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      Meg leaned forward to peer out the passenger-side windshield as the GPS announced they had arrived. “This is it!”

      “Thank God.” Mindy groaned from the back seat as Kayla pulled the car onto the gravel driveway leading to their vacation destination. “I’m so sick and tired of thinking about that shit. I need some peace and quiet.”

      That shit had all three friends unable to sleep, overcome by exhaustion. Their hole-in-the-wall art studio had been broken into and vandalized the week before. Not a single one of Meg’s paintings and her boxes of supplies, Kayla’s sketches, or Mindy’s pottery had escaped harm. No leads pointed toward a suspect, either.

      “Sandy Ridge Cove.” Meg’s gaze flitted over the A-frame cabin in the fading sunlight and the setting sun glinting off the water beyond, determined to leave their problems back at home in their three-bedroom apartment. Tan with dark trim and overshadowed by towering trees, the house nestled within a small grove of barely blooming lilac bushes.

      “I thought there were two houses in the cove?” Kayla said while putting her new Equinox into park.

      “There is.” Meg grabbed her purse from between her feet and climbed from the car, pushing her mousy brown braid over her shoulder. She could just make out glimpses of the neighboring cabin to the left.

      It must have rained earlier. Drips of water fell from the oak and maple leaves overhead. The scent of damp, fallen leaves from the year before filled her lungs as she inhaled. The few lilacs that had bloomed in the understory didn’t lend enough divine scent to reach her nose.

      Maybe I will find some peace here…

      The sound of the trunk popping open turned Meg around.

      “What the hell did you put in here?” Kayla asked, thumping Meg’s suitcase onto the gravel driveway, a frown indenting the skin between her dark brows.

      “The new painting supplies I bought two days ago.”

      “Tell me you remembered to bring underwear.” Mindy laughed and grabbed her own gym bag.

      Meg ignored her friend and pulled up the handle on her suitcase before accepting her folding easel’s carry bag from Kayla’s outstretched hand. She started toward the cabin they had rented for the week, but the rollers sank into the sand alongside the driveway. Perhaps I shouldn’t have brought so much, she thought, hefting it up in her left hand. The bag thumped into her shin, bringing a grimace to her lips and probably a black and blue spot rising to mark her leg.

      Mindy laughed again and moved around her, light steps bouncing the soft, golden blonde waves falling over her shoulders.

      Meg blew a strand of hair that had escaped her long braid out of her eyes. “Key is hanging behind the welcome bear,” she said, stepping up onto the front stoop behind her friend and eyeing the carved wooden bear that stood at least four feet tall beside the front door.

      Mindy fished a hand along the wooden siding behind the bear’s head. “Where?”

      Meg shrugged as Kayla climbed the steps behind her. “Gage didn’t say in our last email. Check the sign he’s holding.”

      “Welcome to Sandy Cove” had been carved into the rectangle sign grasped in the bear’s paws.

      “Gage...” Mindy licked her lips. “What a fuck-a-licious name. He’s gotta be hot.”

      Meg rolled her eyes. “The sign?”

      “Bingo.” Mindy lifted a single key high, her pale green eyes sparkling. It had been her idea to head north into the woods, leaving Boston, their current problem, and the heartaches they had recently experienced behind.

      One broken heart, one layoff, and Meg’s own mother whose driving under the influence had finally taken her life.

      At least Mindy with her beauty and Victoria Secret body would eventually find another man, and Kayla’s daddy could help her out until she found another job.

      Meg’s mother could never be replaced.

      A lump rose in her throat as she walked into the cabin behind Mindy, but she swallowed it down, determined to keep all tears locked up tight. God knows, she’d allowed more than enough to fall in the three months since the accident. Every morning she woke to bags hanging beneath her plain brown eyes, and she’d yet to find a way to erase or hide them.

      “Loft is mine!” Kayla reminded her two friends from behind as they started down the short hallway.

      “Yeah, yeah.” Mindy peeked into the bedroom on the right. “The green room!” She wheeled through the doorway, and Meg turned toward the open door on her left.

      Her friends had chosen their bedrooms when checking out the pictures of the rental online, but Meg hadn’t really cared…she’d just wanted to get away from the city, their problems, and the grief still clutching her heart with its sharp talons.

      Eyes stinging, Meg rolled her suitcase into the smallest of the three bedrooms. A fluffy, plaid throw lay folded at the bed’s end. Meg hefted her suitcase onto the blue comforter covering the double bed, her attention flitting to the lone window and the fading sunrise to the west that shot streaks of violet through the treetops to the right.

      The other A-frame cabin lay a hundred or so yards away, its red wooden siding peeking through the trees between the two houses. Warm light shone from one of the open windows. Other renters, it appeared, but thankfully, not too close.

      She unzipped her suitcase and quickly transferred her clothing into the dresser beside the bedroom door. Shorts and T-shirts for daytime, leggings and long-sleeve shirts for the cooler spring nights around the fire pit. Crocks, slippers, and an extra pair of Old Navy flip flops tumbled into a pile as she tossed them pair by pair onto the wooden floor to the right of the window.

      The boxes of painting supplies, however, she carefully sat atop the dresser. While her friends had plans to explore the White Mountains and shop for hours at the countless outlets, Meg had every intention of spending her time in the wilderness surrounding them, painting and hopefully, clearing her mind and easing the ache in her chest.

