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Menage Mountain 19
Finding Her Home on Menage Mountain
Shay isn’t one to stick around for long, but Gage and Maverick plan to change her mind about moving on. Will she listen, or will she run before they can hurt her like she’s been hurt in the past?
Gage and Maverick know she’s the one for them almost from the beginning. They work at convincing her from day one by showing her that they are in it for the long run.
Shay isn’t convinced that they won’t kick her to the curb once they’ve gotten their fill of her, but somewhere along the way she’s fallen for them and can’t find it inside of her to move on when the time comes. She’s going to stick around until they tell her to leave after all.
What will happen when the time comes? Will Maverick and Gage actually ask her to go or will they ask her to stay?
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Chapter One
 
Shay rode into Cozy on fumes. She had just enough money for a hotel room and maybe a hot meal if she were lucky, but she figured she’d find a job and be fine just like she always was. One thing she had going for her was that she could work. Well, that and that she didn’t believe in giving up. No, Shay could have given up a dozen times in her life, but she’d picked herself back up and started over again and never looked back. As long as she had breath in her she’d get back up and keep on going. It was the one good thing her mom had taught her before she’d overdosed when Shay was sixteen.
The Cozy version of a Motel 6 sat just off the highway and sported a broken vacancy sign. She hoped it was in better shape than the sign. The front desk clerk seemed nice enough. He was probably a college student since he had a book open on a small table behind the counter.
She got a room for one night with the possibility of another night. That would all depend on if she found a job or not and if that job provided an advance. Otherwise she’d be looking for a place to sleep. Since she rode a motorcycle, she couldn’t sleep in it like she could have a car. The bike cost less in gas and was easier to park.
She tossed her backpack on the bed and checked the bathroom to find that it was clean and modern as was the TV mounted on the wall. Not bad for a small-town motel. She sat on the bed and began reading through the classifieds in the paper she’d picked up from the motel office. It only came out once a week on Sundays, so it was almost a week old. The only job opening listed was as a waitress at a local bar. She could handle that no problem. She just hoped the opening was still there.
Shay showered, changed into a fresh pair of jeans and a tank top, then got directions from the motel clerk to the bar and walked the few blocks to the bar. It took her less than twenty minutes to make the walk, so she figured she could handle it until she made enough money to be able to afford the motel and the gas for the bike. It would all depend on how good tips were in a small town like Cozy.
She walked into the bar around two p.m. to find that there were several early drinkers already in place. The bartender walked down to where she sat at the end of the bar and gave her a chin lift.
“What can I get you?” he asked.
“I’m here about the ad in the paper. Have you filled it yet?” she asked.
“Not yet. You applying?” he asked.
“Yep. Do I need to fill out an application?” she asked.
“No. Stay right there. I’ll get the manager.”
Shay sat there and looked around. It was a fair-size bar with a dance floor and a room off to one side where a pool table was currently occupied by two players. She wondered if they served food or just drinks. She looked around and saw that there was a door to the back behind the bar, so maybe so. A few minutes later, a man of around five foot ten inches walked toward her from the long hall leading toward the back of the building. He held out his hand.
“I’m Gil Michaels. I’m the manager. Follow me,” he said.
Shay slid off the stool and followed him down the long hall to a door marked office and inside where he indicated she should sit in one of the two chairs next to the desk. He took the other seat.
“Got any experience as a waitress in a bar?” he asked.
“Yes. I’ve worked in several bars as both a waitress and a bartender, so I can do both if you need it,” she said.
“Passing through or planning to stay a while?” he asked.
“Depends on the job,” she said. “If the job pays well, I’ll stay. If it doesn’t, I’ll move on.”
He nodded. “That will depend on you. Tips here are normally pretty good if you’re a good waitress. Show a little cleavage and you’ll get more tips. We don’t allow the men to mess with you, but there’s nothing wrong with letting them dream, you know what I mean?”
“I know. So what is the typical dress code?” she asked.
“Mostly up to you. You can wear jeans, shorts, skirts, or dresses. I’ll be honest with you though. If you wear dresses or skirts you’re asking for trouble. Shorts are good, but not too short, or again, you’re asking for trouble.”
“Sounds good to me. Do I have the job?” she asked.
“When can you start?” he asked.
“Now.”
He smiled. “Come back at six and we’ll work out your schedule after I see how you do tonight.” He tossed her a form. “Fill this out and bring it back with you.”
“See you then.” Shay nodded and folded the form to fit in her backpack.
She took the walk back to look around some. The bar was on the other side of the town, so she got a good look at some of the shops and noticed that there was a tattoo shop there. Maybe she could get one of her tattoos touched up if she earned enough money. It needed a little more color added to it. She had several that signified some important events in her life. The death of her mother, the death of her innocence, and the death of her belief in her fellow man. All had betrayed her, and she now knew that the only person she could depend on was herself. So she kept on moving.
Maybe one day she’d find a place that suited her and she’d settle down with a good job and find a place to put down roots. For now, the road held too many possibilities to give it up.
She finally ended up at the motel once more. She’d stopped by a convenience store and gotten a microwave sandwich and chips with a Diet Coke. She made short work of them then settled down on the bed for a short nap. She figured she’d need it to get through the night ahead. She knew from experience that bars were busy on Friday nights. She’d be worn out by the time the night was over.
 
* * * *
 
Maverick kicked the door shut behind him. He dropped the grocery bags on the counter and grunted when he hit his elbow on the fridge when he turned to open it.
“Need some help?” Gage called out from the other room.
“Fuck no. I’ve got it.”
Maverick unloaded the reusable sacks and returned them to the pantry where they kept them then pulled out a bottle of beer and opened it, tossing the cap in the recycle bin. He turned it up and enjoyed the bite as it slid down his throat. He hated shopping. That was why he and Gage took turns. Gage hated it as much as he did.
“Get everything?” Gage asked, walking into the kitchen.
“Yeah. Fucking eggs were a pain in the ass. Had to look through six dozen of them to find a pack that didn’t have some broken in them.”
“Hate that part. That and dealing with the cashier. She’s always so nosey. Wants to talk and all,” Gage said. “Why do they think we’d want to talk?”
“I guess ’cause women talk all the time. Most shoppers are women. I don’t know.”
“Maybe.”
“What are you working on?” Maverick asked.
“First-person shooter game. Got three others on the game with me if you want to join in,” Gage said.
“Hmm, maybe later. I’m going to go work out in the shop. Need some downtime after that.”
Gage chuckled. “I’d need to shoot something after grocery shopping.”
“You shoot things, I cut on things. Neither one of us are right in the head,” Maverick said.
“That’s why we’re up here on this mountain,” Gage said.
“Yeah, the others think we want to share a woman,” Maverick said.
“Yeah, well, if we could find one that we both like and who could put up with us, then maybe, but we’ll never find one who could fit our needs. So what’s it matter? We’re out in civilian life, and that’s all that matters,” Gage said.
Maverick gave him a chin lift then strode out the back door to where they’d built a shop of sorts where he spent a lot of his time. He liked to carve. He carved animals mostly but occasionally carved out other things, as well. He had a motorcycle he was currently working on. It took a lot of detail work and that took time and patience. He had the time. The patience was what he had to work on.
Now he took another swig of his beer then set the bottle down and picked up the knife and sat on the stool in front of the roughed-out bike that stood a good two foot by three foot on the table in front of him. He began carving out pieces of wood until sliver by sliver the handlebars began to take shape. He moved to the seat and then the back before returning to the front of the bike. When his hands began to cramp, he cursed and stopped. They were the only reason he couldn’t work for more than two or three hours at a time.
His hands were scarred, and he was lucky he could use them at all. He could have lost them back in Afghanistan when the truck in front of them had run over the IAD that had killed many of the men in his division. He and Gage were lucky to have escaped with as few injuries as they had. He’d suffered shrapnel injuries and burns to his hands and chest while Gage had nearly lost his leg. He still walked with a limp and suffered with cramps in it especially at night. He’d walk the floors sometimes because he couldn’t sleep.
“Ready for dinner?” Gage called out from the door.
“Yeah. Just putting things away in here anyway,” Maverick said.
“Warmed up some chili-mac and made some toast. Good for you?”
“It’ll do. Want to hit the bar tonight? Feel like a draft.”
“Suits me,” Gage said.
Maverick finished putting away his knives and covered the piece he was working on with a towel. Then he grabbed his empty bottle to toss in the glass recycle bin in the house after locking up his shop. He needed a shower before he went anywhere. Normally he wouldn’t give a damn if he’d had one or not, but he felt grimy and didn’t want to feel that way all night. More than likely it would be hot in the bar with lots of people.
He grunted at that thought. People. He could do without all the people, but other than going to the pizza place you couldn’t get a good draft beer anywhere else. He didn’t want to go to the pizza place, so the bar it was. He could deal with the people as long as they left him alone. One snarl and most of the women got the message.
Gage didn’t mind the women so much. He’d even been known to bed a few, but mostly he kept to himself much like Maverick did. Gage was self-conscious about his bum leg, and since he couldn’t dance, he didn’t have much to offer a woman in a bar. They were two miserable excuses of mankind.
As soon as they arrived at the bar Maverick saw her and instantly got hard. What the hell? She had long curly black hair pulled back in a ponytail that reached just below her shoulders. She was about five foot seven or eight inches tall and had a curvy body that accented her tight round ass perfectly. He’d never seen a woman who looked as perfect as she did. He knew Gage had seen her because he stopped just inside the door and Maverick ran into him.
“What the fuck, man? Signal when you’re going to stop like that,” Maverick said.
“Do you see her?” Gage asked.
“Yeah. Can’t help but see her. She sticks out like a black cat in a room full of white mice,” he said.
“Fuck me, she’s perfect,” Gage said.
“We aren’t,” Maverick reminded him.
Gage huffed out a breath and stomped off toward an empty table. Well, it was empty now. It might have belonged to someone dancing, since it had two half-consumed beers on it, but hey, no one was guarding it. Maverick moved the two beers to one side and waited to see if they were in their dream woman’s area. It wasn’t lost on him that she was a new waitress there. She wore the bar’s logo apron and had a tray.
To his delight, she made her way over to them and cleared off the two bottles and asked what they’d have.
Gage smiled. “Besides you, draft Bud.”
Maverick snickered. “I’ll have the same. You included.”
She just shook her head and rolled her eyes. “I swear, do all of you get your lines from the same person? You really need to shake it up some. That’s two Bud drafts. Be right back.”
“Well, that went well,” Gage said, scowling.
“Stands to reason every single and not-so-single guy in the bar has already hit on her,” Maverick said. “Look at her. She’s a wet dream.”
“Half the men here would come on to a female nanny goat if it walked on two legs,” Gage said.
“Walking on two legs may be optional to some of them.”
“Ew. You’re sick.”
“Your point is?”
Gage sighed. “I like her. She’s got sass.”
“That’s not all she’s got. Her ass is just about perfect,” Maverick said.
“Here you go. Two Bud draft beers. That’s four fifty each,” she said.
Maverick handed her a twenty. “Keep the change.”
“Thanks. I’ll check back in a little while. Otherwise, wave me down,” she said.
“Wait,” Gage said. “What’s your name?”
“Shay. But all you have to do is wave at me and I’ll get to you as soon as I can.” She threaded her way between the patrons to the next table holding up their glasses to take their order.
“Shay. I like the name,” Gage said.
“She’s got a wicked voice,” Maverick said. “Kind of smoky and rich.”
“What’s the chance we could get her to let us take her out?” Gage asked.
“I’d say next to zero. She wasn’t the least bit interested in us,” Maverick pointed out.
“She’s new and is getting hit on by every guy in the joint. Maybe after the newness wears off we’ll have a chance,” Gage said.
“Don’t hold your breath. She’s out of our league.”
“Why do you say that? There’s nothing wrong with us. Hell, we don’t even have to work. We’re ex-army. We made some good investments and have good benefits. We could give her a nice life.” Gage took a healthy drink of his beer.
“Yeah, and we’re a couple of medically discharged veterans with baggage that most women couldn’t deal with. What makes you think she could?” Maverick asked.
“You’re pretty much dealing with yours. I do okay with mine,” Gage said.
“Still.”
Gage sighed and slammed his mug back on the table. Maverick knew he hated to be reminded that they weren’t normal civilian people anymore. They were ex-military with ex-military issues. It took a special kind of woman to deal with their kind of issues. He looked over at Shay where she was reminding someone that touching her ass wasn’t permitted. She had his finger pulled back until he was saying he was sorry.
Maverick liked her a lot. As much as he wanted to stomp on the asshole for touching her, he liked that she could defend herself. Yeah, he was with Gage—she was perfect, but was she for them? He didn’t know. Was he willing to take a chance and find out? Maybe. Maybe he would.
 
Chapter Two
 
Shay had a difficult time concentrating once the two men showed up. She got the feeling they were ex-military from the way they acted. They looked around before they sat down and carried themselves like they’d served before. It was just in the way they moved. Then there was the hand of the one guy that was scarred like he’d been burned.
They both oozed sex appeal, but she couldn’t be tempted. She needed to focus on making enough money to build up a nest egg toward a place to live and food on the table. Not to mention gas for her beloved bike.
Still, she kept finding herself looking over to where they sat. They had broad shoulders and narrow waists. She wondered how tall they were and if they had strong legs like their strong arms. Despite their obvious come-ons to her, she couldn’t help but be interested. She just had to resist. They were dangerous to her plans.
The one with the scarred hands had light brown hair with hazel eyes. The other man had dark hair with dark eyes. Both of them seemed to follow her with their eyes. Every time she looked in their direction they were looking at her. It thrilled her but also made her antsy. Were they going to turn out to be stalkers or good guys? She’d had her fill of the first type. The kind who followed her around wanting her to let them take her out despite having told them no in many ways at many times.
“How are you doing?” Lacy, one of the other waitresses, asked.
“Fine. Nice crowd, but not too many to handle,” she said.
“So far no fights, so we’re having a good night. Saturday nights usually get wild though since the ranch hands come in then. They are always spoiling for a fight.”
“Oh, joy. Rules?” she asked.
“Let the bouncer handle them. Stay out of their way, and if necessary get behind the bar,” Lacy said.
“Got it.”
Shay was never as happy as when the last call was given. She was exhausted. All in all it had been a good night. She’d made good tips and would have enough for another night at the motel and something decent to eat.
After cleaning up and helping the other waitresses with turning the chairs and mopping the floor, she got her schedule for the next week and noted that she would be working the next night from four till close. She definitely needed a good night’s sleep.
Shay had only made it a few blocks when a big truck stopped next to her. One of the guys from the bar poked his head out. It was the one with the scarred hands.
“You need a ride? It’s not safe out here at night.”
“I’m fine. I only have a few more blocks,” she said.
“You shouldn’t be walking. Let us give you a ride. You can ride in back if you don’t want to sit with us,” he offered.
“I’m good. I’ll be fine,” Shay insisted.
“Suit yourself. We’ll just drive slow and make sure you make it to wherever you’re going then,” the man said. “By the way. My name is Maverick, and this is Gage next to me.”
“Hi, Maverick, Gage. Really. I’ll be fine. You don’t need to babysit me.”
“Raised to take care of a woman. Wouldn’t be doing the right thing if we left you on your own. We’ll just follow you to be sure you make it safely to your place,” Maverick said.
“Fine. Suit yourself,” she said and kept walking.
Shay couldn’t believe they were going to dog her steps like that. Plus she didn’t want them to know she was staying in a motel. Call it pride, but she felt a little self-conscious about it. She’d never cared what people thought of her before, but for some reason, with these guys, she cared.
Holding her head up she walked across the broken-up asphalt to the parking lot of the motel and stopped to wave them on.
“This is my stop. Thanks for watching out for me, but I’m here now.”
“You’re staying here?” Maverick asked.
“Just rolled into town today and got the job tonight. Haven’t had time to look for a place to stay yet,” she said.
“Do you need us to pick you up to go to work tomorrow?” Gage asked from the other side of the truck?”
“Thanks, but I’ll have a ride. Good night, guys.” She hurried into the motel office.
The same kid was behind the counter. She paid for a second night so they wouldn’t try to kick her out when she needed to be sleeping then hurried to her room to shower and crawl into bed. The last thing she thought about as she fell asleep was what it would feel like to have sex with two such virile-looking men.
 
