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Chapter 1
 
Head of Elm, 1866
 
“I asked you a question, boy.”  Brodie MacAuley stepped down into the road to confront Jamie and her soon-to-be hurt companion. “What did you call her?” 
Jamie’s stomach lurched as Brodie made that sound. God, but she’d missed hearing the big cowboy snarl at everybody. Just as handsome as he’d been five years ago, age had been kind to Brodie MacAuley. The slight deepening of the lines on his face only accentuated the hard, rugged planes of his features as they pulled into their customary scowl. That threatening look had settled not on her, but on Danny.
Both nervous and thrilled, neither emotion showed as she continued to smile up at Danny, silently praying for the caravan to hurry up. All she’d really wanted was to ride the horse. It had been a long time, and if she had to flirt with a green cowpoke to get what she wanted, well, that hadn’t seemed like such a sacrifice. 
Not until they’d galloped into town well ahead of the caravan and run right smack into Brodie. Having Danny at her side might have been to her advantage, but it certainly wouldn’t play out like that for the young cowpoke. Especially not the way he’d stiffened up. 
Puffing his muscles out as if they were half of what Brodie MacAuley packed beneath his jeans and shirt, Danny did damn good at sounding like he could back up his end of a fight. “Excuse me, sir. I don’t believe you were a part of this conversation.”
No, he hadn’t been, but Brodie’s arrogance would shrug off that fact easy enough. Especially when he was mad like he was now. Taking his violently flashing navy gaze straight on, she smiled. Oh, but she had missed this. 
Like sizing up a wild bull before she did something stupid, like try to ride it, Jamie had always enjoyed pushing Brodie. Suspended anticipation, that’s what dripped down like molten wax over her spine. Always waiting for the day she finally managed to snap his control. Maybe it would be today or maybe tomorrow, but before she left, Jamie would have accomplished that goal. 
Brodie read her smile for what it was worth and met it with his traditional bluntness. “You really want this boy to get hurt, Jamie?”  
“I really do agree with Danny that this conversation is none of your business.” Even as she said it, she placed a hand on Danny’s arm, holding him back even as she stepped to his side. No, she wouldn’t let the boy get hurt. She wanted all of Brodie’s aggression aimed solely at her. 
That’s just where it landed when she dared to disagree with him. “I want to know why this kid called you Mrs. MacAuley.”
“Because that’s her husband’s name,” Danny answered before she could intercede. She thrilled under the bolt of pure heat that lit through Brodie’s eyes at that. The hound had just scented blood. The game had started. This time though, Brodie didn’t know what he was up against.  
Danny showed more gumption than she’d have expected from such a skinny body when he got right into Brodie’s face and made his point clear. “And I don’t like the way you are talking to the lady.”
“That ain’t her husband’s name,” Brodie snarled back, filling the one-inch gap that separated the two men. “And you better get out of my face, boy.”
Things had just gone critical. While Brodie might not hit her, he’d sure as hell hit Danny. Raised with over a half dozen brothers, the one thing every MacAuley man knew how to do was throw a punch, but not a single one would have raised a hand to a lady.  
“And just what is my husband’s name, Brodie?”  
That had him stumped. His brow furled as his tone became petulant. “Well, it ain’t MacAuley.”
“Just ignore him, Danny.” Jamie latched back onto the young buck’s arm and pulled him slightly away from Brodie. “This is, after all, a small town, and there are always some up to no good.” 
“Oh, you gotta be shitting me.” 
Double the pleasure, double the fun. 
“Caelen.” Jamie turned to greet Brodie’s twin with the same smile she tormented Brodie with. “I should have guessed. After all, the stench is quite strong in town today.”
Caelen grinned with predatory anticipation. “You’ve been in town less than ten minutes, and you’re already starting it up again. You just can’t help yourself, can you, girl?” 
Now that’s what a man should look like…Only two minutes might have separated Brodie and Caelen, but they couldn’t have been more different if two years had. The only things they shared were the same height and the same blue eyes, but even there, Caelen’s danced with the brightness of a clear sky over open plains while Brodie’s flashed and rolled like the Atlantic in late summer. 
The differences went beyond Caelen’s wheat colored hair or Brodie’s midnight black locks. Not only did Caelen look more relaxed, he tended to act it too. Like now when he bowed his head slightly and laughed, playing off her insult as if he didn’t even care. Looks, though, could be very deceptive.  
It might have been five years since she’d tested herself against the likes of Brodie and Caelen, but Jamie still knew just how to goad them good.  
“Actually, I’m just passing through town, Caelen. Danny here has graciously offered to give me a ride to my home. He was just about to go into the saloon and ask Boggess if he’d mind holding my luggage when the caravan comes in, weren’t you, Danny?”
The boy hesitated for a moment, clearly divided. “Perhaps you should escort me in, Mrs. MacAuley,” he suggested with a pointed look in Brodie’s direction. 
“I’ll be fine, Danny,” Jamie assured him, giving Brodie her own once over. Just as big, hard, and tempting as he’d ever been, but she made sure he didn’t catch that thought. “There isn’t any need to be concerned. Brodie and Caelen might be slightly sour when it comes to personality, but they ain’t dumb enough to touch what isn’t theirs.”  
With a smile that came straight from the wickedness burning her heart, she gave that last line right to Brodie with the smug assurance he cared about that fact. Brodie didn’t take that bait. Neither did Danny appear willing to. With heels still dug in, he stalled. 
“Mrs. MacAuley—”
“I swear to God, Jamie, if that boy calls you that one more 
time—”
“Danny, why don’t you just call me Jamie.” She cut right through Brodie’s loud protestation. “After all, I think we’re close enough for that intimacy, don’t you?”
Danny’s ears couldn’t get any redder than if the sun reached out and scorched them itself, but he didn’t deny her. “I’d like that…Jamie.”
“Don’t you have an errand to run, boy?” 
Brodie was really loving that term today and Jamie could see Danny bristling under it. Having been raised under a roof full of men, Jamie knew just how quickly violence could break out and just how important a woman could be to stopping it. 
Taking her cue, Jamie blocked Danny’s path to Brodie by simply turning in front to face him. She kept her voice low and her gaze earnest as she tried to soothe over his ego. “Don’t let him taunt you into a fight, Danny. He’s just trying to get you to come to his level, and you’re too good a man for that.” 
“Too much of a wimp, more like,” Brodie grunted. 
Before Danny could take offence to that one, Jamie whirled around and cracked Brodie right across the cheek with the full force of her palm before following the motion through to give Brodie’s reaction the cold shoulder. Never once before had Jamie dared to hit him, but God did it feel good to finally give in to that urge. 
“Listen, Danny, if you’re going to survive out here, you got to start thinking with your head and not your heart. Now these two asses know how to make trouble. I ain’t going to lie to you on that, but trust me. They ain’t going to do me no harm.”
As if to prove that point, Brodie remained a silent, heated force right behind her, a fact that had Danny casting a worried look over her shoulder. He might have remained unconvinced, but he didn’t have enough experience with women to know how to go against one. In a sign of his youth, he folded. 
With a dour look at her, he nodded. “Fine. You do what you must, Jamie, but just so you know, I’m going to be keeping an eye on you.” 
 “Be quick, Danny. Very quick.”
“Yes, ma’am.” Danny nodded, tipping his hat before rushing up the steps of the walkway. 
Caelen had to step aside to let the kid pass. He did so slowly, with that smirk that had even her wondering if he intended to cause more trouble. Not Caelen. Trouble had always been Brodie’s domain. Like a dark cloud, he stepped up to engulf her in his shadow. 
“Next time you hit me, I will hit you back.”
That had her own smirk tipping at her lips as she turned to confront Brodie’s dark gaze. “What are you going to do, cowboy? Spank me?”
“Until your ass glows in the dark.”
Jamie laughed right in his face at that. “You always were all talk, Brodie.”
“I warned you five years ago not to come back here, Jamie. You just never listen.” Brodie shook his head slowly. “Well, you ain’t a little girl no more, darlin’, and that means the rules have changed.”
Arching a brow at that bit of obviousness, Jamie fluffed her curls. “They most certainly have, Brodie. You really are a great deal more boring than I remember…and is that gray I see in your hair? Hmm, I guess you were right. You really are just an old man, too tired for something as young and pretty as me.”
With a flash of movement, they responded at the same time to that taunt. Just as Brodie’s fingers bit into her arm, the knife slid down from her sleeve and nestled right into the most tender spot a man had. That had Brodie freezing.
“If you’re remembering so much Brodie, maybe you ought to remember just how well you taught me to protect myself.”  
She could see him thinking, betting that she wouldn’t dare, but like every man before him, Brodie wasn’t willing to risk that part of his anatomy. Releasing her arm, he shifted far enough back to get away from the sharp edge of her blade. 
“I guess I owe you thanks for that much at least.” Jamie tucked the knife back up into its hidden sheath. 
“You owe me a lot more than that,” Brodie snapped. “Starting with an explanation on just why you’ve come back?”
“I don’t have to explain anything to you, Brodie.” Jamie had never been much of a liar, but this time she delivered her bullshit with the perfect dismissive tone. “After all, that’s my husband’s job.” 
Caelen snorted at that, capable of a response that eluded his brother in the flash of Brodie’s anger. “Is that so, Mrs. MacAuley?”
 “Oh, that.” Jamie rolled her eyes with a shake of her head. “The boy is simply confused. I mentioned Bridgette and he got to thinking I was her. It just seemed rude at the time to correct him. I certainly didn’t anticipate that it would cause you any concern, but needn’t worry, Caelen. I’ve learned to value quality over quantity.”
“You’re one smart comment away from being tied to my bed.” Now that sounded like an offer to her and not too much of a threat as Brodie no doubt intended it to be. “Now best you wipe that smile off your face and tell me just where this husband of yours is, ‘cause I’d like to have a few words with the so-called man.” 
Jamie ruffled at that. Lying didn’t come naturally to her, but it had become a necessity in her life. When she’d planned this trip home, she’d known at some point she’d have to explain her absent husband, but she’d planned on giving that due to her father. 
“I really don’t see how that is relevant or that my personal matters are any of your business. Unless you two have failed to take note, I’m all grown up now.” Jamie added a little twirl, making sure they understood just how much she’d grown up and filled out. 
“You’re forgetting, darlin’,” Caelen drawled smugly. “We’re family. Without your husband, father, or brothers present, I feel obliged as your brother-in-law to step in and see to your safety.”
“My safety?” That gave her a laugh. “Are you honestly saying I’d be safer with you and Brodie than Danny?” 
“I guess that depends on just how well you know this Danny.”
“Well enough.” Jamie shrugged, letting Caelen read as much as he wanted into that. “But I do know you quite well, Caelen MacAuley. I know enough to have noticed that your gaze has spent more time on my breasts than on my eyes and that the likelihood that you’ll get me home without trying to do more than get a peek is very slim.”
That brought a slow, sexy grin to Caelen’s face. “If you didn’t want a man to try to do more, then maybe you ought to button your blouse to a more appropriate height.”
Two could play that game. “Maybe that’s why I want to ride with Danny.”
“You ain’t going nowhere with that boy.” Brodie’s full glower warned of his roiling temper. “It ain’t safe. It ain’t right.”
“And it ain’t your call to make,” Jamie tagged on to the end. “Who I spend my time with is actually of no concern of yours, given I don’t care to waste it with you any longer.” 
There went the vein, the one right between the strained muscles of his neck. That was a yes. Any woman with a little bit of sense would have backed down, and quickly. Not Jamie. This is exactly why she’d come home. 
 “You’re playing a dangerous game.” The growl came low and deep from in his chest, barely allowing the words to form, but letting the aggression shine fully through. “I won’t allow it. You are not going anywhere with that boy.”
She knew exactly what he meant when he said he wouldn’t allow it. The last time she’d pushed him on that, she’d been twelve and pestering the crap out of him. For her stubbornness, she’d ended up hog tied and strung up from the loft of the barn until his brothers had appeared over an hour later to liberate her. 
She wasn’t twelve no more. “You do realize Danny won’t let you stop me with anything short of violence. Do you really want to hurt that boy?”
“Do you really want to see him get hurt?”
They’d come to a standoff. A blatant test of wills, and this time, she wouldn’t flinch. 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 2
 
Caelen had been whistling a happy tune as he made his way from the poker table. Ambling for Rebecca Boyd’s cabin, he’d been planning on some afternoon delights. By his reckoning, that would have only made a good day perfect. Of course, his definition of perfect had dropped remarkably over the past five years. 
What he’d take as pleasure had sunk so low so long ago that he’d forgotten just how good this moment could be. Running for the barn and the horses, trying to keep up with Jamie as she flew out of town on Danny’s horse, the chase was back on.  God, but the only thing he loved more than the chase was spoils of victory when he won. 
The arousal unfurling through his balls scorched in the most delectable ways, riling him into pushing hard, moving faster, determined not to lose his prey. Teasing him at every step was the image of Jamie all grown up. 
That face, every perfect inch of that body had been burned so deeply into his mind that his every wicked fantasy revolved around her. His very flesh felt scarred, hard, and brittle as it thirsted for that one touch he’d never gotten. In so many hidden seconds and secret minutes, he’d fantasized about just what life would have been like if he’d made a different decision five years ago. 
She’d been nineteen back then. Even then, Jamie’s curves had a soft roundedness to them, one that spoke of youth. While in his fantasies he’d filled her out into being all woman, he’d still not come close to the luxuries Jamie’s body had bloomed into. It helped too that the dirty boy clothes she’d always favored had disappeared. 
They were replaced by, of all things, a riding skirt. Not once, not even to church, had Caelen ever seen Jamie in anything but pants. That day five years ago when Jamie had shed her clothes, both Brodie and he had been stunned and appalled to realize just how much of a woman had been tucked in under their noses. 
Those times had apparently passed by. The curves that Jamie had once kept a secret she shared only with them, now beckoned a welcoming call to all men. It wasn’t just the clothes, for it was the fit that drew a man’s notice. 
The soft cotton of her skirt had clung from the dip of her waist to smooth like a lover’s hand over the flare of her hips. A sweet zone wrapped in soft fabric, it made a man’s hands itch to rip aside that skirt and find the glories he knew would be waiting between those soft thighs. Thighs that pressed out of the folds of her skirt as she moved, teasing a man’s dry eyes with a hint of roundness. 
It didn’t take much of man’s imagination to figure out what kind of sweet curves those folds hid. Especially not with her vest improperly unbuttoned at the top. The soft leather caught on the generous globes of her breast, highlighting her full curves indecently, which was just why Caelen’s gaze had lingered there. 
Hard as he tried, though, he couldn’t see right through the white cotton to the most beautiful breasts he’d ever been tempted to take a taste of. He’d just have to rip the damn thing out of his way once they got a moment alone. That’s just what he’d do, because some things about Jamie hadn’t changed at all. 
She still found trouble easy enough. The sparkle of green flashing in her gaze assured him she still enjoyed it. Knowing that, even knowing that the boy she’d rode off with was nothing more than a pawn, none of it helped with the surge of aggression snaking through the hard bite of lust gnawing on his balls, Jamie’s signature imprint on his soul. 
 
* * * *
 
Brodie just couldn’t keep his growl behind his clenched teeth. It rolled out with no end in sight. Not even the hard pound of Geoffrey’s hooves could hammer it out him. Back in town less than a minute, and already Jamie Traynor had him pissed enough to chew through leather.
 Aroused anger, her signature brand, burned through him. A fire of which he’d thought the flames had long burned out, leaving nothing more than ashes of his soul. The last time he’d felt the scorching lick of volatile emotions Jamie inspired in him had been five years ago. 
Five years ago when he’d been fool enough to strive for honor, which just meant he’d been a fool. Brodie didn’t consider himself to be a noble man or even a good one. Life on the range made a man practical, but a practical man would have taken Jamie up on her offer. 
Only a blind fool would have turned down the opportunity to ravish a girl as beautiful and exciting as Jamie. Especially given how she stripped down and offered herself up willingly for a man’s touch. It hadn’t been practical, though it might have been honorable. It certainly had just been plain dumb to say no. 
Worse, he’d chased her off. All the way back East where he didn’t even stand a hope of getting a second chance, and that’s just what he’d been silently wishing for…for five years. As the days had passed into weeks, and the weeks had rolled on through the months into years, hope had begun to wane. 
Brodie had stopped looking toward the horizon or glancing down the trails, waiting for his pigtailed rider to return. It figured that would be when fate finally answered. Brodie would get a second chance. 
This time, no amount of tender feelings was going to hold back his desires. 
 
* * * *
 
Jamie smiled as Danny spurred his horse further out of the city. Few moments in life were worth savoring the way she’d on the memory of Brodie’s face when she’d accepted Danny’s arm up onto the horse. He’d blinked and let them go.
The move had surprised her about as much as it had disappointed her. Jamie always knew that Brodie had to be half full of shit with all his threats. The overgrown brute just relied on all those muscles to make sure a person wouldn’t test him…all those muscles. 
God, but he still looked just as good as his brother. After four years spent running a parlor house, Jamie now had experience to make a comparison. Not like it had been five years ago when she’d left thinking that there would be a vast supply of men just like Brodie and Caelen for her to pick from in the city. 
Not that there hadn’t been some men that filled out their breeches and shirts just about as nicely as Brodie and Caelen, but for the most part, the pickings had been slimmer, paler, and they rarely smelled as ruggedly good as the MacAuley brothers. Leather and musk, sometimes tinted with the rich scents of tobacco, that’s what a man smelled like. 
The city gents that weighted in as big as Brodie and even managed to smell right, didn’t have that true hint of feral aggression that made a woman bristle with danger as they moved in close. Not one man back East had ever looked at her the way Brodie did. None of them ever gave her half a thrill either.
Today that spark flared higher than ever because sweet-faced Caelen’s gaze had held the same dark warning. Over five years ago, Jamie had spied the beast lurking beneath Caelen’s angel smile and knew he had the same wildness running through his blood. She’d just never figured out how to prod his lust over the edge. Even when she’d watched him with other women, he’d always been controlled.
That’s just why she’d given him her well-practiced smug smirk when she’d let Danny lift her onto the horse because she could scent the change in him. That smile had assured her that this time they would most definitely be racing after her and that pug-nose whore Rebecca would just have to find her some other man to warm her sheets. 
The game had begun.  A little earlier than she’d planned on. It had been her intention to get settled into her daddy’s house before she moved onto tormenting Brodie and Caelen, but she’d learned to adjust to the random events life threw at her. Adjust she had and the first round had gone to her. The second round?
Well, that would probably go to whoever could get to her daddy first.  Caelen had always been really good at getting her daddy to bend his way. In fact, he’d never lost an argument with Sheridan. She could only hope things went differently this time. 
Now she had money, and money bought freedom. Not to mention her daddy thought of her as a married woman…soon, sadly, to be widowed. A widow with money had the right to make her own decisions, but that didn’t change some of life’s basic tenets. 
Once Jamie stepped under her daddy’s roof, she stepped under his control. No amount of money or number of husbands, dead or alive, would change that. Her only option would be to leave or stay. Leaving again wasn’t an option, so it all came down to just what the MacAuley twins would show up demanding of her daddy. 
The white and brown speckled horse Danny rode cut off the rutted path that defined the road into town and began trotting through the green lit pastures that fed off the banks of the river. It might be a new summer, but all the old landmarks remained the same.
Jamie gave over her scheming to let the warm rush of memories wash over her. It could have been ten years ago, her sitting up front with one of her brothers taking her home. The only difference was she didn’t have to listen to one of their well-rehearsed lectures about not getting into so much trouble. 
Right around the curve of the old grove of trees, any one of her brothers would have been winding down. Except for Gillian. As the oldest, he tended to yawn on, taking his duties a little too seriously. Now, though, she couldn’t wait to show Gillian what kind of proper woman she’d blossomed into. 
Even if it was all a lie, lies served a purpose. Her family knowing the truth wouldn’t serve any good. Actually, it would do just the opposite. Not one of the men would even be able to conceive just how great her life actually turned out to be. No. They’d focus in on all the difficulties and dangers. 
Jamie couldn’t lie about that. They existed, and she confronted them, but that just made the adventure all the more fun. Once she finished, she’d be heading back there, too. All she had to do was make sure Brodie and Caelen were so focused on her, they forgot all about their plans to marry that flea-infested, light-skirt back in town. 
If she couldn’t have Brodie or Caelen, then neither could Rebecca. It didn’t matter that Jamie didn’t really want to wear their ring now. Jamie didn’t want to wear any man’s ring, but she wanted to finally know what it meant to be with one. That wouldn’t be so bad. In fact, she had very high hopes given everything she knew. 
Knowing and doing though…Jamie had tried a little here and there with other men, but it just didn’t feel right. Every time she knew she was supposed to be overwhelmed with lust, her mind just kept churning away, wrecking the moment. What she needed was a man, or two, to make her forget just how…icky sex actually could be. 
When Bridgette had written that Caelen and Brodie had built their own little cabin on the ranch and everybody expected them to marry Rebecca, Jamie realized her time had run out. Caelen and Brodie wouldn’t stray on a wife. If she ever wanted to spend a night in their bed, she had to get home. 
Now the trick would be getting what she wanted and getting the hell out of town. If Caelen or Brodie ever got a whiff that she’d never been with a man before, they might not touch her, or worse, they might force her into marriage. Neither end would be acceptable to her. She wanted to use them just as they’d used every woman before her. Then she’d walk away. Walk away no matter how much it hurt because that’s what they deserved. 
Even if they married Rebecca after she left, all three of them would know the truth. Jamie would own Brodie and Caelen, heart and soul, before she left Head of Elm. Heart and soul…
The slowing of the horse’s gallop to a trot and then to a complete stop under the strangling shadows of the forest edge had Jamie’s attention perking back to the moment. Three more feet and they’d be standing on her daddy’s land. It felt somehow symbolically wrong to be so close and to come to a complete stop. 
Casting a questioning look over her shoulder, Jamie still didn’t resist as Danny pulled her to the ground. 
 “I think Marve’s got something stuck up in his shoe.”  
It sounded odd to her, not having felt any change in the horse’s grate herself. Then again, she hadn’t really been paying much attention. Backing away as he pulled out his knife, she fully expected him to kneel down around whatever hoof needed help. Instead, the grim weight that had settled itself in her gut proved to be true once again.  
She’d been here before. “Oh, I see.”
Her calm, cool reply had the tips of his lips lifting slightly. “That’s not normally the response I get, but having known you these past two weeks, I’m not surprised.”
That made her sigh. She’d heard that line before and it always amazed her. If these men paid so much attention to her, then they should know what they were about to get themselves into. Not that she expected him to see reason, but as a matter of habit, Jamie offered up a little advice. 
“You do know this isn’t a very wise thing to do, don’t you Danny?” 
That got her a laugh, not the easy one she’d come to know, but a much colder, jaded sound. “And why’s that?”
“Because Brodie and Caelen ain’t but minutes behind us.” If she’d told him it would end with him carrying one of her bullets off into his bleak future, the boy wouldn’t have believed her.  
“Now that’s a normal response,” Danny smirked. “Are you going to beg too?”
Jamie gave him one sharp, shake of her head. “Nope.”
“You gonna be a good girl and save me from having to cut you by getting undressed for me?”
Like that would happen. He about made her laugh, but she checked the impulse and went with another crisp cut of her chin. “Nope.”  
Danny didn’t look disappointed, despite his sigh. It took practice, unfortunately, for her to stand her ground so well as the boy walked up on her. Settling the sharp, cold edge of the knife right against her throat, Danny’s hot breath washed over her as he leaned in to ask, “Wanna reconsider? ‘Cause you know I kind of like cutting women.”
She didn’t doubt him, but that threat didn’t dip her smile a bit as she leaned forward. Dumbass expected her to say something, and that’s where he made his first mistake. Instead of whispering lewd nothings in his ear, Jamie tucked her chin down in a quick motion and gave him a mouthful of teeth as they clamped right down on the thumb of the hand holding the knife. 
Danny hollered in pain. Jerking back, his arm lifted and the knife slid right over her cheek. The slice burned, but the pain got overwhelming as Danny snarled and tackled her. Going down beneath his weight, she still tried to bite whatever she could, scratch wherever she could, reach and kick whatever got in her path. 
Once she hit the ground, though, the game turned as the foul man above her began grunting out threats and obscenities while he clawed at her clothes. Jamie didn’t let up with her struggles, but they became a concerted effort to keep him distracted as she bent up her right knee and stretched her arm downward. 
Danny didn’t delay like some, and she could feel the pops of the pewter buttons as the waistband around her pants began to loosen. With her left hand she dug her nails in behind the tender curve of his ear and ripped with all the strength she could. Danny howled in pain, twisting in a blind attempt to save his ear. 
The slight shift of his body weight gave her the room to reach down with her other hand and grasp at the Derringer tucked into her boot. Even as the cold butt of the gun pressed into her palm, Danny snared the hand clawing his ear. 
His fingers tightened down over her wrist, squeezing hard enough to make Jamie bite her lip. She wouldn’t cry out. She’d never give him that satisfaction. Even if he did break her arm.
Jamie didn’t wait for that to happen. Not bothering to aim the gun at him, she folded her fingers around the heavy chunk of metal and used it as fortification for the punch she clipped his other ear with. It jarred him hard enough to have him rolling further off her. 
She took that space to jam her knee into his groin, even as she leveled another heavy-handed punch right into his gut. The two-tiered hit doubled him over and he rolled free of her completely, if only temporarily. 
Jamie didn’t waste a second and scrambled toward her feet. She’d barely gotten to her knees when Danny’s hand clamped back onto her left arm with a growl. This time his jaw cracked beneath the blow of her punch. She knew it’d broken, even as his head snapped back in a spray of blood that spat from his lips. 
Jerking free of the fingers that had gone slack around her arm, Jamie made it to her feet this time as Danny groaned in the dirt. No sympathy, it took all her strength to just splatter his face with dirt as she fired only a warning shot into the ground beside his head. She’d like to take the damn thing clean off, but killing a man always led to more trouble, and she didn’t have Robert out here to deal with the mess. 
 The bullet did its job and got the bastard at her feet to focus through the pain on her, or more specifically on her gun. Either way, it worked for her. Taking a deep breath, she gave him a cold smile, knowing that the game had not wholly been won yet. 
“I told you this was unwise, Danny. Now I ain’t gonna tell you again. The next bullet goes to the groin. Don’t doubt I won’t leave you here to die slowly just like that.”
He didn’t. She could tell that in the way he stiffened up. Rolling to a sitting position, he crawled slowly backward. 
“I can see in them squirmy little eyes you thinking dumb thoughts, Danny. You done this before, I can tell. Now you know I’ve done it too, so don’t make no mistake. I’ll shoot you, boy.” 
“You better, bitch,” Danny snarled back. “’Cause one day, I’m going to pay—”
He should never have told her to do that. The first rule of running a parlor house was to never make a threat you couldn’t deliver. The rule of the west, never pull a gun unless you were willing to pull the trigger. Both had become instinct to her. 
“You fucking bitch!” Danny screamed as his hands clamped down on his thigh, the blood already starting to seep through his fingers. She’d taken a chunk clean out of his tender skin not inches from where she’d threatened to do him harm. 
“I didn’t have to miss.” Jamie shifted her aim ever so slightly. “And I won’t if you call me a bitch one more time, boy.”
That had Danny going real still. He believed her that time, or maybe he realized just how serious the situation was about to become. Echoing into the sudden silence between them came the rumblings of thunder pounding through the forest fast and hard. 
 
