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Her legs shook

Tonight nothing

By the book

Tonight her way

They'd learn

To play

Sway one way

Lay another

Together these

Three

Will rewrite

Their history

As she takes

Them both

So intimate

And so close

All will cum

One by one

By morning light

All three will

Be so right

So very tight

One look is

All it took

Love took them all

By surprise

Ethan Radcliff©2019

To the reader:

I enjoy a little rivalry between the sexes. I began writing this story because I remembered being in a situation where two men wanted the same woman.

Some men resort to physical violence, especially the so-called alpha males. These guys wind up kicking the shit out of one another, and often the woman takes off with another guy. Alpha shit may impress some women, but not all. So why not vie for her differently? Impress her with good qualities, like a decent job, gentlemanly manners, sensitivity, and thoughtfulness. Sounds like a plan, right? However, will boys be boys or men? 

So, without realizing what I was writing, I hit on a popular genre: the reverse harem. Crazy, right? However, this story went a little off track. When you read it, you’ll see what I mean. 

So, enjoy A Game of Threes, and remember, sometimes there can be two winners when it comes to love. Have I ever let you down? 

Licks and kisses

Ethan Radcliff

Dedication:

To the love of my life, thank you for choosing me. To my first child, who is the light of my life, I love you. To my readers, who never let me down. To my two lovely PAs, Jules and Kimmie, they stuck with me. I thank you.

To my betas, April, Patti, Missy, and Anne, who I have known for years, thank you. These lovely ladies have been more than betas or readers. They are good friends. 

And to Bitten Press, who have been there from the beginning. They have made my dreams come true.

Thank you.

Ethan Radcliff

Blurb:

A Game of Threes

A billionaire reverse Harem romance
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Tony Cassaro and Bret Reynolds have it all. Tony has the dashing good looks and brains. Bret is quiet, brilliant, and pleasant-looking. Together, they own one of the most successful children’s toy companies in the United States. They are a perfect meld. Their relationship and business partnership have lasted over fourteen years and have made them billionaires. Life's been good to them. 

Then into their lives walks Heather Jordon. 

A tough, no-nonsense author of crime mysteries is a tall, stunning, honey-colored blonde. On one eventful evening, something extraordinary happens. Tony and Bret find themselves smitten with the same woman. 

Heather finds herself pursued by two very desirable men. The problem is that she likes them both and has completely unconventional thoughts. The cat-and-mouse game begins. However, one cat and two mice make for a very interesting trio. Can love survive a game of threes?

A Game of Threes

A billionaire reverse harem romance

Ethan Radcliff
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Chapter One
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TONY
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The drone took off and flew across Tony Cassaro’s large office, nearly missing a lamp and a vase. It buzzed through the air as he tried to control the drone. Before he could, the thing smashed into the large glass window of his Manhattan high-rise office. It crumbled into pieces, some landing on the other side of the room.

Frustrated, he threw down the remote and walked over to the mess of metal and plastic strewn on the floor. “If I can’t control this toy, how can a kid?” he yelled to his partner, Bret Reynolds, who sat watching him.

Bret shook his head and laughed. “You’re uncoordinated. I had no problem flying it.”

“Fuck you. I’m pretty good at using remote controls,” Tony said as he picked up the remnants of the drone. “I can’t sell a toy that even an adult can’t maneuver. We’ve a reputation to uphold, and kids can get hurt if it crashes. Look at the sharp shards of plastic. This is a no-go, Bret. Tell this guy, when he’s perfected it, to give us a call.”

Bret saluted him. “Aye, aye, sir. Your wish is my command.”

“Stop the shit. Sorry, but we haven’t come this far and made the kind of money we have, selling inferior products.”

Bret stood and walked over to the heap of plastic on the floor. “I’ll agree with you there. The age appropriateness of this is eight. Plastic pieces like these,” he took a sharp piece from Tony, “can even hurt an adult. I’ll call him and tell him safety must be a top priority when making toys for kids and us.”

Then Tony added, “Tell him we’re not interested.” 

Bret looked over the pieces. “Again, I agree with you.”

