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Chapter 1

Lena Morgan sneezed into the crook of her arm.

“God, | don’t think I could possibly dust, clean, or polish another
thing.” She exhaled deeply as she brushed her forearm against her
sweaty forehead and set the feather duster on top of the antique cherry
wood buffet. “I’m exhausted.”

For weeks, she and her best friend Edie packed, moved, and
unpacked countless boxes trying to get their bed and breakfast up and
running.

“Come on, Lena, you can’t quit now. We’re almost finished.
Besides, I’ve never seen you quit anything in your life.” Edie Bishop,
Lena’s best friend, looked at her with an energizing smile.

Lena and Edie had been practically inseparable since they were
eight. She always found Edie’s enthusiasm and carefree spirit
infectious and that drew Lena to her from the first time they met.

After her parents died in a car accident, Lena moved to Austin,
Texas to live with her great-aunt Margot, her only living relative.
Margot, the classic frigid spinster, wanted nothing to do with children.
That woman didn’t possess a maternal bone in her body.

Lena remembered the moment she laid eyes on the woman who
raised her until she turned eighteen. Even as a small child, she thought
her great aunt looked surprisingly frail, standing at no more than five
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feet short and weighing eighty-five pounds max. Margot made sure to
provide Lena all the necessities for her survival and education, but
nothing else. No parties, no presents, no frills. And add to that list no
hugs, no kisses, and no encouraging words.

Lena never felt sorry for herself. She always tried very hard to rise
above her cheerless home life. She just existed in a perpetual state of
loneliness.

That was, until she met Edie, her effervescent bosom buddy.

“Okay, Edie, you’re right. Man, can you believe we’re doing this?
Our own bed and breakfast, just like we always wanted.”

Lena’s stomach bubbled with nerves at the prospect, but she also
thrilled at the chance of fulfilling her dreams.

“I know. It’s blowin” my mind still, like it hasn’t completely sunk
in.” Edie climbed up a ladder and hung up a picture she painted of a
landscape of the Texas Hill Country with rolling green hills blanketed
by a sea of bluebonnets. She painted it a year before, but it looked just
like the landscape around them in their new home, Liebling, Texas.

Edie, always the more artistic one, was a free spirit hippie-type
whereas Lena acted more carefully and reserved. If it hadn’t been for
Edie’s encouragement, Lena would never have gone forward with
their dream of moving to the Hill Country and starting their own
business.

“And it’s all thanks to your dead aunt.”

“That’s dead great aunt.” During Lena’s junior year of college,
her great aunt Margot passed away and left her the entirety of her
estate. All of her friends suggested a shopping spree or buying a new
car, but Lena just couldn’t splurge all her money away like that. She
cautiously sat on her inheritance for a couple of years, wondering
what to do with all of it. Then Edie reminded her of their childhood
dream of opening up a bed and breakfast.

“How’s that look? Is it even?” Edie moved to the side so Lena
could see whether the painting hung crookedly. Lena studied its
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placement very carefully, her right hand thoughtfully rubbing her
chin.

“Hmm, maybe just a little to the left.”

Edie shifted the painting as Lena directed.

“No, Edie, that’s too much. Move it back to the right a smidge.
Wait, now back just a tiny bit to the—"

“Good grief! I think it’s fine right where it is. Jeez, you know |
love you like a sister, but damn, you can be so anal sometimes.” Edie
smiled down at Lena with a twinkle in her eye.

“Well, someone’s got to be the anal one. We can’t all be running
around barefoot, making organic granola, and watching the clouds
pass us by.” Lena playfully poked her friend in the arm as she
climbed down the ladder.

“Hey, sometimes you can see some really neat things in clouds.
Once, | saw an armadillo playing a guitar.” Edie laughed, gazing up at
the ceiling.

“Oh, really.” Lena followed Edie’s gaze but only saw a chandelier
covered in cobwebs. “Damn, looks like one more place that needs
dusting.”

“I’m sure it’s fine. Who’s gonna look all the way up there
anyway?” Edie looked at her friend as if she lost her mind.

“1 will, for one. Now scooch over so | can move the ladder.”

“I’m on my way out anyhow. I’ve got to run and get all our
kitchen equipment from the car. Then we can finally do some
baking!”

“Good. I’ve been dying to bake a pie ever since we moved in. Or
maybe a nice cobbler using some of those peaches we picked the
other day.”

Lena loved baking, the one pleasant thing she did with her great
aunt growing up. As cold as Margot was, she somehow managed to
bake heavenly pies. Lena liked to think Margot chose that as her way
of showing love, though really, maybe the woman just loved pie.
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“Oh, that sounds freakin’ awesome. Okay, be right back.” Edie
ran outside.

Lena climbed up the ladder, feather duster in hand. She sneezed as
her dusting made flecks of ancient grime waft from the chandelier on
to her face and in to her nose. As soon as she thought she finished, she
noticed another cobweb and then another.

Lena climbed up higher on the ladder and stretched her arm out to
catch one more cobweb hanging from the ceiling. The ladder wobbled
for a moment and made Lena’s heart jump. She steadied herself and
returned to her cobwebby nemesis.

Just a little bit farther. Almost there, almost...

“Ahh!” Lena screamed as she fell off her perch and landed hard
on her hand. “Crap, that really hurt.” Lena grabbed her wrist and
started rubbing it, but it felt too tender to touch with any amount of
pressure.

“Holy shit, Lena. What happened?” Edie ran back into the house
carrying a box heavy with baking equipment. She set it down and
kneeled to where Lena lay on the floor in a crumpled heap. “Are you
okay?”

“Yeah, but | think I hurt my wrist. I’m sure it’s probably fine.”
She could feel the pain-induced tears burning the back of her eyes.
She saw the feather duster lying on its side, bits of dust scattered all
over the floor, and she silently cursed its existence. She turned her
attention back to her wrist.

“Maybe, but it looks a little swollen.” Edie reached to touch it and
Lena grimaced. “No, | don’t think it’s okay, Lena.”

“Well, shit. Now what am | supposed to do? Maybe | should put
some ice on it.”

“I think you should just bite the bullet and go to the hospital or
something. Better safe than sorry, right? Besides, if your hand’s all
messed up, how are you gonna make me a pie? Those peaches aren’t
getting any fresher.”
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Damn. Edie always knew just what to say to convince Lena of
anything.

“Fine, fine. You’re right.” Lena hoisted herself up and tried to
twist her wrist again just to double check. Ow! Yep, still hurt.

“You want me to go with you?”

“No, I’ll be fine. You stay here and finish up. I think there’s a
doctor’s office just down the street.”

“Oh, yeah. Aren’t small towns great? Everything’s a stone’s throw
away. Plus, | hear they have a really cute doctor working there, too.”

“Right, Edie. That’s the last thing | need now. We’ve got to get
this place ready. | don’t have time for men.”

“Lena, there’s always time for men.” Edie gave Lena her cheeriest
smile and pushed her out the door.

* k%

Dr. Brock Stone walked into his examination room to see his final
patient of the day. Brock, one of three doctors working at Liebling’s
primary care clinic, loved every minute of his job, even during the
not-so-pleasant times. Just the other day a young boy came in
complaining of nausea and punctuated his visit by throwing up all
over Brock’s shoes. Brock only shrugged his shoulders and took a
handkerchief to his loafers. What can ya do? he thought to himself.
All part of a day’s work.

He loved interacting and helping people of all ages, and in a town
as small as Liebling, he could easily get to know each of his patients
very well. This often included entire families, which tended to be
quite large in Liebling.

This afternoon his last patient, a six-year-old girl with blonde pig-
tails, came in for sneezing, coughing, and all around achiness.

“Hello, Dr. Stone. Molly’s not feeling so good.”
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The young woman frowned as she rubbed her daughter’s back
while she sat hunched over on his examination table. The poor little
thing’s nose was red and running and her eyes watered.

“Aww, that’s no good. It’s summer. You should be out playing.”

“I know, that’s what | told Mama, but I didn’t feel good and she
said | had to come here.” Molly sighed deeply.

“I’m sure this is all very boring for you, Molly, but we’ll get you
fixed right up.” He pressed his stethoscope onto her back, listened
carefully, and heard the distinct sound of rattly wheezing. He smiled
at the young girl as he removed his stethoscope from his ears and
wrapped it across the back of his neck. He turned to her mother.

“She sounds a little congested, Mrs. Kurtz.”

“l figured she would. And please, you’ve been our doctor for
ages. Call me Carol.”

“Sure, and how are Mr. and Mr. Kurtz doing?” Brock referred to
Carol’s two husbands and she seemed to beam at the mere mention of
their names.

“Gary and Walt are doing just great. They both plan on coming in
soon for their annual physical.”

“Good, good.” He then got out a wooden tongue depressor.

“Say ‘ahh’ for me, Molly.” Molly complied and Brock continued
his examination of all her vital signs. For the most part, Molly did
very well, except for the occasional coughing fit. Then she looked
absolutely miserable.

“So remind me again how long you’ve been married,” Brock said
to Carol, making conversation.

“It’ll be eight years next month. Eight wonderful years.” Carol
positively beamed, and it made Brock long to have what she and her
husbands had. As if sensing his longing, Carol’s face grew serious.

“What about you, Dr. Stone? When are you and your brother
going to settle down and start a family of your own?”

Brock sighed and smiled wistfully. “I don’t know, but | hope
soon. We just haven’t found the right woman yet.”
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“It’1l happen and I’m sure you won’t even see it coming when it
does. That’s how it happened with Gary, Walt, and me. They’ve been
best friends since high school, inseparable. They finally started dating
each other during college and then they found me, and the connection
seemed instantaneous. At first, 1 worried it wouldn’t work out, two
men and a woman. But they brought me to Liebling and everything’s
been perfect. | never could have imagined how happy 1’d be.”

She paused and looked at Molly warmly.

“And then Molly arrived and now there’s one more on the way.”
Carol patted her swollen belly. The woman radiated joy.

“Mama says I’m gonna be a big sister soon.” The girl’s face
brightened until she started into another coughing fit. Brock handed
her a cup of water and then wrote down the name of a cough
suppressant and decongestant.

“Well, we’re about done here.” Brock handed the woman the
scrap of paper. “Carol, she’s okay. She’s not running a temperature,
so it’s likely just a bad case of hay fever, what we call a summer cold.
You can pick this medicine up at the pharmacy or most any grocery
store. Molly should feel better in just a few days. Hopefully we’ll get
some rain to wash all that pollen away.”

He turned to the little girl and squeezed her hand. “And thank you
very much, Molly, for being so brave. You be a good big sister when
the time comes, okay?”

The girl nodded. “Okay, I promise, Dr. Stone.”

Brock walked out of the examination room and headed straight
toward the hall closet to gather his things. It had been a long day, and
he was the last doctor to leave. He was ready to go home.

Brock started to say goodbye to Ruth, the clinic’s receptionist,
when he stopped dead in his tracks and almost dropped his briefcase.
Through the glass that separated the receptionist’s office from the
waiting room, he saw the most captivating woman he’d ever laid eyes
on.
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Petite, yet striking, she had warm auburn hair that cascaded in
graceful waves down her shoulders. Her whole presence seemed
wrapped in innocence, and he instantly wanted to put his arms around
her and protect her from anything that could put the merest damper on
her life.

From this distance, he couldn’t make out the color of her eyes, but
they looked like precious jewels sparkling on her smooth, porcelain
face, kissed with roses on her cheeks. Even from so far away, her lips
looked soft and inviting. He needed to see her up close.

He didn’t realize he’d just been standing there staring at her,
probably with his jaw dropped open, until Ruth cleared her throat.

“Ahem, Dr. Stone, that is Lenora Morgan waiting there. She
seems to have hurt her wrist. I hoped maybe we could squeeze her in,
but | can see you’re ready to go home. | can tell her to go to the
emergency room—"

“No, no, Ruth. That’ll be fine. | can see one more patient. Please
show her to my examination room.”

Brock returned his things to the closet and took a deep breath. He
noticed that his cock began to swell beneath his khaki pants as he
thought about her, and he tried to will it down. He waited until he
heard Ruth take Lenora into the examination room and then paused
for a moment before he entered. With his hand on the doorknob, he
took another deep breath and collected his thoughts.

He looked down and made sure no hint of his erection remained.
Brock only ever behaved completely professionally with every single
one of his patients, and that wouldn’t change today, but he could
already tell with this one that, at the very least, it would be an internal
struggle. Something about her seemed endlessly intriguing and
special. Even seeing her from about twenty feet away, he knew.

This Lenora Morgan seemed special and in one way or another,
she would change his life.

* k%
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Lena, still holding her wrist, sat in the examination room and
waited briefly before the door opened and the doctor walked in.

Sweet mercy, Edie was right. The doctor is in and he is gorgeous.

Describing a man’s face as “chiseled” always struck Lena as
being clichéd, but here it described the rugged doctor perfectly. It
looked as if his nose, his cheekbones, his chin, everything on his face
looked cut from stone by a master craftsman. His thick, ebony hair
was brushed nonchalantly to the side, lending a handsome and
dashing quality. A Mr. Big meets Cary Grant. His dark brows hooded
his deep brown eyes. She could easily get lost in those eyes and yet
still feel right at home.

Around his waist sat a large, brass belt buckle with a big Texas
Lone Star in the middle. It took all of her energy not to continue her
gaze down the front of his pants.

The doctor, standing around six feet tall, possessed a commanding
presence. Lena suspected that under his white doctor’s coat and his
clothes stood a thick, masculine body with broad shoulders and strong
arms. She imagined those arms were capable of mighty things, like
carrying injured people to safety or successfully performing the
Heimlich with one squeeze or lifting her up high above his head to—

Lena shook her head to clear her mind of these absurd and
indecent thoughts. She couldn’t understand why her heart beat so hard
and fast and why a dull ache throbbed between her legs, something
she hadn’t felt in ages. She wondered if she hit her head when she fell
off the ladder and damaged more than just her wrist.

“Hello, Ms. Morgan, I’m Dr. Stone. Ruth tells me you hurt your
wrist.” He smiled and Lena could swear his eyes twinkled when he
looked at her. He reached out a hand and shook her good one.

As they touched, Lena inhaled his subtle, warm, woodsy scent.
Her mouth went dry. She looked at his lips and licked hers, knowing
what might quench her sudden thirst. She realized the doctor stood
staring at her, waiting for a response.
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“Um...yeah...l...1 fell because I was dusting and | was on a
ladder because | was dusting a chandelier, which is pretty high up, but
I fell, and then I landed on my wrist and I think it’s kinda swollen
because I—"

“Because you fell?” His grin widened, and yes, his eyes definitely
twinkled.

