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  Chapter One


  


  Brooke Wallace eyed her opponent with extreme suspicion. According to the owner, she wasn’t the first person to go up against the beast.


  She intended to be the last.


  The pony had gorgeous lines, lots of power, a perfect, flawless coat.


  But the damned carburetor just absolutely refused to cooperate, no matter how many times it’d been rebuilt in the past.


  She stared down into the 1964-1/2 Mustang’s engine compartment. The owner, a retiree from Michigan, stood next to her and nervously rocked back and forth from one foot to another.


  “I mean,” he said, a nervous talker, “the last guy said I needed to just pull it and put on an Edelbrock, or a Holley, or something, but I really don’t want to. It’s not about the money. I want to keep it original. That’s kind of the whole point of having a pristine, original show car.”


  “I agree,” Brooke said. “It’s not like you’re racing it.”


  “Oh, hell no,” the guy said. “Are you kidding me? Do you know how much that paint job cost to have it match the original? And the interior? My wife wanted to kill me when I bought the enclosed car hauler for it. I told her no way in hell am I towing it on a dolly or an open trailer.”


  “I don’t blame you.”


  “She’s like, ‘It’s a car. Drive it.’ I’m like, ‘No, it’s a cherry and very rare Ford Mustang that is worth a whole lot of money. No way in hell am I driving it any more than I have to. Damn sure not from Michigan to Florida.”


  She turned to him. “Mr. Keller, I promise we’ll take good care of it. We store all our cars inside. That’s why we work by appointment only.”


  “Your shop came highly recommended by the local car club,” he said. “I’ll admit I was a little skeptical at first when I realized you’re a woman. No offense. But everyone said I’d be a fool to bring it anywhere but to you. Take as long as you need with it, and whatever it costs.”


  “If I can’t rebuild it, I’ll find you a carb with matching numbers,” she said. “That might take a while, but I agree in your case you want to keep it all original. If you already had mods, then an aftermarket carb would be the easy and cheaper fix.”


  She led him inside the office and filled out a work order estimate, giving her a dollar range to work within before needing further confirmation from him.


  In Rick Keller’s case, no further authorization was needed. He didn’t care what it cost, as long as he got it back running perfectly and with an original carburetor that matched his car’s VIN number.


  I guess retired hedge fund CEOs can afford that.


  As he signed the work order, he glanced up, finally noticing the wall behind the counter, including some of the pictures hanging there. “Oh, were you in the service?”


  She realized what picture he must be looking at. “Yes,” she answered without looking up from where she was entering his info into the computer. “Army.” Her dad had put up the pics, and she hadn’t yet had the heart to remove them.


  “I was in the Marines,” he said. “Did a tour in Iraq. Senior’s war,” he added. “Then went to college. Wow, archery, huh? When did you do that?”


  “Started in middle school. I was in SCA in high school, did some competing.”


  “That’s cool. Is that your dad in those?” He pointed.


  Now she did glance over. “Yes, that’s him.”


  “One of the guys in the car club said he had a stroke or something. How’s he doing?”


  She wished “the guys” wouldn’t talk quite so much about her personal business. Or that Keller would stop asking so many questions. “He’s okay. Has good days and bad ones. Mostly good now, fortunately.”


  It had nearly broken her heart when her father had voluntarily decided he wanted to move into an ALF community two years earlier. There, he had his own apartment, including a kitchen. The community offered lots of activities, outings, and provided both a shuttle bus to local stores as well as a private car service for residents for things like doctor appointments, or if they needed to go someplace else.


  And some of the residents still drove, and took her father places when she needed to be at the shop. Plus his retired friends were always happy to pick him up and drive him places.


  It left her with an empty house and an empty heart, but her father had insisted he didn’t want to saddle her with him and his care. That maybe, one day, he’d heal up enough to move back home.


  She suspected he wanted his independence away from her. That he thought his presence in the house was keeping her from her own life, which couldn’t be farther from the truth.


  Especially since during the six months before he’d moved out, he’d kept talking about how if he wasn’t living there she could get out more, go meet people. Get involved in archery or SCA again.


  The truth was, she didn’t have the heart to. Not anymore. She needed to work, for obvious reasons. Needed to pay the bills. Wanted to keep the shop open since he couldn’t work there anymore.


  The insurance settlement from the car accident that had killed her mother and caused her father’s injuries, which had eventually led to his stroke a few years later, had paid for her father’s apartment with plenty to pay off the house and his continuing care. Plus he now received Social Security disability payments, and his long-term disability insurance helped, too.


  She had her monthly benefits from the Army, thanks to the IED which had blown up the vehicle she’d been riding in.


  Unfortunately, she’d been the only one in her vehicle to escape with her life. It had also ended her military career eight weeks after arriving in-country in Afghanistan, two years into her service.


  Her parents had been on their way, driving up from Florida to pick her up from her final discharge from Walter Reed, when they’d had their car accident.


  After she finally got Keller out the office door, she closed and locked it behind him. Standing there for a moment, she watched him pull out through the gate with his large truck and car hauler trailer. Then she walked out back, rolled down the bay door, and locked it, securing the Mustang inside.


  She had three long-term projects right now, including this pony. And a long-term waiting list a mile long. She classified jobs by the estimated time needed to finish them.


  Quickies could be knocked out in a day or less and were worked in around other jobs. Detailed meant it would take a few days to a week to complete if there were no unexpected issues. Long-term meant a week or more, usually more, and with expected complications.


  Keller had first contacted her four months earlier, and she’d had to relegate him to the long-term waiting list since she didn’t expect the repair to be a quick fix based on what he’d told her about it. There would be four quickie jobs coming in tomorrow morning. Brooke had two part-timers who worked three to four days a week each, retirees who did it for the love of the work more than the money. They each had their specialties, and she didn’t need them there full-time.


  It kept her busy, and kept them busy, too.


  Much to the appreciation of their wives, it also kept their retired husbands out of the house more often, and out of their hair.


  But Brooke didn’t want to do anything else. It was her life, it was her work, and most importantly of all, it was her sanity.


  


  * * * *


  


  After completing the day’s paperwork, Brooke made one last patrol of the shop and grounds, checking the bay doors were all locked and secured, and everything was shut off that needed to be shut off. She set the alarm system before locking the office and getting in her Jeep Cherokee. Then she pulled through the gate and rolled it shut behind her, locking that, too.


  Twenty minutes later, a little after seven in the evening, she arrived home. Just east of I-75 and south of Bee Ridge Road, she’d been born and raised in this house in Sarasota. She didn’t want to live anywhere else. Built in the late 70s, it had been her parents’ first home after they got married.


  Her cat, Dixon, lay sprawled out on the couch, the TV on.


  “You little bastard,” she lightly joked. “You did it again, didn’t you?”


  The orange tabby let out a maow she knew meant he was mocking her. This was the third time in two weeks she’d come home to find the TV on. It was now an interesting experiment. Several times, he’d accidentally turned the TV on, or changed the channel, by stepping on the remote while she was at home, so she knew it was him.


  Plus she had an alarm system. It wasn’t like someone broke into her house just to turn on her TV and not steal anything.


  He stood, stretched, and jumped off the couch to follow her down the hallway to her bedroom, where he jumped up on the bed. The cat had adopted her two years earlier when he was barely six weeks old, showing up on her front porch one stormy Sunday night just before The Walking Dead aired.


  Hence his name. He was one badass little mofo. She had no clue where he’d come from, but she’d heard his plaintive mewling and brought him in, drying him off and cleaning him up, locking him in the bathroom while she hit record on the cable DVR box and ran to Walmart for kitten supplies.


  She did not miss The Walking Dead for just anyone.


  So she and her badass little mofo kitten had watched that and The Talking Dead an hour later than usual, with him curled up, warm and dry and with a tummy full of canned food, on her tummy on the couch.


  That had happened two weeks after her father had moved into his apartment, and her loneliness had been stifling. She’d named him Daryl Dixon, or Dixon, for short. Sometimes he was DD, or D2. Or D-bag on occasion, when he did something like yak a hairball up in the middle of her bed.


  Which was a rare event, fortunately. Her badass little mofo kitten was a gentleman, if a bit scruffy, like his namesake.


  It was just her and Dixon, together, against the world.


  I’m pitiful.


  She’d stepped out of the shower and had her freshly washed long, brown hair wrapped in a towel when her cell phone rang.


  “If you tell me you and Dixon are staying home and watching TV tonight, I’m coming over and spanking your ass myself.”


  Brooke sank onto the bed, Dixon shoving his head against her hand and looking for affection. “I’m sorry, Eliza. I’m just not in the mood for company.”


  Her friend had been bugging her for weeks to join her and her husband, Rusty, and some of their friends for dinner.


  “That’s what you say every time I ask you to go out. I’m done with your excuses. We’ll be there in twenty minutes. If I have to have the barbarian haul you out of there butt-naked and dripping wet from the shower, I will. Which will really make for an interesting scene at the restaurant, but will at least get you out of that damn house for a few hours.”


  She closed her eyes. “You’re serious, aren’t you?”


  “Look at me. Do I not look serious? Well, okay, you can’t look at me. Hey, Rusty! Tell her what I look like!”


  It sounded like she must have held the phone up. She heard Rusty’s voice call back, “She’s serious, Brooke. I’d listen to her, if I were you.”


  Dammit. “If I go tonight, will you get off my case for a while?”


  “I’ll get off your damn case for a whole week, yes. Please?” Eliza’s voice changed, her tone sobering, gentling. “Sweetie, I’m worried about you. Please come to dinner with us tonight. Our treat, just for you having to put up with the aggravation of me bugging you.”


  “Okay, fine. That I will do.”


  “Good! Thank you. Hey, barbarian. You owe me an orgasm. She said yes.”


  In the background, it sounded like Rusty said, “Dammit.”


  “Why is he swearing?” Brooke asked.


  Eliza giggled. “Oh, it’s a win-win for him. I told him if I could talk you into going tonight, he owed me a forced orgasm scene.”


  She knew her friends were into BDSM. “I thought those were supposed to be fun.”


  “Uh, his forced orgasm, not mine.” Another giggle.


  “Ah.” She didn’t know how that worked, and in regards to her friends, wasn’t sure she wanted to.


  She liked Rusty, but not like that.


  “Get ready, honey,” Eliza said. “Casual. We’re on our way now.”


  The call ended.


  Brooke rubbed Dixon’s head. “Guess you’re eating alone tonight. Shall I leave the TV on for you and spare you the aggravation?”


  He shoved his head against her hand, purring loudly in response.


  Chapter Two


  


  “You ready to go?” Cody called out.


  “Yeah, in a minute.”


  Cody blew out an aggravated breath. “Then you’re not ready,” he muttered low enough so even the eagle-eared Justin couldn’t hear him. He perched on the arm of the couch and tried not to be bitchy, but he’d had a day from hell and was looking forward to spending some time with their friends tonight.


  This was the first time they’d gone out in nearly four weeks, besides work, grocery shopping, and home. The two of them had been involved in a massive construction project. Great for their bank accounts, but hell on their personal lives.


  After eight years together, he thought they’d have this relationship stuff down pat, but somehow they always ended up in this same spot. Stuck in a rut—not one serious enough to implode them, fortunately—bickering and sniping at each other while they dug their way out of it.


  Just to settle into another rut a few weeks later.


  Hell, they were still renting. They had been talking about building a house on the piece of property they’d picked up six years earlier, yet hadn’t had the time or energy—or sometimes the money—to do anything else about it. Five acres in southern Manatee County, with lots of trees and lots of privacy.


  Now the money wasn’t the issue, but the time and energy definitely were.


  They’d also lapsed into a rut physically. Neither of them had the time or energy to seek out another play partner. Not that they’d had the time—or energy—to get out to Venture, anyway. Or go to the munches. Hell, he couldn’t even remember the last time he’d logged onto FetLife.


  Right now, they’d spent more time at work than anywhere.


  Is this all there is?


  He loved Justin. And now that Florida’s gay marriage ban had finally fallen courtesy of the courts, they could actually talk about getting married.


  But…


  What happened to us?


  Maybe they needed to block out two weeks on their work schedules, take a vacation, and turn off their cell phones. Make the time to reconnect with each other instead of just falling into bed exhausted at the end of every day.


  Hell, when was the last time they’d actually made love, and not simply mutually jerked each other off in the shower?


  He couldn’t remember.


  How sad is that?


  Justin finally emerged from the bedroom. He looked handsome in casual khakis and a button-down, short-sleeved shirt that made Cody feel like a slob in comparison. He’d opted for jeans and a T-shirt. Justin’s short red hair was still damp from the shower, but looked styled nonetheless. And those green eyes of his always melted Cody’s cock in the good way.


  “Ready?” Cody asked.


  “Yep.”


  Cody knew he couldn’t very well say hold on, let me change shirts, after he’d hassled Justin about being ready.


  Justin stopped in the foyer and cocked his head at Cody. “What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing.” Cody rose and fished his keys out of his pocket as he walked toward Justin.


  “Are you okay?” Justin asked.


  “I’m fine.” But he had to stop when Justin put out a hand and planted it in the middle of Cody’s chest. Cody was two inches shorter than Justin’s six two, and he didn’t want to have to look up into Justin’s eyes.


  He knew his partner would spot the lie. Justin had a creepy sixth sense like that. Not creepy in the bad way, but preternaturally sensitive.


  “That’s not an ‘I’m fine’ tone of voice,” Justin said. “What’s wrong?”


  “The same thing that’s been wrong a lot lately,” Cody heard himself saying.


  “Whoa.” Justin grabbed Cody’s shoulders, forcing him to remain right there. “Dude, talk to me.”


  He finally looked up into Justin’s gaze. The concern he read there made him look away again. “We keep saying we’re not going to let ourselves get into a rut again, and we’re back in a rut again.”


  Justin’s voice dropped. “I know. I’m sorry.”


  “No, it’s as much my fault as it is yours.”


  “We’re a couple of workaholics.”


  “Yeah.”


  “How about this weekend we go to the club? We really need to start going on a regular basis again. And hitting the munches.”


  Cody didn’t respond.


  They were both Dominants. They’d discovered early on that sharing a male submissive didn’t work for them. Only took them three disasters and nearly ruining their relationship to figure that out.


  But they could easily share a woman, either in bed or on a bench. She was happy, they were happy.


  Unfortunately, it’d been nearly two years since their last bed partner had moved away because of her job. Since then, they had casually played at the club with others, but nothing that moved beyond the club doors into something more serious. Yes, they were gay, but they considered themselves pansexual rather than bisexual. It wasn’t the gender of a person, but the person themselves. With the right woman, there was nothing sexier to them than melting her to a puddle of goo under their hands and blowing her mind, leaving her begging for more.


  But they had a rule that had saved their relationship—anyone they took to bed, it had to be a full commitment on both their parts. They had to both be into her to that extent. And she had to be monogamous to them for the duration of the relationship.


  Which was okay, unless the woman thought she was going to get more than great scenes and even better sex from the men. They weren’t interested in being poly long-term.


  Hell, they barely had time for each other, much less a third.


  “Are you sure you want to go tonight?” Justin asked. “If you’d rather stay home, we can.”


  “No, I want to go. I miss our friends.” The two of them topped each other on occasion, in private. They considered it more a sadomasochistic dynamic, because neither submitted to the other.


  “Too bad Jackie’s met someone,” Justin said. “I’d suggest we fly out and visit her for two weeks.”


  “Yeah. I’d already thought about that.” Jackie had met a nice Dom via a munch group in Seattle. She was now happily monogamous with him, although the three of them were still on friendly terms with each other, and her new boyfriend.


  Justin released Cody’s hands, took the keys from him, and set them on the table in the entryway. Then he laced fingers with Cody and gently squeezed his hands.


  “I love you, dude,” Justin said. “Nothing’s going to change that. I think the fact that after eight years we’re still going strong means something.”


  “I love you, too. And yes, it does. I just hate when we get like this. I don’t want us to be in this position. I want us back.”


  Justin leaned in and kissed him. “We won’t stay late tonight,” he said. “We’ll eat, chat, and come home and spend some time together. Quality time. How’s that sound?”


  Cody finally smiled. “Sounds like a good plan.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Justin had suspected for the past several days that Cody was stewing over something. He knew from experience it was better to wait to nail him about it, to let him stew a little. If Justin tried to pick and poke and prod too soon, Cody would clam up and deny anything was wrong.


  Only after Cody’d had time to think on it for a while would he admit anything was bothering him.


  Now that it was out in the open, they could work on it together. Yes, they had a bad pattern of slipping into a rut. This latest slump since Jackie had amicably ended their relationship when she’d had to move for work was, admittedly, the longest and darkest rut they’d settled into. Not that they were fighting or anything, but there was a disconnect, a chasm which had started as a little fissure, but that had slowly widened between them.


  Justin hated it.


  They worked together, they lived together, they loved together. They were partners in every way.


  They worked for Sarton, a large construction firm. Cody was in charge of their electrical division, and Justin in charge of plumbing.


  Their friends and coworkers Max and Sean were the ones who’d accidentally let slip their involvement in BDSM, and had introduced them to that circle of friends.


  They could leave work at work, usually, and come home and not worry about it. Justin was glad they didn’t own their own business. That would be an additional level of stress on their relationship that might have broken them long before now.


  Justin picked up the keys, then looked at them. “I thought we were going to take the truck tonight?”


  Cody shrugged. “It doesn’t have air.”


  “So? I love the truck.”


  “You sure?”


  “Yeah.” Justin handed him the keys. “That’s why I parked off to the side, so you could back it out of the garage.”


  “Oh.” His expression brightened. “I’ll get the keys.”


  The 1969 Ford Fairlane Ranchero truck was Cody’s baby. It’d been his dad’s truck, then his uncle had owned it. Cody had bought it from his uncle several years earlier, and then spent two years restoring it. Rebuilt the engine and transmission, new interior, paint, bodywork—everything.


  That was another thing they hadn’t done lately, made the local car show circuit.


  Justin locked the front door and deadbolt, then walked down the hall to the door leading out to the garage and patiently waited while Cody grabbed the keys for the truck. When Cody returned, Justin opened the door and hit the button for the garage door opener.


  “I’ll set the alarm,” he told Cody. “You get it backed out.”


  Cody brushed a kiss across his lips and headed out, a smile on his face.


  For that alone, suffering a non-air-conditioned car ride through a warm, humid Sarasota evening was worth seeing that smile again.


  Something he hadn’t seen in far too long.


  Something he’d really missed.


  I need to try harder. For both of us.


  The truck almost sounded like it didn’t want to start at first, but then again, it had probably been over a month since they’d last run it.


  Then the V-8 caught and Cody let it idle for a moment before he backed it out into the driveway. Justin set the alarm and hurried out, hitting the button on his key fob to run the garage door down after he emerged.


  When Justin got in and slipped his seatbelt on, he remembered another reason he loved riding in the truck.


  A bench seat.


  Not something you saw in modern cars.


  They’d had some hot dates in this truck. Even went to a drive-in one night.


  Yes, the modern conveniences were nice.


  But you couldn’t beat a bench seat.


  Cody smiled at him before backing out of the driveway. “Ready?”


  Justin rolled down his window and opened the vent window. “Ready.” He reached over and laid a hand on Cody’s thigh, loving the feel of the warm denim under his palm.


  And the hot, hard thigh beneath it.


  Chapter Three


  


  “Who, exactly, will be there tonight?” Brooke asked Eliza from the backseat. “Are these kinky friends, gaming friends, or what?”


  “Yes,” Eliza said.


  Brooke unsuccessfully resisted the urge to roll her eyes at her friend. “That’s not helpful.” She didn’t enjoy going into a situation like this where she didn’t have a handle on who was who. Or was that who was whom?


  This is why I’m a mechanic, not a writer.


  “Well, it’s a mix,” Eliza said. “Some of them overlap in one or more areas. Assume everyone’s non-kinky, even though some of them are. There’s some LARPers, some people from SCA, some of our D&D friends, and a couple of kinksters. And yes, some of them check the boxes in more than one column.”


  “Again, not helpful.”


  “If I told you who was kinky, you’d avoid them.”


  Yes, I would. “No, I wouldn’t. I told you, I don’t have a problem with the kinky stuff. I had a problem with that one asshat that time who kept insisting I should play with him five minutes after we met when he didn’t even know if I was kinky or not.”


  “Yeah, sorry about that guy. He was never invited back to any functions locally, as far as I’m aware.”


  That had happened at a coffee time at a restaurant. Brooke and Eliza had been out shopping, and Eliza had talked Brooke into dropping by the event with her to grab dinner and meet some more of her friends.


  What Brooke was pretty sure had been an attempt on Eliza’s part to introduce Brooke to more people and draw her out of her self-imposed hermitage had backfired on her friend when the guy practically glued himself to Brooke, despite her telling him several times no thanks, not interested.


  Until she finally lost all patience with him and told him to go fuck himself.


  “I think Derrick banned him from the club,” Rusty said. “That dude pissed off more than one person that night.”


  “And Tilly was there,” Eliza said. “If someone comes off as a predator and she hears about it? That person might as well leave the area, because she will come down on them like a brick shit-house.”


  “Why is everyone afraid of Tilly?” Brooke asked. “I like her. She’s very nice.”


  Not only was Tilly nice, she was the funny kind of snarky. And as a former nurse, Tilly was one of the few people Brooke didn’t feel self-conscious talking to. Brooke had grown close to medical professionals during her recovery time, and even if not talking to them about medical matters, there was something comforting about knowing they had a vast well of knowledge under the surface.


  Both Rusty and Eliza burst out into peals of raucous laughter. “You just haven’t seen her at her feistiest,” Eliza said. “And you’ve never been on the receiving end of her ire.”


  “Lucky for you,” Rusty added.


  “I’d be more afraid of you,” Brooke said to Eliza. “You scare me. Tilly doesn’t.”


  “Try being married to her,” Rusty said. “You don’t know fear.”


  Eliza playfully backhanded his shoulder. “You watch yourself, buster.”


  He grinned. “What’s the fun in that?”


  They pulled into the parking lot at the restaurant. They were just getting out of Rusty’s car when two cute guys in a gorgeous, dark blue ’69 Fairlane Ranchero pulled into the parking space two down from theirs.


  As if drawn by a magnet, Brooke headed over toward them and their ride.


  “Uh-oh,” she heard Rusty say from behind her. “We just lost her.”


  “Relax,” Eliza said.


  The driver had slightly shaggy black hair, smoky brown eyes, and stood around six feet tall. His snug T-shirt and jeans hinted at a nice body. His passenger was a redhead with green eyes, a couple of inches taller than the driver.


  “Nice ride,” Brooke said, glad for any reason to delay her entry into the restaurant.


  Who says I can’t meet guys?


  “Thanks,” the driver said. “I put a lot of work into it.”


  “Original?”


  “Mostly. The upholstery and interior aren’t exact. But I didn’t mod it. I made some customizations, but nothing drastic. Mostly functional.”


  “Can I look under the hood?”


  The driver perked up. “Sure!” He started toward the front, but she was closer and found the latch immediately, popping it and raising the hood, the springs not even squeaking as she did.


  “Wow,” he said, sounding impressed. “Even I usually have to look for the latch.”


  She smiled. “I’m a professional. Don’t try this at home.”


  Rusty let out a laugh, silenced by the sound of Eliza backhanding his shoulder.


  The engine compartment looked as spotless as the exterior. “Nice detailing on the engine block,” Brooke said.


  “I had the machine shop paint it original. I detailed the engine compartment while it was pulled.”


  “Smart. Nice wiring job, too.” He’d used covers, stainless braid with blue fittings, which went nicely with the blue of the paint job. Aftermarket carburetor, K&N air filter, everything neat and tidy. It was obvious he took a lot of care with it.


  “Thanks. I’m an electrician.”


  Eliza leaned in. “No offense, sweetie, but I’m starving. You can sit and talk with Cody”—she pointed at the driver—“and Justin”—she pointed at Red—“during dinner.”


  “Hi, Eliza,” the guys said in unison.


  Dammit. “You know them?” Brooke asked Eliza, hoping they were LARPers or D&Ders, or SCAers.


  Please, not kinky. Pleeease, not kinky.


  “Yeah. Justin King and Cody Walker, this is our friend, Brooke Wallace.”


  Justin’s face lit up in recognition. “Of Wallace Customs?”


  “That’s me.” Sarasota wasn’t a huge city, but large enough that it still pleasantly surprised her when someone knew of her by reputation. She still had trouble sometimes remembering they were now talking about her reputation, and not necessarily about her father’s.


  “Wow, nice to finally meet you. No offense, I assumed you were a guy.” When Justin stuck out his hand, she automatically shook with him. “We keep hearing good things about your shop.”


  “Well, we haven’t been out much lately,” Cody said. “But yeah, after I finished with this and started going to shows and car clubs and stuff, I had people telling me I should have come to you for some of the restoration.”


  She shrugged. “Looks like you did a great job without me. It’s nice to see someone not butcher one of these.” She wasn’t a fan of chopped rods. Yes, she could appreciate someone modding the engine and drivetrain, but she was more of a purist when it came to the body. Even modernized interiors didn’t make her eye twitch.


  Too much.


