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      A woman, torn between her two loves at college graduation—the tattooed bad boy and the star athlete—makes her choice. Five years later, when she and the now rival tech billionaires attend the same charity gala, old jealousies and passions return for a night they'll never forget… and life-altering decisions!
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      Five years ago ...

      It was everything Emily had imagined, but nothing she’d ever expected.

      The world was in sharper focus around her even though it seemed like a dream, the most erotic and sensual dream she’d ever had. She could smell the flowers, the intoxicating sweetness filling her lungs as the cool night breeze flowed over her, drawing the heat from her skin. Her fingers brushed over the soft grass, tickling her palms as she dug into the soil, attempting to hold onto something, steady herself.

      She was dizzy, almost delirious from the sensations flashing through her body as she lay there, totally and completely at their mercy. One hand rested on her breast, squeezing it with care while another hand slipped between her legs, stroking and teasing her desire. Fingers danced between her folds, prolonging the waiting and teasing her even more. Yet another hand cupped her cheek, a pair of lips laying down a trail of butterfly kisses along her jawline. The mouth nibbling above her belly button paused for a second, wet tongue flicking out to tease her navel before shifting further south, stirring her to new heights of pleasure.

      Emily sighed, unable and unwilling to think past the moment. Even in her wildest fantasies, she’d never been able to fully imagine how amazing this would be.

      It’d taken a leap of faith to stand there and reveal her innermost dreams and desires to them. For a second, she’d worried the pair would turn and walk away, their friendship ended.

      But Blake had been the first to react, telling her he loved her and he’d do anything to make her happy.

      Dane had done the same, matching Blake stride for stride as they’d shed their clothing and advanced on her, their hungry stares sending her mind spinning.

      She’d denied the truth to herself for far too long, but now she’d finally taken the final step to make her dream into reality. It was still hard for her to fathom, to understand what she’d done. What they’d done.

      What they were doing together.

      The hard truth was that she had fallen in love with two men. Two strong men that she wanted in every sense of the word. Now both of them were there with her, totally dedicated to giving her pleasure.

      Which she’d return with the same love and devotion.

      When she could breathe again.

      She slid one hand down into Blake’s hair as her favorite rebel continued his merciless pursuit of her pleasure. He let out a growl, mumbling something about getting her a tattoo to match his own. She gripped the dark locks as he kissed the delicate skin on her thigh.

      He pulled it between his lips, tugging playfully, and she knew she’d be wearing his mark tomorrow.

      Her other hand moved up to cup the back of Dane’s neck as he drew her nipple into his mouth, an attempt to try and steady herself. From the moment they’d met, he’d been the stable one in her life, the cool, sensible voice of reason. Except right now, what he was doing, what they were doing, was anything but reasonable.

      This would change everything. For all three of them. And nothing would ever be the same again, in her world or theirs.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Dane looked at the woman who was quivering underneath him, writhing at his touch. He loved her. Nothing else in his life mattered. When she’d nervously chewed on her bottom lip and asked them both to make love to her, he had known he couldn’t refuse, no matter the cost.

      So had Blake.

      He glanced down at where Blake lay between her legs, his shoulder-length dark hair brushing against her soft white skin. When he’d first met Blake, he’d expected to be rejected with a hearty sneer from the tough leather-wearing rebel. But instead he’d found a friend, someone to laugh and have fun with, a kindred spirit. When they’d both fallen for the same woman it’d put a strain on their friendship, but it hadn’t broken. The two of them had known the final decision had to be left to Emily.

      When she’d told them what she wanted, what she needed, Blake hadn’t flinched. Instead, he’d laughed and stripped down with a wicked smile, eager to start the festivities.

      Blake might play the tough guy with everyone else, but with Dane and Emily he allowed his gentler side to show through—the smart, sexy side Emily had fallen in love with and that Dane respected. He’d waited patiently for her to make a decision on this night, their college graduation, as they prepared to charge out into the world.

