pussy feels so good, doesn’t it, baby?” 
“Oh, God,” Mel muttered, barely coherent, continuing to caress the cock in her hand with firmer strokes. 
The four men continued to work her over with their mouths, their hands. Their dominance drove her to near madness. Possessive hands commanded her response, demanding every passionate whimper of sound she uttered. The moans and groans filling the vast living room pushed her to the edge. 
“I’m…going to…come,” Mel declared shakily. 
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Calen lapped faster and sucked harder on her swollen clit, pushing two thick fingers into her wet heat. Philip’s mouth continued to finesse her throbbing nipple. The sultry verbal encouragements whispered in her ears by Van and Jake finished her off. Her body trembled violently between them, their strength alone holding her up when her knees gave out as climax ripped through her. 
“That’s it, baby, come for Calen. He’s wanted to taste you for so long,” Van purred in her ear. “We all have.” 
Mel sobbed out her release with a hoarse cry, the orgasm coursing through her like nothing she’d experienced before. A subtle movement and cool air brushed against her hot, wet pussy. The coolness was immediately replaced with heat once again as another mouth suckled her throbbing, aching clit. 
With an effort, her eyes fluttered open as Jake drove his tongue into her pussy. 
Releasing Van’s shaft, Melanie grabbed the two cocks rubbing against her sides. Between the cheeks of her ass, Van gently ran his heated cock up and down, teasing the delicate flesh. 
Mel’s body stiffened again as they brought her to another orgasm. A torrent of cream flooded her sex as she came against Jake’s tongue. Faster, his tongue stroked along her opening, thrusting inside as he eagerly lapped up every last drop she offered him. 
“Ah…ah…ahhhhhhh…” she cried out again under their relentless ministrations. 
Feeling her knees would fail to hold her upright if the men released their hold on her, Melanie’s body continued to shudder well after her explosive release. 
“That’s our girl,” Philip cooed against her neck. “But we’re not finished with you yet.” Taking turns, they kissed her and their respective lovers, continuing to stoke the fire raging between them. She stroked them all and reveled in their hands touching her body, making her feel beautiful despite the hideous scars. Melanie felt safe, secure -- a sense of being loved, and most importantly, accepted. It was a far cry from her encounters in the past. 
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Following her parents’ arrests, she’d been left to fend for herself her last year of high school. Her first taste of sex had been abysmal. A date with the linebacker of her high school football team when she was a senior that went from dinner to dumped in four short hours. 
After seeing her body, he’d demanded she cover herself and turn off the lights. He’d gotten off, then left, zipping his pants on the way out. 
Her second, five years later, had been worse. One sight of her scars and the only physical contact was his cock in her vagina. No kissing. No touching. Just some grunting, a couple of shoves until he came, and she was left feeling less than human. 
A thing, without emotions or worth. Until now, she’d walled off her senses, disconnected herself from getting too close in order to avoid the pain of rejection. It was safer that way. But with these four men, sex was a banquet she was willing to gorge herself on. 
Now, in the hands of the four friends, she could barely assimilate what raced through her mind. The feelings, sensations, and emotions she was experiencing at that moment were foreign to her. 
The closely huddled group moved toward the sofa, where Van eased her down onto her back against the soft cushions. “Now it’s my turn, Melanie. I want you to come hard for me just like you did for Calen and Jake. Will you do that for me, baby?” Mel was delirious with pleasure, her body humming. The fine hairs all over her skin stood on end with excitement. A chill raced the length of her spine. Her toes were numb. 
“Yes, Van,” she panted with desperate need. “I want to come for you.” From behind the sofa, Jake grabbed her right leg under the knee and held it over the back of the couch. Van pushed her other leg up and out, opening her now-dripping slit to their hungry gazes. First he stroked a single thick finger the length of her puffy lips, before he pushed it inside her. The muscles of her cunt gripped and pulled at his digit. “Nice and wet for me, baby. I like that. And your pussy is sucking at my finger just like I want it to suck 32 Jennifer Cole 
at my cock.” He pumped his finger in and out of her wet heat several times, building her pleasure. 
Behind Van, Calen appeared, his eyes meeting hers. “Christ, look at you,” he said with a grin. Nuzzling against Van’s neck, he whispered, “She’s beautiful, laid out here for your taking.” 
Van murmured, “Yes, she is.” 
His left hand slid around Van’s waist and up to his broad chest. Calloused fingertips squeezed deep brown nipples among dark, tight curls. Calen’s right hand ventured lower, to wrap around the throbbing flesh between his lover’s powerful thighs. 
The arousal flooding her cunt beckoned her hips to fuck the thick finger inside her, and Melanie found herself unable to take her eyes off the loving manipulation between Van’s legs. 
“She wants you, lover,” Calen teased. 
“Yes, she does,” Van agreed with a groan and thrust his hips against Calen’s pumping hand. 
A soft whimper escaped her lips as she watched Calen fist Van’s cock with slow, pleasuring strokes. The rending of a foil packet could be heard, and when she looked up, Calen pulled the tiny square from his mouth, leaving a deep pink-colored condom between his lips. “Very cherry,” he chuckled, taking it in his left hand and lowering it to join his right. 
Mel’s eyes followed the path of those fingers as they stroked down firm abdominal muscles to the nest of curls surrounding Van’s cock. Calen pinched the reservoir tip at the end, and with teasing slowness, unrolled the fragrant disc to sheath his lover’s penis. 
“Would you like to fuck her, Van?” Calen cooed. “Is that what you need, hmm?” 
“Yes,” Van moaned. 
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Gripping the root of Van’s cock, Calen aligned the fat, smooth head with the mouth of Melanie’s pussy, and his lover slowly slipped his rock-hard shaft inside. 
Mel sucked in a sharp breath and expelled a low growl. 
Van pushed forward until he’d seated himself to the hilt in her depths, his balls snug against her ass. “Jesus, Mel, your pussy feels so fucking good. You’re so tight, wet, hot…mmmm, baby,” he groaned, then began to thrust urgently in and out of her. 
Mel writhed as Van fucked her, unable to control the climb toward another orgasm, knowing it would be as hard and explosive as the first two. 
“Open your mouth for me, sweetheart,” Philip commanded softly. “I want to shove my cock down your beautiful throat.” 
Melanie obeyed, taking Philip’s shaft between her lips, sucking him deep. Unable to take all of him, she wrapped her fingers around his base and stroked as hard as her mouth sucked. His body trembled under her touch. 
“That’s great, Mel. Ah, yeah, just like that,” he said, then grunted. 
Mel glanced over and saw Calen stroking his own cock, intently watching the action on the sofa. “You’re so gorgeous, Melanie, with Van’s cock buried in your sweet cunt, all shiny with your juices when he pulls out, and Philip’s cock sliding in and out of your mouth. 
Mmmm, I’m going to come just watching you, baby.” Jake had moved behind Philip, caressing his chest, over his broad shoulders and back. 
Mel watched as his hands slid to Philip’s ass where he squeezed, causing Philip to jerk his hips forward against her mouth. Philip and she groaned together. 
She knew the moment Jake slipped his finger inside Philip’s ass, as his cock danced in her mouth. Moaning around his thick flesh, she sucked Philip harder. Jake pushed him over slightly, and positioned himself to enter his lover. Mel watched Philip’s eyes close tight as Jake pushed his cock inside. Both men groaned in satisfaction. 
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With his feet on the cushions, Calen sat his butt on the back of the sofa. Leaning forward, Van took his thick cock into his mouth, sliding his lips and tongue over his solid length. 
Mel’s eyes were fixed on the men before her. She reveled in the feeling of Van’s cock fucking her, his thumb caressing hard circles against her clit, the sight of him sucking Calen’s thick cock, Jake fucking Philip’s ass while she sucked his cock. As she met each of their heated gazes, she shivered as their eyes watched her. 
Never, in her entire life, had Melanie felt anything as remotely exhilarating as this. At thirty-two, she wasn’t a virgin, but she didn’t have a shitload of sexual experience, either. 
Especially not with taking more than one lover at a time. 
The five of them fucked as one. One heartbeat, one breath, one pulsating organ of sex. 