  But she hated when a chopped rod came in. They reminded her too much of close quarters, view slits, and around-the-clock edginess of being in-country. She’d work on them, but usually had Bob or Carl do the test drives, if required. Otherwise, it left her drained, shaky, and struggling not to dry-swallow a couple of Xanax to calm her nerves.


  Brooke carefully shut the hood. “They make aftermarket hood security latch kits,” she said. “So you can only open it from inside.”


  “Yeah,” Cody said, “it’s on my to-do list. Normally, it’s garaged, so I don’t worry too much.”


  Eliza gently grabbed Brooke by the shoulders and turned her around, steering her toward the restaurant’s entrance. “Me needy food, girlie. Now. Talky inside, por favor.”


  Brooke glanced over her shoulder and caught the men’s amused smiles.


  Maybe tonight won’t be so bad after all.


  


  * * * *


  


  Brooke had been to this Italian restaurant a couple of times before. Quite a few of the people had arrived earlier, because there weren’t many seats left. Eliza ended up steering Brooke, Cody, and Justin toward the back, sitting them at the end of a table and against a wall.


  Which, actually, was fine with Brooke. She preferred sitting with her back to the wall.


  And at least she had something immediately in common with the two cuties to talk about besides her old SCA and archery days.


  Or her time in the military, which she usually went out of her way not to talk about or mention, whenever possible.


  Rusty had ended up next to Brooke, with Eliza on his far side and sitting close to her friend, Noel. Brooke knew—or strongly suspected—that Noel and the two men always with her, Scott and Keith, were kinky. But at least Brooke had enjoyed several interesting discussions in the past with Keith, who was a boat mechanic.


  She also recognized Mike and Jenny, who were sitting farther down the room and at a different table, from the D&D crowd. But now that she looked at the necklace Jenny wore, Brooke wondered if they also crossed-checked the kinky column. Although Cody and Justin worked with Sean and Max, more of Eliza and Rusty’s kinky friends she’d met, so it could just be a coincidence.


  She pulled her focus back to Justin and Cody, asking them more questions about their truck, getting them talking about the restoration process, happily answering their questions about what she did and some of the projects she was currently working on.


  By the time the group broke up a couple of hours later, it was well past dark, nearly ten o’clock. It actually surprised Brooke, because she realized she’d pretty much sat there and talked only to Cody and Justin the entire time.


  Okay, so maybe this was a good idea. I’ll have to thank Eliza.


  With the checks paid, as they headed out, Brooke realized she didn’t want to say good-night to the men. When they asked her for her phone number, she also didn’t hesitate to give it to them.


  She’d never risk pissing off a potential customer. Yes, Sarasota was a small city. And bad reputations—or snooty ones—could spread like wildfire. Besides, she never knew when giving her phone number out to someone might mean leading to another job. Most of her business was word of mouth. She didn’t have to do any advertising, between her website and the local car clubs doing it for her.


  Even in the slow summer months she was still booked solid, much less the winters, when the snowbirds returned from up north with their classic show cars…and their money.


  She stood next to the truck, saying good night to the men as they got in.


  She had just turned to open the back door of Rusty and Eliza’s car when she heard the distinctive click-click of an engine not starting.


  Turning back toward the Fairlane, she spotted the frustrated look on Cody’s face as he tried the key again.


  Without even asking, she tossed her purse into Eliza and Rusty’s car and headed for the Fairlane, popping the hood open. The battery terminals looked tight and clean, the cables practically brand new, as was the battery.


  Click-click.


  “Rusty, do you have jumper cables?” Brooke asked him.


  “Yeah. Hold on.”


  “Wait a minute.” His little four-cylinder Toyota likely didn’t have enough cranking power to start the V-8 engine. Glancing across the parking lot, she spotted Kel and Mal, more of Eliza and Rusty’s friends. “Grab them.” She pointed at them, where they were getting into their pickup. “See if they’ll let us jump from them.”


  Five minutes later, the Fairlane still wasn’t starting.


  “I’ll call AAA,” Cody said, sounding disgusted. “Dammit, I knew I should have put the charger on it last week. I don’t have time for this.”


  “I don’t think it’s a dead battery,” Brooke said. “It would have started when we jumped it if that’s all it was. If you want, have them take it to my shop, and I’ll take a look at it for you in the morning.” She realized how pushy that might have sounded, and quickly added, “If you want. I mean, you won’t hurt my feelings if you say no. It probably is a really easy fix you can do yourself.”


  “I’d love for you to work on it for me,” Cody said. “I honestly don’t have the time to do it. It’ll just sit in the garage for a few weeks or months until I get the time, and then it’ll need carb work for sitting so long.”


  “You sure it’s not an inconvenience?” Justin asked her.


  “No, not at all. As long as Eliza and Rusty don’t mind driving us there. I’ll have to let the wrecker in. We can push it inside an empty bay.”


  Eliza smirked from where she was relaxing against their car, arms crossed over her chest. “Hey, barbarian?” she said to Rusty.


  “Yes, Ma’am?”


  “Remind me that sometimes my evil plans work too damn well.”


  He snickered.


  Chapter Four


  


  It took the wrecker nearly forty-five minutes to arrive. Brooke didn’t blame Cody for the way he nervously watched as the driver winched the Fairlane onto the flatbed.


  She also didn’t mind sitting firmly sandwiched between the two hunks in Rusty’s backseat as he drove them over to the garage. When they arrived, Cody got out so she could get out and open the gate and the shop.


  Twenty minutes later, with everyone’s help, the Fairlane was safely stowed in bay 6, and she had a signed work order from Cody, allowing her to do whatever she needed to get it running.


  “Hey, you said something about a hood kit?” he asked.


  “Yes?”


  “Can you add that on, too?”


  “Sure. Might mean I need to keep it a few extra days. I’ll have to special order it.”


  “That’s fine. As long as it’s not a problem to have the truck here? I don’t want to mess up your schedule or bump anyone.”


  “No, no problem at all.” She added that to the work order. Bob or Carl would love taking a crack at that. An easy project not requiring any diagnostics, they’d both installed dozens of the retrofit kits in cars over the years.


  “You know,” Eliza said, “Brooke doesn’t live too far from you guys. We could drop all three of you off at your place, and you guys could run Brooke home.”


  Brooke glared at Eliza, but from behind her, Justin said, “Sure. We’d be happy to. Least we can do for us inconveniencing her tonight.”


  That was something else. These two guys weren’t just hunks with a nice classic truck, they were also sweeties. That much was obvious during her dinner discussions with them.


  “Thank you,” Brooke said, knowing it’d be impossible to argue with Eliza anyway. “I appreciate that.”


  Brooke would, however, get her revenge on Eliza. She wasn’t sure how, but she would. And when she turned and glared at Eliza, her friend flashed her a pleased grin that told Brooke Eliza damn well knew what she was doing and was willing to risk Brooke’s ire over it.


  Why Eliza was so hot to hook her up with these two guys confused Brooke. They were obviously gay partners.


  Whatever.


  If nothing else, Brooke wouldn’t mind having a couple of safe friends with something in common. If it got Eliza off her case in the long run, it’d even be worth tonight’s aggravation.


  Not that she would have had anything better on her agenda tonight except watching TV with Dixon.


  


  * * * *


  


  Cody readily admitted he wasn’t always the sharpest knife in the drawer when it came to reading people, but he had the distinct impression Eliza was trying to fix Brooke up with them.


  Which, okay, he didn’t mind that, either. The slim woman was over six inches shorter than them, and pretty. Blue eyes, long, brown hair, and she knew her cars.


  What he couldn’t figure out was if she was kinky or not. Nothing she’d said indicated she was. Although, while at the garage and out of Brooke’s earshot, Eliza had hinted to the two of them that Brooke was kink-aware. And Brooke had known several of their kinky friends.


  Once again crammed tightly into Rusty’s back seat, they set off. Despite his earlier discussion with Justin, now Cody kind of wished they could spend more time with Brooke. Even if she wasn’t kinky or looking for fun, she was nice to talk to. Someone different, for a change. He enjoyed watching the way her usually somber expression lit up, animated, when talking about what she did for a living, or discussing cars in general.


  It truly was her passion.


  Eliza spoke up from the front seat. “Did you tell them about the archery?”


  “Huh?” he and Justin asked, but apparently Eliza’s comment had been directed at Brooke.


  “Why would I do that?” Brooke asked. “We were talking cars.”


  “She’s really an awesome archer,” Eliza continued, as if Brooke hadn’t spoken.


  “That’s cool,” Justin said.


  Eliza wasn’t finished. “She used to compete in SCA way back when. That’s how we first met. She’s really good. You should see her with a bow.”


  Now I have that question answered.


  Cody could now deduce which column of Eliza’s friends Brooke firmly fit into. Non-kinky. Still, it didn’t automatically preclude that she might also be a kinky friend, even though he couldn’t remember having seen her at any events before.


  Of course, they hadn’t been to any events lately, either.


  “I’ve always wanted to try that,” Cody said.


  “It’s been a while since I’ve shot,” she said. “There’s a place down in Venice with an archery range. They also sell camping and hunting supplies.”


  “Would you mind showing me?” Now where had that come from?


  Apparently Justin wanted to know the answer to that, too, because he leaned back and shot Cody a questioning look over the top of Brooke’s head.


  Not a bad one, but more a “dude, what the fuck” kind of look.


  “Um, sure. I guess,” Brooke said.


  “She’s not doing anything this weekend,” Eliza volunteered.


  Now it was Brooke’s turn to shoot a “what the fuck” look at the back of Eliza’s head, Cody noted with amusement.


  “She’s just watching The Walking Dead on Sunday evening,” Eliza continued.


  “It’s my favorite show,” Brooke mumbled.


  “Oh, I love that show!” Okay, score, something else they had in common. “I have all the graphic novels, too, in print.”


  “I haven’t read those.”


  “I’d be happy to loan them to you. I’ll get them for you when we get to the house.” He ignored Justin’s furrowed brow from the other side of Brooke. “The show doesn’t stay true to the comics, but it’s interesting to compare and contrast the two. Did you know that Merle and Daryl weren’t even in the comics?”


  “Really? I named my cat Dixon. Daryl’s my favorite.”


  He grinned. “Daryl. Kicks. Ass.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Oh. My. God.


  Did I really just admit I named my cat after a TV character?


  Shoot. Me. Now.


  Well, at least they were gay, so Brooke didn’t feel like as much of an idiot embarrassing herself. It wasn’t like they were interested in her as anything but a friend and she was mucking up a romantic opportunity with her complete and utter geekiness.


  When they pulled into the driveway of a yard that wasn’t perfect, but neat enough, Brooke relaxed a little more. She paid a lawn service to take care of her yard, so it wasn’t showcase-gorgeous. At least now she could cross off one more thing from her list of shortcomings compared to the men.


  In the driveway, Rusty and Eliza both got out to give everyone hugs and say good night.


  Eliza whispered in her ear, “See? This was a good night.”


  “Yes, you told me so,” Brooke said. It would do no good trying to argue with her friend, so it was best just to concede the battle and spare the energy.


  Eliza gave her a smile and wave before getting back into the car and heading off.


  She followed the men to their front door. “I’ll get you those books,” Cody said. “It’ll only take me a second. Come on in.”


  “Did you want a drink or anything while he gets those?” Justin asked.


  “No, thanks. I’m okay.” She didn’t want to be rude and refuse Cody’s offer to loan her the books, even though comic books weren’t really her thing. Yes, she knew about the show’s origins, but hadn’t really cared to pursue the books.


  When she followed them inside, she was happy to see that while neat and tidy, their home also felt lived in. It wasn’t any neater than her own place, which was fine. She hated going into a home where it felt like a museum showcase as much as she hated slobs.


  “Nice place,” she said.


  Justin shrugged. “It’s a rental, so we really can’t do anything to it. We’re going to eventually build a house, one day. We’ve got the property, we just haven’t had time.”


  She smiled. “Sort of like the cobbler’s kids have no shoes and the mechanic drives a beater?” Okay, so her Cherokee wasn’t a beater, but it was old. It had been her mom’s, it ran well, it was paid for, and she didn’t have the heart to part with it.


  Justin nodded. “Something like that. The construction guys who build for everyone else don’t own a home of their own. I think that’s irony, or something.”


  “How did you guys end up building houses?” she asked.


  “Well, we did a lot of work with the guys who started Sarton. When they formed their company, they asked us to come to work for them as their electrical and plumbing contractors. We handle the plans, permitting, inspections, subcontracting, all of that kind of stuff.”


  “No hands-on work?”


  “Not anymore, thank god. Not for several years now. I don’t miss crawling around under a house looking for pipe leaks, let me tell you what.”


  “Amen,” Cody said as he returned. “Nothing like crawling around in a hot attic during a Florida summer while chasing down an electrical problem.” In his arms he carried a tall stack of several tomes.


  “Holy cow,” she said, shocked. “That’s a lot of books.”


  “These are compendiums. I’m sort of a geek when it comes to these. I have the individual issues, the smaller compendiums, and these.” He hefted the books. “Don’t worry, these aren’t collector’s editions. These are my loanable readers.”


  “You’re not the first victim—I mean person—that he’s foisted his comic books on,” Justin teased.


  Cody shot him a dark look. “Graphic novels,” he corrected. “And these aren’t all the issues,” he added. “There are three smaller compendiums that were put out after these, as well as several individual issues. When you’re done with these, I’ll loan you the rest.” He set them on the dining room table.


  “Thanks.” She didn’t want to be rude, especially not to a customer, and definitely not to two very nice guys who seemed to quickly be moving into the friend category for her.


  Especially since she could count the people in that category on both hands with fingers to spare.


  “Hey, I’m sorry,” Justin said. “I’m being rude. Let me show you around.


  That really wasn’t necessary, either, but she didn’t want to be rude in return by refusing. The rest of the house was as tidy and comfortable as the living and dining room area. She didn’t see any signs of a home dungeon, and he didn’t skip any rooms, so she was starting to lean more heavily toward the not kinky side of the scale about them.


  Even better.


  “Do you like The Walking Dead?” she asked Justin.


  “I do, I’m just not as obsessed over it as he is,” he said. “You should have seen him during the Terminus episodes. He was scouring the Internet for every hint about what was going on, who they were—he was nearly impossible to live with.”


  “Says the guy who watches Mountain Monsters,” Cody shot back.


  Okay, she had to laugh. They were adorable in their bickering. “I’ve seen that show. I’m surprised they haven’t accidentally killed anyone yet.”


  “Yeah,” Justin said, now more animated. “How would you like to be the new PA on that show? ‘Hey, new guy. You get to take the boom box into the woods to play the spooky monster sounds. We promise, they won’t shoot you.’” He laughed. “It’s a riot.”


  Cody arched an eyebrow at him. “Don’t dis the zombies, bro.” He hooked a thumb at her. “Hey, she’s an archer. She might be the only thing keeping us alive when the zombie apocalypse hits.” He tossed her a wink that made her laugh.


  She wouldn’t deny it felt good to laugh easily like this. “The zombie apocalypse, huh? The hardest part about that will be pretending I’m not excited.”


  Cody’s eyes widened as he laughed and reached over for a fist bump from her. “You, my dear lady, are one of the tribe.”


  She took a risk. “You guys busy on Saturday morning?”


  “No, why?” Justin asked.


  “If you want, we can go down to Venice and I’ll give you an archery lesson.”


  “Deal,” Cody said before glancing at Justin. “Well, I’m in, at least.”


  Justin nodded. “Me, too. That sounds like fun. On one condition.”


  “What?”


  “You let us take you out for lunch or dinner after.”


  “Deal,” she said.


  Wow, it was fun making plans when she didn’t have to worry about awkward potential romantic entanglements. She’d forgotten how nice it was to have friends.


  She used to have a lot of friends, back in high school, in SCA. Then she’d gone into the military…


  Somehow, what she’d been through had taken away more than she’d first thought.


  Like the ability to spontaneously socialize with others the way her carefree younger self had.


  Cody carried the books out to the car for her. When she tried to get into the back seat, the men politely overruled her. “I’ll ride in back,” Cody said. “You ride shotgun.”


  “Okay, thanks.” She gave Justin directions to her house and they set off again. “Dixon’s probably wondering where I am,” she said. “He’s not used to me being out so late.”


  “That’s a cool name for a cat,” Cody said.


  “Well, he is a cool cat.” By the time they reached her house, she’d told them the full story about how Dixon came to live with her, the origin of his name, and his new habit of playing with the remote control.


  “Next thing you know,” she said, “he’ll be figuring out how to order an anchovy pizza from my phone.” She didn’t want to brush them off without at least inviting them in. “You want to meet him?”


  “Sure,” they said. It didn’t seem like they were just being polite.


  Cody carried the books for her while she got the front door unlocked and the alarm turned off.


  Dixon lay on the couch, staring at her.


  He looked peeved. “Maow.”


  “Sorry I’m late, dude. But I brought you some new friends.”


  Oh, shit. It’d just hit her that she was having a conversation.


  With her cat.


  In front of guys she’d just met.


  Well, hell, they were gay. Again, not like they were romantic prospects. And they were partners with each other. Gay and taken meant they were doubly not available.


  Dixon, bless his heart, stood, stretched, then jumped down and strolled over to them. He twined around the men’s legs and generally made a social ass out of himself.


  “He’s friendly,” she said.


  “I can see that.” Justin had reached down to pet him. “I miss having a pet, but we’ve been so busy, we haven’t had time for one.”


  “He arrived right after my dad moved out.” She mentally winced as both men looked at her, apparently waiting for the rest of the conversation. She’d left that part out of the earlier telling.


  She gave them the short version. When she finished, she added, “He’s happy where he’s at, though. He’s got more of a social life than I do.”


  Wow. That was a hat trick of pitifulness, if there ever was one.


  I live alone with my cat, I have conversations with my cat, and my dad has more friends than I do.


  Thinking about it like that, couched in those parameters, slammed into her brain.


  Eliza was right. She really needed to get out more.


  “Can we pick you up on Saturday?” Cody asked.


  “Sure. Oh, here, I’ll show you some of my gear.” The guest room had been her bedroom before her dad moved out and she took over the master bedroom. She led them through the house to the third bedroom that served as her home office. On the walls hung her bows, everything from modern recurves to period reproduction longbows she’d shot in SCA.


  “You don’t shoot a compound?” Cody asked.


  “No, I never got into those. We don’t shoot them in SCA as period pieces. And I’m not a hunter or a professional competitor, so I never got into that division.”


  They discussed archery for a few more minutes when a yawn hit her by surprise. “Sorry.”


  Justin glanced at his phone. “Hell, it’s nearly one o’clock. We’re sorry. You probably need to get to bed.”


  “Yeah, morning comes early,” she said. Although tomorrow wasn’t as critical, because it was her weekly breakfast with her father.


  After seeing them out and locking the door behind her, she turned to Dixon, who’d returned to the sofa and sat there with his tail curled around his feet.


  “Well? What’d you think of them?”


  “Maow.”


  “Like that tells me anything.”


  Anything other than I’m apparently long overdue for more outside human interaction.


  Chapter Five


  


  “What do you think about her?” Cody asked Justin.


  Justin glanced at his partner, already sensing where this conversation was heading. “Eliza only hinted that Brooke’s kink-aware. We don’t know if she’s kinky or not.”


  Cody went quiet for a moment. “Wow. You didn’t even let me subtly lead up to that, didja?”


  “I was cutting to the chase. Yes, I like her. Let’s see what happens without trying to guide it one way or another.”


  “Eliza was trying to play matchmaker.”


  “Eliza is pushy,” Justin reminded him. “The lovable kind of pushy, but she does this all the time when she thinks her friends belong together. You know that.”


  “She’s got a damn good track record so far,” Cody said.


  “Be that as it may, let’s let things naturally unfold.”


  After a couple of minutes, Cody spoke again. “So, to be clear, you do—”


  “Yes, I’m attracted to her,” Justin said. “Yes, if she turns out to be kinky and interested in being poly, I’d be open to approaching her about it. But I don’t want to scare her off by coming on strong when I can sense she’s not used to that, okay?”


  “Wow,” Cody muttered. “A simple yes would have sufficed.”


  Justin reached over and grabbed Cody’s hand. “Dude, I’m so going to fuck that attitude out of you when we get home.”


  Cody went silent again for a moment. “Promise?” he asked, a hopeful lilt to his tone.


  Justin knew he was forgiven. “Promise.”


  Another moment of silence. “Do you think the books were too much?”


  Justin fought the urge to laugh, knowing his guy wouldn’t understand why he was amused. “No, not considering she loves the show. If it was someone who’d never even seen the show, I’d say yes. It was a good icebreaker.”


  They’d reached their driveway.


  “She’s cute, and skilled with cars, and likes The Walking Dead,” Cody said. He looked at Justin. “So what’s wrong with her? I don’t count her talking to her cat as a problem.”


  Justin shook his head. “Dude, I’m sure if we spend enough time with her, we’ll find that out. Eliza doesn’t pair up train wrecks, so whatever it is, it can’t be earth-shattering.” He shut off the engine. “Do you really want to sit out here and talk about her all night, or go inside and let me bend you over the bed and fuck you until you beg me to jerk you off?”


  Cody wrinkled his nose at him. “I was thinking more of you fucking my brains out and then giving me a blow job.”


  “Done. Can we just go inside and do it?”


  Cody grinned before he leaned over and kissed Justin. He reached down between Justin’s thighs and cupped his bulge through his slacks. Under his palm, Justin’s cock hardened immediately. “Remember that time I blew you in the truck at Englewood Beach when we went to watch the sunset?”


  “Yeah, we were damn lucky no one caught us.”


  Cody started fumbling with Justin’s belt and slacks. “Let me get you worked up.”


  “I’m already worked up.” But he didn’t push his lover’s hands away.


  “That’s not a no.” Cody fished Justin’s hard cock out of his briefs and went down on him.


  Justin buried his fingers in Cody’s hair and dug in, glancing around before throwing his head back against the seat and biting back his moan.


  The man could absolutely fucking suck cock like no one’s business.


  “You keep that up,” Justin gasped, “and you won’t get your ass fucked because you’ll be swallowing a load right here, buddy.” After too many weeks of not enough lovemaking—as opposed to quick mutual orgasms rubbed out in the shower—it felt damn good to connect like this.


  Justin realized the truck wasn’t in the garage. He could just drive right in and let Cody suck one out of him. He likely could get it up again and fuck him properly.


  He hit the button on his key fob and the garage door started going up.


  Cody sat up. “What’d you just do?”


  “Popped the garage door. I’m going to drive in and fuck your brains out in there.”


  “Dammit. The alarm.” Cody bolted out the passenger side and ducked under the roll-up door before it’d even made it all the way up.


  “Shit,” Justin muttered, staring down at his now very lonely dick. “Sorry, buddy. Didn’t mean to cock-block you.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Cody fumbled his keys in the lock of the door leading to the inside. Dammit! Sometimes, Justin didn’t totally think things through.


  Bless his heart.


  Which, as any Southerner knew, could be interpreted to mean goddamned dumbass.


  In this case, that was the interpretation he was going for.


  Cody heard the alarm panel beeping its warning tone from inside the house. He had a key fob for the alarm he could use to arm or disarm it from the driveway, but the battery in it had died and he hadn’t taken the time to get it replaced yet.


  His other alarm key fob was on the truck keys, which were now securely locked inside Brooke’s shop.


  He finally managed to get the door unlocked and get inside to disarm the alarm before it went off. As he returned to the garage, Justin was walking through the door.


  “A for effort,” Cody snarked at him. “But F for pre-game planning.” He reached over and hit the button to run the large door down.


  Justin looked a little sheepish. His hard cock bulged against his slacks, which he’d only zipped up, the belt and button still hanging open.


  “Sorry. I was trying to be helpful.”


  Cody reached down, fished Justin’s cock out again, and lightly squeezed it. “Well, for starters, you can be helpful by following me to the bedroom, buddy.” Leading Justin by his cock, he returned to the house, locking the door behind them and setting the alarm again.


  A few minutes later, they were naked in the bedroom and, yes, Cody was facedown over the edge of the bed, on a towel, with Justin slowly working lube inside his hole.


  Cody flexed his hips in time with his partner’s motions, knowing tonight would be hard and fast but still better than anything they’d actually done together in bed in the past couple of months.


  Because it was the first time they’d really done something in bed in the past couple of months.


  Cody reached down and cupped his balls, lightly squeezing and tugging on them, not daring to touch his cock for fear he’d explode.


  Justin lightly slapped Cody’s ass with his free hand. “I thought you wanted a blow job?”


  “I do,” Cody practically whined. “You have magic fingers.”


  After Justin ripped open a condom and rolled it on, he slathered his cock with lube and pressed the head against Cody’s hole. Cody bucked his hips backward, impaling himself.


  “So much for slow,” Justin grunted, slamming him back against the bed.


  Cody loved feeling his partner’s weight pinning him to the mattress. Yes, they were both Dominants. That didn’t mean he didn’t sometimes love letting go like this to the man he loved and trusted. They both did, from time to time.


  Justin grabbed his shoulders for traction and nudged Cody’s feet a little wider apart as he settled into a rhythm. “God, you feel so good,” Justin said.


  “I hate shower handjobs,” Cody gasped. “Never thought I’d say that, but I need this.”


