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Her Forever Mountain
Cindy has it all—money, good looks, and a good job. She isn’t looking for a man, so what is she going to do with two?
Andy and Joe want a woman who can take them both on. When they meet Cindy, they believe they’ve found her, but she’s not so sure a ménage will work
They set out to prove her wrong by showing her that family, no matter how many are in it, means everything. Joe and Andy teach her that three can be just as solid as two when it comes to creating a solid relationship.
Cindy realizes that she loves them both and can’t imagine her life without them. When her ex blows into town and threatens that relationship, she’s ready to fight for it. Thank goodness her guys are right there by her side.
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Chapter One
 
Joe closed the hood and slid the latches into place that held it down. He wiped his hands on the shop towel and tossed it across the room to land half in, half out of the plastic bin to be washed later.
“Andy? You about finished over there?” he called out.
“In a few,” a raspy voice called out from below a Peterbilt on the other side of the shop.
Joe had just finished working on a Kenworth himself. They could handle anything from a Volvo to a Mack. If it ran diesel, they could work on it. He and Andy had opened the shop three years earlier when they’d gotten out of the army and moved to Cozy at the urging of their friends, who’d moved there before them. They’d bought some land on Ménage Mountain and built a house up there. It wasn’t fancy like some of the others, but it was big and open like they liked. They didn’t like to feel closed in.
“Feel like a beer tonight, man. I’ll wait for you in the office. Going to hit the paperwork while you finish up,” Joe yelled as he strode across the room toward the door leading to the office.
“Yeah, sure.”
Joe used the Gojo to try to get even more of the grease off his hands then settled down to work on some of the paperwork that plagued him. He hated it with every fiber of his being. He’d argued constantly with Andy about needing someone to handle the paperwork and dealing with the bills and ordering parts for them. Andy didn’t want anyone in their business. He was as antisocial as they came. Had been like that since they’d returned from overseas. Joe wasn’t sure how he thought they’d ever find a woman to make their own when he wasn’t able to stand being in the same room with anyone but him.
Joe shook his head at the dilemma and concentrated on the invoices in front of him. They weren’t going to file themselves. Fuck he hated filing. Half the time he couldn’t find anything he filed later when he looked for it. He knew his alphabet and how to count, but he’d be damned if it ever ended up in the right place.
Twenty minutes later Andy walked through the office straight to the bathroom, where he made use of the Gojo himself then peed without even bothering to close the door. Joe chuckled. They were quite a pair. No decent woman would ever take them on. Why was he even thinking about it anymore? Neither one of them were house trained in the least.
“Said you wanted a beer?” Andy asked.
“Yeah. Want to go to the bar?” Joe asked.
“Yeah. Need a shower first. Feel too gritty to go now.” Andy wiped a hand across his face.
That was unusual for Andy. Normally he’d just as soon go right after work as go by the house and shower first. Joe wasn’t going to say a word though. He’d much rather shower before going, too.
“Let’s go then. I’m ready.” Joe grabbed his jacket and the keys.
The trip to their house didn’t take long. They were lower on the mountain than most of the other families that lived there. The shop was on the edge of town, which meant that they were only a fifteen-minute drive from home. He’d barely parked the truck before Andy was out and striding for the door. What was up with him that he was in such a hurry to get a shower? That wasn’t like him.
Joe followed him inside and stripped in his room before walking down the hall to the other bathroom, where he turned on the shower and waited for the water to get to the right temperature before stepping under the spray. Once the hot water poured over his head and back, he sighed with relief. It felt so fucking good.
He made short work of cleaning up and quickly dried off to dress in jeans and a fresh T-shirt. He pulled on his boots and ran a comb through his damp hair. It was shaggy and needed a trim, but he never got around to getting it done. Instead, he tied it back out of his face and headed for the stairs to wait for Andy in the kitchen.
Andy surprised him by already being ready and waiting for him with a beer in his hand leaning against the bar.
“What’s up with you, man?” Joe asked.
“What do you mean?” Andy asked.
“First you want to shower before we head to the bar, and second, you’re ready before me. That never happens,” Joe said.
“Don’t know what you’re talking about. Just ready for a night out. Been a long fucking week, man.”
“I’m with you on that.”
“Let’s go.” Andy downed the rest of the beer then tossed the can into the recycle bin before pushing off from the bar and heading for the front of the house.
Joe just shook his head. Something was up with the other man. He’d figure it out soon enough. He followed Andy through the house to the front door and out to the truck. Since Andy had already been drinking, he took the wheel and headed toward the bar. He hoped Andy wasn’t in a fighting mood. He really didn’t want to end up on the wrong end of a fist tonight.
 
* * * *
 
Cindy Collins looked around the bar for the third time. So far there was no sign of her ex. Maybe he hadn’t followed her after all and she was going to be able to relax and just enjoy herself for once. Ever since she’d broken up with him, he’d been dogging her every step, making her life miserable. Why wouldn’t he just go away and leave her alone? He was the one who’d cheated and screwed everything up. Not her.
“Who are you looking for?” Beverly asked. “Surely you aren’t expecting Mark to show up.”
“I hope not. I wouldn’t put it past him though. He keeps showing up wherever I go. I just want him to leave me alone,” Cindy said.
“I don’t get it. He had everything with you. You worshiped the ground he walked on. Why would he throw it all away and cheat? Are you sure?” Beverly asked.
“Bev, I walked in on them going at it. Yes. I’m sure.”
“Right. Sorry.”
“I should have realized before that though. The signs were all there, but I was too in love with him to see them. He was working late more and more. He didn’t want to go out as much. He said he’d rather stay home where it was more intimate. He just didn’t want to be seen with me in case someone said something about the other woman he was boffing.”
“Boffing? Are you kidding me? Who says that? He was fucking her, Cindy,” Beverly said with a chuckle.
“You know what I meant.”
“You are so sweet it’s crazy. Anyone would be a fool not to do everything they could to keep you. Mark was a fool and an idiot. He deserves to lose you,” Beverly said.
“The only reason he wants me back is my money. That’s the only reason he was dating me in the first place. I see it all now. He was never really all that interested in me. I was blind to it before because I thought I was in love with him. Why didn’t you tell me how naïve I was, Bev?” Cindy asked.
“Oh, honey. You were head over heels in love, and I was hoping Mark was the one for you. He had me fooled, as well. He seemed to dote on you. I didn’t see this coming either. I never saw him with anyone else from the time he started taking you out.” Beverly squeezed Cindy’s hand.
“Anyway. That’s all behind me. I want to drink, dance, and have a good time. I just hope he doesn’t show up here tonight. I don’t want anything to screw up my night,” Cindy said.
“Agreed.” Beverly held up her beer. “To a good time.”
Cindy grinned and held up hers, as well. “A good time.”
They clinked mugs and drank amid laughter and giggles. She already felt better. She refused to allow the hurt and betrayal she felt over Mark to ruin her night. He was in the past. It was all in the past. She was starting a new page in her life, and she wasn’t going to let him ruin it for her.
She’d just put her beer down when the door to the bar opened and two of the most handsome men she’d ever seen strode in. Well, handsome in a rugged sort of way. They had chiseled features that were almost too sharp to be handsome, but they were striking in their own way. She couldn’t take her eyes off them as they headed straight for the bar.
“Wow. Get a load of those two,” Beverly said.
“Now those are men,” Cindy said, admiring their back sides as much as she’d admired their fronts.
Their backs were just as broad as their chests had been, and they had nicely rounded asses that her hands aching to squeeze. What she wouldn’t give to have a chance with someone like them, but men like that weren’t attracted to women like her. She was mousey and didn’t attract hot men like that. Which was why she’d been so head over heels in love with Mark. She couldn’t believe someone like him had been interested in her.
And he hadn’t been.
He’d been interested in her money.
Cindy had inherited several million from her grandmother, and ever since then she’d had men chasing her for her money. She’d finally moved away to start over in hopes of finding someone who didn’t know her monetary worth but was attracted to her as a woman. So far, she’d struck out.
Cozy was a nice, laid-back community she found herself falling in love with almost from the beginning. The people were kind, and there was so much available in the small town as far as shopping was concerned.
Cindy had bought a small house on the edge of town and had remodeled it to suit her needs. It wasn’t anything fancy, but it had a great master bath, a state-of-the-art kitchen, and an amazing back deck where she loved to sit and watch the sunset each evening with a cup of hot chocolate.
Beverly nudged her. “They’re coming this way. Smile.”
“I doubt they’ll give us the time of day whether we smile or not, Bev,” Cindy said, but she smiled anyway.
The two men nodded at them and continued on their way to a table near the back of the bar. She followed them with her gaze as they sat down and leaned back in the chairs, sipping their beers.
“Did you see that? They nodded at us,” Beverly said.
“They probably nod at everyone they see. Don’t get your hopes up. Besides, there are lots of men here for you to dance with. You’ll get to dance,” Cindy said.
“I want you to dance, too,” Beverly said.
“Just remember. We have to dance separately because one of us has to watch our drinks,” Cindy said.
“I know. Sucks though.”
A tall blond-haired man walked up and tapped Beverly on the shoulder. “Hi, gorgeous. How about dancing with me?”
Beverly looked across the table at Cindy. She nodded, encouraging her friend to take the man up on his offer. Beverly stood and gave the man her hand, and the two slipped into the crowd surrounding the dance floor. She was happy for her friend. Beverly loved to dance and only went out when she had someone to go out with her. It was much too dangerous for a woman to go out alone these days.
Guess it’s dangerous regardless. I thought I knew Mark, but he surprised the hell out of me. How will I ever be able to trust a man again?
She didn’t know. She hadn’t known that Mark had known about her money before she’d started dating him. When she’d finally told him that she’d inherited some money from her grandmother, he’d acted as if that was no big deal to him. All along he’d already known about it. She sighed. Obviously someone had filled him in. Probably one of her jealous cousins.
Maybe one day she’d find someone worth taking a chance on once more. Right now she wanted to just enjoy herself for a change and not feel as if she had to act a part. The bar seemed the perfect place to just be herself.
“May I have this dance?”
 
Chapter Two
 
Andy watched the two women as they talked at the table on the edge of the dance floor. More specifically, he watched the strawberry blonde one. Her blue eyes and rounded figure called to him. He felt his dick stir when it hadn’t reacted to a woman in ages. Other than his hand, not one woman had aroused his cock in so long he’d begun to think he was turning into a monk.
“Which one are you staring at so hard?” Joe asked.
“The strawberry blonde. Why?” he asked, shooting his friend a quick look.
“Good. That’s the one I’m interested in, as well.”
“She’s hot as hell with all those curves. The other one is too thin for my taste,” Andy said.
“There’s our chance. Her friend is going to dance with someone,” Joe said. “Go ask her to dance.”
“Why me?” Andy scowled.
“You’re better at dancing than I am.”
“Bullshit.”
“Don’t waste this opportunity, man. Someone else is going to ask her if you don’t.”
“Fuck.” Andy stood and stomped toward the woman while trying to stamp down the army of ants marching along his spine.
“May I have this dance?” he asked.
Her startled eyes met his, and a slow pale blush colored her cheeks. She was even more beautiful up close than he’d first believed. He loved how her dark lashes accented the blue of her eyes and drew attention to the sprinkling of freckles across her nose and the upper parts of her cheeks.
“I—I can’t. I’m watching our drinks,” she said.
“Mind if I join you? Then we can dance when your friend returns?” he asked.
“Sure. That will be fine.”
“I’m Andy. What’s your name?” he asked.
“I’m Cindy. It’s great to meet you.”
“I haven’t seen you around here before. Are you visiting someone?” he asked.
“No. I moved here about a year ago. I’m surprised I haven’t seen you around,” she said.
“We don’t get out a lot,” Andy said.
“What do you do?” Cindy asked.
“We run a diesel mechanic shop on the edge of town,” he said.
“That probably does keep you busy, off the interstate like Cozy is,” she said.
“Yeah, we stay pretty busy. What about you? What do you do?”
She bit her lower lip then sighed. “I write articles for online magazines and papers.”
“Does it keep you busy?” he asked.
“As busy as I want it to. I can write as much or as little as I want to. It all depends on how much money I need to make each week. Some weeks I write more than others. I do okay,” she said.
“Sounds like a pretty cool job,” Andy said.
She smiled and had started to say something else when Beverly returned, laughing with her dance partner.
“Thanks.” Beverly sat down and grabbed her beer. She looked at Andy and lifted her brows.
“Andy, this is my friend Beverly. Beverly, this is Andy. He and his friend run a diesel garage on the edge of town,” Cindy told her.
“It’s great to meet you,” Beverly said.
“How about that dance now?” Andy asked.
Cindy bit her lip again but stood. She suddenly felt nervous about dancing with the man. The music was slow and sexy, a country ballad. He pulled her into his arms and gently rocked her to the music. She fit into his arms as if she’d been made for him. It all felt perfect. She loved the feel of his strong embrace, like he could handle anything the world could throw his way. Could he handle her secret? Would it change him?
What am I thinking? I just met the man. I have no business even contemplating anything like telling him my secrets when I may never see him again. Just because he feels so right doesn’t mean he is.
But he did feel perfect there in her arms. She sighed and enjoyed the feel of his arms around her and swayed to the music. All too soon, it was over and they were headed back to the table.
“Thanks for the dance,” Andy said. “Maybe another one later?”
“Sure. That would be nice,” Cindy said.
She couldn’t help but watch as he walked away. She loved his tight rounded ass as he made his way between the tables to where his friend sat against the back wall.
“Well?” Beverly asked.
“He’s nice. I like him. He’s kind of gruff, but nice,” she said.
“He’s kind of good looking in a rough sort of way. Not really handsome, but not really all that hard either. Edgy is a good word,” Beverly said.
“Maybe he’ll ask me to dance again later.”
“What about your guy? What did you think about him?” Cindy asked.
“Handsy. I can do without him. I had to dodge his hands the entire time we were dancing. I swear he had more than two of them. I won’t be dancing with him again.”
They chatted about the different men they saw when someone walked up next to Cindy. He cleared his throat.
“Excuse me. May I have this dance?”
She looked up and found the other man who’d been with Andy. He had green eyes with warm chestnut hair that was just long enough that he could pull it back. He was maybe an inch shorter than Andy and just as muscular as his friend.
“Um, sure.” She stood and shot a look of surprise toward her friend, who was grinning like a deranged clown at her.
The stranger led her out onto the dance floor, where another slow country ballad was playing. He pulled her into his arms and soon had her swaying to the music.
“I’m Joe. Andy said your name is Cindy. It’s good to meet you, Cindy,” he said.
“It’s nice to meet you, too,” she said.
“Andy’s right. You do smell like fresh air after a summer rain, and you’re as soft as a downy pillow,” Joe said.
“I don’t know what to say,” Cindy said.
“You don’t have to say anything. We think you’re gorgeous.”
“You do?”
“Yep. Love your rocking body and all that pretty hair the color of a dawn sky, strawberry blonde,” Joe said.
“You know how to throw out the compliments,” she said.
“I don’t give them out blindly, Cindy. You’re a beautiful woman. Andy and I would love to take you out to eat at the steak house next weekend,” Joe said.
“But you hardly know me,” Cindy said, pulling back to look up at him in surprise.
“The only way to get to know each other is to go out, right?” he asked.
“Well, I guess,” Cindy agreed.
“So? Will you let us take you out?”
“Both of you?”
“Of course.”
“I don’t get it. Why both of you? Usually a date only includes one man and one woman.”
“Haven’t you heard? In Cozy there are threesomes here. Those of us living on Ménage Mountain date in threes,” Joe said with a wink.
“You’re playing with me,” she said, though she’d heard rumors.
“No. I’m completely serious. The mountain has been unofficially renamed Ménage Mountain, and everyone who lives on it either lives in a ménage relationship or plans to. Andy and I live on Ménage Mountain. We’re looking for that kind of relationship. That’s why we both want to take you out. Are you woman enough to see where this leads?” Joe asked.
Cindy nearly missed a step as what he was asking sank in. He was asking her to see if the three of them could make a go of a threesome relationship if things progressed in that direction. Was she strong enough to handle two men? She hadn’t been strong enough to handle Mark. Yeah, well, he’d been a schemer and a cheat. That was different. How would they react to finding out that she was a millionaire? Would it change them or how they were with her?
She was attracted to both men. Was being attracted to them both enough to go out with both of them to see where it all led, or was she asking for trouble?
It’s a simple question, Cindy. Yes or no?
“I’d like to go out with you. I’m just nervous about it. That’s all,” Cindy said.
“It’s okay to be nervous. You’d be nervous with any first date. That’s all this is, a first date. It just happens to be with two men. Say yes, Cindy,” Joe said.
“Yes,” she said in a soft voice. “I’ll go to the steak house with you.”
 
* * * *
 
Joe grinned as he returned to the table where Andy sat waiting on him. The man looked anxious as he waited for him to sit down.
“Well?” he asked the second Joe took his chair.
“She said yes.”
Andy let out a whoosh of air and slammed back against his chair. “Thank fuck.”
“She’s nervous, but she’s willing to give it a try.”
“And she does realize it’s with both of us? Not just you?” Andy said.
“Yes, she knows. I told her all about Ménage Mountain. Didn’t want there to be anything between us. She’s still willing to go out with us,” Joe said.
“Wonder what her friend is going to say. Think she’ll try to talk her out of it? What if she manages to do that?” Andy asked.
“I don’t think she will. We’ll dance with her again later tonight to be sure she’s still planning to go out with us. Plus, I want to get her address. I got her number but didn’t get her address,” Joe said.
“Good idea.” Andy signaled for another beer to the waitress that walked by. She nodded and turned around to head toward the bar.
They talked about work and watched the ebb and flow of the customers in the bar, making note of the men who stopped by Cindy’s table. She got up and danced with a few men, but mostly it was Beverly who danced. He hadn’t liked that Cindy had danced with any other men, but they didn’t have a hold on her and couldn’t really say anything about it. He could tell that Andy was holding it together by a thin thread. The other man wanted to go stomp on each man who had put their hands on the woman he was already seeing as theirs. He needed to talk to his friend about the chances that Cindy wouldn’t turn out to be the one for them.
He managed one more dance with Cindy before Andy tapped in to take his turn. He asked her for her address and enjoyed the feel of her body next to his. She was soft in all the right places, and he longed to touch every one of those places. More than anything, he wanted to kiss her and taste those luscious lips. It was too soon though. They weren’t on a date, and kissing her would be pushing things a bit.
He waited for Andy to finish his dance and take her back to the table where her friend waited. Joe watched as Andy bent over her and whispered something in her ear, making her pretty cheeks heat in color again before she covered her mouth with her hand. Then he was sauntering his way back to the table again.
“What the hell did you tell her that had her blushing all over?” Joe asked.
“Told her those sweet lips of hers were ours the next time we saw her,” Andy said.
“Hell, man. Don’t scare her off before we even get to go out with her. She can still call us and cancel you know,” Joe said.
“She won’t. Now she’s curious,” Andy said.
“You better hope she is.”
“Let’s go so we can watch when she leaves. Need to make sure she makes it to her car without some asshole trying to jump her and her friend in the parking lot.” Andy stood.
Joe agreed with him and downed the last of his water. He’d switched to water an hour earlier so he’d be sober enough to drive. Now he followed his friend outside to their truck. They pulled down the tailgate of the truck and sat on it to wait, talking about the trucks they were working on.
Thirty minutes later, Cindy and her friend walked out, laughing and talking, followed by several others in their wake. The men instantly went on alert to be sure no one gave them any trouble. They made it to their car without incident. No one stopped them or called out to them before they were inside and had driven off.
Joe jumped down and climbed into the driver’s side as his friend climbed into the passenger side. They were silent on the drive home. Neither of them seemed to have anything important to say. He was thinking about Cindy and how perfect she seemed on the surface for them. She was the right size and had all the physical attributes they were looking for in a woman. Only time would tell if, underneath, she was the woman for them.
They wanted someone who was fun-loving but who could be serious when it was warranted. Someone who knew how to take things in stride and who wouldn’t wilt with the rumors and nasty comments that might be circulated around town about her being with two men. She’d have to be strong and be able to stand up for herself, but he and Andy would do their best to protect her from anything they knew about. They wouldn’t stand for anyone bad-mouthing her.
Joe liked what he’d seen so far. She didn’t appear to let it bother her that both of them planned to take her out. She’d seemed more curious than anything. Would she tell her friend about it, and what would her friend say? Would she encourage her or try to talk her out of it? Would she let the other woman talk her out of going out with them?
That would say a lot about her in the long run. He wouldn’t try to talk her into going out with them if she let her friend talk her out of it. That right there would say that she was easily swayed by how others saw her.
Joe said goodnight to Andy and took a long hot shower before climbing into bed. He was sure he’d be dreaming about a strawberry-blonde beauty with sky-blue eyes and a sweet smile
 
Chapter Three
 
“Are you kidding me?” Beverly squealed. “You’re going out with two men at one time? That’s insane.”
“Well, I am. They both want to go out with me. What can it hurt? They’re part of that group up on the mountain,” Cindy said as she turned down Beverly’s street.
“They live in threesomes. Everyone talks about them. They don’t bother anyone, but people talk, you know? Are you seriously going on a date with them?”
“Yes. I think it will be fun. They’re both nice.”
“I can’t believe it. You’ve got to tell me all about it,” Beverly said.
“I will. We’re going to the steak house.”
“At least they’re taking you somewhere nice. I hear the men treat their women like queens. If that’s so, maybe I’ll look for a couple of them myself.” Beverly fanned herself. “I can’t imagine two men treating me like a queen.”
“I’ll let you know. I’d settle for treating me like a woman and not a slave. You know. ‘Fetch me a beer, and how about more chips? I’m watching the ball game.’” They both burst out laughing.
“I still can’t believe that asshole did that on your second date. Took you home to wait on him while he watched a ball game. What a loser,” Beverly said.
“No kidding.” Cindy sighed. “That’s about all I’ve been able to attract lately. I’m beginning to believe that’s all we have in this town.”
“You may be right. Maybe we should cast the net a little farther from town,” Beverly suggested.
“Agreed. If these two don’t pan out, we’ll look farther out. I feel like I’m trolling for losers going to bars. I want a partner, not a dictator,” Cindy said.
“You mean a dick-toter, don’t you?” Beverly said, laughing.
Cindy burst out laughing with her. She pulled up into Beverly’s drive. The other woman climbed out and waved. As soon as she was sure the other woman had gotten in safely, she backed out and headed for home.
She shared her little bungalow with her cat, Rascal. The fourteen-pound Maine Coon feline ruled the house. She knew he’d be angry with her for being out so late. She’d have to grovel when she got home to get into his good graces again. She chuckled as she unlocked her door and walked in.
Sure enough, the cat was waiting by the front door with a disapproving glare and a tail that pounded the floor in a staccato rhythm, which brooked no argument would be accepted.
“I know, I know. I’m late. Come on, give me a break. I get to go out sometimes.” She put her purse and keys on the table by the front door and headed toward the kitchen. “I’ll give you a treat for waiting up for me. That will help, won’t it?”
Cindy poured out a few treats in Rascal’s bowl then fixed herself a Diet Coke and watched as the disapproving cat nosed around the treats before ignoring them and sitting across the room to glare at her a little longer before finally eating the treats.
She shook her head and smiled. The cat could always be counted on to forgive her for treats, but how long it took was always the question. She still wasn’t off the hook. Rascal might have eaten the treats, but his tail was still swatting flies coming and going.
She walked into the living room and sat in her favorite chair to enjoy her Diet Coke and think about the two men who’d asked her out. Joe had been nice. He was easygoing and open. She liked that he had a ready smile and seemed fun to be around. Andy was much more serious but someone she felt as if she could count on to always give it to her straight. He didn’t mess around but was honest and open.
Both men were serious about wanting to take her out, and the last thing Andy had said had told her he was serious about getting to know her.
He says my lips are theirs the next time they see me. How do I handle that? Cindy fanned herself just thinking about it.
Would she let them kiss her when they took her out next weekend? Did she have a choice? Of course, she did. She didn’t have to let them do anything. But how could she pass up a chance to find out what it would be like to be kissed by them? Beverly would laugh at her and tell her she was a fool if she didn’t kiss them.
Two men. She was really thinking about going out with two men at one time. What had gotten into her? Beverly was right. There weren’t any good men left in Cozy. She’d been scraping the bottom of the barrel lately. Maybe these two would prove to be different.
Finishing the Diet Coke, Cindy rinsed out the glass and headed for bed. She took a quick shower then climbed under the covers. She was exhausted and had a lot on her mind. She was afraid she wouldn’t get to sleep, but she was gone almost as soon as her head hit the pillow.
 