      Even though her mother had started drinking heavily and popping unnecessary pills four years earlier when Meg’s parents had split, they’d had a close relationship. Meg’s ears had been filled with more information than she wanted to know about their broken marriage, and she couldn’t remember the last time she had seen or talked to a sober and sensible mother. How many times had Meg begged her to get help? How many times had she hidden her mother’s keys?

      The failed intervention Meg had dished hard-earned money out for had done nothing but put a wedge between the two women. One month after leaving the rehab clinic, Meg’s mother had swerved into oncoming traffic. She’d been killed instantly.

      Meg blew a breath between her lips and grabbed the throw off the end of the bed. “No more living in the past,” she reminded herself as she did every day. “Time to move on.”

      And time for wine, too, she thought, stuffing her empty suitcase into the bedroom’s tiny closet.
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      Relaxed in an Adirondack chair beside the crackling flames rising from the fire pit, Meg focused on breathing deeply, imagining cleansing her grief-flooded blood with each oxygen-rich inhale.

      “Shit.” Kayla sighed and stretched out in her chair, the fire glinting off her dark eyes. “I could eat like ten of those suckers.”

      “You and me, both,” Mindy said with a light laugh.

      Even though they were gluten-free graham crackers, the two s’mores Meg had eaten sat like a rock in her stomach. Too much chocolate and two marshmallows on each. She rubbed a hand across her stomach beneath the plaid blanket covering her lap. “If I go to make myself another s’more this week, slap me upside the head. Ugh.”

      Kayla snickered. “More wine is always good for the bloat.”

      “Hmm. I think I’ve had enough of that, too,” Meg said with a heavy sigh.

      The low hum of a motor reached her ears, growing louder and eventually cutting out.

      “Oh, hell-o.”

      Meg lifted her head from its resting place against the back of the chair and turned her attention toward the left where Mindy focused. A small boat pulled up to the neighbor’s dock, and one of the two men hopped out, bringing to life the motion-sensor light at the peak of their A-frame. He bent to tie the boat, his ass showcased by tight jeans.

      A whisper of arousal slid over Meg’s skin for the first time in months.

      “Damn,” Kayla giggled. She’d already polished off three beers while Meg and Mindy shared a bottle of Riesling in the hour they’d been sitting outside.

      “Mmm,” Meg agreed, her gaze flitting back and forth between the two men as she absently sipped from her wine glass. Both trim but fit, one light, one darker.

      Mindy fluttered her fingers as the two men looked their way.

      They both waved before heading up the gentle slope to the similar back patio behind their cabin and the four Adirondack chairs circling their cold fire pit.

      “Wonder if there’s a third hiding out in there,” Kayla said, eyeing the A-frame more visible from where the three women sat.

      “You two are welcome to them,” Meg said, shifting on her chair to ease the sudden ache between her thighs, pulling the lap blanket up over one shoulder while returning her attention to the placid, dark water of the small cove. “Hooking up with some random guy is the last thing on my mind.”

      Mindy snorted. “A quick fling is exactly what I need.”

      “Fucking some random stranger isn’t what you need right now,” Kayla said matter-of-factly in her usual no-nonsense way.

      “It’s exactly what I need right now. Two would be even better. Wonder if they’d be up for a threesome?” Mindy reached for the near-empty wine bottle on the small table between her and Meg. “Want me to open another?” she asked while pouring the last of the white into her own glass.

      “I’m good.” Meg eyed the dim outline of the mountain across from their cove, ignoring the image Mindy’s wondering had brought to mind of her number one fantasy from their college days. Two men lavishing attention on one woman. Two sets of hands. Two mouths and tongues…

      Even though her grief still overshadowed her emotions, her body thrummed with arousal from the vivid thoughts in her head. She shifted again, frowning. Considering the last four years, a threesome was the last thing that should turn her on.

      Mindy giggled. “Got your mind going, didn’t I?”

      Shrugging, Meg sipped her wine.

      “God,” Mindy continued. “I would love to have two at once.”

      “Double penetration?” Kayla asked even though they’d had the bucket list conversation a few times already.

      “What’s the point of being with two guys if you don’t?”

      “No thank you.” Kayla crossed her legs. “My asshole has an exit only sign.”

      “What about you, Meg?” Mindy asked, turning toward Meg.

      “Two cocks shoved deep inside,” Kayla said before Meg could answer, “moving in perfect rhythm, hitting every secret spot.”

      Mindy giggled again. “Sounds like you’ve been fantasizing lately.”

      “Not me,” Kayla said. “Just repeating Meg’s fantasy.”

      “Number one fantasy from before,” Meg said, pressing her thighs together. “But like I said, you’re welcome to those two.” She forced her mind on how the sunrise would bathe the swells and indents leading to the mountain’s peak and what brushes and colors would perhaps bring the painting to life.

      “Sorry,” Mindy mumbled. “I shouldn’t have brought it up.”

      Meg shrugged again.

      “Maybe you’re right, Mindy,” Kayla said a few seconds later. “Maybe fucking your way through a dozen or so poor guys will take your mind off Tim.”

      “Bastard,” Mindy grumbled, bitterness lacing the word. Her fiancé—or ex, rather—had dumped her four months before their wedding for another woman—Wendy fucking Franklin of all people, one of their college friends from years earlier. Venue booked, DJ hired, dresses bought and altered, the four-tiered lemon-yellow fondant cake on order… Meg would have been bitter, too.

