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This book is dedicated to lovers who play in and out of the bedroom, those who never stop playing, and those who desire to please their partners and get off on getting their partner off, plus celebrate who they truly are because that’s how it should be. Mutual pleasure is mutual bliss. Aftercare matters. Before care matters. During care matters.

This book is an erotic romance, specifically erotic why choose polyamory, please read and enjoy it knowing this is the genre it is in.

Marinate in your sexuality daily.
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Layla hadn’t expected to get stranded in a cabin with him, but the first thing she thought about was the fact that Charlie had always made eye contact with her when she’d been at her friend Marla’s house. Charlie and Marla were twins, but Layla saw nothing similar about them. Marla was outgoing and flirty, the life of the party, whereas Charlie was the guy hiding in the corner, downing a half bag of cheese curls. Not that he wasn’t fun—when he’d relaxed and Marla and Layla played a board game or video game with Charlie, he was a different, and a way more relaxed guy. Layla figured he was just socially awkward, so he needed the structure of some sort of game to be social.

She glanced his way, and he quickly withdrew his eyes and shifted them to the floor. She sighed, then rolled her eyes to the ceiling. This would be all up to her. “So, when do you think Marla will get here? I’m starving.”

“I don’t know.” He looked at his phone and shrugged. “She texted an hour ago and said she was getting ready to go, so I figure it will be at least a few hours.”

She had endured a pretty much silent drive up to the cabin with Charlie, and now being forced to sit on the couch with a mute Charlie was even more painful. Her car had died, and since Charlie lived near Layla, Marla had convinced her to just ride up with Charlie because she had to work, and it would take longer for Marla to pick her up. So why not ride with Charlie?

Mime boy was exactly why! But she agreed to ride with Charlie because it made life easier for Marla. They were busy enough with finishing up schoolwork before spring break, so she didn’t want to add stress to her best friend’s life. 

Spring break at a cabin was all they could afford, being college students. Marla and Charlie’s parents had loaned them the cabin for the week, just to get away and get some rest and relaxation. Being it was in the mountains, it was colder, and snow still was around, but none of them had money to ski or board, anyway. It was purely just a getaway with nice scenery. At first, it was just supposed to be Marla and Layla, and the girls had rejoiced, but then Charlie wanted to tag along, and Marla had no choice but to accept it because her parents wouldn’t say no to Charlie.

“Is there any food at all? I’m just ravenous.”

Charlie looked scared as he shrank into the couch. “I don’t know. I never shop for here. But maybe my mom left stuff in the fridge or freezer. We can go check.” 

He was such a wimp that Layla rolled her eyes and stood up.

“I’ll check the basement freezer. You check the kitchen,” Layla instructed.

“I’m sorry, again, Layla. I’m sorry I didn’t check the gas gauge one more time.”

She blew out a puff of air. The truth was, if he had checked it, they could have gotten gas and then they’d have been able to go get food. She hadn’t realized she’d have to babysit the driver.

“It’s okay, maybe we will find a frozen pizza or something. All I have is gum in my purse.” She regretted not packing at least a few snacks, or granola bars, or something. She’d been in such a rush to pack before Charlie arrived, now she wished she’d have just made him wait.

She bounded down the stairs, enjoying the slickness between her lower lips as she moved. This was about the time every afternoon that her libido flared and she masturbated. She’d considered leaving Charlie and just saying she was going to take a nap so she could rub one out, but her stomach was winning the battle.

She slipped her blond curls behind her right ear and searched for the light switch. The utility room was the cleanest one she’d seen in her life. Marla and Charlie’s mom was an organization freak, which was basically the opposite of Marla, who had piles of leggings beneath books and blankets in the corners of her apartment bedroom. She’d collected enough takeout containers to make a tower that reached the ceiling the last time she was there. Layla had noticed a slight mold smell and had begged Marla to take it down and toss all of them. Who knew what kind of toxic moldy air Marla was breathing on a daily basis?

Layla flung up the lid of the big coffin-sized freezer and breathed a sigh of relief. The twin’s mom was pulling through with her geeky organization. She had stacks of frozen pizzas, lasagna, and leftover meats, all in neat stacks with printed labels detailing the date made, the date frozen, what dish was in each container, and even the ingredients. The woman clearly had too much time on her hands.

