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Summary

 

I froze in his arms, his bare chest warm and firm against my back, my pulse hammering in my veins while I tried to remember how to breathe.

Living at home while she went to college has been the biggest mistake of Melanie’s life. When her mom’s snooping finally drives her over the edge Mel escapes to the sunny beaches of California with the help of her two best friends, Jacob and Keith. These two bad boys have been riding to her rescue and filling the role of her guardian angels practically forever, and when she moves in with them all is right with the world for the first time since they moved away five years ago.

But things aren’t the same between them, and there’s nothing angelic about the thoughts she’s having about her buff, bronzed roommates. As hard as she fights the growing attraction she feels for them Mel finds herself falling still harder, trapped in an impossible situation. How can she possibly choose between them when picking either one could destroy the friendship that means everything to her?
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Double or Nothing

IT ALL STARTED WHEN MY MOM FOUND the box of condoms I had stashed in my closet.

Let’s get a couple of things straight right now. First, I had them hidden in an old shoebox that Mom had no reason whatsoever to go poking around in. Second, it’s not like I was actually using them. I kept them there purely as a precaution, for emergency use only; you know—in case of fire break glass. Not that I was remotely in any danger of having any kind of an emergency. My last boyfriend and I had broken up six months earlier and since then I had been going through a major dry spell. I hadn’t met anyone I was interested in dating or even just having a fling with in a very long time. My friends said I was too picky, but I don’t see anything wrong with that. A girl should have high standards and not feel as though she has to settle just because she’s been single for six months. Right?

Some days I almost even believed it.

Anyway, the thing is that my mom was snooping. We had been having the same fights over privacy and boundaries for as long as I could remember, but the battles had become far more bitter in the two years since I had graduated from high school. You’d think that after I had turned eighteen she might have given it a rest, but no such luck. I had taken my parents up on their offer to let me live at home while I was going to college because rent was expensive and most of the girls I could have dealt with as roommates had fled our sleepy, little town before the ink was even dry on  their diplomas. Much as I would have loved to get out of my parents’ house there was just no way I could work enough hours to afford a place by myself while taking a full course load, so I sucked it up and tried to keep my head down.

Unfortunately Mom insisted on behaving as though I was still in middle school most days and couldn’t keep her nose out of my business. That was how she came to storm into the den that day, shaking the black and gold box loudly enough that we could all hear it rattling over the sound of the television. Her shriek jerked me up off of the couch; when Mom got herself worked up she could hit notes that Mariah Carey couldn’t touch if you dropped a brick on her foot. She thrust the box under my nose and nailed me with a glare that would have made me wilt a few years earlier.

“Just what are you doing with these, young lady?”

For a split second I considered telling her exactly what I did with them in extreme, excruciating detail, but then some small part of my brain that was still rational woke up, realized this would be an incredibly bad idea, and decided to take charge before I could start World War III in the den.

“Mom! What the hell are you doing snooping in my room?”

My voice is lower so I can’t normally reach those high notes that make the dogs howl like Mom, but this time I was so mad I gave her a run for her money. From the corner of my eye I saw my dad and younger brother bolt from the room before they started bleeding from the ears. The magnitude of it hit me then—they had both just seen Mom waving around a box of condoms that came from my room. Mortified didn’t begin to cover my state of mind just then. How could I ever look either of them in the eye again after this, when every time they’d be thinking about those condoms and what I was doing with them? And Mom would never let it drop.

I leaped over the back of the couch and snatched the box away from her.

“You had no right to go digging through my stuff! There’s this thing called privacy, Mom. Google it sometime.”

“I was not digging through your stuff,” she sniffed. “I was just putting away the clothes you had left in the dryer when I found those.”

That was a lie and we both knew it. The shoebox where I kept those condoms hidden was on the top shelf of my closet and had other stuff piled on top of it. There was no way she had simply stumbled across them by accident.

“You’re a snoop and a liar!”

“Melanie!” she gasped, drawing back as though I had slapped her. “You take that back this instant.”

“I will not. It’s true and you know it. I’m twenty years old and I’m not a child anymore. You had no right to go digging through my things.”

“As long as you’re living under this roof I have the right to do whatever—”

“Then maybe it’s time I wasn’t living under this roof.”

I stormed off to my room, slamming the door hard enough behind me to rattle the windows in their frames. Once I was alone the tears came, hot blobs of rage and shame which slid down my cheeks to gleam there like little badges of futility.

It was all well and good to threaten to leave, but I simply couldn’t afford it on my own. I had a summer job waiting tables at a café, but while the tips were okay they weren’t anywhere close to good enough to let me move out on my own, and I couldn’t think of anyone who needed a roommate. Like an idiot I had remained behind while everyone else had headed off for bigger and better things. I should have known better than to let Mom convince me to stay at home for another year or two and go to the community college to save money. Now it was mid-summer and my options were severely limited.

I did have one option that I doubted Mom would count on, though. I picked up my cell phone and punched in a number that I hadn’t called in far too long. It rang once then picked up.

“Jacob?”

An amused drawl answered from the other end. “So, your mom found your condoms, huh?”

I stuttered and stammered incoherently for a few seconds before I could string an intelligible sentence together. “How did you know?”

“Lee.”

My little brother had probably called the instant he fled from the den and was no doubt gleefully spreading the word even now to anyone else he could think of. For about the millionth time in his life I considered strangling the little wretch.

“So, did she flip out because the box was almost empty or what?”

I felt my face go crimson and was glad he wasn’t there to see. “For your information the box was still sealed.”

“Really? Interesting. I’ll never forget the day my mom found my porn stash when I was fourteen. You would have thought I was sacrificing babies in the basement or something from the way she carried on.” Jacob chuckled at the memory. “So now what?”

“I’ve got to get out of here. I can’t stay here like this. Not now.”

“Took you long enough. Well, come on then.”

Jacob and his best friend Keith had had appointed themselves my guardian angels when I was in middle school. When we moved into the neighborhood a couple of other kids my age had taken it upon themselves to make my life as miserable as possible by teasing and bullying me every time I left the house. Jacob and Keith lived up the street, and one day they found me sobbing my eyes out where I had fled behind Keith’s house to escape my tormentors. After they calmed me down and found out what was going on they went looking for the bullies. While they never told me exactly what happened when they found them, my boys were both older, bigger, and sufficiently intimidating that the bullies never bothered me again. Better still, my newfound protectors adopted me as their mascot.

I spent countless hours at both of their houses, at Jacob’s pool or handing them wrenches and ratchets while they worked in greasy coveralls under their cars and offering them advice—usually unsolicited—about their relationships and the girls in their lives. There were always girls; both guys were athletic and good-looking and they never failed to have a flock of eager young women waiting in the wings to try their luck. Jacob tended to pick and choose and dated a bit more seriously, while Keith seemed determined to take every girl in town for a test drive before he graduated.

That didn’t bother me—although I loved them both, it wasn’t in that way. They were my knights in shining armor, both of them bigger than life and enough older than me that I never quite crushed on either of them. Jacob and I talked each other through our nasty breakups and both of us teased Keith about being such a man-whore, even though secretly we found the whole thing hilarious.

It nearly killed me when they graduated and moved away to go to Caltech. I still talked to them every chance I got, but with our different schedules and different time zones it was tough to really stay in touch. Knowing my mother as well as they did they had offered me a place to stay when I graduated, but that had been a while ago and I wasn’t sure if the offer was still good.

“Seriously?”

“Sure, babe. Mi casa es su casa. Keith and I have been hoping you’d come to your senses and get out of there before you went postal. And the farther away from your mom you get the better. You two are like gasoline and matches.”

“Thanks, Jacob. You’re a life saver.”

“Just do it now, Melanie, before you change your mind. Get out now and don’t give her time to work on you or she’ll guilt you into staying again.”

“All right. Consider me packing. I’ll be on my way tomorrow.” I thanked god the college hadn’t offered any classes I needed that summer session so I wasn’t forced to drop. I would have done it, though. I was beyond fed up.

“Good girl. Drive safely.”

Fortunately I didn’t actually own a whole lot of anything, and most of that I was able to cram in the back of my battered but trusty Neon. I piled the stuff that wouldn’t fit on the floor by my bed. I would either have to ship it or leave it behind, and I resolved to cut the list of things I was taking with me to the bone. It was time for a clean break, time to start fresh the way that I should have as soon as I stepped off the stage after graduation.

Later when I came back from the garage with a couple of boxes I found Mom standing in my room with a perplexed frown.

“What are you doing?”

“Packing.”

“And where do you think you’re going?”

“I’m moving in with Jacob and Keith. They said I could stay with them for a while.”

“In California?” It came out in the same horrified shriek she used that time she put her foot in her shoe and found the dismembered mouse our cat had tucked in there as a present. “But what about college?”

“I’m pretty sure they have colleges in California, Mom.”

She tried to work me. She tried guilt, and playing on my fears, and all of her usual little tricks, but this time none of it did her any good. The next morning I quit my job, shipped off the stuff I had boxed up, and pointed my intrepid little Neon west.

I never forgot those next three days. For the first time in my life I felt free—I was on my own and I was out of our little town and best of all I was out from under Mom’s thumb. It was exhilarating. By the time I got to Jacob and Keith’s house in San Clemente I felt like a new woman.

They met me as I pulled up in their driveway and I immediately saw that their years in California had been very good to them. They had filled out and buffed up since their move to the coast, and both possessed the bronze tans and sun-streaked hair of habitual beachgoers so that in their t-shirts, shorts, and flip-flops they could have been cover models for a surfing magazine. As first one and then the other swept me into a bear hug I almost went into shock over just how smoking hot my old friends had become.

