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Chapter One

 


 


Matilda Matthews stopped and pushed her hair off her
neck, tying her ponytail higher on her head to try to let some air
onto her hot skin.

“Like that’ll happen,” she muttered, looking at the
relentlessly blue sky overhead, the trees in the garden near her
not moving so much as a fraction of an inch.

“No cool breeze, no sign of rain, and months of
summer ahead.” She sighed, slung her tote higher on her shoulder,
and shoved a newspaper into the mailbox, before setting out down
the street. She rolled each paper tightly as she walked, so she was
able to shove them in the mailboxes without stopping.

Well, at least she didn’t have to worry about whose
sofa she would be crashing on tonight. Noah had asked her to move
in with him and Sylvester. Free food and board in return for
cooking, cleaning, laundry and possibly sex. She’d worked pretty
much every minimum-wage job there was in the last twelve months, so
she could handle it. And them.

Noah was tall and blond, with long, long legs and a
lean build. His partner, Sylvester, was shorter, chunkier, tanned,
dark and very muscular. They’d both helped her move her few
remaining possessions into their spare bedroom yesterday. She’d
sold pretty much anything of value, even her books and DVDs, six
months ago when she’d been between jobs, and she certainly hadn’t
bought any new clothes or anything since Ad-Tech had folded a year
ago last month. So it wasn’t like they’d needed a truck to move her
stuff into their house.

One look at the place and she’d understood why they
wanted her. It wasn’t dirty, but it was messy. And the trash seemed
to be mostly beer bottles and pizza boxes. She’d actually enjoy
writing a shopping list for meat, and vegetables, and fresh
fruit.

How fucked up was their world anyway, when a burger,
fries and coke was way cheaper than an apple and a carton of fresh
juice?

Tilly sighed some more as she rounded the corner,
delivering the last of her newspapers to a large apartment
block.

And how pathetic was it that she’d actually wanted
this job, as it forced her to get outdoors and exercise, as well as
paying her a tiny wage?

She lingered for a few moments in the deliciously
chilly air-conditioning of the apartment block foyer, then hauled
her almost-empty tote higher up on her shoulder again and headed
for home. Well Noah’s home. And Sylvester’s. And hers until they
got tired of her, she supposed.

 


***

 


The minute she got inside she kicked off her sandals,
dropped her tote, and peeled off her sweaty t-shirt and shorts. She
walked through the house and stretched out on the tiles of the
kitchen floor. For about ten seconds they felt wonderful on her
hot, sweaty body. After she’d moved to fresh, cool tiles half a
dozen times, Tilly gave up. Maybe a cold shower would make her feel
better. Then she’d clean out the pantry, and reorganize it, and see
exactly what was there.

Even the cold water wasn’t exactly cold, more
luke-warm, but it felt good to wash the sweat away.

Dressed in a clean t-shirt and shorts, barefoot, and
with the washing machine chugging away as background music, Tilly
tackled the pantry.

By the time Noah and Sylvester got home, a casserole
was cooked and keeping warm in the oven, the laundry was dried,
folded, and sitting on the end of each person’s bed, and Tilly had
a shopping list written out. She was also starting to wonder if the
whole sex thing would start tonight. If so she would really need
another shower.

Noah and Sylvester were in a committed relationship,
but, since Sylvester was bisexual, it seemed that Noah didn’t
consider Sylvester sleeping with a woman occasionally as being
unfaithful. Noah understood that Sylvester needed to let his hetero
side out to play from time to time. It all sounded a little weird
to Tilly but she was okay with it. Sylvester was very nice to look
at, he seemed an okay sort of man, and she knew Noah well and liked
him so she was pretty much on board with the system.

Besides, it’s not like Matilda was a virgin. She’d
hated school and had never wanted to go to college, so she’d
backpacked around Europe for a year. She still reckoned it was the
best education anyone could have. Her life experiences and her
sexual experiences had developed side-by-side during that year.
She’d thrown a coin into the Trevi Fountain, and made a wish in
Rome. She’d waltzed in the Vienna Woods with a fellow backpacker
whose name she couldn’t even remember anymore. She’d watched the
Changing of the Guard at Buckingham Palace.

She’d also had mediocre sex with half a dozen
different young men and one stupendous night with two men at once,
including an orgasm so powerful she’d almost blacked out.

