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Chapter 1

 

My eyes bulged as I stared at the laptop screen. I’d been staring at it for over an  hour  now,  fighting  off  a  headache.  It  was  ten  in  the  morning,  and  I should’ve  gotten  plenty  of  sleep,  I  should  be  raring  to  go.  I  had  multiple chapters  to  edit  and  tweak  before  they  were  due  back  to  my  editor  for  final approval.  I  was  twenty-four  years  old,  living  on  my  own  in  a  cute,  quaint town, and I was a writer. 

That should be enough to make any twenty-four-year-old happy, right? It would be, if that was it. But it wasn’t. 

I was up all night, lying in bed, cursing the fact that I’d signed a one-year lease on one half of this duplex. My friend, Sofia, warned me that sharing a wall with strangers would be like our college dorm experience all over again, but  I  didn’t  listen.  Mostly  because  Silver  Springs  had  seemed  like  a  perfect place on paper. And it was—cute and modern, with just a touch of antique. I loved it, I did. Really. 

What I did not love, however, was the neighbors I was stuck with. Three of  them,  to  be  exact.  Three  adult  men  who  were  currently  enjoying  making my  life  miserable.  Ace,  Brock,  and  Kent.  They  were  ridiculously  hot,  but now that I was older and no longer a hormonal teenager, their strikingly good looks,  looks  that  were  so  smoking  you  might  need  a  pantie  change,  did  not make up for their annoying, jerkish actions. 

For example, playing loud music all night until the sun itself rose. 

I  heaved  a  sigh,  a  certain  catchy  song  in  my  head.  They’d  played  it  on repeat for at least an hour last night. I had no idea what they did for a living, and I didn’t care. I just wanted to meet my writing deadline without stressing too much about it. That, apparently, was too much to hope for. 

Ugh,  it  was  times  like  these  when  I  regretted  moving  to  Silver  Springs. Granted, it was move out of Sofia’s place or watch her and her fiancé be all lovey-dovey twenty-four hours a day and seven days a week. Gag me. No, it was finally time to move out, time to get my own place. Leave it to me to end up  between  a  rock  and  a  hard  place…in  this  case,  my  lease  and  my  lovely neighbors, who all had rock-hard abs, but that was beside the point. 

It  wasn’t  like  I tried to  ogle  them  when  they  did  yard  work  shirtless.  It just happened sometimes. 

I  closed  my  laptop,  getting  away  from  my  desk  as  I  wandered  into  the bathroom. I grabbed some migraine pills and popped two of them once I got myself  some  water.  A  habit  after  moving  here.  No,  not  just  a  habit.  A necessity.  I  didn’t  think  I’d  gotten  a  decent,  full-night’s  sleep  since  moving out of Sofia’s place. 

My cell rang, and I snaked it out of my back pocket to see who it was. My head pounded at the ringtone, but I couldn’t help but smile to myself when I saw it was my bestie calling. I answered it, plopping down on the couch as I spoke with a grin, “Speak of the devil…” 

“The devil? We both know I…” Sofia trailed off. “No, no, you’re totally right. I’m the devil. You never texted me back last night.” 

“I didn’t want to bug you.” 

“Oh, come on. We both know I’m your only friend. If you can’t text me at  all  hours  of  the  day  and  night  to  complain  about  your  dickbags  of neighbors, who can you text?” 

I chuckled, but that chuckle died in the back of my throat once I realized how  sad  it  was  that  she  was  right.  Sofia  was  my  only  friend.  Granted,  it wasn’t  like  I’d  gone  out  in  Silver  Springs  to  try  to  make  friends  or  even acquaintances,  but  still.  I  had  a  writing  deadline,  a  novel  to  finish,  and  that was my priority. Not friends. Besides, friends came and went. Sofia was the only one who stuck around after high school and college. 

 “I feel like I’m bugging you,” I said. 

“Only a little,” she said. “Besides, I like hearing you complain about your douchebags  of  neighbors  as  much  as  the  next  chick.  It  just  means  your revenge will be awesome.” 

“I’m  not  getting  back  at  them,”  I  told  her,  not  for  the  first  time,  and meaning  it.  This  wasn’t  some  high  school  rom-com  where  the  main  leads constantly get back at one another and then, in the end, fall madly and deeply in love. There would no falling in love here. Not even a little. 

This  was  life,  and  I  just  wanted  to  pretend  they  didn’t  exist  and  get  on with my own life. Was that too much to ask? 

“Oh-kay, Opal, whatever you say.” 

“My deadline is coming up fast,” I said, sitting forward and pinching the bridge  of  my  nose.  “I  have  to  get  my  stuff  done,  otherwise…”  Otherwise,  I wasn’t sure what would happen. I’d lose the book deal? Heck no to that. “I have to get it done.” 

“You sound like you’re dragging, and if those dickheads kept you up all night  again,  you’re  going  to  need  some  caffeine.  There’s  got  to  be  a  coffee shop  in  town  somewhere.  Take  your  laptop,  go  there,  and  get  some  work done. Be the stereotypical writer.” Sofia giggled into the phone, and I rolled my eyes. 

Sofia knew coffee wasn’t my favorite, but man…at this rate, maybe she was  right.  Maybe  I  needed  to  take  my  laptop  to  some  tiny  coffee  shop  and just work. I could get away from my house and my neighbors and focus on what had to be done. 

“You’re right,” I relented. 

“Of  course  I’m  right,  bitch.  I’m  always  right.”  Sofia  laughed  at  herself before  adding,  “Text  me  later,  okay?  And  remember,  if  you  happen  to  run into any of those dickheads—”

“I’ll  give  them  a  piece  of  my  mind,”  I  firmly  stated,  hanging  up  after saying bye.  Honestly,  I’d  thought  about  marching  over  to  their  door  and yelling at them a thousand times now, but somehow I always got too anxious over it. Storming over and yelling at three cute guys wasn’t my thing. Plus, you  know,  they  were  kind  of  jerks.  They’d  probably  only  respond  by  being worse neighbors than they already were. 

Sofia was right, though. I had to grow a spine when it came to my hot but insanely annoying neighbors. No tit-for-tat, though. I had to handle this like an adult. 

An  adult.  Me.  Still  felt  weird  thinking  that,  because  even  though  I  was twenty-four, sometimes I felt like a kid. No one told you that when you grew up you wouldn’t feel old. Things just kind of were. 

I wandered back into my bedroom and grabbed my laptop, shoving it into its carrying case. I practically just rolled out of bed, threw my brown hair up, and slipped on some leggings. I looked like a mess, but I didn’t care. Looking good for other people was so high school; I was more into comfort now. Oh, and I usually wore hoodies everywhere, when the weather permitted. 

Soon enough, my shoes were on and I was out the door, Googling where the  nearest  coffee  shop  was.  I  hadn’t  spent  too  much  time  in  town,  mostly because  I  was  a  recluse  who  just  wanted  to  write,  so  I  was  clueless  as  to where everything was. 

My  eyes  were  on  my  phone,  on  the  search  results  as  I  turned  to  head down  the  shared  driveway,  a  thick  patch  of  concrete  I  was  forced  to  share with my neighbors. Not that far, actually. A mom and pop place called Jewels Cafe.  A  few  miles  away,  but  it  was  a  nice  day  outside,  considering  what month it was. I could walk— 

That  was  the  last  thought  in  my  head  as  I  took  a  few  steps  down  the driveway, ready to head to the sidewalk and find this Jewels Cafe…at least, until  I  saw  one  of  my  neighbors  exiting  his  half  of  the  duplex  at  the  exact same time. 

Ace. 

Ace was pretty much the stereotypical jock. Big, strong, beefy muscles— not  to  mention  a  pair  of  blue  eyes  and  a  blonde  mop  of  hair  that  when  put together  with  his  height  would  make  any  woman  swoon.  A  few  years  older than  me,  but  it  was  clear  he  never  left  his  partying  phase  after  graduating college. 

Or,  heck,  maybe  I  gave  him  too  much  credit  by  assuming  he  and  his roommates graduated college. 

Today his thick arms were covered in a t-shirt, and it looked like he was heading  into  his  garage  to  get  to  the  car.  The  other  two  roommates  were gone, off doing whatever the heck it was they did during the day when they weren’t bugging the crap out of me, which left me alone with him. We lived on  a  quiet  street,  anyone’s  suburban  nightmare.  It  would’ve  been  a  decent place, save for the neighbors. 

Whether it was Ace who saw me first or vice versa, it didn’t matter. We both stopped in our tracks the moment our eyes locked, and I felt an annoyed tick creep up the back of my neck as I stared at his handsome, chiseled face. The man needed a good shave; his stubble was just a bit too long, but maybe that was me nitpicking. I’d been told on numerous occasions I did that.

  “I  heard  you  guys  last  night,”  I  remarked  dryly,  slowly  moving  to  the center of the shared driveway. “It sounds like you have a party every night. Aren’t you getting a little old for that?” I came off sounding a bit bitchy, but to be honest, I was running on very little sleep. 

Ace ran a hand through his blonde hair, his eyes like sparkling sapphires as  he  studied  me,  wearing  an  unimpressed  expression.  Yeah,  yeah.  I  wasn’t the typical girl-next-door type. Makeup and all that was not my thing, and my hair  was  usually  pulled  back  one  way  or  another.  “I  think  you  should  keep your  nose  in  your  own  business,  neighbor,”  he  said,  practically  growling  it out. He didn’t sound happy, but maybe that was because he was also running on  little  sleep.  Or  maybe  he  didn’t  like  being  called  out  for  his  childish actions. 

“My name is Opal,” I said, not knowing why. He knew my name, he had to. I’d made the mistake of trying to introduce myself after moving in, but… yeah, that didn’t go too well. I’d been cussed out by a drunk Ace, apologized to by a grinning Brock, and then glared at by a stoic man who Brock called Kent. 

Yeah…not something I’d like to relive anytime soon. 

Ace said nothing, so I went on, “And it is my business when your racket keeps me up at night. Unlike you, I’m not able to lounge around during the day and do whatever I want. I have to work—”

He  crossed  his  arms,  and  the  muscles  there  bulged.  “Kind  of  seems  like that’s what you do.” 

“I’m a writer,” I told him, sounding petulant. This one…just seeing him, he got on my nerves. I mean, just because he was nice to look at—definitely drool-worthy—didn’t give him the right to act however he wanted. 

“A  shitty  one,  I  bet,”  Ace  remarked,  saying  nothing  else  as  he  turned toward his garage, getting out the lawnmower around the car parked inside. 

Ugh. What a jackass. 

I  said  nothing  else,  clutching  my  bag  and  my  phone  as  I  stormed  down the  driveway.  He  was…oh,  he  was  downright  infuriating.  The  next  eleven months were going to be torture. Pure torture, it was that simple. 

My eyes fell to my phone as I did my best to forget that whole encounter. Jewels Cafe, here I come.




Chapter 2

 

Jewels  Cafe  was  indeed  a  small,  quaint  place.  It  matched  the  rest  of  Silver Springs somehow, even on its cobblestone sidewalk. As I walked up to it, I slowly  put  my  phone  away.  The  cafe  looked  to  be  underneath  some apartments.  An  old,  weathered  board  sat  just  outside  the  door,  a  sandwich sign  that  read  in  perfect,  flawless  handwriting Now  Serving:  Pumpkin  Spice Lattes.  Some  of  the  letters  had  extra,  cute  swirls,  as  if  a  girl  had  written  it. Below the words, a hand-drawn cup sat with a jewel drawn onto its center.

Ah, right. Because Jewels Cafe. I get it. 

I  headed  past  the  small  trees  growing  in  the  sidewalk  to  the  front  door. Potted  plants  were  everywhere,  and  grey  awnings  stretched  from  the  cafe’s windows  to  the  sidewalk.  I  paused  as  I  held  open  the  door,  noticing  a strangely-placed  plant  on  the  door’s  left.  A  purple  flower,  though  I  wasn’t sure what kind it was. A yellow daffodil sat on the right. 

These  people  really  liked  their  flowers,  didn’t  they?  It  was  all  very modern, but the flowers screamed hippie. Or maybe that was just me. 

As I walked into Jewels Cafe, I was instantly hit with the aroma of coffee beans.  I  wasn’t  a  coffee  drinker,  not  really,  but  maybe  that  had  to  change while I was here—or at least until I hit my deadline. 

A few tables sat to the left of the shop, and a wrap-around bar hugged the counter where the baristas worked. The place was pretty sparse right now, but it was a strange time. I did see a young man sitting at a table with his head bent down to his laptop, intently focused on it. 

I  moved  to  the  bar  area  to  place  my  order,  waiting  for  the  blonde  man working to come to me. He was a tall guy, cute, but right now my mind was on my deadline. Further back in the shop, I noticed another man, a rag thrown over his shoulder. He was talking to a bubbly, cute blonde woman. She was grinning,  and  even  though  I’d  just  laid  eyes  on  them,  it  was  obvious  they were in the middle of some heavy flirting. 

Finally,  the  blonde  behind  the  counter  came  over  to  me.  He  spread  his hands  across  the  countertop,  giving  me  a  small  grin.  “You’re  a  new  face around here,” he said. 

“Yeah, moved to Silver Springs about a month ago,” I told him, not really sure why I felt like sharing that. He seemed like a decent guy, so unlike my jerky neighbors, so maybe that was why. 

“Liking it so far?” 

I nodded. “It’s great. I don’t really get along with my neighbors, but…” Shrugging,  I  added,  “That’s  why  I’m  here.  To  work  in  a  coffee  shop  like  a stereotypical writer.” I used Sofia’s words; she’d be proud. 

“Sounds  like  a  good  plan,”  he  said.  On  his  nametag,  I  noticed  his  name was  Julian.  A  strange  name  for  someone  so  young.  That  name  kind  of reminded me of a grandpa. “What’ll you have? We are now serving pumpkin spice lattes. Tis the season, and all that.” He flashed me his white teeth, and I heaved a sigh. 

Well, if I was really going to do this thing, I might as well get the damned pumpkin spice latte, huh? You only live once. 

I  reached  into  my  bag,  pulling  out  my  wallet.  “Sure,  let’s  go  for  a pumpkin spice latte.” Felt kind of weird saying it, because not once in my life did I ever think I’d become one of those people who bought expensive coffee —and the whole pumpkin spice debate online was something I steered clear of.  Some  people  loved  it,  some  people  made  fun  of  it.  I  was  firmly  in  the middle, not caring either way. 

Who  knew?  Maybe  this  pumpkin  spice  latte  would  be  the  best  thing  I’d ever tasted. Maybe I’d order a few more by the time the day was done. 

“They are my specialty,” he spoke, ringing me out before getting to work on it. 

I  meandered  to  the  table  in  the  front  corner.  It  was  nestled  between another  table  and  a  high-top  table  that  ran  the  length  of  the  window  in  the front  of  the  cafe.  The  place  was  quiet;  it  would  serve  as  a  better  workplace than my own home. I lifted my bag onto the table and pulled out my laptop, meeting  eyes  with  the  other  guy  a  few  tables  down.  Working  on  his  own laptop, I couldn’t help but wonder what he was doing. 

I had my laptop open and my password typed in by the time my pumpkin spice latte was set beside me, a grinning Julian saying, “I hope you enjoy. A pumpkin spice latte like this only comes around once in your life.” He gave me a wink before returning to the counter, and my eyebrows furrowed. 

That…seemed  like  a  strange  thing  to  say,  especially  about  a  pumpkin spice latte. 

I  peered  at  the  cup,  at  the  whipped  cream  topped  with  orange  spice resting above the drink. The cup itself was similar to the one hand-drawn on the  sign  outside,  with  a  jewel  sticker  slapped  on  it.  This  place  liked  their flowers and their jewels, but I guess it was their thing. My thing was constant anxiety  and  migraines  that  could  kill  you  if  you  managed  them  poorly,  so  I guess I couldn’t talk. 

Grabbing the cup, I brought it to my lips, slowly tilting it as I tasted some of the whipped cream before getting to the actual drink. The warm liquid fell down my throat easily, and to my surprise, it actually tasted good. 

This pumpkin spice was the shit. Where had it been my whole life? Why hadn’t I thought to try it before? All those influencers actually un-influenced me…and here I’d been missing out. Damn. 

I  set  the  latte  down,  staring  at  it  for  a  little  while.  I  felt…a  bit  warm  all over,  actually.  Was  that  what  coffee  did  to  you?  Made  you  kind  of  tingly? Hmm. Either way, it didn’t matter. I was about to get shit done, and honestly, there was no better feeling. 

Except sex, but I hadn’t had sex in forever, so…

Huh.  Odd.  Not  sure  why  my  mind  went  to  sex  just  now.  Oh,  well.  I’ll blame the latte.

After cracking my fingers, I got to work. My novel dealt with a woman in pain losing her fiancé, then of course learning to find acceptance again after moving  to  the  middle  of  nowhere  and  stumbling  across  a  modern-day cowboy. A romance novel with a whole lot of sex, basically. Most of the sex I’d  written  as  fade-to-black,  but  my  editor  said  most  romance  readers  these days want all the dirty bits, so I had to go back and add in those parts. Body parts,  bodily  juices,  the  whole  works.  It  was  not  something  I  was  looking forward to, frankly—and not because I hadn’t had sex in a while. 

Writing  out  sex  was  just  weird,  you  know?  You  kind  of  just  sit  there, throwing out words that may make no sense whatsoever, and hope something sticks, pray that your characters get lucky and everyone gets their big O. And then  do  it  again  and  again  in  different  parts  of  the  book,  all  while  trying  to make it seem like a new, fresh and exciting thing. 

Yes, I was aware that wasn’t how sex was in real life…in real life most men couldn’t care less about pleasing their partner, because men sucked, but this was a romance novel. It didn’t necessarily have to match the real world anyway. 

Maybe it was my new surroundings, maybe it was the fact that I’d taken some pain relievers to help with the migraine, or, hell, maybe it was because of  that  pumpkin  spice  latte,  but  my  fingers  flew  along  the  keyboard. Somehow, writing a sex scene had never been so easy for me, so effortless. 

Seriously. I was making dick and vagina magic here. So much magic that I  felt  kind  of  jealous  of  my  heroine.  Even  though  she  was  a  made-up character, she was getting the dick exactly how she liked it, orgasming like a million times—how the hell could I write these scenes and not be jealous? 

Hmm.  Maybe  the  whole  book  needed  a  bit  of  an  overhaul.  Once  I  read through the added scenes, I’d go through the whole thing and make sure there was enough sexual tension. There was nothing better than that lead up, than knowing  two  people  were  right  for  each  other.  The  anticipation  of  them finally throwing caution to the wind and connecting in a way only two people madly in love could. 

Hoo  boy.  There  must’ve  been  something  in  that  latte,  because  I  was  on fire. Literal fire. 

Well,  not  literal,  because  then  my  clothes  would  be  smoking  or something, but you know what I meant. 

I  drank  the  entire  latte  as  I  continued  to  write.  Thousands  of  words, thrown into my manuscript. I’d have to work on transitions later to make sure the scenes were seamless, but one thing at a time. 

And  you  know  the  weirdest  thing?  The  sex  scenes  were  hot.  I  was apparently a bona fide rock star when it came to whipping out sex scenes in a coffee shop. Maybe there was something to be said of writing in a place like this after all. Maybe I was a coffee shop writer. I never thought I would be, but then again, I also never thought I’d be stuck with three sexy as hell but irritating as fuck neighbors. 

I should not put the words fuck and neighbors in the same sentence. That would only give me ideas. Bad ideas. 

It  was  a  few  hours  later  when  I  closed  my  laptop,  trying  to  stop  from grinning to myself. If I could pat myself on the back and not look weird while doing it, I would. I would so pat myself on the frigging back for the scenes I just  pumped  out.  I  still  needed  a  few  more  scenes  towards  the  end  of  the book,  but  I  think  my  creative  juices  were  dry  for  the  day.  Needed  to  refuel and recharge, all that fun stuff. 

It might be the caffeine talking, but I was ready to throw it down with my neighbors, too. If I saw them. I wouldn’t go out of my way to find them, but if I happened to see one walking outside, all bets were off, whether they were shirtless or not. 

I cleaned up my table, feeling as if I had a new purpose. Silly, considering all I did was drink a pumpkin spice latte and write a few sex scenes, but as it turned out, those things invigorated me. I was ready to take on the world if I had to. 

To the world, to my neighbors, I just had one thing to say. 

Bring it on.




Chapter 3

 

It was probably for the best that I didn’t see any of them as I walked home. I set down my bag and my laptop on my desk, gripping the back of the chair as I  wondered  what  I  should  do  the  rest  of  the  day.  I  could  exercise,  clear  my mind  before  trying  to  write  more.  I  could  take  a  bath.  I  could  catch  up  on Netflix—there  were  bound  to  be  new  seasons  of  shows  that  I’d  missed, although  Netflix  had  a  habit  of  canceling  shows  before  I  even  knew  new seasons  were  released,  so…maybe  not  that  one.  Netflix  and  I  were  in  a contentious relationship right now. 

I could cut my own grass, but that seemed like I was copying Ace from this morning. 

Ace. 

I shouldn’t think about him, because he was annoying as all hell with his music,  but  my  mind  wandered  to  him  anyway.  He  was  one  of  the  most gorgeous guys I’d ever seen, it was true. The way his jaw was shaped, how wide  his  shoulders  were…hmm.  I  wondered  if  he  had  any  more  tattoos hidden on his body. I’d seen the one on his shoulder while he was out doing yard  work  before,  but  I  wouldn’t  mind  finding  out  if  there  were  any  below the belt— 

Whoa. Pause that thought. Step on the freaking brakes before getting into an accident. Just…no. 

What  the  hell  was  wrong  with  me?  I  did  not  want  to  see  Ace  naked,  as lovely and attractive as his body was. My mind was still too focused on the sex I guess. I couldn’t remember being this horny in…well, a while. I had a vibrator, but I couldn’t recall the last time I used it. This writing deadline had me all kinds of stressed out.

I shook it off, heading into the kitchen to grab some water. Maybe some cold  water  would  wash  away  those  terrible  thoughts—thoughts  that  could never,  ever  be  repeated  again.  Because…ew.  Just  no.  He  was  a  dick,  and  I didn’t like dicks. 

Well, I liked dicks, just not the one attached to him. 

There  I  was,  minding  my  own  business  in  the  kitchen,  wondering  if  I should  make  myself  a  late  lunch  or  early  dinner,  when  I  heard  it.  Music. Again. More of it. I let out an annoyed sound, staring at the ceiling above me as if it could give me answers. I was going to go insane here. For real. I could feel my sanity slowly slipping away every time I heard them play that stupid song. 

They must’ve had it set on repeat, too. It wasn’t a single that was released to  the  radio,  because  I’d  never  heard  it  before  moving  here,  but  by  now,  I knew  the  lyrics  pretty  well.  They  were  depressing.  And  what’s  worse,  the song was catchy and still stuck in my head from this morning. I didn’t need to hear it again. 

Gripping  my  water  bottle,  I  then  did  something  I  wouldn’t  be  proud  of tomorrow.  I  did  the  one  thing  I  never  thought  I’d  do:  I  stormed  out  of  my house with the intention of making a scene. A big scene. A scene so huge it would be explosive. Had to be the caffeine in that latte. 

With  my  feet  bare  and  only  a  little  cold,  I  walked  across  the  shared driveway,  the  afternoon  sun  warming  up  my  head  as  I  went  to  their  front door.  My  free  hand  curled  into  a  fist,  and  I  knocked  as  hard  as  I  could, preparing myself for a fight. Not a real, physical fight, but a verbal fight, at least. If I had to call the police because of a noise disturbance, I would. I was not above… 

Every single thought in my head trailed off when someone answered the door. It wasn’t Ace; and deeper in the house, I still heard the music playing. A guitar, mostly, along with its matching voice. 