Her body felt alive for the very first time, and she desperately needed to pleasure them as they were pleasing her. 
She was so close to another climax, she couldn’t believe it. Her body stiffened as she hit her peak; they all felt it and, one by one, cried out their releases, all coming simultaneously. 
Philip came in her mouth, shooting down her throat. Van’s body stiffened, he squeezed his eyes tight and threw his head back. As his release rippled through him, his cock jerked deep inside her convulsing pussy. Mel watched Calen’s sac tighten from his perch above her as he climaxed into Van’s mouth. And finally, Jake grunted as he came inside Philip. 
After several moments, Melanie regained some sense of her whereabouts, becoming aware someone stroked the tingling ultrasensitive lips of her sex. Uncertain she could continue to bear the pleasure-pain sensations throbbing through her swollen clit, she reached down to still the exploring fingers. Philip playfully swatted her hand away. “You haven’t come for me yet, baby,” he said wryly. 
“Philip…I…I don’t think…know…if I can,” Mel mumbled through exhaustion, barely able to put together a coherent thought, let alone speak. 
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“Well, you better,” Philip teased and ran his tongue from her anus all the way to her clit. 
She shuddered, her body instantly catching fire again at his touch. Philip finessed her clit, dragging his mustache across her tender, sensitive nub as he drove his tongue inside her. 
He sucked and lapped at her pussy while hands massaged her breasts, squeezing and tugging at her taut nipples. 
Try as she might, Mel didn’t have the energy to open her eyes to see who fondled her. 
It didn’t matter. Her body relented under Philip’s oral manipulation, and she exploded a fourth time against his feasting mouth. Nearly delirious, she whimpered as his persistence wrung yet one more orgasm from her body before finally releasing her swollen, throbbing nubbin from his mouth. 
“Mmmm, good girl.” He licked his lips, looking up at her from between her splayed legs. 
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Chapter Four 
Melanie woke with a start, cocooned in the warmth of a down comforter, alone in the middle of a big king-sized bed. The four had made love to her, and their respective male lovers, twice more, before collapsing from exhaustion. Sometime during the night they’d all come up to the bedroom, but she couldn’t remember when. 
Finding comfort in the four distinctive male scents, which permeated the sheets and the room, she’d calmed herself and padded naked across to the bathroom to tend to her needs. Folded neatly on the vanity were a fresh pair of silk boxers and a T-shirt, with a packaged toothbrush sitting on top. After starting the water, Mel stepped into the shower to shake off the remnants of the nightmare that had woken her. Her body ached and her sex throbbed, but the hot spray from the showerhead soothed her physical ailments. 
As Mel lathered a washcloth, Calen’s spicy masculine aroma filled the confines of the shower stall. Her body responded right on cue. Nipples grew taut, and her pussy creamed as she inhaled deeply. The sharp scent of the body wash was heaven, seductive. The fragrance reminded her of dominance, possession, and, delighting in the memories of the night before, she realized her previous induction of his character traits was dead-on. Yet because of Calen’s playfulness, it also made her think of fun. Since meeting him, she’d found great A Delicious Taboo 
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entertainment in his sense of humor and his antics as a practical joker. A complete opposite to what she thought his taste would be, the scent seduced her. She made a mental note of the name and reminded herself to pick some up to use at home. Then she giggled at her thoughts. 
Once dressed and her hair towel-dried as best she could, she followed her nose toward the smell of fresh-brewed coffee. The nectar of the Colombian gods was Mel’s vice, and her nose identified her absolute favorite blend in the air: hazelnut. 
Mixed emotions stopped her as she entered the kitchen, spotting a shirtless Van standing at the counter pouring five mugs of coffee. Muscles flexed with his movements flashing images of his body above her, behind her, fucking her. She shivered as the thoughts of the previous night raced through her. Unfortunately, finding Van in the kitchen had not allowed her the few more minutes she wanted to finish composing herself. 
As anxious as Mel was to see the four men, she had hoped to find a couple of minutes of solitude, with a cup of coffee in her hand. 
“Good morning, sweetheart.” He glanced up, then back down at the coffee cup he was filling. “I knew you’d look good in Calen’s boxers.” He smiled at her then and froze when he noticed the forlorn and distressed look on her face. Setting the coffeepot on the counter, and with the speed and grace of a gazelle, he hurried around the island in the middle of the kitchen and grabbed her around the arms. “Melanie, what is it, honey?” 
“Bad dream.” She bit back a sob threatening to escape her lips. 
Having spent years battling his own demons, Van had a good idea of the nightmares that plagued Melanie in sleep. Judging by the wide-eyed expression marring her pretty face and the gentle trembling of her body as he studied her, he imagined they were similar to those that could still wake him in a cold sweat. 
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Over the years, Calen’s presence in their bed had helped alleviate those night terrors. 
Perhaps it could help hers as well. 
Gathering her in his arms, he held her and kissed the top of her head. 
“I have battle scars too, my love.” Van kept his voice soft as he held her close. In an instant her body stiffened in his embrace. 
Mel pulled her head back looking up at him. “Someone hurt you?” she asked, and her eyes darkened with anger. The tortured expression on her beautiful face mirrored the one Calen wore years earlier, the first time Van shared a little of his childhood with his lover. 
Tight-lipped, Mel muttered, “Who hurt you, Van?” Expelling a sigh, Van pulled her to him again, allowing himself a minute to calculate his answer. There was no way, in her current state of mind as she battled the memories of her nightmare, Mel needed to hear about his demons. 
Neither of them turned toward the soft slide of the patio door. However Van caught the subtle scent of Jake’s cologne as he entered. The fact that they would be overheard didn’t bother Van in the least. Being close friends, Philip and Jake were aware of Van’s past, and over the years had proven to be a valuable asset to his support system. 
“Please,” she whispered. “Please tell me who caused you pain. I…I need to know.” Pulling his head back, Van gazed into her green eyes. Reflecting back at him he read anger, concern, and understanding. 
Van nodded before placing a kiss on her parted lips. “For the time being, I’ll give you the summed-up version. Okay?” 
With a slight smile of her acceptance, Van took a deep breath. 
“Following the death of my mother a few months after my birth, my father turned to the bottle for solace.” 
Against him, Melanie’s body trembled. He barely heard the word “no” carried on her breath. 
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“Just after my second birthday, my father climbed behind the wheel of his car drunk and drove himself off a cliff. The only family we had here in the United States was my paternal grandfather. Unfortunately, due to his failing health, he wasn’t able to take on the responsibility of a rambunctious toddler, so I was placed in the foster care system.” With that said, Van decided Melanie had been given enough information for now. 
Something told him the two of them would again have the opportunity to discuss the tragedies that were their childhoods. Despite the painful memories such a talk would dredge up, perhaps together they could fight the past on common ground. 
Mel again shuddered in his arms. 
“Suffice it to say, my love” -- he hesitated briefly -- “words cut very deeply too.” 
“Oh, Van,” Mel whispered, laying her head against his chest and tightening her grip around his waist. “I’m so sorry you were hurt.” 
“I’m sorry someone hurt you too, sweetheart. The adage ‘time heals all wounds’ speaks true, but I know as well as you that some days are more of a struggle than others.” Van felt her nod against his chest. “I promise, you’re safe, and no one will hurt you again.” When Van caught Jake’s eye, his friend’s face reflected his deep concern for Mel. Van shook his head slightly to indicate “not now.” Nodding his understanding, Jake turned his attention to the woman in Van’s arms. 
“Mmmm, good morning, sunshine,” he said huskily to Mel. “Hey, Van, what’s taking you so long with the coffee?” 
Mel relaxed in Van’s arms before pulling away from him with a warm smile and a squeeze. “Thank you,” she whispered and stood up on her toes to kiss him on his deliciously full lips. “I’m better now.” Turning, she smiled warmly. “Good morning, Jake.” Van winked and swatted her on the ass before picking up the tray of mugs and motioning her out to the deck. 
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Mel sat on a chaise in the midst of the four gorgeous men, legs curled beneath her. She accepted a steaming cup of coffee along with a sound kiss from Van as he draped himself into the chair beside her. Keeping her eyes low, she glanced at the four men surrounding her. 