Tony had already started picking up the pieces, and Bret asked Tony, “So, how did that date go with the redhead last night? Tony, she was outstanding.”

“She was spectacular. However, she had a little annoying habit, which almost ruined the night.”

“I’m not as lucky as you are with the ladies. It’s sad but true. I find myself living vicariously through your exploits. My friend, she could have whistled Dixie as I fucked her, and I would have sung the chorus.”

Tony stopped and gave him an incredulous look. “Don’t tell me that you knew? Because if you did, why the hell didn’t you warn me?”

“What? Hey man, I never met that redhead. I was only kidding. Don’t tell me....”

“It wasn’t Dixie,” Tony said. “Nope, it was, ‘do it, Tony, do it hard, Tony, do it deeply, Tony.’ And she said it over and over again. Look, I don’t need instructions. I was waiting for her to pen a fucking novel or compose a song. It was almost a bust.”

Bret patted Tony on the back. “You mean she actually interrupted your concentration? My friend, you’re spoiled. I, on the other hand, would have welcomed her little repertoire.” Bret laughed.

Tony gave him a smirk. “I’ll be the first one to tell you I like a little dirty talk. It never hurts, but she never shut up. And she had a damn rhythm. Weirdest shit I have ever heard. After a while, I was exhausted and was grateful when I came.”

Bret just shook his head and wiped the tears of laughter from his eyes. “How many women have you fucked since you hit puberty? Twenty? Thirty? Shit, I’d venture to say a hundred. I can count the women I’ve fucked on one hand.” He held up one of his hands.

The pieces of the drone in Tony’s hand drop onto his desk. “I’m not getting any younger. Neither of us is. I often wonder what it would be like to be married and have some kids, you know, love somebody so much it hurts. However, this billionaire status always comes into play. Do they like me or my damn money? And your problem, Bret, is you’d rather pay for sex.”

Bret widened his eyes. “Don’t do this to me. Please don’t go all mushy on me. Every woman we meet knows about our success. It’s a necessary evil. You’re the stud, not me, so stop whining. And yes, paying a beautiful, high-priced call girl might be cold, but at least I know what she’s in it for, my money.”

“Fuck you; I’m not whining, just stating a fact. How the hell is either of us ever going to meet a woman who isn’t in it for our money?”

“Tony, I can’t feel sorry for you. You get laid more than anyone I know. You could be piss-ass broke, and still, they’d fuck you. So, stop the fucking whining.”

“Ah, shut the fuck up. It was only a thought. Get the fuck out of here and get all this shit back to the inventor.”

They both bent down to gather up the rest of the broken toy.

Bret laughed. “You do get snarky,” he teased.

“Snarky? Wow, a new word.”

“Shut the fuck up, asshole,” Bret said, pushing Tony playfully to the floor.

Tony began to laugh. “You wanna wrestle?”

“I lose every time we get into it. Over the years, I know we’ve had our differences, and I’m the one who always caves and lets you have your way.”

Tony got to his knees. “You’re far too submissive, but that’s why we work so well together. You’re also the voice of reason, well, most of the time.” Tony showed him the pieces of the broken drone.

“I felt sorry for the inventor, that’s all. I have a heart.”

“And I don’t?” Tony said, frowning.

“Ah, shut up. I hate it when you’re condescending.” Bret let out a sarcastic laugh. 

With the pieces of the broken drone finally gathered together, Tony scooped them up, threw them back in the inventor’s box, and handed them to Bret. “Do we owe this guy any money for this disaster?”

“I’ll take care of it,” Bret said, taking the box of the destroyed toy. Before he left, he turned to Tony. “Hey, bro, I know where you’re coming from because we’re disgustingly rich. I thought women would flock to me once I had that kind of money. I was wrong. But I will agree with you. I’d love to meet a sincere woman and fall in love. I’ve even thought of going to an online dating service, you know, keep my identity hidden and be incognito.”

Tony gave his friend and partner a big smile. “Cognito? What the fuck? Are you some kind of secret agent? Maybe it’s a good idea for you, but not for me.”

“Yeah, sure, whatever. The ‘big T’ always gets the woman. I have seen your cock, and it ain’t much bigger than mine,” Bret said.