I  didn’t  even  have  the  chance  to  put  two  and  two  together  about  that— that Ace was some kind of musician stuck in a depressed rut—because I was too busy staring at the man who’d answered the door. 

Brock.  Ace’s  friend.  Ace’s  friend  who  was  tall  and  thin,  and  still attractive somehow. His black hair was combed to the side, a few inches too long. It hung over his face, his eyes dark as they stared down at me. He wore a white shirt, but the fabric was stained with what looked like paint, colors of all kinds. 

I didn’t think I was one to swoon over artists, but damn, he looked mighty fine today. 

“Hi, Opal,” Brock spoke, giving me a dimpled smile that sent my insides tumbling, twisting in a way that I instantly had to ignore. I blamed those sex scenes, giving me ideas. Stupid, really. “What’s up?” 

“You’re  too  loud,”  I  said,  measuredly  taking  a  step  back  from  him. Standing  too  close  to  him  right  now,  smelling  his  musky  scent,  was downright dangerous. If something happened between me and him, or Ace or that other one, I’d be fucked. And not in the good way. “You need to keep it down.” 

Brock’s  face  held  a  small  frown.  “I’m  sorry.  I  am—it’s  just…”  He glanced over his shoulder. “Ace loves his music. It’s the only thing keeping him  sane  right  now,  you  know?  If  I  tell  him  to  quit  it,  he  might  go  off  the deep end.” 

The wind blew, and since I had no jacket on, I shivered. The weather was starting to grow colder, starting to turn to winter. I was not looking forward to the snow or anything like that. 

“I don’t care,” I said, biting out the words. “I need peace and quiet in my own home, Brock.” 

“And I get that, I do,” he said, and as he spoke those words, I realized he had  a  smidge  of  paint  on  his  jaw.  Just  a  bit  of  white  paint,  making  his  skin look tan. For whatever reason, I had the urge to reach up and wipe it off, but that  would’ve  been  crossing  the  line.  “But  Ace  has  been  going  through  a rough time and I…” He trailed off, cocking his head. “Are you cold? Do you want to come in? I have some, uh…well I’m sure we have something—”

He was inviting me inside his house, even though I lived right next door, for a drink to warm me up? What kind of messed-up, twisted universe did I wake  up  in  this  morning?  This  day  was  all  different  kinds  of  weird,  and  I didn’t know what to think. 

Or what to say, apparently, because all I was able to croak out was a noise that  made  me  cringe,  and  then  I  turned  on  my  heel  and  hurried  back  to  my house, closing the door as if it would block out the rest of the world. 

A million and one questions rang through my head at that moment: was Brock always so cute? Why did I become tongue-tied like a stupid tween who just realized she had her first crush? I went over there to yell at them, so why the hell didn’t I? What was wrong with me? Was I getting sick? 

Perhaps I needed to take a page out of a guy’s book and take a really cold shower. Get my head out of the gutter. 

So  that’s  what  I  did.  Okay,  not  a  super  cold  shower,  because  I  wasn’t  a monster, but a lukewarm one. I stood there for a long time as the water pelted my  head,  wondering  just  why  today  had  been  so  weird.  First,  me  being  a beast at the sex scenes, and then all that with Brock… I felt like an idiot. Like I’d made a fool of myself. 

Maybe  there  was  something  in  the  latte.  It  was  the  only  weird  thing  I’d drank today. Nothing else was out of the ordinary for me. 

Hah. Right. There’s something in the water, or in this case, the lattes. No, I  wasn’t  superstitious.  I  was  just  me,  stuck  in  a  weird  situation  with  my neighbors. 

I  mean,  I’d  known  they  were  attractive  before,  but  standing  there  with Brock was like…wow. That one especially was so tall I could easily imagine climbing him like a tree, and Ace…I shouldn’t think about him, but he was ripped  and  muscled  in  all  the  ways  that  were  perfect  for  pinning  you  to  the wall and tearing off your clothes. 

Not that, uh, anyone ever did that to me before. 

Ugh.  Fuck.  What  the  hell  was  I  going  to  do?  I  couldn’t  become  some sniveling wimp when it came to my neighbors. If anything, I wanted to have a neighbor war with them, not lick every inch of their hard bodies and get to know  them  intimately.  No  thanks,  even  though  that  did  kind  of  sound  like fun. 

Hmm…licking every inch of their bodies sounded like my kind of night — 

No! Bad Opal. Down, girl.  

After a long while, I got out of the shower and dressed. It clearly wasn’t helping, anyway. I ran a comb through my hair and started dinner. Something simple:  pasta.  Nothing  that  would  take  me  a  long  time,  and  nothing  that required a lot of clean up. I was a simple and easy kind of girl…except today, apparently, because my mind had decided to turn traitorous. 

No matter what I did, I could not get those stupid guys out of my mind. 

Once  dinner  was  done,  I  plopped  myself  down  on  the  couch  and  turned on Netflix. I ate in silence as I scrolled through the options. I could probably eat my entire dinner while lost in trying to find something to watch. I was just about  to  select  one  of  my  go-to's,  a  comedy  about  an  office  space  and  the bumbling workers in it, but my doorbell rang. 

I turned my head, as if I had X-ray vision and could see through the door. Spoiler alert: I couldn’t. 

I  slowly  got  off  the  couch,  set  down  the  remote  and  my  plate,  tiptoeing toward the door. It was six-thirty, too late for anyone to be visiting, and if it was  someone  trying  to  sell  me  something,  they  were  going  to  get  told  off. Today was not a good day for me, so I’d be more than happy to spread the misery around. 

Hugging  the  hoodie  I  wore  closer  to  my  chest,  I  figured  I  looked frightening enough to scare off whoever was on the other side of that door. A baggie  hoodie—surprisingly  comfortable,  by  the  way,  my  favorite  one— some leggings, and no socks. I’d rather have my feet freeze than wear socks, no joke. 

And,  what  do  you  know?  The  person  standing  on  the  other  side  of  the door was the one neighbor I hadn’t yet seen today. My luck was going for the trifecta, I guess. All three. Why not? My life was already weird enough as it was, so why not toss in a bit more? 

One  more  sexy  man.  Let’s  see  if  I  could  handle  talking  to  him  and  not sounding like an idiot.




Chapter 4

 

“Kent,” I said, meeting the green eyes of the blonde man standing outside my door. I leaned on the door, tossing him a frown. “What are you doing here?” It  wasn’t  what  I  wanted  to  ask  him.  What  I  wanted  to  ask  him  was  why  he had to come to my door wearing a freaking suit and looking so unbelievably sexy, but here we were. 

Kent and Ace were brothers, I think. They looked similar. Both beefy and muscular, both blonde, but Kent’s eyes were a pretty jade where Ace’s were a crisp  blue.  Kent  also  had  an  air  of  haughtiness  around  him,  a  smug  attitude that grated against my nerves. Plus, you know, he wore a suit. I didn’t know what he did for a living, but a man in a suit was ten times more attractive than a man in regular clothes. 

The  man  sent  me  a  frown,  inviting  himself  into  my  house,  pushing  past me  as  he  shrugged  off  his  suit  jacket  and  tossed  it  on  the  couch…making himself at home like he lived here. 

“What…” I stood there, still holding the door open, having watched him push his way in here like he owned the place, so utterly confused. Confused and a little turned on by his stature, his clothes, and even his dumb face. 

Oh, that face. I could both punch it and kiss it. 

Since  me  keeping  the  door  open  was  only  letting  in  the  cool  night  air,  I closed  it,  glaring  at  him.  I  crossed  my  arms,  trying  to  look,  I  don’t  know, tough  or  something,  as  I  walked  to  stand  beside  the  couch.  “What  do  you think you’re doing? You can’t just walk into my house!” 

Hey,  at  least  I  had  my  voice  with  him,  unlike  Brock  earlier.  I  might’ve sounded a bit shrill, but I’d take that over selective mutism any day. 

Kent slowly crossed  his legs, extending  both arms on  the back cushions of the couch. His blonde hair was shaved short, its top lengths spiked up in a fauxhawk.  He  looked  like  a  businessman  about  to  address  someone  he thought nothing of. 

I hated him. I really did. 

You could hate someone and want to jump them at the same time, right? 

“I believe I just did,” Kent spoke, his voice low and rough. 

“Well…you…yes,” I admitted begrudgingly. “You did—”

Kent moved to pat the cushion beside him. “Sit. You and I need to talk.”  

I didn’t want to. I wanted to eat my dinner and go on with my night as if none of this was happening. And yet, what the hell did I do? I moved to sit beside him, listening to him, as if he was my master and I was nothing but his servant. 

My lower gut burned at that. Not something I should think about, and yet I  couldn’t  help  it.  I  was  less  than  two  feet  from  a  man  who  could  make panties drop at command. How was I not supposed to think of sex every once in a while? 

“You  need  to  mind  your  own  business,”  Kent  spoke,  eyeing  me  up.  I couldn’t tell if he was disgusted at my choice of apparel, or simply curious as to why I looked like a giant potato. A semi-cute potato, I’d argue, but still a potato.  “Ace  is  going  through  a  rough  patch  in  his  life  right  now,  and  he doesn’t need you adding onto it.” 

It  was  what  Brock  said  earlier,  and  yet  Brock  had  sounded  much  nicer about it. 

I sent Kent a glare, fighting the warmth that flooded me from sitting too close  to  him.  The  freaking  testosterone  just  came  off  him  in  waves.  It  was ridiculous…and  also  something  I  never  quite  noticed  before.  “Yes,  well  I have a life too. I have deadlines, and—”

“Deadlines,” Kent repeated, a single blonde eyebrow rising. 

“I’m a writer.” 

“Sure you are.” 

I huffed, instantly annoyed times a thousand. “I am!” 

“Uh-huh.” Kent shifted his weight on the couch, green eyes lingering on me. He was…turning his body toward mine. His chest was…looking way too fine in that button-up shirt. The top button, I noticed, was undone. 

What if I undid another? 

Hold  up.  Hold  up  that  thought  right  now.  No  way,  Jose.  Not  going  to happen. 

I didn’t appreciate being talked down to. “I am a writer, and you guys are all making sure I don’t get sleep at night.” 

“Come on, we’re not that loud.” 

“The music—”

“Is  what  helps  keep  my  brother  sane,”  Kent  spoke,  shaking  his  head. “You…”  He  leaned  forward,  resting  his  wrists  on  his  knees.  “You  really should just keep to yourself.” 

I still had my arms crossed, and I knew I probably looked silly and pouty, but I didn’t care. “Trust me, I want to keep to myself. I don’t want to step a foot  into  whatever  mess  you  guys  have  going  on  over  there,  but  I  need  my sleep.” 

Kent’s  lips  smirked,  and  a  burst  of  molten  lava  erupted  in  me  when  he muttered  the  words,  “I  could  tire  you  out,  if  you  want.”  He  spoke  the suggestion softly, a low rumble leaving his chest. It was, quite honestly, one of the sexiest things I’d ever heard. 

“I…”  I  blinked,  finally  stumbling  over  my  words  and  sounding  stupid. Yep.  I  knew  it  wouldn’t  take  long.  “What  are  you…”  I  couldn’t  get  a  full sentence out, it seemed. This man had me tongue-tied and all revved up with nowhere to go. 

Because I couldn’t go there. Being with a neighbor, even if it was just for fun, was a disaster waiting to happen. 

It was tempting though. Super tempting. He was temptation on two legs, especially in those clothes. 

Kent leaned toward me, and I found myself practically falling back onto the  pillows  of  the  couch.  Still  smirking,  still  making  me  feel  like  I  both wanted  to  jump  him  and  run  and  hide.  “I  bet,  under  that  hideous  jacket, you’re all hot and bothered.” 

Hideous jacket? Okay, buddy. The shit was about to go down. 

“First  off,”  I  said,  sounding  quite  obstinate  considering  he  was  in  the superior  position,  “this  is  a hoodie,  not  a jacket.  There’s  a  big  difference, buddy.  Second,  I  wouldn’t  let  you  touch  me  even  if  you  begged  me  to  let you. Third, how dare you come barging into my house, telling me to lay off you  guys,  when  it’s you who  are  the  problem.  Not  me.  I’m  quiet.  I’m—”  I was also yelling right now, I realized. Right in his face. 

He had me so riled up I could hardly see straight. 

“You don’t seem quiet now,” Kent whispered, his face only a few inches away  from  my  own.  “I  bet  you  won’t  be  quiet  when  I’m  inside  of  you, either.” 

My jaw dropped to the floor at that one. I could barely stutter out, “Get out of my house now, sir, or I’ll—” Why the hell did I call him sir? Stupid, stupid. I stopped as I watched him get to his feet. 

Holy hell. Even that man’s ass was sculpted by God himself. 

“You’ll what, exactly?” Kent shrugged on his suit jacket, not bothering to button  it  up  since  he  only  had  to  walk  twenty  feet  to  his  own  side  of  the duplex.  When  I  said  nothing,  he  added  pointedly,  “That’s  what  I  thought. Just…leave it alone, will you?”  

Ugh. This talk, whatever it was, was confusing the hell out of me. How could he go from suggestive and sexy to just brushing me off like that? And could somebody please phone a friend and tell me why I still hung on every word  that  came  out  of  his  mouth  like  he  was  spewing  the  secrets  to  the universe itself? 

Kent  left  my  place,  slamming  the  door  behind  him,  and  for  the  longest time, I stared at the front door as if he was about to walk right back in and say And another thing… But he didn’t. His sexy, suit-wearing self was next door, and I was left alone, speechless. 

The  jerk.  The  prick.  How  dare  he  walk  into  my  house  and  say  those things  to  me—even  if  I  kind  of  liked  it—he  had  no  right.  No  right  at  all. Nope. 

I  was  well  aware  that  my  mind  was  rambling,  mostly  because  I  didn’t want to return to my dinner and my lonely existence. Alas, that’s what I had to do. Writing was a solitary job, but it was fine. I was never really a social butterfly  growing  up  anyway.  I  was  the  introverted  one,  the  one  who  was quiet  in  class,  the  one  the  other  students  always  teased  for  being  so  quiet. Sofia was my friend, who was also the utter opposite of me— 

Wait. Shit. I was supposed to text her earlier, wasn’t I? Whoops. I guess with all that dick on my mind, both imaginary and real, thanks to my weird, rude neighbors, I sort of forgot to. Oh, well. She’ll forgive me. I’ll text her in the morning. Right now, it was back to my dinner. 

Grabbing  my  plate,  I  resumed  what  I  was  doing  before  that  awful interruption. 

Aaaaand of course.

The pasta was cold, wet, slimy noodles in my mouth. 

Damn it.




Chapter 5

 

The same song woke me up again that night. The same freaking song. I had it up to here with that song—just take my word for it, my hand’s pretty high— even  though  it  was  catchy  beyond  all  belief.  If  Ace  was  going  through  a breakup  and  needed  to  vent  a  little,  fine,  I  could  understand  that.  We’ve  all had bad breakups, but this was just aggravating. 

I’d tried earplugs, listening to my own music, even setting up a small TV in  my  bedroom  and  leaving  it  on  while  trying  to  sleep. Zzzquil,  too.  The whole  shebang,  and  yet  I  was  unable  to  get  more  than  a  few  hours  of uninterrupted sleep each night. It was miserable.

I rolled out of bed. Booty shorts clung to my body, along with a tank top. My  bra  lay  somewhere  on  the  floor,  and  the  strange  part  was,  I  didn’t  even stop to put it on. I didn’t stop for a jacket, either. My feet drew me straight to the front door, and I marched over the shared driveway. 

You know what was even weirder? It wasn’t cold out. It was November in New York, at night, and it wasn’t cold out at all—or maybe I was too riled up from being woken up again to pay attention to the damned temperature. 

The pavement wasn’t even cold, but for whatever reason, I didn’t notice. I was too busy knocking on the door. Doorbell or knocking, I always went for the latter because it was more dramatic. 

Ace  opened  the  door,  his  blonde  hair  hanging  off  the  side  of  his  head, messy, like he hadn't run a comb through it ever. His blue eyes were slightly narrowed  as  he  studied  me,  and  I  couldn’t  tell  if  his  expression  was  hungry and full of desire or one that was simply curious as to why I was here in the middle of the night. 

He, uh…he also wasn’t wearing a shirt. 

Kind of hard to ignore that. I pretty much stared right at his chest, at his well-defined  pectoral  muscles  as  I  wondered  why  I  was  acting  so…well, horny.  That  chest—there  were  a  lot  of  things  I  could  imagine  doing  to  that chest. It was free of hair, smooth in every way. I could run my hands down it, drizzle it with chocolate and slowly lick it off, move my lips along every inch of  it.  And  that  tattoo  that  rested  on  his  shoulder—I’d  seen  it  before,  but seeing it now just felt so…different. 

A tribal design, its lines thick and black, stars mixed with song notes. It might’ve been girly on another man, but on him? On him it worked. 

Suddenly I was aware that I was braless, and my nipples were far too hard and practically poking out of my shirt. 

“Opal,” he whispered my name, a morose look on his face. “What are you doing here?” 

“I…I’m  here  to…”  Dear  God,  why  was  I  here  again?  For  the  music? Fuck the music. I didn’t care about the loud noise in the middle of the night, not  right  now.  Right  now  the  only  thing  I  cared  about  was  touching  that perfect chest. 

I  reached  a  hand  out,  trailing  a  flat  palm  along  his  chest,  down  to  his abdomen,  where  six  tiny  squares  sat.  For  someone  who  was  basically depressed, he still took good care of himself. 

Ace didn’t move away, didn’t tell me to stop. He didn’t say anything. He simply grabbed me by the shoulders and brought me into his house…except, strangely, we weren’t in his house. He brought me from outside his door and back into my living room. 

I…just…what? 

My  mind  was  too  hazy  to  wonder  why  everything  was  weird.  Plus,  the man chest under my hand felt so good I could just shed all of my clothes and have at him right here. 

Ace had me against my front door within a moment, leaning against me, crowding that lovely chest right in my face. I breathed in, smelling him. He smelled of sweat and skin, and there had never been a better scent. Moving my  hands  to  his  shoulders,  I  trailed  them  along  his  arm  muscles,  feeling  a growing hardness start to poke me in my lower stomach.

Oh, holy hell. Why was I trying to fight this? This felt way too good to deny,  and  as  the  seconds  ticked  by,  I  could  feel  my  willpower  evaporating, never  to  be  found  again.  Which  was  fine;  I  didn’t  need  it.  The  only  thing  I needed right now was Ace. Every inch of him. 

Ace  buried  his  lips  against  my  neck,  picking  me  up  as  he  kissed  my throat. Butterflies soared in my stomach, a heat building that only meant one thing: we had to do this now. There was no turning back, no ignoring the way my  body  reacted  to  his.  Whatever  he  was  going  through  didn’t  matter.  The only thing that mattered right now was us finally getting together after what felt like an eternity of constant bickering. 

Setting me down on the couch, he crawled over me, moving his lips along my  jawline.  I  let  out  a  soft  moan,  arching  my  back,  causing  him  to  dig  his hips down into me, grind his hard-on against me. There was something erotic about feeling an erection through clothes, something that just made me want to be an animal and rip his clothes off and see him in his full glory. 

When he moved his lips to mine, giving me a slow, needy, desperate kiss, I realized it wasn’t Ace anymore. 

It was…Brock? 

Hold up. Huh? 

But  yet  again,  time  would  not  slow  down  for  me  to  piece  it  together properly. Brock had his hands on my cheeks, tasting me, pushing his tongue into  my  mouth  and  stoking  the  fire  that  Ace  had  started.  He  was  also shirtless, his lean body a few inches taller than Ace’s. His legs pinned mine down, even though I wasn’t struggling. To struggle here would be pointless, I knew. This, whatever this was, was going to happen. 

I had no idea why Ace changed into Brock, but that was a question for a later time. 

Another  question  for  a  later  time?  Why  the  hell  Kent  stood  near  the hallway,  his  arms  crossed…  also:  how  did  he  get  here,  and  why  didn’t  I notice him until now? 

“Hold on,” Kent said, a muscle in his jaw ticking as he moved closer to the couch. His voice was so low and rough, demanding in every way, that I couldn’t  help  but  shiver  against  Brock.  Brock  was  slow  to  pull  his  mouth from  mine  as  Kent  made  his  way  to  us.  Kent  wore  a  suit—this  time  with  a tie. 

And it was that same tie that he loosened and used to tie my hands above my head and hold them there. 

Kent held onto the other end of the tie, pulling my hands and arms back. “There,”  he  whispered,  his  jade  eyes  green  with  envy.  “Much  better,  don’t you think?” 

Brock  said  nothing,  but  his  hands  began  to  roam  my  body.  I  let  out  a moan  when  they  found  their  way  beneath  my  shirt,  up  to  my  breasts, tweaking my nipples, caressing the sensitive skin there. Kent pulled my arms further back, and I didn’t even care that it wasn’t a good position to be in. My eyelids fluttered shut, and I lost myself to the feeling of Brock touching me. 

His  hands  eventually  left  my  breasts,  moving  down  towards  my  shorts, toying with the waistband on them. 

“Do  you  want  him  to  fuck  you,  Opal?”  Kent’s  voice  entered  my  ears, scratchy and warm, kind of like how whiskey burned your throat on its way down. When I didn’t answer, he yanked my arms again. “Answer me.” 

“Yes,” I all but whimpered, weak in the face of these men. Had I always been  so  weak  when  it  came  to  them?  Did  I  always  want  to  jump  them,  or have them jump me? I couldn’t remember. My mind refused to work. Right now I just wanted to be dominated, and it seemed that these two were more than content to do a little sharing. 

Be still my beating heart, because it was so frigging hot. 

Brock  worked  to  pull  down  my  shorts,  but  before  I  felt  his  length  enter me,  before  anything  else  happened,  I  jerked  awake  in  bed,  my  eyes  flying open and staring at the dark ceiling above me. 

What. The. Hell? 

What the actual hell here, people. That was not an okay dream, and how much I liked it? Also not okay. 

What was even worse was that the dream had woken me up out of a deep sleep,  and  for  once  the  jerky  neighbors  of  mine  were  quiet.  For  once  I couldn’t hear them through the walls, no music playing to keep me up. Just my luck. 

I let out a long sigh, trying to go back to bed. My mind kept replaying the dream though, what was about to happen in it. Ace, pushing me against the door and grinding against me, showering my neck with kisses that made me shiver.  Brock,  his  tall  frame  holding  me  down  on  the  couch,  kissing  me, touching my aching nipples and making me whimper. And who could forget Kent? Even in my dreams, he was a freaking dom. 

A sexy one, but still. I wasn’t the kind of girl who liked that kind of thing. I liked…well, I guess if the way my body felt right now was any indication, I did kind of like what happened in the dream. 

I couldn’t ignore the heat still flooding me, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to go back to sleep unless I took care of it, gave my body the release it craved because  of  that  blasted  dream.  Me  with  the  neighbors?  That  was  worth  a laugh, but apparently in my imagination, anything was possible. 

One  of  my  hands  moved  between  my  legs,  snaking  its  way  under  my shorts. As I let my fingers curl around me, I found I was slick with need. I bit my  lower  lip  to  stop  myself  from  crying  out,  but  it  was  so  very  difficult  to remain quiet when all I wanted to do was be as loud as nature would let me, to cry out in pleasure that had begun in that dream with all three of them. 

All three of my neighbors. That was a fantasy that would never happen, but still. Apparently it made me lustful and horny in all the right ways. 