      And she had—but it wasn’t anything like what either of them had expected.
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      Blake felt a thrill surge through his bones as Emily let out a passion-filled scream, the sound almost enough to send him over the edge. He looked up and licked his lips, seeing Dane sprawled out beside her.

      The night was young and he wanted this to last as long as possible. The years of joking and laughing together were over. The teasing, the taunting, the guessing about which one of them she was going to choose to be with was over.

      Now there was only Emily. Only her.

      But deep in his heart, deep in his soul, there was sadness, a darkness tainting the moment. He knew this night was going to be a one-time event. It had to be. At the end she would walk away with one of them and leave the other wanting. From here they would walk their separate lives, this one night of passion tying them together in an erotic knot that they’d never be able to untangle fully.

      He knew this, and yet he couldn’t help himself from wanting more—even at the risk of losing part of himself.

      He caught Dane’s eye and knew he was thinking the same thing, but they were trapped, their love for Emily pulling them together.

      And throwing them apart with the power of an atomic bomb when the night was over.
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      Present Day . . .

      Dane stole a look at Emily as he drove, his concern increasing with each mile. She’d been quiet that afternoon as they’d prepared for their yearly return to the college campus—too quiet. She’d tried to hide it from him but he’d seen through her façade, seen the sadness showing in her smile, the way she walked.

      Every year it got worse, and every year Dane tried to find out why. The gentle teasing had changed over time to awkward questioning and then to outright demands as to the source.

      “I don’t know,” the tearful response came back to him. “I don’t know.” She wrapped her arms around herself and shook her head. “If I knew how to fix this I would. But I don’t.”

      He believed her.

      This year, Dane had offered to call in sick and say she was staying home to keep him company, let them avoid the gala altogether. He’d take the hit, bear the verbal blows and social media snarks for missing it.

      But she would have none of it, determined to support the charity they’d helped create.

      “Look, I see how it makes you unhappy. Every year, every time we go, I see how it grinds on you,” he’d protested. “Let’s skip a year. People will talk, but they’ll get over it.”

      “No,” she’d insisted. “We owe it to the children and we owe it to the sponsors.” She’d looked at her reflection in the bathroom mirror. “I don’t want to let anyone down.”

      Dane had put his arms around her from behind, kissing the back of her neck. “Maybe this year you’ll figure it out.”

      “Maybe,” she admitted. “All I know is that not going isn’t going to solve anything.” She looked at their reflections. “Let’s get going. I don’t want to be late.”

      So, he had led her down to the garage to the car, and they headed out to the campus for their yearly pilgrimage.

      He thought about turning around, about taking a turnoff and running up into the mountains where no one would think to look for them.

      But she was right—they had responsibilities. Five years had turned them from wild, impulsive college students into solid, upstanding adults. Emily was a skilled criminal lawyer working with the Innocence Project to help wrongly convicted people get out of jail. Her breakthrough case not only helped free a man from jail, it’d highlighted a small town’s ineffective and corrupt police force. The resulting fame hadn’t gone to her head—she’d turned it into a powerful force directed at raising funds for her cause, as well as the other charities she focused her attention on.

      Dane had taken his trust fund and purchased a faltering software company, turning it around into one of the most successful online educational websites in the world. He’d drawn the best and the brightest to his side, winning him private and public praise from all corners.

      But all of this, all of it, didn’t matter if the love of his life wasn’t happy.
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      “Hey.” Dane reached out and took her hand. “You know you can always talk to me, right?”

      Emily smiled. “I know. And I do love you.” She glanced out at the road. “I just . . .” She sighed. “I don’t know what’s wrong, so I can’t fix it. And neither can you.” She shook her head. “I’m sorry.”

      “No. Don’t apologize.” He pulled her hand to his mouth and kissed it. “We’ll figure it out sometime. But if you want to leave at any time, you say the word and we’re out of here. Okay?”