 
 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 3
 
Brodie and Caelen broke over them like a tornado in the middle of a sunny day. All chaos and motion, horses stomping and snorting as frenzied shouts ripped through the air. Danny got clobbered about the same second Jamie felt her feet levitate right off the ground. Two strong hands lifted her clear off the earth and shook her like a twig in the wind. 
“Why don’t you ever listen?” Brodie’s heated breath washed over her like the crash of a wave. “You are the dumbest woman I ever met and stubborn in your stupidity. All you had to do was listen, but no. You just bound and determine to be difficult in the face of reason, and now look what happened! Don’t you realize you could have been killed? Killed, Jamie. Well, I ain’t going to let that happen. I have had enough.”
Before she could level him with a response or even attempt to make sense out of Brodie being the one yelling at her and Caelen giving Danny the beating, she ended up flattened. Jerked into his bear hug, Brodie about squeezed the last puff of air out of her lugs with his massive arms. It outright hurt, but strangely enough made her feel safe at the same time. 
Then he went right back to screaming at her, shaking her. Brodie couldn’t seem to make up his damn mind whether he wanted to tan her ass or squeeze the very life out of her. Ending the second round of roaring with yet another bone crushing hug, he started right back up on his tirade a second later. 
It about made her dizzy enough to throw up. By the time Brodie had worn himself down enough to let her stand on her own two feet, Jamie could only do so in a daze. Her ears rang with his shouts, her mind raced to make sense of all the many varied threats he made even as her body tried to right itself in a world no longer whirling around her. 
Her momentary disorientation gave Brodie all the sense of command he needed to revert back to acting like he owned her. Straightening up, he decreed that they’d finish their conversation at home, with her father. That one went over the line, jarring her from her stupor. 
“Conversation?” she shot back. “I hadn’t notice we were having one.”
“Don’t start with me,” Brodie warned.
“Why not?” Not the least bit intimidated, Jamie’s temper had her rushing right into battle without thought of the consequences. “You already started on me.”
Something darkened his eyes as his voice dipped dangerously low. “That’s one, Jamie.”
“One?” Jamie made a show of looking around. “One what?”
He didn’t get the joke. “You don’t want to hear me tell you it’s two. Now get your ass up on my horse.”
“I’d rather walk home barefoot across snake-infested fields than go anywhere with you.”  
“That ain’t the way you used to feel.”
That small reminder of the type of fool she used to make of herself only had Jamie dig down deep to find a tone worthy of her response. “That’s before I realized men like you were a dime a dozen.”
That got him, bringing his boots right to the tip of her tattered skirt. “That might be true, Jamie, but I don’t see a dozen men standing here. Just me…and one little girl. Who do you think is gonna win?”
 “Listen here, you putrid pile of puke,” Jamie stepped on his toes as she met him chin to shoulder. “Don’t think for a minute that because I ain’t got a man at my side, I can’t handle the likes of you just fine. Unless you failed to notice, it was the boy screaming in pain.”
“Unless you failed to notice, I ain’t a boy, Jamie Traynor.”
Not notice when barely an inch separated her from that hard body? Even this close, she could feel his heat seeping into her skin, infusing her blood with that sparkling rush that made her just about hum. None of that came through in her smile or her tauntingly cheery tone. 
“Not so much a man that you don’t need your brother to get the job done.”
 “And just for that I’m going to keep you too.” 
“Keep me?” Jamie laughed at that outrageous claim. “I am not some lost calf you’ve run-up on in a round-up, Brodie. You can’t just keep me.”
“I can.”
Fear. That’s what his solemn tone evoked. He only used that voice right before he delivered on a threat, but this one...he couldn’t keep her. That wasn’t the plan. 
“There is no way my brothers would let you do such a thing.”
“All your brothers but Mike have already headed north on a drive. There ain’t nothing that scrawny boy is capable of doing to stand in my way until they get back, weeks from now.”
Weeks? Talk about bad timing. “Your brothers—”
“Are on the drive. Left this morning. Other than Caelen, Linc’s the only one who stayed behind, and he’s got his hands full taking care of your sister, who’s ready to pop his pup out any day now.”
That left her father as her last defense, and they both knew how he folded. “Don’t you even think about talking to my father.”
“Your father has a right to know what kind of coward his daughter is married to. Your husband has neglected his duties, and you’ve nearly gotten raped as a consequence. It is obvious you are in need of a new husband.”
“I don’t need any man, Brodie MacAuley. Least of all, you!”
“You’ll be on your knees, naked and at my mercy, when I accept your apology for that one.”
Jamie swallowed back the full-body pop those words triggered in her. The instant heat had her going wet in places only her hand had ever managed to make feel alive. Those words did it. Just the idea made her grin.
“Naked and at your mercy, Brodie? You sure you’re man enough to take up that challenge now?”
Not bothering to argue it a second longer, Brodie’s only answer was to turn and swagger off toward his horse. In less than a second, his steed began mowing through the field, aimed right for her daddy’s house. 
Son of a bitch! She’d let her hormones run her mouth wild without thinking. Now he’d get to her daddy first. With Brodie talking about keeping her, only disaster could be waiting for her at home. Her daddy would never hand her over to the MacAuley twins just for sex, but marriage…
Already worn through by Danny and Brodie, Jamie rallied what little sanity she had left and turned to confront Caelen as his shadow moved in to consume her. Customary hands on hips and an unusual scowl on his face, he just shook his head sadly.
 Opening his arms without a word, he offered her the old childhood shelter she’d always sought when life went awry. Old habits may fade, but some never truly died. The urge to find the comfort she knew existed in his hug overwhelmed any greater need to prove some point. With a whimper, she stepped into his embrace and snuggled herself right into her old spot as his arms tightened around her. 
 Caelen had always been her safety blanket. Even if he had ripped that security away the last time she’d ever seen him when he’d sided with Brodie and turned his back on her. That didn’t change this moment and how it felt just like all the old ones—safe. 
Comforted by his scent, caressed by the soft cotton of his warn shirt, intoxicated by the feel of his strength beneath, she could have existed in the security of his embrace for a lifetime. With a sigh, he rubbed his cheek into the top of her hair. Her bonnet had been loosened with her scuffle with Danny and lost completely during her one with Brodie. 
“You really do know how to make a mess, don’t you, darlin’?”
Jamie sniffed and let go of the past. She’d been nothing more than a little girl pinning all her hopes on her heroes. Jamie knew different now. She took responsibility for herself and her future. A future she didn’t intend to spend locked under the control of Brodie and Caelen. 
“And I know how to clean them up. Say what you want, Caelen. I was handling this one just fine without your interference.”
“Explain it to your father, girl.” That traditional response came along with his well-known, broken-down smile. 
Despite her intentions to remain as in control as she did when she ran her business, Jamie felt herself crumbling beneath that look. It almost horrified her to hear the mutter come from her own lips. “All Brodie’s going to do is upset my daddy because there ain’t nothing he can do.”
Caelen pursed his lips as if he gave that any consideration before shrugging. “You really got to consider the ramifications of taking that stance. If you’re saying that you are the person in charge of you, well then you are only as strong as you are alone, Jamie.”
“Don’t doubt that I don’t know that, Caelen.”
 
* * * *
 
For a moment, the vision before him wavered into memories of the past. Brodie had always been good at upsetting Jamie. She’d get that pout on her lips before she gave him the big-eyed, lost look that wore down his resistance. That had been then, though. 
Now, she didn’t try to manipulate him but looked off toward the horizon that Brodie had disappeared into with an air of determination. It unnerved him because he knew well just how hard Jamie used to push, and he felt pretty sure she pushed harder now. 
Five years back, Caelen had sided with Brodie and turned his back on Jamie to save her from the erotic games they liked to play with their women. It had been hard enough to control the impulse, but with her like this, it would be impossible. The very idea of having Jamie in his bed only fed the darker reaches of his wickedness. If she pushed now…
 “And just what is it you’re going to try and talk my father into this time, Caelen?”
Certainly not into what he truly intended to do to his daughter. Not that Sheridan would get in his way. All Jamie’s dad could do was make things more difficult for him and Brodie. The more difficult they got, the more delights Jamie would suffer when it came time to bow down. 
Those truths wouldn’t convince Jamie to just accept their fate but probably make her even more determined to drive him deeper into the erotic recesses of his imagination with her redoubled resistance. Better for the little darling to just avoid the argument, especially with the last battle still lingering over her in a fine layer of dust.
 Her perfect curls now clumped in disheveled balls and the crisp cut of her outfit hung tattered and wrinkled from her body. A disheveled mess, just like she’d always been. Swiping a patch of dirt from her chin with his thumb, he pointedly changed the conversation. 
“Maybe you ought to clean yourself up a little before we get you home.”
Jamie’s look only hardened at that comment. “I have a right to have a say in my own future, Caelen. I’m not a little kid anymore. If Brodie has something to say about me to my father, then I should have the chance to defend myself.”
The stubborn tilt of her chin only added to the sweetly earnest look she pinned on him. It had been too long since he’d shared these kinds of moments with her. Too long and now…now they could end just the way he’d dreamt of. 
Cupping her frowning face between his palms, he stepped right into the question that parted her lips and sealed it inside with his own. Just as sweet as he’d dreamed she’d be. Caelen took his time, savoring this first kiss that had been years in the making. Exploring the soft recesses of her mouth, she held perfectly still beneath his hold until he started teasing her tongue into playing with his own. 
Then like a humid day giving over to the rain, she collapsed against him. All soft curves melting into the slow, sensual dance of a woman in need, she tempted the savage man buried in his soul. Like a primitive call, her teasing motions made him burn with the need to feel her skin to skin with nothing barring the delicious friction of her motions from scorching him alive. 
Caelen almost gave into the urge to drag her to the ground and claim her as his, but a cold wash of reality chased the liquid heat of need down his spine as her lips clamped around his tongue and sucked. Tendrils of flames licked over his balls, even as the sure knowledge that another man had taught her all these tricks had them shriveling back up under the cold reality that he’d let that happen. 
The sudden, painful lash of jealousy had him releasing her lips. He shouldn’t blame her for what was his fault, but that didn’t stop the anger from tightening through his gut. The glazed look of desire in her big, honey eyes didn’t help at all. It only served to make him wonder if she responded to him or if her husband had trained her well enough to respond to any man. 
The insecurity made him gruffer than he should have been as he released her. “I guess we should get moving if you wanna catch up with Brodie.”
Jamie blinked and bit her lower lip as indecision danced in her eyes. His decision not to mention the kiss apparently made her mind come to the same conclusion. “What about him?”
She nodded toward where Caelen had tied up the bloody and bruised man to a tree. He didn’t bother to look in the same direction. “If he don’t find help, he’ll be dead by morning.” 
 “I guess we’ll leave it to God then.” 
 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 4
 
Jamie’s heart raced faster than Caelen’s horse as the massive beast galloped full-speed to catch up to Brodie’s. Catching him would only rile the demon inside Brodie, only make things harder once they all crashed into her daddy’s door. 
That guarantee shined in the dark look he shot her from under the brim of his hat as Caelen’s horse pulled alongside his. They made it, just in the very nick of time, clearing the first fences of her daddy’s ranch side by side. 
Over the past weeks of travel, Jamie had envisioned this moment in so many ways, and Brodie’s grim disposition didn’t ruin it for her. Savoring the thrill at being enveloped in the comforting landscape of home, Jamie smiled as she scanned the pastures.
 Taking in all the changes, it pleased her to see all the old, familiar cluster of buildings containing everything from chicken coops to barns and even a few houses for people to live in. Gardens and corrals tucked in between the wooden structures, as stray trees peppered the yards with cherished spots of shade. 
The dogs that normally spent their day riled with excitement, herding anything that would run from them, had piled into a large pack under one such tree. With the ranch calm and quiet, they roused slowly from their nap to take note of the intruders galloping through the fields. It took a moment, but once one hefted itself to its paws and gave a questioning bark, the rest followed suit. 
From sleep to a full-on frenzy, the dogs came nipping at the horses’ heels before they’d cleared the half of the distance to the large house sitting in the center of the pasture. Well accustomed to dogs, the horses still snorted and stomped in annoyance as the pack surrounded them. Seconds later, the entire mess pulled to a stop at the foot of her daddy’s porch. Yapping and hopping with glee at having caught their prey, the hounds pooled underfoot, trying to figure out what to do with it now. 
That was their problem. Jamie had bigger ones-- ones that soared over six feet and surely weighted in at over two hundred pounds each. The easier of the two at least let her slide free to hit the ground before him, but not before Brodie. His boots had already started to pound through the dirt, but the dog pile got in his way with their exuberant greeting. 
Jamie took the advantage to rush up the porch steps, fully intending to get through the front door and lock Brodie out.  She didn’t make it but to the top step before the door flew open and Sheridan Traynor stood there staring at her with a startled scowl on his face. “Jamie?”
“Daddy,” she cried, throwing herself against him to give him as big a hug as she could. “It’s good to see you,” she gasped as she tightened her arms as hard as they could go. 
He didn’t return the gesture. Still stuck on shocked, he braced his hands on her shoulders, forcing her back far enough so he could double check just who had called him Daddy. “Jamie?” 
Though he had the right to be surprised, his reaction still came in less than she’d imagined. “Aren’t you happy to see me, Daddy?”
“Uh...yes, yes. Of course.” Sheridan recovered from the stiff confusion that had held him long enough to give her a hug of his own. “It’s just an unexpected surprise is all, but there isn’t any way I wouldn’t be happy to see my baby girl. Now let me…what happened to you?”
“What? This?” Jamie looked down at herself as if in surprise that her father would even notice her rumpled and torn appearance. “It was nothing, just a little—”
“No, it was not nothing,” Brodie interjected. He lashed onto Jamie’s arm as he spoke, stepping up even as he dragged her away from her father. “You will not believe what your daughter—”
Jamie cut Brodie’s argument off by sticking a foot out and tripping him. She added a shove against his back to make sure he went down face first onto the porch deck. Jumping back before he got crushed by Brodie’s massive falling weight, Sheridan turned shocked eyes on his daughter.
“Jamie!”
She ignored her father to deliver a swift kick to Brodie’s ass before he could roll over. “I’ve had just about enough of you, Brodie MacAuley. This is my life, and I’ll thank you not to go putting your nose in it.”
Brodie responded with more than just an aggressive snap back to his feet.  “That’s two.”
 “You’ve done your good deed for the day, Mr. MacAuley,” Jamie retorted with a total lack of sincerity. “Now I’ll thank you very much to leave so that I may have some privacy for my reunion with my father.” 
 “I’m not going anywhere, darlin’.” Brodie almost seemed to grow before her eyes as he flexed every muscle. He was no doubt trying to restrain whatever barbaric impulse had just entered his head. If her daddy hadn’t been standing there, Jamie might have been in serious trouble. “Not until you answer some questions and I have my own private conversation with your father.”
Like a damn dog with a bone, she wished she could just smack him on the nose to get him to drop it. “Questions? I don’t owe you any answers. You’re not my husband.” 
“And just where is he?”
“That’s none of your concern.” 
Brodie’s nostrils flared as he snarled with barely leached ferocity. “It is my concern when I have to risk my own neck to rescue his stupid, little wife.”
Jamie gasped at that and reeled back. “Excuse me, but you didn’t rescue me. I rescued myself. I don’t need to be rescued by some overgrown, egotistical, whiny little pansy to ride in and take all the credit.” 
“That’s three.”  
“Enough!” Sheridan cut Jamie’s comeback off before she even got the first word out. It pained her, but her jaw clicked closed even if her mutinous gaze never wavered from Brodie’s glowering one. “You two are giving me a headache.”
“See?” Jamie pounced on Sheridan’s comment. “You’re bothering my father, now leave.”
“I said enough, Jamie, and I don’t think it’s all that odd that Brodie would have some questions about your sudden appearance. I have some questions.” Sheridan’s eyes narrowed on Jamie’s appearance. “Though I think first, perhaps you should freshen up.”
“And leave you alone with these two so they can poison you against me?” Jamie snorted. “I don’t think so.”
“We’re just going to tell him the truth,” Brodie snapped back.
Jamie gave him a dirty look for speaking. “It’s in how you tell it.”
“Then tell it in a way that doesn’t make you look stupid!” Jamie’s spine stiffened at that, but Brodie obviously didn’t care. “Go on, tell him.”
“I plan to, but you know it has been a long day, and it would be nice if you gave a lady a moment to relax before you bullied her, you…you bully.” Damnit! She knew how to give a man a better putdown than that. He just had her so flustered. She felt like screaming. 
“Fine, then I’ll tell him.”
That did it. The reigns of her control snapped, and she did just what she felt like. Screaming at the top of her lungs, she released all her pent up fear and anger in a blood-curdling shriek that had all three men flinching as they hastened to cover their ears. She didn’t stop until the emotion wore itself out over her parched throat. 
With a deep breath, she gave one final sigh and straightened the tails of her vest with a sharp tug. “There, I feel much better now.” And she did.
“You a crazy lady,” Brodie spat.
“And you’re a stubbed-dick bastard who screws with the lights off to keep the women from laughing.” Ah, there. That felt good. 
“Jamie!”
Whoops. She’d forgotten about her father, and there would be no excusing that language. 
“Apologize now,” her father demanded. 
Not that she would, but Brodie beat her to the punch in responding. “I ain’t going to be accepting no apology on your steps, Sheridan. Jamie knows what I want.”
And he thought she wouldn’t say it in front of her father…damnit, he had it right, too. Instead of giving him the shock of his life, and her daddy a heart attack in the process, Jamie ground her teeth together as she tolerated her daddy doing what she would never. 
“Brodie, I am sorry.” Sheridan gave her a warning look. The one that told her he expected her to speak now, but she kept her lips defiantly closed. That led her father to the ‘wait until we’re alone’ look before he cut his gaze toward Brodie. “I really don’t know what has gotten into Jamie, but you can rest assured I will be handling this matter.”
“I know what’s gotten into her,” Brodie grunted and Jamie rolled her eyes. Here it came. “It’s that’s husband of hers. The man ain’t doing right by your daughter.”
Her father puffed up slightly as he silently weighted that. Her father didn’t know anything more about her supposed husband than what she had written him. That had been very little, given how easily a lie could trip up another one. She could see it in her father’s eyes. He had just realized that fact.  
It didn’t surprise her what words followed. “Jamie? Just where is your husband?”
Jamie didn’t want to answer that question in front of Brodie and Caelen, but they’d left her little choice. Lifting her chin, she responded with the sure knowledge that what she had to say would change everything that came next. “I’m afraid he passed away, Father.”
That had been her brilliant solution. Despite his threats, Jamie didn’t believe that Brodie would have touched her as long as he thought she had a husband, so… “He had a riding accident almost a year back and never recovered. It was a very difficult time that I don’t wish to discuss.”
No husband, no virginity, the barn door was wide open. 
“You didn’t mention this in your letters over the past few months.” Not an accusation, but confusion clouded her daddy’s features. 
“I didn’t want to worry you. After all, there was nothing you could do. I had to settle out his estate and ended up with enough of an inheritance to do with my life as I wish. I just thought I’d return here for a visit before settling down back East.” 
Being enough of an explanation, her father fell to her lies. Giving her a smile, Sheridan finally came forward to wrap a protective arm around her shoulders. “I am truly sorry to hear about your husband. I’m sure it has been a very stressful and long journey, so why don’t you come on in, and we’ll get you freshened up.”
As good as strength was, playing weak and vulnerable had its uses for a woman. Especially when dealing with a father. Jamie let him escort her into the house, not even bothering to look back to see how Brodie or Caelen had taken the news of her widow status. 
 
* * * *
 
Sheridan waited for his daughter in her old bedroom, honoring his promise not to talk to Brodie or Caelen before she’d finished washing up down the hall. It might have been five years since Jamie and the MacAuley brothers had tangled, but they’d fallen right back into old habits, as far as Sheridan could tell. 
It wouldn’t be long now… Sheridan didn’t doubt that Brodie intended to push, manipulate, or out-right demand his daughter’s hand in marriage. That’s probably what had Jamie all in a twist. If Brodie expected to win his daughter’s heart over, he better be willing to pay a high price. 
Sheridan expected that’s what Jamie had honestly come back to collect.  He knew his daughter well enough to know how her grudges worked. Five years wouldn’t have made the hurt go away. Just the opposite, it must be well hardened with anger by now. Not that Sheridan would approve of Jamie’s need for revenge. 
He’d seen Brodie and Caelen being raised from babes, and knew them just about as well as he did his own sons. Those two had spent the last five years regretting letting his Jamie go. The day after she’d left, their faces had lost that light, the intensity had hallowed from their gaze. It had been a stark contrast from vital men strained taut with the anticipation of the day to the lifeless shells that simply went about it. 
The two of them had grieved for his daughter long enough.  
Of course, Jamie wouldn’t see it that way. God help the twins if she got wind of the rumors about Rebecca and them. Yeah, he’d heard the whispers that Brodie and Caelen were preparing to settle down with Rebecca Boyd. He’d even believed them. At some point a man had to be practical, and after five years with Jamie settled in her own marriage, Sheridan wouldn’t have thought twice about Brodie and Caelen wedding Rebecca. 
Now though, he doubted that day would come to pass, though a wedding would surely be happening in the future. Wouldn’t that be nice? Then he could have all his children near to where he could keep an eye on them. If any child had ever needed firm supervision, it was Jamie. 
With as many boys as Sheridan had, Jamie had still been the one to get in the most trouble, the most scrapes, sustain the most injuries. That had been half the justification he’d used five years ago to convince him sending Jamie East would be a good thing. He’d rationalized at the time that the men would be better suited for Jamie there, and his brother had always been a lot more proper than even Sheridan. 
It seemed like the perfect solution, but he should have known that anything Jamie pushed for would end in disaster. Now it seemed so clear to him that’s just what happened. His little girl needed a man capable of keeping her safe, capable of controlling her. Whatever city gent Jamie had married obviously hadn’t been up to the task. 
How easy would it be to just give over to Brodie and let the man assume the role he should have taken five years ago? 
The click of the door knob shifting drew his attention up. He watched the vision his daughter had grown into enter the room with a confident, almost regal bearing she’d never possessed before. Jamie stepped over the threshold wearing an old calico dress Bridgette had left behind. Somehow, though, she turned the faded, warn garment into a sophisticated gown just with her posture and strut. 
“You look lovely, honey.” Sheridan rose to greet his daughter with a hug he just needed to have. “Absolutely beautiful.”
“Thanks, Daddy.” Where normally a giggle or a smart comment would have crossed her lips, Jamie’s response held all the restraint of a woman unaffected by the compliment. Releasing him, Jamie offered up a true smile. “It feels really nice to be out of those dirty clothes.”
Sheridan sighed at that, wishing the conversation could stay pleasant, but knowing it wouldn’t. “About those dirty clothes, Jamie.”
With a wrinkle of her nose, she separated from him, moving toward the window. “There isn’t half a story there. Not near what Brodie would have you believe.”
“You know, darling, I couldn’t help but notice the way you were carrying on with him. It kind of made me wonder…”
That had her head snapping to the side to pin him with a hard look. “Wonder what?” 
“You can act all cool and controlled now, but I saw that fire in your eyes when you were going at Brodie,” Sheridan argued before she could deny his statement. “I’m not the only one who you came back to see, am I, Jamie?” 
He caught a flash of something in her gaze, something dark and painful, before she turned back to staring at the fields beyond the plate of glass. “Brodie’s always been good at ticking me off. I wouldn’t read anything more into it than that.” 
She was being stubborn and Sheridan knew he wouldn’t get much further with Jamie on his own. It had been easier with the boys because he understood what they said, even when they didn’t say it aloud. Girls, though, were different. 
Bridgette and Jamie had never been competitive or aggressive with each other the way his boys had. Despite the wide differences in their dispositions, they’d always been closest of all his kids. Losing their mama had just tightened the bond and Sheridan knew that Jamie wrote more often to Bridgette than even him. Maybe that’s what she needs, her sister. 
“Fine, then. You don’t have to tell me,” Sheridan let the subject go. “You understand this, though, right here, right now, Jamie. You are in my house, and I wouldn’t be tolerating any more of your disrespect to my guest. Is that understood, young lady?” 
“Yes, Daddy.”
She didn’t sound the least bit sincere and in all honesty, Sheridan really didn’t know what he’d do if she disobeyed. Jamie had outgrown spanking and as widow with money, he really didn’t have any say in her life. That didn’t change that he was her father, and he’d decide what was best for his daughter. 
 “Okay then, tell me why you’re so mad at Brodie?”
Even without him in the room, the man riled his daughter out of her calmness and back into her old self with a snort. “Because he’s an arrogant, controlling bastard, and I’m sick to death of him sticking his nose in my business.”
“You been gone for five years.”
“So?”
“Before that it was you always sticking your nose in his business.” 
“I knew it,” Jamie snapped in disgusted. “You’re going to take his side.”
“I didn’t say—”
“You always take his side, and it ain’t right.” Not willing to be consoled, Jamie launched herself into a well-worn tirade. “I’m your daughter, but you give that wart-dicked—”
“Jamie.” Sheridan glared her back to silence, outraged at the language she’d used twice now. “Did I not just say that you will respect my guest?”
“He’s not in the room.”
Sheridan wouldn’t nitpick that fine point. Instead, he went with the only threat he could think of. “And do you want me to go give him whatever it is he’s waiting to ask for?” 
Sullen and pouty, her chin dropped to her chest. “No, sir.”
“No, and you’ll keep that in mind when you make a formal apology to Brodie for saying what you did on the porch.”
“Yes, sir.”
 “All right then, you might as well fess up now, and tell me what ugly story Brodie has waiting for me.”
That got a smile back on her face. A very big one that fairly glowed with an innocence Sheridan didn’t believe for a second. Still, he didn’t object as she moved in to take his arm and lead him toward the edge of the bed. 
“Well, Daddy…”