Once  my  orgasm  came,  once  I  hit  that  spot  and  brought  my  body  to  its precipice,  its  peak  of  sensual  pleasure,  I  may  have  moaned  out  loud.  I might’ve  cried  out,  a  bit  louder  than  I  anticipated.  My  skin  flushed  and  my whole  body  felt  weak  as  it  rode  the  high,  and  I  was  slow  to  withdraw  my hand from myself, my eyelids fluttering closed. 

 Sleep came to me quickly after that. If only every night was so easy. 

If it took me an orgasm to fall asleep, I’d be touching myself every damn night.




Chapter 6

 

The next morning I was actually able to sleep in. In fact, what woke me up was  a  call  from  my  bestie,  Sofia.  I  scrambled  to  answer  it,  reaching  for  my phone on the nightstand and sounding quite groggy when I said, “What? Why do you always have to call?”

“Because  you  never  answer  my  texts,  woman,  and  you  never  texted  me back yesterday. Again. What is with you?” Though her words sounded a bit miffed, I knew she wasn’t angry. Sofia didn’t get mad. Not really. 

“I’m still in bed.” 

“You…you are?” She waited a moment before asking, “Didn’t get sleep again last night?” 

I nibbled on my lower lip, attempting to push back the memories of that dream, vivid as they were. Almost as if the dream had been real. “Actually, I did…but I had a dream.” 

“Ooh, this sounds promising. Spill.” 

“No details, because I’m still a little freaked out over it, but let’s just say I had  a  dream  involving  my  neighbors.”  I  paused,  recalling  each  of  their handsome faces in the dream. “All of them.” 

Sofia  waited  a  moment  before  saying,  “Tell  me  you  don’t  mean  a  wet dream, Opal. Did you dream of their dicks?” For someone who wanted me to march over to their house on a daily basis and give them a good what-for, she sounded pretty ecstatic about me possibly dreaming about their dicks. 

I remained quiet, and she squealed. 

Too loud of a sound, too early in the morning…except, wait a minute, it was ten o’clock! I had to get up, start this day, finish making those edits. Or at least make a little progress. Maybe I should head to that coffee shop—but then again, that coffee shop was what got me in the mood for sex, I think. 

Maybe going back there wasn’t such a good idea. 

“Sofia, I got to go,” I told her. 

“Will you at least text me if you decide to make a move on any of those guys?” 

I sat up, practically shouting into the phone, “What? I thought you wanted me to yell at them, not date them!” 

“Yes, but hate sex is hot. Also, you know I’m a fan of those books where the girl doesn’t have to choose—” Yes, I’d been aware of her obsession with the  reverse  harem  genre  for  years  now.  Me?  I  was  a  loner.  When  I  had  a boyfriend, I could barely handle one dick. It wasn’t really a goal of mine to have more than one at a single time. 

Unless you counted dream me’s ambitions, and then all bets were off. 

I  laughed,  said  “Goodbye”  and  hung  up  the  phone.  Sofia  was…my  best friend,  my  only  friend,  really,  and  I  loved  her,  but  sometimes  she  got  these crazy ideas that I just didn’t know how to respond to. 

Me, sleeping with my neighbors. Right. Because absolutely nothing could go  wrong  there.  No  drama,  no  revenge.  No,  with  my  luck,  if  I  tried  to  get with  any  of  them,  let  alone  all  three  of  them  like  my  hussy  of  a  dream  self had, only bad shit would happen. 

I had a book to finish. No bad shit allowed. 

I got up to start the day, hopping in the shower real fast to try to wash off whatever had gotten into me last night. Yes, I’d whipped out those sex scenes yesterday like nobody’s business, but the rest of yesterday was not something I  wanted  to  repeat,  including  that  dream.  No  more  sex  dreams  of  my neighbors, thanks. 

As I was in the kitchen, looking to make myself some late breakfast, my doorbell rang. My suspicion was at a peak level because of yesterday and that dream, so I turned to stare toward the door, wanting to just let whoever it was walk off. Couldn’t be important, right? 

But then they rang the doorbell again. 

Stifling  a  groan,  I  went  to  the  door  to  answer  it,  about  to  tell  them  off because I wasn’t in the mood for their shit, whoever the hell they were, but I froze almost instantly. The one standing outside, bundled up in an old, worn jean  jacket,  was  Brock—and  unlike  yesterday,  he  didn’t  have  any  traces  of paint on him.

What the hell was I even wearing? 

Uh…I  glanced  down  at  myself.  Apparently  still  my  pajamas.  I  must’ve just  gotten  back  into  them  after  my  shower,  and  the  wind  from  the  outside world  only  made  goosebumps  rise  on  my  arms  and  my  nipples  to  harden. Whoops. 

I  crossed  my  arms,  seeking  to  cover  my  nipples—which  Brock’s  dark gaze caught, I knew—demanding, “What do you want?” 

“Umm…” Brock couldn’t speak properly, it seemed. He had his hands in his jean pockets, looking so very out of place before me. Awkward, almost. Couldn’t blame him; he did get a nice view of my hard nips. 

“Whatever  it  is,  spit  it  out,”  I  said.  “I  don’t  have  all  day.”  Well, technically  I  did,  because  I  worked  on  my  own  time,  but  I  did  have  a deadline. All this neighbor shit was not helping. 

Brock’s gaze moved to my bare feet. “I know we haven’t always gotten off  on  the  right  foot,  and  I’m  sorry.”  This  was  an  apology  visit?  Oh-kay. Seemed a bit weird, but I’d go with it. “Ace caught his girlfriend cheating a few  months  back  and…he  hasn’t  had  a  good  go  at  life  lately.  He’s  been drowning himself in his music ever since then.” 

Huh. So Ace had a girlfriend who cheated on him. Okay, I could feel for him. That was a terrible thing for anyone to go through, but it did not excuse him from being such a terrible neighbor. 

“And before you moved in, the other half of the duplex had been empty for almost a year,” Brock said. 

“A year?” I repeated. That didn’t sound right, especially since this place was dirt cheap. 

“Yeah, not a lot of people move into Silver Springs. A lot of weird things happen  in  this  town,  and  I  think  most  people  just  don’t  want  to  deal  with weird,” Brock said, shrugging. He was nearly a foot taller than me, and I had to  crane  my  head  back  to  look  at  him.  “But,  anyway,  I  just…I  want  you  to know that he’s not being a dick on purpose.”

I didn’t know what to say, mostly because when it came to these guys, I was always prepared for a fight…or, since yesterday, prepared to fuck them silly. 

Oh, dear. I should not have thought that particular thought. 

“Actions speak louder than words,” I said. 

Brock nodded. His black hair was messy today, and I could easily picture my hands running through it. “They do, which is why…” His cheeks took on a hint of pink, and as I stared up at him, I wondered: is he blushing?

He  was  kind  of  cute  when  he  was  blushing.  He  was  also  cute  when  he wasn’t  blushing,  too.  I  mean,  what  woman  didn’t  like  artists  that  were  hot messes?  Brock  was  definitely  a  hot  mess…but  right  now,  so  was  I,  in  my nipply, braless state.

“Are  you  free  later?”  Brock  blurted  out,  stumbling  over  the  words  as  if he’d practiced them a million times and still couldn’t quite nail the landing. “Today, I mean. Are you free later today?” When I said nothing, only stared at  him,  he  added,  “If  you’re  not,  that’s  okay.  I  just  have  a  little  something planned for this evening. I thought—well, I thought we could do it together, if you want.” He was rambling, his cheeks growing even pinker.

It was freaking adorable. 

“Do  it  together?”  I  echoed,  playing  dumb.  I  really  just  wanted  him  to fumble a bit more. Would he fumble this much during sex? 

…if I could smack myself after that thought I would, believe me. 

“You know, kind of like a date.” 

“Kind of like a date?” I was having too much fun with this. 

“A date,” Brock clarified. “An actual date.” 

“And I’m assuming you mean a date with you?” I asked, tilting my head. The more I stared at him, the cuter I thought he was. Would I want to go on a date with him? After last night’s dream, how the hell was I supposed to say no?  I  knew  I  didn’t  want  drama  with  my  neighbors,  but  my  libido  was currently screaming yes, yes, yes! 

Brock nodded. “Yeah, with me.” 

I didn’t think about it, because I knew if I lingered on it, I would realize what a terrible idea it was. So I simply said, “Yes, I’ll go on a date with you. What  time  shall  I  be  prepared  for  your  handsome  presence?”  Okay,  that might’ve been a little too dramatic, but it served its purpose; Brock blushed even more.

Ugh. The fucking cutie. 

“Um, three? If that’s okay. If not, we can—”

“Three is fine,” I told him. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to get some work  done  before  I  get  ready  for  our  date,  unless  you  want  me  to  go  like this?” It was early November, so there was no way in hell I’d be walking in town in booty shorts and no bra. I did realize that I stopped crossing my arms, gesturing to myself as I spoke, which gave him another nice view of my tits through my shirt. 

If anyone was a hot mess here, it was clearly me.

“I…” 

“Don’t  answer  that,”  I  told  him,  to  which  he  nodded.  “I’ll  see  you  at three.” 

He managed to stutter out a goodbye before walking away, and I closed the door, mentally cursing at myself for being so stupid. That’ll teach me to slip back into my pajamas after getting up. Apparently my neighbors thought they had free reign to visit me whenever the hell they wanted. 

It  was  a  damn  good  thing  it  wasn’t  Kent  at  my  door,  otherwise  he might’ve gotten some ideas when he saw my pointed, pebbly nipples. 

Damn  those  nipples.  Traitors.  They  needed  to  be  bundled  up  and swaddled in a bra immediately. 

I  glanced  down  at  my  breasts,  muttering  an  annoyed,  “Thanks,  guys.

Good to know you have my back.” The sarcasm in my voice could not have been applied any stronger. My words dripped facetiousness, and I rolled my eyes at myself as I hurried to my bedroom to put on a bra. 

After  deciding  to  make  myself  an  early  lunch,  just  a  sandwich,  nothing huge and nothing big, because I didn’t know whether or not Brock would be taking  me  out  somewhere,  I  sat  down  at  my  desk  and  opened  my  laptop. Munching  on  the  sandwich,  I  quickly  scanned  over  the  scenes  I’d  added yesterday. 

Hot  diggity  dog.  They  were  smoking.  So  hot  I  was  surprised  my  laptop didn’t  spontaneously  combust  while  I  was  writing  them.  In  all  of  my  life,  I couldn’t remember writing such scorching hot sex scenes. Maybe there was something to writing in a coffee shop after all…maybe I’d have to go back to Jewels Cafe. 

Not today, though. 

My  new  sex  scenes  were  hot,  but  my  mind  couldn’t  focus.  Not  after yesterday, not after that dream, and not after seeing Brock look so adorable as he stumbled over his words. Nope. 

I  texted  Sofia,  letting  her  know  I  was  going  on  a  date  with  Brock,  to which she immediately replied I knew it. I resisted my urge to groan, because she so didn’t know it, but I decided to give it to her, just this once. 

It felt like it’d been years since I had a date. It wasn’t really years, but it was a long time since I cared. Most people these days just didn’t click with me; I didn’t get along with them. I was not a people person, not really. I was perfectly  fine  nestled  away  in  my  writing  cave  with  very  little  human interaction. Most people only disappointed you in the end anyway. 

Depressing,  but  that  was  reality.  You  couldn’t  lean  on  anyone  else  but yourself when the shit hit the fan. 

But this date was one I was going to try on. Dress up, look good, all of that  shit.  Hell,  maybe  my  body  just  wanted  to  feel  someone  else’s  skin  on mine.  I  couldn’t  even  remember  the  last  time  I  got  loving  that  wasn’t  from my own hand or a vibrator. And don’t get me wrong, vibrators were nice— and  that  was  putting  it  lightly—but  sometimes  you  just  needed  some  old-fashioned dick to sate your carnal hunger. Am I right? 

I  was  right.  I  knew  I  was  right,  and  that  was  why  I  was  probably  over-prepping for this date. 

It was a bad idea all around, getting involved with a neighbor. Seriously, there  were  movies  and  books  based  on  this  shit,  and  yet  there  I  was, practically  skipping  through  the  house,  humming  as  I  chose  my  outfit,  my earrings, even did my makeup. I was like a girl going on her very first date, giddy and excited. 

It was sickening, really.

I chose a pair of dark denim jeans that were perhaps a tad too tight, but I didn’t  care.  It  showed  off  my  booty—not  that  I  had  much  of  one  to  begin with,  but  you  had  to  primp  your  features  as  best  as  you  could.  I  matched  it with  a  nice  black  shirt,  its  back  wide  open.  I’d  have  to  do  something  about my bra, but oh well; I had a black coat that would match the outfit perfectly, along  with  knee-high  boots  that  made  me  seem  a  bit  taller  than  I  actually was. 

Needless to say, I was going to look smoking. So smoking Brock would be speechless yet again. He might even drool. I put nothing off the table. 

Did I want sex today? …Maybe. My brain was definitely a horn dog after yesterday. 

There had to be something in the air, something in the water, or even in that  damned  pumpkin  spice  latte.  I  was not this  frisky  before—or  maybe  I was and I was just better at reeling it in. Maybe seeing them all in one day, the  three  of  them,  did  something  to  my  brain  to  make  me  think: dicks.  Yes, give me the dicks. All the dicks! 

My vagina was a greedy bastard, wasn’t she? 

By the time I was ready, I looked at my phone and saw that it was only one. I still had two hours to wait until the date. Apparently I was too excited, because time could literally not have moved slower for me that afternoon. It was a freaking snail, crawling by at a leisurely pace, not a damned care in the world. 

Time needed to hurry up. 

I  chose  to  sit  myself  on  the  couch  and  watch  Netflix  until  the  time arrived,  and  when  it  did,  when  my  doorbell  rang  right  at  three  on  the  dot,  I stumbled  off  the  couch,  grabbing  my  jacket  and  throwing  it  on  as  I  hurried along. 

Brock stood there, looking quite meek, dressed in much the same outfit as he was before. Only, I noticed, he’d changed shirts…he now wore a stained t-shirt beneath his jacket, and I couldn’t help but wonder why he’d chosen to change, specifically to look worse than he did before. 

Still,  even  with  a  white  shirt  that  held  half  a  dozen  colors,  he  looked good. Inside my chest, my heart did a little pitter-patter. My nipples were not the only traitorous part of my body, I guess. I guess the whole body followed their lead now. If Brock told me he’d changed his mind and wanted to stay in, if  he  said  he  just  wanted  to  sleep  with  me,  I  couldn’t  say  whether  or  not  I would fight him. 

Eh, I probably wouldn’t. 

“Are you ready?” he asked, his brown eyes raking down me and making me feel quite self-conscious. Maybe I looked too good. I mean, compared to him,  I  was  a  model  and  he  was  just  someone  who  carried  my  purse.  “You look…amazing.” 

“Thank  you,”  I  spoke,  grinning  like  an  idiot  as  my  stomach  did  a  weird flippy thing. “You look…” I trailed off, not exactly wanting to say he looked good.  The  shirt  was  a  bit  strange.  Instead,  I  awkwardly  stepped  outside  the house. “Shall we go?” 

He coughed. “Right.” 

I found that he had already pulled the car out of the garage, and I knew he and  Ace  shared  a  vehicle.  Kent  was  the  only  one  with  a  steady  job,  so  the second car that usually parked in front of the garage was definitely his.

Brock  opened  the  passenger  door  for  me,  giving  me  a  gentle  smile  as  I climbed in. He was acting like a gentleman, which was nice, I had to admit. I’d grown so used to their general jerkiness that I wasn’t sure if any of them were capable of being nice. 

As Brock pulled out of the driveway, driving us wherever our destination was, I could’ve sworn I looked in the rearview mirror and saw Ace standing at the window, watching us leave. He just looked so sad…my heart hurt for him, which wasn’t to say him being sad or the situation around his depression made his past actions okay, but I still felt for him. 

But  now  wasn’t  the  time  to  focus  on  Ace  and  his  sorrow.  Now  was Brock’s  time,  and  I  was  about  to  learn  just  what  he  had  in  store  for  us.  It was…not at all what I expected.




Chapter 7

 

Our date involved me helping him set up for his last art class of the year, until the  weather  turned  good.  Brock  apparently  had  a  whole  class  of  kids  who came  to  the  park  after  school  to  get  into  the  finer  techniques  of  painting. Since the weather was getting colder, and the kids were more bundled up— plus the cold weather didn’t help the paint spread on the canvases—it was the last  one  until  spring  came,  and  even  that,  he  told  me,  depended  on  the weather.  You  know  spring,  full  of  sporadic,  random  rain  showers.  April showers bring May flowers and all that jizz.

No, wait. Not jizz. Jazz. I meant jazz. Jizz was…well, we all knew what jizz was, and clearly I had it on the brain. 

Easels with their own paint trays, the paint and paintbrushes; I helped him set  it  all  up,  and  during  it,  I  got  a  peek  at  the  real  Brock.  The  Brock  who adored  art  more  than  anything  in  the  world.  Any  form  of  art  he  loved,  but painting was his specialty, and it was then that I realized why he’d changed shirts.

The kids were of all ages. The youngest looked to be maybe seven while the oldest was in her early teens. Then again, I was terrible with ages. They started  coming,  with  their  backpacks  and  their  school  clothes,  reaching  into their bags to put on a white shirt over their own clothes, white shirts that were stained, just like Brock’s was. The parents stood in the back, watching over their kids as they talked to one another. 

It  was…a  nice  surprise,  really.  It  made  me  think  of  Brock  a  little differently. 

Plus,  you  know,  there  was  nothing  better  than  a  group  of  kids  and  their parents to get your mind off sex. 

Before he started, Brock came to me, grabbed my hand, and pulled me to an easel he’d set up off to the side, away from the kids. “For you,” he said. 

“Me?” I echoed. “I’m not an artist. These kids are better at painting than me, I bet.” Not a lie. The last time I’d picked up a paintbrush was in art class way back in high school. So many years ago, I could barely remember it. 

Brock  gave  me  a  dimpled  smile,  and  I  shut  right  up.  “Try  your  best, okay?” He released my hand, moving to the front of the group of kids. 

I called after him, “What do I paint?” 

“Anything  you  want,”  he  said.  “Something  around  you,  or  something from  your  head.  Whatever  your  heart  desires.”  Brock’s  smile  widened,  and one of the younger girls in the front row of easels giggled. He turned to her, asking, “What’s so funny, Penny?” 

Penny,  who  was  one  of  the  younger  ones  in  the  group,  hid  her  smile  as she pointed to me. “Is she your girlfriend?” 

It was my turn to have my cheeks heat up. I was most definitely not— 

“Not yet,” Brock said, kneeling down beside her, giving her a smile that was  much  sweeter  and  less  mischievous  than  the  one  he  gave  me.  “I’m hoping you guys can help me convince her.” His dark eyes sparkled when he talked to her, and I felt something in me tug. 

He was good with kids. It only made me attracted to him more, frankly. 

But…wait.  His  girlfriend?  What?  I’d  only  agreed  to  one  date,  not  that. That seemed a little extreme, didn’t it? Then again, my dream last night was extreme. 

I returned my gaze to the canvas and easel before me, picking up the paint palette  and  the  brush.  If  Brock  wanted  my  shitty  art  skills,  he’d  get  them. He’d see my finished canvas and cringe at how awful it was, and I couldn’t blame  him.  An  elephant  with  a  paintbrush  in  its  trunk  could  paint  a  prettier picture than me. 

I decided, since I lacked creativity when it came to the more physical and visual aspects of art—I was a writer, not a freaking painter, for a reason—my painting would be of the tree standing next to me. It wasn’t that nice of a tree right now, its leaves gone, thanks to the weather, but it was literally the only thing I could think of to do. Heaven help me if I decided to paint Brock, or his class, or any of the parents. 

No, nice and simple, please. 

The  class  didn’t  last  for  too  long;  less  than  an  hour,  and  eventually everyone  started  to  pack  up.  Not  going  to  lie,  throughout  the  class,  I  kept shooting  looks  at  Brock,  watching  how  he  was  with  the  kids.  For  some reason, knowing he was good with kids made him even more attractive than he already was. It was a skill not all men had, and not all women either, for that matter. 

Would I be good with kids? If I had a mini-me running around, would I be a good mother? 

Not sure where the hell that thought came from, but too late to pretend it didn’t happen. 

“Keep  painting,”  Brock  insisted,  starting  to  clean  up  without  me.  “I usually handle it all on my own anyway. When I’m done, that better be the best  tree  I’ve  ever  seen.”  Dimples  danced  along  his  cheeks,  and  they  made my heart flutter.

“Right,” I spoke dryly, staring at the hideous tree that looked more like a bush on my canvas. “No pressure.” 

Needless to say, the extra time did not an immaculate art piece make. It still  looked  like  a  blob  by  the  time  the  other  canvases  were  put  away.  The kids  got  to  take  theirs  home,  and  mine…well,  the  longer  I  stared  at  it,  the more I didn’t want to take it home. This wasn’t something a parent of a fifth-grader would want hanging on their fridge, let alone a wall. It was just about the worst rendition of a tree I’d ever seen. 

Brock  held  his  hands  on  his  sides,  standing  near  me.  I  pretended  not  to notice  how  tall  he  was,  tried  not  to  note  the  slight  quirk  in  his  lips  as  he studied my canvas and sought to not burst out laughing. 

“I  never  claimed  to  be  an  artist,”  I  said.  “That’s  your  department.  You have no competition from me.” 

  “Not  with  this  type  of  stuff,  but  with  words?  You’re  the  artist  there,” Brock  said,  giving  me  the  kindest,  gentlest  smile  I’d  ever  seen.  He  was  so very different from his two roommates, and for a moment, I forgot all about Ace and Kent. Until then, when I thought about them. 

And then I remembered the dream, and what had almost happened in it. 

“Keep staring at me like that,” I warned him, “and a girl’s bound to feel special.” 

Now  that  the  kids  were  gone,  now  that  the  parents  were  gone,  we  were alone in this small section of the town’s park. Brock took a step closer to me, whispering,  “You  are  special,  Opal.  You’ve  always  been  special.  I  don’t know  why  it  took  me  this  long  to  act  on  it,  but  I…”  He  paused,  tilting  his chin down to me. “For the last few days, all I could think about was kissing you.” 

I felt my lips pucker of their own accord. “Just kiss?” Didn’t know why I had to go out and say that, but I did, and there was no taking it back. I’d be lying if I told him I wasn’t thinking about kissing him, but I’d also be lying if I said it was only a kiss I thought about. 

Brock answered my question by bringing his lips down to mine, grabbing my  face  and  tilting  me  by  the  chin.  His  mouth  met  with  mine,  and  for  a moment,  I  was  lost  in  him,  in  the  way  his  warmth  flooded  through  his  lips and  into  me,  how  smooth  and  delicate  those  lips  felt  on  mine.  I  leaned  into him,  pressing  myself  against  his  lean,  solid  chest.  His  other  arm  wrapped around me, and time itself could’ve stopped and I wouldn’t have noticed. 

This. This was how it was supposed to be. Just a man and a woman, both with  feelings  they  couldn’t  explain,  emotions  they  couldn’t  deny.  It  was beyond nice. I honestly could have stood there, kissing him forever, making out with him like we were teenagers with nothing better to do. 

But we weren’t teenagers, and we were in the middle of a public park, so we  couldn’t  get  too  handsy  or  greedy  when  it  came  to  each  other.  Would inviting him over after this seem like too bold a proposition? 

When his lips left mine, he whispered, “Beautiful.” 

I could hardly breathe, still wrapped up in that slow, steady, achingly long kiss. “Me, or the tree I painted?” My lips broke out into a smile even though they missed being connected with his. 

“You,” Brock answered. He released his hold on me, moving closer to my canvas. “Your tree…does leave a little to be desired.” He tossed me a look. “But I’m more than willing to give you some private lessons.” 