* * * *
 
“Text her,” Andy said.
“Why me?” Joe asked.
“’Cause I’ll say something inappropriate.”
“Why should we text her at all?”
“To keep us on her mind, idiot,” Andy said. He didn’t want Cindy to forget about them until the weekend. He wanted them on her mind all week.
“Fine. What do you want me to say?” Joe asked.
“I don’t know. You’re the one with the right words.”
“Crap.”
“I wouldn’t say that.”
“Asshole.”
“Wouldn’t say that either,” Andy said, flashing a rare grin.
Joe shook his head and pulled his phone out of his back pocket. He pressed a serious of characters then shoved it back into his pocket and strode across the shop back to where he’d been working on a Peterbilt before Andy had called him over.
“Hey! What did you say?” Andy called out.
“You should have texted her. Then you’d know,” Joe said.
“Fucker!”
Andy returned to work on his truck, muttering under his breath what a cocksucker his friend was, then watched when Joe pulled his phone out of his back pocket once more and read something before texting back and settling it back into his pocket and returning to work. Andy tried to work, but anger and a hefty dose of curiosity got the better of him, and he dropped the wrench in the toolbox and stalked over to where Joe was working.
“What the fuck did you say, and what did she answer back?” Andy asked.
“Told you. Should have done it yourself.”
“Stop with that already. Just fucking tell me.”
Joe sighed and pulled out his phone.
“Here. Read it for yourself.” He handed it over to Andy.
Andy scrolled to Cindy’s name and read the text.
Hey, beautiful, how’s your day going?
Hi. Great. What about yours?
Elbow deep in grease but just got better chatting with you.
“That’s it? That’s all you’ve said?” Andy asked.
“Yep. That’s it.” Joe took his phone back. “Don’t need to say much to let her know you’re thinking about her. You should send her a text like that later today. Something easy,” Joe said.
Andy frowned. “I don’t know what to say on these things. I barely know how to talk on them.”
“Don’t I know that,” Joe mumbled.
“Fuck you.”
“You used to be a lot more easygoing. What in the hell happened to you that you got so anti-social, man? I get that things were fucked up as hell overseas, but what the hell happened?” Joe demanded.
“Shit happens. Things got bad. That’s all. I’ll try to text her after dinner tonight. We’ve got two more days till we take her out. So far she hasn’t come up with an excuse not to go with us, so that’s a good thing, right?”
“Yeah, that’s a good thing.” Joe nodded.
Andy was glad Joe dropped his questioning about what had gone on overseas. They’d been in the same unit but had gotten separated that last mission. Some of the things he’d seen and had to do had changed him. Made him doubt his character and doubt himself as a man. It was one of the reasons he’d been all in with sharing a woman with Joe when they’d talked about it again once they’d gotten back stateside.
They’d been tossing it around with some of the other guys beforehand, but he’d been a little doubtful that it would work. He’d always loved a threesome and how much more intense the sex could be but never thought a true ménage relationship would work long term. Some of the others had proven him wrong. Now, after all he’d been through, he was banking on it to work.
“Think about what you want to say before you type it in,” Joe said. “Make it sound sincere.”
“Yeah. I get it,” he said.
Andy walked back over to the truck and got back to work. He went over possibilities in his head as he worked on the truck and dismissed them all. By the time he had the gear housing back together again, he was no closer to what to say as he’d been when he started. Texting shit was hard. Hell, talking was hard.
He wiped his hands and gathered his tools. He wiped them down then put them away. Once he had the big truck down from the rack and pulled out into the yard, he cleaned up with the Gojo and fiddled with the paperwork to be sure he’d listed everything he’d done to the truck on it. Joe jumped on him all the time for skimping on listing the services he performed.
“Finished for the night?” Joe asked, walking into the office.
“Yeah. Got that Volvo ready for tomorrow, but I don’t want to start on it tonight.”
“Let me work on this paperwork, and then I’m ready to go. If we don’t keep this at least halfway done, we’ll drown in it and probably lose money in the process,” Joe said.
“Maybe we should hire someone,” Andy said.
Joe nearly dropped the file folder he was holding. “You okay?”
“Yeah. Why?”
“You really okay about hiring someone?”
“Well, yeah. It looks like a dump in here. We could use some help.”
“Hallelujah.”
“Fuck off.”
“I’ll put an ad in the paper first thing tomorrow.” Joe was nearly dancing in the damn office as he put away some forms. “Let’s go.”
Andy didn’t say anything all the way home or once they walked inside. He headed straight to the shower and spent longer than usual in it just because he didn’t have a clue what to text Cindy. He needed to do it before dinner because afterward was too late. He didn’t know what time she went to bed and didn’t want to wait and risk her being in bed or getting ready for bed.
“What’s wrong?” Joe asked as he rummaged around in the kitchen.
“Trying to figure out what to text Cindy,” he confessed.
Joe sighed. “Just say, ‘Hi. How was your day?’”
“That’s too general.”
“I don’t know what to suggest then.”
Andy walked into the living room and dropped into his recliner and stared at his phone. He started several test texts but deleted them all. By the time he finally had one that he was halfway satisfied with, his battery power was down to fifteen percent. He sighed and, after hovering over the send button for a good twenty seconds, hit Send. Then he set the phone on the wireless charger on the end table next to him with a sigh.
He didn’t have long to wait before his phone beeped at him. He grabbed it off the charging pad, nearly dropping it as he did. He hit Enter and pulled up the message to find her answer.
His: Checking in to see how your day was today.
Hers: Good. How was yours?
He scowled. Now what? He hadn’t thought far enough ahead to how he would answer her if she responded. He had to think fast. He couldn’t take as long as it had taken him to think of the initial text. He skimmed the keys then typed.
Finished up a truck, so it was productive. Thought about you.
Yeah, that was good. His phone beeped again almost immediately, causing him to fumble it in his hands. He pulled up her return message.
Good night, Andy.
Good night? Was that good? Well, she had used his name. That was good, right? He sighed and shoved the phone back on the charger and grabbed the remote. He wasn’t any good at this texting flirting crap or whatever it was. He’d leave that shit to Joe. He would stick to the in-your-face stuff. That he could handle. He’d show her when he saw her. She couldn’t say he hadn’t warned her. Her lips were his when he got the chance.
 
Chapter Four
 
Cindy paced in front of her mirror as she tried to calm her nerves. They’d said seven, and it was ten minutes till. She still wasn’t a hundred percent sure about her outfit. Was it too dressy? She’d chosen a pair of pale yellow slacks with a frilly yellow blouse. It was perfect for spring and looked amazing on her, but was it too dressy for a first date to a steak house? She just didn’t know. Maybe she should have gotten Beverly to come over and help her pick out her outfit the night before.
She slipped her feet into the strappy sandals that complemented the outfit and sighed. Perfect or not, it was what she was wearing. Time was up. They’d be there at any minute. She grabbed her purse off the bed and eyed Rascal with a wary eye.
“Remember. I told you I might be a little late ahead of time. You’ve been fed, and I cleaned out your litter box early. Give me a break tonight. I’m going on a date,” she told the finicky feline.
Rascal blinked then proceeded to clean his butt. Perfect. She drew in a deep breath and let it out, shaking her head. That cat was never going to cooperate. He saw her as his and his alone.
The doorbell rang, making her jump. She was surprised she hadn’t squealed like a pig. Cindy walked over to the door, and after peeking through the peephole, she opened the door with a broad smile.
“Hi,” she said.
Both men smiled, though Andy’s was obviously forced.
“Hi, beautiful. Ready to go?” Joe asked.
“I’m ready.”
“That blouse is gorgeous on you,” Joe said.
“Thanks.”
“All bright and stuff,” Andy said then winced.
“Thanks, Andy,” Cindy said. She could tell he was really trying.
Why things seemed to be so hard for him she wasn’t sure, but he seemed to struggle with the normal, everyday things. He sure didn’t struggle with the sexy things. She felt heat blossom in her cheeks when she thought back to his whispered words about the kiss.
“Let’s go then,” Joe said.
She locked her door then slipped the key into her purse and allowed the men to guide her to their truck. She nearly winced at the thought of her yellow pants on their greasy truck seats but determined not to show it.
To her surprise, when Andy opened the passenger side door and helped her up into the cab, the leather seat was clean, as was the rest of the truck. She smiled as she scooted over on the bench seat to give him room to get in next to her. Joe climbed in on the driver’s side.
“You smell nice,” Andy said when Joe started backing out of her drive.
“Thanks,” Cindy said. She wasn’t sure what to say to that. She didn’t wear perfume. It made her sneeze.
“I’m sure you’ve eaten at the steak house a million times since there aren’t a lot of places around Cozy to eat. Hope it’s okay with you,” Joe said.
“It’s fine. I’m not picky. I like just about anything,” Cindy said.
“We mostly stick to the steaks, but they have plenty variety to choose from,” he said.
“I like their pork chops, but I might get catfish tonight. I’ll just have to see when I look at the menu,” she said.
They arrived at the steak house after a short drive, and Andy helped her out of the truck and held her elbow as they walked across the gravel lot to the front door. The hostess led them to their table then left them with menus with an assurance that their waitress would be there shortly.
After giving their drink order to the waitress, they talked about the various menu choices, and Cindy settled on the pork chops after all.
“I love them. The last time I got the catfish it was a little off flavor. I’ll probably wait awhile before I try it again,” she said.
“You could always try the salmon or the bass,” Andy suggested.
“Just wasn’t feeling like that. I’m good with the pork chops. Do you really always get the steak? You never get anything else?” she asked.
“On rare occasions we get catfish but not very often,” Joe said. “We eat other things at home. When we go out, we like steak.”
“I guess I can understand that,” she said. “Maybe.”
Joe chuckled. “No, you can’t. We’re men. We like steak and potatoes. Just how we are.”
“Do you like beer, chips, and ball games?” she asked, wincing.
“What?” Andy asked.
“Sometimes, but not really. Why?”
“Just asking,” she said with a sigh. Maybe all men weren’t the same.
If you don’t like ballgames, you don’t have to watch them, Cindy.” Joe shook his head. “We can always look at something different. You can always pull them up again later and watch them.”
“Forget I said anything,” she said, forcing a smile.
“What do you like to do when you’re not writing articles on the internet?” Joe asked.
“Read, a little gardening, and I have a cat,” she said.
“A cat?” Andy asked. “Like a cat that has claws and teeth?”
She chuckled. “Last I checked, he sure does. He’s black and gray and white and huge. His name is Rascal. He doesn’t approve of me being out late and lets me know it when I am.”
“She’s got an animal living with her,” Andy said with a frown.
“Just a cat,” Joe said with a grin. “Andy has a love-hate relationship with animals. They love him, and he hates them.”
“What do you mean?” Cindy asked. She didn’t want a man who wouldn’t love Rascal like she did.
“Doesn’t matter what kind of animal it is, they love him. Follow him around. Climb in his lap and rub all over him. He can’t get rid of them. Funny as hell,” Joe said.
“That’s funny. I bet Rascal won’t do that. He’s very reserved. You’re safe from him,” Cindy told Andy.
“I hope so. Can’t stand to have them rubbing all over me like I’m some sort of catnip tree or something,” Andy said.
Their meals arrived, and they concentrated on eating, pausing only to mention how good their food was. By the time they’d finished, Cindy was full and had to decline dessert. The men each ordered pie and offered her a bite of theirs, but she turned them down.
“I swear if I eat even one more bite I’ll explode. I never should have eaten that last bite of potato. I’m going to fall asleep before we even get home,” Cindy said.
“You can sleep on my shoulder,” Andy said.
She smiled at the other man. “Thanks. I just might take you up on that.”
By the time they left the restaurant she was pleasantly full and more than a little sleepy. She hated that feeling. She’d wanted to spend more time talking with them. They were really pretty interesting. They’d been overseas serving in the armed forces and had a plethora of information about other parts of the world.
Once she was belted in and they were on their way, she felt her head slowly sink onto Andy’s shoulder. He wrapped his arm around her and pulled her in next to him. She let herself slowly relax a little at a time until she lost consciousness. After what felt like mere seconds later, he was shaking her slightly.
“Cindy? Wake up, babe. We’re here. Wake up,” Andy said.
“Hmm?” She opened her eyes.
“We’re back at your place, babe. Time to wake up.”
“Oh, goodness. I really did fall asleep.” Cindy stifled a yawn and sat up from Andy’s warm embrace.
“Let me get your belt.” Andy reached over and unbuckled her then slid out of the truck and reached for her. “Let me help you down, babe.”
Cindy was still a little woozy from having only been asleep for a short while. She let him help her down from the seat then wobbled a bit before he let her stand on her own.
“Good to walk now?” Andy asked.
“Yeah, thanks.” She shuffled up the walk to her front door with both men behind her. When she reached the door, she turned to tell them good night.
Andy pulled her into his arms. “Told you your lips were ours the next time we saw you. They’re sweet, and I want to taste them, babe. You going to let me taste them?” he asked.
Cindy could only nod her head. He’d taken her so off guard she didn’t know what else to do.
Andy slowly lowered his head and brushed his lips across hers in a soft, barely-there touch that sparked heat throughout her body. Then he pressed harder, and her heart sped up and her blood rushed through her veins. When he licked across her lower lip, she gasped, and he dove in, swiping his tongue inside to take control of her much as his strong embrace took control of her body, molding it to his so that she wasn’t the least bit in the dark about how he felt about her. He wanted her. His cock was rock hard and pressed tightly against her belly.
When he slowly released her and placed a last lingering kiss to her lips, she felt woozy and swayed on her feet. He kissed her nose and smiled that half-smile she knew was what he gave as a full smile.
“I was right. You do taste like sunshine,” Andy said.
Then Joe held her. He backed her against her door and slowly kissed the corners of her mouth then sucked on her lower lip before taking control of her mouth so that she had no doubt he was demanding control of her body, as well. He held either side of her cheeks with his hands as he explored her mouth with his tongue and spread fire throughout her body, even as she felt the heat of his desire in her blood. Both men were well endowed, and both men had no qualms about showing her just how much they wanted her.
When he slowly pulled back, she was reeling from their kisses. She wasn’t even sure she’d be able to walk inside and undress to go to bed. She was that unsettled. They’d definitely kissed her silly. What would it be like to have sex with them? She wasn’t sure she’d be able to handle anything more. They were dangerous. God help her if she fell for them. They’d own her for certain.
“Good-night, beautiful. Lock up. We’ll talk to you later,” Joe said.
“Night, babe,” Andy said. “Go on inside and lock up like Joe said.”
Cindy fumbled in her purse for her key and finally got it in the lock. By the time she was inside, had twisted the deadbolt, and slid the chain home, she was shaking like a leaf. They’d really done a number on her. She dropped her purse and the key on the little table by the door and shuffled past the glaring cat to the kitchen. She needed a Diet Coke in the worst way.
 
* * * *
 
“So, tell me all about it. How did they act? Did they kiss you? What was it like?” Beverly had come over Sunday afternoon to bombard her with questions as soon as she’d opened the door.
“Do you want something to drink?” Cindy asked.
“Tea would be great. Spill, girlfriend. What was it like?”
“Let me get your tea, and we’ll sit down and I’ll tell you all about it. Watch out for Rascal though. He’s pissed at me.”
“Why?” Beverly asked.
“I ignored him last night and forgot to give him his treat for staying out so late. I gave it to him this morning, but it was too late, and he still hasn’t eaten it or forgiven me.”
“Oh. You are in the dog house.”
“Ha ha.”
Cindy poured a glass of iced tea for Beverly and, after handing it to her, grabbed her own glass of Diet Coke and followed her friend over to the living room, where she sank down in her favorite chair while Beverly took the couch.
“So?” Beverly asked.
“They were great. They both picked me up. Their truck was spotless, so I didn’t have to worry about my outfit getting dirty. I would bet they have a work truck that they take to and from work and then a different truck when they aren’t working,” she said.
“That’s nice. Men don’t usually think of things like that. Points to them. Go on,” Beverly said.
“Andy helped me up into the truck and fastened my seatbelt for me. Then he helped me back down, and they escorted me inside.” Cindy told Beverly all about their conversation and how much fun they had been talking about work and the town and their time in the service.
“You sound like you had a great time. I have to say they sound like decent men. What about when you came home?” Beverly asked.
“Well, I was so full I fell asleep on them,” she admitted.
“You didn’t!”
“I did. Right on Andy. He woke me up when we got back to my place.”
Beverly giggled. “So, you slept in his arms. How sweet.”
“Then there was the good-night kiss,” Cindy said before taking a sip of her drink.
“Spill, girlfriend.”
She described each kiss with a dreamy feeling in her body, almost reliving it all over again.
“Oh. My. God.” Beverly fanned herself.
“I know. It was unbelievable. They are so hot. I swear I thought I was going to combust on the spot. Then they made me lock up behind them before they left,” Cindy said.
“And they already have pet names for you. Andy calls you babe and Joe calls you beautiful. That’s so sweet,” Beverly said.
“Meeoooow.” Rascal walked into the living room and sat down in front of Cindy.
“What is it?” Cindy asked.
“Meow.” Rascal got up and walked toward the kitchen.
“Let me go see what he wants. Maybe he ate his treat and he wants me to know he’s forgiven me,” Cindy said.
“Here’s hoping,” Beverly said. “Can I have some more tea?”
Cindy took her friend’s empty glass and followed the cat into the kitchen.
Instead of an empty bowl she found a hairball in the middle of the kitchen floor. She looked over at a preening Rascal and frowned at the cat.
“Thanks. I could have done without that.”
Cindy poured Beverly’s tea, cleaned up the gift, and then thoroughly washed her hands before returning to hand Beverly her tea.
“Are you forgiven?” Beverly asked.
“More like I’ve paid my dues. Don’t ask. You don’t want to know,” Cindy said.
“Ugh. I’m sure. So, when are you seeing them again?” Beverly asked.
“I don’t know. They haven’t asked yet. I figure they will call me sometime next week. At least I hope so. I mean after that kiss, or those kisses, I would think they’d call, right?”
“Oh, I think you can count on it,” Beverly said.
“Do you think I’m doing the right thing getting involved with two men, Beverly?” Cindy asked.
“Honey, only you can answer that for yourself. I don’t see anything wrong with it. The families up on the mountain are doing fine. They’ve started having children and really seem happy. Why don’t you give it some time and see how you feel after a few more dates?” Beverly said.
“I suppose you’re right. What if it were you? Would you be interested in two men?” Cindy asked.
“Oh, hell yeah. In a heartbeat. I haven’t found one man in this town who can handle me. I’ve about decided it will take two to take care of my ass.”
Cindy burst out laughing. “You’re crazy.”
“As a loon, but you love me anyway.”
They continued talking about Beverly’s nonexistent sex life and the town’s lack of eligible men, as well as their jobs. Since Cindy didn’t really have to work, she felt bad for Beverly and the fact that she had to put up with her boss’s constant harassment at the newspaper. The man was a complete bastard, always complaining about something to his employees. Beverly was a copy editor and worked hard, but the man always found something to fuss about.
“I wish you could find another job somewhere other than at the paper,” Cindy said. “You deserve better than that asshole.”
“I’d take just about anything if it paid enough, but there aren’t any jobs here in Cozy to speak of. I’d have to drive to one of the other towns, and that would cost in gas. I’d hate to have to leave here. I like the atmosphere here too much to leave. I just have to put up with his nasty attitude.” Beverly shrugged her shoulders.
“I’m not giving up. I’ll find you another job somehow.” Cindy hated to see her friend like that.
“Don’t worry about it. You have two amazing hunks to think about. I can’t wait until they ask you out again. I wonder where they’ll take you next time. There aren’t a lot of places here to go. Maybe they’ll take you out of town next time.”
“Maybe. Or they may decide on the pizza place. It’s fun and less formal. That would be great for getting to know them better,” Cindy pointed out.
“Wherever they decide, you’ll have a great time. You have to call me the second you get off the phone with them. Promise me you will,” Beverly said.
“I promise.”
 