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 5
 
Brodie didn’t even bother to wonder what kind of rosy image Jamie painted for her father of the day’s events. It might have taken her over an hour to have her say with her daddy, but it wouldn’t take him more than ten minutes to get Sheridan to see things his way. That didn’t make the waiting any easier. 
As the minutes ticked by, Brodie grew more and more convinced that Jamie dragged it out to encourage his impatience. The little brat probably hoped she could tempt him into doing something rash, but Brodie’d grown up a little since she last knew him. No longer the wild hothead he used to be, instead Brodie took the time she gave him to lay out a plan with Caelen. 
The little vixen didn’t know what a gift she’d actually given him, because he could still be kind of rash. Caelen didn’t talk him out of his need for revenge or his lust, but he managed to temper them with the assuredness that he could revel in both emotions at the same time if only they got Sheridan to shift his daughter over to their ranch. 
Then they’d have little Miss Jamie all to themselves. Caelen’s plan even held the element of surprise to it. No doubt Jamie was spending all her time trying to convince her daddy not to give her to them. Well, that wasn’t what they were going to ask of Sheridan. At least, not directly. 
Finally, the old man appeared, turning the corner on the den’s door as Brodie measured himself out a shot of whisky. Without a word, he walked right up to take the drink right out of Brodie’s hand. Throwing it back, he had it waving in front of Brodie just a blink later. A silent demand for a second, Brodie filled the glass up a little higher, more than willing to get Sheridan liquored up if that increased their chances of riding out with Jamie that evening. 
The second glass got carried over to the large chair reserved just for Sheridan. Settling into it, the man appeared his age as tiredness and concern etched his wrinkles deeper. Finally with a sigh, he opened up the conversation. 
“Jamie’s settled down for a nap now. I got a bell on her door, so we’ll hear her just fine if she stirs.”
Neither one of the brothers responded to that, recognizing just how important showing the right amount of respect was. Instead, Brodie brooded by the mantle while Caelen perched with the same tension at the edge of his seat. There would be no easing the stiffness holding their muscles taut until Sheridan agreed to Caelen’s and his plan. 
After a deep breath, Sheridan’s gaze finally lifted to meet his a second time. “Okay. I’m braced. Why don’t you tell me the real story behind this boy Danny?”
“What did she tell you?” Caelen asked, drawing Sheridan’s somber look in his direction. 
“Well, she said he seemed like a very nice, proper young man, which I take to mean she thought he was weak and easily manipulated. She said it was her own exuberant anticipation that made her reckless enough to accept his offer of a ride to the ranch. Given that she said you were both rude and insulting when you approached her in town, I take it to mean she agreed to go with this boy out of rash spite.”
“And did she tell you just how determined she was not to listen to reason,” Brodie demanded, feeling the hot smite of his anger boiling anew as he considered just how close Jamie had come to harm. “Did she tell you I told her it wasn’t safe and that we’d bring her home?”
 “Those are not the kind of details my daughter focuses on,” Sheridan retorted with a hint of dryness. Brodie could never tell if the man found humor or despair in his comments. 
“That boy was no good, Sheridan,” Caelen added in softly. “He intended to do more than just rape your daughter. He intended to make her suffer.”
A roll flexed over Sheridan’s muscles, and Brodie could well imagine it came from the same place his did—a deep well of anguish at the very idea of Jamie suffering. “And did she lie about liberating herself before you arrived? Even shooting the man?” 
Since he couldn’t say no, Brodie’s agitation just intensified. “She got lucky.” 
“Or maybe you trained her better then you knew.” There came that odd sense of mirth in the old man’s response. It was there and then gone as he looked back at Caelen. “Either way, it appears after all these years, I find myself having to extend a lifetime debt for seeing to my daughter’s safety.”
“It’s a debt that could easily be paid by simply changing her title to my wife.” Caelen pressed for their ultimate goal, but it didn’t surprise either brother when Sheridan resisted. 
 “And why should I even consider that option?”
Caelen set his empty glass down very carefully on the table before responding with slow precision. “I think you need to face the honest reality that Jamie needs a husband to keep her safe. A strong one…preferably two.” 
Sheridan didn’t even consider that for a second. “That’s her decision to make, Caelen. If you want her hand, you’re going to have to find a way to get her to give it to you.”
“Your opinion does hold sway, Sheridan.”
Sheridan finished off his drink before settling his glass onto the table. “Five years ago, you hurt my daughter something bad. Maybe that don’t mean much to you two, but it means something to her and to me.”
“We did what was right,” Brodie shot back, not about to be taken to task for standing with honor. 
“Right for who?” Sheridan returned.
“For her…and don’t give me that look, Sheridan. Five years ago you agreed with me.”
That got the old man out of his seat. “Five years ago I was afraid of what you might do to my daughter. Now I am afraid of what you did do.”
“I didn’t do anything.”
“You broke her heart.”
Caelen intervened fast before either Sheridan or Brodie’s temper turned the conversation away from their goal. Not that Brodie would lose this battle, even if it came down to a matter of force. 
“Maybe we did,” Caelen offered up as a compromise. “Maybe we treaded too heavy on Jamie’s tender feelings five years ago, but you got to ask yourself, Sheridan, what price are you willing to pay for that sin? What price are you willing to let Jamie pay? ‘Cause we both know that as angry and hurt as she is, she’s going to make trouble. It’s already started, and she almost already paid a very high price.”
That had Sheridan’s jaw tensing as he breathed out in annoyance. “You don’t have to tell me about my own daughter, Caelen. Nor do you have to tell me how to keep her safe. I am her father.”
“And you’re here pretty much alone. Nobody but Mike around to help you rein her in and run this ranch for how many weeks?”
Sheridan’s brown eyes narrowed dangerously. “And just where are you going with that?”
“I’m just thinking, Bridgette is about to have that baby any day now,” Caelen drawled. “It seems to me she might like to have some company, especially female company. I mean, she’s kind of grumpy with just us guys around.”
“Tending to her pregnant sister would keep her busy enough to stay out of trouble,” Brodie weighed in. Drawn back to the plan by Caelen’s calmness, his aggression faded back into pure tension as he waited for Sheridan’s response.  
He might have had white hair and been a man, but Sheridan shared his daughter’s tendency to turn that stubborn chin defiantly up. “You do have a point. I guess I could bring her by during the day.”
“You never know when a baby is going to come,” Caelen retorted instantly. “They can drop in the middle of the night, and if that happens, I’m sure Jamie would be a great comfort to Bridgette during the birth.”
“Besides, you don’t have the men to spare to run Jamie back and forth every day,” Brodie added. 
They hesitated again, giving Sheridan the opportunity to protest or accept. He did neither. Instead he lifted to his feet as he swiped his glass off the table. “I need another drink.”
“Let me,” Brodie stepped up.  
“You do realize that even if I agree to this, that won’t save you once my boys and your brothers return,” Sheridan commented with a touch of smugness as Brodie poured his drink. “If you don’t have my girl wed by then, they’re going to put a hurt on you and then try to get within a foot of her.”
“Sheridan, I’m going to have that girl of yours married by the end of the week.” Brodie handed him the double shot of whiskey. “I’ll have her pregnant by the time all them boys return, and just think how much a baby will force Jamie to settle down.”
Sheridan smirked at that. “You have a long way to fall, Brodie.”
“Is that a yes?”
With a lift of a brow and a slight shrug of his shoulders, Sheridan caved. “I think it might be wise for Jamie to go spend some time with her sister.” 
“Of course.” The agreement came easy to Brodie’s lips, as did the smile. He’d deliver Jamie to her sister, right after he wore the stiffness paining his dick out.   
 
* * * *
 
Jamie pushed the peas around on her plate, not bothering to eat one. Despite the hunger grumbling in her stomach, she didn’t dare take a bite of the meal her daddy had laid out for them. To a man they expected her to brood in her seat in silent defiance of her father’s decree. A sullen protest, that’s what the old Jamie would have given them.
The new Jamie secretly smirked. They thought they were so smart. Brodie and Caelen had conned her dad not into giving her to them, but to her very pregnant sister who probably wouldn’t be up to the task of keeping an eye on Jamie. There could be no doubt just what kind of mischief Brodie and Caelen planned get into behind Bridgette’s back. 
Let them try. Jamie had learned one important lesson from all her time in the parlor house, men suffered more when their lusts were denied. All she had to do was give them enough, just a tease here and there to keep them in a riled state that would sooner or later boil into painful need. Then they would break and that could only happen faster staying over at the MacAuley ranch. 
Brodie and Caelen had inadvertently solved her main problem, how to stay close to them. Her daddy had given her the opportunity, but more importantly, he hadn’t given the MacAuley brothers any direct authority over her. 
The only thing that got to her was the idea of actually having to help her sister give birth. It would be small and petty to walk away from Bridgette in her time of need just because she felt uncomfortable, but that didn’t stop her from feeling a little anxious. Just another new experience to add to this adventure. 
It would be added soon, too, from what her daddy said. Hell, it could happen tonight, thanks to Brodie and Caelen’s insistence that they head for their home this evening. Well over a two hour ride, the summer’s sun gave them the light to be able to push for the late ride. Jamie knew what really motivated their rush. She could see it in the scorching glances they sent her way.  
Brodie and Caelen hoped to sneak her past Linc and Bridgette under the cloak of darkness. Instead of taking her to the main house, they’d probably ride right to the little cabin Bridgette had told her they’d moved into. Let them try. 
“Jamie,” her daddy leaned in from his post at the head of the table. “I’d feel a little better if you actually ate something.”
“I’m not hungry.” Cold and hard, she made that statement with an unflinching look as she stared down her own daddy, a perfect imitation of her childhood sulk. 
The difference came from her father, who didn’t instantly chastise her but instead covered her hand to give it a little squeeze. “Come on now, honey. You’ll be all worn out for your reunion with your sister if you don’t get some food in you.”
“It’s going to be dark when we get to the MacAuley ranch, Dad. Bridgette will probably be worn out herself.”
Sheridan sighed that long suffering sound that he used to try to guilt Jamie out of her foul mood. “Well, at least seeing your sister should put a smile on your face.”
“It’s not my sister that puts a frown on it but the company she keeps.” Jamie couldn’t help but to follow that comment with a resentful glance at Brodie. “It’s a little foul by my standards.”
This time her dad’s squeeze pressed the bones in her hand together. “Jamie, do I have to remind you that you will be a guest in your sister’s home?”
“No.” Even if she only pretended to bend, the pain to her pride had her honestly muttering. “Sir.”
“And what kind of behavior does a proper guest display for her hosts?”
“To be gracious and smiling.” Now she couldn’t even look Brodie’s way, assured that he had his gloat on. 
“And isn’t there something you have to say to Brodie?”  
“I’m sorry I called you,” her father’s hand tightened in warning, “what I did, Brodie.”
Sheridan’s response came instantly, with the cut of disproval in his tone. “That is not how an apology is given, Jamie Anne Traynor. Now, I want you to look that man in the eye, and give him the sincere apology he is due.”
Growing with the help of a deep breath, Jamie straightened in her seat and lifted her gaze back to meet Brodie’s sparkling one. Oh, he loved this moment. The very fact of which made it that much harder to give it to him, but she tried. “I’m really sorry, Mr. MacAuley, that you’re a colossal ass, and I can’t stand you.”
 “Jamie!”
“It’s all right, Sheridan,” Brodie cut in with laughter tinting in his voice even as his gaze darkened on her. “Jamie just needs a little time with her sister. I’m sure Bridgette will remind her of just how a proper lady is supposed to act.”
“A proper lady would have already shot you in the balls,” Jamie grumbled, completely forgetting her dad’s hold on her hand in the moment of rash temper. “Ah! That hurt.”
Turning insulted eyes on her father, she snatched her hand back. 
“And it’s going to hurt more if you need a spanking to remind you how a mature lady acts.”
That threat had her bristling and challenging her father as she never before would have dared. “I am mature, mature enough to know my own mind and to be honest to it.”
“Then you’re mature enough to accept the consequences.” Not the least bit impressed with her justification, Sheridan laid down that threat without skipping a beat. 
Jamie snorted. “I’m a little old for your paddle, Father.”
“But not for Brodie’s.” 
Her eyes went wide and straight for the cocky cowboy sipping milk at the end of the table. “He doesn’t have the right.”
“Your insults to him and the fact that you are going to be living beneath his roof will certainly give him that.”
“Anything of his that touches me will be cut off.” 
That’s all she had to say about that.
 
* * * *
 
  Caelen watched Sheridan’s concerned gaze follow his daughter as she stormed from the room. 
 “Let it go, Sheridan.” Brodie echoed Caelen’s thought as he set his glass of milk down. “She’s just running a little hot. She’ll cool down in time.”
“Running hot is no excuse for that kind of language or behavior,” Sheridan shot back. “It really makes me wonder about this husband of hers that let my daughter turn into such a…”
“Bitch?” Brodie offered. 
“I would have said feisty,” Sheridan growled. “And lest you thought I was serious, don’t you dare go raising a hand to my daughter.”
Leaving the two of them to argue it out, Caelen slid his chair back as quietly as he could. Sheridan had to have noticed him leaving in the same direction as Jamie, but he didn’t speak up, and Caelen didn’t hesitate. He found her, not surprisingly, where she’d always stormed off to in a snit—the barn, petting the horses. 
“You always knew how to make an exit.” Caelen settled along the stall gate right beside her. Tucking in his elbows, he leaned back against the slatted wood to glance around the bar, pointedly ignoring looking right at her, just as she did him.  
“Really, Caelen, you can’t see how bad an idea this is?”
He didn’t even have to think about that one. “Nope.”
“Me living not a hundred steps from your front door?”
“The only problem I see is that you think you’re not going to be living inside my door.” Caelen turned his chin to cast her his signature grin. 
She met his smile with her own overly sweet one. “My daddy is sending me to my sister, Caelen. Not to you.”
“I guess we’ll see how that works out, won’t we?”
He’d sensed all through the meal that she didn’t really have any heat under her scowl. Jamie had just been keeping up appearances for her daddy. Now, she couldn’t stop her laugh at that question. “You don’t know what you are getting into, Caelen MacAuley. I’m going to make your life a living hell.”
“Is that what you think, darlin’?” 
Caelen curled around her, caging her against the stall. To her credit, Jamie didn’t hesitate as she stroked down the horses muzzle. That didn’t mean that she could hide the sudden tension in her shoulders or the way her breath caught. Caelen noticed it all, and it made him itchy in the worst way. 
“I’m really going to like watching Brodie tan your hide, just as much as I’m going to love watching him spread your legs wide and pack your little cunt full of dick. I like watching, Jamie. It makes me hunger, and just when Brodie’s had his fill,” Caelen dropped his tone, “it’s going to be me who makes you beg for mercy.” 
He could smell her heat dripping right down those creamy thighs. Sweet honey and all he had to do was thrust a hand up her skirt to be touching it. Before that urge could overwhelm him, Jamie turned. Her body might have been primed, but her gaze remained focused as did the taunting smile at her lips. 
“Really, Caelen, it doesn’t shock me at all that you need your brother’s help to make a woman beg.”
He felt his ears go red with that one, but he let her go as she shouldered through his arm to strut off. No, his response to that challenge would be better served off her daddy’s land or at least not where Sheridan could interfere. Instead of chasing after Jamie, Caelen focused on getting the horses ready. 
As he worked, he plotted. It bugged him that Jamie never saw him as half the threat she did Brodie.  When it came to sex, Brodie actually tended to be a much more straight-forward lover than Caelen. Caelen kind of liked to play with his dinner before he ate it and he had a whole two hour ride with nothing to do but toy with one sassy vixen. 
 


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 6
 
Caelen couldn’t have been harder by the time Sheridan escorted his daughter toward the waiting horses. It made it damn difficult to sit still in his saddle, though no amount of shifting made it comfortable. It would be a pain that he’d bare for two hours, but on the other end, he’d have all night to exhaust it. 
Despite all the assurance of her gait and all her earlier antagonisms, Jamie was worried. It showed first in her gaze and second in the way she stopped. 
“Two horses?” Jamie turned that question on her father. “Why don’t I have my own horse?”
“Because you don’t have a horse, and I don’t have one to spare.”
Jamie couldn’t argue with that, nor could she make her mind up of which brother would be less a threat, as both Brodie and Caelen waited for her to make a decision. As he expected, she ultimately decided Caelen would be less likely to molest her during the ride. 
He had to grin at her naiveté. Her ignorance didn’t last longer than it took for him to use the hand she offered to lift her up and settle that soft, plump ass right down over his burning erection. Several layers of clothes might have separated them, but that didn’t comfort her enough to stop her from sucking in a deep breath and stiffening straight up. 
Before she could offer an objection to her father, Caelen kicked his horse into motion. “No time for second chances, darlin’.”
“What do you think you’re doing, Caelen?” There could be no masking the alarm in that question. 
“Having a little fun.” 
“Damnit, Caelen—” Whatever threat she’d been intending to make, it disappeared under her shriek as he hefted her straight out of the saddle. With the horse still eating up land as fast as it could, Caelen turned Jamie mid-air. It gave her quite a startle and she came back into his lap already fighting. 
Pure heaven, that’s what having her pressed up against him felt like. All her squirming just made it better. With every clomping step of his horse, Jamie’s curves slid and rolled over him. From the puckered tip of her breast pressing into his chest, to the thick odor of the sweet cream merely a layer of denim away from his engorged cock,  all her feistiness did was make her hotter and him harder. 
“Damnit, Caelen. Let me go.” 
“Why?” He drawled, leaning back slightly to stare down into darkening eyes. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To test your endurance against my strength and see which one of us begs first. Or have you started to realize you ain’t never had a chance of winning?”
That stilled her and had her chin lifting. “Fine, but there are rules—”
“There aren’t no rules, darlin’. That’s what makes it so good.”
Unimpressed by that guarantee, her gaze sharpened slightly. “I am not having sex on a horse.”
Now there’s an idea… “Not ever?”
He expected an immediate agreement, and it tilted there at the edges of her lips. “Not today.”
Caelen grinned. “I think I can live with that, darlin’, but when we get to the ranch, I’m going to be spreading those legs and burying myself between them, and you ain’t going to be denying me. Just so you know.”
Jamie’s smile slipped right against his lips as she stretched up to whisper into his kiss. “We’ll see about that.”
Yes, she would. Caelen didn’t argue it. He could see the speculation in her eyes and knew she wanted to push him into being harder, rougher with his need. It dawned on him just what Jamie’s dangerous game was. The silly little woman thought she could rile them up and then still have the strength to deny them. 
It could actually happen that way if he let her push him into rushing, fumbling, being too rough to bring her right along with him to the desperate moment when only one thing would soothe his burning flames of need. So he gave her just the opposite and returned her kiss with a soft, gentle brush. 
Back and forth, light and sweet, he lured her eyelids into fluttering closed and her lips parting in silent invitation under his. The nectar of the gods. It became a whole lot harder to hold back as his tongue slid in to take a drink from the warm well of intoxicating sweetness. 
And for the gods an erotic treat. Even as his tongue slid over hers, it curled around his, licking straight down the sensitive side. In a mating ritual as old as time, they dueled with sensual motions that had Caelen groaning. Slow to start, Jamie ripped a canon ball of fire straight down his spine when she sucked him just as she’d done before. 
This time, he didn’t care who had taught her that move. All he could think of was devouring the soft woman so willing in his arms. Harder, hungrier, the kiss raged out of control as his fingers dented into her hips, holding her still for the grinding thrust of his hips. 
His cock was one big ache, and he cursed the clothes between them. This just wasn’t enough, nor were the tiny giggles coming from the back of her throat. The happy murmurs solidified his need to break the spine of Jamie’s defiance. 
He wanted her to melt beneath him as a woman should and not stubbornly insist on being contrary. From this day forward, she would carry his brand. Burned deep into her soul, Jamie would never forget who she called master at the end of the day. 
With that intent in mind, Caelen slid one hand boldly between her legs to let his fingers curl around and cup her mound. Jamie squeaked and jerked as she gasped.  
“Caelen.”
He ignored her startled protest, intent on making her do a whole lot more than gasp. He wanted the plains to echo with her screams so that to a man everyone knew just who owned Jamie’s passion. Pressing his middle finger right into the fabric covering her crotch, it slid in as the swollen folds of her pussy parted. Her heat soaked through and warmed his finger as he began sliding it right up and down her slit, rubbing against her little clit in a way that made her gasp and her nails bite into his arms. 
“Damnit, Caelen!” She must have really been scared and, therefore, very close to losing control for her protest now. “This isn’t decent.”
“There ain’t nothing decent about the things I want to do to you, darlin’.” Caelen nuzzled his lips through her curls to torment the tender skin of her neck while he growled out all the very indecent things he planned on doing to her and he didn’t intend on waiting until they got home. 
With his one hand holding her up while he continued to tease her trapped clit, Caelen slid his other one up to undo the buttons along her collar. As each one popped free, his lips dipped to greet the freshly revealed skin. His finger caught the lacy edge of her camisole and ripped right down the front as he continued his way lower. 
Jamie tried to resist. As her body trembled and arched into his touch, she managed to pant out insincere complaints. Even that token dissolved as he nuzzled through the part he’d made in her shirt to capture the burrowed tip of her breast. He kicked Chester into a faster race as he matched the stallion’s frantic rhythm with both his tongue and his finger. 
With the single determination of a hound herding, Caelen drove her mercilessly straight up the steep cliffs of ecstasy. Catapulting her right over the edge, he released her tit to watch as Jamie came undone. Grunting and shuddering, she denied his deepest need. 
Wickedly relentless in his intent to rob the will right out from under her spirit, he wanted to hear her scream, feel her nails clawing at him, to watch as all the stubborn bull-headedness melted away to leave the very wild, sensual woman Caelen knew lurked inside. 
She’d showed him that side once, and it had tempted him into throwing over almost every value and moral he held dear. Now, nothing stood in his way, nothing but her riding skirt and bloomers. Not bothering to waste time on fighting her clothes, Caelen released his grip on her mound to slide his hand back over the plump curve of her rear.
For a half a second, Jamie slumped into him, boneless and content with her release. The slip of his callused finger tips under the hem of her clothes electrified her spine with a surge of stiffness. With a jerk, she straightened, her gaze snapping with alarm to his. 
“Caelen?” 
He didn’t reassure her anxious whisper. Instead, he responded by savoring the feel of her soft plush skin beneath his bare hand as he palmed her ass before dipping back into the hidden well of her desire. The liquid proof of her release greeted him as he strummed his fingers through her soft curls to part her swollen folds and touched for the first time the sweet, intimate flesh that should have always only been his. Jamie responded instantly. 
“Caelen! I don’t…” Her honey eyes went wide before dropping under the effect of his thumb brushing over her clit. The tiny motion stole the voice from her objection, smothering out her words with a whimper. “I…oh…I…no, don’t—”
She gasped for the objection, releasing it with a mew as he sunk one finger all the way into her tight channel. The velvety walls of her sheath clamped down like a vise on that lone explorer and about made Caelen’s eyes roll back in his head. Never before had he delved into something so amazingly snug. His dick pulsed with the very idea of how all that heat would feel wrapped around his length. 
 It would have been so easy to take that moment now, but Caelen held back as he felt the crisp lines of her nails begin to bite into his arm. Slowly he stroked his fingers into her, thrilling at the true moan that escaped her lips. She still fought him, but the strength of her resistance trickled away with the rolls of sweat that began to slip from under her hair. 
Steadily, he pushed her further, stretching her wider as he filled her rippling sheath with even more fingers. The tender bud of her clit trapped beneath his thumb, Caelen unwound her bit by steady bit, until resistance faded and all that remained was a wanton woman riding his fingers.
Caelen smiled as she bit him on the shoulder and pumped her hips hard in obvious demand. It took two hours to get home and maybe, just maybe, he’d give her another release along the way, but she’d have to beg for it. Otherwise, he didn’t see any reason to give her ease from the need he planned to keep her in for the next two hours. 
By the time he got her back to his cabin, she’d be more than willing to go down on all fours and recognize him as her master. 
 
* * * *
 
 By the time the MacAuely’s ranch appeared like a toy against the horizon, Jamie was ready to do just about anything Caelen told her to do. All he had to do was ask, then wait for her to mop herself off his lap, which wouldn’t be happening until the mush re-solidified into bone and muscles.
All she needed was just one moment to breathe without feeling his hands in places she should have never agreed to let him touch. What a fool she’d been to ever think she could come back here and teach them a lesson about desire. If only Caelen’s touch had been skin deep, then maybe she could have enjoyed the moment without losing herself in it. 
It would be dangerous to forget that Caelen wasn’t just trying to seduce her into his bed, for he was trying to lure her into matrimony. Even if by some miracle Caelen and Brodie’s feelings for her ran deeper than lust and general affection, it still wouldn’t change that she had a life to return to. A life that she enjoyed. One that she controlled. 
The silent litany of positive reminders worked better than anything at getting the blood to flow into her head instead of her loins. It helped, too, that Caelen abandoned her tormented flesh for a more decent hold as they rode past the corrals and fences that marked the MacAuley ranch. 
Even with the sun dipping into the horizon, she could feel the tension coming into his muscles as his chin shifted in the direction of the main house. He was worrying over his brother and the fact that enough light remained for Linc to get a glimpse of her. That’s all she needed to know to formulate a plan of just how to save her ass before Caelen and Brodie hustled it into their cabin and had their way with it.  
In a repeat that could have been the same moment over, a different pack of dogs roused themselves from a sleepy pile to rush forward with an enthusiastic welcoming. The racket would only aided her cause. The big hounds clustered around the horses, clogging the way and slowing the horses down. She could have easily slipped from the saddle and landed without injury. 
Five seconds, that’s all that separated her from that future. Jamie tried to make the most of the moment, landing on her feet before Caelen only to come up against Brodie.  Two against one made it an unfair game, but Brodie didn’t look like he cared about fairness, as he loomed right over her. Even in the fading light, she could easily read the intentions tenting out of his jeans. 
An impressive bulge by her reckoning, not that she got much of a glance. Jamie didn’t even have a chance to take a breath before the determined cowboy started to drag her through the dirt and right toward the door Caelen rushed forward to open. Once she cleared that threshold, she’d be doomed, and Jamie knew it. 
She couldn’t stop them with her own strength. The hitching post she latched onto as they went by helped. Even managing to get a leg tucked in beside it, she yanked Brodie to a sudden stop. 
“What—” His growl drowned out under the frenzy of the dog pack as it rushed in like a wave, washing over them and breaking Brodie’s hold on her arm. 
Free, Jamie didn’t hesitate. “Bridgette! Link! Help!”
Matching that shout with a rush, Jamie hauled ass across the yard. 
 “Damnit, Jamie! Get back here!”  
Thrilled at the mid-afternoon game of chase, the hounds clogged the distance between her and Brodie. Snapping and jumping, becoming determined to trip her up, they presented an entirely new obstacle. 
“Bridgette!” 
A set of paws coming down hard on her right thigh sent her reeling to the left and stumbling to the ground as she tripped over another dog. Even as she hit and rolled, she could feel the cold snouts nuzzling her as the pack happily tagged her as ‘it’. 
“Get back! I said get back,” Brodie snapped as he cleared the pile of stinky, slobbering beast away from her. “I said go on, get.”
With whimpers and pouty looks back, the dogs slowly trailed off across the yard, leaving her to deal with Brodie all on her own. 
“Bridgette! Linc!”
“Damnit.” Brodie snatched her right off the ground. “Will you stop with that?”
Jamie twisted in his hold and kicked at his legs as she screamed for his brother. Brodie grunted and muttered obscenities, ripping at the bandana around his neck. Her roars for Bridgette got clogged in when he stuffed the dirty, sweaty piece of cloth in her mouth. Instantly she reeled back, trying to spit it out, but Brodie had quicker hands. 
He tied the knot so painful that her hair got pinched and bunched. Clawing at the damn thing, she didn’t offer up much resistance as he lowered his shoulder into her gut and lifted her clean off the ground. Not until the world spun upside down did she even take note of his audacity. Giving up the fight for the gag, Jamie concentrated on pummeling his back with her fist.
When that failed, she reverted to pinching him — hard. 
“Aw!” Brodie flinched as he shouted, nearly banging her head into the side of the door. Like the crabs she’d seen back east, Jamie didn’t let up. “Ah! Damnit, Jamie, that hurt!”
Brodie had the audacity to actually sound insulted. That only fed her sense of injustice and the strength of her clenching fingers. This time, they curled into fists as he dropped her to her feet and saved his ass from further injury. Tending to his assaulted rear with a soothing rub, he glared accusingly at her. 
“There ain’t no call to go acting all crazy and becoming all violent.”
Jamie sacrificed the strands of hair and gave up clawing at the knot on her gag to just rip the thing right off her head, spitting out, “I’m violent?” right along with the foul taste of the rag. 
Whipping at his arms, Jamie let all the frustrated desire of the past two hours loose as she came at him. “I’m violent? Well you ain’t seen nothing yet, Brodie MacAuley.” 
Brodie reeled back, holding up an arm to save his face from being smacked by his own bandana, complaining as if she were the insane one in the room. “Damnit, Jamie. I’ve had just about enough of this tantrum.” 
 “And I have never in my life been treated with such disrespect, you ball-less baboon! I am not some half-cent whore you found wondering around a gold mine to be pawed at by you and your brother, nor am I some errant rustler to be gagged with your filthy, sweat-soaked rag and carted around like a sack of grain. You want to see violent?”
Brodie snatched the bandana right out of her hands as he straightened over her. “That’s it.”
It certainly was. Before Jamie could consider that Brodie wasn’t some up-start client, she treated him to the full-on, Madame Jamie’s temper. Plucking an apple right off the center of the table, she cocked Brodie hard in the stomach with a reinforced fist. 
The cowboy’s eyes bulged slightly. Whether in shock or true pain, she didn’t know. Grunting out an explicative, he bent over slightly. A motion she helped carry him to the ground with a hard shove. Toppled over at her feet, Jamie finally felt a little humor seep into her system. How long had she waited for this moment? Oh, but did it feel good. 
Good enough to relish. “I am sick to death of you already, you horny-dicked meddler. Always sticking your nose in my business, dragging me all around, bullying me like some bitch you’ve bought and paid for. Well I ain’t no man’s breeder, and you go take your stubbed-cock back on over to Rebecca Boyd’s place.”
The mention of the widow had her humor vaporizing under a harsh flash of painful rage. “Didn’t think I knew about her, did you? You must have been dumb lucky to find a woman blind enough to willingly saddle herself to that wilted dick you got because trust me, honey, I know what a real man looks like, and I ain’t gonna saddle myself to no two-inch tool that needs his brother’s help just to get the job done.”
 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 7
 