  “Me, too, buddy.” Justin varied his strokes, from hard, hammering, pounding fucking to slow, sensual grinding. Back and forth, keeping Cody guessing, keeping him on edge and unable to get into a rhythm he could pick up with him.


  Justin grabbed Cody’s arms and pulled them behind his back, pinning his wrists together. “You’re trying too hard to drive. Let me take care of you tonight. You can drive tomorrow.”


  A shiver ran through Cody, pleasant, warm, sexy, as he turned his head to the side, closed his eyes, and enjoyed the feel of his lover’s cock plowing his ass.


  “After I fuck you, buddy, you’re going to stay right there, just like this,” Justin said, his voice growing hoarser, deeper. “You don’t fucking move. I’m going to suck your cock so damn good, you’ll sleep like a baby tonight.”


  Cody chewed on his lower lip, struggling to hold back his own climax. Justin loved to fuck him from behind like this, feet on the floor, his cock hitting Cody right in the sweet spot with every stroke. When Cody was pitching, he loved having Justin on his back, ankles over his shoulders, so he could stare down into his lover’s eyes as he jerked him off before allowing himself to come. He loved seeing that flicker of ecstasy sweep through Justin’s green eyes just before Cody felt his lover’s ass squeezing his cock as he came.


  Of course, Justin also loved fucking him like this when Cody had a woman below him, loved having Cody in the middle of the sandwich.


  Mmm…Brooke…


  He wondered what she’d look like with her legs up over his shoulders, her blue eyes staring up at him as he fucked her, his hands pinning her wrists over her head while behind him, Justin—


  “Yes!” Justin gasped, slamming into Cody, fingers digging into Cody’s wrists as he fell still, his cock throbbing inside Cody’s ass.


  After a moment, Justin stood and withdrew. Cody felt him sit on the floor between his legs.


  Then Justin grabbed Cody’s cock and swallowed it, his fingers raking down Cody’s ass before settling on his hips and digging in.


  Cody drew his arms under him and slowly started fucking the man’s mouth, knowing what he wanted. The same way Cody enjoyed being pinned to the bed, so did Justin, in this way. Cody flexed his hips, rocking back just enough until he felt the last little bit of his cock, all the way to the root, filling Justin’s mouth.


  “Take it for me,” Cody said, fucking his mouth. “Take my cock.”


  Justin’s fingers dug in deeper before venturing between Cody’s legs, to his ass, his taint, his balls. He slid two fingers into Cody’s freshly fucked ass, while with the other hand he cupped Cody’s balls and held on.


  “Fuck yeah,” Cody said as Justin let out an answering moan. “Just like that.” It didn’t take him long for his balls to fill, tighten, and then explode. He shoved his cock deep into Justin’s mouth, the way Justin loved it, holding him in place while he felt his lover swallowing, struggling not to spill a drop.


  After a moment Cody moved, releasing Justin. He sank to the floor in front of him, leaned in, and kissed Justin, deeply, before resting his head on Justin’s shoulder.


  Justin’s arms encircled him. “Better?”


  “Yeah,” Cody said. “Much better.”


  After a quick shower to clean up, they snuggled together in bed, naked, Cody spooning around Justin. He’d thought Justin had already fallen asleep when the man spoke.


  “Cody?”


  “Yeah?”


  Justin let out a soft sigh. “If she is kinky, and if she is open to being with us…I don’t want to scare her off.”


  Cody kissed the back of his neck. “But?”


  “But…there’s no harm in subtly trying to head in that direction. Either she’ll shut us down before we get to that point, or if nothing else, we’ll have a new friend.”


  “Thank you,” Cody said.


  “I guess if Eliza thinks we’re a match, it can’t hurt to play along.”


  Cody smiled. “Not in the least.”


  Chapter Six


  


  Brooke left the house early the next morning to stop by her dad’s apartment. She went running early in the morning on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. On Thursday mornings, Bob always got to the shop early and opened for her. She wouldn’t have to be in until at least nine o’clock, and she’d left a note for Bob about the Fairlane so he’d know where it’d come from overnight.


  The weekly Thursday morning breakfasts with her dad had become a welcomed part of her routine. He always cooked for her, which was good for him to do. A skills test, as he once joked.


  At one point after his stroke, he could barely speak, much less stand unassisted. The fact that he could now scramble eggs and fry bacon was, in Brooke’s mind, a huge victory.


  When she arrived, she let herself in with her key. The delicious aroma of whatever he was making wafted over her.


  “Dad? It’s me.”


  “Come on in, honey. I’m trying something new.”


  She walked around the corner and into the combined kitchen and dining alcove. The small apartment was perfect for him, a bathroom, a bedroom, a living room area, and this. The facility came in once a week and cleaned for him, too.


  He stood at the stove, one hand holding a spatula, the other the handle of a skillet. He leaned over to receive her kiss on his cheek.


  “Smells delicious,” she said. “What is it?”


  “Frittata. I saw the recipe on Facebook on another friend’s feed. Cheese, mushrooms, spinach, turkey, and all sorts of good stuff.”


  “Sounds good.” She set her travel mug on the counter, removed the top, and poured herself another mug from the coffeemaker on the counter. She’d tried to talk him into one of those one-cup coffeemakers, but he preferred old fashioned.


  “I hope it is.” He barely missed a beat. “Did Keller bring his ’64-1/2 in yesterday like he said he would?”


  She smiled. “Yes, Dad. He did.”


  He nodded, pleased. “That’s good.”


  He didn’t interfere in the business, but she didn’t begrudge his interest in the garage despite no longer being an active part of the daily business of running it. Hell, he’d founded the garage. Wallace Customs had a good reputation mostly because of the years it’d been run by her father, a reputation she did her damnedest to not tarnish. She still asked him questions, called him for suggestions, even if she didn’t really need his advice. Just to keep him from feeling left out.


  He was also still good friends with Bob and Carl, her two part-timers. He’d known both men for years and talked with them several times a week.


  “Took in an extra job last night out of the blue,” she said. She fished an elastic band out of her pocket and pulled her hair back into a messy bun. She’d been running a couple of minutes late that morning and hadn’t taken the time to brush or braid it yet. She’d do that after she got to work.


  “Oh?”


  “Yeah.” She told him the basics about going out to dinner with “friends” and ending up with the ’69 Ranchero parked in bay six.


  It hadn’t hurt that she’d dreamed about Cody and Justin the night before and she hadn’t been in a hurry to get out of bed that morning. There was something about the two men that had drilled right into her brain.


  Not that anything would ever come of it, of course. She could tell the guys were gay, but it was nice to know her libido wasn’t totally dead in the water the way the rest of her personal life was.


  “Sounds like a good thing you went out to dinner with them last night,” her dad said, smiling. “See? Getting out is good for business. Let Eliza and Rusty take you out more often. Did you give them some business cards?”


  “Yes, Dad. I did.” One thing she let her father handle was their promotional material. He’d taken a few classes and designed stuff via a website that sold business cards, postcards, and all sorts of items like that.


  Their cards looked slick, professional—she’d give him that. He’d also created separate appointment cards in addition to the regular business cards and postcards. And the magnetic signs that hung on the front doors of her Cherokee.


  So her dad always had several dozen of the business cards on him when he was out and about.


  She patiently listened to him run through a litany of what might be the Fairlane’s problem. It was nice hearing him sound energetic, and she wasn’t about to piss on his parade, even though she suspected the Fairlane’s problem would be an easy fix. Likely a loose cable connection somewhere, which hadn’t been visible in the dark parking lot last night.


  The frittata tasted wonderful, and she enjoyed the breakfast discussion with her dad. With the Fairlane to look at now, she’d be pulling Keller’s carb later that day and going through it. From what the man had said, she suspected there was a problem with the carb’s body, maybe a hairline crack in the metal somewhere no one had noticed before.


  It had been rebuilt several times by different people, who’d each given different reasons why it had been running crappy, with no better performance long-term. It would run great for a little while, then lapse into choppy idles and rough revs that couldn’t be adjusted out.


  She suspected the lack of miles the car was usually driven didn’t help anyone with the diagnosis problem, either. Keller rarely ran it, rarely drove it. She’d have to leave it sitting at idle in her shop for a while to listen to it run before pulling the carb. She could take it out for a test drive, considering the shop lay on a quiet back road, but the forecast called for rain that afternoon and no way in hell would she drive it in less than perfect conditions.


  As usual, her father refused to let her help him with the clean-up. “I’ve got it. You need to get to work. That shop won’t run itself.”


  “Thanks, Dad.” She hugged him, kissed his cheek. “Love you.”


  “Love you, too, sweetie. Now get to work.”


  With her refilled travel mug in hand, she headed out.


  No, she’d never expected she’d end up literally walking in her father’s footsteps. As Mary and Eugene Wallace’s only child, Brooke had gravitated toward hanging out with her dad.


  Her mom had been a high school teacher in Venice, and since they didn’t live in Venice, they’d had her school bus stop set at the shop. Brooke rode into work with her dad every morning, caught the school bus there, and the bus dropped her off there every day.


  She’d done her homework in the office and quickly grew up learning how to look up parts, work on cars, fill out work orders, and talk to customers. Then, in junior high, her dad had officially put her on the payroll when she hit sixteen.


  She’d originally planned to go to college to be an engineer, which was why she’d joined the military after high school. She’d wanted the tuition assistance, and knew her mechanical skills would likely mean an easy stateside assignment.


  Unfortunately, her unit had been shipped overseas to an in-country assignment. Even though she was in a support unit and not a combat soldier, she’d worked alongside her mostly male counterparts just the same, keeping vehicles and equipment running in harsh and dangerous conditions.


  The tragic irony that she’d had to take over her dad’s shop—as well as care for her father—wasn’t lost on her. She could have flown home to Florida from Walter Reed, but her PTSD lingering from her injuries made flying nearly intolerable. Instead, her mom had insisted they’d drive up and get her.


  That she hadn’t sucked it up and flown home to them still heavily weighed on Brooke’s conscience, even though her father had repeatedly told her to not feel guilty about it.


  They’d traveled up to visit her twice a month during her recuperation, had been there for every surgery once she was at Walter Reed. Her mom had even flown up and stayed for a couple of weeks during the summer, at a facility for families of injured servicemen.


  It’d been a long nine months before her injuries from the blast, shrapnel, and burns on her legs had healed enough for the doctors to finally allow her to go home. Brooke was damned lucky they’d been able to save her legs in the first place.


  Another reason she ran three days a week. She’d been lucky enough to keep her life, much less her legs.


  She damn sure wouldn’t let them or herself laze around.


  Bob was talking to a customer in the office when she arrived at a quarter till nine. “There she is,” Bob said. “This gentleman has some questions…”


  An hour later, the customer left with an appointment card to bring his Falcon in the next week for a free estimate about some electrical work, and Brooke was now way behind on her daily to-do list.


  Including Cody’s Fairlane.


  Before she started on that, she ordered the hood latch kit and got it coming next day air.


  Bob had opened the bay door, but left the truck parked inside. She grabbed the keys and tried starting it again, just in case.


  Click-click.


  Bob looked up from a Barracuda he was working on. “Battery?”


  “Don’t know. We tried jumping it last night at the restaurant.” She fetched the jump pack, hooked it up, and tried it. No-go.


  The next step was to test the battery, which was fine.


  Okay…


  It took her nearly thirty minutes, but she traced the problem to a combination of a bad alternator and a loose cable at the engine block. After getting prices from the local parts house, she called Cody’s cell.


  She was a little surprised at the pleasant thump her pulse made when she heard his smooth, professional-sounding voice answer. “Cody Walker.”


  “Hey, it’s Brooke.”


  His tone immediately changed, playful and warm. “Hey! So how many years of slavery will I be indebted to you for?”


  It felt good to laugh with him. “Not too many.” She went over the prices with him. “So the next step is to ask what you want to do. Some customers, when they’ve done work themselves, they prefer to do the core swap if they still have the receipts.”


  “Naw, it was a standard alternator. I’d thought about putting one of those chromed ones on it, then decided not to. Whatever you have to do is fine.”


  “Okay. The hood kit will be here tomorrow. Depending on how busy we are, it might be done tomorrow night. By Monday, for sure.”


  “Awesome.”


  They chatted for a few minutes before she heard what sounded like a desk phone ring on his end. “Sorry, I have to run.”


  After saying good-bye, she sat back in her office chair and closed her eyes, conjuring Cody’s face.


  And Justin’s.


  She was no prude. She was also no stranger to Internet porn, on occasion.


  She might or might not have a couple of popular gay male sex clip sites hidden in a bookmark file on her iPad at home.


  Kinky or not, they were two good-looking men. Friendly, nice, and why not reach out to them?


  Eliza was right, she had closed herself off to the world.


  Yet the world still spun on without her.


  Mom wouldn’t want me to do that.


  No, her mom had been proud of her achievements, of her ability to make friends, even of her mechanical skills.


  Brooke wasn’t exactly interested in the BDSM stuff the way Eliza and Rusty were, but she also knew that, in general, the kinky population tended to be a little more open and honest in terms of dating.


  Maybe I should ask Eliza to introduce me to some of her kinky friends.


  Hell, maybe she should even ask Eliza and Rusty to take her to that club they sometimes went to.


  For a change of pace, if nothing else.


  I’ll call her at lunch and ask her.


  


  * * * *


  


  Brooke had forgotten about making that call by the time lunch rolled around. They’d had several scheduled quick jobs come in that morning, but then a severe summer thunderstorm line rolled in off the Gulf, and she, Bob, and Carl were left scrambling to juggle vehicles around in the bays to get them all inside and the bay doors shut before the bottom dropped out of the sky.


  “Dammit,” Carl said. “I still have a good two hours left on that Maverick’s brakes.” The Maverick, which was up on a lift, was also closely wedged in by the Fairlane on one side, and an old Pontiac on the other.


  Yes, technically, he could still work on the Maverick, except they had an ironclad rule left over from her father’s era about not working on vehicles in such tight quarters. Not these kinds of vehicles, at least. Not when some of the owners easily had five grand or more invested in their paint jobs.


  She had insurance, but as her father always said, it was better to call a customer and tell them their car would be a day late because of a rainstorm, rather than have to call them and tell them she owed them a new paint job. She rarely had more than a disconcerted grumble over delays, a result of careful scheduling on her part to make sure a customer wasn’t planning on trying to make a car show that weekend and needing their car ready by then.


  So all work on the Maverick was halted until they could move the cars on either side of it.


  She turned on the TV in the waiting room, which was hooked into basic cable, and put it on the weather radar channel. A severe thunderstorm warning for Sarasota flashed on an orange banner scrolling beneath the temperatures.


  “It’ll be a while,” she said to Carl. “Call the owners and tell them we’re behind, then you two be my backseat drivers while I pull that carb apart.”


  “You’re good with carbs,” Bob said.


  “Yeah, but you’ve both got a lot more experience than I do. Be a second and third set of eyes for me.”


  Sure enough, the three of them finally found a hairline crack in the upper body that had been missed by everyone else because of its position along a metal seam from the manufacturing process. It was probably expanding when warm, allowing more air than it was supposed to seep through, which is why others had missed it. It wasn’t causing gasoline to seep out along the crack, which would have made it more visible.


  “Ha!” she said, feeling triumphant. She used a yellow tire crayon to mark the crack so it would show up in a picture.


  “Yeah, you say that now,” Carl said, “but replacements for those are a bitch to find.”


  “At least now I know what I’m looking for.”


  “You could try drilling and pinning it,” Bob suggested.


  “Maybe as a last resort, but I doubt that would work.” She stripped off her disposable gloves and grabbed her cell phone, taking multiple pictures of the carb, the carb’s tag, everything she needed to try to find a replacement. “At least the owner will be happy to know what the problem is and that he wasn’t just getting ripped off.”


  Carl scratched his chin. “Sucks people didn’t take the time to look close. I hate seeing people get taken.”


  “Take comfort. We probably just landed ourselves a customer for life and another source of word-of-mouth advertising.”


  She washed her hands and returned to the office to phone the customer and start the search.


  Chapter Seven


  


  Bob and Carl had already left when Brooke was preparing to close up for the day. She groaned when she saw a car drive through the gate and park in front of the office until she realized it was Eliza.


  I can only guess what this is about.


  She knew damn well what it was about, and Eliza didn’t disappoint. She was already glancing around as she walked into the waiting room.


  “We’re alone,” Brooke said.


  Eliza practically danced over to the counter. “Well?”


  “They’re gay, honey. But yes, we’re going down to Venice on Saturday morning so I can teach them archery. Then they want to buy me lunch. And Cody loaned me his collection of The Walking Dead graphic novels to read.”


  “Yeah, well, your kink is not my kink, and all that. I—”


  Brooke held up a hand, silencing Eliza before she could launch into whatever argument she wanted to shower Brooke with about going out and living life. “You guys go to that club thing, right? That BDSM place? You and Rusty, I mean.”


  Eliza’s mouth snapped shut. Finally, she slowly nodded.


  “You going this Saturday?”


  “We caaannn,” Eliza slowly said. “Whyyy?”


  “You’re right that I need to meet people. You know a lot of people in that…community, right?”


  Eliza nodded. “This is a surprise. I didn’t know you were kinky.”


  “Maybe I’m vanilla with sprinkles,” Brooke said. “My point is, I do need to get out. I’m having conversations—two-sided conversations, mind you—with Dixon. I need a life, and who knows? Maybe I’ll discover something about myself in the process.”


  Eliza leaned over the counter and looked down at her. “You’ll see nekkid people and boobies and all sorts of dirty and shocking things.” She waggled her eyebrows at Brooke.


  Brooke snorted. “Can’t be worse than drunken Ren Fair after-parties.”


  “Yeah, well, there is that.” Eliza seemed to still be considering Brooke’s request. Her voice gentled, all snark disappearing. “When I was trying to get you out in the world, I didn’t mean you had to get into kinky stuff if you didn’t want to.”


  “I’m not saying I’m going to get into kinky stuff. I just want to spend an evening out, meeting and talking to people who I can feel safe meeting and talking to because you either know them or can check their references really fast through your friends. You know me, I’m not an Internet dating girl. If I try to date among the usual core group of people I interact with, I’m going to end up with some seventy-year-old widower with a classic car. No, thank you.”


  “Okay, then. Deal. We’ll pick you up on Saturday at six to go to dinner first.”


  “Dinner?”


  “Sort of like last night, only a far smaller group of people. Some of them were there last night. Tilly and her guys, Mike and Jenny—”


  “Called that one right.”


  “What?”


  “I was wondering if they were kinky, too.”


  “They’re adorable, is what they are. Married twenty-five years, they get into this because of those books, and boom. Second honeymoon without the passports.”


  “What do I wear?” Brooke knew she didn’t need to explain herself to Eliza.


  “You don’t have to show skin if you don’t want to. Dress for a fun funeral.”


  “Seriously?”


  Eliza shrugged. “Jeans and a nice blouse is okay. Or those black leggings and that peacock tunic you have that I swear to the Goddess I am going to steal from you if you leave me alone in your closet for like thirty seconds. You don’t need to fetish up. Just don’t look like you’re going to the beach or Walmart. Hell, wear one of your wench outfits, if you want. But if you do that, change into it at the club and wear street clothes to dinner.”


  “Peacock tunic it is.”


  “See? You just want to torture me. You might have a little bit of sadist in you yet.”


  Brooke stuck her tongue out at Eliza before she stood and rounded the counter to get a hug. “Let me get finished. I want to go home and grab a shower and see what kind of porn Dixon’s hunted up on the cable box while I was at work.”


  “Heh. Pussy porn.”


  Brooke rolled her eyes and pointed at the door. “Out.”


  “Six on Saturday night,” Eliza said as she headed for the door. “Even if the barbarian doesn’t feel like going, you and me will grab Noel and Rebecca and make it a girls’ night out.”


  “I thought Rebecca was out of town?”


  “No, they got back yesterday from a show up in Pennsylvania.”


  “Ah.” Rebecca was another Ren Fair friend that had turned out to be kinky. She made gorgeous chainmaille jewelry.


  After their good-byes, Brooke locked the door behind Eliza, finished up her paperwork, and did one final patrol of the building and property. She got the alarm set and the building locked up and headed home.


  The more Brooke thought about it, considered their extended ring of friends from the old days, the more she realized there were probably a bunch of them who might not be swimming in the deep end of the kinky pool, but they probably had a toe or two dipped into it.


  Brooke hadn’t asked a lot of probing, personal questions, but it was obvious that Rebecca, Toby, and Logan were a poly triad. As were Noel, Scott, and Keith.


  And Tilly and her guys.


  In fact, come to think of it, several of Eliza and Rusty’s friends who were kinky were also poly.


  Hmm. Duly noted.


  Still, Cody and Justin, while hunky, were gay.


  Weren’t they?


  She damn sure wasn’t going to embarrass herself throwing herself at them when she didn’t even know if they were poly or not, much less if they were kinky.


  It’d been too damn many years since she’d last been laid.


  Way too many.


  And that guy had been a jerk who she’d only tolerated for a few weeks because he was a hunk with a gorgeous ’69 Stingray.


  Unfortunately, what she first thought was false bravado on his part that would hopefully fade turned out to be a raging case of head-in-ass disease. She cited her dad’s health and needing to take care of him as the reason she had to stop seeing the guy so he wouldn’t get pissed off.


  Fortunately, he was as stupid as he was gorgeous, and had bought her excuse.


  Which, in retrospect, she only felt a little bad lying about.


  She found Dixon sprawled on the couch and watching a televangelist spout nonsense about the clit being the doorbell to hell, or some bullshit like that.


  “Ha!” she said, pointing at him. “You got your tail caught, didn’t you? Animal Planet wasn’t good enough for you, huh?”


  “Maow!” Dixon sounded particularly offended and jumped off the couch, turning his ass to her to walk into the kitchen.


  “Jerk.” She walked over and switched the TV to a network’s evening news broadcast, silencing the preacher in mid-anti-clit rant. “I’m not the one who put it on that channel, you know!”


  She pulled up short. “I really need to get laid,” she muttered to herself.


  


  * * * *


  


  After a shower and nuking leftovers for dinner, she settled onto the couch with Dixon and the first volume of The Walking Dead books. She got so into it that she almost missed The Big Bang Theory.


  It had taken her a little while to get into the graphic novels. Once she did, she realized how much backstory was there, what was different between the TV series and the books, and why Cody enjoyed reading them.


  Yes, she was looking forward to spending Saturday morning with the two men. It would be fun to get back into the swing of things. She hadn’t gone to the range in close to a year.


  I’d better make sure they’re still there. It would be really embarrassing to drive all the way down there just to find an empty store.


  She used her iPad to pull up the center’s website. Sure enough, not only were they still there, they’d completed the archery range expansions they’d been talking about the last time she’d been there.


  Excellent.


  She started yawning a little after nine o’clock, early even for her. But when she realized how late it’d been the night before when she finally got to sleep, she didn’t fight it. She shut off the TV.


  Then she turned to Dixon.


  “Or should I leave it on for you to watch late-night shopping shows and infomercials?”


  “Maow!” Sometimes, he had a funny little squeak to his meow that made her laugh.


  “Off it is.” She set the remote on the entertainment center where Dixon couldn’t step on it. “Bedtime, buddy.”


  She thought maybe he wasn’t going to follow her into the bedroom, but he finally did. She stood in front of the bathroom mirror and brushed her teeth while staring at the scars on her legs.


  No, they weren’t nearly as bad as they’d been when she’d first been wounded. Her legs had been splashed with gasoline when the IED took out the vehicle she’d been riding in, resulting in burns to her shins, calves, and thighs. The worst of the shrapnel had gone into her left leg, which had also been broken in three places by the blast, since she’d been sitting on the right side of the vehicle when it detonated closer to the driver’s side.


  That was all a blur, really.


  As were the next couple of weeks, due to anesthesia and painkillers. She remembered begging one of the nurses to tell her parents she was alive, and to please not take her legs, but beyond that there was a sickening mental ache in her soul if she struggled too hard to try to recall any of that.


  She was clear-headed by the time she was sent to Walter Reed and finally able to see her mom and dad when they flew up to visit. At that point, she’d already had three operations to put pins in her left leg, and skin grafts for her burns.


  One thing the whole experience had cruelly taught her—no matter how bad she thought she had things, it could always be worse.


  Horribly worse.


  She was lucky enough to walk out of there on her own two legs.


  There were five guys she’d shared a vehicle with who’d arrived home far sooner than she had, in five flag-draped coffins.


  As she settled into bed, Dixon decided on his nesting spot for the night along her back and started purring as he made himself comfortable. Apparently her failure to block the televangelist channel from the cable lineup so he couldn’t accidentally change the channel to it had been forgiven.


  Yeah, if I don’t want to end up a crazy cat lady, I reeeaaallly need to get out and socialize more often. Even if it’s only to socialize.


  Chapter Eight


  


  Friday morning, when Brooke’s alarm went off at 4:31, she groaned.


  It wasn’t raining.


  It wasn’t farking cold as hell.


  Dammit.


  She dragged herself out of bed and into the bathroom. After using the toilet and splashing water on her face, she brushed her hair and pulled it back into a secure bun that wouldn’t come loose and try to poke her eyes out or choke her with her own hair.


  Yes, long hair was a pain in some ways, especially as a mechanic. Down to the middle of her back, it was the one attribute she truly felt secure about. Sure, she had a few grey strands here and there. After all, she was thirty-five.


