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      Some fantasies are better left unsaid.

      

      Besides, I don’t need to act on my wildest dreams, not when my fiancé and I have the kind of after dark adventures others long for — alluring, daring and oh so frequent.

      

      I can’t risk losing him by voicing my deepest desire, so I focus on building our life together, expanding my career, and prepping for our wedding. But the hotter our role playing gets at night, the closer I come to telling him what I want most during the day.

      Until the night I do…

      

      NOTE: This is an entirely new edition of THE ENGAGEMENT GIFT. It includes 45% new content and a vastly expanded storyline centered on the main characters.
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      Lily

      

      Some things you just knew at first blush.

      Whether you were attracted to that handsome guy across the crowded bar. Whether that hot tip on a story would turn into a juicy exposé.

      Whether you were rocking a fabulous dress.

      That kind of certainty didn’t make you cocky. It made you aware. It made you instinctive. I believed in instincts.

      For the record, I was marrying the guy I met in the bar, my last story won me an award, and this dress made me want to write a thank-you note to the makers of satin.

      This was the dress.

      The white V-neck sheath gown hugged my hips, boosted my breasts, and showcased just the right amount of shoulders for my cascade of blond hair.

      I checked my right side, my left side, my backside. “And the verdict?”

      The question was perfunctory, but still, I wanted to know if Kate saw what I saw.

      “That’s the winner,” declared my maid of honor.

      I smoothed my hands over the shiny fabric. “Yes. I’m down with this dress one hundred percent.”

      “Someone knows what she likes.” Kate crossed one leg over the other from her spot on the plush pink chair in the dressing room.

      “Are you surprised I agreed so quickly? Or surprised I have a strong opinion?”

      “I shouldn’t be since you’re the queen of knowing your own mind. I’m surprised only because being a bride does something to a woman’s head. Makes you think crazy thoughts, consider things you’ve never considered before, make decisions that surprise besties. So, I suppose I figured you’d find a reason to hate the perfect dress.”

      “Ha. No dress-hating from me.” I slid my hands over my thighs. “I’m as sure about this dress as I am about marrying Finn.”

      Kate tightened her brunette ponytail. “Then that’s as sure as anyone can be about literally anything. Are you still disgustingly happy and having hot, dirty times every night and thoughtful, intelligent conversations every single day?”

      A knowing grin—no, an utterly delighted grin—spread over my face.

      Kate knew me so well. Knew my fiancé stimulated me with his brain and, well, his other parts.

      And did so on the reg.

      Yes, I was a lucky girl. Finn Nichols was handsome as sin, with dark hair, midnight-blue eyes, and a body I couldn’t get enough of. But on top of that, he had a huge heart and an insane devotion to my libido. “It’s pretty much like clockwork,” I said. “In fact, I think we had a request to set the atomic clock by our sex life.”

      She glowered. “And I hate you.”

      I arched a knowing brow. “You shouldn’t hate me when my fiancé has a best man who’s smoking hot and who thinks you’re a babe.”

      “Jake?” She looked surprised.

      I nodded. “Yes. Jake. Dark hair, dark eyes, tall as a tree. Jake, Finn’s longtime best friend, former roomie, now works in the Vegas branch of the law practice Finn’s cousin started?”

      “Yes, yes. I know they’re both entertainment lawyers. I just didn’t know you thought Jake was hot.”

      “Empirically,” I emphasized. “He’s empirically hot, like a Hemsworth or that guy who plays Lucifer. And Jake thinks you’re a babe—I overheard him and Finn talking one night about the wedding, and Jake made some comment about the maid of honor being luscious. Anyway, Jake is single, ergo . . .”

      She rolled her eyes. “You’re such a matchmaker. But I’ve just never thought of him that way.”

      But I knew they were right for each other. Just like I knew this dress was divine. “You should think of him that way. Then maybe you won’t hate me for my love life,” I said, sticking out my tongue.

      “Rub it in, girl. Rub the salt in the wound even harder.”

      “But wait. Don’t you have a regular lover?” I asked, teasing her. “What’s his name? Jack the Magic Man?”

      “Vibrators don’t count.” Kate swatted my elbow with her purse.

      I pointed to the back of my dress. “Even if you name them? I would think a BOB with a name would count a lot.”

      She stood, worked my zipper down. “Toys definitely don’t count. But in my vibrator’s defense, since I don’t think one should trash talk BOBs that do the job, this one is hitting the G-spot every single time.”

      “Tell me what that feels like,” I said, playing up the intrigue in my voice.

      Kate tilted a brow. “You want me to tell you?”

      “You’ve always been good at describing Os.”

      With a thoughtful frown, she gazed at the ceiling for a moment before answering. “It feels like a heavenly choir of dirty angels conducting a filthy orchestra in your body.”

      I grinned as I shimmied out of my dress, sighing contentedly. “Those are the best kind, aren’t they?”

      She narrowed her eyes. “You’re the worst. You were almost making me feel sorry for you, asking me to tell you what it was like as if you’d never had one. But you’re just toying with me.”

      “I couldn’t resist.” I laughed. “I love how serious you get about finding just the right description. Your brow furrows and everything. It’s adorable.”

      “And since you’re having nightly bang fests and getting your own G-spot Os, now I’m going to have to find a way to taunt you with something.”

      “Nightly and every morning,” I corrected as I handed her the dress.

      “Evil. You’re pure evil.”

      I glanced around the store. The shopkeeper was working in the front, helping another patron. “Also, how are you going to taunt me?” I asked, since the cat in me was downright curious.

      Kate tapped her chin. “Hmm. Thinking . . . thinking . . . wait! I’ve got it.” She dropped her voice to a whisper. “Do you realize that the deepest, most powerful G-spot Os come from one thing in particular?”

      “And what is this one thing, Great Scientist of Os?”

      “Just a little thing you’ve always wanted,” she said airily.

      “Tell me!” Now my curiosity was piqued sky-high.

      She lifted a brow. Raised her chin. Put on her best I’ve got something you’re going to want tone. “A ménage. You know, the kind with . . .” She let her voice trail off, and I filled in the dots. The kind with two men servicing me at the same time.

      A frisson of pleasure rushed down my chest, pulsing between my legs at the mere thought.

      The daring, dangerous thought.

      I swallowed, almost like I’d been caught doing something naughty. Wanting something I haven’t had. Wanting my deepest, most private fantasy.

      “How do you know I want that?” I asked.

      She stared sharply at me. “You confessed a few years ago over two truths and a lie that a threesome with two guys was your ultimate fantasy.”

      “You remember that?”

      She rolled her hazel eyes. “As if I’d forget.”

      “That was just a drinking game.”

      She arched a brow. “Ah, Lily, my sweet Lily, you only look innocent. You’ve wanted to be the filling in a man sandwich for years.”

      A flush crept across my cheeks. A tingle raced down my spine as I imagined my favorite videos, my regular go-tos. Kate wasn’t wrong, but those fantasies, those wild, dirty desires had been tabled. And with good reason—you didn’t just order up a side dish of a second hot guy to go along with the smart, devoted, and sexy-as-sin guy you were marrying in a few months.

      “But I’m engaged now,” I said, pointing out the obvious.

      Kate folded the dress once more then winked at me. “This dress is on me if Finn doesn’t say yes when you ask him for one.”

      I gasped. Literally gasped. Because how the hell could I ask for such a thing? “I’m not asking him for one.”

      “What’s the worst he can say? No?”

      I pulled on my jeans and grabbed my blouse. “Um, how about ‘the wedding is off?’”

      She waved her hand in the air, like a celebutante dismissing a passé pair of yoga pants. “You never know unless you try.”

      “But I don’t want to take that chance.”

      As I buttoned my blouse, I tried to imagine my fiancé’s response. Sure, Finn and I role-played. True, we were adventuresome, and yes, we engaged in public quickies now and again.

      Okay, more than now and again. A lot.

      We did not have a boring love life whatsoever.

      But one with that particular kind of kink? It was hard to picture because Finn was so completely focused on me. That type of fantasy role-play—a third party—had never entered our nightly repertoire.

      Kate drew a deep breath, moved closer, and whispered, “But do you truly think he’d say no?”

      “It doesn’t matter because it won’t happen.”

      Kate dropped her voice, taunting me. “But you’re thinking about it.”

      That was what was so crazy.

      I thought about it all afternoon at work.

      I imagined it as I wrote an outline for my next story.

      I pictured it as I scheduled an interview with a baseball manager who had a fantastic roster of talent.

      What would it be like with two men focused on me, and only me? Would it be as wild and wicked as it was in my imagination?

      And then as I drove home, I squirmed at every red light.

      But the closer I came to my house, the more I had to banish those thoughts.

      They were far too risky for my life.

      And my life was as wonderful as I could ask for.

      I didn’t want to do a thing to upend my happiness with the man I was marrying. That’s what mattered most, right?

      Not my secret fantasies.
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      My fiancée looked stunning as she walked in the door. Radiant in a white blouse and dark pants. Her work attire, and hell, did she ever wear it well.

      But she wore everything well. And nothing too.

      I walked to her, dropped a kiss to her cheek, savored her enticing scent. “Hello beautiful.”

      “Hello to you, handsome.”

      “How was your day?” I asked as I slid a hand around her waist, setting it on the small of her back.

      “Work was fabulous. I snagged an interview with a baseball manager I’ve been wanting to talk to,” she told me as I moved my mouth along her jaw, kissing her, working my way to her lips.

      “That’s because you’re the best damn reporter the network has.”

      She hummed her approval. “You’re buttering me up.”

      I laughed. “What would I butter you up for? To make me dinner? I already made you dinner, woman.”

      She laughed too, then I pressed a kiss to those luscious lips I loved.

      This woman.

      She was my everything.

      I shut the door behind her as she set down her purse on the couch, and I gestured to the table, already set for dinner.

      “Finn,” she said softly as she saw the pad thai and drunken noodles. “You made my favorites.”

      “Don’t I always?”

      She washed her hands, and we sat, digging into our dinner. “What about you? Did you get everything sorted out with the new TV show deals?”

      She listened, enrapt, as I shared the details on a contract I’d been working on at my law firm, then she told me about her dress shopping with Kate.

      “Is the dress sexy?” I asked. “Your wedding dress?”

      She shot me a look. “Is it sexy? Is that a real question?”

      “Well, is it?”

      She huffed. “Finn Nichols. Have you met my fiancé? He happens to prefer me in only the sexiest clothes. Including my wedding dress.”

      I grinned, like a dirty devil. “What can I say? I am a man of simple taste.”

      “And your taste runs skintight.”

      I chuckled. “Not always. Case in point—I thought you looked hot when you walked in the door a few minutes ago, all dressed up in your slacks and shirt.”

      She arched a skeptical brow. “Hot? You thought I was hot in my reporter outfit?”

      “Of course you were hot. It’s your natural state,” I said, standing and scooping up the plates to clean up.

      She joined me, setting the rest of the dishes in the sink. “So you like me in anything? Not just in skintight clothes? Because that’s more your speed, Finn.”

      I ran a hand over her tight, firm ass, groaning. “Fine. You busted me. I like skintight. But you know what I like better?”

      She spun around, her eyes darkening. “Tell me.”

      Her words were an invitation. I whispered in her ear. “I like it best when I have you in nothing.”

      She pursed her lips, gestured to the bedroom, then said in a sultry voice, “Then maybe you ought to arrest me in a few minutes for public indecency.”
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        * * *

      

      There was nothing public about her outfit.

      But my reaction to it was illegal.

      The woman—my woman—was so damn alluring in nearly nothing.

      Especially when she initiated role play.

      And tonight I was a cop.

      The suspect was so damn naughty.

      “Hands against the wall,” I growled later that night in our living room.

      “What did I do wrong?” she asked, sounding legit concerned. Like she really might be in trouble with the law. The way she committed to the character stoked my desire. Made me even hotter for her.

      My voice was all command. “I ask the questions. I give the orders.”

      Lily trembled as she splayed her palms against the wall in our living room. “What are you going to order me to do?”

      “What are you going to order me to do, Officer?” I corrected her.

      She repeated the question back at me.

      “Spread your legs,” I rasped.

      She widened her stance. I tapped the toe of my boot against one ankle, then the other, kicking her legs open wider. “You’re being taken into police custody for a crime you keep committing.”

      “What’s the crime, Officer?”

      My God, she sounded so innocent, like she didn’t know.

      I pushed my pelvis against her so she could feel the hard outline of my erection even through my clothes. She wore only panties and a bra, the very outfit I’d had to arrest the naughty little vixen in when she suggested one of our favorite scenes.

      I dipped my mouth to the back of her neck, brushing my lips against her skin. “Making me too hard. That’s what. It’s a felony and you know it.”

      She reached her hand back, trying to grab at me. I swatted her palm away and then ground against her so she could feel my length. “A man has limits, and you’ve crossed them. I’m going to need to pat you down.”

      My hands skimmed up her naked waist, fingers trailing across the soft flesh of her belly. She gasped as I touched her, then moaned as I cupped her breasts. “You’re not concealing anything from me here, are you?”

      “You better check, Officer.”

      I dipped my hands inside the flimsy lace of her bra, squeezing her perfect globes. Her back arched. “Be careful there with all that wiggling, or I’m going to have to call for backup.”

      She gasped, and I grinned privately, filing that tidbit away. “You are?”

      “Yes. Because you’ve been tempting me far too much. You’re too sexy, and now I’m going to have to take you into the bedroom for questioning.”

      “I didn’t do it. I swear.” Her voice had the perfect tremble to it.

      “You felt the goddamn evidence.” I yanked her wrists above her head, slapped on the cuffs, and told her to stand still. Like that, I pushed harder against her ass, rubbing, rocking. “That’s your evidence.”

      She moaned. “Yes, that is some hard evidence right there. Are you going to read me my rights?”

      “You damn well bet I will.” I breathed out hard then began her Mirandas. “You have the right to tell me all your fantasies while I fuck you hard,” I informed her, then kissed her shoulder blade, eliciting a shudder. “Anything you say can and will be used by me to turn you all the way on. You have the right to multiple orgasms.” She rocked her hips back against me. “If you cannot have multiple Os, I will work harder all night long to give them to you. Do you understand? You’re going to divulge every filthy dream you have while I fill you deep.”

      My fiancée gasped, dropped her head forward, and murmured, “Yes. God, yes.”

      She was so incredibly sexy, and I wanted to give her everything. Wanted to give her every goddamn wish and desire because she’d given me something I never thought was possible.

      Trust. Love. Faith.

      I yanked down her panties, tugging them to just above her knees. Was there anything sexier than her ass exposed, a scrap of lace stretched across her thighs?

      No, there was not.

      Nothing compared to Lily.

      Unzipping my pants, I took out my hard-as-steel length and rubbed the head against her heat. Lust ripped through my body at the feel of her arousal.

      Tonight. I needed her to tell me tonight. I had it all planned out.

      The Tell Me Your Fantasy game.

      I needed to know hers. It had been driving me crazy, this consuming desire to give her all the pleasure in the world.

      I rubbed my hard-on against her wetness, and she cried out, panting, begging.

      “Finn, please.” She was desperate, so damn desperate. It went to my head. It drove me wild—her need and the way I could sate it.

      But when we played, there were rules.

      “Officer,” I barked, pulling the head away from where she wanted me. “Call me ‘Officer’ or you won’t have my cock the way you want.”

      “Officer. I’m sorry.”

      My teeth grazed her neck, nipping, biting. “You’ll be sorrier if you don’t tell me all your dirty dreams,” I said as I slid inside her.

      I groaned.

      It was heaven.

      Every single time.

      Hot. Tight. Wet. She fit me like a glove and I pictured all the ways I could make her come. I thrived on her pleasure because I loved her like crazy.

      Before Lily, I was a surly, unhappy bastard who didn’t relax, didn’t enjoy life. When I met Lily, she unlocked me. It was like living a brand-new life. I was the guy who cooked for her, who took care of her, who relished every day in a way I’d never had before. She’d turned my world around.

      And now, making her happy was my singular goal.

      She’d turned me into a new man.

      And this man needed this woman. I needed her for my heart, my head, and, well, at that moment, my aching length..

      I drove into her again, stilling myself when I filled her all the way because my Lily liked to be full. She liked it deep and hard.

      But then, she liked so many things in the bedroom, and it was my mission to give them to her. “What do you get off to, you naughty vixen? What makes you scream in pleasure when you’re being a bad girl, home alone, trying to tempt officers?”

      “I get off to . . . student-teacher fantasies,” she said.

      I shuddered inside her. We’d done the student-teacher one a few weeks ago, and it had been electric. She’d earned a D on a test and had gotten on her hands and knees, begging me to change it.

      Like a good and filthy professor, I’d told her to suck me so hard I saw stars and then I might—might—raise her grade. I saw planets when she deep-throated me, and I gave her an A-plus. Then I’d given her extra credit by eating her sweetness on the desk—aka our kitchen table.

      “I want more. Tell me more. What do you picture when you’re all alone?” My hips moved at a relentless pace, my fingers sliding between her legs, playing with her.

      “Officer, I’m turned on by . . .” She paused like she’d been on the cusp of saying something, but then she course-corrected. “. . . doctor-patient games,” she blurted.

      I wanted more. Needed more. “Then you’ll get them. But I need to know—what else makes you hot and wet and horny? Do you want to be spanked? Paddled? Your hair pulled?” I grabbed the sweet flesh of her ass, gripping her. “Taken so goddamn hard and rough I leave marks?”

      The sound she made was animalistic. A groan seemed to rip from deep inside her. “Put me on my knees, Officer. Put me on my knees. Push me down. Play with me.”

      Yes.

      Hell yes.

      I knew what she wanted when she used that word.

      I pulled out, banding an arm around her waist as I brought her to the carpeted floor, her wrists still cuffed.

      She sank down on her elbows, beautifully bound, and lifted her ass for me. I pushed back inside, then played with her till my fingers were coated in her wetness. As I thrust in her, keeping the pace she needed, I traveled to her ass. Her lush, ripe ass that I loved to fill. That she loved to have filled.