“Bless you, Misty!” She grabbed two frozen pizzas and ran up the stairs.

Charlie stood in the kitchen looking guilty.

Layla raised her eyebrows at him. “Your mom is the best! She has loads of food down there and all labeled and shit even.”

“Sounds like my mom.” He turned on the oven. “What’s the temp?”

“425.” She began to unwrap the pizzas and glanced at her phone. Nothing from Marla. “Any drinks around here? Wine? Beer? Booze?” Layla was ready to have a good time, and that always started with a drink.

“I’ll check,” Charlie said in a stoic voice.

Layla snorted, disgusted with his ho-hum ‘tude. “Let’s get this party started!” She’d have to double up on the exuberance to liven up this dud.

Charlie left the room and Layla started opening cupboards.

The front door opened, and Layla heard men’s voices. She froze as fear spiked across her insides.

She snuck along the hallway so she could peer around the corner. Her heart was beating a million times a second and she wished she’d grabbed a kitchen knife. She leaned over and peeked. A sigh of relief flooded her, and her cheeks flushed as she saw it was the twin’s older brother, Heath, and a legit herd of his med school classmates—well, likely med students anyway, since they always hung out together.

Heath was boisterously laughing, which made him look even more jovial than usual, which was hard to accomplish. The man just oozed sex appeal, and when he didn’t, he literally released pheromones that usually made Layla want to grab him, strip him, and ride him to big O town. Her heart fluttered as she stepped into their view.

“Oops, Heath. I think the parents must not have talked.” She shrugged as she raised her hands to the level of her breasts, then stuffed them under her C cups.

“Oh, Layla! You and Marla are here too? Dang. Dad told me it was open this week, so I brought up these yahoos to party.” His grin was brilliant, his eyes were dynamite, and his body, well, that was just pure fucking fire.

“Yeah, your mom said we could use the cabin. And Charlie’s here too,” she said apologetically.

Heath grinned bigger. “Well, we will just have to have one big ol’ party week then, won’t we! And maybe you can help me convince that baby brother of mine to loosen up and live a little.”

Layla shouldn’t have been surprised that Heath didn’t care. He was so easygoing, he literally could slip into any crowd of people and instantly make friends.

“Sorry, I hope we don’t ruin your week.” She couldn’t stop the excitement growing in her eyes. She scanned the men. She knew instantly she’d fuck every single one of them if she’d ever be given the chance. Her clit zinged with jolts as she watched them take off their coats and get settled.

“This is Layla. My sister’s BF. Marla hiding in the kitchen?” Heath ran a hand through his lush blond hair, not messing with the wave of it, but improving it.

Layla sighed. If only she could catch Heath’s eye. Maybe this week was a true blessing in disguise. “Well, there’s a bit of a problem. I rode up with Charlie, but he ran out of gas, and Marla isn’t here yet. But we found pizzas in the freezer. I’ll go grab some more.”

“Oh, sweet cheeks, we brought food. Lots of it! And enough booze and beer to make us all stupid for the week.” He laughed heartily.

Layla’s cheeks flushed as she replayed him calling her ‘sweet cheeks’ in her brain. She’d love to show him her ass. The thought sent a legit buzz through her nether region. “So, no pizza for you guys?”

“Oh, we’ll take pizza, any and every time,” said a tall dark-skinned man with a big enough dimple in his left cheek for a girl to get lost in.

“Okay, I’m on it. While you guys unpack.” Layla realized quickly there wouldn’t be enough rooms, nor beds to sleep in, but there were couches and easy chairs, so they’d likely make do.

She rushed into the kitchen, but Charlie was nowhere to be seen, so she hustled down the stairs and grabbed five more pizzas. Those sexy men looked like they could put away a pizza, so she was going to load up.

She unwrapped all the pizzas and stuck the first four in the oven. She set a timer on her phone, then set off across the cabin to locate Charlie. He’d pulled a disappearing act, and she wanted to update him on the newcomers.

She crept along the hallway but heard nothing. After passing by the laundry room and the main floor bathroom, she started peeking into the bedrooms. The first one was empty. The second one, which was Marla’s, was empty. She slowly entered the third one and figured it must be either Heath’s or Charlie’s, but Charlie wasn’t there.

