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      This story is dedicated to Kelli, Jambrea and Rhonda, for their unflagging patience and unending support as I worked my way closer to Sunday.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Any Given Sunday

      

      
        Praise for Any Given Sunday

      

      
        Playlist

      

      
        Monday’s Child

      

    

    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        Chapter One

      

      
        Chapter Two

      

      
        Chapter Three

      

      
        Chapter Four

      

      
        Chapter Five

      

      
        Chapter Six

      

      
        Chapter Seven

      

      
        Chapter Eight

      

      
        Chapter Nine

      

      
        Chapter Ten

      

      
        Chapter Eleven

      

      
        Chapter Twelve

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Wild Passion

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            any given sunday

          

        

      

    

    
      Sean loves Lauren. Chad loves Sean. Lauren loves Sean and Chad.

      

      Sean is happy working at the family pub and sharing a house with the woman of his dreams. He and Lauren are equals in every way, including in bed, where they burn the sheets. Life is good. Even if he must hide a couple of secrets to keep it that way.

      Lauren is madly in love with Sean. They share everything—almost. She can’t deny sensing…something. A certain feeling when she, Sean, and their best friend Chad are all together. But she doesn’t press. How can she when she’s not being completely forthright herself?

      Chad is feeling pretty miserable and renting a room in Sean and Lauren’s home has only made it worse. In a house filled with secrets, Chad’s are doozies.

      When an opportunity arises to explore their deep desires, the trio plunges into a sex-filled, emotionally charged ménage. Long-buried feelings are revealed, changing their lives irrevocably. Whether for better or worse, only Sean, Chad and Lauren can decide.
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      “So SO SOOOOO good” ★★★★★ April Vining, Goodreads

      

      “Mari most definitely saved the best story for last.” ★★★★★ Christi Snow, Goodreads

      

      “This is a must read. For any Wild Irish fans, it’s another glimpse back into their world that you won’t want to miss.” ★★★★★ Stacey with Siren Book Reviews, Goodreads

      

      “I have totally fallen in love with everyone in this series.” ★★★★★ Toni Lewis, Goodreads

      

      “Absolutely loved it!” ★★★★★ Sassafrass, Goodreads

      

      “YES!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!” ★★★★★ Priscilla Robinson, Goodreads

      

      “Loved every day in the week of this series, every book had great characters, different stories yet a connection to the family in each one. Oh and some smoking hot sex!” ★★★★★ Vfan1, Goodreads

      

      “The Collins family will be missed by this reader!” ★★★★★ Tara Clegg, Goodreads

      

      “I'm sad to see it coming to an end.” ★★★★ Jen, Goodreads

      

      “So with a tear in my eye and a lump in my throat, I regretfully say goodbye to the Collins clan.” ★★★★ Karla, Goodreads

      

      “Anyone who likes to read feel-good, sexy, warm, sweet, funny, and sometimes unconventional love stories, this series is for you.” ★★★★ Kim O, Goodreads
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      Fans of Spotify! Now you can access the Wild Irish “titles” playlist.

      

      Come Monday – Jimmy Buffett

      Ruby Tuesday – The Rolling Stones.

      Waiting for Wednesday – Lisa Loeb and Nine Stories.

      Sweet Thursday – Matt Costa

      Friday I’m in Love – The Cure

      Saturday Night Special – Lynard Skynard

      Any Given Sunday – Sandpeople
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        Monday’s child is fair of face,

        Tuesday’s child is full of grace,

        Wednesday’s child is full of woe,

        Thursday’s child has far to go,

        Friday’s child is loving and giving,

        Saturday’s child works hard for a living,

        But the child who is born on the Sabbath day,

        Is bonny and blithe and good and gay.

      

        

      
        ~Traditional nursery rhyme
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      “Where’s Chad?” Lauren asked breathlessly as they entered Sean’s apartment.

      Sean rested his forehead against hers for an extra second or two before pulling away from the kiss they’d just shared. However, the distance was too much for him and the image of her in her mini-skirt and silky blouse proved to be his undoing. He pressed her against the door to steal another long, hot kiss. They’d gone out for a romantic dinner to celebrate the end of their first month as a couple.

      “Chad’s out for the night,” he replied. He grasped her hand and lifted it to his lips, placing a kiss on her palm. “Thanks for making sure I made it to the door safely, Ms. Chase,” he teased. She’d followed him up to his apartment, jokingly claiming it was the gentlemanly thing to do after driving them home from the restaurant. “Do you need to leave right now or do you want to hang out for a while?” He was unwilling to say goodbye to her after such a great evening.

      She smiled and ran her hand down his chest. “I’m not in any hurry.”

      They’d been friends forever, so there was no awkwardness between them. Years as best friends had bred a comfortable familiarity. It had also built up some pretty deep-seated need in Sean. If he didn’t get her into his bed soon, he was likely to do himself an injury. Sporting a hard-on 24/7 couldn’t be good for anybody.