      Tonight, though, was for teasing. I’d lose my mind if I took her ass. And I needed all my focus on the objective, so I ran my finger against her back entrance, and she moaned even louder. “Officer, yes. Please. Play with me.”

      I pushed my finger inside, knuckle deep, and her back bowed. “You like that, don’t you?”

      “I do,” she panted. “It gets me so wet.”

      She was close. I had to get her there. Get her to admit her deepest fantasy.

      Even while fighting off my own release.

      Because holy hell.

      Pleasure stoked inside me, restless, relentless pleasure. But I held back, growling in her ear. “Tell me what gets you the hottest. Tell me what you want the most.”

      She cried out the words “I want . . .” and I tensed, hoping she’d say it.

      But her next word was “you” as she keened, breaking, coming all over me.

      The thing was, I knew her answer was true. But it also wasn’t all true.

      I’d seen her browser history. I knew what she liked.

      But I wanted her to tell me so I could give it to her.

      She had to confess she wanted two men inside her at the same time before I’d bring someone in.
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      In retrospect, perhaps I should have said something in the heat of the moment. I was certainly tempted. The words were on the tip of my tongue.

      I want a threesome.

      The thing was, I’d lost someone I loved before. Not because I’d confessed fantasies of double penetration. Please.

      But even so, the pain of loss was not new to me, and I didn’t want to scare away the man I loved madly by confessing something that didn’t need to be confessed.

      “Sometimes you can say too much. Sometimes a fantasy is just a fantasy,” I explained to Kate as I sank down in a leather chair in the coffee shop near the office. I gripped my latte, having given her the SparkNotes version of last night. “And in the end, I said nothing. I don’t want to overstep.”

      “Right, but are you comparing apples to orangutans?” Kate asked before taking a drink of her tea.

      I laughed. “I don’t think that’s a thing.”

      She leaned forward and tapped my knee emphatically. “Nor is it a thing that just because you lost someone you loved in a car accident—which admittedly is a horrible thing to go through—you’ll lose your fiancé because you tell him you want to . . .” She stopped, perhaps casting about for just the right words. “Expand your horizons.”

      Heaving a sigh, I answered, “I get it. And yet, when it comes down to it, it’s not a chance I want to take. Because I don’t want to lose him.”

      Losing my childhood best friend the night before our college graduation eight years ago was hard enough. I could still recall with cruel crystal clarity the phone call. The police had found my roommate’s car wrapped around a tree. The girl I’d been best friends with since I was ten had been struck in a hit-and-run. Dead on impact.

      Here one minute, gone the next.

      Losing her was devastating, but in time, I’d healed. I’d learned, too, that the key was talking about it with people who’d been through something similar.

      That was why I’d connected with Finn right away.

      He was completely different from the other guys I’d met in my twenties—guys who believed being in touch with your emotions meant punching a wall when the Dodgers lost the World Series or cheering when you scored a coveted free-parking spot here in Vegas.

      I loved a great parking spot at the Wynn, too, but when it came to a relationship, I needed a little more.

      I found that in Finn Nichols.

      I met him at a bar, of all places, but I knew. Knew he was different.

      I saw it in his eyes, midnight blue and full of passion, and I felt it in his honesty.

      Those were the traits he’d led with, and he was still that way with me. I hoped he’d always be that way—open and vulnerable, not to mention sexy as sin.

      I could recall the night I met him with crystal clarity. He didn’t use a line on me. He didn’t break out any eye-rolling bar pickups like I seem to have lost my phone number. Can I have yours? Or I’m no mathematician, but I’m pretty good with numbers. Tell you what, give me yours and watch what I can do with it.

      No, the way we met was simple.

      He was with a friend at a local bar we both loved, and I was with Kate, who asked if I wanted more nachos. A big college football game played on the flat screen. The wide receiver lunged for the ball, going horizontal, hitting the ground. The ball hit at the same time, then landed in his arms.

      It was ruled a catch.

      Ridiculous.

      “Are you kidding me?” I’d shouted at the screen, flapping my arms, offended by the wrongness of the ref.

      Kate flinched. “I never kid about more nachos.”

      I waved my hand at the screen, pointing like a madwoman. “That was not a catch. Not in any way, shape, or form.”

      “I’m with you. That was one hundred percent pure the worst call ever,” a voice had chimed in.

      I turned in the direction of the smoky, sexy tone. And my skin heated up. The man was gorgeous, and he knew football since the next thing he said was, “That’s almost as bad as the Browns’ not fumble.”

      I knew exactly what play he’d meant. I smiled. “Or the Jets’ non-touchdown touchdown,” I’d said, and then we rattled off some of the worst plays in history.

      It was a simple conversation, but sometimes that’s how the best talks start. Soon, we were chatting about the nuances of the game, why we loved it, why we hated it. And Kate was saying goodnight, as Finn and I shifted to other topics.

      To work and politics. To the state of the country and the state of Vegas.

      To hopes and dreams. Beliefs and wishes.

      We didn’t stop talking.

      We clicked, even when we disagreed about what sport was better—football or baseball.

      He chose wrong, picking baseball.

      But I found it in me to forgive him.

      Especially since he didn’t even try to take me home that night. He simply asked if he could see me again. When I gave him my number, he texted me right then and there, saying, go out with me tomorrow. Dinner at the new restaurant in the Cosmopolitan?

      I’d say yes, and that meal was more wonderful than the first night.

      We took our time, getting to know each other, opening up, sharing.

      We didn’t sleep together until our fifth date.

      I’m convinced that made a huge difference. By then, we’d had so many deep conversations, so many meaningful chats about our backgrounds, our losses, our hopes, that we were already in synch before we shed our clothes, and once we did, our bond only strengthened.

      We were two peas in a pod.

      Now, as I thought about our connection, I took a drink of my latte then set down the mug and looked at Kate. “He’s the first guy who’s actually . . . in touch with his emotions. It comes from having gone through the same thing.” Kate knew the details of how I’d connected with him. Finn had struggled with loss, too, then spiraled into work, more work, and only work after his younger brother took his own life after returning from Afghanistan. Finn was finally able to grieve, accept, and move on, thanks to the help of his best man. Jake had “dragged his ass to group therapy,” as Finn put it that night at the Cosmopolitan when he’d told me the story. Finally talking through the pain and letting go of it had turned Finn into a new man.

      The man for me.

      The man I was sure was my present and my future. We were each other’s safe landing on the other side of grief, and I didn’t want to risk my forever with him. I didn’t want to take a chance simply because I harbored particular naughty daydreams.

      What would be the point?

      Better to focus on wedding plans.

      Kate squeezed my shoulder. “I know he’s the most important person to you. But he also values openness and honesty because of it. Don’t you think one of the reasons you have such a hot love life is because the two of you are so open and honest? You were up-front from the start about your wounds and your baggage. You talked about them on the second date. My God, you two were birds of a feather from the start, and he shared with you like you did with him. He was the same about his baggage, his pain. That honesty about your emotions had to have carried over to the bedroom.”

      I considered her point. She wasn’t wrong. Finn and I had connected deeply on an emotional level, opening up in a real and vulnerable way about our pasts. Our hurts and our hurdles. Our losses and our new chances.

      Perhaps one of the benefits of pain was a path to more pleasure?

      “You may be right,” I conceded, but even if she was correct on that count, I couldn’t be sure that brutal honesty was necessary when it came to bedroom experiments. “But I don’t know if a full confession of my fantasies is the same.” I adopted a singsong voice. “Oh hey, sweetie, did you know I watch a ton of MFM vids? Yeah, well, I do. I happen to love when two guys service a woman at the same time. Also, could you and another guy maybe both take me at the same time? Yes, at the same time. ’Kay, thanks, love ya, babe. I’m going to go work on our Target registry now. I hope my boss gets us the napkin rings.”

      Laughing, Kate answered, “First, you don’t use napkin rings. No one under the age of seventy does. Second, you don’t even have a gift registry. Third, why don’t we apply logic to the ask for a threesome scenario?”

      “Oh, believe you me, I’ve already worked out all the scenarios,” I said, tapping my temple. “I have the whole night mapped out from the moment they both strip naked for me.”

      Kate cooed approvingly. “Excellent. Then let’s analyze this rationally.”

      “Wait. Are you going to make a spreadsheet of my fantasies?” Kate was obsessed with spreadsheets. She used them to track her workout progress, her audiobook consumption, and her professional goals.

      “I have one for mine,” she said coyly. Her hazel eyes darkened with frustration. “Trouble is, nothing is getting checked off these days. So, let’s check off yours.”

      “Ah, so you are going to spreadsheet my love life,” I teased.

      “Hell, yeah. The sum of column A with your threesome fantasy plus column B with asking for it equals column C: extreme pleasure.”

      “Right . . . because there are no variables to account for, like, ahem, emotions such as jealousy and so on.”

      She held up a finger to make a point. “Ah, but let me remind you—when you told him a year ago that you had role-playing fantasies, what exactly did your fabulous man do?”

      My skin tingled from the memory. “He gave them to me,” I said, a grin tugging at my lips as I remembered the night I’d divulged all those naughty fantasies to him. We’d gone dancing at Edge, our favorite club. We loved going to clubs. Loved the sultry vibe, the techno beat, the low lights, the way the bodies grinding together unlocked secret desires.

      On the dance floor, I’d unleashed my after-hours imagination. I want to pretend. I want to go home, or go out, or go to the car, and I want to enact all sorts of sexy scenarios, I’d said, the mojito lubricating my lips, freeing my dirty thoughts.

      I’d detailed them all.

      His answer?

      I’ll be your cop. I’ll lock you up till you beg for release.

      I’ll be your teacher and spank your luscious ass on my desk.

      We’ll play doctor, and I’ll devour you till you come all over my exam table.

      Kate lifted the mug to her lips and took a drink, her eyes twinkling. “And did you enjoy the benefits of him giving you all your dreams come true?”

      I laughed at the way it sounded like a fairy tale.

      In some ways, my life had become one. After the dark beginning of my twenties and the rocky path I’d traveled, I’d reached the other side and found mad love, along with filthy, fabulous sex.

      I didn’t need to rock the boat.

      “I have nothing to complain about,” I mused.

      Kate inched closer. “Maybe, just maybe, you could let him know that you might like to bring in some company.” She crossed her legs, took a sip, and issued the most knowing of knowing looks.

      I shuddered at the prospect of two guys taking care of me. I didn’t need them to touch each other. I didn’t want them to touch each other. But I longed to be touched by two gorgeous men at once. As I pictured company in bed, my skin tingled and my pulse spiked. I tried to shake off the endorphin rush, even though my libido was a dirty devil, whispering in my ear for more.

      Still, my love for my man was the angel telling me to be good, and the angel won out. “I hear you, but some things are better left unsaid.”

      We shifted gears, discussing when we wanted to visit bakeries to sample wedding cake, then debating favorite flowers for bouquets.

      Yes, that’s what I needed to concentrate on. Building our life together.

      Not adding kindling to the fire of after dark fantasies.
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        * * *

      

      As I returned to the office, I reminded myself of all the reasons to keep my dirtier thoughts to myself.

      It’s just a fantasy. That’s all. I’ll live if I don’t have it. Besides, I need to focus on this story for work, as well as finding the perfect wedding invitations, something on recycled paper, preferably. See? That’s where my energy should go. Sports agents, and trade deadlines, and rumors of new signings. That was my afternoon, and my evening would include checking out stationery options.

      Done.

      There was no time to entertain the idea of threesomes.

      I answered a text from my friend Nina asking for advice on which new pair of glasses to buy. The images she sent me made me smile—goofy selfies of her trying on horn-rimmed glasses then red cat-eye ones.

      

      
        
        Lily: You look HAWT in the cat-eye ones. Like the sexy boudoir photographer you are.

      

        

      
        Nina: Hey! I want to look like a badass photographer.

      

        

      
        Lily: Wear leather then and get a few tats.

      

        

      
        Nina: And should I get a nose ring too?

      

        

      
        Lily: Something to consider, but I’d have to vote no. Only because it wouldn’t match the glasses.

      

        

      
        Nina: Ha. I have no plans for a nose ring or ink. But thanks for the specs compliments. BTW, I am shooting a couple today who met when he hit her car! I’m going to do my best to make zero jokes about being rear-ended.

      

        

      
        Lily: LOL! Will that be hard for you, Nina?

      

        

      
        Nina: Um what do you think? It’s a punny way to meet.

      

        

      
        Lily: Especially if he tested out her new engine.

      

        

      
        Nina: I bet he got it to rev.

      

        

      
        Lily: And he probably took it for a joy ride.

      

        

      
        Nina: With his stick shift.

      

        

      
        Lily: OK, I must know. Where did you learn all the car innuendos?

      

        

      
        Nina: Where did you, lady?

      

        

      
        Lily: I pride myself on innuendo.

      

        

      
        Nina: Ditto. See you this weekend. Until then, don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.

      

      

      

      Funny, I couldn’t toss out a comeback like that doesn’t leave me with much. Nina was innocent, though I suspected not in her head. I definitely wasn’t innocent there either. My thoughts remained a wild swirl, though I tried to focus the rest of the afternoon. That’s what I needed to do. My job.

      After all, my focus had to remain on work, my wedding, my marriage.

      Right now, I was nose to the grindstone on work, since I loved my job. I set my phone down and dove into my report for Sports Network on the looming major league trade deadline, then did some prep work for an upcoming conference I was leading in our hometown. I reached out to the sports agent I’d secured for the panel I was moderating this weekend.

      I checked in with Ford Grayson in New York, making sure he was good to go.

      But he picked up the phone, calling me back instead. That could only mean he was going to say no.

      “Ford, don’t give me bad news,” I said.

      “Me? Deliver bad news? Never. Never ever. I only come bearing excellent news.”

      “Lay it on me.”

      “I cannot grace you with my presence on the account of a prior commitment,” he said in his big, booming voice.

      I laughed, shaking my head. “You’re just now remembering a prior commitment?”

      “To my wife,” he said, sounding a little sheepish.

      Well, that I understood. “Ford,” I teased. “Did someone forget an anniversary?”

      “Not exactly. But I need to be in town for her,” he said, his voice a little vulnerable and instantly I understood. He’d made an offhand remark last time I saw him about him and his wife being ready for babies. I had a hunch they were going to be trying for one this weekend.

      “Say no more. I forgive you. But who’s your substitute?”

      “I have a fantastic replacement. None other than Josh Summers.”

      I whistled my approval. Josh Summers was quite a win. He was one of the top agents in the country and having him on my panel along with Haven Delilah, a former Olympic gold medalist and also a rock star agent, was quite a feather in my cap. I planned to move her onto that panel now since she’d pair well with Summers.

      “Then I fully accept you kicking yourself off the panel. Also,” I said, in a conspiratorial whisper, “Good luck this weekend.”

      “Thanks, Lil,” he said, sweetly then we hung up.

      I connected with Josh on the details, then I tapped out an email to Haven and hit send.

      

      Dear Ms. Delilah,

      

      I hope this note finds you well. We are so excited about your attendance at the upcoming sports marketing conference. We’ve had a few last-minute schedule changes, and I wanted to give you a heads-up that we will be moving you onto the Negotiation Skills panel. We have several other esteemed agents on it, including Josh Summers. Can you attend a prep session in advance? How about Friday evening? We could meet at the Lily Bar and Lounge. (No relation!)

      

      All the best,

      Lily Whiting

      

      There.

      I reflected on my day, seeing myself clearly.

      Seeing who I was in this phase of my life.

      Lily Whiting, a friend who gave fashion advice. Lily Whiting, a sports reporter who was professional and direct, outgoing and businesslike.

      And Lily Whiting, who got along well with her business colleagues.

      That was what the world saw. That’s who I was.

      My truth.

      And as I stared at the e-mail I’d just sent, it put my dirty thoughts into sharp relief.

      How could I be the woman who interviewed athletes and general managers, invited top agents to intensive conferences, discussed the dynamics of the business of sports, but behind closed doors I was this . . . wild thing?

      A wild thing who fantasized about trysts on balconies as strangers watched.

      A voracious creature who loved to pretend she’d been bad, so bad, and needed to be punished with bites and swats and hair pulls so hard she screamed.

      A woman who daydreamed about the sheer overwhelming intensity of two men taking her at the same time.

      I had to reconcile these two sides of myself and the way to do it would have to be denying the after dark side.

      Trouble was, I shivered as a rush of heat spread through me from my chest, down my belly, and straight between my legs. My mind quickly assembled one of my go-to images. Finn, in his charcoal slacks, dress shirt, and a tie. And another man. A nameless, faceless man. But someone who looked like Finn, dressed like Finn.

      They’d find me in bed, wearing only the sexiest lingerie, lazily touching myself, like I’d been waiting to be discovered. When they found me, they’d be instantly aroused, so ready to please me at the same time.

      God, I was a hedonist.

      A raging, shameless one.

      And I had to stop it. Shut down the thoughts.

      I was getting married. I was moving into a new phase of my life, one I wanted, one I cherished.

      I couldn’t go there. Even with my fiancé. Some things were better off as fantasies.

      Especially when Finn sent me a text, asking me to meet him at Eden after work.

      Our favorite sex-toy shop.

      Yes, that was our speed. We were the kind of couple who’d have a threesome with a battery-operated friend.

      Him, me, and the dolphin.

      And I’d be fine with that.

      When I was done with work, I googled local deejays and wedding singers, checking out some clips.

      Yep, this was the speed I needed to be cruising along at and not the lawless filthy one.
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      I couldn’t entirely get my mind off my obsession with Lily’s pleasure.

      But I did my best the next day.

      Jake and I met our friend Adam for a working lunch at a restaurant near our firm. Adam ran his own production company and we handled all his contracts. Adam was a good friend too and the three of us always had a blast together whether while working, working out, or going out.

      That would be what I needed most right now.

      “The next slate of shows are going to be the definition of bingeworthy,” Adam said, then took of bite of his chicken Caesar salad.

      “Then we need to make sure Webflix pays a pretty penny for them,” Jake said.