“That’s really cute, baby, but there’s no need to make shy around us this morning,” Philip said, leaning over and planting a wet kiss on her lips. “Especially after all those delightfully wicked things we shared last night.” He was followed by Jake, and finally, Calen, who lingered a little longer sucking on her tongue, exploring her mouth with his. Once Calen stood, he licked his lips, leaned over to Van, and shared her taste with him in a deep kiss. 
Mel shivered excitedly and didn’t try to hide it. 
“How do you feel this morning, Melanie? Were we too rough with you last night?” Jake looked at her with concern. 
Unable to keep her delight hidden, she thought of the night before, the unimaginable positions they’d tried, the sucking, the fucking, and the touching. She’d had at least one cock plunging into her willing body at any given time, sometimes two. A wide smile played on her lips. Her pussy and mouth were sore from the pleasurable punishment the men had inflicted on her. Secretly, Mel was relieved they hadn’t suggested fucking her ass and pussy together, even though she would have readily agreed to anything they wanted “Yes, you were,” she answered, taking a sip of her steaming coffee. 
“Oh, baby,” Philip started to say, his eyes narrowed with concern, regret. 
Mel cut him off with a chuckle and a wave of her hand, “Don’t apologize, I’m fine. My body just isn’t use to taking on four hulking men with cocks the size of large zucchinis all at the same time, that’s all.” 
“You were perfect last night, Mel, simply perfect. You were exactly how the four of us imagined you would be,” Van declared. 
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“Well, not quite what you’d imagined, I’m sure.” She lowered her head and winced at the thought of them seeing her scarred body. Though none of them had commented, or even flinched for that matter, as she shed her shirt, she’d seen their reactions. She had been watching them closely for any signs of repulsion at the sight of her body. But that wasn’t at all what she saw. When she looked into their eyes, she’d read anger, and the clenching of their fists confirmed it. She knew where their restrained rage was directed, and she appreciated the sentiment. Years before, she would have gladly allowed them to unleash that rage on her parents, would have even welcomed the altercation. Now, it was moot. Closure came when her parents were sent to jail on Melanie’s seventeenth birthday, after being found guilty of child abuse and endangerment. And both had long since passed away. 
However, as the anger had appeared in the expressions of the four men, it was replaced just as fast, and their heated looks of desire and appreciation for her never faltered. 
No one had ever stood up for her, either during her childhood or into adulthood. The fact the four friends, albeit through their silent admission, were prepared to hunt down and mangle, if not kill, the bastards who had scarred her made her examine the feelings of security she would experience with them protecting her. 
The expressions on their faces warmed her heart. Each of her lovers seemed heartbroken and aware of her embarrassment regarding her imperfections. 
Calen, who had taken a seat on the foot of the chaise, reached out to her and spoke first. He placed his hand in the middle of her chest as he had the day before. “You are exactly what we imagined.” He enunciated each word deliberately so she would understand he meant them. “Here,” he said, then slid his hand between her thighs, rubbing the lips of her pussy through the silk boxers she wore. “And here,” he finished in a sultry tone. 
Melanie giggled, swatting at his hand. They all shared her amusement. Her laughter was magic, her voice melodic. They’d never tire of hearing it. She was passionate, giving, and unselfish, and they just couldn’t get enough of her. 
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Her belly rumbled loud enough to distract them from their chuckling. She turned red, biting her bottom lip. 
“We better feed our girl before we take advantage of her this morning,” Jake chuckled. 
“Ooh, I’ll make breakfast,” Melanie said. 
Dutifully, the four men followed Melanie into the kitchen. Each one grabbed a chair from around the table in the corner and plunked himself at the island to watch her create. 
After taking a few minutes to familiarize herself with the layout of the kitchen, she moved around it as if it were her very own. They watched her in amazement. 
“Can we help you, honey?” Calen asked. 
Mel looked up and met his gaze. “No,” she answered absently, her attention preoccupied. Oh, she intended to wow them with her culinary expertise. 
Forty-five minutes later, Melanie had the counter in front of Jake, Calen, Van, and Philip covered with plates of fresh-cut melon, pineapple, berries, oranges, grilled ham steak, Canadian back bacon, cinnamon French toast, and cheesy scrambled eggs. Setting the final plate of food down, she announced, with a flourish and a grin, “Chocolate chip pancakes for Jake, because he doesn’t like French toast. Well, you do have to share them.” 
“The hell I do.” He took the plate from her and started stacking the chocolaty discs on his plate. “How do you know I don’t like French toast?” Mel shrugged. “You mentioned it once. Now eat before it gets cold.” Silently, she sat, studying the four men as they reached for plates and served up the food. Philip took the liberty of fixing her plate first, and the pulse between her thighs when he smiled and handed it to her near took her breath away. 
Their expressions and moans of appreciation as they ate her creations warmed her throughout. The old adage her grandmother had shared with her once when Mel was around sixteen, the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach, made her giggle inside. Judging by the appetites of her men, she was definitely on the right track. 
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My men, she mused. Well, they’re mine for the moment. 
The four friends had no idea the emotional support they’d showered her with the night before and that morning had brought about a peace she thought she’d never find. Thought she was never entitled to. Excitement coursed through her at the idea of preparing a meal for her men, and when they’d stepped aside to allow her to take over the kitchen, a sense of confidence, a hint of control, bloomed. It seemed like such a small gesture, but it was eagerly received. 
The emotions swamping her thoughts seemed overwhelming. Being with the four friends felt so right, so perfect, and not just sexually, she told herself. Like now, seated around the island in the middle of the kitchen, the atmosphere, the feeling of belonging within the four walls, made her feel as if this was meant to be. As if she was destined to be with all four men. 
My men, she thought. My four men. 
A soft shudder moved through her. 
Jake’s hand covered hers, bringing her from her daydream. “You okay, sweetheart?” The sincerity in his voice, filling his eyes, thrilled her. Mel swallowed the gasp in her throat. “Just thinking,” she admitted. 
“About what?” Calen asked. 
“The four of you,” she answered honestly. 
“Yeah?” Philip smiled wide. “Well, sweetheart, we’re all yours.” The four nodded and chuckled. 
A shiver raced the length of her spine. All mine. 


* * * * * 
 After stuffing themselves silly, they all pitched in to tidy up the mess she’d made. 
“That was great, Melanie,” Van said, nuzzling her neck from behind. 
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“Thank you,” she said, her hands in the sink, cleaning the pans she’d used. “Oh, hey, if you liked that, I have a great idea for dinner tonight,” she said eagerly, then stopped. “Oh, I’m really jumping the gun, aren’t I? You guys probably have things to do…” Van pulled her hair out of the way and licked up the back of her neck, eliciting a moan from deep within her throat. “You aren’t going anywhere until we say you are,” he rumbled. 
“And right now, I want breakfast dessert.” He cupped a breast and pinched her peaked nipple through her shirt. 
“Mmmm, that does sound good, doesn’t it?” Calen said, coming around the island. 
“There’s no such thing as ‘breakfast dessert,’” Mel said as he wriggled himself between her and the counter. 
Kneeling on the ground, Calen slid the boxers she wore down and off her smooth legs. 
When he pushed her legs open, she heard Van’s deep voice from above. “Now don’t you move, sweetheart. We want to have our dessert.” Mel looked down at Calen through heavy lids and groaned when his lips closed over her mound. The heat of his mouth made her head spin and her knees weak. Calen’s hands grabbed her cheeks, spreading her wide for Van as he nudged his cockhead along her opening. Mel gasped as he pushed into her vagina, thrusting himself to the hilt. 
“Shit!” Van growled and tensed behind her. 
The warmth of Calen’s mouth left her pussy. His fingertips dug into her hips. “What?” he questioned in surprise, looking up. 
“Forgot a rubber,” Van hissed, his thick cock still inside her. 
Melanie trembled between them. “I’m clean,” she said, more bitterly than she’d intended. 
Van nuzzled the crook of her neck. “We didn’t doubt that, baby.” Sucking little love bites along her flesh, he murmured, “We were thinking birth control, that’s all.” A Delicious Taboo 
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“Oh.” She smiled at their thoughtfulness and wiggled her ass against Van’s groin. “I’ve got it covered,” she purred. 