  But it helped her compensate for the scars on her legs and the ones on her soul.


  Under her sports bra and oversized T-shirt she donned the comfy running leggings she preferred for warmer weather, the ones that breathed and kept her from marinating in her own juices. Tossing on a pair of nylon shorts over that, her socks and sneakers, she pulled a headband on to help tame whatever loose strands of hair escaped.


  Followed by five minutes of stretching before she ran, spent psyching herself up to actually make it out the door. Although once she had her sneakers tied onto her feet, she usually knew she was good to go at that point, even though she didn’t want to.


  This morning’s playlist was heavy metal. She changed every run day for a different sound, not wanting to get bored in addition to already hating the routine.


  She set the alarm, locked the door behind her, slipped her spare key into the little pocket in the waistband of her shorts, and set out to Black Sabbath blaring in her ears.


  Running was a pain in the ass, something she loathed despite its benefits and therapeutic nature. She liked having run more than she actually liked running. Some mornings were more trotting, or an escape-from-slow-zombies race-walking pace, than running. Every once in a while it was a slow walk, depending on her pain levels.


  She had three routes she took—two miles, three miles, and five miles.


  Rarely, she would traverse half of the two-mile path, and return home, then venture out again as far as she felt she could go without not being able to make it back under her own power.


  Sometimes, her bones ached, her tendons threatened to kill her, and her knees and ankles called her every bad name in the book and then some.


  Sometimes, she was in tears before she even made it five minutes from home, and not always because of the pain.


  But she did it. She wouldn’t not do it—unless raining or really, really cold—because of all the people who couldn’t do it. Because she knew how lucky she was to be able to even think about doing it, and bitch about doing it, much less trying to do it.


  Could she join a gym and plod along on a treadmill in an air-conditioned building while CNBC talking heads debated one stock over another on a large-screen TV in front of her?


  Sure.


  It wasn’t the same.


  And she hated the thought of using a public shower, but that was another issue entirely.


  


  * * * *


  


  Brooke unlocked the gate at the shop a little before 7:30 and paused as her protesting muscles told her to wait a goddamned minute while they recovered from the car ride.


  I haaate run mornings.


  She actually hated mornings, period, but she’d been getting up early for so many years now that it was an ingrained habit, not a willing choice.


  Just like the running.


  The morning ran smoothly, Carl able to get the Fairlane’s hood latch kit installed after UPS delivered it shortly before ten. The Maverick’s brake job was finished and tested, the customer on his way to get it. She also had a line on a possible replacement for the Mustang’s bad carb, one she could scavenge the piece off of that she needed.


  Today when the afternoon thunderstorms swept in, they were ready and all they had to do was shut the roll-up doors. They even had an empty bay.


  Bob stood in the office, sipping a soda and staring at the weather radar on the TV screen. “So what are you doing this weekend?” he asked her.


  Fully aware of how close he was to her father, she said, “I’m going to take a couple of friends down to Venice tomorrow morning. They want to try archery.”


  “That should be fun.”


  “I hope so. Then dinner with Eliza and Rusty tomorrow night.” She didn’t like to lie.


  But that wasn’t a lie. Just because she chose not to detail who else they’d be dining with, or what they’d be doing after dinner, didn’t make it a lie, either.


  Technically.


  Once Bob and Carl had headed back into the shop area, she called Cody.


  “One Ford Fairlane Ranchero, running well, and with a new anti-theft hood latch kit, is ready for pick-up,” she said when he answered.


  “Awesome. We’ll be by to pick it up as soon as we get out of work. I really appreciate you doing this for me.”


  “No problem. I just hope I didn’t come off pushy Wednesday night.”


  “No, not at all. Like I said, it would have sat in the garage for months, not running and letting the carb get gummed up. Then I would have had to have it towed to your place anyway. The way I figure, it’s saving me the price of a carb overhaul, in addition to everything else.” He hesitated. “We still on for tomorrow morning, I hope?”


  “Absolutely. Pick me up at eight. The place will be open by the time we get there.”


  “How does one dress for archery?” he asked.


  “Comfortably. It’s an indoor range, though, so it’s not like we’ll be sweating our asses off.” Which was a good thing, because she’d be wearing jeans.


  When she got off the phone with him, she sat back and smiled. It was funny how, now that she’d decided Eliza was right and she did need to get out more, that it seemed like she suddenly had a social life again.


  Baby steps, sure, but it was more than she’d had in…years.


  And it beats the hell out of sitting around, alone, and talking to Dixon.


  


  * * * *


  


  Cody awoke far earlier than he usually did on a Saturday, ten minutes before the alarm he’d set to go off at six thirty to make sure they didn’t oversleep. When he rolled over, he realized Justin was already awake, too, lying there with his hands laced behind his head and staring up at the ceiling.


  “What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing’s wrong,” Justin said. “I didn’t want to wake you up.”


  “Why are you awake so early?”


  “Why are you awake so early?”


  “I asked you first.”


  Justin sat up. “Probably for the same reason you are. I can’t wait to see her.” He swung his legs out of bed, rose, and headed for the bathroom. “I really like her.”


  Cody sat up. “Yeah.” He smiled. “She did a great job on the truck, huh?” It now sat safely parked in their garage again.


  “Yes, she did,” Justin called back from the shower. “I didn’t expect any less.”


  Cody followed him into the bathroom after shutting the alarm off. From the kitchen, the smell of coffee brewing drifted into the room as the automatic timer kicked on. “Please don’t let me blow this with her,” Cody said.


  “I won’t let you go overboard, if that’s what you mean. Let’s take things easy and see where they lead. Maybe, depending on how things go today, we can talk about dinner and watching The Walking Dead tomorrow night. Have her over for pizza or something.”


  “Really?”


  “Yeah, really. But let’s not overwhelm her. I didn’t see any hint of her being kinky. We come on too strong, too soon, we might freak her out.”


  “Exactly.” Cody went out to pour their coffees, bringing Justin’s back to the bathroom for him as he sipped his own. “But if Eliza’s trying to play matchmaker—”


  “I’m not going to assume anything.” Justin sipped his coffee. “And neither should you. Now, let’s get our showers so we’re not late.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Brooke was ready to go when the men arrived ten minutes early. She’d been fighting Dixon to keep him away from one of her bows, with which he’d suddenly decided he had to do mortal combat to the death.


  “You can’t operate a bow,” she told him. “You have no thumbs.” She held him as she went to let the men in. “Hey. You’re just in time.”


  “Why?” Cody asked.


  “Because Dixon is being a butthead.” She put the cat down once the front door was shut.


  Ten minutes later, they were on their way, Cody driving his car and this time Justin riding in the back.


  She liked that they refused to let her sit in back. They were gentlemen.


  Maybe Eliza can help me find someone like them. Only not gay.


  Then again, wouldn’t Eliza have done that already if she had a viable prospect?


  Except that, before now, Brooke had never opened the potential dating pool to kinky men.


  The archery center was relatively busy, but fortunately for them, most of that business was for the retail store, not the archery range. They had one end to themselves. She bought several targets and a couple of spare bowstrings, since hers were old to begin with, and one now had Dixon spit on it. She also bought herself a new package of bow string wax. She had extra wrist guards and finger tabs the men could borrow, but she’d brought the gloves she’d always worn for practice.


  “You might find my bows a little light for you guys to shoot,” she said. “If you really want to do this, you’ll want to get your own bows, set up for your measurements and draw.”


  She’d brought four modern recurve bows with her. After setting up a target on the backstop at the end of the range, she strung one of her bows, waxed the string, and then nocked an arrow.


  After taking a deep breath and praying she didn’t embarrass the crap out of herself, she released it.


  It flew straight and struck just inside the center bull’s-eye, at the top of the circle.


  Both men let out appreciative noises while she silently gave thanks that she hadn’t lost her touch too badly.


  “That was okay,” she said. “Not my best.”


  Justin snorted. “Seriously? You hit the damn center.”


  “Yeah, but I didn’t hit dead center.” She nocked another arrow and tried again.


  This time, it hit dead center.


  She smiled inwardly, pleased with herself. Yes, it’d been at least a year since she’d last shot.


  It used to be a relaxing hobby for her, a way to de-stress.


  “Hey, we could set up a target on our property, couldn’t we?” Cody asked.


  “I didn’t see how big your backyard is.”


  “No, we own property. Five acres. One day, we’ll get around to building a house.”


  “Oh, yeah. that’s plenty big enough.”


  It didn’t take the men long to pick up the proper technique. She was glad neither of them were know-it-all jerks who refused critique. By the time they finished a little after eleven, both men were consistently striking the target in or near the center region, even if few of their shots were actual bull’s-eyes.


  “This was really cool,” Justin said as they helped her carry everything out to the car. “Thank you for doing this with us.”


  “Yeah,” Cody said. “Can we do it again soon?”


  “Well, sure,” she said. “But you’ll probably want to invest in bows of your own if you’re going to do it on a regular basis. Mine are kind of light for you to shoot.”


  Cody snorted. “They didn’t feel light.” He flexed his right arm.


  “We’re going to be sore tomorrow, won’t we?” Justin asked.


  She smiled. “Probably. Right hands, shoulders, arms. Guess I should have warned you ahead of time, huh?”


  That drew a laugh from Cody. “That’s okay. Everyone has a little sadist in them.”


  She wasn’t sure, but it sort of looked like maybe Justin, standing right next to him, leaned in and nudged him a little, but then he closed the trunk.


  “I don’t know about you guys,” she said, “but I’m starving.”


  Chapter Nine


  


  They ate at a small sandwich shop on Venice Island that the men had heard about.


  “So how long were you in the service?” Cody asked.


  He’d caught her in midsip of her iced tea, which she then proceeded to cough all over the table. As the men helped her mop it up, she choked out, “How’d you know about that?”


  She was pretty sure she hadn’t mentioned that at dinner or during the day, and knew Eliza and Rusty wouldn’t have talked about that without asking her first, either.


  “I saw the pictures on the wall at your shop,” he said. “When we picked the truck up yesterday. I didn’t notice them Wednesday night. Well, I did, but I didn’t look closely at them.”


  “Ah.”


  I really need to take those damn pictures down.


  But she knew if she did, sure as hell, either Bob or Carl would notice and tell her dad, or her dad would notice the next time he came to the shop for a visit.


  “If it’s something you don’t want to talk about,” Cody said, “we understand, and I’m sorry.”


  Hell, if these two were going to become long-term friends, why not talk to them about it? It might come up again at some point.


  “Yeah, I was in.”


  She found herself opening up to them, about everything.


  Including how she’d received her discharge.


  And how her mom died.


  And her dad and his long road back to independence and recovery.


  It felt kind of cathartic to talk about it, really.


  “So that’s me,” she finished up. “A broken arrow. Or, bent, maybe. Still trying to figure out how to straighten myself out after all these years.”


  “Is that why you have the limp?” Justin asked.


  “Yeah. I run three days a week. Or walk, or jog, or whatever my legs’ll let me do on any given day.”


  “Why didn’t you ever get back into SCA?” Cody asked. “It sounds like you really used to love it.”


  “I…do. I did.” She forced that smile. “I tried. Eliza and Rusty begged me to get active again, but…combat. Real or simulated, I just couldn’t deal with it with my PTSD. I haven’t tried again recently, though. That was over ten years ago. I’ve made a lot of progress since then. Maybe I should.”


  Not to mention the Ren Fair crowds had almost triggered a panic attack in her the first time she’d tried going back.


  It’d ended with her sobbing in her car, alone, before driving home less than an hour after they’d arrived.


  “We’d be happy to go with you, if you’d like,” Justin said. “It sounds like it’d be fun.”


  “Maybe. We’ll see. I’ve been out of it for a long time. If I decide to, I’ll let you know.” She still went out of her way to avoid large crowds. The restaurant Wednesday night had taxed her to the max, maybe another reason she’d found it so easy to lapse into deep conversations with the men. A pleasant distraction from her discomfort.


  “But enough about me,” she said. “What do you guys do for fun besides watch The Walking Dead?”


  


  * * * *


  


  Justin hoped she hadn’t noticed how hard he kicked Cody under the table when his boneheaded partner asked her about her military service. But once that subject had been raised, she’d opened up to them.


  He spotted her vulnerability despite it being carefully hidden, and wished he could do something, anything, to ease her emotional burden.


  “Not a lot, actually,” Justin said. “Not with work as crazy as it’s been. We’re hoping we can start planning to build our house soon. So what do you think about getting together for a zombie-watching evening tomorrow night? We’ll buy pizzas.”


  “You’re already buying me lunch,” she said. “And you drove.”


  “I know. But Eliza will quit bugging us to get a social life if we get together with you and hang out.” That wasn’t exactly the full truth, but he suspected it would resonate with her.


  And it did. She laughed. “Yeah, it would, wouldn’t it?” She cocked her head and seemed to be studying him. “Okay, sure. My place tomorrow night, then. Six thirty. Anything but anchovies on the pizzas is fine with me.”


  “That’ll piss Dixon off,” Cody said.


  “Yeah, well, the furry little mofo tried to chew one of my bowstrings before you got there this morning, so he can just suck it up.”


  After lunch they took her home. A few minutes later, when they pulled into their driveway, Cody said, “You didn’t have to kick me so damn hard, dude.”


  “Well?”


  “Well, what? She talked. She opened up to us.”


  “True.” He glanced at Cody. “Still want to go to the club tonight?”


  “Yeah. Maybe make dinner, too.”


  “You’d better text Tony and tell him we’re coming for the head count then.”


  “I will.” Cody made no move to get out. “I really like her,” he quietly said. “I had almost talked myself into thinking I was making way too much out of this far too soon, but after this morning, I like her even more. Is that crazy?”


  “No, because I like her even more, too.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Cody was relieved to hear Justin admit his feelings for Brooke. Somehow, he really wanted to make this work with her, if she’d be open to it once she got to know them a little better.


  They spent the next couple of hours doing housework and catching up on laundry and the other chores they usually did on Saturday mornings. When it came time to get ready to head out for dinner and the club, they climbed into the shower.


  Cody couldn’t get Brooke’s blue eyes out of his mind, the sadness in her expression when she opened up to them about her injuries, about losing her mom.


  About what she’d been through with her dad.


  Justin wrapped his arms around Cody. “What are you thinking about so hard there, mister?”


  “Brooke.”


  “I should have guessed. I have a way to distract you.” He slid one hand up Cody’s back, grabbed a fistful of hair, tipped his head back, and kissed him, hard.


  Cody let him take charge. His cock responded, thickening, hardening against Justin’s thigh as he felt his partner’s cock reply in same.


  Justin pulled back enough to look down into his eyes, his playfully evil green gaze, his eyes wrinkled at the outer corners, telegraphing his amusement. “I don’t think I can wait until after we get home from the club tonight.”


  “We might miss dinner.”


  “Dinner, schminner. We’ve got two cocks in dire need of attention. That trumps dinner.”


  Cody stepped back, making Justin release him. He leaned out of the shower and grabbed a tube of lube from the medicine cabinet. Holding it up, he said, “Shower sex it is. Assume the position.”


  So much for letting Justin take charge.


  One thing they loved about the shower in this bathroom, even though it didn’t have a tub, it was large enough for the two of them to fool around in. Justin smiled and slid to the floor, wiggling under the warm water until he was on his back and had his knees pulled up to his chest, exposing his ass to Cody.


  “That’s more like it.” Cody knelt between his legs, leaning in and licking, sucking Justin’s sac, his cock, making the man moan as his eyes dropped closed.


  “That’s right,” Cody said. “You just lie there and enjoy this. I’ll do all the work right now.”


  “You are so getting your ass plowed when we get home,” Justin rasped.


  “That’s fine, but for right now, I’m pitching.” He squirted lube down the crack of Justin’s ass and over two of his own fingers, and started loosening the man’s hole.


  Justin moaned, his cock twitching.


  Cody leaned in again and circled the base of Justin’s cock with his other hand and slowly laved his lips and tongue all over it, exploring the slit, enjoying the tangy pre-cum already leaking from him.


  Finger-fucking the man, he knew he could easily get him to bust a nut like this, but Cody wanted his cock inside Justin, feeling him come when it happened.


  After long minutes of teasing that finally had Justin begging for relief, Cody slowly removed the fingers from Justin’s ass, added more lube, and went for three, just to be sure.


  More begging commenced. Cody finally couldn’t take it. He lubed up his own cock and pressed the knob against his partner’s hole. “Tell me what you want.”


  “I want your fucking cock, Cody. Dammit, give it to me.”


  He slowly pressed forward, retreating, teasing even more, taking his time working it past Justin’s tight ring. Once he’d completely breached Justin’s hole, he paused, cupping Justin’s sac in his hand. “Was that a little desperation in your tone, there?”


  “Fuck, you are sooo getting tied down tonight and stuffed with the biggest goddamned—oh!” While Justin was ranting, Cody grinned and pistoned his hips forward, fully impaling his lover on his shaft.


  “Fuck yeah!” Justin gasped. “That’s what I’m talking about.”


  Cody leaned forward and reached under Justin’s shoulders, holding on as he started fucking him on the slippery tile floor. Like this, he could hold his own climax back for a while. He was more interested in watching and listening to Justin’s moans, the way his ass grabbed at his cock on every withdrawal and the way he grunted with pleasure at every thrust.


  Cody released Justin and sat up, pulling his lover’s ankles all the way onto his shoulders. Leaning in close again, now with Justin pinned and helpless, he reached between them and found the man’s cock. He cupped his hand around it, pressing it against his own belly.


  “Tell me what you want,” Cody said.


  “You know what I want, dammit.”


  “Beg me for it.”


  “Son of a—make me come, dammit. Please!”


  He slowly fucked Justin, the friction of his body rubbing against the man’s cock forcing Justin closer to the edge. All Justin could do was hold on, his hands grabbing at Cody’s shoulders.


  “You want to come,” Cody said, “then you do it for me now, like this.”


  “Fuck,” he whispered, sounding close. “It feels sooo damn good.”


  “You like my cock deep in your ass, don’t you?”


  “You know I do.”


  “I do, too. I especially love feeling your ass squeezing me when you come. Maybe I’ll be the one tying you down tonight, doing some edging with you and making you beg to come while I keep my cock deep in your—”


  “Ah!” Justin’s hips tried to buck, to rock, but Cody’s body had him pinned to the shower floor. That was all right, because just before Cody felt Justin’s warm cum flooding over his hand, he felt Justin’s ass deliciously spasming around his cock.


  “That’s what I wanted,” he said, picking up the pace and finally letting go of Justin’s cock. “I wanted to feel that first.” Now he gave Justin the brutal fuck he knew the man loved, the sound of their flesh slapping together even louder than the shower spray hitting the tile walls and floor and them. It didn’t take him but a few strokes to explode, filling the man’s ass with his cum until they both lay, spent, on the shower floor.


  Cody finally started moving first. “I think I need a nap.” He untangled himself from Justin, withdrew, and sat back against the wall as Justin sat up.


  Justin leaned in, resting against him. “Ditto. We usually get to sleep in on Saturdays.”


  “Nap, then the club,” Cody said. “Seconded?”


  “Second.”


  “Motion carries.” He kissed Justin. “Now we still have to finish taking our shower.”


  Chapter Ten


  


  Yes, Brooke wore the peacock tunic and leggings that Eliza threatened to steal from her.


  If nothing else, to torture her friend with them.


  The men hadn’t asked for details about what she was doing tonight. She’d just said dinner with some friends.


  Which was, technically, correct and truthful.


  Eliza and Rusty were friends. And she’d even previously met some of the other people who’d be there tonight. While not “friends” they were acquaintances, which was close enough to the generic use of “friends” to technically be in the same church of the truth, even if not exactly in the same pew.


  When her friends arrived five minutes early, Brooke set the alarm and walked out the front door before Eliza could get out and come get her.


  “Damn you, woman. You’re taunting me, aren’t you?” Eliza flashed her a grin. “You look maaahvelous.”


  “Thank you.” Brooke slid into the backseat. “I hope I don’t regret this.”


  “Hey, if you decide at any time tonight you want to leave, just say the word and we’ll go. Fair enough?”


  “Yeah. So what, exactly, am I getting myself into?”


  “Well, you’re in luck,” Rusty said. “Kel is doing a rope suspension demo at eight. Unfortunately, that means they won’t be at dinner tonight.”


  They ate at Sigalo’s, another nice Italian restaurant, and fortunately, while busy, it was less crowded than the restaurant had been on Wednesday night. Brooke didn’t miss that Eliza positioned Rusty on Brooke’s other side, protectively penning her in.


  Everyone at dinner was, as she’d expected, very nice and welcoming. Yes, Mike and Jenny were there, as were another couple, Bill and Gabe, whom she remembered seeing Wednesday night but had pegged as gamers, not kinky.


  Tilly had sat across the table from her. “Remember, anyone gives you any shit tonight, you come get me.”


  “I’m with her,” Eliza said, laughing. “What about me?”


  “You don’t have my rep,” Tilly said.


  “She’s right,” Gilo added. “Just speaking Tilly’s name is enough to make grown Doms piddle.” He smirked as he took a sip of his tea. “Not to mention some of us SAMs.”


  “SAMs?” Brooke asked.


  “Long story,” several people within earshot said before they started softly laughing.


  “I’ll explain later,” Eliza promised.


  When they were heading to the club, Brooke tried to relax, but she wondered what Cody and Justin were doing tonight. Absolutely, she was looking forward to tomorrow night. Two hotties, pizza, and zombies?


  Yes, please.


  She turned her cell phone off and left it in their car. Eliza had explained the basics of the club’s rules to her: no sex, no drugs, no alcohol, no cell phones, no pictures, no touching anything or anyone without asking, be polite, and have fun.


  It wasn’t very likely anyone would hit on her since she was with Eliza and Rusty, but being hit on wasn’t exactly her fear.


  Being hit, however, was.


  The club was located in a nondescript industrial warehouse complex just east of I-75. Over a dozen cars sat parked in the lot close to the office entrance. Before they exited the car to head inside, Eliza turned and looked back at her.


  “Do you think you’ll be okay tonight? With the PTSD?”


  Brooke took a breath. “There’s only one way to find out.”


  “I remember when you tried the Ren Fair that time.”


  “That was years ago.”


  “I know. I’m just saying, it’s okay if you can’t—”


  Rusty laid a hand on Eliza’s arm. “She wants to try this. Let her. It’s okay. We’ve got her back and she knows it.”


  Eliza flashed her an apologetic smile. “Sorry. I can’t help it. Sometimes I go into mom mode with you.”


  “Mom mode? At a BDSM club?”


  “Well, kinky mom mode then. You know what I mean. I love you, and we miss the old you.”


  “So do I,” she said. “That’s why I’m here tonight.” Had she discovered BDSM before everything that had happened to her, she strongly suspected she would have been head-deep into the lifestyle already.


  Before.


  “Then let’s get moving,” Rusty said. “I don’t want to end up stuck in the back row.”


  They had to wait their turn to get to the counter. While they did, Eliza snagged a clipboard with a form on it from a stack of them on the desk and handed it and a pen to Brooke. “Fill this out now,” she said.


  “What is it?”


  “They’ll take your house, first-born, and ship you out on a four-year deployment to Guam,” a guy joked from ahead of them.


  She realized Eliza was about to say something to the guy, so Brooke reached out and grabbed her arm, shaking her head at her. He hadn’t meant anything by it except trying to be funny.


  She appreciated her friend’s protectiveness, but was now wondering if maybe she should have tried doing this on a different night, or without Eliza and Rusty. Maybe with Tilly and her what, yes, turned out to be men, plural, chaperoning her.


  “Well, I don’t have a first-born,” Brooke said to the guy while looking back down at the form, “and the Army’s done with me, so they’ll have to settle for my house.”


  “Heh!” But he didn’t continue the conversation since it was his turn next at the counter.


  She gently nudged Eliza as she filled out the required fields and left the others blank. When Eliza looked up, Brooke flashed her a smile.


  She loved her friends, more than they could ever know. They’d been one of her few secure tethers to a life outside of work and home, sanity savers on more than one occasion when Eliza did as she had Wednesday night and forcibly dragged Brooke out of the house.


  Twelve years older than Brooke, she was sometimes older sister, sometimes annoying best friend, and sometimes mom to Brooke. She and Rusty both had been Brooke’s emotional rocks during her dad’s recovery, helping her arrange her mom’s funeral, and putting her together with people who could…


  She had a revelation, frowning as it finally hit her. She dropped her voice as she turned to Eliza. “Mark Jarette. Our accountant.”


  Eliza looked understandably confused at first before she started snickering. She nodded. “Scrye. He and June will probably be here tonight, too. One of their daughters had a swim meet up in Tampa today or they would have been at dinner.”


  “Ed Payne?” Brooke whispered, trying not to let anyone else hear. “Our attorney?” Eliza had miraculously come up with the names and numbers of people to help Brooke out at the darkest emotional time of her life, professionals whose services she still used to this day.


  Eliza pressed her lips together and nodded. She looked like a kid struggling to hold in a secret and failing miserably.