Chapter Five
 
Tuesday afternoon Cindy stood and stretched after a long session sitting at her desk. Rascal followed her lead and arched his back then stretched his front legs out, followed by his back legs. Cindy shook her head at the cat before walking out of the office to the kitchen to fix an afternoon snack. She had skipped lunch, again. Sometimes when she was in the groove she forgot to stop to eat. Not a very healthy thing to do, but she forgot to eat sometimes.
Just as she took out the cheese from the fridge, her cell phone beeped, signaling a message. She set the cheese on the island counter and picked up her phone to check. It was from Joe.
Joe: Hey, beautiful. How are you doing today?
Cindy: Good. Productive morning. What about you?
Joe: Finished up a job and thinking about you. Busy Saturday?
Cindy smiled to herself. Here it was. He was going to ask her out. She grinned and shook as she typed out her answer.
Cindy: Other than house chores, no. What about you guys?
She waited.
And waited.
Finally, her phone beeped. She pulled up the message with trembling fingers.
Joe: Feel up to a barbeque? Gonna cook out on the deck Saturday and hoped you’d join us.
Cindy bit her lower lip. What should she do? She barely knew them. Go to their place so soon? What if they expected sex on the second date? She didn’t think she was ready for that. She wished she had time to talk to Beverly about it. Could she put them off and talk to her before she made the decision?
Her phone beeped.
Joe: ???
Cindy: Sorry, just thinking. I’d like to come. Just unsure if coming to your place on a second date is a good idea.
There, honesty. It’s always good to be honest and upfront in a relationship. She cringed. She wasn’t exactly being honest and upfront with them about herself since she was keeping from them the fact that she was rich, but she didn’t have to reveal that this early, did she?
Joe: You’re safe with us. We aren’t going to jump your bones just because you’re at our house, beautiful. Just good food and maybe a movie. Nothing too serious.
Cindy: Okay. I’d like to come over then. Thanks for asking me. What time?
Joe: We’ll pick you up at one. We’ll plan to eat around four and watch a movie after that. Sound good?
Cindy: Sounds great. See you then.
She leaned against the island and grinned like a crazy person as she thought about the upcoming date. She’d expected them to call sometime around Wednesday or Thursday. Instead Joe had texted her on Tuesday. She laughed. She needed to get more into the technological world. Dates were made through texts now. That reminded her. She needed to call Beverly.
Cindy called Beverly and filled her in on the date while she fixed her cheese and fruit snack. Her friend was ecstatic for her. She thought it was fine for her to go over to their place and didn’t see anything wrong with it being the second date.
“Just don’t do anything you aren’t comfortable doing. If they pressure you, then they aren’t the men for you. Best to find out now rather than later, right?” Beverly had said.
They’d chatted until Beverly had to go before her evil boss caught her talking instead of working. Cindy really needed to find her friend another job. Maybe something online would work for her. She’d look later and see what she could find.
Rascal waited for his slice of cheese while she ate, standing patiently next to her as she leaned against the counter. Cindy finally dropped it for him, and he pounced. Then she finished up and rinsed her dish before adding it to the dishwasher.
The rest of the afternoon went by in a blur as she finished up an advertisement for a client and spent the rest of the afternoon searching for possible jobs for her friend. One caught her eye in the online job listing for Cozy. It was for a front office and file clerk. Duties included greeting the public, writing up tickets, filing, keeping up with inventory, and ordering parts. High school diploma required. That sounded like a good possibility, and it was right there in Cozy. She copied that and pasted it into an email to Beverly. She added a short note and sent it off to her friend.
Rascal jumped down from his spot on her desk and did his usual stretch then padded off toward the kitchen. No doubt he was waiting by his food bowl ready for his nightly feeding. She glanced at the computer clock and sighed. It was late. She’d been on the computer searching for longer than she’d intended. It was nearly eight o’clock.
Cindy stood and groaned at how stiff she was. After feeding Rascal, she popped in a microwave dinner and waited on it to cook while she rubbed her eyes and tried to focus on the countdown. Finally, it dinged, and she made short work of the meal. It didn’t take long to clean up the kitchen before she got ready for bed.
By the time she was in bed, it was nearly ten and she was just about asleep on her feet. The second her head hit the pillow, she conked out.
The dream pulled her in as easily as if she’d been thinking about it all day long, and maybe she had subconsciously. What wasn’t to appreciate about two men to see to your every need both in the bed and out? Two men to hold you, kiss you, follow you around to open doors for you, carry groceries for you. Well, everything.
In the dream, they were both dancing with her. She was between them, swaying to a slow song, and they were the only ones on the dance floor with mist swirling all around them. She couldn’t see the band, but the music was soft and magical as they held her. Joe had his hands on her shoulders while Andy had his hands on her hips. Joe bent down and kissed her, instantly setting her mouth on fire with his hunger. Joe trailed his mouth down her neck to her shoulder before nipping her there. Their combined touches had her pussy wet, drenching her panties.
Cindy moaned as they continued kissing and licking her. The way Joe took possession of her mouth had her weak in the knees. She was sure that she was going to collapse, but suddenly they were in bed and she was lying between the two men just as nude as they were. She gasped then groaned when one of them caught one of her nipples in his mouth and sucked. It sent electrical sparks straight to her clit.
Then the other one was sucking on the other nipple so that she was wild with the pleasure they were giving her. She ran her hands through their hair, digging at their scalps with her nails. It felt so good. So very good, but she needed more. She wasn’t sure what but more of something.
“So responsive,” Andy said in his raspy voice.
“I bet she tastes like sweet honey,” Joe said.
“I can’t get enough of these hot little berries up here. They’re perfect,” Andy said.
Joe kissed his way down her torso, stopping every once in a while to suck or lick a particularly erotic spot that caused her to writhe beneath him. He’d chuckle and move on until she was ready to scream. He shoved her thighs wide so that he could fit his broad shoulders between them.
“God, you smell good down here. I can’t wait to taste you, beautiful. Gonna eat you alive.”
She wanted him to hurry up. Her pussy was throbbing with need. All she could do was whimper unintelligibly. Her mind was mush with sexual heat.
The second his mouth was on her she arched her back until Andy pushed her back down with a chuckle.
“Easy there, babe. I’ve got you. Just settle down.” He sucked hard on one of her nipples then switched to the other one.
Joe licked her slit from top to bottom then back up again. It was almost too much to take. He stopped and sucked on her pussy lips then stabbed at her cunt with his stiffened tongue. She squirmed beneath them unable to remain still with the onslaught of sensations between the two men. While Joe sucked and licked on her pussy, Andy manipulated her nipples with his tongue and teeth and fingers. He sucked as much of her breast into his mouth as he could get then flattened her nipple against the roof of his mouth and sucked.
“Oh, God. You’re killing me,” she cried out.
“We’re going to make you scream our names, babe,” Andy said.
Joe sucked and licked at her pussy, circling her clit with the tip of his tongue so that she wanted to grab his head and hold him where she wanted him, needed him desperately. He rasped his tongue over her clit then got back to avoiding it. She was wild with tension building higher and higher.
“You’re so fucking wet, beautiful. I can’t keep up with how juicy you are,” Joe said.
He lapped at her then thrust a finger inside of her. She instantly clamped down on it as he moved it in and out of her pussy. Then he added a second finger while he continued to lick and tease her clit.
Andy twisted and pulled on one nipple as he sucked and nipped at the other one. She swore she was going to combust from the heat building throughout her body. Never had she felt so much sexual tension in her life. Her orgasm was going to kill her when it happened. She prayed she didn’t lose this one. She really needed it. It was going to be the best one she’d ever had.
Just when she thought it couldn’t go on anymore, Joe latched onto her clit and sucked hard as he thrust his fingers in and out of her cunt. She clamped down on them and exploded into a million pieces as her world came apart and reformed. The way Andy pinched and bit down on her nipples had her entire body consumed with fire, and she was almost lost in the wave after wave of pleasure that crashed over her in waves almost too large to breathe.
Sure enough, she screamed their names.
Over and over.
Their names were on her lips when her eyes flew open, and she woke up with her body arched, still reeling from the climax that had rocked her dream.
 
* * * *
 
“Hey, got a hit on our ad, Andy. She’s got experience in filing and handling multiple tasks at once. She is good under pressure and has a degree in journalism. Looking to change jobs due to needing a change,” Joe said.
“Hire her. No need to wait. Just call her up and offer her the job. Sick of this mess up here and you’re always bitching about it. Hire the woman and be done with it,” Andy said.
Joe chuckled. That was Andy. Always ready to get something done and out of the way. He didn’t believe in beating around the bush. Thus, the barbeque Saturday to get to know Cindy better. Joe thought it was moving too fast, but Andy had insisted that they needed to get to know her better before she decided that dating two men was too much.
Get her hooked on us fast, and maybe she won’t back away later.
“I need to interview her first. She might not be the type of woman we need. It takes someone who can handle dealing with customers who aren’t exactly happy with being without their cars and then having to pay large sums of money to get them back,” Joe said.
“Well, hurry up and interview her.”
“I’ll call her now and schedule an interview.”
Joe placed the call and set up an interview for the next afternoon at four. “She sounds familiar. I wonder if we know her from town?”
“Don’t know. Hope she isn’t someone we’ve dated before. That’ll be a disaster. Can’t hire someone we’ve dated before,” Andy said.
“I’d remember her name. No, this is someone else.”
“What do you think about texting Cindy and making sure she’s still coming Saturday?” Andy asked.
“She’s coming. We’re picking her up, and she hasn’t said anything about not coming.” Joe sat back from the computer and looked at his friend. “What’s eating at you?”
“Guess I want to talk to her.”
Joe smiled. Andy was really attracted to her. “Why don’t you text her and ask how her day is going. You don’t have to talk about anything in particular. Just ask how she’s doing.”
“That sounds lame,” Andy said.
“She’ll like it if you ask about her. Trust me.”
“If you say so.”
“I’m sure.”
Andy pulled his phone out of his back pocket and swiped the screen before texting away. He frowned then shoved the phone back into his back pocket.
Joe narrowed his eyes. “What?”
“She didn’t answer,” he said.
“Man, you didn’t give her time. She might be busy and didn’t see your text yet.”
“You’re so damn impatient.”
There was a ding coming from Andy’s ass.
“See,” Joe said.
Andy pulled out his phone and scrolled to his texts. His mouth pulled up in his half-smile. Then he texted back something and waited. Another ding. He texted back and shoved the phone back into his pocket.
“So? What did you say? How did she respond?” Joe asked.
“I did what you said. Asked how her day was going. She said good. She’d gotten a lot of work done. She asked about mine. I told her I’d finally managed to get the fucking engine rebuilt on the Peterbilt and back together. She said good job. I said thanks.”
Joe groaned. No doubt his friend had said just that. He had no finesse where women were concerned. Still, he was his best friend and would be his partner with the woman they called their own. Hopefully that woman would be Cindy. He couldn’t help but feel like she was the one. There was just something about her that had his heart skipping a beat and his chest tightening when they were near her. Hell, his cock stayed hard whenever he thought about her. Like now.
He adjusted himself to no avail and resigned himself with having to deal with it until he got home and could take care of it in the shower. She really turned him on. Her body was perfect with its curves that made him drool. He loved that she was cushy and not bony. He liked his women soft and fleshy. She had a rounded belly and an ass that was made for grabbing and holding on when he buried his cock there. Yeah, she was it for him. He was positive Andy felt the same way.
“You ready to head home?” Andy asked.
“Yeah, lock up the garage while I lock up the office. No reason to stay open for thirty more minutes. Nothing happening between now and five,” Joe said.
“Can’t wait to get that fucking Peterbilt out of the bay. That bastard’s been a fucking nightmare. One thing after another. If they’d just done their scheduled maintenance, they wouldn’t have had such a mess in the first place,” Andy fussed as he walked back out into the shop area.
Joe couldn’t blame him. He’d been working on the truck for nearly a week. It had been a hard job. He’d be happy to get back to mostly routine jobs.
He met the other man outside, where they climbed into the truck and headed home. As soon as they got inside, he raced up the stairs to the shower. He always used the one in the master bath and Andy used the Jack and Jill bathroom connected to their rooms. He stripped and turned on the shower. As soon as it got to the right temperature he stepped in and lathered up. He couldn’t wait to get clean. As much as he enjoyed working on trucks, he hated the grease and grime.
As soon as he was through bathing, he lathered up his hands and grabbed his dick with a soapy hand and squeezed at the base before tugging on it all the way to the tip then back down again. Fuck, that felt good. He thought about Cindy and her hot little body. She was made for sex. He couldn’t wait to get her between him and Andy. She’d cream for them. He was sure of it.
He pictured her on her knees in front of him with her mouth open, ready to take his cock there. He’d thread his fingers through her hair and massage her scalp as he positioned his cockhead at her lips. Then he’d tap her bottom lip and let her lick over the tip of him. Damn, that felt good. Just the tip of him. She’d slide her tongue over his slit and gather the little drop of pre-cum that would form there for her. Yeah, that would be so hot.
He pulled at his cock, tightening his grip as he tugged on it. He imagined her taking his shaft into her mouth with one hand, gripping at the base of him, while the other one fondled his balls. He groaned. She’d suck him deep so that her throat muscles contracted around him when she swallowed. Then she’d come off him and lick around his cockhead before sucking him down again. She would allow him to feel just the light rasp of her teeth. Not much, just enough to stimulate him even more. Then she’d lightly squeeze his balls as she sucked him to the back of her throat once more and swallowed.
Joe came up on his toes as he tugged faster on his dick. He was so close. Thinking about her sucking him off was doing it for him. He could feel the cum boiling in his balls. He didn’t think he’d ever come as hard as it felt like he would this time.
He squeezed the base of his dick in an effort to stave off his climax for a little while longer. He wanted to prolong the pleasure just a little longer. It was all too good for it to be over so soon. He wasn’t a fast shot normally. Normally he could last a little longer than this. It was something about it being Cindy. Cindy with her hot little mouth and the way her sweet face was turned up to stare at him from beneath her lashes.
No, Joe was just too close. The way he imagined her looking up at him and sucking him was going to make him go much faster than he wanted. He slapped his hand against the shower wall and threw back his head. This wasn’t what he wanted. He wanted to hold off, but there was no holding off his orgasm. It spewed up his shaft even as he came up on his toes and growled out her name. The cum coated his hand and the back of the shower wall until he was spent and his legs felt like jelly.
Joe nearly collapsed once he was done. He used both hands to prop himself up on the shower wall then grimaced at the mess he’d made. As soon as he could breathe normally again and had his legs steady, he cleaned up and turned off the water. He was glad they’d put in the separate hot water tank for the master bathroom. He had little doubt with two men taking showers at the same time they’d have run out of hot water a long time ago.
 
Chapter Six
 
“You’re never going to believe this,” Beverly said as soon as Cindy answered the phone Thursday night.
“What?” Cindy asked.
“I’m interviewing with your guys for that job you sent me.”
“What?”
“That job you sent me was for a clerk at their mechanic shop. I have an interview with them tomorrow afternoon.”
“Um, that’s great?” Cindy wasn’t sure if it was or wasn’t. “Do they know it’s you?” she asked.
“I don’t think so. He didn’t sound like he recognized me. Really, I doubt he’d recognize my name or voice. We only met once, and he was so into you,” Beverly said.
“You need a new job. If it’s for you, I hope it works out. It will be odd, though, if you get it and things don’t work out between me and them,” Cindy said.
“Yeah, I guess so. But really, things are going to work out for you guys. You’re perfect for each other. Think positive, Cindy.”
Cindy laughed. “I’m trying. I’m still nervous about Saturday. What do I wear? I don’t want to wear anything suggestive, but I want to be comfortable.”
“Slacks and a blouse that isn’t too revealing. You want to be comfortable without acting like a nun and wearing a turtleneck. Besides it’s too hot for one of those,” Beverly teased.
“You were reading my mind, weren’t you?” Cindy asked.
“Honestly, hon. You need to relax and enjoy yourself and stop worrying about what might not happen at all. They seem like good men. I can’t imagine them pushing you into anything you aren’t willing to do. You have the right to say no, and I really think they will honor that,” Beverly said.
“I don’t know why I’m so nervous. I’ve never been nervous about going on dates before, but I was like this the first time they took me out, too,” she said.
“I think it’s because they are already important to you and you see something special in them. You’re thinking that they matter and you’re nervous of something going wrong and ruining it.”
“Maybe. Or maybe it’s all because there are two of them,” Cindy said.
“That may be a small piece of it, but I don’t think it’s the entire reason, honey. I think you recognize that they could be it for you. Just relax and see where it takes you.”
“I think part of it is that I’m afraid that it will all turn out to be like with Mark. They’ll see dollar signs and think about what they can gain from being with me more than just being with me. You know?”
“Stop thinking about that sleazebag. These guys don’t even know you’re loaded. All they know is that you live here and you work at home. They don’t have a clue. You don’t have to tell them at all until you get ready to tell them. Hell, you can wait until after you marry them if it goes that far.”
“That’s dishonest to hold something that important back,” Cindy said.
“It’s all up to you, but I really don’t think it will change how they think of you. They seem like they have good heads on their shoulders. I don’t think they will think any differently about you whether you have money or not,” Beverly said.
“I hope you’re right.”
“I’m right. Now wish me luck.”
“Luck! You have to call me after your interview tomorrow and let me know how it goes. Right after,” Cindy said.
“Don’t worry. I will. I just hope the money will be enough that I can afford to quit the paper. I’m so done with my boss’s bitching. He honestly jumped all over me about how many red pencils I use in a year yesterday. I’m an editor. It’s what I do. I’ve tried to get him to let me do my editing online, but no. He wants it the old-fashioned way, on paper.” Beverly growled through the phone.
“I have a few editing jobs for you to check into, as well. That might make up the income if the job doesn’t pay quite enough. You would enjoy having the flexibility to do as much editing or as little as you wanted. I sent them to your email, as well. You’ll have to take a test for them, but you’ll ace them, I’m sure,” Cindy said.
“Thanks for looking out for me, girlfriend. I’ll do that when I get home. I really like editing but not enough to put up with this crap anymore.”
“Don’t blame you in the least.”
“Do you miss the big city?” Beverly asked.
“No. Not one bit. I never enjoyed living there,” Cindy said.
“Neither did I, but I was originally from a small town. I just worry that you miss it sometimes when you can’t find what you’re looking for here,” Beverly said.
“That’s what online shopping is for,” Cindy teased.
“Yep, you can buy anything online nowadays.”
“Talk to you later, girlfriend.”
“Night.”
Cindy set her phone on the end table next to her and picked up her e-reader again to settle back into her book, but she couldn’t concentrate. Rascal seemed to pick up on her restlessness and hopped up into her lap. He circled a few times then curled up in her lap and settled in to be adored. Cindy chuckled and began petting and smoothing down his hair while she thought about what Beverly had said.
What would it mean if her friend did take a job with Joe and Andy at their shop? What if she did and Cindy ended up with the guys? Would that be a problem? She didn’t think so. It would be nice to have her close. She could eat lunch with her sometimes and the “bosses” couldn’t say a thing if they took longer than an hour. She smiled at that.
What would it mean if they didn’t work out though? Could she go by and pick up her friend for lunch and see them if they didn’t work out? Would it hurt to see them?
I guess it depends on if they are the ones breaking up with me. Maybe I’m making this all too complicated. I usually do.
Cindy jerked when Rascal delivered a light nip on her hand. She looked down with a frown and rubbed the spot with her other hand. She’d stopped rubbing the animal evidently, and that was a biting offense according to the ornery feline.
“You didn’t have to bite me. Meow at me next time, you little shit.”
Just for spite, Cindy used both hands to give the cat a thorough scratch then set him aside and stood. She grabbed a lint roller and removed as much of the cat hair as she could then got ready for bed. It was early, but she was restless and thought a nice long hot bath might help her relax before bed. She’d get up early in the morning and breeze through some work then maybe go shopping. She could use a new outfit for Saturday. There might be something in town that would fit the bill.
 
* * * *
 
Andy watched as the brunette walked into the office where he and Andy sat waiting for her. She was about five feet five and shapely. She looked familiar, but it took him a few minutes before he realized who she was.
“You’re Cindy’s friend,” he blurted out.
Joe looked over to her, and realization dawned in his eyes, as well. Andy crossed his arms. He wasn’t sure it would be a good idea to hire the best friend of the woman they were dating. She’d been the only one to answer the ad though.
“I’m Beverly, and yes, Cindy and I are good friends. I hope that isn’t a problem,” she said.
“Sit down,” Joe said.
Andy huffed out a breath. He figured Joe would go through the motions and then dismiss her, but to his surprise, he seemed to be actually considering her. Andy had to admit that she had some good experience and answered all the questions with positive answers. Hell, they were going to have to hire her. They needed help yesterday, and she was their only possibility at the moment.
“How soon would you be able to start should we offer you the job?” Joe asked her.
“In two weeks. I have to give two weeks’ notice at the paper,” she said.
“Okay. Consider yourself hired. Give your notice today or Monday and plan to start in two weeks,” Joe said.
Andy had to bite back a growl. As much as he knew it was the right move, he was worried that it would backfire on them. If they did something that she didn’t approve of with Cindy, their life would be made miserable by the woman who would be running their office at work. That would be a disaster. What was Joe thinking? Hell, the same thing he was. They didn’t have much choice. Something had to be done.
The second she walked out of the office and was in her car and backing out of the parking lot, he hit the wall with his fist.
“What’s that for? You know we need her,” Joe said.
“Yeah, but it’s dangerous territory. Cindy gets hurt or upset or mad at us and Beverly’s going to make our life a living hell down here. You know it.”
“So, we don’t let that happen. Our job is to make sure Cindy is always happy. That was our agreement when we decided to share a woman all those years ago. What’s the problem?” Joe asked.
“You and I both know that it isn’t that easy. I plan to do everything in my power to do that, but women are a field of land mines. You never know when you’re going to step on one and it’s going to blow up on your ass,” Andy said.
“We do the best we can. That’s all we can do.”
“How are we going to handle Beverly if Cindy gets mad at us?”
“I guess we’ll have to wait and see what happens. I don’t know,” Joe said. “Hopefully she won’t take it out on us and be professional.”
Andy scoffed. “Fat chance of that. Women stick together.”
Joe winced. Andy knew his friend agreed with him, but he was trying to be positive. Well, Andy was positive they were in a world of trouble.
“Let’s go home. We need to get the meat marinated and the house cleaned up so we’ll be ready for Cindy tomorrow,” Joe said.
Andy couldn’t stop the smile that pulled at his mouth. He was excited that they were having her over to their house. It was a big step that probably was a little soon, but he hadn’t wanted to wait for another date. Yeah, they had to take things slow, but he wanted to see her in their domain and see how she took to the house. If she wasn’t happy there, she wouldn’t work out for them. They couldn’t build another house just to suit her. Sure, they could make a few changes here and there, but that was about it. His feelings on the subject had been to find out sooner rather than later if the house was going to be an issue. Joe had finally caved.
The other reason he wanted her at the house so soon was to see how she reacted around them in a more intimate environment. After that kiss the other night, he was pretty sure she was as affected by them as they were by her. He wanted to tease her some but not too much. He didn’t want to put her on guard so that she was afraid to be with them. He knew it was too soon to push her toward sex. Even he wasn’t that dense.
“I’ll go ahead and wrap the potatoes and get them ready for the oven. All we’ll have to do is stick them in that way,” Andy said.
“Sounds good. I like your potatoes with the bacon and salt. Taste like the ones you get at the steak house.”
“Easy to make, just takes a little extra time. That’s why I’m going to make them tonight.”
“I’ll make up the salad and put it in the fridge after I mix up the marinade for the steaks,” Joe said.
“Sounds good. Get all the prep work out of the way so all we have to do in the morning is get things on the grill and in the oven. What about the movie?” Andy asked. “I’m not watching some sappy movie. Not doing it.”
“Find two or three out of what we have that aren’t too bloody that she might like, and we’ll let her choose among them. Look for something more psychological or thriller,” Joe suggested.
“I get it. I’ll look after I get the potatoes wrapped.”
They quickly showered then got to work prepping for the barbeque the next day. Once Andy had finished the potatoes, he combed through their extensive movie collection and finally pulled out three movies he thought would be safe enough for her to select. One was an adventure movie while the others were thrillers. He hoped she’d be happy with one of them.
Then he helped Joe rearrange the outside furniture to a more intimate setting for three. It had been set up for the last time they’d had several of the other families over to eat. He’d enjoyed that. Maybe soon he’d have his own family. He wanted that.
He knew that Joe wondered sometimes how he felt about it now after so many years, but he still wanted it. Yeah, he’d grown grumpier and more remote over the years, but he lived in his head too much, and the time overseas had messed with him. He had trouble sometimes separating things, and it bothered him. He often felt like he didn’t deserve a family since he hadn’t been able to save some of the families over there. Then he’d remind himself that he wasn’t the only one who’d fought to try and save them.
Yeah, he was fucked up sometimes, but he truly wanted Cindy to work out for them. She was the first of the many women they’d dated over the years to make him think about long term. He’d gone along with Joe and would have settled down with whomever he’d chosen if she’d worked out, but Cindy was someone he could honestly say aroused him in more than just a sexual way, though she really did it for him in that department, as well. There was something about her that made him want to protect her. Made him want to wrap his arms around her and keep her safe. He wanted to see her smile and help to put that smile on her face.
Andy shook his head. Was he getting sappy over her? Probably, but nothing had ever gotten to him like that in the past. She might be the one to do it. He wanted this to work out. First thing was to see if she could be happy in their home like it was. Next step in his mind was to see if she was as affected by them as they were by her, and then they would court her like she deserved. He’d do the whole flowers and candy and bended-knee thing if it would please her. Yeah, Andy, the stoic, battle-scarred bastard would get on one knee and propose if she turned out to be that perfect one for them.
 