“So true, we’ve been blessed, but mine’s well-seasoned.”

“I can’t argue that point,” Bret said, laughing and shaking his head.

“Get the fuck out of here,” Tony teased. “Go jerk off or something. I don’t need to hear your story of woe.”

Bret slapped his forehead. “My story of woe? You’re the one complaining about women only wanting you for your money. Hey, you got that redhead’s number. I love a singer.”

“Get the fuck out of here!” he laughed. “God damn, you’re an asshole.”

“Did you say she likes it up the ass? I need some practice. I hear women enjoy a little rear entry.”

“Jesus, you’re a horny guy. Get out, Bret. Do some work for a change instead of playing with yourself.”

Bret held onto the box with the broken toy in it. “Work? I think I like your other suggestion. I think I will jerk off.”

When Bret left, Tony slammed the door behind him, laughed, then grumbled. “Dating service. I don’t need any online dating services. What I need is a serious-minded woman. A smart one, too, and one who has her own money. A woman who is looking for love.”

He sat at his desk and hit the keys on the keyboard of his computer. He thought he’d check online for the newest children’s books. The best ideas for toys came from some of the strangest books written for kids. He remembered one about an ostrich. The cover, with the ostrich’s head in the sand, gave way to a bird in the nest video game. 

When he began his search, he came across an advertisement. It was for a new book written by a woman named Heather Jordon. She was a well-known writer of crime mysteries. Her books were always on all the bestseller lists, and the reviews numbered in the thousands.

He kept reading and then checked her author page. His eyeballs nearly popped out of his head. “Damn, that’s one hot chick,” he murmured. He ordered the eBook and the hardcover edition. He then read her bio. What caught his interest were the last few lines. She lived alone, was single, and had one great love, her Saint Bernard, Sherlock.

“I’d love to meet her,” he said aloud. He went to her website, read her posts, and saw she was booked to do a book signing at one of the big brick-and-mortar bookstores in New York City.

“And it's downtown in three days,” he mumbled. “That gives me three days to get a haircut, buy some new duds, and sweep her off her feet.”

He pushed the laptop aside. Confident as always, Tony sat back in his high-backed leather chair. He opened his desk drawer and eyed the array of toys that sat there gaping up at him. There were guns, action figures, and handheld video games. So much of what he saw was passé. Yet, he had his favorites. He slammed his drawer shut. Then, grinning like a Cheshire cat, he strategized his plan of attack. 

He was sure the lovely Heather Jordon would be eating out of his hand in no time. Like the businessman he was, he began to plot. Then he had a brainstorm. Why not treat the next woman he dated as a business proposition? He was a billionaire, and he told her right up front. If he liked what he saw, he’d offer her a contract. This would be a business arrangement. He thought his idea was brilliant.

“Why not?’ he said aloud. “Kinda like a prenuptial agreement, except all business. Then he thought about his idea and said, “No, not business. This will be a love contract. Love me for me and not for my money. I’m pretty smart!” He praised himself. “I might even start a new trend.” 

He grabbed the computer back and took another look at Heather’s photograph. “She looks quite level-headed and might even go for my little love contract. I’m rich, handsome, and available.” He sat back and began to laugh. “Of course,” he added, “This will be a joke. I’d never expect any woman with half a brain to take what I’m offering seriously.”

Tony thought his idea was an excellent way to break the ice and start a conversation, just in case the date didn’t go well. It would also show the lovely Heather Jordon that he had a great sense of humor. 

His confidence was high. He had a feeling that Heather Jordon might even be the one.
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Chapter Two
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Heather
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“Millie, I really loathe these book signings, but a writer has to do what she must to sell books,” Heather Jordon said, looking over the cover of her newest book. She ran a finger over the cover’s shiny paper.

Millie Regan was Heather’s friend and agent. “Maybe if you didn’t put your picture on your bio, we could get away with skipping a few of them. They see you, and they want to meet you. Let’s face it, you write like a man, and when they see your photo, they’re surprised. A good portion of your readers is men. They have delusions of getting into your pants. Little do they know.”