“Perfect,” was his rumbling response. 
Van pulled out, only to thrust back again as Calen’s mouth continued to work on her clit. Calen’s tongue stroking her, as well as the thick cock sliding in and out of her from behind, drove her toward completion. 
“Mmmm, now that’s a beautiful sight. Suck my cock, Jake.” Philip’s voice was low, hoarse, and when Mel glanced over, she could see the two had come around the island where all the action was taking place. Jake was on his knees and had Philip’s cock halfway down his throat. Melanie moaned at the pleasure she read on Philip’s face as he met her eyes. Pulling her hands from the warm, soapy water, she gripped the edge of the counter for support. 
“Oh, God, I can’t stop,” Mel said with a harsh breath, still holding Philip’s heated gaze. 
“I’m going to come.” 
Pumping himself into Mel harder, faster, Van reveled in her body tightening around his shaft. A split second before she cried out her release, he felt her pussy spasm. Her body trembled. Her cream coated his cock and ran down his thighs. Calen teased first one testicle, then the other with his mouth, pushing him to his pinnacle. Van’s seed flowed from Mel’s pussy, along with her own moisture, and Calen eagerly lapped up their combined releases. 
“Jesus, you two taste so good together,” he groaned. 
Melanie hadn’t taken her eyes off Philip and Jake beside them. “Can I help with that?” she asked hoarsely as Van pulled himself from her body. 
“By all means, baby,” Jake replied and held Philip’s cock for her as she knelt on the floor and closed her mouth around him. 
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She sucked Philip’s hard shaft down her throat, just as she knew he liked, while Jake stroked her and himself. Philip started to descend to the floor, which put her on her hands and knees while she pleasured him. Warm hands spread her buttocks, and the wet heat of a tongue touched the rosette of her anus. Mel groaned around the thick shaft in her mouth as the tongue rimmed her. A shiver raced through her, and her lower belly spasmed as the warmth was replaced by something cool and wet. Slowly a single thick finger breeched the tight ring. A second joined the first, and before she realized what was coming next, a third thick digit entered her body. Expert fingers stretched tight muscles, preparing her body and making her dizzy with anticipation. Excitement peppered her heated flesh with goose bumps, and a low groan vibrated from her throat as the smooth head of a cock pushed into her snug opening. 
“Relax, baby, and let me stuff my cock into your beautiful, tight ass,” Calen whispered from behind. 
Losing the battle to remain still while Calen entered her, Melanie wriggled and moaned as his hard cock stroked the channel of her ass. Philip’s cock jerked just before he unloaded his seed into her mouth with a shout. 
Feeling Van’s strong hands on his shoulders helped to control the piston action of his hips. Calen wanted to savor her. Once deep inside, he reveled in Mel’s ass gripping him. 
Despite a slight resistance, her tight passage had welcomed his intrusion. A violent chill moved through him as he thought of him and Van taking Melanie together. The two of them thrusting into her body, feeling her tremble between them. Their cocks would nudge one another, with only a thin membrane inside her warm body separating them. 
Beneath his fingers, her silky skin singed him. The soft swells and curves of her body were a direct contrast Van. Van was defined, hard, firm muscle. Still, the way he could make her respond reminded him of his life partner. Calen knew his natural determination had the A Delicious Taboo 
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ability to bring Van to an explosive climax, something the other man admitted never experiencing before. 
The difference in their bodies excited Calen. Their similarities stimulated him, threatening to push him beyond his control. To their relationship, physically and emotionally, Melanie was a perfect complement. Now, they needed her to realize it too, because neither he nor his Van was going to let her go. 
Calen felt her ass start to pulsate with her impending orgasm and was ready to explode. 
Thrusting inside the snug, velvety heat, following three heavy, hard strokes, he emptied himself inside her. 
The shirt she’d worn had long since been discarded, and her body glistened with a light sheen of sweat. Hers and theirs, and her breathing was erratic, raspy. A smile curled the corner of her luscious lips when she finally released Philip’s shaft. 
“I’m fucking that sweet ass now,” she heard Jake say as Calen withdrew from her depths. As Jake fed his cock into her, she recognized Van and Philip’s hands caressing her breasts, and Calen’s fingers had found their way inside her pussy. 
They plucked, tugged, and thrust until she screamed again. Pleasurable fatigue threatened to yank her arms out from under her. Dropping her upper body to the floor, Mel outstretched her arms before her, resting her cheek on the cool ceramic tile. Jake held her hips in place, pounding himself into her ass. Exploding with a deep roar after several strokes, he collapsed against Melanie’s back. 
Several minutes later, the electricity surging throughout the room began to subside. 
“Sorry to crush you, baby. You okay?” Jake asked hoarsely, finally rising up off her. 
One thing Melanie was learning quickly from being fucked silly by these four gods was that after they’d each made her come at least once, she was rendered useless. 
“Mmmm,” was all Mel could manage to mutter. 
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* * * * * 
 Following the fun in the kitchen, they’d helped Melanie to the sofa where Van wrapped her naked body with a light sheet. 
Seated on a stool at the bar, Van enjoyed the sight of his lover and the woman they were falling in love with across the room. The tint in her cheeks and the flush of her skin had his cock swelling in need again. Melanie’s head was in Calen’s lap, his fingers stroked through her dark hair and he whispered words of endearment to her. The sexy smile she flashed him from her cozy refuge, combined with the flicker of satiation in her eyes, confirmed for him she was theirs. 
At the other end of the sofa, Philip rubbed Melanie’s feet, and she looked simply decadent lying between the two men. Sharing a woman was a first for the four friends, and being all together just felt right. As his comrade’s hands caressed her body, Van grew more content. There hadn’t been an ounce of jealousy between them as they shared her over and over. 
Before Mel awoke and joined them that morning, the four men laid their emotions out to each other. Philip and Jake confessed they too were falling in love with her. 
As committed to one another as he and Calen were, Van realized as a couple they weren’t quite complete. He studied the beautiful woman in his lover’s and friend’s arms and didn’t think life could be any more perfect. 
“I’ll never look at that kitchen the same way again.” Jake chuckled as he entered the living room from the hall. “Now, before we fucked you speechless, babe, you’d mentioned dinner.” 
They all laughed. 
“I’ll need some things from the grocery store,” Mel moaned in contentment. “Give me a few minutes, and then I’ll go shopping.” 
“Tell me what you need, and I’ll go get it,” Van said reaching for paper and pen. 
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After dictating a shopping list, Mel dozed off. 
“I’ll be right back. Don’t leave her to wake up alone. She has nightmares.” Van expressed his concern to the others. 
“She won’t be alone, Van, we’ll make sure of it,” Philip assured him. 
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Chapter Five 
“Jesus, you guys are insatiable,” Melanie purred in Van’s embrace on the sofa. 
They had all individually taken turns making love to her, in addition to tag-teaming her, most of the afternoon. They’d taken her outside, inside, and poolside. 
Across from the sofa, Jake sat on the floor with his back against a chair, Philip sitting between his thighs. Jake’s arms were wrapped around his lover, his hands resting on a set of perfect six-pack abs. Philip’s legs were outstretched in front of him, ankles crossed. Both men cast her wickedly seductive grins. 
Calen too sat on the floor, his back to the couch and his hand tracing soft circles on her left calf as she lay stretched out beside Van. Over his shoulder, he flashed her a million dollar smile. “You don’t seem to be having any trouble keeping up, baby.” She couldn’t argue with that. No matter how sore or how tired she grew, Melanie intended to give this experience everything she had. The thought of this encounter being one-of-a-kind she’d tucked into the furthest recesses of her mind. 
Lustful thoughts plaguing her for months were now taking on a different feel. The time had come to admit to herself she was in love. Not with one man or one couple, but with all four men. It was an absurd thought, because there couldn’t be anything more between them. 
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Six months working in the Taboo Delights nightclub had shown her relationships like this just couldn’t work out. She knew of other regulars taking a third party to their beds, and in the end, it was just for the sex. 
