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My eyes glazed over as I
stared at the mountain of bills teetering on the edge of my desk.
Bright red last notice stamps mocked me and my desperate situation.
It had been six months since I walked across that stage, accepting
my diploma, bubbling over with excitement for my new educated life
to begin. Who knew such an expensive piece of paper would be so
worthless.

The first day of June I cast
my net far and wide, sending resumes to everything my four-year
degree qualified me for. After a few measly interviews that went
nowhere, I tried again, reaching out for jobs that were slightly
below my experience level, but still acceptable. Nothing, nada,
zip. I started to think my resume had become invisible or somehow
instantly evaporated the second I sent it. By November, I was
sending out my resume for everything listed and eventually snagged
a temporary customer service job online.

Listening to people’s
problems was my forte, I was a psychology major for chrissakes, but
suffering through eight hours of people complaining non-stop about
random crap they purchased on a whim was slowly breaking me down. I
needed something else, anything
else that would pay the bills.

During my quick
thirty-minute break from customer service hell, I strolled outside
for some fresh air and some lunch. The delicious aroma of garlic
and cheese wafted through the air, leading me straight to the local
pizza joint on the corner.

The tiny chime of bells rang
above the door when I stepped through, as the heavenly scent of
pizza enveloped me. There was nothing a good slice couldn’t fix. A
jolly rotund man approached the counter as I stared up at the
illuminated menu board. He smiled politely as I took far too long
to choose a simple slice of pepperoni. I handed him the money for
my lunch, noticing a small help wanted sign taped to the back of
the cash register.

“What are you hiring for?” I
asked, balancing a huge slice of pizza draped over the side of my
plate.

“We are looking for a night
manager. Are you interested, sweetie?” He inquired, wiping his
hands on the stiff white apron barely covering his protruding
paunch. He was a nice enough man, but I could tell he had
definitely been sampling his wares.

“Actually,
I am looking for a job,”
I answered, waiting for him to hand me the expected generic
application form.

“Wonderful, follow me over
here and I can tell you more about the job,” He exclaimed,
shuffling out from behind the counter and waddling over to the
closest booth.

Big Joe, as he was called,
chattered on and on, telling me about the pizza business that has
been in his family for years, and how he was grooming his twin sons
to eventually take over. He needed a night manager to take over
because, as he so eloquently put it, he was no “spring chicken”.

After he covered all the
bases and more, I chimed in as he caught his breath. I introduced
myself and told him of my experience, and all about my shiny new
college degree. We both agreed that I was overqualified for the
job, but I was so desperate to quit my customer service job, I
would have said yes to scrubbing the dishes had he offered
it.

“Honestly Big Joe, the job
sounds perfect,” I said, stuffing a bite of pizza between my
teeth.

“Wonderful! That is just
wonderful, how about you start tonight. Hey boys, come meet the new
night manager,” Joe yelled to his twins who were busy in the back.
I expected to see two squat rolly polly boys emerge from the
kitchen, but what I saw took my breath away…literally.

I gasped, choking on the
mouthful of cheesy carbs in my mouth as the pair of chiseled human
perfection walked from around the counter. I looked at Big Joe,
then back at his sons, there was no way these perfect creatures
came from his gene pool. The twins looked identical in every way
except for their hair. One had long flowing hair, so luxurious it
made me jealous, and the other had a sexy but neat, high and tight
buzz cut. I coughed and sputtered, prompting Big Joe to hand me a
glass of water.

“Thanks,” I managed to say,
feeling my cheeks glowing with embarrassment.

“Nice to meet you, I am
Rhett and this is my brother Jett.” The brother with the crew cut
said as he smiled, thrusting his hand in my direction. My mouth
began to water watching the sleeve of his tee shirt slowly creep up
his bulging bicep. His hand firmly gripped mine, instantly sending
sparks of lust flying around in my body. I could tell I was
blushing again and hoped to god he hadn’t noticed. I had been so
laser-focused on starting a career after graduation I had
completely lost focus on sex. That was until I met the
twins.