She was about to leave the room when she heard a sigh. It was definitely male. Perhaps it was one of Heath’s friends, or possibly even Charlie, since the décor of the room was masculine, with various blues and deep grays. A massive setup for gaming told her this must be Charlie’s room.

The moans turned into groans and seemed to be coming from the bathroom, but the door was open.

She smirked, wondering if he was getting off. Even though he was a bit of a mouse of a man, she liked the idea of him jerking off. Well, she liked the idea of anyone jerking off. She stifled her laugh.

“Oh, Layla, suck me, yeah, just like that,” Charlie said, then groaned.

She froze in place as her jaw dropped. Holy fuck!

He grunted and groaned big again. 

She wanted to peek. If he was fantasizing about her, she most definitely wanted to watch. Her libido ballooned as she crept along, listening to his moans crescendo. As she neared the door crack, she caught sight of him jerking his cock with ferocious speed. Hot white cum shot into the air. He spun and it splattered across the mirror. He grunted a few more times, then turned.

Layla’s eyes met his and she gasped, then ran from the room. Her heart was beating so hard that, when she added in the running, she felt faint. Which was likely because she was so damned hungry, too.

She skedaddled along the hallway as the delicious wafting of cooking pizza hit her nostrils. She entered the kitchen, which was filled with Heath and his friends, all sipping beer and looking like a fucking sexy man gangbang had landed in the kitchen.

She drew in a big breath as her eyes fell wide.

“You look like you saw a ghost,” Heath said with a laugh.

“Kinda think I did,” she muttered as her cheeks flushed. “I saw something.” She couldn’t stop the salacious smile from settling on her face. “Pizzas smell amazing.” She pulled open the oven and peered inside, afterward realizing she was bending over in front of enough sexy guys to put her into a sex coma for the week.

“We are going to have a damn good week,” Heath said with confidence.

Layla was super glad he wasn’t pissed that she and Charlie were there. 

She got a text. It was from Marla.

Marla: I’ve got horrible news. I just threw up and I feel like shit. I can’t come.

Layla said, “Oh no!” She typed a message back to Marla.

Layla: OMG are you okay? Maybe you can come tomorrow.

Marla: Hope so. Heath there yet? Mom said Dad told him and his friends they could use the cabin for the week.

“Everything ok?” Heath asked with concern.

“Yeah, but Marla’s sick.”

Marla: Is he being a dick?

Layla: NO! They are being so nice. I’m making pizza.

Marla: I’m so so soooo sorry you are stuck there in testosterone city. Sleep in my room, of course, and I’ll come when I can.

Layla: OK. Will do & get better and get here.

Marla: I will. Love you.

Layla: Love you.

Marla: don’t let them take advantage of you. I know they won’t. She sent a wink emoji. Or maybe you do! She sent a laughing emoji and a devil.

Layla: IKR. I could get some major cock in this cabin if I try! She sent several devil emojis, fire, and a heart.

Marla: K. I’m going to bed. She sent a heart emoji and a kiss.

Layla sent the same emojis back.

“Marla’s puking,” Layla announced.

“Oh, damn. Tell her to stay away. I can’t get sick,” said a brown-haired cutie with a smile that could melt panties off Layla.

“She’s not coming. At least not yet.” Layla fussed with her hair.

Charlie walked into the kitchen with a confused look on his face, which fell into a blush once he caught Layla’s gaze.

“What the fuck?” Charlie said.

“Little bro! Meet my med school friends. Dad told me the cabin was free. Mom told you guys it was free.” He chuckled as he slapped Charlie on the back, almost knocking him to the floor.

Heath stood a good foot and a half above Charlie, making Charlie look like a teen next to him instead of just being four years behind Heath. He grabbed a beer and smacked it into Charlie’s open palm.

“Cheers, bro! We can party. We never party together.”

“I never party,” Charlie said in a weak voice.

“Time for that to change, my little bro.”

Layla couldn’t stop glancing Charlie’s way. Him holding his cock in his hands was an image that would not leave her mind. Charlie had a much bigger cock than she’d thought he would have. The monster had to be damn near ten inches with how much was sticking out the top above his hand.