Melanie wouldn’t let her mind rain on her parade; she intended to enjoy every moment that remained. Right now, she felt like a deliciously pampered sexual goddess with her own male harem at her feet. All four seemed to anticipate her needs before she did and were more than eager to help her meet them. Whether she wanted them to touch her, or her desire was to watch them together, the four men were happy to oblige. 
“I’m not going to be able to walk out of here,” she chided. 
“That’s the plan,” Calen teased, stroking a finger up the inside of her thigh. “Besides, who says you have to leave?” 
“Stop it.” She giggled, swatting at his hand playfully. “Let me up. I need to start dinner.” 
Reluctantly they released her, and after pulling on her borrowed boxers and T-shirt, she padded into the kitchen. In no time flat, Melanie filled the house with the spicy aromas of Mexican. 
Philip had wandered into the kitchen at some point. When Melanie finally glanced up and noticed him watching her, he said, “You’re amazing.” She smiled affectionately and continued assembling a large plate of nachos. He made his way to the cupboard and collected plates to set the table in the corner. Calen had come in as well and grabbed silverware and napkins, and taken them to the table. Once Jake and Van had joined them in the kitchen, they sat down to their feast. 
“So where’d you learn to cook? The club doesn’t know you can do this, do they? If they did, we’d never see your gorgeous face and smoking hot bod out front again.” Jake cocked a wicked smile at her. 
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Melanie’s cheeks tinted rosy pink. “Three years of culinary school. I have my chef’s papers.” She shrugged insouciantly. 
“That’s terrific,” Van said. “Why don’t you open your own place? Or at the very least work in some five-star restaurant or hotel or something?” 
“It’s really no big deal. I only did it because someone once told me I couldn’t. I love to cook, create, but I don’t know if it’s what I want to do forever.” 
“Well, you really are terrific at it, baby. I’ll think we’ll let you cook for us all the time,” Calen said. 


* * * * * 
 With dinner long over, the four hunky friends ushered Melanie into the bedroom for their evening entertainment. They had some sexually kinky positions they intended to unleash on their thus far eagerly willing female third. The four men had no intention of letting Mel leave them now. 
She was theirs. 
“I’m going to fuck your cunt, Melanie, while Jake fucks your ass at the same time,” Calen purred in her ear. “What do you think about that, baby?” Mel quivered between Calen and Jake, her mind spinning out of control. Their hands stroked her possessively. She’d never even heard the words spoken aloud, let alone done anything like Jake and Calen were proposing. She was excited, horny, and heady with need. 
Desperately, she wanted them, all four of them, to take her, to use her as they needed to, as they wanted to. 
Calen lay back on the bed, his stiff cock standing straight up in the air. “Climb on top of me, Mel. Sink yourself over my cock,” he said huskily and helped her to straddle his hips. 
Her body trembled with excitement, anticipation. 
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Using his fingers to spread the folds of her pussy, he aligned his cock with the mouth of her sex. Van’s hands settled on Mel’s hips, forcing her to impale herself on Calen’s shaft. 
“That’s it, baby, take him inside you,” Van whispered into her ear. He pulled her hips up until Calen’s cock nearly slipped from her body, then pushed her back down. 
Mel groaned low in the back of her throat. “Oh, God…oh, God.” Van’s hands released her, but not before urging her forward to lie atop Calen’s chest. Calen’s lips closed around hers, and he gently sucked her tongue into his mouth. Her sudden gasp drew his breath into her lungs, giving her an electric rush. Mel ground her pussy against Calen’s groin as she felt the heat of Jake’s chest press along her back. The soft hairs of his chest stimulated her now ultrasensitive skin as he rubbed against her. The smooth head of Jake’s cock nudged her ass, and Calen’s hands grabbed her cheeks firmly, pulling them apart. 
Philip’s voice barely broke through the pleasurable haze clouding her brain. “Come on, Jake, babe, I want to watch you sink your cock into this tight little hole and fuck Mel’s ass.” At the statement, Mel felt a finger stroke gently across the rosette of her ass. She then felt cool lube being spread over her bud seconds before a single thick digit delved inside, coating her entrance. 
Then she felt the pressure. Jake pressed the head of his cock against the tight muscles of her anus and pushed, breeching her opening. 
“Christ,” Jake ground out. 
“Ahhh,” Mel panted, pulling away from Calen’s kiss. 
He brushed his lips along hers again. “Relax, baby. Let him in,” he whispered. “We want to make you feel so good. Let us love you, baby.” 
“Deeper, Jake…push your cock deeper,” Philip growled. 
Jake pushed deeper, spearing Mel from behind. She stiffened and gasped for breath, sweat peppered her soft skin as Jake continued to feed his cock into her. Once balls deep inside her ass, he expelled a shaky breath. 
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“Tell us how she feels, guys,” Van said in a raspy breath. 
“Her pussy got so much tighter when Jake shoved into her.” Calen groaned. “Jesus, guys, her pussy feels so good. Wet. Hot. So fucking tight…ahhh…” 
“And her ass, Jake, tell us about her ass.” Sweat beaded Jake’s forehead. His lower lip quivered, and his body shook. All he could do was whimper slightly as he withdrew his shaft from the heat of her body. He plunged back in. “Unh,” he grunted. 
“How do you feel, Mel?” Philip’s voice asked from the background. 
Mel moaned and wriggled between the two men sandwiching her, oblivious to the question posed to her. 
The bed dipped as Van took a position in front of Mel, his knees on either side of Calen’s head. His stiff cock jutted straight out from his body, inches from her lips. His tight, swollen sac dangled teasingly above Calen’s face. 
Van reached down and with a finger under her chin, lifted her face until she looked up at him through heavy lids. “Tell us, honey…how does it feel to have Calen fucking your beautiful cunt and Jake fucking your sweet ass, hmmm?” The pleasure the two men were bringing her made it impossible for Mel to locate her voice. Her mind was gone, and she’d lost the last of her control as Calen and Jake began to move in sync, driving her body toward madness. A hand grabbed her left breast from behind as Van reached down and cupped her right one. Fingers from both hands plucked at her tight, puckered nipples until she cried out from the pleasure-pain they created. 
“Tell us, Melanie. Tell us how it feels,” Philip coaxed her. 
Mel couldn’t speak if her life had depended on it. She was consumed with the carnal activities she was sharing with the four handsome men. “Uh, uh, uh,” she groaned between thrusts. “I’m…so full…burning…good…fuck…don’t stop…please…” A Delicious Taboo 
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Mel was unable to move as Calen and Jake took possession of her body, mind, and soul. 
Her eyes closed again, completely lost in the pleasure, with the exquisite fullness of having both her pussy and ass full of thick, delicious cock. The smooth head of Van’s shaft rubbed against her parted lips. Opening her mouth eagerly, she ran her wet tongue around the soft, silky smooth head. 
“Suck me, Mel. Suck my big cock dry, baby,” Van commanded softly and pushed further into the depths of her hot mouth. 
The bed dipped at the foot, and Philip’s husky voice spoke. “Lean over more, Jake. I need to fuck your ass while you fuck Mel.” 
Mel felt the pressure of Jake atop her, pressing her against Calen. The hands on her tits continued to torment her as the moaning, groaning, and grunts echoed loudly in the bedroom. 
Philip smoothed cool lube against Jake’s anus just before his hard cock pressed into his opening. The four fucking bodies fell still as Philip seated himself deeply inside Jake. 
“Yes, yes, yes,” Philip growled low. 
The extra pressure from behind caused Mel’s ass muscles to clench, and moans escaped her, Jake, and Calen. Philip drove his cock into Jake’s ass as he continued to torment Mel’s left breast, reaching around to tug at Jake’s right nipple at the same time. 
Calen could no longer control himself as he watched Mel’s mouth suck Van’s cock deep. He slid his wet tongue over the tight sac hanging above him. A groan of pleasure escaped his lover’s lips, encouraging him to push Van further. As Calen sucked first one testicle into his mouth, released it, and sucked the other, he slipped a finger between Van’s cheeks to probe his anus. Inserting the thick digit into the tight opening, he continued his 56 Jennifer Cole 
assault on Van’s balls until Van gasped harshly, squeezing Mel’s tits harder against Calen’s chest. 