“My name is Gwynn, very nice
to meet you too,” I mumbled, feeling like my mouth was full of
marbles. Rhett’s twin leaned forward, replacing his brother’s hand
with his own. Again, I felt a rush of lust come over me as his skin
pressed against mine. I sighed deeply knowing these were going to
be trouble.

**

Butterflies fluttered around
in my anxious stomach as I walked back to the pizza shop at dusk.
The tiny bells heralded my arrival through the front door, and Big
Joe was there greeting me with his megawatt smile. I followed him
into the kitchen, just in time to see Jett flinging a massive disk
of dough in the air. Mesmerized, I gawked at the sheer talent he
had in his nimble hands. For a split second, I imagined what else
those hands could do, how good it would feel to have him
manhandling my flesh.

“OK, you are in good hands
here with Jett, good luck and I will see you tomorrow,” Big Joe
said as he left, and for a moment I was sure he could read my dirty
mind.

**

I would love to say my first
night went off without a hitch, but it went about as well as most
first nights go. I fumbled my way through the night, trying to
follow the written instructions Big Joe left me, only jamming the
register a few dozen times. Even with the stress of learning as I
went, it was still so much better than the alternative. The aspect
of my new job that I did seem to excel in was also my favorite.
Team building.

Jett, Rhett, and I were
getting along swimmingly, warming to each other as the night wore
on. As unusual as their names were, they each suited them both to a
tee. Jett was as fast as a rocket and was a slick as one too. He
jumped in early, shamelessly flirting with me from the jump. Rhett
on the other hand, was a smooth charmer, foregoing the overt
displays for subtle hints. His sparkling hazel eyes catching mine
as he arrived back from deliveries, giving me a sexy wink. At the
end of my first shift, I had the job pretty much under control, but
the boys were another story. For the life of me, I couldn’t tell
which one I preferred.

“So, you going to see your
boyfriend and tell him about your new job?” Jett asked as he closed
his workstation for the night.

“Nope just headed home. I am
boyfriendless,” I smiled, picking up on the flirt he was laying
down.

“In that case, do you want
to go see a movie with me? He asked nonchalantly, sliding on his
leather coat. His silky mane of hair tumbled around his shoulders,
making me swoon. I always was a sucker for a good head of
hair.

“Sure, what the hell,” I
grinned, looping my arm with his. I could feel the outline of his
bicep beneath the buttery soft leather of his sleeve. I wondered if
the rest of his body was this cut.

“Hey, you guys want to head
out to the club?” Rhett called out as he pushed through the
swinging doors of the kitchen, stopping in his tracks when he saw
Jett and I arm in arm.

“Sorry bro, I beat you to
it,” Jett said with a sly sparkle in his eye. His arm flexed around
my hand as if he was claiming his prize. Ordinarily I would have
recoiled from two grown men posturing and acting macho to woo a
girl, but in this case, I kind of liked it. It felt so sexy to have
two men battling for my affections, especially two men that looked
like Rhett and Jett.

“How about we go tomorrow,”
I answered over my shoulder as Jett whisked me away out the back
door to his motorcycle.

I climbed on behind Jett,
holding on for dear life as the engine revved and we sped off
through the streets, weaving in and out of traffic. My heart raced,
pounding hard against my ribs as adrenaline coursed through my
veins. The vibration of the engine rumbled up my legs, hitting me
right where I wanted it most. I almost came right there on the
Harley. I leaned my head into his back breathing in his glorious
musk as his hair whipped around my face. Jett was so delicious I
wanted to sink my teeth into him and gobble him up.

We zoomed across town,
making our way to the movie theater. Jett helped me off his bike
and laced his fingers with mine as we walked inside. His hand
stayed gripped on mine during the movie, his thumb slowly caressing
the side of my finger. My whole body tingled from his touch, I was
so turned on I completely ignored the scary scene playing out on
the big screen.

I slipped my hand out of his
grip and placed it on his firm thigh. My fingers pressed into his
flesh, working upward as I squeezed. Jett turned to gaze at me when
my pinky grazed the bulge of flesh just below his zipper. Diving at
my face, his lips captured mine, fusing like two pieces of hot
molten steel. He ravaged my mouth like a hungry tiger pouncing on
its dinner. I kissed him back just as intensely, probing my tongue
against his
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