      “Tomorrow is supposed to be the best day of the week,” Meg said on the cusp of a yawn, wanting to take everyone’s minds back to where they had agreed beforehand to focus on—vacation and finding a little peace. “You’re going to save the outlets for later in the week, right?”

      “Vitamin D day tomorrow, for sure.” Kayla sat her empty beer bottle on the ground alongside the other two. “I need to get my tan on.”

      “Shit.” Mindy drew the word out. “I forgot my sunscreen.”

      Meg glanced over at Mindy and her pale, pale skin glowing in the firelight. “Way to go, Lobster.”

      Kayla snorted with laughter, and a smile curved Meg’s lips for the first time in weeks as Mindy glared at them. “Not funny anymore.” She glowered, and Meg actually laughed, the foreign sensation of happiness hazing her vision.

      Mindy had forgotten her sunscreen the previous summer when the three had vacationed in early August in Ogunquit and didn’t bother buying any for their first day at the beach. Reddened to a crisp, Mindy had gained her new—and hated—nickname.

      “Think you’d have learned your lesson last year,” Kayla said with another snort of laughter.

      “Bitch,” Mindy grumbled and stood. She stomped in her flip flops across the pavers toward the cabin while Meg and Kayla fought to contain their laughter. “I’m going to crack open and dump every single one of your precious IPA’s!” Mindy shot over her shoulder at Kayla.

      The door slammed shut, and Kayla hopped to her feet and hurried after her. “Don’t you dare, you bitch!”

      “Meg’s lucky we share a love of Riesling!” Mindy’s muffled holler traveled through the cool mountain air. “Or hers would be going down the drain, too!”

      Too exhausted to raise her voice loud enough either woman would hear, Meg whispered, her smile fading, “You can use my sunscreen.”

      The door slammed shut behind Kayla, the sparks shooting up from the fire breaking the still twilight that closed in on Meg. Best friends since middle school and throughout their years at BU College of Fine Arts, the three often bickered, but all in fun, rarely with true anger. Wendy fucking Franklin, however, hadn’t been able to handle their friendly banter. After two years of rooming together, Mindy told her without preamble that she needed to move out of their apartment.

      College life breezed by afterward, and without Mindy and Kayla, Meg would have floundered a hell of a lot more in her grief than she had the last couple of months.

      Meg tipped her wine glass and finished the last two swallows. Pulling herself off the Adirondack, she turned her mind once more to the paints and brushes on the dresser—her escape, her peace. The innate images she created on canvas earned her a meager living—or had until the vandalism—but more importantly, offered beauty to those who looked upon them.

      Now, if she could just find some way to break down the shroud of grief smothering her creative side.
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      “What’s wrong with them?” Mindy asked with a huff.

      Meg propped up on her elbows from where she lay stretched out between her friends, tanning on the dock and checked out the two men as they swam toward shore, side by side. Country music drifted from Kayla’s phone, but Meg ignored the background noise as she focused on the two fine specimens cutting through the water in perfect harmony.

      They had been swimming for over a half-hour, and neither one had seemed to notice Mindy prancing around in her tiny bikini before they had dived off the end of their dock.

      “Maybe they like brunettes better,” Meg told her yet again, her gaze glued to the water running in rivulets down the men’s bodies as they pulled themselves out of the water and onto their dock.

      “Can’t be,” Mindy grumbled. “They haven’t been checking out Kayla, either.”

      “They’ve been swimming,” Meg said, unable to keep from staring. “How the hell could they be checking out a woman at the same time?”

      Mindy made another unhappy huff and pushed up to her feet. “I’m getting another drink. Do either of you want anything?”

      “Nah.” Kayla lay on Meg’s other side, face buried in a rolled-up towel.

      “I’ll take another bottled water,” Meg said.

      Mindy started off, no doubt putting as much sway and jiggling into her walk as possible.

      Neither man turned to watch her go. The dark one peered off over the water they’d just sliced their too-hot, too-muscular bodies through. The blond glanced over at Meg. His slow smile revealed twin dimples on either side of his mouth and flitted butterflies to life in her stomach.

      She laid back down and closed her eyes. If she painted people rather than landscapes, she would love to bring the two men to life on canvas.

      “They must be gay,” Mindy muttered a few minutes later, sitting down on her towel and pressing a cold bottle of water against Meg’s side.

      “Bitch!” Meg growled, flinching away from the ice-cold bottle.

      Mindy giggled. “Think a wardrobe malfunction would get their attention?”

      “I’ve never seen you so desperate,” Kayla said, flipping over onto her back.

      “I’m not desperate.”

      “Horney, then.”

      Mindy exaggerated a sigh. “Always.”

      “Shit, that sun is hot.” Kayla sat up and grabbed Meg’s water. “Can I have a sip?”

      “Sure.”

      Kayla tipped the bottle and swallowed a few times. “Why don’t you just go over and ask them if they’re up for a little fun,” she said, twisting the cap back onto the water bottle.

      “I don’t chase after men. They chase me.”

      “Not this time.” Kayla barked a laugh but quickly sobered as Mindy’s face fell. “Shit. That was super insensitive. I’m sorry.”

