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Chapter One

Emma



“I can’t believe you asked Peter out. How desperate are you?” 
I shoot a glare at my friend Kayla, stunned by her bluntness. But I really shouldn’t be surprised—she always tells it like it is, and I should probably be grateful for that.
Peter’s reputation is notorious, so I understand why she’d question my decision. Honestly, I’m asking myself the same thing right now.
“I’m sure he’s better than he was in high school.”
My other friend, Skylar, scoffs. “He would have to be.”
Peter is known as Jasmine Hollow’s resident hothead. He’s just passionate, that’s all. He has kind moments, too. Like when I asked him to go out with me this weekend. He didn’t even hesitate.
I also know he’ll sleep with me if I ask, and that’s my ultimate goal. We graduated high school three years ago and so many people from our class are married and have babies of their own. Therefore, not virgins.
But I’m sitting in Skylar’s bakery as virgin as they come. I’m crawling out of my skin, waiting for my turn. It doesn’t help that I live with three gorgeous men who see me as nothing more than their roommate.
We’ve grown close over the last six months of living together. Close enough that they’re comfortable cozying up on the couch with me. They don’t stop their hands from brushing mine when we pass the remote around or at the dinner table when someone needs a napkin. 
We’ve all walked in on each other in various stages of undress, and no one ever makes a big deal about it. 
And they’re in the kitchen every morning, singing as they make breakfast like we’re in some movie.
It’s horrible.
I know it doesn’t sound that bad—something my friends have been more than happy to tell me—but it’s awful awful awful. They do their morning routine without shirts on. My breakfasts consist of perfectly scrambled eggs and abs. 
So many abs.
Being around their untouchable bodies is becoming a chore with each passing month. I don’t want to be some perv ogling at them as they exist in their own home, but I need some relief.
I have toys and I’ll admit I’ve thought about each of the guys as I took care of myself, but it’s not enough. 
I need a man inside me. 
I want a baby. 
Do I want a baby with Peter? 
Hell no. 
But he’ll at least offer me the relief of a body on top of mine while I get off.
And before, it sounds like I’m using him, don’t worry. I plan on being upfront with him tonight. We’ll both know exactly what the other person wants and if it turns into something, great. If it doesn’t, oh well. 
“What about Ryan?” Kayla asks. “If you want to go out with someone that badly, ask him. He’s fun.” She takes a bite of a blueberry muffin and winks.
“And what would Anthony think about that?” 
Ryan is one hundred percent fun. Anthony is fun, too. But he’s also insanely protective. He’s not going to let Ryan just take me out. And then there’s Jake. I smile to myself as I think about the way he always adds a single fresh flower to the small vase in the center of our table after he goes for a run.
“Anthony would think you lost your mind,” Skylar says.
“Exactly.”
“Because,” she continues, “he’d want you to ask him.”
I throw my straw wrapper at her. “Seriously Sky? No. It would be weird because they’re my roommates. Maybe even my friends. I can’t ask one of them out—”
“Without asking all of them out,” Kayla says knowingly.
She lives with three guys as well. Where my trio came together haphazardly from answering a classified ad about renting a house together, she’s been friends with her group of guys since birth. She understands the dynamic better than anyone.
Still, my cheeks burn as I shake my head. “I can’t ask all three of them. That’s insane.”
“Suit yourself.” Skylar shrugs. “This town is known for its crazy history around relationships, though.”
I turn the subject to something way more innocent. “Are either of you going to the art show in a few weeks?”
Kayla shakes her head. “No, but I should see if Mallory wants to go.”
“Will she be in town?”
Kayla nods.
Our friend is a reclusive painter who left Jasmine Hollow to go to art school. She keeps in touch with Kayla, but is rarely in town anymore. Her stepbrothers own a tour guide business near the Hollow River, so I bet she’ll stay with them.
“I’ll be there as a food vendor,” Skylar says.
“Are you going?” Kayla tilts her head and waits for my response.
But all I can do is gawk when the doorframe is shadowed by three hulking figures.
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Chapter Two