Lena tried to smile back and hoped her face didn’t give away how
embarrassed she felt because of her ridiculous babbling.

“May 1?” He gestured to her wrist. She held it out to him and
tensed up in anticipation of the pain she’d feel when he examined it,
but she relaxed as soon as his fingers touched her skin again. For a
moment, she closed her eyes. “Does it hurt, Ms. Morgan?”

“Hmm?” Lena opened her eyes, startled. “Oh, no it’s fine, it feels
fine.”

“Really? Are you sure? What if | do this?” He bent her wrist
slightly and tried to rotate it, but Lena flinched.

“Ow, | guess it does hurt. At least, when you move it around like
that.”

“Well, it’s not broken, just a bit sprained. I’m going to put a splint
on it, and when you get home, take an ibuprofen, put some ice on
your wrist, and try to keep it elevated above your heart.” His hand
went to his chest and something about it seemed so tender, Lena
wanted to pop up and nestle herself against his body.

“Okay, I think I can do that.” She swallowed and tried to steady
her breathing.

“Make sure you don’t use it at all, and let it rest for the next two
days.” The doctor’s orders shook her from her reverie.

“Don’t use it for two days? | can’t not use it. It’s connected to my
hand and I’m in the middle of moving in right now. | can’t make Edie
do everything herself,” Lena protested. “There’s just so much more
we need to do, and | promised 1’d use the peaches we picked to bake a
pie for her tonight before they go bad. They’re at the peak of
freshness right now and...”
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Lena’s throat tightened up and tears welled in her eyes. She hadn’t
realized how stressed out and frazzled she felt and now she reached
her breaking point. They planned for the bed and breakfast to be up
and running in two days and that wasn’t going to happen if she only
had one arm at her disposal during that time. Lena, a stickler for
deadlines, prided herself on punctuality. She didn’t know if she’d be
able to do it with both arms and now this.

“Hey, shh, it’s okay. It’s going to be fine.” Dr. Stone held her left
arm with one hand and gave her a tissue with the other before rubbing
her back in a soothing motion. “Just take a deep breath, okay, and tell
me what’s wrong.”

Lena did as the doctor advised and tried to calm herself down. The
back rubbing definitely helped, though the longer he rubbed the closer
relaxation got to arousal. As the doctor started wrapping her wrist in a
splint, she regained her composure.

“My best friend and | just moved here to open a bed and
breakfast, The Sweet Spot, and we planned on having it ready in two
days. Now I just don’t see how that’s possible.”

“And what’s the deal with the peach pie?”

“I like to bake.” Lena just shrugged her shoulders. What else
could she say? She obviously already sounded like a hysterical loon.
It was a good thing this doctor wasn’t a psychiatrist. Otherwise, he
might have committed her by now. Lena sighed and started to feel
defeated again, the corners of her mouth turning down into a frown.

“| see. It sounds like you are under a lot of pressure, Ms. Morgan,
and it’s understandable that you’re feeling very stressed out. Now, is
there a reason you have to have your B&B open in exactly two days?”

Lena thought for a moment. “I guess, not really. It’s just that I like
to be on schedule.”

The doctor’s face softened and his seductive lips turned up in a
pleasant smile. That twinkle in his eye reappeared, taunting her to get
inappropriately close to this friendly and sexy man.
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“Okay, I’'m sure you can work this out with your friend and take a
little extra time. You’re in Liebling now and this town’s as laid back
as they come. No one will mind. | promise.” Dr. Stone reached up
from her wrist and put his hand on her cheek and Lena teetered on the
brink of swooning.

She leaned her face into it as she closed her eyes. It felt so
amazingly right. Her entire body relaxed. She didn’t know how long
they stayed in that position before he stiffened and pulled away. She
opened her eyes and saw the doctor swallow hard, then turn away for
a moment. Lena wondered if she did something foolish again and a
brief, awkward silence invaded the room.

The doctor cleared his throat. “Well, Ms. Morgan, your splint is
finished and I’m sure everything will work out with your bed and
breakfast. Please call the office if you have any more trouble with
your wrist and we can set up an appointment. Ruth will have your
paperwork ready when you leave.”

Before she could even look down at her wrist to examine the
doctor’s handiwork, he stepped out the door and disappeared.

Hmm, that was strange.

Lena shrugged and looked at her watch. It was getting late. She
didn’t notice a wedding band, but figured he needed to run home and
meet his wife for dinner. No man as dishy as that could still be single.

Not that it mattered to Lena anyway, she convinced herself. She
certainly didn’t have the time or the interest in having a man in her
life right now, no matter how good looking he appeared. Just because
he was devastatingly handsome didn’t mean she actually felt attracted
to him, right?
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Chapter 2

Brock got out of his classic 1953 Chevy 3100 seafoam-green
pickup truck and headed toward his childhood home where his
parents and brothers diligently prepared their weekly family dinner.

His family owned this property for generations, working the land
and cultivating the best wine in the Hill Country. Brock and his
younger brother, Wes, the two eldest sons, stood to inherit this land
one day to continue the family trade.

Brock looked at the rows and rows of grape vines clinging to their
trellises and heavy with fruit. Soon it would be time to harvest the
grapes and begin the long process of fermenting and aging the juice to
transform it into Stone Vineyard’s award-winning wine.

“Hey everyone, Brock’s here! You’re just in time, son. We’re
about ready to sit down.” Brock’s mother, Margarite, swung the door
open and greeted him with a hug, reaching up on her tiptoes to peck
him on the cheek.

She paused as she looked her eldest son up and down. “My, you
look happy today. Did you meet someone?” Her eyes brightened and
Brock wondered how his mother always seemed to know everything
that went on in their lives. Brock fidgeted and shrugged his shoulders,
but he couldn’t hide the grin forcing its way onto his face.

“I dunno, Ma. Perhaps.”

“Perhaps nothin’. A mother knows and you, my boy, have met a
lady and | expect you to tell all of us about her during dinner.”
Margarite playfully jabbed Brock in the ribs as she spoke. “I ain’t
gettin’ any younger and | want me some grandbabies soon.”
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Brock held out his arms in protest. “All right, Ma, but hold up on
the baby talk. I’ve got to at least take the woman on a date first.”

“Okay, okay. I’'m just sayin’.” Margarite padded back to the
kitchen to finish frying the chicken she undoubtedly marinated in
buttermilk and her secret blend of spices. Brock inhaled deeply and
instantly his mouth watered and his stomach growled, the go-to
reaction his body always had when confronted with his mother’s
cooking.

His mind went back to Lenora. He couldn’t wait to sit down and
tell Wes all about her.

When he walked into the dining room he saw that his twin
brothers, the youngest members of the Stone household, already
sitting at the table.

Jackson and Ethan, in their mid-twenties, were identical twins,
except for their eyes. Jackson had green eyes and Ethan had blue.
With their mop of golden-blond hair, these boys were heartbreakers
for sure and Brock often wondered when they would ever settle down
and start a family of their own. His brothers acted so rowdy, he
doubted they would ever find a woman who could put up with their
antics.

“Hey, Brock, what’s this | hear about a lady?” Jackson asked with
a mischievous smirk. Between the twins, he was the more aggressive
one, always trying to start trouble.

Brock inwardly cringed. My, how his mother’s voice carried, he
thought.

“I’ll tell everyone about her later. And really, there’s not much to
say yet. I’ve only just met her. Anyway, where’s Wes? He’s really the
one who needs to hear about her.”

“He’s out at his studio, finishing glazing a pot before he fires it or
something,” Ethan offered.

He had always been the more cooperative of the two, but like his
twin, he could also get in a bit of trouble now and then.
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Wes came in, holding a striking glazed vase. Wes mainly worked
on the winery with his parents, but in his spare time he made pottery.
That was his true passion, and even Brock, who knew little of art, had
to admit some of his pieces looked truly remarkable.

Wes walked over to his mother in the kitchen and kissed her on
the cheek. “Here, Ma, | made this for you. Shoot, it smells incredible
in here. I’m starving.”

“Brock’s got a girlfriend,” Jackson teased.

Brock swore, sometimes his brother still behaved like a foolish
teenager.

Wes’s eyebrow popped up. “Oh, really? I wouldn’t mind checking
out the new girl in town.”

“No, not really. I just met a girl, and I’ll tell you more about her
later.” Brock knew how badly Wes also wanted to start a family
together. He, too, longed to devote himself completely to one woman,
working with Brock to make her the happiest woman on earth. With
his heart on his sleeve, Wes was the hopeless romantic of the two of
them.

“All right, all right, stop teasin’ your brother. It’s time to eat.”
Margarite set the steaming basket of chicken, covered in a red
gingham dish towel to keep it warm, on their long dining room table.
She directed her sons to grab the rest of the food from the kitchen and
called out to her husbands, who worked just outside cleaning their
equipment in preparation for the upcoming harvest.

“Stan, Marsh! Come in here and wash your hands. It’s time to
eat.” She sat down at the head of the table.

As Brock’s fathers walked in, they each removed their dusty
cowboy hats, bent down and kissed their wife on the cheek, and sat in
the chairs on either side of her.

“Okay, everyone’s here. Boys, dig in.” Margarite piled fresh salad
into her bowl before grabbing a heaping of her famous mashed
potatoes and the chicken she fried to crispy perfection.
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“Oh, hon’, this all looks so delicious. You’ve done it again.”
Stanley helped himself to the bounty his wife whipped up that
evening.

“I think Brock has an announcement to make, everybody. Go on,
son. Tell everyone about your new girl,” Margarite prodded.

Brock’s face warmed slightly in embarrassment, but he proceeded
to fill everyone in on the beautiful stranger who graced his clinic that
afternoon.

“Ma, | already told you, | haven’t even asked her out on a date
yet.” Brock raked his hands through his hair and fiddled with the food
on his plate with his fork. “I hardly know her.”

“Son, you know her well enough to have had a goofy grin
plastered on your face when you walked through the front door.”
Margarite cocked an eyebrow at him, her forkful of salad in mid-air,
hovering in front of her mouth.

“Well?” Wes stared at him in anticipation, clearly dying to know
more about this mysterious woman.

“l only just met her. She came in with a sprained wrist—"

“Wait, you’re banging one of your patients?” Jackson always had
a way with words and Brock knew that one of these days they would
get him into a hot mess.

“Jackson! Watch your language at the dinner table. Now let your
brother finish his goddamn story.” Marshall shot Jackson an icy glare,
completely unaware of his own foul language.

“l only talked to her and put a splint on her wrist. That’s it.”
Brock shrugged his shoulders, holding both his palms up.

“Okay, so what else? Who is she? What’s she doing in Liebling?”
Wes pressed Brock for more details.

“She’s new in town, and she and her friend just moved here to
open a bed and breakfast. It’s called The Sweet Spot, just down the
street a few blocks from the clinic,” Brock finished, glad to be done
with the third degree.
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“l bet Brock wants to touch her sweet spot,” Jackson muttered
under his breath but loud enough for the entire table to hear.
Margarite shot him a withering stare and Brock rolled his eyes.

“And? Anything else about this girl and The Sweet Spot?” Ethan
asked.

Jackson snickered quietly but refused to look Brock in the eye. It
was just as well. They were both adults now, but Brock had no
qualms with smacking his second-youngest brother around now and
then like he did when they were kids.

Margarite shot another withering stare at one of her twins.

“What, Ma? | was talking about the B&B.” Ethan batted his
eyelashes, giving his best impression of an innocent fawn.

Brock’s face reddened, but now more from frustration than
embarrassment. A brief, awkward silence ensued before his mother
spoke up.

“Now, now boys, no need to get snippy. | think that’s plenty to
know about her for now. From the look on Brock’s face earlier, I'm
sure she’s somethin’ very special.”

She winked at Brock. Then she looked at her husbands
affectionately and her eyes glanced upward as she seemed to
reminisce about some blissful long-ago day.

“That’s how it was with your fathers.” A jubilant smile spread
across her radiant face.

Even after all these years, his fathers still said she looked as
beautiful as the day they first met. Stanley cleared his throat. Brock
knew his father always hated sentimental moments in front of
everyone and obviously wanted to change the subject away from his
and his brother’s courtship of Brock’s mother.

“Son, that was very interesting,” Stanley said dryly. “Does
anybody else have anything productive to say?”

* Kk k%
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Wes stalked up the creaky, wooden steps of the bed and breakfast
that potentially housed his future wife.

Brock’s confidence in his find piqued Wes’s interest and he
decided he needed to find out for himself if this girl really could be
the one they’d already waited years for. He carried a case of wine,
courtesy of Stone Vineyards, hoping it would provide the ulterior
motive necessary to disguise the true reason for his visit. Hoisting the
case with his right arm onto his hip, he peeked through the door’s
stained glass before using his left hand to open it. The chiming of a
little bell sounded to announce his arrival, though it didn’t look like
anyone was there.

“Hello?” Wes called out into the silent house.

Every wooden floorboard sighed beneath his weight as he walked
into the foyer. Wes admired the modern yet still cozy decor. Most
everything in Liebling had an air of shabby chic and The Sweet Spot
stood apart. Although a lot of the furniture appeared heavy and
antique, the space was punctuated with modern and whimsical
accents, such as little wooden figurines of animals and a curvy mod,
turquoise table lamp with an off-white linen shade. A cushy velvet,
forest-green couch with brushed stainless-steel legs sat against a wall
in the living room. Wes figured it had to be one of those fancy
designer pieces you could only find in more urban cities. He saw his
reflection in the large, white-lacquered, Rococo-styled mirror and
hoped Lenora Morgan would like what she saw. That is, if she was
even there.

“Is anybody here?”

“Hey, sorry, I’m in the kitchen,” a voice called out from the other
room. “I’ll be right there.”

A radiant, auburn-haired beauty in a summery, sky-blue dress that
showed off her slender yet shapely legs, walked in. Her petite frame
couldn’t have been more than five foot three. He and Brock would
certainly enjoy the ease of throwing her over a shoulder to carry her
wherever they saw fit to bed down and ravage every tasty inch of her.
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“Hello, my name’s Lena, and welcome to The Sweet Spot.”

She wiped her hands on the front of her apron and extended one
with a bright smile. Wes noticed the splint on her other arm as his
brother’s handiwork.

Wes introduced himself and awkwardly tried to readjust the case
of wine in his arms and then decided to place it on the ground. He
took her hand and, even through all the calluses on his palm, he could
feel the warm softness of her skin. Lena’s grip felt surprisingly firm,
and he realized he unconsciously tried to be gentle with her and found
her shaking his hand more than he shook hers. His father always said
one could tell a lot about a person through their handshake and this
girl was certainly a firecracker. He hoped his unintentionally weak
handshake didn’t give her the wrong impression.