      “Just sucks.” Mindy shook her head, eyes filling with tears. “Having those two fuck-a-licious beef steaks at the same time would be the perfect ego boost I need.”

      Meg squeezed Mindy’s hand even though all the talk about the two hot men and Mindy getting together irked her for some strange reason. She didn’t want them. Wasn’t interested in hooking up like Mindy was, so why did she care?

      “My back is killing me.” Meg pushed up and stretched. “Think I’ll talk a little walk to the bathroom.”

      “Sure, they check her out,” Mindy’s mutter reached Meg’s ears as she strode up the bank to their patio.

      Meg’s face heated, and she glanced over to the neighbor’s dock. Sure enough, both men had half-turned, watching her.

      That twinge of arousal from the night before flared to life.

      Oh, boy.

      Jerking her head back around, she hurried inside—and decided to stretch out on the couch and read rather than listen to Mindy whine.
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      Meg opened her bedroom window, enjoying the cool evening breeze, perfect for burrowing beneath blankets for a good night’s sleep. Another deep inhale—at least the fiftieth since the three women had arrived—filled her lungs. Crickets and other nighttime insects chirped and buzzed, their harmony filling her ears and the darkness overhead.

      Their neighbors had taken off in their SUV not long after Meg had gone inside. Thinking it safe to return outside, she’d done so, only to find a sulking Mindy. It had taken a bottle of wine and some dance music later that afternoon to jolly her friend back up.

      It wasn’t until Meg yawned by their fire pit that the two men returned. Not that Meg had been watching or waiting. At least, she’d told herself that, anyway. They had lounged on their own back patio, beers in hand, and even though Meg sat with her back to their cabin, she was very aware of the men’s presence.

      Meg laid down and pulled the comforter up to her chin, slight goosebumps raising her skin against the cold sheets. Murmuring floated on the breeze through the window, indistinguishable words. Mindy and Kayla had gone to their rooms at the same time she had.

      Has to be the two hot neighbors, she thought, closing her eyes.

      Meg’s blood heated again, settling into damp warmth between her thighs. What was it about those two that could so easily make her forget her grief and focus on simple bodily needs she hadn’t considered for over three months?

      A low groan reached her ears…or had she imagined it? Another, its deep, rumbling tone shot shivers down between her legs to her suddenly throbbing clit. Did they have company?

      Unable to squash her curiosity, Meg climbed from her bed and crept through the darkness to the open window.

      Dim light filtered from the back of the neighbor’s cabin, casting a soft glow on the patio beyond. Meg rose on her tiptoes for a better view through one of the flowerless lilac bushes.

      The dark-haired man stretched out on a lounger, the other crouched down beside him. Kissing him. His hands roaming between the dark one’s spread thighs. The lounging man fisted his hands in the fairer one’s hair.

      “Holy…” Although the thought of two men together had always turned her stomach, the sight of her neighbors raced heat through Meg’s body, prickling her skin and soaking her panties.

      The two men broke apart and stared at each other, the energy between them crackling clear across the wooded expanse between the cabins and combusting across Meg’s skin. Desire, like she'd never craved before, overrode her senses.

      She grasped one of her bare breasts and pinched her nipple. Biting the inside of her lip kept her groan stifled. Heat pooled in her pussy, her panties defenseless against the onslaught of wetness that had been building, unwanted and ignored for months.

      The blond held out his hand, and the other accepted the help while standing. They disappeared inside, and Meg swallowed her disappointment, settling back down onto her flat feet, still palming her breast.

      The bedroom light flicked on across the way for a brief moment but cut out once more in the gloom.

      Ears and eyes alert, Meg stood unmoving, breath held.

      That low groan licked at her ears again, and Meg slid a hand beneath her panties. Swollen and soaked folds met her fingertips. Her clit protruded, begging for a suckle or bite, but Meg sufficed with a few flicks before reaching deep into her pussy. Out and up over her clit. Plunging deep once more.

      A whisper of guilt flitted through her mind, one laced with disgust from before, but Meg’s pent-up need overrode it. She moaned and leaned against the window pane as she pressed up into her pussy again, one of her neighbors echoing her desire. Slow but steady muffled thumps brought Meg’s active imagination to life, and she envisioned the two hot men, face to face. Kissing. Fucking. Their strong hands groping each other’s bodies.

      The unmistakable thumps quickened Meg’s fingers as she slid them in and out of her dripping pussy. She pulled them out and pressed back against her ass. She’d never been taken there, but imagining her neighbors coming together, slid a finger deep as one man grunted. A few slow thrusts caught Meg’s breath, and the other man hollered his release. Flicking her clit with her free hand ripped Meg’s orgasm up through her toes, convulsing her, dropping her to her knees, eyes clenched shut. Shudders pebbled her skin once more as she slid her finger out of her ass.

      God, it’s been so long. The thought of having a cock deep inside of her sent another rush of desire through her body, but guilt over what she’d done overrode her body’s wants. She licked her dry lips, suddenly wishing she’d brought a water bottle to bed. Pushing up onto her knees to peer out the window, Meg cocked her head. Listening.

      The night insects continued on unbothered by the sounds that had carried on the clear mountain air.