* * * *
 
“So? How was it?” Cindy asked as soon as Beverly called her later that evening.
“It went well. They offered me the job. Right on the spot. I can’t believe it. I’m actually going to leave that asshole for good,” Beverly said.
“Wow, did they recognize you?” Cindy asked.
“Yes. Andy did almost immediately. Joe did after he said something.”
“And they still hired you. That’s great. What about the editing jobs I sent you? Are you going to apply for them?” Cindy asked.
“Yeah. I pulled them up, and they look promising. I plan to take the tests and send them in tomorrow. It will give me something to do while you’re at the barbeque with your men,” she said.
“I found the perfect outfit in town. It’s a pale blue. The blouse has pale yellow flowers on it with a background of pale blue that matches the pale blue pants. What do you think?” Cindy asked.
“Sounds perfect. You have to call me Sunday morning as soon as you wake up, or I’ll come over and wake you up,” Beverly warned.
“I will. I will. I should be home by midnight. I wouldn’t think the movie would last longer than a couple of hours. We’re supposed to eat around four or so then watch the movie, so even if we watch two movies, that’s no later than ten or eleven.” Cindy didn’t see how she could be any later than midnight.
“Don’t plan so hard, Cindy. Just enjoy and let it all take care of itself. You might not eat at four. You might end up eating at six. You might watch three movies. You never know. Just see how things go,” Beverly told her.
“I can’t help it. I like to plan.”
“But if you plan and it doesn’t work out, you end up disappointed. This is one time you don’t need to plan, honey. Just let things happen. Or if you feel like you have to plan, plan to have something to eat and then watch a movie or two. That’s all the planning you need to do,” Beverly said.
“I’ll try. I’m still so nervous. What will we talk about for three hours before we eat?” she asked.
“Let them lead the conversation. I’m sure there will be plenty to talk about. Find out more about them. Where they’re from, more about their army days. You said they were in the armed forces. Find out where they were overseas if they’ll talk about it. Some guys don’t talk about that much. It’ll be good to find out if that’s a touchy subject or not,” Beverly said.
“That’s true. I met several guys when I used to volunteer at the shelter back home who were vets, and they didn’t talk about their days in the service. They were traumatized by it, and it upset them to even mention it,” she said.
“There’s always work,” Beverly said. “You can ask about how they decided to open a diesel mechanics shop and why Cozy.”
“Hopefully I’ve got enough to talk about between all this.” Cindy changed the subject. “I can’t wait to hear what happens when you hand in your notice on Monday. You have to text me or call me the minute you do. I bet he blows a gasket. Do you think he’ll make you work out your two weeks or tell you to hit the road right away?” Cindy asked.
“I’m thinking he’ll kick me out, but who knows. Hell, he might even have a stroke and sue me for giving it to him,” Beverly said with a chuckle.
“Good Lord, I hope not.”
“Me, too.”
“Got to go. Rascal is circling my feet. That means food time. My ankles are going to be shredded if I don’t fill his bowl up soon.”
“You let that cat get away with entirely too much,” Beverly said.
“I know, but it’s just me and him. He’s spoiled.”
“Spoiled isn’t even the half of it. Talk to you soon.”
Cindy hit End and tossed the phone onto the counter then walked across the kitchen to grab the bag out of the pantry to fill up the cat’s bowl with kibble. Immediately Rascal stopped circling her ankles and buried his face in the food. She chuckled then put away the bag and pulled out the makings for a salad. She had some left-over grilled chicken she’d cut up, as well.
It didn’t take long for her to make the salad. She sat down and ate, thinking about her upcoming date and her friend’s new job. It all seemed so surreal. Still, Cozy was a small place, and there weren’t a lot of jobs to be had, and most people there in Cozy had jobs. Maybe Beverly would get enough online editing jobs that she decided to stop working for the guys eventually.
She frowned. That wasn’t very nice of her to think like that. She was her best friend. There was nothing wrong with her working for Andy and Joe. It didn’t matter if they worked out or not. Her friend had the right to work wherever she wanted to. She had the right to make a living. Cindy would just have to be a grownup about it. That’s all.
She cleaned up the kitchen then got ready for bed. She figured she’d be so nervous about tomorrow that she wouldn’t be able to sleep, but instead of tossing and turning, she fell asleep within minutes of her head hitting the pillow.
 
Chapter Seven
 
Saturday morning Cindy was up early even for her. She dressed in shorts and a tank top and dove into her chores so she’d have plenty of time to shower and dress before the guys picked her up at one. As it was, she ended up finished by ten and was ready to go by noon.
I’m going to be a hot mess waiting on them for an hour. What was I thinking rushing so?
Cindy tried reading for a while, but that didn’t hold her interest. Instead she logged on to her computer and sifted through her emails to find possible work for the next week. She didn’t need it but liked to keep busy and enjoyed the stimulation of creating articles that people would read. Between the informative articles and the infomercials, she felt as if she was exercising her brain.
When she looked up, she gasped and quickly shut down her computer. It was five minutes till one. Cindy grabbed her purse and sat on the edge of her chair in the living room waiting for them to knock on her door. She caught herself bouncing her leg in nervous agitation and sighed. This was absurd. She was a grown woman, not a teenager going on her first date.
When her doorbell rang, she nearly yelped out loud. Her heart pounded in her chest like a herd of elephants, making her nearly choke. She took several deep breaths to try and calm down then forced herself to walk slowly to the door and look through the peephole to make sure it was them.
When she opened the door, Andy’s half-smile greeted her. She couldn’t help but smile at his rugged good looks and that nearly-there smile that just didn’t quite make it all the way across his face.
“Hey, babe. You look nice. Are you ready?” he asked.
“I’m ready. Let me lock up,” she said.
Cindy turned and closed the door, catching a glimpse of Rascal sitting across the room as she did. No doubt he’d be mad at her again when she got home. It was becoming a habit of his. She locked the door and slipped the key into her purse before turning back to Andy.
He slipped his hand to her lower back and escorted her to the truck. Joe was in the driver’s seat waiting on them. Andy helped her up into the truck then climbed in next to her, reminding her to put on her seatbelt.
“Where on the mountain do you live?” she asked.
“We live near the bottom. Not too far from you,” Joe said.
“Built a little place near the base of the mountain to be closer to our shop,” Andy said.
“I bet it’s nice,” Cindy said.
“Works for us,” Andy said.
Cindy wondered if it was as small as he seemed to indicate and if there were more than two bedrooms to it. It might be a true bachelor pad. That would be awkward if they were honestly looking for a wife.
Stop it. I can’t think like this. I’m only taking this one day at a time. I can’t look any farther than that, or I’ll end up getting hurt if things don’t work out.
She’d given herself that pep talk several times already. For some reason it wasn’t sticking.
“It’s probably only fifteen minutes from your place,” Joe said. “Maybe twenty.”
It wasn’t too long before they turned off the highway up the mountain road. They drove around for a short while then turned down a long drive up to a nice-sized house that looked like a traditional log cabin. Cindy thought it looked nice and definitely larger than a two-bedroom bachelor’s pad.
They parked in front, and once again Andy helped her out of the truck and escorted her up to the front porch, which had two rocking chairs as well as a swing. She couldn’t visualize the two men on the swing at all. Why would they have put it there unless they were serious about finding a wife? The rocking chairs were perfect for sitting and watching the sunrise. There was a clear view of it from their front porch.
When she entered the house, she couldn’t help but smile. The front entrance opened into the den, which was large with a stone fireplace that dominated the room. On the opposite side of the room was a big screen TV with a couch and two very comfortable-looking recliners in front of it. It was obvious that they turned the chairs according to which they wanted to face, the TV or the fireplace.
The den opened up into the generous-sized eat-in kitchen. It had plenty of counter space as well as marble countertops and the latest appliances. They showed her the pantry and laundry room that was off to one side.
“Want to see the rest of the house?” Joe asked.
“Sure. This is all amazing. I love it so far,” she told him.
“Andy, why don’t you show her the rest while I put the potatoes in the oven and flip the steaks?” Joe asked.
“Come on, babe. We’ve got a small game room downstairs. That’s where there’s a deck that juts out over the mountain,” Andy said.
Cindy followed Andy downstairs, where there was a pool table and game table with a smaller TV mounted on the wall. French doors that led out onto a nice-sized deck that had a grill, lounge chairs, and another swing. He led her out onto the deck to show her the view.
“Wow. It’s beautiful back here,” she said.
“We love it back here. Spend a lot of time out here when we aren’t working. We normally work Saturday mornings, but we wanted to spend today with you,” Andy said.
That shocked her. They’d purposefully taken off work to spend the day with her. What could she say to that? Just wow.
“I’m glad you did. I’m having a good time so far. I love your house. It’s really beautiful, Andy.”
He seemed to relax at her words. Had he worried that she wouldn’t? Why had it mattered so much to him?
“Come on. Let me show you the rest.” He gripped her elbow and steered her back into the game room and upstairs. They took another set of stairs leading up and down a short hall. “There are three bedrooms. The first two share a bathroom. Those are mine and Joe’s. The master bedroom is here.”
Cindy couldn’t help but drop her mouth open when he opened the door to the master bedroom. It was spacious and amazing with its wood ceiling and the warm orange and brown colors and the warm wood floor. There was a wide window dominating one wall that had a great view and a massive bed in the center of the room.
He showed her the two walk-in closets and the master bath with an overly large walk-in shower and the soaker tub large enough for three people. It was obvious that they’d built the house with the intention of sharing a wife. Everything seemed to center around three people living there. It was also interesting that one of the men didn’t live in the master room. They were saving it for when they brought home their wife. That was sweet.
“What do you think?” Andy asked with a hint of anxiety in his voice.
Cindy realized she hadn’t said anything for quite a while. She turned to him and all but beamed at him. “It’s amazing. I love it. I guess I’m speechless. You guys pulled out all the stops.”
He smiled, and this time it very nearly made it all the way across his face.
“Took us a while to agree on the plans. The lot was a little off center, but we finally figured out how to make the best use of the views. I really wanted a view from the master bedroom. He wanted a view from the deck, but we compromised and got the morning view from the front porch instead,” he said.
“I think you worked it out wonderfully. I bet you enjoy watching the sun rise sipping coffee on the front porch. But tell me something. Which one of you sits in the swing?” she asked, trying to keep a straight face.
“Neither of us. That’s for our wife. Didn’t want to put it there in the first place, but Joe insisted.” Andy snorted.
Cindy burst out laughing. “What if she wanted to snuggle with one of her men on it?”
“I don’t know. Let’s go back downstairs. I’ll get you a Diet Coke. We got some so you’d have something to drink besides water.” He quickly changed the subject.
Cindy smothered a laugh as she followed him back down to the main floor. Joe met them in the den. He lifted his brows at their different expressions but didn’t ask what put them there.
“I’m getting Cindy a Diet Coke,” Andy said in a surly voice.
“Come have a seat on the couch, beautiful. Tell me what you did all morning,” Joe said.
“Mostly housework. I hate it, so I put it off till Saturday,” she said.
“Not one of our favorite things either,” Joe said.
“After that, I worked a little bit on lining up some work for next week. That’s about it. Then it was time to get ready to come here.” Cindy didn’t think it was lying to rearrange the timeline a little bit. Not really.
“Here you go,” Andy said, handing Cindy a glass.
“Thanks, Andy.”
He handed Joe a beer and sat on the other side of Cindy with a beer in his hand. He looked less growly now.
“Did Beverly tell you that we hired her to work our front office?” Joe asked.
“Yes. She’s so excited. Her current job is a real pain. Her boss yells all the time and nitpicks everything everyone does. She’s a great worker. You’ll love her,” Cindy said.
“I’m sure we will. If she can file papers behind the right alphabet, we’ll be impressed,” Joe said. “I swear I know how to file, and I still lose paperwork.”
“She’ll have your office in shape in no time. You’ll see.” Cindy sipped her drink.
“So, where did you live before you moved here?” Joe asked.
“St. Louis. Born and raised there. Got tired of the fast pace. I love it here. Hate how rude people were there. Everything was so crazy there,” she said, hoping they wouldn’t push on the subject.
“That’s a big change,” Andy said. “You sure you won’t get tired of not having the shops and restaurants to go to?”
“I can get anything I want online, and if I really want something different to eat, and I don’t want to cook it, I can always make a road trip. I’m not banished here or anything. That’s what cars are for,” she said with a laugh.
“That’s true. You can even make a weekend trip into the city for a girl’s shopping weekend with Beverly if you wanted to,” Joe suggested, looking over at Andy.
Andy scowled at him but nodded. “That’s true.”
“What about you guys? What made you settle here?” she asked.
“This is where our buddies settled, and we wanted to share a wife like they did. Made sense to move where they were to create a little community. There’s strength in numbers,” Andy said.
“They bought up the mountain with their savings then sold it piecemeal out to their friends as they got out of the armed forces to move here. All of us met while we were serving our country and shared the same plans to share our wives between us. It was a passion we agreed on, and it just made sense that we stick together,” Joe explained.
Cindy nodded. “You’re right. It does make sense. What branch were you guys in?”
“Army. Special Forces,” Andy said in a clipped voice.
Cindy felt like that was about all she was going to get out of him concerning that stage of their lives. He obviously had issues with that part of his life. She scrambled to think of something else to talk about.
“What made you guys decide to open up a diesel mechanic shop?” she asked.
“Both of us worked on them in the Army. We were in logistics and the fleet areas of the unit we were in and had started studying diesel engines in trade school when we decided to join the army. It just seemed the thing to do when we got out. We took some courses and got our certificates and opened the shop,” Joe said.
“Do you enjoy working on big trucks?” she asked.
“Nothing beats making those big rigs hum,” Andy said with his normal half-smile.
“I bet. They’re intimidating to me. Especially when they pass me on the road,” Cindy said.
“We don’t see them as intimidating, but we do get frustrated with them at times. Beverly is going to get an earful the first time Andy gets to a bolt that he can’t get off. The man can cuss a blue streak,” Joe said.
“You ain’t no angel, asshole,” Andy said with a scowl.
“Never said I was.” Joe grinned.
“Beverly can handle it.” Cindy laughed.
“I’m getting hungry. What about you guys?” Joe asked.
“Actually, I’m starved. I skipped lunch thinking about dinner,” Cindy said.
“I’ll go check on the potatoes and see how close they are to being done,” Andy said.
Andy stood and strode into the kitchen.
“You look really nice,” Joe said.
“Thank you.”
“I want to kiss you. Will you let me?”
“Um, well. Sure.” Cindy didn’t know how to handle the question. Normally men didn’t ask. They just zeroed in and did it.
Joe lowered his head and wrapped his hand around the back of her neck before taking her lips in a soft kiss. He brushed his lips over hers in a barely-there touch that soon morphed into a firm press of his mouth against hers. Her body reacted with a heated rush of blood through her veins. When he slid his tongue across her lips, she opened to him, and he was inside teasing and touching her everywhere. Her pussy gushed at the feel of him stroking her all over.
When he pulled back, she was needy and wanting more but knew that wasn’t going to happen. It was too soon, and she wasn’t ready, no matter how much her body said yes she was.
“Bad news. The potatoes need another hour. I brought some chips and dip to tide us over. Just don’t eat too much that you can’t eat dinner,” Andy said, walking back into the room, carrying two bags of chips and a bowl full of dip.
“That sounds good,” Cindy said, reaching out with shaking hands to grab a bag from Andy’s arms.
They munched on chips and dip and talked about the town for the next hour until Joe left to go put the steaks on the grill. Then she was left alone with Andy for the next twenty minutes. She helped him put up the remainder of the dip and chips in the kitchen and get out the salad and put it and the dressing on the table. She’d just finished setting the table when he wrapped her in his arms from behind then turned her around and pressed her against a chair.
“I’ve been wanting to kiss you since we picked you up. You going to fuss if I do?” he asked.
She had to bite back a grin. Not the finesse of his friend, but just the same, he was asking before he kissed her.
“No. You can kiss me, Andy,” she said.
And kiss her he did. No soft kisses for Andy. He barreled in like a man on a mission. He bent her back with his hand at the nape of her neck and the other hand cupping her jaw as he ravished her mouth. Her body quivered with the ferocity of his kiss, the way he purposefully ignited her own need for him. She kissed him back with equal abandon, her mouth taking, as well as giving. Her panties were soaked by the time he pulled back, leaving them both panting. His forehead brushed hers before he slowly released her and stepped back.
“Fuck. I didn’t intend that to happen,” he said.
“What?” she asked, worried that he hadn’t enjoyed it as much as she had.
“Got me so fucking turned on my dick is kicking the door. Damn, I can’t walk around like this the rest of the day,” he snarled.
“What do you mean?” she asked, looking down to see the very obvious outline of his large cock curved along his jeans.
“Got to go take care of it before we eat. Tell Joe I’ll be back in a few minutes.”
“Uh, okay?”
Cindy couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Andy was about to go masturbate upstairs then come back downstairs and eat like nothing had happened. Well, what else could he do? She wasn’t prepared to help him with the problem. Obviously, Joe hadn’t had that issue, or if he had, it hadn’t been that dire. She hadn’t checked him out when he’d stood to go see about the steaks.
Cindy stood in the middle of the kitchen with her mouth open when Joe walked up from the game room and the outside deck with the steaks on a platter. He looked around.
“Where’s Andy?”
“Um, he’ll be down in a little bit.” Cindy reached out and took the platter. “I’ll take those. Why don’t you get the potatoes out of the oven? We’ll get everything ready.”
“Okay.”
By the time they had everything on the table, Andy was back and looked normal. He didn’t seem the least bit embarrassed or distracted by what he’d just gone and done. Cindy would have been mortified if she’d had to go do something like that in the middle of entertaining a guest. Then again, his leaving had given her a chance to calm down before Joe had returned. She’d been just as affected by the kiss as Andy had been.
Even now, she was dealing with wet panties and the remnants of a sensitive clit that kept rubbing against her underwear.
I’ve got to stop thinking about it. All I’m doing is making it worse. I still can’t believe just kissing them does this to me.
Dinner was delicious, and thank goodness it was so good, as it meant there wasn’t much need for table conversation over much of anything other than the food. Her steak was perfect at medium, and the potato tasted just like what the steak house made. She complimented the men on how much she enjoyed all of it.
“We’ll clean up while you pick out the movie you want to watch,” Andy said. “There are three sitting on the coffee table in the den. If we have time, we’ll watch two, so figure out what you want.”
“I can help. It will make it go much faster,” she said, standing and grabbing her plate, intending to carry it to the kitchen.
Joe took it from her. “No. We’ve got this. Go.”
He shooed her toward the other room with one hand. She sighed and walked into the den and picked up the three movies. Actually, all three sounded good. She chose the adventure movie to watch first. She loved those, and this was one she hadn’t seen before.
By the time the men had returned, she had the movie queued up on the TV and ready for them to press start.
“I hope you guys aren’t like anal about a woman touching your electronics,” she said.
“Nope. I’m just surprised you figured it out is all,” Joe said. “Most women are too intimidated by the remotes to even try.”
“I like electronics. Always have. I can usually figure them out,” she said.
“Looks like she chose the adventure movie,” Andy said.
“Sounds good. Let’s go,” Joe said.
They all settled on the couch. Both men sat close to her with Andy’s arm around her shoulders and Joe’s hand on her thigh, holding her hand. She had to stifle the shiver of awareness that having them so close poured through her. The heat from their bodies penetrated her clothes and kept her hyper-aware of them throughout the entire movie. She wasn’t even sure she could tell someone what the movie was about if she was asked.
“Bathroom break,” she said after the first movie was over with. She glanced at the clock. It was only seven thirty.
“There’s one down here, over there under the stairs,” Joe said.
When she returned, they had the next movie plugged in and more chips and dip on the coffee table in front of them. She was still full after dinner though. She wasn’t sure she’d ever be ready to eat again. It had been so good and the steak, filling.
“How can you two eat after all that food from earlier? I’m stuffed,” she said.
“Grown boys and all,” Andy said.
“More like hollow legs,” she quipped.
“That, too,” Joe said with a chuckle.
They started the next movie, and before she knew it, Cindy was asleep, snuggled against Andy’s chest.
 
