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SKYE

When I first fell for him, the man of my dreams, I never imagined for a moment that he could be in love with someone else. I certainly did not imagine that someone else would be his long-term boyfriend, the same man who had been eyeing me like he wanted to eat me alive mere weeks ago.
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COLE

I have been in love with Jasper Wells since I first laid eyes on him. It felt like we were two halves of a whole. We were perfect together. So then, why did I find myself yearning for her?
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JASPER

From the minute I found out about her, I hated her with a passion. I wanted to destroy her for being the reason Cole decided I was no longer enough for him. But what I was not prepared for was the way she ended up destroying me.
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NOTE : This story is an MMF romance and contains mature themes meant for 18+ readers only.
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*BECKY G : SHOWER.

*Selena Gomez : Hands to Myself.

*Ashlee Simpson : Pieces of Me.

*Ellie Goulding : Beating Heart.

*Taylor Swift : Blank Space.

*Brick N Lace : Love is Wicked. (Danley Remix.)

*James Arthur : Say You Won't Let Go.

*3 Doors Down : Kryptonite.

*Sam Smith : Fire on Fire.
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(FIND THE PLAYLIST ON my YouTube channel :  Z. S. STORM)

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication​


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


For my ZStormers!

Forever grateful.
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Finale Ligure,

ITALY.
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SKYE

Feeling the gentle lapping of pool water against my skin brought on a strange sense of peace. It was quiet up here. The morning sun was the only thing keeping me company. If you did not count my loneliness.

One of my good friends from college, Olivia, had invited me over to spend the weekend at her mountaintop villa in Finale Ligure, just a couple of hours drive from Milan, complete with a rooftop pool and all.

It was only seven in the morning, but I had gotten up early because inspiration had knocked and I had been only too happy to answer. The result of that inspiration now stood at one corner of the patio. A dewy, yellowish Italian dawn painted using bold, confident strokes. My lips curved up in a smile before I rose from the pool and picked up a towel to wipe my hair.

The paintings kept me company too. I had been doing it for as long as I could remember but I never imagined I would be so good at it that people would actually pay me for my pieces or pay for me to teach them the basics of painting. I had a few, very wealthy private clients in Milan and it helped support my lifestyle in a European country after having moved here from London two years ago.

A prickle of awareness made me look up from my task and musings. Frowning slightly, I searched the rooftop area before my gaze shifted upwards and I froze, feeling more than a little creeped out.

Adjacent to the villa, was a small hotel and I could see a man on one of the balconies, leaning against the railing.

Watching me.

A tall, blonde guy with bulging muscles. I glared at him but he did not seem fazed as his eyes ran over my bikini-clad body. His hands were actually cradling a camera. Shit. Did he just...?

I couldn't be sure if he had been standing there taking pictures of me or if his gaze simply happened to land on me as I looked up but I sure as hell was not interested in finding out. Perv.

Shooting him another fierce look since he still would not stop ogling, I wrapped the towel around myself and strode inside the house. A subconscious part of me argued though that ogling was not the most fitting term to describe the way he had been looking at me.

He had also seemed curious. Interested even. I rolled my eyes. Yeah. I had been swimming out there for all of five minutes. The only thing he probably found interesting was my size 8 body which I had proudly put on display.

"Skye, you up?" Olivia's voice rang out from downstairs. "I'm going for a run, you want to join?"

I grimaced. Olivia was most definitely a morning person.

"Er...you go ahead, Liv," I called out. "I have to make a phone call!"

The front door closed while I instinctively turned towards the patio entrance and peeped from behind a curtain. The man was still there but he was busy clicking away on his camera as he faced the ocean beyond. His movements were sure and his body strong and lithe.

Pausing for a moment, he ran his fingers through his hair and stood still, observing the magnificent coastal scenery. Or maybe he was just lost in thought. Okay, why was I even noticing him, much less trying to figure out how his brain worked? Just because he looked attractive....

Shaking my head, I made my way to the bathroom thinking I was no better than him when I had just labelled him a pervert for checking me out.

And also wondering why I felt so reluctant to let him out of my sight when I had no idea who he was.

***
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X

In the quiet solitude of my darkroom that afternoon, I studied the photographs for longer than was appropriate. As a matter of fact, taking those photos in the first place had been inappropriate along with watching her and thinking the dozen other thoughts which had flooded my mind as I had observed the play of emotions on her face even from a distance. The serenity. The wistful smile. The loneliness. But her body when she had risen from the pool was what had jammed my heartbeats. Fuck.

Hanging the photos up to dry, I took a deep breath and gave myself a mental scolding. This was wrong. I was not supposed to notice anyone that way. I already had someone whom I loved more than life itself and who loved me back. There was no room for a third.

There never will be...
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2 WEEKS LATER.

Milan,

Italy.
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SKYE

"So what do you think?" Marco Rossi stared at me with huge, expectant eyes as he showed me the newly designed hallway in the west wing of his house and asked for my opinion on hanging one of his paintings up on a spot along a wall.

"Er...I...I think it's a great idea and would look absolutely beautiful," I lied smoothly, my lips curving in a sweet smile as I regarded the short, stout man.

He was one of those wealthy clients I mentioned before who paid me to teach them painting, had been a customer for two weeks now and the truth was, I had seen kids in kindergarten paint better.

But I was not about to tell him that. I did not want to hurt his feelings. Or lose my job.

Returning my smile, Marco hollered down the corridor at one of his maids for some watermelon juice, making me flinch because he was annoyingly loud sometimes. Thankfully, he left me to my own devices when his phone rang a moment later and instructed me to join him for a drink later out on the terrace.

It was hot today and my session with Marco Rossi was over. I was dying to get back to my tiny apartment in Via Dei Gerani a couple of miles away, take a long shower and just put up my feet but a huge part of my steady income depended on keeping some of my clients entertained and interested enough to keep booking sessions with me and recommending me to others.