Up close he could see that her eyes shimmered with a delicate
green that reminded him of fresh moss. The soft dewiness of her
complexion gave him the strongest urge to caress her face with the
tips of his fingers. He wanted to pull her face in for a long kiss that
would allow each of them to enjoy the other’s flavor.

She shot him a strange look before he finally realized that he still
held her hand. Jeez, how long had that been? He couldn’t believe how
easily he got lost in her presence and how pleasant each distracted
moment felt.

“Oh, excuse me,” Wes grinned sheepishly. “I’m from Stone
Vineyards.”

“| see that.” Lena smiled and gestured toward the case of wine on
the floor. “So, how can | help you today?”

Wes’s gaze locked on her tongue as it peeked out of her mouth
and ran over her lips. Did he imagine it or did her tongue slyly appear
for his benefit? He prayed it was the latter.

“lI brought this wine from my family’s vineyard as both a
welcome-to-the-neighborhood gift and as a sample in case you
wanted to offer your clients some of the area’s finest local wines.”
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He projected his most brilliant smile, hoping to dazzle her with his
charm. Normally, he never needed to even lift a finger for girls to
swoon over him, but somehow, with Lena, he just didn’t feel quite as
cool and collected as usual.

“Oh, how nice of you. | don’t really know anything about wine,
but I’m sure it’s wonderful. I’ll just put it in the kitchen.”

“No, allow me. It’s pretty heavy.”

Lena bent down a split-second before Wes did and their heads
collided as she came back up. Wes briefly saw stars after her head
smashed into his nose, but just before contact, he got a lingering whiff
of her hair. Her silky locks smelled like citrus and honey. Her scent
was so alluring, his cock jumped in his pants as it infiltrated his
senses. With her bent over, he momentarily questioned the wisdom of
allowing her to see how strongly she affected him, but then decided
that kind of visual statement was best left for after the first date. He
quickly shifted his body, hoping the folds of his pants would hide his
growing arousal.

“Oh no, I’m so sorry!” Lena grabbed the back of her head with
one hand and covered her mouth with the other as if in horror.

She looked so completely adorable, Wes easily got over the pain
and the embarrassment.

“Don’t be sorry, sweetheart. This nose has seen much worse than
your pretty little head. Plus, it’s not broken.” He wiggled his nose
around as proof. “And even if it were, you wouldn’t have been the
first to break it.” Wes hoped to prevent her from feeling bad.

“Still, jeez, | can be such a klutz.” Lena smiled as her rosy cheeks
brightened to red.

“| can see that.” Wes gestured to the splint on her wrist.

“Just a little cleaning accident. Anyway, let’s try this again. Why
don’t you grab the crate while | stand far away, and I’ll show you to
the kitchen?”

“Sounds like a plan to me. So, when are you supposed to be open
for business?”
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He grabbed the crate and walked into her kitchen where the
mouthwatering smell of butter, peaches, and cinnamon assailed his
bruised nose.

“We had planned on opening tomorrow, but thanks to this, it
probably won’t be for another few days.” Lena held up her injured
wrist. “The doctor said | should rest for a few days, but I can’t help
but stay busy. There’s so much to do around here.”

“Like baking?”

“Yeah, there’s a cobbler in the oven. | wanted to make a pie, but
couldn’t roll out the dough with just one arm. You are welcome to
have a piece when it’s ready. Would you like something to drink?”

“No thanks. I should be on my way. You should really visit the
vineyard to get to know our product better. Plus, are you from around
here?”

“I’m not. We, my best friend and I, moved here from Austin a few
weeks ago. We’ve been really busy with getting this place ready and
haven’t had a chance to venture out too much. Well, except for the
doctor’s visit.” She giggled awkwardly.

“Great, you should come by tomorrow morning and I’ll take you
around the property. It’s beautiful out there and it’ll give you a good
chance to see what the Hill Country is all about.”

Please say yes, please say yes...

“That sounds wonderful, but I’m really busy still.” Wes panicked,
realizing she was about to turn him down. As he feared, he
overestimated the effect his charms would have on this woman. Thus
far, no girl ever said no to him, no matter the request. What could he
say? Wes knew he had a way with the ladies except, apparently, not
with this one. Luckily, he thought quickly on his feet.

“I think it would help you get to know the area better and in turn
your potential clientele as well. We get out-of-town visitors at the
vineyard, but we don’t have accommodations for them so maybe this
IS where your business and ours intersect? And anyway, it wouldn’t
take very long, just a couple hours.”
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Lena paused for a moment and Wes could see the gears ticking in
her head. He held his breath and waited for her response.

“You know, you probably have a point. You’ve lived here a lot
longer than | have and know the people better. Okay, sure. Why not?
It’1l be nice to get out of here for a while. | can’t do that much anyway
with my wrist hurt.”

Wes scribbled on a piece of paper and handed it to her, the person
whom he hoped might someday be his future woman.

Wes left the house feeling re-energized and alive. A new sense of
purpose invigorated him and surged through his body along with
heaviness in his groin that desperately needed sating. He went straight
to his studio where he could channel his sexual tensions into his art,
letting the seductive smoothness of clay between his fingers be his
release.
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Chapter 3

Lena drove down the long stretch of dirt road, her head craning
out the window as she searched for the winery’s sign.

The dry warmth of the Texas summer morning radiated against
her skin, as if she were a toasty pastry baking in the sun. Still, she felt
inexplicably nervous, unable to completely fess up that her nerves
resulted from her attraction to the boyishly handsome and fresh-faced
man with golden-blond hair.

When they bumped heads, she felt like such a dork. He played it
off so casually as if assuring her there was no need for
embarrassment, as if she should never feel embarrassed in his
presence. She had a feeling, though, that despite her best efforts, she
would do something that would leave her red in the face that day
anyway, especially if she couldn’t get her feelings under control.

She realized that just thinking about him made her ache between
her legs. Moisture dampened her panties and she didn’t know if it
came from her desire or the heat and her vinyl seats. She took a deep
breath and fought the urge to take her hands off the wheel and put
them underneath her clothing to satisfy the hunger in her core.

She let the breeze blow over her face and through her hair, deeply
inhaling the fresh, country air, cooling her down as she concentrated
on being calm, collected, and professional.

Just as her body began to return to her normal calm state, she saw
the sign for Stone Vineyards on the horizon and then Wes on the side
of the road waving enthusiastically.

Damn, he is so cute. Double-damn, there’s that ache again.
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She pulled over thinking Wes would just tell her which way to
drive, but instead he hopped right in her car, plunked down beside
her, and took off his cowboy hat, setting it in his lap.

Her heart pounded and the throbbing inside her became almost
painful.

“Hey, Lena! You look great. Thanks so much for coming.” He
leaned in and gave her a friendly air peck on the cheek, then looked
down at his watch. “And right on time, too.”

He smelled like a comforting mixture of freshly mowed grass and
air-dried laundry. Even though his cheek and the side of his lips
barely touched her skin, it felt as if it permanently seared her. Her
skin thrilled at the brief moment of rough stubble. The way her body
responded to this man, whom she’d only just met, made her feel
ridiculous and out of control. She hadn’t been with a man in a while
and that occasion certainly wasn’t anything memorable. Perhaps this
sexual drought explained why she reacted so strongly to him. Her
body starved for attention. That’s all.

Wes touched her arm and shook it gently. “Lena? Hey, you ready
to go? It’s just down the road.” He pointed with a silly smirk on his
face, as if he heard every one of her dirty thoughts while she sat
paralyzed from his littlest touch.

“Right, of course. Sorry.” She took another deep breath and
conceded it was going to be a long, hard day.

“l want you to see the highest point of our property. It looks over
everything and from there you can see for miles. We put a small,
canopied rest stop there so it’s the perfect place for you to try a few of
our wines.”

“That sounds really nice,” she responded dryly. Lena focused on
the road, fearing that if she looked Wes in the eye, he would read how
nervous she was.

“The problem is it’s kinda far so we’ll have to take a horse and
since your wrist is still a little banged up, you’ll have to ride with
me.”
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She swallowed hard and looked right at him, her eyes probably
big as saucers. “Wh-wh—-what do you mean with you? Like, on the
same horse?” She drove over a large rock that jolted her little car.

“Whoa, there. Maybe you should keep your eyes on the road.” He
offered her a kind smile, but Lena sensed a tension in his body as he
braced himself in his seat.

“But yeah, on the same horse. You’ll ride in front.” He looked her
up and down. “I think you’re little enough | can still easily reach the
reins from behind and that way you’ll be able to see everything as we
ride. It’ll be a lot of fun and could be something you could tell your
clients about.”

“Riding on horses with you? You want me to tell my clients
about riding on a horse with you?” Lena mumbled as she tried to
absorb what she was about to do with this Hill Country Adonis.

“Not with me. | just mean horseback riding on the property. I
think it would be something they might like. It’s not every day you
can ride a horse through a vineyard, right? And led by a real cowboy,
too.” He looked at her and winked. She might have melted if she
hadn’t been using every ounce of her will power to look unfazed.

“No, I guess not.”

“Pull up over there and we’ll get going. You’re gonna have the
ride of your life, | promise.” He smiled at her, and she saw a familiar
twinkle in his eyes.

Ride of my life? Boy, you have no idea.

* Kk k%

“Hey, are you okay? You keep stiffening your body like that and
you’ll be sore in the morning. You got to go with it, hon, and relax a
little,” Wes drawled into her ear.

Despite the summer heat that surrounded them, she could still feel
his warm breath against her skin and goose bumps prickled over her
arms.
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“Sorry, | just haven’t been on a horse in a while. | used to ride a
little when | was a kid before 1 moved to Austin. Just a little out of
practice, | guess.” Lena shifted uncomfortably, but tried to loosen up
to pass herself off as easygoing.

“You’ve got goose bumps on your arms. Is the breeze making you
catch a chill? We’ll be there soon and I’m sure a glass of wine will
warm you right up.” Wes’s arms tightened around her, wrapping her
as if he were a human blanket.

She could swear he rested his chin against her head now and then,
but decided the intimate gesture resulted only from their height
difference and the bumpiness of the ride. Nothing more than an
unfortunate coincidence that made her entire body flush with need.

“That sounds nice. I’m pretty thirsty.” Her mouth felt parched and
her entire body remained tense as she tried to keep from leaning back
into his firm chest.

Every time she allowed her muscles to relax, every nerve in her
body became attuned to the slow back and forth of the horse’s gait,
which rocked her against him repeatedly. Every other clip clop, her
ass would press into Wes’s groin. The longer they rode the more she
became aware of the wetness pooling between her legs and the
satisfying ache of her pussy grinding into the saddle through her
underwear.

She thanked her lucky stars she had chosen to wear a longer skirt
today that covered her legs as she straddled the horse, but part of her
wished she had chosen jeans instead so all of her skin would’ve been
covered and protected from Wes’s touch. It just felt too hot for jeans,
too constricting. She liked her clothes to feel loose and free against
her body, to get a little breeze between her skin and her clothing.

She only wished she could get a little more breeze between her
and Wes. He invited her as a professional courtesy. As a budding
entrepreneur, she needed to maintain her composure, especially if she
wanted her business to prosper.
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The horse finally came to a stop as Wes pulled on its reins and
Lena hungrily eyed his cut biceps before admonishing herself again
for crushing on a potential business associate. Wes dismounted first
and then helped Lena down, though he practically lifted her. She felt
as helpless as a rag doll in his arms.

“We’re here, Lena. Look around you. This is the Texas Hill
Country at its best.” Wes gestured grandly.

He was right. The rows and rows of grapevines tied gracefully to
their trellises were surrounded by rolling green hills despite the
drought the state had been in for the past year.

“It’s simply beautiful up here, just gorgeous.” Lena felt fortunate
as her gaze swept the scenic landscape. She had her best friend, her
bed and breakfast, a breathtaking place to live, and plenty of
handsome men for eye candy.

A small grin curled up her lips. A strong, lean arm wrapped
around her shoulders and pulled her close against a washboard body.
She looked up and saw Wes seemingly lost in thought as he looked at
the natural beauty around them.

“It’s great, isn’t it?” Wes smiled and looked at her as if to gauge
whether she enjoyed the scenery as much as he did.

Then their eyes locked. A chill slipped down her spine and went
straight to her aching clit. She couldn’t pull herself away. She
swallowed and closed her eyes as she continued to lean into him, lost
in the feeling of her body pressed into his. She thought she might faint
and then her knees buckled, jarring her back to rational thought. She
didn’t understand why her body refused to listen to her brain telling it
to back off this man.

Wes cleared his throat and pulled away looking puzzled.

Shame washed over her. She lost her senses and acted like a fool
in front of this nice man who only tried to show her around and sell
some wine.

Her mind raced to come up with something to break the awkward
silence. Her eye caught on a house in the distance, its stark whiteness
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brightly reflecting the late-morning sunlight. The house sat on the
other side of a long, snaking river. She shaded her eyes as she pointed
to it.

“What’s that over there? Is that part of your property, t00?”

Wes paused a moment before he spoke. “No, that’s the
Chisolms’s house on their ranch. Our families don’t really get along.”

“Why?”

“It’s a long story, but my great-grandpa and their great-grandpa
were best friends and both bought about a thousand acres of land that
they planned on working together, but the thing is, they couldn’t
decide on what to do with it. Liam Chisholm was a traditional man
and he wanted a traditional ranch. That’s what made money back
then. He wanted cows, horses, chickens, the whole nine. But my
great-grandpa Earl was more forward thinking. He heard about the
German immigrants bringing in grapevines to make wine and he just
thought that was a fine idea. Prohibition had just been repealed and it
seemed like a great time to get back in the swing of things. People
were ready to have a little fun again.

“The two of them fought and argued and finally they decided to
split the land in two according to the river that runs straight through
our properties, and | think both were so heartsick and stubborn over
them not coming to a consensus that they just stopped talking
altogether. In the beginning, the Chisholms made money hand over
fist, while my family struggled.”

“Did they offer to help your family?”

“No, they didn’t offer any help, which made their bad blood even
worse and every year it just grew and grew between them. But we
were doing okay. It just took us longer to get the winery off the
ground. At first, we didn’t know the first thing about making wine. It
was just one of Earl’s crazy ideas. But my family learned and kept at
it and now we’re one of the best in the state,” Wes finished, obviously
proud of his family’s accomplishments.
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His pride in his family gave Lena a slight pang of jealousy. She
wished she could feel the same way about her family, but didn’t really
know too much about them and now they and all their stories were
gone.

“So, that happened three generations ago. Are you still feuding?”