Damn. I didn’t know Brock had something like that in him. 

I let my mind wander as I helped him clean up my station. I carried my canvas to the car and held it on my lap as we drove back home. It wasn’t like I planned on hanging it front and center in my place, but I just couldn’t find the heart to toss it out. It didn’t feel right. 

The heart of Silver Springs was in the rearview mirror, and we eventually pulled into our shared driveway. It was early evening; Kent was home, his car parked in front of my garage—the bastard—but I let it be because I knew it was only because I was with Brock, and his car went in their garage. 

Brock let me get out before he pulled into the garage, and I stood there, clutching the canvas, wondering just what to say or do. Should I invite him in?  Was  that  too  forward?  Right  now  I  didn’t  really  care  about  being  too forward;  my  libido  had  been  in  overdrive  lately,  and  I  really  needed  to  feel some skin on mine.

“Do you want to come in?” Brock asked. 

I  could  go  into  his  house…but  that  would  mean  I’d  also  see  Ace  and Kent,  which  I  didn’t  particularly  want.  It  wasn’t  that  I  didn’t  trust  myself around them…no, wait, that’s exactly what it was. I didn’t trust myself, my body, or my thoughts around them. I was like a horny teenager all over again, thinking just about the D. 

Oh, God, I wanted to invite him over. I wanted to cook him dinner, stare at  his  cute  face,  and  jump  his  bones.  What  woman  didn’t  have  an  artist phase? What straight woman could stare at Brock’s face and not want to lick him up and down repeatedly? 

Then  again,  just  because  I  was  horny  was  no  excuse  to  jump  into something too speedy with him. He was my neighbor, and until recently, very recently, I’d complained to Sofia about them all on a daily basis. Having him come over, screwing his brains out, might be crossing the line here. 

It pained me to hold back, telling him, “No, I should…I should try to get some work done tonight.” 

“Right.  We  could…we  could  do  this  again  sometime  though,  right?  I mean,  another  date?  It  wasn’t  so  bad,”  Brock  stumbled  over  his  words,  yet again being adorable. “Or was it? Was it a bad date? It was a bad date, wasn’t it…” 

I stopped him from saying anything more, holding my canvas aside as I grabbed  him  by  the  coat  to  yank  him  down,  giving  him  a  heated  kiss  that  I hoped  told  him  the  date  was  anything  but  bad.  It  was  good…I  just  needed some  more  time  to  face  the  music.  Or  maybe  my  vibrator  to  keep  myself under control. 

“The date was amazing,” I told him once I pulled my lips off his. “But I do have a deadline.” 

“Right.” Brock’s cheeks were flushed when the kiss ended, and he gave me a tiny smile. “I’ll see you later.” 

I  gave  him  a  wave  as  I  headed  back  to  my  house.  That  date  was  a  nice distraction from my current work, and I knew I would get shit done tonight. No.  As  I  entered  my  house  and  set  down  the  canvas  in  the  living  room,  I knew what I had to do.

Vibrator city, here I come.




Chapter 8

 

You know what was even better than using a vibrator? Using a vibrator in the shower,  having  the  warm  water  pelt  your  skin  as  you  laid  there,  your  legs apart, good feelings spreading all through you. Oh, it was amazing. It was the best feeling in the world—the only thing that would make it better would be having someone else in here with me. Maybe a mouth down there. 

My head rested on the back of the tub, and my mind went everywhere. I pictured Brock happily going at me from between my legs. I imagined Kent forcing my ankles apart and edging me to an orgasm, making me suffer as he kept me from finding that bodily high. And Ace…no, I couldn’t imagine Ace down  there,  not  when  he  looked  so  sad.  Maybe  I  would  be  the  one  going down on him. 

Holy  hell.  Yes,  I  was  a  horndog  right  now.  Something  was  seriously wrong with me. It was like I couldn’t get my mind off my neighbors even if I tried—and  I  did  try,  really.  I  did.  It  sucked,  because  I  knew  if  I  had  one  of them, I’d never be able to have them all. 

It was a selfish desire to have them all, a scenario that would rest purely in  my  imagination.  To  have  all  three  guys…something  like  that  didn’t  just happen in normal, everyday life. Maybe in the movies. Maybe in those books Sofia  read  with  the  shifters  and  multiple  mates  and  all  that.  I  knew  some humans  were  polyamorous,  but  I  never  thought  myself  one  of  them.  Not really. 

Then again, I didn’t think I’d ever put much thought into it. 

I didn’t know how long I laid there in the shower, using that vibrator on myself,  but  it  was  an  awfully  long  time.  When  the  water  began  to  lose  its warmth,  I  decided  to  get  up.  I’d  brought  myself  to  an  orgasm  quite  a  few times, and this time I used the shower’s water to stifle my moaning. Yeah, I guess I wasn’t a quiet one.

As I got out, I turned the water off and wrapped a towel around myself. My body was still tingly, so I didn’t want to put on clothes just yet. I left my vibrator  in  the  sink,  telling  myself  to  wash  it  off  later.  With  my  wet  hair clipped up and a towel around my body, I left the bathroom, letting the steam out into the hall, and headed to my room. My legs felt a little like Jell-O still, but the feeling would go away soon, I knew. 

I  froze  the  moment  I  stepped  into  my  room,  my  heart  beating  a  mile  a minute as I stared at the man situated in front of my dresser, currently going through  the  drawer  that  held  all  of  my  intimates.  The  man  had  his  wide, strong back to me, but I didn’t need to see his face to know who he was. He was blonde, as muscular as a linebacker, and he wore a suit. 

Kent. 

“What  are  you  doing?”  I  asked,  sounding  a  bit  shriller  than  I  intended. “How did you get in my house?” He had a bad habit of just letting himself in whenever the hell he wanted and doing whatever the hell he wanted, too. 

Kent didn’t even turn to face me. He still rummaged in my drawer, as if he  was  doing  nothing  wrong.  “You  don’t  have  anything  sexy,  do  you?”  he asked.  Finally,  he  tossed  me  a  look.  It  read  unimpressed.  “We’ll  have  to change that, I think.” 

“What—you can’t just—”

“And you, Opal, never seem to lock your door.” Kent shoved the drawer closed,  turning  to  face  me  with  a  smug  expression  on  his  face.  “Someday someone you don’t like might come in.” Half of his lips curled into a smirk, and I wanted to wipe that smirk off his attractive face. 

And old habit, and a new one, the new one being that I wanted to jump his bones and find out if his dick was as thick as the rest of his body.

“That’s  funny,”  I  finally  found  my  voice,  setting  my  hands  on  my  hips above the towel. “Because I’m staring at someone I don’t like right now.” 

“Liar,”  Kent  accused,  reaching  to  his  shirt  to  undo  the  top  two  buttons. Today  he  wore  a  dark  blue  shirt  under  a  black  suit  jacket,  with  black  pants that hugged every feature of his tall, muscular frame. 

My lower gut burned, and it took everything in me to say, “I don’t need your mouth, Kent.” 

His  legs  brought  him  closer  to  me,  and  I,  stupidly,  remained  in  place, allowing him to inch closer, letting him reach around my head, grab the clip holding my wet hair up, and pull it out. As my brown, wet lengths fell down my back, he whispered, “I think you do.” 

I…I did not…I might’ve imagined having his mouth, but that was… 

“I don’t—” I didn’t get a chance to say anything else. 

“Why  don’t  you  shut  up  and  let  me  take  the  lead?  You  talk  too  much anyway, you know. You sound much better when you’re lost in pleasure, like you sounded in that shower…and last night.” The smirk on Kent’s face only grew wider as his green gaze traveled down, noting the towel clinging to my body.

My cheeks flared in embarrassment. “You…you heard me last night?” 

He nodded, slowly taking off his suit jacket and tossing it at the foot of the  bed.  “We  all  did,  actually.  It  was  impossible  not  to,  with  you  over  here practically  wailing.  Tell  me…”  Kent  moved  to  circle  me,  stopping  as  he stood behind me. “What had you so riled up last night?” He trailed his fingers along my spine, starting at the base of my neck.

With  his  fingers  still  tantalizing,  I  shivered,  even  though  I  wasn’t  cold. Quite the opposite, actually. “I…I had a dream.” 

“A  dream  of  what?”  When  I  said  nothing,  he  removed  his  fingers  from my  neck,  only  to  grip  both  of  my  upper  arms,  lean  me  back  into  him  as  he brought his lips to my ear to whisper, “Don’t make me ask again, Opal.” A threat, a warning that this could get rough.

I was…both intrigued and startled by his blunt words. 

What was the use of lying to him? If they heard me last night…there was no point in denying it. 

“I dreamt of Ace and Brock…and you.” I bit my lower lip as his hold on my upper arms loosened, his fingers trailing along them until he reached my wrists, which he then held onto with a firm, unyielding grip. 

“And  what  we  were  doing  to  you  in  this  dream?”  His  low  voice  purred out, “I assume we were doing something to you…or was it to each other?” 

Whoa.  Let’s…let’s  not  open that can  of  possibilities  just  yet.  I  was having a hard enough time fighting my feelings for these guys as it was. 

A secret part of me whispered: why fight it? Every time you do, your body aches with need. Why bother pushing them away when accepting them could make you feel so good your mind and body will never be the same again?

You know, that secret part of me just might be right. Fighting them could be  inevitable.  Maybe  this  was  a  temporary  libido  boost,  but  damn,  I  didn’t care. Giving in would be the sweetest release I’d had in a while—and I’d just given myself multiple orgasms in the shower. 

“Kissing me,” I whispered. “Touching me. Pinning me down and…” My voice  was  stolen  from  me  when  Kent  yanked  the  bit  of  the  towel  that  was keeping it up and let it fall to the floor. The cool air of my bedroom instantly hardened my nipples—or maybe that was due to the fact that I ached for the man  behind  me,  his  deep,  ravenous  words  and  his  stern,  no-nonsense demeanor.

“Do you liked to be pinned down, Opal?” 

Every  time  he  said  my  name,  a  jolt  of  molten  desire  shot  through  me, made  me  ache  in  my  core  and  drip  with  desire.  I  could  barely  get  ahold  of myself to nod, and once I did, Kent weaved his fingers through my hair and forced  me  to  face  him,  pressing  my  still  damp  body  against  his  clothes, clearly not caring if they got wet. 

“Then  I  think  it’s  time  to  pin  you  down,”  he  all  but  growled  out,  and before  I  knew  what  was  happening,  he  had  me  down  on  my  bed,  my  legs hanging  off  the  side  of  it.  With  his  chest  wide  above  mine,  practically  all  I could  see,  he  forced  my  legs  open  and  trailed  a  single  hand  up  my  inner thigh, moving deliberately slow, as if knowing he was teasing me. 

When his fingers found my most sensitive spot, as they slid along those pink folds, I closed my eyes and let out a moan.

“So  wet,”  Kent  commented.  “I  bet  you  could  take  me  now.”  He  moved his hand, only to grind his midsection against me. Through his pants, I could feel  his  hardened  cock,  and  I  practically  purred  against  him,  needing  him. Needing every inch of him right this very fucking second. “Tell me what you want.” A command, one I could not disobey. 

“You,”  I  whispered.  “I  want  you.”  God,  I  couldn’t  make  up  my  mind, could I? Brock, Ace, Kent. I wanted them all. I wanted to be that greedy bitch and have them all. Get my cake and eat it too, except in this case, it’d be three cakes, all at once, each a special flavor only I could taste. 

“What part of me?” Kent leaned against me, pressing his erection against my  open  legs,  his  lips  near  my  ear.  He  fisted  my  hair,  angling  my  neck towards him, and ran his tongue up my throat, causing me to moan. 

“Your cock,” I cried out, “I want your cock.” 

Kent nodded against me, murmuring, “Good girl.” He got off me enough to reach for his belt, and I glanced at his groin, seeing the imprint of his cock. Just from its bulge, I knew it was going to be massive, a monster that might hurt going in. Whatever. At this point, I didn’t care. I just wanted it. I wanted him. 

I was so done pushing them away. If my place became a revolving door for  them,  fine.  I  really  didn’t  give  a  single  shit,  because  I  wanted  them.  I needed them. I craved them all like an addict craved her next fix. Ace, Brock, and  Kent—they  were  my  fix,  my  drug  of  choice.  They  were  my  sexy, handsome  devils,  and  I  was  Eve  in  the  Garden  of  Eden,  giving  in  to temptation after trying to fight it for so long. 

Kent whipped off his belt, and within a minute, his pants were down, his cock springing free. Its bulbous tip dripped with precum, and I found myself licking  my  lips  in  anticipation.  My  inner  thighs  quivered,  and  I  groaned  a desperate, wordless plea: stick that thing inside me, make me cry out in pain, make me lose all sense of self as you make me yours.

His cock was huge. At least eight inches in length and so thick I doubted that  my  fingers  could  curl  around  its  base.  But  maybe  that  was  me  just exaggerating. Or maybe not. I’d find out soon enough. 

“I want to hear you,” Kent demanded, grabbing himself and running a fist along  his  length  once.  The  veins  on  its  sides  bulged  and  popped  out  even more, and never did I ever want to be taken like an animal more. This was a first for me. “Don’t stifle that pretty voice of yours.” 

He positioned his tip at my entrance, and I sighed. My legs hung off the side of the bed, Kent standing. He was going to pound away at me and watch me  on  the  bed.  He  wasn’t  even  going  to  take  off  his  shirt,  not  that  I  cared. The  most  important  bit  was  out,  and  currently  making  its  way  inside  of  me inch by thick inch. 

He filled me up like no one else ever had before. My back arched and I breathed a ragged breath when he filled me to my core. My eyes closed, and I let the feeling of being taken swallow me whole. 

“Are you on birth control, or should I pull out?” Kent asked, his voice as rough as the fingers gripping my waist. “I’d rather watch my cum leak out of you, but if I have to come on your stomach, I will.” 

I could not say it fast enough, “I’m on the pill.” I’d been on the pill for what felt like ages, and never really counted on it much. Sure, I’d had a few boyfriends here and there, but it was never a fuckfest. This…at this rate, my life just might turn into one, and I wouldn’t say no if it did. 

“Good.” With that, Kent began to thrust, dragging that thick member out of me before shoving it back in. Over and over, ramming himself into me and making me cry out in a mix of pleasure and pain. I didn’t know whether or not I totally enjoyed being filled up to the brim, my core being pushed to its handling capacity, but I didn’t care. Right now I was near mindless. 

I was a blubbering mess while he was inside of me. I tried to grab onto his shirt, but he moved his hands from my waist and held my arms down as he fucked me senseless, pinning my wrists above my head. 

“Such an innocent face, even while being fucked,” Kent murmured, voice ragged. 

He rammed himself hard into me, pushing himself as deep as he could go without breaking me, and I cried out, practically unable to see straight. Kent’s voice  turned  into  a  series  of  grunts,  and  the  sounds  of  our  sex  filled  my bedroom. My body took his, took everything he would give me, and when he reached  his  peak,  his  eyes  slammed  shut  and  his  thrusting  became  harder, fiercer, more erratic and unstable. 

Kent groaned a deep-throated moan, and I watched through slit eyelids as he shuddered, coming inside of me, filling me up even more with his cum. He was unhurried in pulling out of me, and I wasn’t about to ask him how long he’d let his cock linger inside of me. Being one with him like this was…well, it was better, far hotter than I ever could’ve imagined, and I’ve imagined a lot lately. 

After a minute, he pulled out of me, leaning back to watch his thick cock emerge from my core, slick with the spent juices of our sex. His monster of a dick was still hard, but he seemed content to watch my open slit as his cum started to ooze out. 

I  couldn’t  even  picture  what  I  looked  like  right  then:  my  legs  open,  my chest  heaving,  my  skin  a  flustered  red,  totally  and  completely  spent.  He’d come  into  my  house  while  I  was  in  the  shower,  using  my  favorite  vibrator, and  he’d  made  me  into  his  sex  toy,  basically.  It  wasn’t  the  worst  thing  to happen to me, but as I laid there, watching him watch me, I couldn’t help but wonder if this was it, if this was merely a one-time thing. 

He came, he saw, he conquered—not exactly in that order—so would he leave now? Would he never give me a second glance? 

Oh, God. And Brock…I literally just went on a date with him, and I slept with  his  roommate.  Damn  it.  I  didn’t  think  I’d  ever  be  able  to  look  at  him again after this, because surely Kent would brag about it to Brock and Ace. They would both hear of his conquest of me, how easily I’d given in, how I didn’t fight him at all. 

Huh. Now that…that was a little embarrassing, not going to lie.

“You  really  are  beautiful,”  Kent  whispered,  sounding  amazed.  He  drew his hands along my legs, stopping at my knees, finally lifting his gaze from my sex and meeting my eyes. He took a step back and allowed me to get up. After  that  heated  session,  I  was  basically  dry.  The  steam  between  us  had dried me all up, except for my hair, a bit. 

I was about to reach for the towel on the floor, but Kent got to it first. 

“You  know,”  he  said,  “that’s  my  job.”  I  was  speechless  as  he  ran  the towel  between  my  legs,  cleaning  me  up.  “It’s  my  mess,  after  all.”  His  lips wore  a  smirk,  and  even  though  this  might  be  it,  I  couldn’t  help  but  feel  a thousand butterflies all aflutter deep within me. This man was just too drop-dead gorgeous to deny. 

After I regained myself, I hurriedly put on clothes. “So that’s it, then?” I asked. 

He was in the process of buckling his belt, staring at me as he questioned, “What’s it?” 

“This?”  I  clarified,  feeling  a  pang  of  something  I  couldn’t  name  within me.  Was  it  regret?  Did  I  regret  sleeping  with  Kent?  Maybe  so  close  to Brock’s date with me, but as a whole…no. No, I didn’t regret it. I would do it again. Hell, I’d do it again now if he told me to bend over and put my ass in the air. 

What  I  felt  was…fear.  Apprehension  that  he  would  tell  me  this  was  a one-time thing, that it didn’t matter, that I didn’t matter. I wanted this to be more than it could be. Someone like Kent would never really want to be with someone like me. We were too different, from two different worlds. Heck, I didn’t belong with Brock either, or even Ace, for that matter. None of these guys were the type of guys I would’ve normally gone for. 

Then again, it had been a while, so it was difficult to remember what my type actually was. 

“What do you want this to be, Opal?” Kent asked, crossing his arms as he leaned  on  my  dresser.  His  blonde  hair  was  slick  with  sweat,  and  I  had  to admit, he looked even sexier after the act itself. Maybe because I knew now what he was packing, what he was capable of. 

“I…” I was about to answer him truthfully when I heard the doorbell ring.

Great. Who the hell could it be now?




Chapter 9

 

“Hold  that  thought,”  I  said,  lifting  a  finger  in  the  air.  “Wait  here.”  If  it  was Brock…I  didn’t  want  him  to  see  me  with  Kent,  even  though  we  were neighbors so it was more than obvious where Kent was if he wasn’t anywhere in their house. 

Still felt wrong, like I betrayed him, almost. 

Stupid,  because  I  wasn’t  with  any  of  them.  I  was  a  free  woman,  and  I could sleep with whoever I wanted. 

I  made  my  way  into  the  hall,  making  sure  Kent  stayed  in  my  room, heading  to  the  front  door.  It  was  unlocked,  because  apparently  I  did  have  a habit  of  leaving  it  wide  open  for  anyone  to  waltz  in—though  this  time,  the doorbell  ringer  was  more  polite  about  it  than  Kent  was.  Unlike  Kent,  he didn’t just stroll in.

The other brother stood outside my door, his hands shoved in his pockets, his stubbly face looking concerned. Ace was just as attractive as his brother, even though he wasn’t quite as muscular. He was a bit thinner, and when he moved just right, beneath his coat, under his t-shirt, I saw his tattoo sticking out. 

Huh. I did like a man with tattoos. 

“Ace,” I spoke his name. “What are you doing here?” 

“I  need  to  talk  to  you,”  he  said.  “Can  I  come  in?  I  don’t  care  if  Kent’s here. He knows. I just…I need to talk to you, please.” Beneath his scraggly blonde hair that honestly needed a trim, his sapphire gaze was pleading. 

How the hell could I say no?  

I  stepped  aside,  letting  him  enter  my  house.  Ace  didn’t  make  it  far.  He stopped a few feet into the room before whirling on me, a desperate look in his  normally  sad  eyes.  His  blue  gaze  was  still  a  bit  sad,  but  beyond  that,  it held a mixture of so many different emotions—emotions that made me freeze up. 

What was going on here? 

“I can’t get you out of my head,” Ace muttered, shaking his head. “I don’t know  what’s  wrong  with  me.  I’ve  tried  and  tried,  but  something  changed.  I don’t…” His chest let out a loud sigh, and I was slow to cross my arms, as if crossing  my  arms  would  protect  me  from  whatever  he  was  about  to  say.  “I don’t  want  to  upset  you  anymore,  Opal.  I’m  sorry  for  being  a  dick  and playing my music all night. I’m sorry for saying mean things to you anytime I saw you. I’m sorry about it all. I didn’t mean any of it.” 

This was an apology and an admittance of feelings? I didn’t know how to respond, so I didn’t. I stayed quiet, even though my heart was practically in my throat. 

We stood near the door still, and Ace took a step towards me, adding, “I don’t want to fight with you anymore. I just want you.” 

Of  course,  it  was  then  that  I  remembered  what  Kent  said,  that  Ace  had heard  me  last  night.  So  again,  embarrassment  flared  up,  because  that  was embarrassing. This? This was…just not what I was expecting. Today was not going at all how I thought it would. There really had to be something in the air around here, or in the coffee, or something, because this was…just nuts. I’d  never  had  multiple  guys  banging  down  my  door  before.  I  knew  people said there was a first time for everything, but this felt a little extreme, didn’t it? 

“I—” I was about to say something, anything really, whatever one could say  to  such  a  declaration,  but  again  my  doorbell  went  off,  so  I  closed  my mouth, turned away from Ace, and answered it. 

Freaking Brock stood there, his hands in his pockets, instantly telling me, “Opal, we need to talk.” 

I  blinked.  This  was  definitely  a  doozy  of  a  day,  a  day  unlike  any  other. This was a day that seriously should go into a book, because none of it felt real. Imagining having these three men at my beck and call was a hell of a lot different than actually having them with me, needing me as much as I needed them. 

It was wrong to be greedy and selfish, but I couldn’t help think a thought that  my  mother  would  truly  shame  me  for  if  she  knew  I  thought  it: I  want them all.

“Uh, sure,” I said. “Come in.” What the hell else was I supposed to say? He knew I had both Ace and Kent here, so there was no denying it. A silly, stupid,  mortifying  thought  came  to  me  just  then—was  I  so  loud  with  Kent that they’d heard me again? How freaking paper-thin were these walls? 

Brock walked in, still wearing the same stained shirt and jacket he’d been during our date. The world outside had turned to night, the moon high in the sky,  a  cloudless,  starry  night.  He  spotted  Ace  and  gave  him  a  nod,  a  nod which  Ace  responded  to,  and  I  just  stood  there,  wondering  what  kind  of opposite  world  I’d  walked  into  when  I  wasn’t  looking.  Another  reality. Another world, because this…there was no way this could be my world. 

Three sexy guys in my house, all needing to talk to me or, well, fuck me. I  couldn’t  exactly  complain.  Only  a  stupid  woman  would  complain  about  a situation  like  this,  and  yet  I  still  was  hesitant,  because  I  didn’t  know  where any of this was going. 

It was as Ace and Brock were staring at each other when Kent chose to walk  out  of  my  room,  carrying  his  suit  jacket  and  smoothing  out  his  shirt, which he’d tucked into his pants. He saw them both, gave them a smirk, and went  to  sit  on  the  couch,  as  if  he  owned  the  entire  place.  He  had  a  habit  of doing that, acting like he owned me. 

