
  
  
      
        
          The Summit of Three

          
		      
          Amanda Polyplay

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2026 by Amanda Polyplay 
Published by KinkReads.com
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        The Unexpected Overlap
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Rules of Engagement
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Jealousy's First Spark
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Deepening Bonds
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        The Group Getaway
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        External Pressures
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Transformation and Acceptance
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Harmony in Abundance
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Amanda Polyplay
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  The Unexpected Overlap


Elona Marcin pressed her palm flat against the cool marble of the registration desk and took a slow breath. The Summit at Stonehaven was her masterpiece, a three day corporate retreat she had spent six months orchestrating. Every detail from the organic lavender sachets in the welcome bags to the precise timing of the keynote speeches bore her signature. Perfection. Control. Excellence. 
Her assistant Rachel appeared at her elbow, tablet in hand. "The AV team needs confirmation on the breakout room layouts. And the caterer wants to know if the vegan option should be plated or buffet style."
"Plated," Elona said without hesitation. "Buffet creates bottlenecks. Tell them to plate everything except the dessert station. That stays self serve for the networking flow."
Rachel nodded and tapped notes. Elona's phone buzzed against her hip. She pulled it out and saw Michael's name on the screen.
"Miss you. Come find me when you can. West wing, suite 312."
A small smile tugged at her lips. She had barely seen him since he returned from his business trip two days ago. The chaos of the summit had consumed her waking hours and by the time she collapsed into bed each night he was already asleep. She wanted to feel his arms around her, to breathe in the familiar scent of sandalwood and clean linen that always meant home.
She typed a quick reply. "Give me twenty minutes. Chaos level: moderate."
His response came instantly. "I like your chaos."
She felt the warmth of it spread through her chest. Michael had that effect on her. He could steady her with a single word, ground her when her thoughts spiraled into endless checklists and contingency plans. He was the only person who made her feel like control wasn't the only path to safety.
She delegated the remaining tasks to Rachel with crisp precision and walked toward the west wing. Her heels clicked against the polished floors, a rhythm she had learned to use as a meditation. Click. Breathe. Click. Breathe. The summit was running smoothly. Her team was competent. She had earned this moment of respite.
The hallway was quiet, carpeted in deep burgundy that muffled her footsteps. She reached suite 312 and raised her hand to knock, but the door was slightly ajar. Through the gap she heard a low voice, Michael's voice, but not directed at her.
"Easy. Let me take care of you."
Elona's hand froze midair. She recognized that tone. It was the same voice he used with her when he wanted to slow things down, to savor. When he wanted to worship her. Her stomach tightened. Her heart began to beat faster.
She pushed the door open without thinking.
The scene inside stopped her breath.
Michael stood with his back to her, his suit jacket discarded over a chair, his shirt untucked and half unbuttoned. His hands were wrapped around the waist of a man she recognized. Larry Kats. The adventure guide who had led their corporate team building last year. His sun streaked hair was disheveled and his warm brown eyes were half closed as Michael pressed against him from behind. Michael's lips were on Larry's neck, trailing slow deliberate kisses along the column of his throat, and Larry's head had fallen back against Michael's shoulder, exposing more skin. A soft, breathless moan slipped from his lips.
Michael's hands moved with unhurried confidence, sliding down Larry's sides to grip his hips, pulling him closer. The friction between them was visible in the way Larry's body arched, pressing back into Michael's chest. One of Michael's hands slipped beneath the hem of Larry's shirt, fingers splaying across the taut muscles of his stomach, stroking upward with a possessive slowness that made Elona's mouth go dry.
And there was Randy Lintz. The artist who had designed the summit's visual branding. He sat on the edge of the bed, his light brown hair falling across his forehead as he watched them with an expression of pure adoration. His shirt was unbuttoned, revealing a lean chest and the graceful lines of his collarbone. His hand rested on his own thigh, fingers spread, as if he was holding himself back from reaching out. The restraint in his posture was deliberate, reverent, like a man savoring the sight of something sacred.
Larry turned in Michael's arms. Their mouths met in a kiss that was slow and deep and thorough. Michael's fingers threaded into Larry's hair, tilting his head to change the angle, deepening the contact. A low groan vibrated between them. Larry's hands gripped Michael's shoulders, pulling him closer still.
Randy rose from the bed and moved toward them. His steps were measured, graceful. He pressed himself against Larry's side, his lips finding the curve of Larry's jaw, his hand sliding across Larry's chest. Larry broke the kiss with Michael and turned to Randy, and the three of them stood tangled together, a configuration of limbs and breath and quiet sounds that made Elona's pulse pound in her ears.
Randy's fingers worked at the buttons of Larry's shirt, undoing them one by one with patient hands. The fabric fell open, revealing Larry's sun kissed chest, the definition of someone who spent his life outdoors. Michael traced his lips down the back of Larry's neck while Randy leaned in to mouth at his collarbone. Larry's breath came in shallow gasps, his hands finding purchase on both of them, one gripping Michael's hip, the other tangled in Randy's hair.
The air left Elona's lungs.
She must have made a sound because all three men went still. Michael turned. His hazel eyes widened. Larry straightened, a flush spreading across his cheeks. Randy stepped back slowly, his expressive blue eyes searching hers with something that looked like hope.
"Elona." Michael's voice was careful. Controlled. "I can explain."