Don’t get me wrong—I had always known that my boys were magnificent specimens of the opposite sex. After all the hours I had spent hanging out with them at Jacob’s pool there was no way I could have avoided knowing, and that had been amply reinforced by the way that every girl they met panted after them. But even though I knew it in my head my body had never reacted to them physically before, had never woken up with this heightened awareness of their every move and glance, the electric jolt that set every nerve jangling on edge. Fighting off a rush of panic, I chalked it up to having been separated from them for so long and told myself the attraction would die down in a couple of days. Three, tops.

Jacob towered almost a foot over me as he folded me against his broad chest, his face all rough-cut planes and sharp angles that came together in the kind of brusque handsomeness usually reserved for cowboy epics. Keith was a little shorter and slimmer and might have been called a pretty boy if not for the sharp gleam in his eyes and the determined set of his mouth. But both of them had deep green eyes full of catlike wicked humor and cunning that held onto me as though I was something they owned. And maybe they did in a way.

Until I saw them in person I hadn’t realized how very much I still missed them—hadn’t let myself realize it because it would have made my life back home that much more miserable. Standing there with them now I felt my world right itself and level out for the first time in years. I had been crazy not to come sooner.

As Jacob released me he held a hand out to his roommate. “Pay up.”

Keith fished out his wallet and slapped a twenty dollar bill into Jacob’s palm.

“What was that for?”

“Keith bet me that your mom would guilt you into heading back before you got halfway here. I figured you had finally gotten fed up enough to make it all the way.”

I hugged him again and stuck out my tongue at Keith, who shrugged.

“Your mom’s done it before,” he grumbled. “It’s what she lives for.”

Their house was a three story relic from the sixties built into the slope of a hill with a garage on the ground floor and balconies on the second and third floors that looked out towards the ocean. Not that you could actually see the ocean; too many tall buildings had sprung up over the decades to block off any view the place had once had. Still, it was only half a mile to the beach and I wasn’t about to complain. It only took them a few minutes to unload my car and carry my belongings up to the room they had set up for me on the second floor. When I walked through the door I stopped short, stunned by what they had done.

“Do you like it?” Keith asked. “Between the two of us I think we remembered most of it. We didn’t want you getting too homesick.”

As closely as possible, they had recreated my room back home—paint, carpet, curtains, bedspread, furniture. Somehow they had even found a duplicate of my silver floor lamp with its ruffled pink and white Hello Kitty lampshade. I hadn’t wanted to admit it even to myself, but I had been worried that they had only asked me to come out of pity and a sense of obligation to the friendship we had once had, and that they didn’t really want me there messing up their lives. This went a long way towards soothing my fears, and the fact that they still cared enough after all this time to make that much effort had me sniffling.

 “It’s great,” I told them, my voice husky. “Thank you.”

“Oh, no,” Jacob said, backing towards the door. “No crying. It’s against the house rules. So get yourself settled, and we’ll take you out and show you around.”

Keith gave me a grin and a wink and they vanished to let me sort myself out. Crying females had always been on the short list of things these strong and oh-so-capable bad boys just couldn’t cope with.

Through the open window rows of palm trees and old but comfortable-looking homes like this one stretched into the distance, and I could hear children laughing and shouting not far off. A light breeze which smelled faintly of the ocean riffled the curtains, and without realizing it I began to loosen up and unwind despite the excitement I felt over the drastic change in my life and at seeing Jacob and Keith again. Everything was going to work out.

That night they took me out to dinner and fed me fresh sushi and we stayed up talking until well after midnight. Despite almost five years apart we slid right back into our comfortable old groove together, and the next morning I pulled a t-shirt over a bright turquoise bikini I had picked out because it really set off my eyes and we hit the beach.

The number of staggeringly beautiful women in tiny bikinis we passed on the short walk down to the beach was sobering, and by the time we stepped onto the sand my ego had been thoroughly humbled. Maybe it was the small town girl inside me, but I wouldn’t have dreamed in a million years of wearing the outfits some of these women were parading about in. They probably would have looked less naked wearing nothing at all.

I spent the entire walk expecting Jacob and Keith to comment on each passing beauty the way they had back in the old days, but to my surprise neither of them even seemed to notice the spectacular girls around us. After a while I guessed that if they were surrounded by women who looked like that every day they had probably gotten used to it, and it would take someone truly breathtaking to get their attention at all now. For some reason that thought made my chest tighten up a little.

An enormous wooden pier jutting out over a thousand feet into the water split the main beach into north and south sections. I had never seen anything like it before, had never imagined anyone would build such a thing. The little girl in me wanted to scamper out to the end and stand at the very edge with the salt air whipping against my face, but Keith grabbed my hand and tugged me back.

“Later,” he said. “We’ll go there for lunch and you can play tourist to your heart’s content.”

I let them lead me out onto the already crowded sand and noticed quickly that the crowd on the southern side of the beach was mostly made up of families, while the northern side was thronged with surfers and small knots of younger people like us. Jacob planted our cooler in the sand near a volleyball net and we unloaded our towels alongside it. Then the guys peeled off their shirts and suddenly I felt as though I was on a Colorado mountain top instead of at sea level. I don’t know where all the oxygen disappeared to, but I couldn’t seem to get any.

“What are you doing?” Keith asked as I scanned the ground around us frantically.

“Looking for a club to beat off the girls when they mob us.”

Jacob and Keith traded sardonic looks.

“You’re not in Kansas anymore, Toto,” Jacob told me. “Take a look around; it’s not like we’re the only guys out here.”

I didn’t need to look around—the two of them had me hyperventilating all by themselves. Between them they seemed to have acres of golden, sun-drenched skin stretched over lean muscle that rippled with every movement, every breath. I felt an almost irresistible compulsion to run my hands over their bodies, to feel that warm, satiny hardness under my fingertips. Even worse, I wanted to brush my lips against them, to taste them with my tongue while I kissed every last inch of those firm, bronzed bodies.

Despite the warmth of the sun I shivered, my tongue darting out to wet lips gone bone dry. This was crazy; I had been single too long and my hormones were all out of whack. If I kept having these bizarre reactions to Jacob and Keith there was no way that staying with them was going to work. I had to get myself under control and fast. What I needed was a little distance, a few moments alone to pull myself together.

I tugged my t-shirt over my head and started to kick off my flip-flops when a low wolf-whistle stopped me cold.

“Well, well,” Keith rumbled in a low voice that vibrated all the way down into my bones. “Our little Melanie is all grown up. We may need that club after all, eh Jacob?”

Bright green eyes glittered with amusement. “You could be right about that. She definitely outgrew that scrawny, awkward phase she was in when we left.”

“Nope. There’s nothing scrawny about her now,” Keith said, his own eyes teasingly running from my hair to my toes.

My face went hot and I knew I was beet red. “Oh. My. God. You two lechers haven’t changed a bit, have you?”

Jacob grinned unapologetically. “Nope. Did you really think we would?”

“No,” I sighed. “I suppose not.”

A volleyball appeared as if by magic in Keith’s hands. “So, who gets Melanie on his team?”

“We’ll flip for it,” Jacob said. “Call it in the air.”

A quarter glittered in the sun. “Tails.”

Jacob grinned again as he smacked it against the back of his hand. “Oh, too bad. It was heads.”

“Naturally. Come on, Mel.”

I looked at him blankly. “But you lost.”

“Exactly.”

I fixed them with my best impersonation of my mom’s glare. “I am going to beat the two of you to death with my flip-flops.”

“Okay, but after the game,” Jacob said. “Want a handicap, Keith? How many points should I spot you? Twenty bucks says I’ll be up ten points in ten minutes anyway.”

“Fine. But go easy on her,” Keith grumbled. “It’s her first day.”

I stepped up to the net while Keith tossed Jacob the ball. “Oh, just serve already.”

“Okay. Here it comes.”

Jacob smacked the ball in an easy lob that floated low towards the net. Before it made it across I jumped high to meet it and spiked it straight down into the sand on Jacob’s side. As I landed I did a little pirouette in the sand and allowed myself a self-satisfied smirk.

“Tah-dah!”

For long seconds both guys stared at me, speechless.

“Two years of varsity volleyball, guys. You might have asked before you started running your mouths—something else which hasn’t changed, apparently. I believe it’s our serve.”

When I glanced back Keith’s grin stretched from ear to ear.

“What do you say, Jacob? Double or nothing?”

“Just shut up and serve.”

There was no more Mr. Nice Guy after that; the boys got down to business and the gloves came off. I had no idea until then that beach volleyball is a blood sport—or at least it was the way those two played it. When they went full out it took everything I had to keep up with them. Before long I was sweaty and covered in sand and my hair was a wreck. It was the most fun I’d had in ages.

Jacob served again and the ball sailed high in and arc over my head. Desperately I jumped for it, throwing myself in a wild backwards leap. At the last second my fists hammered the ball back over the net, but I misjudged my landing and stumbled in the sand, limbs flailing—right into Keith.

Arms like velvet-covered steel wrapped around my stomach and pulled me tightly against him before I could fall. Where our skin touched hot tingles exploded through me and surged along every nerve I had. I froze in his arms, his bare chest warm and firm against my back, my pulse hammering in my veins while I tried to remember how to breathe.

“Are you okay?”

His breath tickled against my ear and my body came alive, painfully aware of the incredibly sexy guy I was pressed up against. While one part of my brain yelled frantically at me to stand up, another part noticed how lovely it felt and insisted that it would be even nicer if I just relaxed into Keith’s embrace and laid my head back against him. My throat wouldn’t work so all I could manage was a jerky nod.