"That was a wise move, by the way," a voice declared from behind me. "I would've just told him his paintings suck and to not torture people with visions of them all over this beautiful house."

I rolled my eyes. "No wonder he keeps grumbling about wanting to hire another architect."

The man behind me chuckled and then moved in my line of vision with a smug expression on his face. "He won't, though. I'm brilliant and he knows that."

I pout playfully as I pretend to consider something. "Well, I wouldn't say brilliant actually...," I drawled and he shook his head at me, humour dancing in his eyes.

"You just hate admitting I'm right," he quipped and then added, "Admit it."

I laughed a little, tucking a few stray strands of my wavy blond hair behind my ears as they stuck to my skin because I was sweating in the heat. This part of the house was still under construction and the air conditioning had not been installed yet.

Cole Sawyer, the twenty-eight-year old architect working on Marco's house aimed his beautiful smile at me. God, he was gorgeous. And perfect. Just a few years older than me with a warm, flirtatious nature. And he wore glasses. Fuck, I thought it was so hot when I first came here to give Marco painting lessons and was introduced to this hunk of a guy. He was lean, dark-haired, the same height as me which was about 5 feet 8 and he loved reading.

Yeah, that was a huge turn-on for me. Boys who loved to read. Not just boring shit but fantasy novels. Brandon Sanderson. Patrick Rothfuss. Terry Goodkind. Even Jay Kristoff.

Damn, my panties almost melted the first time he discussed my favourite fantasy books with me upon discovering me reading a novel during one of my breaks here. He flirted with me every chance he got and if we could not talk to each other due to being busy at work, he would seek me out even if it was for a few seconds and wink or wave, never failing to shoot that charming smile in my direction.

Needless to say, I was crushing on him hard. He never asked me out though. Never asked for my number either. I wondered how long it would take for me to stop waiting for him to make a move and just do it myself. Because I really, really liked him.

"Energy bar?" he asked, offering me one from his never-ending supply. That was another thing I knew about him. He loved those things, a health freak through and through.

"Thanks, Cole. Um...I have to meet Marco for a drink before I head home so...see you tomorrow, I guess," I said quietly, reluctant to leave him just yet.

He nodded once and winked at me. "It's a date, beautiful," he replied smoothly, chewing on his energy bar.

I sucked the insides of my cheeks, my heart thundering inside my chest as I took a leap of faith, taking my cue from his words even as I wondered if this was a bad idea.

"Would be great if it didn't have to be with Marco keeping track of our hours," I ventured carefully, noting his reaction.

He was still chewing but his expression turned serious as he watched me for a while before saying, "Hmm."

Hmm. That was it. He was not getting the hint. I mean, he looked like he did get it but he was clearly not interested in doing anything about it. I tried not to let disappointment creep in but it did, the fucking thing. Argh. Even though I was a fully grown woman, this moment felt like the time when my first crush in school laughed at me in front of his friends when I wrote him a note telling him I liked him.

It sucked. That rejection. And I had not been with anybody since graduating college a couple of years ago but men have always told me I was gorgeous with my honey-gold hair, curvy figure and blue eyes. Maybe I just wasn't Cole's type.

"Okay, then," I said, forcing a smile on my face which was tight with the effort from trying not to cry in front of this guy. "I better go. Bye."

I walked away from him as quickly as I could before I embarrassed myself any further, focusing on my next task. It kept my mind off the pain. The loneliness. The goddamned loneliness which followed me everywhere.

For once in my life I wished I could just find someone to connect with. A bond unlike any other. My parents had given me up for adoption and the couple I grew up with had started to neglect me soon after they had two of their own kids after years of unsuccessful pregnancy attempts. I had friends here and back in London but they all had their own busy lives.

There was nobody in this world I could call mine, though. My person. Mine to hold and own. Just mine.

Cole had seemed like he was made for me but I could not force myself on him. Besides, now I knew he had no intention of ever asking me out so I had to start keeping my distance before I lost my head completely to this guy. Along with my heart.

~~~
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COLE

I was in a bad mood. This rarely happened because usually, I was a pretty easygoing guy and hardly gave two shits about what many others would consider stressful situations.

But tonight was different. I had worked extra long hours at Marco's today intending to take the day off tomorrow. The man had grumbled some shit or another under his breath but since my work was exemplary, he agreed to the last minute schedule change.

I needed to take a break from her.

Two weeks. Two weeks of looking at her gorgeous body, her angelic face, observing the warmth of her laughter and the vulnerability of her lost-in-thought expression.

Did she think I did not notice? That I was not aware? I worked in different areas of the unfinished house, drawing up plans according to what Marco wanted and making adjustments which required all of my energy since this was a huge project but...the minute Skye Madison set foot on the premises, I felt the uncontrollable urge to just see her. What she was wearing, if she was in a bright, sunny mood or plagued by one of her demons which made her go all quiet.

Usually, I could judge her emotional state from what she taught Marco to paint that particular day. Colourful, bright pieces meant she was happy. It was the grey, morbid ones that worried me.

Which was unsettling because she was not mine to worry about. She was nothing to me. Just some girl at work.

Whom I spent hours thinking about.

I wanted us to be closer but I was scared to go there. I was scared to drag her into my life and ruin someone else's in the process. Every day, I resisted the temptation that was Skye Madison. But every day, a part of me also kept asking the question, 'How bad could it be?' She wants me and I want her. It should work. I could make it work.

I clutched the steering wheel of my Ford Escape hard while navigating through the road leading to my house, banishing those dangerous thoughts like I usually do. But tonight, it became especially hard. The hurt on her face when she tried to ask me out and I could hardly get a word out still haunted me. I made her feel that way and I hated myself for it.

An incoming call started to come through the Bluetooth system of my car and guilt weighed down my heart when I saw the caller's name. Pressing the answer button, I schooled my voice to sound cheerful and normal.

"Hey, baby. What's up?"

I heard the TV blaring in the background and a door clicking shut muting the sound. "Just wondering what's taking you so long. All okay?"

I rubbed a free hand over my face. "Yeah. Sorry, I didn't text. I got caught up with work."

There was a pause where words were not necessary. We both knew that I always remembered to text even if I was caught up with work. First lie I had told to my partner of six years. I wondered if this was me starting to travel down the path of treachery. But that was ridiculous. I had not done anything.

Skye's face hovered in my vision again. Was she okay? Now I was regretting taking the day off. How will I make sure she was okay after the way I turned her down without even saying anything? She probably hates me.

"Cole."

Jerking out of my thoughts, I cleared my throat and realised I had missed part of the conversation. "I'm almost home. See you in a couple of minutes okay."

Silence again. Then I heard the call end tone instead of hearing some kind of verbal response.

Shit. I was in trouble.