* * * *
 
Gage stretched and sighed. He’d had a good night for once. He hadn’t had to get up and walk around to settle the ache in his leg or his head. He rubbed his leg down with the lotion they gave him to ease the pain then dressed and made his way downstairs to the living room. He found Maverick already there listening to the news.
“There’s eggs and bacon on the stove,” Maverick said.
“Thanks. Anything interesting?” he asked, nodding toward the TV
“Usual. Shootings, robberies,” he said.
Gage strode into the kitchen and grabbed some eggs and bacon then poured a cup of coffee before taking a seat at the island to eat. His leg began aching almost as soon as he sat down.
Fucker. Why now? I just sat down.
He got off the stool and walked back and forth with a limp until the pain subsided then stood at the bar and finished his breakfast. He rinsed off his plate and loaded it into the dishwasher with his utensils before joining Maverick in the living room.
“Gonna work on a game today?” Maverick asked.
“Probably. Depends on how my fucking leg does. Didn’t bother me at all last night, but it’s starting to give me hell now. Don’t get it. Sometimes it’s fine and sometimes it drives me nuts.”
“Guess I’ll work in the shop. You need me, just text or call,” Maverick said.
“You can come play a game with me later if you want. That kid from California is pretty good. Makes for an awesome game,” Gage said.
“May do that after lunch. Need to work out some things first though.”
“See you later.” Gage hobbled into the office where he both created and played his games. Since he couldn’t do a lot with his leg like it was, he created first-person shooter games and played them when he didn’t feel like working on them. Neither he nor Maverick had to work. They’d invested their money and lived comfortably. They weren’t billionaires by any means, but they didn’t need much to make them happy. They had a good home with everything they needed right there around them. Cozy was a nice little town, and if they couldn’t find it there, they could order it online and have it delivered to the house.
He walked around the office for a few minutes then got into his chair. He’d had it customized to fit his body in hopes it would lessen the pressure on his leg so he had fewer episodes where his leg cramped or ached. He hated it when he was working or playing and had to put everything on hold to get up and walk off a cramp or massage out an ache. Sometimes nothing worked and he felt like cutting the fucker off.
So far so good. Gage settled in and pulled up the game he’d been working on and brought up the part that was giving him trouble. He couldn’t get the weapons selection to stick. It kept dropping some of the weapons midway through the game.
He thought about Shay and how pretty she’d be with her hair down. He bet it would be nearly to her waist. All that black hair and she had the bluest of eyes he’d ever seen. He wondered if she tasted as sweet as she looked.
Gage shook off thoughts of Shay and continued to work on the weapons inventory, trying to make it available throughout the game. It wasn’t cooperating. He couldn’t figure out what was wrong in the programming that was causing it to disappear in the middle of the game.
By the time lunch came around he was frustrated with it and ready to chuck the entire thing in the trash and start over.
“Hey, you hungry or too busy?” Maverick’s voice came from the doorway.
“Huh?”
“Lunch time. Or close as. It’s one. We both missed it. Hungry?”
“Yeah, might as well. Can’t get this fucker to work right.” Gage hit save and shoved the mouse across the desk. “Coming.”
He heard the door close. Gage pushed the chair around and shoved his legs under to push himself up. His left leg almost went out from under him. He grabbed the desk and held tight as he flexed his leg a couple of times to get it working right. Then he walked over to the door and sighed. What did he have to offer a woman anyway?
Where did that thought come from? I’m not thinking about offering anyone anything.
Shay. He’d been thinking about Shay off and on all morning while he’d been trying to work on the game. Maybe that was why he hadn’t been able to get the fucking weapons inventory to work. Who could concentrate when all he wanted to do was think about what she’d look like without her clothes on? He’d seen her one time, and already he was fantasizing about her.
“What are we eating?” Gage asked as he walked into the kitchen.
“Your choice. Ham or chicken sandwiches,” Maverick said.
“Sick of ham. I’ll take chicken today,” Gage said.
They worked in silence, making their sandwiches before pouring Cheetos on the plates with their meal. Gage wasn’t going to give his leg a chance to act up, so he stood at the island and ate while Maverick sat on a stool.
“Want to go back to the bar tonight?” Gage asked.
Maverick grunted.
“What time you want to go?”
“Don’t matter. Maybe nine.”
“Nine.”
Maverick emptied his beer and walked over to the fridge and grabbed another one. He held it up toward Gage, but he shook his head. He didn’t need another one. He needed to concentrate on the game when he finished eating.
“That kid from California going to be on later?” Maverick asked.
“Yeah, bout four our time.”
“If I’m not in there, text me,” Maverick said.
“Will do.”
He watched Maverick toss his paper plate into the garbage and carry his beer out the back door going to his shop. Maverick had been his best friend since they’d met in basic. They’d stuck by each other through everything and had deployed together. When he’d nearly lost his leg and Maverick had nearly lost his hands, they’d sworn to help each other make it through, no matter what. They were still together after everything.
He knew his friend had trouble with his hands sometimes. There were times when he couldn’t work because they were numb, and other times they burned to the point he was near tears. Those were the bad days when he’d pace or go out to the back and hit the punching bag to make the pain bearable. Then there were the nightmares they both suffered from. Thank God they didn’t seem to suffer from episodes of disassociation where they had flashbacks. How they’d escaped that hell he didn’t know.
Gage had enough trouble with his leg to deal with. Between the pain, the cramps, and the nightmares, he didn’t think he could have lived with anything else. Some days it was all he could do to get out of bed and keep from offing himself. He knew Maverick had that same decision. He felt like most vets had the same thoughts on one occasion or another. It came with the territory.
He settled into his chair once more and lost himself in the game, figured out where the issue was with the weapons cache, and fixed it. All he’d needed was to get some shit out of his head. Now he could move on to the next level of the game when he got ready. For now, he wanted to play.
Gage checked his watch. Phil from California would be on in about ten minutes. He texted Maverick, turned on the big-screen TV across the room, and powered up the gaming console. They’d lose themselves in the game for a few hours then shower and get ready for the bar. He was sure Shay would be there since it would be a Saturday night and usually all the waitresses they had worked that night. It was their busiest night of the week.
Maverick walked in a few minutes later carrying two beers. He handed one to Gage and sank into the chair next to Gage.
“Ready?” he asked.
Gage nodded. “Let’s kill some alien ass.”
 
Chapter Three
 
“Need another round of Bud on tap and three shots of Cuervo,” Shay said, sidling up to the bar with her tray.
“Hey there, sweet cheeks. Where you been all my life?” The man who looked to already be three sheets to the wind put his arm around her waist and tried to pull her onto his lap. Shay just rolled her eyes and pulled his finger back until he yelped and released her.
“As far away from you as possible. Let me go, asshole.” She grabbed her tray, now full of drinks, and made her way through the crowd to her tables to drop off the drinks.
So far the night had proved profitable. The tips were good, and she hadn’t had too many issues with the men like the man at the bar. Yeah, she was going to have a bruise on her ass from all the pinches, but at least her jeans made it hard for them to get much skin. The tighter the jeans, the less they could pinch up.
A quarter after nine she shoved her way to one of her tables where there had been a change of customers to find the men from the night before who’d driven beside her to her hotel. Her heart sped up at the sight of the two men even as her stomach dropped. It took all her strength to continue walking toward them. They were her kryptonite. The kind of men who could make her stray from her designated path of no men in her life.
“What can I get you?” she managed to get out around the sudden tightness in her throat.
“We’ll both take a Bud on tap,” Gage, the one with shaggy dark hair, said. He smiled, and his entire face softened from the tight, strained look he seemed to wear constantly.
“Be right back,” she said and turned around before she could do anything to embarrass herself, like drool on him.
Maverick, his friend, still held a scowl on his face, but it softened some when she’d spoken. He had light brown hair that was a little long on top and short on the sides and hazel eyes. Both men had small scars on their faces, but they didn’t detract from their natural good looks. They had the air about them of military despite their hair not having that military cut to it.
She returned seconds later with their drinks and was pleased at the generous tip they gave her. She would keep an eye on their table to be sure they didn’t need anything the rest of the night. She could keep her cool and still earn her tips, she told herself.
Right. I can so ignore the pull they have one me. I’m just that strong. Not.
No, they were just the kind of men she needed to stay far away from. Hard, take-charge kind of men. She liked them a little rough around the edges and had found out that they liked her that way, too. Unfortunately, it led to heartache and sometimes worse. No, she had to keep far away from men like that. Too bad they were sitting in her section.
She felt their eyes on her the rest of the night. Every table she served they seemed to follow her from table to table to bar and back again. Each time she served them drinks their eyes bored into hers though they didn’t say much other than thanks and pay for their drinks. The tips were, again, generous.
At last call, she checked with them once more and found that they didn’t want anything but water. She brought them the water and continued handing out last drinks while picking up empties. It had been a long night, and she was exhausted. The other waitresses said it had been a good night since no fights broke out for once. She was on board with that.
Once everyone was out and they’d turned all the chairs and mopped the floors, Shay and the other waitresses piled out the back door to leave under the careful eye of the bouncer, Phil. She climbed on her beloved bike and pulled around to the front of the building to find Gage and Maverick waiting in their pickup truck near the road.
They looked equally surprised to see her on the bike as she had been to find them waiting on her.
“A bike, huh?” Maverick asked.
“Yeah. Thanks for waiting, but I’m good,” she said.
“We’ll follow you just in case,” Gage said.
“In case of what?” she asked.
“Just in case. Humor me,” Gage said.
She shrugged and took off down the road ahead of them. She loved the wind in her face though during the day she wore the face shield to keep the bugs off. There was nothing like riding a bike that put freedom in your soul as you ate up the miles on the highway. She couldn’t get enough of it.
She checked her mirror, and sure enough, they were behind her at a safe distance. She liked that. They knew to give her space. Not many people were that smart with bikes. Shay finally pulled into the parking lot of the motel and climbed off the bike, removing the helmet as she did. Gage and Maverick pulled up next to her.
“Have a good night, Shay,” Gage said.
“Thanks. You, too,” she said.
They sat there waiting for something, so she nodded and unlocked her room and walked inside. It was only after her door closed that she heard them back out of the parking spot and pull out of the lot. What was it with them that they felt they had to see her to her hotel room each night? It was weird, but if she were honest, nice.
Shay pulled off her shoes then peeled off her jeans and top. She sighed as she finished undressing and stepped into the shower. Slowly she washed away the night and let the hot water soothe her aching muscles. She was tempted to run some water in the tub after her shower and soak her feet, but honestly, she really just wanted to go to bed. Her feet would live.
She dried off and slid beneath the covers, falling into a deep sleep almost before her head hit the pillow.
 
* * * *
 
Shay knew it was a dream because there was no way she’d ever be with two men at one time, but hell, what a dream it was. Gage was between her legs with his head buried there, kissing and licking her pussy to the point she was sure she was going to explode. His mouth was doing naughty things to her inner core that had her squirming as much as she could with his hand holding her belly still.
His other hand held her pussy lips open as his tongue fucked her then slid up to circle her clit with just the tip. She moaned with need as he released her belly to shove two fingers deep inside her cunt. God but that felt good. She needed more though. She bucked as he pumped her with them and lapped at her juices.
Maverick was sucking and nipping at her breasts. He had one nipple in his hot, wet mouth and the other one between his fingers, pinching it while he sucked hard on the other one. Shay wanted to scream as they both drove her higher and higher with need.
She needed to come. They were pushing her closer and closer to that place of ultimate ecstasy she so rarely made it to. If they left her hanging she’d kill them.
“Please,” she cried out.
“We’ve got you, Shay,” Maverick said, releasing her nipple.
He nipped it then sucked hard on it once more as Gage drew her clit between his teeth and stroked it with his tongue as he fucked her hard with his fingers. Fire burned through her as her orgasm exploded, leaving her exhausted but sated.
“We’re not through, woman. Roll over,” Maverick said.
“What?” she asked in a dazed voice.
“Up on all fours. Gage is going to fuck you while you suck my dick,” Maverick said.
It was then that she noticed they’d shed their clothes at some point. Wouldn’t she have noticed if they’d been naked before? They were amazing to look at. Hard bodies and impressive cocks. She quickly got up on all fours, eager to experience their bodies any way she could.
When Gage slowly began to feed his thick dick into her sopping-wet cunt, she moaned at how full she felt. He pulled out and pushed deeper with each thrust until she swore she felt him in her throat.
Then Maverick was there with his hard cock at her mouth. Shay opened wide and licked around the rim of the mushroom head. It jerked at her touch and a drop of pre-cum beaded at the slit. She licked at it and tasted the salty taste of him. He fisted his hand in her hair but didn’t force her head down on him. He just waited for her to make the move. She sucked his cockhead into her mouth and ran her tongue all around him before sucking more of him into her mouth.
“Fuck, just like that, babe,” he said in a raspy voice. “Suck my dick.”
She hummed and took more of him deep in her throat before she gagged and had to come back up. She repeated it, swallowing around him so that he dug his fingers into her scalp before letting go and growling his approval.
Shay sucked and licked on Maverick over and over, alternating between sucking just the head and sucking all the way down his shaft. She licked just the rim then just the slit then licked him like a lollypop so that he was digging his fingers into her scalp because he couldn’t help himself. Still he didn’t force her down on his cock even once.
“I’m going to come, Shay. If you don’t want my cum in your mouth you better pull back,” he said in a gritty voice.
She sucked him harder, gently rolling his balls in her hand as he groaned and cupped her cheek in his hand. Then he was coming, and it took all her concentration to swallow as fast as he shot his load down her throat. She still didn’t manage to capture it all, and some leaked from her mouth.
When she pulled off him, she had to lick her lips to gather it all from her mouth. Maverick wiped a drop from the corner and fed it to her. His eyes were heavy and his face was so much more relaxed than she’d seen it before.
“Thanks, baby girl. That was a-fucking-mazing,” he said.
“My turn,” Gage said.
He’d held off while she’d been deep throating Maverick and was now pumping his cock deep inside of her so that she scooted up on the bed with each thrust. Maverick positioned himself between her and the headboard so that she wasn’t hitting her head on it.
“You’re so fucking tight, Shay. You’re squeezing my dick like a fucking vice,” Gage said.
He squeezed her ass cheeks as he fucked her, mounding her ass cheeks then grabbing handfuls as he held her in place while he tunneled in and out of her pussy. Then he reached around and played with her clit so that she gasped as another orgasm began building inside of her.
“Need you to come, Shay girl. Come for me,” Gage said.
“Oh, God,” she said.
“That’s it. Tighten that pussy for me.”
Gage fucked her harder until she was sure she’d feel his cock in her throat as he pounded her cunt with his dick and stroked her clit with his fingers. Without warning, her orgasm hit her and she screamed soundlessly and dropped her head to Maverick’s lap as she struggled to keep her legs up.
She heard Gage’s shout as he too came. She could feel him shooting his load deep inside of her. By the time she came around from her orgasm, Gage had pulled out and was snuggling next to her with Maverick on the other side of her.
She burrowed in between them and thought what a nice dream. It was too bad it was just a dream because she would never be with two men at one time. That was just crazy. Wasn’t it?
 
Chapter Four
 
“What do you think?” the realtor asked.
“Looks good. I’ll take it,” Shay said.
“Perfect. You can fill out the paperwork right here. I need first and last month’s rent up front,” she said.
Shay counted out the money then sat on the stool at the bar and filled out the forms asking for what felt like her life history, which she watered down. She handed it over to the realtor and accepted the keys to her new home.
“Here are a few addressed envelopes to get you started for sending in your rent money. You can always drop it by the office if you don’t want to mail it in. It’s due on the first of every month.”
“Thanks. I’ll probably drop it by the office. Do you have a drop slot since I’ll be getting off work in the early morning?” Shay asked.
“We do. That will be perfect.”
Shay stood and walked the realtor to the door. The woman said good-bye and left her to look around her new home once more. It wasn’t much, but it was furnished and was clean. It was a one-bedroom duplex with an elderly man living next door to her. She hoped her bike didn’t bother him when she came in at all hours of the morning. Hopefully he was hard of hearing.
She unpacked her backpack which didn’t add much to the place. She’d get a few things as time went by. Maybe she’d stay there in Cozy for a while. Maybe it was time to look at settling down. She scoffed. Her settle down? Rambling was in her blood.
If I settle down, someone will eventually let me down and I’ll end up hurt again. I’m better off moving around so no one has a chance to hurt me.
But Shay knew she couldn’t keep moving forever. Cozy seemed like a nice little town. She’d see how it went and think about it as she settled in. She really was getting tired of moving. Maybe if she kept to herself she could stay awhile. If she didn’t make any friends, then they wouldn’t let her down.
Like Maverick and Gage? I can’t seem to shake them. They’re right there, and I’ve only been at work two nights.
Well, she didn’t have to be friends with them. She would ignore them except for where work went. She didn’t have to acknowledge them in any other way.
She wasn’t sure that was going to work when she dreamed about them at night. She’d had erotic dreams about them three nights in a row now. Each had been hotter than the last. She’d woken with her hands between her legs and her pussy soaked. She’d had to take a shower both mornings to clean herself up.
No, she needed to stay way away from those two men. They were dangerous for her. She could easily see herself getting mixed up with them, and that would be a disaster waiting to happen. Two men. She wouldn’t be able to choose between them, and they’d fight over her. That would break up a good friendship, and she’d hate herself for doing it. No, it was better to steer clear of them entirely. If only they’d steer clear of her section at the bar.
Shay locked up and rode to the grocery store to pick up what she’d need for a few days. She stuffed it in into her saddlebags and her backpack then rode back home to put it all away inside her cabinets and fridge. She fixed herself a peanut butter sandwich and a glass of milk before settling down to read on her e-reader. It was the one luxury she’d afforded herself. She loved to read.
By the time she’d finished the book, it was late. She didn’t work again until Wednesday night, but she tried to stay up to keep her time straight. She pulled up another book and noted that it was a ménage. She started to pass it over then let curiosity get the best of her and clicked on it. What could it hurt to see what it was all about?
By the third chapter she was hooked. The two men were determined to win the hand of their chosen woman and were pulling out all the stops to do so. Maybe if there were two men who were like the heroes in the story she’d be tempted, she thought.
Maybe.
She wanted to read more, but knew she needed to get to bed. She’d read more tomorrow. It was nearly three a.m. She needed to get some sleep. She had no doubt she’d dream about the two heroes in the book. She looked forward to it.
Oddly enough, the two book heroes morphed into Gage and Maverick. Go figure.
 