“Yes and no. We don’t do anything overt. We just don’t talk and
don’t acknowledge each other when we pass in the street. It’s silly,
but that’s just how it’s been. We’re both stubborn peoples. | think
every generation that goes by, the feud loses its grip a little, but, you
know, things take time.”

Wes looked solemn and then frantic as he looked around, opening
and closing the insulated satchels tied to the horse.

“Wes, what’s the matter?”

He straightened, ran his fingers through his golden-blond hair,
and let out an exasperated breath.

“| feel like a dunce. The wine | wanted you to try, I guess I left it
behind.” He smiled sheepishly. “I guess | just got too excited about
bringing you here and showing you around, | forgot to put it in my
bags.”

“Too excited?” She didn’t understand what exactly he meant by
that.

Wes shrugged and led Lena back to the horse, ignoring her
question. “Let’s head back then, huh?”

Riding back was fine with Lena. She began to miss the feeling of
his body so close to hers and didn’t mind a little more innocent back
and forth on that horse of his.

She might even let herself lean back a little on the way down.

* Kk k%

Brock looked up from pouring a basket of harvested grapes to a
larger bucket that would ultimately go through the grape sorter, which
washed and removed the stems from the ripe fruit.
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A handful of fruit he inspected slipped from his fingers as he saw
Lenora Morgan riding toward him with his brother holding her. He
couldn’t believe his eyes, but there she sat, and she looked even
prettier than she did the day before in his office.

“Hey, Brock,” Wes called out from behind her. “This is Lena. |
was just showing her around the property. Everyone’s out running
errands, so they shouldn’t be back for a while.” A sly expression
quirked the corners of his lips up and lit up his face. Looking
incredibly pleased, Wes stopped in front of Brock and hopped off the
horse, followed shortly by Lena.

Brock caught a glimpse of her white, cotton panties as her dress
fluttered around her on the way down, and his cock stirred in his
pants.

“It’s nice to see you again, Ms. Morgan.” He shook her hand
while she stared at him pale and wide-eyed, as if she’d seen a ghost.

She paused for a moment before she found herself again.

“It’s nice to see you, too. Please, call me Lena. That’s what
everyone calls me “cause it’s shorter, you know, as most nicknames
are, ‘cause what’s the point of a longer nickname, right? I mean, that
just defeats the whole purpose...”

Her voice trailed off as she turned away and exhaled deeply. She
looked flustered. Brock could only see half of her face, but that half
certainly turned a bright shade that rivaled the red highlights in her
hair. She babbled the same way she did back in his office. He
chuckled. This woman wasn’t just beautiful and sweet, she looked
adorable, too.

“So, you two have met?” Wes asked innocently.

Lena mustered a pained smile and shrugged her shoulders.

“l totally didn’t put two and two together. Dr. Stone, Stone
Vineyards, Wes Stone, | mean really. This is a pretty small town,
right? What are the odds that there would be more than one family
named Stone, which isn’t the most common surname, | don’t think...”
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Lena leaned her head down, uncrossed her arms, and, as one hand
gripped her elbow, the other shielded her face. Brock could see more
red, despite her attempts to hide, but he also caught a hint of a grin.
He decided to rescue her from her unnecessary, though charming,
anxiety and changed the subject.

“Your wrist looks pretty limber already. If it doesn’t still hurt, |
could probably take the splint off early.” He extended his hands
toward hers. “May 1?”

Lena managed a smile at him and Brock beamed. He yearned to
touch her soft skin again and didn’t expect the opportunity to arise
quite so soon. He owed Wes for this, big time, and considered letting
him have her first, whenever their union finally happened. Brock felt
confident it would eventually.

He held her delicate wrist in his hands, carefully removed the
splint, and rotated it in slow circles, his fingers intertwined with hers.

“Does that hurt, Lena?”

“Mmm, no, Dr. Stone, it doesn’t hurt.” Lena’s eyes closed.

“Brock.”

“Hmm?” Her eyes popped open.

“You can call me Brock. You’re at my family’s home. There’s no
need for formalities here.” He fiddled with the splint in his hands, but
what he really wanted was to replace the splint he held with her
undoubtedly soft breasts.

“I think your wrist is fine now.” He could see her taut nipples
underneath her dress and imagined rolling each one between his
fingers and on the tip of his tongue.

“Great. That’s great.” She twisted her wrist around and tested it
again to see for herself.

“Anyway,” Wes interrupted, “l was just about to show Lena
around some more and let her try a few wines. So, if you’re not busy,
would you like to join us, Brock?”
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Brock could read Wes’s face like an open book and Wes looked
ready to take a sip from Lena’s cups. Brock couldn’t agree more. He
knew they both wanted it, but just hoped that Lena would, too.

“You know what would be fun? Lena, have you ever crushed
grapes before?” Brock asked.

Wes’s face brightened as if an internal light bulb went off. His
brother knew instantly where he planned to go with this question.

“Do you mean like in | Love Lucy? With feet?” Lena flashed a
confused but curious look on her face.

“Exactly,” Wes answered. “We don’t use the juice from the foot-
crushed grapes for making wine sold to the public anymore, but we
still have a gigantic old-fashioned crushing barrel that we still pull out
now and then for tourists.” Wes grinned playfully and held his breath
as he waited for her response.

“I promise you’ll have fun and it’ll certainly be something you’ll
never forget.” Brock’s words meant more than they seemed at first.

Lena thought for a moment, as if weighing the pros and cons in
her mind. “Sure, why not? You only live once, right?”

Wes cocked an eyebrow at his brother. Brock licked his lips,
anticipating the sweetness he might get a chance to consume. Lena
was going to live all right. She was about to experience life in a way
she likely never had before.

Hopefully, she’d never want to stop.
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Chapter 4

Lena’s face alternated from a smile to a grimace and back as the
grapes beneath her feet squished, gushing sticky juice and pulp
between her toes.

The men were right. She was having fun and relaxing for the first
time in a while, ever since she started working on her business. Her
customers would definitely enjoy this.

“Okay, Lena, be careful and make sure to hold on to me. It can get
really slippery here, and it’s easy to fall before you even realize
what’s happening,” Brock advised.

Lena looked up at him as she held on to his arm and then looked
back down at the reddish purple mess she created beneath her feet.

“So, you get a lot of tourists coming out here to do this?” Lena
turned to Brock as he steadied her in the grape barrel and showed her
his expert grape-smashing technique. The muscles in his arms flexed
yet his grip on her hand still felt gentle. His calves were also heavily
muscled and strong. Those grapes didn’t stand a chance.

“Yeah, whenever it’s harvest time.” Brock flashed a charming
grin and his gaze met Lena’s with an intensity that made her face
redden at the sensations he caused between her thighs along with
every stomp of her feet. She tried to maintain her professional focus
and brought it back to work.

“Would you mind if I send my customers here? That is, if | ever
get customers.” She frowned and her stomping slowed as she again
became overwhelmed with the fear of her business failing. What if
nobody came to stay at The Sweet Spot?
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“Hey, what’s with the frown, girl?” Wes asked as he dumped
another bucket of grapes into the barrel. Lena squirmed a little as the
round fruit bounced against her legs and the tops of her feet.

“I’m just worried, that’s all. 1t’s a lot of pressure to run a business
with no experience.”

“Our kin knows all about starting something fresh with no
experience,” Brock gave her a reassuring nudge, “and look at us now.
Don’t be afraid, Lena. It’s great that you’re just going for it and we’ll
help you in any way we can. That’s what Liebling is all about,
offering a hand when you need it.”

Lena relaxed a little again. These men inexplicably made her feel
safe and secure, a feeling she didn’t remember ever having.

“Thanks for the offer, but it’ll take more than wine and smooshing
grapes to get the B&B off the ground.”

“What you need is a good, old-fashioned grand-opening get
together,” Wes suggested as he rolled up his jeans and started to climb
into the gigantic wooden barrel, which easily fit three people. “We
can help you cater. Obviously we’ll provide the libations and our
mother is a great cook. I’m sure she’d love to help out.”

His face contorted briefly, and then he smiled, revealing his
adorable dimples for the first time.

“It’s that first grape squish that gets me every time, like jumping
into cold water.”

He made his way over to Lena, and her breath caught in her throat
as he brushed past her, grazing the curve of her ass. He moved to her
other side so the brothers each flanked her.

She steadied her breath and tried to continue the conversation as if
she weren’t about to faint from exhaustion at the battle she’d fought
all day against her body’s reactions to these men. With both brothers
beside her, she didn’t know how much longer she could take it.

At least, Brock was a doctor. If she did pass out, he could
certainly provide her medical attention, which might include a healthy
dose of mouth-to-mouth.
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She shook herself out of her reverie. “Um, you know, that’s
actually a fantastic idea. You’d do that? Help us out?”

Brock stopped stomping for a moment and grasped both of her
hands. “Of course, Lena. We’d do anything to help you.”

The sudden change in the tone of his voice startled her. Something
about its low gruffness made her think professional courtesy was the
furthest thing from Brock’s mind at that moment.

She didn’t know what to say or think or feel, so she just stood
there, holding his hands, trying to avoid his gaze for fear of what she
might see. Or what she might not see. She wondered if the lustiness
she thought she heard might only exist in her imagination. If she
looked at him, his eyes might tell her everything and she hadn’t quite
made up her mind on what she hoped would be there.

Her heart raced frantically in her chest. She had to get out of there.
Her face burned obscenely hot. She pulled her hand from his grip and
put it to her forehead, checking for a fever.

She turned and headed for the edge of the barrel, even though she
could barely focus on anything around her, and gathered her last drop
of strength to make a graceful exit.

“That’s really generous of you...um...Brock and...Wes...but you
know, I really should be go—whoops!”

* Kk k%

As Lena walked away from him, Brock felt his stomach tighten
up. He figured he should have been a little more careful with how he
approached expressing his feelings for her.

But how do you tell someone you’ve just met that you think she’s
the one?

He turned away from her for a moment to look at his brother,
hoping to get some help. Instead Wes just stared at him blankly,
looking even more clueless than he did. Lost in his own thoughts, he
failed to hear what she mumbled as she made her exit and hadn’t
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noticed that Lena started to lose her balance. Even if Wes saw her
impending tumble, he stood too far away to do anything about it.

An arm suddenly landed hard against his chest and then a small
fist clung to his T-shirt. The momentum of Lena’s fall brought Brock
down with her, and like human dominoes, Brock leaned against Wes
and he fell, too.

The three of them crashed into the wet, juicy mess, their bodies
twisting together like a grape-flavored pretzel.

Brock winced at Wes’s knee digging into his back, which he
eventually wiggled free, but neither brother made any effort to get up,
still too stunned. Brock hadn’t fallen while crushing grapes since he
was a child and prided himself on his impeccable balance and
steadiness, good traits to have in a doctor. Then the thought of his
vocation brought his attention back to his former patient.

“Oh, shit, Lena, are you okay, sweetheart?” He looked at her, her
head resting safely on his chest. The silky tendrils of her hair, now
wet, matted against her face and streaked it in purple stain. Despite
the pain shooting up his side, the slight pressure of Lena’s body on his
felt remarkably good. She was his human pain reliever.

Her eyes wide and her mouth ajar, mid-yelp, Brock could tell she
felt just as surprised by the fall as he did. Then he realized what may
have really been surprising her.

His throbbing erection pressed against her arm. Brock froze, not
knowing what to do next, and a tortured lump clenched his throat
closed.

“Uhh, I’'m okay, Brock.”

She looked mortified as she slipped around trying to get up.
Unfortunately, the awkwardness of the moment and the
precariousness of their positions only intensified the uncontrollable
growth of his shaft.

Her limbs and hands inadvertently groped his groin over and over.
He felt horrible that she was embarrassed, but he had to laugh at the
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absurdity of the situation and at her stubborn persistence. The more
she tried to get up, the more she slipped.

Brock glanced over his shoulder and saw Wes laughing with tears
in his eyes, clearly just as amused at the show.

Their tenacious vixen wouldn’t give up.

“Why are you guys laughing? What is so funny? Are you laughing
atm—"

Lena made it to her knees only to fall again, but this time her body
contorted around and landed completely on top of Brock’s, her chin
touching down in the valley between his pecs.

His chuckles stopped as their eyes locked. He could feel his cock
throbbing against the apex of her thighs. She wrenched her gaze away
and rested her head against his chest, putting her finger to her mouth
and biting her knuckle as she hid her face from his. Their bodies were
completely slick with the juice of freshly crushed grapes. Brock
thought he felt Lena rocking a little back and forth, grinding against
him.

The increasing pressure on his body, focused directly against his
aching cock, confirmed his suspicion. His eyes rolled back in his head
as he placed one hand on top of her hair while the other rubbed her
back. Back and forth she went. He looked up at Wes who had already
unzipped his pants. He slowly stroked himself as he watched Lena’s
pert little body move against Brock.

When a barely perceptible moan escaped her lips, Brock couldn’t
control himself any longer. He reached down and wrapped his hands
around her creamy thighs, her skin lubricated in grape juice. He
rubbed her moistened skin up and down with enough pressure to
maintain her sensual motion. He hoisted them up so she fully
straddled him. Then his hands moved to her round ass, firm but soft
enough to grab and squeeze. He gathered the wet fabric of her dress
and pulled it up over her hips, reaching underneath to palm each of
her plush breasts. His thumbs brushed across her peaked nubs and
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Lena’s body tensed for a moment, then another moan exhaled from
between her lips.

He put a hand to her chin and lifted her face up to his. He wanted
to see her face, to see her reaction, to kiss her lips, to solidify the
realization that this was really happening.

* k * %

“Lena, sweetheart, | want you to look at me. Please, look into my
face, beautiful,” Brock said huskily.

Lena’s head spun. When she fell on him and his manhood swelled
into her crotch, she couldn’t help but dig in. She couldn’t fight it.

From the moment she’d laid eyes on him and Wes, she’d ached
for them. She felt so stressed from her business venture. The nerves
had finally gotten to her, and she couldn’t take it anymore. She
needed a release and some comfort. Brock’s hard cock, pressing
through his clothes and hers, told her that he wanted to provide that
for her. In a moment of weakness, wanton abandon, and ravenous
hunger she accepted. Now, she couldn’t stop.

She looked up and gave Brock what he wanted.

He ran his tongue across his lips and pulled her face up to his. She
bent down and let her mouth brush against his. She licked her lips and
then Brock’s, their tongues gingerly meeting in the middle. She
savored his taste, relishing the sticky sweetness covering their entire
bodies. His hand went to the back of her head and drew her in closer
to devour her mouth, sucking and nibbling her bottom lip. He pressed
his face deeper and grabbed her tongue with his lips, massaging it into
his mouth with his tongue.