~~~
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JASPER

My laptop lay open in front of me as I tried to work on editing the latest photos I had taken during an exclusive, high-class party in Finale Ligure. These needed to be ready by early tomorrow afternoon although Cole's latest antics had blown my concentration for most of the day.

My eyes kept drifting to the time shown at the bottom of the laptop screen. 11 p.m. Where the fuck was he?

That was when I heard footsteps outside the door, the sound of keys jingling and despite my irritation, my heart softened at the sight of Cole entering the living room. He threw his keys on the kitchen counter carelessly which acted as a divider between the living room and where all the cooking took place. Then he shrugged off his jacket and headed to the fridge for a drink. I pretended to get back to focusing on the laptop again, waiting a few seconds.

As expected, Cole shut the refrigerator door with a sigh. "Did we run out of lemons?" he called out.

I leaned back against the couch and watched him through narrowed eyes. "No. Why?"

He frowned slightly then shrugged. "Nothing," he muttered, his lips thinning before he stalked off into the bedroom.

I ran both hands through my hair then, my head falling back against the couch and I closed my eyes feeling like my world was slowly slipping through my fingers. Why was he acting like this? I had been noticing it for about two weeks now. He seemed absent-minded and came home later than usual. He never rose to the bait and fought with me when I tried to get under his skin. I was losing him. I was fucking losing him and the thought made me sick to my stomach. Why wouldn't he just tell me what was wrong?

I heard the volume of the TV being lowered and then felt a hand clamp on my shoulder. Opening my eyes, I saw Cole glancing down at me with a tender look in his eyes, now having changed into sweats and a t-shirt.  

"You coming to bed?" he asked me gently.

I let out a heavy sigh. "In a minute."

Nodding slightly, he disappeared into our bedroom again and I snapped my laptop shut before walking into the kitchen, my determination to stay mad at him fading at the mellowed way he had chosen to deal with my anger. Cole was in bed reading a book when I placed a glass next to his bedside table before starting to undress. He glanced at the chilled lemon juice which he loved so much, especially when I made them from fresh lemons and then grinned at me. I threw him a frown just to show him this did not change anything before getting in bed.

Putting the book away, Cole took a sip from his glass and smacked his lips at the tangy, citrusy flavour. "Thanks, wifey."

"Shut up. I'm not in the mood," I grumbled. He always liked to tease me about being the feminine part of our duo since I worked from home and liked to cook for us which was just so sexist and ridiculous because we both knew I was the very definition of alpha male.

I heard the thud of the glass on the table and then the mattress dipped some more as Cole lowered himself next to me.

"There's pizza in the fridge," I could not help but say even though I knew he usually ate something on the way whenever he was late coming home.

"I'm not interested in the pizza," he told me in a low voice before pressing his chest into my back.  

He had taken off his shirt and the feel of his hot skin against mine after hours of being apart was too much. I turned abruptly, grabbed the back of his head and clamped my mouth on his in a rough, absolutely brutal and completely desperate kiss, my tongue meshing with his furiously.

When I finished, I drew back and pinned him with an intense look as he breathed heavily from my assault.

"What the fuck are you hiding from me?" I growled and for a second, he looked guilty. Then he laughed a little and grabbed my hair so that he could kiss me this time.

"I've had a really long day, Wells. You can either put me to sleep by questioning me about something that's just you being paranoid or you can fuck my brains out so that we can both go to bed satisfied," he said, not really giving me a choice as he started grinding his lower body slowly but deliberately against mine, his green eyes flooding with lust. We were both hard and panting with need by now.

I found it hard to think then. He was all that mattered. Him and this moment where he only wanted to be consumed by me. Maybe I was just being paranoid and reading too much into his exhaustion from work. Maybe we just needed a change of scenery to get things back on track.  

Yeah, that was probably it. Cole would always belong to me. He has from the moment we met six years ago and nothing was going to change that.
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Skye

Mateo served me an iced mocha, presented me with a lascivious smile and retreated behind the counter at Moleskine cafeteria. He was fifty six and married with four grown-up kids but he flirted with me every chance he got. I didn't do anything to encourage him but it got me thinking. Older men really seemed to gravitate towards me. As though they wanted to daddy the fuck out of me or something.

I wasn't into all that shit. Yeah, I had daddy issues after never having received the love of my father but I didn't treat that as some sort of kink. No. Eeuw.

Sipping my cold beverage, I ignored Mateo's lingering glances as usual and turned my face towards the street, observing the world around me for a long time. I loved coming here after work in the afternoons. Sometimes I people-watched and other times, I just read. My apartment was nice and all but then it got so lonely in the evenings.

Living alone in a foreign country was hard and I didn't want to make it harder on myself by remaining cooped up at home all the time. That was why I took myself out. Treated myself whenever I could. Olivia made time for me sometimes and that was also nice.