* * * *
 
Wednesday and Thursday nights went by in a blur. Nothing special went on. The tips were fair, but they weren’t very busy. She hoped the weekend would make up for the shortfall. She really needed to be able to pay her rent and buy groceries. Shay dressed carefully Friday night, wearing tight jeans with a black tank with a low-cut rounded neckline. It wasn’t indecent in the least, but did offer a view that most men would appreciate. She hated to have to show off her cleavage, but she needed those tips. At least she could count on the bouncer to keep anyone off her that got too handsy. So far she hadn’t had a problem that she couldn’t handle herself.
When she arrived at four the bar was already hopping. It boded well for her. She wasn’t sure why they were already busy on a Friday at four p.m. Had work gotten off early for everyone?
“What’s up?” she asked one of the other waitresses.
“Crafts fair outside of town this weekend. Brings in a lot of people,” she said.
“Cool. Means we’ll be super busy then,” Shay said.
“Right. Hold on to your hat, girlfriend. We’re going to have a rough ride this weekend,” the other woman said.
Shay saw it as a chance at excellent tips. She’d deal with the rest just fine.
Over the next few hours she worked steady at filling drink orders and dodging hands. The men were flirty, but weren’t drunk enough to be dangerous. She stuffed her tips in her apron and smiled until she thought her face was going to break. By nine her body was aching from all the standing and walking she’d been doing. She swore she’d made a thousand trips between the bar and the tables already that evening.
“Need a quick break,” she told one of the other waitresses. “Can you cover for me?”
“Sure.”
Shay ran to the bathroom then to the back where the kitchen was. She sat on one of the chairs at a card table and huffed out a loud sigh.
“It’s really kicking out there tonight,” Jeff, the cook, pointed out.
“Yeah. My feet can attest to that,” she said.
“Want something to eat?” he asked.
“Naw, I’m good. Thanks. Just needed to get off my feet a few minutes,” she said.
“I’m sure. Do yourself a favor and get better shoes. Those look like they’ve seen better days,” he said, nodding at her old Reeboks.
“You’re probably right. Soon as I get some money saved up, I will.” She sighed and stood. “I better get back out there.”
Shay made her way back into the crowd and nodded at the waitress watching her tables that she was back and began taking drink orders once more. When she made it to the back of the room it was to find Gage and Maverick sitting at their usual table. She smiled and nodded at them.
“What can I get you?”
“Usual,” Gage said.
“Bud on tap,” she acknowledged.
They both nodded. She dropped napkins on the table in front of them then turned and shoved her way between people back to the bar to place their order. She didn’t even stop to ask for more orders like she normally would do. She wasn’t sure why. Once she had their two beers, Shay threaded her way back to their table and set the drinks in front of them. Maverick handed her the money and told her to keep the change. Again she noticed the scarring over his hands. It was massive.
She quickly adjusted her gaze to his face and smiled. “Thanks.”
She didn’t want him to think she was staring at his hands.
What happened to him?
Staring at his face she noticed that there were tiny scars on his face, as well. She pocketed the money and turned to go, but Gage stopped her.
“You working tomorrow night, as well?” he asked.
“Yeah. It’s all hands on deck on Saturday nights,” she said with a laugh.
“Wait on us to follow you home tonight,” Gage said.
“That’s not necessary,” Shay said. “I’m fine.”
“Humor us, okay?” Maverick asked.
“Yeah, sure. But I’m a big girl. I can ride home by myself.”
She sighed and turned around to head back into the crowd. She was almost positive she heard one of them growl as she slipped away. Growl? Really?
Shay spent the rest of the night dodging hands and filling drink orders. A fight broke out in another waitress’ area, but it spread into her side. She and the other waitresses huddled behind the bar until the bouncers got it under control, then they hurried to clean up the mess and refill drink orders again.
All in all, it had been a great night for tips. Yeah, she was going to have some bruises from the pinching, but they weren’t bad. At least she hadn’t gotten beer dumped on her like Lacy had. The poor girl had smelled like beer the rest of the night. Shay shook her head. That would have been horrible.
She helped the others clean up the bar. After cashing out she walked out with the others and climbed on her bike. She’d just pulled around the back of the bar when Maverick and Gage pulled up next to her.
“Told you to wait on us,” Gage said.
“I told you that I didn’t need you to see me home,”
“Doesn’t matter. We want to make sure you get there safely,” Maverick said.
“Listen, I really appreciate it, guys, but this is really getting to be like stalkerish. I don’t need you following me around,” she said.
“Tough. We’re going to make sure you get there without a problem. Your bike could break down or you could run out of gas. Have you filled it all the way up or only put in a couple of dollars’ worth?” Maverick asked.
Shay huffed out a breath and sighed. She wasn’t going to win with them. Instead she shook her head and took off. They could follow her or not. It didn’t matter. She doubted they realized that she’d gotten a new place to live.
When she pulled in outside the little duplex, they were right behind her. She climbed off the bike, and to her surprise Maverick and Gage got out of the truck. They stood just behind her when she walked up to the door of her side of the duplex.
“This your new place?” Gage asked.
“Yeah. Just moved in the other day,” she said.
“Who lives next to you?” Maverick asked.
“Some old guy. Haven’t seen him yet,” Shay said.
“What kind of locks do you have on the door?” Gage asked.
“What is this? The Inquisition?” Shay asked
“You need good locks. Unlock the door and let me see,” Gage said, shifting his weight.
Shay had noticed he limped some when he walked but didn’t pay it any attention but noticed now that he favored his left leg. She sighed and realized she wasn’t going to get rid of them until they saw her locks. She unlocked the door and swung it wide so they could look at the locks.
“Need a deadbolt. This is too flimsy,” Gage said, pointing to the lock. “You also need a chain slide lock on the inside. We’ll get them and put them in for you tomorrow afternoon before you go to work.”
“No. You aren’t. If I need another lock I’ll call a locksmith and have it put in. You aren’t going to put locks in at my place. Now go home. I’m tired. I need to get to bed. Thanks for seeing me home, but you need to go now,” she said.
Gage looked like he was going to say something else, but Maverick patted him on the chest and took a step backward.
“See you tomorrow, Shay,” he said.
He turned and walked toward the truck. Gage nodded and did the same with a slight limp. She watched as they climbed into the truck and backed out of her drive before driving off. Then she closed her door and locked it. Maybe she did need another lock on the door. She’d see about it Monday when she’d have time to deal with it. She didn’t need them to take over her life. What was it with them?
Why were they dogging her every step? They acted like someone she knew, but she couldn’t quite put her fingers on who it was. It bothered her all during her shower. Who did they remind her of? She fell asleep thinking about them and, of course, dreamed about them.
The next day she woke up feeling refreshed but starved. She searched her refrigerator but couldn’t settle on anything to eat and thought about going to the diner in town to get something. It was nearly noon. They would be packed. She really didn’t feel like dealing with a bunch of people.
A knock at her door startled her. Who could it be? She didn’t know anyone in town for it to be a friend. Maybe it was her next-door neighbor wanting to complain about her bike. She sighed and opened the door without even looking to see who it was.
Standing in her doorway were Gage and Maverick holding several sacks. Something smelled delicious wafted from one of them.
“What are you doing here?” she asked, stepping back to let them in without even thinking about it.
“Brought food, woman,” Gage said.
“And new locks,” Maverick said.
“I thought I told you I’d get the locks changed myself,” she snapped.
“We told you we’d handle it. So we’re handling it,” Maverick said.
“Come over here and let’s eat first,” Gage said. “We can argue over the locks later. I’m starved.”
Since she was just as hungry as Gage said he was, Shay sighed and walked over to the little island and peeked into the bag to see that they’d brought hamburgers and fries. He pulled out the three burgers and spread out three large fries on the paper for them to share. She sank her teeth into the burger and moaned at how good it was.
“Hungry?” Gage asked.
“Yeah. I was deliberating between going to the diner and fixing a grilled cheese sandwich,” she said.
“Diner was packed,” Maverick said. “Crafts show outside of town going on,” he said.
“I heard about that. They said that’s why the bar is so busy this weekend,” Shay said.
“They have one at the beginning and the end of summer,” Gage said.
“Sounds like it’s a big deal,” she said, taking another bite of her burger.
“It is. Lot of people around here make things that they sell or take commissions for during the show. There are some furniture builders up on the mountain. Make some damn fine pieces. They can’t keep up with the orders they get,” Gage said.
“Are there a lot of people who live up on the mountain? I guess I didn’t realize anyone lived up there. I haven’t been in town long enough to know,” she said.
“We live up there. There are about fourteen of us up there,” Maverick said.
“The town is bigger than it seems I guess. I was thinking it was a tiny little thing, but I’m finding out it’s more than that. There are little shops in town that I wouldn’t have thought would flourish in a small town like Cozy,” she said.
“People from some of the outlying areas come to town to shop here,” Gage said.
“That’s good for the town,” she agreed.
“Do you like waitressing?” Gage asked.
“It puts food on the table,” she said.
“That’s not what I asked,” he said.
“It’s okay. I don’t really like it. I’d rather do something else like work in a store, but I do what I have to, you know?” Shay said.
“So if you had something else to do you’d take it?” Maverick asked.
“Well, yeah. If it paid for my rent and my food. I’d take it. Being a waitress is hard work. Not everyone can handle it,” she said.
“Let’s get those locks put on,” Maverick said, standing and grabbing the bag with the locks in it.
“I’ll go get the drill out of the truck,” Gage said.
She watched him walk out the door with the slight limp and wondered what happened to him. Maverick opened the bag and pulled out the deadbolt. He used a knife from his pocket to open the package then folded it up and slipped it back in his pocket. She noted again the massive scarring of his hands and knuckles. He looked like he’d been in a fire. Again she felt like they’d been in the armed forces and had to have been injured overseas.
They made short work of installing the deadbolt and the chain slide. She demonstrated that she could use them to their satisfaction. They quickly cleaned up the mess they made then nodded and left her to the rest of her day before she had to get ready for work at four. The little house seemed empty without them in it now. They’d been such a huge presence in the tiny place. Now she felt completely alone and set afloat in a giant sea.
What was up with that?
 