Chapter Eight
 
Cindy slowly woke to the feel of warmth and the scent of male. She narrowed her brows and opened her eyes to find that she was lying against Andy’s chest with one arm thrown across him as the credits played on the TV. Joe was draped over her with his head against her shoulder, and Andy’s was next to it. Had all three of them slept through the movie?
“Um, guys?” She wiggled, trying to rouse them so she could get up. She really needed the bathroom.
“Hmm?” Andy huffed out a breath but didn’t wake up.
“Andy, wake up. It’s time to wake up now.” She pushed against Joe as she struggled to sit up.
“What’s wrong?” Joe asked as he slowly sat up.
“Nothing. I need to run to the bathroom though.” Cindy wiggled out of Andy’s hold.
“Where you going?” Andy asked, still drowsy.
“I’ll be right back. Going to the bathroom,” she said for the second time.
Cindy stood as soon as Andy lifted his arm and let her out. She hurried to the bathroom then washed her hands and returned to find the two men stretching as they stood in front of the couch.
“I don’t think I saw five minutes of the movie,” Joe said.
“Me either. I think we all zonked out at the same time,” Andy said.
“Good food will do that to you,” Cindy said.
“Good company, too,” Joe added. He pulled her into his arm. “Loved having you here in our home, beautiful.”
“I really like your home. It’s amazing. You guys did a great job of planning it.”
“We’re glad you like it,” Andy said.
Andy pushed in behind her so that she was cocooned between the two men. He lifted her hair to one side and nuzzled her neck so that his nose brushed her there. Then he kissed her at the crook of her neck and shoulder. She stifled the urge to giggle. It tickled, but at the same time, it aroused the heat in her blood once more.
Joe rubbed the side of his face against the other side of hers. He whispered in her ear that he wanted to make love to her but it was too soon.
“I want to worship your body and make you come over and over again, beautiful. Make you scream my name so that you’re hoarse from it,” he said.
Cindy couldn’t help but shiver at the thought. She wanted that, too. Just the idea of coming like that was enough to set off her desire and her juices all over again.
Andy kissed up her neck to her earlobe. Which he sucked into his hot, wet mouth and nipped with his teeth. The little sting morphed into pleasure as he sucked on the lobe in pulsing beats that seemed to mimic her heartbeat. Soon her clit joined the beat.
She couldn’t help but wiggle between them. Her body wasn’t her own any longer. It belonged to the two men strumming it like a well-loved guitar. They had her so turned on that if they asked her to go upstairs with them right then she would have gone. She might have regretted it the next day, but she would have gone.
Finally, they stepped back, Joe catching her before she collapsed.
“Easy, Cindy. You okay?” he asked with a hint of laughter in his voice.
“You’ve turned my legs into noodles. What do you expect?” she snapped. Then she drew in a deep breath. “I’m good. Sorry.”
“It’s late. We better take you home before we all do something we’ll regret later. Don’t think we don’t want you, babe, ’cause we do. Fucking bad, but we know you’re not ready yet for anything more. So now’s the best time to call a halt before it gets out of hand,” Andy said.
“You’re right. I’m not thinking right now. All I know is that I want you guys, and that’s not me thinking straight. I appreciate that you’re looking out for me,” she said and meant it.
Cindy knew that if it had been anyone else she’d been out with, and things had progressed this far, she would have been in the middle of sex by now then hated herself in the morning for giving in to her baser urgings. No, they were doing the right thing, and she liked them even more for that. They really were honorable men.
“Let’s get your bag and go. I’ll drive her home,” Andy said.
“I get another good-night kiss then,” Joe said with a smug smile.
Cindy laughed and wrapped her arms around his neck. She was just giddy enough from still being half asleep and half horny to be enjoying herself. She went up on her toes and met him halfway.
He deepened the kiss almost immediately and took her mouth with warmth and passion. He tugged on her tongue then slid his alongside hers in a sensuous dance that had her panting when he finally drew back.
“Night, beautiful. See you soon.” He released her, and Andy guided her toward the door.
“Night, Joe,” she said over her shoulder.
Andy helped her into the truck, and they drove down the mountain to her house. When they got out, Andy quickly held her back when they approached her house.
“Stay back. Someone’s broken into your house. Let me check it out to be sure they aren’t still in there. Stay in the truck.”
“Rascal! I have to see about Rascal,” Cindy cried out.
“I’ll check on the cat. Just sit still till I call you,” he said.
Cindy watched as Andy disappeared into the house. After long minutes passed, she started to get antsy and almost unlocked the truck to get out when he came out carrying her cat. He walked up to the truck, and the second she’d opened the door, the cat jumped from his arms to hers.
“He’s fine. He was closed up in the kitchen pantry. He has blood on his claws and paws so he must have attacked whoever it was. He looks fine though.”
“Can I come in now?”
“The police are going to want to see the place first before you walk through it. You might mess up some clues or something. Let me call them first. Then I better call Joe. He’s going to be furious if we don’t.”
“Why would someone break in? Oh, God. I hope they didn’t get my computer,” she said.
“No, it was still there,” Andy assured her. “I really didn’t see that they took anything, but I really don’t know what you have.”
“The two most important things are the computer and Rascal then my e-reader and the TV. Anything after that is easily replaceable,” she said.
The cat rubbed his head under her chin. She looked up at Andy. “I can’t believe that Rascal let you pick him up. Normally he’s hissy spitty with other people.”
“Probably temporary because I let him out of the pantry,” Andy said with his normal half-smile, only it was strained.
She waited while he made all his phone calls then asked him again to go check on her computer. He didn’t want to leave her outside alone but complied. When he returned this time, he looked even more strained than before.
“What is it?” she asked, picking up on his mood.
“The computer is fine. The office appears untouched. Your e-reader is by your chair and looks fine. Your bedroom, however, is trashed. This was personal. Who do you know who would be angry with you enough to break in and tear up your bedroom?” he asked.
“My bedroom? Why would they tear up my bedroom?” she asked.
“It is something personal to you, so that’s where they hit you. You’ve upset someone enough that they wanted to attack you. Who have you upset enough to hurt you like this?” he asked.
“Oh. My. God. Mark. It’s been nearly a year though. Well, a year since we broke up but only about three months since the last time he contacted me and tried to get me to come back to St. Louis. He came here and tried to get me to move back, but I made it clear I wasn’t coming back. I thought he got the message.”
“I’d say he got the message, and he’s pissed about it,” Andy said.
“I can’t believe this is happening. Why can’t he leave me alone? I made it clear I’m never going to marry him,” she said, shaking her head.
“Was the original break-up a hard one?” Andy asked.
“Yea. I found out that not only was he cheating on me he was only marrying me to get his hands on, on…” She trailed off because she hadn’t told them about her money.
“On what?” Andy asked.
The sound of a truck pulling up and the slam of a door interrupted them. Cindy sighed in relief when Joe came racing up to where they stood next to Andy’s truck.
“What in the hell?” Joe ground out. “Are you okay, Cindy?”
“I’m fine. My bedroom isn’t though. Whoever it was tore up my bedroom.”
“Fill me in, Andy,” Joe said.
While Andy did that, Cindy tried to figure out what to do. She had to tell the guys about Mark and the fact that she was a millionaire. She didn’t want to, but they were going to have to know now. She hated it. It would change everything.
The sound of sirens could be heard, and then two sheriff’s cars pulled up in the drive. The two deputy sheriffs who got out walked up and began asking questions. The next two hours went by in a blur. She talked with them for a long time, telling them all about Mark and what he wanted and if there was anyone else it could be. Since they naturally suspected everyone, they talked to her separate from the guys, so they still didn’t know about her money. She still had to talk to them about Mark and her money. It sucked.
“When will I be able to get to my things?” Cindy asked the deputy. “I need clothes to wear if nothing else,”
“We’ll walk in with you and allow you to pick up a few things. You can touch only what we tell you, okay?”
“Okay. I have a suitcase under the bed. If it hasn’t been touched, can I use it?” she asked.
“That should be fine. I’ll get it for you,” he said.
She was totally floored to see the destruction of her bedroom. If it had been Mark, he’d done a number on her things. Her dresser was smashed, all the glass broken and the stuff on the top raked off to the floor and stomped on. Her pictures of her family were all broken and torn. She stifled the tears. She wouldn’t cry. Not now. Later she could break down.
The sheriff got her suitcase from beneath the bed and opened it out in the hall. He directed her to what she could touch and not touch. She managed to salvage some underwear and a few changes of clothes and a few toiletries, but really, she’d have to buy an entire wardrobe before it was over with. Then she returned to the kitchen to grab Rascal’s things.
“Can you guys take me to a hotel? She asked Joe and Andy. “I don’t have anywhere to stay for the next few days while they finish up and then I can clean up my house.”
“Nonsense. You’re staying with us. We’ve got plenty of room. There’s no way you’re staying at a hotel when this asshole is out lurking around somewhere. You’re not safe alone.”
“I can’t stay with you guys. That’s asking too much,” she said.
“No it’s not. Of course you’re staying with us. What else do you need? I’ve got this.” Joe grabbed the suitcase and the box of cat supplies.
“I’ll get the kitty litter and the cat carrier. Will that monster go into the carrier without a fight?” Andy asked.
Cindy chuckled. “If I ask him to, he will.”
“Then you get to do the honors,” Andy said.
“I’ll get my laptop. I can work on it for the time being,” she said.
She felt guilty staying with them before telling them about her money. They would feel like she’d betrayed them. She was sure of it. Men either felt entitled to a woman’s money or emasculated by it. She didn’t know which way it would go with Joe and Andy. Either way wasn’t good.
By the time they were loaded up and ready to go, Cindy was a nervous wreck. Her house had been violated. She’d been violated, and now she had to talk to the two men in her life about her money. The night couldn’t get any worse. She shivered, whether with nerves or shock she wasn’t quite sure.
“What does Mark want of yours?” Joe asked.
Cindy sighed. “My money. I’m rich.”
 
* * * *
 
“Define rich,” Joe said.
“Filthy. I have several millions. I inherited it and have added to it with some good investments over the years,” she said.
“So, he thought he’d marry you and reap the benefits, is that right?” Andy asked.
“That’s about right. I thought he loved me for me. He was all sweet and loving and acted as if the money didn’t mean anything to him. He bought me things and insisted on paying for everything. I never guessed he expected to get repaid in the end. Then I found out he had a mistress who he planned to keep after the wedding and that he had already put a down payment on a little sex nest for them that he planned to pay with using my money. When I canceled the wedding and broke off all ties with him, he lost it all and blames me for everything.”
“He’s a sniveling loser. What did you see in him anyway? He couldn’t have been anything like a man to have expected you to foot the bill for that,” Andy said.
“Like I said, he wasn’t like that in the beginning. He was all about taking care of me. Everything was about me and what he could do for me. I fell for him hard. It broke my heart when I found out just how much he’d deceived me. I never wanted to be hurt like that again. I vowed to never date a man who knew about my money again,” she said.
“And you didn’t,” Joe said, looking a bit agitated.
“Are you angry with me?” she asked.
“No, but I am hurt that you felt you had to hide that from us,” Joe said.
“I didn’t know you. I had no idea if you would turn out like Mark or not. You can’t blame me after how he treated me in the end,” she said.
“I guess not, but it still smarts. Does it bother you that we aren’t millionaires?” Joe asked.
“No. Does it bother you that I am?” she asked, watching their faces.
“No. As long as you don’t expect us to act like one,” Andy said. “What you see is what you get.”
Cindy laughed. “I like what I see just fine.”
“We aren’t rich, Cindy, but we aren’t poor either. We have a good little nest egg put away, as well. We don’t need your money for anything. If we want something, we can go out and buy it, so your money is safe from us,” Joe said.
Cindy laughed and leaned her head against Joe’s shoulder. “Your money is safe from me, too.”
“You must really like what you do for work when you don’t really have to,” Andy said.
“I do. It gives me a sense of accomplishment,” she said.
“That’s always good to have. Working on trucks does that for us,” Andy said.
“I can’t imagine walking around all day long with nothing to do but shop and eat and drink. That would be hell to me,” she said. “I thought about opening a shop here but haven’t seen that there’s enough people to run it. The fact that you didn’t get any applicants but Beverly just proves that there aren’t enough people looking for jobs in town to support another store,” she said.
“What kind of shop?” Joe asked.
“Not a store really. I was thinking a coffee and donut shop. Like a little café where you could get coffee and donuts and pastries in the morning, a sandwich at lunch, but it would close after, say two. I think it would go over good here,” she said.
“I think so, too, but like you said, you need someone to run it. Need at least three people, if not four,” Joe mused.
“Maybe in the future.” Cindy sighed and snuggled closer as Joe pulled the truck into the yard. “Are you sure the other truck will be fine at my house?”
“We’re sure. We both wanted to ride with you back. We’ll pick it up tomorrow. Besides, I’m sure you’re going to want to spend some time with Beverly after this. We’ll go by and drop you off while we run into town to get a few things and pick up the truck,” Andy said.
“Thanks, guys. I really appreciate you letting me stay with you. I could have stayed at a hotel or with Beverly. She has room.”
“Not happening. You’re staying with us. We can protect you better than Beverly,” Joe said. “Besides, you don’t want to put your best friend in danger.”
“She’s going to be furious that I didn’t call her tonight about all of this, but there’s no need to wake her up,” Cindy said.
“It will be better coming from you in person tomorrow. You need to rest. You’ll rest better with us than talking it over with her all night at her place. Come on, babe. Let’s get you something to drink then bed.” Andy helped her out of the truck then grabbed her suitcase while Joe grabbed the cat carrier with a snarling Rascal in it.
“Are you sure this monster won’t hunt us down in the middle of the night and attack us?” Joe asked.
“Yes. He’ll stay with me and leave you guys alone. Besides, if you shut your door, he can’t get in,” she said with a yawn.
“That doesn’t sound good,” Andy said.
Cindy laughed then yawned again. “I can’t believe how tired I am.”
“It’s the adrenaline wearing off. You’ll sleep well once you get ready for bed,” Joe said.
They settled her in the master bedroom then left her alone to set up Rascal in the master bath, leaving her to unleash the cat to explore the bedroom. He seemed to pronounce it fit and promptly jumped up on the bed and, after making a half-dozen circles, curled up and went to sleep.
Cindy took a relaxing bath and nearly fell asleep in the tub before drying off and climbing into bed to fall into a restless sleep, dreaming of Mark and his constant demands for her to come back. That didn’t bother her until it turned into Joe and Andy demanding she help them with their failing truck shop. That had her waking up with a headache the next morning.
 
Chapter Nine
 
Cindy crawled out of bed with her head pounding and her eyes gritty. She washed up in the bathroom then pulled on a pair of warm-ups and started to pull her hair back in a ponytail but thought better of it since her head felt like an elephant was tap dancing on it. Instead she brushed it out and called it done.
She strolled into the kitchen to find Joe and Andy drinking coffee, talking about work. She climbed onto a bar stool and settled her chin on her hands with her elbows on the counter.
“Hey there, beautiful,” Joe said. “Want some coffee?”
“Ugh. Do you have any Diet Coke left over from the other night?” she asked.
“Sure do. Hold on,” Joe said.
“You don’t look like you feel too well, babe,” Andy said.
“Headache,” she said.
“I’ll get some pain reliever,” he said and stood as Joe brought over a glass of ice and a Diet Coke.
“Here you go, Cindy. I’m sorry you feel bad. Did you sleep okay?” Joe asked.
“Fair. I had a lot of dreams. Guess I must have tossed and turned more than I remember,” she said. She wasn’t about to tell them she’d dreamed about them badgering her for money for their shop. She really didn’t think they would do that.
“You’ve had a shock, babe. Bound to affect you. You can catch a nap later. What would you like for breakfast?” Andy asked.
“I don’t think I can eat anything. My stomach isn’t very settled this morning,” she said.
“How about some toast with jelly then?” Joe asked. “You’ve got to eat something.”
“Maybe toast will be okay.” Cindy figured she could try the toast.
Thirty minutes later she was glad she’d agreed. She felt much better after two pieces with jelly. By nine she was ready to head over to Beverly’s. No doubt the other woman was going to have a fit when Cindy told her what happened. She bet the guys ran far and fast the moment they dropped her off. That thought made her smile.
“Ready to go, babe?” Andy asked.
“Yeah. Thanks again for letting me stay last night. I can probably stay with Beverly until they give me my house back,” she said.
“Not happening,” Andy snapped.
“You’re safer with us until they catch whoever did this, Cindy,” Joe said. “Plus, we need to install deadbolts on your doors to thwart this kind of thing again.”
“I can’t stay with you forever, guys. They might never catch whoever broke in,” she said.
“They will. I think it was that old boyfriend of yours. It sounds like something someone like him would do. He’s pissed that you dumped him and messed up his plans to get your money. You left him in a bad position, and he wants revenge. He’s not a sane person and is dangerous, babe. Not leaving you unprotected until he’s behind bars,” Andy said.
Cindy’s mouth dropped open then closed. That had to be the most Andy had ever said at one time since she’d known him. He was serious. Deep down she knew he was right but hated to admit it. She’d thought she’d left Mark behind when she’d moved to Cozy. Why had he followed her there?
“Maybe you’re right and it is Mark, but it still doesn’t mean I’m going to stay with you guys until he’s caught. I’ll get better locks put on the doors and windows, and I’ll be fine,” she said.
“We’ll take care of that,” Joe said.
“Damn straight we will. Don’t trust anyone else to see to it,” Andy said.
The drive to Beverly’s place didn’t take long. The guys walked her to the door and stuck around long enough to be sure Beverly was alone when she opened the door. To say the woman was surprised was an understatement.
“When I said I wanted an update as soon as you woke up, I didn’t expect you to bring them with you,” Beverly quipped with a huge grin.
“We’re just dropping her off while we run some errands. We’ll be back to pick her up in a couple of hours,” Joe said.
“Don’t open the door to anyone but us,” Andy warned.
“Uh, okay?” Beverly said, cutting her eyes to Cindy.
“I’ll explain,” Cindy said.
“See you in a few hours, beautiful,” Joe said then indicated they should lock the door behind them.
“What’s up, girlfriend?” Beverly asked as soon as she’d closed and locked the door.
“Someone broke into my house last night while I was gone and ransacked my bedroom,” Cindy told her.
“Oh. My. God. It had to be Mark,” Beverly said.
“I think you’re right. They didn’t mess with anything other than my bedroom, and they didn’t take anything that I can tell. They just tore up everything in my room. Trashed it, Bev. All my pictures and my clothes. There’s like nothing left. Poor Rascal was locked in the pantry.”
“Oh, hon. I’m so sorry. You know it had to be Mark. That asshole. Someone really needs to teach him a lesson he won’t forget. I have a feeling your guys might be just the ones to do it, too,” Beverly said.
“I don’t want them involved. They might get hurt or end up in jail if they mess with Mark. You know how vindictive he can be. He’d press charges and have them put in jail if they hurt him,” Cindy said.
“You can’t live in fear that he’ll show up at anytime and screw with your life, Cindy. Something has to be done. Obviously, a restraining order isn’t helping matters. You can’t prove he was the one who did it. Plus, you weren’t there at the time it happened. The restraining order is to keep him away from you, not your things,” Beverly pointed out.
“What am I going to do?”
“First things first. Diet Coke and chocolate chip cookies.”
“You’re a lifesaver.”
“I’m always prepared for emergencies,” Beverly said.
“The guys are getting deadbolts for the doors, and as soon as the police let me back in, I’m going to have to gut my bedroom and start from scratch. He even took a knife to my mattress. It’s a complete mess,” Cindy said as Beverly handed her a glass.
Beverly set a bag of cookies on the table between them and took a seat across from her. “You know I’ll help in any way I can, girlfriend. Just let me know when to be there and what I can do.”
“I think I’m going to get the guys to help me toss out everything first, and then I’m going to have to clean and buy a new mattress. Then I’ll need you to help me restock my stuff. That means a trip to St. Louis for clothes and things. Are you up for that next weekend?” Cindy asked.
Beverly’s eyes lit up like a Bud Light commercial. “Shopping? I’m all over that. Love shopping with you. You hate it so much, and I love to push you.”
Cindy frowned and shook her head. Then she broke out in a wide smile. She couldn’t help it. Beverly always made her smile when it came to shopping. The other woman loved it and loved forcing it on her.
“Do you think we need to hire a van to bring it all back in? I’m not sure one of our cars will be big enough for everything,” Beverly pointed out.
“I’m not going to buy out a store, idiot.”
“You need everything though. Underwear, dresses, pants, blouses, pajamas, sheets, and just stuff that goes around the room. I’m telling you the car won’t be big enough. We need to rent a van,” Beverly insisted.
“We’ll talk about it next weekend,” Cindy said.
Beverly just sat back with a huge grin on her face. “This is going to be like dressing a Barbie doll. I get to pick out what you’ll try on, and you have to model it for me.”
“If you aren’t careful, you won’t be going with me,” Cindy warned.
Beverly pouted. “Don’t say that.”
“Then calm down.”
They talked about Cindy’s night out with the guys before the break-in, and Beverly insisted that the guys were keepers.
“They’ve done nothing except treat you like a lady, Cindy. They haven’t tried to force sex on you, and they’ve been nothing but kind. Yeah, they’re drop-dead sexy and, from what you said, can kiss the panties off a woman, but more importantly, they’re kind and considerate. You have to be thinking long term with them.” Beverly took a bite from her cookie before waving it in the air as she talked. “Any woman would be excited to find a man like that, much less two.”
“But that’s the problem, Bevo. There are two of them. Two men. Not just one. How can I be with two men at one time?”
“Well, let’s talk about the birds and bees and where things go,” Beverly said with wide eyes.
“Hell no. Do not go there.”
“Then what’s the issue?”
“I don’t know. It just seems wrong,” Cindy argued.
“But you like them, don’t you? Both of them?”
“Yeah, I do. I really do.”
“Go with your gut feelings, Cindy. Don’t overthink all of it,” Beverly said.
“I’m trying. They’ve been nothing but good to me. I want to believe that this could work, but what if they decide it won’t and I’m hooked on them? Then where will I be?” she asked.
“Like a lot of women. You’ll get your feelings hurt and go on. It happens every day, Cindy. You can’t hide yourself away for fear of getting hurt. That’s no way to live. You said you were open and honest about Mark and your wealth and they didn’t seem the least bit intimidated or excited about how rich you were. Trust them until they give you a reason not to trust them. That’s all you can do.” Beverly stood and grabbed another Diet Coke to top off their glasses.
“I guess you’re right. I’m just so tired of getting hurt. Mark really did a number on my heart. I’m already getting over my head with these guys. I really like them. Andy is gruff and doesn’t talk much. Joe is the outgoing one and is sweet and funny. Together they are like the perfect man. Andy is overly protective, and Joe keeps him from overdoing it. I swear if it had been up to him, Andy would have locked me away at the house until they had Mark in custody. He didn’t want to leave me here with you while they went shopping for supplies,” Cindy said.
“Andy sounds like a caveman type and Joe is like the geeky sweet type. Yep, together they are the perfect man. You’ve got it all in them. Hold on tight to them, hon.”
Thirty minutes later, the doorbell rang, and Beverly checked before letting Andy and Joe inside. They both looked harried but glad to see her.
“Ready to go, beautiful?” Joe asked.
“Whenever you guys are. Beverly, I had a great time. I’ll call you tonight. Can’t wait to hear what your boss says when you hand in your notice,” Cindy said.
“I may be on my ass out the front door. I’ll call you and let you know all the gory details,” Beverly said.
“He puts you out, just come on over to the shop and you can start work,” Joe said.
“Thanks. I’ll do that,” Beverly said.
They said good-bye, and Andy helped her up into the truck then climbed in beside her. They drove over to her house to find that the crime scene tape was still on the door.
“Guess they aren’t finished with it yet,” Joe said.
“Give them a call and see when they think they’ll release it for us to get in and put those locks on,” Andy said.
Joe parked in the drive and placed the call to the deputy sheriff whose card he had and waited for the other man to pick up. Cindy wished she could listen in, but at the same time, she almost didn’t want to know what they might have found out.
“Hi, Deputy Mays. This is Joe Bartlett from last night. Cindy was wanting to know when she would be able to get back in her house. We want to put new locks on the doors, as well,” he said.
She waited while he talked to the other man. They conversed for a few minutes, and then finally Joe ended the call and slid his phone onto the holder on the dash.
“He said they will be finished by Wednesday. Maybe Tuesday. They are collecting some stray prints that don’t belong to you or Beverly. They have to get Beverly’s prints, as well, to compare them to. That way, when they compare them to Mark’s, once they have a reason to take his, they can nail him for breaking and entering and destruction of private property,” Joe said.
“That’s all?” Andy snarled.
“That’s enough for now, Andy. I just want my home back. I’m sure you want yours back, as well. Rascal is going to wear on your nerves if he stays there too much longer,” Cindy said.
“He didn’t bother me,” Andy said. “Sat on my lap this morning and stared at me for about fifteen minutes before you came down. I fed him, and he stopped growling.”
Cindy laughed. “That’s a good way to get on his good side. Food is everything to that cat. Still. I can’t stay with you guys forever.” Cindy watched as they drove back toward the mountain.
She liked driving up the mountain. It was peaceful and pretty. The trees were large and graceful, and the road wound upward as they curved around it before turning off onto their driveway. Each time she saw the house she couldn’t help but draw in a deep breath at how beautiful it was. It sat nestled against the backdrop of the forest with woods all around it.
When they got out, she could hear the birds chirping and the sounds of squirrels fussing in the trees above them. Cindy followed them inside, where they immediately offered her something to drink.
“Thanks, but I’m full right now. Beverly believes that everything can be cured with Diet Coke and chocolate chip cookies, so I’m good. I’m going to borrow the bathroom though.” Cindy quickly finished up in the little half-bath beneath the stairs and washed her hands. She studied herself in the mirror and realized that her eyes were still a bit puffy from her ordeal and her restless sleep the night before. Maybe a nap would be a good idea.
When she joined the men in the den, they were sitting on the couch talking about the shop and how they were going to enjoy having someone handle the front office stuff.
“No more talking to people about paying their bills,” Andy said.
“No more filing papers then not being able to find them,” Joe added.
“You guys are funny,” Cindy said.
“You have no idea how much we hate dealing with that kind of stuff. We just want to work on engines. No paperwork,” Joe said.
“Beverly will make sure that’s all you do, too. If you try and get in her way, she’ll slap your hand, so watch out. She’s particular in how she does things.” Cindy shook a finger at them.
“Don’t worry. We have no wish to get in her way. She can have that front office, and as long as she keeps things running smooth, we’re good,” Joe promised.
Cindy stretched then yawned. “If you guys don’t mind, I’m going to take a nap. I guess I didn’t get as much sleep as I thought I did.”
“No problem. I’ll walk you up and get you settled,” Andy said.
“You don’t have to do that. I can lie down by myself,” Cindy said with a frown.
“Want to,” Andy said.
“Humor him,” Joe said.
Cindy just shrugged and turned toward the stairs. When she reached the master bedroom, she sat on the edge of the bed and started to remove her shoes, but Andy was there first, kneeling on the floor to unlace and remove them for her. Then he removed her socks and gently massaged her feet before he stood and pulled back the covers, urging her to stand before he started to lift her shirt over her head.
“Wait. I wasn’t going to undress. I’m just taking a little short nap, Andy,” she said.
“You’ll rest better without your clothes. You need the sleep, babe.”
“I can undress myself,” she argued.
“Let me do it. I want to take care of you,” he said.
His voice sounded so sincere and quiet that Cindy relented and let him. Something in his eyes told her he needed to do it. So, she let him. He gently removed her top and folded it before removing her bra. She thought she would feel uncomfortable being without it in front of him, but she didn’t. He didn’t act like it wasn’t a big deal, and he wasn’t leering at her or looking at her in a sexual way.
Then he removed her slacks and had her climb under the sheets with just her panties on. He tucked the covers around her and placed a light kiss on her lips then one on her forehead.
“Get some sleep, babe. One of us will check on you every once in a while to see if you need us. Sleep as long as you need to.” Andy walked out and closed the door behind him.
Cindy felt a tear fall from the corner of her eye. Never had anyone taken such good care of her as Joe and Andy were doing. It felt like so much more than just caring. They were treating her like they loved her. More so than even her parents had done. Could they actually love her? And more importantly, could she love them?
 
