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Never miss a sale or FREE ebook! Sign up for Amber’s newsletter and be automatically entered in her monthly contest. New subscribers get a gift!

 

How about more free ebooks? Join Amber’s Steamy Readers ARC Team and check out her review copies. It’s free to join.
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Amber is excited to announce a brand new opportunity for her SUPER FANS to hang out with her and show support in her writing. Consider signing up to one of her available REAM tiers for bonus e-content, early access to new releases, and physical goodies like signed paperbacks, swag, and mystery gifts (when this limited-time-only tier is activated).
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Dedication

To Greg, my wonderful husband: you’re my inspiration and your sexy little scar (you know where) is one of your best features. I absolutely adore you.
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Calla’s Summer Fantasy
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Calla Lansky needs help at playing the field.

 

She scheduled two dates for the same night at her favorite seafood restaurant, and she owes her shocked boyfriends an explanation. To her surprise, Nathan Risley and Sam Tomlin handle the awkward situation like pros and happily agree to her fantasy: a ménage à trois.

After the hottest night of her life, Calla faces the ultimate decision.

Should she commit to the one man who secretly loved her all along, or keep her options open and indulge in her summer fantasy again and again?

 

– A contemporary MFM erotic romance novella.
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Chapter One 
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“Oh my God.” Calla Lansky pushed the end call button on her cell phone as her stomach dropped to her ankles. This is why you don’t play the field. Two dates in one night? What the hell am I going to do? She dug her old-fashioned day planner out of her purse, flipped to June, and scowled at her scribbled writing. She found the name “Sam” on the block for Sunday the 21st, but Nathan just called, saying he would be a little late for dinner.

She’d asked Nathan Risley a few days earlier to meet her at her favorite seafood restaurant, but forgot to write his name in the planner. She called him the previous day to verify, but he didn’t answer his phone. She always kept her planner up-to-date—her job required punctuality and professionalism—so Calla assumed she’d just imagined making plans with him. Due to her recent work-related stress, which she managed with a forced smile and a chipper attitude, she wouldn’t put it past her frazzled mind to make something up. She’d later called Sam Tomlin, and he agreed to meet her for dinner, despite the short notice.

Now, both men were on their way.

Calla gulped a long draft of her Long Island Iced Tea, her throat parched, but the cold liquid barely soothed her upset stomach. She’d arrived early at the little riverfront restaurant, and strangers surrounded her as she sat alone in the middle of a raised outdoor deck.

Calm, tranquil waves of the Cape Fear River sloshed under the dining area. Sturdy posts held up the platform. A few tourists snapped pictures of the scenic inlet as they strolled along the boardwalk that lined the river and boarded the restaurant. Soft jazz music played from small speakers hidden behind potted plants as dishes clanked and patrons chattered. Festive paper lanterns hung from clear cords around the deck. Twinkling white lights circled the banisters.

A light breeze ruffled Calla’s dark hair. Vomit burned in her throat. She swallowed hard, vowing not to spew chunks all over the fancy dishes in front of her. A glass-covered votive candle burned bright in the middle of her table, holding her gaze, and she wished she could just disappear like the flicker of a flame.

She’d graduated from college and left her hometown of Jacksonville, North Carolina six years earlier with two goals in mind: find a high-paying, respectable job, and experience mind-blowing sex as often as possible. Her cousin, top-notch accountant Melba Lansky, secured her a bookkeeping position at a prestigious law firm in downtown Wilmington, and Calla fell into a comfortable routine of work and clubbing with her friends. After a few years of fun, however, she’d grown tired of waking up in strangers’ beds. Most of the men she’d slept with—she couldn’t even remember their names now—ignored her phone calls after their one-night stands.

Not that she really cared. She didn’t want another night of mediocre sex anyway.

Calla rubbed her temples as a waitress carried a tray of fish and chips to the table behind her. Embarrassment flushed her skin like a bad rash as though the waitress and everyone else around her could hear her private thoughts. Calla blamed her hormones—and her job—for the mix-up that night, and she seriously needed her head examined for not keeping track of the ball as she played the field.

Since the partners of Patton and Patton Law Firm redesigned the bookkeeping department, she had to memorize awkward terminology, learn how to operate a few new computer programs, and update old file records into the new system. She normally met Nathan every Tuesday and Friday night, Sam every Wednesday and Saturday night, but she’d canceled their dates for the past two weeks in order to work overtime and to study a stack of instruction manuals. If she didn’t pass an upcoming test, she would likely lose her job or receive more tedious in-depth training.

I’m a fool. Calla stuffed the day planner back in her purse. It’s time I transfer everything to my phone, so I’ll never screw up like this again.

She should’ve told Nathan she needed to cancel when they spoke on the phone a few minutes earlier, but she’d panicked. Now, she called Sam, but his voicemail picked up. He was already a few minutes late, and she hoped with every ounce of her being that his car broke down on the side of the road. Okay, well, she didn’t want him hurt or in any kind of trouble, but she just hoped he didn’t show.

The scent of grease-battered fish filled her nose as she breathed deep in an effort to calm down. Her vision blurred, unshed tears in her eyes, and Calla shook her head to focus. Get out of here before it’s too late. Just stand them up and call them later. She grabbed her purse just as a blonde hostess escorted Nathan through the open double doorway to the deck.

Nathan grinned, his eyes lighting up when he saw her. His shiny black shoes, dark trousers, blazer, and blue button-down shirt seemed out of place, but the semi-casual restaurant catered to office professionals, surfer-dudes, and tourists alike.

“I’m sorry I’m late, darling.” Nathan pressed a quick kiss on Calla’s cheek and sat across from her at the table. He smiled at the hostess—Jenny, according to her nametag—as she handed him a menu. Jenny gave him a good once-over and sashayed her ass as she walked away, but Nathan didn’t seem to notice. “The Dictator stopped me just before I left the office. He wanted a mini-presentation of the new canned tuna campaign, and I couldn’t say no.”

“I thought you had until Tuesday morning to finalize the presentation.”

“That’s when I meet with the owner of Boxer’s Tuna Company, but the Dictator wanted an overview since I’m the head of the marketing campaign. It’s not my first lead project, but Mr. Boxer is one of our most profitable and well-known local clients. I can’t make a mistake. I’m canned if I do.”
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