      “How about a pretty dollar?” I suggested as I took a drink of my iced tea on the terrace of the cafe.

      Adam wiggled a brow. “I like that. Make it a ten.”

      “A franklin,” Jake added, clearly wanting to win this one.

      Like the competitive assholes we were, we continued to escalate till we hit ten grand. “Speaking of,” Jake said, a quizzical look on his face. “What’s the most you can bet on blackjack?”

      I shot him a curious look. “You planning on becoming a card shark?”

      He scratched his jaw. “Maybe I should. I’m excellent with bets.”

      Adam laughed. “If there’s one surefire way to lose money in Vegas, it’s at the tables. And consider that free advice. I know that’s hard for you to conceive of, being sharks of attorneys and all.”

      I pointed at him, as I narrowed my brow. “Correct me if I’m wrong, but do you want us to be anything but sharks?”

      “Fair point,” he said, as he returned to his salad, and we finished reviewing the contract details we planned to lock up for him.

      When we were through, I paid the bill, though my mind drifted once more to my favorite place. To Lily. To thoughts of her deepest wishes. To my own desires to give her everything.

      I couldn’t get my mind off her.

      I wasn’t sure I ever would.

      And I didn’t know if that was a good thing.
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        * * *

      

      After I finished reviewing files for a case that afternoon, I hit the gym with Jake.

      “Ready to be destroyed in another round of one-on-one?” I asked after we tackled the weights. Another activity that might distract me from my number one obsession. Did I need a distraction? Quite possibly or my mind was going to combust from thoughts of getting my woman to tell me her deepest secret.

      He rolled his eyes as we hit the courts. “You seem to have a different definition of ‘destroyed.’ You see, destroy is what I do to your sorry ass when it comes to basketball.”

      “Bud, that’s cute that you think you’ll win.”

      He arched a brow. “Allow me to remind you by taking no prisoners.”

      It was all in good fun because Jake did usually kill it at basketball. But I was required by the universal code of men to trash-talk.

      It was what we did. What we’d always do, I had no doubt. I’d known him for years, and he was the best kind of guy. I wasn’t going to say he was like a brother, because no one could fill that role. But hell, he was damn close.

      He’d been there for me when I didn’t even realize I needed someone, the friend who’d insisted I get my shit together when he saw I was about to snap.

      A few years ago, he’d found me in the office at two in the morning yet again, draining another pot of coffee, obsessing over another case.

      Hands parked on hips, he’d shaken his head and said, Finn, it’s time to deal with all the shit you’re not facing.

      That was all he’d said.

      Well, he’d said a few more things as he’d turned off my computer and dragged me out of the office. Like You’re a miserable bastard. It’s understandable, but it’s time to face the music.

      I’d gotten my act together, gone to group therapy, and finally worked through the shit from losing my brother.

      Yes, there was some tough issues I had to excavate in group. Nothing was easy about digging deep and serving up your insides to a shrink in front of other people. To admitting how you’d become more tightly wound, more angry, more combustible.

      That’s the guy I was.

      A guy nearly driven mad from loss.

      I missed my brother every damn day. Still did. But thanks to Jake making sure I had a place to vent, I was finally able to process, to accept.

      And eventually to move beyond the searing pain.

      I learned how to come to peace with the loss.

      Then I met Lily. I fell so goddamn hard I still had bruises on my ass.

      Hypothetically.

      Point being, I didn’t fall in love till I had dealt with the grief. And when I fell, I fell all the way into the deep end, no turning back. It was like I was finally able to access my heart again, my emotions, and hell, it was incredible to be able to do so, and even better to give them to her.

      To someone who cherished what I had to offer. Who valued and honored it. Who understood who I was, and who I wanted to be.

      Was I obsessed with pleasing her?

      Yeah, I was.

      So sue me.

      But this particular fantasy she had? The one she seemed to only tell Google and Tumblr?

      I was obsessed with that, too. Because I didn’t want my woman to go unfulfilled. I didn’t want her to feel deprived of a single thing. Besides, my job was to be better than Google and Tumblr. To deliver the real thing to her. To make her happy beyond measure.

      But where would I find a willing participant who wasn’t a freak? Who Lily would want?

      It wasn’t like I was going to get on Craigslist or post an ad on Tinder. Wait, did Tinder even have ads for seeking a third person?

      Those questions raced through my head as we played basketball and I missed shot after shot. When we finished, Jake smacked my shoulder. “Destroyed you.”

      Hmm. Seems he did.

      “Must be a blue moon,” I joked.

      He flipped me the bird. “Admit it—you suck at literally everything.”

      “I am awesome at everything. Except, admittedly, today’s game.” I held up a finger. “But in my defense, my mind was elsewhere.”

      He mirrored me, holding up a finger in mockery. “There’s no asterisk that says he was distracted when we’re keeping score. Besides, what could be on your mind other than this game? I’m guessing it’s not Adam’s deal?”

      “Nah, you’re the man to take point on those.”

      “As I do. Delivering at one hundred ten percent.” He took a beat, gave me a thoughtful look. “So what’s going on?”

      I shrugged and smiled. “What can I say? My mind was on Lily.”

      Jake smirked. “Well, that’s understandable. You’re probably going to go home and screw like bunnies all night. It’s a wonder you make it into work at all.”

      I flashed him an evil grin. “You’re right. It is one of the eight wonders of the modern world. And speaking of our record, this weekend I’ll be accepting my award for excellence in stamina and endless pleasure delivery at the Men’s Conference of Gods in Bed.”

      “Asshole,” he muttered.

      I clapped his shoulder. “Don’t worry. We’ll find a woman for you soon.”

      Jake met his last girlfriend online, and she’d seemed perfect. At first, Debbie had wanted to take it slow. But after three months, she’d demanded he put a ring on it. He wasn’t ready, so he’d asked if they could see where things went. Debbie had declared no, since her clock was ticking.

      That was that, and since then he’d been taking a break from the apps.

      “In the meantime, just tell me your stories and I’ll live vicariously,” Jake said.

      “Pervert. But if I told you—and I won’t—I’d have plenty, because this weekend I plan to spend every waking second pleasuring my woman.”

      For that, I earned the double bird.

      I laughed. “Sorry, not sorry.”

      “Yeah, you better not be sorry. Every man is jealous of you.”

      I tilted my head, curious. “What do you mean by that?”

      He shot me a look like it was as obvious as tomato sauce on a new dress shirt. “Have you seen your fiancée? She’s beautiful. I don’t know why she fell for your ugly ass. And somehow, she tolerates you, too. You better not be dumb enough to ever let go of her.”

      That’s when the heavens parted and the filthy angels clanged their cymbals against my head, calling out, You idiot. The answer is right in front of you.

      The answer was under my nose.

      If I was going to try to give Lily her fantasy, she wouldn’t want a threesome with a stranger. She’d want someone she could trust. She was a private woman, and naturally, she’d want a third person who’d keep the secret of her desires. She trusted Jake. She trusted my friendship with him. She knew the man would go to the ends of the earth for me.

      And Jake? He was a good contender. No strings attached to anyone else.

      Clearly, he thought Lily was hot. No surprise there.

      Not to mention he was a kinky bastard. Hell, he was an everything bastard. The man once said he was an omnivore when it came to women.

      But I’d have to find a way to broach it with Lily first.

      So I’d bring up the idea in a setting with the right lubricant.

      The toy shop.
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        * * *

      

      We left the house together. “You look beautiful,” I told her, unable to take my eyes off my woman.

      She gestured to her tight skirt. “Your favorite kind. Skintight.”

      I grinned. “It’s like you know me so well.”

      She smiled back as I opened the car door for her. “I do know you well.” She set her palm on my chest, tilting her head, her eyes inquisitive. “And I love knowing you.”

      My heart thumped harder, as I wrapped my arm around her waist, bringing her close. “There is nothing I love more than being known by you.”

      She leaned into me, sighing contentedly. “Sometimes I think about how lucky I am that I was in that bar that night.”

      I laughed. “And I think how lucky I am that that receiver had slippery hands.”

      “What would we have done without one of the worst plays ever in football to bring us together?” she teased.

      I let go of her waist and shuddered. “Don’t speak of something so terrible. Just be glad for the non-catch catch.”

      “Always. But I also like to think I’d have found you still.”

      “Baby, you and I were meant to be.”

      “We were. We are.”

      She slid into the vehicle, and I shut the door, heading to the driver’s side. As I hopped into the car, I reminded myself of how lucky I was in so many ways. Because this deep connection, this intense bond we had, was the foundation for our life together, but our hot-as-sin nights too.

      Without this openness, we wouldn’t be able to play the games we played.

      To talk the way we did.

      And to shop for toys.

      This was Lily’s favorite kind of shopping trip.

      Maybe it would help me too—help me with my obsession.

      Or maybe I needed to set it aside. After all, she spent most of the car ride chatting about wedding details. Who was coming, the appetizers we’d serve, the music she wanted.

      Maybe fantasies had no part in the life we were building.

      But wasn’t sex part of our life?
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        * * *

      

      As we walked into our regular store, she glanced toward the register, where a dark-haired guy worked behind the counter.

      “I didn’t know Penn Badgley worked at Eden,” she joked.

      “Got a little celebrity crush?” I asked.

      “Aww,” she said with a that’s so sweet grin. “You know who Penn Badgley is. Just admit it now—you’re a closet Gossip Girl fan.”

      “Smartass,” I said, smacking her rear for her impudence. “I’ve seen You on Netflix, and I also saw Horrible Bosses. So there. No need for Gossip Girl.”

      She tilted her head. “He wasn’t in Horrible Bosses.”

      “That is true, but Jennifer Aniston’s character invoked his name when she said”—I cleared my throat and tried on a feminine voice—“I fingered myself so hard to that Penn Badgley guy, I broke a nail.’”

      Lily shot me a naughty grin, laughing. “Jennifer Aniston’s character has good taste.”

      If I were a jealous guy, I’d say something like, As long as you don’t finger yourself to fantasies of the guy at the register, we’re all good. Instead, I said, “Feel free to break a nail later while you play with yourself in front of me.”

      Her shoulders straightened, and she snapped her gaze to me, like I’d shocked her. “You’re such a bad boy.”

      I brushed my lips against her neck, whispering in her ear, “And you love it.”

      She shivered. “I absolutely do.”

      As we strolled through the shelves of vibrators, she grabbed a blue dolphin and pretended it was a mic, adopting an infomercial tone. “And now, may we present the dolphin. Twelve speeds, fluttering nose, and when you use it, you’ll come, singing its praises under the sea.”

      A grin tugged at my lips as I handed her a butterfly, ready for her comedy routine. “Why don’t you tell us about this guy?” I asked like a TV host.

      She went all theatrical, arms waving, voice sophisticated. “Put this on and you’ll transform.”

      Reaching for a silver bullet, I placed the device in her palm, ready for her report. “And now, Lily, please tell the audience at home, what does this little number do?”

      She held it up to the light as if studying the sleek pleasure machine. Lily cleared her throat and lowered her voice to a stage whisper. “Horny at the office?” she asked. “Slip this little magic pill under your skirt and ease that ache.”

      Cracking up, I yanked her to where a rack of devil and angel costumes hid us from the register, pulled her to me, and claimed her mouth in a hot, quick kiss. “Do you know that I’m going to have both the funniest and dirtiest wife?”

      She lifted her chin, pouted her lips. “I’m sure that’s what you dreamed of as a kid.”

      “Ha. Let’s hope not. But it’s definitely perfect for me now. You’re perfect for me now and forever.” I slid a hand around her ass.

      She wiggled against my hand, and I couldn’t resist. I inched my fingers under her skirt. Even though it was tight, I could still get my hand under it. God bless skirts and her commitment to wearing them nearly every day. Access was one of my guilty pleasures with her, except I never felt guilty about pleasure. Not when I could graze my fingers against her upper thighs.

      “Finn,” she chided, “we’re in public.”

      “As if that has stopped you before.” My hand inched higher, my fingers on a fast track for the firm swell of her cheeks. I pinched, and she groaned quietly, squirming against my palm. “You’re such an ass man.”

      “No. I’m an everything man with you,” I said, licking her neck, tasting her skin.

      She shuddered as my fingers explored farther, touching the panel of her panties. She was already damp. This could work.

      “And you love everything, too,” I added.

      “You know I do,” she murmured. “Love that filthy mouth of yours most of all. Love the way you tell me how you want me.”

      “You want it here, don’t you? Right in this store?”

      Her eyes said yes. “I do.”

      “I could take you into the dressing room and have you with my fingers,” I said, trying to set the stage for where I wanted this scene to go.

      Her eyes darted around the store. Mostly empty. The Penn Badgley lookalike was ringing someone up. This was perfect timing.

      “Can you be fast?” she whispered.

      I squeezed her ass hard. “Can you be fast? That’s the question.”

      “I promise.”

      I narrowed my eyes, issuing a command. “You’ve got three minutes to come, or I’ll stop. Got it?”

      Trembling, Lily nodded her yes, grabbed a devil costume, and went straight to the dressing room. Seconds later, I followed her there, closing the half door. It was like a bathroom stall—anyone who walked past could tell there were two people in here.

      Even better.

      She liked the thrill that she might be seen.

      My hand was up her skirt in seconds flat. My fingers glided inside her panties, then in her. She was soaked, and my shaft jumped to iron-spike level. “Be quiet. Don’t want anyone to hear you,” I whispered.

      She swiveled her hips, grinding shamelessly down against my fingers. “I don’t,” she whispered, “but what if we get caught?”

      She gushed as she asked the question. She loved the idea of being caught.

      Lust tore through my body as I crooked my fingers inside her. “Or what if someone watched?”

      She gasped, her lips forming an O, her eyes widening.

      Yes, now we were getting somewhere.

      I kept going, heading down this path. “What if Penn Badgley walked by?”

      She bit down on her bottom lip, as if fighting like hell not to cry out. But a broken gust of pleasure seemed to cross her lips. And her hips, dear God, her sexy hips were grinding and rocking against my hand.

      “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” I asked.

      She nodded, murmuring a shuddery, “Yes.”

      “What if he stopped, opened the door, and saw how hard you like it with my fingers?”

      She trembled, her hips going wild, bucking.

      “Bet my dirty girl would like to show him how hard she comes, let him hear how loud she is.”

      She groaned louder, and I slammed my free hand against her mouth, covering her. “You would, wouldn’t you?”

      A nod against my palm was her answer.

      “You’d be so goddamn loud,” I whispered. “He’d know you like it in public. He’d know you like it every way I give it to you.”

      Her eyes squeezed shut. Her expression tightened. That look of approaching bliss spread across her face.

      Now was my chance to push, to find out. “Bet you’d even like it if he wanted to take you too.”

      She tensed all over, stilled for a long, terrifying moment. Had I gone too far? Suggested too much?

      But then she was shaking, falling apart on my hand here in the store with the celebrity lookalike no more than twenty feet away.

      I hadn’t gone too far at all.

      Her skin was flushed, the sexiest shade of pink I’d ever seen.

      When she opened her eyes and I slid my fingers out of her, she trembled, grabbed my arm like she’d fall if she didn’t hold on to me, and simply whispered, “Wow.”

      “You liked that, didn’t you?”

      She licked her lips. “Do you really have to ask?”

      I raised my hand, wiggled my fingers in front of my face, and sucked her juices off, savoring the taste of her.
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        * * *

      

      We bought the silver bullet, the devil costume, and a new dolphin, too, since she said hers was losing power.

      In the parking lot, I opened the door for her, then stopped her with a hand on her waist.

      I met her eyes. “When I said earlier, before we came here, that you know me so well? Remember that?”

      “Of course. It was only an hour ago. My memory is still good.”

      My expression went serious. “I meant it, Lily. You know me. I know you. We can share anything.”

      She swallowed roughly, a nervous look in her eyes. “Is that what you meant when you said it?”

      I nodded fiercely. “Yes, it’s part of it. This is what we can be for each other. We can share. And I don’t just mean whether we should register for a pasta maker, or if we want pop music or hip hop at the wedding. We are so much more than that. We can share hopes, dreams, wishes. I want you to know me. Always.”

      “I want that too,” she said, a little husky. Then she quirked up her lips. “Also, we don’t need a pasta maker.”

      “Damn straight,” I said with a laugh, then I let go of the laughter. “And there’s something else I want you to know.”

      “What is it?” she asked, her voice rising. Maybe with worry. But she didn’t need to worry about a damn thing. I would always take care of her in every single way.

      I brushed my thumb along her jaw, lifting her chin, so our eyes locked. “You need to know that with me, you can have anything.”

      “I can?” Her voice rose higher than usual, nerves lining it.

      “Yes,” I said emphatically. “Anything. All you have to do is ask.”

      She didn’t ask for her dirty internet fantasy right then and there. She pressed her lips together, looked off in the distance at the darkening sky, then back at me, meeting my eyes.

      “Can you take me to the club? The one where I told you all my fantasies?”

      Everything was coming together.
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        * * *

      

      But not that night.

      She had an early morning interview with the Yankees general manager via remote, so we agreed to go Thursday night.

      By the time Thursday came around, our group of friends had asked what we were up to, and Lily and I turned the night at Edge into a group event, as we often did.

      Jake and Kate and Nina and Adam, and plenty of others would join us.

      We’d all go.

      And that might be just what the dirty doctor ordered.
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      With me you can have anything.

      His words echoed through my head as I went for a morning run.

      They clanged in my mind, reverberating.

      I wanted everything.

      But could we truly have it all?

      Could we have the closeness I revered? And the wild nights I longed for? As I rounded a curve along the path in the park, I tried to imagine what that would look like. How it would play out.

      The after.

      Would we be the same after my darkest fantasies became real?

      My heart pounded faster and my legs burned as I looked in the crystal ball of my future.

      But it was cloudy. Because you can’t see the future. You have to take chances without knowing the outcome.

      That was the issue. Was this a chance worth taking?

      Amidst the I dos and the marriage licenses, did I want to push for something else too?