      Exhaustion pulled on Meg’s eyelids—and her weakened legs—but she forced herself to visit the bathroom to quickly wash up the mess coating her thighs and guzzle some water. Her conscious nagged from enjoying what she had imagined between the two men, but she pushed the thoughts from her mind, instead focusing on the euphoric tingles still vibrating through her body.

      Once beneath the comforter again, she rolled to her side and pulled her knees up, wishing more than anything for someone to hold her close. Her grief demons may have been chased away for a moment while lost in—whatever she’d experienced with her unknowing neighbors—but loneliness had not. A dozen or so tears slid down to dampen her pillow as they did every night before sleep claimed her.
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      Embarrassment from feeling like a peeking Tom kept Meg from spilling her secret encounter with the unsuspecting neighbors to her friends over breakfast the next morning. Home fries, pancakes, and bacon—all homemade by Mindy—along with two pots of coffee disappeared as the three women discussed their plans for the next five days.

      Meg wanted nothing more than to sit and paint all day, every day. The other two decided to hit the outlets in North Conway that day since the forecast called for cloud cover until early evening.

      “Come with us,” Mindy said, pushing her empty plate away. “It’ll be fun.”

      Meg used the excuse she’d tossed out at least three times already. “I didn’t bring along any extra money.”

      “Let me buy you something.”

      Meg shook her head at Kayla’s suggestion and decided to go bitch in order to shut them both up. “You just lost your job, Kayla. The last thing you should be doing is spending money.”

      “Yeah”—her friend glared at her—“Thanks for that little reminder.”

      “Her daddy gave her some money.” Mindy’s statement lightened Kayla’s face again. “The spoiled brat.”

      Kayla narrowed her eyes but smiled like the Cheshire Cat. “I am, and proud of it. Now”—she turned back to Meg—“Say you’ll go with us. I don’t want you here wallowing away by yourself our second full day of vacation.”

      “I want to be by myself.” Meg stood and cleared her breakfast plate into the sink but kept her half-empty cup of coffee in hand. “You know I haven’t been able to create anything since…” She sighed and turned toward her friends. “I need to paint. I need to express what I’m feeling, and I agreed to this year’s vacation for that exact reason. Paints and brushes will allow me to do that, not wearing my feet out trying to keep up with you two while shopping.”

      Compassion lined both of her friends’ smiles.

      “You’re sure?” Mindy asked.

      “Yes.” Meg took another swallow of coffee and headed toward her bedroom to change. She intentionally ignored the open window, but her mind continued to replay what she’d imagined the night before as she pulled on a tank top with a built-in bra and jean shorts. The thought and sight of two men kissing had never turned her on before, but those neighbors… God. She’d even stuck a finger up her own ass—and enjoyed it.

      Overactive imagination.

      Face hot, Meg shook her head, pursed her lips, and focused on braiding her unruly, curly hair. The mousy brown braid hung over her shoulder and brushed one of her small breasts with its pebbled nipple. Usually, she could get away without wearing a bra, but her body betrayed her thoughts. She grabbed a zipper-down teal sweatshirt and pulled it on, determined to focus on releasing some of the grief shrouding her life.
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      The neighbors were already gone on their fishing boat—same as the morning before—when Meg finally ventured outside. She set up her beechwood folding easel with its removable sketch box on the dock. A second trip brought out her tripod stool and water bottle.

      She sat on her collapsible seat before a blank canvas, eyeing the mountain across from the cove. A handful of birds still chirped their morning songs, and a warm breeze rustled the towering trees’ leaves—a tranquil setting, life-filled view for Meg to interpret on canvas.

      Or try to, rather.

      “We’re heading out!” Kayla called from the back door.

      Meg smiled over her shoulder. “Have fun!”

      “I’ll bring you some Sour Patch Kids.”

      Drool flooded Meg’s mouth. “I won’t say no to those!”

      Kayla laughed, and the door slammed shut behind her as Meg turned once more to the view in front of her. Minutes later, the sound of tires crunching on the gravel driveway faded off in the distance.

      Focusing on her task, Meg picked up a two-inch brush. “Anybody can paint. All you need is a little dream in your heart and practice…” Her favorite line of Bob Ross’ poured from her lips as it always did every time she sat down with a blank canvas.

      She tapped a little yellow color and swished the brush across the canvas with determination. Without washing the brush, she dragged it through crimson and blended it with the yellow. Using a knife, she pulled white paint flat and rubbed across the bold colors, streaking in clouds. A dry brush blended them a bit, making them appear real.

      Off to a good start…finally.

      A bold mountain grew to dominate the skyline with black, brown, and blue—also cut in with a knife and pushed into the fabric. She scraped the excess paint and used a brush to remove more, blending it downward.

      Time disappeared into peace as Meg sank into her old happy place, coaxing out the canvas’ secrets. A gentle breeze ruffled her hair, birds chirping as an occasional tiny wave of water splashed against the shoreline beneath the deck she sat on.

      With a clean two-inch brush, she tapped at the green and black, creating the perfect blend to match the evergreens to the real mountain’s right.

      A small boat rounded the cove’s edge, slowing motoring toward Meg. Her skin came to life with goosebumps as she recognized the two men. Clearing her throat, she returned her attention to the slashes of dark green along the right side of her canvas and the stand of trees they represented.

      She listened as the boat bumped against the neighbor’s dock, the—whatever the hell it was—reached across the space between them as it had the night before. Her gaze flitted to the left as she reached for a fan brush to create the tree trunks. The blond faced her, fishing rod in hand, while the dark one gathered a tackle box and stepped out of the boat.