But the ache in my soul....

Nothing could make that go away.

Not one single thing.

Sighing a little, I looked around for Mateo to indicate I was leaving and to put the bill on my tab which I would settle at the end of the week but my eyes locked with a pair of green ones instead.

Oh my God. What was Cole doing here? My heart skipped several beats as I blinked at him sitting at a table in the corner with some other guy. He had not shown up for work today so seeing him this way, dressed casually in jeans and a grey t-shirt in a place I was sure he did not usually frequent had me flustered.

Nodding at me slightly, he lifted his hand in a wave. My response was a weak smile. I was still so embarrassed about yesterday. Do I have to stop at his table and say 'Hi' now? It seemed like the proper thing to do instead of simply leaving. I thought about it as I gathered my purse and phone, glancing his way tentatively.

Fuck, he was staring. Like full on intense 'you-are-so-fucking-mine' kind of staring. There was a pleading in his eyes and it called to me. God, what was this? He was confusing me with all these mixed signals. Screwing with my head.

Standing abruptly, I stalked over to his table, intending to say a few words to him and then leave but his eyes widened a little and he shook his head at me firmly. I frowned. Now what? He had practically reached out to me with that longing expression on his face just to warn me off. What the hell was going on with this guy?

As soon as the question popped in my mind, the man who accompanied Cole lifted his head and then turned without warning to look at me.

My mouth fell open in shock. I would know him anywhere. He was my pervert. The one with the camera on the hotel balcony two weeks ago.

Recognition dawned on his features before his eyes shifted to Cole and then back to me. Then he let out a low growl. Yes. He actually growled in my direction, appearing extremely pissed off and making me gasp at the hostility I witnessed in his expression. What had I ever done to him?

Abruptly, Mr. Pervert turned Angry Man pushed back his chair, stood up and stalked off. Cole rubbed a hand over his jaw with a pained look on his handsome face. My heart ached at the worry I saw tightening his features and he caught my look and gazed at me for a long, spell-binding moment. He did want me. He did. I could tell from the way his eyes devoured me. But something was wrong. I knew it now. And it had nothing to do with his lack of interest in me.

~~~
[image: ]


COLE

I knew the moment I stepped inside our apartment that Jasper was not going to back down from interrogating me this time. He knew. He fucking knew I had feelings for Skye. He had seen it plastered all over my face in the cafeteria.  

Was it fate or coincidence? When Jasper had suggested that we go out for a coffee date after being too busy with work the past few days to get out recreationally, I had jumped at the idea. I needed things to be okay between us. I needed Jasper to be okay because his uneasiness increased my guilt tenfold.

He had driven us to some new place which he had discovered during one of his photo shoot gigs a couple of weeks back and we were just sitting there having a laugh when I had spotted her.

Alone again. Gazing at the crowd as though she wanted to lose herself in it forever. I tried like hell to pretend to be unaffected but my heart had other ideas. I couldn't stop looking my fill as Jasper got busy on his phone. She was so fucking beautiful. I realised with a jolt how much I had missed her today and the flirty, lavender halter-neck dress she wore made my dick stir in my jeans.

When she finally made eye contact, I had gone still, a wild mixture of emotions churning inside me. I knew I should look away after acknowledging her once but I did not. I could not. It had been a mistake. A flare of panic had gone up inside me when she had moved to approach me. I knew I would not be able to act like she was just somebody I knew at work if she talked to me in front of Jasper.

My emotions were too raw. The fucker would see right through me. Turns out, he did anyway. He sensed my movement while I indicated to Skye not to come closer and that was when I realised my secret was out.

"Wells?" I called him by his last name, the one he liked coming from my lips.

He was standing in the kitchen bare chested, his hands gripping the wooden counter hard and he looked positively furious. Shit.

"I'm sorry," I said to him quietly and meant it.  

Fuck. I loved this guy so much. He had been my rock for six solid years. We had built something strong together and yes, there had been women now and then whom we had brought back to our bed after some wild, drunken night but it had only happened a few times and we both had participated in the act. It had been done through mutual consent and the understanding was there that it was nothing but casual.

There was no room for a third in our relationship. That was the deal. Jasper was mine and I was his.

"Do you want her?" he shot at me without wasting words, his dark eyes full of anger and accusation.

I couldn't lie to him. He had loved me through thick and thin and deserved better. But I hated myself for hurting him.

"Jasper-"

"Answer the fucking question, Cole," he barked, the knuckles of his fingers turning white.

My jaw clenched while I battled all the emotions deep inside trying to claw their way to the top. "I...I'm..." I sucked in a painful breath, rubbed my face with my palms and tried again. "I'm in love with her, Wells."

Time stood still for a minute. I could not believe I had said those words out loud to my partner. The one I promised to never betray as long as I lived and breathed. My vision grew blurry with tears because of my colossal mistake. Fuck, why did I do that? Why did I tell him that?

If he had said those same words to me about another man or woman, I would have flipped.

"You don't love me anymore?" he asked me slowly and his voice broke a little.

Horror filled me at his misconception. "No!" I burst out and then shook my head desperately. "That's not what this is. I...I do love you. You're everything to me," I insisted, walking towards him to hold him or kiss him. Fucking show him that me falling for Skye did not lessen my feelings for this man but he just stepped away before I could touch him.

"Apparently, not everything," he muttered darkly.

"Jasper, I didn't ask for this okay!" I burst out, swallowing the lump in my throat. "I didn't ask for her to get under my skin until I couldn't think straight. I never meant for it to happen."

His laughter was short and forced. Bitter. "Did you try to stop it? Where did you meet her, Cole?"

"At work. We just talked. I wasn't having an affair with her."

Jasper shook his head, turning away from me. " At work," he repeated in a monotone. "Your new job? You started that two weeks ago. At any point in time when you realised you were catching feelings for her did you think to leave this job?"

I remained silent. Of course I did not. At first it was just because I loved every project I took up and half-assed jobs were not my style but soon it became all about Skye. Looking forward to seeing her every day.

Jasper turned back to me, his eyes bloodshot as he studied my guilt-ridden expression. I swallowed hard once more. I could not begin to explain how sorry I was. Not for loving Skye. But for having hurt him.

He scowled at me for what seemed like ages. Please don't leave me, I silently begged him even though he had every right to do so if that was what he wanted. I deserved it.

He moved closer to me, both of us breathing heavily and his hand came up to my jaw, his grip firm and unyielding.

"You didn't answer my question," he breathed, narrowing his gaze at me in a way that made my heart flip. "Do. You. Want. Her?"

I stared at him in shock. I had just told him I was in love with another person and he was asking me if I wanted her. Of course I fucking wanted her. I wanted her right here with me every single day for the rest of my life, loving her, taking away her pain. Making her feel for me as much as I felt for her. But I didn't want to lose Jasper in the process. God, I was a selfish motherfucker.

He must have seen the answer in my eyes because he nodded as if to himself and began running his fingers through my hair possessively. Lovingly.  

"You trust me, right?" he murmured as he continued to hold my gaze. "You know I would do anything for you?"

I still felt dazed due to this sudden change in his attitude. Why wasn't he yelling at me? Raging? Hurling insults and accusations and telling me to get the fuck out of his life?

"Yes," I managed to whisper.

He smiled slightly. "Cole. I would prefer you to be honest with me and spend time with this chick right here in our own home instead of creeping behind my back and feeling like you have to lie to me to protect me. Okay?"

I couldn't believe what he was saying. What? No, seriously, what?

"You're...you're okay with this, then?" I dared to ask, hope blooming inside my chest followed by something like dread. It could not be this easy. I could not be this lucky.

Jasper let out a breath, his expression serious and nodded after a moment. "Yes. Just don't ever lie to me. About anything. If you want to be with her, I want to know when and where it's happening."

My brow furrowed as I regarded him suspiciously "This isn't about sex, Jasper," I said sharply. "I'm not sharing her with you."

He made a face as if the idea was the most ridiculous thing he had ever heard.

"I don't want her," he bit out and glared at me. "You're welcome to her. If it makes you happy, I'm not going to stand in the way. But she better know you're mine. You were mine first and she doesn't get to take you away from me. Do you understand?"

Relief unlike anything flowed through my entire body and I found myself smiling with all of my heart. Damn. This was really happening. Jasper was okay with me bringing another person in this relationship and he also understood that she would be mine and mine alone.

"I fucking love you," I breathed out after a while.

He smirked at me. "I know. What's not to love?"

Grinning widely at him, I pulled him in for a hug. I was a lucky bastard. This guy was amazing. And he really would do anything for me. I knew that without a doubt now.

As he hugged me back, I brought my lips close to his ear and whispered, "You're sure though, right?" I didn't want him to agree to this if it caused him too much pain. "You won't change your mind later or be awful to her?"

He stiffened in my embrace and I winced. Jasper was tough on the outside but sensitive as hell deep down. I knew he tensed up because of my choice of words. It sounded like I was more worried about her than him.

"I'm sure," he replied tonelessly. "She'll get no trouble from me."