Chapter Five
 
She’d just thought Friday night had been busy. Saturday night was wild. Like Wild Kingdom wild. The bouncers were just as busy as the waitresses were, and there were two bartenders trying to keep up with the bar and the waitresses’ orders. Shay’s feet were killing her by nine to the point that she wanted to take off her shoes and go barefoot. Yeah, she was investing in a new pair of shoes as soon as she could find them.
Sure enough, at nine fifteen, Maverick and Gage showed up. They somehow managed to get a table in her section as always. She had no idea how they managed it, but didn’t want to know how. They were dangerous-looking men though they’d been nothing but nice to her. Maverick with his damaged hands and stern almost angry face would scare most men off. Drunk men? Maybe not so easily though.
“The usual?” she asked.
“You got it,” Gage said.
Shay turned and made her way back to the bar to pick up their order. When she returned, Gage and Maverick were deep in conversation, but they stopped when she appeared with their beer.
“We want to take you to the craft show tomorrow before they close it down,” Gage said.
“Huh?” she asked, not sure she heard him right.
“The craft show,” he said. “We want to take you to see it.”
“Oh, I don’t know. Thanks, but…”
“We’ll pick you up at ten. I know that’s early, but they start packing up at two. We want you to see most everything before it’s all gone,” Gage said.
She opened then closed her mouth. Shay looked over at Maverick who had leaned back in his chair with a stubborn look on his face. She wasn’t so sure he was on board with the idea. Why? she wondered.
“Let me think about it,” she finally said.
“Ten,” Gage said.
Shay just rolled her eyes and threaded her way to the next table to take more drink orders. Gage was pushy. He wasn’t going to let it go until she said yes. She could already tell that. Maverick was stewing over something. Didn’t he want her to go? Or was he angry that he hadn’t gotten to ask her? Wait, were they both planning to take her? Had she missed that? Yeah, he’d said “we want to take you” and “we’ll pick you up.” What was up with that?
She was too busy the rest of the night to think much about it. She spent all her time filling drink orders, wiping down spills, avoiding roving hands, and sidestepping fights. By the time they’d cleaned up the bar and were walking to their rides, she was almost giddy on her feet and ready for bed.
Sure enough, Gage and Maverick were waiting next to her bike in their truck. She just nodded toward them and accepted that they were going to follow her home. They were making it a habit. It wouldn’t do any good to try and talk them out of it, and frankly, she didn’t have the energy to spare tonight.
She started the bike after putting on her helmet and drove out of the back parking lot toward home. They followed behind her. When she parked her bike in front of her duplex, they parked behind her and got out of the truck. She hoped they didn’t think they were going to come inside. She wasn’t having any of it. She was too tired for that.
“Look, guys. I’m really tired,” she began.
“Just seeing you inside. That’s all,” Maverick said, frowning.
“Unlock the door,” Gage said.
Shay sighed and unlocked the door, liking that the new deadbolt moved smoothly with the key. She switched on the inside light and stepped in before turning around.
“Thanks for the escort home, guys.”
“We’ll see you in the morning at ten, Shay,” Gage said. “Wear something comfortable. It will be hot out there.”
“Guys. I really don’t think this is such a good idea.”
“It’s a great idea. You need to see it. It’s part of Cozy. We’ll pick you up then. Night, Shay,” Gage said.
Maverick grunted and nodded his head. They both nodded at the door for her to shut it.
Shay sighed and closed the door then locked up, including the slide. She leaned against the door as she listened to their doors shut and the big truck back out of her drive before driving away. What was she going to do about them? They were inching their way into her life no matter how hard she was trying to keep them out. She was asking for trouble by letting them do it, too.
Nine was too early to get up the next morning after the night she’d had, but she forced herself out of bed and quickly dressed in shorts and another tank that was slightly more modest than what she wore to work. She barely had time for coffee before the guys were knocking on her door. She glanced at the clock and moaned. It was a quarter till ten. Why were they early? She opened the door with the slide in place and glowered at them.
“It’s only nine forty-five,” she snarled.
“We come bearing breakfast sandwiches,” Gage said, holding up a bag.
“Hold up.” She closed the door and slid the chain off then threw open the door and waved them in.
“Thought that would get us in,” Gage smirked.
She frowned at him. “You’re lucky I’m hungry.”
He handed her one of the sandwiches, and she peeled open the wrapper to take a bite.
“Hmmm. So good. You’re almost forgiven,” she said.
“Ready to go? We can eat on the way,” Maverick said.
“Okay.” Shay grabbed her cross-body bag and her keys. She locked up behind them and slipped her keys in her bag before letting Gage help her up into the big truck. She realized too late that she was going to be sitting between the two men on the bench seat. The close proximity had her skin heating all over, especially her cheeks. She couldn’t hold herself away from them. They touched from knees to shoulders. They were big men and spread out when they sat down. Just sitting that close to them after the erotic dreams she had about them had her pussy wet.
Dear God. What am I going to do with them all day?
Shay was going to go crazy. That’s what she was going to do. They oozed sex appeal. They were hard men. Just the kind she needed to stay away from, and here she was spending the better part of a day with them. What had she been thinking?
It wasn’t like they’d given her much of a choice. She’d tried to say no. Not very hard though.
Gage stretched his arm out across the back of the seat so that it caged in her shoulders. She tried to relax, but every area of her body that touched some part of theirs was on fire. Her breathing came in gasps as she tried to still her racing heart. She was going to hyperventilate if she didn’t calm down.
“So what kind of crafts are there besides furniture?” she asked in a breathy voice.
“Quilts, clothes, jewelry, stuff like that,” Gage said.
“I bet this pulls in a lot of business for the town doesn’t it?” she asked.
“It does. People from all around the region come to the show, and once they find out what Cozy has to offer, they keep coming back all through the year to shop here. The town is growing. One of the women on the mountain is wanting to open a ladies’ lingerie shop, but she needs someone to run it for her. Someone else wants to open a bakery,” Gage said.
“Sounds like it is growing,” Shay said.
“Here we are,” Maverick said as he pulled into an open field to park.
Shay was astonished at the number of cars and trucks and trailers already parked in the huge field. Off to one side there were tents in a long line on both sides of a mowed area with people milling down the center. Gage helped her out of the truck, and immediately she could smell cotton candy and hamburgers.
The two men led her through the throng of people to the first tent where there were quilts hanging over bars in every color and shape. She admired them and let the guys pull her to the next tent and the next as they made their way down one side and up another. She stopped in one where furniture was made and fell in love with a bookcase.
“Like it?” a woman asked.
“I love it. The lines are soft. Not something you normally see on a bookcase,” she said.
“I know. One of my husbands made it,” she said.
“Um, one of them?” she asked.
“Yeah. Kyle builds things. Mostly he does smaller things, but he builds shelves, too. Quinn is a writer,” she said. She held out her hand. “I’m Diana.”
“I’m Shay. Do you live here in Cozy?” she asked.
“I live up on the mountain,” Diana said.
“I see you’ve met Diana,” Gage said.
“She was telling me about her husbands,” Shay said.
That’s when it hit her what Gage and Maverick reminded her of. The two men in the book she was reading. They reminded her of the ménage book. Yeah, she was in all sorts of trouble.
“They call it Ménage Mountain down in town,” Diane was saying.
“Why?” she finally managed to ask.
“Because all of the families up there are in ménage relationships. There are a few bachelors still up there, but otherwise, they are all ménage,” Diana said.
“Wow. I’ve never heard of an actual ménage family let alone an entire group of them,” she said. “It really works?”
“Sure does. Several of us have children, as well. I have a little boy. One of the other women is watching him for me today. I could never keep up with him down here,” she said.
Someone called for Diana, and she excused herself to speak with a customer. Shay just stood there for a few seconds trying to get her head around what she’d learned. Gage nudged her.
“Ready to keep going?” he asked.
“Uh, sure.” She followed him to the next stall
There she found some intricate carvings of animals and nature such as trees blowing in the wind. She couldn’t get enough of staring at a tree that looked to be bending under a wind storm that you couldn’t see but knew was there.
“Wow, this is amazing.”
“It is, isn’t it,” Gage said. “Maverick made it.”
“Maverick?”
“Fuck, Gage. Did you have to tell her that?” Maverick demanded.
“Well, sure. It’s damn good.”
“You can almost see the wind even more than the tree,” Shay said, looking at Maverick in a different light.
A pretty young woman walked up. “Sorry, that one is already sold. There are others to look at though.” She pointed at other selections around the tent.
“Most of them aren’t Maverick’s though,” Gage said. “Looks like most of his are already sold.”
“You’ve got a real talent, Maverick,” Shay said.
“Helps me calm down when I’m having trouble focusing,” he said.
“What do you do?” she asked Gage. “I guess I haven’t asked you guys many questions.”
“I create computer games,” he said.
“Like those shooter games?” she asked, wincing.
“Yeah, but not shooting people. I have them killing aliens only. My version of a little cleaner game,” he said.
They took her through the rest of the tents until they’d made it back around to the beginning once more. It was close to two since all the tents were beginning to come down and they were beginning to pack up to leave.
“I’ve really enjoyed this. Thanks for asking me,” she said as they walked toward the truck.
“We’ve enjoyed it, too,” Gage said.
“Glad you had fun,” Maverick finally said.
“You guys aren’t thinking about a ménage with me are you?” she asked before she could stop herself as they stopped next to their truck.
Maverick jerked to a stop and stared at her. He looked like he was going to say something, but Gage beat him to it.
“Yes. We want a chance at dating you, and maybe it will turn into something permanent,” he said.
“First, I’m not looking for anything permanent. Second, a threesome will never work. I like you guys, but I’m not into sticking around for long,” she said.
Yeah, she couldn’t stay long here either. So much for putting down roots in Cozy. She’d be tempted to try with them, and that wasn’t happening. Eventually they’d break her heart and she wasn’t about to let that happen again. She’d had too many failures in her life. Maybe she’d fuck them and get them out of her system because she had them in her system, she acknowledged that, but that was all she would allow. No long-term relationships.
I can’t allow them to get a foothold on my heart. Sex without strings. I can handle that just fine. They’re men. They can handle that even better than I can.
“How do you know until you’ve tried it?” Maverick asked, frowning. “For all you know it’s even better than you imagined a regular relationship was.”
“I don’t have much faith in a regular relationship, so that wouldn’t be saying much,” she said.
“Someone’s done a number on you,” Gage said. “Why are you so bitter about dating?”
“There’s nothing wrong with dating, but anything more than that just isn’t for me. It’s better that you know that up front so you don’t get your hopes up. Okay?”
Maverick looked at Gage. “Yeah. I get that.”
Gage nodded and shrugged. “If that’s what you’re willing to give, fine.”
“So, how about going to the steak house with us Tuesday night?” Maverick asked.
“Sure. That sounds good.” Shay sure hoped she wasn’t making a big mistake giving in like she was.
“We’ll pick you up at six,” Gage said and helped her up into the truck.
Maverick walked around the front and climbed into the driver’s side. He didn’t say anything more all the way to her duplex. In fact, he didn’t even climb down and walk her to the door. He let Gage do that. To her surprise, Gage kissed her on the forehead before urging her inside and telling her to lock up.
All in all it had been a strange day. She’d found out that ménages really did exist and that Gage and Maverick wanted one with her. She needed to start hoarding her money in order to have enough to hit the road once the time came to leave again. She wouldn’t be able to deal with the guys once she got too comfortable around them. They’d push her to spend more time with them, and she’d start to resent it. Then she’d start to resent them. Then it would be time to go.
Why hadn’t she just said no and stood her ground? She liked Cozy. It would have been a nice place to settle down for a while. All because of two men who were determined to make her the meat in their ménage sandwich.
 
Chapter Six
 
Gage slammed the door shut on the truck and limped into the house. He wasn’t angry at Shay so much as angry that she’d been hurt so badly that she wasn’t willing to give a relationship with them a chance.
Then why did she agree to go to eat with us Tuesday night?
Women confused the hell out of him sometimes. They said one thing then did something else.
“What are you thinking about so hard over there?” Maverick asked.
“Shay. Why’d you ask her out after she told us she wasn’t interested in anything permanent?”
“Because I think she’s lying to herself. I think she’s just as attracted to us as we are to her and she’s trying to convince herself that it’s true.”
“What makes you say that?” Gage asked.
“She reacts to us when we touch her. Her face turns that cute pink color and she gasps. She’s been hurt before and is trying to protect herself the only way she knows how and that’s to push people away,” Maverick told him.
“She still may walk away, man,” Gage said.
“Yeah, maybe, but she’s worth the chance.”
“I agree.”
“So we’re in this together?” Maverick asked.
“Absofuckinglutely.”
Gage opened the fridge and pulled out two beers tossing one to Maverick. His friend caught it then nearly dropped it when his hand spasmed. He cursed, but managed to keep hold of it. Gage wished he hadn’t thrown it. He hated to see his friend struggle with his hands just as much as he hated the mess his leg was in. They both struggled every day with their own demons. Were they asking too much to find a woman who could handle their issues?
Maybe, maybe not.
Regardless, he was already a little bit in love with Shay. She was perfect for them. She was strong, sweet, self-sufficient and didn’t need them to take care of her, but did need stability and their support. They could give her plenty of that.
Gage sat in his chair and pulled up the game he was working on and tried to concentrate on the next segment of the game. All he could think about was how cute she’d looked today and the annoyed face when they’d arrived early to pick her up. She’d been just as cute then as she was when they’d watched her taking in all the booths at the fair.
He wondered what she’d be like beneath him. He wanted to taste her sweet pussy and feel her cunt tighten around him as he thrust his dick deep inside her depths. He bet she’d burn him alive. He could almost feel how hot and tight she’d be.
He groaned and adjusted his cock. The damn thing seemed to have a mind of its own anytime he was near her or thinking about her. He stayed semi-hard all the time now. Jerking off had become a part-time hobby since knowing her. It was a wonder he wasn’t rubbed raw and bleeding.
Could they talk her into giving them a chance or was it a lost cause? He didn’t know if he could bed her then watch her walk away without losing a piece of himself to her. Hell, he may have already lost a part of himself to her and she wasn’t even gone yet.
 
* * * *
 
Maverick fiddled with the motorcycle trying to smooth some of the edges on the seat with the fine grit sandpaper. His heart wasn’t into it though. All he could think about was Shay’s words. She wasn’t into a relationship with them. She wasn’t planning on sticking around. That thought had his heart racing and his stomach boiling like water at a crawfish boil. How were they going to convince her to stay and give them a chance?
Shay was a one of a kind woman. He was certain she was the one for them. Her warm smile and easy going spirit were perfect for them. She didn’t try and baby them and she didn’t expect them to cater to her every whim. Not that they wouldn’t. All he wanted to do was take care of her and see her smile. But she didn’t need him to. She was fine on her own.
And that was part of the problem. She didn’t need them. He wanted her to want them just as much as they wanted her. What could they do to make that happen?
He had until Tuesday night to figure that out. He was afraid they only had one shot at convincing her to give them a chance at proving to her they were good men and would treat her right. One chance at convincing her to give a ménage relationship a chance.
Maverick wished he had five minutes in a room with whoever had hurt her so badly that she was afraid to give them a chance at making her happy. Just five minutes to pound on the man who’d done a number on the one woman he was sure was perfect for them. He’d teach the son of a bitch a lesson on how to treat a lady.
Not just any lady.
Their lady.
Yeah, Shay was theirs. He just had to convince her of that. They had to take it one day at a time. As much as he wanted her in their bed. They couldn’t pressure her. He didn’t want her to run. He had a feeling that she would at the slightest hint of things becoming too much for her to handle. All she had to do was get on her bike and ride. Maverick sighed and gave up on the bike. He blew off the excess dust and covered it with a cloth then put away his tools and carried his empty beer bottle to the house. He started to tell Gage he was heading up to take a shower but decided to leave the other man alone. He was probably wrapped up in a game and wouldn’t want to be disturbed. Maverick dropped the empty bottle in the recycle bin and climbed the stairs glad that for once his hands weren’t acting up. Too bad he hadn’t been in the mood to work.
Instead, he stripped off his clothes and stepped into the shower. The hot water felt good to his aching neck and shoulder muscles he got from leaning over to work on the bike. After cleaning up, he palmed his stiff erection and groaned at the thought of Shay kneeling before him. Just the thought had his balls tighten and his cock jerking in his hand.
Fuck he wanted her. Wanted her in a way he’d never wanted another woman. Her sassy mouth and independent attitude were a turn on when he wouldn’t have thought they would be if someone had asked him that three months ago.
He poured a generous amount of soap in his hand and tugged on his dick several times before running his hand over the tip of him then back down again. He groaned then squeezed the base as he reached between his legs and lightly squeezed his balls.
She’d kneel there with her hands resting on his thighs waiting on him to give her his dick. She’d look up at him from beneath her lashes and smile then open her mouth and wait. He’d tease her with just the tip and run it around her lips before feeding her just the crown. She’d suck on it, trying to suck more of it in her mouth.
He groaned at the thought of her sucking on his cockhead. It would feel so damn good.
Maverick tightened his hand around his shaft and tugged harder on it.
Shay would squeeze his thighs trying to take in more of him. He’d allow her to suck in more of him before pulling back out then giving her more. When she finally had as much of him as she could take without choking, he’d thread his hands in her hair and tug on it as she sucked hard on his dick, bobbing back and forth on it.
He could imagine her relaxing her throat to allow him a little more depth as she swallowed around him and milked his dick. He groaned and dug his fingers in her scalp. She moaned around him vibrating against his shaft making him jerk in her mouth.
Fuck it was so damn good. He couldn’t get enough of her. She went down on him over and over again. Then she cupped his balls and gently rolled them in the palm of her hand as she sucked him and squeezed the base of his cock with her other hand.
Maverick tugged on his cock harder and harder, squeezing as he went up on his toes as his cum boiled in his balls. He was close. So damn close. His ass muscles were tight and aching as he raced toward orgasm.
Shay was moaning around his dick so that the vibrations stimulated him even more and he warned her he was about to come. She only sucked him harder, and when he spewed his seed, she swallowed convulsively taking it all and swallowing him down. Her eyes on him as she did.
Maverick yelled out and slapped the wall of the shower with one hand as he went up on the balls of his feet and shot his load. A few more tugs and he was spent. He leaned his forehead against the cool tiles and panted until he was able to breathe easier then stood straight again and rinsed off, cleaning up the mess he’d made.
By the time he’d gotten out of the shower, his hands were almost useless again. He only managed to half dry off before sitting on the edge of the bed and shaking his head.
And he wanted to claim Shay as his and Gage’s woman. He couldn’t even take care of himself.
 
Chapter Seven
 
Shay was ashamed that she’d gone out and spent some of her hard-earned money on a dress for Tuesday night. Yeah, it had been at the thrift store, but she shouldn’t have wanted to dress up for them. That had meant she’d needed sandals, as well. Now she stood in front of the mirror on the back of the bathroom door and tried to decide if it was too much.
I look like I care about what they think of me. They’re going to think I’m interested in them. Why did I buy this stupid dress?
Because she’d wanted to look nice. Plain and simple. She was a woman and wanted to look her best. She might as well stop worrying about it and finish getting ready. Shay brushed her hair back away from her face and pulled just the sides of it back with a barrette. It curled down her back, keeping it away from her eyes. She added some lip gloss and called herself ready.
Not long after that there was a knock at her door. She checked to see who it was and found Gage at the door. She opened it and smiled at the obviously approving look he gave her.
“You look amazing,” he said. “Maverick’s going to shit when he sees you. Ready?”
“Let me get my purse.” She stepped back inside and got her bag then locked up after closing the door. She let Gage guide her down the walk toward the truck. Sure enough, Maverick’s eyes grew wide as she neared the truck. He reached over and opened the door from the driver’s side.
“Fuck me. You look good enough to eat, babe,” he said.
“Thanks,”
Gage helped her up then settled next to her as she fastened her seat belt. Maverick just continued to stare at her for a good fifteen seconds before he finally shook himself and put the truck in reverse to back out of the drive. Once they were on their way to the steak house, he spoke again.
“I really like that dress.”
“Thanks,” she said.
“Did you wear it for us?” he asked.
“I wore it to make myself feel good,” she said.
“Do you feel good?” Maverick asked.
“Yes,” she said.
“Good,” he said. “Cause you look like sex on a stick and I’m really wanting to lick you.”
Shay couldn’t help it. She burst out laughing. Gage joined her, and after a few seconds, Maverick joined them. They were still laughing when he pulled into the gravel parking lot of the steak house.
Once inside the building, the hostess showed them to their table and said their waitress would be with them soon. They perused their menus and talked about what they wanted to eat. Shay wasn’t in the least surprised when they said steak. After the waitress took their drink orders and returned to take their meal order, she had decided on the salmon and the men got the sirloins.
“Do you eat here often?” she asked.
“Not really. We normally cook our own steaks at the house. Don’t go out much at all except once, maybe twice a week in the summer to the bar. Don’t go down the mountain much in the winter,” Gage said.
“Hadn’t thought about that. Winter time, the bar won’t be very busy, will it?” she asked.
“No, it won’t,” Maverick said.
“I’ll need another job if I stick around that long,” Shay mused.
Gage changed the subject. “What do you like to do in your spare time?”
“Mostly I read. I like to cook, but I don’t do that much since it’s just me and I don’t always have the money to do it,” she said.
“We’ll buy the food if you’ll cook the meal,” Maverick said.
“Anything you want to cook,” Gage added.
Shay laughed. “Sick of your own cooking?”
“More like tired of sandwiches and heated-up soup,” Gage said.
“You poor boys. Sure, I’ll cook for you. When?” she asked.
“How about Sunday? You’re working tomorrow, right?” he asked.
“Yeah. Sunday is my first night off again. Sure, Sunday will be fine,” Shay said.
“Give us a list of what you need and we’ll pick it up at the store for you before Sunday,” Gage said.
“I’ll come up with one by Friday and give it to you Friday night. How will that be?” she asked.
“That will be fine,” Maverick said. He rubbed his hands together. “Can’t wait.”
Gage chuckled. “Sunday is his turn to make the sandwiches or heat up the soup or chili or whatever else comes in a can. He’s getting off easy,” Gage said.
Shay laughed. “I’ll make him help, so he still has to do something.”
“I don’t care. I’ll help you if it means we get real food,” Maverick said.
She cocked her head to one side. Was he really offering to help her cook? She couldn’t picture him helping in the kitchen. Why would he offer like that? It would serve him right if she made him wear an apron. She couldn’t stop the smile from forming on her face at the image of the big man wearing a frilly apron over his T-shirt and jeans. Yeah, she could totally get into that.
“What’s so funny?” Maverick asked as if he sensed she was thinking sinister thoughts.
“Nothing. I can’t wait to cook for you guys. It should be fun.” She cocked her head. “What about you guys? What do you do in your spare time?”
“Watch a little TV, play shooter games,” Gage said.
“Typical,” she said, shaking her head.
“Hey, we’re men,” Maverick said.
“I bet you watch sports, football, and baseball,” she said.
“Some, but mostly we watch the History Channel,” Gage said with a smirk.
She widened her eyes. “Really? That’s cool. I like the Animal Planet, but don’t get to see it much. I don’t have cable and usually I don’t even have a TV.”
“You can watch it at our house when you come cook for us,” Maverick offered.
“You’d let me eat into your History Channel time to watch Animal Planet?” she asked with a wide grin.
“Sure,” he said. “We can watch what we want any time.”
Again they surprised her. They were kind and generous as well as fun. They were actually teasing her and offering her something she hadn’t had in a while. Companionship. They were definitely dangerous. What had she gotten herself into?
They finished their meal. The guys each ordered dessert, but Shay declined. She was full. It had been a long time since she’d had something as good as the salmon had been. She didn’t want to stuff herself.
“Ready to go?” Gage asked.
“Yeah. This has been nice. Thank you for asking me, guys,” she said as she stood.
“We’re glad you agreed to come with us. We’ve enjoyed it, too,” Gage said.
“Can’t wait for you to come over Sunday night,” Maverick said.
“It’s going to be fun,” she agreed.
They drove home in silence. She didn’t feel the least bit pressured to fill it. She also wasn’t uncomfortable with them touching her any longer. She didn’t try to exam it. She just accepted it and enjoyed the moment. It had been a long time since she’d enjoyed anything as much as she had this night.
When they pulled into her drive, she felt her heart drop. It was over. Her one night of fun was through. Gage climbed down and reached over to help her out of the truck once she’d unbuckled her seat belt. To her surprise, Maverick climbed down from the truck, as well.
They each walked her to her door. She started to dig in her purse for her keys, but Gage stopped her. He smiled down at her and bent his head and kissed her. She was so shocked she didn’t react for an entire two seconds, then she kissed him back as he swept his tongue across her lips asking her to open to him. When she did, he stroked along her tongue and over every inch of her mouth. When he pulled back, she was breathless and unsteady on her feet.
“Good night, Shay.” Gage kissed her forehead and turned her toward Maverick.
Maverick didn’t do anything simple or easy. He palmed the back of her head and drew her in tight against his body as he covered her mouth with his. She opened to him without even thinking, reacting to his demands in self-preservation. He explored every inch of her mouth with his tongue, heating her blood and guaranteeing that her panties were wet if they hadn’t already been wet from Gage’s kiss.
When he finally let her go, Shay had to hold on to him for a few seconds to get her balance and slow the dizziness in her head. He smirked at her before dropping another quick kiss on her lips.
“Lock up tight before we leave, babe,” he said.
“Yeah, right,” she managed to get out.
Shay dug around in her purse and grabbed her keys. It took her two tries to get it into the lock to unlock the door. Finally she made it inside and closed the door behind her. She threw the deadbolt and slid the chain home on the second try then melted against the door as she heard the truck fire up.
What had just happened to her? Damn, but they could kiss.
I was the one who said I could handle a quick and dirty romp with them then run away. I may have underestimated their appeal. What in the world am I going to do now?
Shay worried over it while she got ready for bed. She hadn’t counted on them affecting her so strongly. Leaving them after having a brief affair with them wasn’t going to be easy. They stirred something inside her she’d never felt before. Maybe she should call things off, yet that left her feeling empty inside.
She struggled with her thoughts until she finally fell asleep late into the night. She was no closer to deciding what her course of action was than she’d been when she’d climbed into the bed.
 