The pizzas all got eaten and the beer flowed down throats as easy as they breathed and soon everyone was laughing and joking. Even Charlie was smiling and relaxed as they played drinking games.

Layla was getting smashed and hornier by the second. She had all these sexy men around her, with cocks she’d love to play with. The question was, how would she start? Wait until one of them came on to her? Would Heath come to her, or did he consider her off limits being his baby sister’s best friend? Hell, after seeing Charlie’s meat monster, she’d love to ride him, and he clearly had a thing for her, which she would have never guessed with how he barely even interacted with her.

“I’m getting smashed. I’d better sit this round out.” She wobbled to the couch and landed in a plop. The room swirled as she laid her head back. She loved hearing all the men laughing and joking. “I love men.” She hoped she hadn’t said it out loud as her eyelids drooped.

She woke to a darkened room. She had a blanket over her and a man on the other half of the couch. She glanced at her phone. Damn. It was three a.m. She’d fallen asleep and missed the rest of the fun.

She rose and sighed as she stretched. The urge to pee snagged her and she high-tailed it to the bathroom, with the intention of giving the dude on the couch the full thing. She’d go sleep in Marla’s bed so he could stretch out his legs.

She peed and then washed her hands, checking out her hair and makeup. She still looked halfway decent. She brushed her teeth and then stole along the dark hallway towards Marla’s room. She sauntered in and climbed into the bed.

She snuggled into the soft, thick comforter with a giant smile on her face. This was the life. A cabin full of men and just her. This was the stuff porn was made of. She was like Snow White, only all the men were sexy as fuck.

Someone turned over in the bed and moaned. “Layla?”

It was Charlie.

Her brain stalled. She was in bed with Charlie. In bed with him and his big cock, which might be in full erection mode.

“Charlie? Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t think anyone would be in Marla’s bed.” She started to get out of the bed.

“Don’t go,” he said softly. “Marcus took my bed, so I had no choice.”

“Yeah, not enough places to sleep for everyone.” She shuddered as she imagined sliding under the blankets and taking his cock into her mouth. It had been two months since she’d had sex. She wasn’t quite sure why, because she’d been on a few dates, but nothing seemed to click. She was really in the mood to fuck, too. And being gifted with a big bed with a guy with a big dick already in it...it was almost too good to be true.

“You saw me. Did you hear me too?” he asked in a fearful voice.

She paused as she considered how to handle her answer. She wanted to fuck him, and with still having the effects of the drinks coursing through her veins, lowering her inhibitions, she was truly considering asking him to hook up. That, or she was just going to start rubbing his cock. Which she thought was more likely.

“I heard you, Charlie. And it really turned me on that you were thinking of me,” she said in a seductive voice.

“It did?” he said in a shocked voice. “Seriously?”

“Yes,” she said as she scooted towards him. The darkened room sent her hormones into overdrive. “I really liked it.” She moved across the king-size bed until she was only a foot from his body. “I mean, I really liked it.” She reached up and touched his cheek. “I wanna play it out in real life. Will you tell me about it? And let’s do it.”

He choked on the air. Gasping for breath, he managed to say, “Oh my God, are you fucking serious, because if you are ... oh my...” his voice trailed off.

“I’m very serious, Charlie. I’m really horny and I haven’t had sex in a while. I’d love to fuck you, if you are in?” She was enjoying all the thoughts of gifting him his fantasy in real life.

“Oh, fuck, I’m dreaming, right? Or delirious from so much beer.”

She reached down and wrapped her hand around the mound of his erection. “Beer seems to have not hurt your cock one bit.” She giggled as she began to stroke his cock through his pants. “Tell me, was I sucking your cock in your fantasy?”

He gasped and sputtered. “Fuck. I’m going to come.”

She laughed with glee. “In your pants? Wait for me.” She slipped down under the blanket and began to tug on his pants. She pounced on his cock with her mouth wide open. She bobbed on his cock while she massaged the lower half with both hands.

He grunted and groaned as he writhed and played with her hair beneath the blanket, slightly thrusting his hips off the bed as she sucked.

She popped off his cock and said, “You have a really big cock, Charlie. It’s a monster.”

He grunted. “Yeah,” he squeaked out, “oh, fuck, stop or I’m going to.”

