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        Tessa’s life beneath the strict rules of her parents’ cultish church leaves her longing for independence. Her boring, small-town checkout lane job barely covers the bills, let alone fulfill her wants and desires.

        

        Until the weekly visits of god-like Trent and Brody have her dreaming of a Tessa sandwich with both sensual men as her bread.

        

        Fantasies may be a pastime of the wicked, but when Trent asks her on a date—with both him and Brody—Tessa decides to take a chance, knowing the purity of her soul is at stake. Will these two men be her ticket to freedom – or her one way trip to eternal damnation?
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      The automatic doors swished open, letting in a warm breeze scented with sweet alyssum and the ocean’s salty tang. I lifted my attention from the bag of quinoa I slid across the scanner, ready to draw in a lungful of fresh air, but the breath caught in my throat.

      Surfer dude and his dark and broody friend ambled into the store as they did every Sunday morning since I’d started work six weeks earlier at Nature’s Corner. Both in shorts and pec-hugging T-shirts, they waved my way.

      Heat flooded through me, and I tore my gaze off the two built-like-gods men to focus on the customer before me. My fumbling fingers managed to finish ringing the woman’s small order and check her credit card signature before she left.

      A few covert glances allowed me to get my weekly eyeful of the hottest men in all of New England. Light brown hair streaked blond by the sun had earned Surfer his nickname. Crystal clear blue eyes with a hint of gold ringing his pupils and his deep voice had dampened my panties every time he came through my checkout lane. And his square jaw and full bottom lip … good lord, he could have been Brad Pitt’s brother.

      His much-darker friend’s brooding gaze, soul patch, and mussed, bed-head hair had tipped me over the need-relief-now cliff more than one Sunday morning while at work, and I’d begged the store manager for a bathroom break, aka clit tickle.

      I had enjoyed a naughty daydream or two about hooking up with one of them, but no way did I have the guts to ask out a guy—let alone perfection in bodily form. Heck, I didn’t even have the nerve to ask their names. Sure, they knew mine, thanks to the blue name tag above my too-large breasts.

      And, that wasn’t where the too-much or too-little ended when it came to my body. Frazzled red curls ran rampant clear to my waist and hundreds of freckles dotted my pale skin. My best and only half-alluring feature were my wide-spread eyes, green as the summer grass.

      The two men disappeared from view and I heaved a sigh, wishing for a lithe swimmer’s body, slim and toned like the models gracing the magazine covers on the rack across from my aisle. Kinda tough not to question God’s handiwork when it came to one Tessa Swanson.

      Samantha, the assistant manager, ambled to my side twirling the manager’s key around her finger the second my lane cleared. “Shit, Tessa, when are you going to tell them boys what you want?” She’d insisted more than once she caught the two guys checking me out, but I felt sure she only said it to make me feel better about myself.

      Face doubtless still red, I attempted a light laugh. “Yeah, right.”

      “I’m serious.” Sam grabbed the keys in one palm and pointed at me with her other hand. “Even though you’re conservative as they come, you know you want to be a piece of cheese between their bread. I’d bet a little ménage à trois suggestion would have them salivating like dogs.”

      “Sam!” I whispered, gaze darting around to see if anyone had heard.

      “What?” She held up her hands and stepped away all innocent-looking while glancing back at my bagger and her best friend Jade. “Just stating things as I see ’em.”

      “They wouldn’t want someone like me,” I mumbled.

      “Why the hell not?”

      I ran damp palms down my too-thick waist and over flaring hips. Child-bearing hips, one might say, but I never planned on finding out. Adopted as a kid and not knowing what gene pool spawned me, I wanted nothing to do with having any of my own—even though my parents’ cult-like church insisted that’s what a woman was put on the earth for.

      Pushing aside crap-tastic thoughts of my sheltered life and shortcomings, I tried for another smile. “I’m sure they’d rather have someone like you or Jade.”

      Sam snorted. “They don’t look at me or our little blonde bombshell over there the way they do you. Ever,” she said, motioning toward her best friend. “Isn’t that right, Jade?”

      “Mmm-hmm,” Jade agreed, smacking her glossed lips together. “Shame, that. I’d gladly be their provolone.”

      “Nah.” Sam snickered. “They’re definitely into unique. Like expensive-as-shit goat cheese with herbs or something like that.”

      I laughed, but either way, the thought of being between the two god-like men had me clenching my thighs together.

      “So, wanna grab a beer after work with Jade and me since you’re too chicken shit to ask your Surfer and Broody out?” Sam asked.

      “What about Jason?”

      “Finally talked her into letting the poor man catch his breath,” Jade said, before Sam opened her mouth. “She probably has him tied to her bed, blindfolded and waiting her return, though.”