* * * *
 
Sunday night Gage picked Shay up at her house and drove her to their place on the mountain. She was completely blown away at their home. From the drive it looked like a small chalet but it was three stories and had three bedrooms not to mention a game room where Gage did all his work and a workshop where Maverick did all his work.
Maverick met her at the door and drew her into the kitchen to show her around. It was a nice one with updated appliances and enough room to move though it wasn’t overly large. She wondered how a man like Maverick managed in the small space on a regular basis.
“I’m not sure you’re going to be able to help me much,” she said.
“Why not?”
Shay couldn’t believe it. He actually looked crestfallen. She quickly changed her plans. He could work on the other side of the island.
“You’re going to have to chop peppers on the island. There isn’t a lot of room in the kitchen for the two of us,” she said.
“I can do that,” he said.
“I’ll leave you two to work. I’ll be in the game room,” Gage said.
“What are we cooking?” Maverick asked once Gage had left.
“Lasagna.”
“You’re kidding me. Really?” he asked.
“Yep. Hope you got everything I had on the list,” she said.
“I did. Wasn’t sure on how much of each, so got extra of some things,” he said.
Shay laughed. No doubt he did. She’d have plenty of ingredients to make a half pan for them to freeze for later she was sure.
She settled Maverick down at the island with bell peppers and onions to chop for her then concentrated on the rest of the ingredients. Once he had the onions and bell peppers ready she worked on the ground beef and sausage. By the time it was all ready to put in the oven she was pleasantly tired.
She and Maverick had laughed throughout the process. He had cursed a few times when he seemed to have trouble with his hands, but she’d ignored whatever was going on and he’d soon worked around it. It was obvious that they still gave him trouble at times. She loved to hear him laugh because it was obvious that he didn’t do it often. His laugh sounded like a rusty gate opening after years of staying closed.
“That’s it?” he asked.
“Yep, all we do now is clean up while we wait for it to cook,” she said.
“Ah, I don’t do dishes,” he said.
“Ah, yes you do. Get over here. You dry while I wash. I don’t know where things go. You do.
“If it isn’t breakable I’ll dry it, but if it’s breakable, you have to dry it.” He looked at a spot over her head, and she got it. He was afraid of dropping it due to his hands.
“Fair enough,” she said without arguing with him.
They worked effortlessly through the dishes, chatting about safe subjects like his woodworking and her love of cooking and the Animal Planet. When everything was set to rights again, they went in search of Gage and found him cursing at a TV screen as something tall, thin, and purple shot at him with a big long stick.
“What’s going on?” Maverick asked.
“The Gorks are kicking my ass in Level Seven. I need some backup. Shouldn’t have tried this solo,” Gage said. “I was bored with working and thought I’d try it.”
“Teach you to think,” Maverick said with a chuckle.
Gage looked up at him with a startled expression as if Maverick laughing was something new. Then he cursed again when his man went down.
“Is dinner ready?” he asked.
“It’s in the oven,” Shay said. “Be ready in another hour.”
“What are we eating?” Gage asked.
“Lasagna,” Maverick said with a huge smirk.
“Really?” Gage rubbed his hands together. “Hot damn.”
Shay couldn’t help but laugh. “You guys act as if you haven’t had anything to eat in weeks.”
“We’re serious. Unless we get it from the diner or go to the steak house, all we eat here are sandwiches or the occasional canned stuff,” Gage told her. “This is going to be a-fucking-mazing.”
She shook her head and smiled. If cooking them a meal meant that much to them, she’d offer to cook them something once a week.
Whoa, where did that come from? I can’t get that tangled up with them. I’m going to leave once I’ve had a little fun. Getting that tied up with them will only hurt all of us in the long run.
She needed to keep telling herself that. Something told her she’d made a mistake thinking she could take a walk on the wild side with Gage and Maverick then walk away. No, she’d have to run long and hard to get away from them once she’d played with them. And that was if she even wanted to run.
 
Chapter Eight
 
“This is fucking delicious,” Maverick said. “Can’t believe I helped make it.”
“I can’t believe it either. It’s still damn good despite it,” Gage teased.
“Fuck you, man.” Maverick shot him the bird.
“Shay, you can come cook for us anytime, woman. Hell, we’ll pay you to cook for us,” Gage said.
“I’ve already got a job, guys,” she said, not taking them the least bit seriously.
“Quit it and come to work for us,” Maverick said.
“Stop it,” she said, laughing.
“She made another smaller dish and put it in the freezer for us to warm up next week if we want it,” Maverick told Gage.
“I’m in love,” Gage said.
“You guys are crazy,” Shay said, shaking her head.
They finished eating, teasing and laughing. She couldn’t believe how much more open Maverick had become. Evidently Gage noticed it too as he seemed to tease Maverick more and more to hear the man laugh. Gage helped her rinse the dishes and put them in the dishwasher, then they settled in the living room to watch Animal Planet.
The guys talked over the announcer to give their commentary of what was going on with the animals on the screen to the point that she was hurting from laughing. Finally, they talked her into watching a movie with them. They picked an action adventure, and the three of them settled down on the couch.
Shay noticed halfway through the movie that Gage had his arm around her shoulders while Maverick had a hand on her thigh. When it had happened she didn’t know, but now that she noticed it she was hyper-aware of them resting there. Heat from their bodies seeped into hers, and she began to feel that heat travel through her bloodstream to her pussy. She was sure she was wet from just those innocent touches. Okay, maybe they weren’t so innocent.
Once the movie was over, Gage hit the remote to turn the TV off then pulled her around and kissed her so that her body reacted with a need that defied her common sense. She wanted him. Her pussy was wet and needy. Her breasts ached to be touched. He released her and looked into her eyes.
“Can we take this upstairs?” he asked.
“To the bedroom?” she asked.
“To the bedroom,” he said.
“Definitely.”
“I’ve got her,” Maverick said.
Before she knew what he meant, Maverick had swung her up into his arms and was carrying her across the room to the stairs. Gage followed behind them. While Maverick must worry about his hands with dropping things, he obviously didn’t have that same worry about his arms.
He carried her into a bedroom that, while a nice size, wasn’t huge. It had a king-sized bed with deep orange and brown colors on the comforter, and hardwood floors. He gently settled her on the bed then began to undress her.
Gage removed her shoes while Maverick worked on her blouse. By the time she knew what was going on, they had her completely nude. She couldn’t help but feel a little self-conscious since they were still completely dressed.
“Um, you guys are still dressed,” she pointed out.
“We’re going to remedy that in a minute. Right now, we want to look at you. You’re beautiful, Shay,” Maverick said.
“You’re making me uncomfortable,” she finally said.
Two men staring at her was a bit disconcerting to say the least. She wanted to cover herself and fought to keep from doing so. Finally Maverick caught the back of his shirt and pulled it over his head in one movement, tossing it to one side, then got to work on his boots and jeans.
Gage followed suit, and soon both men were gloriously naked. She couldn’t help but stare at their well-toned bodies. Both men had defined abdomens and muscular arms and legs. They weren’t bodybuilders by any means, but they had great bodies that were nothing to laugh at. Then there were their cocks. Long and hard and yummy. While Gage’s was a bit longer than Maverick’s, his was a bit thicker than Gage’s.
She wanted to touch them but wasn’t sure how they’d react if she reached out and squeezed, so she crumpled up the covers in her hands instead, licking her lips.
“Fuck me, Shay. I want to feel those lips around my cock,” Maverick said.
“I want to lick it,” she said.
“I’m going to eat your pussy until you scream,” Gage said. “Spread your legs for me, Shay.
Shay spread her legs and watched as Gage climbed on the bed and stretched out to shove his broad shoulders between her legs. The sight of him settling there had her pussy gushing and her pulse racing. The first lick of his tongue had her curling her toes and digging her nails in the comforter.
“Damn, you taste good. Like sweet cherry wine,” Gage said.
He licked her from bottom to top then stiffened his tongue and fucked her before lapping at her slit once more. She was struggling to keep from grabbing his head and pulling him to her clit. She needed him there. Needed him desperately to lick her clit. That was where her body wanted him. But he was going to prolong her torture.
While he licked her and avoided giving her what she so desperately wanted, Maverick knelt next to her head and held his cock next to her face. She turned her head and smiled. He smelled like male flesh and something earthy. She licked all around the mushroom cap then along the slit at the top. It made him jump and he cursed.
Shay reached up and held him at the base to steady him while she licked up his shaft then back down again. Then she sucked the head of him into her mouth so that she could swipe her entire tongue all around the head. She applied a bit of suction to it, and he cursed again. She smiled around her mouthful and sucked him down as deep as she could get him before swallowing and going just that fraction of an inch lower. He dug his fingers in her scalp.
The little sting of his fingernails felt good. She came up off him and sucked on just the head then took him deep again, relaxing her throat then sucking him deeper to the point she wanted to gag and swallowed around him once more. He growled as she held him there then came back up and gave him a tiny bit of her teeth as she came up. Then she cupped his balls in her hand and gently rolled them while she sucked on his head once more.
The more he growled and cursed, the harder she sucked on him. She liked feeling that she had a bit of power over such a powerful man. It felt good to be able to hold a little control over him and be able to give him something that made him putty in her hands.
Then her concentration was stolen by Gage once more as he began thrusting two fingers deep in her cunt at the same time he licked over her clit for the first time. She bucked beneath him as she called out at the same time. The sound came out all garbled with her mouth around Maverick’s dick. Maverick jerked in her mouth from the vibrations of her voice.
Gage circled her clit with the tip of her tongue, but didn’t lap at her clit again. Instead, he thrust his fingers in and out of her pussy while licking around her clit. Then he curled his fingers to find that sweet spot inside her that few men ever bothered to locate. He did and soon she was nearly doubled up with pleasure as he stroked it and licked at her clit at the same time. She screamed around Maverick’s cock, making him dig his fingers into her scalp.
Shay let go of Maverick’s balls and held on to his strong thighs as she flew from the orgasm Gage had wrung from her. It had been so unexpected that she hadn’t been able to prepare for it. It was wild and untamed and amazing. White-hot and crazy. It blinded her and deafened her for long seconds before she slowly began to regain her senses once more. She could hear Maverick cursing and her own sobs. She could feel her hands gripping Maverick’s thighs in a death grip using her nails. She opened her eyes as they’d been squeezed shut and her sight slowly came back.
“Give me your hand, Shay,” Gage said from between her legs.
“What?” she asked, still unsure about everything.
“Give me your hand.”
She released the death grip she had on poor Maverick’s thigh with one hand and gave it to Gage. He took one finger and dragged it through her pussy then handed it back toward Maverick.
“Here, man. You’ve got to taste her. She’s even sweeter than cherry wine when she comes,” Gage said.
Maverick took her hand and wrapped his mouth around her finger and hummed as he sucked on it. His eyes darkened then closed as he did.
Shay had never seen anything more erotic in her life as Maverick sucking her juices off her finger.
“You’re right. She’s sweeter. Damn. Next time I get to eat her pussy,” Maverick said.
“I still haven’t gotten to taste you,” Shay pointed out. “It’s my turn.”
“I’m all for that,” Maverick said.
She reached up and took his erection back in her hands and covered the crown with her mouth and sucked, causing Maverick to curse. She sucked hard then released with a pop and licked at the slit. She reached beneath his cock and cradled his balls in her hand before sucking his hard dick deep down her throat and swallowing around him until he was cursing and trying to pull her off him.
She bobbed up and down, swirling at the end to give him more sensation with each slide of her head and twirl of her tongue. When she took him back all the way down and swallowed around him once more he cried out that she needed to back off if she didn’t want his cum down her throat. She swallowed hard and waited. She couldn’t wait to taste his cum. When he did, she swallowed as fast as she could but still missed a good bit that escaped her mouth and dribbled down her chin.
When she had swallowed all she could and he’d finally stopped shooting his load, Gage collapsed against the headboard, massaging her scalp. Shay wiped at her chin and sucked her fingers dry. Gage handed her a warm wet cloth to clean her face then reached into the bedside drawer and pulled out a condom.
“It’s my turn. I’m looking forward to fucking you, sweetheart. You good with that?” he asked.
“I’m going to die if this gets any better than it’s already been,” she said. “But what a way to go.”
“Ain’t that the truth,” Gage said.
He rolled the condom on and pulled her down the bed by the ankles while she laughed. Then he knelt between her legs and positioned his cock at her slit and began to enter her. She was slick from her climax but also a little swollen from it, as well. He slid in easily enough at first, then he had to push a bit harder to get all the way in. She moaned at the feel of him stretching her cunt.
“Fuck, you’re tight,” he said.
“Don’t stop. You feel so good,” she cried out.
“Couldn’t if I wanted to,” he said.
She groaned as he pulled out then drove in farther. Each time he gained an inch until he was all the way in. He rested there with his forehead resting against hers for a few seconds. Then he pulled back and began fucking her in long slow thrusts that had her gasping for breath.
While Gage drove her insane with his cock, Maverick claimed her breasts with his mouth and fingers. He sucked on one until he had as much as he could get inside his mouth. Then he bit down just enough to have her groaning at the slight pain. Then he pulled back and sucked on only the nipple. He pinched and pulled on the other nipple while he licked and sucked on the first one. The dual sensations had her gasping for breath even as Gage drove her insane with his cock pummeling her pussy.
“Please,” she called out to no one in particular. She needed to come. Her body was primed and begging was not beneath her now.
“Easy, babe. We’ll get there,” Gage said as he thrust in again and again.
“Need to come,” she gasped out.
Gage chuckled. He actually chuckled. She wanted to hit him, but she was too busy digging her fingers into the comforter to ground herself. She felt as if she’d fly away if she didn’t hold on to something solid. She wasn’t sure it would be a good idea to hold on to Gage. Then he was bending over her and thrusting faster and harder, and she let go of the covers to dig her nails into his back as he took her up and over so that she cried out with her orgasm.
Maverick had pulled back when Gage had leaned over her. Now it was just her and Gage as he thrust harder and harder until she began to tighten around him as her orgasm blew through her and carried them both over the edge. She knew she’d dug into his back with her nails but didn’t have the energy to care right at that moment. She was still trying to get up enough energy to breathe as the roaring in her ears began to dissipate.
“Fuck me. That was good,” Gage said.
“Get off her, man. You’re crushing her,” Maverick said, pushing at Gage.
“Sorry, sweetheart.”
Gage slowly withdrew, holding on to the condom. She realized he walked with more of a limp as he left the bed, heading for the bathroom. No doubt he was feeling it after what they’d just shared. When he returned he had a warm, wet bath cloth. He started cleaning her up, swatting away her hands when she tried to take it away from him to do herself.
“I can do it,” she said.
“But I want to do it. Stop it or I’ll spank that sweet ass of yours,” he said.
“He’ll do it, too,” Maverick said with a chuckle.
She sighed and let him finish. She wasn’t going to push her luck. When he’d finished he climbed up in bed next to her with Maverick on the other side of her. Both men touched her as if they couldn’t help themselves, petting her hair, her arms, and her thighs. It felt intimate. It made her feel special. She wasn’t used to that after sex. Most men were glad to get out of the bed and get on their way. Not these two. They seemed to want to cuddle. What was up with that?
“I should be going home now. It’s late. Or early,” she said with a small laugh.
“Just spend the night. We’ll take you home tomorrow in time to get ready for work,” Gage said.
“Oh, I really don’t need to do that. I…”
“Why not?” Maverick interrupted her.
“I just need to go home,” she said lamely.
“You don’t have a good reason,” he said. “Stay here. Like you said, it’s late. No reason to go home now. You can get up and shower, and we’ll take you home in time to get ready to go to work.”
“Fine. I guess you’re right. It’s already nearly three a.m. If you’re sure,” she said.
“We’re sure. Let’s get the covers down and get into bed.” Gage said.
Shay climbed off the bed as the guys turned down the comforter then loosened the covers, and the three of them climbed into bed. She was surprised that she managed to fall asleep between the two men. She was sure she’d be uncomfortable sleeping with two men, but she was asleep within minutes of her head hitting the pillow.
They woke her up once more to make love, and she slipped back asleep until they woke her to go home later that day. Everything felt surreal to her as she climbed into their truck to go home. They were both holding her hands as if they couldn’t stand not to touch her. She realized she felt the same way, and that worried her.
What if she was already too close to them? She wasn’t ready to leave yet. One, because she didn’t have enough money saved up, and two, she hadn’t had enough time with them to have made it worth the loss of sticking around.
She was in so much trouble.
 