She gave him a break as she rubbed her cheeks all over his length. The aroma of his precum filled her nostrils as she loved up his erection.

There was a knock at the door. “Charlie, I don’t know what to do. Layla is missing.” It was Heath. 

Panic rose from her gut. She needed to hide, and not under a blanket at the level of Charlie’s crotch.

Heath opened the door, flooding the room with light from the hallway just as Layla flung off the blanket.

“Oh, shit,” he exclaimed. “Sorry, dang. I didn’t know you two were a thing.” He sounded disappointed and it sent her heart beating. 

He stood still, just staring as they both stared back.

She had to act now or lose her chance forever. She pulled her shirt over her head and flung it across the room. She undid her bra clasp and tossed it in a different direction from the shirt.

Both men stared at her bare breasts. “Come in, Heath. Please.” Fucking her best friend’s two brothers in her bed was about the naughtiest thought she’d ever had in her life, but it was also the most exciting. “Could we please? I’ve never had brothers.”

“Oh, my God,” Heath said in utter shock.

“Oh, fuck,” Charlie said. “I don’t think I can.”

She crawled up Charlie’s body, dragging her nipples along his flesh. “Just once, please?” she pleaded. She’d never in her life been this sexually bold. If she hadn’t drunk so much earlier, she wouldn’t have fallen asleep, and this all wouldn’t be happening. She bit her lip as she laid upon Charlie’s body, wiggling her pelvis against his hard cock.

Kevin appeared in the hallway.

“Or you Kevin,” Layla said seductively. “You’d be a fabulous addition.”

“I’d do it if I were you, Kevin,” Heath said without any hesitation in his voice.

“Please, Charlie, just once? Can I have both of you? It’s a fantasy of mine.”

“I don’t know,” he said, but he didn’t sound convincing.

“Please, please, please?” She squirmed on him and then kissed him on the mouth.

He grabbed her head and began to push his tongue into her mouth, French kissing her deeply.

She pulled back from the kiss. “Please,” she said into his mouth. “I’ll beg if you think that’s hot.”

“I do,” he said with relish. His eyes lit with lust.

“Give the woman what she wants, Charlie,” Heath said in a firm tone. “I’ve always wanted to fuck you myself, Layla.”

Her lust flared as she realized both of her best friend’s brothers lusted for her as much as she’d lusted for them—well, Heath at least—lusting for Charlie was new, but no less.

“Wow,” she cooed. “I had no idea either of you thought of me that way.” Her clit thickened at this news and her inner sex kitten roared. “We won’t tell Marla.” But she knew she might cave someday and spill the indiscretion to her friend; it might be too epic to not mention.

“Come and join us, Kevin,” she slurred.

Heath snickered. “You lucky dog, you. Have fun.” Heath closed the door and left.

Kevin closed the door behind him and began to strip. Layla reached for the bedside lamp and turned it on. “I want to see you two.” She smiled at both men as both of their expressions turned lecherous. “I really like this new look on you, Charlie.”

He grinned bigger. “It’s because of you, Layla.”

Charlie pulled her into an embrace, and they fell quickly into a kiss as Kevin climbed on the bed.

Kevin began to caress her bottom, moving his hands to her hips, then down her thighs. He laid kisses along the backs of her thighs as he caressed the length of her legs.

“We won’t tell, ever, Layla,” Charlie murmured as she kissed his neck and shoulders.

Her arousal was ready to erupt into full-bore sex kitten mode as both men fondled, suckled, and writhed against her. Kevin pressed her buns with his cock and began to thrust into the crevice as Charlie suckled her erect tits. She moaned and sighed as they enjoyed her body. She’d had four man-hands on her before, but never brothers.

She smiled wickedly as Kevin laid upon her, sandwiching her between them. They writhed together, feeling each other up with the full lengths of their bodies. Kevin rolled off of her but pulled her with him. He helped her lay back.

Both of their faces hovered over her with lust-filled eyes.

“Which end do you want you first, Charlie?” Kevin asked as he dragged a finger down Layla’s cheek before pressing it to her lips.

She opened her mouth, and he pressed his finger in. She sucked his finger.

“Can I eat her out first?” Charlie asked. “I’ve never done it. I really want to make her come.”