“Fuck, baby, you taste so good, so amazingly good. | want you so
bad. Can you feel my cock swelling for you?” Brock grunted into her
ear between kisses. “Can you feel it?”

“Yes, oh, God, yes.”
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She squeezed her eyes tightly, focusing on the stiffness of his
erection against her thigh and the slow, seeping pool of wetness from
her cunt, willing his cock to take a dip. Her clit throbbed, calling to
him. She wanted nothing more than for the emptiness inside her
center to be filled with what lay engorged in Brock’s pants, what she
knew had to be aching to break free. Her back arched as another
erotic, rigid shaft pressed into her from behind.

Wes.

His hands reached around her and clung to her breasts. Wes lifted
her up so she sat upright, fully straddling Brock’s crotch, her pussy
pressed against the mound in his pants, while her ass pushed out to
feel what was in Wes’s pants. Lena’s entire body quaked at the
realization that his cock was out. She reached behind her and
confirmed her suspicion, her fingers cupping the firm, swollen head
of his weighty manhood.

Wes kissed and nibbled up and down her neck while his fingers
flicked over her hard nipples. She shuddered in ecstasy under his
touch.

“Is this okay, beautiful? Do you want me to touch you, too, love?”

Lena didn’t have to think long before she gave him an answer or,
rather, her wandering hands did.

She reached behind her and gripped Wes’s lean, muscular back
with one hand and pulled him closer, nodding affirmatively into his
neck. With her other hand, she stroked his cock, fascinated by its silky
soft skin. So lost in pleasure, she could no longer form words. Lena
just let go and went with it. Her hands gripped him tighter, forcing
him to dig his cock deeper into her back, pressing between her cheeks
through the thin fabric of her plain, cotton panties, soaked with a
mixture of the sweet, sticky, purple grapes and her own dripping
juices.

Wes undid the top buttons of her dress, affording him more access
to her upper body. Brock sat up and cupped her face in his hand. He
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pushed his thumb into her mouth, grazing against her teeth. With his
other hand, he palmed her ass, bringing her into him.

Lena continued rocking her hips, grinding into two brothers who
had her sandwiched tightly between their cocks. She couldn’t believe
she was in this situation at all, let alone with two gorgeous, hard-
bodied men.

“Hey! We’re back. Brock, Wes, where are you? Mom got some
stuff for sandwiches if you’re hungry.”

Lena immediately stiffened and a sudden chill met her back as
Wes pulled away from her. Then her entire body, still sizzling with
erotic tension, shifted as Brock lifted her off him so he could stand.
She sat in the grapes completely bewildered, barely noticing the
scuffle around her.

“Are y’all in the stompin’ barrel?”

* k%

“Jackson, we weren’t expecting you guys back so soon. Yeah, we
were just showing Lena around the property and then wanted her to
try out grape crushing before we slipped.” Brock tried to look casual.

Wes bent over and tried to help Lena get her dress buttoned up
again. He worked to wipe all the grape schmutz off her face and hair,
though considering how much they had rolled around in, the effort
was futile.

“Oh, really? Lena, huh.” Brock didn’t like the tone in Jackson’s
voice. It sounded like his troublemaker voice and nothing good ever
came of it. Sometimes funny antics ensued, but not if one found
oneself at the receiving end. “Isn’t she the girl you were going on and
on and on about during din—"

“Shut up, Jackson!” Brock forced himself to control his anger, but
Jackson made it pretty damn difficult. “Wes invited her to come over
to see if she wanted to buy some wine for her business.”
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“l see, so where is she and where’s Wes?” Jackson cocked his
eyebrow, a smug grin on his face.

Then Wes popped up and looked over the rim of the wooden
barrel. “Hey, Jack, what’s up? Sandwiches, eh? Great, I’m starving.”

Wes waved nonchalantly at his brother while he lifted Lena up to
her feet.

Jackson walked up to her and held out his hand. Brock bristled.
He couldn’t believe his brother’s gall. Lena took Jackson’s hand,
mustering a tight smile, and cleared her throat.

She looked around her, clearly mortified and searching for a quick
escape. “Well, | better get going, then. Beautiful property, guys, and
I’ll...um...get back to you on the wine.”

Brock helped her out of the barrel, not wanting to prolong her
discomfort.

“Well, hello, there. You must be Lenora. Oh, I’ve heard so much
about you,” Margarite drawled with a big, warm smile and a bag of
groceries in her arms.

Great.

He suddenly felt like an awkward teenager again.

“I’m Margarite, the mother of all these silly boys.” She giggled,
clearly tickled to meet this mystery woman.

Even under all the drying grape juice, Brock could tell Lena’s face
flushed with embarrassment.

“Well, it looks like you guys got into quite the mess in that
barrel.” Margarite winked at her boys and went on. “Lenora, why
don’t you get cleaned up and have lunch with us? Nothin’ fancy, just
sandwiches and some iced tea out on the porch.”

Lena looked nervously at Brock and Wes, clearly unsure of what
to do and neither brother offered much help. Brock wanted to rescue
Lena from all this unwanted attention, but he also wanted to spend
more time with her. Unable to come to a decision, Margarite made it
for them. She walked up, shifted her groceries to her hip, and grabbed
Lena’s hand with her free one, leading her away.
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“Lenora—"

“You can call me Lena, ma’am.”

Lena had a genuine look of happiness on her face. To Brock’s
relief, Lena actually looked smitten. His mother had that effect on
people. She could make the surliest old fart blossom into a slaphappy
fool.

“Okay, Lena, you can call me Margarite, or Maggie, or...mom.”
She turned back to look at her two oldest sons with a devilish look on
her face. “Let’s get you cleaned up. We have a guesthouse with a
shower and nice, fluffy towels, and I’m sure we can find something
clean for you to wear. You’ll be attractin’ sugar ants if you don’t get
cleaned up soon.”

* Kk k%

Lena walked up the steps of the B&B, feeling confused,
exhausted, but relaxed thanks to Wes and Brock. She also felt full,
hydrated, refreshed, and happy, thanks to the Stones’s generous
hospitality. She had spent the afternoon talking with Brock and Wes’s
family, learning a lot about Liebling and its unique customs.

“Look what the cat dragged in. You sure have been gone long,
Lena,” Edie said with a smirk. “And by the goofy look on your face,
I’d say you were up to no good.”

Lena put her right hand up to her face, her left carrying a sack of
wet, grape-juice-stained clothes, and shook her head as she tried to
cover her grin and reddening cheeks.

“Edie, don’t tease me. I’m so confused.”

“You know, | caught a glimpse of the wine guy as he walked out
and he was pretty hot, which you mysteriously didn’t mention when
you told me you were going.” Edie gazed dreamily at the sky, as if
indulging in the memory of Wes’s smoking-good looks. Then her
serene expression broke. It looked like a light bulb went off in her
mind. Her gaze met Lena’s dead on.
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“You dirty vixen, you.” Edie had a massive grin on her face. She
grabbed Lena’s hands and pulled her to the sofa, squealing with
delight. Lena rolled her eyes knowing how much the girl loved a juicy
story and hot gossip. “Spill it, girl.”

Lena gulped and tried to organize her thoughts as she sank into
the sofa’s cozy cushions.

“Whoa, | know that look, Lenora Morgan. Something big
happened. Well? Tell me.”

“Okay, okay. I’m just thinking. It’s really complicated. But did
you know that Liebling is a menageamous town?”

“Way to change the subject, but sure, I’ll bite. What the hell do
you mean, ‘menageamous’? And don’t think for I moment I’m letting
you off the hook. I’m gonna find out about the naughty things you
and this wine guy did.”

Lena decided it would ultimately make more sense if she started
from the beginning. “The Stone family is made up of two dads and
one mom and the dads are brothers.”

“Get the fuck out! Kinky.” Edie stared off for a moment as if
digesting what Lena told her. “So that’s why | keep seeing women
walking around with more than one guy on each arm.”

“And the men are usually friends or brothers or even lovers, but
it’s always only one woman. Brock has a patient whose husbands
were lovers first and then they met her later on.”

“Brock? Is that the wine guy?”

“Well...” Lena hedged, trying to decide if she was ready to own
up to what happened in the wine barrel. If she told Edie, that would
make it real and if it was real, it would be something Lena would have
to deal with and confront.

She decided to tell Edie everything. The girl would squeeze it out
of her eventually anyway. Like a bandage, it would be better to rip it
off all at once.

“Not exactly. I mean, he’s not the same wine guy you Ssaw
yesterday. That guy was Wes. Brock is his older brother, who also



A Perfect Fit For Three 49

happened to be the doctor | saw when | sprained my wrist. Small
world, right?”

Edie looked stunned and titillated. “Very. Tell me more. So they
have two dads and one mom and their parents are all married?”

“Yep.”

“Is that even legal? Isn’t that polygamy?”

“| asked them that, too, and actually, it’s legal in Liebling, which
is German for ‘loved one’ or ‘darling.” Did you know that?”

“Interesting.”

“So, Liebling was originally founded before Texas was annexed,
so as part of the agreement to join the Union, the state allowed
Liebling to remain legally polygamous but over time the town became
solely menageamous.”

“What’s the difference?”

“Menageamous relationships are strictly one woman to more than
one man. It kept the town small but every child in a family could be
better cared for.”

“How come I’ve never heard about this before?”

“Well, this lifestyle isn’t exactly accepted everywhere, so the
town just keeps to themselves and those who know and are interested
come down to visit or live here and those who aren’t...well, there’s
really nothing they can do about it. They just have to ignore it.”

“Holy shit. What a fucking town! Can you believe it, Lena? |
mean, what are the odds?”

Edie looked clearly thrilled by her newfound knowledge about
their new home.

“I love this! It’s like free love but monogamous...menageamous. |
totally get it!”

Lena smiled and held her breath, hoping this bit of information
might be enough to get her off the hook about Wes and Brock, at least
for a little while. When she saw that devilish look on Edie’s face,
though, Lena knew she wasn’t going to get off so easily.
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“Hold up. So back to the wine guy—guys? Oh. My. God. It’s guys
isn’t it? Tell me what I’m thinking isn’t just a dirty fantasy but your
dirty reality.”

Lena just smiled and nodded and Edie grabbed her by the arms
and both of them squealed like schoolgirls, hopping up and down on
the springy sofa. Lena told Edie every last sticky detail about what
happened that day, from the car ride to that other ride she went on in
the grape barrel. It felt good to get it off her chest, but in the end, she
still couldn’t decide what any of this really meant.

“Edie, what should I do? This kind of behavior isn’t like me, and |
don’t want to get distracted from the B&B. | mean, we haven’t even
opened yet. | can’t just go off gallivanting around with a man on each
arm.”

“Well, they seem like nice guys, right?” Edie asked.

“Definitely. They even offered to help us throw a grand opening
party.”

“Lena, that’s awesome. What a great idea. | love parties. Well,
shit, we got a party to plan, don’t we. We better get moving.” She
started to get up and must’ve seen the sullen look on Lena’s face.

“Hey, you. Don’t look so sad. What’s happening with these guys
is totally new and weird, but it’s exciting and you deserve to be happy
and have fun for once in your life. And maybe nothing comes of it,
but who cares. Just go with it, girl. Be good to yourself and live a
little.”

Lena smiled and hugged Edie. She always knew just what to say
to make her world feel right again.
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Chapter 5

“Thanks again for making all this food, Margarite. Everyone is
loving it,” Lena said as she brought an empty tray of hors d’ouvres
back to the kitchen where Margarite busily took out a sheet of mini
buttermilk pies from the oven and then arranged them on a cute
porcelain cake stand.

“There are a lot more people than I thought there would be. I think
Edie sent an invitation to every person she’s ever known and on
recycled paper no less. | hope you’re not feeling too tired or
overwhelmed from feeding all these people.” Lena gave her a
sympathetic look.

“Oh, no, child. Think nothin” of it.” Margarite flashed Lena an
exuberant smile before she patted off the light mist of sweat on her
forehead with the hem of her apron. “This is just too much fun. I am
having a ball back here. You know I live to feed. Go ahead and take
out these trays of pigs in a blanket and shrimp cocktail. Where are my
boys to help you? Sake’s alive, | didn’t raise them to make their
woman do all the heavy liftin’.”

“It’s fine. | can carry them. | know they’ve been pretty busy
keeping the wine stocked. Your wine is so popular, they can’t seem to
keep everyone’s glasses filled.”

Lena grabbed the trays and headed back out to the party before
she could get her men into any more trouble with their mother. For
the past couple weeks they had been courting, going on dates, and
getting to know each other, but nothing serious had happened yet.

Her seemingly never-ending and unrequited lust drove Lena
crazy, but she decided a good compromise between avoiding them
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and diving in head first, as Edie suggested, was to take things slowly
for a while and see how it went.

So far, she was having the time of her life and did a pretty good
job of keeping their relationship somewhat chaste.

Somewhat.

“Hey, beautiful.” Wes leaned in and gave Lena a peck on the
cheek. “Let me grab those from you.” After Wes set the trays on the
serving table, he handed Lena a glass of wine.

“Try this. You haven’t tasted this vintage yet.”

She swirled the dark liquid around in the glass before sticking her
nose in and inhaling. She took a sip and savored it the way Wes and
Brock showed her. She still felt slightly silly, making such a fuss over
a beverage, but she had to admit she now tasted things in a way she
never had before and her men opened her eyes to a whole world of
new sensations. Soon, she would let them teach her about something
else that had nothing to do with food.

“Mmm, it’s good, real fruity with just a hint of oakiness.”

“That’s right. It’s a barrel-aged Syrah I’ve been dying for you to
try.” Wes looked so proud of himself for getting her interested in
wine. Before the Stone brothers, Lena hardly ever drank alcohol and
when she did, she’d usually opt for a nice, ice-cold beer.

“The party’s a hit so far. Edie’s been doing her thing, mingling
and networking. She said she’s meeting a lot of people and getting our
B&B’s name out there, which is so great.”

“That’s wonderful, Lena.”

“She even said that a few of the party guests are from out of town,
God knows who all she sent her invitations to, and they want to spend
the night, so we’ve got our first customers.”

Lena knew her face beamed as she spoke. She could tell her
excitement pushed at the corners of her lips, forcing the apples of her
cheeks up into the creases of her eyes. She hugged Wes with one arm,
burying her face in his chest, and then her smile grew even wider
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when Brock walked up. He bent down and kissed her on the top of her
head.

“Lena, if you ask me, this is a great party. It looks like we’ve got
the whole town here, and by the piles of empty bottles in the trash, I’d
say they’re having a lot of fun. And I’ve got Jackson and Ethan
manning the bar. It’s good to keep those two out of trouble.”