Chapter Nine
 
Shay was ready to bang some heads together by the time nine o’clock rolled around Saturday night. The crowd wasn’t as large as usual, but there were some ornery ones among the crowd. She’d had to stop one guy from feeling her up twice and get between two guys who were arguing over who was paying for the beer each time. What was going on?
“It’s a full moon,” Lacy explained.
“Hell. Remind me to call in sick on the next one,” she muttered.
“Then we’ll think you’re a werewolf,” Lacy said.
“So what? That’s better than dealing with all these weirdos,” Shay said. “I’m ready to hit someone.
“Management frowns on hitting the customers without provocation,” Lacy reminded her.
“I have plenty of provocation.”
Lacy laughed. “Tell me about it.”
Shay took her drinks and passed them out and felt it when the guys walked in. How she knew they were there, she didn’t know, but she knew. When she turned toward the door, there they were. They talked with the bouncer for a minute then walked over to her section and stood next to a table of kids who instantly stood and left their table, taking their drinks to stand at the bar. She just shook her head at their menacing stares that had gotten the kids to move.
She ordered their beer then threaded her way over to them to set the mugs on the table in front of them.
“Hey, guys. How are you doing tonight?” she asked.
“Better now that we get to see you,” Gage said.
“What he said,” Maverick said.
Shay just laughed. “It’s a wild one tonight. Lacy said it’s the full moon.”
“I can believe that. Nearly got creamed by a tractor trailer on the way here. Was passing on a double yellow line,” Maverick said. “Fucker would have hit us head on if we hadn’t had a shoulder to move off to. Damn asshole.”
Shay slammed her hand over her heart. It seemed to beat against her chest like a sledgehammer at the thought of losing them.
“Thank goodness you’re okay.”
“Hey! Quit your flirting and get us a drink,” one of the regulars called out.
Maverick started to stand up, but Shay patted his shoulder. “It’s okay. He’s teasing. Besides, he’s right. I need to be doing my job. I’ll check on you later.”
She hurried over to the next table and took their order then another table before she returned to the bar to fill them. She continued working up until midnight before she had the next problem customer. He grabbed her around the waist and pulled her down on his lap and refused to let her up. She slammed her foot down on his, but it didn’t faze him since he was wearing cowboy boots. Then she tried elbowing him in the throat, but he just leaned back and laughed at her.
Shay looked over to where the bouncer was usually standing, but he wasn’t there. She glanced around and found him dealing with another rowdy customer for Lacy. Then she was suddenly free of the man with Gage pulling her behind him and Maverick holding the man by his neck.
“You don’t treat women like that. You got me?”
“Who the fuck are you?” the asshole ground out.
“Her boyfriend, but that doesn’t even matter. Even if I wasn’t you don’t treat women like that. Now we’re going to walk outside and you’re not coming back in until you can learn how to act,” Maverick said.
“Like hell I am.” He tried to take a swing at Maverick, but missed when Maverick let go of the man’s throat and ducked. Then he caught the man with a quick uppercut and knocked him out cold.
The man hit the floor hard. Maverick sighed and shook his hand out then picked him up and threw him over his shoulder and headed for the door. Gage looked at the other guys at the table.
“Any of you want to drive him home?”
“We best all be going,” one of the men said. “He’s going to be pissed when he wakes up.”
“Yeah,” another man said. “Let’s go, guys.”
The three of them walked out behind Maverick. Shay sighed and turned to look at Gage.
“You know y’all didn’t have to do that. The bouncer would have handled it when he finished with Lacy’s problem,” she said.
“It was taking too long. We watched you struggle with him and couldn’t watch it any longer. You’re lucky Maverick didn’t beat him to a pulp. That was him holding back,” Gage said.
“Damn. He can’t go all he-man every time someone acts inappropriately with me. It comes with the job.”
“He doesn’t. How many times have you been propositioned tonight alone that we haven’t stepped in and wiped the floor with the guy?” He looked at her as she closed her eyes and sighed. “Right.”
“Fine. Still.”
“That was Maverick protecting our girlfriend. That’s what you are, right? Our woman?” Gage asked looking at her.
“Um, well, yeah. I guess.”
Was she? Was she their woman? She hadn’t really thought about it like that. She’d been thinking more along the lines of fuck buddy. Leave it to her to get it all wrong. She should have known she couldn’t separate her emotions from the sex.
I’m so in trouble here. I already like them more than is good for me. They make me feel special and safe. I like it that Maverick put that asshole in his place. That’s bad. Real bad.
Maverick returned minutes later. He looked at her. “You okay, babe?”
“I’m fine. Thanks for the help, but I would have been fine until the bouncer could get to me,” she felt compelled to say.
“Wasn’t happening fast enough for my peace of mind,” he said.
“Obviously,” she said with a chuckle.
“Thanks,” she said.
“Need another round when you have time,” Gage said.
“Meet you guys back at your table,” she said.
Shay cleaned up the mess there where Maverick had hit the asshole and knocked over the chair and the man’s beer then grabbed a new cloth and put in their order for another round. When she delivered their beer, Maverick touched her hand.
“You okay with what I did?” he asked, looking at her as if he was worried she’d be mad.
“I’m okay with it. I think you didn’t have to, but I’m good, Maverick.”
“Good,” he said. A look of relief washing over his features like smooth chocolate over an ice cream cone.
The rest of the night didn’t exactly go smoothly, but nothing else as dramatic occurred. She fought off roving hands and rolled her eyes at cheesy pick-up lines while filling drink orders. When she was ready to go, the guys followed her home and made sure she was locked in before they drove off. Their kisses goodnight were just as passionate as always, and Maverick’s seemed just a little bit hotter if there were even possible.
Shay touched her lips and felt how swollen they were. She could still taste him as she stepped into the shower to wash away the smell of cigarettes and stale beer. She scrubbed then washed her hair. While she dried her hair with the blow dryer, she wondered if she would have the strength to move when she finally had enough money to split. How could she stay though? Living there in Cozy with those two while they bedded other women would kill her.
What if I could make a go of it with them?
It will never work.
It seems to work with those other families up on the mountain. Why can’t it work with me?
Because she was unlovable. How many times did she have to go through it to get it slammed home that no one stayed and all she got was another disappointing experience that left her devastated? No, she was better off leaving before that happened. She’d have to grow some balls when the time came.
 
* * * *
 
“So, what are you going to cook for us this week?” Gage asked Friday night when she handed him the grocery list.
“Nope. Not telling you. Just get the groceries and you’ll see when I cook it,” Shay said.
It had become a weekly thing that she cooked for them on Tuesday nights. She’d give them a list of ingredients on Friday nights. They’d get the groceries on Saturday, and she’d cook on Tuesday nights for them. Each time they tried to pry it out of her what to expect, but she never told them.
It had also become a habit that Maverick was the one to always help her in the kitchen. Sometimes he could only visit with her if his hands weren’t working well. She kept him occupied by talking so he didn’t dwell on his hands being a problem. She didn’t want him thinking about it, so she entertained him with cooking disasters she’d had in the past when she’d first started cooking as a teenager.
“You’re kidding, right? You put eggshells in the cookie batter? Why would you do that?” Maverick asked.
“The recipe called for egg whites. The shells were white. I grew up with dark-colored eggs and white-colored eggs from hens. I thought the white shells were what they wanted. I crushed them to a fine powder and put them in.”
“What did they turn out like?”
“Some were a little crunchy, but they weren’t too bad,” she said.
“I’m sure glad you actually learned how to cook before we met you,” Maverick said.
“You’re no fun. Making mistakes can be fun,” she said.
“Not in my book. If you’re hungry and the food isn’t edible, it pretty much sucks,” he said.
“Well, there is that,” she said with a laugh.
“So what is this all going to be when you finish with it?” he asked, flexing his hands.
“Meatloaf, mashed potatoes, and green beans.”
“I love you,” he said.
Shay stilled for a second then breathed out and laughed. He didn’t really mean it. It was just a phrase.
“Hopefully you’ll love the food even more,” she quipped. “Let’s get to work.”
By the time the meal was ready, she was a hot mess of nerves. Those three words had hit her hard for some odd reason. He’d said them in jest. She was sure of it, but they’d stuck to her like flypaper. Now she couldn’t get them out of her head.
“Damn, something smells good,” Gage said as he walked into the kitchen when Maverick went to get him. “What’s for supper?”
Maverick told him, and Gage’s eyes grew large. “Hot damn. I can’t wait. What can I do to help?”
“If you’ll use the potholders and grab the meatloaf off the stove for me, I’d appreciate it. It’s kind of heavy. I’ve got everything else on the table,” Shay said.
They talked about what Gage had been doing in his office which was actually just a game room as far as Shay could tell. Yeah, he created games in there, but mostly he played. She was glad he had something that he enjoyed doing that also paid for him to do it. The same went for Maverick. Few people could say that about their jobs. Look at her. She was a waitress. She sure didn’t enjoy it. It was hard work and far from what she’d rather be doing, but it put food on the table and a roof over her head. She’d have to look for something more though when winter came. If things slowed down at the bar during the winter, she’d be in sad shape.
“What are you working on in the shop?” Shay asked Maverick.
“I was watching those waves on the Animal Planet the other night, and that got me thinking it would be interesting to see if I could capture them in wood. So I’m working on a seascape,” he said.
“Wow, that’s pretty ambitious. But with the way you made the wind look more real than just that tree, I believe you can do it. I can’t wait to see it,” Shay said.
Maverick just shrugged and added a second helping of mashed potatoes to his plate then another helping of the meatloaf. She loved that they really seemed to enjoy her cooking. Shay liked doing it. It was a shame that she didn’t get to cook more often, but cooking for one wasn’t as gratifying as cooking for two or three.
They helped her clear the table. Maverick mostly cleaned and wiped down the counters while she and Gage rinsed and put the dishes in the dishwasher. They returned to the living room and watched a movie. It had become their routine to do that on Tuesday nights then go upstairs and make love before sleeping and getting up the next day to take her home to get ready for work.
Tonight wasn’t any different, except that when they were lying there in bed afterward, Gage rolled over to look at her and smiled down into her eyes. She could tell he wanted to say something but was trying to figure out how to say it. That worried her.
“You know you’re special to us, right?” he finally said.
“Well, yeah. You’re special to me, too,” she said.
“I mean, really special.”
“Okay,” she, said not sure in the least where he was going.
“We want you to move in with us,” Gage finally said.
“What?” she gasped.
“We want you to live here with us. We want you around all the time. We miss you when you’re not here. You’re important to us,” Maverick said.
She looked at Maverick. That sounded serious coming from him. Fear began to wind its way around her heart. They were getting serious. Men didn’t usually get that way this fast. Usually it was the woman who got all tangled up in emotions first. What was she going to do?
“You’re not saying anything,” Gage said.
“I don’t know what to say,” she managed to get out. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea this soon.”
“We’ve been seeing each other for nearly three months now. I know it’s soon, but we feel like we know you pretty well. We want to know more, and if you’re living with us, we can explore that with you here when you’re around more,” Gage said.
“What if you figure out you really don’t like me as much as you thought you did? Then I’m without a place to live,” she pointed out.
“Not going to happen,” Maverick insisted. “There’s nothing we could find out about you that would make us want you to leave. You can’t be hiding something that serious.”
“I could be a slob,” she pointed out.
“I’d just pick up after you,” Gage said. “Doesn’t bother me. I end up picking up after Maverick anyway. He’s a slob.”
“I am not. Asshole. I just don’t always hit the laundry basket when I throw my dirty clothes at it. They’re close to it,” Maverick said.
Shay couldn’t help but laugh. They were so funny together. They fit each other. Who was she to interrupt their flow? What was she doing even thinking about living with them? Cause she was. She was actually thinking about moving in with them.
“So, when can we move you in with us?” Gage asked.
“Really, guys. I don’t think it’s a good idea. Aren’t things going pretty good like they are now?” she asked.
“Yeah, but we want you closer to us,” Maverick said.
“No, you want my cooking more regularly.” She tried for teasing.
“There’s that, too,” Gage said with a straight face.
“Fuck that,” Maverick said. “No. Just no. We want you here with us because we care about you and want to explore the relationship that’s building between us.”
“I’m scared you guys are getting way more serious than I am,” she said, hating that she was lying to them. She was just as serious as they were but wished she wasn’t.
“I don’t believe that for a moment,” Gage said. “I can see it in your eyes when we make love. You’re just as into us as we are to you. You can’t hide that shit. You can try to tell yourself that you aren’t serious about us, but you can’t hide it from us.”
Shay didn’t know what to say. They’d caught her plain and simple. She didn’t know what to do. If she moved in with them, she’d have to admit how she felt about them at some point because it would be obvious to them. If she refused to move in with them, she was a coward and it would probably cripple their relationship. Wasn’t that a good thing? Didn’t she need to back away from them?
But I’m not ready to do that yet. I still need to make some more money to be able to leave here. I can’t stand losing them before I’m ready to leave.
Was that being stingy? Yeah. But she couldn’t stand losing them and watching them day in and day out while she struggled to deal with it all alone. She opened her mouth to say yes then closed it again. What was she doing?
“Say yes, Shay,” Maverick said in a soft voice. “We really want you here with us.”
That was all it took. That sincere request that sounded so full of need that she couldn’t say no even if she wanted to.
“Okay. I’ll move in. But not until Sunday. I need to work out this coming weekend and get my stuff ready,” she said.
“No problem. We’ll help you move. Will it all fit in our truck?” Gage asked.
“Until I moved here it all fit on my motorcycle, so I think it will all fit in your truck,” she said with a laugh.
“You shouldn’t have to get by with so little,” Maverick said. “You deserve pretty things.”
“They’re just things. They come and they go. If you get attached to them, then it hurts when you lose them,” she said.
Gage looked at Maverick. He looked back at her. “You shouldn’t have to lose them. But you’re right. It hurts when you lose things you get attached to. People, too.”
She looked up at him then over at Maverick. The way they were looking at her let her know they were talking about her. That worried her, but she let it go. She already knew it was going to hurt when she left them behind. It was going to hurt a lot, but it would be better to leave on her terms and not wait for them to put her out. Because, eventually they would. They always did.
 
