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Chapter 1



Seduction was Javier Morales’ specialty. He’d honed it since he was old enough to notice the differences between girls and boys, savoring the thrill of his sister’s lips on him in the cramped bed they’d once shared. She’d been his first conquest, but hardly his last. High school had only sharpened his skills—his dark, chiseled looks disarmed classmates and even a few teachers, who later pleaded with him to keep their empty-classroom trysts a secret. Now, in his late twenties, more striking than ever, Javier was convinced no woman could resist him once he set his sights on her.

That confidence, though, was starting to wear thin among the regulars at his favorite dive bar. Night after night, he spun tales of his exploits, each more outrageous than the last, until his buddy Mark had had enough.

“Bullshit,” Mark snapped, cutting through Javier’s latest story of a sultry conquest. “No one’s that good, I don’t care how much of a stud you think you are.”

“Truth, amigo,” Javier shot back, raising his right hand dramatically, eyes glinting upward. He flashed that grin—the one he swore could unlock any woman’s heart, or at least her bed. “Any woman can be mine if I play it slow and right.”

“And I say bullshit again,” Mark countered, digging into his wallet. He slapped a twenty on the bar with a smirk. “Put up or shut up.”

“Called,” Javier chuckled, matching the bill. “Hey, Rico,” he yelled over the bar’s clamor, waving the grizzled bartender over, “hold this for us—friendly wager. One of us will claim it in… a month?” He glanced at Mark, who nodded with a sly grin. “Now, who’s the target? Gotta be someone we both know, close enough to track.”

Mark leaned back, crossing his arms. “I’ll make it simple. Go for Lisa. She knows you already, and I’d bet my left nut no guy’s getting in her pants unless she’s begging for it. You won’t even get past a handshake.”

Javier’s brow furrowed for a split second, a rare flicker of doubt. “Fine by me, but I don’t want this screwing up our friendship over a fling. You sure you’re okay with me bedding her?”

Mark laughed, loud and sharp, then dropped his voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “Not a worry in the world, man. But I hope you do—I’d kill to know someone’s nailing her behind my back.”

Javier, Mark, and Lisa were a familiar trio in their party circle. Javier had always kept his distance from her out of respect for Mark, but now his mind raced. Lisa was a knockout—curves that begged to be touched, lips that promised trouble. It’d be a challenge, sure, but he was ready. He just hoped Mark meant what he said about wanting her to stray. Plenty of guys in their crew would line up for a shot at her. First, though, he had to shift her view of him—from friend to lover—and he started plotting with care.

Mark agreed to give him free rein, as long as Javier kept him posted. To smooth the path, Mark even faked a last-minute illness for their planned movie night as a threesome, insisting Javier and Lisa go without him. Lisa hesitated but relented, just as Mark predicted. It was the opening Javier needed.

In the dim theater, Javier could barely keep his eyes off her. Lisa’s figure was a distraction all its own—full breasts straining against her top, legs crossed just so. “What a rack,” he thought, practically drooling. “Bet she’d love those beauties worshipped.” Without overthinking it, he draped his arm over her seat back, careful not to brush her yet.

Lisa glanced at him, startled by the move. But he kept his gaze fixed on the screen, feigning absorption in the flick. She relaxed, brushing it off. Javier had never crossed a line with her before—she felt safe with him, despite the whispers about his charm that made other women at the club giggle. Even when his fingers grazed her shoulder a few minutes later, she didn’t tense. He wasn’t even looking her way; his eyes were closed, head lolling slightly. Was he asleep? She nudged him with her elbow, but he didn’t stir—his head just tipped onto her other shoulder.

She wasn’t shocked. Both Mark and Javier had griped about brutal weeks at work, early mornings wearing them down. They’d still insisted on this movie for her sake. So she let him doze, enjoying the film herself. His hand slipped from the seat back, resting now on the curve of her breast. It didn’t faze her—not even when he stirred as the credits rolled, snapping awake with the swelling music.

He straightened, hand still lingering. Lisa didn’t mind; it felt oddly comforting.

“Sorry about that,” Javier said, rubbing his neck with a sheepish grin. “Guess I was more wiped than I thought. Hope you liked the movie. Sorry I was such a dud.”

Lisa laughed, light and easy. “I did, and you looked cozy, so I let you sleep.”

“Thanks,” he replied, unleashing that megawatt smile. “Had some killer dreams, at least.”

“Clearly,” she teased, recalling how, right at the end, his fingers had pressed into her breast—a bold little move she’d secretly enjoyed, though it came from an unexpected source. Since her fling with the delivery guy back before they moved to this town, only Mark had touched her like that. The memory sent a shiver through her, a sudden ache flaring between her thighs. She needed Mark—now.

The ride home was quiet, but the air crackled with something new, a heat Lisa couldn’t ignore. She caught herself staring at Javier’s profile—sharp jaw, dark eyes—and fought the pull of old, reckless urges. “No,” she scolded herself. She’d vowed after that wild week with the delivery guy—Eric, his name was—never to let lust take over again. But the ember still glowed, ready to ignite. Javier’s looks didn’t help, and when they pulled up to her and Mark’s place, she was almost relieved.