Three cocks thrusting relentlessly in and out of Mel drove her to a hard, intense climax. Her body shuddered violently as her pussy and ass tightened and gripped at two of the shafts impaling her. Just as she began a slight descent, they thrust harder, faster, pushing her over the edge again. The four men groaned, gasped, grunting as their cocks thrust into her while Philip thrust into Jake. Mel came again, as hard as the first time, her three holes milking the three cocks pleasurably tormenting her. 
“I’m going to come,” Jake groaned. 
The five moved as one. Sweaty bodies slapped together, the smell of sex filling the room, sounds of their lovemaking driving them to culmination. 
“Hold it, Jake, just a little longer,” Van growled. 
“I’m so close,” Calen moaned. 
“Ah, Christ, me too,” Philip declared. “Mel, you going to join us, baby? Huh, one more time?” 
Mel cried out, releasing Van’s cock for but a moment. “Oh, God…I don’t believe it…yes…yes…harder…please….” The revelation along with her body releasing a fourth time pushed the four men over the edge. 
Once she closed her mouth around Van again and sucked feverishly, he exploded with a roar, shooting his cum down her throat. Jake followed Van with a loud, vicious growl, unloading himself in Mel’s ass. Calen and Philip shouted their releases simultaneously, Calen shooting his seed deep inside Mel’s convulsing pussy, and Philip finishing in Jake’s ass. The five collapsed in a heap of sweaty quivering bodies in the middle of the king-size bed, gasping for breath, limbs entangled, as all ten hands stroked and caressed one another. 
Van recovered first. “Come on, we’re squishing Melanie.” A Delicious Taboo 
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Mel felt the weight of Jake, Philip, and Van lift off her. She shivered at the sudden loss of their combined body heat and pressure. 
“Are you all right, baby?” Calen asked her, stroking her hair. 
“Yeah, Melanie, you okay?” Philip’s voice laced with concern. 
Thoroughly enjoying the post-coital bliss vibrating through her body, Mel realized she’d barely moved, let alone uttered a sound. 
Once she’d disentangled herself and taken a few deep breaths, Melanie replied, 
“Mmmm, I’m great. That was…incredible.” 
Philip, Jake, and Calen left the bed, heading for the bathroom to clean themselves up. 
Van laid himself down beside Mel, gathering her tightly against his chest, her breathing harsh and her body quivering gently against him. “You really were incredible, Melanie. We didn’t hurt you, did we? We don’t ever want to hurt you,” Van whispered against the top of her head. 
Mel expelled a contented sigh, stroking her hand across Van’s broad chest, tangling her fingers in the dusting of dark curls covering his muscles. “Mmmm, I feel good, Van. Better than I ever thought possible.” Her breath caressed his nipple within reach of her lips. She yawned and snuggled in closer to his warmth. 
Jake came back into the bedroom first with a warm, wet washcloth for Mel. He exchanged an amused glance with Van at the soft sounds of her snoring. “She’s purring.” He grinned. 
“Yes, she is.” Van kissed her forehead. “I’d say a job very well done.” 
“I’ll clean her up.” Jake chuckled and spread her legs, wiping the cloth gently over her swollen sex and between her buttocks. 
Meanwhile Calen and Philip had emerged from the adjoining bathroom, and Calen tossed a wet cloth to Van. After wiping himself off, Van pulled a sleeping Mel tighter against his chest, while Calen curled up against his back, an arm draped possessively over both of 58 Jennifer Cole 
them. Jake snuggled close to Mel’s back, resting his large hand on her hip as Philip lay behind him, wrapping his arm around his lover. 
Their five bodies completely covered the surface of the king-size bed. 
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Chapter Six 
Mel stirred against the heated bodies of Calen and Van and stretched languidly, purring in contentment between them. The five of them had literally fucked the entire weekend away. 
Aside from the protests from her sex and ass, the rest of her muscles had quickly grown accustomed to the continuous pleasurable punishment her four horny men put her through. 
They’d barely allowed her time to rest before taking turns bringing her to earth-shattering orgasms once again. Jesus, she’d never come so much in her entire limited sexual life as she had this weekend. She was sure she was probably near dehydration from the amount and frequency of her climaxes. 
Behind the partially closed bathroom door, she heard the shower and the grunts and moans of Philip and Jake fucking in the shower. Van moved on her right side, and as she opened her eyes, his mouth closed over her breast. He sucked her nipple, swirling his tongue lazily around her tightening bud. Mel moaned low in her throat, running her fingers through his dark hair. Calen’s hand skimmed down her lower belly to stroke the soft outer folds of her bare pussy. She drew in a breath when Calen pushed two thick fingers inside of her. Her muscles spasmed around his intrusion. 
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“Mmmm, baby, your cunt is eager to be fucked already this morning, isn’t it?” he cooed in her ear. 
“Really? Let me check,” Van mumbled against her breast. Sliding his hand lower, he pushed two fingers inside her along with Calen’s. “Oh, yes, it is. That’s it, baby, squeeze our fingers fucking you.” Van sucked her nipple harder. 
Calen muffled her cries of passion by crushing his lips to hers, feasting on her mouth. 
Growling low, he pulled away after a few minutes. “I have to shove my cock into your cunt, Mel.” Settling himself between Melanie’s legs, he pushed her thighs wide. Van’s fingers continued to thrust in and out of her, and slowly he pulled them from her body when the head of Calen’s cock brushed the back of his hand. Using his wet fingers, he pulled Mel’s labia open for his lover. Still sucking her pebbled nipple, Van turned his head to watch Calen’s cock disappear into Mel’s body. With firm, tight circles, Van stroked Melanie’s clit as Calen pumped himself into her. A sheen of perspiration covered her and Calen’s bodies. The wet, sucking sounds of Mel’s pussy eagerly pulling at Calen’s cock filled the room. 
Van replaced his mouth with fingers, tugging at the wet bud he’d just released. 
Kneeling beside Mel’s head, he brushed the velvety tip of his hard shaft along her parted lips. 
The wet, pink tip of her tongue flicked out and over the satiny head before she closed her lips around him, sucking him deep into her throat. A groan and harder pinch on her nipple told her she’d struck gold. 
“That’s it, my baby, suck my cock,” Van said in a hoarse, throaty growl. “Jesus Christ.” 
“Give me your lips, Van,” Calen grunted between thrusts into Mel. 
Van leaned to him and sucked the air from Calen’s lungs as their lips met. Their tongues mated fiercely, sensual lips fighting for dominance. Mel opened her eyes to watch their heated kiss. The sight of their mouths, their tongues peeking out, the sounds they made, drove her to an explosive climax. 
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Suddenly, her channel tightened and convulsed around Calen, milking his shaft. “Oh, Christ, she’s coming,” he moaned and thrust harder, faster. “Yes, baby, ride it out, I’m right behind you.” 
As Calen groaned out his release and his cock shot hot liquid deep inside her, Van’s cock jerked in Mel’s mouth a second before his body stiffened, and he cried out. Mel sucked the head of his steel-hard shaft as far down her throat as she could, feeling his balls empty, swallowing hungrily, desperate for every drop he spilled. 
Van hissed as he withdrew his shaft from Mel’s mouth and fell back onto the bed, panting for breath. “Jesus, Melanie,” he sighed. 
After placing a leisurely kiss upon a gasping Mel, Calen pulled himself from the heat of her body. “Mmmm, I think we should wake up like this every morning. What do you say?” 
“Absolutely,” Mel purred. 
“I agree,” Jake’s voice sounded from the bathroom door. “Look what the three of you have done to us? We’re fucking hard again.” Van, Mel, and Calen looked over to see Philip and Jake fisting their cocks. 
“Well,” Melanie cooed from the middle of the bed, her legs still splayed wide, her breath barely returned to normal, “We’re going to have to do something about that then, aren’t we?” She crooked her finger at them, and they dutifully came to her. 
“Stand up and bend over, baby,” Philip ordered. “I’m fucking that fine ass of yours.” Mel couldn’t scramble off the bed fast enough. She bent at the waist, spread her legs and wrapped her hands around her ankles. 