~~~
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 3​



[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


SKYE

"Hey, stranger."

I jumped as Cole's voice sounded in my ear before turning to face him, sucking in a sharp breath. He was looking and smelling so good this morning, I felt ready to climb him like a tree.

"Oh, hey," I replied a little breathlessly. He smiled at me, his green eyes twinkling behind those damned glasses. He knew I was hopelessly attracted to him. Maybe even halfway in love.

"Marco, do you mind if I steal Signorina Madison for a minute?" Cole asked without taking his gaze off me.

Marco glanced from me to him, grumbled something under his breath in Italian which sounded like how easily girls like me fell prey to smooth talkers like Cole and then he shook his head and walked away.

Cole grinned at me and I could not help the answering smile on my face. "Sorry about yesterday," he told me in a wry tone. "I was with my boyfriend and he didn't know anything about you until that moment so he freaked out. And so did I."

My eyes widened at his words. "What?" I managed to choke out.

His expression turned sober. "Skye, I'm with someone," he explained calmly. "I've been with him for a long time and this...," he gestured between us with one hand, "...this wasn't supposed to happen. But it did and Jasper knows about it and told me it's fine."  

Cole paused to gauge my reaction which was nothing short of shocked and bewildered before letting out a sigh. He hung his head. "I should've known this was a bad idea," he muttered to himself and let out a snort. "What was I thinking?"

"Cole-"

He held up a hand. "No. It's fine if you don't want to. It's not fair on you, anyway. I never considered for a moment that you wouldn't want to be with me." He grimaced. "That sounded so arrogant and presumptuous. I'm sorry, Skye. I shouldn't have led you on." Without waiting for my response, Cole began to walk away.

"Wait," I said quietly.

He stopped in his tracks and his back stiffened as I walked around to face him once more, studying his torn expression. Those green eyes carried so much gravity. So much pain. It was for me. It hurt him to have to let me go.

I was stunned because I had no idea Cole felt so deeply about me. He had hidden it so well.

"Jasper." I tested the name on my tongue. The name of my creeper. The tall, muscular image of him entered my brain and I didn't know what to think of it. "He's...your boyfriend."

Cole nodded. "We're in love," he said in a husky voice and then cleared his throat. "I know it's confusing and hard to believe but I care about you too. I want you both in my life."

His confession rocked me. He wanted me. He cared about me. What it must have taken for him to come out and say all this...to his boyfriend. To me. Despite the fact that it was not a conventional scenario. That some people might go berserk at the idea still, no matter how much the modern age intruded upon their values. I admired him for his honesty.