Ryan


She takes my breath away. Every single time I see Emma, it’s like I’ve forgotten just how beautiful she is. It’s insane really. A good ninety percent of my thoughts are focused on her and the other ten percent are focused on how I can get her to notice me. 
With how much she consumes my thoughts, there is no reason I should ever forget how beautiful she is. Nevertheless, I see her and I’m stunned.
Today, her curly brown hair is tied up in a messy bun on top of her head and a green fabric headband is wide across her hairline, highlighting the emerald green of her eyes. The headband matches the summer dress she’s wearing on this sultry hot summer day. She’s always put together and looking like she stepped off a runway.
She notices me and the guys the instant we walk through the bakery door, but not the way I want her to notice me. 
Skylar, the owner of the bakery, waves to us and gets to her feet, whispering something to Emma.
“Welcome guys,” Skylar calls, adjusting her apron and heading to the counter.
We say hi to her in unison, and Anthony cringes. I love shit like that, though. I’d enroll us in synchronized swimming if I knew I could convince them to go with me.
Flipping my hat backwards, I slide into the seat across from Emma, next to her friend Kayla.
Emma’s cheeks are red like we’ve caught them in the middle of some embarrassing discussion and I would give anything to know what they were talking about.
“Hi Emma,” Jake says, taking the seat next to her. He leans too close, and she pushes him away, laughing.
“Hey Jake.” 
Anthony takes the seat on the other side of her and puts his hand on her knee. She takes in a sharp breath that her friends definitely notice.
At home, we all get comfortable with each other, but in public, there’s generally an unspoken rule that we keep our hands to ourselves.
But something changed today. 
Emma asked out Peter.
For the last six months, she’s been ours. Not Peter’s.
Knowing she has a date coming up with him has us ready to act. I’m not sure what that action is yet, but the first goal is to not lose her to Peter.
He’s not a catch, but beyond that—and our jealousy—we do not have a good feeling about them dating. 
“What are the three of you out doing?” Kayla asks.
“Shopping,” Anthony says, his eyes locked on Emma.
“We saw Emma’s car and stopped in to say hi—”
“And get a few muffins,” Jake adds. 
That was smart. Muffins are a good reason to be in a bakery. Looking desperate is the number one thing we want to avoid. That’s such a turnoff, and all we’re interested in doing is turning Emma on to one of us. 
Ideally all three of us, but that might be a pipe dream.
We can’t decide if living together puts us at an advantage or a complete disadvantage and takes us out of the running. It definitely doesn’t feel like it helps on a daily basis. We’re in this impenetrable zone as her roommates, and frankly, we want to penetrate.
If she’s up for it, we want her to be ours forever. The guys and I discussed every scenario, and we were working out a way to tell her when she dropped the bomb that she was going out with Peter.
Until that point, everything about living with her has been great.
Getting Emma as a roommate was serendipitous. Our original fourth roommate was her brother, Austin. Straight out of high school, the four of us scored an amazing lease on a house in Jasmine Hollow. Jake and I found the house first. We matched up with Anthony and Austin and grew to be pretty good friends, but six months ago, he signed on with the Jasmine Hollow Thunder and decided he’d rather live with only one teammate in a bigger house.
I don’t blame him one bit. Especially since he matched us up with Emma. She needed a place to stay, and we had a room.
Serendipitous. 
And one by one, we fell for her. 
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Chapter Three

Emma


My guys. No.  The guys shuffle out of Skylar’s bakery as fast as they sauntered in.
And I’m left sitting here in a daze. They always do this to me. I mean, they were just existing, but tell that to my heart. They might as well rip it out of my chest and stomp all over it every time they walk in or out of a room. It would hurt less. 
Kayla sighs and rests her chin in her hands, elbows on the table. “You love them.”
“No, I don’t.” I shake my head a little too hard and she laughs.
“You so do.”
There’s no point in a back and forth so I get to my feet. “I have a date to get ready for.”
“Cancel your date with Peter.”
“Here, here,” Skylar chimes behind the counter. “I saw the way your roommates looked at you.”
She brackets roommates with air quotes. 
“Pick one. Pick all. But don’t pick Peter,” Kayla calls out like some weird war cry.
“I have to do this.”
I hope they’ll let it go at that and not question me anymore.
I’m too chicken to admit to my best friends that I’m a virgin and tired of it. Peter’s an easy option. But they won’t understand.
They were always the cool girls in school and are still cool now that we’re adults. There’s a part of me that doesn’t know why they’re friends with me. Or why they bother with me when there are way more popular people they could spend their time with.
“Peter’s a big boy. He can handle you standing him up.”
“I wouldn’t stand him up.”
“Then call him. If I had three men like that at my disposal…” Skylar fans herself with a stack of napkins and swoons. 
“You two are impossible.”
I walk out of the store to a chorus of their cackles as they play kiss, marry, kill with various trios from around town.