“Ah, that’s just perfect, honey,” Philip mumbled hoarsely, caressing her buttocks. He pushed two fingers into Mel’s pussy, collecting her and Calen’s come from within, and coated his cock. Then he plunged them back into her, causing her to suck in a gasp and rock on her feet. Running his slicked fingers up her crack to the tight little rosette, he slowly, one at a time, worked three fingers into her hole. As he stroked her juice on his cock, she wriggled 62 Jennifer Cole 
against his fingers, nearly driving him to come on the spot. Moving into position, he pressed his cockhead into her rectum. Allowing her a few minutes to adjust to his intrusion, Philip pulled Mel up, her back snug against his chest. With his arms wrapped around her, one hand plucked at her nipples, first the right, then the left, while the other ventured lower to stoke the fires in her pussy. He pulled her lips open as Jake aligned his cock with the mouth of her sex and pressed forward. 
“Oh, my God,” Melanie chanted over and over, throwing her head back against Philip’s chest. 
Once both were seated to the hilt inside the heat of Mel’s body, they immediately began a slow, sensual thrusting. In tandem, they pulled out, before thrusting back in. 
Harsh, raspy panting filled the room, and the fragrant odor of their lovemaking scented the air. 
Mel’s orgasm hit her without warning. “Ah, oh, Jesus, Philip…Jake…” Her pussy and her ass sucked, spasmed, and gripped the two cocks impaling her. Jake and Philip continued to plunge into her body like madmen, thrusting harder, faster, and deeper. As Mel stood weakly between them gasping for air, Philip and Jake leaned to each other over her shoulder and began kissing each other. Their tongues mimicked the thrusting of their cocks. They both followed her, moaning into each other’s mouths as they shot their hot loads into both her pulsating channels. 
Through the fog of her deliciously swimming brain, she heard Calen’s sexy voice. 
“Come on, let’s clean up; we’ve earned breakfast out. My treat.” Philip and Jake each kissed Melanie possessively on the mouth before pulling away from her. 
Mel was the last to shower, one of the joys of sharing a bathroom with four gay guys. 
Well, she thought of that for a few minutes…with the pleasure they’d wrung from her body A Delicious Taboo 
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all weekend, she’d decided they were bisexual, not gay. It didn’t matter to her that they enjoyed sex with their male lovers as well as her. She was hooked on them. 
Wrapping a fluffy bath sheet around her and tucking the corner between her breasts, she heard four masculine voices coming from the bedroom. Their jovial conversation piqued her curiosity as she made her way into the room. All four of them were exquisite male perfection and all standing around in their underwear. 
“This has been a fantastic weekend,” Philip commented. “My cock is actually sore.” He rubbed himself through his cotton briefs. 
All four of them chuckled. 
“Fucking, eh. Bringing Mel in with us has been… She’s terrific. Thanks for putting this together, Van. We owe you one,” Jake said. 
Mel stood in the door for a minute, taking in their verbal exchange. Van had organized this little rendezvous. What the hell was that all about? She continued to listen in silence. 
None of them seemed to have noticed her standing there. 
“I think we can all agree this is the best sex any of us has ever had,” Jake jested. “We knew Mel would be a hellcat in bed.” 
Taking a few seconds to process the words and his tone, Melanie was positive she heard amusement in Jake’s voice. 
She saw red. 
“That’s what this was all about?” she bit out angrily. 
“Melanie,” Jake gasped as he spun around. 
“No, baby, it’s not what you think,” Calen jumped in, shaking his head. 
“Don’t ‘baby’ me, Calen! Has this just been some fucking game for the four of you? You don’t have enough to entertain yourselves with?” She glared at each of them. “Hey, why don’t we mind-fuck the moony-eyed straight girl while we physically fuck her.” She dropped her voice a couple of octaves. 
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“No, hon…Mel,” Van spoke evenly. “That’s not what we were doing. Melanie, we love you and want to be with you. How could you take us seriously last week after our asinine attempt at telling you how we felt? We didn’t know how else to show you how we all feel about you, but to do this.” He finished the heartfelt explanation by spreading his arms. 
“There’s nothing wrong with my hearing, you know. ‘I think we can all agree this is the best sex any of us have ever had.’ What the fuck is that? Do you have any idea how humiliated I am right now?” 
“Melanie, you misunderstood…” Philip tried to break in. 
“You have no idea, do you?” Her eyes frantically darted around the bedroom, not making contact with any of them. “Fuck! I can’t believe a piece of me actually thought, maybe, just maybe, there could be something, anything between us! Christ, I’m so fucking naive…stupid!” 
“Honey…Melanie, listen, please,” Calen pleaded. 
“Where are my fucking clothes?” she screamed. 
Four fingers pointed toward the recliner in the corner. The room fell silent. 
Mel stomped over to the chair and dropped the towel to her feet. “Of course you wouldn’t be interested in anything more than just a fuck! You’re men after all!” She dropped her voice again, “Hey, let’s see if we can get the pathetic straight girl to come home with us! 
How much fun would that be?” 
Stepping into her panties, her body trembled with rage. “Why? Why would you do this to me? How could you? What the fuck did I ever do to you?” The four stunned men watched her, standing silent and barely breathing, not wanting to upset her further, like that was even possible. 
“Sweetheart, please…” Philip tried again. 
Finally winning the battle with her bra straps, she fastened the front closure. “Believe it or not, fat straight girls have feelings too!” Mel tugged her jeans up over her hips and A Delicious Taboo 
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zipped. “Ugh! It’s my fault; it’s always my fault! I can’t do anything right!” She gasped back sobs, trying not to humiliate herself further by crying in front of them. 
Van recognized immediately not all of Melanie’s current anger and frustration stemmed from them. Her past was back with a vengeance. 
Now dressed, she stomped through the living room on her way to the front door, still ranting, not allowing them to get a word in. “I love, loved you, all four of you! You guys have no fucking idea what you did to me before this weekend!” A single tear trickled down her cheek. “I knew coming here was a bad idea! I should have just been satisfied with getting myself off, fantasizing about you in my mind, because now, after being with each of you…” Mel couldn’t finish. She was so angry, hurt. 
“Melanie,” Jake reached for her. 
“Don’t touch her, Jake,” Van warned quietly from the doorway. 
Jake was about to protest when Calen’s hand settled on his forearm. Jake dropped his hand back down to his side. 
In her current state, Melanie would be inconsolable. She needed to let go. The four men each prayed they would have the opportunity to clear the air once she’d calmed down. 
“Melanie, please let us explain.” Philip tried a third time. 
She was having no part of it. 
Tugging her denim jacket on, she slung her backpack over her shoulders. Grabbing her helmet, she flung the door open. 
“Mel, you shouldn’t drive…” Calen started, but Mel didn’t listen. “…Like that,” he finished as the force of the slamming door shook the room and everything in it. 
“She’ll calm down before getting on her bike,” Van said. 
“You sound pretty fucking sure of yourself,” Jake snapped. “We should go after her.” He took a step for the door. 
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“No,” Van said in a soft, but firm tone. “She needs to be alone right now. Running after her will only make things worse. We need to show her respect and leave her be.” Philip strode purposefully to the window. “She’s standing on the porch. You sure we should just let her go?” He didn’t dare take his eyes off the woman. 
The others walked to the window to watch their Melanie. She took a deep, calming breath and raced down the stairs over to her bike. They watched her fasten her helmet and mount the machine. She hit the throttle harder than necessary, and the bike fishtailed sharply as she pulled out onto the road. 
“Van’s right.” Calen sighed. “Now, let’s see if we can’t find a way to fix this fuck-up. 
Beer, anyone?” 
“It’s not even noon,” Jake said, glancing at his watch. “Fuck it, I’ll take one.” A Delicious Taboo 
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Chapter Seven 
Two weeks passed, and the four men had not once come into the nightclub. Mel was still furious with herself for being swept up into thinking there had been something more between the five of them than just a weekend of spectacular, mind-blowing sex. However, the writing on the proverbial wall was quite clear to her now that that was all it was. 