Chapter Ten
 
Cindy woke to a soft snore near her ear. She expected to see Rascal next to her but instead found Joe lying on top of the covers facing her. One of his arms was thrown over her as he slept. His face was slack in sleep, and he looked so relaxed. She carefully turned over and found Andy on the other side of her on his back with Rascal lying on his chest, glaring at him.
“You awake?” Andy asked.
“Yeah.”
“The cat has been staring at me for the last twenty minutes. Does he want food again? I already fed him earlier.”
“Think he wants petting,” Cindy said.
“You think he wants petting? You don’t know for sure what he wants? You’re his mistress. You should know what he wants,” Andy said.
“With a cat, it’s anyone’s guess,” she said, trying not to laugh.
“So, do I just run my hand over his head?” Andy asked.
“I’d steer clear of his head and just go from the neck back first. He might not like you to touch his head until he knows you better,” she told him.
Andy lifted one hand and slowly rubbed the cat from the neck back over and over. Rascal slowly relaxed beneath his petting. A low rumbling purr slowly erupted from his throat.
“What is that?” Andy asked. “Is he about to bite me?”
“That’s his purr. Sounds a little rough, but it’s a purr.”
“Sounds like one of the diesel engines we work on,” he said.
“I think he likes you,” Cindy said as Andy continued to pet on Rascal.
The cat relaxed and settled down on the man’s chest, closing his eyes and dropping his head as if going to sleep.
“Can I stop petting him now?”
“That’s a crap shoot. You can stop, and one of two things will happen. He’ll be fine with it and just keep snoozing, or he’ll growl and swipe at you for daring to stop tending to him. That’s up to you,” Cindy said with a straight face.
“Well, fuck.” Andy hesitated then stopped petting Rascal but kept his hand hovering over the back of the cat just to be sure before he finally moved it away when the cat didn’t immediately retaliate.
“Looks like you’re safe,” Cindy said.
“Feel better after your nap?” Andy asked.
“Yeah. What made you guys decide that you needed a nap?” she asked.
“You looked so peaceful we figured it wouldn’t hurt to take a nap, as well,” Andy said.
“Sounds like Joe is making good use of his time,” Cindy said with a soft chuckle.
“Yeah, he does have a snore going on. Did he wake you?”
“Nah. It was time to wake up. How long have I been asleep?”
“’Bout two hours.”
“That’s a good nap. I should get up now,” she said.
“Don’t hurry. You’ll wake up Joe, and he’s sleeping good over there,” Andy said.
“I’m not good with just lying in bed. I get antsy,” Cindy said.
“Who said anything about just lying here?”
Before Cindy could ask him what he meant, Andy cupped her face with one hand and leaned in and kissed her. It was a soft kiss that took her by surprise and coaxed her into kissing him back. His mouth tasted amazing as he moved over hers. She could feel the kiss all the way through her body, where it centered in her pussy and stimulated her clit.
His tongue slipped between her lips and stroked along hers, where it soon had her heated skin burning with need. Her heart pounded in her ears as she realized that he was arousing feelings in her that no man had ever brought out in her before. Had she actually thought she’d been in love with Mark before? Had she thought that the tepid feelings of arousal she’d experienced with him had been amazing? Just this kiss was blowing everything she’d felt with him out of the water.
Andy hadn’t even touched her below her neck, and already she was ready to jump his bones. Lust unlike anything she’d ever felt burned through her. She pulled back, gasping for breath.
“You okay, babe?” he asked.
“I’m not sure. What was that?” she asked, staring into his eyes.
“The best kiss I’ve ever had,” Andy said with a smug smile.
She narrowed her eyes at him. “Really.”
He chuckled. “Can’t say it wasn’t. You’re just as hot from it as I am. Your face is red, and I bet if I put my hand in those silky pink panties, your pussy would be wet for me. Now tell me I’m wrong,” he said.
Cindy couldn’t stop the gasp that escaped her lips. It didn’t matter that he was right. It was that he’d said it out loud. She wasn’t used to someone being so blunt, but that was Andy.
“You going to let me taste that pretty pussy, babe? I want to lick it clean and find out if it tastes as good as it smells,” he said.
“You can smell me?” she squeaked out.
“You smell like warm vanilla. I want a taste,” he said.
“I can’t believe you can smell me. That’s so embarrassing,” she said, fanning her face.
“Don’t be. It’s sexy as hell.” He looked down at the cat still snoozing on his chest. “How do I get this thing off my chest?”
“Just pick him up and set him on the bed next to you,” Cindy said.
Andy gently picked up the cat and set him down on the bed on the other side of him. Rascal growled but didn’t hiss or swipe at him. Cindy was relieved that she wasn’t having to intervene between the two. Then she had other things to think about as Andy shoved the covers down her body and followed them to settle between her legs. His broad shoulders shoved her legs apart to accommodate them. He leaned in and licked her panties then inhaled them as if they were the sweetest scent of a flower. Then he slid his hands between them and her body and began to pull them down her legs. He slipped them off each leg then returned to her pussy.
Cindy nearly screamed when he ran his tongue up her slit the first time. She threw back her head and bit her lip as he licked her from top to bottom and all around her clit. She gasped as he sucked in her pussy lips then stabbed her pussy with his tongue. It felt amazing and was close to making her come. She’d never felt anything so delicious.
“You taste like sweet candy, babe. I could eat you out all day long.”
“You started without me,” Joe said in a sleepy voice.
“Couldn’t stand smelling her sweet pussy any longer,” Andy said. “Had to have her.”
“Leaves her breasts for me. I can make a meal out of these amazing tits. Look at those pretty berries sitting up there.” Joe leaned over and sucked one taut nipple into his mouth while pulling lightly on the other one.
Cindy arched her back then groaned when he sucked hard on the breast he had in his mouth, taking in more of the flesh so that his mouth was stuffed full of her mound. She reached up and grabbed at his head and held him there at her breast as dual sensations overwhelmed her. With Andy sucking at her pussy lips and stabbing at her pussy with his tongue and Joe sucking and tugging on her breasts, she was going insane with desire. It coursed through her bloodstream like a river of fire. It was all too much and, at the same time, not nearly enough. She wanted more. She wanted it all.
“Oh, God. Please,” she pleaded.
“Please what, beautiful?” Joe asked, pulling back from her breasts.
“I need more,” she said in a strained voice.
“More what?” he asked.
“I don’t know. It’s all too much. I feel like I’m going to explode,” she admitted.
“Good. We’re doing our job right,” Joe said with a huge grin.
He took her mouth in a searing kiss that had her rethinking her ideas on kisses. Both hands held her head still as he devoured her mouth, taking all that she’d give, sending her body into another spasm of excitement that nearly threw her over the edge into orgasm.
Andy jerked her attention back to him when he thrust two fingers deep into her pussy as he sucked hard on her clit, and all thoughts of Joe and the kiss left her mind as she came undone in a climax so wild she felt as if she were rising above her body and floating in midair. A sharp thrill ran up and down her spine as she screamed wordlessly at the sheer pleasure coursing through her body from her head to her toes and back up again.
When she finally settled back into her body, Cindy found that she could barely move. She felt as if all her muscles had turned to Jell-O and were quivering. She panted in an effort to regain her breath as Andy rose from between her legs with a languid smile that looked more mischievous than anything.
“You okay, beautiful?” Joe asked, stroking her hair and wearing his own version of that smile.
“Pretty okay. Just can’t breathe,” she managed to get out.
“Guess we did our job pretty good then,” he said.
“Want inside that hot little cunt, babe. You going to let me?” Andy asked, stroking her inner thighs with his hands.
“Oh God. You’ll kill me,” she breathed out as she spoke.
“Promise not to. I’ll make sure you come again though,” Andy said.
“Like I said, you’ll kill me,” Cindy said.
“I’ll take that as a yes,” Andy said with a half-smile.
He reached over to the bedside table and pulled open a drawer where he pulled out a condom and tore open the package. Cindy was so glad he’d thought of protection because her brain wasn’t working properly at the moment. He rolled on the condom, and after giving her pussy another quick lick, he stroked his covered cock through her juices up and down her slit before slowly entering her pussy.
Joe knelt next to her head and rubbed his thick dick across her lips. “Open up, Cindy. I want to feel that hot little mouth of yours suck my dick.”
She opened to him and moaned when he fed her the crown of his shaft. She ran the tip of her tongue all around it then across the top slit, where a small drop of pre-cum gathered. He groaned when she sucked on the head.
Andy pushed in deeper then pulled out and thrust even deeper into her pussy as she slowly took more and more of him. It was hard to keep up with both men filling her from both ends. She tried to give them equal attention, but it was impossible to think with all the sensations bombarding her. Her body felt different with them inside of it.
She sucked on Joe’s cock, taking him as deep down her throat as she could, swallowing around him so that he cursed and jerked in her mouth. She used one hand to gently caress his balls and the other to hold the base of his shaft where she couldn’t reach with her mouth. When she gently raked him with her teeth, he cursed and jerked in her hand. She soothed him with her tongue, lathing him with it as she sucked hard on him.
“Fuck, Cindy. You’re going to make me come. Stop. I don’t want to come in your mouth. I’m going to take my turn in your sweet pussy when Andy finishes. Hold back, beautiful,” Joe said, pulling out of her mouth with a loud pop.
Cindy pouted, licking her lips. She’d enjoyed sucking on him and relished the tiny pearls of cum he’d given her. They’d been salty, but not distasteful. She soon forgot all about Joe’s cum when Andy began to thrust deep and hard inside of her. He’d been holding back with Joe’s cock down her throat. Now he pulled nearly all the way out, only to tunnel back in again with hard strokes that had her moving up the bed.
Joe shoved a pillow between her head and the headboard of the bed as Andy lifted her legs over his arms and pummeled her. She gasped as each thrust of his hard length brushed against that sweet spot inside her cunt, sending tingles of electricity to her clit. She was slowly climbing up again toward another climax. How could she possibly come a second time so soon after the first?
“Fuck you’re so tight. I swear you’re strangling my dick, babe. So fucking good,” Andy ground out.
He continued to fuck her with long hard strokes. His arms held her legs up as he pressed deeper still into her body with each thrust. When he moved one between their bodies and began stroking her clit, she nearly screamed as her orgasm tore through her.
“That’s it, babe. Come for me. Take me with you. Fuck yeah!” Andy roared out his completion as she screamed hers.
Lights danced in front of her eyes as all sound disappeared for long seconds then came crashing back again. Andy had collapsed over her, pinning her to the bed with her legs spread-eagled and her arms over her head.
“Move off her, man. You’re going to suffocate her, Andy.” Joe shoved the other man off her.
“Fuck, man. Can’t fucking move. She killed me.” Andy groaned as he rolled off her.
“Condom, Andy,” Joe said.
“Hell.” Andy grabbed at it and sat up. “Be right back.”
Cindy still gasped for breath as she watched Andy walk into the bathroom to get rid of the condom. She couldn’t believe she’d just had two climaxes in one night. It had to be a record for her. Hell, she’d never had one climax with a man before. That was a record.
“You rested, beautiful?” Joe asked.
“Hmm?” she asked, looking over at him.
“My turn. I get to fuck that amazing pussy of yours next. You ready for me, or do you need to rest a little longer?” Joe asked.
Cindy had forgotten that he’d said he wanted to come in her. She’d forgotten just about everything but her name if she were going to be honest with herself. They’d just about ruined her for anything other than lying there blissed out of her head. Go again? Yeah, she was game.
“I’m ready. I want you inside of me, too,” she whispered.
Joe reached over and got a condom then tore open the package and slowly rolled it on while she watched. When she thought he would immediately enter her, he surprised her by fingering her first. He thrust two fingers inside of her then circled her clit a few times as if testing her readiness for him.
“You’re so fucking wet, sweetness. I love how excited you get for us. Can’t wait to get inside of you. I bet you’re hot and wet, aren’t you?” he said.
“Hurry, Joe. I need you,” she said. He was driving her crazy playing with her.
Joe lifted one of her legs over his arm and lined up his hard dick with her opening then slowly slid in one slow inch at a time until she was sure she was stuffed full of cock. Then he filled her even more. Where Andy was thick, Joe was long. He reached spots that Andy hadn’t quite touched. Joe could bump her cervix.
“Oh, God. I can feel you in my throat,” she gasped out.
“You feel like a hot, tight glove wrapped around my dick, beautiful. Slick and wet and wonderful. Fuck me, I’m not going to last,” Joe said.
Andy had returned and was sitting on the edge of the bed watching them. To Cindy’s surprise, he was grasping his cock with one hand, tugging on it as if he was going to want to go again. Surely not. She’d never live through another go after this.
Then all thoughts left her brain as Joe began to thrust in and out of her with his long hard cock. He went far deeper than Andy had, and each bump of her cervix drove her higher and higher toward that elusive climax that threatened to tear apart her world. She knew it would be big by the way she was flying toward it. Every nerve in her body seemed to be hyper-aware of the way Joe was moving inside of her.
“Love watching your face while he’s fucking you, babe. You’re so expressive,” Andy said from the edge of the bed where he was tugging on his cock. The monster was back at full mast and looked ready to blow again.
Cindy could only gasp with each thrust of Joe’s dick inside her cunt. He was sending her closer and closer to oblivion. She had no idea if Andy would come again or not, but she knew without a doubt that she was going to now. She was too close, and Joe was just that determined to send her there.
“Fucking gonna come, Cindy. Can’t hold out. You’re too tight and hot.” Joe reached between them and tapped her clit, and just like that, she exploded just as hard as she had with Andy, maybe even harder.
All she knew for certain was that her body didn’t feel like her own as she came apart and landed in a blob back on the bed without any feeling at all. She had to struggle to breathe as Joe angled his body to her side. Her arms felt like lead weights even as her legs were rubber bands angled out away from her body.
Joe rolled over and kissed her cheek then got up and shuffled toward the bathroom. Andy pulled the covers up over her cooling body and kissed her lightly on the cheek.
“We wore you out, I think,” he said.
“You could say that,” she finally got out.
“You wore us out, too. I came again just watching you two. Haven’t done that before. Usually takes a while for me to be able to go again. You’re perfect for us, babe. Fucking perfect.”
Cindy didn’t know about that, but she was sure of one thing. She was in so much trouble. They were eating away at the wall she’d built around her heart after Mark had betrayed her. She was beginning to trust them, and now she was beginning to care about them even more. This just proved that they were sexually compatible. Soon, she’d have no more reasons not to accept that they could be something to each other.
 
* * * *
 
“Morning, babe.” Andy peered down at her as she slowly opened her eyes. He was dressed, carrying Rascal in his arms.
“How did you manage that?” she asked, staring up at the two.
“He likes me ’cause I fed him when someone overslept this morning,” Andy said.
Cindy moaned and rolled over to look at the time. Nine a.m. Good Lord, she never slept past seven.
“Why didn’t you guys wake me? Wait. Aren’t you supposed to be at the shop?”
“Joe went on in. I stayed behind to see about you. Didn’t want to leave you alone here when you aren’t familiar with the place. Got your computer set up in the office. We don’t use it much so it’s perfect for you. Rascal already explored it and chose where he wanted his bed. Ready to get up?” Andy asked.
“Yeah. Need to take a shower though. You can go on to work. I know ya’ll are busy,” she said.
“We’re fine. I’ll wait until you’re settled then go in. We went and got the truck early this morning, so I have mine here. I don’t like leaving you without transportation though,” Andy said.
“I’ll be fine. Thanks for setting up my computer for me. I’ll be out of the shower in a few minutes.” Cindy rolled out of bed and stood. She felt a little groggy. Probably from all the sleep. She hadn’t slept that good in a very long time. Probably since she’d first found out about Mark and his betrayal.
Memories from the night before hit her, and she nearly collapsed from the pleasure that sizzled across her skin and nerve endings.
“Whoa, babe. You okay?” Andy asked, dropping Rascal and grabbing her.
“Yeah. Just stood up too fast. I slept so good last night that I’m still not quite awake yet I guess.”
“Take it easy. Maybe take a bath instead of a shower. I don’t want you falling and hurting yourself,” he said.
“I’ll be fine. I’ll see you downstairs.”
“If you’re not down in twenty, I’ll come looking for you,” he said.
Cindy smiled and shuffled into the bathroom with bleary eyes and a newfound awareness of her body. She could still feel their hands on her like it was only minutes ago instead of hours ago. What had they done to her? She felt like her body wasn’t her own.
She turned on the shower and adjusted the temperature then stared at Rascal, who sat on the counter by the sink.
“What are you looking at?” she asked.
He just blinked his eyes and continued to stare at her.
“Not my fault I overslept. You got your food. Be happy. You’ve made a new friend.”
He yawned and began cleaning himself. So much for faithful companion, she thought.
Fifteen minutes later she was ready to go downstairs to meet Andy in the kitchen. Rascal scampered ahead of her and led the way. When she got to the bottom of the staircase, she could smell eggs and bacon and felt her stomach turn a summersault in anticipation.
“About time. I was just about to come up and look for you.” Andy pulled out a plate from the microwave.
“Something smells delicious,” she said.
“Just heated up your plate. Hope you like scrambled eggs. Can’t fry an egg worth shit,” he said.
“Scrambled is fine. Thanks for breakfast, Andy.”
“What do you want to drink?” he asked.
“Diet Coke?” she asked with a smile.
“Fuck, you’re going to turn into one of those if that’s all you drink,” he said but dutifully got out a glass and filled it with ice before setting a can of the drink next to it on the island in front of her.
“Thanks. I’m fine now. You can go.”
“You trying to get rid of me?” he asked, arching a brow.
“I just hate being the reason for you missing work when you need to be there. I feel like a burden,” she said.
“Believe me, babe. You’re no burden. Joe and I almost came to blows over who’d stay with you this morning. I won.” He gave that half-smile again.
“I don’t want you guys fighting over me,” she said, frowning.
“I’m just kidding, babe. We don’t fight over you.” Now he looked worried. “We’d never fight over you. We’re in complete agreement over you. Everything revolves around you, babe.”
“Still, I feel like I’m intruding. I really can stay with Beverly. She wouldn’t mind.”
“We’ve already had this discussion. One, she can’t protect you like we can, and two, it would put her in danger, and I know you don’t want to do that.”
“Okay. Okay.”
Cindy quickly finished her breakfast and once again got outvoted on helping with the dishes. She followed Andy to the office and was pleasantly surprised at how nice it was. The table he’d set up for her faced the window that overlooked the forest out back. She might not get much writing done with that view in front of her.
“Need anything?” he asked.
“No, I’m good. Thanks for everything, Andy,” she said.
“No problem. Joe will be here around two or three. We don’t want to leave you alone any longer than we have to. Don’t like leaving you alone at all, but we do need to work. You could work up at the shop, but the office is kind of small and you’d be interrupted all the time with phone calls and customers. Didn’t think that would work too well with what you do,” Andy said.
“Tell Joe not to worry about coming home so soon. I’ll be fine. I’ll text you guys ever once in a while to let you know that I’m fine. You can text me, and I’ll text right back. There’s no reason to interrupt your work. Really, Andy.” Cindy hated that she was such a bother.
“Joe will have a fit if he can’t come home and spend some time with you. I got to this morning,” Andy said.
She couldn’t help but smile at his notorious half-smile. She was coming to love that look on him. It made him look mischievous and sexy as hell.
“Tell him not to come home. I’m good. I’m going to talk to Beverly after she talks to her boss, and I’ll text you guy off and on all day. I don’t need babysitting. Go. I’m good now. I’m going to start work and will be fine. I have Rascal, who will attack anything that comes through that door that isn’t you or Joe,” she said. She patted the cat who’d made himself at home on his bed, which was next to her laptop.
“Don’t I get a kiss?” Andy asked.
She narrowed her eyes. “As long as it’s not a messy one that leads to other things.”
He grinned again. “I’ll try.”
 