Chapter Ten
 
“That’s all?” Maverick asked, staring at the accumulation of boxes sitting in the middle of the apartment’s living area. There were three boxes and two plastic bags and one backpack sitting there.
“That’s it.” Shay picked up her backpack and started to grab one of the plastic bags, but Gage stopped her.
“We’ve got this. You let us do this. You can make sure you didn’t miss anything and check the fridge and cabinets again,” Gage said.
“I’ve already checked everything,” she said.
“Do it again,” Maverick said, taking a box after piling a bag on top.
She sighed and walked back into the bedroom. She checked everywhere then the small bathroom and didn’t find a thing she’d left. It wasn’t like she’d had much to begin with. By the time she’d searched the entire apartment top to bottom again, they’d loaded her stuff and were waiting on her.
“All done?” Gage asked.
“All done. Nothing else here. I’m supposed to leave the keys in the mailbox,” she said.
“Let’s go. I want to get you settled in our place,” Maverick said.
Shay led the way then locked up for the last time and dropped the keys into the mailbox before following the guys to the truck. She climbed on her bike and followed them as they led her up the mountain to their home. Now it was hers, as well. Would she ever really feel that way about it though? She wasn’t sure. She couldn’t help but love it. It was perfect. She loved the hewed wood lines and how homey and warm it was on the inside. The gas logs would be wonderful in the winter, and the view off the balcony out the bedroom would be amazing come fall.
Yeah, she could see herself living there for a long time, but she knew it couldn’t happen. She would have to leave at some point. She just hoped she had the strength to walk away before they put her out. She didn’t think she would survive if they got tired of her and kicked her to the side. They already meant too much to her.
Why didn’t I pick up and leave when they first showed up at the bar? I had enough money for gas after the first night. Maybe not for a place to sleep, but I could have made it to the next town.
But she hadn’t, and here she was moving in with them and digging in a little deeper into the relationship well that she was sure would eventually drown her.
When she pulled off her helmet Gage took it from her and helped her off the bike. “You look a little lost. What’s up?”
“Huh? Nothing. Just thinking.”
“Go on inside. We’ll get your stuff. No need for you to worry about it. You can unpack it all later,” Gage said.
“I can help, guys. I’m not helpless,” she pointed out.
“We want to do it. Just go watch the Animal Planet. There’s a ball game on later that we’re going to want to watch, so binge watch while you can,” Gage said with a wink.
Shay rolled her eyes and shook her head. She strode inside and grabbed a water out of the fridge after setting her helmet on the bench by the front door. She set on the couch and turned on the Animal Planet and divided her time between watching it and each time the guys made a trip up the stairs with her things.
When Maverick didn’t come back down for a little while, she started to go up to see what was taking him so long, but Gage intercepted her and sat with her on the couch nibbling at her neck.
“What are you watching?” he asked.
“It’s about big cats,” she said.
“Lions and tigers,” he said.
“And jaguars, and cheetahs,” she added.
Maverick finally walked downstairs with the empty boxes and bags. He walked to the back door and outside again.
“He unpacked my stuff, didn’t he,” she said.
“Yeah. He was dead set on doing it,” Gage said.
“That was like personal stuff,” she said with a frown.
“Yeah, well. He wanted to be sure it all got unpacked and put away. Plus, he didn’t want you to have to spend any time doing it. Now it’s all done and you can still enjoy Animal Planet time,” Gage said.
“I’m going to be mad at him, you know,” she said.
“That’s between you and him. I’m just an innocent bystander,”
“You kept me down here while he did it, so you’re not as innocent as you think, buster.”
“I didn’t physically hold you back,” Gage pointed out.
“Semantics.”
“Just saying.”
“What’s going on?” Maverick asked when he walked back inside.
“I’m mad at both of you for unpacking my things,” she said.
“I wanted to be sure you got everything unpacked without having to waste time doing it yourself,” Maverick said.
“You wanted to be sure it got unpacked and I didn’t keep any of it in bags or boxes,” she said, narrowing her eyes.
“That, too,” he said.
“That was personal stuff.”
“I closed my eyes for the really personal stuff like tampons and feminine wash and shit like that,” he said with a smile.
“Asshole.”
“Why are you mad at Gage? He didn’t do anything,” Maverick asked.
“He kept me down here so I wouldn’t go see what you were doing.”
“Caught on to that, did you?”
“Yep.”
“She got you, man,” Maverick said.
“I pointed out that I didn’t physically hold her down, but she’s not buying it,” Gage said with a shrug.
“So, are we like in the dog house?” Maverick asked.
“Oh, yeah,” she said, smirking.
“What does that mean?” Gage asked.
“Probably no sex,” Maverick said with a frown.
“No cooking either,” she added.
“What?” they asked together with feigned horror.
“That will teach you to do underhanded things around me again,” she said.
“What if we say we’re sorry? Will you cook at least?” Gage asked.
“Are you sorry?” she asked.
“We’re sorry you’re not cooking,” Maverick said.
“Mav. We’re sorry you went through her personal shit and all,” Gage said.
“Yeah. What he said,” Maverick said.
Shay couldn’t hold back the laughter at their poor effort at groveling. “Fine. I’ll cook after tomorrow. Tonight and tomorrow night we’re having sandwiches. Live with it.”
They both groused, but didn’t try and change her mind. They knew they’d been in the wrong. She was so glad she didn’t keep a vibrator among her personal things. Yeah, it sucked not to have one when she was especially needy some nights, but at times like this, she was relieved. It was bad enough that he’d seen her personal hygiene stuff.
When the basketball game started, she went upstairs to see where Maverick had put her things and found that not only were her things now in the master bedroom but theirs were, as well. She smiled to see theirs were neatly stacked in drawers next to hers and that she had one whole closet with like four things in it while they were sharing the other walk-in closet. She poked around in the bathroom for her things and noted that Maverick had plugged in her hair dryer for her and even sat out her shampoo and conditioner in the shower.
She felt her eyes tear up at the little things he’d done like leave her razor on the shelf next to the shampoo. He’d made sure she felt at home there. It meant more to her than he would ever know. A little more of her fell for them. A little more of that resolve she had to leave slid away. If she wasn’t careful, she was going to have to prepare herself to hurt instead of to leave. Then again, it was going to hurt to leave anyway.
 
* * * *
 
Over the next week, Shay found herself drawn closer and closer to the two men. They teased her and argued with her until she was either laughing or throwing her hands up in the air in defeat. Either way, they were getting under her skin more and more each day. She found that they fit together, the three of them. It was almost like they’d been made for each other. How could three people fit so seamlessly together like that?
Sunday afternoon she took them shopping for groceries for the next week. You would have thought she was taking Maverick to an amusement park. He was that excited. Gage just shook his head and came along.
“You just want us to carry the bags back and forth,” he said.
“There’s that,” she had agreed.
“So what’s first?” Maverick asked. “The meat?”
“No. Meat and produce are always last. Meat is temperature sensitive, and produce is tender and easily bruised,” she told him.
“Who knew there were rules for grocery shopping?” Gage said.
“Yeah, we’ve been doing it backwards all this time,” Maverick pointed out.
Shay laughed and shook her head. Men always went to the meat first. It was in their nature to hunt. She steered them toward the canned aisles and began filling the cart with what she’d need for the next week. By the time they finished, the cart was full and the men were bored. They’d started reading off labels and making fun of them, much to some of the other shoppers’ amusement. Shay had just laughed and said she couldn’t take them anywhere.
Once they’d checked out, the guys loaded the groceries into the truck while she waited. She noticed that halfway through Maverick nearly dropped a bag and Gage took over while Maverick held the cart. Shay didn’t say a thing but felt for him. She knew it upset him when his hands acted up.
Gage took the driver’s seat while Maverick helped her up from the passage side then slid in next to her. She immediately fastened her seat belt then pulled Maverick’s hand over to her lap to hold on to it as if nothing was wrong. She could feel his fingers twitching, but she didn’t say a word.
By the time they made it to the house, the twitching had disappeared, and Maverick was gripping her hand as tightly as she’d gripped his. He helped unload the bags while she put the items away in the kitchen. It didn’t take long at all with the three of them working together to have everything done. Gage tossed the plastic bags into the recycle sack and pulled out two beers and a Diet Coke for her.
“How about sitting out on the deck and watching the sunset?” Gage suggested.
“I like that idea,” Shay said.
Maverick opened his beer and nodded, nudging Shay toward the stairs.
Shay followed Gage with Maverick following her. They stepped out on the deck through the French doors off the master bedroom and sat on the lounge chairs with their drinks. The sun was hovering over the mountains in the distance, getting ready to sink behind them.
“It’s so pretty out here,” Shay whispered.
“It is, but why are you whispering?” Maverick asked.
“I don’t know. It just seems like you should,” she said.
“I get it,” Gage said. “It’s like being in church or something.”
“Like being in the presence of God,” Shay said.
They continued watching until the sun was nothing but a glow peeking from the mountain top.
“Better go in before the mosquitoes carry us off,” Gage said.
“I think I’ve already donated a pint of blood,” Shay complained.
“Why didn’t you say something before now?” Maverick growled. “I don’t want you to end up with some kind of disease.”
“Come on inside. No fussing,” Gage said.
“Next time we spray her before we go outside at night,” Maverick insisted.
“Fine. Now drop it,” Gage said.
“I’m an adult, not a child. I can make those decisions myself you know,” she snapped.
“You didn’t think about it either,” Maverick pointed out.
“I’ll think about it next time though. So stop babying me.”
Gage sighed and pulled her into his arms and silenced her with a kiss. It was how he normally stopped them from arguing. He kissed her into silence. As kisses went, it was always a good kiss. It usually led to heavy petting which ended up with them in bed or on the couch which led to sex. She couldn’t complain about his methods at all.
 
Chapter Eleven
 
Shay lay there long after the guys had gone to sleep thinking about her situation. Their soft snores were comforting to her, and that made it even more important for her to think about what she was going to do. She was falling for them. She recognized the signs for what they were.
The last time she’d fallen for someone he’d taken that love and thrown it in her face with her best friend. She’d sworn she’d never let someone get that close to her again, and look what she’d done. She’d gone and let two people get that close to her.
I’m in so much trouble. I love them. I have to admit it. They’ve slowly wormed their way into my heart and have me hooked on them. What am I going to do?
Shay didn’t know. She could leave now. She didn’t really have enough money yet, but in another month she would, but that would kill her to leave them now. Would it hurt any worse to wait them out until they got tired of her? Maybe, but did she even have the strength to leave now anyway?
Even if they wanted her to stay with them forever, would it even work long-term? Yeah, there were other threesomes up here on the mountain who seemed to have it working, but it didn’t mean that their relationship would. Any relationship took hard work. A threesome would take even more work to make it work. Was she up for that kind of commitment?
Did she care about one of them more than the other one? Shay thought about it, and she couldn’t say that she did. She cared about them differently. Gage was more fun-loving and was easier to talk to. She liked to talk to him about his games and the Animal Planet. Maverick was her cooking buddy. Though he didn’t talk much, he was a good helper. She knew he was self-conscious about his hands, and she got that. She was extra careful not to draw attention to them. He had a playful side to him at times, and she enjoyed it when it came out.
No, she didn’t like or care about one of them over the other.
She wouldn’t choose one of them other the other.
Did that mean a threesome would work between them? Maybe they did have a chance. Shay hoped so because she was in it now for better or worse. She couldn’t walk away if she wanted to, and it looked like she didn’t want to.
The next morning she woke to find that the guys had already gotten up and dressed, leaving her in bed to sleep in. She smiled and stretched. She could get used to lying in sometimes. After showering, she pulled on shorts and a tank then slipped into her tennis shoes and went in search of the guys. She found Gage eating a sandwich in the kitchen with a scowl on his face.
“What’s up?” she asked.
“Nothing. Just annoyed ’cause Maverick cooked eggs for himself but didn’t bother to cook any for me,” he said.
“Why didn’t you cook your own?” she asked.
“Cause I always burn them.”
“I could have cooked some for you. All you had to do was wake me up, Gage.”
“You needed your sleep. I didn’t have to have eggs. It was just the fact that Maverick snickered as he ate his eggs in front of me,” Gage said.
Shay bit back a smile. “I think that would have pissed me off, too.”
“Damn right it did.”
“Next time, wake me up and I’ll fix pancakes for you guys, okay?” she asked.
Gage’s eyes grew wide as saucers. “You bet. You’re going to be early tonight so you can get up in the morning.”
Shay giggled. “We’ll see how that works out for you.”
“How what works out?” Maverick walked in with a cup and refilled it with coffee.
“Nothing,” Gage said, looking over at Shay as if to tell her to not spill the beans.
Shay winked at him and didn’t say a word.
“How did you sleep, babe?” Maverick asked, pulling her into a one-armed hug.
“Great. Thanks for letting me sleep in this morning.”
“You needed your rest. No reason for you to get up early when you don’t have anything to do,” Maverick said.
“What are you doing this morning?” she asked.
“Working on that seascape. Taking some time to get it roughed out,” he said.
“What about you, Gage?”
“Testing the new alien game I finished last week. It’s got some bugs I need to iron out before I send it to my beta testers,” he said.
“Both of you are busy. Sounds like a day for reading to me. I’ll curl up on the couch and find me a good thriller to read,” Shay said.
“You can always sit out in the shop and read out there,” Maverick said.
“There’s a chair in the office with me you can read in, too,” Gage said.
Shay smiled. “Maybe I’ll divide up my time and read in the morning with you, Maverick, and in the afternoon with you, Gage. How’s that? If you’re too noisy I’ll read in the living room though. Just putting that out there for you.”
Maverick chuckled. “Gage, you may have a problem with that part.”
Gage frowned. “How about if I give you some noise-canceling earphones? Will that work?”
“Maybe,” she laughed.
“Come on, babe. I’ll set you up out in the shop,” Maverick said.
“Go on ahead. I’ve got to get my e-reader. I’ll be right there,” she said.
She waited until he was gone then gave Gage a hug and a kiss. “I’ll see you this afternoon. We’ll work something out.”
“Have fun reading, sweetheart.” He kissed her back before she ran for the living room to get her e-reader.
When she walked into the shop, it was to find Maverick positioning a chair to one side of the sculpture he was working on. He had a blanket covering the chair and a pillow on it.
“What are you doing?” she asked.
“I didn’t want you to sit where the wood would hit you when I’m cutting, and I didn’t know if you might need a pillow or not,” he said.
“Thanks. I’ll be fine.”
“Just let me know if you need anything. There’s water and beer in the fridge.” He snapped his fingers. “I’ll go get some Diet Cokes and put in there for you. I didn’t think about that.”
“You can do that another time. I’m fine for now, Maverick. Really.”
“You sure?”
“I’m sure.”
“Okay. I get kind of into it when I’m working, so you may need to yell at me if you need me,” he said.
“Okay, but I won’t need you. I can take care of myself.”
“I know.”
He smiled at her then bent over and kissed her sweetly on the lips. Her heart fluttered like a moth at a light bulb before he pulled back and smiled. Then he returned to his sculpture and got to work.
He was right. Once he was working he was centered and focused on what he was working on. Shay watched him for a few minutes then opened her e-reader and lost herself in her book. Oddly enough it was him who had to snap his fingers between her face and her e-reader to get her attention later.
“It’s lunch time. Ready to eat?” Maverick asked.
“What? Really? What time is it?” she asked.
“Nearly one. Lost track of time, did you?” He laughed.
“I guess so.” She stood and stretched, enjoying how her muscles felt as she did.
“How about grilled cheese instead of cold sandwiches?” she asked.
“I’m in. I’m sure Gage will be happy with that, as well. I’ll get him when they’re about ready. No need to bother him until it’s about ready,” Maverick said.
Shay made quick work of cooking up a batch of grilled cheese sandwiches to go with tomato soup. While Maverick went to get Gage, she poured ice tea for them and waited on them to return. Gage looked just as glassy-eyed as she was sure she’d looked when Maverick had pulled her out of her book earlier.
“Wow, grilled cheese. Can’t wait. I was dreading ham sandwiches again,” Gage said.
“Real cheese and not that processed stuff, too,” Maverick told him.
“Hot damn. I knew there was a reason we wanted you to move in with us,” Gage said.
“See, I knew it was for my cooking and not my body. You guys lied to me,” she said, shaking her finger at them.
“I promise, babe. It was for your body. I promise,” Maverick said then hit Gage over the head.
She loved times like these when the three of them could joke around and enjoy the moments together. It felt so good. She felt at home with them and wanted to always have that feeling.
“Thanks for the sandwiches, sweetheart,” Gage said. “I really was getting tired of cold ones.”
“No problem. I figured you were. I’m thinking tomorrow I’ll cook some individual potpies for lunch. I haven’t made them in years.” Shay nearly burst out laughing at Gage’s face. He looked like he was going to pass out.
“Really? Something like a real meal at lunch? What can I get for you? Do you want a new dress? Some perfume? Anything?” he asked.
“Silly.”
“I’m serious. I’ll give you anything you want if you’ll cook for us like that,” he said.
“How about you just keep being you,” Shay said, kissing him lightly on the lips. “That’s all I want.”
He smiled and pulled her into his arms. “I can do that. No problem at all.”
 