      “Hardy-har.” Sam tossed a discreet middle finger her friend’s way.

      Not long after I’d started working at Nature’s Corner, an old classmate of Sam and Jade’s had come back to town after being gone for over a decade. Turned out he and Sam had a bit of history, and although Sam enjoyed her single, promiscuous lifestyle, Jason changed her mind in a matter of days.

      Her face glowed, and even when bitching about Bob, our manager, who she was determined to oust, underlying joy and happiness oozed from her. Made me jealous as heck. To have a nice guy, intent on making me happy, infatuated with my body, and who would save me from my adoptive parent’s prison of a home…yeah. That’s something I’d have killed for.

      Surfer and Broody rounded a corner, speeding my heartbeat back up. Both smiled at us before turning down the next aisle, giving me a great view of their backsides.

      Sam cleared her throat. “Like I said, Tessa, they only have eyes for you.”

      As sinful as the thought was, I wished it were true.

      I tried to focus on the dozen or so people who came through my lane, but I kept glancing around the store, hoping to catch another glimpse of the men. A half hour passed, and voila. Surfer arrived, waiting in my line as always, and making my nipples harden for a caressing thumb. Or pinch.

      Jade snickered and caught my eye from my bagging area. Her brow rose along with her glistening pink lips.

      Heart rate elevated, I turned back to my work and struggled to stay calm. Breathe. Smile at my current customer. Offer change and wishes that they have a lovely day.

      “How are you, Tessa?” Surfer’s deep voice set delicious tingles to dancing between my thighs, and I focused on his full lips as they stretched into a pearly-white grin.

      I stopped short of running my tongue over the edges of my uneven teeth and top lip. “Fine,” I squeaked as a waft of his soap and laundry detergent swarmed my senses. Clearing my throat, I grabbed a box of…something…and ran it across the scanner.

      Beep.

      “How are you?” I croaked.

      One of his eyebrows rose as he dipped his head down to catch my eye. “Could be better.”

      Bait if I’d ever heard or seen it. I wanted to open my mouth and swallow it down, hook and all, but I scanned another item and glanced at perfection number two.

      A slight smirk lifted a corner of his lips, but didn’t lighten the intensity in his dark gaze. My tongue salivated over the thought of licking the scruff lining his jaw.

      I turned my attention back to the blond god and his laughing blue eyes as my hand grabbed another item without my paying attention.

      Beep.

      A glance at the manager’s station revealed Sam giving me two thumbs up. Jade offered a quick dip of her head, her eyes sparkling.

      Oh, what the hell. “All right,” I said, turning back toward Surfer. “You only live once. I’ll bite.”

      His other brow rose, and he glanced back at his friend. “We’ve got a biter, Brody.”

      Jade snickered, and I winced and pursed my lips while glancing once more at the dark god. Not the smartest choice in words, but at least it earned me his very suitable name.

      “A little nibbling would brighten my day,” Brody said, his gaze fixed on my mouth.

      Moisture sprang to life and dampened my panties.

      Surfer made a sound of agreement in his throat, a groan of pleasure that sent a shot of lust straight to my lonely clit.

      Face flaming, I lowered my head and focused on my minimum wage task. The damn beeping rang in my ears as I struggled to find something witty to say.

      “Still want to know how my day could be better?”

      I clenched my thighs together at the sound of Surfer’s voice. Absolutely, I wanted to beg. Anything to hear him speak for a few more seconds.

      Beep, went a jar of organic tomatoes.

      “Sure,” I said, reaching for a box of pasta.

      “Meet me at the beach when you get off work.”

      My head whipped up, my gaze landing on his face, expecting to see the mocking I was well acquainted with. Although he still smiled, no trace of teasing lit Surfer’s baby blues. A million thoughts flitted around my brain, but words escaped me.

      Beep. Beep. My hands continued to move without thought.

      “Well?”

      He couldn’t be serious. One god of perfection wanted me to meet him? At the beach?

      Oh, good lordy. While I loved the ocean, I got off work while the sun still shined. That time of day meant a bathing suit. No. Way.

      A shudder rippled down through me as I struggled to find an excuse. “I’m…uh…not fond of sand.” Moron! You love the ocean, the sand, the salt water…

      “How about fried clams?” Surfer asked. “Are you a fan of those?”

      I nodded while guilt over the lie shifted my feet.

      “Caddyshack’s at six?”

      I waited for him and Brody to burst into laughter as beeps filled the hanging silence. “Y-you’re serious?” I finally asked.

      “Yes.” Surfer’s pearly whites still displayed a panty-melting smile.

      “I don’t even know your name.”