      When I finished my run, I showered, dressed for work, and met Nina at our usual coffee shop. She sported her new red glasses.

      “See? They are sexy,” I said.

      “Want to rear-end me?” she joked.

      I chuckled as she grabbed an earl grey latte, her usual, and I ordered a vanilla latte. When it arrived, I laughed again.

      “Are you going to keep that little humor nugget all to yourself?” Nina asked as we brought our drinks to our favorite couch.

      I lifted the mug and smiled. “Just thinking how my favorite drink is a vanilla latte, but I’m not the least bit vanilla.”

      Nina’s brown eyes widened. “Please entertain the virgin with your non-vanilla stories,” she said, taking a drink of her beverage. Nina owned her virginity. She had her reasons for keeping it, and she wasn’t looking to shed it with just anyone at just any moment. She was waiting for the right guy at the right time.

      But I didn’t think she was vanilla. She might not be experienced, but from what she’d told Kate and me, she was experienced in her head. My friend had quite a kinky imagination.

      She’d be open to my quandary. While I didn’t plan to divulge all my wild thoughts, I did want an opinion. After I took a drink, I asked her a question. “Just because you have a fantasy doesn’t mean you should act on it, right?”

      She lifted a brow. “Of course not, but I feel like there’s a lot more to your question.”

      I heaved a sigh, then shared more. “Sometimes I want more. A little something . . . extra.”

      She nodded thoughtfully. “With Finn I presume.”

      “Yes. And I don’t know if I should ask for it.”

      She took another sip, then set down her mug. “Is what you want safe?” I nodded. “Consensual?”

      “I would only do it if it’s consensual,” I said.

      “And does it involve bananas?”

      I cracked up. “There are no bananas in my fantasy.”

      She laughed too, then schooled her expression, turning serious. “I’m a big believer in letting your mind lead. In listening to your imagination. And sometimes if we don’t let them play out, they can eat away at us. So as long as it’s safe and sex positive, then I think fantasies are often worth acting on. And some fantasies, I suspect, can bring you closer. Is this one of those?”

      That was the question.

      I marinated on her advice the rest of the day at the office until my phone pinged with a text.

      I tore my focus away from the research I was doing for my upcoming conference session this weekend to read the note.

      

      Finn: Tonight, wear something insanely sexy that’ll make me hard all night long.

      

      Finn: Wait. That’s you in anything and everything.

      

      Finn: Because I love you.

      

      The club.

      The last place I’d voiced all my dirty dreams. It had been my idea, my suggestion. The vibe, the music, the feel—it seemed to set me free.

      Could I do it tonight? Say it? Reveal the next level in my after-dark fantasies?

      A knot of worry tightened in me, but right alongside that I felt . . . possibility. Nina’s advice was spot on. Sharing our fantasies had brought Finn and me closer. We were open in the bedroom, and our communication led to steamiest encounters, to the ultimate in intimacy.

      Maybe even to the deep love we shared.

      We had what others longed for, I’m sure.

      Would this fantasy bring us even closer?

      I wrote back to my man.

      

      Lily: Will you wear your sexy lawyer costume? Because I love seeing you in a suit and tie. Men in ties are hot, but you in a tie is the hottest.

      

      I sent the note, picturing tonight, hearing his words. You know, with me, you can have anything . . . all you have to do is ask.

      Those words had stayed with me all day. Since he’d said them. They’d been on repeat in my mind.

      They beckoned me to share, to open up.

      Because the other night at the sex-toy shop had been a revelation.

      We’d never gone that far, never pushed those limits to include others. Real people. All our other games had been made-up; all the other people we pretended had seen us were unknown.

      True, I didn’t know the clerk’s name, but he was flesh and blood and all man. He’d been twenty feet away while I went flying off the cliff, Finn’s fingers deep inside me.

      But what shocked me most was Finn. He’d started it. He’d brought the man at the register into our game. He was skating so close to what I’d entertained only in my head.

      Bet you’d even like it if he wanted to have you too.

      Those words from him had detonated me. But they’d seemed to unleash him, too. When we went home that night, we hadn’t even made it through the door. He’d taken me in the car in the parking garage of our building, my wrists pinned over my head, my legs wrapped around his waist.

      He’d been ravenous and harder than I’d ever felt him before. As if he was just as aroused, just as turned on as I was.

      But still, that was only pretend. Simply another aspect of our role-playing.

      That didn’t mean we had to act on it.

      Or maybe, just maybe, it did.

      And perhaps it would bring us even closer.

      That possibility sent a wave of heat across my body. But it wasn’t just the physical closeness. It was so much more.

      It was true intimacy that I constantly sought with Finn. We had that and I wanted us to keep having it.

      Was Nina right?

      Was Kate right?

      And more so, was Finn not only right, but ready?
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        * * *

      

      I absentmindedly kicked one high-heeled foot back and forth, waiting for Kate in a bar at the Luxe Hotel, a gin in my hand.

      I wore a little black dress.

      Because that was what fantasies were for.

      Little black dresses.

      We’d meet Finn at the club, and our friends were coming tonight, too—we operated as a pack.

      Kate arrived at the bar, looking fabulous in black strappy sandals, designer jeans, and a silver top.

      I gave her an approving whistle. “Sexy babe. You should take the best man home tonight.” I couldn’t resist trying to push her and Jake together. That was what friends did—tried to set up their single friends. Jake would be with us tonight, so why not?

      She groaned like she couldn’t take it anymore as she flopped next to me. “Don’t you think if it were going to happen, it would have happened?”

      I scoffed. “Things happen when we’re ready for them.”

      She set a hand on my elbow, her hazel eyes locking with mine. “Let me level with you. Nothing is going to happen with Jake and me.”

      I pouted. “Why not?”

      She heaved a sigh. “Lily, do I need to spell this out?”

      “Um, maybe you do. Have I mentioned he’s hella hot and so are you and you’d make a great couple?”

      “You are relentless.”

      “Only because I know you’re right for each other,” I said, goading.

      “It’s not in the cards.”

      “Why? Tell me why.”

      She laughed. “I’m. Not. Attracted. To. Him.”

      My jaw came unhinged, then I set the back of my hand on her forehead. “Yes, you do have the flu.”

      “Natch, I’m terribly ill for not being into Mr. Tall, Dark, and Handsome.”

      “Aha!” I pointed at her like I’d caught her in a web of lies. “So, you do admit he’s good-looking.”

      “Just because I can recognize he’s extremely good-looking doesn’t make him my type.” She nudged my waist with her elbow, her voice dipping. “But maybe he’s your type.”

      My brow creased. “What?”

      “Aww. That’s cute how you act all innocent.”

      “It’s not an act.”

      She parked her hands on her hips. “Studies have shown that threesomes work best when the third party is someone you all know and trust.”

      What had she just said?

      Had she said that?

      The notion was a gong banging, waking me up.

      I blinked. Swallowed. My brain went into overdrive.

      Jake?

      The best man?

      The man we knew?

      Could he? Would he? And more so, could I?

      My mind supplied the image. The man who’d been nameless, faceless, in my threesome fantasies suddenly became flesh and blood.

      He became my fiancé’s best friend.

      My pulse soared, and my skin tingled. What if Jake was the other man in my dirty dreams?

      Would that work? Could that work? What would it do to their friendship if things went haywire?

      I didn’t know any of the answers, but my chest tingled as I pictured a new reel of fantasies.

      Fantasies that felt like they could become real.

      So damn real.

      Kate smirked and twirled her index finger in a circle. “I see the spreadsheet columns in your mind adding up.”

      I shook my head. “I don’t speak spreadsheet.” It came out robotically because I was still processing that . . . sum of the columns. That specific sum of the parts.

      Had the nameless, faceless man been in front of me all along?

      “But I do,” Kate said. “And I can tell the sum of you plus Finn plus Jake is looking pretty damn good.”

      I grabbed her arm, whispering, “They’re best friends. Would that be weird? For them?” I had to get her take. She was so smart and sharp. She’d know this. She’d understand it.

      Kate’s eyes glinted. “I don’t know. I guess that’s what you’d have to find out. But I don’t think it’d be awkward for them if it’s what Finn wants for you. And I bet it’s what he wants for you.”

      I was a desperate woman now, focused on this brand new option. “How can you be so certain?”

      “Because Finn is obsessed with your pleasure.”

      She let that statement hang there in the Vegas air. And I couldn’t unhear it. Couldn’t unthink it. She’d homed in on something so obvious I’d nearly missed it. Finn was indeed obsessed with my pleasure. It was the thing that drove him. Me. He loved taking care of me in bed. Even when he was dirty and dominant, he was always focused on making me feel out of this world.

      That’s what he did every night.

      And maybe that was the missing piece I needed to have the courage to speak my desires. The reminder that my fiancé was a man on a mission.

      His mission was me.

      Perhaps I’d be giving him his dirty dreams too—the path to giving me the most pleasure.

      “You may be right,” I said as a new land of possibilities opened before me.

      “I am definitely right,” she replied with a smile. She spun on her heel, tipping her head toward the club. “Want to go?”

      “Yes,” I said and as we wove our way through the casino, soaking in the glamour, the glitz, and the sin, I let myself imagine more specifics than I’d ever imagined before.

      I pictured two men I knew—two men who’d take me to the moon and back. One I loved madly and one I knew quite well, indeed.

      The idea was more tantalizing than I’d ever imagined.

      What a strange and filthy new place my mind was.

      And everything felt more possible than it did before we got off to the Penn Badgley lookalike.

      It felt possible because I understood that we would both get something out of this. I would get my fantasy and Finn would get the chance to fulfill it.

      Was that crazy? Or was it the good kind of crazy?
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        * * *

      

      The line for Edge was long, but Finn called me over to where he stood by the door. The owner, another one of his cousins, let us in. We thanked Brent then headed for the bar, ordering mojitos.

      Seconds later, Nina joined us. “I haven’t seen you in soooo long,” she teased.

      “I know. Let’s never spend more than eight hours apart.”

      “It’s a promise,” she said.

      “Yes. Now, I need a gin and tonic.”

      “Then, you shall have one.”

      We added to the order, and when the drinks arrived, I took the first swallow of my cocktail then tugged Finn closer. I was ready to be in his orbit, not the ones of my friends anymore. I loved my girls madly, but I’d already fueled up from my conversations with them. The different chats with Nina and Kate had emboldened me. I said to my guy, “I know how you love mojitos. Taste it on me.”

      He obliged, claiming my lips, sucking on my tongue.

      “Don’t let us interrupt anything.” Jake must have just shown up, and his voice thrummed through me, my pulse spiking.

      Had his voice always been this sexy?

      I broke the kiss, feeling a sliver of guilt. I should be arrested for fantasizing about my almost-husband’s best friend. But truthfully, I knew myself, knew my mind. The fantasies weren’t about Jake—they were about me. About Finn and me, and about our love life.

      I’d never entertained dirty dreams of sleeping with other men.

      I didn’t even think of Jake that way after Kate had planted the seed.

      I only pictured the three of us—or really, the two men servicing me.

      All my dreams were of us together. Finn, me, and another man.

      I tried my best to table those thoughts as Adam arrived. He and Nina lived in the same building, on the same floor in fact. They’d always had a friendly teasing vibe between them. And fine, maybe I had a little matchmaker in me, but I could see them together too. Except, she’d probably deny it as vociferously as Kate had.

      “At last, the party can start. I am here,” Adam said, arms held out wide, like arriving royalty.

      “Yes, yes. We wouldn’t deign to start without you,” Nina deadpanned.

      “Good answer,” he said with a wink.

      “The only answer,” she said and for a second, my mind wandered again to after dark affairs. Nina had talked about fantasies and I wondered if hers involved him at all.

      And if his involved her.

      Or maybe fantasies were simply on my mind. Adam snagged a whiskey and the six of us toasted to the coming weekend and caught up on work, while I kept my mind on the moment, not on after-dark options.

      It worked for a while, and soon Jake ordered another round for all of us. We all seemed to flow in and out of each other’s conversations—Adam and Nina were wrapped up in a conversation about the best new podcasts on science and travel, with Kate and Finn weighing in, while I took the lead when the talk turned to sports.

      As I knocked back more of the drink, Finn banded an arm around my waist possessively. He dipped his face to my neck, kissing me. A groan seemed to rumble up his chest as I turned to face him.

      He sealed his mouth to mine, hard and rough in front of our friends, something he’d done countless times before.

      But I couldn’t shake the feeling that he was claiming me. I wasn’t sure if his roughness meant something or nothing.

      When he broke the kiss, I arched a brow. “Are you marking me?”

      He shook his head. “I don’t have to mark you to know you’re mine.” That answered my question; he wasn’t marking me. And it reconfirmed that his faith in us as a forever thing was so damn strong, he didn’t have to claim me.

      He’d already done so for all intents and purposes.

      “I’m always yours,” I said. I grabbed his hand and tugged him to the dance floor, eager to feel that sultry freedom.

      We joined the sea of beautiful people on the dance floor. Time to get lost in the music, to let it move through me.

      Finn danced smoothly. His hips swayed side to side as he brought me close, my ass against his pelvis. He was subtle, moving in a long, indulgent kind of rhythm, and I was even more aroused in seconds.

      That was when I took the next step.

      My eyes wandered, roaming the club, picturing male bodies, moving them like chess pieces around my sexual fantasy board. A knight here, a bishop there.

      None got me closer to what I’d envisioned earlier until my gaze drifted to the bar.

      To our crew of friends.

      Jake’s crooked grin had spread on his face as he chatted with them, oblivious to us. Stubble lined his jaw, and I wondered briefly what that faint trace of a beard would feel like on my breasts, my belly, my thighs.

      Yes, he was the third person.

      It had to be him.

      I shivered, and Finn gripped my waist tighter, yanking my body closer. “You’re watching our friends,” he whispered roughly in my ear.

      I swallowed, and worried briefly that I’d been caught stealing.

      But nothing in his voice suggested anger. Everything in it spoke of desire, underlined by that same confidence he possessed when he’d talked about marking me, about not needing to. Perhaps the reason he wasn’t jealous was that he knew who I went home to.

      Who I’d always go home to.

      And because he had his fantasies, and I had mine. “Yes, I’m watching them,” I said, admitting the barest of truths. A start.

      “And what are you thinking?”

      “How pretty they all are,” I said, grinning as I glanced back at him.

      “Yes, they’re all so very pretty,” he said, joking.

      Kate looked over at us, and her eyes locked with mine. They seemed to say something. Something like I know what you want.

      A few seconds later, Jake pulled his gaze away from the others. His dark eyes locked with . . . mine?

      I startled. Did they really, or did I imagine it?

      My breath caught in my throat, and Finn noticed, because he dusted his lips up my neck to my ear. “You like when people watch us.”

      It was a statement, clear and commanding. He knew the answer.

      “Yes,” I said, and a small knot of worry in me loosened as we danced closer to the secret wish inside me. “Don’t you?”

      He nodded against my neck, his hands circling my waist tighter. “Love it. Love it so damn much, because I know what we have.”

      “What do we have?”

      “Love, trust, faith,” he whispered, and the words were charged with sensuality, as if trust were a black lace garter and faith were our king-size bed.

      Maybe they were one and the same.

      “We do have that. Does that turn you on?” I asked.

      “It does, because I know nothing will change it,” he said, and those words were iron, they were stone.

      He didn’t need to keep me all to himself, because he knew I belonged to him. But would he share me?

      I danced against him, raising my arms into the air, my body moving like water. “What if someone did watch us?” I asked, taking a chance, another small step out of the realm of imagination.

      “I bet you’d like it. Just like you did the other night.”

      His comment was so nonchalant, so casual that it caught me off guard. Were we talking hypothetically or specifically? About Jake or about the guy from the store? Or anyone? I didn’t know, but I had to find out. Adam and Nina had stepped away to say hi to someone. This was my chance to take one more step toward my fantasy.

      “I like when people see how hot we are for each other,” I ventured, my gaze drifting again to Jake and Kate. “Even people we know.”

      Finn grazed his hand down my belly. “I see where you’re looking, baby. And I bet you’d love it if he saw what you did to me.”

      He.

      We were talking about the man we knew. We weren’t talking about the man from the store any longer.

      My skin turned electric, and pleasure popped inside me like a drug, an intoxicating drug that flooded my veins with endorphins.

      I rubbed against his erection. “What do I do to you?”

      “You make me so hard when you tell me your fantasies. I want to make them all come true.” He ran his hands down my thighs and all I could think was Kate was right. Kate was definitely right. Finn wanted me to have all my dirty dreams. “All of them, Lily. Every damn one.”

      We were close, so close. “Every one?” I asked nervously.

      “Every one. Like how aroused you get when people watch us. You love it because you’re so damn sexual and so incredibly mine.”

      “I am yours. You know that, right?”

      “I damn well know it.” He growled. “And you better, too.”

      “I do. I absolutely do.” I ran my hands behind me, across his firm stomach, tracing the outline of his hard abs, then down to his belt and lower. “What if I slipped my hand into your pants here? Would you like that? Would that turn you on knowing someone’s watching?”

      I looked over once more to the group. They were engrossed in each other, but it had to be clear where I was looking.

      It had to be clear where we were going.

      “Yes. Yes, it would. So, tell me, baby. Tell me what we’re doing right now in your fantasies.” His voice was urgent, desperate, like he had to know to survive this night.

      Love, trust, faith.

      This was it. This was the moment to test. To find out the truth. Could we sustain this fantasy? Would his be mine and vice versa? And could we move through it and come out on the other side, even closer?

      “He’s watching us undress.” I emphasized the pronoun, just as Finn had.

      My fiancé’s reaction was instant. He hissed, slamming my ass against his hard length. “And does that make you wet?” The question oozed sexual need.

      We might not be naming Jake, but it had to be apparent who we were bringing into our game.

      “So wet,” I answered, one hundred percent honest.

      “Tell me what he’s watching us do,” Finn said gruffly, urging me on.

      “He’s watching you peel off my dress then fondle my breasts.”

      He drew a sharp breath, groaning. “I bet he’s turned on when he sees your perfect tits, sees how hard your rosy little nipples get.”