“Upsy-daisy,” he murmured as he set me back onto my feet.

I wobbled a bit, but managed to remain upright despite the thoughts swirling dizzyingly through my head and called for a break to get some cold water out of the cooler. This couldn’t go on; I couldn’t handle being this turned on by the two of them every day. Eventually I was going to slip up without meaning to and that would ruin everything for the three of us. There were tons of hot guys all over the beach; I needed to find one to satisfy that part of my life so I could enjoy my time with my two best friends without constantly being at the mercy of my inappropriate reactions to them.

Of course finding another guy would have meant taking my eyes off of Jacob and Keith for more than five minutes, and somehow I just couldn’t manage to do that. 

Both of them had taken a few days off to spend some time with me and that first week passed in a whirlwind. We ate at a different restaurant every night, went to movies and clubs, and they took me shopping for more beachwear and for extra decorations for my new room. They seemed to be playfully vying with each other to see who could spoil me the most until I was pretty sure no one had ever lavished so much attention on me in my life. Any last, lingering doubts about whether they truly wanted me there quickly vanished and despite traveling across the country to a new and unfamiliar place and two friends I hadn’t seen in years I didn’t feel remotely homesick. Instead, I felt as though I had been floundering for years out of my element, and now I was finally where I belonged. I was home.

After that first week we settled into a comfortable routine. They went back to work while I applied to the local community college for the fall and got a job waiting tables at a place up the street. It paid better than what I had been making at home, but I was shocked when I discovered how much more expensive everything was here. I was determined to help out with the bills and do my part to contribute, but Jacob and Keith both refused to touch a dime when I offered.

“Look, Mel,” Jacob said as he shredded the check I had handed him into confetti, “it’s like this. We don’t need your money. It isn’t an ego thing; frankly, either one of us could afford to keep you as a pet. Leave your money in the bank and use it to pay for school—that’s the important thing for you to worry about right now—and we’ll take care of the rest. We enjoy it. We’re just happy to have you around again.”

The other thing that changed after that week was that Jacob and Keith went back to dating, and my two hottie roommates soon had their usual endless string of girls moving through their lives. It was like when they were in high school, only ten times worse—the worse part being that the girls were far more gorgeous than any I had ever seen them with as teenagers. The guys were always considerate of me and privately arranged things so that I would always have one or the other of them for company, but they both still managed to go out two or three times a week on their own.

Hard as I tried to put a good face on it while I was with them, inside it was eating me alive. Every time one of them stepped out the door to leave for a date my stomach turned into a churning pool of acid and I had to force myself to act naturally rather than going to my room and throwing a screaming fit. But the truth was that I didn’t want them to date, and I didn’t want them anywhere near other girls. I wanted them with me, all to myself.

The problem was my stupid hormones. I was constantly around these two incredibly hot guys who kept me steaming, and while I knew they were off limits my body didn’t seem to care. Whenever we touched I’d get tingles in very private places, and watching their tanned, toned bodies at the beach made my insides flutter. My imagination took me to places I had never dreamed of going with them before and had me looking at Jacob and Keith in a whole new way. It was ridiculous and embarrassing—they were my best friends and I wasn’t supposed to feel these things, couldn’t be feeling these things. But I did, and it got a little worse every day.

My selfishness horrified me, and I didn’t understand what was going on in my head at all. These were my two best friends in the world, who looked out for me and had offered me a refuge where I could find myself, who bent over backwards to do anything they could to make me happy. How could I be so thankless and self-centered as to want all of their attention—all of them—for myself? Didn’t they deserve to live their own lives as they had before I showed up? They had their own needs and desires and they were already giving up more for me than I’d ever be able to pay them back for in a million years. How selfish did I have to be to want more? 

That didn’t stop if from driving me crazy. 

And then one night after I had been there a couple of weeks Jacob went out on a date and didn’t come home. Keith sat with me watching television until after midnight, but eventually he went to bed and left me alone. I sat there for hours in the dark waiting, tensing up every time I heard a car, straining to hear the faintest noise that might be Jacob coming in at last. By four o’clock I was an exhausted wreck, and I had to admit to myself that he wasn’t coming home. Flipping off the television I trudged to my room and crawled under my blankets. Closing my eyes was a mistake, because as soon as I did I saw them.

It all unfolded in my mind’s eye as though I was there—Jacob’s lean muscles smooth and glistening in the moonlight, his eyes burning with the dark heat of passion as his lips fastened on hers. Her soft moans filled my ears as his hands moved expertly over her body, stroking here, pressing there just so, and since it wasn’t real pulling my pillow over my head didn’t help at all.

I wanted it to be me he was with, wanted it to be me that he was touching that way, wanted it to be my body held close in his arms and cuddled up against the heat of his firm muscles. Just thinking about it made my nipples pucker and tingle and deep inside I began to tremble. It was all wrong and I knew it and I felt so guilty it made me sick, but none of that seemed to matter. All that mattered was that my imagination helpfully filled in the blanks and suddenly it was me in her place, my moans against his ear, my body that he filled again and again with his steely hardness until the tension which had been tormenting me for two weeks finally shattered and released me so that I drifted into a dreamless sleep.

It wasn’t until then that it truly sank in that the anger and hurt I felt every time they went out with someone else was pure jealousy and not just frustration like I had been telling myself. The truth was that I really did want Jacob and Keith all to myself in every sense, and I resented the other girls in their lives. I knew it was stupid; they had their own needs and desires and I couldn’t be the things to them that the other girls were. They were my best friends—both of them—and it wasn’t like I could be a girlfriend to both of them or anything. I certainly couldn’t have sex with them both.

Could I?

The part of my brain that handles fill-in-the-blanks supplied some intensely erotic mental images that suggested I actually could, and most likely I’d enjoy every second of it. Which only confused me even more, because I knew it couldn’t possibly work out. Someone would get their feelings hurt down the road and ruin it for all three of us, and then our happy, almost-perfect life together would fall apart. I wasn’t sure what I really wanted, and what I thought I wanted I couldn’t have. Or at least I shouldn’t.

Which didn’t do a thing to stop me from wanting it anyway. Call me stubborn. Mom always did.

After I had been there a month Keith took me out to dinner one night while Jacob was busy. I let my imagination run a little wild and pretended to myself that we were out on a real date and played around with potential outcomes to the evening, some of which got pretty steamy. By that time if Keith had given me so much as half a hint that he might be interested I would have been all over him in a heartbeat.

Keith is the kind of guy you could stick in a tux and drop in any upscale party in the world and he’d blend in perfectly. This is the same guy who calmly and methodically beat the living crap out of my boyfriend in the 10th grade for hitting me. Word got out and I never, ever had another problem with a guy after that. Years later I found out that Keith had insisted on doing it because he was afraid that Jacob would kill the guy.

So I knew something was up when my suave, sophisticated roommate sipped his coffee after dinner and looked as uncomfortable as I’ve ever seen him.

“Mel…” he began, and trailed off.

I looked up from my tiramisu, wondering what had him so spooked. “What?”

He sighed, sat his cup down, and looked into my eyes. Oh, I could have lost myself in their wild green depths for hours.

“Melanie, are you happy here?”

That was the last thing I expected, and it threw me for a second. “Sure. Why?”

“Well, Jacob and I noticed that you’ve been distant—or at least distracted the last couple of weeks. We just wondered if everything was all right. Whether you were homesick or something.”

“Oh. No, I’m fine. Really.”

“We also noticed that you haven’t been out on a date since you got here, and we wanted to make sure that you knew that was okay. You’re an adult and you can do whatever you like. You don’t have to spend all your time hanging out with us if you’d rather be doing other things.”

All of my old doubts and insecurities rushed back at once in an irresistible tidal wave. It sounded suspiciously like they were getting tired of having to spend so much time entertaining me and wanted to get back to the way things used to be before I showed up. If I was dating then they wouldn’t have to babysit me all the time. I glanced down at my plate, hoping that Keith couldn’t tell how hurt I was. I felt like a cold knife had been jammed straight into my heart.

The erotic fantasy I had been entertaining myself with earlier in the meal melted away like a wisp of fog in the sunlight. No matter what I might wish for, they simply weren’t interested in me that way. I was a charity case—a kitten with a hurt paw they had taken in out of pity. Now they were hoping to get me interested in other guys who could take me off of their hands so they’d have more time to bang their little tramps. Meow.

I pretended to study my dessert and took a few seconds to pull myself together so my voice wouldn’t shake. “I just haven’t found anyone that I really wanted to go out with.”

He gave me an appraising look that made me blush and set my pulse racing; with Keith I just knew he was imagining what I looked like under my dress. Why wouldn’t he do more than just imagine?

“Hm. Well, since the entire male population of San Clemente isn’t blind, I have to assume that you’ve had offers and they just haven’t been up to your standards.”

I thought about the two gorgeous guys I was already living with and shrugged noncommittally. Who was going to top what was right in front of my nose every single day?

“We’re not trying to push you into anything, but you just escaped one cage and we wanted to make sure you know we didn’t invite you here to put you in another one. We just want you to be happy.”

It sounded great in theory, but it didn’t change the fact that they were encouraging me to spend time away from them—with other guys—when the two of them were all that I wanted and what made me happy.

Not long after that Jacob got tied up with a big project at work. Between the late hours and weekends he had to put in, I hardly saw him for the best part of a month. Keith did his best to make up for the loss, skipping most of his date nights to stay home with me, but there were simply times he couldn’t cover. For the first time since I had moved in with them I found myself really alone.