* * * *
 
Shay relaxed against the couch as the guys watched some game on TV. They were sitting on either side of her while she read. The game wasn’t bothering her, but she couldn’t get into the book. She was too aware of them. Their bodies close to hers and the way they smelled all woodsy and male. They were touching her, reminding her of how good it felt to be touched by them when they made love to her each night.
She was quickly becoming hooked on them. She’d originally planned to have a quick affair with them then move on before they could hurt her, but she could see now that would never have worked. They’d gotten under her skin and woven some kind of magic that had her trapped. Was that a bad thing? Right now it wasn’t. As long as they wanted her she was fine with it, but what would happen when they got tired of her? What was she going to do then?
“Are we being too loud for you to read, babe?” Maverick asked.
“Huh? Oh, no. I’m just not interested enough to read, I guess. I’m going to go upstairs and take a bath,” Shay said.
“You feeling okay?” Gage asked, looking over at her with a frown.
“Yes. I’m fine. I’m just feeling like a hot bath. I’ll see you guys later when you come to bed. Okay?” she asked.
“Okay. We’ll be up right after the ballgame,” Gage said.
Shay leaned over and kissed Gage on the cheek then Maverick before standing and setting her e-reader on the coffee table and walking toward the stairs. She walked into the bedroom and just stood there for a moment, amazed at how at home she felt in it already. She felt like it was as much hers as theirs now, and she’d only been there a few weeks.
She strolled across the room to the bathroom and turned on the water in the tub, adjusting it to the right temperature. She added some of her favorite vanilla and lavender bath salts. A nice hot bath would help her relax. She’d had trouble sleeping the last few nights and wasn’t sure why. It was like she was waiting for the other shoe to drop or something.
History always repeated itself in her book. Usually when things were going well for her something happened to screw it all up for her, and she was just waiting for something to happen. It had to be that. She sighed and began to undress then put her hair up in a messy bun. As soon as the water was ready, she turned it off and slid in, adjusting the pillow on the back so she could rest her head without getting her hair wet.
Shay closed her eyes and let her mind drift and her body relax. When the water started to cool off, she let some out and added hot water to bring it back up to the right temperature again. So what if she ended up with prune skin? She needed this.
“Are you still in the bath? Aren’t you freezing?” Gage asked, startling her.
She nearly slipped beneath the water at his sudden appearance.
“You scared me,” she accused. “And no. I’m not cold. I kept adding hot water.”
“Sorry. I was worried about you when I found you still in the tub. Are you ready to get out now?” he asked.
“Yeah, I guess so. Where’s Maverick?” she asked.
“Locking up downstairs. He’ll be up in a few,” Gage said.
“Hand me a towel, please.”
Gage grabbed one out of the cabinet and opened it wide for her to step into. Then he rubbed her down to dry her off. It felt good to have him massaging her body as he did so. When he was finished, he threw the towel into the dirty clothes hamper and pulled her into his arms.
“Let’s get you under the covers before you get chilled. Don’t want you to catch a cold. I need to take a shower then I’ll join you,” Gage said.
“Wake me up if I fall asleep.”
“I will.”
She climbed into the bed and let him tuck her in before he walked into the bathroom and started the shower. Seconds later, Maverick walked in.
“You still awake, babe?”
“Hey. Yeah. I was still in the tub when Gage came up. I just got in the bed. He’s in the shower,” she said.
“I bet he lectured you on catching cold, didn’t he,” Maverick said with a chuckle.
“Yeah, but I kept adding hot water so I wasn’t going to get sick. I’m not stupid,” she said.
“Hey, didn’t say you were. But it’s easy to fall asleep and let the water cool off on you.”
“I know.” Shay sighed. “I’ve done that before.
“I’m going to go use the other shower so I can get into bed sooner. You look sleepy. Bet you’re asleep by the time I get back,” Maverick said.
“I’ll be awake. Missed you guys,” she said.
“Missed you, too, babe. See you in a few.” Maverick strolled out the door.
Shay struggled to keep her eyes open as the shower shut off. She was bound and determined to be awake when Gage returned to the bedroom, but after blinking a few times, she didn’t manage to open her eyes the last time and never heard him walk into the room again.
Chapter Twelve
 
Early Sunday morning Shay nodded off on the way home, sitting between Gage and Maverick. The night had been wild. She had no idea where everyone had come from, but they’d been slammed with customers and her feet ached as did her shoulders. When they made it home, Maverick had to wake her up to unfasten her seat belt and scoot her out of the truck.
“Sorry, babe, but my hands are giving me trouble tonight. I’m afraid if I try and carry you I’ll drop you,” he said in a strained voice.
“S’okay. I need to wake up so I can shower. Can’t stand sleeping with all this cigarette smoke in my hair,” she said around a yawn.
“Let’s get you upstairs,” Gage said.
The three of them walked inside. Gage locked the door behind them and turned off the lights as they made their way upstairs.
“You sure you’re going to be okay to shower?” Maverick asked.
“Hmm? Maybe someone should shower with me to be sure I don’t fall,” she said with a smirk.
“I could do that,” he said.
“No shenanigans in the shower. It’s too dangerous,” Gage called out from the bedroom.
“Shower sex? Were we talking about shower sex?” Shay asked, batting her eyelashes at Maverick?
“I wasn’t. Were you?” he asked, straight faced.
Shay burst out laughing then turned on the shower and started peeling out of her clothes. “You can wash my hair. My arms are about done for the night.”
“I can do that,” he said.
Shay moaned in ecstasy as Maverick lathered her hair and gently massaged her scalp with his blunt fingers. It felt so good to have someone else wash her hair. He ran his thumbs up her neck onto her scalp then all over her scalp once more. By the time he rinsed her head she was a mass of rubbery muscles, nearly unable to stand upright.
“You’ve got to stand up straight if you’re going to finish rinsing off, Shay,” he said with a chuckle.
“You’ve ruined me. I don’t have a bone left in my body. Rinse me off so I can go get into bed before I fall down,” she said, holding on to him.
Maverick laughed and used the sprayer to finish rinsing her off. “Can you handle drying off while I wash or do I need to get out with you?” he asked.
“I can do it. Just point me in the right direction to get out,” she said with a yawn.
“You sure about that?”
“Smart ass. Move over.” Shay climbed out of the shower and grabbed a towel. By the time she’d dried off and dried her hair with the blow dryer, she was wide awake again and feeling pretty good. Her shoulders still ached, but she wasn’t as listless as earlier.
Gage walked in with just a towel wrapped around his waist. He’d evidently used the other shower.
“Hey, sweetness. How are you feeling?” he asked.
“Pretty good. Maverick gave me an amazing shampoo job. My scalp is still tingling,” she said.
Gage pulled her into his arms and kissed her. Instantly her blood heated as he awakened the lust that was always just below the surface where they were concerned. Her pussy slickened with her need for them. Gage’s kisses always awakened that need deep inside of her. She moaned into his mouth as his tongue twined with hers. She sucked on it before he withdrew and ended the kiss.
“Damn, you make me want to bend you over and bury myself inside you every time I touch you,” Gage said.
“What’s stopping you?” she asked in a raspy voice.
He nipped at her chin then kissed his way to her ear. He whispered in her ear.
“Right now, Maverick. Need him with us this time. Next time, don’t count on me waiting.”
Shay wasn’t sure what that meant. Maybe when she wasn’t so crazed with need she’d ask him what he meant by that. Right then, she didn’t care. She just wanted Maverick to hurry up so they could fuck.
Finally he appeared, buck naked and obviously hard. He strode into the room toweling his hair dry. He took one look at her and Gage and dropped the towel and pulled Shay into his arms for a kiss. Kiss was too tame of a word for it. It was a claiming. He branded her as his. He took her mouth in a searing kiss that burned its way all the way to her soul. He thrust his tongue inside of her mouth, sucking on hers until she thought she’d pass out. Then he made his way down her chin, her jaw, to her ear where he sucked her earlobe and bit it.
“Want you, baby girl. Gonna let us have you tonight? Both of us at the same time?” he asked.
“What?” she asked.
Shay didn’t understand what he was asking. She was still back there with his kiss. It had just about turned her world upside down. She couldn’t think straight after that.
“We want to take you at the same time. Both be inside you, fucking you at the same time, Shay. Will you let us?” Maverick asked.
“I—I don’t understand how you can do that?” Then it hit her. “Oh, you mean anal sex?”
“Right. One of us will be in your sweet ass, and the other will be in that hot little pussy of yours,” he said.
Gage caged her in from the back. “I’m taking your tight ass while Maverick is going to be in your pussy. Is that okay with you, Shay?”
“I’m willing to try, but I’m not sure if I can handle it or not, guys. I mean, isn’t it going to hurt?” she asked.
“If we do it right, it will only hurt for a few seconds. We’ll be careful. We don’t want to hurt you, babe,” Maverick said.
“Trick is lots of lube and patience,” Gage said. “I promise I’ll use both.”
“Okay. I want you both,” she said.
“Sweetest words I’ve ever heard,” Gage said.
“Climb up on the bed, babe,” Maverick said.
Maverick climbed up next to her then pulled her over on top of him. He rolled on a condom then had her line him up with her slit.
“Nice and slow, babe. Slide down nice and slow. I want to feel you take me,” Maverick said.
Shay slowly slid down his hard cock, feeling every inch of him fill her up. By the time she was flush with his pelvis, she was gasping for air. The sensation of being filled always got to her. She lifted back up then dropped down again, faster this time.
“Fuck, baby. That feels good,” Maverick bit out in a hoarse voice.
She slowly slid up and down his thick shaft over and over, playing with her breasts as Maverick watched her. She pulled and twisted on her nipples as she rode his cock. It was wild and wonderful, then Gage rubbed her back.
“Lean over Maverick and let me get you ready, sweetness,” he said.
She leaned over Maverick’s chest and he held her with his arms wrapped around her. She instantly tensed, but he rubbed her back and whispered in her ear to relax.
“Just relax, babe. He’s just going to add lube and finger you first. Nothing’s going to happen without him telling you first,” Maverick said.
“This is lube, babe. It’s a little cool.” Something cold dropped on her back hole, then Gage’s finger was massaging it all around her hole. He dipped in a little but didn’t press inside. More lube hit her there, and again he massaged it in.
“Going to add a finger to your ass now, Shay. You’ll feel a little pressure, but it shouldn’t hurt,” he said.
Shay felt more lube, but this time he used his finger to press it inside her ass. He pressed his finger in and out of her back hole. It didn’t hurt, but she could feel it moving in and out of her back there. He added more lube.
“I’m going to add a second finger, Shay. It’s going to pinch and maybe burn a little. Shouldn’t last long, but it will hurt a little. Let me know if you can’t handle it, okay?” he asked.
“Okay,” she said in a small voice.
More lube hit her ass, and then there were two fingers pressing her back hole to gain entry. He was right—it hurt. Mostly it burned, but the pain was there. She nearly asked him to stop, but then it gave way to a slight pinch and the pain was pretty much gone. He pulled almost all the way out with the two fingers then pushed them back in again. He did this over and over, adding more lube as he went until she was moving with him. It began to feel almost good. Then he removed them and added more lube.
“You’re ready, Shay. I’m going to fuck this sweet, hot ass of yours now. Just push out when I start to enter you. Okay? Push out and relax as much as you can for me,” Gage said.
Shay still wasn’t sure about this, but she was going to try. Maverick hadn’t said anything so far and was still holding her to his chest. Now he rubbed her back as Gage fitted his dick at her back hole and began to press against it. The burn was back as he slowly entered her. It was almost unbearable until he popped through the tight, resistant ring and surged deeper into her ass.
She gasped as he entered her then huffed out a breath at the pinch of pain. Then he was moving and so was Maverick. They seemed to trade places. First Maverick pulled out then Gage moved out and Maverick surged back in. They ping-ponged back and forth with one pulling out and the other moving in until she was burning up with a fire so hot she was sure she would be consumed before she finally came.
All she could do was lay there and let them use her between them. It felt so good. Different, but good. Real good. She’d never felt anything like it. This was the first time she felt like the three of them were truly a unit. This was what they meant about being a family. She felt tears prick at her eyes. They weren’t because it hurt but because it was special.
“Fuck, you feel fantastic,” Gage said. “So damn tight. Hot and tight. Not going to last long, sweetness.”
“I’ve got her,” Maverick said. “She’s got me by the balls here. I’m not far behind you.”
The next thing she knew, Maverick was rubbing her clit and she was screaming her release as a thousand watts of light seared her eyes shut and an ocean of water rolled over her, sending her crashing to the earth as she came apart.
When she finally regained some form of normalcy again, she found herself flat on her stomach with Gage cleaning her back end up and Maverick rubbing her back as he lay next to her.
“You okay, babe?” he asked.
“I think so. Ask me in a few days,” she said.
He chuckled. “That was amazing, wasn’t it?”
“I don’t have words to describe it,” she finally said.
Gage climbed on the bed on the other side of her. “I didn’t hurt you, did I?” he asked.
“No. There was a little pain, but it went away and it started feeling really good after a while. I never knew it could feel good like that,” she said.
“You do understand that you’re it for us now, right? We want you to be our woman forever,” Gage said.
“We want to marry you. Make you our wife,” Maverick said.
“Forever? Are you sure?”
“More sure of this than anything we’ve ever been sure of before,” Gage said.
Shay couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Here she’d been sure they would eventually get tired of her and want her to leave, and they were talking about forever. Her heart soared at the thought of forever. She’d been too scared to let her think about what falling for them had meant to her. Now she knew that she loved them and wouldn’t admit it.
“Marry me? How does that even work?” she asked.
“You’ll marry Maverick because he’s the oldest, then we’ll have a ceremony up here on the mountain with our friends, and we’ll all three get married and pledge our love to each other. I can’t wait for you to meet the others,” Gage said. “You’ll love them.”
“I can’t wait. Really? You’re asking me to marry you?” she asked again.
“Yes. Do you want us to get on our knees?” Gage asked.
“No. I’m just surprised. I was afraid you’d get tired of me and want me to leave at some point. That’s what usually happens. People usually leave me or want me to leave,” she said.
“We’ll never leave you or ask you to leave, babe. We love you,” Maverick said.
“I love you,” Gage said, giving her a kiss as she turned over to stare at them.
Maverick pulled her closer to him and kissed her in the sweetest kiss she’d ever received from him. “I love you with all my tarnished heart.”
Tears filled her eyes. She looked at one then the other of them. “I love you both so much. I’ve been so afraid I’d lose you. I thought I could mess around with you for a while then leave and keep going. Then I realized I wasn’t going to be able to leave and just hoped that when you got tired of me I could survive without you. I can’t believe you love me.”
“You are it for us, Shay. We want the rest of our lives with you. We’ll watch those sunsets together for the rest of our lives. You can cook for us and we’ll wash your hair and give you massages and you can cook for us and we’ll…” Gage stopped when Shay interrupted him.
“I get it now. You need a cook and think that by marrying me you have one. You think you’ve pulled the wool over my eyes,” she said, narrowing her eyes at Gage.
His eyes grew wide. Shay burst out laughing. “Got you.”
He laughed and pulled her into a hug. “I love you.”
“I love you, too.”
“What about me?” Maverick asked, turning her toward him. “Don’t I get some loving?”
“Of course you do. I love you just as much, Maverick.” She hugged him and laid her head on his chest. “I love listening to your heartbeat. It’s always so strong sounding.”
“I love you, babe. Love waking up to you wrapped around me every morning. Not so down with Gage’s arm over yours on my chest, but I’m learning to live with it,” Maverick said.
“What?” Gage asked.
“Yeah. When I wake up in the mornings, Shay is draped over my chest and you’re draped over her back so your arm is over my chest with hers. Really disconcerting,” Maverick said.
“Fuck.”
“Yep,” Shay said. “I love you guys more than anything.”
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