“God, you’re awful. You remind me of that every time I complain.”

“Yup. This is your bread and butter. We sell a slew of hardcover books, eBooks, and paperbacks at every signing. I do believe you’re damn wealthy.”

“And so are you, you old coot.”

“Let’s not talk age. You’re thirty, am I correct? Plus, you’re extremely successful. Some men might think you’re an overachiever.”

Heather gave her friend a venomous look and a snarl. “Why don’t you rub it in, Millie, you’re good at that. However, all the men I meet seem intimidated by me. What’s wrong with being an overachiever?”

“Honey, have you looked in the mirror? Overachiever? You’re gorgeous, and you have a body that won’t quit. Being an overachiever has nothing to do with your bad luck with men. That cold as ice exterior could be the cause.”

“Ice? Don’t be silly. However, you’re saying it’s because I’m attractive?”

“Um, maybe I phrased that wrong. It’s your damn superiority complex. Maybe if you didn’t keep on correcting a date’s grammar, you’d have a better chance of getting laid.”

“Jeeze, Millie, it’s a good thing I have a thick skin.”

“Well, it’s the truth. Men are so easily intimidated and hate being corrected. You, on the other hand, can’t stop being the teacher. Now, if you were a different kind of teacher, you know, used a ruler to smack an ass or two.”

“What are you insinuating? That I spank a few? Jesus, Millie, your brain works in overdrive. I write criminal mysteries, not erotic romance. And I have never had the desire to spank any man.”

Millie shook her head. “Girl, you don’t know what you’re missing. I even like a few slaps on my ass.”

“Okay, that’s enough, you’re telling me too much.”

Millie laughed. “Oh, honey, I’m teasing you. You need to get rid of that damn rod up your ass. Loosen up.”

“Jesus, Millie, you are blunt.” Heather thought about Millie’s words. She was making a good point. Maybe she needed to let down her hair every once in a while. She had a master’s degree in education and had taught for a few years, but once her writing took off, she had no choice but to quit teaching.

Heather bit her lip. “Guess I don’t see myself.”

Millie walked over, put her arms around her, and hugged her. “You mean well. But men are not kids. Some are actually adults. So, try just to smile when they make those grammatical errors that drive you crazy. Ignore them. Smile, show them that sexy side. I know it’s in there.”

“Sure, Millie, I get it.”

Millie sighed, “I hope you do.”

“Millie, I need to pick out the clothes I’m going to wear to this signing. I always dress carefully and tastefully, even though I feel like most of the men on the line have x-ray vision.”

“I think that new black suit you bought will do the trick. The skirt is just the right length. Wear the new white silk shirt underneath. You can see the etchings of your lacy bra through it, and it’s still tasteful. Finish the outfit off with those patent black stilettos. You will look perfect. I wish I had your problems.”

“I can always count on you,” Heather said and kissed Millie on the cheek. “How many books do you think the store has on hand?”

Millie tilted her head. “That’s all taken care of, and it’s my job. Why don’t you chill? Tomorrow is the book signing, and I need you to be smiley-faced and relaxed.”

“Relax? Never. I have a new story in my head, and it’s bursting to come out.”

“Okie Dokie, then, I’m going home.”

“Millie, thanks. Sure, you won’t stay for some wine? It’s an oldie. Thank you because I couldn’t do this without you.”

Millie winked and grabbed her coat and briefcase. “I’d love to, but I have a date. Sweetie, we’re a team, but I wouldn’t miss this one, even for that old bottle of wine you’re offering. Honey, he ain’t much to look at, but his cock is one of the biggest I’ve ever had. Bam, zoom, he gets me off.”

“Good Lord,” Heather said, catching her breath. “You never stop. Have fun, and please spare me the details.” Heather laughed. 

“Besides that naughty little vibrator you have, I’m sure, gets you off, has any man ever?

Heather sighed. “Millie, I’ve had my share of pleasure with men. It’s not that important.”

“Sure, honey. No problem.” Millie checked the time on her phone. “Gotta run. We’re all set for the signing.”