      She nodded. “I promise.” Emily drew a shallow breath and focused on the trees lining the road.

      Her face brightened as they got closer, pointing out landmarks along the way. He joined in, his spirits lifting as she cheered up with every laugh and shared memory.

      By the time Dane maneuvered the sports car through the university campus, they were each pointing out to the other how this building had been repainted since last year and that tree had been cut down and so on, both caught up in the nostalgia.

      When they arrived at the hall where the gala was being held, they were both in a much better mood. As they slid into line behind the other arriving cars, Dane felt more composed and less stressed out than he’d been on the drive in.

      “Remember when they set that fire over there to protest the new parking lot rules, and it got out of hand?” Dane paused as the valet opened the car door for him.

      Emily waited until he’d gotten around to the other side before replying, her own door already open courtesy of the second valet.

      “Because they decided to toss in all the bad food that had been rotting in the dorm fridge.” She gave an exaggerated shudder. “Lord, did it stink.”

      “Wonder what made me think of that.” Dane took her arm and smiled as the cameras started to go off in a symphony of flashes as they headed for the front door leading into the event hall.

      The press surged forward, bumping against the velvet ropes as they tried to get as many images as possible of the power couple for the social pages. Emily gave them a twirl, happy to show off the beautiful emerald green dress she’d worn for tonight’s event. She’d put up an open call on her personal website asking for submissions, drawing eager entries from young designers looking for their big chance. The winning entry was sure to make the front pages on all the hot social websites, sending plenty of business to the small company. It was her own way of continuing to give back, helping those with talent to be discovered.

      The dress was beautiful, the diamond necklace around her neck sparkling in the flashing lights. Dane couldn’t help but feel proud to be at her side.

      He beamed and applauded her display, stroking the back of her neck and kissing the sensitive spot there. He felt her shiver and sway, letting him know that she was as affected by him as he was by her. She kissed his cheek, ramping up the questions shouted over the barriers as he led her down the aisle.

      “When are you going to get married?”

      “How do you feel about the Johnson case going to appeal?”

      “Have you talked to Blake Wittsworth about merging your companies?”

      This last one got Dane’s attention.

      He released Emily’s arm and advanced on the reporter. “What?”

      The middle-aged man beamed and shoved his phone into Dane’s face, happy to have gotten his attention. “Word is with Wittsworth’s triumphant start-up earlier this year, there’s talk about you approaching him and asking for a business merger. He’s sold millions of copies of his newest virtual reality game, making him one of the country’s newest billionaires.” The man paused. “The rumor is that you’ll work with him to build some sort of educational three-dimensional programs.”

      “That’s not happening.” Dane replied. “That would never happen.” He sliced the air with one hand. “Our goals are totally different. I want to educate people and he wants to race virtual motorcycles. There’s nothing we have in common.”

      “Surely you understand people are going to talk, and where there’s smoke . . .”

      Dane glared at the man, silencing him.

      He spoke slowly, making sure he kept eye contact with the now-flustered reporter. “There is nothing here to discuss or report. Blake Wittsworth is a good man, a smart man, and excellent in his business dealings, but I am his equal, if not his better.” It was hard to keep his voice below a yell. “There’s nothing going on between us. No merger, no buy-out, nothing at all.”

      A hand fell on his arm, the well-manicured nails digging into the expensive black fabric.

      Emily’s.

      She beamed at the shaken man, turning her charm up to eleven on a scale of ten. “What Dane is saying is we both wish Blake Wittsworth the best. We’re here tonight to promote literacy, a worthy cause we can all get behind. I’m sure you understand how important this is for us and for the public.”

      The reporter nodded, now focused on her. “True. True.”

      Emily continued as she nudged Dane back toward the building. “You know I didn’t come from money. My mother worked hard and long to pay for my education, taking on extra jobs to help me out, which is why I jumped at the chance to become one of the members of the board when this foundation was formed.”

      “Which includes both Mr. Gordon and Mr. Wittsworth
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