Along the way she’d been a maid in a London hotel and
received a string of propositions from middle-aged men, waited
tables in a Parisian café and learned how to make perfect crepes,
and worked as a receptionist in an office in Madrid until they’d
learned that her Spanish, while fluent and colloquial, consisted of
only about a hundred words.

So being a maid/housekeeper/chef for Noah and
Sylvester was no big deal. And since they didn’t see it as
cheating, and she had no significant other right now—not even an
insignificant other—sex as part of the deal was fine by her.

They’d called “Hello” as they’d returned from work,
looking delicious in their business suits, which had turned her
mind from cooking to sex real fast.

They walked into the kitchen, both of them having
taken off their business attire, and now barefoot in jeans and
t-shirts. Noah’s shirt was the same blue as his eyes, making him
look more than yummy. Sylvester’s was red, and stretched tight
across his muscular chest, so tight she could see the lines and
planes of his abs. It was almost enough to make her drool. She
licked her lips surreptitiously. Oh hell yeah, the man is built.
And, oh hell yeah, I wouldn’t mind a piece of him.

Getting her mind out of the gutter, she turned and
served the meal, listening to their easy banter about their day,
and answering the questions they asked about hers. As they sat
sipping their coffee she asked, “What are your favorite meals? I’ve
sorted the pantry out, and made a list of supplies I need, but if
I’m going to cook meals you’ll actually enjoy, I need to know a few
basic facts.”

“You don’t need to turn yourself into a kitchen
slave. Take-out once or twice a week is fine. And the same with the
laundry. We’ll still help out. It’s just that this house really
needs a woman’s touch. And you were—available,” Noah said.

I’m available. And if you keep looking at me like
that I may just melt into a gooey pile of lust. It’s a damn shame
you’re together.

Tilly had actually enjoyed her old job, looked
forward to meeting with her colleagues each day, and sure as hell
appreciated the pay check and the air conditioning. It wasn’t just
that she was bordering on sex-starved either. She wanted to be a
contributing person in this strange arrangement.

“I’d rather do the work. Delivering newspapers is not
exactly a high-paying job and I don’t want to live off you both.
I’m no gourmet chef but we shouldn’t actually starve.” She smiled
at them, feeling her belly clench at the looks they gave her in
return. Damn, they’re hot! She fanned her face with the
dishtowel.

“Yeah, it’s way too hot inside. We need to get an
air-conditioner in here and one in the living room. Just having one
in the bedroom isn’t enough,” said Noah to Sylvester.

Sylvester pulled out his cell phone and made a note.
“I’ll get onto it tomorrow. Now, are you ready to go shopping? That
list looks long enough we’ll need to hire a truck to get it all
home.”

 


***

 


By the time the SUV was unloaded and all the food put
away, Tilly was feeling way too hot. Once again her t-shirt was
stuck to her body, and her feet were so sweaty they were slipping
and sliding inside her sandals. She was ready for a long, cold
shower. Except that there was only one bathroom and she didn’t feel
she could just take it over, in case Noah and Sylvester liked to
shower before bed. But if she asked them, wouldn’t they think she
was hinting that they should tell her to go ahead and use it? Damn,
what was the etiquette here?

Sylvester came up to her and gently laid his hands on
her shoulders. “We’re all hot. How about a cool shower together?
That way we can all get to know each other better.”

The look in his eyes was ten times hotter than the
temperature outside. But, oh yeah. She’d very much like to
see them naked and up close. It’d been way too long since she’d had
an orgasm from anything other than her fingers. Just looking at
them naked would likely be enough to send her over the edge.

Tilly swallowed hard and nodded. Suddenly all the
breath had disappeared from her lungs, but she wanted this. Wanted
them. Wanted sex with Sylvester. Would Noah watch? Or would he fuck
Sylvester while she watched. Or— ah hell she could drive herself
insane trying to guess what’d happen next.

Just get naked and get in the shower!

At least naked solved the problem of her not having
any really nice, pretty underwear. After thirteen months of short
term, low pay work, sexy lingerie had not been on her shopping
list. Naked would work. Saving money had meant walking instead of
driving, and that had kept her figure more-or-less toned. Her car
had been one of the first things she’d
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