      [image: image-placeholder]I’ve changed my outfit five times. I don’t even have another cute option left, so this pink eyelet dress that screams look at me will have to do.
“Off to your date?” Jake asks the second I round the corner into the kitchen. His blue eyes scan over me, and I fight the urge to cross my arms. 
“Peter should be here in fifteen minutes.” It comes out way more defensively than I mean, and I take a shaky breath.
“Hey,” he says soothingly, wrapping an arm around my waist. “You’re trembling.”
“I am?” I hold my hand up, balling it into a fist as soon as I see the tremors. “I couldn’t find anything good to wear, so I’m stuck with this.”
He runs his fingers along the seam at my shoulder and smirks. “It looks great to me.”
Heat pools in my core, and I stare at his hand. My tongue is stuck to the roof of my mouth. My eyes are locked onto his and I can’t look away.
“Hopefully Peter knows how lucky he is.” His voice is rough as his hand tenderly slides down my arm.
“He does.” I choke out the lie, but Jake is already down the hall by the time I find my voice.
I slip out of the house, careful to shut the door so softly the lock doesn’t click. 
Fifteen minutes go by and I have to pee, but I don’t want to go inside. I’m hoping to avoid the guys. The last thing I need is one of them walking me back out so they can confront Peter.
He should be here any minute, so I dance on my heels and look off into the distance.
But I don’t hear the loud rumble that lets the whole town know his car is coming. 
It’s five minutes past the time he was supposed to pick me up and my phone rings.
Peter’s name flashes across the screen and an emotion overtakes me that’s somewhere between relief he didn’t forget and annoyance that he’s just now calling me.
“Emma?” His voice scrambles, and I walk closer to the house for better reception. 
“Peter?”
He sighs so loud I have to pull the phone away to save my hearing. “My piece of shit car broke down a few blocks from your house. I’ve been trying to push it, but—”
“The hill,” I say, looking out over the small valley our house is tucked into. 
“Yep,” he snaps. “The damn hills around this place.”
“Let me see what I can do.” 
He clicks the phone off and I scramble inside, rushing to the bathroom.
Anthony’s in the hall waiting for me when I come out.
“Shouldn’t you be on a date?” He crosses his arms and shoots me a look that I know is supposed to be stern, but I really just want to uncross his arms and wrap them around myself.
“His car broke down—”
Anthony scowls, his warm brown eyes dark. “I’ll call the guys.”
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Chapter Four

Anthony


“Why are we doing this?” Jake grumbles.  
He’s normally easy-going, but all of us are on edge with this date of Emma’s. Peter has anger issues and a reputation around Jasmine Hollow that should have her running far away from him.
Not drawing all four of us closer to him.
But I offered, and the guys agreed to come with me.
“We’re doing this because none of us told Emma how we felt and she accepted a date from someone else.”
Jake smacks my arm and pulls me back to give us more space. Emma and Ryan are a few steps ahead, but still within hearing range if we talk too loud. 
“Then say something, man.” Jake’s voice is borderline shrill.
I theatrically whisper directly in his ear, “Hey Ems! The three of us spend all our spare time fantasizing about a future where you’re ours.” I pause, pretending she’s responding. “Yes, exactly. Like all three of us with you in one big polyamorous family. And Jake and Ryan like to kiss sometimes. Oh—and we want to make a baby with you. Or seven.” I roll my eyes and he gawks. “What? Is that what you want me to say?”
“Not exactly like that, but yes. Any awkwardness would be one hundred percent better than this fucking situation.”
Ryan says something to Emma and taps the tip of her nose. She throws her head back, laughing hard enough we can hear it.
“Peter doesn’t deserve her,” I grumble.
“I’m going to talk to her.” 
Jake picks up his pace, but Ryan and Emma are around the next corner before he gets there. 
And around that corner, Peter is sitting in his car, his face red and dripping with sweat.
“So much for talking to her now,” Jake grumbles.
He’s normally so laid back, but this has us all scrambling.
Ryan and Emma get to Peter’s window before us. They exchange some words we can’t hear. Jake raises his brows when Peter’s tone cuts through the air, rude and loud.
“Emma, can you get in and steer while we push?” Ryan asks as we get closer.
“No,” Peter says, gripping the steering wheel. “No one touches this wheel but me.”
“So you’re expecting Emma to push your grimy car in her pretty pink dress?”
“It’s okay,” she starts. “I can do it.”
“You’re capable of everything, Ems. But you shouldn’t have to get your dress dirty.” Ryan’s practically growling, and I step forward, thinking I can diffuse the situation better.
“Just get out of the car,” Ryan says before I can cut in.
Peter grips the steering wheel, his knuckles turning white. “I’m not getting out.”
“We have shit to do today, Peter,” Ryan snaps.
Emma’s mouth drops open and her face falls. “Ry, I’m so sorry. I didn’t—”
He closes the distance between them in two big steps. “Woah, don’t apologize. You didn’t do anything wrong.”
“But you’re out here because I asked you—”
“Anthony asked us. Don’t worry, we’ll direct all our anger at the right person.” He shoots me a glare that I deserve.
The second we found out about this ill-matched date, Jake and Ryan asked me to start the conversation with Emma and I agreed I would. I keep putting it off because I’m second guessing if she would truly want to know.
Once she knows, we can’t take it back. And once that information’s out there, she might want to move out. We have such a good thing going and I don’t want to mess it up, but my hesitation led to her saying yes to a date with Peter, of all people.
I march over to Peter’s window and lean against his car. His eyes flick to my arm that’s casually perched on his windowsill.
“Listen, Pete.” I bite back a smile when he cringes at the abbreviated name. “We’re going to push you over to the side of the road so you’re out of the way. And then we’re taking Emma home.”
Emma’s eyes flick to mine and I don’t hold back my smile to her. “We have a lot to talk about.”
“What the hell am I supposed to do with my car on the side of the road?”
“Not my problem.” I shrug and saunter to the back bumper with Jake and Ryan.
“You better steer to the shoulder, Peter,” Jake calls. “We’re pushing whether or not you’re ready.”
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Chapter Five