      “He loves it,” I gasped, and I was already ridiculously aroused, soaking my panties. “He’s getting hard watching you yank off my panties, spread me out on the bed, and bury your face between my legs.”

      I wasn’t just going there. I was diving into the deep end, getting off on the idea of his best friend watching us.

      And judging from Finn’s erection, like steel against me, and his groans, hot and hard in my ear, he loved every second of it too.

      “Bet you’d like to see him take his dick out, stroke it, even, as I eat you. Bet that’d make you come all over my face.”

      I was burning up. My skin was on fire. The image was so erotic, so deliciously filthy that I’d need fifty cold showers to get it out of my head.

      Not that I wanted it gone.

      “I’d come so hard,” I murmured, my breath stuttering. “And you wouldn’t even wait for me to stop coming. You’d flip me over, put me on my hands and knees, and drive into me.”

      “And you’d take his cock in your perfect mouth.”

      And now he was going there, too. All the way there. Nothing held back. We were doing it. We were bringing another person into our bedroom in every way but that final step.

      Pleasure in me coiled, tightening, and I swore I was going to come on the dance floor. I spun around, grabbed his hand, and marched him to the restroom, shutting it, locking it, and telling him to take out his erection.

      “With pleasure.”

      He unzipped his jeans, and I drew him into my mouth, sucking him deep. I wasted no time with flicks or swirls. I needed all of his length, and I needed it now.

      Mercilessly, he took my mouth, cursing and groaning like he’d never been sucked so good before.

      He couldn’t speak. Could only moan and grunt, it seemed.

      But soon his groans turned into words again. “He’d walk in and see the way you need something between your legs so badly. He’d get behind you, slide his hands around your waist, and finger you as I fucked your mouth. Would you like that?”

      Between my legs, I felt heavy, aching with desire. I nodded my answer. My only answer. I wouldn’t like it—I’d love it.

      “Or maybe he’d play with your ass while you sucked me off.”

      I moaned around him at that image. Lust shot down my spine then shook me to my core when he thrust in my mouth. “Bet you’d love that. Bet you’d come so hard like that.”

      I felt like I could come right now, even with him so deep in my throat. I could come now, and then again, and then I’d want another. I needed this fantasy desperately. Needed it to be real.

      “Or,” he said, his hands curling around my head as he pumped his length between my lips, “I could fuck your pussy while he took your ass.”

      Pleasure tore through me, and I craved relief. Shoving a hand between my legs, I stroked and rubbed as Finn unleashed his release in my mouth, and I went over the edge.

      Never had I needed to come more than in that moment.

      My orgasm swept over me as I swallowed his.

      When he tugged me up and looked me in the eyes, he ran the backs of his fingers against my cheek, such a gentle, tender gesture. “Tell me you want that.”

      His voice was intense. Thick with need.

      Once more I was reminded—he’s obsessed with your pleasure.

      I could hear it in his tone. He wanted this like I did.

      And I finally felt free enough to say it. Free enough to take the chance. Because I understand what we had in a whole new way—we’d make it out on the other side, even closer.

      That’s who we were.

      We were madly in love, and we were madly in trust. But we also knew each other. To the depths of our souls, to the heart of our fantasies.

      From wedding music to football calls to pad thai. From late night talks to early morning runs to all the things we shared.

      We were a unit. We were bound. “I want that,” I said, and the weight lifted. I felt invigorated, alive, all my nerve endings buzzing. My heart was lighter. My mind was free. “I want you to give that to me.”

      He kissed my forehead, relief and desire in his tone. “I will, baby. I will.”
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            Finn

          

        

      

    

    
      Some things in life were hard. Getting over the loss of someone you loved. Making a half-court shot in basketball. And winning a case when the evidence was overwhelmingly against your client.

      And some were easy.

      Surprisingly so.

      Pulling your best friend aside in the casino at the Luxe. Asking him to play a round of slots. Feeding the machine some tokens and asking, “How would you feel about a threesome with Lily and me?”

      It didn’t feel awkward. Honestly, it was like a weight had lifted. I could finally say what she wanted. Finally put the plans into place to give it to her. It was freeing, in a way.

      He shot me a look like I was crazy. “Dude, I am not touching you.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Obviously. There will be no sword crossing, accidental or purposeful.”

      “Amen to that.”

      “But I’m serious, man,” I said, dropping the ribbing. “This is what she wants. I want to give her everything.”

      He didn’t say anything right away. “You do.”

      It was a statement, not a question. But I answered it anyway. “Yeah, I do. That’s my goal.”

      “And she wants this? She wants a threesome?”

      I nodded, feeling no shame in sharing this. “She does, and it isn’t about me. It’s about her. The point is to worship her. To give her a fantasy. The focus would be on her and only her. To make her feel like a queen getting serviced by two kings in the bedroom.”

      He scratched his jaw, took a deep breath, and exhaled. “Let me make sure I’m understanding this correctly. You’re asking me to join you and your fiancée in a devil’s threesome.” He made a hook ’em sign with his hand like he was at an 80s rock concert.

      “Yes,” I said with a laugh. Then I stopped laughing. “I am asking you that. Never thought our friendship would come to this but that’s how it goes. This is what the woman wants. Both of us,” I said, and maybe I should have been processing this more, absorbing the enormity of what I was asking.

      But then, I’d been processing this possibility for some time.

      I’d been ready for it for a long while.

      For her.

      Because she wanted it.

      His eyes locked with mine. “And that means you want me to fuck your fiancée?” he asked, deliberately blunt, I could tell. Putting it in no uncertain terms.

      When he worded it that way, I bristled. I clenched my jaw. Jealousy flamed in me, but then seconds later, it died down. I was possessive of Lily, but what I wanted all to myself was what I knew I had—her heart, her soul.

      They were never in question, so I didn’t need to be jealous.

      And I wanted her to have all her dirty desires come true.

      “She wants us both at the same time,” I said, making it clear how it would go down. “Which means the next question is this: do you want her?”

      He laughed like I’d said the dumbest thing. “You’re marrying a babe. She’s also an amazing person. If she wants this, I’d much rather you ask me than find someone online.”

      I shuddered at that thought. “No effing way.”

      Jake laughed, amused it seemed. “Can you even imagine? The replies you’d get.”

      I cringed. “Yeah, let’s maybe not think about that.”

      “They’d be the worst. You’d get some serious freaks trying to take you up on that.”

      “Instead, I’m asking my friend the freak,” I said, then I squared my shoulders, and swallowed. I waited. I had to be patient. He hadn’t given me a yes yet. Maybe he was still processing what this might mean for our friendship, or for his friendship with Lily. Hell, I’d contemplated all that too. But I had the faith the three of us were rock solid in every way. Would Jake feel the same?

      He took a breath. Stared off in the distance at the card tables, maybe considering his fictional future as a card shark. Or maybe he was weighing the odds. What were the stakes of this proposition? To me, the stakes were clear, and this was a bet worth taking.

      But would he feel that way?

      He returned his gaze to me, his expression serious. “It’s good you didn’t look online. It’s definitely good you’re not hunting on some app. Truth be told, if you’d done this with a stranger, I think I’d be really offended.” One more deep breath, then a crooked grin. “So I suppose now that you’ve offered, you’re stuck with me and my ten-inch rod. But she definitely wants it?”

      I rolled my eyes, scoffing. “Your wiener is not ten inches. More like ten millimeters.”

      “Have you measured it?”

      “No, and I never will, but I’m confident it’s not ten inches.” I took a beat. “And to answer your other question, yes, she does.”

      “It’s coming from her?” he asked, confirming.

      “One hundred percent,” I said, then gestured toward the club where we’d been. “Look, I can ask her to join us right now and work out the details.”

      Jake held out his hands wide. “If it’s ladies’ night, the lady ought to be having a say.”

      I texted her, and a few minutes later she joined us, standing by my side. She looked guilty, but in a cute way, like she’d been caught taking money from my wallet to buy me a gift.

      She was the only gift I ever wanted.

      “Hi,” she said, all breathy and sexy.

      “Hey, Lil,” Jake said, meeting her gaze, his eyes intense. It was his lawyer face. The expression he wore when talking to a client, making sure they were on board with a plan, a way to proceed. “You really want this? This is coming from you?”

      Her shoulders shuddered, but she remained poised. “I do.”

      “And what are your rules?” he asked. “I’m assuming you have them mapped out.”

      “My rules?” She sounded surprised as a nearby slot machine delivered a payoff. Cha-ching went the sound of coins, raining down.

      I roped my arm tighter around her, reassuring her, letting her know we wanted her night to unfold exactly as she wanted it. “This is your fantasy, baby. You set the stage. We’re your actors.”

      She nibbled on the corner of her lips, took a deep breath, then answered with confidence, and it was so alluring. “I want to feel amazing. To explore my fantasies. To say no when I want. To say yes to what I want.” She met my gaze, her blue eyes brimming with honesty. “To keep loving you. Because you’re the love of my life, and I know nothing will come between us.” She looked at Jake. “For you guys to keep being friends. Because your friendship means the world to my man. He needs you. He depends on you. And you’re so important to him, and to me.” She raised her chin. “And for the two of you both to have free rein with my body. To take me to new heights. To explore to your heart’s content. To do whatever you want.”

      I tugged at my shirt collar. I was an inferno.

      Jake glanced down at his crotch. “My ten-incher likes the idea of all that, so I’d say we can do it tonight.”

      My woman laughed, then shook her head. “I want to get ready for it. I need to take my time, prep, and be all kinds of indulgent. How about tomorrow?”

      Could I be any luckier?

      “Consider this my RSVP to the ménage à trois,” Jake said then winked.

      After that, we did something incredibly ordinary.

      But it was fitting.

      Maybe it was what the three of us needed.

      A game of blackjack.

      We played a few hands, laughing and joking the whole time. Being the three of us. Having fun.

      And we won.

      This was a good sign.
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        * * *

      

      That night Lily and I were in bed alone, and I did something we hadn’t done in a long time. I made love to her missionary style. As I was deep inside her, I told her I wanted everything for her, I’d make it amazing, and all I wanted at the end of each day and the end of every night was her. She looped her arms tighter around me. Her legs, too, like she spoke with her body as well as her words. “You have me, Finn. You have me. Always.”

      After, as she lay in my arms, I stroked her hair. “This won’t change us,” I said confidently.

      “I know that.”

      “Do you know why I believe it?”

      She met my gaze. “Tell me.”

      “Because you and I are in this together from the start. Because it’s what we’ve always done. And most of all, because we belong together. We belong to each other. Know that in your heart.”

      “I do know that, Finn. You have my heart, too. You have all of me.”

      Damn, this woman made me horny and happy at the same time. I ran my hand over her breasts, along her belly, and as I touched her, I grinned, an idea coming to me. “I want you to think of tomorrow night as my engagement gift to you.”

      She grinned like a wicked angel. “It’s the perfect gift.” She reached for my face, cupped my cheek, and kissed me. “But you’re the gift.”

      As she was to me.
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            Jake

          

        

      

    

    
      This wasn’t my first time being asked to play second banana, although, I vastly preferred being asked to play the only banana at a party with two peaches.

      Three peaches could be fine, too.

      Hell, why not four?

      Point being, I was a red-blooded man who liked women. I liked them a lot. As in, women were proof that we, as men, were not worthy.

      And we had to damn well treat the ladies as such—as the worthiest.

      But as I went home that night, downed a glass of ice water in my kitchen, and contemplated tomorrow night’s dessert for three, I was a hundred percent good with the situation.

      Not because that kind of a one-plus-one-plus-one was on my bucket list (which would require reams of paper to catalog all the dirty things I’ve pictured.)

      But I was good with Lily’s invitation because I was game for anything. When it came down to it, I wasn’t that different from Finn. I subscribed to one simple philosophy in the bedroom: make her come and make her come often.

      Then do it once more for good measure.

      Generally speaking, if something got a woman off, I’d be doing it for her.

      If two guys pleasuring her worked for Lily, I’d be happy to help float her double-decker boat.

      To be clear, I didn’t want to see Finn in the buff.

      Also, I didn’t harbor any unrequited love for my best friend’s girl.

      I’d said yes because some decisions were really simple.

      Sure, I’d thought about it when he asked.

      I’d considered all the angles, while I’d surveyed the casino floor, thinking of bets and payoffs.

      Thinking of this city. Of the chances people took.

      This was a city rich with secrets.

      Full of stories.

      And it was a place that offered itself as a haven for pushing boundaries.

      So this was a boundary they wanted to cross.

      I got that. I could respect that.

      And more so, I believed that at times like these you needed to say yes.

      Put simply, when your best bud asked you to do him a solid and help fulfill his woman’s fantasy—the same woman who’d turned his life around and made him embrace every goddamn day again—you didn’t want to hear that he knocked on the door of the Magic Mike stripper or the Chippendale dancer and asked that guy instead. You wanted to know he came to someone he could trust with his most important request.

      Someone who respected the sanctity of the love between him and his girl.

      I knew those two.

      I understood their connection.

      And I’d helped my friend get his act together. I’d helped him when he’d needed it most.

      I suspected that’s why he had asked me.

      Because we had a foundation. We had mutual respect.

      As I brushed my teeth and listened in the quiet to my thoughts, it occurred to me that I was actually honored that they’d put so much trust in me.

      But I wasn’t a saint. I wasn’t just doing a buddy a solid. Hell, there’d be no hardship at all in pleasing a woman like Lily.

      She was a stunner.

      There was only one little issue. It had been a few months for me, and chances were I was going to be turned on past one hundred on the dial of ten.

      But if I fired early I’d blow the whole thing. That’d be a helluva way to ruin my buddy’s gift to the love of his life.

      There was only one solution.

      As I slid under my covers that night, I pictured kittens. Cute little kittens tussling and playing. Then duckies. Adorable baby chicks swimming to see their mama.

      Yup.

      If matters got too heated, I’d have a few perfect turn-me-off images.

      For now, I made sure I had a solid night’s sleep then a hard-as-hell workout the next morning.

      And I took matters into my own hands. Three times.

      Then I went to work, zeroing in on my caseload, chatting with clients, talking with producers. Adam and I touched base on the deals I was inking for him with a cable network.

      “And I gave my usual closing line,” I said to him on the phone.

      “And what’s that?”

      “I asked, ‘Is this the best you can do?’”

      “And does that work?” he asked.

      “Considering the network just came back with a fifty grand increase in this streaming rights deal, I’d say it worked.” I grinned, pleased as hell with my work. I was firing on all cylinders.

      “Dude. You are the man,” he said, emphasizing each word.

      “I am,” I said.

      And when I hung up, I felt that way. I was the man. The man who got stuff done. The man who took care of his clients. The man who looked out for his friends.

      And tonight I’d be the man who helped a buddy.

      I was very much looking forward to lending a hand. By the time evening rolled around, it was game on, ducks and kittens on deck.
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            Lily

          

        

      

    

    
      I nearly forgot about my conference.

      Except, I didn’t really forget, but all I could think about the next day was the room at the Bellagio that Finn had reserved for us, and what would transpire in it that night.

      Before I could go there, I had to pop into one of the lobby bars and meet two of the agents on my panel tomorrow, Josh and Haven.

      Tomorrow seemed like it existed in another world. Tomorrow I’d have to be professional Lily, onstage in a ballroom, interviewing two top sports agents on the business of negotiations.

      Tonight, I had to slip into a different role, and I was flustered thinking about the evening ahead. I was a few minutes late to my meeting, too, because I’d needed new lingerie. Obviously.

      One did not simply get pleasured by two men without new lingerie.

      I stopped at Ava’s, a decadent lingerie boutique in the hotel.

      Soft music played from the store speakers, and the plush carpet seemed to invite me in as I strolled inside. The scent of lavender drifted into my nose, and my eyes devoured the exquisite displays of underthings.

      Lace, satin, silk.

      Everything called out to me.

      I needed something delicious.

      Something enticing.

      Tonight was the kind of night that lingerie was made for.

      “Hi there. Can I help you with something?” a blonde sales associate asked.

      Tall with dark glasses, I couldn’t help but wonder what secrets she harbored.

      Perhaps, we all tucked our most private fantasies away, putting on our faces for the outside world.

      I didn’t need to share mine with a stranger, but tonight, I didn’t need to pretend I was only a straight-laced reporter.

      I was a woman with desires.

      With fantasies.

      And I planned to own them.

      “Yes, as a matter of fact you can,” I said, lifting my chin.

      “Great. Tell me what you’re looking for,” she said, stepping closer.

      I glanced around taking in the bold red lace, the silky blacks, and the fuchsia satins.

      I turned back to her. “I need something for a special tryst.”

      Her eyebrows rose and she grinned. “Ooh la la.”

      “It’s with my fiancé,” I added, since I didn’t want to make it seem like I was having an affair.

      “Even better,” she said.

      It was my turn to grin. “We’re very much in love and very much in lust.”

      “I’m not jealous. Not jealous at all,” she joked.

      I smiled. “And I want something that’ll make me feel both wicked and wonderful. Because we have a fantasy we’re acting out,” I said, and holy smokes.

      That felt good.

      That was felt like freedom.

      Like something I hadn’t even known I needed.

      But it turned out I had.

      I needed to be both sides of myself. To let them exist within me. Even if I didn’t reveal all my thoughts—because there was no need to of course—I didn’t need to feel ashamed of my wants.

      I no longer had to war inside myself. To battle in my mind with Lily Whiting, the buttoned-up, sharp, professional reporter. Lily Whiting, the devoted fiancée and soon-to-be wife. And Lily Whiting, the sex kitten.

      I was all those women.

      And I was me.

      And I loved it. I embraced all my sides.

      I owned all of them: my brain, my heart, and my body. So I added, “And I can’t wait.”

      The woman chuckled conspiratorially. “And I can’t wait for you.” She waved me over to a nearby table. “I have something in mind. I think it’ll be perfect.”

      White lace.

      “This may be the perfect attire,” she said and it was like she knew me.

      As soon as I held it up, I knew too.