      Sean stole another kiss and wondered if he’d ever experienced anything so amazing in his life. “Good. You wanna watch TV or make out?”

      She laughed. “I wanna have sex.”

      Her quick response took Sean off-guard for a second, but he was accustomed to her forthright, honest nature. It was refreshing and, in some ways, a relief. He was part of a large family that walked to the beat of a different drummer. Sometimes he worried their quirkiness was hard for outsiders to take. It was cool to just be himself—Collins warts and all—and not have to worry about scaring her away because of his unconventionality.

      “Jesus,” he muttered and she gave him a husky laugh that was sexy as hell.

      He studied her face and saw his own feelings reflected in her eyes—the look was hungry, almost feral. “I want you so much,” he confessed, running the back of his hand along her soft cheek. She was the most gorgeous woman he’d ever seen. “I’ve wanted you forever.”

      She nodded. “The feeling’s mutual.”

      She grabbed the hem of his T-shirt and pulled it over his head before he could respond. He wasn’t surprised to discover this aggressive side. Lauren was a strong-willed, opinionated woman and it stood to reason she’d attempt to take the lead in the bedroom. Leaning forward, she planted several wet kisses on his chest before using her teeth to playfully bite his pec.

      He pulled away, grasping her face between his hands, and spoke the words dying to escape. “I love you.”

      Her breath caught at his admission and he heard her gasp. It was the first time either of them had used the words. Maybe it was too soon to speak them, but he didn’t care.

      “I love you too.”

      He smiled, the happiness in his soul too big for his body. Though they hadn’t revealed their transition from friends to couple yet, Sean was anxious to scream it to the world. He’d found the woman of his dreams. He turned around and bent down. “Climb on.”

      “A piggyback ride?” she asked, laughing. He’d been giving her piggyback rides for years. It had started one day when she got a splinter in her foot at the pier by the lake where she’d been swimming with him and Chad. Since then, whenever the mood struck them, she’d climb on and he’d race around with her holding on for dear life. She made him laugh, made his life fun.

      “Dear God, only you would whisk a woman off to the bedroom with a piggyback ride.”

      “You prefer the fireman’s hold?” He started to turn around again but she stopped him.

      “Nope. This works.”

      Giggling, she climbed onto his back and he carried her to the bedroom. They’d been hesitant to spend too much time together in his apartment, usually holding their make-out sessions at her place. Sean wasn’t sure what was keeping Lauren from broadcasting the changed nature of their relationship to everyone. As for him, it was only his roommate, Chad, from whom he felt the need to hide the truth.

      He felt guilty, though he couldn’t understand why. Lauren and Chad had never been more than friends, but sometimes when he looked at the two of them together, as they studied or simply watched television, Sean wondered if Chad would feel he had betrayed him somehow.

      Sean backed up to his bed and dropped her onto the mattress. She laughed as she bounced, but the sound was short-lived when he turned around and crawled on top of her. They’d done some pretty heavy petting the past few weeks and covering her delicate frame never failed to provoke an intense response inside him. He was hornier than he’d ever been in his life. He kissed her hard.

      “Hurry,” she whispered.

      Sean felt the slight urge to call her to task for trying to guide this experience. He was used to calling the shots in bed, but Lauren would struggle with handing over so much control. It didn’t help that she knew him as affable and easygoing. An uncomfortable awareness crept in. There was very little he wouldn’t do for her—even hiding his more dominant nature in the bedroom.

      He pulled away from her and they undressed with haste, kissing and touching each newly revealed body part, each naked bit of skin.

      By the time they lay down once more, he felt as if he had a fever. His body was flushed, aching, his cock full to bursting.

      “God, please,” she moaned when he put his mouth against her pussy. His tongue tormented her clit and he knew she needed to be filled.

      “Sean,” she said, her fingers grasping his hair tightly, painfully, as she tried to direct him, to move him to where she needed him most. “Inside me.”

      He looked up at her. Tried to convey with a look the words he couldn’t say. This moment was too perfect.

      “Please,” she whispered, and he was surprised by the slight tremor in her voice.

      Sean rose, coming over her body and kissing her gently. “I’ll never hurt you, Lauren.”

      She returned his kiss. “I know.”

      He quickly donned a condom and when he pushed inside her, for the first time in his life he felt true love.

      He made sure each thrust was deep and easy as she grew accustomed to his girth. He ran his fingers through her soft red hair, kissing her as they moved together. Her hands touched him everywhere—his shoulders, his arms, his face. Her delicate fingers stroking his skin drove his arousal even higher and he fought not to come too soon. The moment was too perfect, too long overdue, and he wanted to make it last a lifetime or three.