"Does he...will he...?"

He seemed to understand my unspoken question because his expression turned dark. "No. Never. You'll be with me. You'll lack for nothing. I will try to keep you as satisfied as possible."

My cheeks burned at his earnestness. Did he mean satisfied as in sexually or in general? I wanted to ask but now was not the time to flirt. This was serious. He was suggesting a ménage à trois which would not actually be a threesome because Jasper and I wouldn't be involved like that. We would just be sharing Cole.

"Skye?" Cole moved closer and his hands came up to caress my bare arms. It was the first time he had ever touched me. I realised he could have cheated on his boyfriend with me at work and we would not have known for a long time but he had never tried anything of the sort. He always kept his distance physically.

I swallowed and looked up at this man whom I could not walk away from for some reason. His pale pink lips parted and I wanted to kiss him so bad. To let him wrap his arms around me and make all the loneliness disappear. Yeah, I wanted Cole Sawyer. I wanted him something bad. But sharing him would be difficult. I had no idea how to go about it.

"I want to be with you," I told him softly, biting my bottom lip uncertainly. "I just...I'm not sure how..."

"I am," he interrupted me with a determined look. "I'll take care of it. Just follow my lead. We'll be happy, I promise."

My heart leapt at the idea. I wanted to believe him so bad. I was twenty three and promises from someone I barely even knew should not sway me when it came to such huge decisions. But I had been alone for so long and here was this amazing guy who was asking me to give him a chance. It would definitely be weird but I didn't want to regret turning him down without even trying first.

When I moved closer to him until our bodies were touching, his breathing quickened and I smiled a little. "You'll take care of it?" I asked him and his nod was solemn like he was making his wedding vows or something.

"I'll hold us down, baby," he reassured me, his voice confident and seductive. "I got this."

For some reason, I believed him. Maybe it was hope or just plain stupidity. But I trusted him to keep his word. That he would make this work for us. He would be the one navigating and leading me through all the uncertainty. I just had to take that step and lean on him.

Which I did. My eyes closed as I allowed him to wrap his arms around me. He felt so warm and hard. So right.

Mine.

"Okay," I whispered, inhaling his clean, masculine scent and feeling more than a little intoxicated.

His grip on me tightened. "You sure?"

I nodded into his chest. "I want to try." My hands slipped around his solid waist and I hugged him back, giving him my trust and affection. Needing to believe that this was the real thing. That he won't hurt me.

Cole let out a long breath as though a weight had lifted off his chest and said, "Thank you. We'll take it slow. You're going to love every minute of it."

I giggled at that. Nobody loved every minute of being in a relationship. I was not that naive. But I let his words calm my wildly beating heart. He was just cocky by nature and so far, it was not something I found annoying. I could do this. I could learn to be happily in love with a great guy who cared for me. It didn't have to be complicated.

Then he said those dreaded five words that threw me inside out.