      Meg smiled, warmth licking her cheeks. The heat between her thighs flared for a whole different reason.

      “Morning,” the blond called to her.

      “Good morning.” Meg’s voice escaped like a squeaky mouse, her words drawing the dark one’s gaze. He returned her smile, and at the appearance of a dimple on his left cheek, a shiver slid down Meg’s spine straight to her clit. She squeezed her legs together, swallowing against the dryness of her mouth as the moisture in her body pooled between her thighs.

      A quick glance at the blond who still gazed at her and Meg forced her attention back on the canvas. Her hand moved on its own, her fingers clutching the fan brush as she slid dark trunks through the evergreens.

      Heart thrumming and hand shaking, she fought to paint somewhat straight lines. A few wavered as she watched the two men from the corner of her eye.

      Into the house.

      Focus…

      The blond came back out and headed through the wild blueberry bushes scattered over the land between the two docks.

      Damn.

      Meg put her brush down and glanced over at him as he walked closer. Her heartbeat slammed in her ears, and she squeezed her thighs tight.

      His light blue eyes twinkled, his smile giving her a good show of his matching dimples. Square jaw, the perfect shadow of scruff on his cheeks…too bad he played for the other team.

      “Sorry to disturb you,” he said, his rumbly tone pebbling her nipples beneath the sweatshirt.

      “You’re not.” Her voice shook, but she forced a smile.

      He glanced at the canvas, his gaze roaming, dimples fading along with his smile. “You’re a very emotional painter.”

      Meg cleared her throat, unable to tear her focus off his face. “What do you see?”

      Lips pursed, he studied her work a few seconds longer as Meg’s heartbeat thumped in her ears. “The beauty in the foreground is overshadowed by the mountain.” His gaze flitted to the top of the canvas and the hints of a sunrise beyond. “There’s something enticing beyond, but the mountain rises too sharply to overcome.” His warm gaze settled on her face. “I’ve felt similar pain.”

      His emotion hit her like a blast of hurricane-driven wind to her chest. “You lost a loved one?” Meg whispered.

      “My father. Last September.”

      A lump rose in Meg’s throat, her eyes stinging. “My mom just passed three months ago.”

      “I’m so sorry.”

      The compassion in his eyes, the instant bonding of shared loss, slid a tear down Meg’s cheek. Unable to trust her voice, she nodded and wiped her cheek on her forearm. “I’m sorry for your loss, too.”

      “Thank you.” His own smile wobbled. “It took me a solid six months to be able to create something on canvas that reminded me of sunshine and hope rather than darkness.”

      “You paint?”

      “Yes.” His smile widened, and he held out his hand. “I’m Trevor, by the way.”

      Meg reached for his hand, the scent of his soap tickling her nose. “Meg Winters.” Their palms slid together. Heat swept up her arm, and she bit the inside of her lip as a physical replication of that something she’d felt from a distance tingled her skin.

      Trevor’s gaze slid down to her mouth, his pupils dilating.

      Oh, boy. No, no, no.

      Meg jerked her hand away and glanced behind Trevor as movement caught her attention. The dark-haired friend, or whatever he was to Trevor, strode toward them.

      “Meg,” Trevor said once his friend stood beside him, “this is my partner, Jack.”

      A shot of disappointment pinged Meg’s chest. Pure hotness…of course, they were together, together. Strangely, she didn’t jump to inwardly judge them for their sexual preference as she’d done her whole life.

      Hazel-green eyes, a shock of dark hair falling over Jack’s brow…and that damn dimple. More moisture rushed to coat Meg’s panties, her body uncaring they were together and unavailable—even if she wasn’t interested.

      “Nice to meet you, Meg.” He held out his hand.

      Meg eyed his extended arm a second before accepting. Similar warmth spread over her skin when their hands clasped. “You, too,” she managed, refusing to bite her lip again, her mind chanting partner, partner, partner, to remind her that he, too, was off limits and that she didn’t want either of them.

      Wait. Partner…painter. Trevor and Jack. Meg swallowed and tightened her grip on Jack’s hand. “You’re…Jack Bitner and Trevor Reece? As in Bitner and Reece?”

      Jack’s dimple flashed again. “Cover blown.”

      Trevor’s smile morphed into a sheepish grin, and he shoved his hands in his pockets. “You’ve heard of us?”

      “Oh my God, yes! Boston’s newest artist duo sensation. You both hate social media and refuse to have your pictures taken, and you’re finally opening your own gallery downtown…oh my God. You’re seriously nothing like I expected!” Meg jerked her hand from Jack’s and clapped a hand over her mouth.

      Trevor chuckled. “What did you expect?”

      Definitely not two hot, young guys…gay ones at that. “O-older, I guess,” Meg stumbled for a lie through her fingers. “You’re both so young…and, and hip.” Her gaze flitted down over their tight t-shirts and jeans, and her inner muscles tightened regardless of the fact they preferred men.

      “I’m sorry.” Meg dropped her hand and fiddled with the edge of her square palette. “I don’t normally fangirl like that, but I first saw your work downtown last year. It’s like I could feel your emotional input behind the scenes—the blend of colors, the harsh lines. And the fact you paint together, layer by layer…it’s impossible to tell there is more than one creative genius at work. You’re phenomenal together.” And God, were they. The perfect blend of light and dark, heat and spark.