Emma



Peter is fuming by the time Jake, Ryan, and Anthony have his car on the side of the road.  
“Want a ride?” Ryan points toward our house. “I can be back here in five minutes—”
Peter levels him with a glare and shakes his head. “My phone still works.”
“Alright. Good luck, man.” Ryan runs his hand through his hair and jogs over to us. 
My heart swells watching him. In the sunlight, his brown hair has gorgeous red tones, and it’s hard to look away. 
He gets to me and drapes an arm over my shoulders. “Hey, Ems.”
I melt against him. He’s sweaty and strong and usually touching me, but this time it feels different.
Especially when Peter calls my name, and Ryan’s arm tightens around me. Anthony and Jake pull in closer, too.
“Don’t we have a date to get to, Emma?”
I glance at Anthony and he shakes his head, his lips pressed into a thin line. “She’s not going anywhere with you.”
Peter slings a line of curses and glares at me. “So this is it?
“I guess so,” I call over my shoulder, too nervous to turn around.
I don’t know what’s about to happen, but the way my guys are huddling around me as we walk tells me something has shifted. It’s not just in my head.
We amble to the end of the street before Jake sucks in a gigantic breath.
“Why were you so eager to go on a date with him?”
I pick at my thumbnail until it peels. Anthony places his hand over mine, stilling my nerves.
“If I tell you, you’ll laugh at me.”
“Ems, you can tell us anything.” Anthony’s serious eyes make my knees go weak.
He’s telling the truth. He always tells me the truth. If I confess to them, it will change everything, but maybe that’s not a bad thing.
“We won’t laugh at you.” Jake cozies up to me, wrapping his arm around my waist. “About anything,” he adds reassuringly.
“I’m a virgin,” I blurt, before I can chicken out. “I thought Peter and I could—”
The three of them freeze and I cringe. I can’t even look them in the eye as we stand as still as statues in the middle of the road. 
I went too far. 
Whatever shifted between us a few minutes ago wasn’t this. I misread the situation and now things are going to be weird when we get home.
I love where I live. I feel safe with the three of them, but we never do a deep dive into anything so intimate. They probably think I’m a loser. 
Dread settles in my toes. 
Will they tell my brother? 
Was this some line I crossed that will get me kicked out?
“I’m sorry,” I whisper.
“For what?” Anthony hooks my chin with his finger and draws my eyes up to his.
There’s no laughter on his lips. No disappointment in his eyes. In fact, it’s a look I’ve never seen on his face.
There’s no time to figure out what it means, either. 
Ryan tugs at my hand. “Let’s go.”
He picks me up, slinging me over his shoulder as I pummel his back. “What the hell are you doing, Ry?”
“You have a problem and we have a solution.”
We? 
As in all three of them?
My heart’s thundering so hard I know Ryan can feel it against him.
No one says anything the rest of the way home and my mind is racing. 
Ryan sets me gently inside the house, and I fold my arms over my chest.
“Are you going to tell my brother?”
Three sets of eyes follow my arms and three heads shake.
“We’re not going to tell your brother a damn thing,” Anthony rumbles. “At least not until we know you’re pregnant.”
“He’ll be the best uncle,” Ryan adds.
Jake groans and kisses Ryan. “He really will be.”
“And with a baby on the way, he wouldn’t be nearly as mad.”
I’m frozen in place. I’ve hit my head, or I’ve been transported to an alternate universe. 
Whatever’s going on is hot. Simultaneously confusing as hell and the most exciting thing I’ve ever experienced.
Jake and Ryan are kissing? They are talking about me being pregnant? A baby?
“Can we back up like two—no, ten—steps?”
Anthony has that look on his face again, and I realize it’s hunger. Pure lust. And it’s directed my way.
I squirm, trying to relieve an ache growing between my legs. I know they can offer me relief. But all three of them? It would have to be all three of them. I could never choose between them and I don’t think I’ll have to.
“We want you, Ems.” Anthony’s so serious. I reach up and smooth out the wrinkled lines on his forehead. I run my fingers through his dark hair and he closes his eyes.
Jake laces his fingers with mine. “Forever.”
“We already have a home—although we’ll get a bigger one if that’s what you want. But we want it all. And with you. Whatever you want to change about our arrangement, we will change. But we’re not going anywhere.”
They nod at Ryan’s words and for a second, I’m speechless.
“You’ve talked about this?”
“We should have included you in the conversations, but we weren’t sure you were interested, and the last thing we want to do is mess anything up.”
“We like having you as our roommate, but we never want you to feel unsafe living here.”
A small laugh erupts from me.
They watch me, curiously.
“I was so desperate I almost went on a date with Peter.”
“We all have our flaws,” Ryan says, winking.
“So a baby, huh?”
“Remember when your cousin came to visit? You held her baby and—” Jake groans. “It was—” He shakes his head, unable to finish the sentence.
I’m shocked. “You’ve wanted this that long?”
“We’ve wanted this since the first day you moved in—”
“Before that,” Anthony corrects Ryan. “When you came to visit Austin before he signed with the Thunder.”
“And you couldn’t tell me then?” I put my hand on my hip and Ryan smirks.
“You were wholly uninterested in us.”
“That’s not true. Like not true at all.” The corner of my mouth ticks up as I recall the first time I met them. 
They were a motley crew of men living with my brother. People he graduated with and reconnected with when they all needed roommates. 
And I fell in love with them on the spot. 
I came over to visit my brother way more than I would have if he was living with random people I wasn’t so damn attracted to.
And then they became my roommates and for the sake of keeping things above board in our house, I tried to ignore those feelings.
But now they’re standing in front of me, telling me they want to have a baby with me and I’m pinching myself to make sure this is real.
“So you want us then?” Ryan’s smirk grows into a full-blown, mega-watt grin.
I could play hard to get, but the ache between my legs has turned into an agonizing throb. 
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Chapter Six