  Brooke thought about it some more. “Seth Erikkson?” He ran the management company that had previously owned the building her shop was in. She’d made him an offer to purchase it from him several years earlier, when she’d wanted to expand into the rest of the space. He had taken it over from the previous owner, who’d died not too long before, and who coincidentally had the same last name. He’d been fair and easy to work with throughout the sale process.


  Eliza nodded as she danced from foot to foot, a serious case of the giggles struggling to break loose right there in the office.


  “Are you shitting me?” Brooke hissed, barely able to keep her voice down.


  Eliza wildly shook her head and held up three fingers.


  Scout’s honor.


  Rusty grabbed his wife by the shoulders and leaned in. “It’d probably be easier to see how many people you recognize tonight. There are a lot of kinky people in Sarasota.”


  All heads in the office turned as Eliza finally lost it and burst out laughing.


  


  * * * *


  


  It took another ten minutes for them to get checked in and for the volunteer at the desk to enter Brooke’s information and process her membership. Since Rusty and Eliza were bringing Brooke and sponsoring her, she didn’t have to wait to talk to one of the staffers.


  Who, tonight, was Tony, and she’d already talked to him at dinner anyway.


  She wasn’t sure what she’d expected when they walked from the office into the main dungeon area. The house lights were up, leaving it far brighter than she’d imagined a dungeon would look. To her right was a section of tables, with no chairs. It looked like all the chairs had been lined up for the audience in front of a large, metal red A-frame. Past that, on the far side, were stations of play equipment, bondage benches, large X-frames, and other things she wasn’t even sure she wanted to know about.


  Before she could step back, Eliza caught her elbow and steered her around the back of the chairs and to the far side, about halfway up, the three chairs at one end. Then she planted herself inside, with Brooke between her and Rusty at the end.


  “This is it?” Brooke asked, vaguely feeling let down.


  “The riggers frequently prefer the lights up to see what they’re doing,” she said. “Especially for a demo.”


  “Oh.”


  Tilly and her guys arrived and took the seats directly behind them, Rusty and Tilly swapping places so the three women could sit together and talk.


  They were still sitting there and talking when Brooke was vaguely aware of more people entering. In fact, it felt like there were eyes on her.


  When she looked up, she spotted Cody and Justin heading right for her.


  “Oh, boy,” Eliza said. “You okay?”


  “Um…”


  “They were supposed to be at dinner tonight. I didn’t want to say anything to you and freak you out, because then they didn’t show up.”


  As to what Brooke had wondered what the men were doing tonight…


  Question…answered.


  Tilly looked up at them as they stopped at the end of the row. “Yeeesss?”


  Cody lifted a hand in greeting, looking a little abashed. “Hi.”


  “Hi,” Brooke said.


  Justin nodded. “Hey.”


  “Hey.”


  “Hey there, hi there, hold on a second.” Tilly turned to Brooke. “You want a few minutes alone with them?”


  “Um…”


  “I think that’s a good idea,” Eliza said.


  Brooke found herself surrounded by Eliza and Tilly, who grabbed her elbows, prompted her up onto her feet and moving across the room, where they handed her off to Cody and Justin, who’d followed.


  “We’ll save you two guys some seats,” Eliza said before they returned to the chairs.


  Brooke watched them go before finally realizing she needed to deal with this.


  And it wasn’t exactly a bad thing.


  Was it?


  Justin shook his head in apparent amusement. “Dinner with friends tonight, huh?”


  “Hey, you didn’t come right out and admit you’re kinky.”


  “We didn’t want to freak you out,” Cody said. “Especially when we really like you.”


  Her eyes widened. “You…like me?”


  “Well, yeah,” Justin said. “We didn’t know you were kinky, though. Eliza didn’t volunteer that information.” The last part he delivered slightly louder and staring pointedly over at Brooke’s friend.


  Eliza smiled and waved at them.


  “So, long story short,” Justin said, “it’s a little confusing. Cody and I are both Doms, and we like to Top men and women, but we’re also slightly poly and we enjoy being in a relationship with the same woman.”


  She blinked. “Huh?”


  “What part didn’t you understand?” Cody said.


  “None of it, actually, but especially the part where a gay guy is telling me he and his gay partner like sleeping with women.”


  “That was too short of a version,” Cody told him.


  “Start over,” she said. “You guys aren’t gay?”


  “We’re gay,” Justin said. “Homoflexible, some might say, but we’re more pansexual. We can’t share a guy in bed, for some reason. It just ends up not working out. But we have fun with the right woman.”


  “Wow. I know Eliza told me dating in the kinky community was a lot more direct than I’d be used to, but I wasn’t prepared for that direct.”


  “Look,” Cody said. “How about we steal you from Eliza and Rusty tonight?”


  Fear took over. “I’m not here to get spanked tonight or anything. I just wanted to get out and meet new people.”


  “That’s fine,” Justin said. “That’s all you have to do, then. We promise, we’ll never try to get you to do something you don’t want to do. And we also promise we’ll break anyone’s arm who tries to do something to you that you don’t want done. We’d love to have a chance to spend a few more hours with you today.”


  She looked over at Eliza and Tilly, who were both wearing stupid, manic grins and giving her double thumbs-ups.


  Even Rusty looked in their direction and gave her a thumbs-up.


  If her two overprotective friends and their bad-assed-reputationed friend were giving the men unanimous thumbs-ups, she supposed she could take a chance and at least spend time talking to them that evening.


  “Break someone’s arm, huh?” she playfully asked.


  The men exchanged a glance. Justin spoke next, leaning in and dropping his voice. “Brooke, if anyone dares lay a finger on you and you don’t want it, believe me, Cody and I will kick their fucking ass before they can get the first word out.”


  Her throat went dry. There was something so incredibly sexy and protective in his tone that she realized she didn’t have a response that wouldn’t make her sound like an idiot.


  So she nodded.


  Cody and Justin each held out a hand to her, waiting.


  It took her a second to realize what they were waiting for. She placed her hands in theirs and let them lead her back to the chairs as Eliza and Tilly exchanged fist bumps.


  Chapter Eleven


  


  More musical chairs were required. Rusty joined Eliza in her row, swapping places with Tilly, so she could sit with her men, while Eliza waved Justin, Cody, and Brooke into the row in front of them.


  Leaving Eliza directly behind Brooke.


  Eliza leaned in. “You love me, and you know it.”


  “Shh.”


  The demonstration was getting ready to start. And yes, at some point Scrye, Ed, Seth, and a few other people who looked familiar from non-kinky settings had joined the audience.


  Jeeze louise, am I the last vanilla person in Sarasota?


  As Kel gave his opening talk, Cody leaned in and whispered in Brooke’s ear. “If you have any questions, or if you feel overwhelmed and want to step out into the office, just grab us and we’ll follow you.”


  A wave of gratitude swept over her, that he was so clued in. She nodded and reached over to pat his thigh.


  Then she found it difficult to remove her hand from his thigh, especially when she felt the hard muscle encased beneath his denim jeans. They were both wearing jeans, black motorcycle boots, and button-up, short-sleeved shirts. Cody’s was solid black, while Justin’s was dark navy blue.


  And they both had nice bodies. Not that she hadn’t already noticed that little factoid in the time she’d spent with them thus far, but something about the way they were dressed tonight accentuated that and made them even more…alluring.


  She finally settled for resting her other hand on Justin’s thigh, too, balancing her out. Both men smiled at her, so it must not have been a problem for them.


  She certainly didn’t mind it a few minutes later when she realized they each had a hand lightly resting on top of hers.


  No stranger to masturbation, her libido hadn’t really been very vocal lately. Sure, the first several years after her last boyfriend, it had poked its head up from time to time like a groundhog checking the weather, but it had always darted back into its hole—no pun intended—and gone right to sleep again.


  Not now. Now that bastard of a groundhog was running around like a squirrel with a snootful of cocaine and belting back Red Bull shots. All she needed was for that little fucker to pull out a couple of pistols and start shooting up the joint to have herself a raging telenovela in her pants.


  


  * * * *


  


  At the end of the demo, where Kel had bound and suspended his fiancée, Mallory, before doing some vibrator play on her, Brooke wasn’t sure what she was supposed to feel. So far, scared wasn’t at the top of the list.


  Nervous, sure.


  Did it make her a pervert that she enjoyed watching the scene play out before her and that it might have even dampened her panties a little?


  Well, okay, she was surrounded by an audience full of other perverts who were obviously there to watch, so it wasn’t like she was in the minority at this point.


  After the audience gave up a round of applause when Kel and Mal finished, Brooke politely refused and carried her own chair when Justin tried to carry it for her to the table area.


  The house lights were then shut off, leaving focused, colored lighting in the play area and dim light in the social area. The music was turned on and several couples headed over toward the play area. In the social area, a buffet of light snacks and appetizers had been set out for the patrons along one wall. The men sat with her at one of the tables while Eliza and Tilly walked over.


  “Well?” Eliza said.


  Brooke considered her answer. “That was interesting.”


  Tilly snorted. “I’ve heard that word used in a lot of contexts.”


  “No, I enjoyed it,” Brooke clarified. “I really did. It’s not at all what I expected.”


  “Most people say that,” Cody said. “It’s both weirder and more mundane than a lot of people expect.”


  She startled when she heard a loud smack from the other side of the space, a wooden paddle being brought down on someone’s ass.


  As she froze and forced herself to breathe through it, to process it, to not let it trigger her, she realized all four of them were staring at her. Make that five when Rusty walked over after he finished chatting with Landry and Cris, Tilly’s guys.


  “I’m okay,” Brooke said as she got used to the sound. “I’m fine.”


  “You didn’t look fine for a second,” Tilly said in her nurse voice, her eyes narrowed. “We can go out to the office, if you want.”


  “No. I want to stay. I’m okay.”


  She opted to watch from a distance to start with, asking Justin and Cody questions about what she was seeing, what people were doing. Since the men personally knew many of the people playing, they were able to add an additional level of information not available to the casual outside observer. What might look like a woman writhing in pain to some was, actually, a woman who was in the process of having a powerful orgasm.


  Although there were a few women—and a man or two—who were also experiencing pain.


  “It’s all consensual,” Justin assured her. “Anyone yells red, and if their play doesn’t stop, believe me, the DMs will step in and stop it and see what the hell’s going on.”


  “DMs?”


  “Dungeon Monitors,” Cody said, pointing to Tony, who was standing off to the side of the A-frame and watching a guy suspend another guy. Tony wore a name badge on a lanyard around his neck. Then Cody pointed across the room to Ross, who stood at the far end of the room, leaning against the wall and talking with someone, but from his body language and attention, you could see he was watching people playing. He also wore a name badge on a lanyard. Then Cody pointed to another man with a name badge. She hadn’t met him yet.


  “That’s Derrick,” Cody said. “He’s one of the owners, and the guy who originally started this place. He brought Kel in as his partner less than a year ago. It’s just too much for one person to run alone. They take turns manning the place on weekends.”


  The longer she watched and talked with the guys, the more she relaxed. Acclimating herself to the various sounds of the room also helped. She no longer jumped when she heard the smack or crack of impact or whip.


  Or someone yelling or crying out, either in pain or pleasure.


  Or both.


  No one was running around chasing people down. No one was dragging anyone from around the fringes into their scenes.


  It was all…


  Well, except for naked people getting beaten and made to forcibly orgasm, it was all relatively polite and…boring, actually. Quite a few people seemed content to do nothing more than just watch and talk with other people.


  “So you guys play?” she asked.


  “Sometimes,” Justin said.


  “Are you going to play tonight?”


  “Probably not,” Cody said. “We did bring a toybag with us, but honestly? We’d rather sit and talk with you.”


  He flashed her a smile that sent the suddenly caffeinated coke-fiend of a libido of hers scurrying a few more laps around her lady parts.


  “Tell me about the kind of play you guys like to do.”


  Justin went first. “Well, for starters, like we told you, we would never try to get you to do something you didn’t want to do. That said, I’m a pretty heavy sadist, if the bottom is willing and wants that. I love tight bondage, usually with rope, and then I love using canes on people.”


  “Candy?” she asked hopefully.


  He smiled as Cody laughed. “Rattan,” Justin said.


  “Yeah. Had a feeling.”


  “I love your sense of humor,” Cody said. “Seriously. I mean, some people take themselves way too seriously. They really do. We don’t. We’re not about strict protocols or anything like that. I tend to gravitate more toward doing forced orgasm scenes, but I’m also a sadist, I’ll admit.”


  “Do you both play with the same person?”


  “Sometimes, if the person wants that and we are both into them like that.”


  While it didn’t seem that any two people played exactly alike or with the same exact implements, many of the Tops, as they told her they were generically called, seemed rather fond of orgasm play.


  That actually didn’t seem so bad to her.


  Some of the bottoms took everything from what looked like hardly any pain, with implements like soft fur floggers and bare-handed smacks, all the way up to one woman who took what looked like a vicious caning. By the time her Top finished making her orgasm, she wore a beaming, carefree smile.


  “Do you guys do this to each other?” she asked.


  The men looked at each other and burst out laughing. “Hell, no,” they both said.


  Cody continued. “We’re two Dominants. Sure, we play around in bed. Have we bottomed before? Yes. We’ve both experienced implements for each other so we can feel what something does. The last thing I want to do as a Dominant is use an implement on a bottom when I don’t know what it’s going to do. Some things are very deceptive. Tony, for example, has this damn orange silicone tasting spoon in his toybag. It’s from a freaking kitchen supply place. That thing, it’s like getting hit with a piece of iron if you use it hard enough, because the material’s so dense. But if you didn’t know that and smacked someone with it, like on an elbow or their shin, you could possibly do some real damage.”


  “Wow.”


  “Exactly,” Justin said. “Good Tops are always very careful. They know what their implements do, they know how to use them, and most importantly, they’ve practiced with them before using them on someone else.”


  She smiled. “So what about the orgasm torture?”


  “Huh?” they asked.


  “You guys don’t have a clitoris hiding somewhere, do you?”


  They laughed. “I don’t think anyone’s ever been seriously injured from receiving an orgasm, either,” Justin said. “Not in this setting, at least.”


  “I’m just messing with you,” she said.


  Cody held up a finger. “Just to clarify, no, we don’t have anything in our pants but boy parts.”


  Brook and Justin looked at him.


  “Well, I said to clarify,” he muttered.


  


  * * * *


  


  Brooke was actually yawning before midnight, much to her dismay. The men saw it.


  “Can we drive you home?” Justin asked. “No pressure, just a ride.”


  “Depends. Are we still on for dinner and zombies tomorrow night?”


  “Absolutely,” Cody said.


  “Okay then. Let me get my cell phone out of Eliza and Rusty’s car. And I want to say good night to everyone.”


  She’d actually gotten brave enough, with the men flanking her, to approach the play area and hang out on the fringes of it at a respectful distance like others already were, able to see more closely what was going on without intruding on any ongoing scenes.


  Yes, it was obvious no one was being forced to get onto the benches or other frames. One time, she even noticed a young woman practically dragging her guy away from where he was talking to someone else and begging him to Top her.


  They explained she was a brat, but by that point Brooke had learned so much already that nothing new was taking anymore.


  She’d have to get clarification later.


  Rusty, then Eliza, hugged her. “Glad you came?” Eliza asked.


  “Yes, thank you.” She pointed over her shoulder at the men, who were saying good-bye to Tilly and her guys. “I’m guessing you’re signing off on them, since you haven’t made any protests.”


  Eliza grinned and playfully smacked her shoulder. “If I’d known you wanted to explore the kink pond, I would have shoved you together with them a looong time ago, honey.”


  Once they were on their way, Cody riding in the backseat, she tried to digest everything she’d seen and learned that night.


  “We didn’t irretrievably screw up something that might have developed between us, did we?” Justin asked her.


  “No, just…processing. And we’re close to my bedtime, so, frankly, it’s hard for me to process anything right now.”


  At her house, they insisted on getting out and walking her up to her front door. Which she found incredibly sweet and adorable, considering what she now knew about these two men.


  “Thank you for tonight,” she said. “This was nice.”


  “Thank you for this morning,” Justin said. “We had a lot of fun.” Cody nodded.


  “May I?” Justin asked, holding his arms out.


  She nodded, lingering in his embrace as he hugged her.


  Then she looked up, met his gaze, and rose up on her tiptoes to brush a kiss across his lips.


  Cody was ready for her, too, but he didn’t try to deepen the kiss, a perfectly gentlemanly kind of good-night.


  “Good night,” she said. “See you guys tomorrow.”


  “Good night,” they parroted, making her smile.


  Once she was inside and had the alarm off and the door locked behind her, they headed back to their car and she watched from the front window as their taillights disappeared down the street.


  From on the couch, Dixon maowed at her. Then he stood, stretched, jumped over to the coffee table, and stepped on the TV remote.


  The screen came on.


  She cocked her head at him. “Asshole.”


  “Maow!” he squeaked.


  Chapter Twelve


  


  All day Sunday, Brooke thought about Cody and Justin. From the awesome morning they’d had together yesterday, the initially awkward meeting at the club…to what they’d talked about at the club, and the things she’d witnessed.


  And their sweet good-night kisses when they walked her to her door.


  If they were just gay…


  But they liked sleeping with women…


  Specifically, they liked sharing a woman…


  Except for the fact she wasn’t exactly looking to be dominated by one man, much less two.


  Maybe they could strike some sort of balance between the extremes. Maybe she could get into a little harmless role-playing in bed if they wanted to take her on.


  Of course, they hadn’t really seen her yet.


  The real her.


  The naked her.


  They might get one look at her carved up gams and decide nope, they were good with just being friends.


  Only one way to tell.


  She normally didn’t wear shorts except around the house. Besides the fact that she wasn’t supposed to get too much sun on her legs because of the scars, she didn’t like the stares she received. She didn’t go swimming, except to the beach sometimes, and even then she just waded and wore clam-diggers that covered the worst of her scars. When it was really hot and she needed to run weekend errands, she had several long, swirling skirts that provided a comfortable breeze without exposing her to looks. When she ran, she had hot-weather leggings, and cold-weather leggings she wore under her running shorts.


  Dammit, it’s my house.


  Shorts it was.


  She texted back and forth with both men all day, friendly chatter that somehow slipped into playful banter, missed the stop at sexy innuendo, and headed at full speed toward blatant flirting.


  She hoped she didn’t disappoint them, but then again, what was that old bullshit about nothing ventured? At least, if nothing else, she had a couple of new friends to hang with who might help steer her toward meeting someone in this kinky landscape she was slowly venturing into.


  At the most, she might be able to check something off her sexual bucket list that, until recently, she was pretty much dead-certain would only ever exist in her imagination and on her Kindle.


  The men arrived a little after six thirty, bearing pizzas, wings, and garlic knots that made her mouth water just from the delicious aroma. It smelled good enough that she was almost able to forget feeling self-conscious about her scars.


  Cody leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. “Ready for the pizzapocalypse?”


  “Pizzapocalypse?”


  “Yeah,” Justin said. “We’ll be in a food coma by the time the show comes on. Where do you want everything?”


  “Just put it on the coffee table.” She’d already laid out paper plates, napkins, and silverware for them there.


  Cody set the pizza boxes on the table, while Justin put down the wings and garlic knots. She saw the look on Cody’s face first, when he didn’t stand up right away. Instead, he carefully schooled his expression before slowly straightening and staring her directly in the eyes.


  Nervous fear washed through her. “Yeah?” She was too scared to look at Justin and see his expression.


  Cody reached for her hand and brought it to his lips, kissing it. “If you think a few scars are going to scare us or turn us off,” he softly said, “think again. We’re not immature boys. We’re men who know a real woman when we see one. A beautiful, sexy woman.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Holy…fuck.


  Justin hadn’t realized what Cody was talking about.


  At first.


  Then, while Cody was delivering what Justin had to admit was a damned good response, his gaze traveled down her legs.


  Yes, she’d told them about being wounded.


  Her left leg bore several long, straight vertical scars that he imagined were where the pins had been put in. He could see the pale, silvery look of the burns, and several other scars that were probably from shrapnel.


  He rounded the table while her gaze was firmly focused on Cody and stepped behind her, placing his hands on her hips and hoping he wasn’t about to fuck up a potentially really good thing for all three of them.


  “He’s right,” Justin said. “You’re beautiful. Your scars are only part of you, of who you are.”


  The tremor in her soft voice ripped at his soul. When had he started the hard, fast, heart-first slide toward being in love with her?


  “Some of my scars you can’t see. My PTSD isn’t as bad as it used to be, but sometimes I still trigger. I can’t stand to fly, so if you like to travel, I hope you don’t mind driving if you want to take a trip with me. And I don’t know how submissive I can be for you guys. If you’re okay with all of that…”


  Justin slid his arms around her waist and rested his chin on her shoulder. “We’re fine with you exactly how you are right now,” he softly said.


  Cody captured her other hand and stepped closer, pressing them against his chest. “We’re not going anywhere. If you decide you’d like to fool around with us, well, we’re cool with that. If you decide you want to try anything you’ve seen at the club, we’re cool with that, too. We don’t have any expectations with this. The only thing we ask for, that we won’t budge on, is that if you do decide you want to fool around with us, you have to be monogamous to us while we’re doing this.”


  Justin couldn’t see her face, but the doubt hung in her voice. “That’s all?”


  “Yeah,” Justin said. “It’s actually a big deal for us. Well, that, and total honesty.”


  She snorted. “Well, that’s not a problem for me,” she said. “The monogamy. Or the honesty. It’s been years since I was with anyone.”


  “Ooh.” Justin felt his cock stir at that and had to fight not to grind his hips against her ass. “Then we’ll have a lot of fun with you if you decide you want to do that.”


  “What about what you guys said about playing with other people?”


  “That’s not sex,” Cody said. “And if you ever decided you wanted to play with someone, as long as we all talk about it first, that’s fine. Just like if you decide you’d like to be with us, you’d get to have veto power over who we play with.”


  “See,” Justin added, “that’s why we can honestly say if you don’t want to be submissive to us, or do any BDSM play with us, we’re fine with that. Because we can always play with someone else and get our sadistic or Toppy fixes on.”


  “Really?”


  He thought that might be a glimmer of hope trying to fight its way through to the light. “Really.” He turned her so he could look her in the eye. “Now what do you say we enjoy our dinner while it’s hot? We can cuddle on the couch in a food coma after we’re done.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Cody wasn’t an idiot. He knew a test when he spotted one.


  This was a test. A test of the Emergency Emotional System.


  And it was a critical pass-fail test that would make or break where their relationship with Brooke headed next.


  When he saw her scars, yes, it’d startled him. Not because they turned him off, but because he hadn’t truly appreciated the extent of the damage wrought to her body by the explosion. Words were one thing.


  Seeing the damage was another.


  If he could have personally murdered the fucker who set off that bomb and killed the others and wounded her, he would have.


  It also emphasized to him how slim the line was between survival and death. That maybe another few inches, she might have died, too.


  That she might not have walked into their lives at all.


  That she had been through so much more pain and suffering in her life than he could even begin to imagine. He’d burned himself before, hurt himself before. He was a stupid guy, duh.


  But nothing like that.


  I’ll never be a wuss again.


  Justin finally released her after giving her a gentle, tender kiss on her lips.


  Not to be left out, Cody kissed her, too, before letting go of her hands. “You want us to leave your life,” Cody said, “you have to tell us. But unless or until you do that, count on us being around for the long haul.”


  She finally nodded, her gorgeous blue eyes looking a little too bright, like she hovered on the edge of tears.


  “Can I help you with drinks?” Cody asked.


  “I made iced tea.”


  “That sounds perfect.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Brooke wasn’t sure if she wanted to burst into tears or gales of relieved laughter. No, they weren’t bullshitting her. She was pretty good at reading people, and they weren’t faking their reactions.


  They’d been startled, definitely. Unless someone was an experienced burn unit medical worker, anyone would be startled by the appearance of her scars. In her experience, people usually were.


  There were times early on where she’d assumed the I-don’t-give-a-fuck attitude and tried not to notice how people reacted. She’d wear shorts and not care.


  Unfortunately, it was hard to ignore the looks on other people’s faces, so she started covering up to avoid that.


  She didn’t want their sympathy or pity, either. And she didn’t want to scare people, especially kids, or be some morbid attraction people stared at.


  She wanted her privacy, her peace. She didn’t want to invite others to gawk at the physical reminders of her emotional pain.


  She led Cody into the kitchen and pulled three glasses down from the cabinet. He was filling them with ice when she heard Justin let out something halfway between a squawk and a scream.


  They both rounded the corner to see Justin trying to peel Dixon out of his lap, where the cat had apparently managed to hook a claw in the crotch of his shorts.


  “Oh, dammit! I’m so sorry!” She rushed over despite Cody laughing his ass off behind her. “I can lock him up, if you want.”


  “No,” Justin said, sounding pained. “That’s okay. He just caught me by surprise and in really a bad place.”


  “That’ll teach you to go commando,” Cody snarked.


  She corralled Dixon, the badass, mofo, cock-blocking little asshole, who’d just attacked half of her first decent chance of getting laid since before Dixon was a bastard twinkle in his sire’s eye, and set him down on the floor. “Go lick yourself somewhere.”


  Justin was examining his crotch. “Someone might have to lick me. I don’t think I can do it myself.”


  She snorted. “I meant my cat.”


  “Want me to kiss it and make it better?” Cody teased.