      When her first orgasm came quickly, it took them both by surprise.

      He smiled and kissed her gently. “Looks like we’re compatible everywhere. Wanna go for a two-fer?”

      “God,” she cried, when he continued to move in her body. “Yes.”

      He reached down and touched her clit, applying pressure, relishing the feeling of her movements below him. She was out of control, writhing on the bed and lifting her hips to meet his thrusts. The strength of her desire was contagious and, for a moment, he felt lightheaded as even more blood rushed to his cock.

      He brought her to climax once more, his movements growing less calculated, more frantic as he came closer to finding his own release. When she wrapped her legs around his waist and met him blow for blow, he knew he was a goner.

      He came and the power behind his climax felt strong enough to derail a train.

      She sighed contentedly when he pulled free, gathering her closer.

      As they lay in each other’s arms, sleep coming to claim them, Sean turned to kiss her on the brow. “I want to tell people about us.”

      She nodded once. “It’s time,” she agreed.

      For a brief moment he considered making the confession that was on the tip of his tongue, but the words wouldn’t come. There was one secret he could never tell her. Never tell anyone. Silently, he prayed it wouldn’t come back to destroy the bond they’d just forged.

      “Tomorrow.” He tightened his grip on her. “We’ll tell everyone tomorrow.”

      Her breathing slowed, became softer when she drifted off to sleep.

      A sound in the hallway distracted him from saying more. He listened to Chad’s footsteps walking away from the room. His heart stuttered slightly as Chad’s door closed with a soft click.

      Sean’s mind whirled over the evening, considering how it was possible to experience utter happiness and absolute sadness at the exact same time.

      Lauren loved him. Sex with her rocked his world. He’d promise her forever and mean it.

      All those things were true. However, there was one other truth—a bigger truth—tarnishing this moment.

      Chad was on the wrong side of the door.
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      Two years later…

      “Okay, that box goes in the kitchen,” Lauren said, directing Killian and her Pfaltzgraff dishes to the last available bit of space on the island counter. She grinned. She’d always wanted a kitchen with an island.

      “Thanks again for helping us move, K.” She smiled as Killian Collins gave her a wink.

      “Beats the hell out of working. We’re at the roofing phase on our latest job site and believe me, it was no hardship to leave that task to someone else.”

      “I really don’t think we could have done this without you and the other guys.”

      “Hey, K. Where are you?” Killian’s twin brother, Tristan, called from the hallway.

      “They found me.” Killian grimaced before yelling, “In the kitchen.”

      “Come give me a hand with this box. Fucker is heavier than shit.”

      Killian shrugged. “Duty calls.”

      Male voices calling directions to each other sounded from all around the house. Lauren followed Killian out of the kitchen to check their progress. She and Sean had loaded the pickup trucks of every friend and relative they had and started the big move at the crack of dawn. Now it was just after noon. She was starving and exhausted.

      She took a calming breath as she watched the Collins men lugging furniture and boxes into her new home. She and Sean were moving into a house in a quiet suburb on the outskirts of Baltimore with their best friend, Chad. She should be excited, happy. And for the most part she was, but there was also a niggling little feeling that kept nagging at the back of her mind, telling her something wasn’t quite right.

      She’d dated Sean for two years. Moving in together was clearly the next step in their relationship. She’d been thrilled when he’d found this house and asked her to share it with him. Unfortunately, she couldn’t shake the odd feeling something wasn’t quite right. She wondered if she was rushing into this new stage before she was ready.

      She grimaced as she looked around the new house filled boxes. Everything would be fine once they unpacked and got into a routine.

      It’s just cold feet.

      “Foosball table coming through,” Sean called out as he and Chad made their way down the hall.

      Lauren blocked his path. “Where do you think you’re heading with that?”

      “Dining room.”

      She shook her head and pointed to the right, in the opposite direction of the dining room. “Office.”

      He and Chad put the table down despite the groan of protest from Tristan, who’d been following them with two large lamps in his hands.

      Sean gave her an exasperated look. “Lauren, we already discussed this. There’s a table in the kitchen and you know that’s where we’re eating. The dining room is gonna be wasted space. How in the hell are you going to get any work done in an office with a foosball table in it? Think of the temptation.”

      She smirked. “I don’t find foosball to be a temptation.”

      Chad toyed with one of the plastic players on the table. “Well, I do, and I don’t want my GPA slipping this late in the game. We’re only a couple of semesters away from getting our doctorates.”

      “Sean, we’re moving into this house because we decided it was time to grow up, to leave the college scene behind and start working toward a solid future. A foosball table in the dining room sort of defeats that purpose. Besides, it only has to stay in the office until you guys finish fixing up the basement. Chad wants it down there with him.”

      Sean moved closer to her and tugged her ponytail playfully. “Why don’t we compromise? We’ll put it in the dining room until we get a dining table. After that, we’ll move it to the office.”