That had been a step too far. Jamie realized it about a second after the words broke the air. Her lips snapped down as her cheeks puffed out with the rest of tirade trapped in. Caelen couldn’t see Brodie’s expression from his position, but he figured it out easily enough as blushing flames ate up Jamie’s cheeks. 
With a shriek, she chunked the apple at his brother, knocking Brodie square in the forehead as he scrambled to his feet. The apple plunked to the floor and rolled toward Caelen’s boot, as Brodie shoved it away in his scramble to make it to his feet. 
Shaking off the hit, Brodie crashed right through the line of chairs Jamie whipped out as she went screaming around the table. She even managed to whip one right into his shin as he came up hard on her heels. The chair cracked under the impact, making Caelen wince in sympathy as he cleaned the apple on his sleeve. 
Careening off at the edge, Jamie rushed toward the door and freedom…and Caelen, who waited for her to recognize his presence. Her boots skidded on the hard-wood floors as she pulled up suddenly, taking in his relaxed posture as he barred the door merely by leaning against it. 
 “Please, Caelen.” All sweetly desperate with her soft voice and her sad eyes, the little darling even added a plaintive grip on his arm as he bit down into the apple. Oh, she did look so sweet it about tempted a man to agree to anything she wanted, but Caelen knew better than to fall for that look.
Swallowing down a chunk of apple, he gave her a not so reassuring grin. “Sorry, darlin’. You’ve earned the spanking.”
Jamie drew back, cringing under the weight of Brodie’s shadow as it came full-mast over her. Big, honey eyes full of true alarm, her lips quivered as her wavering voice repeated that. “Spanking?”
“And that’s four.”
Just like that, they flashed back into motion. It was like watching a scene from the past, as Jamie tried to take off in another screaming run. Brodie snatched her right off her feet in a whirl of fabric. She hissed, cussed, and fought him every step of the way. Nothing had changed but the ending. 
This would be the first time Brodie disciplined Jamie as their woman, the idea of which made Caelen kind of hard. Given his nearly painful state of arousal for the past two hours, that little extra swell mad him suffer like he never had.  It had already been a near thing on the ride, and more than once, he’d wondered if he’d disgrace himself by seeding his own damn jeans. 
It was a problem he currently faced, as Brodie began tearing Jamie’s clothes from her body. It had been five long years since he’d had anything other than memory to put that thrill in his stomach. While he might have had his hands all over that sexy, little body for the past couple of hours, he hadn’t actually gotten to see much.
Now he got the full show as Brodie released her to run naked for cover. No doubt they both like watching Jamie’s little rump swaying with each step, but when her hand closed over the door knob, Brodie brought the fun to an end. 
Sweeping her off her feet, he carried her back toward one of the chairs. There was just something very delightful about an armful of squirming, naked woman, Caelen thought as he chewed. All those soft curves shifting, giving him naughtily little glimpses at the brown curls covering her mound or the puckered, pink nipples crowning those gloriously round breasts…
Caelen shifted, giving up the fight with the ranging tyrant in his pants. Ripping open the line of buttons, he gave the beast some room to breathe. What it really wanted, though, was to be petted, and Brodie didn’t help any when he laid the girl over his legs. 
She bit him right on the calf, hard from the way Brodie’s jaw flexed. His brother endured it all with a grunt. Keeping a firm hand on her lower back, Brodie held her in position as his other hand raised. In position, but not still. Those curvy legs kicked and flailed, parting to give Caelen the best view of a lifetime and making his fist clench around his cock. 
At this pace, he might not be able to wait for her. Even as much as he knew that should shame him, Caelen just felt too damn good to care. It figured then that the door would get shoved into his back hard enough to make him give an inch. 
With a growl, Caelen fumbled to the side as he tried to get his pants closed. Linc barged in at the same instant a piercing scream echoed a sharp crack. Shocked or horrified, Caelen didn’t know, but Linc froze with nearly a comical look of disbelief. It was all the second Caelen needed to shove his older brother right back out the door and slam it as another howl followed in the wake of a second hard smack. 
Caelen didn’t say a word, just finished buttoning up his jeans before leaning back to guarded the door. Before him, Linc had been rendered mute or too full of responses to pick one. They showed, though, as his face twisted with confusion, and he started to speak more than once before finally closing his eyes and taking three very loud, very pointed deep breaths.  
 When his eyes opened again, his brother’s gray gaze focused on him with a clarity of indignation well cemented by a now rational mind. Linc’s slight smile didn’t fool Caelen in the least. Linc was pissed and intending to bring down hell over his head. 
“Hey Caelen, you want to answer me a question?” 
“Hmm?” Caelen raised a curious eyebrow. 
“You want me to go ahead and shoot you in the balls now?” Linc didn’t look like he was kidding when he leveled the question at Caelen.
 “I really wish you wouldn’t.”
“Oh.” Linc nodded as if accepting that. “Well, then maybe you’d rather go explain to her just what’s going on here.” Linc pointed to the woman way across the yard. Wrapped in a blanket and glaring at him from across the distance, Caelen shivered at the sight of Bridgette MacAuley. 
“Yeah,” Caelen drawled, looking back at his brother. “I don’t want to do that either.”
“Well, I can’t go up there and tell her what I saw unless I shoot you in the balls first, ‘cause you know that’s the only thing that’s going to save mine.” 
 
* * * *
 
Jamie bit back into Brodie’s leg in a vain attempt to smother the moans cresting the waves of pleasure that rolled through her body. They frightened her with their intensity, with the horror that she actually like this. Being splayed out naked over Brodie’s hard thighs made her feel vulnerable. Just like she’d felt five years ago, but this time the need, the aching pain of lust in her stomach, was much, much worse.  
As delicious as the sensations were, the overwhelming power made her feel out of control. Uncertain and unnerved by her body’s response, Jamie couldn’t help but be frightened of the power that Brodie wielded over her. It didn’t matter if she knew better. She’d do anything he asked just to find the end of the frustrating mix of emotions seeping out from her body in waves of heated cream. 
It made her whimper in a plaintive plea for just one more when all his hand did was smother possessively over her ass. Brodie, on the other hand, sounded calm and reasonable, even as his hand dipped down between her thighs to brush through her swollen folds and tease her with a little reminder of all that she’d already endured. 
“I don’t know what kind of games your former husband put up with.” 
Jamie’s head dipped up and sucked a breath in with an audible rush, as he pushed two wonderfully thick fingers into her clenching cunt.  
“But I ain’t one to put up with a whole lot of nonsense. This marriage is going to work based off of one rule and one rule only. We command, you obey. Understand?”
He instructed her even as he fucked her, leaving her absolutely no will power to deny him. The only piece of dignity she had left to cling to was barely strong enough to keep her from moaning as he fed her a delicious three-finger stroke. 
 Jamie released his leg to gasp as her eyes widened over another unexpected blow to her ass. Like a gunshot, it shrieked fiery flames right up her spine. A second wave of intense pleasure chased at its heels, convulsing out of the very center of her womb as her sheath tightened down, and she sucked hard on his fingers. 
“Understand?”
“Yes.” Dignity be damned, she couldn’t deny this. 
“Okay than, I’ll trust in your word…for now,” Brodie added on with a grim tone. 
It matched the motion of his hand as he slid his fingers free. They traced a sticky path between the divide of her rear to pause at her backside’s threshold. Every muscle in Jamie’s body tensed with alarm, as her mind raced to figure out just what he was threatening with that ‘for now’. Surely he didn’t intend to—
“Relax,” Brodie’s voice turned calm and reassuring as he ran a soothing hand up her spine. “It’s all right darlin’, just relax. I ain’t going to do nothing to you that you won’t enjoy.”
Jamie couldn’t stop trembling. The tension vibrated in her voice as she whispered, “promise?”
“I promise, Jamie. I ain’t never going to pause you pain,” Brodie swore solemnly. “You believe me, don’t you?”
“Yes.” Despite the fact that her ass still burned from his punishment, she did. Brodie hadn’t hurt her, just the opposite. 
“Good then.” Brodie began to press one finger right through her clenched muscles as he continued talking. “Then trust this, darlin’. One day you’re going to take Caelen and me both into this little body of yours, and you’re going to love it. There ain’t no pleasure better for a woman than being packed in on both sides. It’s going to drive you wild, but first we gotta get you stretched. Now this don’t hurt, does it?”
“No.” The word barely broke the air, she let it loose so softly. It didn’t hurt. It felt a little strange and highly embarrassing. All of that sparkled though with a fine sheen of pleasure or perhaps pressure, she couldn’t really tell as Brodie began stroking that finger into her. 
It wasn’t the same as when he’d done that to her pussy, but it wasn’t bad either. Jamie arched and moaned slightly as she flexed into the motion. Her squirming brought a chuckle from Brodie, as he slid his hand free. The pat he gave her ass felt almost like an approving pet. 
Jamie’s whimper froze on her lips as a red slash of fading sunlight suddenly split wide over her, and the image of brother-in-law, Linc, popped out of nowhere. 
“What the hell are you doing?” 
 
* * * *
 
Brodie released Jamie to go running, screaming for cover as he lifted off the chair to echo his brother’s roar. Not that he expected an answer or intended to give one, other than with his fist. That’s just how he collided with Linc, who went charging off after Jamie. 
Brodie might have had pure mad and a bucket load of hormones driving him, but Linc still had thirty pounds on him. Almost bouncing off his brother’s chest, the only thing that stopped Linc was annoyance. 
“You son of a bitch!” Linc spat at him right on the tails of a shove that had Brodie given over an inch. 
“I’m the son of a bitch? You’re the one ruining my good time.”
“Your good time with my sister.” 
That shrill accusation had Brodie going cold and his dick whimpering back into a soft sausage. Linc’s smirk assured him his older brother enjoyed watching Brodie try to shrink before him, but there wasn’t any way to make him disappear. Sucking it up, Brodie turned to watch the pint-sized barrel storming his way. 
Behind him, Caelen limped into the threshold, and Brodie didn’t doubt whatever ailed him, Bridgette had delivered. Not any less shy about delivering a punch than Jamie, Bridgette’s had the advantage of actually hurting. 
“And just who was having that good time, Brodie MacAuley?” Boom. Walking right into him, she used his future niece or nephew as a battering ram, bumping him back as she bounced the hard belly into him. “You or my sister?”
“I wasn’t doing anything to Jamie that she didn’t like,” Brodie defended himself, but found it awfully hard to match the statement with a firm tone while Bridgette continued to bear down on him. 
“Is that so? Well then why isn’t she standing out here defending your sorry ass, Brodie? If you so innocent in all.”
That had a little heat pumping back into his blood. “Maybe because she’s embarrassed that her kin would barge in on such an intimate moment.” 
“Oh, don’t you take that tone with me, Brodie. I ain’t in love with your sorry ass, and I ain’t got a problem seeing it whipped for what wickedness you been up to.”
Obviously she hadn’t gotten a look of just what wickedness he’d been enjoying with Jamie, which probably did save him from serious hurt. That didn’t much matter, given the pain he’d be in if Bridgette whisked her little sister out from under his roof. 
“Put your mad hat back in the box, little one,” Brodie grunted. “Your daddy gave me permission to spank her.”
“You spanked her?” 
 Bridgette didn’t focus on what he’d been focused on—her daddy’s permission. Instead, the little hellion turned, looking wildly about, probably for something to be beat him with. 
“Where is my sister?”
Even Linc got the hell out of Bridgette’s way, as she went marching for the bedroom door. His older brother sidled up beside Brodie to offer a few words of sympathy. 
“You are in so much trouble. I can’t wait to watch the pain.”
“Screw you, Linc,” Brodie muttered back. 
“Actually, Brodie, I got a wife to screw me. You’re the one who is about to be stuck screwing himself.”
Unfortunately, Brodie couldn’t argue that, as Bridgette knocked on the bedroom door. “Jamie? Are you decent?”
In a rush that had Bridgette’s hair lifting in the wind, the door flew open. A warrior goddess wrapped in a sheet breathed fire in the face of Bridgette’s intrusion. 
“Decent?” Jamie almost bowed over her sister, pregnant or not. “I am as far from decent as a woman could get. All day long, all it has been is men pawing all over me.  First from some upstart dick with a knife and then to Caelen molesting me for the last two hours on the damn ride out here to be stripped down and paddled like an errant child because I don’t want to become Brodie’s whore.” 
Linc’s hand hit his chest when Brodie surged forward on a deep breath, intending to confront that accusation. “Let it go.”
It was hard to. About the hardest thing he’d ever done, especially with Jamie carrying on an out-right lie. “And I’ll tell you why I wasn’t out here defending his sorry hide, because Daddy sure as hell didn’t give him no rights. Daddy sent me over here to be with you, but these horny dicks tried to sneak me into their place, and I tell you now, I wasn’t willing to an inch.”
“I’ll show you an inch.” There would be no holding back Brodie at that lie with nothing less than pure force. 
Linc had that.  By Brodie’s second step, his older brother had turned in front of him to use his entire body as barricade. “Let it go, Brodie.”
“I ain’t going to let nothing go. That girl is lying. Not only did her daddy give me right to see to her discipline—”
“He would never!” Jamie yelled back from behind Linc.
“—but I can guarantee you, Linc, that girl was willing to at least about nine inches.” 
“Which just goes to show how I wouldn’t be interested in you, Brodie MacAuley, because that’s a whole lot more than the two you’re packing.”
“I have had it with that mouth of yours, Jamie Traynor. If you want to see the meat, come over here and look, little girl.”
“Why did you have to say that?” Linc breathed out on an exasperated sigh a second before something hit him from behind. 
Something hurling wild, obscenity laden insults at Brodie as it tried to claw over his brother to get to him. If only Linc would have let Jamie, then they could have both put their aggression to better use, like fucking it out on the table, and he wouldn’t care who was in the room. 
“Damnit, Jamie, calm down.” 
Linc tried to reason with the unreasonable, but he quickly saw the futility of that when he turned to actually confront her. As fast and crazy as she was, Jamie almost did make it to Brodie before Linc just gave up any attempt to be gentle. Swooping her off her feet, he swung Jamie just like a sack of feed over his shoulder. 
“Okay, little one, I think it’s time we found you some proper clothes.” He’d made it halfway toward the door by the time he finished that statement. Only then did his brother seem to realize he’d left his not-too-happy wife behind.
“Bridgette?” 
Brodie admitted it. His sister-in-law scared him a little with that look in her eyes. “If I find out you harmed my sister in any way, Brodie MacAuley…”
Brodie didn’t know where that led to, but he surely didn’t want to go there. He would though. If that’s what it took to get Jamie under his roof, Brodie would have gone to hell for her. 
 


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 8
 
“I think you actually scared him, Bridgette.” 
Jamie giggled at that comment as she wrung out the sponge over the dirty water bowl before dipping it back into the bowl of clean water. Bathing off the day’s dirt and grime behind the screen Bridgette’s husbands had erected for their pregnant wife, Jamie gave into her buoyant sense of victory. 
Thank God for Bridgette. Her sister had saved her hide tonight. Better yet, she’d been the backbone to get the revenge Jamie had intended on all along. Instead of being a sweaty rag doll in Brodie’s bed right now, she was loving her freedom and the sure knowledge that both Caelen and Brodie were miserable. 
“You’re doomed.” Bridgette’s response held the old note of practicality that had always been at odds with Jamie’s over-the-moon aspirations. “I don’t know what game you’re playing with those boys or why, but you ain’t going to win.”
Jamie rolled her eyes as she finished wiping away the last of the suds clinging to her leg. “Trust me, Bridgette. There is no way I can lose.” 
That got a laugh but not a supportive one. “I’m still waiting to hear what it is you’re trying to win.”
Tying off the robe Bridgette had leant her, Jamie came around the screen to find her sister relaxed in her big bed. “Can I tell you a secret?” Jamie asked as she came to perch next to her sister’s side. 
“I don’t know.” Bridgette eyed her warily. “That smile normally means you’re going to be keeping me up with worry, and I’m too pregnant to lose any sleep.”
“But you still want to know, don’t you?” Pulling up a leg, Jamie settled in to do the one thing she’d really looked forward to the most these past five years, gossiping with Bridgette.
“Oh, go on and tell me,” Bridgette groaned, rolling her head back on the pile of pillows she had mounded up behind her. “I can tell you’re just bursting to.”
“I never got married.” Jamie couldn’t keep the thrill out of her voice as she leaned in to whisper that. It had Bridgette’s eyes popping open before they could even finish closing.
“What?” 
“Yeah.” Jamie nodded, unable to contain her excitement at finally getting to tell somebody the truth. “I never married any Englishman.”
“Jamie Anne Traynor, if this is a joke, so help me God—”
“Don’t you want to know what I’ve been doing?”
“No.”
“I’ve been—”
“No.” 
“—running a parlor house.” Jamie nodded when Bridgette’s head shook. She’d gotten her sister good this time, better than ever before. This time she’d rendered her speechless. “That’s right. You are looking at Madame Jamie, mistress of the best little whore house in town.”
“I don’t believe you.” Those words fell out of Bridgette’s mouth as if she didn’t even believe what she said. 
“It’s true.”
“No.” Bridgette shook her head. “This is just a tasteless joke, and if you don’t stop with it, I’m going to call Brodie up here to tan your hide again.” 
“But I ain’t lying, Bridgette.” Jamie tried to impart her sincerity by turning further into her sister and giving her the most earnest look she had. 
“There is no way my sister has been whoring herself—”
“Oh, good God, no,” Jamie snorted. “I’m not for sale, Bridgette. It’s the women who—”
“Jamie, you cannot be a Madame and not be a whore.” 
“Sure you can,” Jamie retorted before a shrug. “Hell, I’m a virgin and I’m a—”
“You’re a virgin?” Bridgette gaped.
“Well, I never did get married and—”
“Does Brodie know?” 
Jamie didn’t respond for a second, pointedly trying to inform her sister she’d tired of being interrupted. With slow deliberation, just waiting for Bridgette to do it again, Jamie tried to explain. “That would be a stupid thing for me to let him find out, don’t you think?”
“You better tell me just what you are up to, and you can start with how you ended up running a parlor house.”
“Well,” Jamie relaxed back, letting her eyes lift as she searched for a good starting point. No place presented itself better then the beginning five years ago. “When I arrived at Uncle Henry’s house, I found him to be in very bad health…and recently married. I guess he didn’t feel the need to tell Daddy that, didn’t want him to worry. I don’t really think he expected Daddy to send me to him either. I think he just—”
“Jamie…” Bridgette groaned.
“Okay, okay.” Jamie groused, annoyed with Bridgette for not letting her tell the story right. “Uncle married a former Madame who figured out that I’d be good for an investment a friend of hers named Robert wanted to start up.”
“Now you’re going too fast,” Bridgette complained. 
“Ah! You’re driving me crazy.”
“You’re driving me crazy.”
Jamie sucked in a deep breath and counted to ten. It helped a little, enough that she could almost offer a smile as she tried once again to appease her sister. 
“When our uncle married Aunt Elaine, she closed down her very respectable parlor shop with the best girls. Since most of her former customers tended to come from a gentleman’s club located right down a back alley, it left a sort of hole that the club’s owner, Robert, wanted filled. When Elaine met me, she realized that I was just the right kind of woman for that job.”
“Are you serious that this is not a joke?”
Jamie gave a laugh at the hopeful tone in Bridgette’s voice. “Come on, Bridgette, can’t you see how perfect this is. I got this big family of women I get to live with and get to boss men around, and the best thing is none of them dare touch me because they all think I belong to Robert.”
“Which you don’t?” Bridgette might have meant it as a statement, but it came out sounding like a question. 
“Robert likes men.” Jamie leaned in to depart that bit in whisper.
“He likes what?” 
“Men.” Jamie nodded when Bridgette just stared at her in confusion. 
“How does that—never mind,” Bridgette cut across her own question the second Jamie’s lips parted to start the answer. “I don’t want to know. I think I have enough to deal with hearing that my sister runs a whore house.”
“You don’t have to make it sound like that.”
“Why not? That’s exactly how it is.”
“No it isn’t.” Jamie scowled with annoyance. “It’s actually a very fun life. I make a good wage, and all I ever really do is throw parties and handle things when they get a little rough. Thankfully, Brodie, Caelen, and you taught me how to do that just fine.”
“Well, we certainly didn’t do it so you could end up being a Madame.”
“Come on, Bridgette,” Jamie pleaded. “I want you to be all right with this.”
“And how in the world am I supposed to be that?”
“Because I am.” That drew a frustrated sigh from her sister. The one that always said she was caving. “I’m actually more than happy, Bridgette. I really love my life…the only thing is…”
“What?” 
Jamie cast a look up at her sister as she confessed, “I’m just kind of tired of being the only virgin in the room.”
“Oh, God, no, Jamie.”
Jamie dismissed the horrified outrage of her sister’s response to continue on pitifully. “I mean, I tried some things, but…it just didn’t feel like everybody said it would.”
“Listen, Jamie, you can’t play these kinds of games with Brodie and Caelen.”
“But they’re the only ones it feels right with,” Jamie whispered back. 
“Then just marry them,” Bridgette snapped, completely unsympathetic to Jamie’s plight. 
“And live under Brodie’s rule for the rest of my life?” Jamie wrinkled her nose at the very idea. “I don’t think so. Besides, I’m just home for a visit. I’m not staying.”
“What?” That actually had Bridgette lift off her pillows in alarm. “You can’t mean to say you’re going back to that…that…”
“Parlor house,” Jamie filled in. “And of course I am.”
“That’s it.” Bridgette swung her legs off the opposite side of the bed.
“Where are you going?”
“To get Linc and put a stop to this insanity.”
“No, Bridgette.” Jamie lashed onto her sister’s arm. “You can’t. Not now. I have everything set up so perfectly.”
“Perfectly? And just what is your definition of perfect?” 
“Well, Daddy thinks I’m a widow so he isn’t worried. If you tell Linc about what I’ve been doing, it’ll get back to Daddy, and just think how that will upset him.”
“Don’t you try to guilt me, Jamie Anne Traynor.”
“And just what do you think is going to happen if you tell Linc? Who do you think he’s going to go blabbing to first?” Bridgette didn’t want to answer that, and Jamie didn’t wait for her. “Brodie and Caelen. And just how do you think they’ll react?”
 “Jamie,” Bridget sighed as she settled back on the bed. “It doesn’t matter if I tell them or not. They’re not going to let you go. Don’t you ever read what I write? You’ve come all the way back here for revenge, but you’ve already had it for five years. 
“Five years, those boys have been miserable without you and when they found out that you’d gone and married somebody else…you might be mad about what happened down by the bathing pond and jealous that they’d been rolling around with Rebecca, but they’ve suffered for those sins already.”
“Well, I didn’t get to see it,” Jamie snapped, pulling her hand free of the placating one Bridgette had put over it. 
“You’re a fool.” Bridgette shook her head. “First to think they’re going to let you walk away from them a second time and second, to even think you can trick them into taking your virginity without them realizing you’re a virgin. The whole thing is just foolish.”
“Please, Bridgette, just let me do this the way I need to,” Jamie begged.
“Fine,” Bridgette spat out with a deep sigh. Settling back into the bed, she shook her head. “It’s not like it’ll change how this is going to end. I guess if you want to make things difficult for yourself, I can’t stop you.”
Jamie smiled and stretched out beside her sister. With a nudge, Bridgette lifted her arm so Jamie could snuggle into her side. From that position there could be no ignoring the very large protrusion growing out of Bridgette’s belly. Placing a hand on her sister’s stomach, Jamie couldn’t help but give it a rub. 
“You scared?” Jamie whispered, glancing up at Bridgette. 
“A little.”
So was Jamie. 
 