“Yes, go for it. Make sure you pay the most attention to her clit. Wait? Is that right for you, Layla?”

She nodded while still suckling his finger. She made sure her eyes confirmed it.

“Full-on suck her clit, but play with her lips first. And don’t forget to insert your fingers. You’ll do fine. Just pay attention to her sounds and do more of what you are doing when she reacts.”

Layla loved that he was coaching Charlie on how to please a woman. It was not only sweet, but sexy.

Kevin smiled down at her as Charlie started to press his fingers to her pussy lips.

“I’ve wanted to kiss you for a long time,” Kevin confessed. “Not to mention fuck you. You’re so fucking sexy, Layla. I’ve wanted to ask you out for a while, but didn’t really think it was fair with how far away I was at school.”

“Hey, I’m here, you know,” Charlie cackled. “And I’ve felt the same way.”

She moaned as Charlie played with her lower lips, pressing fingers into her wet hole.

“Mmmm, let’s fuck,” she said, hoping to placate their little spat. But it made her grin.

“You got it,” Kevin said as he descended upon her for a kiss. He caressed her breasts and erect nips, tugging on them and twisting as their tongues intertwined. “You taste so good.”

“I’m doing the tasting,” Charlie said with a savoring voice. He slurped up her sealed slit, then pressed his tongue inside, wiggling his tongue all over, then pressing it into her slit.

She bucked and moaned loudly when Charlie took her clit in his mouth. He sucked hard while finger fucking her as Kevin sucked her nipples. The sexual overwhelm was bliss as both men worked over her body, bringing her into the peak of sexual frenzy within two minutes.

“Oh, fuck, I’m close,” she said, whimpering.

“Suck hard, fuck hard,” Kevin coached. He tweaked one nip while he sucked the other.

She writhed under both their sucking mouths and burst into a massive orgasm that curled her body, her toes, and made her back arch, shoving her tit further into Kevin’s suctioned mouth.

“Oh, fuck...” she hurled out, then couldn’t finish because the orgasm launched her. They kept working her over and she reached a second, then a third peak.

She lay panting on the bed, spent from her orgasms as she sensed their desire for her rage.

“How?” Kevin asked impatiently.

“Spit roast works,” she muttered breathlessly, yearning deeply to feel both of their cocks in her somehow.

“Can I have her mouth?” Charlie asked quickly. “It was the fantasy she caught me jerking off to earlier today.”

Kevin chuckled heartily. “No shit? That’s incredible.”

Charlie nodded. “Yup, I’m not sure why I didn’t shut the door, but I’m really glad now that I didn’t.”

She giggled. “Me too. It was the gateway to this.” She rolled over and rose up on all fours.

Kevin lined up at her pussy while Charlie settled against the headboard to her front.

“Plus, I can play with her titties while she sucks me.”

She returned his smile. “Did I swallow, or did you come on my face?”

“You swallowed,” he said with relish.

“Okay, I’ll try. I’m not the best at it.” She was ready to pleasure them as much as they’d already pleasured her.

“It will be hot whatever you do,” he replied.

Kevin pressed his cock to her labia lips. “I’ll pull out,” he said, “don’t worry.”

“Okay,” she smiled as she lowered her face to hover above Charlie’s fat cockhead. “You are so big; I won’t get much of you down.”

“Like I said, whatever you do will be perfect,” he insisted. He reached for her nipples and played with them as she took his mushroom head into her mouth.

Kevin pressed himself into her sopping-wet pussy and steadily increased his pumping. The skin smacks of his pelvis pounding her backside filled the room, as did their moans and sighs.

Charlie fed her his cock as he caressed her scalp, then held her hair with one hand while he pinched her nipple with the other. 

She reached back and caressed her own clit as her body bounced between the two men.

Kevin ramped up his fucking of her and he released a delicious man growl that made her clit twitch. 

She struggled to stay on Charlie’s cock as another orgasm raced at her. She pressed her clit and rubbed it aggressively as Charlie gripped her head so she couldn’t move.

Her climax launched and soared before she gagged. Her body curled downward as Kevin relentlessly rammed into her and she fell off Charlie’s cock. He collected her head and pressed himself back into her mouth. She closed her lips as best she could and sucked. His hot cum blasted the insides of her mouth and leaked like a river out the sides and down her chin.