      This was perfect.

      It was innocent, and I was not.

      I bought it and thanked her. “You were so much help,” I said as she handed me the bag.

      “Thank you, but you seemed like a woman who knew her own mind.”

      I smiled. “Yes, but you’ve done more for me than you realize.”

      She might not ever realize she’d been the right person at the right time. A stranger. But an open-minded one, it seemed. And a stranger who I could embrace my full identity in front of.

      “I hope you have a wonderful time in love and in lust.” She took a beat, lowering her voice. “And you better have a great time tonight.”

      “I will,” I said, then I hurried to the bar where I found Josh Summers and Haven Delilah. As I walked in, I could tell they were obviously hot for each other.

      I headed to them, picking up their conversation as he held up his hands in surrender. “To moving on.”

      Haven offered him a hand to shake. “We will endeavor not to be jerks.”

      I seize the conversational opportunity as I reached them, grinning, enjoying every second of tonight. This was my new mantra. No more doubt. No more self-shaming. I was going to love all sides of my life, including the chance to have fun with business associates. “Jerks? Who’s trying not to be jerks?” I asked cheerily.

      Josh turned around, saying hello. Haven did the same, leaning in for an air kiss on the cheek, as was her custom.

      I waved a hand in front of my face, knowing I needed to apologize for tardiness. “And I promise I won’t be a jerk either. Except I was a big one for being late, and I’m so sorry,” I said, clutching my pink-and-white shopping bag. “I’m just happy you’re still here.”

      “Of course. It was only five minutes, so don’t think twice about it,” Haven said. “We were early, so we enjoyed a drink and some good conversation. Right, Josh?” Haven met his gaze.

      He raised his glass. “A great conversation. Incredibly revealing.”

      “Revealing,” I said, enjoying that word. Then I realized my bag was revealing. And while I was embracing all my sides, I didn’t need these two to see my new bra. “Actually, can you excuse me for just one second? I need to freshen up.”

      I spun around, heading for the restroom, stuffing the bag from the shop inside my purse.

      A minute later, I returned. Josh had stepped aside, so I chatted with Haven.

      “Your ring,” she said, staring at my rock. “It’s stunning and I must admire it.”

      I did the hand flip thing, showing it off, feeling proud of my man.

      Josh returned as Haven cooed at my ring.

      “Be careful, Josh. This ring might blind you,” Haven said.

      He pretended to shield his eyes. “It’s stunning.”

      “I am one lucky girl,” I said, with a happy sigh. “Especially since my fiancé says he has a special engagement gift for me too,” I offered, trying that on for size too. I didn’t plan to tell them what is was, but I liked saying it. I liked acknowledging a little bit of my other life.

      “And what’s that?” Haven asked.

      A blush crept over my cheek. “Apparently it’s a secret,” I said, but it was a secret I’d be unwrapping shortly.

      “Ooh la la,” Haven said, sliding into her French accent. “In France, that can only refer to one thing.”

      My eyes widened with curiosity. “What’s that?”

      Haven leaned in close to me and whispered, “It means all your dreams are coming true.”

      I smiled, my best professional grin. “A girl can hope.” I reached for my notebook, flipped it open and went into business mode. It felt seamless, the transition, and that made me feel whole. “So, this is what I wanted to chat about tomorrow . . .”
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      When we finished, I thanked them, said I’d see them tomorrow, and headed straight for the elevators.

      I was ready. I’d handled my work, and now it was time to engage in the personal.

      That was all that lay in front of me tonight.

      Finn, Jake, and I had only outlined how our night would start and agreed that the rest would have to happen naturally. I knew what I wanted.

      I’d had the montage in my head for some time.

      Alone in the suite, I ordered champagne, set some condoms and lube on the nightstand, then stripped out of my clothes and stepped into the shower. I savored the warm waterfall as it heated up my body.

      I also luxuriated in my own body, my own sensuality, and the hopes that the bounds of my desire would stretch tonight. My hands slid down my curves, over my breasts, caressing my belly.

      I leaned my head back under the water, imagining all the ways the night could play out.

      I’d watched enough videos. Seen enough clips. Pleasured myself to plenty of Tumblr gifs and videos.

      I was a pleasure seeker, a cat, a woman who arched her back and purred voraciously.

      I wanted to be petted, to be stroked, to be taken over the cliff again and again.

      Did that make me selfish?

      Yes.

      I felt selfish, but I owned it because I also felt . . . exhilarated.

      After I showered, I took my time rubbing lotion into my legs, picturing my men touching me.

      Running a brush through my hair, I saw their hands tugging on the strands.

      Sliding a pair of white lace panties up my legs, I imagined Finn and Jake removing them. Then a demi-cup bra, stockings, and black heels.

      I dried my hair and brushed it till it felt like soft silk. I dusted on some makeup, a little blush, some mascara, and gloss that would be gone in seconds.

      Grabbing a short, silky robe, I tugged it on and tied the sash.

      Did I look like a madam? A high-end escort? Or just a woman who was sexually adventurous and confident?

      I decided on the latter. I was most definitely the latter.

      And tonight, I was going to have my men.

      Room service brought the champagne bottle and three flutes. I thanked the man and gave a hefty tip.

      At nine p.m., I shivered when I heard another knock on the door.

      I opened the door and found Finn, looking sexy as hell in slacks, a dress shirt, and a purple tie. His grin was crooked and knowing, his eyes blazing with desire. Next to my fiancé was Jake, dressed similarly in pressed pants and a button-down. His tie was forest green. My mouth watered as my gaze drank in his tall frame, his square jaw, his dark eyes.

      My two sexy suits.

      In one fell swoop, all the nerves in the world descended on my belly, spread across my shoulders.

      What the hell was I about to do?

      Was this my life?

      Was I truly this woman in a hotel? The one who carried on clandestine trysts behind closed doors with multiple partners?

      But I banished the worries when Jake lifted a brow and said, “Room service. We have your special order.”

      Humor defused the tension.

      I laughed, reached for Finn’s tie and tugged him in, then did the same to Jake. “Remind me again what exactly it was I requested?” I asked, playing along.

      Finn pretended to look at a receipt. “It says here you ordered two hot men to please you all night long.”

      And like that, any remaining nerves didn’t so much as tiptoe out the door—they fled down the hall. I was left with only the delicious ache of my desire.

      Finn kicked the door shut, and a burst of pleasure spread over my skin. It was a commanding move. It said we were starting.

      But deep down, I knew I was the one who was calling the shots.

      I’d always called the shots, even when he’d cuffed me, bound me, spanked me.

      Even when he’d told me to beg for it, I was always in charge, because everything he’d done to me, he’d done to please me.

      And tonight was the most intoxicating proof of his wish that I always be more than satisfied.

      He ran a hand down my bare arm. “Lily, tell us what you want first.”

      “I want us all to have a drink,” I said, then poured three glasses.

      We lifted our glasses.

      “What are we toasting to?” Jake asked.

      “To fantastic friendship,” I said to the dark-eyed man, then I swallowed some of the bubbly beverage and set down the flute. Then, to my fiancé, I added: “And to filthy love.”

      “I’ll drink to both,” Finn said.

      “Same here,” Jake added.

      They drank then put their glasses away.

      Finn untied the sash on my robe. The silk fell open, revealing my lingerie to both men.

      Jake groaned, moving to stand next to me, too.

      I trembled as Finn kissed a decadent path along one side of my neck, heating me up, turning me on even further, knowing that kisses like this were the way to my panties.

      While he tended to my neck, I reached for Jake’s hands, setting them on my waist.

      That was enough. That was the only direction he needed. As Finn stood on one side kissing me, Jake’s hands traveled across my belly, over my hips, down the outsides of my thighs.

      I tingled.

      Dear God, if this was what it’d feel like all night, I was surrendering to pleasure right this second. Throwing in the white flag. Because . . . holy hell.

      Two sets of strong hands.

      Two tall bodies.

      My knees wobbled.

      Finn grinned. “Already turned on, my naughty girl?”

      “So turned on,” I said.

      “Show us how you dressed for us, then,” Finn instructed.

      “Stop hiding that beautiful body behind that robe,” Jake added, and I shivered.

      Finn must have told him privately how to talk to me. How to talk dirty all night long.

      I shrugged off the silky black robe, letting it fall to the floor so they could see my ensemble.

      Finn shook his head approvingly. “Look at you in your angelic outfit like a good girl,” he said.

      Jake’s hand curled over my ass, and he squeezed. “A good girl we’re going to defile.”

      My pulse spiked, beating everywhere from their filthy words as they flanked me. I reached out a hand, touching Jake’s stomach over his shirt, then did the same to Finn with my other hand, savoring the feel of two hard sets of abs under my fingers.

      I was ready to fall onto the bed, to offer up my body right then. But they’d have none of that. Instead, Finn pressed his hard body against my right side, Jake against my left.

      Jake’s erection was proud and insistent, a hard ridge against my hip. My fiancé’s was, too—thick and demanding.

      I couldn’t wait to see them both strip for me. To see two hard cocks announcing their intention to have me.

      Couldn’t wait for mouths and tongues and fingers.

      My eager hands coasted down their bodies, skating over their erections. I squeezed them both through their pants at the same time. They groaned, and pleasure zipped through me, speeding through my body, sizzling over my skin.

      Each man caressed me. Finn’s mouth traveled along my throat, kissing the tops of my breasts.

      Jake brushed his lips over my shoulder, down my arm.

      Finn’s hands roamed across my right hip, Jake’s across the left.

      I was worshipped; I was adored. I was melting under their twin attention, their absolute focus on my body, on all of me.

      It was heady and intoxicating, the best drink I’d ever had.

      Finn bent down, kneeling as he kissed my waist, my thighs, then flicked his tongue against the top of my panties.

      “Finn,” I moaned, “you need to take my clothes off.”

      He grinned against my skin as Jake roamed his lips across my shoulder blade, moving behind me, pushing my hair out of the way to kiss my back. I was boneless, melting already, and I wasn’t even undressed.

      Finn rose and dragged a hand down my waist, over my mound, then looked at Jake. “I was right, wasn’t I?”

      I felt Jake nod against my back, then flick his tongue along my spine. I arched into his touch as I looked at Finn. “Right about what?”

      “As we were walking down the hall, I told him your skin tasted fantastic. Like sugar on your tongue.”

      I gasped, my heart speeding up with need, with desire. “What else did you tell him about me?”

      The idea that my man had had private conversations about my bedroom preferences thrilled me in a way I’d never expected. I had to know everything. Needed to know what they’d said.
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      Women were so goddamn lucky. They could come early and often. They could come before you even slept with them, and that was not just a good thing—it was a great thing.

      But for a man, you needed to make damn sure you didn’t fire early.

      Jake and I had joked about that on the way to the suite. He’d beaten me, though, with his three-times-a-charm hand-jobs today.

      As for me, I’d taken two solo flights in the shower.

      Because I knew Lily.

      Knew my woman like I knew my own mind. She’d be buzzed in seconds on touch alone. And she was—practically vibrating beneath our hands already. She was primed, and I had a feeling she’d lose track of Os tonight.

      Could there be a better outcome than that?

      That was why it was a damn good thing I’d gotten a couple of mine out of my system already.

      I hooked a finger under her chin, met her eyes, and returned to her question. “You want to know what I told him about you?”

      “Yes.”

      I leaned in and took a kiss, claiming her lips, sucking on her tongue. Sending a message.

      As I broke the kiss, I said, “I told him your kisses belong to me, and me only. Got that?”

      She nodded, breathing out hard.

      “Say it out loud. Say it so we both know,” I said, my gaze locked with hers.

      “My kisses are only for you,” she said, then parted her lips, asking for another.

      I growled, bending close, taking another, then one more. She was so damn irresistible.

      When we separated, I ran my finger along her jawline. “I told him your breasts feel spectacular, and you love to have your nipples played with.”

      She shuddered. “I do.”

      “Show him. Show him how much you love that,” I instructed.

      She glanced at Jake behind her, kissing her back. “Take my bra off, Jake.”

      My best friend obliged, unhooking the white lace and letting it fall. Clenching my fists, I fought off my own desire to cup those beauties. She wanted both of us, and it was his turn.

      We shifted, and I moved behind her, caressing her back, blazing a path of kisses down her skin as he came around and played with her breasts.

      Lily groaned, stretching and arching, making the sexiest, neediest sounds.

      “Oh,” she whispered, and every territorial instinct in me snapped to attention. Was she about to say his name in pleasure? I’d hate hearing her say another man’s name unbidden.

      But his name didn’t follow. Instead, a command did.

      “Lick them. Suck them, Jake.”

      I smiled like the dirty bastard I was. Hearing his name from her like that didn’t bother me. Surprisingly, it turned me on more, because it was her.

      This was how she was. Who she was. A woman who took control of her body and her desires. A woman who reveled in them.

      “Yes, so good,” she moaned.

      There was no room for jealousy or possession tonight—only pleasure.

      He bent his head to her breasts, sucking on her rosy nipples, as I moved down her body, tugging at the top of her lace panties.

      She wriggled against my hands, and I leaned closer, licking a path across the edge of the lace then tugging it down, exposing the top of her cheeks.

      “I love that, Finn. Love it so much.”

      My name on her lips made my skin sizzle.

      Her breathing turned faster, her pants intensifying. As I glanced up, I saw my best friend’s face buried in the valley of her gorgeous globes.

      The moment was beyond surreal.

      I ought to be a towering inferno of jealousy.

      I wasn’t at all.

      I was hard as stone, my bones humming with lust as Lily’s noises told me what she needed, as her sounds floated into my ears.

      Just as I was about to tell her what I wanted to do to her, she took the reins once more.

      “I need to see both of you,” she said. “I need you naked.”

      What the woman wanted, the woman would get.
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      This was how I imagined it.

      I was lying on top of the covers on the king-size bed, wearing only my soaked panties, my stockings, and my heels.

      And my men were shedding their clothes for me. Ties came unknotted. Shirts were unbuttoned.

      Pants unzipped.

      My right hand raced down my waist, on a fast track for the ache between my legs. Lazily, I stroked the wet panel of my panties as they kicked off their pants.

      I breathed the longest sigh of satisfaction in my life as they stood in boxer briefs at the foot of the bed.

      “Show me what I’ve done to you,” I instructed, and it was exhilarating. It was intoxicating to issue those commands in this moment.

      Finn stripped first, his hard shaft jutting out, familiar and gorgeous. He gripped the base, stroking it once, showing me a drop of liquid at the head.

      My hips arched, and my mouth watered.

      My eyes drifted to Jake, who took off his briefs, his impressive length greeting me with a full salute.

      Thick, long, and pink. I’d guess about eight inches. Just like Finn’s. Just the way I liked it.

      I licked my lips.

      Jake grinned and gave his length a long, teasing stroke. “You like what you see? Your eyes say you do.”

      Shuddering, I nodded, my fingers picking up the pace.

      Jake’s gaze snapped to my legs. “Your fingers are talking, too.”

      I let out a long moan. “Touch yourselves,” I told them. Because holy hell—this moment was at the top of my fantasies. Two carved bodies, two beautiful men, two proud erections.

      Two libidos trained on me.

      Finn stroked himself again, and Jake did the same, and I nearly exploded. It was so intensely sexy that I could barely take the swirl of desire in my body.

      They were both so manly, so dirty, and they were going to be inside me tonight.

      I dragged my finger along my panties, desperate for release. I looked at Finn. “Please go down on me. I need to come. Need to come so badly.”

      “Enough said,” my man replied, and in one swift move, he was on the bed, peeling off my panties and burying his face between my legs. Instantly, I arched off the mattress, my back bowing, my body gripped by pleasure.

      Closing my eyes, I gave in to the wicked sensation of his mouth consuming me. Finn had gone down on me countless times, hundreds of times. Who knew how many? But this felt different. This felt like a devouring. He was consuming me. Eating me, drinking me, lapping me up.

      I writhed, gripping his head, then when I opened my eyes, they slid to Jake, who’d moved to the side of the bed. He stood next to me, staring with hooded eyes, his gaze intense as he stroked himself faster and faster.

      “That’s not fair,” I pouted.

      Finn looked up but didn’t stop lavishing attention on my aching center.

      Jake lifted a brow. “What’s not fair?”

      “You touching yourself when it could be me.”

      Out of the corner of my vision, I noticed Finn’s eyes twinkle with naughty satisfaction. I lifted my hand, beckoning Jake closer, then I wrapped my palm around his shaft.

      He was hot to the touch, the skin so smooth over the hard steel of him. He shuddered as I touched him, then pumped into me as I stroked faster, tightening my hand into a fist.

      Finn sped up, too, and I wasn’t going to last long. I was close, so close. My muscles tightened, my belly coiling, a signal that I was about to enter the promised land.

      Finn spread his palms across my thighs, opening me wider as he devoured me with a fierce and wild sort of determination. As for Jake, he moaned and rocked into my fist. A bead of liquid formed at the head, and I swiped my thumb over it, then brought my thumb to my lips, licking it off.

      Jake groaned. “That’s so hot.”

      “You taste good,” I told him, and I opened my mouth. “Let me taste more of you.”

      Jake moved one knee to the bed, gripping the headboard with his other hand, and offered me his shaft. I rose up on my elbows, ready to take him in as Finn lashed me with his tongue and consumed me with his mouth.

      But I was gripped by a wave of pleasure so powerful, so exquisite, that I couldn’t think.

      Could only cry out in bliss.

      My body was awash in ecstasy as my climax stole over me, surprising me as it crashed the party early.

      But I let it, dear God, I let it as Jake took over for me, gripping himself near my face as I gave in, sinking back onto the covers, thrashing and screaming as I came harder than I expected.

      I moaned, sighing deeply as Finn rose up, wiped a hand across his mouth, then met my gaze. His eyes were wild, heated. He looked like he had a wicked secret.

      He turned to Jake, whose hand had slowed to a lazy rhythm. “Have I told you how good she tastes?”

      Jake’s grin was wry, his voice deadpan. “No, man. You haven’t mentioned that.”