"Jasper wants to meet you."

~~~
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"AREN'T YOU NERVOUS?"

"Nope."

"How come?" My eyes narrowed in suspicion. "Wait. Have you guys done this sort of thing before?"

He frowned. "What? No!" He paused and then added, "Um...not like this."

My expression grew incredulous. "Like what then?"

He hedged, loosening his work tie and switching lanes as the stereo in his car hummed. "It doesn't matter."

I sat back and folded my arms, pinning him with a death stare.

Cole glanced over at me and panicked a little. I wanted to laugh but kept my face impassive. We had not even been on our first date and already he was scared of me. I had that much power over him.

"It was just a few times. Pretty random. One night stands," he explained quietly and glanced at me to watch for my reaction.

"Men or women?" I questioned.

"Women. I don't really notice other guys anymore. Jasper is..." A smile curved his lips and a look of adoration crept over his face. I wondered if he was even aware. "He's enough for me in that area."

"You mean when you need dick?" I asked blatantly.

"Jesus, Skye." He laughed. "It's a little more than that."

I felt jealous. Which was surprising. That guy had been in his life for so long and they were in love. It did not stop Cole from wanting to be with me though. I needed to deal. He had promised me he would give this relationship his best shot.

"He really doesn't have a problem with me?" I asked skeptically. I would. Have a problem with it if I had been in a long-term relationship with someone and he suddenly told me he wanted to be with another person as well. This was beyond weird.

Cole turned into a side street in Barona and weaved through the heavy evening traffic like a pro. "Skye. There are two things you should know about Jasper Wells," he stated in a matter-of-fact voice. "He never goes back on his word. And he would do anything for my happiness."

I almost let out a snort. Jealousy sparked within me again. Cole sounded so much in love with his boyfriend. So in awe of him. So proud of their bond. I kind of hated that Jasper had met him first. That he had him first.

Then Cole's warm, heavy hand was on mine on the console and he squeezed. That was all it took to make me melt.  

"Relax, baby," he murmured and my heart jumped inside my chest at the sexy, possessive way he called me 'baby'. I loved it and I never wanted him to stop.

"I'm the only one he likes to bite," my future lover told me about his current one while watching the road and caressing the back of my hand with his thumb.  

I actually found myself wanting to growl at that and for a moment, I knew exactly how Jasper must have felt when he caught Cole staring at me in the cafe yesterday.

Well, at least we would have something to bond over.
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SKYE

"Holy Mother of God," I breathed out in awe.

"I know right?"

Shaking my head because I felt like I was in some kind of trance, I made my way over to Cole's humongous bookshelf lining one wall of the living room in his apartment.

The guy had everything. Every favourite fantasy author of mine. All the books. Special editions.

"Wow," I murmured, running my fingers over the spines. "Do you spend all your savings on buying books or something?"  

I usually just borrowed from the library or bought ebooks which were cheaper.  

"They're mostly gifts," he answered, coming over to stand beside me. I did not miss the fondness in his voice.

Jasper sounded like the perfect boyfriend so far. I wondered if he had a flaw.

"Awesome. You're very lucky."

He shrugged and smiled before leading me away from the books. I threw those babies a regretful look over my shoulder.  

'Later', I mouthed and turned to catch Cole smirking at me.

"Yes. Later," he agreed. "I didn't bring you here to read, you know."  

Rounding the kitchen counter, he got started on making me an iced mocha, which he already knew was my favourite drink.

"You like the place?" he asked me as he took stuff out of the cabinets.

The apartment was all polished wood, consisted of neutral colour schemes and minimal furniture. Two bedrooms, one bathroom with a laundry area next to it and a living room and kitchen along with a home office. It was average sized and quite cosy. I loved their front yard too. There were some wild orchids but mostly ferns. Nothing too flowery.

"It's great," I said amicably, watching him walk around the kitchen in his tight trousers and navy blue untucked shirt with the tie still hanging around his neck.  

He looked so sexy, I just wanted to walk up to him and kiss him. Maybe I should kiss him. He had shown me around, we had talked about what we liked and disliked some more plus I knew his family history and he knew mine.  

I was ready to dive into this relationship with an enthusiasm I did not know I possessed.

"Let me help." I started to rise because I felt that would be a good excuse to get closer to Cole physically but he stopped me immediately.

"No. Please. Just relax and I'll serve you. This is your first time here." He spoke like a well-mannered and chivalrous guy and the vixen in me just wanted to exploit him.

His movements were kind of methodical but I noticed the urgency in them as well. The need to please because he kept glancing at me to make sure I was comfortable and asked if there was anything else I needed. Hmm.  

"Cole?"

"Yeah?" He placed the iced mocha in front of me and looked at me expectantly.

I gazed into his kind eyes and reached out to place my hand over his. "You've become so important to me in such a short time. I care about you a lot and I think you're a great guy."

He frowned at me. "Are you breaking up with me already?" he quipped.

I shook my head. "I just want you to know I'm not running away at the first sign of trouble, okay? I'm going to give this my best as well. You don't need to worry."

He sucked in his lower lip and regarded me curiously for several seconds. "You realise this is not a conventional relationship, right? We might face hurdles normal couples don't. I don't want either of you to feel left out or anything. Especially you because Jasper already knows he's got me."

I let out a sigh. "If it gets too hard, I will tell you. But just so you know, it takes a lot for me to give up. I haven't met a guy like you before and I don't have any intention of letting you go anytime soon."

His entire face lit up and he turned his hand palm up to give mine a squeeze. "I really am a lucky bastard," he said with a wink.

I looked at his mouth. Just kiss me already. He must have realised what I wanted because he leaned forward and touched his lips to mine. It was a slow burn. The way he moved his lips over mine and sucked on my bottom one before tasting me with his tongue. I opened my mouth for him and we explored the new, sensational feelings that came with kissing somebody you've been fantasizing about for a long time. It was breathtaking. Heady. It took a lot for me to stay put in my seat.

"You taste good," he whispered against my lips. "Better than I imagined."

I think my limbs turned into jelly at his words. Bed. Now, my hormones screamed insistently.

The soft moan that escaped me made Cole's green eyes twinkle like twin jewels.  

"We'll get there. Don't worry," he promised. "Taking it slow, remember?"  

God, the guy was so in tune with me. I had heard of people being on the same wavelength and extremely compatible but this was just too amazing for words.

His phone pinged with a text then and he drew away to check it. A frown marred his forehead and he let out a breath before excusing himself to make a call. I sipped on my coffee, my ears picking up on the low murmur of his voice. He sounded pissed and returned to the kitchen after a couple of minutes with a definite angry scowl.

"What's wrong?" I asked hesitantly.

He shook his head and tapped on his phone again. "He's running late. I'm sorry. I know I said I'll introduce you guys tonight but something's come up."

I shrugged it off. I wasn't really that eager to meet Jasper anyway even if he did happen to be a significant figure in this trio of ours. This last minute change only meant more time with the man who was driving me crazier by the minute. In an absolutely delicious way.

"No problem," I replied and watched as he dialled some local pizza place and ordered take-out for us.

He placed his phone on the counter, shot me a gorgeous smile and asked, "You ready for our first date?"

~~~
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COLE

"Just so you know, I can sit through anything except chick flicks," I told Skye as she sat beside me in front of the TV minutes later, watching as I browsed through the selections on Netflix.

She gave me a sidelong glance. "I hate chick flicks," was her response.  

That pleased me. "What kind of movies do you like?"

"Porn," was her immediate response and the remote almost slipped from my fingers.

"What?"

Skye laughed. A light, soft sound filled with humour. "I'm kidding. I don't watch porn. Just play something with a lot of action scenes in it."

"300," I murmured in a low voice as I considered the movie.

"Oh, yes. It's one of my favourites. Gerard Butler is so yummy."

My lips curled in distaste. "He's like seventy years old."

She gave me a disgusted look of her own. "He's in his fifties. And I like his movies. Just play it."

"I don't want to watch it," I replied, moving on. Truth was, it was one of my favourite movies too but I did not want to sit there while she spent two hours drooling over some guy on the TV screen.

"God, you're worse than a girl," she scoffed.

"Excuse me?"

She spread out her hands in emphasis. "You know. When she's deciding what to wear and won't just pick something perfectly nice and suitable even if it's right in front of her."

I rolled my eyes at the dig and pressed play on the movie, Troy, after a moment's consideration.

"Wow. Eric Bana was like my first ever celebrity crush," she announced and settled down in a comfortable position.