Jake


“Our girl is so wet,” Anthony murmurs. 
He wasted no time at all. The second Emma said yes, he lowered her onto the cushy shoe bench, barely inside the door.
He has her dress hiked up to her waist, her panties off, and his dark head between her legs.
She’s squeezing my hand, her grip getting tighter as Anthony slides a finger inside her. She cries out, reaching for Ryan with her other hand. He takes it and kisses her fingers. 
Ryan tilts his head toward the hallway. “Why don’t we take this party somewhere more comfortable?”
“Hold on,” Anthony murmurs. “Our girl is close.”
Our girl. 
It sounds better every time he says it. For months, we’ve dreamed about this. We’ve called her our girl behind her back, but to say it openly? And watch her respond to our words?
Especially while she’s spread out across the bench, head thrown back, ready to come as my best friend teases her with his tongue and torments her with his finger?
Heaven.
Emma’s grip on my hand is lethal as she whimpers and rolls her hips toward Anthony.
“Let go, Ems,” I whisper. 
“We’ve got you,” Ryan adds, his voice heavy.
Between the rumble in his voice and the beautiful sounds she’s making, my cock is bursting, aching to replace Anthony’s finger the second she’s ready for me. 
She cries out, squeezing the life out of my hand, and my cock throbs with jealousy.
I stretch closer to Ryan and press a rough kiss to his cheek. He moans and Emma cries out again as Anthony milks every bit of her orgasm out of her.
Once her legs are trembling, Anthony slides his finger free, and she watches with wide eyes as he pops it in his mouth and sucks off the taste of her.
I feel his groan rumble through my body as he lifts Emma up and motions for us to follow him. 
As if we need to be told. 
I’m sure Anthony wants to take her right here, right now, on this bench—I know I do—but Ryan’s right. She deserves somewhere more comfortable for her first time.
Anthony leads us into his room and lays her on the bed. We perch on the edge when Emma sits up, clearly needing to talk.
“So, we’re doing this? No protection?” She tugs at her dress nervously, and Anthony scoots closer to her, placing his hand over hers.
“We’ve all been tested and we haven’t been with anyone else since we decided you were all we wanted.”
Emma’s green eyes are glowing in the golden sunset filtering in through the window. “You haven’t? But you go out every weekend?”
“Jake and I go out every once in a while, and Anthony has a book club that meets on Friday nights.”
“So, the two of you are together?” She motions between Ryan and me.
He scoots closer to me and kisses my shoulder. “Yes.”
She props herself up with her elbows behind her and laughs. “That’s so incredibly hot. The two of you are perfect for each other.”
“And the four of us are perfect for each other.” Anthony’s already taking his shirt off, his words punctuated by his movements.
“And you’re in a book club?” She stares at Anthony. “Do I even know the three of you?”
“Ask us anything,” Anthony says.
This sobers her and the laughter stops.
“Do you really want to have a baby with me?”
I tuck her hair behind her ear and run my finger along her arm, loving the way she closes her eyes and moans. “More than anything.”
“And you’re not weirded out that I’ve never done this before?”
Anthony shakes his head and I know her question has him speechless. We’ve all grown protective of her, but he has the most. 
“Knowing we can make it as gentle for you as possible is such a relief,” I say in his silence.
He nods and clears his throat. “It’s an honor, Emma.”
“Then get naked,” she whispers.
Ryan pulls his shirt over his head and I pause, running my hand over his hard, warm abs. 
“Later, you’re all mine,” I promise him.
His nostrils flare, and he runs his tongue along my lower lip. “I’m holding you to that.”
Emma helps Anthony out of his pants, freeing his cock, and I hide a smile when I see her eyes light up.
“That looks—” She bites her lower lip and turns to me. “Let’s get you out of your pants, too.”
A few seconds later, the three of us are naked while she ogles over our bodies. I like being objectified by this woman. She clearly appreciates every inch of our bodies, and I can’t wait to worship her so she can see exactly how good it is with all three of us. 
“Out of that dress, Ems.” Ryan unbuttons the back and we help her slip it over her head.
She’s not wearing a bra and her eyes flick to my cock, which gives away exactly how much I like what I see.
“We’re going to come inside you one after another, okay, sweetheart?” Anthony’s molten honey voice has me aching, wishing for relief. “But you tell us the second it’s too much and we’ll stop.”
Ryan brushes her hair out of her face. “Us each having a fair shot at making a baby doesn’t come before your comfort, okay?”
She whimpers, and Anthony wraps his arm around her.
“Everything okay, Emma?”
Her eyes widen and she squirms. “I love that you guys are so attentive, but I’ve never wanted something so bad and it’s hard to be patient.”
I slide over to her side and cup her breast in my hand, running my finger across her pebbled nipple. “Then we won’t make you wait another second.”
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Chapter Seven