  Justin looked up, smiling. “Maaaybe.” His eyes settled on hers. “Maybe both of you can. After dinner, though. I’m hungry. And while I promise I won’t boss you around, I do get pissy if my food gets cold.” His playful smile drew one in response from her.


  This time, Brooke and Cody managed to get the glasses of tea poured without Justin having to do battle with D-bag. As they settled in to watch TV, the conversation naturally drifted toward zombie apocalypses and weapons.


  “Firearms are only good for so long,” she said. “Eventually, you’ll run out of ammo. And then there’s the noise drawing attention of both zombies and people. And, technically, if you can survive long enough, you should be able to outlast any zombies. They’ll mostly rot away. Or you can take them out in northern climes when they freeze during the winter. Then you’ll only have to worry about new people when they die. But you’ll have to have alternative weapons handy. And if you can keep outrunning the zombies, you can manage to survive.”


  “Cardio,” both men said together, making her laugh.


  “Hey, I don’t have to outrun the zombies,” she joked. “I only have to outrun the slow people. We should have a zombie movie marathon.”


  “Zombieland,” Cody said. “That has to be the kick-off. And Shaun of the Dead.”


  “Duh. Dead Snow.”


  “Huh?” Justin said.


  “Ooh, I love that one!” Cody looked at Justin. “Nazi zombies. You’ve seen that one.”


  “Oh, yeah. That one.” He rolled his eyes.


  Now it was on. “The Dead,” she said.


  Cody grinned. “Is this a zombie movie throw-down? I could do this all night.”


  “He’s not kidding,” Justin said. “He really can do this all night. Frankly, I’d like to discuss the licking we were talking about earlier.”


  Dixon had returned and took up a position in the chair across from the coffee table, where he laid there and flicked his tail, his baleful green glare casting condescension at them.


  Cody noticed him. “Dixon looks pissed.”


  “He’s just mad because he’s not getting all the attention,” she said. “He can suck it up, for once. He’s a tough little mofo.”


  


  * * * *


  


  When it was finally time for the previous week’s episode of The Walking Dead to air, Brooke realized these two men were more than special. They were sweet, hunky, and definitely worth taking a chance with.


  What did she have to lose? It wasn’t like she had men beating down her door. And here she had two handsome guys who were interested in her!


  No-brainer.


  She took a risk and snuggled between them, her head in Justin’s lap, her feet in Cody’s. She didn’t even flinch when Cody’s fingers lightly traced the outline of one of her surgical scars. When she looked, he glanced up and met her gaze.


  “Is this okay?”


  She nodded. “Yeah,” she said. “It’s okay.”


  He leaned in and pressed his lips against her flesh, directly on her scar.


  Her last guy had kept the lights low or off and avoided staring at her legs, even though he’d made clumsy, bullshit excuses at the time. Yet another reason she’d felt justified in breaking up with him.


  Cody feathered his fingers across her flesh again. “I do have one request,” he said.


  Here we go. “What?” she asked, almost afraid to hear it.


  “Please don’t ask me to go jogging with you,” he said. “I despise early mornings, and I hate to run. I’d rather swim laps or workout in the gym, but I loathe running with a passion.”


  More relief filled her. “No worries. I actually prefer running alone. It’s…my crucible. If I can make it through it, I know I can handle whatever else the day throws at me.”


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  The sexual tension built between them all the way up until the new The Walking Dead episode aired.


  Then, despite Justin’s best efforts to distract both Brooke and Cody, they sort of overruled him to watch the episode.


  With gratuitous groping during the commercial breaks, to keep Justin happy.


  It wasn’t long before Brooke was glad she was taping The Talking Dead, because she wasn’t about to see any of it. As soon as the preview for next week’s episode ended and Chris Hardwick started talking, Brooke found herself on top of Cody on the couch, Justin kneeling behind her and nibbling on the back of her neck with hot, sexy lips that had her panties drenched.


  Yes, she masturbated. She had a shower massager that got regular workouts.


  Wasn’t the same. Wasn’t as good as having a real, hot man in bed with her.


  Or, two.


  Duh.


  Sorry, Chris, I can play you back later.


  Cody’s hands settled on her hips. “Just to clarify and make sure we’re all on the same page,” he said, “you want to have sex with us. Right?”


  She looked over her shoulder at Justin. “Does he always talk this much during sex? Because if so, I might ask you to use one of those gag things on him.”


  “Yes, he does. You just have to shove something into his mouth to keep him otherwise occupied.”


  “Ah.” She stared Cody in the eyes. “Yes, I want you two to fuck my brains out,” she said. Then she grabbed the hem of her T-shirt, peeled it up and off over her head, and dropped it to the floor.


  She wasn’t wearing a bra.


  She leaned in, her hands offering her breasts. “You’ve got two to choose from. Pick one and put it in your mouth before I go looking for duct tape.”


  He grinned and grabbed her, pulling her down on top of him, sucking her right nipple into his mouth, his hand cupping her left breast.


  “There you go, babe,” Justin said. “You’re a quick learner.”


  “I try,” she said before her moan broke through as Cody sucked on her nipple.


  Damn, it felt good.


  Better than good.


  It felt fucking fantastic.


  Two hot, eager guys who wanted her.


  All of her.


  Even the bent and broken bits of her.


  As Justin reached around her and started working on getting her shorts unfastened, he asked, “What’s off limits?”


  “Um, nothing?”


  He nibbled on the side of her neck, making it difficult for her to think between that and what Cody was doing to her. “Anything you don’t want us to do to you?”


  “Get me pregnant? Or give me, you know, like a disease or something.”


  “We’re clean,” Justin said. “We’ll get new tests for you. And you for us, because fair’s fair. But do you have condoms?”


  She froze.


  Aw, dammit!


  The rabid, coke-crazed rodent of her libido sat back on its haunches and howled in misery.


  So close.


  So.


  Fucking.


  Close.


  “No,” she whispered, almost in tears. Dammit! Why hadn’t she thought about that!


  “That’s okay,” Cody said, relinquishing her breast for a moment. “We’ve got some. If you had a brand you preferred, we would have used those.”


  “Wait a minute. You brought condoms?”


  Cody looked a little confused. “Um, yeah?”


  “You were sure you were going to get laid?”


  “No, but isn’t it a good thing we did, since you don’t have any?”


  Her mouth snapped shut on her indignation and their assumptions. “Good point. Carry on.”


  “No, not yet,” Justin said. “Are you on the pill?”


  “Are you kidding? The president’s kids were still in grade school the last time I got laid.”


  Justin made her turn and look at him. “Well, since you just said you don’t want to get pregnant, and we’d need a lot of talking and time between the three of us to get to that point from this point, it might not be a bad idea for you to get that taken care of, too, so we can do away with condoms once our test results are back and your pill kicks in.”


  “How can you be so rational and think at a time like this? I’m so fucking horny I can barely see straight, much less string two coherent sentences together.”


  Justin smiled, an infuriatingly handsome smile that didn’t help her concentration. “Because we’re Dominants, that’s why. Kind of something we have to be good at, negotiations. Even if it’s for sex and no play.”


  “Okay, fine. Damn your Dom logic, and can we please quit talking now and get back to the fun? Otherwise I’m going to get invested in whatever Chris Hardwick is about to sa—”


  Justin kissed her, one hand buried in her hair. More correctly, he wrapped her ponytail around his fist and tightly held her in place as he crushed her lips with his.


  Yum!


  He slid one hand down the front of her shorts and into her panties, where his fingers unerringly found her clit.


  Finally, the little coked-up rodent of her libido fell still and sighed with pleasure.


  “Didn’t someone say it’s been a long, long time since they had sex with someone else?” Cody teased.


  “Uh-huh,” she mumbled underneath Justin’s lips.


  Justin’s fingers started playing with her clit, taking the strength right out of her knees and sinking her down onto Cody’s hips. The outline of a very nice-sized cock rubbed against her through his shorts and hers.


  Cody reached up and cupped her breasts in his palms, rubbing the pads of his thumbs over her nipples and sending shudders of pleasure through her.


  Justin lifted his lips from hers and eased in behind her, pulling her body against his so he was supporting her. He kept her head tipped back against his shoulder, his chin pressing into the top of her shoulder as his fingers showed her what a clit was damn well supposed to be used for.


  This.


  “We plan on getting at least a few out of you before we even think about getting off,” Justin softly rumbled in her ear. “We’re going to see how loud we can make you moan, want to hear what you sound like when you’re coming for us. One other rule we have, baby—never fake an orgasm with us, all right? If you don’t get over, we’ll try something different. You won’t hurt our feelings, believe me. But we want to know that when you’re coming, it’s for real.”


  She was coming, all right. Her back arched from the force of it. His hand sped up, driving her harder and faster over the edge into the first orgasm.


  Multiple times? She knew that was theoretically possible, but she usually stopped at one herself.


  Nice to know they were a couple of overachievers.


  Justin pressed a tender kiss against the side of her neck. “That’s one,” he said. “The first of many.”


  She didn’t care what they did to her at that point. That orgasm felt sooo good, so much better than anything she’d felt in…well, ever, that she’d let them pretty much do whatever they wanted at that point.


  On the TV, The Talking Dead played, unwatched.


  Sorry, Chris. I’ll catch up with you tomorrow.


  


  * * * *


  


  Cody wriggled out from under the two of them and Justin lay back with her nestled against his body. Cody got her shorts and panties off her and tossed them onto the floor to join her T-shirt.


  Justin spread his legs, which spread hers, and gave Cody his opening. He lay down between her thighs, even though most of him hung off the other end of the couch, and buried his face in her pussy.


  She let out an adorable squeal and one hand tried to push his head away, but then Justin spoke up.


  He caught her hand. “You want us to stop anything, you say red. Unless or until you do, we’re not stopping. We want to hear you come, and we’re going to hear you come. Maybe you don’t want us Topping you for BDSM play, and that’s fine. But in bed we’re in charge, and that’s the only way we know how to be. So you’re just going to have to enjoy it.”


  He glanced up to see Justin lace fingers with her, then raise her hands back over their heads while he kissed her.


  Fuck, that was so hot he nearly creamed his own briefs right there, watching Justin kiss her, lovingly restraining her.


  He buried his tongue in her pussy, taking his time to build up her next one, working his arms under Justin’s thighs so he could reach around and rest his hands on top of her thighs, holding her still down below.


  She moaned, muffled by Justin’s mouth.


  Maybe she didn’t want to do impact play, but they could show her this, the Dominant sides of themselves, love some of her bad memories away. They could fill her life with laughter and smiles. One thing Eliza had told them that night at the club while Brooke excused herself to the bathroom was that Brooke wasn’t the same person she’d been before. Wasn’t carefree, wasn’t full of laughter and smiles and energy.


  No shit, based on what she’d gone through, but the men had gotten Eliza’s point.


  They wanted to be that carefree zone for Brooke, the solid, dependable guys who would do whatever it took to make her smile, make her happy.


  Because in just a few short days, he knew he was falling for her, and hard. Even if it didn’t work out and she only wanted to be friends, he still wanted to be there in her life, if she’d let them.


  To try to make her happy.


  Her hips rocked against his face and he knew Justin had to be under serious strain himself from the feeling of that friction against his cock underneath her. He resisted sliding a finger into her pussy yet, wanting to build up to that. They didn’t have a vibrator with them, and unless she had one, they’d have to rely on good ole-fashioned manpower to get the job done.


  No use setting the bar sky-high five minutes into the evening and leaving her less than impressed after what they’d already promised.


  Note to self, always pack the Hitachi.


  The second orgasm had her writhing and squirming and struggling against Justin, but still she didn’t safeword even when Justin lifted his mouth from hers and asked, “Are you safewording? If you are, say so. Otherwise, we keep making you come until we’re ready to continue. Understand?”


  Cody glanced up and saw her nod.


  Grinning, he dove in again, lightly flicking her clit with his tongue, letting her idle without cooling down all the way.


  


  * * * *


  


  The second orgasm took her breath away. No shit, she’d read that crap in romance novels and thought it was a joke, but…


  Oh, my…oh…ohfrackingmmm…


  If this was the men’s usual standard of excellence in terms of making love…well, Brooke suspected she had a lot of fun times ahead of her. When Justin asked her if she was safewording, it was all she could do not to.


  She laid back and let her brain detach from her body again, the men in control of her…and her pleasure.


  Chapter Fourteen


  


  Justin knew not only were they having to do this without a mechanical assist from their good friend the Hitachi, they were also fighting against the clock with Brooke’s usual bedtime. He didn’t want to wear her out just to have her fall asleep before the grand finale.


  They could take care of each other at home, but he really wanted to slide his cock inside her sweet pussy and feel her come while Cody used that fantastic tongue of his on her clit at the same time.


  The first time a woman came like that for them…it was always mind-blowing.


  Once Cody pulled number three out of her, and while she was still gasping for breath, he released her hand and reached down to tap Cody on the head.


  He sat up. “Yeah?”


  “Time to move to the bedroom.”


  Cody got up, effortlessly scooped her into his arms, and headed toward her bedroom. Justin rolled himself off the couch and followed, his cock aching and straining in his shorts as he tugged and tried to adjust everything to a slightly more comfortable position.


  Tonight they wouldn’t be doing anything wild like DP. No, tonight was about her, making this a night she’d never forget, and hopefully the first of countless nights the three of them would be spending together for the foreseeable future.


  Cody laid her down on the bed and started stripping, fishing the condoms out of his pocket and putting them on the bedside table. As Justin started stripping, he noted the way her eyes widened when she got her first look at their cocks.


  And that look, a little bit of lust, a little bit of wary prey, was all he needed to make his cock twitch.


  Justin climbed onto the bed—dammit, a queen, not a king—and buried his face in her pussy. She collapsed back onto the bed with a moan, burying her hands in his hair and this time holding on instead of trying to push him away while Cody kissed her.


  He only stayed down there a couple of minutes, just enough to rev her up again. Reaching for one of the condoms, he ripped the pouch open and rolled it on before sitting on the edge of the bed. Cody got her up and standing in front of Justin, still kissing her, backing her up until she was straddling Justin’s lap.


  He grabbed his aching cock and slowly swiped the condom-clad head of it up and down between her pussy lips until he found his target and pressed for entrance.


  She let out a loud, low moan as he reached around her and cupped her breasts, once again playing with her nipples. “Take your time, baby,” he hoarsely said. “Take all the time you need to work all of that inside you. Because we’re not doing anything else until your gorgeous ass is all the way in my lap and my cock’s all the way inside your pussy.”


  She moaned again, louder, slowly rocking herself back and forth on his shaft as he lightly pinched her nipples.


  


  * * * *


  


  Holy…cripes…sonofa…


  Wow.


  She was no virgin, although the majority of her sexual experiences had been when she was younger, before her…accident.


  These two guys had cocks that belonged in porn, not in her!


  Not that she was complaining.


  No, she wasn’t going to safeword for this. Hell, no.


  She was also beginning to have serious doubts about her abilities to get all of his cock inside her, until she finally felt her ass touching his thighs and she let out a thoroughly satisfied sigh of relief to know she’d done it.


  Barely.


  His arms wrapped securely around her and she let out a startled meep as he spread his thighs, forcing her legs apart and her body back against his.


  “Shh, I got you,” he said.


  Cody dropped to his knees in front of her, grinning before he shoved his face into her pussy again and started working on her with his tongue.


  The only thing she thought at first was that maybe the house had exploded. Until she realized the noises she was hearing were mostly her, combined with both of the men chuckling. Well, Justin was clearly chuckling, and it felt like Cody was chuckling between her thighs.


  Her pussy clenched down on Justin’s cock, hard and fast as wave after wave of pleasure even better than the first several orgasms swept through her and it became hard to breathe without making a whole lot of noise in the process.


  “Go ahead, baby,” Justin said. “Scream your head off. I feel you coming on my cock. It’s okay. Just enjoy what we’re doing to you. Believe it or not, this is a kind of domination for us, making your body respond to us like this. We get off on this kind of control almost the same way we do with a scene. So you just keep coming.” He nibbled on her earlobe.


  There were no…it was just…


  Fuck!


  


  * * * *


  


  Oh, they had her, and Cody damn well knew it. He’d keep this one rolling through her for a little longer before Justin would start fucking her. And as soon as Justin finished, he’d be ready to swap places with him, this time not having to wait her out while she got used to his cock first. Justin was a little bigger than him, but not by much. They’d figured out it was a lot more fun for the woman to have Justin go first for the adjustment part of the activities, then Cody could get as wild as he wanted and fuck her with abandon and not worry about her being uncomfortable.


  Plus Justin was better at holding back longer than Cody sometimes was.


  Logic, yo.


  He reached over and grabbed a condom, getting it ready, rolling it on and waiting as Justin started fucking her. Justin rolled her over onto her stomach on the edge of the bed, more moans escaping her as he started fucking her, harder and faster but still with a controlled restraint that was beauty in motion.


  When Justin came, Cody was already perched on the edge of the bed, waiting. Justin stood, still breathing heavily, and lifted her to her feet as she moaned. He pulled out, turning her around and helping Cody get her in place.


  Then Justin dropped to his knees between her thighs and, as Cody spread her legs for access, Justin’s mouth closed over her clit.


  She stretched back against him, wordless, nonsensical moans escaping her as she tried to fuck her body against them.


  Cody’s cock strained, aching, throbbing, wanting to plunge into her and fuck her silly, but he waited. Justin could almost always get one more out of the woman, a nice sexual symmetry to the evening leaving everyone happy and their partner wrung out in the good ways.


  


  * * * *


  


  At some point, Brooke was pretty sure she was no longer speaking English and had switched to speaking in tongues.


  She didn’t care, either.


  This…


  This…


  They…


  She threw her head back and moaned as another impossible orgasm flooded her body, making her pussy squeeze Cody’s cock as Justin’s tongue forced more pleasure than she thought she’d even survive out of her clit and into her nervous system.


  


  * * * *


  


  Justin kept it up until Cody nudged him with his foot, meaning he was pretty sure she’d finished.


  He gently rolled her over onto the bed and started fucking her while Justin stepped into the bathroom and disposed of the condom on his wilting cock.


  Justin returned in time to see Cody’s tight ass flexing, squeezing, and then his last grunts as he came and filled the condom inside her. He rose up on his arms, catching his breath, running his lips along the back of her shoulders and kissing her.


  Justin pulled her into his arms and climbed into bed with her, holding her tucked against him as the last waves of pleasure finished echoing and settling down inside her while Cody stepped into the bathroom.


  She didn’t move for a few minutes, even though he heard from the sound of her breathing that she was still awake.


  Cody returned from the bathroom and the three of them squeezed into the bed together, Justin right on the edge. If Cody wasn’t on his side, he’d be half off the bed.


  Finally, she took a long, deep breath, and let out what he desperately hoped was a contented sigh.


  “Are you okay?” he finally asked.


  She laughed, a beautiful sound that turned into a giggle fit that made both men smile even as they kissed each other over the top of her head.


  A job well done.


  One they were looking forward to repeating, as often as possible, with her.


  For as long as she’d have them.


  “Yeah,” she finally managed. “I’m better than okay. Waaay better. I don’t think they make a word for what I am right now.”


  “Well-laid?” Cody playfully asked.


  “I think technically that’s two words,” she said, “but it is accurate.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Brooke lay there in her bed, which had, before tonight, felt enormous and empty, and now felt like a home to a full traveling hockey team as she was comfortably wedged between the men.


  “Can I ask you guys something?”


  “You can ask us anything,” Justin assured her.


  “You know how you said you do forced orgasm play with others?”


  “Yeah?” they asked.


  “If we’re going to be together, like this, I’m not sure I’m cool with you doing orgasm play on people you play with.”


  “On anyone?” Cody asked, “Or just on women.”


  She thought about it. “On other women. I’ll probably be okay with it on guys.”


  Justin chuckled. “Doesn’t work exactly like that, but I understand what you mean.” He leaned in and kissed her. “Then we definitely won’t be doing orgasm play on our female play partners.”


  She felt a little badly that they agreed so quickly. “Maybe I’ll be a little less jealous about it in the future.”


  “No, it’s your limit, and that’s okay,” Cody assured her. “Would you be okay with us supervising someone else doing that part of the play if they need our advice?”


  “Yeah, probably. As long as you aren’t, you know, actually doing the touching.”


  “Will you even be okay with us playing with women at all?” Cody asked. “And no is always an acceptable answer.”


  “Probably. Maybe not some women. I’d have to meet them, I guess. I don’t want to come in and suddenly be this jealous, control-freak bitch,” she said. “I want to be okay with you playing with others.”


  “Baby steps,” Justin assured her. “We’ll start with just playing with guys.”


  “Maybe if she’s like, married or with someone else,” she added. “It might be easier for me then.”


  Cody gently cradled her chin in his palms and looked her straight in the eyes. “You don’t owe us an explanation,” he said. “Nor do you owe us any justifications.”


  “But I want to understand why I feel like this. I’ve never been jealous before.”


  Of course, she hadn’t had a lot of relationships in the past to ever have a chance to get jealous before, either.


  “Hey, this is new and confusing and a lot to take in,” Cody said. He kissed her. “Baby steps. Just what he said. We move at your speed.”


  “I don’t want to say no all the time and then it ends up denying you guys what you want and need.”


  “And we can clearly see that,” Justin said. “That’s why we’re perfectly happy with being patient. Just keep talking to and with us. Don’t shut down or shut us out.”


  “Is it really this easy?”


  “It is if you let it be,” Justin said, looking around. “But I can tell you one damn thing.”


  Her heart sank. “What?” From his tone of voice, he sounded disgruntled.


  “We’re getting you a king-sized bed for your birthday. Or next month. Or whatever the next holiday is in the next few weeks, even if we have to make up a holiday. This is ridiculous. I’m about to fall out.”


  “It’s a queen-sized bed.”


  “Yeah, well, we’re not queens,” Cody joked.


  Chapter Fifteen


  


  It was hard for Brooke to believe she’d known the guys nearly a month now. She couldn’t remember what it was like before they’d accidentally walked into her life.


  She couldn’t remember the loneliness, or the forced celibacy, thank goodness. Brooke enjoyed cooking for the guys, too. It wasn’t often she got to cook for anyone now that her dad had his own place.


  It felt good to have something to look forward to for a change.


  Sex was no longer a problem, either. If she was in the mood, there was a better than good chance at least one of them were. And the one time they were both exhausted, they still took the time to get her off before they all collapsed into a pile in her bed. Bonus, if she was tired, she could just lie there and watch the two of them get it on.


  Sometimes that even helped her find a second wind to join them.


  No, she had no complaints. They hadn’t tried to push her around or dominate her other than taking charge in bed—which she was totally fine with.


  She’d even started enjoying watching them top others at the club, yes, including some women, loving the frisky way they would take her home later and bang her brains out, leaving her little more than a drained puddle of goo.


  Yeah, that was pretty cool. It meant she could enjoy, guilt-free, their attentions without worrying they were giving something up in return. Watching one or both of them top another guy was especially hot, even if the guy was straight.


  Her curiosity about rope bondage was growing, though. She found it to be artistic, intricate. One night after she watched Mike play with Jenny, then do a forced orgasm scene on her, Brooke realized she totally got the attraction in that.


  If she were to work up to something, that would be her first step, light bondage and orgasm play, although she hadn’t brought herself to ask her men for it yet. Having one of them hold her wrists down in bed—which she loved—was one thing.


  Being completely restrained and not able to immediately get free…that was something she wasn’t sure her PTSD would allow her to do.


  Yet.


  It was a goal, however. One she hadn’t told the men about yet, but something that produced no pain and all pleasure?


  Sure, she’d like to get to the point she could at least try it.


  After dinner on a Sunday night, they were all snuggling on the couch, and as much as she would have liked to have had some sexy time with them, she needed to get to bed and they needed to get home. They hadn’t yet purchased her a new bed, because she really didn’t want them spending that kind of money on her, and she kept delaying the mattress shopping trip they wanted to take her on.


  “Oh, the parts for your truck came in late Friday,” she told Justin. “I’ll be working on it first thing tomorrow.”


  He’d dropped the Fairlane off at her shop Friday morning before they went in to work. The speedometer had broken, and it wasn’t just the cable, either. He’d asked her to get him a whole new instrument cluster. It didn’t have to be original, just look nice and work well. She’d ordered everything on Tuesday, hoping the parts would arrive late Thursday, but the shipping had been delayed by a day. Rather than take the truck back home just to bring it in again, she’d had him leave it there over the weekend.


  “Excellent,” he said. “I didn’t bump anyone else’s appointments, did I?”


  “Nope, because you’re speeecial,” she teased. “I know I can keep your vehicle as long as I need it. I’m working you in around some scheduled jobs.”


  “Okay. Thanks.”


  When a loud beep sounded on the TV, it caught their attention. The local TV channel was running a weather alert warning on the bottom of the screen, complete with a map.


  Hello, Sarasota.


  Severe thunderstorms were moving into the area off the Gulf, with severe weather expected. Including the risk of damaging winds. She grabbed the remote and changed the channel to the weather radar.


  Sure enough, the bright line of showers sweeping in toward their area looked menacing.


  “You guys better get home,” she said. “I don’t want you driving in that mess.”


  “You know I’m not one to pass up sex with you,” Cody said, “but I’m not going to argue with you, either.” He kissed her, stepping aside for Justin to kiss her, too.