* * * *
 
“Okay,” Linc stormed through the front door of the cabin already demanding things. “I want to know what you two idiots think you’re up to.”
Brodie looked over the rim of his glass and smirked. “Getting as drunk as I need to, now that you ruined my night.”
“Shut up, Brodie.” 
That came from both Caelen and Linc at the same time. Linc shot it at him as he ripped out the chair at the head of the table and plopped down. Caelen did so over his own glass. It was the one he’d been sipping while Brodie threw back four in a row. There went the fifth. 
“I’m waiting, Caelen.” Linc snatched the bottle away from Brodie while he snaked a glass for himself from the center of the table.
“There ain’t a need to get all in a twist, Linc. We’re planning on doing right by Jamie,” Caelen assured him as Brodie snatched the bottle back with unnecessary force. 
The rude move earned him a dark glower from Linc, but he let it slide. “Well, you can do right by starting with what she’s even doing here?”
“The way she tells the story, her husband passed, and she’s come home.” Caelen shrugged. “With everybody gone on the cattle drive, her daddy figured it might be better for her to spend some time with Bridgette, given her condition.”
“So Sheridandidn’t give her to you.” Linc shook his head. 
“Not exactly,” Caelen begrudgingly agreed. “But he wasn’t convinced on sending her here until Brodie promised to get her wed and pregnant before everybody got back from the drive.”
“Can’t get there without a little foreplay,” Brodie grumbled, drawing Linc’s annoyance back in his direction.
“Foreplay? That’s what you were up to? Not some good old fashion discipline?”
“Jamie earned her paddling, Linc.” Brodie roused himself up enough to straighten nearly off the table. “In one day, that woman has shoved, tripped, hit, kicked, bit, and pinched me. Not to mention all the obscenities and insults or the knife she threatened to slice my balls off with. Hell, Sheridan even threatened to put her over his knee in the middle of dinner.” 
“And Sheridan would have that right,” Linc shot back, not the least bit sympathetic. “Jamie’s his daughter. She ain’t nothing more than a sister-in-law to you.”
“She’s mine.”
“No, she ain’t. Not yet, and if you keep up on this pace, she ain’t never going to be.” 
That had Brodie looking completely exasperated. “What the hell are we supposed to do?” 
“You lie, dumbass,” Linc snapped in total disgust. “God, you two don’t know anything about catching a woman.”
“Hey,” Caelen snapped. “We do just fine, thank you.”
“Really?” Linc smirked. “And who is sharing your bed tonight? Tomorrow? Hmm? Where is this woman?”
“Well you kind of stole her from us,” Brodie snarled. “Which reminds me, I aught kick your ass for that.”
“I saved you, Brodie. The way you were going, all you were headed toward was headaches and heartaches.”
“At least my dick wouldn’t ache, and that’s all I really care about.”
“Is that so?” Linc shook his head as he shoved away from the table. “Well then, there really is no way in hell I’m going to let you near my sister.”
“In law,” Brodie added on for him. 
That earned a pause and a smirk from Linc. “I’m going to enjoy watching you two suffer for the next few weeks.”
“Son of a bitch,” Brodie sighed out as he caved back into the table. The cabin door clicked closed behind Linc, calm and soft, proving just how he meant what he’d said. It left Caelen shaking his head as he looked back over at his older twin. 
“You really made things more difficult for us with that attitude.”
“Screw you, Caelen,” Brodie muttered into the table top. 
“I don’t know why you just don’t come out with the truth, then Linc would be doing everything he could to make Jamie available to us.”
Lifting up about an inch, Brodie smacked his lips at Caelen. “I told him I’d marry her. Isn’t that enough?”
“You could have told him that you loved her.”
“So could you have.” Brodie’s forehead dunked back down. “Besides, Linc isn’t God. We’ll find a way around him. Hell, he’s got to sleep sometime.”
That last bit faded off into a deep breath as Brodie passed out right there, bent over in his seat, drooling on the table. Normally, this would have been when Caelen did the nice thing and at least stretched his brother out on the floor to sleep without getting stiff, but Brodie’s last words struck Caelen.
Linc did have to sleep. In fact, he’d probably just headed off for bed. A bed and his pregnant wife leaving his sweet, little sister-in-law in a bed all by herself, Caelen smiled at the thought. It would probably be in the room right next to Linc’s. Maybe across the hall, but sure enough, he wouldn’t keep her any closer than that. 
Waiting through the darkening of the sky to near black, Caelen plotted and planned before getting everything ready for Jamie. Assured Linc would be fast asleep by then, he headed off toward the main house wearing nothing but his boots and jeans. 
Instead of risking the long path of creaking floorboards that barred his way through the house, Caelen chose to climb it instead. It was not a particularly difficult task thanks to the wraparound porch and its lower roof line. He did crack the railing when he pushed off to heft himself onto the roof.
Tipping a look back over the edge, Caelen shrugged off the damage, even though he knew Linc would surely be pissed as hell come morning. Linc would have other reasons, though, to beat Caelen’s ass come morning, better reasons than a broken railing. 
Crawling up the steep incline, Caelen used the exterior wall of the second floor to help him gain his feet. Then all he had to do was snoop from one window to the next. Just like he thought, the room right next to Linc’s had somebody sleeping deep beneath the sheets. 
The summer heat had waned with the falling of the sun but not enough for the windows to be closed. Nothing barred Caelen from stepping right through and into Jamie’s bedroom. How easy was that? Too easy, and fate hadn’t exactly been kind to him where Jamie was concerned. 
Thinking along those lines, Caelen silently shed his clothes, intent on not giving fate any more opportunities than necessary to deny him his victory. All the while, he kept his gaze fixated on Jamie, or what he could see of her. 
Tucked completely under the sheet, only a tuff of dark hair peeked out. Just a smidgeon of skin gleamed in the night, a hand curling around the edge of a pillow with barely a finger showing. The rest of Jamie’s glorious body was hidden from his sight by the sheet. 
It bulged out bigger than his little angel, thicker. Caelen’s lips curled in wicked anticipation, wondering if she’d dragged a pillow beneath to hump out her frustration. Maybe even thinking of him, but she didn’t have to dream any longer. 
Stretching the rope tight between his hands, Caelen mounted Jamie. Straddling her side with his thighs, he settled his naked ass down onto hard bone and heavy muscle. Even through the sheet, Caelen knew in that instant he hadn’t just straddled his soft, willing woman. 
“What?” Linc groused rolling, and then Caelen’s world spun as his brother shoved him, jerking free with a roar. “What the fuck?”
Caelen tumbled right over the edge of the bed. The wrong edge, because his pants were on the other side. The ones at his nose got yanked away as Linc stormed into his own britches, still raging at Caelen.
“What the fuck are you doing here, Caelen? You better answer me, boy, before I break that stick poking up at me!” 
That threat had Caelen snapping out his momentary stupor to rush for his feet. “What am I doing? What are you doing sleeping in Jamie’s bed? Where the hell is she?”
That had been his natural response but one probably better kept to himself. It had Linc going still. “You son-of-a-bitch. That’s what you’re doing up here?”
“What else would I be doing up here?”
“With a rope no less? Is that how you intend to treat my sister? That’s how you’re going to show respect for me? Breaking into my house, tying up my sister and then what? You gonna rape her too?” 
With each accusation he thumped Caelen on his chest, backing him into the little table by the bed and around its hard corner to the open window that flanked either side of the bed. When his naked ass hit glass, Caelen had nowhere to go but forward. Thankfully, Linc’s last suggestion had Caelen mad enough to do just that.
“There ain’t going to be no rape! Trust me on this, Linc, that girl’s going to beg for it.”
“Then why the hell do you need the rope?” 
That got a momentary smirk out of Caelen as his mind dipped toward the pleasant memories of his plan. “She’d have liked it.”
“That’s it,” Linc growled. “I have enough problems worrying about my wife than you making my life a whole hell of a lot worse with all this bullshit. Get it through your head, Caelen, you ain’t getting Jamie. Not on my watch.”
“Get this through your head, Linc, ain’t nothing going to keep me from what is mine. Not you, not God, not the devil. Nothing.”
“You’re going to make this difficult, aren’t you?”
His brother sounded just defeated enough for Caelen to risk a smug grin. “I’m going to win.”
Maybe that had been a touch too much. Caelen figured yeah when Linc growled. That’s all the warning he got before two hands planted themselves against his chest and shoved. Naked and off balance, Caelen crashed right through the window and went tumbling down the porch roof to land hard in an undignified pile on the ground. 
That hurt. From the slicing pain of the glass cuts to the vibrating throb of smacking into the Earth, that really had hurt. Caelen just laid there staring up at the night and thinking that fate had gotten the last laugh. Only for the night, Caelen swore silently. Tomorrow will be different.  
That thought froze as actual laughter peeled down from the heavens above. Rolling his head on the ground, Caelen caught sight of Jamie, leaning out the window right next to the one he’d crashed through. Linc’s room. Damnit! She’d been sleeping with Bridgette, and that possibility had never occurred to him. 
Holding a candle aloft, she had another hand covering her mouth, but it couldn’t hold back the giggles tumbling madly out. With as much dignity as Caelen could muster up, he rose to his own feet and shot back a warning at her…and fate. 
“Laugh it up, darlin’. Tomorrow’s my day.”
Despite being naked, cut, and bruised, Caelen still managed a swagger as he stormed off, Jamie’s laughter rolling in his wake. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 9
 
Jamie didn’t have much to laugh about the next day. Nor any of the other four that followed. Linc’s protective attitude didn’t turn out to be as sweet as she’d thought and certainly didn’t work to her advantage in the slightest. In fact, the man had brought all of her schemes to a halt with his rules and orders. 
Brodie and Caelen weren’t allowed in the house, except for meals. She wasn’t allowed out, except for chores during the day when Linc drove Brodie and Caelen far from the ranch to find work to keep them busy and tired. Since the day she’d arrived, she might have seen Brodie and Caelen for all of an hour combined. 
Just long enough for them to glower at her with dirty thoughts darkening their gazes and putting the itchy heat back into her stomach. Jamie had grown damn tired of enduring the itch that she’d intended to make them suffer. 
Sleeping with her sister didn’t give her anytime to see to it on her own. Not that she had anything other than her own hand to play with. None of the men had been willing to ride into town to retrieve her bags. Laziness hadn’t put the chore off. To a man, Jamie knew none of them wanted her wearing her own clothes.  
An inch bigger in every direction even when she wasn’t pregnant, Bridgette’s old dress hung like curtains from her shoulder. She might as well be flat and assless, because she didn’t have even the hint of a curve to tempt her twins with. 
 “Ohh,” Bridgette groaned, drawing Jamie’s eyes over toward her. “My back is killing me today.”
“Maybe you ought to go rest.” Jamie eyed the way Bridgette rubbed her rump with concern. “Standing out here scrubbing like this can’t be good for the baby.”
“If I don’t stand out here and scrub, neither will you.” 
“I’ll do it,” Jamie snapped, more than a little indignant over the testiness in Bridgette’s tone. There were moments and times when the old Bridgette showed through, but mostly, Jamie suspected she got left with Bridgette because Linc had tired of getting bit so much. 
“Do it right?” 
“Bridgette Mary Traynor, I know how to do laundry!”
“It’s MacAuley, and since when?”
“Will you just go lay down?”
“Yeah, I’ll go, but don’t you be tearing nothing that I’ll have to stitch up later.” With that optimistic advice, Bridgette lumbered off toward the house, leaving Jamie muttering to herself. 
She really did hate laundry, but she could bear it for her sister. Bear it right up till Brodie’s shirts came to the top of the dwindling pile. He would just get a kick out of this moment if he could have seen it. After accidently popping off the buttons of Caelen’s britches while cleaning them, Bridgette had protected the twins’ clothes from Jamie’s clutches. 
Now with her warning ringing in Jamie’s head, she felt too guilty to do it again. Even if the bastard did deserve it. It would serve him right if she washed his clothes in mud…or with roses.
Snickering to herself, Jamie dropped Brodie’s shirt back into the pile and lifted up the dragging hem of Bridgette’s dress to rush into the barn. Just as it had in the old days, the massive metal tub sat in its stall with the well spigot hanging over its edge. Down the wooden side of the wall ran a ledge that held a variety of objects, one of which was the old rose soap Jamie knew her sister loved. 
Roses that would send Brodie and Caelen out in the morning with a reminder of the treat they couldn’t touch waiting for them back at home. Jamie snickered as she plucked the little jar of soft soap off the wooden shelf. Even if it didn’t prickle their desires, the girlie scent would surely rile their annoyance. 
It took her near an hour to wash their things. Jamie washed them good, real good, letting them soak in as much of the floral scent as they could before she wrung them out along the board and then to the line to hang. 
The enjoyment of her prank waned out under the harsh sun as she began to sweat over the task of emptying out the wash bins and rolling them back into the barn to be stored. Even with the stink, it was nicer in the barn. It was just a little cooler, and Jamie sighed into the stall’s side, thinking of getting herself a drink from the well before going to check on Bridgette. 
Geoffrey’s whinnying down the way drew her toward the anxious horse. Linc said they didn’t have the saddle to spare for her to go riding, but she didn’t really need one. What she needed was her bags. What Geoffrey needed was a run. There was more than enough light in the day for her to make it to Head of Elm and back. 
Just barely…and Linc will be pissed. Not that she wanted to upset that particular brother-in-law, but Jamie really didn’t want to go back into the house and spend the day getting bitched at by Bridgette either. 
What seemed like a good idea at the time didn’t feel so great nearly six hours later as Jamie finally rode Geoffrey back through the open gates of the MacAuley ranch. Drenched through to the bone, Jamie could see the pile of men waiting for her under the porch roof and knew that her that she hadn’t yet paid for her rash decision. 
It looked like a lynching party, complete with hardened gun-slingers and the full flames of the lanterns roaring boldly in face of the thunderstorm that had rolled in to blacken the plains three hours past.  If only it had kept rolling on, then she could have weathered it out under a tree.
That hadn’t happened. There came a point when she knew her arrival would be greeted with a response more unpleasant than enduring the ride through the rain. Clearly, she’d underestimated that point. 
As she drew Geoffrey up to a stop at the porch steps, Linc greeted her. Pissed beyond the ability to speak, he had that muscle flexing in his cheek when he snatched her right off the horse. Jamie’s feet never touched the ground when he chunked her over his shoulder.
Nor did she dare to make a squeak as he carried her off in a march.  She figured she should be somewhat grateful not to have to deal with Brodie or Caelen’s opinions on the matter. They passed in no more than flashes of denim covered thighs before Linc bore her right into the house.
Into the house and up the stairs, Jamie realized he hadn’t given her a reprieve a second after her feet finally touched down on the wooden floor of Bridgette’s bedroom. Without a word, he abandoned her to her fate as her sister turned from the window growling. 
 
* * * *
Brodie waited for Linc at the bottom of the steps with only one thing to say to him. “It is just beginning, Linc.”
“Shut up, Brodie.” Linc shoved right threw him as he continued on toward the door. “I don’t need to listen to your nonsense.”
“The girl’s in heat.” Trailing after Linc, Brodie intended to have his say. “She’s just going to cause more and more trouble until she gets the dick she needs.”
That had Linc turning on him right in the middle of the open front door. Balling Brodie’s shirt up in his fist, Linc snarled right in his face. “That’s my sister-in-law you’re talking about.” 
“She’s my woman, and you’re doing nothing but getting in the way.”
“You’re getting in my way.” Linc whirled him around with that one and gave a shove. Stumbling backward, Brodie probably would have gone down the steps if Caelen hadn’t shoved him back onto his feet from behind. “Now, you see your woman’s horse, and I expect those bags to be in this house before the night is over.”
With that declaration, Linc slammed the door on them, leaving Brodie shaking his head. “He just don’t want to listen.”
“Leave him alone, Brodie. He’s doing what he thinks is right,” Caelen retorted. 
“Why do you keep defending him?” Brodie aimed his annoyance with both Jamie and Linc at Caelen. “If it wasn’t for Linc, we would be tucked in, enjoying this storm the right way instead of stuck out in it.”
“Linc ain’t doing any different than we would…I would if we were talking about Bridgette. He’s just trying to do right by his family.”
“We’re his family.” 
“Give it up, Brodie.” Caelen turned to look down into the sheet of water flowing off the porch roof. “We got worse things to handle right now.”
Even with slickers on, the driving rain of sheets assured both Caelen and Brodie were cold and damp by the time they got to the barn with the horse. Brodie left Caelen to pull down the bags Jamie had piled on the old man, while he started tending to Geoffrey. The bags hit the ground with a plop.
“Soaked through.” Caelen shook his head with a sigh, before he knelt down by the bag.
“What you doing?” Brodie asked, though it became kind of obvious when Caelen flipped open the case’s top. 
“I’m just going to hang the things up to dry in here. You got to figure she can’t wear them wet.”
Brodie snorted at that. “You’re just snooping. Ain’t you outgrown looking at a lady’s drawers?”
“This is a little different than an old woman’s underlings.” Caelen held up a black, lacy corset. “Now tell me you don’t enjoy imaging Jamie in this.”
Brodie stared for a second before answering sincerely. “Nope.”
“Liar.” 
“All I see when I look at that is the knowledge that another man bought it for my woman.” Wrinkling his nose, he snatched the garment out of Caelen’s hands. A second later, the thin fabric shredded between his hands. Dropping the now rags to the floor, he met Caelen’s smirking gaze. “Now that’s more like it.”
“You can’t shred all her clothes, Brodie.”
“Why not?” Brodie eyed the open case. “It’s not like I care to see her wearing anything anyway.”
“How about we just hang her clothes to dry in here? That should compensate for us having to stink like roses for the next couple of days.”
When Caelen had a point, he had a point. Pissing Jamie off by destroying her wardrobe wouldn’t be half as fun as watching her reaction when she realized all her fine garments smelled like shit. Leaving Caelen to drape all of Jamie’s expensive dresses and underlings over the barn stalls, his brother made sure they got as close to the stink as possible without actually touching. 
That would get Jamie’s goat good. Maybe she’d do something rash…like come out of her protected cage and give him a chance to ease a little crazy out of her spirit. Even if Linc didn’t want to admit to it, the girl needed dick and not just any dick. She needed him. Until he rode all the pent-up frustration of the last five years out of that sweet, little body, she’d just get crazier and crazier. 
“Hey, guess what I found,” Caelen called from down the alley where he’d dragged Jamie’s bags off to, a little closer to the pig pen where the stench really got rank. Brodie didn’t exactly want to smell it. 
“Stockings?” 
“Cocks.” 
That had Brodie’s feet shifting through the dirt and hay floors to see what the hell Caelen was talking about. “What did you say?”
“Cocks.” This time Caelen held up two hand-carved wooden dicks to go along with his answer. “They were hidden in the folds of Jamie’s bags. There is a third one.”
Caelen passed one off to Brodie for his inspection before digging out the last one and rising to his feet. Brodie turned the thing over in his hand, feeling the grin just spread ear to ear across his face. This discovery certainly made up for any annoyance he’d had to suffer today. 
“You know what this means?” 
“Yeah,” Brodie drew the word out as he met Caelen’s gaze. “If Jamie can get off on something this skinny, she’s going to be in for a hell of shock when I pack her full.”
Caelen joined in smirking with his brother. “Kind of makes you wonder about her husband, don’t it?” 
“Guess we don’t have to worry about measuring up.”
That got an outright laugh from Caelen who got that look in his eyes. “I say we keep them.”
“And let Jamie figure out just who had her cocks? Hell yeah. I got plans for these babies.”
 


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 10
 
The next day might have dawned with the full glow of a cheery sun, but its joy couldn’t penetrate Jamie’s foul mood. Sore and worn out from her escapade the day before, her mood only soured when she found her clothes littering every nook and cranny of the barn. Not that Bridgette had any sympathy. 
Nobody did. Not for her. While Linc and Bridgette had fairly vibrated with their parental disapproval all through breakfast, Jamie also had to endure the knowing smirks of both Brodie and Caelen. The twins had been happy. Too happy, and now she knew why. 
Out came the wash barrels for a second day in a row. By the time she’d sufficiently scrubbed the grime from her clothes, her hands ached from all the work. Dry and itchy, despite the water, it put her in a mean enough mood for even Bridgette to stay clear of.  Her sister pointedly focused on her hemming as Jamie lugged her suitcases up from the barn. 
The gifts Jamie had brought for Bridgette all had to be put out along the dresser to dry. Slowly emptying her luggage of all the odds and ends she’d packed, something finally became obvious. Snapping the lid of her bag closed in alarm, she drew Bridgette’s. 
“What? Did they pee in your bag too?”
She’d meant it as a joke, but Jamie couldn’t smile right then. “They took something.”
“Hmm. What? A pair of your stockings?” That made Bridgette smile with a sigh. “Men.”
If only it had been something so frivolous. “Well, I’m certainly not going to let them keep them.” 
Jamie surged to her feet with that proclamation, intent on storming down to their cabin immediately. 
“What?” Bridgette looked up. “What did they take?”
A blush tinged her cheeks and sharpened her tone. “Does it matter? They stole from me.”
“Well I guess it depends on whether or not it’s worth you rushing off down to their cabin to get it back. You have to figure that’s exactly what they’re expecting you to do.”
That did give her pause. “You think it’s a trap?”
“Honey, you are the fox the hounds are after and there’s no let-up in a hound. Single-minded, determination that never stops, how do you think Linc and Angus got me to marry them? Don’t roll your eyes at me.”
“Brodie and Caelen are with Linc.”
“Fine. Bet your ass on that and go on down there.”
Now Jamie had to. Not just because Bridgette had all but dared her, but she really had to know if it was a trap. The idea of which gave her more than a little thrill. Still, she picked through the folded pile of clothes that Bridgette had just finished mending to pull out all of Brodie and Caelen’s things. 
Then with a wary eye scanning in every direction, she headed down the little slope toward Brodie and Caelen’s cabin. Nothing really stirred but the wind. The dogs had gone with the cowboys, leaving behind stillness and silence. Instead of reassuring her, the peaceful setting only added to Jamie’s nerves as she approached the small cabin. 
Coming to a stop on the pebbled path right outside the wooden slatted door, Jamie hesitated before deciding on knocking. The door shrugged inward at her rap. With another quick glance around, Jamie peeked around the edge.
“Hello?”
Despite having already been inside once, she remembered the interior with great detail. Today, those details lurked in ominous shadows as she slowly pushed the door wide. 
“Hello?”
 Hesitating on the threshold, Jamie peered around, looking for whatever trap Caelen or Brodie might have laid. It would have helped if she had any clue of what she was looking for. 
“Brodie? Caelen?”
Nothing stirred but the dust trapped in the strong rays of sunshine cutting across the floor. Sucking in a deep breath, Jamie told herself that not only had Bridgette been wrong, but that she wasn’t disappointed by that fact. Stepping over the threshold, Jamie told herself to stop acting like such a ninny and just get what she’d came for. 
“Something I can help you with, darlin’?”
Shrieking at that sudden drawl, Jamie jumped into a whirl that had her banging into the door and stumbling back into it until they both crashed into the wall. She got pinned there instantly by the full-on press of a very hard male body. 
Caelen grinned down at her, but that mirth didn’t extend to the predatory gleam in his gaze. “What, oh, what has brought little Miss Jamie out of her hole and all the way to my doorstep?”
Son of a bitch. Jamie’s whole face flamed at that suggestive comment. “I’m just bringing back the shirts Bridgette mended for you.” She could have come up with a better response or at least one that held something other than the quivering note of desire. 
“Is that so?” Caelen murmured as he stroked the hair back from her chin. Tucking it in behind her ear, his fingers slid a shiver straight down her spine as they traced a line from her lobe to the sensitive pulse at the base of her neck.  “You look a little worried to me.”
“Worried?” Jamie’s voice quivered despite her attempts to shore it up. Caelen didn’t help her find that resolve. Instead, he sent a shudder rippling down her whole body as he leaned in to take a pointed sniff her hair. “Caelen…”
“Hmm?” Nuzzling his face into her neck to take a thrilling taste, he rendered her incapable of speech as the smoldering embers of lust ignited into a full on blaze. “You taste so good, darlin’. I just want to lay out across the table and feast on you.” 
He nibbled his way toward the ruffled edge of her dress. Nudging at the frills of lace with his chin, she stiffened with anticipation as his velvet tongue swooped out to take a lap at her puckered nipple. The swirling caress had her breathing out all of her resistance in a rushed gasp as she melted into Caelen. 
That sneaky little adventure came back to torment her, curling and rolling her tender tip until she whimpered and wound her hands into his hair, pressing him to her in a silent demand for something more. He bit her in response. 
A sharp little nibble right around the edges of her swollen bud shot through her like an electrifying bolt of pure rapture. Jamie shrieked and jerked, moaning over the gentle, soothing glide of his tongue. 
“Caelen…” 
She didn’t know what she wanted, what she begged him for, but heeded the call of her plaintive plea. Lifting his head, he drilled the smoldering heat of his desire straight into her soul with his dark look. 
 “I spread you out on that table and give you what you really came down here for, darlin’,” Caelen growled as his thick thigh pushed her smaller ones apart. 
Sliding right up the divide, the thick bulge of muscle came to rest snug up against her aching flesh. Even through the layers of fabric, he had to feel the desire creaming from her body as he pressed in, parting her folds and trapping her little clit against the relentless grind of his thigh. 
“That’s what you want, isn’t it, darlin’?” 
Jamie whined, unable to stop her hands from dropping to his hips so she clutch at him as her hips began a humping motion that just didn’t appease the ache searing her alive. 
“You want a fucking.” Caelen’s head had dipped back to her breast. “You came down here for dick, darlin’.”
Yes, she had, and he had one a whole lot more interesting to give her than the toys she’d hoped to retrieve. 
“Just say the word, darlin’, and I’ll give you all the cock you can take.” 
Jamie’s lips opened to give him that word, but they got strangled when his mouth descended onto her breast. A prelude to the feasting he’d mentioned, Caelen ravaged her swollen breast. Nibbling, licking, sucking, he had her sliding down the door and further into his strength as she melted under the intense sensations.
“Caelen! Where the hell you at?” 
Linc’s rough voice shot threw her like a bullet. Jerking back, she met Caelen’s gaze as his head lifted. The humor was there now. Laughter and satisfaction highlighted his feral gaze. A hunter well satisfied in his victory, Caelen leaned back to holler. 
“Just a moment, Linc.”
“Let me go,” Jamie shoved at him, snatching at her sleeve to yank her dress back up. 
Caelen released her, calling out as she rushed out of the door. “You forgot to get your dick, darlin’.”
That just added to the wind at her back as she flew under Linc’s narrowed gaze, still clutching her dress to her breast as she struggled to right her clothes and run at the same time. Caelen would pay for that last shot but not enough. Not nearly enough to dent the heated look she felt bearing down on her all the way to the main house. 
The noise and confusion of the cattle being driven into a large corral couldn’t mask the second dark figure watching her progress with wicked intent. Even across the fields, as no more than a shadow of wrangler on a horse, Jamie could feel Brodie’s gaze devouring her body. A part of her ached to show it to him, to torment him and his evil twin with what they couldn’t touch. 
It was that need and not her own desperation that birthed the most brilliant idea she had conceived. As the steps of the porch flew by under her feet, her mind latched onto the wild idea and began plotting.
 