Emma


Jake and Ryan help me lie back against a nest of pillows as Anthony palms his cock, spreading lube along his length.  
I thought the mind-blowing orgasm I just had in the hall was enough to satisfy me, but my whole body is burning with anticipation as I try not to stare too long at the perfectly chiseled bodies around me.
Anthony gets onto the bed and puts his hands softly on my knees. “This might hurt, but what we did in the hall should have helped.”
“I’ve used toys,” I admit. Another time, I’ll tell them I imagined this very moment while using them.
“Good,” Anthony breathes, notching himself at my entrance. “The second something doesn’t feel right, tell me.”
He slides into me and there’s a slightly tender feeling as he stretches me open, followed by the most overwhelming pleasure that makes my toes crawl. Even my biggest dildo doesn’t fill me the way he does. My hips rock impulsively and he grits his teeth.
“Holy fuck, Ems.” His breathy groan sends a shiver down my spine.
Jake and Ryan are at my sides, their faces buried against my neck and collarbone. The sensation of their breath on my skin and the fullness of Anthony inside me overpower my ability to think.
Right now, it’s me and them. Working together for one common goal: bliss. 
Ryan kisses my ear, brushing his tongue against my lobe, and I reach for him. Jake nips my collarbone, and goosebumps erupt down my arm. Anthony plunges harder as I tilt my hips, drawing him deeper inside of me. It’s like our bodies were made to fit together and I can’t catch my breath between thrusts.
Our bodies find a rhythm, working together, and my core tightens as another orgasm builds.
“Anthony,” I pant, gripping his arm. “I’m—”
He presses his thumb to my clit, softly stroking, and I come undone.
My back arches as the overwhelming pressure in my body reaches the point of no return. I crest the next wave as Anthony pulls out slowly and slams inside me.
There’s a tender ache for a split second before I see stars. Grasping for anything I can, I moan Anthony’s name and my eyes press shut tightly. 
I’m only aware of body parts. 
His cock emptying inside me. 
My body pulsating around him. 
Jake’s lips whispering how good I’m doing. 
Ryan’s fingers tugging my nipple.
I blink open my eyes, my body an ocean of emotions now that I’m no longer a virgin. Jake brushes his thumb along my cheek, wiping away tears. 
“Doing okay, Ems?”
“Perfectly good,” I whisper. “Who’s next?”
A grin splits Ryan’s face in two. “God, you’re so perfect for us.”
Anthony switches places with him and kisses me. His normally clean-shaven face has some five o’clock shadow, and I love the friction against my cheek. He teases my mouth open with his tongue and I moan into his kiss, letting him have full access to my mouth.
Ryan grazes his hand along my thigh and my legs quiver, ready to feel my fun-loving friend—or way more than friend now—inside me.
Jake props himself up and sucks my nipple into his mouth. I yelp, screaming his name. The pleasure of his tongue against my skin is incredible. When he sees my face, he does it again, timing it with Ryan’s first plunge into me.
“I’m about to come again,” I grit. “Is that bad?”
Ryan thrusts faster, shaking his head. “Nothing about you is bad.”
“Or wrong,” Jake adds.
“Your body responds so well to us,” Anthony murmurs. “Like you were made for us.”
His words and Jake’s devious tongue are enough to send me over the edge with Ryan’s rhythmic cadence. He’s driving into me over and over in this decadently light and obscenely fast beat, and I can’t see straight as the combo of my three guys engulfs my senses.
He comes a split second after me, thrusting against the pulse of my orgasm. When he’s right there, he moans my name, sending another pulse of pleasure through me, and presses his forehead to mine.
“Thank you,” he whispers.
The reverence in his voice unlocks a part I had been guarding. I have been so worried they weren’t into me, when, judging by that thank you, they’ve wanted me just as bad.
I glance at Jake, who’s already making his way to me.
“I’ll be gentle, okay?” Jake’s blue eyes soften as he watches me, settling himself between my legs.
“I don’t know if I want gentle,” I admit. I’m ready to ask for exactly what I want, no longer afraid of scaring them off. 
And I want all three of them. I’ve had two of them and now I want all of what Jake can offer me. I don’t want him to hold back.
He sucks in a sharp inhale and brushes his cock against my opening, making me shiver. “You set the pace, Ems.”
I rock my hips forward, pulling him inside with a skill I didn’t know I had. If they want to impregnate me, my body will do everything it can to make that a reality.
I want this so badly, too.
My body adjusts to Jake’s girth and I moan as he sinks his fingers into my thighs.
“Faster,” I whisper.
He follows my command without hesitation, plummeting into me until I feel every vein and bump on his cock. My legs hook around him, drawing him as deep into me as I can. 
“Such a good girl,” Anthony growls into my ear, and heat spreads through my body.
Ryan nips my ear and a rush of cool tingles mixes with the heat.
I can’t believe I was ready to lose my virginity any other way. This is all so perfect and is filling my heart and soul just as much as they’re filling my body.
I need them more than I knew, and I hope they need me just as much. I can’t live without them. My hand drops to my belly, bouncing as Jake enters me over and over again.
His eyes flick to my hand and he grins. “We’re making a baby, Ems.”
And that’s all I need. A moaning cry erupts from me and Jake comes at the exact time I do, filling me where two men have already filled me. We hold on to each other, promises of tomorrow slipping from our lips.
The four of us pile together, a sweating, panting mess as our breathing returns to normal. When we peel apart, I want to pull them back to me.
“You need rest,” Anthony says, helping me clean up.
I protest, and Ryan laughs.
“Don’t worry, Ems. I can’t wait for next time, either.”
“There’s going to be a next time?” I can’t help the question. This might have opened a new world for me, but it’s hard to believe they actually want me as much as I want them.
“We aren’t kidding about forever, Ems.” Jake kisses my neck and I moan. I’m putty for my three guys. “We’ve felt like a family for so long. Now we’re making it official.”
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Chapter Eight