While sitting around by myself staring at the television late at night homesickness set in with a vengeance. I began questioning everything. Why had I moved here? Why hadn’t I stayed home where I belonged? Why was I making myself miserable over two guys I couldn’t have anyway? Some nights it took all my willpower not to call Mom and tell her I was coming home.

In desperation I finally did go out on a couple of dates, but they were disasters. I found myself comparing the poor guys to Jacob and Keith and lost all interest before the night even got good and started. After that I gave up and just stayed home.

August was halfway over before the big project Jacob was working on wrapped up. They gave him a few comp days for all the extra time he had put in, and things went almost back to the way they had been when I first moved in. Every minute I wasn’t at work or asleep I was with Jacob, and Keith hung out with us as much as he could. It was pure heaven.

Friday night after work Keith and I were exhausted so we decided to stay in and have a quiet evening at home. Jacob ordered pizza and since he had been playing hooky all week he let us pick the movies for the night, so we piled up a stack of Keith’s Marvel superhero flicks and settled in—Keith and Jacob sitting on the couch with me stretched out across both of their laps and cradling the popcorn bowl. Somehow we all just fit together, cozy and intimate, and I never wanted to move again.

“I’d be perfectly willing to let Scarlett tie me to a chair and interrogate me,” Keith said. “Especially if she’s wearing that black leather. I mean, why fight it?”

I poked him with my elbow. “Ha! You’d be perfectly willing to let my grandmother tie you to a chair and interrogate you if you thought there was the slightest chance of getting lucky.”

“Which grandmother? Your dad’s mom, maybe. Your other one just scares me. She’s like your mother, only with twenty more years experience at nagging and guilt.”

“You’ve never let anything like that slow you down before, Mr. Man Whore.”

He poked me back. “Hey, just because you’ve apparently sworn off guys, don’t go giving me grief over my perfectly healthy hormones.”

“I have not sworn off guys,” I retorted. “I just haven’t found anybody that suited me.”

“Really? And just who would suit you?”

I grabbed the remote and started skipping ahead.

“Hey!” Jacob protested. “I was watching that.”

The movie came to rest on a picture of Robert Downey Jr. mopping sweat from his bare chest with a t-shirt.

“That. That would suit me. Oh, boy would it ever.”

“That?” Keith curled up his lip in disgust. “You walk past hotter guys than Mr. Pretty Boy there every single day on your way to work.”

“Do not!”

Jacob made a grab for the remote. “Can we please finish the damned movie?”

“Yes, let’s,” Derek said, grabbing my other arm. “I’d just as soon not spend the evening staring at some guy’s sweaty chest.”

Jacob shook his head. “I told you we should have watched Harry Potter.”

“Oh, yeah,” I said in my best sultry voice. “Severus Snape. Mmmmmm.”

The look of horrified disbelief on Jacob’s face was priceless, and I started to laugh and couldn’t stop. I twisted and wiggled to free myself while keeping the remote as far away from him as I could. Finally, desperate and giggling so hard I could barely breathe, I shoved it down the front of my bra.

Keith lifted an eyebrow. “You know better than to think I won’t go in after it.”

One hand dove under my shirt, his palm gliding up my bare stomach, and heat blossomed in my belly. “Keith!”

“Hold her legs,” he told Jacob as I bucked against him.

Just as they had me fully pinned the doorbell rang. We froze, staring at one another and gasping for breath. After a few seconds it rang again.

“I’ll get it,” Jacob grumbled, sliding out from under my legs.

Two guys about the same age as Keith and Jacob trailed him into the living room. One of them came within a smidge of being as hot as my boys, with ruffled dark hair and sleepy chocolate eyes that beckoned like a siren’s song. Those eyes flickered over me then lit on Keith.

“Go get dressed, dude. We’re hitting the clubs.”

Keith pulled the remote from under my shirt. “I’m kind of busy tonight.”

A smirk played across dark, full lips. “So I see.” He walked up to the couch and held out a hand. “I’m Simon. I work with this loser.”

I took his hand to shake it, but instead he bent and brushed my fingers with his lips. “Enchanté.”

I caught a flare of annoyance in Jacob’s eyes just as Keith coughed hard enough to make Simon loosen his grip on my hand.

“You okay there, Keith?” his friend asked. “Need a glass of water or something?”

The intensity of his gaze as he looked me up and down sent a pulse of heat through me, and I blushed and looked away. It was one thing to have Keith do it—I liked the idea of him thinking about what I looked like naked—but this guy had player written all over him and I wasn’t about to set myself up for being used like a piece of Kleenex.

“Yeah,” he murmured appreciatively, “I can definitely see why you’d want to stay home.”

Keith didn’t seem too happy about his attention on me, either. “Melanie is our friend. That’s all.”

“Really?” Simon’s eyes went sharp and predatory as he looked back down at me with a grin, and I shivered. I knew exactly how field mice felt when a hawk spotted them. “So does that mean you’re available?”

“Not to you she isn’t,” Keith growled. “Don’t even think about it.”

“Oh?” Simon asked coolly. “Are you her keeper? Or does she get a vote?”

Keith’s reaction had irritated me and I started to speak up, but I caught Jacob’s eyes where he stood behind Simon, and he gave an almost imperceptible shake of his head. With a sigh I bit my lip and kept a lid on it. “I just live here,” I mumbled.

Simon’s grin broadened. “Oh, so it’s like that.”

“Don’t even go there, Simon. Just don’t.”

He laughed. “Well, in that case you’ve got nothing keeping you here, right? So get dressed and come out with us.”

“Not tonight,” Keith told him, “but I’ll walk you as far as the door.”

He pulled me upright and walked away with his friends, Jacob glaring at their retreating backs, and I strained my ears to catch what was going on by the door.

“We’ve been friends since college,” I heard Keith say quietly, “but if I find you going anywhere near Melanie I’ll break your neck.”

“So you do have something going on with her.”

“No. I’ve never touched her. But nobody is going to use her like that. Not unless he wants to spend the rest of his life in a wheelchair eating his meals with a straw.”

Simon let out a snort. “Fine. Whatever, dude. Give me a call when you’re not busy babysitting.”

A few moments later the door closed and Keith reclaimed his spot on the couch. Without another word he punched the play button on the remote and he and Jacob turned their attention back to the movie.

As I settled back against them my thoughts swirled in confusion. I should have been angry at the way the two of them had acted, bristling and growling like a couple of dogs hovering over a bone. I didn’t need them running my life for me and I certainly didn’t need them chasing off hot guys, especially when Keith had just suggested that they thought I ought to start dating. But somehow I didn’t feel mad at all; what I felt was warm and secure, like that first day so long ago when they had rescued me from the bullies and taken me under their wing. Somehow, just like back then, I knew that everything was going to be all right, and for the first time I began to wonder if maybe there wasn’t just a bit more going on with my overprotective guardian angels than I had dared to let myself believe.

The last week of summer before my classes started we planned a big night out for Saturday. On Friday afternoon the guys took me to shop for a new dress. I think they knew I was bummed that we were going to have less time together and wanted to cheer me up. It worked, but not for the reason they thought.

Every store we went into, we were immediately swarmed by hot salesgirls who drooled unashamedly over Jacob and Keith. Normally the guys would have played up to it, but today all their attention was on me and I got the giggles watching them fend off all the girls tripping over themselves to help them while I poked through the racks.

“What do you think?” I asked at last, holding up my two top picks.

“That one,” they answered simultaneously, each pointing to a different dress.

“I’m going to go try them on. I’ll be right back.”

I eyed myself critically in the dressing room mirror as I tried on first one then the other. The little black dress was simple and elegant and guaranteed to make me look good no matter what, but it was the other one I kept going back to. I slipped it on again, a hot pink tube dress that hugged every curve and looked absolutely amazing against my tan, and I knew this was it. No matter how they felt about me, Jacob and Keith couldn’t help but notice me wearing this.

I stepped out of the dressing room and spun around to show it off. “What do you think?”

Two pairs of eyes abandoned the knockout brunette they had been chatting with and locked onto me. For the first time ever I got to be on the receiving end when they were both full-on, and I suddenly felt like a piece of raw steak being dangled in front of a pair of hungry Rottweilers. The naked heat in their eyes as they looked at me made my nipples pucker and set off a tremor between my legs; it was no wonder they never had any trouble finding girls to bring home. The brunette caught it, too, and stalked off with a look of pure hate. I longed to yell after her that I went home with both of them every single night. Meow.

“Down boys,” I whispered.

Jacob blinked, and a slow grin spread across his face. He didn’t even pretend to look sorry. His left hand stretched out in front of Keith, who slapped a twenty dollar bill into it.

“What was that for?”

“I said you’d pick the black dress,” Keith grumbled.

“I think I like this one better,” I said.

The looks in their eyes said they agreed with me, and I caught them sneaking glances as I walked back to the dressing room. For once they couldn’t seem to take their eyes off of me, and I decided that I was going to play it for all it was worth on Saturday.

That night Keith had a date, but Jacob and I had decided to stay home and watch a few movies to relax. We had picked out a pile of DVDs that neither of us had ever seen and were determined to put a dent in it, and while I made a batch of popcorn and put it in a bowl on the coffee table Jacob picked out our first movie and got it running.

When he plopped down on the couch next to me that flutter I felt while we were out clothes shopping came back with a vengeance. He had on gray sweatpants and a black t-shirt that fit him like a second skin and I just wanted to go crawl into his lap and press myself against his broad chest while he wrapped those big, protective arms around me. He must have felt me staring because he gave me a look that made me blush and glance away. I think he knew what was in my mind then—Jacob always did have a pretty good handle on me—and his lips curled up in a slow, feral grin. I couldn’t decide on whether to melt or make a run for it and lock my door.