      She considered his compromise and decided it was a fair one. They’d already made plans to buy a table later in the week, so she wouldn’t have to wait long. “You promise?”

      Sean crossed his heart, laughing. “I’ll even seal the deal with a kiss.” He leaned forward and placed a soft kiss on her lips. Even after two years with Sean, her heart began to race the second his lips touched her.

      “I promise too,” Chad added as they started by her. He placed a quick kiss on her cheek and wiggled his eyebrows. Her libido kicked into overdrive despite her attempts to keep it in check. Not cool. She should not get hot and bothered every time Chad touched her. She was head over heels in love with Sean.

      Still…

      She stepped out of the way as they continued toward the dining room, Tris at their heels.

      “Nice house.”

      Lauren turned around and spotted Sean’s sister, Riley, and her husband Aaron coming in with more boxes. “When did you two get here?” Lauren asked.

      “Just now. Thought we’d grab some stuff off the truck and start helping.” Riley turned around and put her box on top of the heavy one Aaron was already carrying. “These say books, so I’m assuming they go in the office we just passed.”

      Lauren nodded, confirming Riley’s assumption.

      “Put those in there, sugar, while Lauren gives me the tour.”

      Aaron groaned. “If I fucking pull a muscle, Riley, you’ll be sorry. Probably be laid up for weeks. No boom-boom.”

      Lauren laughed at Aaron’s taunt as Riley started to grab her box back. Aaron chuckled and moved away before she could retrieve it.

      “Gotcha,” he teased as he walked to the office.

      “Asswipe,” Riley muttered, though her face betrayed the truth. Lauren didn’t think the honeymoon would ever end for those two. They’d eloped in Vegas over two years earlier, but they still only had eyes—and hands—for each other.

      “Thanks for coming over to help, Riley. I really do appreciate it. Actually, I don’t know how we could have moved all this stuff if it weren’t for your family.”

      Riley took her arm and propelled her up the stairs. “Gotta be some perks to having four overgrown, overbearing brothers. Top of that list is that they can move all the heavy shit. So we’ll start the tour upstairs. What are the sleeping arrangements?”

      Lauren led her toward the first room at the top of the stairs. “Sean and I have the master bedroom and until the guys finish building the basement apartment for Chad, he’ll be in the guest room.”

      “Mmm hmm,” Riley hummed.

      Lauren tried to figure out what was going on in the woman’s head. She’d been making odd comments about this move ever since they’d announced it to Sean’s family. Lauren suddenly wondered if she hadn’t been as good at hiding her secret lust for Chad as she’d thought.

      “This is the master bedroom. It has a great bathroom through those doors—big-ass Jacuzzi tub and everything.” Then she sighed at the pile of boxes lining the walls, the dismantled king-sized bed and the drawer-less dressers. God only knew where the drawers had ended up. “Jeez. It’s gonna take ages to get this place put together.”

      Riley was standing at the doorway, looking down the hall. “Where is Chad sleeping again?”

      “A little farther down the hallway, on the right. The guest bathroom is toward the end. What’s the obsession with sleeping arrangements, Riley? You know as well as I do it makes sense for Chad to move in with us until he and I graduate.”

      In addition to being Sean’s sister, Riley had become one of Lauren’s dearest friends over the past few years. Despite that fact, sometimes Lauren struggled with Riley’s unusual view of the world and life in general.

      “All I’m saying is, are you sure you don’t want to share a room with Sean and Chad? Let’s face it. You’ve got the hots for both of them. There’s a lot of pent-up lust hovering in the air whenever the three of you get together. It’s sort of stifling really.”

      Lauren sat down on a box, resting her elbows on her knees. “I’m committed to Sean, Riley. We’ve been together over two years. I’m not about to make a pass at his best friend.”

      Riley claimed the box next to her. “I’m not saying you should throw Sean over for Chad. Just add another man to the mix.”

      “Jesus. You know, we’re not all as crazy as the Collins’. Most of us mere mortal beings just get through the days living normal lives, either alone or in pairs. Besides, I’m attending school to become a doctor. Of psychology. Not sure how living in a ménage would go over with my patients when I open a practice.”

      “I don’t see anything weird about living in a threesome. Look at my brother Killian. He’s been happily shacked up with Lily and Justin for years. I’ve always thought you, Sean and Chad were destined for the same.”

      Lauren shook her head. “Killian’s deal is the exception, not the rule. I don’t know of another person in the world living in that kind of setup.”

      “So that means no one else is? Pardon me, babe, but you don’t know that many damn people. I bet there are loads of threesomes out there making it work.”

      “Why am I having this conversation with you? How do I let you drag me into stuff like this? The point is moot. I’m in love with Sean. We’re eventually getting married and living happily ever after. The end.”