Jake


Three months later 
“That was incredible.” Emma throws her head back on the couch, panting. “I swear, each time is better.”
I run my hand along the tiny swell of her belly that showed up this week. Our love made a baby, and all that’s left to do is wait. And we are having a hell of a lot of fun waiting.
“Every day with you is better and better,” Anthony murmurs, his hand tracing where mine had just been.
A car engine shuts off, so close it sounds like it’s in our driveway.
“Oh shit! Austin is here.” Ryan throws a blanket at Emma, but Anthony is already helping her slip her dress over her head.
I smooth my hair down and glance at Emma. She’s a well-fucked goddess with a halo of hair sticking up all over the place. Anthony’s trying to help her fix it, but Austin’s already walking in.
“We should’ve changed the locks,” Anthony grumbles.
We freeze as Austin enters the room and surveys what’s in front of him. A Renaissance painting of a woman with wild hair and three men in various stages of undress.
His brows furrow, and Emma puts her arms out. “Welcome!”
She never greets him this way, and the air is thick with tension and probably way more pheromones than the average family room usually holds.
Here we go.
Austin’s been busy with hockey, and the time to tell him was never quite right. But our time’s up.
Anthony—bare chested and glistening a little more than someone who’s been lying around should be—shares a look with Emma, and then the four of us glance at each other. 
I nod, matching Ryan’s smile. This might not be the way we wanted to announce it, but now’s better than never. And if we tell him ourselves, it’s going to be a lot less backlash than him finding out some other way.
“You want to tell him, Ems? Or do you want one of us to?” Anthony’s voice is low, but gets Austin’s attention.
Emma grasps my hand and reaches for Anthony. Ryan’s right beside me, holding onto my hand, his grip betraying his nerves.
Austin watches all of this with his broody, intense eyes and I’m glad I’ve never been on the ice with him.
But how will he react to the news one of us has gotten his little sister pregnant? And that we’re all with her?
Images of him challenging us to a duel—hockey style, whatever that would be—flash through my mind, and I try to keep my nerves under control. The three of us are decent-sized guys and we work out, but it’s nothing compared to the daily grind he puts in.
“We’re having a baby,” Emma says and an overwhelming pride fills me.
She’s brave and confident. And she’s ours. 
With her chin jutting out defiantly, she waits for Austin’s response.
He tilts his head, confusion clouding his features. “Who is?”
“The four of us.” Anthony stands taller.
His eyes narrow.“You guys are having a baby together? All of you?” 
Emma shrinks, but I’m not going to let anyone make our girl feel small. As if one invisible string is leading all three of us, Ryan, Anthony, and I step forward, flanking her and crossing our arms over our chests.
Austin stares, his eyes wide as he takes the full scene before him in.
Emma shifts, but I squeeze her hand. “We’ve got this.”
“We’ve got you,” Ryan whispers.
Austin steps forward and the three of us slide into a V formation in front of Emma before he can reach her.
For a moment, Austin doesn’t say anything. His eyes dart from one of us to the other, landing on Emma. Then, after what feels like a lifetime, a slow grin stretches across his face, and he shakes his head, laughing softly. “Of course,” he says, stepping forward.
We close in tighter, and he throws his hands up. “I’m not going to hurt my sister.”
“I’ve got it, guys.” Emma puts her hand on my back, and I relax, returning to her side.
Austin steps closer and puts his hand on her belly. “I’m going to be an uncle?”
“Yes,” she whispers, her eyes glistening as she watches his hand tenderly cradling the new swell.
 “Are you going to find out who the father is?”
 I nod. “Once the baby’s here, we will. But it won’t matter.”
“No, I don’ t suppose it will,” Austin muses.
“The baby is ours, ”Ryan says, using my favorite word.
Ours.
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Epilogue