      “Why don’t you find out for yourself?”
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      He didn’t lie.

      He didn’t exaggerate.

      She tasted like honey and salt.

      Like hot, dirty dreams and sugar.

      She tasted like a woman who knew her desires.

      She was soaked from the juices of her own climax that had ripped through her less than a minute ago.

      And I had to picture kittens and ducks and baby chicks, because holy shit, I wanted to jack myself as I licked her.

      Especially when I looked up and saw her taking Finn deep. My eyes nearly popped.

      Like a ravenous woman, she sucked him deep. He kneeled beside her, his palms splayed on the headboard, thrusting into her mouth while I ate her.

      My absolute favorite thing to eat. My favorite appetizer, my favorite meal, and my favorite dessert in the whole damn world.

      And a perfect chance to work on getting her ready for the main event.

      As she wrapped her legs around my neck, her heels digging into my back, I rubbed my fingers against her wet folds.

      She arched, rocking her hips, letting me know with her body that she liked the direction.

      “Yeah, you’re such a good bad girl,” Finn said as he worked her mouth.

      She was so sensual. And so slippery. I slid my finger all the way in and was rewarded with another lift of her hips. I added another finger, and she bucked against me.

      “You’re so good at taking me deep. You make me want to fill your mouth with my come,” he said.

      And I felt her pulse against my lips, felt her thighs tighten against my face. She liked those naughty words. Correction: she loved them, judging from the way her beautiful diamond of a clit hardened further as he talked dirty to her.

      “But I’m not going to let you taste me, baby. You know why?”

      She shook her head as I removed my fingers. They were wet enough for my mission.

      “Because you have to come again first. Because I bet Jake wants to know how you taste when you come all over his face,” he said.

      Finn and I hadn’t scripted this. We didn’t plan this out. But I knew what I was doing right now, and Finn did, too. We were playing her body like a cello. We were making her hit the high notes. We were maestros conducting the orchestra of her desire, and it was better than I’d imagined.

      I’d never sought out to do this. I hadn’t asked for this. But the invitation had been too tempting to pass up, and was I ever glad I RSVP’d.

      Because not only was I turned on beyond words, I was learning things about myself too.

      Learning how very much I like this role. I liked playing a part in fantasies. I wanted to discover new ones every day. I was an omnivore in the bedroom, and tonight reminded me of how much there was to consume.

      And to send to new heights.

      Especially with a woman like this. Who wanted us both at the same time. There was one surefire way to make her sing.

      I pressed the tip of my finger against her ass. She tensed briefly, but then her knees fell open. Her legs spread wide, inviting me to enter her ass as I licked her. I pushed my finger all the way in.

      Finn must have pulled out of her mouth at that moment, almost as if we had coordinated it, because Lily shrieked, like the room was on fire. “Coming, oh God, I’m coming.”

      She came all over my lips, my mouth, my tongue. She came like a champion, and I wanted to give her a gold medal. And myself, too, because I didn’t even have to think about ducks or kittens. I was so focused on her pleasure that I didn’t think about staving off my own. And I let myself savor every second of her O.

      Her second one seemed stronger than the first.

      I resisted thumping my chest. There was no place for that here.

      There was only room for more.
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      Theoretically, I should have been sated.

      Two insane, toe-curling, sheet-gripping Os ought to have been enough to make me grin, stretch, and linger in the afterglow.

      And I was glowing.

      I was absolutely shining from the sheer intensity of the climaxes these men had wrung from my body, one right after the other.

      But I wasn’t sated.

      I was ravenous. A hot, wet mess, and greedy for more.

      Tonight was a door opened to a new land. A place with more pleasure, more desire than I’d ever felt before. A place where I was discovering myself. I was unearthing the truth of who I was and who I could be. I could be the professional, the vixen, and the friend.

      I was all these people in one body, one mind.

      And I loved this acceptance.

      That was its own euphoria.

      The awareness.

      The knowledge.

      The insight.

      I was finding out all sorts of information about Lily Whiting, and I was so very good with all my boundaries being pushed.

      Finn leaned down and kissed my mouth, but he wasn’t claiming my lips this time. This kiss was tender, and it came with a question. “You ready for the next part, baby?”

      A whoosh of tingles rushed down my body. “Yes. So ready.”

      “We need to make sure. Need to get this perfect body one hundred percent primed,” he said softly as he ran his palm over my belly. Jake joined in with gentle ministrations, skimming his palms over my thighs, touching me tenderly.

      “Let’s take these shoes off,” Jake murmured, then removed each heel, setting them on the carpeted floor.

      “Leave the stockings on,” I said, because there was nothing sexier than stockings only.

      He smirked. “Of course.”

      Both men settled onto the bed, Finn facing me, Jake moving behind me. Finn reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, handing it to his best friend.

      “Her ass is so spectacular, you’re going to need to numb your dick so you don’t embarrass yourself,” Finn said.

      I felt Jake laugh against my back and mutter, “You’re such an asshole.”

      And I smiled, loving that the two of them could shift so easily from sex gods serving me to buddies who ribbed each other.

      It was another sign that this wouldn’t change us. Any of us. We could be the same.

      I danced my fingertips down Finn’s chest. “How are you doing?”

      Finn gazed at me, his eyes intense. “I’m fantastic. How are you doing, baby?”

      “Amazing,” I whispered.

      “Better than your  dreams?” His fingers grazed my belly, as the sound of the top of the lube bottle flicking open landed on my ears.

      I nodded. “Better than all my fantasies. Better than anything.”

      He kissed my nose, murmuring, “Good. Let’s make it the best night ever, then.”

      Jake tapped on my hip. “Move your knee up, Lil.”

      I shifted my leg, hooking it over Finn’s hip as my fiancé’s hand traveled between my legs. Groaning, Finn stroked his fingers along my wet center, while Jake curled a hand over my rear.

      I shivered from the twin sensations. Then I moaned as Finn’s fingers glided into me. “She loves being fingered,” he told Jake, and my shiver turned to a full-body shudder as Finn went there again. Talking over me. Talking about me.

      Turned out, I craved that. I relished being not just the object of their physical attention, but the center of their conversation.

      “I know that now,” Jake said wryly. Then in a gruff, knowing tone, he added, “She squirmed like a goddamn champion when my fingers were in her before.”

      Finn seemed to bite back a groan, and I tensed briefly. Had Jake crossed the line by talking about me like he knew my wants, my needs, my desires?

      The answer came in a hot, possessive kiss, as Finn hooked his fingers inside me. But Finn didn’t kiss me angrily. He kissed me fiercely, making the line clear.

      I was his; he was mine.

      “Get her ready,” he growled, barely breaking the kiss to issue a command to his best friend.

      For tonight, I was theirs.

      Jake pressed a finger against me, then once more, he pushed inside. I gasped and then groaned at the intrusion, at the fullness.

      This was only the beginning. I’d have to take so much more than fingers. But my God, it felt electric, both of them inside me, both of them making me wetter.

      Closing my eyes, I surrendered to the sensations, to the heavy ache inside, the ache they were both filling.

      The press of their bodies against me was exquisite. Finn and his hard muscles pressed against my breasts, my belly, my legs. Jake and his equally firm, strong body sealed to my back, my ass, my thighs.

      I was sandwiched between them, attention lavished on me by these men.

      And it was my turn again to call the shots. I opened my eyes, swallowed, and said something I’d only imagined in my filthiest fantasies. “Will you both please take me now?”

      Finn’s grin was the stuff of wicked legends.

      Slowly, they removed their fingers, and Jake stole away for a moment. The faucet ran in the bathroom as I climbed on Finn, straddling him.

      We hadn’t mapped this out either—this position. But I knew it would be the best one. I’d watched enough, seen plenty.

      I settled over him, gripping his gorgeous shaft in my hand and gazing into his eyes. “Hey,” I whispered.

      “Hey, you.”

      With eyes for him only, I added, “I love you so damn much.”

      He reached up, cupping my cheek, then slid a hand to curl around my head. He pulled me close for a searing kiss, then whispered, “I know, baby. I know.” When he let go, his eyes glanced down with a purposeful glint in them. “Now get on me.”

      Enough said. I rubbed the head of his shaft against me, as Jake returned from the bathroom. Groaning, Finn wrapped his hands around my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh.

      “Need to feel you all the way on me. Need to feel your sweetness on me now, baby.”

      He sounded so hungry, so carnal. And at that moment, a new awareness hit me. Yes, tonight was about me, but it was also about them. They were feeling as amazing as I was. Just as they were making sure I was good, I had to take care of the men.

      I’d known this, but I hadn’t experienced it fully till now, and I wanted to make every moment good for them, too. They deserved it. Yes, Finn was giving me my fantasy, but I was giving him one too. And Jake, well, Jake deserved to feel spectacular. We were all in this together, and I craved pleasure for all of us.

      I sank down on my man, and I cried out in bliss. “God, that feels so good. Your dick is perfection,” I said, setting my palms on his chest.

      “So are you,” he murmured, thrusting up. He wasn’t rough, but even so, he filled me, and I felt him all the way.

      I felt Jake too, climbing on the bed, reaching for the condom.

      His fingers traveled across my flesh and sparks raced over my skin, knowing what was coming. Gently, he pushed down on my lower back. “Lower your chest to your man.”

      My breath came faster as I did as I was told, keeping a slow and sensual pace riding Finn. My fiancé wrapped his arms around me, his hands roping through my hair, as Jake swept his fingers over the curves of my rear, teasing, playing, making sure I could handle it.

      Could I?

      We wouldn’t know till he tried, but in the meantime, I was already halfway to heaven just from Finn’s shaft. I swiveled my hips, moving slow and steady, feeling the glorious length of him inside me.

      Then I felt something new.

      Something that sent a fresh wave of sparks down my spine. Jake’s tongue. Jake’s lips. His mouth cruised over my rear, kissing the top of my ass, then he licked a path down to that spot where my cheek met my thigh. He murmured against my skin, “So sexy.”

      And I entered another world of pleasure. His words, his tongue. The wild sensations swirling inside me.

      He brushed kisses across my rear, not quite touching me in the darkest spot, but coming close, so daringly close. His tongue flicking and teasing almost, almost. The tingles turned into sparks. No, they were fireworks. Everything inside me felt like the night sky lit up on a holiday.

      I heard the opening of the condom wrapper, then more lube squirting.

      All those sensations morphed into heat, to hot, tight pressure as I felt the first breach of his crown against me. He was slick, coated in lube, and I groaned at the intrusion.

      Finn’s hand wrapped tighter around my head, his lips near my ear. “We got you, baby. Just relax.”

      I sank down deeper onto Finn, my ass lifting as Jake’s hands wrapped around my hips. He pushed, sinking farther into me. For a second, I held my breath from the intensity—the temporary pain that shot into pleasure in seconds. This wasn’t my first time at the rear-end rodeo, but there was always that moment when you weren’t sure. Those seconds when you hovered between pain and pleasure until your body took.

      Adjusted.

      And somehow, miraculously, made room.

      This was a whole new language of sensuality.

      An entirely new way of having sex.

      I was bathed in sensations as I let myself relax into the sheer fullness. The incredible, heavy feeling of being taken completely. Of the entire core of my body consumed by two beautiful men.

      Like this, I could barely move. My skin started to sizzle; my body began to shudder.

      Then I realized they’d taken over.

      They were both moving in me, Finn rocking up into me, Jake thrusting deep.

      Could they feel each other? Or were they like me? Unable to tell up from down, right from left? Right now, I was adrift in otherworldly sensations. In the sheer relentless intensity of my wildest dreams come true. Electricity crackled in my veins as waves of pleasure crashed over me, each one making me sink under, deeper into the abyss of ecstasy.

      “Talk to me, baby,” Finn rasped out, his voice low and rough. “You okay?”

      “So good. I’m so good,” I panted as Jake hit the end of me, and I cried out, seeing the first glow of stars.

      Because holy pleasure. Holy threesome. Holy trio of absolute decadent bliss.

      This. Was. It.

      This was the pinnacle, and my reality teetered. It wobbled with each stroke from below me. With each thrust from above.

      With every move from the men sandwiching me, I spiraled further into an erotic state, with lust and want consuming every molecule of my body.

      “So intense. Feels so good,” I murmured, my head falling into the crook of Finn’s neck.

      “It’s the hottest thing ever,” Finn growled.

      And Jake groaned. A deep, rumbling sound, like he’d been gritting his teeth, holding back words until then, and suddenly, he let them loose. “Lily. Your ass. It’s so hot. So tight.”

      I trembled. Darts of pleasure shot through my body from his dirty praise.

      His words must have set off Finn because the man beneath me was swearing and pumping harder into me. “Yeah, you’re so wet on me. You love this, don’t you?”

      What I loved was every single thing, and especially now that they were talking to me, not about me. I loved that in the heat of the moment, as I hovered on the edge, their dirty words were for me, to me.

      “Yes, God, yes. I love it all. I’m close, so close.”

      “I’m close, too,” Finn said, his pace turning relentless and igniting a tightening in my belly. “You’re mine, and I need to feel you coming all over me.”

      The first sign of my release appeared on the horizon. That telltale tension in my core. That aching torture of impending pleasure.

      I started to move again, to rise up as best I could, then down, and that tripped the wires in me. I unraveled as I felt Jake go deeper into me, touching parts that had never been touched like this before, all while Finn filled me to the hilt.

      This was the edge of desire. The knife’s edge of bliss, and I hovered on it, Jake’s groans flooding the room, his grunts and half-choked out words. “So tight, so hot.”

      And Finn’s too. “Come for me, baby. Come for us.”

      Us.

      He might have meant him and me; he might have meant him and Jake.

      It didn’t matter.

      I keened, my lips parting, my pleasure hitting the sky.

      Maybe the sounds were words, maybe they were curses. All the noises I made were shouts to God, as I detonated, shattering into a thousand beautiful pieces while they took me to the ends of my desire. And I fell apart above one man, beneath another, as I finally found the dirty dreams I’d been seeking.

      It was, indeed, like a heavenly choir of dirty angels conducting a filthy orchestra in my body. And oh hell, could they conduct me like virtuosos.

      I was bathed in bliss, coated in ecstasy. Delicious, wild, carnal pleasure flooded every cell of my body, drugging me into total euphoria, and it was then, the orgasm shaking me to my very core, that Jake followed me, firing first, biting off a string of curse words as he came.

      Finn was next. “Baby. Gonna come so hard,” he said, and he didn’t need me to, but I urged him on.

      “Yes, give it to me. Give it all to me.”

      As he let go, all I could think was this was everything I’d imagined it would be.

      And so much more.
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      I ran a hand down her thigh, gently stroking her skin. Jake petted her hair.

      Lily sighed deeply, contentedly.

      The look on her face was complete bliss.

      Absolute satisfaction.

      And something else, too. Something deeply familiar. Something that warmed me to the core of my soul.

      Love.

      She murmured my name, then lifted her chin, her way of asking for a kiss. I was all too happy to oblige. I dusted my lips to hers, and when we broke apart, she said, “Thank you.”

      It was a sleepy, sexy sound.

      And it wasn’t only for me. She craned her neck, looked at my best friend, set a hand on his chest, and said reverently, “And thank you.”

      “No, Lily. Thank you.”

      I laughed. “Sounds like we beat the house tonight. Everyone here won big.” I ran my finger down her nose. “And I’m glad you liked your gift.”

      She wriggled like a happy, sated woman. “Best. Gift. Ever.”

      I let her relish in the afterglow for a little longer, gently stroking her soft skin.

      Then Jake cleared his throat. “Can I get in on this gift action, too? I do hate shopping, so if this could count as my engagement gift, I’d be stoked.”

      “Cheapskate,” I teased.

      My buddy wiggled an eyebrow. “Unless Lily wants to go for round two on your wedding night. In which case, that’d cover my wedding gift too.”

      Smiling lazily, Lily shook her head. “I’m all good, guys. Also, Jake, you do know we don’t even want guests to get us wedding gifts? All you have to do is be there.”

      “Yeah, I know. In lieu of gifts, please consider making a donation to your favorite charity. Your presence is our gift,” Jake said, reciting the note we’d included on our invitations. “I guess you could say I donated to couples in need of threesomes.”

      Lily cracked up. “Is that your personal cause, Jake?”

      “Evidently, it is.”

      I smiled, warmed up inside from the knowledge that tonight hadn’t changed a damn thing about my friendship with Jake, or Lily’s with him either.

      We were all going to be good.

      And I had a feeling this evening was going to make Lily and me even closer. Actually, it already had. Because my woman, the love of my life, had let me into her mind, into her fantasies.

      I had to let her know how much that meant to me.

      And I did when we were alone, since Jake excused himself for a quick shower.

      As the water beat down from the bathroom, I pulled her close in the bed. “You don’t have to thank me. I should be thanking you.”

      “Why?” she asked curiously.

      I banded an arm around her waist. “Because all I want is for you to be happy. I want to give you everything, and I’ve always wanted that. You let me in—let me into your secret fantasies. And I could tell you were scared to tell me.”

      She cupped my cheek. “I was so scared to tell you.”

      “Why?”

      “I don’t want to lose you. You’re my everything.”

      “Baby, you won’t lose me. You have more and more of me every day.”

      “I know that now . . .”

      I pressed my hand to her heart. “Know that always. I don’t want you to be afraid to tell me your dreams. Whatever kind they are. Work, family, sex, anything. We’ll either make them happen together or work through what they mean. Okay?”

      She breathed a sigh of relief. “Thank you. But did you know all along that I wanted this? Were you trying to get me to admit it?”

      I grinned, a naughty little smirk. “Baby, you need to get better at hiding your browser history.”

      Her mouth fell into an O. “Oops.”

      I squeezed her hip. “Or maybe you left it visible on purpose.”

      She shrugged. “Maybe subconsciously. But, Finn, did this change anything for you?”

      I gestured to the room, to us. “What do you think? Are we still the same?”

      She leaned in and kissed my forehead. “No. We’re not the same. We’re better.”