      “Thank you.” Jack smiled and he glanced away, his attention turning to her canvas. “You do pretty good work yourself.”

      “Th-thanks.”

      He glanced at Trevor, pink tinging his cheeks, his brow raised.

      “I know, right?” Trevor grinned and turned toward Meg. “Do you sell your work?”

      Meg heaved a deep breath as that shit plowed to the forefront of her mind, erasing all thoughts of further fangirling. “My two friends and I opened a studio slash paint bar last year. Most of my pieces are there. Or were, rather.”

      “Were?” Trevor asked, brow raised.

      A frown bit at Meg’s lips. “The studio was vandalized last week. Every piece I had on display was slashed or smashed.”

      “Shit,” Jack said.

      “Yeah.”

      “Do you know who did it?” Trevor asked, his own brow furrowing.

      “No.” Meg set her palette down on her lap. “And the cops don’t have any leads, either.”

      “Do you have insurance?”

      “Yes, thank God.” Meg stretched her neck side to side against the tension settling over her again. “My pieces aren’t replaceable though.” She glanced up at Trevor. “They were from before, and I don’t have that in me right now.”

      “I understand.” The warmth in his voice and the compassion in his eyes were almost as comforting as a hug and brought the tears back to haze Meg’s vision.

      “I was just about to throw a couple of burgers on the grill,” Jack said. “Would you and your friends care to join us for a late lunch?”

      “Oh.” Meg blinked away her tears and glanced over her shoulder at the cabin as the thought of a juicy burger woke her slumbering stomach. “They’re up in North Conway shopping the outlets. Thanks, but I don’t want to be a bother.”

      “It’s no bother.”

      Meg returned her attention to the two men. Trevor studied her face, but Jack’s gaze slid down over her in the way a taken man—a gay one at that—shouldn’t or wouldn’t normally do. Her nipples contracted, and she slouched her shoulders even though the sweatshirt still covered her chest. To sit and eat with two of her newly found idols…

      “Join us.” Trevor’s tone didn’t invite argument.

      “Sure.” Meg nodded. “I just…um…would you be offended if I brought over my own gluten-free bun?”

      “Not at all.” Jack took two steps backward. “Cheddar or American cheese?”

      “Cheddar’s great,” Meg said with a smile, and he turned. She tore her gaze off his ass and flexing calves.

      Trevor chuckled as though he knew exactly what she’d been staring at.

      Meg’s face heated, and she busied herself with her palette and brushes.

      “Need any help cleaning up?” he asked.

      “No, but thank you.”

      “See you in a few, then?”

      Meg nodded, and Trevor started back toward his cabin. She allowed herself a good eyeful of his toned backside before cursing her body and the fact the two men were together.
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      Nerves knocked Meg’s knees as she made her way through the wild blueberry bushes, but the chance to sit with the two, elusive artists the art world was all gaga over…

      You can do this. She put a smile on her face and tried to squash her body’s reaction to being near the two men. Mindy’s teasing about a threesome ran rampant images through her mind without a hint of disgust. Focus.

      “Too early for wine?” Jack asked from beside the grill, gleaming metal spatula in hand.

      “Not if you’ve got white.” Meg handed him the gluten-free roll she’d wrapped in a paper towel, taking care to keep her skin from contacting his again.

      Jack nodded toward the back door of their cabin with his chin. “Trevor’s getting all the fixings and can hook you up.”

      “Thanks.” Meg made for the screen door, the back of her neck tingling.

      Trevor turned from slicing a tomato as Meg walked in. “Hey.” His gaze flitted down over her, lingering on her lips on the way back up. “Wine?”

      “You read my mind,” Meg replied with a shaky laugh.

      “No.” Trevor grinned. “Just heard Jack’s offer through the screen door.” He wiped his hands on a dish towel and grabbed a bottle from the fridge. “I’d say red for the burgers, but I have a feeling you’re a white kind of girl.”

      “I am. Can I do anything to help?” Meg asked, moving closer.

      “You can finish with the tomatoes if you want.”

      Meg’s hands continued to shake as they’d done since the two men had approached her fifteen or so minutes earlier. Cut the tomato. Not your finger.

      “Where did you study?” Trevor asked, setting her wine down beside her.

      “BU College of Fine Arts, same as you.”

      His low, rumbly chuckle sent a shiver down to her belly. “What else do you know about us?”

      “Born and raised in Chelsea, spent a year in Italy painting Tuscany from every angle imaginable, two in France… The most recent rumor is you bought a condo in Brookline.”

      “Am I going to need a restraining order after today?”

      Meg laughed and lay the final slice of tomato on the plate full of greens and pickles. “I’m not a stalker, promise. Just an admirer who can’t afford a single one of your paintings.”

      “Come on.” Trevor grabbed the plate and headed for the door. “Jack’s burgers are to die for…something only you will know about him.”

      She bit the inside of her lip. If only he knew what she’d overheard the night before. Their moans, shared groans, and how one had hollered his release.

      Not staring at the two hot men proved tough for Meg as they lounged in the Adirondacks and ate homemade potato salad and their burgers. Juicy and perfectly pink inside, with a thick slab of yellow cheddar…

      So, so good…

      “Tell me something else no one knows about the two of you,” Meg said, needing to satiate her curiosity about the two men. “And no, I won’t sell the inside scoop to any paper or reporter no matter how much they offer.”