Edie walked up wearing a flowing haltered green sundress with
beading along the neckline that looked vaguely ethnic. She wore
strappy sandals and her dark brown hair piled wildly on the top of her
head.

Beside her was an accessory Lena had never seen before. There
stood a notably large, older woman who made Edie look positively
Lilliputian. She must have been taller than even Brock. Lena looked
down at the woman’s orthopedic shoes and noted that she wasn’t
wearing heels. To say this woman was a giant wouldn’t have been
much of a stretch.

“Lena, this is Mara Wallace and she’s one of our out-of-town
guests who will be staying with us tonight. She wanted to meet the
other half of The Sweet Spot.”

“It’s so nice to meet you, Mara. | hope your stay with us will be
comfortable and please let us know if you need anything at all.” Lena
smiled, extending her hand, and gulped when the woman’s hand
completely engulfed her own.

Mara held a stiff-looking drink in one hand and a cigarette
dangled from her lips. Even over the smoke, Lena could smell the
geriatric odor of arthritis ointment.

“Yes, dear, | imagine my stay will be quite,” Mara looked around
at her surroundings, “enjoyable.” Mara’s lips upturned in what was
likely supposed to be a smile but came out looking more like a sneer.

Lena got a strange sense of deéja vu. Something seemed oddly
familiar about this women and she couldn’t quite put her finger on it.

“Lena, I’ve got to run. There’s a lot more mingling to do,” Edie
said, fluttering away like the social butterfly she was.
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“So, Mara, how’d you find out about Lena and Edie’s little home
away from home?” Wes asked.

“Oh, | just happened upon an invitation at a friend’s house in
Austin and thought, what the hell, I’m traveling a bit, why not make a
stop in Liebling. I’d never heard of it before.”

“Which friends?” Lena asked, trying to figure out if she had any
connection with the woman.

“I’m sorry? Whose friends?”

“The invitation. Who were you staying with in Austin? Edie and |
are from there, so | was just curious as to the connection.”

“Uhh...” The woman struggled to find her words, which struck
Lena as odd. “The Walkers. They’re an old Austin family.”

“Huh. 1 don’t know them. Must be acquaintances of Edie’s.
Anyway, enjoy your stay here, ma’am, and again, please let me know
if I can help you in any way, any way at all.”

Lena gave the woman a nod and pulled both her men away with
her.

“She’s quite the woman,” Wes joked.

“Yeah, like a linebacker,” Brock concurred.

“There was something about her, something very familiar, like |
know her. But I’m sure 1’d remember a woman who looked like that.
She’d be hard to forget.” Lena rested her chin on her closed fist and
tried to place this woman, but then decided to leave it alone. It was
probably nothing. “Oh well, whatever.”

“Lena, | haven’t had the chance yet to tell you how beautiful you
look tonight,” Wes growled in her ear, making her skin break out in
goose bumps and her nipples tighten to firm little peaks.

Lena had decided to dress up tonight and wore a vintage cocktail
dress she’d purchased at a thrift store. It came straight out of the *50s
with light blue and champagne-colored silk Chantilly lace and made
her feel demure yet glamorous. What made it perfect was its deep
boat neck, which showed off her décolletage and gave her men easy
access to the sensitive spots on her neck and shoulders.
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Just as she intended, Wes leaned down and gently nipped at the
spot where her neck curved into her shoulder. His teeth on her skin
sent a jolt of electricity straight to her clit, making her muscles clench
with desire and her entire body warm from head to toe.

“Beautiful, let’s go some place with a little more privacy.” Brock
stood in front of her and nibbled her ear. This second bolt to her clit
was too much to bear and her pussy ached to be touched. After weeks
of fooling around, her body couldn’t take another moment without
these men inside of her, invading her with their strong, thick fingers,
wet tongues, and hard shafts. Lena looked into her men’s eyes,
darkened with lust, and saw the hunger stirring in them.

“But | can’t leave now. The party’s still going on and | have to
help Edie,” Lena protested. “I can’t just desert her.”

“Darlin’, all that’s left to do now is schmoozing and that’s Edie’s
bag. The food and drinks are covered. There’s nothing left for you to
do right now except enjoy yourself,” Wes encouraged.

“And, we’ll all come back to help clean up later,” Brock added.

Lena thought for a moment. It seemed so irresponsible to leave
the party with these two men for a little hanky panky, but then again,
they were so damn hard to resist and Edie did admonish her for not
enjoying herself enough.

“Okay, if we’re just gone for a moment.”

“That’s my girl!” Brock exclaimed as he picked her up and spun
her around.

“Where do you want to go? The B&B’s teeming with people.”

“You mean you don’t like possibly being caught by their prying
eyes?” Wes asked coyly. Lena giggled, already feeling a little in over
her head.

“You know, maybe not quite yet. | think tonight should be special.
Just you and you and me.” Lena’s face flushed with pure, sexual
desire as she addressed each of her men.

Her and two men, a possibility that she had never considered,
would now be her erotic reality and she was ready to go all the way.
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At her proposition, Brock’s eyes flashed and he looked nearly
unhinged with his obvious desire for her. Lena looked down to
confirm her suspicion and saw a massive bulge rising in his pants.
Brock leaned in and pushed his erection into her, as if asking for
entrance.

“Do you mean it, babe? You’re ready?”

Lena could only nod. Her breath hitched when Wes grabbed her
hand and placed it squarely on his own swelling bulge, squeezing his
fingers over hers so that she could really grip his manhood.

“l know just the place.” Wes smiled slyly and looked at his
brother, making Lena wonder what they had in store for her. She
definitely didn’t know and she didn’t care. The brothers each grabbed
one of her hands and lead her away to what she knew would be the
most amazing night of her life.

* k * %

Wes opened the heavy wooden doors to his ceramics studio, his
sanctuary, where he felt most creative. He looked forward to
unleashing that creativity tonight when he unleashed his aching cock
and its creamy contents into Lena’s sweet pussy.

“Where are we?” Lena asked as she looked around at her
surroundings. The studio was a renovated barn that sat beside the
house he and Brock shared.

“We’re in my ceramics studio, hon,” Wes said as he leaned in and
captured her lips briefly with his. He led her around the studio by just
clutching her fingertips with his own. He set the bottle of Syrah he
had been carrying around down on a workbench. He suspected they
might get a little thirsty later.

“On those shelves are works in progress.” Wes pointed to the
rows and rows of unglazed pots. “And over on that shelf are finished
pieces.” Lena let go of his hand and walked over to the shimmering,
glossy pots lined up like jewels.
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“Oh, Wes, they’re beautiful,” Lena cooed as she ran her fingertips
against each one. Wes felt his cock rise in his pants as he imagined
her touching him the way she did his artwork. “I didn’t know you did
pottery.”

“You know, Lena, there’s a lot you don’t know about Wes and me
yet, and we fully intend on filling you in tonight and hopefully for the
rest of our lives.” Brock grabbed Lena by the hips and smothered her
mouth in a kiss.

“Oh, really?” Lena asked breathlessly. “Forever is a long time, Dr.
Stone, and I’m not sure I’m ready for that.”

Lena walked her fingertips up Brock’s chest before she gently
brushed them against his lips and rose on the balls of her feet to get
another kiss. Wes could tell she both flirted and told the truth. If it
wasn’t for Brock’s absolute certainty in their future together, even he
may have doubted it, for just the simple fact that Lena Morgan was
too good to be true.

“Before we play doctor,” Wes interrupted, “how about we play
with a little clay? Lena, you in the mood to try your hand at pottery
and throw some clay?”

Wes pulled her away from his brother and led her to the potter’s
wheel in the center of the room. He looked at his brother, who gave
him a smile and a nod, mouthing “You go first.” Wes knew Brock
was grateful for him getting the ball rolling at the winery, so he got
the first opportunity to show Lena a little of what the Stone brothers
could do for their lady.

“l haven’t done anything like this since | was in kindergarten,”
Lena admitted. “I wouldn’t know the first thing to do.”

She looked a little nervous as Wes set a stool down beside the
wheel for her. Then he sat down at the wheel, placing a moist mound
of clay on top. Brock pulled up a chair, grabbed the bottle of wine,
and watched from across the studio.

“That’s what I’m here for, darlin’.” Wes sat down in front of the
wheel and wrapped his hands around the clay. “I’ll show you first and



58 Sydney Holiday

then you’ll just copy my movements. Meanwhile, why don’t you put
that smock on so you don’t get your pretty little dress mussed up?”

“Better yet,” Brock interjected, “why don’t you take your dress
off completely.” Lena started to argue, but Brock stared her down and
evidently made her change her mind.

“Well, then you want to unzip me?” Lena flashed the foxiest face
Wes had ever seen her make. She bent down before Brock and waited
patiently while he did her bidding. Wes chuckled. She let Brock get
his way, but on her own terms.

She stepped out of her dress, still wearing her heels, and Wes
knew by the sudden dryness in his mouth that it hung wide open. Her
sexy black stilettos accentuated the curve of her calves up to her
shapely thighs and then to her pert and mouth-watering ass, clothed in
flirtatious blank panties with small white polka-dots. Delicate lace
trimmed the fabric that hugged her sumptuous ass cheeks. The soft
roundness of her belly aroused his desire to wrap his hands around her
tiny waist and hold her close, planting kisses all over. Her breasts
looked as if they would spill out of her matching polka-dot bra, or
perhaps that was just wishful thinking. He could make out the outline
of her taut nipples beneath the lacey material.

When he finally took in the entirety of Lena’s sensual form, Wes
knew he could have come from that alone. She was nothing short of
breathtaking and it took every ounce of will not to claim her right
there. But no, he would wait and drag this out. He wanted their first
night together to be special and last forever, or at least until Lena
couldn’t walk anymore.

Whichever came first.

She teased Brock by slipping her fingers underneath the elastic of
her panties as if she were going to slip those off and perform a little
striptease, but then she stopped and grabbed the smock Wes pointed
out earlier. As Lena tied it on around her neck and waist, Wes took a
few cleansing breaths to settle the rapid pounding of his heart and the
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relentless throbbing of his cock. Brock watched Lena’s display,
speechless.

Wes cleared his throat and beckoned Lena to come over and
observe him at the wheel. He picked up the moist clay and proceeded
to work it, hoping not to reveal how badly his body shook from his
restrained lust.

Lena watched his hands intently and looked sincerely interested in
learning the craft. “So, Wes, what got you into ceramics?”

“l used to be a bona fide rodeo cowboy until a particularly wild
bronco bucked me off before stomping all over me.”

“He broke his legs and several ribs,” Brock added with a grim
look on his face. He took a swig of the wine.

“That sounds terrible.” Lena became visibly upset by Wes’s story.
Her brows knitted together and her bottom lip pouted out in a frown.
A frown never looked so tantalizing.

“It was pretty bad. If Brock hadn’t been right there, I might never
have walked again. Pottery was part of my rehabilitation therapy and |
fell in love with it.”

Wes slid his fingers over the clay, forming perfectly straight
horizontal grooves as he pumped the wheel’s peddle with his foot,
and making it spin steadily faster. He made a small indentation in the
middle with his thumb that he gently stretched out into a larger
opening.

Wes loved the smooth, wet feel of the clay between his fingers,
the smell of its earthy dampness, and then the satisfaction when he
finished a piece. A few minutes went by and Wes fashioned a delicate
pot out of what, only a few moments before, was nothing more than a
messy lump of clay.

“See, it’s not so hard. Now you try it.” Wes stood and let Lena sit
in his seat. “Since you’re a beginner, I’ll pump the wheel and you just
focus on your fingers.” He put a fresh mound of clay on the wheel.

“This isn’t as easy as it looked when you did it.” Lena’s brows
furrowed in frustrated concentration as the clay squished between her
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fingers and fell apart. She looked up at him and blew a strand of hair
from her face.

“Wes, | think she needs a little more hands-on instruction.” Brock
was clearly getting a little impatient and, though Wes tried to go the
slow and steady route, his brother wanted him to get on with it
already. Brock confirmed his suspicion when he grabbed the chair and
pulled it right up to the potter’s wheel so he sat directly across from
them.

“Okay.” Wes rolled his eyes in his head. “Lena, how about I sit
behind you and guide you with my hands?” Wes moved his chair and
reached his arms over Lena’s, holding her small hands in his. He
inhaled the sweet smell of her hair and skin and suddenly wanted to
plunge his fingers inside her wet well instead of the inanimate clay
before them. Moving to the edge of his seat, Wes pressed his groin
against Lena’s back, and she stiffened.

“Hold up, you can’t be serious. What is this, Ghost? Let me
guess,” Lena said, smirking, “I’m Demi Moore and Wes, you’re
Patrick Swayze and Brock, you’re...”

“Whoopi Goldberg,” Wes offered, unable to repress his grin.

“No, babe, this isn’t Ghost and this is serious. | think it’s hot as
hell and, woman, you make me fucking crazy for you, like I can’t
control myself around you.”

Brock leaned over the potter’s wheel and kissed Lena hard on the
mouth. Then he pulled out his throbbing cock, as if to prove to her
how serious he was, and rubbed his hand up and down the lengthy
shaft. The way her body stilled, Wes could tell Lena knew Brock
meant business and that she wasn’t accustomed to the way his
demeanor changed when he got incredibly turned on. When Brock
was ready to fuck, the good doctor became another man who had no
qualms making a woman fall apart if it meant he could put her back
together again later.

“l want to keep watching you work that clay, woman, so just do as
we tell you, and | promise we’ll all have a very good time.”
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“Okay, Brock, whatever you say.” Lena sounded earnest this time,
but Wes could see the corner of her lip curling up in the hint of a
smile.

Oh, yes. Lena enjoyed this. As headstrong and independent as she
acted, Lena clearly also liked being bossed around a bit now and then,
especially now by two men with raging hard-ons just for her.

Wes continued showing Lena how to work the clay in her hands
as the wheel spun around and around. He dipped his hand into the
nearby bowl of water when the clay started to look dry. Wes wrapped
his wet hands around Lena’s, guiding her in stretching the clay. When
his moistened fingers slipped in between hers, she let out a soft moan,
making Wes’s cock jump in his pants. He glanced up at Brock,
enraptured by the scene and the look of quietly building excitement
on their woman’s inviting face.

“Lena, pay attention to what Wes is showing you. It’s not time to
play quite yet.” Brock licked his lips and leaned forward.

Clearing her throat, Lena’s focus sharpened on the clay in her
hands. Wes had to admit, her fortitude impressed him.

After Lena got the hang of it, he decided to test her single-minded
determination. After wiping his hands clean, Wes reached down and
ran his hands up Lena’s thighs before slipping a finger underneath her
panties and running it along her slick folds. Lena inhaled shallowly
and started to let go of the clay before Brock barked out his orders.
Evidently, Brock planned to show Lena from the get-go that he was in
charge of her pleasure.