      Riley refused to be deterred. “And Chad?”

      “Chad will hopefully be what he’s always been. Our best friend. And God willing, he and I will achieve our dreams and open a practice together. This move hasn’t changed anything except our address.”

      “I don’t buy it.”

      Lauren rolled her eyes. “What don’t you buy?”

      “If you and Sean are so committed that you’ve decided to buy this house together and start shacking up, if this is just the first step toward marriage, then why bring Chad into the mix?”

      “I’ll admit the timing wasn’t ideal, life-wise, but look at this house, Riley. It’s gorgeous. Sean was helping Killian and Justin do some construction work on it so the former owner could sell. Sean took one look and knew it was our dream home. It’s an easy commute to the pub for Sean and close to the university. When he brought me here to look at it, we knew we wanted it.”

      “It is beautiful. I guess I’m just worried you’re both rushing things a bit.”

      Lauren sighed. She’d been feeling the same way lately. Sean hadn’t exactly pushed her into buying the house, but he’d been so excited when he’d shown it to her. His enthusiasm had been infectious. Now that she was here, the reality of what she’d committed to was hitting her.

      “Like I said, we weren’t looking to buy a house until after I graduated in the spring. We couldn’t leave Chad high and dry with just two more semesters to go. With Chad and me only working part-time while we finish grad school, having him rent the basement apartment helps us make the mortgage until I find a job. Besides, Chad couldn’t afford the college apartment without a roommate, and while I know he wouldn’t have minded advertising for one, it didn’t seem fair to put him in that situation. He and Sean have lived together since high-school graduation.”

      “So this house-sharing deal is definitely a short-time thing?”

      Lauren nodded. “Yep. Just until Chad and I earn our doctorates and find jobs.”

      Riley reached over and grasped Lauren’s hand. “I’m really happy for you, Lauren.”

      Riley’s words and her kind touch proved to be too much. Suddenly Lauren heard things falling from her lips that she hadn’t meant to share. “When Sean brought me to see this house, he had a picnic basket with wine and bread and cheese. After taking me through the whole house, we sat on the floor in the living room. He pulled out the food, poured us some wine and told me he loved me and wanted to spend the rest of his life with me.”

      Riley laughed. “God, that’s sappy. Sounds just like my baby brother.”

      “It was completely romantic. I looked at him and I knew. God, Riley, I knew all the way to my soul I wanted to live this lifetime with him.”

      “And now you are,” Riley said.

      Lauren looked down, tried to find a way to explain. “I made a choice. Part of being an adult means you have to make difficult decisions.”

      Riley’s eyes narrowed. “You chose Sean.”

      “And I don’t regret that. Not for a minute,” Lauren interjected.

      “But you still want Chad.”

      “I’m attracted to him. I’m close to him. I just think my feelings for him are going to have to remain in the unrequited column.”

      “No,” Riley said. “If you did that, you’d be lying to Sean, lying to yourself. Why would you let this relationship continue to grow with something like that overshadowing it? This is why the timing is right for you to do a little experimenting. I still say you should go for a threesome.”

      “No. Besides, even if Sean were onboard with the idea⁠—”

      Riley interrupted her. “You know Sean would go for it, don’t you?”

      Lauren shrugged noncommittally even though she knew her impulsive boyfriend was probably even more liberal-minded than his sister, who was currently attempting to push her into a ménage. Yes, she thought, Sean would definitely be open to the idea. She wasn’t sure how she knew. It was just a feeling she got whenever she saw Chad and Sean together. They were closer than any two men she’d ever met. They shared everything, spent hours at a time together talking about everything and nothing. There had actually been a few occasions when she’d felt like an outsider in their relationship.

      She also suspected Sean was aware of her attraction to Chad. Though he never overtly mentioned it, he’d definitely seen her checking Chad out on more than one occasion. Once he’d even winked at her as if to say “caught you”.

      Then she considered Chad and realized the idea was impossible. “You told me yourself how upset Chad was when Lily hooked up with Justin and K. He was pissed off by the whole concept.”

      Riley considered her argument. “I don’t know if he was pissed off by the ménage or the fact that it was his sister. Guys have pretty powerful protective instincts when it comes to sisters. Besides, he’s obviously over it. He’s always hanging around Lily and the guys.”

      “I think it’s safe to say he’s accepted it…for her, because it clearly makes her happy and Chad adores his sister. That doesn’t mean he’ll embrace it for himself. Besides, he’s in the same boat I am. We’re studying to become psychologists. I’m not sure living in a ménage would be good for any practice we might want to build.”

      Riley shrugged. “That’s a lame excuse.”

      Lauren laughed. Trying to talk sense to Riley was always a waste of time. “A happy threesome is something only your family would try and succeed at. I’m just plain old Lauren Chase from Bethesda, Maryland. I think it’s safe to say I better pack it in now while I’m ahead and enjoy my normal relationship with Sean.”