Right off the bat, the men had admitted to her that at one time they had each been involved with women. Mel figured she’d just been used to assuage some need they had to get their rocks off with a woman once more. She’d helped to scratch their itch, and now felt used, dirty, and cheap. None of the four had even bothered to prove her thoughts wrong by showing their faces since she left them two weeks before. 
They had all worked together to show her a side of herself she never knew existed, and she liked it. Craving this new sexual side of herself that the men had unleashed together, Melanie loved loving them. More than she loved being loved by them. 
None of that mattered now. Men were men. It doesn’t matter if they’re straight or gay, she thought to herself. When they decide to go all caveman and hit a woman over the head to drag her back to their cave, they do! 
Ugh! Men! 
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At eight in the evening, Mel wandered into the kitchen to take her dinner break. Even two weeks later, she still festered and fumed at the emotions those four barbarians had stirred up in her. After eating half of her grilled chicken carbonara, she pitched the rest into the trash and shoved two cookies into her mouth, continuing to stew over her situation. 
Only she would try to sway four gay guys into a straight relationship. 
Well, that wasn’t true. She knew they were gay or bisexual, as it were, and was completely comfortable with it. She hadn’t tried to change that about them, nor did she want to. It didn’t bother her at all that they loved their respective male lovers and expressed their love in front of her. It didn’t repulse her to watch them fuck each other or pleasure each other with their mouths. 
It turned her on. 
No straight man had ever made her feel the way Jake, Van, Philip, and Calen made her feel, sexually or otherwise. They had worshipped her marred, imperfect body, making her feel beautiful. Making her feel wanted, desired, needed. They had not only devoured her physically, but emotionally and spiritually as well. 
The four men were respectful of each other’s unions and her during the fuck-fest. Each couple remained committed to each other throughout the sexual escapades. Whether in the hot tub, the kitchen, by the pool, or on the pool table, each had been uninterested in the other men when they’d engaged in fucking her. 
The only common denominator in the equation was her. Philip and Jake wanted to please her, fulfill her, and each other. Calen and Van were of a similar mind. 
Individually, or as a group, they had satisfied each other and her. In turn, she had fulfilled something in each of them. 
Then why in the fuck are they avoiding me? 
“Ugh! Men!” she fumed under her breath. 
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As she trudged back behind the bar, the familiar smell of cologne assailed her senses. 
Her head shot up in the direction of the alluring scent. 
There they were. All four of them seated at the bar. Four pairs of incredibly mesmerizing eyes thoroughly looked her over, focusing on her every move. After several seconds of uneasiness, Mel hurried to the far end of the bar and told her coworker to serve Van, Calen, Jake, and Philip at the other end. 
“Sorry, Mel, they refused my service,” Justin said with a mischievous grin. “They said they’d wait till you finished your dinner break. They’re all yours, sugar.” He winked and ambled away. 
Mel looked over her shoulder at the four handsome men. Their expressions were tense and apprehensive. It would be bad for business to just ignore them, she told herself. Several moments passed, and the four men continued to stare back at her. Lifting her chin, she walked over to the cooler. 
With her back to them, she felt the weight of their stare. She set a bottle of each of their preferred brands on the bar and popped the caps. None of the men used a glass, so she grabbed two bottles in each hand and carried them to the end where they sat. 
As she set Van’s in front of him, he grabbed her hand before she had the chance to pull it away. “We would like you to come and play with us, Melanie,” he said in a seductive tone. 
Yanking her hand from his grasp abruptly, the motion rocked her off balance. She cleared her throat. “I think I made myself clear when I told you…” 
“It was wrong of us to think we could pressure you into choosing between us. We were unfair to you, sweetheart,” Calen purred. 
“The four of us have agreed to play nice together, Mel,” Philip cooed. 
“Yeah, baby, we’re getting along,” Jake chimed in his sensual drawl. “And we’ll continue to do so, just for you.” 
Melanie cast them a speculative glance. “What are you talking about?” 70 Jennifer Cole 
With a grim nod, Van admitted, “We were assholes, love, and we’re prepared to beg your forgiveness.” 
Jake nodded his agreement. “Yeah, honey, we’re sorry.” 
“Baby,” Philip whispered across the bar. “We didn’t mean to hurt you.” 
“We want to make it up to you, sweetheart,” Calen finished. 
“I…” Mel started to speak, but was cut off. 
“Please, let us make things right, baby,” Philip continued. 
Mel looked at the four pleading men before her. She wasn’t sure what to say to them, but she needed answers. “It’s been two fucking weeks. What the hell took you so long to realize you were assholes?” she said, unwilling to let them off the hook so easily. 
“We were working out some details, baby. For you,” Jake said softly. 
“What details? What the hell are you talking about?” 
“The moment you walked out the door, we realized something. You complete us, as individuals, as couples, you make us a family. I love Calen and cannot imagine my life without him in it. But I also love you and cannot imagine our life together without you. 
Philip and Jake feel the same.” 
Melanie recognized the sincerity in Van’s voice and expression as he spoke. Glancing at the other three men, she saw they were nodding in agreement. 
“The morning you left, the four of us sat down to discuss what had happened. We knew we’d behaved like dumb fucks, and you were absolutely right in walking out on us,” Van explained. “Together, we’ve made a decision to rectify that.” 
“You’re leaving made us admit to ourselves, Mel, how much we all love you and need you in our lives. In whatever capacity you want us,” Philip continued. 
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“Shut up before you blow it, idiot,” Calen cut Jake off with an elbow to the ribs. “Mel, we want the five of us to give living together a try. Philip and Jake have moved into our home, and when you move in, the five of us…” 
“Wait a minute.” Mel choked on a breath. “What…are you…saying?” Van reached for her hand again, and this time she didn’t pull away. “We’ve decided if you’ll have us…we’re prepared to share your attention and affection.” Melanie was miffed and somewhat annoyed at his statement, but not quite angry enough to pull her hand away. The warmth of his caress she found comforting and reassuring. “So the four of you have decided I’m some plaything, a toy if you will, to just pass around whenever you feel like it? No, thanks, I won’t belong to anyone, nor am I interested in being treated like some sex object to slake your lust.” 
“We don’t think that at all, Melanie.” Jake clutched her other hand in his. “The four of us love you. We all want to be with you, and we’re willing to do so under your terms. Caleb and Van have their room. Philip and I will have our room. And you will have your own room.” 
“If you want company in your bed, Melanie, you alone will decide. Well, within reason.” Van chuckled huskily. “Because we all enjoy fucking you, tasting you, touching you, and well, to be honest, baby, you’re going to have to keep your door locked when you want to be alone.” 
Melanie shivered, and her nipples pebbled beneath her shirt. Jesus, what the hell was going on here? This couldn’t possibly be happening. 
“We want you to be the third, in both of our relationships. We love being with you in a ménage à trois, and if you’re agreeable, we’re not opposed to the group romp.” Calen waggled his brows at her, making her giggle. 
“We’re good together, Mel, all of us, and we know you feel it too. Baby, we’ve been miserable without you, and none of us have felt right since you walked out,” Philip said. “We 
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don’t expect an answer right now. You need time to think it over. We won’t rush you, baby. 
Just give it some thought.” 
With that, Jake and Van released her hands, and the four picked up their bottles and headed over to their usual table. 
Mel watched them, thinking how much she adored them with all her heart. She couldn’t believe what they were offering her. The four of them when she desired. Only two of them when she desired. And none of them if she desired it… Right, like that would happen; she’d want them all the time. They would still have each other, they would have her, and she would have them, all four of them. 
But for how long could they live like that? 
No, she stopped herself; she would not allow herself to think about “what ifs.” Wanting the here and now, she desperately needed the here and now, and this handsome foursome was offering her everything she’d ever desired in a relationship: the love of a good man, or in her case, four men, mutual respect, consideration, unconditional understanding, and most importantly, acceptance. What she had never found before in one man, she’d found in four. 
With them, she’d found herself. She’d found family. 
An hour later, Mel approached the table where Calen, Van, Philip, and Jake were sitting, and placed a fresh cold bottle of beer in front of each of them. 
“I’m done at eleven,” she told them with a seductive smile and a suggestive wink, and wandered off to finish her shift. 
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