It was impossible for me to concentrate on the movie. I caught bits and pieces, but through most of it I was busy sneaking sidelong glances at Jacob, who seemed totally oblivious as he watched the movie and chomped on popcorn like it was the greatest flick he had ever seen. I kept thinking that maybe if I did something I could start things moving, make something happen, but I was too nervous to wiggle even an inch closer to him and so I just sat there with a big, hollow ache throbbing next to my heart.

I calmed down a little during the second movie and was able to watch the first half up until we both went for the popcorn at the same time. As his hand brushed against mine my breath got lost somewhere in my chest and wandered around looking for the exit. I felt like crying. This wasn’t how it was supposed to be. Jacob and Keith were just friends and roommates and I couldn’t have them. Why did I have to want them so badly?

I managed to hold it together into the third movie—some ancient teen comedy with John Cusack that Jacob had picked out. Twenty minutes into it Keith called Jacob’s cell.

“Hey, make it quick. We’re in the middle of a movie here.” There was a pause then Jacob snorted. “Two of them? Braggart. Fine, we won’t wait up. But you’d better be back tomorrow in shape for our night out or I’ll hold you down while Mel pounds you.”

He tossed the phone aside and shook his head. “Keith’s not coming home tonight, in case you hadn’t figured that out.”

It was too much; the screen blurred and I blinked away tears of pure misery. I tried to hold it all in so Jacob wouldn’t notice, but a big sniffle escaped before I could stop it. Jacob’s head whipped around and he froze when he saw the tears glistening on my face.

“Melanie, what’s wrong?”

I had my jaws clenched, afraid that if I tried to speak I’d end up blubbering, so I just shook my head. Jacob grabbed the remote and hit the pause button. There was a long silence.

“You’ve got a thing for Keith, huh?” he asked very quietly.

I did start bawling then, and although I could tell that Jacob wanted to bolt at the sight of my tears he pulled me into a hug. Wrapped in his arms and bathed in his warm, tangy smell, I finally let go and allowed myself melt against him. Despite it all I felt like I was right where I belonged—warm, safe, and protected—and it was the most natural thing in the world to press my lips against his when I turned my tear-streaked face up to look at him.

His arms tightened around me and he drew back for a moment in surprise, but only for a moment and then his mouth was hungry on mine, his tongue roving against my lips until I opened to him. There was nothing hesitant about his kiss; he moved right in and took charge, exploring me with his tongue, swirling playfully against me, his eyes open and looking down into my own. Jacob was a good kisser.

In that one instant I was lost, and I gave up all pretense that I was still trying to fight the attraction I felt for him. While he kissed me my hands roamed the hard muscles of his back and up his neck so I could run my fingers through his thick, unruly hair. I pressed myself harder against him, wanting his touch, the feel of him along my whole body. My nipples were hard pebbles against his chest, my clit a swollen ache under my pajamas that cried for attention.

Jacob’s mouth left mine and his arms loosened, his fingers twining in my hair to pull my head back and expose my throat to his kiss. The heat of his breath against my skin set my heart hammering as his lips caressed their way down to the hollow at the base of my throat, and his kisses left a trail of fire burning along my neck. Wet heat blossomed between my legs, the moisture leaking between my lips until my panties grew damp. I was burning up under what little clothes I was wearing.

While I boiled under his kisses, my fingers slid between us to run up his thigh until I brushed against the stiffness of his erection where it strained to escape his sweats. I could feel the heat radiating from it against my fingers, and slowly, softly I traced the outlines of it with my fingertips. At my touch Jacob’s breath caught, and I felt him move against me. 

“Melanie,” his voice rumbled against my neck. “Oh, god…”

For long seconds we stayed there locked in that embrace, my fingers slowly stroking him to steely hardness, his lips setting my skin on fire. Finally Jacob let me go and pulled away.

“Melanie.” His voice was thick with desire barely held in check. “Melanie, if you don’t want to end up in bed with me, you need to say so now. If we keep this up any longer I don’t think I’m going to be able to stop.”

“I don’t want you to stop.”

Soft lips bore down on mine as though he wanted to devour me, his tongue demanding now, twisting and sliding against mine. I felt that kiss all the way down to my toes, while his hands slid down my sides to my hips and back up again to brush against the edges of my breasts. His touch had me shivering, my skin sensitive and jumpy, and I gasped as his thumbs found my nipples and teased them to diamond hardness. Our fingers dueled—his on my nipples, mine on his manhood—sending each of us up the wall with desire. Finally Jacob had enough. He stood and took me by the wrist, pulling me to my feet and leading me to my room and to my bed.

He had my pajama pants off before I realized it, leaving me in my pink panties and camisole. He flung off his t-shirt and I was in his arms again, hot breaths mingling raggedly as we kissed and touched everything we could find. I hardly knew what I was doing; I was on autopilot, everything programmed in. His male hardness pressed into my belly, and my only remaining thought was getting him inside of me.

Jacob left off kissing me long enough to work his thumbs under my camisole. In one swift motion he stripped it off of me then bent in to fasten his mouth to one taut, pink nipple. A hand in the small of my back held me still while his lips and tongue worked on my flesh to turn me into jell-o. Streams of scalding tingles coursed through me until my entire body felt like a hot, buzzing beehive. I wanted his mouth and his fingers touching me everywhere and there simply wasn’t enough of him to go around.

In seconds my panties were soaked and the sharp, musky smell of sex hung heavy in the air. Jacob’s free hand slid down my stomach, tickling my bare skin, sliding lower down under the edge under my panties to feel its way into the furrow between my legs. Questing fingers found the hard nub of my clit and drew light circles around it to set off another explosion of pleasure that left me gasping for air. I was so overwhelmed that it took a minute for it to sink in that my fingers had found Jacob’s cock again.

My hand moved up and down his length, his hardness firm beneath his soft cotton sweatpants. By then that wasn’t enough, though. I wanted his skin hot against mine, wanted to feel him, to taste him. I wanted him to take me and possess me in every way he could think of.

I whimpered as Jacob’s hand left my clit, but his fingers hooked in my panties and tugged them down to my ankles. As he tossed them aside he leaned in close to my mound, close enough that I could feel his breath scorching against that sensitive skin.

“You smell so good,” he groaned, his voice a tormented whisper, “and I’ll bet you taste even better.”

Picking me up, he placed me on the edge of the bed with my legs dangling over the side. Strong hands caressed my breasts again so that my nipples crinkled and ached and then he pressed me back into my blankets.

“Lay back and relax.”

I let myself sink back into the bedclothes and my eyelids drifted closed. When Jacob took hold of my knees and spread my legs wider I expected to feel the hard knob of his manhood press into me. Instead the wet heat of his tongue slid lightly along my lips and zeroed in on my clit. As he swirled across that swollen flesh I jerked and half sat up in shock. Whatever I had been prepared for, that wasn’t it. My last boyfriend had tried it a couple of times, but he wasn’t very good at it and I was too self-conscious about him being there to enjoy it much.

“Relax, Mel. Trust me.”

I lowered myself slowly back to the bed, unsure what to expect, but I needn’t have worried. Let me repeat—Jacob was a good kisser.

His tongue licked first in slow swirls around my clit, and then he slid it down between my lips to lap up my dripping juices. He thrust his tongue inside me in a few short, quick strokes before moving back up to my clit, first lashing then resuming his slow swirling.

I had never felt anything like it. I burned and pulsated under him, and a quiver woke deep inside my tunnel that made me open still wider to him as I flooded with fresh juices. My restless hands fastened on my nipples to rub and pull them until the warmth spread from there down through my center to merge with the molten bliss Jacob was creating with his mouth. Pleasure drenched my whole body in a steamy, golden glow.

As his tongue flickered across my clit, Jacob ran a finger up my thigh and along the slick furrow between my legs to tease lightly around my sopping entrance. I moaned and writhed under that slow, agonizing circling, both wanting him to continue and at the same time craving him inside of me. I was ridiculously wet, hot fluids oozing from me at each touch, and Jacob’s mouth and tongue moved against every exposed bit of me to taste it.

I cried out when one finger slipped inside of me, and then another, pressing into the tight heat of my little tunnel and rubbing me with a little twisting motion that seemed to hit every nerve I had. Back on my clit his tongue lashed and then caressed, and my mind surrendered completely and let my body take over. My thighs pressed against Jacob’s head while I ground myself against his face and probing fingers until he was covered with my juices.

My moans had gotten louder and I could feel the orgasm hovering on the edges of my senses. Jacob must have sensed how close I was, for he pried my thighs apart and stood up, wiping his wet face with one hand as he grinned down at me.

“I told you to trust me,” he said.

He slid his sweatpants down his hips to free the eager rod straining inside, which sprang loose and pointed at my quivering sex like the needle of a compass. It wasn’t overly long but it was thick—deliciously thick—and I was dying to have it in me, filling and stretching me. As Jacob stepped closer to me I slid my legs around his waist, and then his head pressed against my opening and I couldn’t think about anything else. He pushed into me slowly but firmly, allowing me a few seconds to adjust to his girth. His left hand gripped my hip to hold me steady, while the fingers of his right sought out the round knot of my clit in a light, teasing massage.

“Oh, yes,” I gasped. “Please. I need you. I need you so much.”

He took a breath and then thrust himself fully into me so that I cried out again, but I had my legs firmly around him now and I pushed back just as hard against him until his length lay buried completely inside me. And then, while I lay there moaning in ecstasy, he stroked into my tunnel—long, slow movements at first, until he was slick and I could take him more easily, then faster so that our flesh smacked loudly together.