* * * *
 
The flowers Bridgette had embroidered along the edge of the sheet glowed in the pale moonlight. Jamie had been laying there watching the ethereal white glow move slowly across the floor and up over the edge of the bed. All the while, she waited, marking the time as the tension and nerves built up in her stomach. 
All day she’d worked her plan over. Pulling from just about everything she’d ever seen her girls do to a man, Jamie had a good idea of just what needed to be done. The question remained whether she had the guts to get it done. 
As the light slid slowly further and further along the room, she’d come to the realization that she wasn’t waiting for everybody to fall asleep any longer. She just couldn’t seem to get out of bed and follow through on her outrageous idea. The very idea that she’d chicken out affronted her enough to finally make a move. 
Telling herself that the worst that could happen is she ended up losing her virginity, Jamie fortified her reserves with the reminder that’s just what she’d come to the MacAuley ranch to do. Tormenting Brodie and Caelen was just an added benefit. It didn’t help with her nerves, but it gave her the determination to at least get her nightgown off. 
Slipping into her robe, Jamie quietly, slowly snuck out of the room. All the while, she kept a watchful eye on Bridgette, not trusting her sister to let go if she woke. Linc certainly wouldn’t, and his open door had to be passed. That put the fear right back into her. 
What Brodie and Caelen would do if they caught her would be fun. What Linc would do? Not so fun. That made her wary enough to linger by the edge of the doorway, peeking into the darkened room to study the lump in the bed. 
Fast as she could, she darted to the other side and flattened herself out against the wall and lingered again. Nothing but the smooth, even rhythm of Linc’s snores wafted over the threshold. Assured he wouldn’t be jumping out to startle her, Jamie rushed down the steps to collect the small pile of items she’d stowed away throughout the day. 
Not much, the pile consisted of little more than a pair of slippers, some rope, and a few bits of chain. Then again, she didn’t need much more than her hands and mouth to exact the punishment on the two brutes who had stolen her toys. Oh, but it would be so sweet if she got away with it. 
Excitement started to replace her nerves as she made her way down the path to their cabin. The closer she drew to the darkened shadows of their house, the thicker the need built in her womb until it began to trickle down her thighs. It felt so weird to feel her pussy swell and part, making each step its own tingly caress. 
Never before had she felt this level of lust. It emboldened her, and this time she slid through the crack her shoulder made, pushing against their door. Stepping into their domain with confidence, she pressed the door silently back into its frame. 
Overwhelmed by the musky scent of her men, Jamie felt herself more lured to the open door of their bedroom. Brodie and Caelen had the biggest bed she’d ever seen. The sight of it soured her mood just as it had the first time. With only the one bed, in the one bedroom, it made a statement. 
They really had intended to marry Rebecca Boyd. That hurt. Not enough to temper the lust boiling in her, but more than enough to turn it in a vicious direction. Tonight they’d pay for making a bed that big for another woman. Tonight they’d suffer for sending her away five years ago. Tonight she’d get her revenge.
That was the last bit of steel she needed to stiffen her resolve and take the biggest gamble of her life. It was an even draw on who would be worse to control if he woke up first, so Jamie went toward Brodie out of habit. 
Curled on his side with the sheet twisted around his hips, he actually managed to look relaxed in sleep. He also looked like he was having sweet dreams from the tree she could see casting shadows over his thigh. That’s big.
It wasn’t the first time the thought had struck her that Brodie and Caelen seemed abnormally endowed in comparison to the men she usually saw. Biting her lip, Jamie looked away. She’d get to see just how well he measured up and on her own terms, if she could just get the rope around his wrists. 
He made that task easier by clutching his pillow between his arms and bringing his wrists to rest within an inch of each other. It had been a long time since she’d roped calves, but Jamie still had the moves. With quick efficiency, she worked the rope around both wrists, looping them together in the middle but not tightening down yet. 
With steady hands and a fluttering stomach, she threaded the rope through the first one and then another of the circular links dangling from the headboard. As a sign that her men hadn’t changed at all in the last five years, they’d added an iron rail to the head of the bed, and from each blackened rod hung a shiny ring. 
There had been enough times she’d spied on them with their women to know what those rings were used for, though she’d never seen them used on the twins. That would change tonight. All she had to do was get Caelen bound, before she tightened the noose. 
In a reversal of their normal dispositions, Caelen gave her a bit more trouble than Brodie. Using the opposite end of the same rope, she had to be careful not to tug or pull Brodie from his slumber as she tried to lasso Caelen’s wrists. All the while, Caelen muttered and grumbled, giving her all sorts of grief. 
Her stomach stayed clenched through the long hours it felt like it took to get him roped. Finally, though, she was threading Caelen’s end of the rope through the ring dangling over his head to bring the two pieces together. She could have just yanked and jerked both their asses to alarm and still managed to get the final knot tightened, but Jamie wanted to play with her captives. 
Stark terror would come soon enough, now that she had them completely at her mercy. Too bad for them, Jamie intended to savor every moment, including slowly tightening down on the rope. Just as they had been designed to do, the rings held the rope straight, letting her bring enough tension into the threads to keep their wrists immobile. 
Brodie accepted the slow pull of his arms over his head, rolling with the motion. With little more than a murmur he settled quietly onto his back with that damn tree now pointing skyward. Caelen fell into a very similar position, but he didn’t go nearly as quietly. 
Smacking his lips and actually getting few cusses out of them, he twitched and shifted before accepting the new position and falling back to still. Jamie imagined she had Linc to thank for wearing Caelen out enough for her to get away with this. Not that she figured her brother-in-law would take the compliment.
Stepping back, Jamie considered just what to do next. All the possibilities…she just needed to figure out what would cause the most damage to the two oversized, arrogant cowboys totally at her mercy. 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 11
 
Liquid heat…He bathed in it…so sweet and wet, soft and velvety…a spread leg, full body massage. That’s what it was. Caelen’s mind dreamily identified the sensation as his sleepy imagination tried to fill in an image to the desire holding him tight. He didn’t need eyes to know that feel. 
A creaming cunt split wide right over the hard ridge of his erection, scorching his already enflamed cock and making it swell painfully bigger. Oh…and those soft tits…Plump breasts rubbed enticingly against the toughened wall of his chest. The pebbled little nipples catching and rolling as she panted hard and ground herself at an ever increasing rhythm. 
Nothing had ever felt this good, but something else would certainly feel better. The curved entrance of her little sheath pressed down for a mere second, barely kissing his weeping head with a tease of what could be before passing over it in another smooth glide. Damn woman…woman…Jamie.
He’d know her anywhere, even in his dreams, but he wasn’t asleep. With a start, Caelen came alive only to be bound down. Snapping open his eyes, he found his world blackened by a blindfold, his voice gagged and his limbs trapped. In an instant he went from happily aroused to lustfully enraged as he fought his binds with every bit of strength in his muscles. 
He couldn’t even make the bed shake. That’s how good Jamie’s knots had always been, and apparently, she hadn’t forgotten how to use them. All his struggling did was tighten down the ropes until his wrist were pinned almost painfully against the headboard and his ankles spread wide and tucked into place along the footboard. 
Son of a bitch!
As if she could hear that thought right through his head, Jamie giggled from above him and gave him another soul-throbbing pass of her little pussy over the very thick cock he had waiting to pack her full of. 
“I came back for my dick, Caelen.” 
He swallowed hard at that husky declaration, praying to God that’s exactly what she’d come to take care of. God didn’t answer those kinds of prayers though, leaving him at a vixen’s mercy as she licked her way right down his neck before giving him a little nibble over the same pulse point he’d used against her earlier.  
“The question is what, oh what, should I do with it now?”
Oh, sweet mother of God. He hoped she was thinking what he was thinking by licking that little tongue down his chest. If he’d had the ability, he’d have forced her mouth to where he ached for her kiss, but Jamie had torment on her mind. That became obvious when she nibbled down on his nipple, making him flex under the lash of pleasure. 
Another giggle only added to the mind numbing apprehension setting in his mind. “I see you’re sensitive here, too.”
Another nibble and Caelen began trying to gnaw through his gag. Fueled by the wicked teasing of her mouth, he fought her every delicious inch of the way as she slowly dipped further and further over the trembling, tense ripples of his stomach muscles to the flat plain that lead her right to where his cock strained as it waited impatiently. 
Oh, please…oh, please…He’d give just about anything if she’d just…oh, shit! Caelen arched clean off the bed as burst of wild fire flew out of his balls. With no warning, she took him right to back of her throat. Tight, wet, heaven, she sucked him right up to the pearly gates, making him writhe like a person possessed every frenzied stroke of the way. 
Just inches from the most powerful release of his life and she left him cold and bobbing in the wind. Fucking…NO! Caelen went crazy. He couldn’t take it. Being bound, having no control, nothing in his life had ever burned so badly. As he cut and rubbed his skin raw against her binds, he swore she’d pay. 
Jamie would pay like no other. 
 
* * * *
 
Jamie leaned back and watched Caelen with a wary eye. She might have pulled off the smoothest move of her life, but it hadn’t been near a sure thing. Now as he went wild, she tensed with anticipation of the rope breaking at any second. It stayed strong and true to the youth she’d picked it for, holding down the berserk cowboy so well he didn’t even have room to shift the mattress hard enough to wake the other slumbering giant. 
Way on the other side of the mattress, Brodie slept so much like the dead, she kind of had to wonder. Especially given the fit Caelen threw. Boy, oh boy, was she in trouble now. Jamie kind of wondered just what kind of punishment this night would earn her in Caelen’s wicked mind. Whatever it was, it wouldn’t be any less severe even if she showed mercy now. 
Laying a hand right over his cock, she brought him to a perfect, tense still. Much bigger than the two inches she’d constantly accused them of being, Jamie marveled at the size of the beast in her hand. Heated velvet, that’s what he felt like as she stroked him, soothing him back into acceptance of his position. 
There was a special move her bigger breasted girls did with smaller clients that Jamie had intended to try out on Caelen, but he didn’t qualify as small, and she really didn’t have that big of breasts. Giving his dick a firm squeeze, she marveled that such a simple move could cause him to groan and flex in harsh reaction. The dick in her grip pulsed back against her fingers, as if daring her to do it again. 
The move might not work, but the cock in her hands fairly begged for her try. Besides, with Caelen blindfolded, she wouldn’t have to worry about looking awkward. It certainly felt that way and not the least bit romantic to try and lever herself into position. Romance be damned, she much preferred the spirally tingles of lust. 
That’s just what the brush of stiff dick against the side of her breast sent dancing down her spine. From her nipple outward, her breast tightened painfully, beginning to throb as it demanded attention. Attention Jamie willingly gave them. 
Cupping them from the bottom, she twirled her fingers teasingly over her nipples making herself shiver with giggles. It felt good, better than normal. Even as she goaded the sparkling sensations into a single, pulsating need, she drove that feeling through her captive cowboy. 
With each pass of her fingers over her nipples, Jamie stroked the sides of breasts down over the burning length of cock trapped between them. Caelen was stretched as taut as a clothes line in a storm. Vibrating with need, ragged pants escaped around his gag. 
They pitched into smothered noises as her chin tucked into her neck and her mouth dipped down over the blood-swollen head of his cock. Curling her lips right around the ridge of massive head, Jamie sucked on it like a chunk of ice on a hot summer’s day. He almost threw her off, he bucked so hard. 
Oh, yeah. That’s how it’s done.
 
* * * *
 
The whiny, guttural sounds of an animal in pain slowly distinguished themselves from the hum of Brodie’s dreams. Growing more crisp and precise as they roused him to awareness, Brodie smacked his lips and tried to roll away from the annoyance. 
Caught on something, he stayed pinned into place. That, more than anything, finally had him abandoning his sweet dreams of Jamie to crack an eye open in annoyance. Fuzzy shadows wavered in his sleepy sight, slowly slinking back into crisp lines until he finally made out his twin’s…face?
Brodie blinked and focused. It was Caelen, but his features were distorted by the thick fold of a bandana strung around his eyes. Another bit into his lips, gagging the sounds that tore from his clenched and sweating throat. Like a creature in pain, every one of Caelen’s muscles vibrated with flushed tension. 
Slick with exertion that spoke to Caelen’s suffering, Brodie just couldn’t comprehend what his gaze took in as he tracked down the soft sucking sound that murmured beneath Caelen’s muffled groans. Shock didn’t even begin to describe what bulged his eyes wide as they landed on the woman molesting his brother. 
“Jamie?”
Her head popped up, those dark eyes shining in the night as her mouth slid into a wicked grin. Slow and pointed, in a silent threat of things to come, her tongue slipped out to lick the sheen clean from her lips. 
The very challenge of that gesture had him growling and flexing up with every intention of showing her just what he did to little girls. That thought clipped right out under the blinding flash of rage that hit the second his wrist bit into the ropes. 
“What the fuck?”
In an all out rampage, Brodie twisted, bucked, cussed, and tried just about everything he knew to break the binds if not the bed. He met resistance, not from Jamie, but from Caelen. Tied to him with the same stretch of rope, every time he pulled, Caelen yanked back, each warring to release the pressure on their wrists. 
It didn’t matter that it hurt. It didn’t matter that the battle proved quickly to be pointless. Nothing mattered but what he intended to do her once he got free. It wasn’t pretty, and it wouldn’t be kind, but he would have his revenge for this. Not soothing, the idea calmed him into falling still. 
All the possibilities glimmered in his mind. With this act, Jamie had declared open warfare. He wouldn’t have to worry about pushing her too hard or going too far over the line because she’d taken the fight there. Brodie couldn’t help but notice that she hadn’t come here yet. 
It made a small savage slice of victory curl through his system. Maybe the little darling had finally realized how badly this game ended for her. Given how little hope he had for this moment, Brodie savored the idea. Rolling his head to the side, in search of the worry on her face, Brodie intended to make it worse with a few well-deserved threats. 
He didn’t find her worried. Stretched over his brother like a cat, her sleek, nude body gleamed in the moonlight, making her more goddess than woman. That made Caelen her mortal slave. He certainly looked like one, trembling beneath her as she held him on the razor’s edge of ecstasy. 
The gentle slide of her thigh had smooth sensual motions that spoke volumes of the torment Caelen’s dick received beneath its velvety caress. As if making his twin’s balls go blue weren’t bad enough, Jamie had curled herself around the side of his chest. Propped up on an elbow, she watched Brodie, even as her fingers negligently teased one of Caelen’s nipples. 
The girl had evil in her eyes and on her lips as she leaned down to whisper in Caelen’s ear. Brodie couldn’t hear her, but from the way Caelen tensed, he knew Jamie had something coming his way. Given what she’d already proved herself capable of, that should have had his dick pulsing thicker than it had been for the last four days. 
Hell, Brodie would have never believed he could go soft as he watched Jamie crawl naked toward him. That was a dream he’d long fantasized seeing. Those full tits hanging down, brushing their puckered tips over his chest as she mounted him. Just the feel of those little chocolate curls parting back to press a thick, creamy pussy kiss into his stomach should have had him ready to explode. 
It didn’t because he couldn’t get over the binds. If they hadn’t been in his way…his dick pulsed eagerly back to life. Oh, yeah. When they’re not in the way…
“What’s wrong, Brodie?” Jamie raised a brow. “No threats to make?”
Knelt over his chest, there wasn’t any secret of hers he couldn’t see. “You gonna have to shave that pussy, darlin’. It better be smooth the next time I see it or I’ll handle the matter myself.”
That had the smug seeping from her smile as her gaze narrowed. “You don’t have to worry about that, Brodie, ‘cause this is going to be the last time you see it…or feel it.”
Sliding her hips down, she dragged that weeping cunt right down his stomach to drench his cock in a smothering kiss. That did it. Brodie grunted and clenched hard as she started to hump herself against his length. 
Fighting her every inch of the way in an attempt to deny her this victory, his dick didn’t really care what his pride had to say. It just liked being kissed, and he just hated hearing that smug giggle. 
“I guess you don’t really care about a little hair after all.”
“You listen, and you listen good, Jamie Traynor. When I get out of these ropes—”
“What?” She came to a perfect stop with the small clenched opening of her sheath pressing right down over the heated curve of his cock head, taunting him with just a little press before sucking in a breath and withdrawing. “You gonna spank me again, cowboy?”
She’d stolen his voice with that move and the wench did it again. Laughing at him as he gave over a grunt right along with a flex of his hips upward, she pulled her sweet pussy free when he tried to claim what was his. 
“I don’t think so, Brodie. I might have come for dick, but I didn’t come for yours.” 
She pulled herself back to her knees, spreading her legs a little wider so she could grind against him, angling her hips to assure the little pebbled bud of her clit got the full length rub, Brodie could see the delicate muscle of her neck clench. Jamie wasn’t half as in control as she appeared. 
She’s in heat. In full-on heat and she probably had it worse than either him or his brother. That was just the weakness he could use to get her to do just what he wanted. Jamie might have physical control, but that didn’t mean she had total control. 
Flattening her hands on his chest, Jamie appeared to have completely forgotten him as she worked herself into a fevered pitch. Eyes closed, head straining back, she was the perfect picture of seduction. The harder she pumped, the more she began to slump slightly forward on her weakening arms. 
As they trembled and bowed out, they lowered down the sweet fruit of her breasts until all he had to do was strain painfully forward to capture one. Like a puppet in his hands, she collapsed downward, offering him all of her tempting flesh to taste. Without his hand, Brodie couldn’t do his best work. 
What he had was pure feral hunger that he unleashed in a torrent over her tender tits, making her mew and lift her hands to position her own breasts for his feasting. Capturing her nipple in the sharp grip of his teeth he twirled it over and over again with his tongue, delighting at the way her hips escalated into a panicked motion of need. 
Letting her breast pop free, Brodie growled out his first command. “Give me that pussy, and I’ll give you the kiss you really need.”
Instead of whimpering into obedience as he’d anticipated, Jamie’s arms snapped her right back up. For as lust fogged as her gaze remained, the curve on her lips had his balls sweating.  He’d underestimated her. His gut clenched with the certainty he’d be paying for that mistake. 
How much caught him the moment she slunk downward. Mesmerized by graceful motion, his breath caught as her legs slid over his thighs. Rising up over his fully-loaded cock, her gaze dipped down for just a second before snapping back up to his. 
The corner of her lip kicked up in a wicked curl as her tongue peaked out in a teasing lick of things to come. This had to be a dream, a really erotic nightmare, because his Jamie…his Jamie didn’t know those moves, because he hadn’t taught them to her yet.
“Oh, shit!” 
He couldn’t hold that roar back as every single one of his muscles contracted under the impact of that first, flaming lick and she took it all the way to his balls. Before he could even recover the ragged breath he lost, those sweet lips opened up over his tender sack and sucked. 
Then it was on. That wicked tongue went everywhere, that tight little mouth suckled him in the most delicious ways, working over his cock, teasing his head and then straight back to his balls. Relentless in her pursuit to drive him absolutely mad, Jamie used her hands like weapons. 
Pumping him nearly as hard and fast as he ever did, she jerked his dick right to the edge while she tormented his balls. At the last second when he thought he could bear not one more stroke of her hand, she gave him one with her mouth, all the way back to her throat. Then the little vixen swallowed, and Brodie roared as everything rushed to explode.
Cold, freezing pain, it capped the sudden second right before the beauty of living blossomed in his body. “Son of a bitch.”
Brodie went instantly back to fighting his binds, outraged beyond control at not being able to do a damn thing, not even touch the gorgeous little body slithering up his. Jamie gave him the full feel, pressing her hard little nipples into his chest as her breasts flattened into soft pillows against his sweaty skin. 
Silky legs parted and snaked around his thighs, letting her steaming cunt kiss the aching length of his cock. Then she rubbed, just like he had her earlier that day, but nothing stopped him from feeling every slick inch of parted pussy as it licked down his hardness. Jamie groaned, levering herself up slightly on her hands to generate even more mind-bending friction as she ground and pumped herself against him. 
Brodie didn’t let himself be fooled this time. “You go on and take your revenge, Jamie, because it’s going to be returned to you twofold.”
That had her going back to still as her gaze focused on the challenge he’d just issued. There came that smile again, and silently, Brodie did curse himself for making his situation even worse, but he just couldn’t let it go. No matter how much punishment he rained down on her for this night, in his gut he knew tonight would stick in his mind but good for the rest of his life. 
As if to see that fate, his angry goddess rose right up over him. Bringing her knees to span just below his shoulders, she put on the best damn show he’d ever seen. Oh, yeah…he didn’t care if she had curls. The way she spread her legs right over his head, he could see everything. 
Everything, thanks to the slender fingers that slid down the sides of her pussy lips and parted them. Brodie swallowed, mesmerized by the slight flex he could see her tiny opening making. It begged to be filled, and before Brodie’s bulging gaze, Jamie intended to fill it…with one of those damn toys.
Brodie growled at the sight of his woman taking in any cock other than his own. “Stop playing with that thing, Jamie. I got something twice as long and three times as thick to give you.”
The little minx still didn’t speak other than to let out a sensual groan as she fed the full length of the carved penis straight up into her sheath. Her whole body arched with the penetration, enjoying the fullness with a primitive roll and flex as she fucked her little toy slowly into her. 
It inflamed every indignant bone in Brodie’s body to be stuck watching that pathetic toy do what only he had a right to do…and she didn’t even do it right, not nearly hard enough or fast enough. Wait until he showed her how it was done. That single driving need had him straining as far as he could, accepting the pain in every joint on his left side to barely be able to reach and tickle the edge of her pussy with the tip of his tongue. 
Reacting as if he’d lashed her with a whip, Jamie jerked right up and cast him an alarmed look. In that gaze, Brodie knew he’d been the first man to ever give her that kind of lick. The sudden, sure knowledge soothed the savage edges of his lust. Focusing on enlightenment instead of revenge, he strained for another taste.
Spicy and delicious, his real reward came when Jamie caved with a whimper and dropped her weeping cunt onto his open mouth. Brodie didn’t hesitate to take all the advantage he could.  
 
* * * *
 
Jamie didn’t know if she would survive her own games. It felt like a naked flame had seared over her sensitive skin at the first pass of Brodie’s tongue through her splayed slit. She shouldn’t have used the thickest toy she had. It made the inside of her sheath burn with the most amazing sensations at being stretched so wide. 
Her entire mound vibrated with the tension, and Brodie’s sneaky little tongue curling around her clit had her gasping as she jerked her sensitive flesh away from the fire. Clenching the top rail of the head board in her fist, she stared at the thick, hairy wrist twisting between them. Bound by rough rope, she could see the raw marks it left on Brodie’s skin as he fought to loosen them even as he stretched up and covered her mound with his kiss. 
It must have strained every one of his muscles to reach her, and he unleashed that stress on her delicate skin. Raining nibbling, sucking kisses all around the flexed opening of her cunt, Brodie had her gasping out little mews as the top rail sank lower and lower in front of her. 
Her thigh muscles had liquefied under the glorious bolts of pleasure shooting through her with every succulent kiss, until they slid so wide her pussy rested right on top of Brodie’s mouth. He closed his lips right over her clit and sucked. Shrieking, she tried to claw her way back up the headboard, but she had no strength in her bones. 
Then she didn’t want to as he twirled and licked, her clit making her whole world pop with the most amazing sensations. It never felt like this before.  Her whole body vibrated with the spasms coming from deep inside her womb. Her determined muscles tried to force the cock filling her to shift and stroke. The insatiable need drove her to arch her back and blindly reach behind to find the end of the toy. 
Slipping over its wet rim, her fingers clenched around enough of the edge to pull it back. Gasping, her whole body flexed with the rhythm as she got a surer grip. Fucking herself, she didn’t feel the pain of stretching or the strain as her muscles pumped her faster and harder into Brodie’s kiss every time she stuffed herself full of her toy. All Jamie could focus on was straining toward the release that glimmered into life around her. 
At first a sparkle, the sensation exploded into soul blinding rapture. Screaming and rattling the headboard, Jamie tumbled into the best climax she’d ever experienced and collapsed into a sweaty mess on top of Brodie. 
Oh, God, that had been good. She could just pass right out and might have if Brodie hadn’t reminded in part of why it had been so much better than ever. 
“Why don’t you slide that little toy out of your cunt and let me pack you full of something a whole lot better?”
Brodie’s growled suggestion held equal parts aggression and frustration, making her smile a dreamy, little smile. That was their problem now because she had already started to feel a whole lot more relaxed and at ease than she had in days. Now, she could actually enjoy her moment of ultimate victory, assured that no matter what came, Brodie and Caelen would remember this night forever. 
Lifting up onto her elbows, Jamie shared her smile with Brodie, rubbing it right into his lips before she rolled off his side and off the bed. Reaching down, she pulled the toy free, intensely aware of the dark gaze tracking her every move. Making sure to put a cocky swing in her hip, Jamie strutted around to place the cream-sticky toy right down on the table next Caelen’s side of the bed. 
Pressing a quick kiss to his twitching cheek, she left him with a message. “Feast on that, Caelen.”
Even through the gag, she could see him snarl in response to that taunt. Jamie ignored him. Lifting her robe off the floor, she shrugged into the garment before lifting up the knife she’d liberated from their things. The pride she felt at pulling off her outrageous scheme dwindled in the sudden onset of nerves now that her rule had come to an end. 
The trickiest part of her plan had always been the ending. Now all she had to do was release them and still manage to escape. Even as sure as she had been that this would work, she still quivered slightly as she stared at the knife. 
In her visions she’d handled this moment with a calm, sophistication due a woman of her professional expertise. Unfortunately, though, her past experiences had never involved moments like this. Still, she couldn’t leave them tied like this to the bed for Linc to freak out over in the morning. 
Getting away with it was half the thrill, and now that moment had come. She didn’t dare cut through their binds, but with hands that shook for the first time in her life, Jamie did saw about half way through Caelen’s.
He was squirming, and she could see the fibers snapping. That’s all it took to have her throwing the knife clear and running as if Satan breathed down her neck. A fate worse than what Linc would bring down on her head chased her all the way up the porch and right through the main house. 
Jamie didn’t even try to be quiet as she took the stairs two at time to make it all the way to the second floor. Only once she had the safety of Bridgette’s door at her back did Jamie relax enough to take a breath and realize that she’d gotten away with it. 
Smothering her giggles, she felt almost too good and ready to go sleep. It took a moment to slip back into her nightgown before curling under the covers. Sleep eluded her and so did silence as she tried to keep her laughter contained. 
“I’m glad you made it back safely,” Bridgette sighed deep from the other side of the bed. “But if you ever sneak out of this bed again, I’ll lock the door and leave you to them.”
 