Chapter Eleven
 
“So what did he say when you handed him your notice?” Cindy asked.
Beverly giggled. “He sputtered then gasped and threw it at me. Told me I couldn’t quit. I didn’t have another job to go to and that it was stupid to quit a job when you didn’t have another job. Said I was crazy to even think about quitting.”
“What did you do then?” Cindy asked, settling the phone on her shoulder as she shifted on the chair to a better position.
“I picked up my notice and folded it up and stuck it in his shirt pocket and told him again that I quit. I was giving him two weeks’ notice and then I’d be gone.” Beverly laughed. “He turned around and stomped to his office and slammed the door so hard dust flew all over the building.”
“Then what happened?” Cindy asked.
“Everyone around me cheered. I guess they all want to quit but don’t have a job to go to. I’m the first one to make it out of the place alive.”
“So, he took your resignation and you’re officially working out your two weeks’ notice,” Cindy said.
“Actually, not quite,” Beverly said.
“What?”
“He came back out a little while later and told me I was fired.”
“He what?”
“I told him he couldn’t fire me cause I’d already quit.”
“What did he say?”
“He said he didn’t want me working out my two weeks, to leave now and not come crawling back when it didn’t work out. I told him I wouldn’t dare. I gathered my things under his watchful eye, of course, and marched out to applause.”
“So where are you right now?” Cindy asked.
“I’m at home changing clothes. I’m going to the shop to see if the guys want me to start today or tomorrow. I didn’t want to wear heels to the shop. Not practical there,” Beverly said.
“Good thinking. I’m sure they will let you start whenever you want to. They’re desperate from what they’ve said.”
“We still up for this weekend of shopping?” Beverly asked.
“You know it, woman. I’m desperate for new clothes. I’m wearing the same three outfits every day and sick of them. It doesn’t help that they’re all the same style either,” she added.
“What do the guys think about it?” Beverly asked.
“Huh, you now. I haven’t even mentioned it to them. I guess I need to. I’m sure they’re fine with it. They know I need to buy new things,” she said.
“They might not want you driving all the way to St. Louis though,” Beverly said.
“I’m not married to them. I can go wherever I want to go. They can’t tell me where I can and can’t go.” Cindy couldn’t help but get upset over the notion that someone might try and tell her what she could and couldn’t do.
“I’m just saying that they may get worried about you going off with Mark being after you. Look at it from their side. Mark has made it clear that he’s angry with you and isn’t above doing something desperate to hurt you. Don’t jump off the deep end if they get upset at the notion of you going off to go shopping. Okay?” Beverly said.
“Okay. I’ll try not to. You know me though. I don’t like to be dictated to.”
“Don’t I know it, girl.”
“Go finish getting ready to go to the shop. I’ll talk to you later. I want to hear all about your first day there.”
“I’ll tell you all about how potty-mouthed the guys are when they work on big trucks,” Beverly said.
Cindy laughed. “I can imagine.”
They ended the call, and Cindy returned to working on an article she was writing for an online magazine on plants. She enjoyed the short articles that were really fillers for sidebars. She liked the challenge of filling a small space with interesting good knowledge that caught people’s attention.
When six rolled around, she heard the front door open and the sounds of the men as they talked on the way into the house. She closed down her computer and gave Rascal a scratch between the ears before she stood and followed the sound of their voices.
“I’m telling you she’s going to have us so organized we aren’t going to be able to work without her there to tell us what to do,” Andy said.
“You’re just paranoid that she’ll tell Cindy how bad you curse at work, that’s all,” Joe said.
“Cindy already knows how bad you curse at work,” Cindy said, rounding the corner to find the two men standing in the den talking.
Andy dropped his head back on his shoulders and sighed. “I don’t curse that bad. Not normally.” He looked at Joe then sighed. “Not all the time.”
Joe chuckled. “Only when something doesn’t work like it’s supposed to, which is ninety percent of the time.”
“Fine. I curse worse than a sailor. Are you happy now?” Andy stomped out of the room toward the stairs.
“He’ll be fine once he’s had a shower and gets it out of his system,” Joe said.
“Gets what out of his system?” Cindy asked.
“I’m sure you know that Beverly started today. Beverly wrote our names on the blackboard that we used to use to keep up with the trucks that were on the lot. Don’t use it anymore ’cause we pretty much know what we’ve got out there. Anyway. Every time Andy started cursing a blue streak, she came out and put a mark next to his name. Needless to say, he had about two dozen marks to my ten or twelve by the end of the day,” Joe said, bursting out laughing. “She’s a hoot. She’s going to be good for the shop. I can already tell.”
“Once he gets to know her, Andy will like her, too. She’s really funny and a hard worker. Did she tell you about her boss trying to fire her after she gave her notice?” Cindy asked.
“Yeah. Got a round of applause from her coworkers out of it,” Joe said. “Asshole.”
“What would you guys like for dinner tonight? I was thinking of making spaghetti. You’ve got everything I need to make it,” she said.
“Sounds good to us. You don’t have to cook for us, babe,” Joe said.
“I know, but I like to cook. Didn’t do it a lot for just me, but with there being three of us right now, I can enjoy cooking for a change,” she said.
“Won’t stop you. Spaghetti sounds good. We’re going to go get cleaned up. See you in a few, beautiful,” Joe said.
The two men disappeared up the stairs, and Cindy retreated into the kitchen where she whipped up the meal, thinking about talking to them about her planned shopping trip that weekend with Beverly. For some reason she was a little nervous about telling them about it now. Why? She didn’t need their permission to go. She was her own person. They didn’t have any say over what she did. Yeah, they were good friends, well, lovers. But that didn’t make them her keepers.
Once they’d finished eating, they relaxed in the den with Cindy between them on the couch. Both men held a hand as they watched the news and weather. It was going to be a nice weekend if nothing changed.
“I got a call from that deputy that was working my case and they released my house now. I can go in and clean up and get a new mattress and new things,” Cindy said.
“Hey, that’s good news. We can get the mattress this weekend for you,” Joe said.
“Yeah, Beverly and I are planning to go shopping this weekend for new clothes. I’m going to have to have an entire new wardrobe,” she said.
“That’s a lot of clothes,” Andy said with raised brows.
“Yeah. Anyway, I wanted to give you guys a heads-up that we’d be gone all Saturday shopping,” she said.
“Where are you going?” Joe asked.
Cindy sighed. She should have known they’d ask where.
“St. Louis. There aren’t any stores around here that will have all of what I need. If you guys get my mattress for me, I can finish all my shopping and be able to move back into my house on Sunday,” she said.
“Whoa, now wait a minute,” Andy said. “First of all, there’s no rush in you moving back into your house, and second of all, you’re not going shopping all the way to St. Louis by yourself. It’s too dangerous with Mark out there free to do whatever he wants to do.”
“I’m not going by myself. Beverly is going with me, and what can Mark do while we’re shopping?”
“Beverly doesn’t count. She can’t protect you if Mark decides to attack you, and he might decide to do that even if you are out in the open. You’re not going by yourself,” Andy said. “We’ll go with you.”
Joe nodded and crossed his arms. “Andy’s right. You’re not going without us.”
“We’re going shopping. You do know what that means, right?” Cindy asked, tongue in her cheek
“Well, yeah. You’re going to buy a bunch of clothes.” Andy squirmed on the couch next to her.
“We’re going to try on a bunch of clothes and buy some of them,” Cindy corrected.
“Doesn’t matter,” Joe said. “You’re not going alone. We’ll close the shop on Saturday and go with you.”
“Well, you can be the pack mules then,” she said with a grin.
“The what?” Andy asked.
“The pack mules. You can carry all our packages for us.”
Joe and Andy both let out a moan at the same time. Cindy couldn’t help but smile. They’d brought it on themselves by insisting they had to come along. Beverly may have been right, but she was still going, and now they had two healthy men to help them carry their stuff.
 
* * * *
 
“And whose idea was it that we had to go with them?” Joe asked for the third time that day.
Andy scowled at him. “Shut the fuck up. You weren’t going to let them come alone either.”
“How many things can a woman try on before she settles on just one outfit? I swear she’s been through half the fucking store,” Joe said.
“I can hear you,” Cindy called out from the dressing room.
“Eagle ear,” Joe muttered.
“That’s eagle eye,” Andy said.
“What the fuck ever. Shut up.”
Beverly walked out and twirled around to look at herself in the mirror. “What do you guys think? Is this me or what?”
Andy shrugged. He didn’t have a clue. Why was she asking them? He’d long ago learned to keep his opinions about women’s clothing to himself. That and their sizes. Never mention how big or small a woman was to them.
“Looks great to me,” Cindy said, walking out in a flowing summer dress that matched her eyes.
“Ooh, love that dress on you. You have to get that one for sure,” Beverly gushed.
“I think she’s right,” Joe said. “Looks good on you.”
“See, now why can’t you answer me when I ask about my outfit?” Beverly said with a pout.
Cindy chuckled. “They’re scared of getting their hands slapped.”
“Got us there,” Joe said.
Andy wasn’t about to say a word. No matter what he said, he’d lose. That was how it was with women’s logic. Yep, he’d keep his mouth closed and nod when appropriate.
Cindy disappeared back inside the dressing room with Beverly, and another round of clothes got added to their stack of keepers. By the time they’d finished Andy was ready for a break. He needed a beer and some aspirin. Either a case of beer or a bottle of aspirin.
“Let’s stop for something to eat,” Andy suggested, willing them to agree.
“Sounds good. I’m thirsty,” Cindy said.
“Me, too,” Beverly agreed.
“There’s a nice restaurant here in the mall,” Cindy said. “We can eat there.”
“Joe and I will get you girls settled then take all this junk out to the truck,” Andy said.
“It’s not junk, man,” Joe said.
“Those are our clothes, so be careful with them,” Beverly said, narrowing her eyes at them.
“Told you,” Joe said.
“Just shut up and let’s find this restaurant.” Andy needed that beer sooner rather than later. He was beginning to realize something, and it was bothering him.
Once they had the women settled in a booth, they left them to peruse the menu while they made a trip out to the truck to drop off the packages, as Joe reminded him again. On the way out there, he mulled over the fact that even though he hated shopping with women, or shopping at all, he’d willingly come with Cindy because he wanted to be sure she was safe but also because he wanted to be with her. He’d also come because he wanted to make her happy, and if this was what made her happy he’d gladly do it. Even if it was evil and vile. He did it because he loved her.
Fuck me. I love her.
What was he going to do with that? He’d expected to care about her and want her to be happy, and would have done whatever he could to make her happy, but he hadn’t really believed he could love the woman they’d chosen as their shared wife. With that realization came the knowledge that she could hurt him now. If, in the long run, she rejected them, she would devastate him. How would he be able to deal with losing her now that he knew he loved her?
Andy didn’t say anything to Joe about his newfound knowledge. He needed to think about it some more. He wasn’t sure he wanted to share it with Joe at all. What if Joe didn’t feel the same way about her and only Andy did? Would it matter? This threesome thing was far more complicated than he’d originally thought.
When they rejoined the women, they were happily chatting about their shopping and what they’d found. The waitress gave them a few more minutes for the guys to decide what they wanted to eat. He ordered a beer and wished for that bottle of aspirin but decided the beer would be enough. He didn’t plan on getting drunk, just dulling the ache in his head.
They made short work of lunch and were soon back in the mall shopping for more outfits. Finally, around three thirty, the women called an end to his torture and decided it was time to return to Cozy. It would be late when they got back regardless. They stopped off just outside of town and grabbed a quick burger then were on the road again.
By the time they dropped off Beverly and her bags, it was nearly midnight. He couldn’t help but smile at Cindy as she dozed with her head on his shoulder.
“Think she’s worn out,” Joe said.
“She’s not the only one,” Andy said.
“No kidding. I’m ready to drop. Who knew shopping could be so tiring?”
“Boring,” Andy said.
“That, too.”
“Need another beer or three.”
“I’m with you there,” Joe said.
“I’m listening to you guys,” Cindy said.
“Shit, thought you were asleep, babe,” Andy said.
“Mmm hmm.”
“We’re still glad we took you, beautiful. No way we could have let you go on your own. It was just too dangerous.” Joe reached over and squeezed her hand.
Andy nodded. “Besides, who would have carried all your crap, um, I mean packages?”
“Good point,” she said. “Normally we hire a kid to do that.”
“You’re kidding,” Andy said.
“Yeah, I am. We just have to make a bezillion trips to the car is all. You saved us from walking our legs off. Thanks, guys,” she said.
Andy couldn’t help but smile. Even if it wasn’t a full smile. He was happy that he’d made her trip easier. Fuck being in love. He was happy he’d gone shopping. What was up with that?
“Best thing of all was that we didn’t see Mark, so he wasn’t around. He probably isn’t going to be a problem anymore. He got it all out of his system, and that’s that,” Cindy said.
“I wouldn’t count on it, babe. He’s still out there. Something like that you don’t just turn off. That was rage. He’s just festering somewhere waiting on another chance to get to you. That’s why we’re putting in extra locks at your place. Don’t like leaving you there at all, but I get it that you need your space,” Andy said.
They’d had the argument that she could stay with them until Mark was caught doing something to go to jail for. She’d pointed out that it could take forever and she needed her things around her. She’d also pointed out that as long a she was at their place he’d probably remain hidden since he would be afraid of them.
As much as Andy agreed with her, he still hated that she was moving out. They’d ordered the mattress and had it delivered Friday. They planned to put in the locks tomorrow after a nice long luxurious morning in bed with their woman. Yes, their woman. He sincerely thought of her as theirs. He was sure Joe felt the same way, but he would talk to his friend about it later. They needed to be on the same page about her.
He wanted to put in an alarm system, as well. He’d looked up a couple of them and talked to several of the guys on the mountain who handled similar things like that. They’d agreed to help them set up something for her. He hadn’t told her yet. She’d just have to live with it. He had to know she was safe for as long as she still stayed in her house. Maybe that wouldn’t be too much longer.
“Ready for bed?” Joe asked as they climbed out of the truck.
Cindy yawned. “I am. I don’t even think I want to take a shower. I’ll take one in the morning. I’m bushed.”
“I’d expect so after trying on half the clothes in Missouri,” Andy said.
Cindy giggled. “Not so. Just maybe a third of them.”
“Come on, Cinderella. Let’s get you upstairs and in bed before we all turn into rats or mice or whatever,” Joe said.
Andy shrugged. Whatever. Joe was always coming up with shit like that. Why would they turn into some rodent?
“I had a great time, guys. Thanks for going with us. You really did make it a whole lot easier on us,” she said.
Andy shrugged. “Glad you enjoyed yourself. Wasn’t too bad I guess.”
She grinned and wrapped her arms around his waist for a huge hug. “I know it was hard, but it meant a lot to me. Thank you.”
“Let’s get some sleep. We’ve got a full day ahead of us tomorrow,” Andy said.
Once they were all in bed, he thought about how hard it was going to be the next week to sleep alone in his bed without her. He’d gotten used to her being there, and now he’d be going back to sleeping alone and that sucked. Not having her near him was going to suck, too. Love was wondrous, but it was hard, as well. Especially when he didn’t now how she felt about him. What if she didn’t fall in love with him but did fall for Joe? Where did that leave him?
Andy fell into a fitful sleep worrying about loving Cindy and having her not love him back.
 
Chapter Twelve
 
Thursday morning Cindy sat in front of her computer staring at the empty screen with a scowl reflecting back at her. What was up with her? She couldn’t seem to think of a single thing to write. She’d never been empty for ideas before. She looked over at Rascal, who was snoozing next to her computer. He didn’t seem the least worried that her well had run dry.
She reached over and gave the feline a scratch between the ears. He purred like a busted motor then yawned and repositioned himself before settling down to sleep again. She wished she could settle back into writing as easily as he seemed to settle back into snoozing.
She stood and stretched then decided on a fresh Diet Coke and maybe a cookie. Anything to jumpstart her thought processes. What was wrong with her?
I’m thinking about the guys too much. I miss them. How did I get so used to being around them all the time? I mean they were at work all day, and I was only around them at night.
Still, being at their house had been like being with them, and now, since she’d been back at her house, she felt lonely. Even Rascal wasn’t enough to fill that void that they’d left in her world. She loved her house, but it wasn’t theirs.
Cindy sighed and poured the can of Diet Coke over ice and pulled out a package of cookies. She took a bite then sipped her drink. Maybe she’d sit outside on her back porch for a little while and some ideas would begin to percolate in her head once more. She had to do something to get the creative juices flowing again.
She took her drink and the package of cookies with her outside and sat on one of her rocking chairs. It was warm without being hot, and the sunshine was warm on her skin. She smiled at the antics of a pair of squirrels chasing each other around a tree trunk. That and the sound of birds chirping and singing in the trees around her soon had her drifting off into a comfortable doze. She could still hear the sounds of nature around her but was drifting along, as well. When everything seemed to go quiet, she woke with a start, but it was already too late. Mark was standing on the steps of the porch staring at her.
“Mark? What are you doing here?” she asked, sitting as far back in her chair as she could.
“I’ve come for you, Cindy. I’ll always come for you.”
“Why? I’ve told you I don’t want anything to do with you. I have a restraining order against you, Mark.”
Damn, why didn’t I bring my phone outside with me?
“That doesn’t matter. You owe me. I had our lives all planned. It was going to be perfect. You had to go and ruin it all by leaving. Well, I’ve got news for you. You’re coming back with me. You’re not leaving me again,” he said.
“I’m not going anywhere with you. You cheated on me. It was your fault, not mine, asshole. You had a mistress and were only using me for my money. I’m not bankrolling your business and your mistress’s love nest. If you can’t afford it on your own, then you don’t need it. Get off my property before I call the police, Mark.” Cindy jumped to her feet in hopes her sudden movement would startle him and Mark would fall back off the steps.
No such luck. He held firm to the railing next to the stairs and snarled at her. “You’re not calling the police. You’re coming with me.”
Cindy eluded his hand when he reached out to grab her but didn’t get far. She raced for the door but was stopped when he grabbed her by the hair and jerked her back with it. She screamed in pain. She hadn’t expected him to do that. Cindy still had her hand on the doorknob as he tried to pull her toward him. She turned the knob and tried to push the door open with her foot. If she could just get the door open, then maybe she could eventually get inside.
It didn’t work.
Mark jerked her back, and when she lost her footing, they both fell down the steps to the ground below. She landed on top of him, knocking the wind from both of them. She recovered first and crawled off him to run for the door once again. This time she made it and managed to get inside, but he got his foot in the door so that she couldn’t close it.
“You’re not getting away from me, bitch. You owe me. I’m going to get what’s mine,” Mark yelled with spittle flying from his mouth to hit the door.
Cindy tried hitting at the door to make him move his foot, but he was wedged in and not moving. She tried to remember where she’d left her phone and realized it was on the counter in the kitchen. If she could get to it then close herself in the pantry, she could call the police from there.
She would have to be fast. Cindy let go of the door and raced for the kitchen. She grabbed her phone off the counter and continued around the island to the pantry, where she slammed the door and held on tight as she dialed 911 with one hand.
“Nine-one-one. What is your emergency?”
“There’s someone in my house trying to hurt me. He’s in the house with me.”
“Is he armed?”
“I don’t know. I don’t think so, but I don’t know.”
“Where do you live?”
Cindy gave her the address then screamed as Mark started banging on the pantry door trying to open it.
“You might as well open up. I’m going to break this door down if you don’t open the fucking door right now, bitch.”
“I’ve called the police. They’re on their way here now,” she called out.
“Doesn’t matter. I’m going to get you,” he yelled back.
“Please hurry,” she whispered into the phone.
“Stay on the line. I have units on the way.”
Cindy held the doorknob as hard as she could, but she was no match for Mark. He was in a rage and soon managed to jerk the door open flinging her into the room on her hands and knees. The phone went flying across the floor in the opposite direction. She scrambled toward it, but Mark slammed his foot on her hand, making her cry out.
“Told you I wouldn’t let you go. You belong to me, and I meant it, bitch.” He grabbed her arm and pulled her to her feet. “You’ve been fucking those grease monkeys, but that’s okay. I’ll get what I want out of you. You were never all that much in bed anyway. Don’t know what they see in you.”
“Let go of me, Mark. The police are on their way. They’ll put you in jail.” Cindy panted through the throbbing in her hand.
“I’m not going anywhere except to take you back with me. Let’s go.” He dragged her toward the front of the house.
She resisted, digging her heels in so that he was pulling her along behind him. He cursed and turned around and backhanded her, sending her sprawling on the floor once more. This time she scrambled across to the couch and wrapped her arms around the leg in hopes it would keep her from getting pulled out the door with him.
The sound of sirens soon filled the air, and she sighed with relief. Now he’d run and she’d be free of him. To her horror, it seemed to make him only more determined to get her. He grabbed her arm and pulled her, along with the couch, toward the door. He unlocked the door and tried to get her through the door with the couch. When he realized she was thwarting him with the couch, he kicked at her arm and legs to try and dislodge them from the legs of the couch.
She cried out with each kick of his shoe-clad foot. She was going to have bruises all over if she survived this. He grabbed her hair and started pulling it so that tears pooled in her eyes as he jerked at it, tearing loose pieces of it as he did.
Seconds later, deputies ran up and began pulling Mark from her. They wrenched his arms behind his back and zip-tied them, and then one of them helped her up and asked her what happened. As she relayed the events, the screech of tires was heard, followed by the slamming of doors as Joe and Andy raced up the lawn toward her.
“Are you okay? Babe, answer me. Are you okay? Look at your face. What happened?” Andy’s frantic voice reached her ears even as the roaring began to overtake her.
She could tell she was about to pass out, so she stuck her head between her knees as the deputy continued asking her questions.
“She’s about to pass out. Stop pestering her. She needs to breathe.” Joe’s voice reached her this time. “Give her some space.”
“Cindy, babe? Can you hear us?” Andy asked.
“Where’s the ambulance? She needs to be checked out. Look at all those bruises forming on her. He beat her,” Joe yelled.
Cindy could hear them but couldn’t rouse herself enough to answer them. The roaring in her ears had settled into a soft ringing, but her vision was still tunneled. She wanted to answer them that she was okay, but she couldn’t seem to form the words.
Later that afternoon, after Mark had been taken away and Cindy had recovered enough to talk, she gave her report to the deputy and had her bruises documented after the paramedics cleared her of any serious injuries. She was going to be sore for quite a while from Mark kicking her to get her free of the couch. Her head was tender, and she swore her hair was quite a bit thinner. Her face felt like it had been hit by a freight truck, but Joe assured her it didn’t look too bad.
“How did you guys know to come? I couldn’t call you guys and call 911, too,” she said.
“The deputy we talked to the other day called us when he heard the 911 call. We came as fast as we could. I’m just sorry we didn’t get there ahead of them. If we had, we would have beaten Mark to within an inch of his life. He’d have never thought about hurting you again,” Andy said.
“That might have put you in jail. I’m glad they got here first,” Cindy said.
“As it is, he violated the restraining order, assaulted you, and threatened you, so he’s going away for a while,” Joe said.
“I’m just glad he’s not around for now. I am so tired of always looking over my shoulder. I thought I was safe here. I love it here. I don’t want to have to move again,” Cindy said, rubbing her head where she felt like she’d lost a handful of hair.
“You’re not going anywhere, babe. You’re staying right here with us. Once they put Mark in jail for good, you’ll be fine. You’ve got us. You can’t move away,” Andy said.
“Would you really move away from us?” Joe asked with a serious expression on his face.
“I don’t want to.”
“We don’t want you to,” Joe said.
“We need to call Beverly back and let her know you’re okay. All I told her earlier was that they’d caught Mark and you were being checked out by the paramedics,” Andy said.
“I’ll call her.” Cindy picked up her phone that was cracked but still worked and called her friend.
They chatted for nearly an hour as the guys put her house back in order and alternated putting ice to her face while she did. Beverly had closed down the shop for them and was on her way over to see Cindy.
“I’ll just stay for a few minutes. I want to see you for myself. I can’t believe he attacked you like that. Right out in daylight and stayed even though he knew you’d called for help. He’s crazy, Cindy. He needs help,” Beverly said.
“Help right into jail,” Cindy said.
“That, too.”
Once Beverly had visited her and they’d cried over her bruises and missing hair, Cindy settled down on the couch with Andy and Joe. They had refused to allow her to stay the night alone so she’d agreed to go home with them but insisted that Rascal would be fine at home alone for one night.
“Are you sure? He does fine at the house with us,” Andy said petting the seemingly unfazed feline.
“It’s a lot of work to carry everything back and forth for him,” she said.
“We should get stuff for our place so you don’t have to carry it back and forth,” Joe said.
“I doubt I’ll be over there all that much now that Mark’s been caught. It would be a waste,” she said.
She caught the two men exchanging looks and wondered what that was all about. Joe leaned over and kissed her lightly on the lips, being careful of her sore face.
“Let’s get you packed up and settled in at our place. You need to rest,” Joe said.
“Come on, babe. You point, and I’ll pack,” Andy said, leading the way to her bedroom.
She watched as he set Rascal on the couch and led the way to her room. She couldn’t help but admire his ass as she followed him. Both men had sexy bodies, and why she was thinking about that when she’d just gotten hers beat, she didn’t know. Maybe she had a light concussion.
She directed the guys on what to get from her dresser and the bathroom then followed them out to the truck, where Joe helped her up into the cab while Andy climbed into the driver’s seat. The trip to their place didn’t take long, and soon she was settled in their bed with a Diet Coke and two painkillers for the headache she hadn’t gotten rid of yet.
“We’ll be just downstairs if you need us, beautiful,” Joe said.
“I’ll be fine. I’m probably going to take a nap,” she said.
“You do that. We’ll check in on you in a little while.” Joe tucked in the covers and kissed her lightly on the forehead.
The last thing she remembered before she fell into an exhausted sleep was Andy doing the same.
 
