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This book is dedicated to lovers who play in and out of the bedroom, those who never stop playing, and those who desire to please their partners and get off on getting their partner off, plus celebrate who they truly are because that’s how it should be. Openness in sexuality should be celebrated and is a blessing. Try new stuff! Fulfill your fantasies! 

Mutual pleasure is mutual bliss.

This book is erotic romance, please read and enjoy it knowing this is the genre it is in. 

Marinate in your sexuality daily.
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Layla hadn’t expected to get stranded in a cabin with him, but the first thing she thought about was the fact that Charlie had always made eye contact with her when she’d been at her friend Marla’s house. Charlie and Marla were twins, but Layla saw nothing similar about them. Marla was outgoing and flirty, the life of the party, whereas Charlie was the guy hiding in the corner, downing a half bag of Cheetos. Not that he wasn’t fun—when he’d relaxed and Marla and Layla played a board game or video game with Charlie, he was a different, and a way more relaxed guy. Layla figured he was just socially awkward, so he needed the structure of some sort of game to be social.

She glanced his way, and he quickly withdrew his eyes and shifted them to the floor. She sighed, then rolled her eyes to the ceiling. This would be all up to her. “So, when do you think Marla will get here? I’m starving.”

“I don’t know.” He looked at his phone and shrugged. “She texted an hour ago and said she was getting ready to go, so I figure it will be at least a few hours.”

She had endured a pretty much silent drive up to the cabin with Charlie, and now being forced to sit on the couch with a mute Charlie was even more painful. Her car had died, and since Charlie lived near Layla, Marla had convinced her to just ride up with Charlie because she had to work, and it would take longer for Marla to pick her up. So why not ride with Charlie?

Mime boy was exactly why! But she agreed to ride with Charlie because it made life easier for Marla. They were busy enough with finishing up schoolwork before spring break, so she didn’t want to add stress to her best friend’s life. 

Spring break at a cabin was all they could afford, being college students. Marla and Charlie’s parents had loaned them the cabin for the week, just to get away and get some rest and relaxation. Being it was in the mountains, it was colder, and snow still was around, but none of them had money to ski or board, anyway. It was purely just a getaway with nice scenery. At first, it was just supposed to be Marla and Layla, and the girls had rejoiced, but then Charlie wanted to tag along, and Marla had no choice but to accept it because her parents wouldn’t say no to Charlie.

“Is there any food at all? I’m just ravenous.”

Charlie looked scared as he shrank into the couch. “I don’t know. I never shop for here. But maybe my mom left stuff in the fridge or freezer. We can go check.” 

He was such a wimp that Layla rolled her eyes and stood up.

“I’ll check the basement freezer. You check the kitchen,” Layla instructed.

“I’m sorry, again, Layla. I’m sorry I didn’t check the gas gauge one more time.”

She blew out a puff of air. The truth was, if he had checked it, they could have gotten gas and then they’d have been able to go get food. She hadn’t realized she’d have to babysit the driver.

“It’s okay, maybe we will find a frozen pizza or something. All I have is gum in my purse.” She regretted not packing at least a few snacks, or granola bars, or something. She’d been in such a rush to pack before Charlie arrived, now she wished she’d have just made him wait.

She bounded down the stairs, enjoying the slickness between her lower lips as she moved. This was about the time every afternoon that her libido flared and she masturbated. She’d considered leaving Charlie and just saying she was going to take a nap so she could rub one out, but her stomach was winning the battle.

She slipped her blond curls behind her right ear and searched for the light switch. The utility room was the cleanest one she’d seen in her life. Marla and Charlie’s mom was an organization freak, which was basically the opposite of Marla, who had piles of leggings beneath books and blankets in the corners of her apartment bedroom. She’d collected enough takeout containers to make a tower that reached the ceiling the last time she was there. Layla had noticed a slight mold smell and had begged Marla to take it down and toss all of them. Who knew what kind of toxic moldy air Marla was breathing on a daily basis?

Layla flung up the lid of the big coffin-sized freezer and breathed a sigh of relief. The twin’s mom was pulling through with her geeky organization. She had stacks of frozen pizzas, lasagna, and leftover meats, all in neat stacks with printed labels detailing the date made, the date frozen, what dish was in each container, and even the ingredients. The woman clearly had too much time on her hands.

“Bless you, Misty!” She grabbed two frozen pizzas and ran up the stairs.

Charlie stood in the kitchen looking guilty.

Layla raised her eyebrows at him. “Your mom is the best! She has loads of food down there and all labeled and shit even.”

“Sounds like my mom.” He turned on the oven. “What’s the temp?”

“425.” She began to unwrap the pizzas and glanced at her phone. Nothing from Marla. “Any drinks around here? Wine? Beer? Booze?” Layla was ready to have a good time, and that always started with a drink.

“I’ll check,” Charlie said in a stoic voice.

Layla snorted, disgusted with his ho-hum ‘tude. “Let’s get this party started!” She’d have to double up on the exuberance to liven up this dud.

Charlie left the room and Layla started opening cupboards.

The front door opened, and Layla heard men’s voices. She froze as fear spiked across her insides.

She snuck along the hallway so she could peer around the corner. Her heart was beating a million times a second and she wished she’d grabbed a kitchen knife. She leaned over and peeked. A sigh of relief flooded her, and her cheeks flushed as she saw it was the twin’s older brother, Heath, and a legit herd of his med school classmates—well, likely med students anyway, since they always hung out together.

Heath was boisterously laughing, which made him look even more jovial than usual, which was hard to accomplish. The man just oozed sex appeal, and when he didn’t, he literally released pheromones that usually made Layla want to grab him, strip him, and ride him to big O town. Her heart fluttered as she stepped into their view.

“Oops, Heath. I think the parents must not have talked.” She shrugged as she raised her hands to the level of her breasts, then stuffed them under her C cups.

“Oh, Layla! You and Marla are here too? Dang. Dad told me it was open this week, so I brought up these yahoos to party.” His grin was brilliant, his eyes were dynamite, and his body, well, that was just pure fucking fire.

“Yeah, your mom said we could use the cabin. And Charlie’s here too,” she said apologetically.

Heath grinned bigger. “Well
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