Anthony


Emma is a warrior. If I was the one giving birth, I would have tapped out long before she did. But she roared through the contractions and birthed the most adorable baby girl I have ever seen. 
I’m holding the baby as the nurse collects a sample for a DNA test. But as I look at her delicate features, I see Ryan all over her face. I know it’s too early for her to give a genuine smile, but as she was sleeping, her face curled up into a smirk that was a spot-on impression of him.
Jake agrees with me, and Emma is just happy to be on this side of labor. Ryan’s curled up on the bed with her, feeding her a bite at a time. She insisted she could feed herself, but her hands are shaky and Ryan’s more than content to dote on her.
“Does the little one have a name yet?” the nurse asks.
I look at Emma. We discussed a few options, like letting the biological father be the one to name her, but that didn’t feel right. Emma was the one doing all the hard work to bring this angel earth side and having the final say in her name seemed only fair.
We gave Emma a list of names we liked—she insisted on keeping it anonymous even though she never plays favorites—and she combined them with her list.
She hasn’t told us the baby’s name yet, which the nurse picks up on quickly when we all look at each other silently.
She smiles and adjusts the baby’s hat. “I’ll let you all have some privacy.”
We thank her, and she slips out of the room.
Before the door has even latched all the way, the three of us whip our heads toward Emma.
She freezes, mid chew. “What?”
“What’s her name?”
A slow smile spreads across Emma’s face as she swallows. She puts her hands out and I get to my feet, placing our baby in her arms.
Ryan nudges Jake, a smirk tugging at his lips. “Ten bucks says it’s after me.” 
Jake chuckles, but there’s tension in the air as we all wait, our eyes locked on Emma’s. 
Her smile grows as she strokes the baby’s cheek. “Guys, meet Kyra Jayne.”
And for a moment, the room is still. Then Jake lets out a quiet laugh, wiping away a tear from the corner of his eye.
“Is it a mix of our names?” Ryan asks, tears forming in the corners of his eyes.
Emma nods, her eyes glistening. I pull her close to me, nestling her against my shoulder. 
“Kyra Jayne,” Jake whispers, wiping a tear away from Ryan’s cheek. 
Kyra stirs, like she recognizes her name already. I share a look with my best friends, and we gather onto the bed around Emma.
Right where we’re all meant to be.
I look down at Kyra, my chest tightening. “I thought I knew what love was before,” I murmur. “But this...” I shake my head, not believing this is my life.
Ryan leans in to kiss Emma’s forehead. “She’s incredible. Just like her mom.” 
Jake watches quietly, a rare moment of seriousness softening his usual grin. “We did good, guys,” he whispers.
As Emma holds Kyra in her arms, tears spill down her cheeks. “She’s perfect,” she whispers, her voice trembling with emotion. “I see all of you in her. She’s ours.”
And as impossible as that should be, it’s true. 
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Jasmine Hollow is a world full of love, passion, and unexpected connections. Every story I write is set here, and every heroine gets the same magical, steamy experience with more than one swoon-worthy man.

And Emma isn’t the only one who finds love in Jasmine Hollow. Mallory, Skylar, and Kayla each have their own stories. 

Mallory’s is up next—she’s fallen for her stepbrothers, Kade, Theo, and Wynn. Things heat up as her love for them grows, but navigating family ties and forbidden desires makes for a wild, emotional ride.

In Jasmine Hollow, every woman gets her happily ever after, and in this universe, our philosophy is why choose just
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