“Come  on,”  Kent  spoke  to  Ace  and  Brock,  though  his  blonde  head  was turned to me, his smirk making butterflies go all wiggy in my gut. “I think we have to talk.” He wasn’t wrong, that’s for sure. 

Ace  and  Brock  made  their  way  to  the  couch,  both  of  them  sitting  on opposite sides of Kent, since he had to choose the middle cushion. That left me to stand before them, between them and the TV. Where this conversation was going to go was anyone’s guess, and I didn’t know what to say. 

Yes, I was a horny bitch. Sue me. 

The room was silent for a few moments, and I drew my gaze to each of the handsome men on the couch. They were each attractive in their own way. One was a soulful musician, the next a suit-wearing jock-turned-dom, and the last was a kind artist. Three different men, and they each called out to me in the same way. 

I wanted them. Yes, holy hell, I wanted them all. I wanted to claim them as  mine  like  we  were  caught  in  one  of  those  paranormal  shifter  novels.  I wanted  to  mark  them  as  mine;  the  thought  made  me  happier  than  I  should probably admit. 

“So,” Brock spoke, glancing between his roommates and me. 

“So,” Ace repeated, rubbing his hands together, his azure stare heavy on me. Did he want me to guide this meeting of dicks? I sure as shit didn’t know what to say. This was a new experience for all of us, I think. 

“I  think  what  they’re  trying  to  say  is  they’re  jealous  that  I  fucked  you first,”  Kent  spoke  smugly,  smirking  as  he  crossed  his  legs  and  stretched  his arms out on the back cushions behind Brock’s and Ace’s heads. 

His  bluntness  caused  me  to  stammer,  “What—I…can  we  all  just  forget that  he  said  that?”  Ace’s  and  Brock’s  stares  were  serious,  questioning,  and not  having  any  of  my  bullshit.  “No?”  I  spoke  after  a  while,  barely  able  to squeak out the word. “Okay. Just checking.” 

Talk  about  awkward,  although  based  on  past  experiences  with  Kent,  it shouldn’t surprise me he’d say something like that. 

To Brock and Ace, Kent said, “You can’t be upset with me for making a move. You two were content with waiting around, pining like little girls. I did something about it, and I don’t regret it.” His green gaze flicked to me. “And I don’t think our Opal regrets it, either. She likes being dominated.”

I liked…oh, dear God, why did the stupid man have to go and say that? My cheeks flared up in heat, and I wished I could bury myself under a mound of  blankets  and  never  surface,  or  at  least  hide  until  this  conversation, whatever the hell this was, was over. 

“Yes,”  Brock  spoke,  glaring  at  Kent.  “I  do  think  it  was  a  little  harsh, going after her right after our date. I was trying to be a gentleman, you know —”

“She  doesn’t  want  a  gentleman.  She  wants  someone  who’ll  take  charge and  make  her  beg  for  it,”  Kent  said,  speaking  as  if  he  knew  me  well.  He didn’t…although  he  might  have  a  point.  Not  about  the  gentleman  part— gentlemen  were  always  nice,  and  I  did  love  Brock’s  date—but  about  the latter. It was very sexy to be dominated by a man like him. 

“Kent,”  I  took  on  a  scolding  tone,  as  if  I  was  his  mother  or  something. Ugh. 

“What?” He sounded miffed, as if upset that I’d dare speak to him with a tone like that. “I’m only telling these two the truth.” He turned to his brother. “And  you.  You’ve  been  moping  for  months,  all  too  happy  to  annoy  the  hot neighbor  with  your  music,  and  now  you  suddenly  want  her  to  swoon  over you? Be real, Ace.” 

Ace looked like he wanted to punch his brother. “I am being real. Maybe you  need  to  be  real,  Kent.  You  act  like  you’re  some  tough  guy,  and  maybe you are, but you’re here, just like us. You want her, just like us. We’ve gone over this before.” 

Wait. They’d talked about me before, or they’d all liked the same woman before? I really hoped it was the first, because if it was the latter and it hadn’t ended well, my hope of getting them all would be short-lived, I think.

I  broke  into  their  bickering,  asking,  “You  all  want me?”  It  seemed  like such  a  far-fetched  scenario.  I  wasn’t  hideous,  but  I  wasn’t  supermodel gorgeous. I was just me. Just Opal. Nothing special about me, and definitely nothing  special  enough  to  merit  the  attention  of  three  dangerously  beautiful men. 

“Yes”  each  one  of  them  spoke  unanimously,  their  eyes  turned  to  me. They were like eager boys, sitting in a class. My class. 

Okay,  wait.  That  analogy  was  kind  of  icky,  huh?  These  men  were anything  but  boys,  and  as  I  stared  at  them,  I  couldn’t  help  but  recall  that dream. That blasted dream, where I’d been hot and heavy with each of them. Having them together would be a dream come true, literally—but there was no way they’d go for it. 

Kent, being the blunt one of the group, asked, “Do you want us? I mean, I know you want me, so I guess I mean these two. Do you want these two as much as you want me?” His lips curled upwards yet again. “Would you bend yourself over for them like you did for me?” 

Before  meeting  Kent,  I  had  no  idea  real  men  talked  like  that.  Language like  that  made  me  clench  my  thighs  together  and  pretend  I  didn’t  hear  him. Language like that was freaking hotter than hell.

“Kent,” Brock said, “you can’t just say those things.” 

“Why?  Our  Opal  dreamt  of  us,  you  know.  All  of  us,”  Kent  informed them,  telling  them  yet  another  embarrassing  thing  about  me.  “Together.  I think  she’s  not  as  innocent  as  she  looks…actually,  I know  she’s  not  as innocent as she looks, even though she looks like an angel when you’re balls-deep inside her.” 

Oh, my God. This…this wasn’t happening. I should walk out of this room right  now  and…do  what?  Leave  them?  Fuck  that.  As  much  as  Kent’s language got to me, I had to see this through, see where this would go.

“She wants us all too,” Kent added. “So now that we know who everyone wants, the question is: who will get her? One of us, two of us…all of us?” He leaned forward, setting his arms on his knees, staring right at me as he asked, “Do you think you could handle us all, Opal?”

I  didn’t  know  how  to  answer  that  question.  He  didn’t  mean  all  at  once, did he? I’d never been with more than one man at a time before, let alone a threesome or a foursome. 

I spoke, “Did I fall asleep when I wasn’t looking?” 

Ace  turned  his  glare  away  from  his  brother,  his  gaze  softening  when  he looked at me. “No, this isn’t a dream. As crude as my brother is, what do you think?”

What did I think about having them all? Hell, I wanted them all, but faced with  the  reality  of  three  dicks  I  didn’t  know  whether  or  not  I  could  even juggle  them,  I  was  speechless.  This  wasn’t  a  situation  that  I  could’ve  ever prepared myself for.  A girl didn’t  exactly grow up  and think: yes,  I  need  to find me three handsome boyfriends, who all agree that their feelings for me beat out the notion of monogamy society has taught them to follow. 

Because I was me, and because this still felt like some kind of a trick, or a dream—I  was  half  waiting  for  them  to  jump  up  and  say just  kidding,  as  if we’d  ever  want  to  be  with  you  in  a  serious  capacity—I  said,  “What  do  I think…about what?”

I had to be sure here. There was no room for the unknown, not when three dicks  were  involved  and  I  was  both  hopeful  and  cautious  simultaneously. Three dicks…could I even juggle all of them? Could I handle them? It’d been forever since I dated a single guy, for goodness sakes. 

“If we want you, and you want us,” Brock spoke tentatively. 

“If we wanted to share you amongst ourselves,” Kent said with a smirk. 

Ace was the one who added, “If you want that, too.” 

A whole bunch of ifs, and yet, even though there were a thousand ways this could backfire and go wrong, I found myself nodding once. “I…yes.” 

What in the literal goddamn hell was I agreeing to here? To date them all? To  sleep  with  them  all?  To  have  my  bedroom’s  door  become  a  constantly revolving one, each of them having a night with me and just trading off? 

This could be bad, or it could be really, really good. 

I  knew  they  were  about  to  say  something.  Ace  and  Brock  something serious,  while  Kent  would  probably  say  something  totally  inappropriate. Before they had the chance to speak though, I held up a hand, saying, “I need a moment, though. I need…I need to work. Tonight, I mean. I need to work.” AKA no more dicks for me tonight, even as yummy as they looked. 

Not that I could see through their clothes and get a peek of their dicks, but you know what I meant. 

The guys looked as if they were going to fight me on it, but I practically hustled  them  off  my  couch  and  to  my  front  door,  saying,  “I  do  have  a deadline still, you know. But I would appreciate it, if we’re really going to try this out, if you would stop being so loud after dark. Please.” God, I sounded like I didn’t know what I was talking about, and in a way, I didn’t. 

This was just nuts. 

Even though it was absolutely bonkers, I got them to leave, though they all swore they’d see me again tomorrow. Great. I probably wouldn’t get any work done in the foreseeable future, because let’s be honest, I wasn’t going to do shit tonight except call Sofia, pray she answered, and then tell her all the details about my weird arrangement with my neighbors. 

It was only when the guys were gone that I allowed myself to breathe in deeply  and  relax  my  shoulders.  Being  around  them  had  made  me  so  tense, and I didn’t even realize it. 

It  was  crazy.  It  was  absolutely  crazy,  and  I  had  to  call  Sofia  right  this instant. 

In the next minute, I had my phone in my hands, gingerly sitting on the couch where all three of them had been. I could feel each of their warm spots as I laid there, and I wondered how good it would feel to have them all in my bed, curled around me, their body heat sinking into mine. 

I  dialed  Sofia,  and  she  answered  after  the  fifth  ring.  Before  she  had  the chance to say anything, I blurted out, “I think I just agreed to date all three of my neighbors.” Wow. No semblance of smoothness here. Nope. None at all, but then again, that didn’t surprise me. I was never the smoothest one around. Awkward and weird and sometimes bitchy, that was me. 

Sofia’s  side  of  the  phone  was  quiet,  and  I  heard  her  yell  to  her  fiancé, “I’m  going  to  need  to  take  this  call  in  the  hall,  babe.  You  can  start  eating without me.” It sounded like she got up and moved, the phone probably held against her shoulder as she left the nearby vicinity of her fiancé. 

Yes, why would she want to talk about dating multiple men at once when her fiancé was nearby? Who knows? He might get a little jealous, think she would want to start getting all the dick. 

It  wasn’t  like  that  for  me.  I  didn’t  want  to  date  them  simply  for  their dicks, although it was a part of it. No, I had feelings for them, as strange as it was, and they were feelings that had only seemed to grow and blossom into a field  of  flowers  in  the  last  few  days.  Before  that,  the  field  had  been  barren. Now it stood with flowers of all kinds, blooming and strong, their fragrance in the air. 

Me and weird analogies were super close tonight, I guess. 

Once  she  was  a  safe  distance  away  from  her  fiancé,  I  heard  her  ask, “What do you mean, you think you  agreed  to  date  your  neighbors?  How  do you not know? You either did or you didn’t. There’s not that much grey area when it comes to agreeing to date multiple people like that.” 

I closed my eyes, wanting to bury myself against the couch cushions. I’d probably  be  able  to  smell  them  if  I  closed  my  eyes  and  tried  hard  enough. “Okay, you’re right. I don’t think I did—I definitely did. I am now seeing the three neighbors who I thought I hated, or at the very least firmly disliked.” 

“Girl,  you  know  there’s  a  fine  line  between  love  and  hate,  but  hold  up. How did this all happen? Explain it to me, give me the details, and don’t be skimping. I’ll know, and if you skimp on me, so help me I will get my ass in a car and drive to Silver Springs and make you tell me.” 

I grinned to myself, knowing Sofia was one hundred percent serious. So I then  told  her  what  happened,  summarizing  the  entire  day.  My  date  with Brock,  how  I’d  come  home  to  find  Kent  in  my  house—yes,  I  might’ve skipped the bit of the day where I was in the shower masturbating—and how Kent  pretty  much  dominated  me.  Then  how  Ace  and  Brock  had  shown  up, and we all had that awkward little chitchat on the couch. 

My whole day didn’t take too long to summarize, actually. Hmm. Maybe my life wasn’t as complicated as I thought it was. 

“Wow.”  Sofia  seemed  speechless,  for  once,  which  was  a  shocker.  Who knew  all  I  needed  to  do  to  make  my  ever-so-talkative  friend  at  a  loss  for words  was  nab  three  boyfriends  at  the  same  time?  I  would’ve  done  it  years ago. 

Okay, not really. That was full-on sarcasm. As it was, I still wasn’t sure whether dating my neighbors was a good idea. Would they not get jealous of each other? Were Ace and Brock not jealous of the fact that Kent slept with me first? None of them had outright said anything about it, except Kent, but still. I knew how a guy’s mind usually worked, or at least I thought I did. 

“I  am…don’t  tell  anyone  I’m  saying  this,  but  kind  of  jealous.  You,  girl, have  somehow  stumbled  into  the  perfect  scenario.”  Sofia  waited  a  moment before  adding,  “Multiple  dicks,  girl.  You  got  yourself  multiple  dicks.  I honestly didn’t know you had it in you.” 

“I  didn’t  know  I  had  it  in  me,  either,”  I  muttered,  frowning  to  myself. “Am I making a mistake?” 

“Only time will tell for that,” she said. “And unfortunately for the both of us, I’m not psychic. I can’t tell the future.”

I  let  out  a  groan  of  frustration.  “I  don’t  know  what’s  wrong  with  me.  I mean,  I  knew  they  were  nice-looking  guys  this  whole  time,  but  until  a  few days  ago,  I  never  looked  at  them  twice,  and  then  all  of  a  sudden  I  start dreaming about them and dating them and wanting to see them more—”

Sofia laughed on the other line. “Take it from someone who’s heard every complaint you’ve ever had about those guys: you’ve always crushed on them. It’s only now that you’re realizing you like them.” 

I  couldn’t  believe  what  she  was  telling  me.  “You’re  saying  I’ve  always liked  them  and  just  didn’t  know  it  yet?”  The  possibility  sounded  so outlandish  to  me,  and  yet  it  was  the  only  explanation  that  made  sense. Something in the air or the damned coffee in that Jewels Cafe—that was too superstitious  for  me.  Too…too  magical,  and  magic  didn’t  exist,  as  sad  as  it made my vampire-loving teenage self.

“I’m saying exactly that. Now, the question is, can you do it, Opal? Can you date three men at the same time and keep your sanity intact? I, myself, wonder,  because  ever  since  you  left,  I’ve  been  wanting  to  strangle  Chris something fierce.”

A laugh bubbled up my throat. “Chris is a good guy, though.” 

Her tone softened, “Yeah, he is. I just want something like that for you, you know. I don’t want you to get caught dating jerks until you’re forty and then  you  realize  you’ve  wasted  the  good  years  of  your  life  on  them.  I  want you to be happy, girl, and if that means multiple boyfriends, well, I guess you don’t have a choice. Multiple dicks it is—” I heard Chris’s masculine voice say something; he must’ve followed Sofia into the hall, and then she quickly said, “No, no, honey. I didn’t say multiple dicks…I said, uh, multiple picks. Opal’s going to be like the Bachelorette and choose between three guys who are vying for her heart.”

I  rolled  my  eyes  at  her  explanation.  What  was  even  sadder  was  that  I knew  what  she  was  talking  about.  All  of  those  Bachelorette  and  Bachelor shows—those were my guilty pleasures. I loved the drama and the fighting. That was good TV right there. 

Chris must’ve not wanted to hear anymore, because Sofia told him she’d be right there, adding into the phone quietly, “I was joking, bitch. You better not pick one. You better keep this whole reverse harem situation going until I come visit you.” 

“And then what?” I asked. “If you like one better, you’ll be okay with me choosing?” Even as I said it, I knew that wasn’t what I wanted. I didn’t want to  play  eenie,  meanie,  minie,  mo  when  it  came  to  Ace,  Kent,  and  Brock.  I wanted to sweep the whole board and keep them all for myself, no choosing necessary. 

“Maybe. We’ll figure it out when we get there, okay?” 

I  chuckled,  missing  having  her  around  constantly.  “Okay.  Just  let  me know  when  you’re  coming  so  I  can  tell  the  guys  to  be  on  their  best behavior.” 

“Fuck that. I want to see them at their worst. I want to see them as they really  are—it’s  the  only  way  I’ll  be  able  to  know  whether  or  not  they’ll  be able  to  take  care  of  you,”  Sofia  said,  quickly  adding,  “but  I  do  have  to  go. Chris is adamant that we eat dinner together like civilized people, the freak.” 

I let out another laugh before telling her goodbye and hanging up, staring at  the  blank  TV  screen  across  from  me.  I  had  the  feeling  my  life  had  just gotten a thousand times more complicated. 

Three  boyfriends.  Could  I  really  manage  that  while  juggling  my  writing deadline? 

I guess we’d all find out.




Chapter 10

 

The  next  day  I  sat  in  front  of  my  laptop  bright  and  early,  wearing  a  hoodie and some leggings, my legs curled under my backside as I wrote. A few more sexy scenes, and then I’d have to go through and add more chemistry. I knew what  my  editor  meant  now;  before,  my  characters  were  like  cardboard cutouts, just doing things because they needed to do those things to move the plot  along.  Now,  it  was  like  I  was  actually  seeing  them  as  living,  breathing people.  People  with  their  own  needs,  their  own  desires,  their  own  sexual tension. 

Yeah, that last part I understood more than I wanted to. 

What  was  even  better,  what  helped  me  focus  on  my  work  that  morning was the fact that I actually got sleep last night. No music playing on repeat, no sad voice filling the walls with its haunting melody. I was actually able to close my eyes and fall asleep, get a full eight hours—and this time, no sex-filled  dream,  thank  God.  Just  a  normal  night’s  sleep,  and  honestly  I  was thankful for it. I couldn’t remember the last night I got a normal night’s sleep in this house. 

Silver Springs was…a weird town. I didn’t know it too well yet, since my head  had  always  been  stuck  in  my  computer,  but  once  my  edits  were  done and I was waiting to hear back from the editor, I’d venture out a bit. Maybe go on more dates with my three boyfriends.

Three boyfriends. The two words still felt a little weird when I put them together. 

I was knee-deep in a sex scene—or should I say balls-deep or tits-deep— when my doorbell rang. My gut immediately warmed, and I had to be careful.

I would start to associate that sound with my guys. 

My guys. Hah. I had guys. As in plural. Frigging weird, right? 

I  heaved  myself  away  from  my  computer,  going  to  the  door.  I  looked  a hot mess, my brown hair in a bun, wearing my comfy clothes, as I answered the door and found that it was Ace. A shaven, clean Ace who looked, for the first time in a long while, not down in the dumps. 

Hopeful. He looked hopeful, and seeing him look so hopeful caused my heart to swell and gain three sizes. 

“Ace,” I said. “What are you doing here?” I noticed that something large was strung across his back. 

A guitar? 

“I  know  you’re  busy  with…writing  stuff,”  Ace  spoke  cautiously,  “but  I was  hoping  to  spend  some  time  with  you  today.  I  have  something  to  show you.  Well,  tell  you,  really.”  He  ran  a  hand  through  his  blonde  hair,  and  I noticed  that  it  was  freshly  cut,  too.  He  must’ve  either  done  some  grooming last night or woken up early and went to a barbershop. 

He  looked  even  better  now  than  he  did  before.  Less  like  a  sexy  man caught  in  a  deep  depression  and  more  like  a  ridiculously  hot  guy  who  was trying to impress the woman he liked. 

Me. He was trying to impress me. 

“Um, sure,” I said. “Come in.” I didn’t think Ace would take all day, and I could use a break from my book anyway. Writers literally looked for every excuse  they  could  to  not  work  on  the  shit  they  had  to  work  on.  It  was  a universal thing, I’m telling you. Procrastination was a deadly, tempting beast, and  houses  suddenly  looked  a  million  times  dirtier  when  you  sat  down  to write or edit. Facts of the world. 

“I brought one of my guitars,” Ace said, moving to the couch as he swung an arm and grabbed the guitar hanging off his back. An acoustic one, one that didn’t  need  to  be  plugged  into  an  amp  to  work.  I  didn’t  know  much  about guitars, but I knew that much. 

I also knew I sucked at every musical instrument known to mankind, and all  those  that  had  yet  to  be  invented  yet,  but  that  was  just  me.  Luckily,  not everyone in the world was as tone-deaf as I was. 

“Okay,”  I  said,  sitting  on  the  corner  of  the  couch  with  my  legs  tucked under me. I watched as Ace sat near me, his guitar on his lap. “So… you’re going to sing to me or something?” I never swooned over any bands growing up, never had an emo phase where I adored the good-looking singers in the popular punk bands like Sofia, but now was as good a time as any to swoon over a singer, as long as that singer was Ace. 

“I’m sure you’ve heard me at night,” Ace said. “I never tried to be quiet about it. My room is right beside yours, I think.” 

The singing that I’d been trying to ignore, that catchy melody that I hated myself for knowing, it was all him? I blinked, shocked. “And Brock and Kent never tell you to keep it down?” 

“They’re too nice to me,” Ace said. “I was…going through a lot.” 

“Kent  told  me  you  were  dating  someone,”  I  muttered,  not  wanting  to think of him with anyone else, as selfish as it was. And it was totally selfish, because I’d been with other guys before, too. We all had histories. It was part of being human. 

Ace nodded. He set the guitar aside as he shrugged off his jacket, tossing it  onto  the  empty  cushion  to  his  left  before  grabbing  the  guitar  again.  “I’d been  dating  this  girl  for  six  months,  so  it  was  pretty  serious.  I thought  we were  serious,  I  mean.  I  don’t  know  how  serious  you  can  be  with  someone when you cheat on them.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. 

“Don’t be. It’s not your fault.” 

“And  this…thing  between  us,  between  me,  Kent,  Brock  and  you,”  I started, wanting to make sure this wouldn’t hurt Ace at all, “won’t make you feel like that?” He was only now starting to get better; I didn’t want him to spiral again. No more midnight songfests, thank you. 

Ace  was  quiet  for  a  while,  lost  in  his  thoughts.  He  wore  a  cute,  pensive expression that made me want to lean over and plant a kiss on those lips, but I stopped  myself.  I  wouldn’t  push  him,  wouldn’t  make  him  do  anything  he didn’t want to do. 

“It’s different with them,” Ace spoke. “Kent is my brother, and Brock is my best friend. I trust them. And judging from the conversations we’ve had about you, none of us are willing to be the one to step aside and give you up.” His shoulders shrugged, and I saw the corner of a black tattoo poking out at the base of his neck. “I guess you’ll have to put up with us for as long as you can, then.” He gave me a slow smile. 

This  was  just  nuts.  How  fast  things  had  changed.  But  maybe  Sofia  was right. Maybe the line between love and hate was so thin, so blurry, we’d all crossed it a while back and never realized it. 

“I’ll try my best,” I told him, feeling a grin grow on my own lips. Staring at Ace, it was impossible not to feel jittery and giddy, like a schoolgirl with her first crush. It was the strangest feeling, but the more I felt it, the more I liked it. Being with my neighbors might not be so bad after all. 

“I know you’ve heard me singing at night, but…that’s a song I don’t want to keep playing,” he explained, and I knew why. It was a song about her, his ex. It only served to remind him of his past and the pain he’d suffered from her  careless  actions.  “Last  night  I  wrote  some  new  lyrics.  I’m  still  fiddling with  the  right  guitar  chord,  so  if  it  doesn’t  sound  that  good,  just  pretend  it does.” 

I giggled. “Okay.” A new song. This should be good. I couldn’t help but grow excited as I turned my body to face his on the couch. 