      When Jake left the bathroom, I brought Lily into the shower and cleaned her up, then asked her the one last question on my mind. “Have I unleashed a monster? Are you going to want this again?”

      She grinned wickedly, and I groaned in mock frustration.

      “Kidding!” she said. Then she added, “Not kidding?”

      “So, you’re a threesome junkie?”

      She placed a hand on my chest. “Actually, I’m all good. I’m totally satisfied. But I can’t promise there won’t be other kinky things I’ll want to try. Is that okay?”

      I pressed a kiss to her lips. “I can promise it’s more than okay.”

      After we dried off, she shot me a naughty look in the mirror. “Is it okay if Jake stays for a little longer? I have something for the two of you.”

      “Sure,” I said, intrigued.

      Then she told me what it was, and it seemed like the perfect send-off.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      In the middle of the night, I woke to find her between my legs, sucking me off, as she’d told me in the shower she wanted to do.

      When she was through, she moved to Jake and took care of him, also part of the plan.

      After, she wiped a satisfied palm across her lips, then said, “And that’s my gift to the two of you.”

    

  



    
      
        
          
            14

          

          

      

    

    







            Jake

          

        

      

    

    
      I left in the early hours of the morning.

      My job was over, and it was one of the best nights ever.

      How could it not be? Hot-as-sin dirty deeds capped off with a middle-of-the-night sleepy BJ?

      Hell, it was good, indeed, to be Finn’s best friend.

      But none of this was unexpected, though I couldn’t completely read Kate and her motivation. I’d never entirely been able to read her. Though I’d wanted to. I’d definitely wanted to figure her out. She was a woman of mystery. Even her job was shrouded in secrecy. And she never let on what she was into. Or who. Honestly, that simply intrigued me more.

      Plus, I was dying to know if she’s played a part in last night’s events. Was she the one moving chess pieces? That seemed like her.

      The next morning after I slept some more, I met her at a diner. She waited in a booth near the back, looking more striking than someone should be this early in the morning. From her chestnut hair to her stunning eyes, it was impossible for her to be anything but striking.

      Today though, she wore a cat-that-ate-the-canary grin and raised her eyebrows as I walked in, sitting across from her at the booth.

      I shot her a grin.

      “And how was the play, Mrs. Lincoln?” she asked knowingly.

      I laughed. “It was some kind of show.”

      “Was it now?” She took a sip of her coffee.

      I studied her alluring eyes, hunting for answers. “Has anyone ever told you that you can’t resist getting your hands in the pie?”

      “Interesting analogy,” she mused. “But I prefer to think of myself as a dirty fairy godmother.”

      “Is that who you are?” I asked.

      Lazily, she kicked her foot back and forth as if in answer. “Everyone has their kink, right?"
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      It was an excellent question, even if I was still figuring out my own kink.

      Did I get off on others getting it on, even if I wasn’t there?

      Maybe I did.

      I’d always been intrigued with what other people liked to do behind closed doors. And maybe I was fascinated by the games people play in the bedroom. By the ways adults wanted to explore their after dark sides. That captivated me, and I wanted to uncover more, know more, learn more.

      But that’s not why I fashioned myself into a naughty matchmaker.

      I did it because what were best friends for but to help you in your time of need, to shop for dresses, and to subtly guide you to the threesome of your heart’s desire?

      I knew what Lily wanted, so I’d planted the idea of Jake in her head—Jake, because I knew he’d be game.

      How did I know?

      Call it instinct. Call it a gut feeling. Jake was a friend, and I’d been well aware of his appetite in the bedroom.

      All I had to do was drop his name as the necessary third party, and Lily was game.

      I wanted Lily to be happy. She deserved it, and Lord knew the woman was going to be driven mad by her obsession till she chased it down. So I did what a friend would do. A nudge here. A nudge there. Everyone enjoyed their night.

      But now, here I was, enjoying eggs and hash browns and the post-game satisfaction of having called it from a mile away, and looking at Jake in a new light.

      Was that part of my kink? Was he?

      Perhaps he could be.

      I couldn’t deny that a part of me was damn curious what Jake was like in bed.

      More than I’d been before.

      I hadn’t lied when I’d told Lily I wasn’t attracted to Jake. I never had been. I didn’t gaze longingly at him from afar, nor did I stalk his photos on social media. He wasn’t in the cards, but that was more that I’d never thought of him like that before, even though Lily had suggested him to me in the dress shop. Maybe I hadn’t let myself think of him that way since I’d always had a hunch he’d be the perfect party for Lily’s fantasy. I didn’t want to stand in the way of her pleasure. What kind of friend would do that? Not this one.

      I’d kept any interest in him at arm’s length, because I knew he’d be the right man for Lily’s fantasy.

      But now her fantasy had played out.

      It was over and done.

      And perhaps that’s why I was checking out the man. Noting the cut of his jaw, the shape of his lips, the roughness of his stubble.

      There was something about him.

      Perhaps something I hadn’t seen before.

      And now, here at breakfast, I was trying to figure out what I was suddenly feeling for him.

      It sure felt like attraction. A stirring, potent attraction to the tall, dark, and handsome man across the table. 

      That was new. Wholly new.

      And I liked it. It heated me up. It made my skin tingle. It made me ponder all sorts of possibilities.

      Biding my time, I picked up my glass of water, took a drink, and set it down. “We all have different fantasies,” I said.

      His eyes held mine for a long beat. Longer than they had before. In them, I felt heat and I saw intrigue.

      “I’d like to find out yours,” he said.

      Funny, because I didn’t mind that idea.

      Didn’t mind it one bit.
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      The next morning I showered in the hotel with Finn, savoring the feel of the water sluicing down my body. And savoring the feel of him too.

      But more so, what I delighted in was both what we were and what we weren’t.

      We were the same.

      But we were also better.

      “What do you want to do when your conference ends?” he asked as he shampooed my hair.

      “Mini golf? Or maybe pool?”

      “You’re only picking those because you’re so good at them, and you want to beat me.”

      I laughed. “I didn’t realize it was a competition.”

      He winked. “Baby, I’m always competitive.”

      He was when it came to work, but he also wasn’t. A competitive man wouldn’t have let another in the bedroom. “I call BS on that,” I said.

      He arched a brow. “Is that so?”

      I rinsed my hair. “I don’t think you were competitive last night.”

      He hummed, as if considering, and when I raised my face from the water, he said, “Because I don’t have to compete for you. I have you, and all I want is to keep making you happy. Even if that means letting you beat me at pool.”

      I swatted him. “I win fair and square.”

      “We shall see.”

      When we dried off and dressed, he walked me downstairs to where the conference would be held, then he pressed a soft kiss to my cheek. “Go get ’em today, tiger. You’re the best sports reporter the network has ever known.”

      From last night to today, I was me.

      I was doing it all. Having it all.

      I went to work. And I didn’t feel like I had a split personality at all.

      Not anymore.

      I was no longer ravaged by my imagination. I wasn’t torn up over whether I was good or bad.

      I was good. I was all good. And I was good to myself.

      I walked on stage, and introduced the panelists during the

      Negotiation Skills session. I zoomed right into business mode, talking about Haven’s performance in the Olympic Games when she’d won her gold.

      “That has to help when you’re negotiating,” I said. “The fact that you know what it’s like in the heat of the moment, to have everything on the line.”

      Haven nodded crisply. “I do think it helps, and I would urge anyone considering a career in sports marketing to do some research to truly understand the mind of an athlete.”

      “That’s a great point.” I turned to Josh, asking him a brand new question. “Now, Josh, how do you get into the mind of the athlete when you’re negotiating for them?”

      “That’s honestly not my goal, Lily. My goal is to make it work for all parties,” he said, and I tried to rein in a grin. Mostly I succeeded. But a part of me was patting myself on the back for this.

      Because here I was.

      Finn and I weren’t just the same. We were better.

      And this—my work—this incredibly vital part of my life and my identity still clicked.

      This was the proof. I’d come out on the other side still me.

      Only better.

      “Good point. You always want to try to find common ground,” I said, seconding him, thinking too that common ground was often key.

      In business. In friendship. In love. In the bedroom.

      That was the goal.

      And as these two top agents answered the rest of my questions, I kept thinking they had common ground.

      And the ground was hot.

      Because the enemies to lovers vibe they had felt scorching.

      So scorching that when the session ended, and I thanked him, I pulled Haven aside after Josh left.

      “You go girl,” I said.

      She arched a brow. “What do you mean?”

      I shrugged playfully. “You two have some kind of energy.”

      She waved a hand. “Nah, it’s nothing.”

      I simply smiled. She’d figure it out sooner or later.

      Sooner, I hoped as I said goodbye and headed home, delighting in the day I’d had, and looking ahead to another night of pleasure.

      That’s what the nights with Finn were, and we had so many in front of us.

      I was a lucky woman indeed.
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      Lily

      

      Some things you just knew at first blush.

      When you’ve met the right man.

      When you’ve found the perfect dress.

      And when you were the happiest you’d ever been.

      As I walked down the aisle in a white, V-neck sheath gown, I was incandescently happy.

      I was marrying the man I adored, the man who gave me everything and then more.

      All my friends were there, and both my maid of honor, Kate, and my bridesmaid, Nina, looked radiant.

      My wedding dress, I’d purchased myself, all too happy to plunk down the cash as I remembered Kate’s words in the shop. This dress is on me if Finn doesn’t say yes when you ask him . . .

      I was glad she was right. I was thrilled she’d pushed me along and subtly, or maybe not so subtly, encouraged me to go after my dreams.

      My dirty, naughty dreams.

      And they’d all come true.

      She was indeed a fantastic best friend.

      I had everything I’d ever wanted.

      I hoped my friends would find their happy-ever-afters, too, in and out of the bedroom.

      As I spotted Adam staring at Nina, I wondered briefly if hers was right in front of her.

      I smiled inside, since I’d always suspected the two of them might be perfect together. The virgin and the guy next door.

      And I had a feeling I was going to be right about something else. Call me crazy, but as I said my I dos, I caught a knowing glance between the best man and the maid of honor.

      Maybe Kate was attracted to him after all.

      Well, she had good taste.

      I put thoughts of them aside, though, as I kissed my husband and stepped into what I knew would be a lifetime of dirty, wedded bliss.

      

      A little later

      

      When we went to Wimbledon later that year, I bumped into Haven and Josh again.

      “Hey, Lily!” Haven called to me. “Long time no see.”

      I flashed a smile. “Hey! Good to see you again,” I said, then turned to the gorgeous man by my side. “This is my husband, Finn Nichols.”

      I introduced them to the love of my life and we all shook hands. Finn knew I’d moderated the panel with them the day after our special night, and that’s why I couldn’t resist grinning when he said to the two of them, “Pleasure to meet you all. I heard you were in our hometown earlier this year, and you set the conference on fire.”

      “Sparks were indeed flying,” Haven said, then waggled a ring. “And look what happened. He just proposed.”

      “Congratulations,” Finn said, beaming. “Glad to see the sparks turned into the good kind of fire.”

      “Let me see that beauty,” I said, then oohed and aahed over Haven’s ring before I met her eyes, with a naughty glint in mine, I was sure. “And now you should ask him to give you an extra special engagement gift.”

      “Oh, should I?” Haven’s eyebrows rose.

      “Yes. Just ask him for your deepest fantasy,” I said.

      Finn chuckled. “And I’m sure he’ll give it to you.”

      He draped a possessive arm around me.

      He’d given me my fantasy.

      My secret.

      My naughtiest wish.

      And something more.

      He’d given me the keys to myself.

      I was the woman I’d always wanted to be—heart, mind, body and soul.

      After they left, I turned to Finn. “You are the gift. Always.”

      Then I kissed my husband at Wimbledon, thrilling at all that we were.

      And all we would be together.

      

      Nina and Adam’s story unfolds in THE VIRGIN GIFT, and readers can unwrap Kate and Jake’s tale in THE DECADENT GIFT.

      

      THE VIRGIN GIFT releases Dec 1 and it will melt your reader! Be prepared for heat, desire and a whole new exploration of fantasies! The book will be priced at 99 cents when it goes live in Kindle Unlimited, but only for 24 hours so be sure to sign up for my mailing list for the After Dark line to be the first to receive this sale alert!  Sign up for my VIP After Dark mailing list here!

      

      An excerpt of THE VIRGIN GIFT follows…

      

      From my vantage point, I saw it all.

      I watched the prelude to every fantasy unfold. I witnessed women luxuriating in their bodies and men wrapping their arms around them—lovers poised with coiled tension, a powder keg of desire primed to explode.

      I gazed at women and women, men and women, men and men. And women alone, desire written in their eyes.

      Today, from behind the lens, I studied a party of two, drenched in sexual anticipation.

      In my studio, the curvy brunette stretched like a cat across the sapphire-blue cover on the opulent bed. The dark-haired man gripped her hip with one hand, his other in her hair. He lay behind her, his body sealed to hers, his eyes hooded.

      A queen flanked by her loyal soldier, who served and protected her. Or maybe she served him. As I snapped shot after shot, I wrote the script to their after-dark affairs, imagining filthy moment after filthy moment.

      Truth be told, I didn’t have to imagine much. Their passion for each other was evident in their expressions, unmistakable in the tangling of their limbs. Yes, I’d posed them in my studio boudoir, but the poses came so naturally to these two.

      I moved around the bed, giving direction from my Nikon. “Marco, can you move your hand down her thigh a little bit? I want to see more of the curve of Evangeline’s sexy hip.”

      “It is the sexiest hip God ever created,” he growled, making the adjustment.

      “And, Evangeline, look to the left so the camera can see more of those glossy pink lips.”

      She shifted, briefly shooting him a look, a private gaze.

      So much was unsaid in the way they stole glances at each other.

      Longing. Craving. Heat.

      My mind raced ahead.

      Would he take her after their photo session? Would his hands travel all over her lush body?

      I wrote Marco and Evangeline’s afternoon delight in my head.

      Perhaps my neighbors would tell stories later of how the lift was stuck for thirty minutes that afternoon, and it was sooo annoying to have a mechanical malfunction.

      Only I’d know what had really happened.

      I’d know why everyone in this high-rise had to take the stairs.

      The second they left my home studio and entered the elevator down the hall, Marco would become insatiable, his palm slamming against the stop button. He’d yank up her skirt and thrust inside her, her wrists pinned above her head. She’d need no coaxing. She’d be ready for him, head thrown back, lips parted, taking it hard and loving it.

      Or perhaps the legend of their passion would be written in the parking garage. Maybe he’d pounce on her in the front seat before they turned on the engine, and those coming home early from work would do a double take.

      Did you see them? That couple heating up the windows in the black Audi? She rode him like he was her stallion.

      Or maybe they’d play denial games on the drive back to their home.

      Evangeline would want to touch herself, and Marco would issue orders in a deep, rumbling voice, one hand on the steering wheel, one on her bare thigh.

      Don’t touch yourself till I say so.

      Show me your panties.

      Now show me yourself.

      I bet she’d loved being told what to do.

      Bet she craved it like air.

      He’d make her squirm till they returned home and he’d order her to get down on all fours and then he’d take her to the edge of pleasure.

      I clenched my thighs at the wild thoughts racing through my head as my camera captured their suggestive poses, their heated expressions, the sensual record of the moments before the camera stopped clicking.

      Before.

      That was what my lens recorded. The build, the slow burn, the seconds that ticked till these lovers lunged at each other.

      Sensual boudoir photography was my jam.

      It was the best job ever.

      And also the worst.

      Because of days like this. When my mind zigged and zagged with images.

      But I was a professional, and I had to keep my own wild meanderings at bay and finish the job.

      I zoomed in on their faces, then I stepped back, grabbing a series of full-body shots as the couple shifted, sitting up, her legs wrapped around his ass, their arms curled around each other. Two people who couldn’t get enough of each other.

      “Gorgeous,” I said, murmuring my approval. “Now, Evangeline, I want you to look at Marco like you’re going to rip off all his clothes.”

      She laughed, shooting me a playful glance. “But I’ve already stripped him down to his boxers.”

      I smiled knowingly from behind the camera. “Then you’re not done. Look at him like you’re going to tug those boxers off and have a field day with him.”

      “Field day,” he whispered to her in a voice tinged with lust. “That’s what we’ll have when we’re done.”

      Just as I predicted.

      Then the pair of them laughed, and I caught that too, because that’s what they’d asked for when they ordered this photoshoot—to record their love, their passion, and their trust in each other. They wanted it all for posterity—when they longed for each other and when they laughed with each other too. They seemed to share their vulnerability and tenderness so easily in a stranger’s bedroom. How did they do that? How did they let go?

      “Just behave while you’re in here,” I teased. “But, Marco, I need one thing from you.”

      “Name it,” the man said.

      “Run your hands through her hair,” I told him.

      A groan rumbled up his chest so loud I could hear it. His fingers roped through her honey-brown strands, and I snapped that shot, capturing provocative moment after provocative moment, even as my mind ran away again.

      I wanted that. Wanted it for me, and wanted it for my damn job. If only so I could get these images out of my head while I worked.

      Surely my overactive, overheated imagination helped my job of capturing sensuality. But I didn’t need dirty images bearing down in the studio. And the images showed no signs of abating as I pictured his hands tightening around her glossy locks later, tugging, pulling, yanking.

      Did he make her scream?

      Moan?

      Or simply melt?

      All of the above, I decided as they cast hot stares at each other. The longing in her eyes was visceral, a palpable force in the room. In his irises, I saw intense devotion and filthy desire. This was when I stopped directing them, letting their natural instincts take over. She pressed her body closer to her man, sealing herself to him like she was riding him.

      “I want something that captures us in the throes of passion,” she said, her voice smoky, like she could barely hold back as she looked at me. “Nina, do I look like a woman about to be devoured?”

      I answered her with complete honesty. “Yes.”

      A small smile seemed to tease at her lips. “Best feeling ever, isn’t it?” She winked, like we were soul sisters on this front.

      I answered her with a total lie. “Of course.”

      Inside, I replied truthfully, privately, saying, I wouldn’t know.

      I’ve never had what she’s having.
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