      “Trent Carter.” He offered his hand, and I stared a second before reaching out. His firm, warm hand clasped mine and energy zinged up my arm. I sucked in a lungful of oxygen, drying out my mouth. My underarms prickled, and weakness threatened to topple my knees.

      Trent released his hold, and on auto-pilot, I reached for another item. My hand wavered in the air.

      A glance down showed an empty conveyor belt. Trying to work up saliva, I hit the subtotal button. “That’ll be two hundred seventy-three fifty,” I croaked.

      Trent pulled a wad of money from his shorts pocket and counted out payment, but when I grasped the bills, he didn’t release them. “Caddyshack’s?”

      Another study of his eyes revealed sincerity—or a good actor’s gaze.

      “Six. Yeah, sure,” I heard myself say.

      His grin reappeared, and he released the money. “Hear that, Brody? I just got myself a date for tonight.”

      “Lucky bastard.”

      My head whipped toward his friend. He stared at my mouth again, and I sucked in my lower lip.

      “Well, I don’t mind your tagging along,” Trent said. “Wouldn’t be the first time. What do you say, Tessa?”

      I glanced between the two men, wondering if Sam might have been right about the whole sandwich thing. “Um…sure?”

      “Hear that?” Trent shot his buddy a grin. “We both have a date for tonight.”

      “See you at six, Tessa,” Brody murmured before following Trent toward the sliding doors, the spicy scent of his cologne trailing after him and causing my saliva glands to sing hallelujah.

      Bags loaded in their hands, the two men ambled out as easily as they had arrived. My attention flitted between both T-shirts hugging sculpted shoulders. Backsides I’d dreamed of wrapping my legs around while pleasuring myself.

      “Holy shit, Tessa,” Jade whispered. “They’re all about a sandwich with Port Wine Tessa cheese spread between them.”

      My thrumming heartbeat stumbled, and I covered my flaming cheeks with my cool hands as erotic images flitted through my mind.

      “Told you,” Sam said, laughing and ambling past once more with her twirling manager’s key.

      No way in hell those boys were interested in Frumpy, Frazzled Red.

      I grimaced over my childhood nickname. I might end up twiddling my thumbs at an empty booth in Caddyshack’s, but I planned on showing up.

      Just in case.
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      I squealed—or screamed, rather—at more than one ‘masshole’ in between cussing my clunker to get me home after work. Agreeing to meet Trent and Brody at six gave me little time to shower. At least I didn’t have to waste precious minutes with makeup—didn’t have any to speak of anyway. And thoughts on the lack of anything half sexy in my closet earned the slow-moving granny in front of me a few not-so-nice nicknames.

      Couldn’t even imagine what Greta would say about my going out with two men. Okay, I could imagine what words my adoptive mom would use, so I’d had Sam and Jade help me concoct a little white lie.

      I walked into the kitchen as Greta put a casserole dish heaping with American Chop Suey into the oven. “I have a date, so I won’t be home for supper tonight,” I said, laying my purse on the island.

      “A date?” Greta turned, her hazel eyes lit within the confines of the crinkles etching the surrounding skin. “Finally. A gentleman from the church’s singles group you went to on Friday?”

      “No.” I cleared my throat. “Someone from work.”

      Her smile disappeared into a thin-lipped scowl of disapproval.

      “Goes to the Methodist church downtown,” I said before she started spouting off Bible verses about being unequally yoked. “You’d like him. He’s a good Christian boy.”

      The frown diminished, and she tucked escaped strands of hair back into the severe knot at the base of her neck. “Methodist.” Her lips pursed as though considering. “While not ideal for a proper husband we can hand you off to, I suppose you might go.”

      I hurried upstairs, tongue between my teeth. Twenty-five, and I was expected to obey the same as a ten-year-old, no complaint or argument. The desire to thank Greta and Harold for raising me and jetting off never to return swept through me. Happened on a daily basis.

      Too bad I had no money. Every cent I earned went into Harold’s hand—to pay for my clunker, insurance, food, and whatever else they decided I needed. Not that I made enough to live on my own anyway.

      While I’d dreamed of heading off to nursing school, Harold and Greta had done nothing to help me reach that goal. Marrying and having a family to populate the earth had been drilled into my brain since I could remember.

      Be a good, godly wife.

      Stay at home and raise babies.

      Submit to my husband and never deny him.

      I’d had a boyfriend once upon a time—our old pastor’s son—the perfect match according to everyone. Little did they know Matthew had insisted on screwing like rabbits whenever and wherever granted a minute’s privacy. A junior in the church’s high school, and beyond thrilled a guy found me desirable, I’d gladly spread my legs whenever he wanted. Sadly, the fact I was being
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