  “Text me when you guys get home,” she said, walking them to the door. Already, the temperature was dropping, the wind brisk, the sky obscured by clouds, the metallic hint of rain in the air.


  “Will do,” Justin said.


  “Have a good night, sweetie,” Cody said.


  She waited until they’d pulled out of her driveway to close and lock the door. Dixon jumped up on the sofa and maowed at her.


  “Nope, buddy.” She walked over and picked him up. “Bedtime.” She grabbed her phone and took it into the bedroom, hooking it to the charger on the bedside table.


  She turned the bedroom TV onto the weather radar channel and deposited Dixon in the middle of the bed.


  “Keep it warm for me, buddy.” She’d finished her nightly routine and had climbed into bed when she heard her phone chime with a text message from Justin, followed immediately by one from Cody.


  Smiling, she texted them both back, turned down the TV’s volume, and set the sleep timer.


  Maybe I do need to invest in a king-sized bed.


  It could mean the men could spend Sunday nights with her and go to work the next morning right from her house. She wouldn’t have to crawl out of their bed on a Sunday night so she could get home for Dixon, then have to drag her ass out of bed early Monday for her run.


  She’d just have to figure out what kind of mattress and frame to get. Then again, the bedroom furniture was old. It had been her parents’ bedroom suite, except for the bed frame.


  Maybe it was time for a full upgrade. She could probably find it in her budget.


  That would be a nice problem to have, for a change.


  


  * * * *


  


  Brooke wasn’t sure what awakened her. The TV was dark, which at first she attributed to the sleep timer.


  But then she realized the cable box was also dark, and she didn’t hear the AC running.


  Outside, the wind had picked up and drumming rain slapped against her bedroom window.


  She reached over to the bedside table and fumbled around for her phone, finally finding it. It was a little after one a.m. and when she pulled up the weather app, she gasped.


  Then the phone blared a weather alert alarm from a different app, startling her and almost making her drop the phone.


  On the app, the radar displayed a large blob of severe weather over their region, and a large red box around it outlined the area for a tornado warning. At the front of the blob was an area sliced through with green, and she knew what that meant.


  Hook signature.


  When she zoomed in to the street-level map, she realized it was close. Too close. Barely a mile away from her.


  Adrenaline started pumping through her system before she even realized it. Using the small LED flashlight from her bedside table, she grabbed Dixon’s cat carrier from her closet, shoved the protesting pussy in it, and set it in the tub in her bathroom, which was an interior room with no windows.


  Then she pulled on clothes, jeans, and sneakers, found her purse and a large flashlight, and grabbed pillows and a rain jacket and huddled in the tub with the now crankily maowing cat.


  Her dad’s facility, fortunately, wasn’t in the danger zone, several miles farther north than the worst of the weather. As she watched the app cycle in real-time, she nervously hoped it stayed away from her neighborhood, even though as it marched from west to east it appeared to be on an intersecting course.


  Cody and Justin!


  They lay right in the path.


  Hands trembling, she tried to call their house phone and got a fast-busy tone. She tried Justin’s cell phone, but it went to voice mail. So did Cody’s.


  She texted them both.


  Tornado warning! Take cover!


  They didn’t text back.


  Fifteen minutes later, the radar showed the hook signature dissipating.


  Unfortunately, it looked like it might have crossed right over Cody and Justin’s neighborhood before it did.


  She tried calling their cell phones again and they still went to voice mail. Before she could think about why she shouldn’t do it, she pulled on her rain jacket, left Dixon in his carrier in the safety of the tub, and with the large flashlight guiding her, she headed out to her Cherokee.


  Fear built inside her, threatening to trigger her, but this was Cody and Justin. She’d never forgive herself if something had happened to them and she didn’t bother to go check on them.


  She drove through the blinding rain, realizing not only was the power out in her neighborhood, but nearby as well. Traffic and streetlights were out, making it an eerie drive. Fortunately, for that time of the morning, very few other vehicles were on the road. And most of them were emergency vehicles with lights flashing.


  As she entered the men’s neighborhood, she started spotting damage. Branches, parts of screen enclosures, and the power was out here, too.


  She rounded the final corner and let out a gasp. In the beam of her headlights, she could see where the tornado had cut a swath of destruction about three houses wide, fortunately not nearly as much a monster as Midwest twisters. Also, fortunately, the men’s subdivision was newer, and the powerlines were underground, although the feeder line for the development had apparently been taken out by the storm.


  Two houses in the tornado’s path across the street from the men’s house still had walls, but it looked like most of their roofs were gone. She was forced to pull over because of debris and worrying about puncturing her tires. After locking her purse inside, and with her cell in one hand and the large flashlight in the other, she ran the rest of the way to their house.


  Justin’s car lay upside down inside the garage, the roll-up door collapsed under it. Their roof looked mostly intact from the front, despite one neighbor’s roof being completely gone. There were large patches of shingles missing, but at least the decking was in place.


  She ran up to the front door, tried it, found it locked, and started pounding on it.


  After a few heart-wrenching seconds, Cody, looking wild-eyed and terrified and dressed in nothing but briefs, threw the door open.


  “What are you doing here?” He pulled her into his arms, clutching her to him as he slammed the door shut behind her. She felt his heart pounding in his chest.


  “Where’s Justin? Is he okay?”


  “I’m in here,” he called out.


  That was when she cried, relieved they were okay.


  “We need to get back in the bathroom,” Cody said.


  “It’s okay. The worst is over. It’s just rain now.”


  “Is your cell working?” Justin asked. “I can’t even find ours.”


  “Yeah.” She tried 911 and got a fast-busy. When she tried it again, it put her on hold immediately. She handed her flashlight and phone over to Cody so he could give their address when the operator finally came on the line.


  Justin looked around, stunned. She felt the small LED flashlight in her pocket and pulled it out and turned it on. She went over to Justin, taking his hand. He was dressed in boxers and looked stunned.


  “Are you hurt?” she asked.


  He slowly shook his head. “We were asleep, and then it was like all hell broke loose. We ran into the bathroom and got in the shower.”


  “All hell did break loose. The power went out at my place. I was checking my phone and the weather alarm went off.”


  “Is Dixon okay?”


  “My house doesn’t have any damage. Let’s go find you some clothes.”


  The windows in their bedroom looked intact, but she spotted cracks and wet spots in the drywall when she trained the flashlight’s beam up on the ceiling.


  She helped him locate their phones, which had ended up on the floor by the bed. Then she helped him find clothes, and shoes, and got some for Cody.


  Cody rejoined them. “They’re on it. They said they’re getting lots of reports. How did you get here?”


  “I had to park down the street.”


  “Then that’s why I didn’t see your Cherokee out front,” Cody said as he returned her phone to her. “This is going to sound like a really stupid question, and I swear I don’t have a head injury, but did you happen to see where our cars went?”


  


  * * * *


  


  Cody’s car had been parked at the far left side of the driveway, which overlapped the end of the house and side yard. It had landed wheels-up in the side yard, crushing both the car and the fence between their house and the neighbor on that side, whose house had sustained even more storm damage from the direct hit.


  As they stood there staring at the upside down car while the strobe of emergency lights flashed all around their neighborhood, Cody shook his head. “Thank god the Fairlane is at your shop,” he said.


  She’d already called her alarm company, which had verified no alerts from her building. That meant the building, which had also been just outside the threatened area, likely sustained no damage.


  “Well, fortunately the house is a rental and we have renter’s insurance,” Justin said. “And we have comp and collision on the cars.”


  Cody had already checked the spare bedroom where his book collection resided and found, much to his relief, that they were all okay.


  Although they wouldn’t be for long, if he didn’t get them moved, and fast. At least the rain had stopped for now.


  “Brooke!”


  They turned at the frantic sound of Eliza’s voice. Brooke had called her friends once she’d realized the extent of the damage to the men’s house and the immediate need to salvage their belongings.


  Eliza came running across the debris-strewn lawn and hugged her, then the guys. Rusty was close behind her, carrying a large flashlight. “Are you all okay?” she asked.


  “I’m fine,” Brooke said. “The guys are okay, but their house is a wreck.”


  Rusty joined them, snorting as he took in the garage. “Dude, no offense, but that’s one hell of a parking job.”


  Justin let out a laugh. “Took me forever to get it lined up perfectly inside like that.” He held up his hands and mimed a runway operator’s waving movements.


  “You’re driving wrong,” Rusty said. “Rubber side always goes down.”


  “That’s what she said,” Justin and Cody shot back in unison, making all three men bust out laughing.


  Brooke knew her men would be okay if they could joke around that soon after the events.


  “I’ve already called Essie,” Eliza said. “They’re mobilizing a group and bringing trucks with them. And Kel and Mal said if you need to, you can store stuff over at his place, or even stay at their apartment as long as you need. They’re on their way, too.”


  Justin ran a hand through his hair. “We’ll need to. I don’t want to lose any more than we have to. It’s supposed to rain tomorrow afternoon. This afternoon,” he corrected himself. “Wow. Guess we’re calling in to work.”


  “I say we take pics and text them,” Cody said. “Sort of speaks for itself.”


  “We’re going to have to find a new place to live,” Justin said, still sounding stunned. “Guess we should look into building that house sooner rather than later, huh?”


  “You have a place to live,” Brooke said before she realized what she was saying. “You’ll move in with me.”


  They all turned to stare at her. Eliza looked even more shocked than Brooke’s men did.


  Cody found his voice first. “You don’t have to—”


  “I know I don’t have to,” she said. “I want to. I have an extra room. If you guys get on my nerves too much, you can move into there. It’s stupid for you to waste money renting when you can live with me and share expenses.”


  The men looked at each other. For a moment, Brooke worried they were going to say no.


  Then Justin said, “Well, I guess we’ll have to move our bed first, because that tiny thing of yours won’t comfortably fit all three of us every night.” He smiled, pulling her in for a hug. “Thank you, sweetheart. You didn’t have to do this, and we promise we’ll try not to get on your nerves.”


  She enjoyed it even more when Cody embraced her from behind, lovingly pinning her between them.


  “Love you, babe,” Cody murmured in her ear. “Wish I’d said it sooner, but this was a hard lesson to learn and, frankly, scared the crap out of me.”


  Her heart pounded as Justin softly added, “I love you, too, Brooke.”


  She closed her eyes and willed herself to keep breathing slowly and deeply and not to hyperventilate. “I love you guys, too. And I don’t care if you’re Dominants, if you ever freaking scare me like this again, I’ll get all Toppy on your asses. I swear I will.”


  Chapter Sixteen


  


  By dawn there were over twenty of their friends there, with vehicles, helping the men salvage what they could. Kel went through first and documented everything with photos and video so they could file their claim with their renter’s insurance.


  It was almost seven a.m. before Brooke realized she wouldn’t get her run in today, and that she’d better make sure Bob or Carl could go in and open the shop, and why.


  Which immediately brought another round of issues to mind—she couldn’t very well tell them she was in a relationship with Cody and Justin, because they would immediately relay that info to her father.


  Dammit.


  She hadn’t talked to him much about the men. She’d kept her talks couched in terms of going out more with Eliza and other “friends.” Yes, she’d mentioned teaching the men archery, but they were customers, acquaintances. She’d not come right out and said they were gay partners, but knew she didn’t have to connect those dots for her father.


  Lying to her father about her relationship with the men didn’t feel right. Hiding the men from him didn’t feel right, either.


  While her father was always fairly liberal, she wasn’t sure he’d be this liberal.


  I’ll start small. I’ll mention they’re staying with me because of storm damage. That’s neither a lie, nor an evasion.


  That it wasn’t the full truth left a slightly foul taste in her mouth, but it would be better than diving into those dark waters, head-first, without knowing what lay beneath the surface.


  Maybe in a few months she could start dropping hints, ease her way into things.


  Wait…what?


  She realized she was looking long-term at the future and didn’t even know if that was what the men wanted.


  When the hell did I start doing that?


  Maybe when you realized you were in love with them, dumbass.


  Yes, she was in love with them. Absolutely, without question.


  Those ponderings would have to wait. For today, she needed to oversee getting the men moved into her place.


  She and Eliza drove with some of Cody’s books back to her place. She moved a very pissed-off Dixon, along with food and water, into the guest bathroom where his litter pan was and closed him in, taping a note to the door that the cat was in there and to please not let him out.


  Then Eliza helped her get her bed stripped down and move things around in the guest room to make space for some of the men’s belongings. It would end up being a mess regardless, but they’d have to worry about that later.


  There was some room in her garage, but most of the men’s furniture would have to go over to Kel’s for now.


  They were just getting ready to head back to the men’s house when the first three trucks, driven by the Collins brothers, rolled up. The men, with several other friends riding shotgun, wouldn’t let the women help with the heavy unloading. They had the men’s bed in that load, and they helped Brooke get it swapped out with hers and loaded hers to take over to Kel’s place.


  All throughout the morning, it was a parade of friends bringing stuff, helping Eliza and Brooke sort and organize, redistributing things to go to Kel’s, and even bringing in food and coffee for the volunteers.


  By noon, the men’s house was empty, except for the overturned cars and the stuff in the garage blocked by Justin’s car. Everyone congregated on Brooke’s lanai for pizzas.


  Poor Cody and Justin looked shell-shocked. Brooke couldn’t blame them. Their lives had been uprooted, their belongings now spread between her house and their friend’s place. Hell, the men didn’t even know where their clean underwear was.


  At least Brooke did. She’d been careful to make sure all their clothes had ended up in the spare bedroom. Some of them still folded in dresser drawers belonging to dressers that were now over in storage.


  A little after one o’clock, the three of them were alone again and Brooke had to drive them back to their house to meet with insurance adjusters. Around four, they headed over to Brooke’s shop, where Carl and Bob had been holding down the fort all day.


  And she was shocked when she walked into the office to see who was sitting behind the desk. “Dad? What are you doing here?”


  “Bob called me this morning after you talked to him. He came and picked me up and brought me in. I told him I’d work the office today.” He nodded to Cody and Justin. “You must be the refugees,” he said in a joking tone.


  “Yes, sir,” they said, nodding back and nervously looking to Brooke for guidance.


  She walked around to the key box and retrieved Cody’s keys. “Their cars were both destroyed by the storm,” she said. “At least they still have the Ranchero.”


  They were both going to pick up rentals that evening, covered by insurance, until the settlement checks came in and they could replace their rides. Two wreckers had taken the better part of an hour to get Justin’s car winched out of the garage and flipped, and then uprighting Cody’s car, so they could remove them from the property.


  All things considered, the men had gotten off easy. One of their neighbors had been severely injured by flying glass, and others had lost most of their roof decking, the rain ruining their belongings. The men had been able to salvage nearly everything they owned, except for the cars and what was now buried in the garage under debris. And that was a task they still had to do.


  Her dad eyed the two men and slowly nodded. “Where you all staying meanwhile?”


  She bit the bullet. “With me, Dad. They’re friends, and I have the room.”


  He slowly nodded again. “Honey, can I talk to you for a minute? Alone?”


  Shit.


  “It’s okay,” Justin said. “We need to get showers. We’ll head on back to the house.” They walked out of the office to get Cody’s truck.


  Her father leaned back in the chair and stared up at her.


  “What?” she finally asked.


  “What is really going on? How well you know them guys?”


  “Are we talking in a biblical sense?” she snarked before she could stop herself.


  He arched an eyebrow at her. “Don’t get smart with me, young lady. Just answer my question.”


  She slumped down onto the desk. “Do you really want to have this conversation with me, Dad?”


  “I want to make sure my daughter isn’t about to get her heart broken.”


  That pulled her up short. “They’re good men,” she finally said when she couldn’t come up with a better answer. “We have a lot of friends in common, and they all say great things about them.” When he didn’t interject, she continued. “They have good jobs. Cody’s an electrical contractor, and Justin is a plumbing contractor. They work for that big company, Sarton, handling projects for them.”


  Still nothing.


  “They’re Eliza-approved.”


  Nada.


  She soldiered on. “Dixon likes them.”


  That finally got a smile from him. “Well, if that scruffy mofo cat likes them, they can’t be all bad, can they?”


  “I appreciate you being concerned for me,” she carefully said, “but they’re an important part of my life, and you’ll probably be seeing a lot of them in the future.”


  He held up a hand. “Good enough.” The hand closed into a pointing finger, aimed at her. “I trust you to take care of yourself and not put yourself into a situation that would be harmful for you.”


  Breathing a sigh of relief, she leaned in and kissed his cheek. “Thank you, Dad.”


  “I just have one condition,” he said, holding his finger up.


  Wasn’t there always a catch? “What condition?”


  “They’d better start coming to Thursday breakfasts with you. If we need to do it earlier because of their jobs, that’s fine. But if they’re part of your life, I want to see them on a regular basis to make sure they’re not slacking.”


  Relief. “Yes, Dad. I’ll tell them.”


  He pointed the finger at her again. “Do you know why I’m not freaking out about this?”


  She successfully held back her laugh over him using that term. “Why?”


  His expression softened. “Because in the past month you’ve looked the happiest I’ve seen you look since you returned home from Walter Reed and…everything else. I sort of wondered if something more wasn’t going on. If they’ve done that for you, and they’re the reason you’ve suddenly found peace and happiness, then I’m going to trust you and your judgment. Because, so far, they seem to be good for you.”


  She had to blink back the tears as she leaned in again to hug him. “Thank you, Daddy,” she softly said. “Yeah, they make me happy.”


  “Okay, then.” He dropped his voice. “Not sure what we’ll tell Bob and Carl, though. They might not understand. Let’s just say they’re your good friends and gay roommates for now, huh?”


  She laughed. “Agreed.”


  


  * * * *


  


  After checking everything was all right, Brooke headed home. The Fairlane was parked off to the side, leaving her usual parking spot free. Dixon greeted her at the front door with a silent glare and a stiff shake of his tail before turning his ass to her and sauntering into the kitchen. That was where Cody stood, hair damp, and dressed in nothing but a pair of shorts, while he washed up a few stray items in the kitchen sink.


  He looked up as she walked in. “Everything okay with your dad?”


  She kissed him. “Yeah, but get ready for a change in your weekly schedule.”


  “Huh?”


  “Dad has pretty much ordered that the two of you will come with me to Thursday breakfasts.”


  “Really?” He pulled her in, holding her close. She rested her head against his shoulder and closed her eyes.


  “Really.”


  “Is that good?”


  She looked up at him. “It’s not bad. He understands there’s more going on than we’ve outright said. He also said as long as he’s satisfied that the two of you are making me happy, he’ll pretty much stay out of it.”


  He blinked, shocked. “Wow. That’s…really cool.”


  “I thought so. Where’s Justin?”


  “In the shower. We weren’t sure if you wanted us using your bathroom or not, so we took turns in the guest bath.”


  “Of course you can use mine. Duh.”


  “We didn’t want to assume. And we’ll need your help finding our clothes so we can go get the rental car. They didn’t have two of what we wanted. We’ll only pick up one tonight and get another after work tomorrow.”


  “I need a shower, too. Let’s eat out and then come home and collapse.”


  “Sounds like a plan to me.”


  She showed Cody the system she and Eliza had used for stashing the men’s clothes in the guest room. Once he had it figured out, she left him there while she went to grab her shower. When she emerged from her bedroom, her hair damp and hanging free, and wearing a tank top and a long skirt, she found the men waiting for her in the living room.


  They had dressed in slacks and button-up shirts, a delicious look she wouldn’t deny melted her.


  Justin pulled her close, enveloping her in his arms. “If we didn’t say it earlier in all the rush, thank you for coming for us. You didn’t have to do that, but it means more to us than you can ever know.”


  That was when the tears she had struggled against all day finally broke free. “I was so scared,” she admitted as Cody moved to stand behind her, his arms around both of them. “I was terrified you guys were hurt or…worse. And I hadn’t even told you how I felt.”


  He pressed his lips to the top of her head. “Guess we should have just spent the night with you,” he said. “Would have meant a nasty surprise in the morning when we went home, but at least we would have only lost one vehicle and not scared you. I feel bad about that.”


  “Not like you did it on purpose,” she countered, poking him in the chest. “If you do it again, though, I meant it when I said will get Toppy on your asses.”


  Cody chuckled. “Remind me to limit your time with Tilly, Abbey, and Eliza,” he joked. “You’re already dangerous enough. I can only imagine how scary you’d be with some Domme training under your belt.”


  Chapter Seventeen


  


  After Justin picked up the rental car, Cody, driving Brooke’s Cherokee and with her riding shotgun, led the way to a restaurant not far from her house.


  As the weight of the day settled on top of her, she tried to breathe, to relax.


  Woulda, coulda, shoulda were words she knew she should damn well be past trying to cram into her mental dialog, but just the same, it was a scary reminder.


  She didn’t want to waste her life with regrets. She had two guys who loved her, who wanted her, and who were more than ready to show her their love in any way she wanted.


  When they got home, she hoped they’d have enough energy. There was something they hadn’t done in their several weeks of frequent boinking that they’d hinted at, but not yet worked up to. As they crawled into bed together, she said, “I want you guys both tonight. At the same time. And not a spit-roast.”


  The men sat up. They’d started doing anal play with her, toys and fingers, something really hot when one of them was fucking her pussy at the same time.


  She wanted to go all the way.


  “You sure?” Cody asked.


  She nodded.


  Justin slowly smiled. “Any idea where our condoms and lube ended up?” She’d found them in their side table drawer and had packed them in with bathroom supplies that ended up in her bathroom.


  She nodded.


  He leaned in. “Then you’d better go get them. And a towel. Because I’m too tired to do more laundry tonight.”


  “Darn,” Cody said. “That’s what we didn’t get. We had a load of clothes in the dry—”


  “Focus,” Justine and Brooke said in unison.


  He smiled. “Sorry. I’ll get the Hitachi. I know where the toybag is.” He bolted off the bed.


  They met back in bed and Justin lay on his back while she knelt over him, sliding his cock into her pussy after she’d rolled a condom onto him. She was on the pill now, but it wasn’t quite safe yet to risk not using condoms.


  As Justin filled her, Cody gently pushed her down onto his chest. “Sorry this’ll be fast tonight,” Cody said as she heard him rip open a condom pouch, “but I think after the day we all had, it’s forgivable.” He squirted lube onto his fingers and she softly moaned as he gently started probing her ass.


  It took him a few minutes to get her loosened up before he pressed the head of his cock against her rim. Justin held the Hitachi at the ready as Cody slowly worked just the thick head of his cock past her rim. Then he pulled her up enough Justin could wedge the Hitachi between her and him and switched it to high.


  The orgasm hit her almost immediately, making her pull and strain against Cody’s firm grip on her arms as her body wanted to fuck.


  Their.


  Cocks.


  “That’s it, baby,” Cody cooed. “Let it feel real good.”


  She let out a gasp as she felt his cock slide all the way inside her ass, another orgasm slamming into her as she tried to adjust to the pleasant, pinching burning ache of both of them filling her body.


  “There you go, baby,” Cody said. “I’m going to let you get used to me there for a minute before I start fucking you.” He pulled her farther back, stretching her body against his, exposing her clit even more to Justin and the vibrator.


  With a better angle, he pressed it against her clit and she cried out, the two cocks tightly fisted inside her pressing on every good nerve ending she apparently owned down there and making her remember the mind-blowing experience of their very first night together.


  This.


  Was.


  Better.


  “She’s speaking in tongues again,” Justin teased. “I think we’re on the right track.”


  She basically would start moaning in gibberish whenever they got her coming so hard she couldn’t remain coherent any longer. And she’d now hit that point, wanting to fuck their cocks, and the delicious thrill of them controlling her, forcing orgasms from her, making her wait on them before she could make the next move.


  After a couple more minutes, Justin shut off the vibrator and put it aside. She slumped onto his chest as Cody laughed. “We didn’t break you, did we?”


  She weakly shook her head, moaning again as Cody started fucking her ass.


  Letting them take over was pretty much a given at this point. Her body felt like overcooked pasta and had about as much tensile strength. They even managed to coax one last little orgasm out of her before first Cody, then Justin, made those delicious moans she was quickly coming to grow addicted to hearing.


  Breathtaking. No other word for it.


  Cody carefully pulled out first. “You all right?”


  She nodded and hoped the noise she made matched the movement of her head.


  Justin chuckled. “We’ll clean you up. Hold on.” He gently rolled her to the side and got out of bed.


  She didn’t even try to move. Not that she could’ve at that point, if she’d wanted to.


  Okay, between the overnight excitement, and the move, and now this, it sort of counts as exercise.


  She wouldn’t feel guilty about missing her Monday run after all.


  Yay, me.


  The men returned with a warm, wet washcloth and another towel. After getting her cleaned up, they climbed back into bed on either side of her.


  Justin leaned in. “Love you, baby.”


  “Love you, too.” Although it came out sounding more like Lub utoo.


  “Love you,” Cody said.


  “Lubutoo.”


  The world disappeared, and on what a fine note it chose to do that.


  


  * * * *


  


  Brooke let out a soft snore before Cody even finished settling into position. He couldn’t believe the highs and lows the day had brought. From what could have killed them, or at the very least made this particular Monday the suckiest of Mondays, to…


  This.


  Perfection, now softly snoring in an orgasm and exhaustion bliss between them.