Ace  sat  with  his  guitar  on  his  lap,  his  fingers  finding  the  right  spots  to start at. A look of pure concentration crossed his face, and I was momentarily amazed.  Anyone  with  eyes  could  tell  he  loved  his  music.  If  he  didn’t  have Brock, I was certain his guitar would be his best friend. Hell, it probably was up there now anyways. 

And then he started playing. Then he began to strum along on that guitar, his  fingers  plucking  the  strings  in  a  slow,  acoustic  melody  that  made goosebumps  rise  on  my  arms  and  a  chill  sweep  down  my  spine.  Before  he even started to sing, I knew: this song was about me. These new lyrics were both for me and about me, and he was sharing an intimate part of himself by singing it to me. 

As  his  voice  began  to  sing,  I  closed  my  eyes  and  surrendered  myself  to the melody. A slow song, one whose feelings you could hear in every single word, words that were all about the girl next door and how crazy she drove him. The first part was about how I bickered, how I glared, how I frowned, which  led  into  the  chorus  about  the  girl  next  door  being  the  opposite  of perfect. 

I  knew  better  than  to  get  annoyed  though,  and  my  patience  paid  off.  It was  during  the  second  part  when  the  lyrics  changed.  Instead  of  being  about the  bickering  and  fighting,  it  was  about  the  laughter  and  the  smiles.  My smiles  and  how  crazy  they  drove  him,  and  this  time  the  chorus  was  about how perfect I was, and he wouldn’t change a thing. 

It was a song that changed as it continued, and I absolutely loved it. If I heard  it  a  thousand  times  like  I’d  heard  the  other  one  through  the  walls,  I didn’t doubt that it would get stuck in my head, too. 

Ace’s  voice  drifted  off,  and  once  he  stopped  singing,  he  gave  me  a sheepish smile. Still holding onto his guitar, he asked, “Did you like it?” 

Did I like it? What kind of question was that? If he wasn’t holding onto that  guitar,  I’d  freaking  jump  his  bones  and  show  him  just  how  much  I  did indeed like it. Like I said before: smoothness, I had none. 

I managed to nod. “It was nice. I liked how you included our neighborly fighting.” 

Ace  chuckled.  “I’m  calling  it The  Girl  Next  Door.”  He  went  to  set  his guitar on the coffee table before us, leaning back on the couch as he looked at me, the emotion plain in his eyes. “I know I said some really shitty things to you before.” 

Nodding, I said, “You called me a shitty writer. That was just mean, and totally uncalled for, since you’ve never even read any of my stuff.” I didn’t take his words to heart; I knew better than to do something stupid like that. Plus, you know, I was an adult and I didn’t care what other people thought. 

“Can  I?”  Ace  asked,  his  voice  soft,  almost  as  tentative  as  it  had  been when he first started singing that song about me. “Can I read some of it?” 

I  wanted  to  say  no,  because  my  writing  was  my  baby  and  showing  Ace seemed  like  I  was  inviting  ridicule,  but  if  he  was  sincere  about  apologizing for  everything  he’d  said  to  me,  I  suppose  there  was  no  harm  in  doing  so.

“Wait here,” I told him before getting up and heading to my room. 

I only returned once I had my laptop tucked under my arm, sitting beside Ace and slowly opening it. It was on the same scene I was writing before Ace had  interrupted  my  morning  writing  fest.  I  didn’t  feel  like  scrolling  through the entire document and finding my favorite parts—and let’s be honest, lately my favorite parts had been the sex scenes anyway—so I simply handed him the laptop without doing any scrolling. 

So, I handed him a sex scene straight out of my imagination, basically. 

My eyes were heavy on Ace as I watched him read it, as I looked for any hints of disgust or shock. To my surprise, I didn’t see any. I merely watched a guy read something he was genuinely interested in, though I swear I did see his cheeks flush just a bit when he got to the good stuff, and by good stuff I meant penis in vagina. 

Oh, yeah. I was super descriptive on that particular part. 

Once Ace was done, and by that I meant once he finished the half-written sex  scene,  he  closed  the  laptop  before  sliding  it  onto  the  coffee  table,  right next to his guitar. “Wow,” he whispered, glancing at me. “That was…you’re very good at those scenes, aren’t you?” 

“Believe it or not, it’s a newfound talent,” I said, feeling my heart skip a beat as he looked at me. 

“Is  it?”  Ace  asked,  leaning  closer  to  me,  inch  by  inch  until  his  chest practically  leaned  against  mine,  his  breath  hot  on  my  face.  “Is  it  weird  that reading that made me a little horny?” 

I held in a laugh, because if I was honest, it made me feel the same. Ever since  taking  myself  to  that  coffee  shop,  Jewels  Cafe,  I’d  been  feeling  extra frisky  all  the  time,  and  it  definitely  showed  in  my  writing.  To  hear  that  it made  him  feel  the  same,  just  by  reading  it—and  it  wasn’t  even  a  finished scene—made me thrilled. It meant my writing was doing something right. 

Plus, you know, if Ace felt horny, maybe I’d reap the benefits. 

“No,”  I  answered  him,  feeling  my  breath  catch  when  his  nose  brushed against mine. Ace was so close, and God, I wanted him closer. 

He  must’ve  had  the  same  idea,  because  in  the  next  moment,  his  hands moved to hold the sides of my face, angling my mouth toward his. Our lips crashed  together  in  a  display  of  pure  passion,  pure  lust  and  desire,  our feelings  way  over  the  limit.  This  kiss,  and  everything  that  would  happen after, felt like a long time coming, and I was here for it one hundred percent. 

I grabbed his shirt, fisting it, leaning back to bring us both down on the couch.  Just  like  my  dream,  with  him  pinning  me  down,  only  this  time,  it wasn’t a dream—and he wouldn’t suddenly turn into Brock. 

No, this time it was just Ace and me, and I shivered when I realized this. 

Would he be as big as his brother? There was only one way to find out. 

With one hand fisting his shirt, my other ran its fingers through his hair, tugging on its blonde lengths gently. Ace let out a low moan into my mouth, and  I  ate  up  the  sound  greedily.  There  was  something  so  downright  sensual about  a  man’s  groans;  I  could  listen  to  them  all  day  and  never  get  tired  of them. 

Our mouths separated only so Ace could pull off his shirt. He wasn’t as wide as Kent, but he was lean and well-defined in the places that mattered. A flat stomach, abs that were to die for. A bulge sat in his crotch, but he made no moves to take off his pants just yet. A tribal tattoo made of lines and stars —and  music  notes,  of  course—sat  on  his  left  shoulder.  Once  his  shirt  was off,  he  returned  to  me,  this  time  showering  my  neck  with  pleading,  hungry kisses. 

His  mouth  was  like  a  connoisseur,  knowing  exactly  how  to  kiss  me  to make me shiver all over, to make me bite my lower lip to stop myself from crying out. Ace’s hands roamed my body, kneading my breasts and causing a heated  ache  to  rise  deep  within  me.  His  hips  ground  down  on  mine,  and  I swore I could stay like this forever and be in utter bliss. 

Alas, Ace had other things in mind. His mouth moved from my neck, and it was now his turn to help me out of my clothes. All of them. He helped me out  of all of  them.  My  hoodie,  shirt  and  bra  first,  and  he  paused  to  run  his palms  over  my  breasts,  hardening  my  nipples  instantly.  The  next  thing  that came off was my leggings, and he instantly found that I wore nothing under them. 

What  could  I  say?  It  wasn’t  like  I  planned  on  going  out  today,  so  why wear an extra layer when you could go commando? The same could be said of  my  bra,  I  knew,  but  those  damned  nipples  of  mine  had  a  habit  of  doing their own thing, so I kept them smothered when I could. 

I  lay  on  the  couch,  utterly  naked  beneath  Ace,  who  still  had  his  blasted pants  on.  It  took  every  ounce  of  strength  in  me  to  not  ogle  his  pressing erection, to instead meet his hazy, clouded blue eyes. 

“You are beautiful,” Ace whispered, his voice already husky and ragged. I  wondered  how  he’d  sound  once  he  was  inside  of  me,  lost  in  pleasure.  He brought  his  lips  to  my  neck  again,  kissing  it  once,  but  instead  of  showering the  crook  of  my  neck  with  kisses,  he  trailed  his  lips  down.  Over  my collarbone, down to my chest. 

When  he  took  a  nipple  into  his  mouth,  I  moaned  and  had  to  close  my eyes,  focusing  on  the  sensation  of  his  hot,  wet  tongue  flicking  across  and around my nipple, his teeth ever-so-gently grazing against its pebbled form. Jolts of heated pleasure seared through me, and I swore to myself I’d never felt anything better in my entire life. This was pure heaven. 

Or that’s what I thought, until his mouth left my nipple and continued to head downward, until he used his hands to spread my legs and brought that wonderful, masterful tongue to the most sensitive, most intimate part of me. The  moment  his  tongue  slithered  from  his  mouth  and  ran  along  those  pink folds, running a slow, achingly long circle around my clit, I knew I was in for a ride.

Not all men were good at head, but when they were, you damn well better do your best to keep them. There was nothing better than an orgasm given by a mouth and a greedy, eager tongue. 

I reached down, weaving my fingers through his blonde hair, as if I was afraid  he’d  remove  his  face  from  my  pussy  far  too  soon.  No,  I’d  keep  his head  down  there  until  he  needed  to  come  up  for  air,  and  then  I’d  send  him back  down  into  the  abyss  like  a  good  little  soldier.  He  didn’t  seem  to  mind my fingers, for he only worked harder at me. 

The man could spell out the entire alphabet down there, and it wouldn’t be enough. 

My  breathing  became  labored,  and  I  started  to  grind  my  hips  slowly against  his  mouth.  Holy  moly,  this  guy  was  good.  My  core  burned  with  the intensity of a thousand suns—if that was even a thing, I didn’t know, but it didn’t  matter,  because  soon  my  body  came  to  life  with  an  orgasm,  the pleasure flooding every single nerve in my body, all tingly and warm, making me cry out. 

Just when I thought my body would fall apart in his grasp, or his mouth, rather, Ace stunned me by only working harder, running that blasted tongue along me, lapping up everything my body gave him. And then…then he slid a finger inside of me and started to finger-fuck me as he ate me out. 

Oh, God. 

Who  the  hell  was  I  was  trying  to  kid?  God  had  nothing  to  do  with  this. This was just me and Ace, our bodies finally coming together after so long. This was pleasure that was long overdue, orgasms that I’d never forget. 

The  next  time  I  came,  I  came  around  his  finger  with  the  help  of  his mouth. I could feel my inner walls clenching, and I knew he could, too. My hands slipped from his hair, and I laid there, hardly in my own mind. A girl could get used to orgasms like that. A girl could learn to crave them like the air she breathed if she wasn’t careful.

Ace  was  slow  to  lift  his  mouth  and  remove  his  finger  from  my  sex, meeting eyes with me, giving me a slow smile. “You really do make the best sounds, you know.” 

Oh,  right.  Because  this  wasn’t  the  first  time  Ace  had  heard  me  come. He’d heard me touch myself in the middle of the night after that dream; he’d probably dreamt of my noises ever since then, not that I could blame him. I should’ve known better, should’ve tried harder to be quiet…and yet, if I had been quiet, would we be here, doing this? 

I gave him a look that I hoped was a glare, though I had my doubts, as I said, “Take off your pants or forever hold your peace.” Not sure why I had to go and be weird by saying that, but it was too late to take it back. I had a bad habit of saying things I shouldn’t. 

Ace gave me a grin as he reached for his pants, practically whipping them off  after  his  shoes.  Once  everything  was  off,  once  Ace  was  fully  bare,  his cock standing straight and ready, I felt myself sigh. He wasn’t as long as his brother, but he was thicker. His member was practically like another arm. 

Would I even survive an onslaught like that? 

Guess I’ll find out, huh? There was no going back now, no turning back and saying whoopsies.  This  was  going  to  happen,  no  matter  what.  This  was going  to  happen  right  here  on  my  fucking  couch,  and  I  didn’t  care  if  we stained it with our juices. 

His chest made its way back down to me, practically smothering me with its scent as he positioned himself. I was so wet we didn’t need any extra lube, so  ready  for  him  that  I  practically  begged  him  to  stick  it  inside  of  me. Just ram  me  with  your  dick  already,  Ace.  Just  fuck  me  like  you’ve  never  fucked anyone before. 

I let out a groan when he started to push himself in. Every inch of his that entered me, my body took some time to adjust. By the time his cock was fully submerged,  by  the  time  my  body  held  every  thick  inch  of  him,  I  felt  like  I was going to explode. So much dick. So much dick it was unreal. 

Ace  sighed  against  my  ear,  holding  me  against  his  chest  as  he  slowly dragged  himself  out.  “You  feel  so  good,  Opal,”  he  murmured,  measured  in gliding back in. In, and out. Again and again. I didn’t know how he was able to speak out loud, because I knew if I was to try to speak right now, I’d only sound like a blubbering mess. 

My  body  took  his  cock  greedily,  and  I  panted  with  every  breath,  every thrust. I wanted him to destroy me, to push as deep as he could and fill me up. I wanted him to fuck me like there was no tomorrow. 

He must’ve sensed what I wanted, for the next time he dragged his thick member from my core, he rammed it in harder, as deep as he could, his balls slapping against my ass. I cried out, digging my nails into his back. 

“Yes,”  I  muttered.  “More.”  Begging  Ace  for  his  cock.  Never  thought something like that would come to pass, but here we were. I didn’t think any of us could’ve predicted this was where we’d be. This had come as a surprise, but it was a welcome one all the same. 

So he gave me more. He gave me so much more I had no sane thoughts. The  pressure  within  me  started  to  build  again,  and  I  knew  I  was  about  to come  yet  again,  around  his  cock  this  time.  Ace  certainly  was  skilled;  not every man could make a woman come just by sex alone. 

A  muffled  moan  escaped  me,  and  I  felt  my  whole  body  tensing  as  the pleasure  swept  through  me  like  a  tidal  wave,  immensely  strong  and undeniable. My inner core clenched around his cock, and I heard him groan above  me,  knowing  my  release  had  only  furthered  his.  His  hard  thrusts became  softer,  slower,  and  he  let  my  tightening  core  clench  around  his length. 

I imagined him filling me up even more, and I sighed out another sound as he slipped out, moving to lay with me on the couch. I knew his cum was probably dribbling out of me, knew that I should get up and clean myself off, but  when  I  felt  his  arm  wrap  around  me,  when  I  felt  his  lips  place  a  gentle kiss  on  my  shoulder,  I  knew  I  couldn’t.  Getting  up  would  only  ruin  the moment. 

We’d  each  shared  a  part  about  ourselves  to  the  other,  and  then  we’d fucked like animals. It was nice, not going to lie. If this was my life from now on, I’d be fine with it. 

I  felt  Ace  smiling  against  my  ear  as  he  whispered,  “Let  me  know  when you’re kicking me out of here to get work done. Until then, I’m staying.” 

I laughed, turning my head back to look at him. Even though his lips had been  attached  to  the  lower  portion  of  my  body,  I  still  leaned  in  and  kissed him.  We  remained  like  that  for  a  while,  giving  our  bodies  a  chance  to  cool down after that particular lovemaking session. Neither of us wanted to leave the arms of the other, but after a while, I knew I had to get back to work. 

Try to, at least. 

Hey, at least writing a sex scene should be easy now, right?




Chapter 11

 

Getting  work  done  while  dating  three  guys  at  the  same  time  was  near impossible. The next day I found myself at their place, in Brock’s room to be more specific, sitting in a chair in front of a white wall, posing for the artist himself.  Their  house  wasn’t  too  messy,  which  surprised  me,  although  I supposed  Brock  and  Ace  could’ve  cleaned  up  this  morning  knowing  Brock was  going  to  drag  me  over  here  with  the  promise  of  making  me  the  next Mona Lisa. 

Granted,  I  didn’t  care  so  much  about  being  painted  as  I  cared  about spending time with Brock. I still felt bad, because after our date I’d slept with Kent and then, not too long after that, Ace. Brock had gotten the short end of the stick, and even though I had deadlines approaching, I knew I couldn’t let him think that he somehow meant less in this relationship than Ace and Kent did. 

Kent  was  at  work  while  Ace  was  in  his  room,  fiddling  with  chords.  He was still working on the song he wrote about me, and I smiled when I heard his voice drift down the hall and to Brock’s door, even though the door was closed. 

Brock  stood  a  few  feet  in  front  of  me,  wearing  his  typical  stained  shirt and  pants  that  were  a  bit  ripped.  His  black  hair  was  messy,  and  his  brown eyes  were  zeroed  in  on  the  easel  in  front  of  him.  He  was  sketching  me  out first, and then he’d go and paint it. 

His room was small, but it served its purpose. It held a twin-sized bed, a dresser,  a  tiny  closet,  and…that’s  about  it,  really.  Besides  where  we  were, nothing else would fit. The walls, save for the one directly behind me, were covered  in  posters  and  canvases;  they  all  looked  like  real  art,  but  not  his work. He was an artist supporting other artists, and he said he sold some of his work, too. 

“How  did  you  know  you  wanted  to  be  an  artist?”  I  asked.  I  wasn’t supposed  to  move,  but  he  said  as  long  as  I  didn’t  move  too  much,  I  could talk. 

“How did you know you wanted to be a writer?” Brock responded, giving me  a  dimpled  smile.  “I’m  sure  it’s  the  same  thing.  I  was  always  creative growing  up,  my  favorite  classes  in  school  were  art  classes.  My  parents  told me to go to college, major in something that would actually make me money, but  I  didn’t  want  to.  I  moved  in  with  Ace  and  Kent  after  that,  since  they pretty much kicked me out.” 

I felt sadness tug at my heart. “I’m so sorry, Brock. That’s terrible.” 

He shrugged. “It is what it is. I’ve moved past it.” 

“Do you ever talk to them?” 

“I think the last time I talked to either one of them was five years ago, on Christmas.  We  got  into  a  fight  over  the  phone,  and  that  was  that.”  Brock sounded  very  matter-of-factly  about  it,  and  it  hurt,  knowing  his  family  had disowned him simply for following his dreams. 

My  family  wasn’t  exactly  supportive  of  what  I  was  doing,  but  at  least they never kicked me out over it. 

We were quiet as he continued to work. It was only when he was finished sketching  that  he  let  me  get  off  the  chair  and  walk  around  the  easel  to  see. With  a  light  pencil,  he’d  drawn  my  head,  my  hair,  my  neck  and  my shoulders. My lips were caught in a smile, and I felt something akin to pride swell in my gut when I saw it. 

Brock really was good. It looked realistic, even before it was colored, and it hadn’t even taken him that long to do it. 

“Wow,” I muttered, glancing up at him. “You’re good, you know. I think you did the only thing you could, following your calling.” Believe it or not, I wasn’t  just  saying  it  to  butter  him  up.  I  really,  truly,  honestly  believed  it. Brock was good. 

“Eh, I try my best,” he said, giving me a dimpled smile. “Ace said you let him read some of your book. I have to admit, being the other artist here, I am a little jealous.” 

“A little?” I echoed, lifting my eyebrows. 

“A lot,” he corrected himself. “I’m a lot jealous…okay, that doesn’t really make sense, but you know what I mean.” 

I grinned, moving closer to him as I ran a hand along his shirt. Now that I’d  seen  him  in  it  often,  I  kind  of  liked  how  messy  he  looked  in  his  paint-stained clothes. “Is there anything I can do to make you less jealous?” 

Brock  clearly  didn’t  understand  my  suggestion.  That,  or  I  wasn’t  nearly as  sensual  and  suggestive  as  I  thought  I  was,  because  he  said,  “You  could show  me  your  book.”  Such  an  innocent  answer,  I  shouldn’t  have  expected anything less from him. 

“Nah,  I  have  something  else  in  mind  for  you.  Something  better,”  I  told him,  leaning  against  his  tall  frame.  I  grabbed  the  collar  of  his  shirt,  pulling him down to me. Our lips met, and I gave him a slow, unhurried kiss. 

When  our  lips  parted,  Brock  whispered,  “I  think  I  like  where  this  is going.” 

I  released  his  collar,  cocking  a  single  brow  as  I  wondered, he  thinks  he likes where this is going? He thinks? Oh, he’ll take back that think part once I show him just what I have in mind. That kiss wasn’t it. 

Giving  him  a  questioning  look,  a  smug  look,  I  reached  for  his  pants, undoing  the  button  and  the  zipper  all  while  gazing  up  at  him.  I  didn’t  think he’d stop me, but once the zipper was down, I saw his skin reddening. I did love how easy it was to make this one red. It was adorable, and it only made me want to work harder. 

“What…”  Brock  trailed  off  when  he  watched  me  lower  to  my  knees  in front of him. The rest of his words caught in his throat when I tugged down the jeans and his boxers, letting his cock out. It grew harder and harder by the second, and I slowly flicked my gaze away from his cock and up at him. 

“Trust  me,”  I  said,  moving  to  grip  the  base  of  his  cock,  “I  think  you’ll like what I have in mind for you.” His eyes shut and he let out a moan as I held onto him, running my fist along his length, hardening his erection until it was as erect as it would go. 

With  my  hand  at  the  base  of  his  shaft,  I  leaned  forward,  my  tongue flicking out and running around the tip. Brock moaned again, and I tasted the barest hint of precum. It’d been a long while since I’d given a blowjob, but with these guys, I was feeling frisky more often than I wasn’t. I was certain the skill would come back to me. 

And if not, Brock could always guide me. 

I  opened  my  mouth,  puckering  my  lips  around  his  tip  as  I  took  him  in, running my tongue along the underside of his cock. 

“Oh…” he muttered. “Wow.” 

 I decided to take that as an exclamation of approval. I took his cock as deep as he could go in my mouth, and I felt his hips start to buck. Bobbing along his length, I made sure to switch it up every now and then, my speed, the pressure of my mouth around his cock. 

Brock’s hips kept moving, and I felt his hand find the back of my head. I let him set the speed, drawing my head back and forth along him, my saliva the lubricant. After a while, he threw his head back, his hips jerking his cock further into my mouth. I knew he was about to come, and I didn’t want him to  pull  out.  I  wanted  him  to  erupt  in  my  mouth,  I  wanted  to  taste  him,  to swallow every single drop he could give me. 

“I’m  about  to…”  It  was  all  he  could  get  out  before  he  came,  and  I suppose  it  would’ve  been  enough  time  if  I’d  wanted  to  take  my  mouth  off him. 

Hot,  salty  cum  spewed  into  my  throat  in  quick  bursts.  I  took  everything he  gave,  swallowing  him,  not  letting  him  withdraw  his  hips  and  pull  out. Once  his  orgasm  was  done,  I  slowly  moved  my  mouth  along  his  cock, making sure every inch of him was clean, giving the tip one final lick before releasing it. 

I was slow to stand, my knees a little sore. Aware that he watched me, I gave him a sloppy smile. “Do you need help pulling your pants back up?” I asked, grinning like an idiot. 

“Uh, no,” Brock instantly said, bending to do it himself. 

Teasing  him  was  fun,  I  had  to  admit.  He  got  flustered  so  easily,  I  could make popcorn, sit back, and watch him be flustered all freaking day. He was adorable, no joke. 

“So it was good?” I asked, needing to press a few more buttons, needing to make him even more flustered and awkward. Evil. I was evil, but it felt so good seeing him squirm. 

Brock nodded, running a hand through his hair. 

“Still jealous that I let Ace read my book?” I asked. “If you must know, these  lips  haven’t  been  around  anyone  else’s  cock  but  yours.”  That  did  the trick. Brock’s pink skin flared red, and his eyes widened as my words sunk in. 