"What about Orlando?" I asked her, acknowledging the fact that nothing was going to stop her from openly admiring movie stars whom she considered hot.

She shrugged. "Too much of a pretty boy."

I frowned. Jasper used to call me a pretty boy before we started dating just to piss me off.

"Brad?"

She shrugged. "Too blond."

I nodded. Okay, so she was not into blonds. That was something.  

"I love blondes," I told her after a while and eyed her long, golden tresses which were currently contained in a loose high ponytail.

She turned her head to look at me. "I can tell," she said with an amused expression and turned her attention back to the movie.

My lips twisted up in a smile and I moved slightly so that my arm brushed against hers. I heard her sharp intake of breath and glanced at her again. God, I was turned on. Fuck the movie. I wanted to bury my fingers in her hair, crush her mouth with mine and grind against her like a caveman. My gaze strayed to her chest where her nipples were visible through the thin t-shirt she wore. Skye squirmed a little at my blatant staring. It had been exactly two years since I had been with a woman and my body just ached to feel the difference again.

"Thought you said you wanted to take things slow," she pointed out in a low voice without taking her eyes off the screen.

I laughed at that. Damn. I loved this girl. She was fantastic. The pizza was delivered and we dived into it enthusiastically, watching the movie while conversing. I had ordered mine with very little cheese and oodles of vegetables which Skye teased me about, saying what was the point of me even eating pizza.  

At around eleven, I glanced out the front window overlooking the driveway and frowned.

Where the hell was he? He never stayed out this late. All he had said was that he was out with some clients. What the fuck? I wanted to call him but Skye was leaning into me so snugly, I did not want to break the spell. My phone was still on top of the kitchen counter. I stiffened when Skye let out a sigh and burrowed closer to me. Her arm was resting on my chest and her warm breath teased my neck. I realised she was asleep when she didn't make any further movements and her breathing evened out.

Poor baby. She must be feeling tired. We had both had a long day at work. She had had a chance to go home and change before I drove her here with the intention of dropping her back to her place after our dinner date. I didn't think Skye would mind if I chose not to wake her. I needed to get out of my work clothes and shower, maybe call Jasper. I was starting to get a little worried now.

As slowly and carefully as possible, I maneuvered our position so that I could pick her up without waking her and carried her into the spare bedroom. Leaving her alone to sleep by herself in an unfamiliar place went against my instincts but this was our first date and I couldn't just sleep with her especially since it was the last thing Jasper would expect to see when he finally came home.

I wanted to make this transition as smooth as possible for all of us. Finding me in bed with Skye was obviously not the best way for them to meet.  
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SKYE

I woke up in a semi-dark room and blinked a few times in confusion, trying to remember where I was. The bed felt too soft, the sheets too silky. The fog in my brain cleared and I sat up slowly, my t-shirt and jeans sticking to my body. Glancing over to the bedside table where a lamp was lit dimly, I noticed my phone, the keys to my apartment and a change of clothes. I needed to pee and my stomach kept growling even though I had had dinner. Cole must have put me in the spare room after I fell asleep.

Changing into the boxer shorts and t-shirt he probably left out for me, I breathed easy and made my way over to where the bathroom was. The house felt quiet at night and kind of spooky because it was not familiar to me so I kept the bathroom light on which sort of spilled into the kitchen.

Cheesecake. He told me there was some cheesecake in the fridge but I had somehow forgotten about dessert as we talked into the evening even after the movie had ended. Finding the cake, I placed a slice on a plate and settled at the counter, scrolling through my phone to find a song to play. The quiet was getting to me. My own apartment was connected to others in a long building with thin walls so there was always some kind of noise even this late at night. I liked it that way.

As I swung my legs and dug my fork in the cheesecake, Selena Gomez started crooning Hands to Myself, the volume just low enough so that nobody would be disturbed by it. I kind of missed Cole. If it wasn't for this Jasper dude who was probably home by now, I would be waking Cole up and asking him to share the cake with me before we crawled into bed together. He was right. This situation was not going to be easy at all.

I was lost in thought and my eyes closed momentarily as the sweet flavour of the dessert hit my taste buds so when a tall, broad figure walked into the kitchen, I nearly had a heart attack.  

No shirt. Bare feet. Just dressed in black sweatpants that clung to his hips in a sexy manner. I was not prepared for my other reaction at all.  

A slow throbbing started between my legs, making me squirm in my seat. The guy looked good enough to nibble on. As I watched him open the fridge and remove a can of soda, a thin sheen of sweat formed on my forehead and my heart started thumping wildly inside my chest.

Without a word, he walked over to the opposite side of the breakfast bar and gulped down some of his drink while I watched with my mouth half open. Watched his Adam's apple bobbing up and down, the strong column of his throat left exposed. Watched the lithe, firm, broad torso he had on display for my hungry eyes. He made me want to bury myself in his chest and meowl like a kitten.  

When he lowered the bottle and caught me staring, he slowly licked the moisture from his lips and it was like some kind of a cue for the moisture to start seeping from my pussy.  

"What?" he snapped with a slight frown and I shook my head like a dumb person before clearing my throat.

"You...er...you must be Jasper. I'm Skye," I croaked, going back to my cake, my wit and intelligence deserting me in the face of his overwhelming sexiness.

Jasper grunted something and sat down opposite me, taking the spoon from my hand and digging it in the cake.  

"Well, we've seen each other twice before already so let's not make a big deal out of this," he said in a rude tone but I was too busy being mesmerized by the way that spoon slipped into his mouth. He savoured the taste for a moment before licking some of the cream from his lips.

Jesus. What was he doing to me? Hunger unlike anything else clawed its way from inside me fighting to be given priority. I felt so horny at that moment. So fucking turned on. And he was just sitting there, apparently unaware of my state of arousal.

I almost moaned when his tongue darted out and he licked the spoon after taking a few
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