Her vaginal muscles clenched down on Kevin’s cock inside her, the clamping down spreading into an extended orgasm. Kevin yanked his cock from her body and came all over her ass and back.

All three of them were panting and cum-soaked as they crashed onto the bed. Layla swiveled to her back, and they lay three in a row, staring up at the ceiling.

“Holy fuck, we just did that,” she said with a curt laugh.

“We did,” Kevin replied happily. “And it was fucking awesome. Incredible.”

“A dream. And I can’t believe I just fucked a woman with my brother’s friend,” Charlie said in disbelief. “What a way to lose my virginity.”

“What?” Layla said as she rose up on an elbow. “Why didn’t you say that before?”

“What? And ruin that mood? No way.”

Kevin laughed so loud; Layla feared he’d wake the whole cabin up. “That, my friend, is the most epic losing virginity story I’ve ever heard in my life.”

“No doubt, but I’m really, really, really glad we did it.”

Layla kissed his smiling lips. “And in your twin sister’s bed, no less. I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to tell her this.”

“Oh, no, don’t,” Charlie said quickly. “Please don’t.” He looked pained and worried.

“I won’t, I promise,” she said. “But I’m definitely washing her sheets before she gets here.”

Kevin scoffed. “I’ll help.”

They snuggled up and she again was the meat of their sandwich.

“Might as well get some sleep,” Kevin said. “There’s a shortage of beds and all.”

“I’m in. I think after all those amazing orgasms I might sleep for hours.”

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. She slipped it out. It was a text from Marla.

Marla: I’m in town! I’m feeling better. Just picking up some food. Be there in an hour.

“Shit! Or not!” she said sitting upright. “She’s in town! We’ve got to wash them now.”

They all three scrambled off the bed, stripped it, and dressed in five minutes flat.

“I’ll tell her I spilled a drink and had to wash them.” She finger-combed her hair as she watched Kevin gather up all the sheets.

“Good plan.” He pursed his lips for a kiss. “And can we please not say this will be the only time? That was way too good to never repeat.”

She grinned big. “Well, I’m in. But we will have a hard time hiding this from Marla.”

“We can do it, if we are careful.” Charlie rubbed his hands together. “Or we just tell her.”

“Well, fuck. I can’t think about that now.” She waved her hands around. “Let’s get out of here before one of your friends catches us.”

Kevin grinned. “Oh, they wouldn’t care. They’d congratulate me.”

Layla opened the bedroom door and peered out. “It’s clear.”

They slunk out of the bedroom. Kevin made his way to the laundry room, Layla made her way to the kitchen, and Charlie, well, he turned around and laid back down on the bed, pulling the comforter over him.
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Chapter 2
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Layla took in the beauty of the mountains out the windows of the dining area. It was early and she couldn’t sleep anymore, so she just got up to enjoy a coffee with the gorgeous view. Since Marla still hadn’t arrived, she’d snagged an open chair in the basement and got more of a snooze, which she needed after the threesome sex she’d just enjoyed. She couldn’t stop smiling, though. It had been fucking incredible.

She couldn’t wait for her friend to arrive so she could bask in all the testosterone, too. Granted, it wouldn’t be the same, though, being that two of them were her brothers. Sadly, and likely, that might prevent it for her, but that wasn’t stopping Layla. Layla and Marla had become quick friends in their freshman year. Their friendship had quickly solidified over beers at house parties, at cafés where they’d binge study and eat muffins with umpteen cups of coffee, and as they’d often biked together when it was warm. They were pals, deep friends, and now Layla admittedly felt a bit guilty about fucking her two guys in her bed.

She wasn’t really sure how Marla would react, or if she’d even care, but Layla was still afraid to tell her. Not that Marla was any kind of prude, but she may never be able to get the images out of her head, and Layla wasn’t sure she wanted that for Marla. If she did ever tell her, she’d decided she wouldn’t divulge the location. That was safer for Marla’s sanity.

One of the med students with spiky blond hair strolled into the kitchen with a yawn. He scratched his head and smiled. “Hi there.”