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 12
 
Linc bit down into his toast and chewed slowly as his gaze snapped from one side of the table to the other. Something had happened. Something had gone on behind his back. If that didn’t rub him raw enough, the sure knowledge that it had been Jamie who had gotten up to no good certainly did. 
He expected at some point for Brodie and Caelen to best him. Hell, he’d gotten lucky so far, as they hadn’t decided to make it a two on one fight, which they’d no doubt win given they had pure rage and lust fueling their blood. That volatile mixture had been on simmer for the past few days, but this morning it radiated out of the twins in sheets of heated tension that clashed with Jamie’s smug smirk. 
Whatever she’d done, Linc didn’t think he could hold back his brothers’ response once they settled on it. She’s gone and pissed off the dogs now. That’s what Angus would have said if he’d been around. Of course, if his older brother had been at the ranch, Jamie probably wouldn’t have slipped by Linc so easily. 
In trying to wear his brothers out enough to keep them from trouble, Linc suffered too. Only they didn’t have a pregnant wife to come home and deal with. If Sheridan’s theory had been that Jamie would help comfort Bridgette in her time of need, he’d been well off the mark. 
Since Jamie’s arrival, Bridgette had seemed more tense, more stressed. Linc didn’t have to wonder why. From the way his wife’s disapproving gaze remained focused on Jamie, he knew Bridgette knew what had happened. 
“You’re not very hungry this morning, Brodie.” Linc silently growled as his little sister-in-law taunted his brother. “What’s wrong? You have too much to eat last night?”
Whatever that reference was, and Linc didn’t think he really wanted to know, it had Brodie’s chair flying backward across the kitchen as he shot to his feet. Linc moved just as fast, tipping his own chair over as he lifted to his feet. 
 “Brodie’s had enough to eat,” Linc answered for him, pinning his younger brother with a hard look. Not that Brodie’s gaze broke from Jamie’s to notice. “In fact, it’s time for us to get a move on, isn’t it?”
Brodie didn’t agree, but he didn’t disobey. Slowly, with a pointed sense of ‘until later’ implied in the gesture, his brother turned and stormed from the kitchen. Linc didn’t even have to say his name. Caelen silently followed Brodie, leaving Jamie with a look that even Linc could read. 
Nobody said a word as the heavy thumps of the twins footsteps echoed down the porch. Then the beautiful morning gave into a strained tension, as Bridgette cast Jamie annoyed glances, and Jamie tried to smother her smirk. Linc had had enough of both women. 
“Okay, I want to know what happened, and I want to now.” He brought that heavy demand down on Jamie’s head, but all she offered him was a politely confused smile. 
“What happened? When?”
Just like when she’d been a kid. Jamie didn’t have the sense to understand when she’d pushed things too far. Her sister, thankfully, tended to be more practical. 
“Bridgette?”
That earned him a quick glance, but Bridgette couldn’t hold his gaze. “Honestly, I’d tell you if I knew, Linc.”
He believed that, but he also knew she’d only answered the one question he asked. Bridgette had split her loyalties, being both faithful to Jamie and honest to her husband. He could have pressed, but Linc knew better ways to get the story. With a slow nod, he let the matter drop. 
“Fine then, ladies, have it your way. I guess I have some work to get to.” Circling the table to drop a kiss on his wife’s lips, he scowled as he noticed the pain fogging her chocolate eyes. “You okay?”
“I’m fine.” Now, that he knew to be a lie, especially when she gave him the patronizing pat on the arm. “Just a little tired.”
“Uh-huh.” The problem with having a wife as stubborn as Bridgette is she didn’t tend to let a man do his job and see to her needs. “Well, I’ll be back later in the morning to check on you.”
“I love you, too.” 
That got him a quick kiss, but the smile wore off his face as he turned to his little sister-in-law. “And you, I’m going find out just what it is you did, and trust me, my punishments ain’t fun.”
That had worry in Jamie’s gaze, and Linc considered that little enough consolation for all she’d put him through these past few days…and what she was about to put him through. Lifting his hat off its hook, he smashed it onto his head and shoved out the screen porch door. Making his way down the steps, he whistled off like he’d normally do as he headed toward the barn. 
Only, this morning, he put an arch into his path that circled him around the back of the house. Well out of way of the women’s view and hearing, he hopped the porch railing and silently sidled back up to the kitchen’s door.
“You are playing a dangerous game with those boys.” Linc smirked at the heat in Bridgette’s tone. At least somebody gave Jamie what she deserved. Not that Jamie ever respected good advice. 
“Oh, please. I can handle those two.”
“No, you can’t. You’re issuing challenges you don’t know how to back up, and don’t you roll your eyes at me, young lady. I don’t give a shit what you learned in that parlor house for the last five years. I don’t care if you are a damned Madame. You’re also a virgin. 
“You got those boys so riled up, they’re going to tear you up, and it ain’t going to be fun. It might just outright hurt. Then what’s going to happen? You gonna be hurt, they’re gonna be miserable, and the truth’s going to come out one way or another. It’s a disaster in the making, and I’m begging you to stop.” 
Shock helped Linc control the natural response to barge in and start demanding answers with that watershed of information. Parlor house…virgin…none of it made sense, and their conversation certainly didn’t clarify any of his confusion. One thing he could understand and totally agree with was Bridgette’s assertion. 
Brodie and Caelen would tear Jamie up if they got their hands on her and didn’t know she’d never taken a man. It made a difference. A big difference. Not just to how gentle his brothers would need to be, but on the whole problem at hand. 
How easy would it be just to tell Brodie and Caelen, then step back and let them have the girl? The good Lord knew he’d tired of trying to keep up with Jamie and his brothers and had obviously failed. Trying to do right got him nothing but grief, so why not let Brodie and Caelen do wrong and take the grief they earned with it. 
Shoving away from the wall, Linc left his wife to handle her sister as he sulked off with his own headache. He’d rather not know what he did, just as he’d rather not have to face the options he had. 
 
* * * *
 
Brodie waited in the shadows of the barn for Linc to show up. Jaw clenched, he worked a bit of leather through his fingers as he rubbed out his restless aggression on its smooth surface. The bright, cheery morning mocked him just as Jamie had all through breakfast. 
And what the hell had she been wearing? Nothing decent because apparently, there wasn’t any decency left in his little Jamie. Not that he honestly could object. Even if the golden breast bulging over the low cut of her neck line inflamed his sense of decorum, it also kept him painfully captivated.
Yeah, he liked her clothes. He liked seeing her in them, but what he’d like the most—ripping them right off her body, tying her naked ass to his bed and indulging in days’ worth of wicked fantasies. That could have been considered a fantasy itself a day ago, but this morning it had only become a matter of time. 
After last night, Brodie didn’t see any need to hold back any longer. Jamie had set the bar, and now he would break it, right along with Linc if he got in his way.  
 
* * * *
 
Bridgette wore out of her tirade right along with the rest of her energy, abandoning Jamie not only to the day’s chores, but the guilt she’d hammered into her for the past half hour. Not that Bridgette made it easy to be sympathetic with all her layers of snide comments, but she had the rounded hammer of her swollen belly to pound down any response Jamie might have made in kind. 
As wrong as it might have been, Jamie had been thankful when her sister insisted that she had frustrated Bridgette into physical pain. Lumbering up the stairs, muttering to herself, Bridgette left Jamie wasted in her wake, feeling depressingly overwhelmed. 
She had just been having fun. Bridgette just didn’t understand. Brodie and Caelen would never hurt her. Besides, how bad could it really be? All the women she’d ever known seemed to like sex. If sex was half the reaping Bridgette describes it as, then how can there be so many people in the world?
Point made and Jamie wouldn’t let her sister’s fretting worry her anymore. Gathering up the baskets, Jamie finally confronted what she’d been avoiding all morning—leaving the safety of the house. Unnerved that Linc hadn’t driven Brodie and Caelen far, far, away from the ranch, Jamie hesitated behind the screen door. 
Down the slope, all three men worked in the same corral, branding the junior cattle. Even from the distance, she could see them separating the cows out, one by one, to be run down, roped and pinned to take the pain of the hot iron. It was sweaty, dirty work and not likely to calm Brodie or Caelen’s tempers. 
That didn’t mean she had a choice about going down to the root cellar to get the supplies to restock the kitchen shelves. No, she’d had a choice last night, and she’d made it. Hell, she’d made it when she’d decided to come home. There wouldn’t be any turning back now. 
Shoving through the screen door, Jamie kept her gaze focused only on the barn as she ignored the eyes she could feel swarming in her direction. With each step their gazes tracked her, unnerving her. They’re just lookin’, because that’s all they can do with Linc around. 
That silent assurance didn’t make her feel any safer. Only once she’d propped open the cellar hatch and lowered herself into the cool shade did she gain any sense of protection. Welcoming as the feeling was, it had her dawdling over her task. 
Next on the list of chores would be tending the garden. Everything would have to be taken down to the barn to be washed. That would put her in easy striking distance of the twins. Not to mention being out of Linc or Bridgette’s protective sight. 
Getting to it later will only make it more dangerous. That worry finally had her lugging the baskets back up the ladder and rushing to get on with all her outside duties. Linc would only be as fresh as he was for as early in the day as it was. That meant she wanted to be good and done before the men broke for their mid-day meal. 
Hurrying didn’t make tending the garden go any faster, and the sun had settled squarely overhead by the time she lugged the baskets of vegetables and fruits into the barn. All too aware of the men, she hadn’t failed to take note that they’d nearly finished up with their morning’s chore. They’d break for a meal after, and that would be more opportunity than Jamie wanted to be in the barn to give. 
Not caring whether Bridgette bitched at her later, Jamie just upended the baskets into the tub, letting the entire produce tumble out in a crash. Another load got added before she began straining her muscles to pump water just as fast as she could. The moment the tub filled enough, making everything float, Jamie quit. 
Going against tradition to leave everything to soak for a while, she had intended to run, if necessary, back to the house. It would have been necessary, but she wouldn’t even get a chance to make it out of the barn. Twirling around only to come to a complete, horrified stop, Jamie’s eyes widened over the sight of Brodie filling the stall door. 
In the shadows of the barn, he appeared twice as big as normal…or maybe that had something to do with the rage thundering through his gaze. Jamie swallowed with a lick of her lips, unable to keep her gaze from dipping down over the sweaty shirt clinging to every single one of his flexed muscles. It settled on the impressive bulge denting out of his jeans, making the quivers in her stomach turning into an all-out riot. 
It is going to be a reaping. The sight of his oversized, leather gloves chased that thought into fear as her gaze snapped back up. Only it didn’t find his. Brodie’s own chin had dipped, lowering the wide brim of his hat to conceal where his eyes had wandered to. Not that Jamie needed help guessing. 
“What did you do? Knocked Linc out, Brodie?” Jamie demanded as she brought the protective cover of her hands to her bosom. 
That had his chin lifting, a slight curl turned up one side of his mouth. Without a word, he yanked off his gloves. Slapping them down on top of the piled up laundry barrels, his hat landed on top of them next. When his hands began tugging his shirt right over his head, she didn’t have any doubt of what would go next. 
“Don’t you even think about it, Brodie.” God, but she wished her voice wouldn’t squeak out like that. Not that she’d let it shut her up. “I’m not going to be had up against some stall wall just ‘cause you can’t control yourself.”
He smirked at that and shook his head before finally speaking. 
“Look at me, Jamie. I’m cut, burned, and bruised.” With each accusation he measured a step forward. Each one she tried to match with a backward retreat but came up short by the wall of the barn. 
“I’m sleep deprived after a week of being taunted and tormented by a crazy vixen who has shoved, punched, kicked, pinched, and bit me, and not mention, threatening to de-ball me with a knife. As if that ain’t enough insult to a man’s pride, I gotta learn this morning that the woman who broke into my house, tied me up and then did me all sorts of wrong is a…virgin?” 
Every drop of Jamie’s blood evaporated at that indignant word. She might have been held in a state of suspended terror, but Brodie found something to grin about. She could easily guess where those chuckles came from. 
“I gotta tell you, that kind of irritates me because now I can’t give you just what you deserve for last night, but…as wanton and wicked as you are innocent, it’s gonna be a whole lot of fun to see how you end up when I’m done training you.”
“I’m not a horse for you to break for riding.” Jamie might love Brodie, but she’d never be owned by him. 
That earned her a small smirk before Brodie did something that left her puzzled. He turned and just walked away, leaving Jamie standing there wondering. Had he actually given up? Had her virginity turned him off as it had last time?
No. She didn’t believe that for a moment. Creeping up to the edge of the stall, Jamie peeked out. The main alley down the old barn shined with the light reflecting off the hay-strewn floor. Though shadows lurked along the sides, she couldn’t see anybody about, but she could feel them watching her. 
 The situation had gotten further out of hand than Bridgette had predicted and all because her sister had obviously turned traitor. Instead of being riled into rash action, her men had gone to a simmer, no doubt plotting a devious plan.  Right now she was supposed to run, but Jamie didn’t expect they’d actually let her get out of the barn. 
Fear and panic warred with pride and desire, arguing over whether to make that run or…well, there really wasn’t much of an option but to ignore them, pretend to go about her day, but stay alert, very alert. Not that any of it would probably make a difference on how her day ended, but Jamie went with pride and turned back to the tub. 
Starting over every little creak or crack she heard, her dignity bent enough to race through cleaning and loading everything back into the baskets. As much as her instincts urged her to flee, fear made it really hard to finally step out of the stall. 
With the water gurgling out of the tub drain, she could barely hear her own steps, let alone those of a predator. Assured that she heard them every other second, Jamie managed a very fast-paced walk with her head swinging in all directions as she approached the barn doors. 
Absolutely certain her fate would be sealed before she cleared them, panic overwhelmed her vanity, and she darted out, only to shriek when they banged to a close right behind her. 
“Why you running, Jamie?” Caelen asked in that slow, pointed drawl. 
“You best leave me alone, Caelen,” Jamie warned him as she backed her way up the path. 
“Now why would I do that when messing with you is just so much more fun?” 
Instead of shifting off the slouch he’d taken up against the door, Caelen just grinned bigger the further she got away. Wary of the intent captured in that smile, Jamie expected Brodie to appear at any moment. Feeling the constant rush of somebody coming in behind her, she couldn’t help but cast fretful glances over her shoulder. 
“Who you looking for, sugar?”
Jamie took off at that word coming from his mouth. Caelen had never once called her that. Neither had Brodie. The only time she’d ever heard them use that word was when they were dick deep in some slut. That’s when the ‘sugars’ started rolling out. 
Not stopping until the screen door bounced in its frame behind her and she managed to slam the wood one over it, Jamie nearly collapsed on the kitchen table. Dropping the baskets on the floor with what little food hadn’t gone flying out in her mad dash. 
Only then did it register that they’d actually let her escape. That can’t be good. Jamie blinked and straightened up, looking around for the trap. As much as she didn’t want to find one, the fact that she didn’t only made her stomach knot even worse. If they were willing to wait, that could only mean they had something really special in mind. Something well thought out. 
She wouldn’t even have to be worrying about it if it hadn’t been for her sister’s big mouth. With a growl, Jamie darted toward the stairs. Pregnant or not, she had some words to share with Bridgette, some very unkind words that she intended to deliver at a very high volume. 
Her indignant march came up short right in front of Bridgette’s door. It didn’t take hypersensitive fear to make her hearing keen enough to hear Bridgette groaning or Linc’s muffled soothing tone. Heaving out a defeated sigh, Jamie turned to the room across the hall. She might have been sharing Bridgette’s bed at night, but Linc had given her this room to store her stuff in. It seemed as good a place as any to hide. 
Settling down onto the edge of one of the two single sized beds in the room, Jamie buried her hands in her hair. Oh, God. What am I going to—
That thought got strangled off right along with her shriek, as her head whipped back thanks to a hard tug by a hand that fisted into the strands. A bandana cut through her mouth about a second before another one folded down over her eyes. Out of nowhere they came at her from both directions, working over her body, right through her shock, to have her tied up and pinned down to the bed in less than thirty seconds. 
Four hands made short work of her clothes, ripping and tearing everything from her body except the ropes keeping her spread wide across the thin mattress. Then, just like they had before, they disappeared into the blackness of her blindfold, and just like in the barn, she could feel their eyes all over her. 
This time, though, nothing barred them from getting a full look. Naked, spread eagle with her wrist twisted up in ropes over her head, they’d put her in the same position she’d done them last night—totally at their mercy. 
 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 13
 
Jamie panted, becoming more and more anxious as the seconds slipped into minutes. With each frantic pound of her heart, another roll of thick desire washed over her, trickling out from between her splayed legs in a slow drip of heated cream. That’s where she danced with nearly electric excitement at the coming torment. 
While the rest of her might shiver and shudder at being so vulnerable, her pussy swelled and parted, wantonly begging for much more than just a look. It wanted to be petted and tasted and even fucked…Oh, God, did she ache for that. 
Ache so badly that the first tentative slide of a single finger right down her slit had her whole body arching with the lightning bolt of rapture that ricocheted out of her sensitive flesh. A single shot that bloomed into a cluster of scorching rays as the hand lifted only to return with a sharp slap. 
Jamie’s scream got strangled on the gag as her whole body jolted upward. Leveling back down toward the mattress slowly, she could hear Brodie’s chuckles. That had been too much, even for his dark mind. Pain and pleasure had twined, leaving her both in fear and thirsting for another taste. 
“That, Jamie. That was one.”
She swallowed with that smug explanation from Brodie. That’s one? Sweet mercy above, she’d earned three before she’d even gotten through her daddy’s door. As bad as she thought it was, Brodie showed her how much worse he intended to make it. 
Inserting one lone finger right into her, he had her clenching and mewing as her whole body contracted with a pleasure that made her eyes water. The tears slipped down as he stretched her wide around two more. Making her mews grow into outright whines when his fingers retreated, the sound got choked off at the rounded feel of something smooth and big pressing against her tiny opening. 
The moment had come. Everything inside her tensed as he forged slowly forward. As her untried muscles stretched around a girth bigger than it had ever taken, Jamie’s jaw tensed with the crisp, crackles of pain fissuring through the pleasure. 
Then it popped through, and her tender entrance snapped down onto nothing but a ball as it lodged inside her sheath, pressing into the tender walls and sending a riot of pleasurably full sensations sparking up spine. Gasping not only with shock at the strange feeling of being filled, but wondering what the hell he’d actually put in her. 
A ball as best she could tell, and he had another that he intended to fill her with. Clenching back a shudder, Jamie tried to hold as still as possible, looking for just a moment of clarity. Brodie robbed her of it with the simple press of another solid ball against her opening. 
Whimpering as it cracked into the first one and sent it rolling down her channel, eliciting a riot of spasms from the ultra-sensitive walls of her inner sheath. Squealing as it pressed into some magical spot, Jamie jerked, her cunt sucking in the second ball with nearly orgasmic consequences. 
Unable to control her body’s reaction to the exotic mixture of rapture and tension, her hips bounced and humped, forcing the balls to shift deep inside her and send an endless array of blinding pleasure skyrocketing through her. Brodie only added to her torment. With a simple, one-finger massage over her clit, he broke her.
Going wild with the pleasure, Jamie panted around the mask as her body writhed under the glorious sensations, making the balls inside her clack with an ever increasing rhythm that matched the pace Brodie set for with his relentless torment of her sensitive bud. Screaming under the pressure of her soul splintering apart, her orgasm drew her taught before plunging her into the deepest abyss she’d ever fallen. 
Rapture closed in, drowning her in an endlessly pulsating rhythm that only wound slowly back into a reality of painful pants. Dissolving into a sweaty, devastated mess, Jamie collapsed back into the mattress. 
Caelen probably liked watching that show. The thought struck her, making the fading rolls of pleasure pang with a spicy tension. She’d forgotten all about him, because he hadn’t made a sound since helping to strip her. Somewhere in the dark silence, Caelen waited…and watched.
 I like watching, Jamie. It makes me hunger and just when Brodie’s had his fill, it’s going to be me who makes you beg for mercy.
They weren’t going to do her like she’d done them. No. Instead of driving her insane with need, they’d decided to kill her with pleasure instead. As if he could hear the alarms going off in her tired body, Brodie confirmed her suspicions with a growl. 
“Liked that, didn’t you, darlin’?” He snorted out a laugh, either at his own comment or the whimper she made as she shifted away from the fingers her rubbed over her curls. “Don’t be getting skittish now. We’re only just starting. We still got your punishment to get to, and these curls…they got to go, sugar.
“Because I really do like the taste of your cunt.” He delivered that heated compliment a mere inch from her ear. His husky whisper dripped like liquid heat right down her neck to roll over her spine. “And I’m going to be taking my fill right after I beat that pussy for all that it’s done wrong…and those balls…they’re staying in, sugar. They’re going to stretch you nice and good, get you ready to take the fucking I’m gonna give you a whole hell of a lot better than those pathetic toys you been screwing yourself with.”
She felt him shift away and could track his progress as he continued on. “About that, I’m going to be adding to your due for the insult of thinking you could replace me with something so sad.” 
He set something down on the table right between the two beds. “I mean seriously, Jamie, with all that spying you did as kid, you gotta have known that those scrawny cocks didn’t measure up.”
She had, not that she would have given him that answer even if she could. The sound of sudden rainfall had her tensing as she began to realize he meant everything he had said. Clever enough to figure it out two seconds before a wet rag covered her mound, Brodie didn’t give her a moment to worry. 
Pressing his palm down in a smooth glide over her open cunt, he gave her worn out clit another slice of rapture before making the balls bump and clack with devastating effects. Shuddering with a twist, she groaned with the sharp contraction of pleasure. 
“You like them balls, don’t you, sugar?” Brodie sounded way too pleased about that fact as he forced her to whine in response to another heavy-handed massage. “But you gonna have to stay real still while I shave ya. Don’t want to cut nothing now.”
That grim warning shot like snow melting down her spine, making her clamp down and tense as she tested her ability to even try. A strain Brodie intentionally made worse by grinding down over her clit with rough circular motions of the wash cloth. Jamie grunted, chewing down on the gag as she fought to deny him the reaction he sought. She should have known he wouldn’t be denied. 
Out of nowhere, a velvety tongue lashed the puckered tip of her breasts, making her shriek as it twirled around and sucked her sensitive tit right into the liquid torment of his mouth. Just as he had last night, Brodie used everything in his assault. Lips, teeth, tongue, they all gave a helping hand for the fingers pushing right into her pussy to bounce so fast her orgasm ripped through her like a buck shot. 
The million pebbles of ecstasy popping in every direction shattered her concentration and sent her whirling into another screaming fit that had the ropes at her hands and feet tightening painfully down. It was only round two, and as her body caved back in under the sudden rush back to Earth, Jamie wondered just how many rounds she’d have to endure. 
“What do you think about that, Caelen? The little sugar ain’t got much endurance, does she?”
The way Brodie talked about her sent about as much thrill through her as Caelen’s growled response. 
“She’ll learn with a little training.”
He lurked somewhere off to the side, and she could almost imagine him leaning up against the wall…just watching her. Oh, God, did that make her hot. 
“Yeah,” Brodie drawled out as if his hand hadn’t gone back to tormenting her. This time his naked hand worked the soap into a lather over her mound. “I tell you what, you better come on over here and hold her down. I’d really hate to cut the darling.”
She didn’t really want to be cut either, but he could help achieve that goal by just leaving her pussy to rest for a few minutes. He might have been disparaging of her endurance, but that hadn’t even been a thought to her before. Anytime the itch had worked its way into her system after checking on one of her girls with a client, it had never taken her five minutes to wear it back off. 
Of course, those itches didn’t compare to the need Brodie tormented her with. Nor had her five-minute climaxes been more than a pale shade of the ones she’d been driven through today. The fact that they’d only started held her stomach knotted tighter than the ropes binding her. 
The ache only got worse as the mattress dipped at her hip and she felt the rough slide of muscle clad denim along her side. Work-roughened hands bit into her waist, forcing her into the mattress ever so slightly. As much of a concern as that was, Brodie kept himself at the focus of her attention as he settled in between her legs. 
A ripple of tension ran up her thighs as he pressed them wider with his own rough grip. “This ain’t gonna work. Loosen them ropes, so I can slide her ass down a little and get this pussy spread proper.” 
It should have inflamed her dignity to be treated so much like a heifer than an actual person, but the small flex of their control over her only had her quivering for more. She didn’t even fight as Caelen stretched forward to work the ropes. 
Instead of resisting, Jamie sighed and arched, rubbing the aching tips of her breasts into the soft cotton covering the hard wall of his chest. A sudden, painful burst had her shrieking back as she felt Brodie give her little clit a pinch and twist. 
“Don’t you be rubbing them tits up against anything that ain’t been given to you. You don’t take pleasure, sugar. You receive it.”
With that inflexible law laid down, Brodie jerked her by the thighs. Sliding her ass further down the mattress, his elbows forced her knees to bend until she splayed, completely open. The rounded humps of his knees lifted her rear just so and she knew he’d pulled her forward like an offering while he probably looked down from above. 
“That’s good, Caelen,” Brodie grunted. “Tie her up and hold her down.”
The next few minutes passed with such agonizing slowness, Jamie didn’t think she’d ever forget the tension in all three of them as Brodie prepared her pussy just for him. The small grooming task held such intimacy that it sunk in just how much she really needed them. 
She’d never let any other man get away with treating her like this. Certainly no other could do it and turn her on at the same time. Even if she ran back to New York, they would still own more than just her heart, but her body, too. Her vulnerability escalated to a frightening level with that making a chill snake through her. 
As if he could read her sudden desire for just a moment, one small hint of sweetness, Caelen came to soothe her worry before it could take root. With a soft series of butterfly kisses that grew to slow explorations, Caelen made a formal apology to the puckered tip Brodie had so roundly ravaged minutes ago. 
Jamie arched with a sigh. She liked that, the way his tongue lapped out and rolled over her breast, especially when his hands shifted up her sides. Matching the tender loving of his mouth with a gentle strum of his thumbs over her rib cage, Caelen sent the seductive warmth trumpeting out of her chest to chase away the savage recesses of lust Brodie’s dominating loving had provoked. 
Lulled by the peaceful pace Caelen set, her arms began to twist in their binds as annoyance at not being able to touch sprang up for the first time. The agitation only got worse when Caelen’s head lifted to shift over her other breast. With almost taunting slowness, Caelen first tickled her with his hair before giving her peak a smooth pass of his cheek.
Her fingers clenched with the need to force his attention to a more appropriate caress. They went to fists when, with a sudden growl, Caelen turned on her. Trapping her tip in his mouth, he unleashed a torrent of abuse over her tender bud at the very moment Brodie trapped her clit within the vise of his lips. 
They were everywhere. A rough grip pinched and twirled her nipple while the sharp edges of teeth captured her other. Trapped, Caelen’s tongue unleashed a lashing torment over her tender bud. The sharp spikes of pleasure couldn’t devour the soft brush of Brodie’s hair. 
His silky tresses tickled over the insides of her thighs. A tender lure that exploded into utter chaos with a lick of his tongue. No less merciful than his brother, Brodie feasted on her tender bud. As if he needed to drive her beyond insanity in just this moment, but wanted to leave her permanently damaged, Brodie fucked two fingers right into her to set those damn balls a’clackin’. 
Screaming, Jamie couldn’t even thrash out the wild need that slammed through her as they kept her pinned into place. Unrelenting, they forced her right into a climax, but this one didn’t end. It imploded only to blowup twice as high, mushrooming out into an endless series of explosions that held her captivated for so long, she thought she might have passed out. 
Whatever happened, she lost time somewhere because as the world began to re-solidify into the black mass of the blindfold, Jamie found herself alone on the bed. 
Crack.
Jamie would have shot right off the bed if the ropes hadn’t held her down. She certainly tried as a sudden slap from some kind of stiff fabric lit up her pussy with painful burst of fire that soaked right into the glow of her recent release. Instead of smothering, the spiny sensations burst through the pleasure, enhancing it in the most wicked ways. 
“That’s two.”
Crack.
Oh, God, she’d never survive four of these. She choked on that thought right along with her gag as a third whip had her entire pussy contracting around those damned balls. Her cunt spasmed back to life and began the pulsating beat of a sure-footed march back up ecstasy’s shores. With ten hits in a row, more than her due, he drove her further than he had yet, but still she couldn’t peak. 
So strained and stressed by the consecutive climaxes, her body just absorbed the rapture, swelling painfully with it but refusing to burst. As if understanding exactly what she needed, Brodie brought his games to an end. The whip disappeared and a tender palm took its place, capturing and soothing the living flame her cunt had become.
“Ah, darlin’,” Brodie sounded almost caring. “I think you reached the point where you need a dick to soothe your ache. I’ve certainly reached the point where I’d like to give you one.”
That had her passion stilling for a second, hardening into a sheet of solid anticipation. It had come and she couldn’t be more ready. Held still by the reality that fantasy would finally give way to a reality beyond her comprehension, Jamie didn’t even twitch as Brodie worked the balls back out of her. 
Only when he refilled her with one of the fake cocks did Jamie offer a muffled complaint, adding a twitch to the objection. Not that she’d ever want to give him the pleasure of being right, but it did feel pathetic in comparison to the girth of the balls and just a total disappointment in comparison to the thickness Brodie had to give her. 
Above her, Brodie chuckled and offered her a cryptic assurance. “Don’t worry, darlin’, I ain’t gonna fuck you with that…at least not there.”
Swallowing back the concern that statement caused, Jamie waited almost tense as she felt the ropes binding her being worked over. They freed her ankles completely, but left her wrists bound to each other even as they released her from the bed frame. 
Positioning her like a doll, she found herself rolled and turned until she came up on her knees across the bed. It wasn’t wide enough for her to fit. Caelen solved that problem by looping her wrists around his neck and bracing her against his chest. 
“You scream and I’ll stuff that throat so full of cock, you’ll be choking in the next second.”
That’s all the warning Caelen gave her before he undid the gag. He didn’t have to bother with even that much of a threat. Jamie didn’t want to escape. Even if she had, her throat had long gone sore with all the screams they’d driven into the gag already. 
“That’s a good girl.” Caelen soothed her bruised lips with a gentle roll of his finger, letting the digit slide in when she gasped over Brodie moving the dick inside her. “Suck, baby. I like it when you suck things.”
Jamie obeyed, clamping down with her lips as she felt Brodie pull her little toy free. Fully expecting him to mount her, her lips loosened with the sudden start of feeling his fingers prying apart the cheeks of her ass. The scream had already started to build behind her throat by the time the wet head of her toy pressed down on the untried ring of muscles of her back entrance. 
Before it could break, Caelen swallowed it whole with his kiss. Devouring her mouth, his hands dropped back down to torment her breast. No doubt seeking to overwhelm her with pleasure to mask the pressure coming straight up her spine, Brodie slowly stretched her out over her toy. Her toe curled right along with her fingers as she tried to decipher the confusing sensations. 
No clarity came, but a certain, tense stillness settled over her once Brodie had tucked the full length deep inside her. Only then did Caelen ease back slowly, releasing her lips to slide a kiss over her cheek to whisper in her ear. 
“You all right, darlin’?” 
Unable to vocalize a response, Jamie barely managed a nod as she buried her face into his neck. Clinging to him, she really tried to make that the truth and come to some safe place, but none existed in the erotic tides of lust they’d trapped her in. 
“We’re gonna make it feel real good, sugar. Better than ever. Trust me.”
The hands that had gentled over her nipples tightened back down in a warning of the storm about to break over her. Just as a swift breeze brought in the smell of rain, the shift of Brodie’s hair across her inner thighs brought the heated blast of his breath over her naked cunt. 
“Oh, God,” Jamie whined, digging her nails into Caelen’s back as her hips arched toward the amazing sensation of feeling Brodie’s lips on her very sensitive skin. He licked her, just like a cat with a saucer of milk, one smooth glide right down the center of pussy. 
Pausing only to spread her lips wider with his fingers, Brodie’s tongue returned to begin a gentle exploration of her cunt. Testing the suction of her sheath, the quivers of her clit, he loved her with slow, tenderness that had her mewing with a slowly-building need for more. 
He’d promised her dick, just as he’d promised to devour her cunt once he’d shaved it clean. She just hadn’t realized he meant to do both at the same time. Sucking in little shrieks, Jamie’s entire body stiffened right up at the first gentle slide of her toy backward. It returned with the same easy motion that matched the soft laps he took of her clit. 
One, two, three…he fucked her from both sides with unhurried motion that had her releasing all the sucked in air and collapsing into shudders against Caelen. The steady beat built up a slow roll of pleasure through her body. As it soaked deeper in, taking root in her muscles, the rhythm manifested itself in a gentle thrust of her hips, lending just a slightly sharper edge of tension to the pleasure. 
That must have been what they’d been waiting for. With a sudden twist, Brodie twirled the dick burning up her ass and pumped her hard at the very second he sucked her clit right over the hard scrape of his teeth and went crazy on it with his tongue.  
Caelen’s head shifted to smother her growing cries of passion as his hands abandoned her breast to offer her the support of his hug. All the while, his brother drove her deeper into insanity’s grip. With the tongue lashing Brodie gave her clit, pumping that damned toy harder and faster in her, Jamie’s lips clamped down and sucked Caelen’s tongue with all the power of the scream trying to get out. 
She shattered into a convulsing frenzy that would have torn her apart if Caelen hadn’t held her close. So overwhelmed by forbidden rapture, Jamie could feel the tears streaming down her cheeks, soaking not just the blindfold, but Caelen’s shoulder as well. All the gasping pants that tumbled out with her release got sucked back in as her whole body went rigid over the heated feel of hard iron kissing her pussy. 
Brodie had unleashed himself, and he didn’t intend to pull the dick out of her ass anymore than he intended to leave her a virgin another second. Before she could even realize the moment had come, he had already started to forge into her. 
Branding every inch of her sheath as his, he steadily fed her one hard inch after another. Every delicious slip further made her burn and clench over the sudden thickness stretching twice as wide as those damn balls had been. Capturing the thin, sensitive skin between her toy and his hardness, his slide electrified her as nothing had yet. 
This is gooood…Jamie’s head arched with a long moan as her back muscles clenched with the sporadic burst of flames from the inferno raging through her loins. She could feel her pussy lips throbbing with the burning sensation, making her flex and hump back slightly in blind search of a little more. 
Instead of what she needed, the invitation only got answered with a soothing stroke to her back. “Settle down now, sugar. We got to go easy on this one.”
“No,” Jamie managed that broken, hoarse response. With another roll of her hips, she demanded, “fuck.”
“It’s too soon,” Brodie growled. 
“Fuck.” Jamie grunted out another backward hump, not at all concerned about Bridgette’s gloom and doom worries. This felt too damn good to ever be wrong.
“Damnit, Jamie.” 
Brodie didn’t sound steady, and Jamie didn’t intend to give up. This time she objected by clenching every single one of her muscles. Contracting her ass around the toy only made it burn that much sweeter, but the true glory came from feeling every single bit of Brodie’s cock trapped in her suckling heat. 
This time he gasped and groaned. “Shit.”
She didn’t even need to say it this time. His good intentions had been overruled by the master of his desire, his cock. It slid out all on its own only to tunnel back in with full force, driving a scream right out of her throat and into Caelen’s waiting kiss. 
She’d pressed for the demon, and he unleashed himself on her, driving deep into her body even as his hand curled around to torment her clit. Mercilessly he savaged her pussy, fucking scream after scream out of her. Nothing had ever felt this good. Nothing could ever come close to it, because she surely had died and was flying toward heaven.  
 