Yep.  So  far,  the  only  one  who’d  gotten  a  blowjob  from  me  was  him.  It would probably change in the future—it definitely would, who the hell was I trying to kid—but that didn’t matter. Right now there was only Brock and I, and the awkwardness setting in on his handsome face.

“A tiny bit,” he admitted, causing me to give him a look. “What? Reading your book is an intimate thing—”

“And what I just gave you wasn’t intimate?” 

“That’s, uh, that’s not what I meant, Opal—”

I grinned, moving closer to him. Wrapping my arms around his stomach, I looked up at him. “I know what you meant,” I said, leaning my face against his chest. “If you want to read my book, you can. Just let me know when. As it stands now, it’s full of sex, just so you know.” 

Brock’s arms came around me, protective and loving as he hugged me to his  chest.  “I  think  I  can  handle  that.”  He  thought  about  it,  adding  quickly, “Maybe.” 

We both laughed. We stood like that for a while, eventually disentangling ourselves  as  I  went  to  sit  on  the  chair  again.  Now  he’d  whip  out  his  paints and bring that painting to life. I just really hoped he didn’t plan on giving that picture to me. Hanging a picture of myself in my own place just didn’t feel right. Felt a teeny bit creepy, you know? Plus, I wasn’t that narcissistic. 

Because  I  had  sex  on  the  brain,  because  my  mind  was  still  centered  on that blowjob, I found myself asking Brock, “How would you feel going on a date with me?” His dark eyes moved from the canvas. “And the others?” 

He was in the process of putting some paint onto his palette, but he had to set that stuff down before he answered, “The others? You mean…you mean like a group date?” 

I nodded. Yeah, a group date with my three boyfriends. That was normal, wasn’t it? 

“Um, I mean…I guess, as long as you were there.” 

“No,”  I  spoke,  voice  dripping  sarcasm.  “I  planned  on  just  dropping  you guys off, letting you three have some man time.” Which was stupid, because they  lived  with  each  other.  They  practically  had  man  time  all  the  freaking time. “I thought I’d go home, enjoy the peace and quiet—”

Brock  grinned.  “Okay,  I  get  it.  Stupid  question.”  He  ran  a  hand  through his black hair. “I’d go, and I’m sure Kent would be fine with it. You should ask Ace, though.” 

Right.  With  Ace’s  history,  a  group  setting  like  that  might  be  a  terrible thing. 

I hopped off the chair, said “Be right back,” and walked out of the room, ignoring Brock’s “Hey, wait.” 

Figured it’d be better to ask him now rather than wait. 

Ace was tucked away in his room, still fiddling with his guitar. This time his  electric  one,  I  noticed.  He  wore  a  long-sleeved  shirt,  one  of  its  sleeves rolled up as he leaned over and jotted something down on a notepad on the floor.  He  had  his  back  leaning  on  his  bed,  his  guitar  across  his  lap  and plugged  in  to  a  nearby  amp.  When  he  noticed  me,  he  set  down  his  pen  and gave me a smile. 

“Hi, Opal,” he said. “What’s up?”

“I have an idea, but I wanted to run it by you first before I bring it up to Kent,” I said, leaning on his door frame. I knew that if I entered his bedroom, I might not leave it again in a timely manner. I did have to get back to Brock after this. 

He  set  his  guitar  aside,  slowly  getting  to  his  feet,  which  I  noticed  were bare under his jeans. “And what’s your idea?” Ace asked, tilting his head. A smile sat on his square jaw, and he moved closer to me. 

“A date,” I said, closing my eyes when I felt him snake an arm around my lower back. “A date with all of us. Like a group date, except you’re all there for me.” Sofia would have an aneurysm if she knew what I was suggesting. She would be proud of me. 

Ace  pressed  his  lips  against  my  forehead,  murmuring,  “I  suppose  that’s something  I  could  do,  if  it  would  make  you  happy.”  His  head  leaned  back, and we met eyes. “Where is this group date going to be?” 

“I…haven’t gotten that far yet, but as soon as I figure it out, I’ll tell you,” I promised, giving him a quick peck on the lips before returning to Brock’s room. “It’s a date,” I said, practically beaming. “You better get ready for it.” 

“What? Now? Kent’s still at work,” Brock said. 

I laughed. “No, not right this second. Just mentally prepare yourself for it, because it’s going to be hot.” 

That, my lover boy, was a pinky promise, and those things were like law.




Chapter 12

 

Sofia  actually  helped  me  come  up  with  a  good  idea  for  the  group  date—a club.  We  were  all  in  our  twenties,  still  young,  so  a  nightclub  wasn’t  too  far out of the question. Silver Springs actually had one of its own, a club called Vee. It sounded like a cool place, so that’s where we were going. 

It  was  Friday  night,  and  things  were  about  to  get  crazy.  Cray  cray, whatever the kids were saying these days; I didn’t know. I was pretty out of touch with today’s youth, but that was because I was an only child. 

Over the phone, Sofia instructed me on what to wear and how to do my makeup—a grey and silver smoky eye that would make my hazel eyes pop. “I am so jealous of you, girl,” Sofia’s voice spoke through the phone. I had the phone resting on the bathroom countertop, the speaker on, as I worked on my makeup. 

I wasn’t a pro at it, but it was actually turning out pretty well. 

“Going on a group date with three guys,” she said, doing her best not to giggle.  “I’m  literally  sitting  in  my  car  having  this  conversation  with  you, because I still haven’t told Chris you’re seeing multiple dicks.” 

I shrugged. “You could tell him just like that.” 

“You  know  if  the  date  goes  well,  you  could  be  in  for  some  hardcore dicking when you get home. Could you even handle a foursome?” 

I was in the process of layering on some mascara, but I had to set it down to  stare  at  the  phone,  mouth  agape,  as  if  she  could  see  me.  A  foursome.  I knew the thought had crossed my mind before, but that was…well, it might actually happen. What in the world did a woman do with all of those cocks at once? I mean, I knew what I could do, but physically, I didn’t think my body could contort like that. 

“I guess I’ll see,” I said. I was already dressed in tight jeans that hugged every curve of my body, though I hadn’t yet put on my heeled boots. A low-cut shirt sat on my shoulders, my cleavage plainly visible. With my dark hair slightly curled, I looked good, I had to admit. Those guys would go nuts for me. 

It  was  already  eight  o’clock,  the  world  of  night  coating  outside.  It  had tried  to  snow  earlier,  but  the  snow  was  no  more  than  a  light  dusting,  and  it hadn’t  really  stuck.  Based  off  Sofia’s  earlier  suggestion,  I  wasn’t  going  to wear a coat, knowing once we got inside the club, it’d be too hot anyway. A little suffering my bare arms could take. 

My doorbell rang, and instantly my gut warmed. My guys would keep me as warm as I needed to be, anyway. “Sofia, I got to go. They’re here.” I let my best friend say her goodbye before I hung up, and went to hurriedly grab and zip up my boots. They went all the way up to my knees, and they actually made me look tall. Not as tall as any of my guys, but that was just because I was practically a kid-sized adult. 

Brock stood outside the door, wearing a t-shirt that hugged his thin body and jeans that were starting to fray. The t-shirt was splattered in paint, but I knew  that  was  how  he  bought  it.  His  black  hair  was  spiked  upwards,  and  I swore to myself his dark eyes were lined in black eyeliner. 

Damn. If so, he wore eyeliner better than I did. 

“Are you ready to go?” Brock asked, eyeing me up, his dark eyes landing on my chest. “You look…”

“Good?” I suggested, stepping out of my house. 

Brock nodded dumbly, unable to say anything else. Having my ID in my pocket, I followed him to the car, where Kent and Ace were already waiting. Kent was driving, of course; I didn’t think he was the type to ever sit in a car and let someone else drive. He was domineering in every aspect of his life. 

I  scooted  in  the  backseat  with  Brock.  Ace  sat  in  the  passenger’s  seat, wearing a V-neck shirt that showed off the edges of his shoulder tattoo. His fauxhawk was in full-force tonight, and a light line of blonde stubble coated his jaw. His brother, on the other hand, wore the same button-down shirt he’d probably worn to work that day, although he left his suit jacket and his tie at home.  Kent  didn’t  exactly  look  like  he  was  ready  for  a  nightclub,  but  he looked drop-dead sexy all the same. 

“You guys look handsome,” I said, grinning to the car full of men as Kent backed us up out of the driveway. I saw Kent’s green eyes flick to me in the rearview  mirror,  and  Ace  turned  his  body  around  to  face  me,  giving  me  a smile of his own. 

“You look hot, Opal,” Ace said. “I think we can all agree on that.” 

It  damn  well  better  be  something  they  could  agree  on,  considering  we were  together  and  what  tonight  would  entail.  Dancing,  mainly.  Dancing, getting all hot and heavy in the club, and sex, but the sex would come later. Not going to lie, I was intrigued by the idea of having them together. 

That was probably a dream of mine. Or maybe a nightmare, depending on how  the  dicks  were  used.  A  sweet  dream  or  a  beautiful,  dick-filled nightmare. 

Club Vee sat in the center of town, in the up-and-coming area I liked to refer to as hipster central. There was hardly any parking, but Kent was able to parallel  park  a  block  away  on  the  street.  It’d  be  a  chilly  walk  to  the  club’s front  door,  but  I’d  manage.  Besides,  I  was  certain  once  we  were  inside  the club, I’d be sweating my balls off—if I, uh, you know, had balls. 

Kent  paid  for  all  of  us,  and  once  the  ridiculously  huge  bouncer  checked our  IDs,  we  were  good  to  go  in  after  being  stamped  to  show  we  were  over twenty-one.  Almost  immediately,  we  were  hit  with  the  hot,  sweaty  air  of people dancing. A DJ sat in the front of the wide open space, red lights above the  dance  floor.  Everything  was  touched  with  red;  it  kind  of  looked  eerie, almost creepy, and I had the gut urge to tell the owners that Halloween was over, but I knew better. 

Everyone  who  worked  here  seemed  intimidating,  tall  and  pale.  I  didn’t believe in the supernatural, because I think if the supernatural were real, we’d all  know  about  it  by  now—but  if  I  did,  I’d  definitely  peg  this  place  as  a vampire hideout. 

Eh…or maybe that was just because I watched too much True Blood.  

A bar sat off to the side where a woman worked. She was beautiful, a few sizes larger than me, but she wore it well. She laughed at the people at the bar as she served them drinks, her lips wearing a deep red lipstick. 

The music was pretty loud, so loud it was hard to hear what anyone else was saying. 

In  fact,  Kent  was  talking,  but  I  could  hardly  hear  him.  I  turned  towards him,  staring  at  his  mouth—something  I  stared  at  often,  if  I  was  truthful— trying  to  read  his  lips.  I  was  ninety-nine  percent  sure  he  was  saying  we should’ve thrown our own dance party at home.

Whatever  he  was  saying,  it  didn’t  matter.  We  were  here  now,  and  I wanted  to  dance,  dance,  dance  like  I  was  nineteen  and  not  twenty-four  and over the hill. 

Okay, I wasn’t really over the hill, but I was close. 

“Who’s  going  to  dance  with  me  first?”  I  shouted,  unable  to  hear  myself over  the  music.  Maybe  they  decided  to  turn  their  speakers  up  tonight  and make  us  all  deaf.  Who  could  say  for  sure?  I  headed  towards  the  mass  of bodies, almost instantly feeling a hand grab my wrist. I turned, seeing that it was Kent, wearing a smug expression. 

He yanked me closer, slamming our fronts together, and his hands found their  way  to  my  sides,  holding  me  in  place.  He  might  be  domineering  and want submission in bed, but right now he was dancing like a wet noodle, so I set  the  pace.  I  rocked  my  hips  back  and  forth  with  the  music,  grinding  my front into his. It wasn’t long before I started to feel an erection growing, and if I would’ve been alone, I would’ve patted myself on the back for a job well done. 

Soon Kent got into it, moving along with the dancey beat and following my  lead.  Not  for  long  though,  because  someone  grabbed  my  shoulder  and flipped me, pulling me to him to dance with him instead. 

Brock. He had a surprisingly strong grip for an artist. 

I stared at Brock’s chest, running my hands along his t-shirt and grinning up at him. I opened my mouth to say something, to shout into his ear as best as  I  could,  but  I  felt  possessive  hands  behind  me.  Suddenly,  and  without warning, I was sandwiched between Brock and Kent, their body heat flooding me and sending my core into overdrive. 

Was  it  wrong  to  want  to  rip  off  their  clothes  and  have  them  dance  with me like this while naked? 

It was an amazing feeling, being stuck in between two sinfully gorgeous men, feeling their bulges press against me from both sides. Oh, God. I was in heaven. I was in heaven, if heaven included multiple boyfriends and orgasms aplenty. 

Someone tapped on my shoulder, and I turned my head to view Ace. Ace gestured  for  me  to  come  to  him,  and  even  though  I  didn’t  want  to  slip  out from between my Brock and Kent sandwich, I did. I went to him, gave him a smile, and ground against him like there was no tomorrow. 

Time didn’t matter to us, and neither did personal boundaries. It was all smiles  and  laughter—and  erections.  Myself,  I  was  feeling  a  little  eager,  a whole lot horny, but it was easier for me to hide my aching, wet core than it was for my guys to hide their erections. But, you know what? No one seemed to notice, probably because they weren’t the only ones in the place sporting hard-ons. 

What else was kind of weird, not that I was complaining, because I totally wasn’t, was that no one else looked twice at us. Me, being with three guys, practically fucking them on the dance floor. No one batted an eye, and it was only  when  I  was  dancing  between  the  two  brothers  that  I  happened  to  look around. 

There  were  actually  some  other  women  dancing  with  multiple  men.  I didn’t think it was exactly the same situation, but it made me grin to myself as  I  thought  about  it. Come  to  Silver  Springs,  get  your  own  harem! That should  be  this  town’s  slogan.  I  bet  this  town  would  be  overpopulated  then, full of greedy girls like me who wanted all the dick. 

It wasn’t that I wanted all of the dick I could get my hands on. No, that wasn’t  it.  That  wasn’t  the  reason  I  was  with  Brock,  Ace,  and  Kent.  Their cocks and their attitudes were what I wanted. Me craving their dicks was only because I also craved them. My sexy, infuriating neighbors who I’d wanted to strangle before, I now wanted to fuck. It was the next logical step, although the step itself kind of came out of nowhere. 

It all started that day in the coffee shop… 

But that was just me being superstitious. 

Kent bent his neck, his lips near my ear, and I heard him ask, “When are we taking this back to your place?” His erection was in full swing behind me, and I leaned back, enjoying the feeling. He wanted to hurry back to my place and go at it like animals, and I was okay with that. 

My  legs  were  starting  to  hurt  anyway.  I  think  we’d  been  dancing  for  at least two or three hours. We weren’t kids anymore; I didn’t know about the guys, but I had limits. 

My  makeup  probably  looked  smeared,  my  nice,  beachy  waves  were sweat-covered. Now that I thought about it, I was kind of dying. Going back to my place to strip out of these tight-ass jeans seemed like a fantastic idea, and maybe if I was lucky I’d get a little something-something.

Their dicks. I meant their dicks. 

I let Kent take my hand, leading us away from the dance floor, away from the  crowd  of  dancing  bodies.  Ace  and  Brock  followed,  and  we  passed  the intimidating bouncer as we left the club. It was fun, not going to lie, kind of like I was in college, and I was about to go home with three strangers. 

Only  they  weren’t  strangers.  They  were  my  neighbors,  my  boyfriends, and  holy  hell,  I  think  I  loved  them.  All  of  them.  Each  of  them  equally.  I didn’t think my heart could choose between them, so if they ever gave me an ultimatum, I didn’t think I’d handle it well. I could handle having them, but losing one? Losing two? I would fight tooth and nail to keep them close. That was my vow. 

Not  that  anyone  was  asking  me  to  make  a  vow  or  anything.  Again,  me being dramatic. I was good at it. 

The heat from the club, from dancing with my guys, kept me warm as we returned  to  the  car  down  the  street.  Kent  helped  me  into  the  back,  and  both Brock and Ace filed in, one on each side of me. No one wanted to sit in the front with Kent…or they just wanted to be around me. 

When  Kent  got  in  the  front  and  started  the  car,  I  playfully  tapped  his shoulder,  saying,  “Onward,  chauffeur!  To  the  house!”  I  hid  a  giggle  when Kent threw me an irritated look. Those looks, as frightening as they could be, only made me warm up in places below the belt. 

“Kent  as  our  chauffeur,”  Brock  mused,  shooting  me  a  dimpled  grin.  “I like it.” He grabbed one of my hands, weaving his fingers through mine. His black hair had lost its spikiness during the dancing, just as Ace’s blonde hair had  lost  its  fauxhawk.  That’s  what  sweat  did,  I  guess.  Sweat  sweated everything off. 

“I’m sure he hates it, though,” Ace mused, shooting a knowing look at his older  brother.  He  took  my  other  hand  in  his,  tracing  the  knuckles.  I  was literally between two guys that each held my heart in their hands, and I loved it. I wouldn’t have it any other way. 

The  drive  seemed  to  last  forever,  but  the  moment  Kent  pulled  into  the shared  driveway,  my  gut  twisted  in  a  thousand  ways.  “You  guys  want  to come over for a nightcap?” Was that what people called it? “I have water… pop, too.” Ooh, yeah. I was really luring them over with this warm welcome. 

We filed out of the car, the night air giving me a chill. Ace hurried around the  car  to  stand  beside  me,  and  once  he  reached  me,  he  whispered,  “I  think you’re the only nightcap we need, Opal.” 

Okay, when I shivered that time, it was for an entirely different reason. 

Kent was the first to walk towards the door, glancing back at me with a single cocked brow. If he was closer to me, I’d wipe that smug look right off his face. I’d— “Let me guess,” he said, smirking, “you didn’t lock your door again.”  His  hand  went  toward  the  knob,  and  as  if  he  was  psychic,  my  front door opened without a problem. 

Fine. He could be smug, for a little while, but only because he was right in this particular instance.

Ace,  Brock,  and  Kent  all  went  inside,  and  I  hesitated  for  just  a  moment before  following  them.  If  I  stepped  over  this  threshold,  who  knew  what would happen once I got inside. This, I realized, just might become a typical Friday night for me. 

Hell yeah.




Chapter 13

 

All three guys stared at me, and I suddenly felt the slightest bit awkward as I stood  there  by  the  front  door.  I  made  sure  to  lock  it  then,  but  only  because Kent was looking. You’d think I would’ve learned to make a habit of locking it by now, with his propensity to just waltz in whenever the hell he wanted. 

“So,” I said, moving into the living room. I plopped myself down on the couch  and  started  to  zip  off  my  boots.  Dancing  in  heeled  boots  was  a workout,  and  I  knew  I’d  be  feeling  it  in  my  legs  tomorrow.  Maybe  even  in my  glutes.  One  could  never  work  out  those  glutes  enough.  “What,  uh,  what now? I can get you something to drink, if you guys are thirsty—” The guys started to file around the couch, and I stopped instantly.  

Kent  tossed  a  quick  glance  to  Ace  and  Brock.  “I  don’t  know  about  you two, but the only thing I’m thirsty for is the woman sitting in front of me.” 

“You’re not wrong,” Brock agreed, and Ace nodded. 

Maybe  it  was  because  they  were  all  looking  at  me  with  hungry  eyes. Maybe it was because Sofia had put the thought into my head. Maybe it was for  another  reason  entirely,  but  I  stood  up,  my  feet  bare  on  the  carpet,  and lifted my shirt up and off me, tossing it on the floor. The three men watched, their gazes turning ravenous, as I reached behind me and unhooked my bra. Piece of clothing after piece of clothing—I took it off bit by bit until I stood there, stark naked.

“Well,” I spoke with a shrug, “I guess I’ll go get myself some water—” Now that I was butt-ass naked, I knew getting water was the last thing I’d do, but I started to head to the kitchen all the same. 

“I  don’t  think  so,”  Kent  growled  out,  grabbing  me  by  the  wrist  and pulling  me  back.  The  hard-on  he’d  lost  on  the  drive  back  here  was  steadily returning,  and  with  a  fast  glimpse  to  Ace  and  Brock  I  saw  they  were  much the  same.  Being  a  little  rough—which  was  exactly  what  I’d  come  to  expect from  Kent—he  pushed  me  back  to  the  couch,  and  I  sent  him  a  mock  glare. “What do you two think we should do to our lovely Opal?” 

Ace and Brock were not as into the dirty talk and dominance as Kent was, that much was clear on their faces, but neither one of them looked as if they were going to back out. This was going to happen, and I was literally going to get my mind blown and my brains fucked.

Because Ace wasn’t into the dirty talk, he didn’t say anything; he simply moved  toward  me,  leaning  over  me  on  the  couch  as  his  mouth  found  mine. Fingers  weaving  through  my  hair,  pulling  my  body  against  his  and suffocating  me  with  his  need,  his  desire.  When  his  lips  left  mine,  I  was panting, but I wasn’t able to catch my breath before Brock sat beside me and yanked me onto his lap, kissing me in much the same fashion. 

Oh, dear. Oh, boy. Oh…oh, my God. This was really about to happen. 

I was so stinking excited for this it was unreal. 

For  the  longest  time,  I  split  my  time  between  kissing  Brock  and  kissing Ace.  Both  sported  pressing  erections  now,  and  it  seemed  like  Kent  was content to watch, for now. My lips were on Ace’s, feeling his slight stubble graze  my  jaw,  when  I  clawed  at  his  clothes,  wordlessly  telling  him  to  take them off. Right now I was the only naked one; it definitely couldn’t stay that way. 

Ace’s breath was ragged when his mouth left mine, and he hurried to pull off his shirt, revealing his tattoo. My eyes ate up his form, his lean muscles, and  I  bit  my  bottom  lip  as  I  watched  him  take  off  the  rest  of  it.  A  mouth found  its  way  to  my  shoulder  as  I  watched  Ace;  Brock’s  mouth,  pressing against the crook of my neck and making me shiver. He sat behind me on the couch,  his  hands  roaming  along  me,  finding  my  breasts  and  tweaking  my nipples. 

My gut twisted in the best of ways, and I let out a fluttery sigh as Brock released me into Ace’s hold, murmuring, “My turn.” His turn to take off his clothes. His turn to get naked. 

Ace’s  arms  wrapped  around  me  like  a  protective  cocoon,  and  I  leaned into  Ace,  running  my  hands  all  along  his  body.  I  stroked  his  cock,  making him moan, running my hand along it gently at first before gripping it hard and giving it a pump. 

“I  think,”  Kent  spoke  from  his  position  near  the  wall,  “our  Opal  should get on her hands and knees, don’t you?” He was speaking to Brock and Ace, but both Brock and Ace looked like they were too lost for words. Lost in me. 

I was lost for words too, if I was honest. My brain and my body were on overload, but there was no way I was going to stop this now, so I did the only thing I could: I crawled off the couch and sunk to my hands and knees. 

Brock  was  behind  me,  while  Ace  was  in  front  of  me.  I  stared  at  Ace’s hard length, at the vein bulging on its side. There was something so sensual about veins, I didn’t know why. I leaned forward, pressing my lips against his tip. He’d have to get on his knees himself though if he wanted that thing in my mouth comfortably. 

Fortunately,  I  didn’t  have  to  beg  him.  Ace  knew  enough  to  sink  to  his knees in front of me, weave his fingers in my hair, and bring my mouth back to his cock. My lips parted, and he pushed himself in, inch by inch until my mouth and my throat was full of him, my saliva coating his cock and making him moan. 