She should have run. She should have screamed. She should have felt the white hot burn of betrayal that every instinct told her was coming. Her boyfriend, the man she trusted, the man she loved, was wrapped around another man while a third watched like it was the most natural thing in the world.
Instead she stood frozen, her heart hammering against her ribs, and felt something else entirely.
Curiosity.
The kind of curiosity that had made her a great event planner. The kind that asked why before it asked how. The kind that saw a puzzle and wanted to understand every piece.
"You have three seconds," she heard herself say, "before I decide if I'm going to cry or laugh."
Larry let out a shaky breath. Randy's lips twitched into a nervous smile. Michael stepped forward, his hands raised in a gesture of surrender.
"Come inside. Please. Let's talk."
She stepped over the threshold and closed the door behind her. The click of the latch sounded final.
Michael explained everything in a rush of words that tumbled out like water breaking through a dam. He told her about the hiking trip last spring when Larry had kissed him under the stars. About the night Randy had joined them, tentative at first, then eager. About the year they had spent building something together, something that felt complete except for one missing piece.
"You," Michael said, his voice raw. He was sitting on the edge of the bed now, his hands clasped between his knees. Larry stood by the window, arms crossed, his posture open and vulnerable. Randy had settled onto the floor, his back against the dresser, his legs folded beneath him. "We talked about you constantly. How you fit into every thought. How we wanted to tell you but we were terrified."
"Terrified of what?" Elona asked. She had settled into an armchair by the window, her legs crossed, her professional mask firmly in place. Inside, her thoughts were a hurricane.
"Of losing you," Randy said softly. His voice was gentle, almost musical. "You're so put together, Elona. So controlled. We thought you'd see this as chaos."
"It is chaos," she said.
"Yes," Larry agreed. He had pulled on a shirt but left it unbuttoned. His chest was tan and muscled, a thin line of hair trailing down his stomach. Elona forced herself to look at his face. "But sometimes chaos is beautiful. Sometimes the best things come from not planning everything."
She thought about her life. The spreadsheets. The timelines. The way she planned every meal, every meeting, every moment of her day. She thought about the ache she carried, the one she never admitted to, the one that whispered that control was just another word for loneliness.
"What exactly are you asking me?"
Michael knelt in front of her. He took her hand, his palm warm and familiar. "We want you to join us. Not just for tonight. For everything. We want to love you, all of us, together."
Her throat tightened. "That's insane."
"Maybe," Randy said. "But we think you're brave enough to consider it."
She looked at each of them. Michael, steady and commanding, the anchor she had always relied on. Larry, wild and warm, the spark she had secretly admired from afar. Randy, sensitive and searching, the depth she had never allowed herself to explore.
"I don't know what I think," she admitted.
"Then let's show you," Larry said. "Dinner. Just dinner. No pressure. No expectations."
She should have said no. She should have walked out and called a therapist and buried this night under six layers of professional denial.
Instead she said, "Fine. Dinner."
The restaurant was small and private, a hidden gem in the city's arts district that Randy had recommended. They sat in a corner booth, Elona on one side, the three men across from her. Candlelight flickered between them, casting shadows that danced across their faces. The wine arrived quickly, a bold red that Randy had selected with careful thought.
"So," Elona said, lifting her glass. "Tell me how this works. The logistics of it."
Larry grinned. "We don't have a manual, if that's what you're asking."
"We communicate," Michael said. "Constantly. About everything. Jealousy, boundaries, schedules. It's not always easy but it's always honest."
"And the sex?" Elona asked, surprising herself with her own boldness. The wine was loosening her tongue.
Randy's eyes sparkled. "What about it?"
"Is it always all three of you? Or do you pair off?"
"Both," Michael said. "Sometimes Larry and I need time alone. Sometimes Randy and I have a night. Sometimes all three of us come together. It depends on what we need."
"And you want to add me to that equation."
"We want to see if you fit," Larry said. He leaned forward, his elbows on the table. "We already think you do."
Elona set down her glass. "I'm not a puzzle piece."
"No," Randy agreed. "You're a whole person. That's exactly why we want you."
The conversation shifted, lightened. They talked about the summit, about Larry's next expedition to Patagonia, about Randy's upcoming gallery show featuring his latest series on human connection. They teased each other, laughed, touched each other's hands across the table. Elona watched, fascinated, as the dynamic unfolded. Michael would reach for Larry's knee. Randy would brush his fingers against Michael's wrist. It was natural. Effortless.
And they kept including her. A glance. A smile. A question directed her way.
"So," Larry said, leaning back. "What do you think? Are we terrifying or intriguing?"
"Both," Elona admitted. "But I'm leaning toward intrigued."
Michael's smile was slow and warm. "That's all we ask."
As the night ended, they walked her to her car. The city hummed around them, indifferent to the earthquake happening inside her chest.
Randy stepped close. He didn't touch her, but his presence was a gentle pressure. "Thank you for staying."
"I didn't know I had a choice."
"You always have a choice," he said. "That's the point."
Larry pulled her into a quick, warm hug that left her breathless. His body was solid against hers, his arms strong. "Sleep on it. Dream of us. We'll be here tomorrow."
Michael kissed her forehead, a gesture so tender it made her eyes sting. "I love you, Elona. That hasn't changed. This just means I have more love to give."
She drove home in a daze. She climbed into bed and stared at the ceiling, her mind replaying the night in fragments. Michael's confession. Larry's bare chest. Randy's searching eyes.
She touched her lips where Michael had kissed her forehead.
She thought about what it would feel like to have all three of them look at her the way they looked at each other.
She thought about control. About chaos. About the terrifying beautiful possibility of letting go.
And for the first time in years, she didn't plan tomorrow.
She just let herself wonder.
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