“Thanks for a nice night,” she started, just as Javier’s lips brushed her cheek.

“No, thank you,” he said, voice warm. “Mark’s a lucky bastard, and it was my pleasure to hang with you.” That smile worked overtime as he took her hand, kissed it, and strolled back to his car.

Lisa stood there, stunned. With one smooth move, Javier had slipped past her defenses, planting himself in her mind as more than a friend. She got why women fawned over him now. A flush crept up her cheeks as she replayed the night, the subtle touches, the effect they’d had. She lingered outside longer than needed, wrestling with her thoughts.

Javier, meanwhile, knew exactly what he’d sparked. “Mmm,” he mused, “she’s gonna be one hell of a lay.” Unlocking his apartment, he considered calling Mark to brag about step one but stopped himself. “He’ll know soon enough,” he said aloud, stripping for a shower. Catching his reflection—cock already thickening—he grinned. “Soon enough.”

“Did you have fun?” Mark asked as Lisa brushed her hair, prepping for bed. He was already under the covers, waiting.

“Uh-huh,” she nodded, finishing her strokes. “You feeling better?”

“Much,” Mark grinned, scooting over as she slid in beside him. His erection tented the sheets. He figured she had more to say about her night but didn’t push. Instead, he pulled her close, kissing her, hands roaming her soft stomach, inching toward those lush breasts.

Lisa knew the drill. Ever since her slip with Eric—unbeknownst to her, Mark had found out—he’d been insatiable, taking her whenever the mood struck. Tonight was no exception. She kissed him back, hand drifting to his hardness. Javier’s warmth beside her all evening, that lingering touch, had left her ravenous, and she was ready to give that hunger to Mark.

Three hours later, Mark groaned, back arching as Lisa clawed at him mid-orgasm. She always loved the rush of his release filling her. He rolled off, breathless.

“That was amazing, babe,” he whispered, hand sliding to her soaked core. “You get sexier every damn day.” He rubbed the warm mess into her skin, wondering if Javier had gotten to her tonight. She wasn’t as drenched as after Eric, but she’d been eager—maybe too eager.

“For me too,” she murmured, meaning it. Mark always satisfied her, yet she couldn’t fathom why he pushed her to stray. Drifting off, she wondered what Javier’s release would feel like inside her. Even after Mark’s thorough loving, that old thrill of a stranger’s touch flickered in her mind. She’d fought it, swore she didn’t want it, but deep down, she knew she’d loved it.


























Chapter 2


Lisa’s dreams that night were a torrent of lust. Images of college flings flooded her mind—nameless guys who’d filled her with their heat, their eager hands and mouths exploring every inch of her. Then came Eric, the delivery guy with a tongue that could unravel her, showing her the bliss of mutual pleasure. And now Javier crept in, his dark eyes promising the same. She woke drenched, a wet dream capping off a night of restless desire.

Five days later, she was sprawled face-down on a blanket in their living room, Javier straddling her hips. His strong hands kneaded the knots in her back while Mark lounged nearby, watching.

“Wish I knew how to do that,” Mark said, his tone lazy, though his eyes betrayed the lie. “Lisa gets these cramps, and only a deep rub works them out. Thanks for stepping in, man.”

Javier’s fingers moved with purpose, sliding over her skin, inching toward the sides of her breasts, pressed flat and spilling out from her bikini top. “I could teach you,” he offered, knowing full well Mark had no interest in taking over.

Mark chuckled. “Nah, I’d botch it. Especially when I’ve got a pro like you who nails it every time. Look at her—she’s loving it!”

Lisa cracked her eyes open, smirking at Mark before sticking out her tongue. His casual vibe about Javier’s hands on her in that skimpy bikini had been a constant since they’d all started hanging out. It began at the pool—Mark swimming, her sunbathing, the heat prickling her skin. She’d asked Mark for lotion, but he was too far off. Javier, lounging nearby, had jumped in. Nothing sexual then, just friendly, though the bulge in his briefs told her he’d enjoyed it. Mark never minded, just grinned and kept on with his laps, letting Javier take over the task whenever she needed it.

The massages were newer, sparked a few weeks back when she’d tweaked her back gardening. Javier had offered to work it out, and now, whenever she winced and complained, Mark dialed him up. Today, Javier’s hands stroked her with long, deliberate motions, creeping closer to the soft flesh of her chest. “Just how I’ll take her,” he thought, picturing it—a slow, deep ride, better than any he’d had before. He glanced up, catching Mark’s wink and subtle nod when Lisa couldn’t see. Mark knew he was gunning for those tits, and he was green-lighting it, right here, right now.

Javier didn’t hesitate. His next stroke slid over the edges of her breasts, then pulled back, repeating the tease a few times. The contact was electric, subtle enough to dodge suspicion but bold enough to stir her.

“Mmm, that felt good,” Lisa murmured, pushing up onto her elbows, forcing Javier to stand. It had been good—too good. His hands were getting too curious, and she felt the heat
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