Stuffed by his thick manhood, spread wide to him while his fingers expertly worked my clit, it wasn’t long before that impending orgasm came crashing down. I clenched my hands into the bedclothes, my legs locking around Jacob’s waist to hold him clasped firmly inside of me while I bucked and screamed until my breath came in ragged gasps and I collapsed in a panting, sweaty heap.

Jacob looked down at me with a satisfied smirk and shook his head. “Was it good for you?” he asked.

I nodded weakly.

He chuckled and disentangled himself from my legs, then flipped me over on my stomach and pulled me back until I was leaning over the bed. Prying my legs open, he stepped up and slid his shaft back into my still-pulsing depths.

“You’re so beautiful,” he breathed, his hands whispering in a delicious caress along the curves of my back and buttocks. “I’ve wanted you for so long, dreamed of what you would be like.”

He pressed into me from behind, and I had to grab hold of the bed to keep from sliding. Once I had a firm grip I moved back against him, matching his strokes and squeezing him tightly with my inner muscles. After a couple more minutes his fingers dug in and he pulled me fiercely down onto him so that his body pressed into my nether lips. With a hoarse cry he thrust deep, straining as he exploded and filled me with his liquid heat.

For a minute or so afterwards Jacob leaned against me, his hands softly stroking my back and sides while he got his breathing back under control.

“Well, that was… intense,” he finally said.

He slipped out of me, leaving me feeling strangely hollow, and moved back to pull me to my feet then turned me around to face him. Eyes like deep green wells looked down at me, and he slowly bent down and brushed his lips across mine. Something he saw seemed to satisfy him, for he gave me a pleased little smile.

“Come to bed.”

My small bed was a snug fit for two, but I snuggled up against him and he wrapped an arm tight around me and it worked out. Warm and relaxed after the orgasm, I lasted about two seconds before I fell asleep cradled against him.

Jacob was gone when I woke up the next morning, saving me at least a little bit of awkwardness as I sat bolt upright in sudden panic over what had happened the night before. Keith liked to sleep in when he could, but Jacob always got up before dawn to run a couple of miles up and down the beach. Personally, I thought he was a masochist; the only way I’m going to run like that is if somebody is chasing me.

I opened my eyes and stared at the ceiling while my mind raced. What in the hell had I done? I had slept with Jacob. How could things ever go back to normal after this? Keith would find out—Jacob would tell him eventually, or I would. Even if something worked out between me and Jacob, what was Keith going to think? Did I even want something to work out between me and Jacob?

I had the horrible feeling that I had ruined our happy little triangle forever.

Leaping out of bed I took a quick shower, threw on a t-shirt and shorts, and took off in my Neon before I had to face either of them. I had the day off from work so there was no place I had to be; I just pointed the car north towards the mountains and drove. For hours I cruised the narrow back roads while I tried in vain to clear my head. My cell phone never rang once, so I guessed that neither Jacob nor Keith wanted to try to deal with the situation.

I didn’t want to deal with it either. I just wanted things to be back to normal, to the way they had been before the guys moved away for college, because I just didn’t know how to deal with all these new feelings and complications. I thought about driving and driving until I ran out of gas and then walking until I couldn’t walk anymore, but I knew I’d just end up calling one of them to come rescue me and then it would be awkwardness times ten.

As the afternoon faded I turned the car around and headed home. I was dreading our planned big night out, but I couldn’t bring myself to bail. No matter what happened I couldn’t bear to let either of them down.

When I got home they both pretended like nothing had happened. We all got ready and then took off in Jacob’s fire engine red Mustang, but an awkward silence marred the ride to the restaurant and not even the appreciative looks my hot pink dress earned me improved my mood.

Finally, halfway through dinner Jacob gave Keith a sidelong glance and set down his fork.

“I think we should talk about what happened last night.”

I spluttered on my tea, turned beet red, and wished I dared to slide under the table.

“I know how you feel about Keith,” he continued, “but after last night I think we’ve got some serious chemistry going, too. Keith and I talked it over today while you were gone, and, well, if you want to be with Keith I’ll understand. And vice versa. We both want you, and neither of us wants you to leave. We’ll accept whatever decision you make.”

“So,” Keith spoke up, “we just need you to tell us what you want. Or rather who you want.”

I stared, my eyes jumping wildly from one to the other while my mouth hung open gobbling air.

“But I can’t!” I wailed.

Keith cocked his head and frowned. “Why not?”

 “I can’t choose one of you over the other. I can’t. I want you both. I don’t know how to choose. I just can’t.”

Jacob’s snicker dragged me out of the moment, and I sat there watching in disbelief as he held out a hand, a smug little grin dancing across his lips. Keith gave an aggravated sigh and tossed a twenty dollar bill at him then they both turned back to me.

“What was that for?” I whispered.

Jacob tucked the bill away with a smirk. “I bet Keith that you wouldn’t settle for just one of us.”

“What?”

“I bet him that you’d pick him and then feel guilty about it,” Keith growled. “He bet that you wouldn’t even make the choice.”

Jacob’s smile made my heart flutter. “Mel, we wanted you to come here to see if one of us might have a shot with you. We’ve both been crazy about you forever and we were hoping you’d eventually decide you wanted one of us. But we’re certainly willing to share, if that’s what you prefer.”

I blinked at him dazedly while my mind struggled with the idea. Both of them? I could have both? Suddenly I was giggling, giggling hard, and I couldn’t stop. It was just crazy—too good to be true. I would have considered myself the luckiest woman alive to have either one of them, but both?

“Are you okay?” Jacob asked. It was obvious that this wasn’t the reaction he had expected.

“I’m fine,” I managed to choke out. “I’m fine, Jacob, but I’d really like to go home now. With both of you.”

As we walked out they shared a meaningful look.

“Double or nothing?” Keith asked.

“Sure. What the hell,” Jacob said.

When we got to the car Keith slid me into the back seat and kept me occupied while Jacob drove us home. He turned out to be every bit as good a kisser as Jacob, and by the time we pulled into the driveway I was wet and throbbing and ready to do anything in the world either of them wanted if they would just satisfy the burning ache between my legs. Since Jacob had a king-sized bed we went to his room, and it took them all of about two seconds to peel that skin-tight pink dress off of me.

Jacob sighed and shook his head, but Keith laughed. “Pay me later.”

“What?” I demanded.

“Jacob bet me that you were wearing a thong.”

Not that night I wasn’t. There hadn’t been anything under that dress but me, and now I was standing completely naked in front of these two sexy guys who were both looking at me with eyes that glowed like green fire. I shivered a little, torn between anticipation and nervousness. In my wildest dreams I had never considered having both of them at once—I had never even imagined being in a threesome before at all, much less one with Jacob and Keith. I had no idea how this was supposed to work.

They did, though. Jacob came up behind me and slid up against my bare bottom, his arms tight around my waist while he slowly ground the steel of his erection against me. Remembering what he had done with it the night before, my body went into overdrive. If I had been wearing panties they would have been soaked, and my nipples and clit went hard enough to cut glass. While Jacob pressed from behind, Keith kissed me again and lightly teased my nipples with his fingertips. Prickling heat swept through my heavy breasts and I yearned for him to rub me harder, but his touch started a delicious ache that throbbed along with the insistent flutter between my legs.

At some unseen signal they picked me up between them and carried me to the bed. While I watched, first Jacob and then Keith stripped out of their clothes, giving me time to watch and admire the view. They were both so hot—so lean and hard and tan—that I couldn’t wait to get my hands, my mouth on them.

Jacob crawled up behind me on the bed, pulling me back against him so that his manhood was wedged against me from the rear. Only now there weren’t any Dockers in the way—just his hot, pulsing shaft nestled against my bare skin. Slowly I began to rub myself up and down his satiny length, loving the wicked feel of him there, the way he fit and slowly slid deeper into my most private places. Jacob seemed to like it, too, because he grabbed hold of my hips and took control, moving me against him.

While Jacob rubbed against me, Keith walked around to the other side of the bed. His swollen member bounced at the same level as my face, and he stepped forward until the round, purple head hovered a fraction of an inch from my nose.

“Take it,” he said.

He was a little longer than Jacob, but not quite as thick so I figured I could handle him. I held myself propped up on one arm and reached out to brush my fingers along his rippled abs, over skin like warm silk molded over steel, down between his legs to grip his jutting erection. I squeezed him gently, excited by how hard he was, eager to have him inside of me, to taste him. With a saucy little smile I flicked my tongue over my lips, and then reached out with just the tip to glide softly across his head.

I kept my eyes locked on his while I played with him—licking him, tickling that sensitive spot under the head then swirling around the flared base, until Keith’s face got a look almost as though he was in pain. Finally I took pity on him and wrapped my lips around his head, lashing the spongy flesh with my tongue as I slowly pulled him inside my mouth. Keith let out a little gasp as though he had been holding his breath, and his hands came to rest on the side of my head.

“Oh, yes,” he breathed. “That’s so nice.”

A little at a time I worked him in, careful of my teeth because he was so big. When I had enough of him in that I didn’t need to hold him steady I let my hands rest on his hips. I could feel him pulse and strain with each touch, and Keith let out a low moan as he sank deep and brushed against the back of my throat. His fingers curled in my hair, and I forced my mouth to relax as he took control and slowly rocked against my face.

Behind me Jacob pulled away from the smooth curve of my ass and slid between my legs, running his shaft back and forth against my slippery lips until he was coated with my moisture along his entire length. I moaned against Keith as Jacob pushed inside my soaked tunnel, the walls pulsing and twitching against him, stretching to take him like the night before, and that was it—I was impaled by both of them at once. It was more than a little surreal, and I could hardly believe that I was doing this, even with their hard heat buried inside of me.