      “Never pegged you as someone to settle for safe.”

      Lauren narrowed her eyes. “I hardly call spending the rest of my life with your brother ‘settling’. Sean’s amazing, wonderful. He’s everything I ever dreamed of in a man.”

      Riley leaned against the wall. “I have no doubt the two of you are well suited. But something’s missing. Even I can see that, and you’re forgetting something very important.”

      Lauren rose at the sound of feet climbing the stairs. “What’s that?”

      “One-third,” Riley stressed the word, “of your happily ever after is a Collins. I think both of you will harbor a lifetime of regrets and what-ifs if you don’t explore the idea before you get married. In fact, you probably should have done it before you bought the house.”

      Aaron appeared at the doorway. “Hiding out?”

      Lauren was grateful for the man’s timely interruption. Talking to Riley could sometimes be mentally exhausting.

      Riley laughed at her husband’s accusation as he walked over to them. “You know my aversion to anything resembling hard work. What do you think?”

      Aaron rolled his eyes. “Just wanted to let you know Sean and Chad are looking for you, Lauren. Something about where to put the television. Lily’s down there, fighting the good fight. She doesn’t seem to think you’ll like their living room setup.”

      “I better go put out the fire.” She turned at the door in time to see Riley kissing Aaron on the cheek as he grabbed her ass. She grinned. “Thanks for the advice, Riley.”

      “Dear God,” Aaron said, horrified. “You aren’t taking Riley’s advice on anything, are you?”

      “Hey.” Riley feigned offense. “I give amazing advice.”

      Lauren nodded. “You give insane, impossible advice, but I do appreciate your concern.”

      “You’re not listening to it though, are you?” Riley asked.

      Lauren shrugged and headed out the door.

      “You know it’s only as impossible as you make it, Lauren,” Riley called out after her.

      Riley’s words drifted to her several times throughout that day…and the weeks that followed.
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        * * *

      

      A month later, all the boxes were emptied, the closets full of clothing, the kitchen full of food. The only thing still packed away was Lauren’s true desires. And she was getting damn tired of it. Riley had planted a seed that had grown into a vine threatening to choke the life out of her.

      The sound of Sean setting the kitchen table drifted down the hallway. Dinner was almost ready. She welcomed the idea of taking a break. She sure as hell wasn’t accomplishing much right now.

      She watched Chad read something off the computer screen, his face the picture of concentration. They’d spent hours…hell, weeks of their lives together like this, working on projects, debating a variety of subjects, dreaming about their shared career plans. They were so similar sometimes it was scary. They could finish each other’s thoughts and there were times when she swore he could read her mind.

      Chad rested his head on his hand, the pose drawing her attention to his muscular arm. Her imagination and lustful dreams of late were becoming more vivid with each replaying. Chad eating her pussy while she gave Sean a blowjob. Sean taking her from behind as she sucked on Chad’s cock. Chad and Sean both taking her—filling her ass and her pussy at the same time.

      She rested her head against the back of her wingback chair and sighed, her mind filled with the latter image.

      “Lousy book?”

      She looked up to find Chad had turned in the desk chair and was looking at her. They’d both hit the office right after returning from class. Chad had set up his laptop and was working on a paper, while she was supposed to be studying for a test.

      “What?” she asked.

      “That’s the third time in five minutes you’ve sighed. I figure either something you’re reading is upsetting you or the book is boring.”

      She lifted the large textbook off her lap and flashed the cover at him.

      He grinned. “Boring it is.”

      She hadn’t read a single word since she’d come into the office and plopped down in the cushy chair in the corner. She had the same paper to write as Chad, but she was struggling to set her mind to it.

      “Need help?” Chad offered.

      She shook her head. The assignment wasn’t difficult. “No, I understand it all. I just…” Her words faded away unfinished.

      Chad frowned and rose. Crossing the room, he claimed the ottoman at her feet, his close proximity sending all the blood flowing to her hot spots—her nipples tightened and her pussy dampened. “You know, I’m starting to worry about you, Lauren. You haven’t seemed like yourself since we moved into this house. Are you regretting your decision to let me bunk here? I know you and Sean were looking forward to setting up house. Don’t wanna be in your way.”

      Damn psych majors, she thought. Chad was far too perceptive, too in tune with her emotions for her to hide anything for long. Only thing he seemed oblivious to was her desire to shove him to the floor and ride his cock until they both passed out. “Of course I don’t regret you being here. I love living with you guys. I know I spent more time at yours and Sean’s apartment over the past couple of years than I did at mine, but actually having the three of us under one roof full-time is fun. I’m sort of surprised how well everything’s turned out.”