“Lena, put your hands back on the clay and focus on what you’re
doing, sweetheart. 1 want to watch you fondle that clay like you
would my balls.”

Brock cradled his sac in his hand and ran his tongue suggestively
over his lips. His balls looked heavy and Wes knew it was only a
matter of time before Brock popped.

Lena also seemed nearly ready to pop as Wes worked her clit like
the master craftsman he was. He rubbed the little nub between his
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fingers while he used the fingers on his other hand to part her pussy
lips and hook inside her wet cunt, massaging her vaginal walls and
that sweet spot that would send her gushing into his palm. He could
feel the slight quivering surround his fingers that signaled her
impending climax. Her breathing became more rapid and her back
arched as she dug her pussy harder into his hands.

Her hands didn’t let go of the clay that spun around before her,
but they stopped moving, frozen in a claw-like grasp as her whole
body tensed from her head down to her toes. The moisture flowing
from her cunt started to saturate his hand as he moved his fingers
faster and faster, one hand twirling in sweet circles while the other
pumped three fingers in and out. Wes knew, any moment now, this
seductive vixen in his arms was about to...

* k%

“C—c—c—come!” Lena screamed, prolonging the word as her body
bucked into Wes’s warm hands. “Holy God, I’m coming. Oh, Lord,
sweet Jesus, Mary, mother of God!”

She felt the clay ooze between her fingers as she clenched her
hands tightly, bracing herself for the impact of her orgasm. She leaned
over the spinning wheel as it winded down to a halt.

“This one’s got quite the mouth when she’s coming,” Wes cooed
into her ear as his finger gyrations began to slow, allowing her a
moment to catch her breath.

“Damn it, Lena. Did we say you could come?” Brock asked.

Lena didn’t understand. She felt delirious.

“What do you mean, did you say? Wes was finger-fucking me,
what’d you expect?” No, she didn’t understand these men, but she had
to admit, she liked Brock’s uncharacteristic gruffness. She licked her
lips as she anticipated the other surprises they might have in store for
her.
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“Shit, Brock, | should’ve stopped her. | just got caught up in the
moment. She’s so beautiful when she comes.” Wes brushed her hair
away from her face with his free hand and kissed her all over her
neck. His other hand slowly soothed her sopping pussy, his fingers
sending subtle ripples of pleasure throughout her body.

“I have no choice but to punish you, Lena.” Brock leered at her

“What? Wait, | didn’t know, | didn’t know | was doing anything
wrong.” Lena’s eyes grew wide as saucers, her emotions vacillating
between fear and excitement. “What do you mean, punish?”

“Just what it sounds like, honey,” Brock barked. “It’s gonna hurt,
but you’ll thank me for teaching you some discipline later. This is
how men do things in Liebling.”

He stood up, forcefully pushed the wheel out of the way, and
lifted Lena up into his sturdy arms, her hands still messy with wet
clay. Terrified, but titillated, Lena pressed herself into his broad chest.
She instinctively knew by the mad look of lust in Brock’s eyes that
this was her one moment of solace before things got crazy.

“Brock, where are you taking me? Wes, where’s he taking me?”
Neither brother answered her as Brock carried her to a cleared off
worktable, flipped her over in his arms, and set her down gently on
her stomach.

Her face rested near the edge of the table, and she turned to look
over her shoulder as Brock unhooked her bra and lifted her up. After
Wes tore her wet panties off, Brock set her back down again. Lena lay
there feeling vulnerable but sexy as hell. She turned to look back over
her shoulder again when a rough hand warmed her bottom with
circular motions around each cheek.

“Little girl, you’re gonna get spanked.”

Lena could see Brock’s mouth practically watering at the sight of
her nude body laid out like an erotic buffet for the senses. Lena
gulped. The passion in his eyes was something she’d never seen
before in any man. Her stomach muscles tightened when his hand
rose, and she braced herself for the strike.
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Smack! Smack!

Brock spanked her twice and she winced each time, though her
clit throbbed under the pressure of his hand landing hard on her ass.

“Open your eyes, Lena. You have something in front of you that |
think you’ll want to see.”

Lena slowly opened her eyes and focused on the vision in front of
her. Inches from her face and her waiting mouth, Wes’s magnificent
cock stood at attention. She saw a shimmering drop of pre-cum on its
tip. She instantly licked her lips and knew what she needed to do.

Lena looked Wes up and down and saw the entirety of his
heavenly, lean body for the first time. A long, jagged scar that must
have been from his accident ran down the side of his ribs and angled
toward his cock as if pointing out the obvious. Her heart sank at the
thought of possibly losing Wes, but her attention shifted when his
cock flexed, willing her to live in the moment.

She grabbed his firm ass cheeks and pulled him toward her, first
licking off the delicious drop of slick liquid from the tip before
wrapping her lips around the swollen head and engorged shaft. She
slid her lips over the silky skin and felt the head of Wes’s cock hit the
back of her throat, which she relaxed to take in more of his sizable
length.

“Holy hell, Lena. You are incredible. Oh, Brock, her mouth is
fucking incredible.” Wes moaned and slowly pumped his hips while
raking his hands through Lena’s hair.

“All right, sweetheart,” Brock drawled, “your punishment is far
from over. Whatever you do, do not bite down.”

Lena’s eyes popped open as she steadied herself and locked her
jaw, ready for Brock’s hot hand against her ass. It came down again
and again, but she didn’t stop sucking the cock in her mouth. If
anything, she sucked harder.

“Oh, fuck, Lena, your mouth. I’m gonna fuckin’ come if you keep
working it like that.” Wes’s grip tightened around her head and forced
her mouth to take in more and more of his cock. Suddenly and
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inexplicably, Wes pulled away. Startled at the unexpected void
between her lips, Lena looked up. Wes eyed Brock, silently
communicating something in a way Lena imagined only close siblings
could, and they switched places.

“Flip over and sit up, sugar.”

Wes headed to the end of the table, running his hands up and
down the curves of her calves and thighs. She sat up as directed and
then felt Brock’s naked torso pressing into her back.

“Lift your butt up, baby girl.” Brock lifted her up and gently set
her down so that she rested on his thick, rock-hard thighs and his
cock, wedged snugly between her ass cheeks.

Lena shuddered at the erotic sensation. She rocked herself back
and forth as the hard shaft slid along her crack. Then Brock’s hands
groped her breasts and pulled her into his chest so she could lean
comfortably against him. Brock inched her body to the edge of the
table as his legs straddled the sides.

Wes met her at the end of the table. He spread her legs apart and
slowly dipped the head of his cock into her gushing well. At that
moment, she was grateful Brock, a responsible doctor, made them
have the safe-sex talk, ensuring they were all tested and Lena was on
the pill. She wanted to feel every part of Wes’s beautiful cock, and
nothing but his cock, inside of her. Wes let his manhood get slippery
wet with Lena’s juices before plunging it deeply into her hungry cunt.

Lena’s eyes shot open at his unimaginable thickness impaling her,
stroke after stroke. She moaned as Brock continued to tweak her
nipples and massage her sensitive breasts. He kissed the side of her
face and neck, nibbling and nipping every reachable surface of her
skin. Lena stretched her hands back and fisted Brock’s thick hair,
pulling his face deeper into hers. He leaned in, completely pressed
against her, and sank his teeth into her shoulder. Lena squealed and
pulled his face even deeper with one hand while the other clutched
Brock’s hand, which had found its way to her clit.
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Lena tensed as drops of liquid splashed down her chest and
between her breasts. Above her, Brock held up the bottle of Syrah that
Wes previously introduced her to. Now it was introduced to her again,
but this time, instead of between her lips, the liquid dribbled onto her
breasts. A dark purple drop surrounded her nipples, and they peaked
firmly, the areolas tightening around them.

Brock reached down and tweaked her nipples. Then he put his
fingers into her mouth, and she could tasted the combination of her
skin mingled with wine. She sucked on his thumb and the sensation
made her pussy pulse, bathing Wes’s gorgeous cock in more of her
juices. Brock dipped his finger onto her soaked body again, but this
time he put it in his own mouth.

“Oh, woman, you taste so good,” Brock breathed into her ear.
“Wes, you have to try our woman. | bet it tastes even better mixed
with her pussy juices.” Brock lifted the bottle and again poured some
down her body.

Wes leaned down as the wine flowed down her torso, welled in
her navel, and then wetted her pussy curls. A hissed breath escaped
from Lena’s lips as she watched him put his mouth against her skin,
tasting her. Then he ran his fingers along her labia as he continued to
thrust his hard cock into her. Putting his fingers into his mouth, Wes
closed his eyes and moaned as if he savored the combination of the
wine and her nectar like a gourmet meal.

“Mmm, sweetheart, | could drink your juices all day.” Wes eyed
her hungrily. “Sugar, you could quench any man’s thirst.” His words,
spoken in his seductive, lust-filled drawl fired up Lena’s core even
more. She couldn’t believe the sensations from these two men.

With each thrust of Wes’s cock into her wet canal, Lena felt her
ass cheeks glide across Brock’s dick, so that every cock in the room
would be stroked toward an ecstatic finale.

“Damn, Lena, your pussy feels so good. Brock, she is so tight, you
wouldn’t believe,” Wes grunted out while he pushed and pulled his
rod inside her over and over again.



A Perfect Fit For Three 67

“Oh, | believe it, Wes,” Brock mumbled between kisses. “Her ass
feels incredible and my dick’s not even inside of it yet.”

Yet.

Lena hadn’t anticipated anyone ever going through her back door.
What was once unthinkable to her, she suddenly found herself
considering. But this was no time for deep thoughts. She was getting
her brains fucked out. She wanted to savor every second and
concentrated on the friction between their three bodies.

Lena felt her face flush and the room started to go fuzzy as her
other senses became overloaded by the physical touches exploring her
body. Warmth radiated from her clit as Brock continued his expert
technique and Lena momentarily wondered if this was part of his
medical training. He was just so damn good.

Wes’s dick continued to pound her and the thick head of his penis
rubbed against her juicy walls and that magical spot inside her pussy.

“l think I’'m gonna come,” Lena cried as her fingers gripped
anything they could get a hold of. She felt frantic and even though she
enjoyed Brock’s punishment, she felt a need to please him and do his
bidding. “Brock, please,” Lena pleaded. “Please, let me come.”

Brock nicked the tip of her fleshy earlobe between his teeth,
which only made her even closer to coming.

The little devil!

“You want to come, baby?” Brock cooed. “You want to come
bad?”

“Yes, Brock, yes, very, very bad.” Lena teetered near her breaking
point.

“Okay, baby girl. Because this is our first night together, I’'m
gonna make it easy on you. You can come.” Brock then gave her clit
one final swirl and Lena was gone.

Lena bit out a stream of curse words as her orgasm surprised her,
coming in massive wave after wave, licking her entire body in a
euphoric feeling that she knew would drive her mad if it continued for
too long.
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“Good God, she’s coming. Brock, her pussy is clampin’ down on
me so hard, like she’s milking me. Oh, brother, you are gonna like
this sweet...little...pussy...” With a final thrust that plunged deeper
into Lena’s depths than any that came before, Wes climaxed, shooting
streams of his seed inside her. She could feel it flooding her with its
warmth. It turned her on so much, she came again, her body bucking
against Brock’s hard anatomy.

Then she heard a loud groan beside her ear and felt a pool of
wetness shooting between her ass cheeks. Underneath her, Brock’s
body stiffened, shuddered, and then completely relaxed.

Wes climbed up the table and smothered Lena’s body in an
embrace, sandwiching her with his brother. She had never felt so safe
and cozy in her entire life. She felt at home.

Home!

“Shit, guys, the bed and breakfast. What time is it? How long have
we been gone?” Lena felt a wave of guilt wash over her as Brock
looked down at his watch.

“Christ, we’ve been gone for hours. Wes, get your ass up.” Brock
swatted his brother’s back.

“Fine, fine, I’'m getting up. So much for the afterglow.” Wes
wearily picked himself up, got a clean washcloth, soaked it with warm
water, and wiped Lena’s entire sticky body down before he got
dressed. It was such a simple gesture, but it touched Lena deeply. This
whole relationship felt a bit crazy for her, but she realized she really
cared for these guys. She decided she’d continue to go with the flow,
just as Edie encouraged her to, until something told her otherwise.

* k * %

“Where the hell have you been?” Edie asked Lena as she opened
the door to the B&B while Brock and Wes packed up all the catering
equipment.
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Obviously irritated, Edie balled her hands into tight fists on her
hips. She looked a little frazzled.

Lena stood speechless. She felt terrible for upsetting her friend but
she found it impossible to suppress the silly expression on her face.
Lena just shrugged her shoulders and started working on cleaning up
the kitchen.

“So, do I even need to ask what you’ve been doing, God knows
where, for the past three hours?”

Lena knew Edie wouldn’t let the issue go so easily. She looked up
from the pile of dirty dishes in the large, country-style sink and
unintentionally made eye contact with her best friend. She knew at
that moment, Edie read her face like a diary.

“My oh my, you dirty bird.” Edie smiled and walked over to Lena,
poking her in the arm. “You’ve been with those Stone brothers. And
by ‘with’ I mean ‘fucking.” Go on, admit it.”

“Um...where’d Margarite and the twins go?” Lena desperately
wanted to change the subject if only to prolong Edie’s torture.

“Changing the subject again, eh? This must be good.” A devilish
grin graced Edie’s face. “But to answer your question, | sent them
home when all the guests left, didn’t think they needed to do any
more cleaning considering how much work they did during the party.
Little did I know you, Brock, and Wes would be ditching.”

“I’m sorry, Edie, I really am. I didn’t think we’d be gone that long
and I didn’t know it’d get so...so out of hand.”

Edie leaned in and Lena cringed away, not wanting to know what
kind of hot mess she must have looked like.

“Girl, is that dried mud in your hair? Tell me more about this “out
of hand’ business.”

Lena felt her cheeks warm up. “Actually, it’s clay, ‘cause, you
know, Wes does pottery so he wanted to show me his work—"

“And by ‘work’ you mean ‘cock,’ right?” Edie teased, raising her
eyebrows and pantomiming wiggling a cigar in front of her face a la
Groucho Marx. Lena laughed and then instantly hushed when she saw
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Mara leaving the kitchen with a glass of water in her hand. She didn’t
look pleased.

“Goodnight, Mara,” both girls chimed in unison before bursting
into another fit of laughter.

“Okay, Edie, enough! All those naughty thoughts that | can see
rolling around your head, well...”

“It’s exactly what | think, isn’t it,” Edie finished.