It was so taboo—so very dirty—doing this with both of them at the same time that I could barely stand the excitement bubbling within me. Cream oozed from my depths to coat Jacob’s stiff pole and drip down my thighs, while I sucked Keith with a wild passion that I hadn’t known I possessed.

“Hey, no fair,” Keith protested when he realized that Jacob was inside me now and not just rubbing against my bottom. “You had her last night. It’s my turn.”

With a long-suffering sigh Jacob stopped rocking against me. “Oh, all right. That’s fair enough, I suppose.”

His wet shaft slid against my thigh as he pulled out of me and scooted back off of the bed. Keith extracted himself from my mouth more carefully, wary of scraping himself on my teeth, and then they traded places. Already sopping from having Jacob inside me, Keith’s more slender shaft slid right in and he quickly picked up where Jacob had left off only a minute before.

Presented with Jacob’s thicker manhood glistening with my own juices I hesitated for a second, but I quickly realized that if I was going to have both of them this was going to be part of the deal and set to work licking him clean. I tongued him with long strokes from the head down to the base, growing even more turned on by the tangy musk of my own sex on him, and I wrapped my fingers around him and began to slowly pump his shaft while I continued licking his head. When the salty taste of his pre-cum spread across my tongue I slid my mouth down over his head. Since he was thicker than Keith I had to stretch a little wider to take him, but somehow I managed.

I was so distracted by trying to go down on Jacob that I didn’t notice what Keith was doing until a finger pressed against the tight pucker between my cheeks. The way I was crouched over left me spread wide open for him, and he had proven unable to resist that pink rosebud winking at him as I bounced back and forth on his manhood. One finger slid up to rub slow, easy circles over that clenched pink bow. No one had ever done that to me before, and I wasn’t prepared for how good it felt. His touch sent a warm rush through my bottom that joined with the heat his rod was stirring up in the deepest parts of me until I spiraled up on waves of tingling pleasure.

I could barely concentrate on Jacob’s rod in my mouth, and once again he took control to move me against him while I rolled my hips back for Keith, losing myself in the feel of him gliding within me while his fingertip stroked ever more bliss from my sweat-slickened body. Then his finger stopped stroking and gently but firmly pressed into that tight little ring. My mouth was full and I couldn’t cry out; I could only whimper as my flesh slowly gave way to this new intruder, and then they were filling me in three ways at once.

For just a few seconds it hurt, then the warm feeling from before returned, only now even more intense, and suddenly the walls of my tunnel clamped down hard and my entire body quaked and shivered as my mind shattered into a million brilliant slivers of bliss. The pulsing squeeze on Keith’s manhood proved too much for him, and he grabbed me hard to thrust deep as his own release struck.

I moaned and whined on Jacob’s member until he finished as well and I swallowed every drop of the hot, thick fluid that gushed into my throat. As he slid free I sank panting onto the bed, my skin hot and flushed and my hair damp with sweat. I felt Keith pull out of my sheath and he collapsed in a sweaty heap next to me.

“Are you all right?” Jacob asked.

I smiled up at him. “I’m fine,” I replied, and taking his hand pulled him down onto the bed beside me.

We lay there quietly and I basked in the warm protectiveness of them on each side. It was the best feeling in the world, being sandwiched between them. After a while I reached out to find my new toys, and it didn’t take long before both of them were ready for me again. It was a long night.

*           *           *

I started classes at Saddleback College a week later. I’m not really sure what I want to do career-wise, but for the time being I’m satisfied just getting the basics out of the way and feeling like I’m making some progress. As my homework began to pile up Jacob and Keith turned my room into more of a study for me so I’d have a quiet place to work. I didn’t sleep there much anyway, so it was a good change. Most nights I take turns sleeping with one or the other, and then on the weekends and holidays we all pile into Jacob’s king-sized bed together. I can’t imagine being any happier.

The one down side is trying to figure out how I’m ever going to explain this to Mom.

The End

Thank you for reading Double or Nothing. If you enjoyed it would you please leave a review? Reviews help out a lot to convince other readers that a book is worth reading, so I’d really appreciate it. Also, if you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.

Continue reading for a sneak peek at Hot and Bothered…
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Sneak Peek: Hot and Bothered

SOMEONE TAPPED ON MY DOOR.

“No, no, no,” I whispered to myself. I was so close…

The tapping grew louder as I bit my lip and whimpered in frustration. I only needed a few more seconds, that was all. Just a few seconds to finish…

Sandy yanked my door open and poked her head in. “Hey!”

I blinked, and the solution to the particularly nasty calculus proof from my homework wavered then dissolved in a haze like a desert mirage. It had all been there, the steps laid out in my mind in a logical progression like a line of dominos, and now it was gone. A cry of despair gathered deep within my chest and I gritted my teeth so hard to hold it in that I thought the enamel was going to crack. I did bang my head on my desk a couple of times, though.

Sandy cocked her head curiously. “That looks painful,” she observed.

“It is,” I sighed, face down in a pile of scribbled-on scratch paper. “What do you want?”

“We’re about to leave. This is your last chance if you changed your mind and want to come along.”

My roommates—Sandy and Grant—were headed to South Padre Island for Spring Break. The three of us had planned the trip together and we had all been looking forward to it ever since we got back from Christmas vacation. What we hadn’t planned on was the particularly nasty bout of flu that took me down for almost two weeks and left me scrambling like mad to catch up on my school work afterwards. Much as it killed me not to go I had a paper due in English and tests coming up in calculus and physics, and there was simply no way I was going to deal with any of that if I was hanging out on a beach all day drooling over hot guys and then staying up all night partying.

I sighed and waved at the jumble of papers and books on my desk. “I’d love to go, but I just can’t.”

Grant popped up behind Sandy and planted a loud, sloppy kiss on the back of her neck. She squealed and batted him away with a glare of mock outrage. “Stop that!”

Despite my disappointment it was almost going to be worth missing the trip just to get a week’s reprieve from listening to the two of them having sex. I didn’t know of anyone who went at it like these two—they had hardly come up for air since they started dating back in high school, and there wasn’t enough insulation in the walls to muffle the noise when they got started. I spent an awful lot of nights with my head buried under my pillows dreaming of the day when I’d have a place all to myself and I could get a decent night’s sleep uninterrupted by a non-stop orgy in the next bedroom.

Adding insult to injury was the fact that I was depressingly single. My high school boyfriend and I had called it quits after graduation rather than trying to keep things going long distance, and while I did like him a lot I really hadn’t been in love with him or anything so I didn’t spend much time pining for him after he took off. So far the handful of guys I had gone out with in college had been total duds—no chemistry at all. The last time I’d had sex was with a friend of Grant’s after a mixer not long after classes had started last fall, and neither of us had thought enough of the experience to bother calling afterwards. Maybe I was too picky, too hard to please, but I wasn’t interested in settling again or doing any more one night stands. Crazy as it might sound I had been really hoping to stumble into something romantic while we were away—meet some dreamy guy who’d sweep me off my feet with just a look and make me tingle from head to toe—and of course that made the disappointment over having to cancel that much worse.

“Still haven’t changed your mind about going?” Grant asked.

“No. I’ve absolutely got to get this work done, and that’s not going to happen if I go with you.”

He shrugged and adopted a stern expression, stabbing the air with his forefinger for emphasis. “Well, all right young lady. But make sure you’re in bed by midnight while we’re gone, and don’t let any strangers in the house.”

“And no wild parties!” Sandy’s smirk made it apparent that she thought the idea of me having a wild party was ludicrous, but then she leaned against the edge of my desk and frowned down at me. “Are you sure you’re okay to stay here by yourself?”

A slow, burning heat crept into my cheeks. I had gone through a long phase when I first moved in where I watched every scary movie I could get my hands on, and as a result I tended to get a little antsy when I was alone in the house. Okay, there were some panic attacks involved, and a few frantic phone calls that had Grant and Sandy speeding home from a night out to save me from the assorted serial killers and psychos who I was convinced were either in the house or prowling around outside. And then there were a couple of times I had to come up with quick excuses about why I was hiding in my closet or under my bed, but I still thought it was kind of rude for her to bring it up. I mean, I was practically a sophomore now. I was so over that stuff.

“I’ll be fine,” I grated.

With a final wave she turned towards the door. “Well, don’t forget that Jason is only ten minutes away if you need him.”

I had a moment of utter clarity, like that instant when the sun burns off the morning fog and the air is suddenly clear as crystal all the way to the horizon. I imagine Einstein had a similar moment when he was struck with the whole relativity thing. My mind took Jason and calculus and put them together with a week to study, and suddenly all the complications in my life seemed to fall away as if by magic. I found myself smiling brightly at my roommates, and nodded.

“That’s true. If anything happens, Jason is right here.”

Jason is my older brother’s best friend, two years older than me. He spent the first three years after they met teasing me and making my life miserable, and the next three trying to take care of me and chasing off guys he didn’t approve of as though he intended to be my brother’s understudy or something. I had developed a wild crush on him in high school and for a long time hoped that he was keeping the other guys away because he wanted me for himself, but Jason never so much as tried to kiss me even when I practically threw myself at him. And then in his junior year he joined the baseball and swimming teams and it seemed as though every girl in school from the cheerleading squad down was chasing after him. With competition like that I figured his best friend’s gawky kid sister didn’t have a prayer of him so much as noticing her, so I finally just gave up and started dating around to get myself over him.