“Good,” Kent said, further instructing, “now Brock, I assume you know what to do. If not, I can always take your place—” 

The  threat  of  taking  Brock’s  place  behind  me  was  all  Brock  needed  to hear  to  kick  it  into  overdrive.  Brock  grabbed  my  ass,  spreading  my  cheeks apart. I was practically dripping wet, ready for him, my core aching to be as full as my mouth was. I felt his tip press against my slick entrance, and if I didn’t have a mouth full of cock, I would’ve sighed out a content sigh once his long length was inside of me. 

“She  looks  so  good  between  you  two,”  Kent  spoke  appreciatively, moving closer. Neither Brock nor Ace were moving quite yet, which let him run a hand down my spine. “Now, I think you two know what to do.” He got up and moved against the wall again, working to undo the buttons on his shirt as he watched Brock and Ace fuck me. 

Brock was the first one to move; Brock set the pace. He was the one who dictated  how  fast  my  mouth  bobbed  along  Ace’s  cock,  even  though  Ace’s hand  was  fisted  in  my  hair.  Every  time  Brock  drew  back,  I  also  drew  back along his cock. That was, until Ace’s hips began to move of their own accord, until I was being fucked by both men, one in front of me, one behind me. 

Quite  frankly,  it  was  one  of  the  best  feelings  I’d  ever  had  in  my  life. Pleasing  two  men  at  once,  I  wanted  to  stretch  my  body  to  its  limit,  push  it until  it  could  go  no  more.  I  couldn’t  even  stop  and  wonder  what  else  Kent wanted to do, but I knew once he fully entered the picture, we would turn into a mess of hot, sweaty limbs. 

Ace’s  body  began  to  tremble,  shuddering  in  that  familiar  way.  Kent must’ve noticed it too, for he ordered, “Don’t you dare pull out of her. Make her swallow every last drop and then lick you clean.” 

As  my  body  flushed  with  heat  at  Kent’s  erotic  words,  Ace  did  as  his brother  instructed.  His  thrusts  in  my  throat  became  quick  and  erratic,  and  I tasted  the  first  bit  of  cum  the  moment  he  threw  his  head  back  and  let  out  a low moan. I did as Kent said, swallowing him up, every last drop, and as Ace slowly pulled out of my mouth, I did my best to get him clean. 

Once Ace moved, I saw that Kent was now naked. His clothes were in a neatly-folded pile on the floor, of course, but they were forgotten the moment I  laid  eyes  on  his  monster  of  a  cock.  Definitely  the  biggest,  and  I  couldn’t help  but  shudder  the  moment  I  imagined  taking  him  in  the  mouth  while Brock  fucked  me  from  behind.  For  Brock’s  credit,  he  was  going  at  me slowly, probably to prolong it. 

“Hold up,” Kent told Brock, and Brock’s grip on my waist loosened. Kent set  two  hands  on  his  shoulders,  pulling  him  back  and  out  of  me,  and  I couldn’t help but feel lost with no cocks inside of me. Kent laid Brock on the floor. “Ace, go into her room. In the bottom drawer of her nightstand, she’s got lube.” 

I was about to open my mouth and ask him just how the hell he knew the bottom drawer of my nightstand was my sex drawer, but when I met Kent’s eyes, I knew better. He’d searched my drawers for sexy lingerie, so it wasn’t a surprise he’d also looked for those types of things. 

Kent grabbed my hand, pulling me towards Brock, whose back was now on  the  floor.  “Have  you  ever  taken  in  two  cocks  before,  Opal?”  his  voice purred out, one of his hands running down my hair. 

“I just did,” I whispered back, to which Kent only laughed.

“That’s not what I mean,” he murmured, bending his head toward Brock. Brock’s cock stood straight, slick from being inside of me. “Get on him.” 

I  slowly  positioned  myself  over  Brock,  meeting  his  dark  gaze  as  I  sank down on him, taking every inch of him in yet again. I let out a moan, starting to rock myself along him, but Kent stopped me by pushing me down towards Brock until my chest was flat against his. 

Ace  returned  from  my  room,  carrying  a  small  bottle  of  lube,  which  he tossed  to  Kent.  Kent  caught  it  effortlessly,  because  everything  that  man  did was effortless and sexy and… Hold up. His words repeated in my head, and it dawned on me just what Kent had meant by taking two cocks before. 

He  didn’t  mean  one  cock  in  my  pussy  and  one  cock  in  my  mouth.  He meant both of them in the back. 

I…was a little nervous, not going to lie, but I was also curious beyond all belief.  I’d  heard  if  you  did  it  right,  it  was  one  of  the  best  feelings  in  the world,  and  there  was  no  better  time  than  the  present  to  see  if  I  liked  taking two from behind. 

Kent  knelt  behind  me,  and  I  heard  him  squirt  some  of  the  lube  on  his hand. “This goes better if you’re relaxed, Opal. If you fight it, it doesn’t feel as  good.”  He  ran  his  lubed  hand  along  his  cock,  and  as  I  rested  a  cheek  on Brock’s chest, his cock still inside of me, still rock-hard, I wondered just how the hell Kent was going to fit back there. He was a giant. 

It  wasn’t  too  long  before  I  felt  Kent  grab  my  ass,  part  my  cheeks,  and press the tip of his cock against me. 

“Relax,” Kent whispered. 

I closed my eyes and did as I was told, relaxing my entire body, letting it happen.  Letting  all  the  cocks  enter  me,  whichever  hole  they  wanted.  Brock was  already  buried  in  my  pussy,  so  it  was  Kent’s  thick  member  that  I  felt nudging me, slowly but surely prying into me as his hips pushed against me. 

It  was…a  weird  feeling,  at  first,  and  in  those  initial  moments,  I  wasn’t sure  if  I  was  going  to  like  it.  I  could  only  describe  it  as  being  full.  One hundred  percent  full.  Full  to  the  freaking  brim  with  cocks—but  then,  then something magical happened. Then Kent pushed himself fully inside of me, literally filling me up as much as my body could take, and my body turned to mush. 

Not literal mush, but you know what I mean. 

Kent  gave  me  some  time  to  adjust  to  the  feeling  of  his  cock  in  my  ass, whispering, “You’re so tight, Opal.” His wide, muscular body was all I could feel  above  me  as  he  withdrew  his  hips  only  to  push  back  inside.  “Now’s when you get to work, Brock.” 

Brock,  who’d  been  content  to  watch  the  whole  thing,  suddenly  realized his  cock  was  still  inside  of  me,  and  before  I  knew  what  was  happening,  his hips began to move and his cock rocked in and out of my pussy. 

They moved in sync for a while, and I lost all thoughts. The only thing I could feel was their cocks, the only thing I could think about was how their bodies felt against mine, how my body stretched for them and yet still felt so unbelievably good. 

Once  my  body  opened  up,  once  I  got  used  to  having  them  both  fill  me, they were able to thrust into me faster. Kent practically growled on top of me, his  cock  sliding  in  and  out  of  my  ass,  and  Brock  looked  like  a  lust-filled fanatic beneath me, his hips dragging his own length into my pussy over and over. 

Brock was the first to come, and his eyelids slammed shut the moment he orgasmed.  His  body  trembled  beneath  mine,  and  his  thrusting  slowed  to  a stop, though his cock still lingered inside me. He panted hard, but I was too lost in feeling Kent behind me to notice much, or to even realize how hard I was breathing. 

“Fuck,”  Kent  muttered,  practically  collapsing  on  top  of  me,  which  then caused me to press even harder against Brock, as the pleasure took him over. He let my ass milk him before pulling out and giving me a kiss and a nibble on  the  shoulder.  “You  did  good,  Opal.  I’ll  be  right  back.”  He  pulled  out  of me, and my core felt his loss instantly. 

I also felt his cum start to ooze out of me—doubly so when Brock slipped out—but it didn’t stay that way for long, because Kent soon returned with a warm washcloth, using it to wipe me off. He must’ve already cleaned himself off, because his cock was clean. 

“So,” Kent said, straightening out as he glanced at both Ace and Brock. Ace had watched Kent and Brock take me, touching himself all the while. He was sporting another erection; they all were. I was surrounded by three hard dicks,  and  I  wasn’t  running  for  the  hills.  If  anything,  I  felt  my  core  tremble with need. “Who wants to place bets about how long Opal will last tonight?” 

Ace  burst  out  laughing,  and  Brock  smiled  a  dimpled  grin.  Meanwhile,  I was flying too high to care about any bets they may or may not place. I had my men; the rest didn’t matter.   

I didn’t care how I got here, what kind of lines we’d crossed. I didn’t care that  two  weeks  ago  I’d  thought  I  hated  them.  I  didn’t  care  that  it  took  a pumpkin  spice  latte  and  me  getting  into  writing  my  sex  scenes  to  finally make a move. 

This…this was the life.




Epilogue

 

Julian  was  smiling  at  me.  He  was  a  cute  guy,  don’t  get  me  wrong,  but  his smiles did nothing for me. The only smiles that made my stomach flip were from my men. “Sure you don’t want another pumpkin spice latte?” My bagel sat  on  the  counter,  and  he  was  in  the  process  of  ringing  me  out,  trying desperately to get me another one of those damn lattes. 

The more I thought about it, the more superstitious I was, which was just ridiculous. It’d been a month, and nothing had changed between me and the guys. I didn’t know why I attributed our happiness to the day when I got that latte, but I long ago decided never to get one again, just in case. 

Even though it was really, really good. 

“No, thank you,” I said, paying for my bagel the exact same time the bell to Jewels Cafe rang, signaling someone else had just walked in. It was an off time  during  the  week,  and  I  knew  before  turning  that  it  was  who  I  was waiting for. 

I laid eyes on Sofia, my best friend, and let out a squeal before rushing to her, throwing my arms around her and hugging the breath right out of her. 

“Damn,” Sofia muttered, “did those guys feed you steroids or something? Holy shit.” 

I  released  her,  and  together  we  returned  to  the  counter.  I  grabbed  my bagel. 

I could tell Julian was about to ask Sofia if she wanted a pumpkin spice latte, but Sofia cut him off by saying, “Just a large coffee, black, with a few ice  cubes  in  it.”  My  friend’s  blonde  hair  was  halfway  down  her  back,  pin-straight,  and  she  was  bundled  up  because,  you  know,  December  in  New York. 

A bit of snow outside, but not much. Still not fun to drive in. I had Kent drop me off this morning on his way to work, and I’d go with Sofia back to my place. She was visiting for a few days, which was good. I missed her. 

After  she  paid,  we  found  a  table  and  sat  down.  Sofia  sipped  her  coffee, watching  me  eat  my  bagel.  “So,  this  place  seems…quaint.”  A  pause  before she  deadpanned,  “I  hate  it.  I  would  go  nuts  if  I  lived  here.  It  just  feels… weird.” She spoke softly enough so no one else in the cafe heard her, and I chuckled to myself as I ate my bagel. 

Having  Sofia  here  was  amazing.  It  felt  like  a  long  time  coming,  and  it would be hard to see her leave again, but she’d have to. She had her own life, her own fiancé. She was mainly here, I knew, to meet my three men and get a feel for them. 

We talked for hours. She finished up her coffee, and I ate my bagel, and then we were lost in catching up. We laughed so hard at each other’s antics that  we  practically  cried.  It  was  ridiculously  good  to  see  her  again,  and  the time passed by so fast I didn’t even notice. 

Sofia  glanced  at  her  phone.  “Let’s  get  back  to  your  place.  I  want  to  be ready for when the guys come over. They’re coming over at five?” 

Yes,  I’d  told  all  three  of  them  to  keep  themselves  away  from  my  house until Sofia settled in. Plus, I had the feeling she was going to go balls to the wall with them, so I had to tell her to cool it. 

“Just promise to be nice to them,” I said as we both got up. We bundled our jackets and headed outside to her car. The winter chill made me shiver, but as soon as we got in her car, she cranked up the heat. 

Sofia  tossed  me  a  look.  “You  know  I  can’t  promise  that.  They’re  your boyfriends. They have to go through screening, just like everyone else.” 

I  instructed  her  how  to  get  back  to  my  place.  “That’s  funny,  because  I don’t remember you screening any of my past boyfriends.” 

“Exactly, and look at how they all turned out.” 

I held back a chuckle as I rolled my eyes. 

Once we got to my house, I went to the door to unlock it. Yes, after Kent scolded me day after day, I was finally learning to lock my front door. Didn’t really do much, since I’d given them a key to my place anyway. Sofia only brought one suitcase, and she rolled it up the snowy driveway and waited for me to open the door. 

I  gave  her  a  quick  tour,  and  she  seemed  decently  impressed.  “Not  bad,” she  said,  peeking  her  head  into  the  bathroom.  I  had  one  spare  room,  which she’d  be  staying  in.  “I  still  can’t  believe  you  made  your  deadline  after nabbing yourself three boyfriends.” Sofia made her way into the living room, plopping down on the couch. “Three.  Come  on,  Opal.  Can’t  you  save  some dick for the other girls in town?” 

I fixed her a look, a mock glare. “I didn’t know you cared so much about the other girls in town.” 

Sofia shrugged, soon losing her serious demeanor and laughing. “I don’t. I’m happy you got yourself three stud muffins.” 

After  I  made  some  hot  cocoa  for  us,  we  nestled  on  the  couch,  slowly sipping  our  drinks  as  Sofia  began  to  tell  me  all  of  her  new  drama.  Work drama, wedding drama, family drama. She was full of it. My life was boring, three boyfriends aside. 

The afternoon drew near, and it was when Sofia was in the bathroom that I  heard  someone’s  key  being  inserted  in  the  lock,  and  my  three  sexy, gorgeous as all hell men walked in, bundled up to avoid winter’s chill. 

Ace was the first one in, shoving the key into his jacket’s pocket before zipping  it  up.  His  blonde  hair  was  recently  cut,  for  this  introduction specifically, so his fauxhawk was a bit shorter than it was before. His square jaw was clean-shaven, and he looked as ready as he’d ever be to meet Sofia. 

Brock  shrugged  off  his  jacket,  hanging  it  on  the  coat  hanger  near  the door. His dark locks had been cut on the sides too, only he kept the length up top.  I  liked  it,  because  I  could  still  run  my  hands  through  it.  He  stepped around Ace as he pulled me to him, giving me a fast peck on the lips. No hot and heavy make-out session while my friend was nearby. 

And,  lastly,  Kent.  Kent  closed  the  door  with  his  foot,  his  handsome expression stern and serious. He was the only one who hadn’t gotten his hair cut,  but  then  again,  it  wasn’t  like  Kent  ever  skimped  out  on  the  personal grooming  aspect  of  his  life.  He  always  looked  good,  and  right  now  he  still wore  his  suit  underneath  his  coat,  and  damn  it,  if  he  wasn’t  the  finest  man around in a suit…

He  was.  He  really  was.  Those  clothes  hugged  his  muscles  like  no  other clothes  could.  And  his  ass?  Don’t  even  get  me  started  on  how  good  his  ass looked in dress pants. 

Sofia  emerged  from  the  bathroom,  walking  down  the  hall.  She  instantly spotted  the  guys,  and  straightened  her  back.  Pointing  to  the  couch,  she instructed, “Sit. I will be right with you.” 

I watched with a lifted brow as she disappeared again. 

“What is she doing?” Ace asked, giving me a quick kiss on the cheek. 

“I  have  no  idea,  but  please  be  nice,”  I  begged.  The  guys  slowly  made their way to the couch, plopping themselves down and glancing at each other with curious expressions. 

When Sofia returned, she had…a notepad. A notepad that I saw was full of questions, scribbled down in her messy handwriting. She sat herself on the coffee  table,  staring  at  my  guys  like  she  was  some  drill  sergeant  about  to address lowly recruits. 

“Hi,  I’m—”  Ace  started  to  introduce  himself,  but  Sofia’s  look  stopped him short.

“I know who you are. If you think Opal hasn’t told me everything about you guys, you’re in for it. I know every little detail about your personalities, your  looks…just  assume  I  know  everything.”  She  crossed  her  legs.  “This interview might take a while, but I assure you it is totally serious. Answer all questions honestly. Do not lie to me. I will know. I will not tell you how I’ll know, but I’ll know.” 

Sofia sounded so utterly serious, it was hard to hide my smile, especially when the guys began to shift in their seats, looking uncomfortable. 

“If  I  decide  whether  you’re  unfit  to  date  my  friend,  I’m  sorry,  but  the relationship  will  have  to  end  today,”  Sofia  went  on.  For  a  split-second,  the corners  of  her  mouth  quirked  up  as  the  guys  glanced  to  me,  but  the seriousness came back full force when she said, “Let’s start with perhaps the most important question you’ll ever be asked in your life.” A pause. “What is your favorite color?” 

Brock  questioned,  “You’ll  break  us  up  if  you  don’t  like  the  colors  we choose?” 

“Is this a game to you, Brock?” Sofia said, knowing exactly who he was.

“I assure you, this is a very serious matter. Opal is my friend, and only I get to  decide  if  you  three  are  worthy  of  her.  Colors.  Now,  or  forever  hold  your peace.” 

I knew Sofia well enough by now to know she was going to drag this out as long as she could and make those guys squirm. Even Kent seemed a little apprehensive,  probably  because  I’d  told  him  how  important  Sophia’s approval was to me. The way everyone was acting, it was like Sofia was my father and it was her permission they needed to marry me.

Not that anyone was talking about that yet. 

“Blue,”  Brock  muttered,  though  his  voice  softened  when  he  watched Sofia make a disappointed face and scribble something down on the pad on her lap. 

“Black,” Kent said, to which Sofia merely shook her head. 

Ace took his time in saying, “Green.” 

“Green,”  Sofia  muttered  with  a  sigh.  “We  have  a  green.  I  can’t  believe this.” 

I bit my lower lip, crossing my arms as I watched the scene unfold. With every question came answers from them, and each and every time Sofia had a comeback that made them wonder if they answered incorrectly. 

All  in  all,  though,  they  seemed  to  get  along,  which  was  good.  The  four most important people in my life had to get along, especially if this was going to be long-term. And, God, I desperately wanted it to be a long-term thing. I wanted  to  grow  old  with  these  guys,  spend  countless  nights  in  each  of  their beds, get to know every little quirk they had. 

Was it overkill? Was it too soon to think about those things? Maybe, but I didn’t care. After throwing caution to the wind and agreeing to be with them all, I didn’t want to take things slow. You know what they say, right? When you know, you know.

And  when  you’re  not  sure,  sometimes  all  you  need  is  a  pumpkin  spice latte to push you in the right direction.
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Not many people looked my way normally, but when you’re running down the street in a sky-blue ball gown with tears running down your face at the crack of dawn, they’re going to notice. 

I’m Topaz, a tiger shifter, now chosen partner of our leader’s son. A complete and utter jerk of a shifter. 

I didn’t get a say in it, clearly. 

I’m not about to write my life off to be the mate to some egotistical, self-centered asshat. 

But when my best friend tries to help and cheer me up, things go from shit to complete crazy when we hit a shifter on the road. 

Things keep spiraling out of control, and I find myself crazily attracted to three unexpected men. I’d never have thought I’d feel this way for any of them, but here we are. 

What the hell is going on?
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Chapter 1

 

Not many people looked my way normally, but when you’re running down

the street in a sky-blue ball gown with tears streaking down your face at the crack of dawn, they’re going to notice.

I was in the mood to gouge their eyes out with my claws, but that wouldn’t

change the fact that I’d just been declared the intended mate of none other than Tyler Harrison.

The utter tool that was also the son of the Pride leader.

He was an absolute jerk, and a complete player.

Why on earth had our Chief chosen me as his mate?

I wanted to shift, to tear off this ball gown and escape the suburbs, to run

free in the woods.

Happy fucking twenty-first to me.

I growled as I kicked the road in my silver heels. So much for celebrating

my big twenty-first. I guess the night had gone well, until the Chief had declared the rest of my life over. No more dreams of travel or anything. I would have to become a mate and bear that wretched man’s children.

Ha! As if.

I slunk into the shadows, clutching my iPhone as it vibrated.

I glanced down at the caller ID.

Darcy.

I sighed, harshly wiping at my smudged mascara and eyeliner.

I answered, forcing myself to pull it together.

“What?” I snapped.

“He can’t do that,” Darcy growled.

Darcy, my best friend since I was just a small child. We’d been more like

siblings growing up, without the rivalry. Inseparable, and many questioned our strong friendship. But friends was all it was, he was practically my big brother, being a year older than me.

“He’s the Chief,” I muttered.

“I don’t care,” Darcy said dismissively.

I managed a small smile. Always standing up for me. What would I do

without him?

“What the Chief says goes, he’s our leader,” I murmured, my chest

tightening at the thought.

“You really want to be the chosen mate for Tyler fucking Harrison?”

Darcy snorted.

“What the hell do you think?” I growled. 

Tyler fucking Harrison. The biggest tool of our Pride.

High school jock and massive asshole. Even now out of school, he was

still the same, even at my twenty-first.

Why was he there? Well, when a tiger shifter turns twenty-one, the entire

Pride comes to celebrate. The birthday person gets to choose their theme, and me being me, I decided I wanted some fairy tale party. Why? Because I’d jokingly promised Darcy that I’d be a princess for my twenty-first and he’d be my prince when we were just young. I’d clung to the strange little promise I’d made when we’d been having a sleepover and watching a Harry Potter marathon.

It had been going amazingly well, everyone dressed up like we were a part

of some Disney movie, and the food was amazing. I’d been enjoying the night and then early hours of the morning, until the Chief decided to make a toast, congratulating me on my birthday, and assigning me my mate.

Tyler was already twenty-one, but hadn’t been assigned a mate at his

birthday. Being the next in line to lead our Pride, he was to have a mate chosen for him, but if the one they’d chosen wasn’t of suitable breeding age, he wouldn’t have the mate named on his birthday.

They’d be named on theirs.

Fuck my life.

As the Chief had made the announcement, there were whoops and cheers,

and a number of filthy looks from the other females of our Pride who’d been hoping to become his mate. 

Tyler looked almost as shocked as I was, especially since he’d been one of

my bullies in high school.

And me being the calm and collected young woman that I was, handled it

with utter grace and dignity.

Lol, fuck no, I bailed like my dress was on fire.

“T?”

I blinked as Darcy’s voice rung in my ear with my nickname.

“Yeah?”

“You went awfully quiet there, you didn’t even reply,” Darcy murmured.

“I can’t become his mate. He’s horrible, he bullied us at high school, he’s

a complete asshole,” I groaned as I massaged my head. I’d enjoyed quite a few drinks now that I was legal, but being a shifter, it was only now starting to kick in. Tyler, on the other hand, had downed more than I could count, and he’d become quite intoxicated at my party.

He’d sobered up quick with his father’s announcement though.

“Neither of you want it, I’m sure we can figure something out. Surely your

parents can help you get it sorted with the Chief,” Darcy said, and I closed my eyes in frustration.

“Maybe I can just run away?” I mused.

“Um, no, I vote against that,” Darcy stated.

“You’re not the one chosen to be with a jerk,” I grumbled.

“We can fix it. Tyler wasn’t happy either, surely he has some pull with his

father,” Darcy said, his tone full of belief in the spoiled brat.

Spoiled. That was definitely Tyler.

“Maybe,” I said, a sliver of hope creeping in.

Surely the Chief would take our feelings into consideration. He’d just

jumped the gun on all of this.

“Want me to come pick you up? We can head into Silver Springs to finish

off your birthday night?” Darcy offered.

“Please,” I sighed. Not that there was much of it left. The sky was turning

grey at this early hour, and I knew I’d instead probably be getting breakfast with Darcy.

Silver Springs was the next town over, only a half an hour drive from my

home of Scarborough, and I’d spent many days in the supernatural town. There were more supes than humans it seemed, which was always a nice change. Whereas Scarborough had a decent population of humans. Not to mention our town was much smaller, with only a post office, autoshop, and corner shop as the main businesses.

“Happy birthday to me,” I mumbled.
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