Before Millie let herself out, she turned, “Honey, get that little vibrator out and fuck yourself, silly. Coming relaxes you. I’m not stupid, and I can sense when you’ve had a little session with your buzzing pal.” She winked and left, leaving Heather speechless.

She plopped down onto the sofa. Millie did have a point. An orgasm always calmed her down and prepared her for a signing. She shook her head. Millie knew her all too well.

Heather stripped and hopped into the shower. Inside, her head danced around a scenario for her next novel. The vision of a dark-haired hunk was her next crime-stopper. She could see his tall stature, his strong, well-proportioned physique. But his one didn’t have a face. Putting a face to her lead character was always a dilemma. Deep inside, she had a picture of a man. She called it her dream man, one she was sure she’d never meet.

As the hot water exploded on her breasts, the tips hardened. The force of the shower head was invigorating. Slowly, she undid the handheld head and began to run it over her whole body. She stopped at the V between her legs. Her free hand sought out her sex. Pushing the round tab on top of the handset to pulsate, she opened the lips of her pussy. She used the shower wall as leverage as the hard, teasing streams of water worked on her clit. The water was relentless as it assaulted her body. She didn’t want it to end as the pressure inside mounted. The hot pulsating streams did the job. Her orgasm encompassed her, and her entire body trembled in release. She dropped the hand-held shower head and savored her orgasm. 

Drenched and sated, she put the shower head back in its cradle and continued to shower. The release she sought was so needed, yet she wanted more, a warm body and a set of lips that would adore her. She worried she’d never find Mr. Right.

Clean and relaxed, Heather wrapped her robe around her and walked into the kitchen. The bottle of wine she told Millie about sat chilling on the kitchen table. She opened the bottle, poured herself a glass, and then swirled it around as her nostrils took in its aroma. She took a few sips and savored the taste. Unfortunately, her body was still reeling from her little playtime in the shower. Her clit was still needy and hypersensitive. 

Before taking her shower, she retrieved her handy little vibrator from her bedside table. She took another sip of wine. “Hey, wanna be my date for tonight?” she said, looking down at the vibrator in her hand.

She took a large mouthful of wine. “Oh yeah, I’m getting there,” she sighed.

She reached for the vibrator and clicked it on. It trembled in her hand. Excitement ran through her. She took yet another swig of wine and headed to the living room couch. Making herself comfortable, she opened her robe and took another long drink of wine. Her body began to feel warm, and her pussy ached for more play. She slipped the vibrator between her legs and closed her eyes. 

“Dear God,” she said breathlessly as the device vibrated. A little more wine and it would be an evening to remember, she thought. 

Holding the vibrator to her clit caused ripples of pleasure to run through her body. She slipped it inside of her countless times, holding off the inevitable orgasm that was building. She pulled the device from her and caught her breath when she was close to coming. Cooling down a little, she then slipped it back inside of her. Over and over again, she teased her body until she couldn’t hold out any longer. When her body convulsed in pleasure, she savored the moment. As she came down from her climax, she shut the vibrator off. It rested at the opening to her wet and spent body. She poured herself another glass of wine. This time, she gulped down half of it. 

Her body wanted more. She took another sip of wine, hit the on button, and shoved the vibrator back into her. “One more,” she said breathlessly. It didn’t take long for her to come again. One thing about her little toy is that it never lets her down.

She dressed in sweatpants and a t-shirt, forgoing any underclothes. She was comfortable and ready to sit at her laptop and disappear into her world of mystery and crime. Her thoughts were interrupted by Sebastian, her faithful dog. He was now eight years old and enjoyed lying in his large furry bed, watching her type. When he needed attention, he let her know by lying his head on her lap and looking up at her with his big brown eyes. That simple gesture told her he needed a walk, so she grabbed her jacket and his leash.

“Come on, boy. We both need some fresh air to clear our heads.”

She finished her glass of wine and hooked Sebastian’s leash to his collar.

“You’re the one guy I can count on,” she said, petting Sebastian’s head. “Now, if only I could find a man as sweet and loyal as you are.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
y >

W A
" = -

. ; A Coasuor
Two Best friends who desire the same woman.
Her dilemma, she wants them both and in her

bed.






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