      “Trevor was born with a hole in his heart,” Jack said.

      “Oh my God!” Meg almost choked on a bite of potato salad and quickly swallowed it down. “Are you okay?” she asked, turning toward Trevor.

      He smiled. “Healed itself as I grew older. Jack was hit by a car when he was seven. Laid in a coma for five days, both legs and his pelvic bone broken.”

      Meg’s head jerked toward Jack. “Seriously?”

      He nodded. “Billy Neitig broke Trevor’s nose in the fifth grade.”

      Swiveling around again, Meg peered at Trevor who laughed at his partner.

      “At least I fought back. You didn’t do jack shit when he blacked your eye in sixth. The bastard almost broke my nose again when I stepped in to defend you.”

      Meg glanced back and forth between the two men. “How long have you two known each other?”

      “Since kindergarten,” they both said at the same time.

      “Seems like forever,” Jack said, his dimple flashing.

      “It’ll be forever,” Trevor replied, holding Jack’s gaze.

      Meg’s heart melted. To know such love, to share such a true bond…

      “So, do you have an online portfolio?” Jack asked, bringing her brain right back to the shit.

      She swallowed against the emotions closing her throat. “I, uh, have a website for our studio with a dozen or so works, but none of them survived.”

      “I’m so sorry.”

      Meg shrugged. “I just hope they catch the bastard so I can sue his ass.”

      “I’d want to do the same. All those hours, the sweat, blood, and tears.” Jack shook his head, lips pursing.

      “All the emotion poured in,” Trevor added.

      Meg popped the last bite of her burger into her mouth. “This is so good,” she all but moaned around her mouthful, needing to get her mind back in the present.

      Trevor chuckled, his empty plate on the table beside him, long legs stretched out in front of his chair. “Jack can cook like no other. It’s why I hang on to him.”

      “And here I thought it was because I don’t mind scrubbing toilets and folding laundry.”

      Jack’s dry tone and Trevor’s answering laughter brought a smile to Meg’s lips. “Those are the worst two chores ever.”

      “Couldn’t have said it better myself.” Trevor grimaced.

      Glancing between the two, Meg once more considered what the two of them tangled up on a bed must look like.

      “What?” Trevor asked.

      Face hot, Meg shook her head and glanced away.

      His huffed snort of laughter drew her attention back to his pale blue eyes. They narrowed as his smile morphed into a sexy smirk. “You’re thinking I only keep him because he’s one luscious piece of eye candy.”

      Sure that beet red stained her cheeks, Meg decided to agree—somewhat. “I wouldn’t know about the luscious part.”

      “Trust me.” Trevor’s eyes twinkled as Jack’s cheeks flushed beneath his stare. “He is.” Although their smiles remained, sexual tension rose like steam from a hot tub turned up way too high.

      Oh. My God. The look they shared sent a rush of moisture between her thighs, and Meg crossed her legs. These two…

      Her movement didn’t go unnoticed—both men glanced at her legs—Trevor’s knowing smile…the obvious desire in Jack’s eyes as his gaze slipped back up to her mouth.

      Oh, no. No.

      She would not be like him and rip a committed couple apart.

      Meg cleared her throat and stood. “Thanks for lunch, but I really need to get going. Kayla and Mindy will be back soon, and I’m on dinner duty tonight.”

      “I’ll take care of that,” Trevor said as she glanced around looking for a place to put her empty plate. “Just leave it here.”

      “Thank you for keeping us company, Meg.” Jack’s gaze slid down over her legs again, and Meg did as Trevor said, her hand shaking.

      “Thank you for the invite.” She spun on her heel, her mind and body warring for dominance.

      “Way to scare her off.” Trevor’s murmur reached her ears.

      “Couldn’t help myself. She’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met.”

      “Mmm,” Trevor hummed what seemed to be agreement.

      Face burning, Meg stumbled over a blueberry bush and hurried away, cursing her excellent hearing.
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      Mindy snapped her dropped jaw shut. “They’re what?”

      “Gay.”

      “No shit.”

      “Shit.” Meg sat the pan of box mac and cheese onto the table beside the chicken breasts she’d managed to not burn on the gas grill out back.

      “Well, that sucks ass,” Mindy grumbled, reaching for the serving spoon. “I really was hoping for a little spring fling threesome.”

      Meg was pretty sure she could have that very thing—if she was a selfish bitch. Which she wasn’t. Clearing her throat, Meg slid onto her chair and grabbed her wine glass for a few swallows.

      Mindy’s brow raised, and she glanced at Kayla. “What else did you three talk about?”

      “They’re Trevor Reece and Jack Bitner. What do you think we talked about?”

      “I’m so jealous,” Mindy whined, scooping up a pile of mac and cheese.

      “No one is stopping you from going over and introducing yourself,” Meg said, spearing a chicken breast with a little too much gusto.

      “We ought to return the invite,” Kayla said. “Have them come over for dinner tomorrow.”

      Mindy snickered as she scooped the sticky noodles with orange goo onto her plate. “As long as I’m the one cooking.”

      Meg cut into a very dry chicken breast and didn’t bother opening her mouth to argue.
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