* * * *
 
Joe took the beer Andy handed him and popped the top on it. He took a long pull from it then sighed. They could have lost her today. They couldn’t be with her twenty-four hours of every day. How could they possibly keep her safe from someone like Mark?
“What are you thinking about over there?” Andy asked.
“Mark could have taken her, and we wouldn’t have known where she was.”
“Yeah, but he didn’t, and now she’s safe. Once they sentence him, we’ll make sure he knows that we’ll be waiting on him when he gets out. Someone like him won’t do well in prison. He’ll think twice about bothering Cindy again, knowing we’re going to be watching him,” Andy said.
“I love her, man. I don’t know when it happened, but I’ve fallen hard for her. She’s it for me. I want her here with us from now on,” Joe said.
“I agree. I fell for her awhile back. She means the world to me. Just the thought of her getting hurt has me furious inside. I wanted to wrap my hands around Mark’s neck and squeeze the life from him. It was a good thing the deputies got there before we did. I might have ended up in jail instead of Mark,” Andy said.
“So, we’re in agreement? She’s our woman? We’re going to ask her to marry us?”
“Hell, yeah. We’re moving her and that crazy cat in with us as soon as we can talk her into it,” Andy said.
“Cat fur,” Joe said
“Midnight howling.”
“Early morning loving.”
“Afternoon quickies,” Andy said with a huge smile.
Joe swore it covered his entire face. He’d never seen his friend smile that big before. Cindy was good for him. Hell, she was good for both of them. There was something about her that made him want to make her smile every minute he was with her. She not only turned him on, but she kept him happy. She was sexy and fun-loving and all theirs. As soon as they convinced her to marry them.
“What if she won’t marry us?” Andy asked, voicing his own worries.
“We’ve got to take it slow with her. She’s still recovering from Mark. She’s going to be gun-shy,” Joe said.
“I don’t want to wait months to ask her,” Andy said.
“Neither do I, but we are going to have to take our time and get her to crave spending time with us as much as we do with her. Once she’s hooked on us, she’ll be more likely to say yes than to say no,” Joe said.
At least he hoped so.
I can’t imagine life without her in it now. She makes me smile just thinking about her. How will I possibly keep going if she decides to walk away from us?
Joe refused to think about it anymore. He wouldn’t take no for an answer. He’d do everything in his power to make her happy and get her to need them like they needed her. As much as he loved to see her smile, it wouldn’t be all that hard to do. Keeping her happy would be a joy to him. He was sure Andy would feel the same way.
First, they had to get past the hearing for Mark then the sentencing and past her healing. Then they would pull out all the stops and put operation seduction into play. When she no longer had to worry about Mark interfering in her life, she’d be more open to thinking about her future with them. And he wanted her to think seriously about a future with them.
 
Chapter Thirteen
 
Yowwwl.
“Damnit, Cindy. Get this cat off me,” Andy snapped, stomping into her bedroom.
Cindy tried not to laugh but couldn’t help it at the sight of Rascal clinging to the front of Andy’s jeans with his claws precariously close to an important part of his anatomy.
“Rascal. What is going on?” Cindy grasped him at the nape of the neck and unhooked his claws with her other hand before lifting him off of poor Andy.
“He was sitting on my lap when I got up to get a beer. He latched on and refused to get off me when I stood,” Andy said.
Joe walked in, rubbing his eyes. “What’s going on? I was catching a good nap.”
Cindy just shook her head. “I’m putting away clothes. Andy is the one causing all the commotion. He’s wrestling with Rascal.”
“Well, stop it. All we need is to get that monster riled up,” Joe said.
“Me? I didn’t do anything. He started it by sinking his claws in my groin,” Andy complained.
“Let’s leave Rascal here and go to our place for dinner tonight. We can grill burgers and watch a movie,” Joe suggested.
“Sounds good to me,” Cindy said. “I haven’t had burgers on the grill in forever.”
“Perfect way to celebrate Mark’s sentencing, too,” Andy said.
“I can hardly believe it. He got five years. The way they talked I’d be lucky if he got three. The judge was really on my side,” Cindy said.
“It helped that he’d been warned before back in college concerning another woman. He had a history. That lawyer you hired really knew her stuff,” Joe said.
“Let me finish putting away the laundry and I’ll be ready to go. Oh, Andy, fill up Rascal’s bowls for me, please.” Cindy batted her eyelashes at him.
“Me? He just attacked me, and you want me to fill up his food bowl?” Andy asked.
“It will show him that there are no hard feelings,” she said.
“But there are. I’m feeling very hard about him right now,” Andy muttered as he shuffled into the kitchen.
Joe burst out laughing. “I swear that cat has a love-hate relationship with him.”
“I know. Rascal loves sitting in his lap and getting scratched when they’re watching TV or something, but if Andy ignores him, Rascal is on him like a tiger.” Cindy tucked the last pair of socks into her drawer and closed it. “Ready.”
Cindy gathered her purse and waited for the guys to check all the doors and windows to be sure they were locked before they left. The short drive to their place was filled with laughter and talk about the change in the weather from the hot summer to the cooler weather of fall.
“I can’t wait to watch the trees change color,” Cindy said.
“It’s always beautiful here in the fall,” Joe said. “Just like you.”
“You flatterer you.” Cindy felt her face heat at his words.
“It’s true. You’re beautiful. Love your hair and those sparkling blue eyes,” Joe said as he helped her out of the truck.
“He’s just buttering you up ’cause he wants to get him some later,” Andy said as he joined them on the porch.
“Asshole,” Joe said.
Cindy burst out laughing. “You guys are crazy.”
Once inside, she went straight to the kitchen and washed her hands before getting hamburger meat out of the freezer and preparing it to defrost in the microwave.
“None of that,” Joe said. “We’re cooking. You’re going to watch TV or something. You cooked for us earlier. Go read on your e-reader.”
“I like to cook. I can help,” she said, trying to elbow her way in between them.
“Nope. Out,” Andy said, bumping her with his hip.
Cindy laughed and left them to it. She curled up on the couch with her e-reader and lost herself in a book. They were always doing stuff for her. She smiled as she read how the hero in her book looked after the heroine. Andy and Joe were like that. They were constantly trying to take care of her and make her happy. It was no surprise to her that she’d realized that she’d fallen in love with them. What had come as a surprise was that she loved both of them. She was still having a difficult time coming to grips with that.
Two men and one time. It seemed wrong and impossible and completely right all at the same time.
After dinner, they snuggled under a blanket and watched an action thriller, rooting for the hero and heroine and booing the villains before finally agreeing to call it a night. For a Saturday night, she was exhausted. It was only about ten, and she was ready for bed. The guys seemed to feel the same way. Either that or they were eager to get her upstairs for another reason. Cindy was on board with that, as well.
To her surprise, the second she walked into the big bedroom, Andy pulled her into his arms and plastered her against the wall, where he captured her mouth in a wild kiss that heated her blood and soon had her panties dripping. She opened to him immediately as he swept in and took control of the kiss. Her body responded to his demands without hesitation. Cindy loved how he ravished her with his mouth and his hands. He held her still with one hand at the nape of her neck and the other wrapped around her waist, making sure she wasn’t going anywhere.
When he finally released her, Joe took her from him and pulled her into his arms with a different kind of kiss that was just as devastating in its gentle passion. He coaxed her tongue into dancing with his as he swept into her mouth and painted ever surface with his tender touches. She moaned into his mouth while he loved on hers. When he slowly released her, she was completely wasted. They’d turned her into a quivering bowl of jelly that could barely stand on her two feet.
“Fuck, babe. I need to be inside you so badly. My dick is hard as concrete already,” Andy said.
“We want you together, Cindy. Will you let us have you like that?” Joe asked.
“Together? At the same time?” she asked, still reeling from their kisses.
Andy picked her up and carried her to the bed, where he sat down with her in his lap. “I want to bury my dick in your hot little pussy while Joe takes that tight little ass of yours. We want to be inside you at the same time and make you ours, babe. Will you let us do that? I promise we’ll be careful and make it feel good.”
“I’ve never had anal sex before. I don’t see how both of you can fit at the same time, guys. I mean it’s bound to hurt some, right?” she asked.
“It usually does a little, but once we’re inside, we can make it feel good. I promise we wouldn’t hurt you for the world, beautiful,” Joe said.
Cindy hesitated. She wanted to try it but was nervous of the pain, and if she couldn’t do it, what would happen between them afterward?
“If I ask you to stop, will you do it?” she asked.
“Of course. You always lead when it comes to sex, babe. We’d never do anything you don’t want to do,” Andy said. “Just give us a chance.”
“Okay.”
She nearly yelped when Andy hugged her hard enough to squeeze the air out of her lungs. She gasped for breath when he let go.
“I promise we’ll go slow and make this good for you, babe. Just relax and let us take care of you.”
Cindy didn’t know about relaxing, but she’d try. The idea of anal sex didn’t sound all that good to her, but she knew that if she was going to seriously think about a relationship with two men it would come up at some point. Here it was, so she had to face it.
Andy and Joe slowly undressed her, kissing each inch of skin they uncovered until she was once again a quivering mess of nerves. They lay her back on the bed then undressed in front of her while she watched. Her body grew heated just watching them as they revealed hard muscular planes of ripped muscles and flat abdomens with bulging biceps and strong thighs. Then there were their cocks. Both stood up at full attention, brushing their abdomens as they stood watching her. Where Andy’s was thick, Joe’s was long. Both were amazing and a little daunting.
“We’ve got you, Cindy. Just relax and let us do all the work,” Joe said as he knelt on the bed.
They each took a side and began to kiss and lick their way from her neck to her shoulder and down to her breast. Where one nipped, the other licked and sucked. When both of them began drawing on her nipples, she reached up with her hands and held them to her breasts as the sensations became too good to handle. Her clit began to throb in time with their sucking. They finally pulled back and began nibbling their way down her body again.
Joe reached her pussy first and thrust his shoulders between her legs until he was lying between them. Andy returned to her breasts and began pulling and pulling on her nipples before sucking on one while playing with the other one with his fingers. Joe slid his hands beneath her ass and lifted her so that he could reach her pussy with his mouth. He licked her slit from bottom to top then back down again. Cindy couldn’t help but moan at the amazing sensation.
“Damn, you taste amazing, beautiful. Just like honey,” he said.
He twirled his tongue around in her juices then sucked on her pussy lips until she was pumping her hips to try and get his tongue where she wanted it. He was driving her insane with the need to climax. He used the tip of his tongue to slide around her clit but didn’t rub over it even once. She whimpered. She needed it. Needed him to touch her there.
Andy pulled on her nipples. Not hard enough to make her come but enough that she was squirming beneath him. He chuckled and nipped at one then licked it afterward.
“She’s so close, Joe. Just one good lick over her clit and she’s gonna go,” Andy said.
“Let’s give it to her. I want to taste her cum,” Joe said.
Just like that, they gave her what she craved. Andy sucked hard on one nipple and pinched the other one while Joe sucked hard on her clit while thrusting two fingers deep into her cunt. Instantly she exploded between them. Stars burst behind her eyelids, and firecrackers went off in her ears as she combusted. She swore she screamed, but she couldn’t hear herself. Her throat seemed locked open as she fought for air.
Long seconds later she lay panting as the guys lay next to her lightly rubbing her body and whispering how good she’d been. All she could remember was how good it had felt and how much she wanted it again.
“Never tasted anything better than your cum, beautiful. Sweet honey,” Joe said.
They continued to stroke her and tell her how much they enjoyed making love to her while she caught her breath. She was glad they gave her a few minutes to regain some semblance of control over her body before they pounced on her.
“Crawl over on top of me, babe. You can ride my cock while Joe gets your ass ready for his dick.”
Cindy smiled. She liked riding Andy. His thick shaft filled her perfectly. It was always a tight fit, but it hit all the right places. She rolled over and climbed on then rubbed her still wet pussy up and down his hard cock so that the wide crown slid over her clit a few times. She shuddered then lifted as he held his dick for her to slide down on it an inch at a time. She sighed when she finally managed to take him all the way then squeezed him with her inner muscles so that he groaned.
“None of that yet, babe. I need to take a minute and adjust. You’re like a fucking furnace you’re so hot and tight and wet. Got to get used to you,” Andy said.
“Can’t stay still. Need to move, Andy. You feel too good,” she whined.
“Easy, babe.”
She began to move on him. She couldn’t help it. Cindy rose up then sank down. Up then down. She loved the way she could ride him like a pony sinking down on his shaft hard and fast or slow and gentle. Either way was pure bliss.
“Hold her still, Andy. I need to get her ready,” Joe said.
“Come on, babe. Let Joe play with your ass and get it loosened up for his dick.”
Cindy wanted to be still, but it was so hard with Andy’s hard cock deep inside her pussy. She lay flat on his chest and tried to be still. If it wasn’t for him holding her close, she would have been moving all over him.
She felt Joe run his finger down her ass and over her back hole, but he didn’t press into it. Instead, he reached over, and then she felt something cold drop over the back entrance and he was back spreading it around her ass. Then he pressed inward with his finger until he had part of his finger inside her little hole.
“Easy, Cindy. Just some lube to help make it easier. Are you okay?” Joe asked.
“I’m good. It doesn’t hurt yet. It just feels kind of full,” she said.
“Good girl,” he said.
More of the lube dropped on her ass, and this time he pressed his finger deeper into her back hole so that the fullness grew. Still it didn’t hurt. He continued adding lube and moving his finger in and out of her back hole. Then he added a second finger, and the fullness turned to a pinching pain. She gasped, and he stilled.
“Cindy?”
“I’m okay. That surprised me. It hurts, but not too much. Maybe go slower?” she asked.
He pulled back and added more lube then once again pressed forward with two fingers. They moved in past the resistant ring after a few seconds, and the pain subsided so that she could breathe around it. He pumped them in and out until she was moving with his fingers.
“Are you ready,” Joe asked.
“I think so,” she answered.
“Got to hurry, man. I’m barely holding on here. She’s like a fucking pair of vise grips here,” Andy said.
Gone were Joe’s fingers, and the next thing she heard was the tear of a package and then felt more pressure than had been there before and a burning pain at her back hole. She moaned but didn’t ask him to stop. It hurt, but just as soon as it started, he was inside and the pain changed, morphed into something lighter. Now she felt stuffed full with both men inside of her. She could feel both of them, every vein, every bulge of their massive cocks.
“Move, Andy,” Joe said.
Andy pulled back then pushed back in, and Joe pulled back. The more they seesawed in and out of her, the more the pressure built inside of her. The pleasure and the pressure built in tandem until she was sure she was going to explode with it. Feeling them both inside of her was like nothing she’d ever felt before. She was binding them all three together. It hit her how special this was and how much the men needed it as much as she knew she’d come to need it, as well. It was like nothing she’d ever felt before. This was as close as three people could get.
They filled her over and over. She needed to come but was just out of reach of it. She squirmed between them, her fingers digging into Andy’s shoulders as she tried to rub her clit against his groin to no avail.
“Can’t hold on much longer,” Joe said. “Take care of her, Andy.”
“I’ve got her.” Andy reached between them and rubbed his callused finger over her little nub exactly like she needed, and Cindy came apart between them. Her orgasm swept over the three of them as she clamped down, sending all three of them over the edge. She could hear them shouting as they came, but seconds later, all she could hear was her own screams of pleasure.
After what seemed like hours but could have been only minutes, Cindy became aware of Joe wiping her bottom with a warm wet cloth. She squirmed away from him, embarrassed that he was cleaning her up like that.
“Easy, Cindy. I’m just cleaning up the mess I made with all that lube. You’re good.”
“I can do it,” she insisted, starting to get up.
Andy pulled her closer to him. “No, don’t go. I need to hold you.”
Cindy narrowed her eyes. Andy needed to hold her? That wasn’t like him. He didn’t have emotional needs like that.
“Are you okay?” Joe asked as he climbed back into bed.
“Yeah. I’m fine,” she said. “What’s wrong with Andy?”
“Nothing’s wrong with me,” he said, looking up.
“Did we hurt you?” Joe asked.
“No. I mean it hurt some at first, but then it was all good. I’ve never felt anything like that before,” she admitted.
“It brings us all together,” Andy said.
She looked at him again. Yeah, he was feeling something. It had gotten to him like it had gotten to her. Should she tell them that she loved them? Was it the wrong time to admit it to them? After sex was usually the wrong time, but that was more than just sex. It felt like more than just sex. It felt like a commitment.
Joe pulled her over so that she was closer to him, and Andy followed so that they both were holding her now. Andy nuzzled her neck and kissed her there.
She sighed and decided she’d get it over with, and if it backfired on her, she’d take it and leave. If they didn’t feel the same, that was fine. They were men and didn’t always have the same feelings women did. They might not be in love with her yet, but she felt like they might eventually fall in love with her. They were so good to her. Surely it wouldn’t screw things up for her to tell them first.
“What is it, beautiful? You look like you’re thinking hard about something. Is something wrong?” Joe asked.
“No. I need to tell you guys something, but I’m not sure if it’s a good time or not.”
“What is it?” Andy asked, propping his head on one hand.
“I’ve fallen in love with you guys. Both of you. I don’t know exactly when it happened, but you’ve treated me like the most important person in your lives almost from day one, and I think I’ve fallen a little bit at a time ever since I met you.” There. She’d said it.
They looked at each other then at her and grinned. Even Andy grinned. A complete smile without the usual half-mast.
“That’s great news, babe ’cause we love you, too. We’ve been trying to decide when was the best time to tell you but were afraid of scaring you off. Looks like this is it,” Andy said.
“You mean more than anything to us. Just being near you keeps us happy,” Joe said.
“Will you marry us?” Andy asked.
“Andy. We agreed to get the ring and ask her like that,” Joe said.
“Sorry. I couldn’t wait. We can do the ring thing later, and she can say yes again later,” Andy said.
“She hasn’t said yes yet,” Joe pointed out.
“Cindy? You’re going to say yes, aren’t you, babe?” Andy asked.
“You’re asking me to marry you both? Like the other women up here are married to their guys?” she asked.
“Right. You’d marry Joe in town, and then we’d have a ceremony here with our friends and you’d marry both of us in front of them,” Andy said. “So that’s a yes, right?”
Cindy couldn’t stop the giggle. Andy was so excited. She’d never seen him so animated before. He was a different man than the one she’d first met all those months ago.
“Yes. I’ll marry both of you. I can’t wait.”
“See. I told you she’d say yes,” Andy said.
“I love you, beautiful. I love your smile and the way you look at me when you laugh. I especially love the way you look at me when we kiss,” Joe said.
“I love you so much, Joe. I love the way you pamper me and make sure I have everything I need. I can’t wait to marry you and Andy,” she said.
Andy pulled her over into his lap. “I love you, babe. I’m not real good with the words, and I probably won’t say them often enough, but you make me happy, and I don’t ever want to be without you in my world. I feel whole with you by my side for the first time in a long time.”
“Andy, you make me smile even when I don’t want to smile. I love you and the way you love me when you don’t even realize what you’re doing. I love how you touch me and make sure I’m okay before you do anything else every time you are going anywhere. It makes me smile just to see your face first thing in the morning. I can’t wait to see you first thing in the morning for the rest of my life,” she said.
“Do I have to see that cat first thing?” Andy asked.
“That’s negotiable,” she said.
“Love you anyway,” he said.
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