      Chad chuckled. “Yeah, me too. I mean, Sean and I have been roommates forever, but I have to admit I worried about changing the dynamics, adding you to the mix.”

      She gave him a hurt look and he quickly continued. “Don’t look at me like that. I know we all get along, but you know how it is. You can be good friends with someone and still not be able to live with them. That’s not true here. The three of us,” he paused as if looking for the words, “we fit.”

      She nodded slowly, wondering exactly how well they would fit, say…on her bed. She cast the thought aside, afraid of giving herself away, and forced herself to answer lightly. “Yeah, I’d say, with the exception of the foosball table in the dining room, everything is pretty close to perfect.”

      Chad’s eyes darkened. For just a moment she wondered if he weren’t hiding something too. Sometimes she got a feeling she wasn’t the only one playing her cards close to her chest; that Chad and Sean were harboring some secrets as well. Unfortunately she couldn’t figure out what those secrets might be. While Riley still swore Sean and Chad would be receptive to a threesome, neither of them gave her any indication they were unhappy with the status quo. She appeared to be the only horny one in the house, walking around with her mind in the gutter 24/7.

      “Yeah,” Chad said softly, “everything’s perfect.”

      She narrowed her eyes, studying his face. His tone of voice betrayed his words and left her scrambling to figure out what he thought was off. “Chad,” she started.

      He covered his seriousness with a light laugh. “We’ll move the foosball table eventually. Sean and I are getting close to finishing the basement. Once that’s done, I’ll take my stuff and the foosball table and give you both a bit more space.”

      Sean and Chad had worked wonders in the basement, creating the dream bachelor’s pad complete with a small kitchen, living area, bedroom and its own outdoor entrance. Sean was pulling out all the stops, declaring that after Chad moved out it would become his man cave. The two spent ages plotting the future poker games and sporting-event parties they’d hold down there.

      She gave him an annoyed look that was just for show. “You guys always say that and yet, that foosball table is still in my dining room. I swear I’m about to cover the damn thing with glass, throw a vase of flowers on it and call it my dining room table.”

      “That could work,” Chad said. She tried to hide her surprise when he reached over and took her hands in his, the gesture out of character for him. While everyone within a twenty-mile radius could tell what Sean was feeling on any given day, Chad was more reserved and solitary. She was accustomed to Sean’s continual, playful touches, but it was rare for Chad to touch her.

      “You’re sure you’re okay with me living here?” he asked again.

      She nodded.

      “Good,” he murmured. He leaned closer and for the briefest of moments, she thought he might kiss her. She didn’t move, barely breathed, afraid to break the spell as his gaze held hers captive. What would it feel like to kiss him? She desperately wanted to find out.

      She moved closer, a miniscule movement that Chad mimicked. She could smell cinnamon on his breath from the gum he’d been chewing earlier.

      Her mouth watered for a taste and her eyes dropped to look at his lips, surprised to find he’d moved even closer.

      “Hey, dinner’s ready. I made spaghetti, and just so you know, clean up’s gonna be a bitch.” Sean entered the room. If he was suspicious of the way she and Chad quickly broke apart, standing up at the same time, he didn’t give it away by his expression.

      “Fuck, Sean. You made a mess on purpose, didn’t you?” Chad accused, and Lauren was grateful for his quick reply. She scrambled to wipe away the thought that Chad had almost kissed her.

      And she’d almost let him.

      “Maybe,” Sean joked. They’d instituted a rule when they first moved into the house that whoever cooked didn’t have to clean. Sean, ever the prankster, had started making messes that had grown until recently it looked as if he’d used every dish they owned to make his meals.

      Lauren crossed her arms over her chest, hoping to hide the fact her nipples were sharp enough to cut glass. She cleared her throat and forced a lightness to her voice. “You know, Chad, I’m thinking this need to make big messes in the kitchen is actually some sort of repressed emotion from Sean’s childhood pushing its way to the surface.”

      Chad grinned at the joke. Sean hated when they tried to analyze him. “You could be right. Maybe the three of should sit down after dinner and discuss it. I’m sure I can find some research⁠—”

      Sean lifted his hands in surrender. “Oh hell no. None of that psychobabble bullshit. I’d rather clean up the mess myself than listen to any of that crap.”

      Lauren grabbed one of Sean’s hands and shook it before making her way toward the kitchen. “Deal. Thanks.”

      She left the room quickly as Sean laughed. “No way. That wasn’t an offer,” he yelled behind her.

      She claimed her spot at the table, refusing to look too hard at the piles of dishes on the counter and in the sink. He really had outdone himself this time.

      Chad must’ve agreed because he muttered, “Jesus Christ,” as he entered the kitchen and took his chair. Sean chuckled as he sat down and picked up the bottle of Boordy wine, pouring each of them a glass.