These days he was an upperclassman in the university’s engineering department and had two more years of calculus under his belt than I did. Surely he’d be willing to do some tutoring for his best friend’s little sister? He knew I’d been sick—he had even come by the house to check on me once. Okay, maybe that was only because my brother had asked him to do it, but he had come by and so I was pretty sure he’d help me out if I asked him to.

Okay, so it might take a little begging and groveling but he wouldn’t say no, and if I could get him to help me study and knock out my homework a little early maybe my Spring Break wouldn’t be a total wash after all. If I buckled down and worked my butt off with Jason all week I just might be able to take time off to enjoy myself over the weekend before classes started back up. I made up my mind that I was going to give it everything I had, no excuses, so I could have at least a little fun before Spring Break was over. Between being sick and working myself ragged catching up on my homework I figured I deserved that much.

Jason’s phone rang half a dozen times and I began to worry that he had joined the throngs of students fleeing the campus for the break, but finally he picked up with a muffled curse.

“What?” he snarled.

“Jason?”

“Oh, hey Ash,” he said, the anger disappearing from his voice. “How are you feeling?”

“Much better, thanks.” 

“You headed to South Padre?”

“No, I’m staying here. That’s actually what I wanted to talk to you about.”

“Oh?”

I frowned at the sudden wariness in his tone. It wasn’t like I asked him for favors all the time or anything. Okay, there had been that time I needed the starter replaced on my car and couldn’t afford to take it to the shop which turned into a three day ordeal while he fought to undo the damage I had done trying to fix it myself first. And then there was the time I called him at three in the morning because I needed a ride back from that frat party when I got ditched by the people I went with and some of the guys were seriously drunk and getting just a teensy bit out of hand. But that was it—two times in almost the whole year of school. Surely he wouldn’t still be mad about that stuff? I decided that just in case I’d better use my best wheedling voice, the one that always worked on Dad.

“If you’re going to be around this week I could use some help. After two weeks of running fevers, sleeping eighteen hours a day, and being looped out of my head on sinus medicine when I was awake I’ve gotten way behind in some of my classes. Can I sweet talk you into a little tutoring in calculus and physics?”

He went so silent that I had to check my phone to make sure the connection hadn’t dropped. “Please? Pretty please? I’ll pay you.”

“All right, all right,” Jason finally sighed. “Don’t worry about paying me, Ash. I’ll be happy to help.”

“Thank you! Thankyouthankyouthankyou! I’ll owe you big time for this.”

“No big deal. A lien on your firstborn child should cover it.”

“Ha. You’ll be waiting a long time to collect on that one.”

“You change your mind about having kids?”

“Last time I checked it still takes two for that, and I haven’t been having much luck in attracting interested second parties.”

He snorted. “I find that hard to believe.”

Now why on earth had I told him that? The last thing I wanted was for him to start feeling sorry for me. The pitying glances I already got from my roommates when they went out and left me alone at home were bad enough. Time to steer the conversation back to less embarrassing subjects.

“So can you come by tonight? I’ve got a stack of proofs I’m having a really hard time making any headway on.”

A long, drawn out sigh wheezed from the phone. “Oh, I suppose. I’ll be by around seven, okay?”

“Great, see you then. You’re a life saver, Jason.”

“I’ll bet you say that to all the handsome, brilliant guys who come over to help you with your calculus homework.”

“Now that you mention it…”

“Bye, Ash.”

When the doorbell rang that evening I glanced at the clock and smiled—seven on the dot, just as I expected. For as long I had known Jason he had always been punctual to a fault. As I opened the door he stood there for a moment, warm amber eyes regarding me critically.

“Well, you’re looking rather better. The other day you looked like death on a stick.”

“Thanks,” I grumbled. There’s nothing quite like having a hot guy telling you how awful you looked to drop kick your ego straight into the gutter.

“Hey, what are friends for?”

He brushed past me with a lingering scent of spice and sun-warmed man that jolted my body wide awake and emphatically reminded me that it had been way too long since the last guy in my life. It wasn’t that I had never noticed Jason before—I had nurtured a long-standing crush for him in high school, after all. This was the first time I had been totally alone with him in years, though, and I chalked my reaction up to my libido being overactive after a long dry spell. I tried hard not to think about it, to ignore the powerful tug of his masculinity as I led him over to the kitchen table where I had moved my books and papers, but I found myself casting surreptitious glances at him behind my eyelashes while I brought him up to speed on where my class was and what was giving me trouble.

His navy blue t-shirt fit snugly against the robust muscles of his biceps and upper torso, tantalizing me with memories of the way his buff, tanned body had glowed bronze in the sunlight whenever he had come over to use the pool at my parents’ house. Dark, coffee-brown curls hugged his head, a little longer than I was used to seeing them, with an adorable little flip in the back that my fingers itched to weave through. My eyes flickered down as he leaned back in his chair, noting the way his denim cut-offs gripped his muscular thighs, and heat pulsed low in my belly.

Oh, no, I was not doing this. I closed my eyes and took a mental step back. Jason was my brother’s best friend and totally off limits. Not that he had ever shown the slightest interest in me anyway, and I had already spent more than enough of my life mooning over him with my schoolgirl crush. Most importantly of all I needed him—as a tutor. If I came onto him or even showed him more interest than normal he’d be out of the door like a shot, and I could forget all about catching up in calculus before Spring Break was over.

Focus, focus, focus. I tore my attention away from him and concentrated on his explanation of the proof he was outlining. Losing myself in the math was bound to be a libido killer, like thinking about icebergs and penguins or my physics professor. It was all in my mind and I could control that. I wasn’t some little ditz who let herself be ruled by her hormones and screwed half the basketball team before she got knocked up and her parents pulled her out of school and moved away to some little town in Oklahoma. Meg Tilman, eleventh grade. Better her than me, right? Don’t be that person. Mind over matter.

By the time Jason got to the fourth proof in that homework set I knew that I was in deep trouble. I couldn’t remember a single thing that he had said, and none of it made the slightest bit of sense. It wasn’t that I couldn’t do the work and it wasn’t that he wasn’t a patient teacher and good at explaining the theory; the problem was that sitting inches away from him had managed to completely short circuit my brain. My eyes got lost on the promise of his full, dark lips and all I could think of was how much I wanted to grab him by the shirt and bury my face against him and soak for hours in his intoxicating scent, to explore every inch of those satin-wrapped muscles with my fingers, to feel his mouth eager and demanding on my own.

He shifted in his chair to pull out a piece of scratch paper and as he turned his arm brushed against mine. Heat flashed across my skin with a jolt like an electric shock and I jumped up to get away and hide my reaction from him because there was no way he could miss my suddenly rock-hard nipples if he glanced over at me. I hadn’t worn a bra because it was hot and I wasn’t planning to go out, and now I wanted to kick myself and hide under a rock. But how was I supposed to know that I’d react this way to him? 

Continue reading Hot and Bothered…
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Sharing Lindsay

Preacher's daughter Lindsay has been best friends with Tom and Nick forever, but senior prom is coming up and she doesn't want to just go with friends. But the guys have no intention of letting anyone else near her, and they're no longer content to be just friends. They intend to keep her all for themselves, even if it means they have to share her.

Spring Break with My Dad’s Best Friend

Jude is my dad's best friend and twice my age, and he had been the prime star of most of my adolescent fantasies.

Just when I thought my spring break was going to fizzle out, I ran into him at the hotel. And I mean literally ran smack into him as I was coming out of the elevator. His body fit mine like he was made for me, and being in his arms felt like Heaven. Now I can't get him out of my head. Even when I'm out partying with my friends, he's all I can think about. I just know he's the guy I've been waiting for, the one I want to be my first. Of course the whole idea is crazy. Jude would never in a million years go for me.

But what if he did?

Enticing Erin

The bullshit had gotten completely out of hand.

Ever since the trio of sorority girls moved in at the beginning of the summer they’ve been a perpetual pain in the ass. When Sean and Vicki wake up to a yard and pool full of bottles and broken glass, they finally hit their fuck it limit. It’s time to put a stop to the girls’ crap once and for all, and Vicki knows just how to do it. She has a brilliant plan to get even while teaching the girls a lesson they'll never forget—and she's going to immortalize the whole thing on video.

Obsessed

I’d never imagined that someone just looking at me could set me on fire.

Why couldn’t Patrick look at me that way? But this was his father, and the feelings surging through my body were wrong on so many levels that I didn’t even know where to start listing them. This couldn’t be happening. What the hell had I done? I’d kissed my boyfriend’s father. He’d kissed me.

And sweet God, how I wanted him to do it again.

I should have felt guilty for kissing her, but I didn’t. From the very first moment I set eyes on Sylvie, I wanted her. I didn’t give a fuck that she was half my age, or my son’s girlfriend. I didn’t care about anything, except somehow taking her away from him and claiming her for my own.

I intended to make her mine—completely mine—and know that no other man but me was ever going to touch her again.
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, after my initial foray into science fiction was an abysmal failure. Fortunately I discovered that I really enjoy writing romance, and I’ve been lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my romantic erotica/erotic romance. In 2015 I began publishing two major serialized works—the companion series My Wildest Fantasy and Obsessed. Now that these are finished, I’m about to start a student/teacher erotic romance titled Relentless.

I’ve also begun publishing romance under the pen name Olivia Blake. My first novel, With One Word, was released in November 2015. After completing my eight-part billionaire romance series, Winter’s Heat, I’ve moved on to a contemporary Gothic romance called Dark Bargains. The story is about the son of a casino magnate who falls in love with his brother’s mistress. It has a mansion on a lake, a dead wife, a ghost, and of course lots of secrets.

Check out my blog for the latest and greatest at http://kelli-wolfe.com. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO

Kelli
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