Lena nodded. She then proceeded to spill her guts to her best
friend, sparing only the most intimate of details she shared with her
two men that evening. When Brock and Wes walked in to say
goodnight, Lena could only giggle a response with Edie’s bubbling
laughter mingling with her own.
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Chapter 6

Lena bounded down the stairs to the kitchen feeling like a new
woman. She could smell the devastating aroma of Edie’s organic,
fair-trade, medium roast coffee combined with her famous sour cream
and blueberry muffins, also organic, of course.

“Good morning, Edie.”

Lena poured herself a piping hot cup of coffee and took a bite out
of the freshly baked muffin. She felt incredibly hungry that morning
and then remembered her romp the night before. She smiled to
herself.

“Mornin’, sunshine. You sore?” Edie goaded.

Lena rolled her eyes and continued stuffing her face. Then she
spied a magnificent-looking pie studded with caramel-colored nuggets
of deliciousness cooling on the counter.

“Did you make this?”

“No, Mara baked it really early this morning. She pulled it out of
the oven as | was coming down.”

“So where is Mara anyway?”

“She checked out after baking the pie but said we might see her
again soon.” Edie leaned over the counter and deeply inhaled the pie’s
sweet aroma. “It’s some kind of nut pie with pecans, peanuts, walnuts.
Anyway, she says it’s her specialty and wanted to make it to thank us
for our hospitality. Sweet lady, huh?”

“Yeah, that is sweet, though to be honest,” Lena lowered her
voice to a hush, “she kinda gives me the creeps.”
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“l could see that. She is a giant, which you don’t see every day,
but that pie looks damn good.” Edie grabbed a knife, cut two slices,
and served one to each of them.

“Let’s just enjoy her gratitude,” Edie said with a mouthful of pie.
Her eyes rolled back into her head and she moaned. “Oh. My. God.
This pie. It’s better than sex. Well, maybe not the kind of sex you’ve
been having lately, but wow.”

Lena also took a bite and had to agree. The pie tasted amazing, but
did pale in comparison to the sex she had last night. She couldn’t
imagine anything being better than her time with Brock and Wes. If
she ever enjoyed more pleasure than that in her life, she’d die a happy
woman.

“I’ve never tasted anything like this before.” Edie finished off the
last bite and took a sip of her coffee.

“Me neither. I’ve never eaten so many nuts at one time. For some
reason, Margot just never kept them around.” Lena paused, knowing
what was about to come next.

“l dunno, Lena. After what you told me last night, I find it hard to
believe that you haven’t had a whole mess of nuts in your mouth
recently.” Edie burst out laughing.

“Har, har, har,” Lena said sarcastically. “You’re hilarious.”

“l know, and that’s why you like me so much.” Edie gave Lena a
quick one-armed hug and put their empty plates into the sink. “Okay,
I’m gonna go out back and do some Tai Chi and try to mellow
through all the sugar I just consumed. Care to join me?”

“I think I’ll pass. | prefer to sit through the sugar rollercoaster.
Besides, I’ve got this whole stack of mail and paperwork to go
through before the guys come over to grab the rest of the catering
stuff they left behind.”

“Suit yourself. You know where I’ll be if you need me.”

Lena went to her office and turned her attention to the stack of
mail that piled up while they all focused on the party preparations.
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Now she needed to return to the daily grind. As she opened up a
small letter addressed specifically to her, Lena suddenly felt lethargic
and her throat started to itch. She cleared her throat and read the typed
letter:

Lena—You filthy whore. What you’re doing with those men is
sinful and disgusting. They don’t really love you. Your dead parents
would be ashamed if they knew and there will be a reckoning. You
will always be ALONE.

An icy chill skated down her spine. She couldn’t understand who
would write such terrible things to her and how they could possibly
think they knew how her men felt about her.

Lena didn’t have long to ponder the letter, however, because at
that moment something more terrifying was happening to her body.
The letter slipped out of her hands and fell to the ground with the rest
of the letters she held as she clutched her throat. It started closing up,
making it difficult to breathe. Lena tried to get to the back door to call
out to Edie, but no sound came out of her mouth as she tried to speak.
Instead, she just collapsed to the ground and her world went dark.

* k%

“Lena, hello? Where are you, beautiful?” Brock walked into the
B&B and looked around for the sexy woman he couldn’t get out of
his thoughts. “Are you hiding? Jeez, Wes, she knew we were coming
over. Where the hell is she?” It slightly stung that his woman didn’t
seem to be as enthusiastic to reunite as he was.

“Shit, Brock. Look.” All the color drained from Wes’s face as
Brock’s gaze followed where he pointed and saw Lena crumpled on
the ground, her lips a sickening shade of blue.

“Oh my God, Lena!” Brock ran over, kneeled beside her, and
cradled her limp head in his lap. “I think she’s in shock. Wes, go to
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my truck and grab an EpiPen from my medical bag. Hurry! We don’t
have much time.”

Brock opened her airway with his fingers and made sure it wasn’t
blocked with a foreign object and then started CPR. With each chest
compression against her small body, Brock’s world spiraled more and
more into darkness. He couldn’t imagine a life without her. Lena was
his everything.

He stopped the compressions and leaned down, covering his
mouth over hers, but instead of ravaging it as he planned earlier that
day, he tried to breathe life into her. Her chest rose with each of his
breaths, but she still lay passively. Burning tears rimmed his eyes, but
Brock forced them back. He needed to be strong and in control for
Lena, for Wes, and for himself.

After what seemed like an eternity, Wes ran in and quickly
handed Brock the epinephrine auto-injector. In one smooth
movement, Brock took the cap off and then stabbed Lena in the thigh
with it.

“Brock, is she gonna be okay? Jesus, she looks horrible. Can she
even breathe?” A silent tear rolled down his brother’s face.

Brock hated to see Wes hurting, but at that moment, Lena hurt
even more. He focused all his attention on saving her.

“She’s barely breathing but the epinephrine will help. Take my
keys. We need to get her to the hospital, fast. I’ll sit with her in the
truck bed and try to stabilize her on the way.” Brock put his right arm
under her neck, his left arm under the crook of her knees, and easily
lifted her to his chest. The limpness of her body made his heart
crumble in a million pieces.

When he got to the truck, he laid her down and continued giving
her CPR, alternately pumping her chest and blowing air into her
lungs, trying to buy them as much time as possible before they got to
the hospital.

Luckily, with the way Wes drove, they’d certainly get there in
record time. He just hoped it would be fast enough.



A Perfect Fit For Three 75

Please be okay, baby. I love you so much, you have no idea and |
need you to know that, so please, please be okay.

Brock gave a silent prayer that his precious Lena would wake up
again.

* k%

Lena blinked a few times as her eyes adjusted to the dim light,
which illuminated completely unfamiliar surroundings. A plastic
oxygen mask covered her face and an IV drip extended from her arm.

As her vision finally focused, she realized she was probably in the
hospital, but she didn’t have a clue as to how she got there. She
looked down and saw Wes’s forehead leaning against the bedrail
while he held her left hand. Lena reached up with her other hand and
pulled the mask off her face, tucking it under her chin.

“Wes,” she managed to wheeze out, “what happened?”

Wes looked up and a weary smile spread across his face. The
ruddiness of his complexion told her he’d been crying.

“Oh, dear God, baby, you’re okay.” He rubbed the hand he held
and stood to kiss her on the cheek. Turning over his shoulder, he
yelled out, “Hey, guys, Lena woke up.” Lena could see dark circles
under Wes’s eyes. She’d never seen anybody look so tired and
worried in her life.

“You look terrible, Wes.”

“I bet | do, sweetheart, but you look beautiful. I was so scared you
wouldn’t wake up, even though Brock assured me you were stabilized
and just needed to rest some more.”

“How long have | been here?”

“You’ve been here since this morning and now it’s a well past
midnight.”

Edie, and what looked to be the entire Stone clan, came into the
room.
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Edie walked over and gave Lena a hug. Her eyes and nose were
red and her face tear-stained. Edie didn’t cry easily, so Lena knew
whatever had been wrong with her was serious.

“Hey, you,” Edie said while brushing Lena’s hair back from her
face. Her eyes welled up again. “Don’t you ever scare me like that
again or I’ll be forced to kick your ass.”

Lena smiled and would’ve laughed if she’d had the energy.
“What, with your Tai Chi moves?” Lena managed to squeak out a jab.

“You know it.” Edie’s lips curled up past her tears and she
squeezed Lena’s hand before stepping aside for Brock.

Brock pulled up a chair across from Wes and sat down beside
Lena. He took her hand, held it in his for a moment, and kissed the
back of it.

“How are you feeling, sweetheart?”

Brock also looked exhausted, but still maintained an air of
professionalism. He wore scrubs and even in Lena’s weakened state,
she felt a hint of arousal. The material was so thin, she could barely
make out the curves of his pecs, but she knew they were there. She
never could resist a man in uniform. Deciding to save those thoughts
for when she was capable of acting on them, she focused on the
matter at hand.

“Brock, what happened?”

“You went into anaphylactic shock, most likely from the nuts in
that pie you and Edie ate.”

“What? Nuts? But I’ve never been allergic to nuts before.”

“You may have only had minor reactions before and didn’t realize
what was going on. It’s easy to shrug off an itchy throat. But the sheer
quantity of nuts and the different varieties put your system into
overload and you went into shock.”

“Oh, God. Could I have died?” Lena looked searchingly into
Brock’s eyes to gauge just how serious the situation had been. His
eyes turned a little glassy and he paused a moment before replying.
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“Yes.” His voice cracked and he cleared his throat before he went
on. “Yes, Lena, you could have. Luckily, Wes and | found you in
time. | had an EpiPen in my bag, which bought us some time before
we got to the hospital, but if we had found you even a minute later,
you might not have made it.”

A lone tear rolled down Brock’s cheek and Lena reached up to
brush it away. Brock gripped her hand as she did and kissed it.

The rest of the Stones also came over and wished Lena well.

Margarite hugged her the way a worried mother would and the
twins brought her flowers and a little “Get Well” teddy bear holding a
couple balloons.

The flowers included a thoughtful little card that brought her mind
back to the strange letter she received. She wanted to tell someone
about it, but now didn’t seem to be the best time or place. What was
the point in getting her men all worked up over what could be
nothing? They worried enough about her as it was.

“Can | leave the hospital soon?” Lena turned her attention back to
Brock. He brushed his fingers through her hair and pecked her lightly
on the forehead.

“Yes, sweetheart, in the morning we can take you home.”

Home, a comforting word Lena hadn’t been acquainted with for
quite a while.

She felt better already.

* k%

“Are you sure this is absolutely necessary?” Lena asked as Brock
and Wes pulled up to their house.

Even though she still looked a little paler than normal, Brock
knew she was strong enough to return to her usual routine. At the
hospital, though, he convinced her that she could only be discharged
if she remained under the supervision of a medical professional, and
who better than him?
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“Yes, | told you already. You may feel fine, but you’re weaker
than normal right now and just to be safe, a doctor needs to keep an
eye on you. The last twenty-four hours after a trauma are critical.”

He didn’t really lie, just stretched the truth a little bit, and,
besides, it wasn’t a bad idea to keep an eye on her for a while longer.
And my oh my, was she ever easy to keep his eyes on.

“Wes, is your brother for real?” Lena looked skeptical. She sat
with her arms crossed over her chest and eyed each brother
suspiciously.

“I’ve got a lot of work to do at the B&B and can’t afford to be
gone so long if this is just some silly ploy of yours.”

“Lena, Brock is a trained medical professional. He knows what’s
best for you and wouldn’t tell you otherwise.”

Brock nearly laughed when he saw Wes pat Lena on the hand and
look at her with a level of disingenuous sincerity only matched by
hardened con artists. If his brother wasn’t so interested in pottery,
Brock would’ve convinced him to go into acting.

“Also, we talked to Edie and she said she could handle the B&B
by herself for a day or two and just wants to make sure you get
better.”

“Wait, a day or two? You said this would just be for one night.
And Edie and | do completely different things there. She doesn’t do
any of the paperwork, pay the bills—"

“Shh, Lena, you’re working yourself up for nothing. It’ll just be a
day for sure, but we’ll see how things go and you may stay an extra
day, but that will be entirely up to you. Today, however, is
mandatory. Doctor’s orders and what the doctor says goes.” Wes
looked proud of his explanation.

“See, Lena. We have nothing but your best interest at heart, so
stop arguing about it and just let us take care of you.”

Brock parked his truck and Wes got out, but instead of moving
aside to let Lena out, he opened his arms to her. Lena scoffed.
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“You’re kidding me, right? 1 am not letting you carry me to the
door. 1t’s not like I hurt my legs or anything.” She cocked an eyebrow
and glared challengingly at Wes and then at Brock.

“Brock, is this or is this not for her own damn good?” Wes turned
to his brother with a mischievous twinkle in his eye. Brock hid a grin
and cleared his throat.

“I’m sorry, Lena, but Wes is right. It would be best if you saved
up as much of your energy as possible while you recuperate.”

Lena continued to stare back and forth between the two brothers
until she grudgingly gave in. She pouted and held out her arms while
Wes scooped her up like a doll. Lena’s head tucked into his shoulder
and Wes looked over at Brock flashing an appreciative grin.

When he saw Wes carrying Lena over the threshold, a pang of
jealousy stabbed him but with a hint of excitement. He knew when it
really counted that, as the oldest, he would be the one to carry her
over the threshold as his and Wes’s wife.

Wes sat Lena down on the couch and he and Brock started getting
dinner ready. Soon the house filled with the smell of grilled chicken,
roasted potatoes, corn on the cob, and buttery rolls.

“Wow, do you guys always cook like this?” Lena waited at the
table, and she looked hungry.

“Only when we have special company.” Wes winked at her and
began handing her a plate of food when he seemed to realize
something was amiss. She sat in the wrong place.

“Why are you sitting there?”

Lena looked puzzled.

“You should be at the head of the table.”

Brock pulled out the chair and waited for her to move to her
proper seat.

“Okay, but it really doesn’t matter to me where I sit, guys.”

“Well, it matters to us. That’s your rightful spot. The woman is
always at the head of the table. She’s the cornerstone of any family.”
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Brock repeated what he heard his fathers say a million times
growing up and waited patiently for her to move. Then Wes set her
plate down before her. He thought she would’ve started eating right
away, but instead she looked troubled.

“But we’re not a family.” Lena avoided looking either men in the
eye and she pushed her food around with her fork. “We’re
just...seeing each other.”

Her words hit him like a baseball bat to the knees and Brock knew
he again said too much, pushed too hard. He just wanted his family to
start already and couldn’t understand why Lena fought against it.
Wasn’t that what she wanted, too? A family of her own? Something
to belong t