  Justin looked at her, then smiled and lifted his head to kiss Cody. “Love you, buddy.”


  “Love you, too.”


  They let out nearly identical sighs of satisfaction as they stared down at her.


  “She’s amazing, isn’t she?” Justin asked.


  “Yeah. We’re damned lucky.”


  “Yeah. If she told us she never wanted us playing with anyone else ever again, I’d agree to it just to make her happy, without hesitation,” he said. “I don’t know about you, but I want her in our lives for the rest of our lives.”


  Cody nuzzled his forehead against Justin’s. “Same here, man. Same here. Whatever it takes, whatever we have to do, no more ruts. No more unhappiness.”


  “Agreed.”


  They stared at her for another long moment, both of them unable to believe the miracle of her walking into their lives and how close she came to never making it home in the first place.


  To never entering their lives.


  “Hey, Cody?”


  “Yeah?”


  “We didn’t die in that tornado this morning and this is heaven, did we?”


  Cody laughed as he laid his head on the pillow. “No, because if we had, she would have already had a king-sized bed and you wouldn’t have needed a condom.”


  “Ah. Good points.”


  Chapter Eighteen


  


  They’d been living together for nearly a month when, early one Monday morning after Brooke had already set out on her run, her cell phone rang.


  Cody sat up, aggravated, because normally they could sleep in for at least another thirty minutes before she returned. He fumbled around on the bedside table for the phone while Justin pulled a pillow over his head.


  “Who the fuck is that?” Justin grumbled.


  “I’m working on it.” His hand finally landed on it and he managed to hit the answer button. “Hello?”


  The woman sounded a little startled. “Hello? Is this Brooke Wallace’s number?”


  “Yeah?”


  “Are you Brooke Wallace?”


  “Do I sound like Brooke?” He realized how that came out and took a deep breath as he sat up. “Sorry, I was asleep. This is Brooke’s boyfriend. She just went out jogging. Who is this?”


  “This is the Manasota Palms Retirement Complex. I need to speak with her immediately about her father.”


  That drove all sleep from his system like a railroad spike to his brain. He reached across the bed and started smacking Justin. “What happened? Is he okay?” Please let him be okay!


  “I don’t have anyone listed who’s authorized to discuss his medical condition except his daughter.”


  “Please, lady, is he alive?”


  “He’s being transported to the hospital.”


  He stood up, stumbling around in the dark, trying to find shorts. “Is he going to make it? She’s going to freak when we find her, so give me something, anything.”


  “He had a fall. He was conscious and talking when they transported him. He pulled his nurse call cord in his bathroom.”


  He breathed out a sigh of relief. “Jesus, thank you. I swear I won’t call the HIPPA cops on you for that. Can she call you back at…” He glanced at the phone’s display and read the number off to her.


  “Yes, ask to speak to Nurse Davies in the independent ALF office.”


  “We’ll go out and find her and have her call you back in a few minutes.”


  He tossed the phone on the bed and grabbed clothes.


  “What’s going on?” Justin was, at least, vertical and speaking, although he stood with shorts in his hands.


  “Her dad had a fall. He’s been taken to the hospital.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Brooke had a good pace going. She knew today would be a five-mile day, for sure. She had some funky zydeco blasting in her ear that she’d found on iTunes and had bought on a whim. It was adding an interesting beat to her run, changing her pace up a little.


  She wasn’t paying attention at first when the car zipped past her, then cut hard off the road and slid to a stop on the sidewalk in front of her. She was about to turn and run the other way when she realized it was Cody and Justin.


  She ripped the earbuds out and ran toward them, dread filling her. There were only two reasons she could think of that they would do this…


  And the ugly churning in her gut told her it wasn’t because the shop’s alarm company had called.


  “He’s alive,” Cody immediately said, dialing the phone in his hand. “He had a fall and was taken to the hospital.” He spoke into the phone. “Yes, Nurse Davies in the independent ALF office, please. I’m calling for Brooke Wallace.” He put the phone into her hand.


  She felt like she couldn’t breathe, and not just because of the pace of her run, either.


  Please, not Dad! Don’t take my dad, too!


  The call connected and a woman answered. “Nurse Davies.”


  “This is Brooke Wallace. My dad…” That was all she could get out before the tears hit her.


  “He’s currently being transported to the hospital. He took a fall in his bathroom and hit his head, but it’s his hip he’s complaining about. He was awake and talking and coherent when they transported him. Please, don’t panic, ma’am. It doesn’t appear to be life-threatening.”


  She was aware of Cody and Justin holding her up, easing her into the passenger seat as she felt her legs give way beneath her. “Where is he? Can I go see him?” A rushing noise began filling her ears.


  The nurse tried to give her directions, but when Brooke realized she wasn’t processing, she said, “Wait, please tell Cody, I…I can’t…I’m not…”


  He took the phone from her as the rushing noise in her ears turned into a roar and the world went black.


  


  * * * *


  


  Brooke came to with two strange men bending over her, trying to talk to her, and somewhere the agitated sound of Cody and Justin yelling at someone.


  “Ma’am? Can you tell me your name?” one of the strange men asked her.


  She sat up, startled and shoving at what turned out to be two EMTs. An ambulance and a sheriff’s cruiser were now parked blocking the street next to the sidewalk where, apparently, she’d fainted.


  She tried to stand, to get to where two deputies were holding Justin and Cody back, but the EMTs were trying to keep her sitting and one of them had a blood pressure cuff on her arm.


  “Let them go!” she screamed. “They’re my guys! What is wrong with you? I have to get to my dad!”


  One of the deputies turned. “Ma’am, you know these men?”


  “Yes! They’re my boyfriends! My dad’s place called to tell me he’d fallen and for fuck sake get this goddamned thing off me!” She started ripping at the blood pressure cuff, trying to remove it.


  “She fainted,” Justin said. “We tried to tell you that. She didn’t eat anything before she left for her run.” They shook off the deputies’ hands and headed over to her.


  The deputies remained close on the men’s trails as she tried to get to her feet again. “We have to get to Dad,” she insisted.


  “Ma’am,” one of the deputies said, “We had someone call in an attempted abduction.”


  “They’re my boyfriends!” she screamed at him. “I was jogging, and—”


  She turned to the EMTs. “Please tell them I fucking fainted!”


  One of the EMTs looked up. “From what those guys said, I’m betting she fainted.”


  “We tried to tell you,” Cody said. “Look at her phone. Call the place back, talk to Nurse Davies in independent—”


  “Please, can we go? My dad’s been taken to the hospital, and I need to make sure he’s okay.”


  Five minutes later, once the deputies were convinced Brooke was okay and not being coerced, they let them all go. The men drove her home. It took them all about ten minutes to grab showers, change, and then head back out again for the hospital.


  Justin grabbed her a travel mug of OJ and a granola bar to eat on the way to the hospital. When the EMTs found out she hadn’t eaten anything, they surmised it was probably the shock of the news and a blood sugar drop from the exercise that made her faint.


  When Brooke bolted into the ER she found the front desk immediately. Two minutes later, a nurse was leading the three of them back to a room.


  “I told you what I want—I want coffee,” she heard her dad gripe as she hurried into the room.


  That nearly made her burst into renewed tears again as she started laughing. If he was asking for coffee, he couldn’t be too bad.


  “I’m sorry, Mr. Wallace,” the nurse he was arguing with said. “You can’t have coffee until after we do your X-rays and determine the full extent of your injuries.”


  He turned to Brooke. “Honey, did they call you? I asked them not to call you until I knew how bad I was. I didn’t want to scare you.”


  She leaned in and kissed his cheek. He had a square bandage high on his forehead. “What happened, Daddy? Are you all right?”


  “Oh, they think I might have broke my hip or something. I wasn’t paying attention and got tangled up in a towel on the floor and I tripped. I whacked my head against the wall. Just a cut, nothing major. It’s probably already stopped bleeding. But I landed hard on my left hip and it hurts like hell.”


  She collapsed into a chair one of her guys slid under her. “You scared me to death,” she scolded, relief flooding her.


  “Not half as bad as I think you scared those EMTs,” Justin muttered.


  “What?” her dad asked. “What EMTs?”


  She glared at him. “You just had to say it, didn’t you?”


  “What happened? Tell me what he’s talking about,” her father ordered.


  “Mr. Wallace,” the nurse said, “you need to stay still and calm down. Your readings are going up.”


  “Yeah, they are. So what?” He looked at Cody and Justin. “What happened? What EMTs?”


  “Like father, like daughter,” Cody quipped.


  Justin told the story, her father breaking out laughing. “Oh, sweetheart, I’m sorry I scared you like that.” He reached out and grabbed her arm. “I guess you gave those deputies and EMTs a story they can tell for a while, didn’t you?”


  The nurse wore a disapproving look. “Are these family members?”


  “Yes, yes, you can talk about my medical stuff in front of them. They’re my daughter and her two guys.” He squeezed her hand, hard. “And I obviously couldn’t have picked two better guys for her if I’d tried myself.”


  


  * * * *


  


  The X-ray showed yes, Brooke’s dad had broken his hip, and he would need surgery for it. They admitted him, much to his consternation.


  Even more to the nurses’ consternation, who had to listen to him gripe about coffee until they got an IV started and gave him a sedative to calm him down while they were waiting for a slot to open on the surgical schedule.


  Justin and Cody had found the cafeteria and picked Brooke up a bottle of iced tea and a trail mix bar to snack on. She didn’t want to eat it in front of her father, but he overruled her.


  “I don’t want you faintin’ again, hear me? Eat.”


  Cody snickered as she frowned, but ripped open the wrapper and stared eating. “Remember that tone of voice,” Cody said to Justin. “We might need it on her.”


  She stuck her tongue out at him.


  By nine o’clock that night, her dad was back in his room following a successful surgery, and Brooke was busy updating all his friends on his condition.


  She imagined that, by the next morning, he would probably have several dozen of his car buddies heading in with breakfast treats and coffee for him.


  He looked tired, old.


  Frail.


  “I’ll be back in the morning, Daddy,” she said as she kissed his cheek. “You behave yourself today. Don’t piss off your nurses.”


  He gave her a loopy smile. “What’s the fun in that?”


  “Remember what you always said to me about being nice to food servers? That goes even more for nurses. Trust me, I know from personal experience.”


  “Yeah, yeah. I won’t aggravate them too much,” he promised.


  She crawled into the backseat, Justin climbing back there with her while Cody drove them home. She finally allowed herself to cry, hard, scared, agonized tears she’d willfully held back by the skin of her teeth while in the hospital.


  It was too much, too many bad memories at once.


  The memory of how he looked in the hospital years earlier after the accident…


  Too much.


  Far too much.


  They helped her inside the house, undressed her, and got her into bed as she still cried.


  Finally, when she’d cried herself out, she softly asked, “Please don’t leave me. I can’t do this alone. I thought I could, but I was wrong. I know I can’t.”


  “Never,” Justin swore, nuzzling close. “We promise we’ll never leave you.”


  “Yeah,” Cody said, nuzzling in on her other side. “You’re stuck with us for life, babe. Always and forever.”


  She closed her eyes and, with their hands tightly clutched in hers, she crashed into an exhausted sleep.


  


  * * * *


  


  When they realized she’d fallen asleep, both men let out identical, relieved sighs. Justin hated feeling helpless to do anything but be there for her.


  And he’d damn near gotten himself arrested that morning when the deputies first arrived. It was only Cody trying to calm things down that kept him from shoving past the deputies and trying to get back to Brooke, where they’d laid her on the sidewalk and the EMTs were evaluating her. She’d suddenly slumped where she’d been sitting sideways in the car, pitching forward, and he’d barely caught her before she’d hit the pavement. In fact, he’d lost his balance and rolled with her in his arms, taking the brunt of the impact so she wouldn’t get hurt.


  Yeah, in retrospect, that might have looked bad to someone who’d only seen part of it. Then another car had pulled off the road, the woman behind the wheel on the phone and eyeing them suspiciously.


  He guessed she’d probably called it in.


  “What a fuckin’ day,” Cody muttered.


  “Yeah.”


  Cody snorted. “Dude, you sooo almost went to jail.”


  “Yeah. Not funny.”


  “No, it wasn’t funny then, because I was shitting bricks we were going to get our asses shot off because you wouldn’t calm the fuck down.”


  “Sorry.”


  Cody snorted again. “No, I get it. I was scared, too.”


  Justin looked at Cody. “How long do we wait before we quit waiting?”


  “Let’s get through this with her dad, first. Then we can sit down and talk to her.”


  “She’s the one. Our one,” Justin said. “I don’t want to lose her.”


  “We’re not going to lose her,” Cody insisted. “Relax.”


  “Life is short. I don’t want something to happen to her and us not be able to take care of her because of stupid laws.”


  They had each other listed with a power of attorney, and their families all knew it.


  Although they hadn’t quite gotten around to telling everyone the full extent of the truth about Brooke, yet.


  They’d have to get her a power of attorney for them, too. And them for her.


  Well, one of them. The other one needed to marry her.


  “Let’s get through this first,” Cody repeated. “It’ll be okay. You’re just scared.”


  “Fuck yeah, I’m scared.”


  They both startled as Dixon landed on the end of the bed and let out an irate maow.


  “I’ll get him,” Cody said. “Poor guy’s probably starving.” He picked up the cat and headed out of the room with him.


  Justin snuggled Brooke even more tightly in his arms against his body.


  No, they wouldn’t lose her. What was that about bad things coming in threes? First, the tornado. Then this.


  He didn’t want the next wake-up call to be a tragic one that he could have prevented by getting things in order.


  Chapter Nineteen


  


  Brooke had a suspicion something was up with her guys, but neither of them were fessing up to it. After nearly six months with them, she could pretty much read them both.


  She decided to let it go and enjoy the day. Her father was on the mend and back in his apartment, although using a walker that slowed him down and made him grumpy. Her life was settling down—again—and it was time to relax. They would have a great night later with their friends at Seth and Leah’s party, and she’d even get to go swimming in their pool.


  The men had asked her if she wanted to play tonight, but she was honest when she said she wasn’t sure. Playing in the privacy of their own home was one thing. She’d even stepped up to them doing light bondage on her with leather cuffs that could easily be unclipped, vibrator play, and bare-handed smacks on her ass that she found turned her on and made orgasms even better when timed just right.


  But playing where other people could see them—could see her—even if most of them were really close friends…


  That was a step she wasn’t sure if she was ready to take yet. Even if they didn’t play, she didn’t rule out sexy time with them.


  She trusted that they wouldn’t push her, wouldn’t badger her or try to get her to do something she really didn’t want to do, even though they could likely talk her into it if they tried hard enough. That was one of the things she’d come to love the most about her guys, her utter trust in them to follow through with what they said, to always err on the side of caution when it came to her and her heart. Justin King and Cody Walker always put her first in their lives, which meant she would always put them first in hers.


  Well, a dead-heat tie for first place, but same thing.


  


  * * * *


  


  Brooke wasn’t prepared when the music cut off just after dark. Then she realized she and her men were sort of standing in the middle of everyone on the lanai with everyone’s attention focused on them.


  When had that happened?


  She didn’t know, but she suddenly felt very uneasy.


  Even more so when her men took her by the hands as Seth spoke up.


  “Everyone quiet down, please. Cody and Justin have something they want to say.”


  Her eyes started tearing up when she spotted Eliza standing front and center, a beaming smile on her face and wiping away tears of her own.


  “Brooke,” Justin said, “it’s no secret to anyone here that we aren’t just in love with you, but we love you. We’d be idiots not to tell you this in front of everyone we hold near and dear to us in this community.”


  Cody continued. “We promised you when we first started this journey that while we’re both Dominants, we will never force you to submit to us. And we mean that. So it didn’t feel right for us to offer you a collar when we knew that wasn’t what you wanted.”


  “Instead,” Justin said, pulling something out of his pocket, “we wanted to offer you this ring.” They both dropped to one knee in front of her. “Will you marry us? Well, technically will you marry Cody, since you can’t marry us both, but you know what we mean.”


  “Please?” Cody asked.


  She wasn’t sure what to say, but apparently she’d started nodding because applause and cheers broke out all around them and her men wore beaming smiles as they slipped the ring onto her left ring finger, stood, and enveloped her in their arms, both of them taking turns kissing her.


  “But why Cody?” she asked. “Not that it matters. How did you decide that?”


  Cody grinned. “It was his idea. That’s why he got to officially pop the question and present you with the ring.”


  “But why?”


  “Well,” Justin said, “You’ll still have the same initials if you marry Cody.”


  “I don’t care about that.”


  Justin arched an eyebrow at her. His Dom look, as she thought of it. “Really? You would forever want your initials to be ‘BK’ if you married me? Can you imagine the fast-food restaurant jokes Eliza would run with?”


  She blinked. “Um, now that you mention it, no offense, but I’m good with marrying Cody.”


  Justin laughed as he leaned in and kissed her. “We figured you’d say that.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Later on, once the congratulations had ebbed to a natural conclusion and others had started—or continued—playing, she wrapped her arms around Justin from behind. “How about we take a dip in the pool?” she asked.


  He turned, as did Cody, grins on their faces.


  “Naked?” Cody asked.


  “Sure. Why not?”


  Cody went to get their towels while Justin led her out and around to the far end of the pool where no one currently was. On the far end, another couple was slowly fucking in the water, just their heads above the surface but their movements clearly evident.


  Justin made her look up into his green eyes. “Focus on me,” he softly said. “No one’s paying any attention to us.”


  From inside the house, she heard the unmistakable sound of a violet wand being fired up, and Cali’s voice yelling, “Fuckin’ ow, Max! Turn that fuckin’ thing down or I’ll zap your goddamned balls with it!”


  He smiled. “See? Everyone’s watching that show.”


  Cody returned with their towels. “Holy crap, Cali’s about to rip Max a new one.”


  “What about Sean?” she asked.


  “He’s tied up on their latest Doom and laughing his ass off,” Cody said.


  Justin gently tipped her chin so she was staring into his eyes again, a playful smile on his face. “Eyes on me,” he said.


  Something about his tone was…different. Kind of the same tone he used when topping someone.


  Her clit throbbed. Yes, she was slowly letting both men take over more control of her at home. She’d never be a heavy masochist, or a full-on slave, but these were her men and she trusted them.


  “Good girl,” he whispered, leaning in to kiss her.


  They had her stripped and in the warm water almost before she realized it. Cody sat on the edge of the pool, his cock rigid and ready, while Justin stood behind her in the pool and buried his cock inside her.


  He leaned in, his arms around her, holding her. “Now, you’re going to be our good girl and suck his cock while I fuck you, aren’t you, baby?”


  She whimpered, her pussy clenching around his cock. “Yes, Sir,” she whispered.


  Sometimes, alone in bed with them, she found herself calling them that.


  It was getting easier to do every time, and they never required her to do it.


  But she saw the way it lit up their faces when she did.


  “Such a good girl,” Justin softly cooed, easing her up to the edge of the pool. “Suck his cock good.”


  Justin slid a hand between her legs, finding her clit and playing with it while she sucked down Cody’s cock. Her eyes fell closed, softly moaning as Cody’s hands gently clasped the sides of her head.


  “Such a good girl,” Cody whispered. “Sucking my cock here in the pool while Justin makes you come for us. Such a good girl.”


  Yes, she knew they knew exactly what they were doing to her. Every time they used those words, they made sure to do it in such a way to reinforce all the good, all the love, all the positives there were to them being part of her life.


  They never gave her a reason not to want them there. And they’d damn sure proven over the weeks and months of her father’s rehab that they were devoted to her, and to her dad as her father, in how they willingly jumped in to help. Whether to take time off from work to take him to appointments, or to take up the slack in the housework to make sure she didn’t have to do it after working in the shop all day, they’d proven to her beyond any doubt they were there for life.


  Tonight only cemented that.


  As her orgasm began to build and spin up, Justin slowly stroked his cock in and out of her pussy, his skilled fingers getting her right to the edge as she concentrated on sucking Cody’s cock.


  Then, with a silent click, everything settled into place. Her orgasm exploded, Cody’s cock swelled and pumped his cum over her tongue and down her throat, and Justin started fucking her, trying to catch up to finish with her.


  And her soul came to rest, at ease for the first time she could remember since a ride in a convoy turned into a fight for her life and a living nightmare she couldn’t escape.


  She didn’t realize she was crying until Cody slid into the pool to hold her, a worried look on his face. The men held her, their arms around her and each other until she finally got it out of her system and could speak again.


  “Thank you,” she said, kissing them both.


  They exchanged a confused look. “Are you okay?” Justin asked. “Did we push you too far?”


  She smiled as she shook her head. “No, you pushed me exactly right…Sir.”


  Chapter Twenty


  


  Brooke was rudely awakened not by her morning alarm, but by Dixon landing squarely in the middle of her chest.


  Which, in turn, awakened Justin and Cody on either side of her when she apparently let out a startled shout.


  “Little fucker,” she said, lifting him up and staring him in the eyes.


  “Maow.”


  “I thought you spent the night with Grandpa, jerk.” She sat up and set him on the end of the bed. He immediately sauntered back on top of her legs, kneading at the covers.


  Justin slid an arm around her, his hand settling on her stomach. “Bet that felt like an earthquake.”


  “Probably.”


  Cody caught her other arm and lightly tugged. “Come on,” he practically whined. “It’s Saturdaaay. Stay in bed with uuusss.”


  “I can’t,” she said. “I have stuff to do before we go to the party tonight. Housework. Unpacking. Cooking.”


  Man, did she love cooking now. Cooking, baking—she couldn’t get enough of it. It made her happy, it made her guys happy, and having two guys willing to do the dishes for her didn’t hurt, either.


  “What’d you tell Dad about tonight?” Justin asked.


  “That we’re going to a BDSM party at John and Abbey’s, and you’re going to tie me up and vibrate my brains out.”


  “Cool,” Cody said.


  She playfully shoved him. “What the hell do you think I told him? We’re going over to a friend’s house for game night, and it’ll run really, really late. And speaking of late, it’s after nine o’clock. That’s like middle of the day, for me.”


  She climbed out of bed and headed for the kitchen to get the coffee started.


  They’d just moved into their new house three days earlier and were still swimming in boxes.


  After consulting with her father, she’d put her house up on the market, and she and Cody got married in a quiet affair at the clerk of the court’s office with Loren presiding, and her father, Eliza, Rusty, and Tilly as their witnesses.


  They figured it probably confused the other people in the office when Brooke also kissed Justin, but she didn’t really care.


  After a whirlwind three months of planning, permitting, and design, they broke ground on their new house, which included a separate apartment wing for her father. Still attached to the house, but with a secure door either side could lock when they wanted to. He had a nurse who came in three times a week to work with him on his physical therapy, and a never-ending daily procession of his car buddies to drive him around—or to the shop, where he generally drove her crazy.


  But she was just happy to have him there to do that.


  It took nearly six months for the construction to be completed. Meanwhile, they rented Kel and Mal’s apartment, since her house had already sold.


  And, even better, now they had a pool. Not a huge one, but an in-ground lap pool on a well-shaded lanai that she could enjoy without worrying about too much sun.


  It was good physical therapy for her father, too.


  It would be a great place to teach their baby how to swim at some future point, after he or she was born in seven months.


  Because just two weeks earlier, in the middle of all the other craziness of the move, and finalizing the construction inspection paperwork, and mortgage details, what Brooke had thought was a persistent stomach flu or food poisoning turned out to be a baby.


  Surprise!


  Once they’d all gotten over the shock of that, they’d broken the news to her father, and then to Eliza and Rusty, before they would tell all their other friends. Which would happen tonight, at the party.


  Fortunately, in their design process, they’d included two extra bedrooms for guests or future possible kids.


  They just hadn’t realized they’d need one of them so soon.


  The men made their way out of the bedroom and followed her to the kitchen, where they pinned her between them.


  “We didn’t get good morning kisses,” Cody pouted.


  She kissed him. “There. Happy?”


  “I will be tonight at the party when we strap you down to the new Doom and make you come till you safeword.”


  Yes, she had worked her confidence up to the point she really enjoyed it when they got her hooked up to one of Max and Sean’s creations and did forced orgasm play with her.


  Usually while one of her men was fucking her, and the other getting a blow job.


  Justin slipped his arms around her. “Not much longer we’ll be able to play like that. I want to get as much sexy time in as possible before it’s four of us.”


  “It’s already four of us with Dad next door.”


  “I meant this one,” he said, stroking her belly.


  She leaned back against him. “I’m glad you took the Fairlane to the dinner that night,” she told Cody.


  He pointed at Justin. “Blame him. It was his idea that night.”


  Had they not driven up at that moment in a gorgeous classic truck, and had they not broken down later, none of this might have ever happened.


  It was one of those possible missed opportunities that hit just right, dead center in the target.


  She tipped her head back and looked at him. “Thank you.”


  He nuzzled noses with her. “Hey, thank whoever fell down on the job at the alternator plant. Or thank Eliza for trying to fix us up in the first place.”


  “Thank zombies,” Cody joked. “And thank whatever else that we have you.”


  She nodded. “Indeed.” She laid her hands over Justin’s on her belly, and Cody laid his over hers. She didn’t know or care which man was the father. It didn’t matter. It was their baby, all three of them.


  Together.


  


  


  THE END
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