Damn, was he cute. She struggled to remember his name. He was shirtless and wore PJ pants that had fallen low enough for Layla to see most of that sexy muscle in a V some men have above their dick. She wanted to run her fingers across it, then her tongue. Her pussy buzzed as her eyes drifted across him.

This made him smile deeper.

Layla was thrilled that he was awake enough to notice her lingering, leering glance. She simply smiled at him and responded, “Hi, sleep good?” She raised her coffee cup to cover her salacious smile and took a sip, letting her eyelids mostly close.

“Yeah, pretty damn good, actually. Was kind of weird sleeping in Heath’s parents’ bed, but whatever, I’ll get over it. I guess it really is no different than sleeping in a hotel thousands of other people have slept in.”

He had a good point. “True.” She wished she could think of Marla’s bed like that, but images of Kevin and Charlie pleasuring her filled her head, so it was useless. She couldn’t ever forget. Her arousal perked up when she saw his expression, and she squirmed in her seat, which only served to arouse her further because her lower lips caressed each other.

“Seems you had a good night,” he said with a suggestive smirk. He lifted his coffee cup to his mouth, but his eyes told Layla he knew.

Oh shit. Her jaw dropped as she remembered how loud she had been with them.

“Yeah,” she said sheepishly.

Two more of Heath’s friends entered the kitchen, joking and smiling.

“Hey, Layla. Hey, Micah,” the one with reddish brown hair said.

Layla was still learning their names, but she believed he was Jordan. Micah, Jordan, Kevin, she chanted in her head as she looked at each of them pointedly. Well, Kevin was easy to remember. His cock had already been in her. She tried to smother her glee on seeing him. “Hey Kevin,” she said giving him a secret glance.

He smiled happily back. “Looking beautiful this morning, Layla.” Kevin had blond hair with streaks of dark, and he had eyes that always looked like bedroom eyes, kind of droopy over smoky brown irises. He was tall and maintained a smile most of the time. His manner reminded her a bit of Heath in that way. He nodded and said, “And. Hi, Layla.” His knowing grin was delicious.

“Hi,” she replied, realizing all the men likely knew she had gotten royally fucked last night, only they didn’t know by who. Unless Kevin or Heath had already spilled the details. She figured Charlie had not. Her face flushed as she imagined the conversation. In truth, it turned her on that they might have shared it with them. “I thought after last night, everyone would be sleeping in.”

“I couldn’t sleep. I can never seem to sleep in. It’s ingrained in me, and I just wake up, unfortunately,” said Kevin. “The plague of a student and overachiever.”

Layla chuckled, wanting to say he was a little busy.

“Same,” said Micah flippantly. “I’m seriously hoping I can sleep in the rest of the week, though, break the streak now that my brain is getting more set on having the full week off. But, whatever, it is what it is. I’m enjoying the brain break, regardless.”

They began to commiserate over the busyness of med school, and Layla tuned out their words in lieu of watching them for their sex appeal. All three were devilishly handsome, which was very dangerous, being the only female in the cabin. She figured some of them must have girlfriends, surely, but some may be single too. She knew for sure Michael was engaged. He’d talked about his wife-to-be last night during the drinking games. He was smitten, that much had been clear.

Her eyes roamed them as they grabbed muffins and coffee, then headed to the living room.

“Come join us, Layla. We’re going for the comfy chairs,” Jordan said invitingly.

She nodded. “Sure. I’ll be right there.” It was sweet of them to include her. She’d grab a muffin and head to get comfortable and be social too. She’d love to wake up this way every morning to a gaggle of sexy men. It was a recipe for delight, but she just needed to add in sex, and she’d be in heaven.

Layla tried to balance the muffin, her coffee, and an orange as she stepped out of the kitchen.

“There he is! You get enough sleep after your wild performance?” joked Heath.

Lots of male laughter emanated from the living room.

Layla froze in place. Holy shit. There it was. They all knew. 

She screwed her face into a grimace. Of course they knew. She’d screamed several times, for fuck’s sake. She’d probably woken them up herself. 

“Oh, my God,” she muttered as she heard Heath shush them. Then the voices went quieter, but she could still kind of hear them, just not exactly what they were saying. Her face flushed a deep red. She faced the cupboards to give herself a moment in case someone came into the kitchen.
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