      Lauren had to admit the food looked delicious and the table setting was gorgeous. Sean had even lit a candle. “Are we celebrating something?” she asked.

      Sean nodded and lifted his glass, waiting until they followed suit. “Here’s to one month of happy, relatively peaceful cohabitation.”

      They clinked glasses and laughed. Dinner passed quickly as they polished off the first bottle of wine and a good part of a second, the conversation light and lively. The three of them cleaned the kitchen together—Chad washing the dishes, Lauren drying and Sean putting them away.

      After dinner, they watched a movie in the living room. Chad relaxed in the recliner while she and Sean cuddled on the couch. Lauren tried to remember when she’d spent a more peaceful evening and realized there’d been a hundred nights just as perfect—all of them spent like this, with Sean and Chad.

      “Guess I should head to bed. I have an early class tomorrow,” she said, standing and stretching.

      Sean yawned. “Yeah, I won’t be too far behind you. I’m helping K at the construction site early tomorrow then I’m covering the lunch shift for Ewan while he takes Natalie to the baby doctor. And tomorrow night is my night to man the bar at the pub. I’m tired just thinking about it.”

      Lauren knew Sean’s grumbling was all for show. She’d never known a man more devoted to his family. There was, quite simply, nothing he wouldn’t do for his pop or his brothers and sisters. She wished she had a similarly close relationship with her brother. Though she loved him dearly, they rarely saw each other as real life constantly seemed to get in the way.

      “Jeez,” Chad said, still reclining. “I don’t know how the hell you keep all those nieces and nephews straight.”

      Sean laughed. “There are only five rugrats, six if you count Ewan’s soon-to-be-here baby.”

      “Six,” Chad repeated, shaking his head as if trying to wrap his mind around the large number.

      “I think you’re forgetting Sean is one of seven,” Lauren added. “The Collins family is used to lots of kids and noise and activity. You and I are products of the boring two-kid family concept.”

      “My mom always said she’d had one boy and one girl and there wasn’t anything else to go for so she was done.” Chad put his hands behind his head.

      Sean laughed. “She could’ve tried for twins.”

      Chad shuddered. “Twins is no joke. I’m not sure how your brother Tristan manages with those two rowdy toddlers of his.”

      Sean shrugged. “Tris was a twin. Believe me, besides Killian, there’s no one else in my family better suited to raise twin hellions than him.”

      “I think you could do it,” Lauren said, imagining Sean as a father. He was good-natured, fun, easygoing and she had no doubt he’d be an amazing dad.

      “I’m looking forward to getting the chance.”

      Though the two of them had talked often about their future together, they’d never discussed the idea of having kids. Right now she was too focused on her career plans to see beyond getting a degree and opening a practice.

      Then she realized Sean’s comment made sense. His future was settled. He had earned his four-year degree and he had a job he loved. Sean had gone to college simply to appease his sister Keira and his pop. They’d both wanted him to get a degree. However, Sean had known from the time he was a kid, his dream was to work at the pub. He’d told Lauren more than once the pub was as close to heaven on earth as he’d ever found and he didn’t intend to leave it until they carried him out in a box.

      Now Sean had bought this house with her, the two of them moving that much closer to forever. Once again, she felt a slight sense of unease. For the most part, their future had begun, so they should be thinking about the next step—marriage and family.

      Chad groaned. “Twins? You gotta be kidding me. The idea of one kid terrifies me.”

      “Really?” Sean asked. “Why?”

      Lauren perched on the end of the coffee table, all thoughts of bed gone as she waited for Chad’s answer.

      Chad studied Sean’s face for a long time before responding, the two of them sharing a look Lauren couldn’t begin to understand. “I can’t even sort out my own fucked-up life. How could I expect to raise a kid with any level of success?”

      Lauren was confused by his answer. “Your life isn’t fucked-up.”

      Chad snorted. “Sure it is.”

      Lauren looked at Sean, expecting him to jump into the conversation, offer her some help in refuting Chad’s words, but he fell silent. Once again, she sensed some underlying current she wasn’t privy to. This wasn’t the first time she’d gotten a feeling Sean knew something about Chad that he wasn’t sharing. In the past, she’d let it slide. Tonight, it was rubbing against the grain.

      Sean stood hastily. “Doesn’t matter anyway. Not like any of us are having kids right away. I’m heading up for the night. You coming, Lauren?”

      She nodded slowly, trying to decide if it was smart to let the conversation end. She looked toward the recliner just in time to see the briefest flash of pain cross Chad’s face before it disappeared once again. He’d shut down and she knew he wouldn’t discuss his unusual comment any further.

      “How about you?” she asked. “You have an early class too.”

      Chad closed his eyes. “I’m gonna hang out down here for a little while. I’ll see you guys in the morning.”

      She silently followed Sean upstairs. Maybe tonight hadn’t been as perfect as she’d thought.
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