* * * *
 
Brodie clenched against the amazing sensation of being buried balls deep in his woman, trying to leash back on the savage feelings tearing through him. Reducing to rutting, losing all control and taken down to that humble position by a virgin. Brodie couldn’t get over it anymore than he could the exquisite sensation of finally packing Jamie full. 
Stretched out, all sleek and graceful between him and Caelen, the way she clung to his brother, gasping and clawing, spoke of just how much pleasure he gave her in return. Caelen helped. Keeping her screams muffled with his kiss, he spurred them on none the less with the rough grip Brodie could glimpse Caelen had of her breasts. 
No doubt, his twin worked those sweet little nipples just as Brodie still did her clit, which only made her little cunt demand more. He couldn’t help but give it to her. Driving her harder, faster, Brodie couldn’t restrain himself from testing the apparently limitless depths of Jamie’s desire for him. 
Even in this, his little vixen taunted and tempted him. Her tiny little sheath milked his dick with the ripples of her release, and he couldn’t stop from ravaging that invitation driven not just by pleasure, but by desperation. He needed to know just how this ended because it had already passed the highest point of pleasure he’d ever reached before. 
Thankfully, it hit Jamie first. He felt her orgasm come crashing down as she went stiff before giving him a hard jerk. The convulsions kept rolling through her and into him, sucking the last of his resistance right out through his balls right along with his seed. Growling out with his release, Brodie’s eyes rolled back in his head as his whole body smoldered beneath the scorching sear of the rapture’s perfect flames. 
Heaving for air, he collapsed, tearing Jamie free for Caelen to flatter her beneath him on the bed. Oh, hell yeah. Brodie sighed. He could do that ten times over, and he planned to once he recovered enough strength in his legs to stand back up. Next time, though, he wanted her on her back…legs spread wide. That way he could not only see everything, he could play with her while he fucked her.
“You know darlin’, I’m going to have to punish you for making me rush,” Brodie growled in her ear, feeling her snorted response. “You just don’t understand. We set the pace, and in about a minute, I’m going to be proving that point to you, so you better take a breath now.”
That had her tensing.
“Brodie! Caelen!” Linc’s roared demand pounded through the door right along with the fist he hammered into it. “You better stop screwing around with Jamie and come help me. Bridgette’s gone into labor.”
Ah, hell. Fate really did hate him. 
 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 14
 
Jamie paced around the living room, cracking her knuckles as she went. Overhead, the muted sounds of men talking were punctuated by the high pitched screams of her sister and thumps of the bed frame against the floor. It sounded like she was dying, and Jamie worried that she actually might. 
Being forced to wait downstairs, not knowing what was going on or able to offer any help or advice, really ate at Jamie. Never one to sit on the side while all the action went down, her last attempt to get in the room had resulted in Caelen shoving her back out and slamming the door in her face, a rudeness she’d have taken him to task for on any other occasion. 
Tonight, though, she feared she might be worse than no help. After the wringer Brodie and Caelen had put her through, Jamie felt scattered and disoriented, unable to truly think clearly. 
Even being capable of rational thought wouldn’t have gotten around the fact that Jamie knew absolutely nothing about giving birth. Until three hours ago, she hadn’t even had any firsthand experience on how to make one. Jamie blocked those thoughts every time they entered her mind. 
The last thing she needed to add to her list of worries was what had happened upstairs with Brodie and Caelen, or worse yet, the ramifications of it all. Not that she could stop her mind from drifting there every time it took a break from obsessing over her sister’s well being. 
Agitated and circling, she wore her hands sore with all the cracking. Every second felt like she wouldn’t survive the next one coming, so when a new sound broke through the air, Jamie also most fell over with relief. 
The shrill cry of a baby broke over even his mother’s screams. Like a burning iron to the flank, the sound jolted Jamie out of her pacing and into a run as she made for the bedroom. Caelen wouldn’t keep her out this time. With the baby delivered, she could surely be of some help. Maybe some comfort to her sister or an extra set of…
With the bedroom door bouncing against the wall, Jamie came to a horrified stop. Bridgette was sobbing as Linc held a blood covered baby. So much blood…it slimed over the baby and down some demonic looking cord that disappeared back in between her sister’s splayed legs. 
It looked like her life’s supply had already gushed out from her legs to soil the sheets. In that moment, Jamie realized her worst nightmares had come true. Brodie and Caelen didn’t know what they were doing, and surely by sunrise, they’d be digging holes for the bodies. The overwhelming boil of emotion popped out of her in a scream that outdid both mother and child. 
With no bottom to the swell, there was no stop to the sound until Caelen blocked it out with his hand. Cursing and muttering, he slapped a hand over her mouth and wrapped the arm right around her shoulders. 
Using that hold, he dragged her right across the hall and back into the other bedroom. The door being kicked closed behind them finally triggered a different response from her. With no sanity to it, Jamie attacked Caelen in a desperate attempt to get back to her sister.
“Let me go!” 
 “Damnit, Jamie! ...Ow! You bit me!”
She kicked him next in an attempt to make it pass him to the door. She even got it open by about an inch before it slammed back hard into its frame. “That is enough.” 
That growl preceded her world being spun all around. Before Jamie could even grasp what Caelen did, he had her flying in through the air to flatten out the mattress as she landed. A second later she got flattened by Caelen’s weight.
Not that it deterred her from fighting him with everything she had. Unfortunately, it turned out to be half of what he had, pure muscle. Grunting out obscenities with each breath, Caelen brought her to a still by caging in her wrist and splitting her thighs with his. Pushing the very breath out of her with the massive weight of his chest, Caelen couldn’t exorcise the demon riding her that easy. 
Compiled by the hopelessness of her situation, it welled up stronger than before, unleashing itself in tears as she looked up into Caelen’s tired-hardened features. “Please, Caelen, let me go. I got to get to Bridgette.”
His harsh sigh blew her tears to the side. With a scowl, he lifted his free hand to try and rub the rest away, but more just kept falling. “I don’t know what is going on in that crazy head of yours, Jamie, but the last thing Bridgette needs is you screaming down the rafters.”
“Please, Caelen.” 
“And just what are you going to do for her other than get in the way?” 
“I don’t know.” Jamie honestly didn’t, but she had to do, “something, anything. I can’t just let me sister die.”
“Die?” Over a moment of shock, he rolled his eyes and gave another sigh. This one pointedly exasperated. “Your sister ain’t dying, Jamie.”
“Don’t lie to me.” Not the least bit assured by his attitude, Jamie’s emotions started to condense into a single one—anger, at his ass. “I saw all the blood.”
“That ain’t blood, dummy.”
“Then what the hell is it?”
That had his nose flaring as his gaze narrowed. “Well, I don’t know what they call it, but it’s what comes out with birth.”
“Liar!”
“I’m about to tan your ass for that one.”
“And I’ll do worse than tan yours if my sister dies.”
“She’s not dying. Jesus, Jamie, ain’t you ever seen a calf being born or pups or something?” 
“Good heavens, no!” Just the idea had her shivering. All that ruckus made it sound like the gates of hell were opening. Anytime she could, she escaped as far out as it took to find silence. “Daddy and my brothers always handled that.”
“Well, I have, and trust me, that’s what comes out during birth. Be it a heifer, a dog, a horse, or your sister.” 
Caelen’s tone dared her to call him a liar now, but that wasn’t what stopped her. It was the seriousness in his gaze and the sure knowledge that if Bridgette had been dying, he wouldn’t have wasted time arguing with her but just hogtied her to the bed.
That didn’t stop her from needing reassurance. “You’re sure she’s all right?”
“Can’t you hear her?” Caelen paused to let Bridgette’s shouts, along with the baby’s continued cries, to answer that question. “Do either one of them sound like they’re dying?”
“No.” The begrudging concession reflected the pent-up emotions still rolling through her. 
Caelen eased his weight slowly off her. “No, so there is nothing for you to worry about. Now I got to get back there and help them clean everything up. I’m going to trust you to stay here and out of the way until I come to get you. All right?”
He asked that from above her, and his answer only came from the fact that she didn’t flex an inch. Washed out by fear and worry, Jamie just laid there as Caelen disappeared. Her mind took almost no note of him at all, as it flashed back to the horrific scene she’d rushed into. 
If Caelen had it right, and Bridgette and the baby did sound just fine, that meant what she’d seen had been a normal birth. Normal…If she got pregnant that would be…her? Jamie almost collapsed under the horror as her mind latched onto the fact that Brodie had already pumped his seed into her body. 
She could already be pregnant. If not then, it would only be because of luck. That kind of luck didn’t last forever, especially not with two men in her bed. The problem absorbed her attention, and she laid there staring right through the ceiling into the future disaster she’d created. 
Time slipped pass without notice, so, too, did the renewed mayhem down the hall as another round of shouting ended in a second shrill voice lending its complaints to the first. 
All of it went unnoticed by Jamie as she tried desperately to figure a way out of the mess she’d made. 
So consumed in her own concerns, Jamie didn’t even hear the door open or the sluggish steps of the weary man lumber over toward her. Only Caelen’s voice had her realizing that she’d been lost for some time. 
“I didn’t mean for you to stay perfectly still, darlin’.” Caelen’s weary attempt at humor matched the pull on her arm that dragged Jamie to a sit even as Caelen took the spot next to her on the edge of the bed. 
“I ain’t doing it.” That reservation materialized itself over the very fact that she’d worried herself to being afraid of what Caelen’s intentions were sitting there on the bed. 
“Doing what?” Caelen yawned out that question. “Moving? I know how you feel. I am worn out, Jamie. I don’t think—”
“I’m not having sex with you.”
He took that as a spontaneous declaration and looked around as if to find an explanation for its sudden appearance. “Okay. I wasn’t honestly planning on making a move on you right now, darlin’. I hate to say it, but I think I’m actually too tired—”
“Not ever, Caelen.” Jamie needed him to understand. “I can’t…do that.”
“What? Give birth?” He got it then, but his smile failed to reassure. “You’re just letting the emotions of the night get to you. Once—”
“No, Caelen. Not ever. I’m not doing that again.” 
Caelen drew in a patient breath. “I am not in the mood, Jamie.”
“I won’t marry you, either.” 
That earned her a groan and got his eyes a hard rub by his finger tips before his chin fell toward his chest and rolled to let him look at her. “Fine. Whatever. I am tired beyond measure, and I just came in here to reassure you that Bridgette and the babies are—”
“Babies?” 
“Yeah,” Caelen drew the word out as if it hurt. “You Traynor women seem intent on punishing us MacAuley’s, so Bridgette decided to give Angus and Linc twin girls.” 
That bit of news brought a real smile finally to Jamie’s night, even if it gave Caelen a cynically twisted one. “Twin girls….they’re all right?”
“And sleeping right alongside their worn out mama and dad, but that won’t last long.” Caelen shoved off the bed to cast a pitting look. “Soon enough you’ll be begging to sleep anywhere those babes aren’t. When you’re looking for a quiet place to get a full night’s sleep, I’ll be waiting to talk to you about that no-sex idea you’ve come up with.”
With that he headed for the door. It just took him longer to get there than normal. 
“I ain’t going to change my mind, Caelen,” Jamie hollered after him.
“Whatever you say, darlin’.” Caelen paused with the door open to shoot her a smirk. “But I was here earlier. I know you’re weakness, darlin’. As Brodie would say, you need dick, darlin’.”
Before she could get a response out to that pearl, he shut the door on the conversation.
 
* * * *
 
“If you’re quoting me, she must have really pissed you off.” Brodie got in the response Jamie hadn’t, fortunate enough to actually catch his brother in the act. Closing Linc and Bridgette’s door behind him, Brodie waited for his brother to explain why he hadn’t collected their woman the way they’d agreed he would. 
“Eh,” Caelen reached back to rub his neck. “Jamie’s in a mood.”
“Aren’t we all right about now?” Brodie knew he sure as hell was. As tired as his body felt, his spirit had been too riled up over the past few hours to submit back into a peaceful state. 
“All that worry about Bridgette dying has gotten to her. She decided she ain’t going to have sex anymore.”
Brodie shared his brother’s smirk at that idea. “Did you tell her that it wasn’t her decision to make?”
“I ain’t in the mood to argue it. If you are, be my guest.” Caelen stretched and started down the stairs. “I’m going to bed, like a sane person would.”
Caelen threw that shot over his shoulder as he disappeared around the turn in the stairs. If he meant to imply that Brodie wasn’t right in the head, Caelen wouldn’t get an argument from him. Normally Brodie considered himself to be quite practical and reasonable, but add Jamie to the mix and…well, her insanity spread. 
Just like now, because he couldn’t simply let go of his objection to her idea. They would be having sex and quite a lot of it. Maybe even some more tonight if she pissed him off enough. That sounded like an idea. It was never too hard to annoy Jamie into pissing him off. 
Pushing in the door with every intention of confronting her, Jamie hit him first with her declaration of war. As if they’d been having some kind of conversation, Jamie started speaking before he even got through the door. 
“I ain’t having sex with you either, Brodie.”
The door slamming into the frame put the exclamation point on that bold statement. Stubborn chin out, Jamie waited for him to come back at her. Brodie normally would have, but he didn’t see the spark lighting those beautiful eyes that usually flared when they started up. 
Instead of passion, her gaze had clouded over with worry and fear. That rained the fight right out of him with a sigh. She must have interpreted the sound to be annoyance because she answered it with another outrageous proclamation. 
“I’m serious, Brodie. I got fake dick, and that’s all the dick I need.”
She had to be out of her God-loving mind to make such a statement to him, but his anger didn’t leap at the insult, though his feet did start forward. 
“Don’t you even think about forcing the issue, Brodie. You ain’t putting no more of your seed in me because I’m not ever, ever, going to go through that.”  
She meant it, too. Brodie could see that clearly as he came to a stop right beside where she sat on the bed’s edge. Grim resolve stared defiantly up at him, but the little darlin’ had forgotten something in all that fear. 
“It won’t work, Brodie.” Jamie issued that warning as her only resistance to the hand he used to pull her to her feet. “I’m not going to change my mind on this.”
Brodie tried to rub the stiffness out of her determination with a kiss. Smoothing his lips over hers, he pressed little, nibbling kisses all along their curved length until he managed to work their fullness back out of the thin pout she’d pressed her lips into. 
“I won’t let you do this to me, Brodie. I won’t be overwhelmed with lust.” 
That would have been more believable if she hadn’t gasped it out as his lips dipped and worked their way over her chin and down into the sensitive curve her neck. Brodie loved the way Jamie melted over him with just the slightest bit of seduction. 
All soft and rounded, just the way a woman should be, right along with being wet, willing, wild and wanton. These were all the things Jamie had proven herself to be and many of the reasons he loved her. She just needed a gentle hand, but Caelen had left and gentle wasn’t Brodie’s expertise. 
He tried none the less. Lifting his head, he cupped her cheeks. Adding the soft circle of his thumbs over her smooth skin to the whisper he pressed in along with his kiss, Brodie tried to soothe his little woman.  
“It’s all right to be afraid of birthing babies, Jamie. It’s quite natural I assume, but you can’t let fear rule your life.”
“I ain’t doing it.” The mule in her bloodline showed in the iron of those words as she pulled back from his kiss to glare at him.  
“Be reasonable, Jamie,” Brodie groaned, his understanding already wearing thin. “It’s a few hours of pain, no lie about that, but compared to a lifetime of the pleasure you going to find in my bed, not to mention the joys of having our kids running around…seems like more than an even trade to me.”
“That’s because you ain’t going to die givin’ birth to your children.” 
Brodie’s sigh stirred the very hairs framing her heart-shaped face. Caelen had told him and Linc just what craziness had entered Jamie’s head to make her scream like that earlier. Despite the fact that Caelen had already told it to her once, Jamie appeared to need to hear it again. 
“Bridgette ain’t dead, Jamie. She’s just tired.”
“It was too near a thing.”
“It wasn’t anywhere close,” Brodie snapped back, releasing her with in his annoyance. “Jesus above, Jamie, you’d think I let your sister come anywhere close to death?”
Not the least bit contrite in the face of indignation, Jamie came back at him just as quickly. “I think you could have let her die given you ain’t never birth no babies before.”
“Hey, I’ve been there for almost every birth we had on this ranch for the last fifteen years. I know about birthing babies.”
“Bridgette isn’t a heifer, Brodie, and neither am I.”
 “It ain’t like it’s that much different. The baby still comes out the same hole with all the same crap. You still got to keep things clean, help the mama push down, stick your hand up there and make sure the babe’s coming out right, cut—”
“You stuck your hand up my sister’s… up Bridgette’s…up there.” From horrified fear to outraged anger, the accusation had her stumbling back as she fumbled for the words. 
“It ain’t like that.” 
“And Linc let you do that to her?” 
“Oh, for Christ’s sake, Jamie.” Brodie felt like shouting but bit back on the urge and diligently tried for reasonable. “Look, Jamie, when you push out my kids, there might be a point when one of my brothers, Linc himself, has to put his hand up your—”
“Don’t you even say it,” Jamie snarled.
“Cunt and I think after the way you shoved that pussy in my face last night for me to feast on, you can say the damn word. Cunt.” 
Brodie caught her wrist half way to his face and brought the slap she’d intended to deliver to a sudden stop. Snarling out growls, he tried to vent his frustration physically out of his body as he reminded himself that Jamie was tired and overwrought with the excitement of the day. It didn’t really help to temper the urge to put her back over his knee and give her the punishment she deserved right before he delivered the fucking she obviously needed. 
“Look, Jamie. I know you’re having a hard night, but in the morning, when you talk to Bridgette, you’ll see. She’ll explain it to you.” 
Jerking her wrist back, Jamie stood her ground. “I don’t care what Bridgette has to say. I ain’t doing that.”
“Jamie…”
“Even if that means no sex, then so be it.” She made that declaration as if she honestly didn’t see anything wrong with it. Well, Brodie did. He saw a whole bunch wrong with it. 
“Be reasonable, Jamie. You have needs. I have needs. We’re—”
“You can take your needs into town to have your precious Rebecca service them,” Jamie cut across sharply. “You ain’t never needed me for that before, and you don’t need me for it now.”
“You listen here, and you listen good, Jamie Traynor.” Brodie advanced on her, done with being reasonable. It was a wasted effort on Jamie. “Rebecca is a good woman and great fuck, but that’s all she’s ever been to me. All she did was borrow my dick, Jamie, through the years you weren’t woman enough for me to claim what was yours.” 
“How very noble of you.” He might have backed her right up against the wall, but he hadn’t intimidated her in the least. “But I don’t want—”
“If you say you, I’m going to lie out on that bed and prove just how big a liar you are.”
That had her lips snapping closed, even if her eyes narrowed on him. When she finally responded, her words came out just as tight as her gaze. “I know about men, Brodie.”
That threw him for the moment. “What does that mean?”
“It means I don’t buy any of your flowery compliments about owning your dick. Dick isn’t owned. It isn’t loyal. It doesn’t really care who the hell is sucking it. It just wants to get sucked.”
Brodie’s mouth opened only to close as he tried to figure out just how to respond to that one. Linc had told him the only fragments he’d gotten. It had been little enough, but there had been no mistaking the insinuation that Jamie had run some kind of parlor house. 
He certainly had a lot of questions about that, but he didn’t feel like standing there having the argument.  
 “You can’t argue with that one because it’s the truth.” 
“You know what?” Brodie had had enough of this. Caelen wasn’t there and so she had to deal with him. “You’re right. Dick ain’t loyal. Not even mine. Can I stand here and tell you there won’t be a day when another woman makes mine hard? No. Can I even stand here and tell you that there isn’t a woman I’ve known that hasn’t made it hard at some point or another, including your sister? No.”
That had her gaze snapping away from his in a flash a pain, making him have to lift it back up with a palm to her chin. “That don’t count for much, Jamie, because that’s just the way men are made. What counts is that just the thought of you makes me hard. Just the sight of you about weakens my knees with need, and last night…” 
Brodie leaned in to nuzzle the soft curls tucked in behind her ear, “last night you enslaved me, sugar. You make me ache like no other woman, Jamie, and it doesn’t matter if for a minute here or a minute there some other perks up my cock because I would as soon as cut it off before I let it cause you any harm.”  
“Well then sharpen your knife, Brodie. It’s hurt for the last five year knowing you’d rather screw that widow whore than waste a moment thinking about me.”
“You ran off.” 
“You told me to go.”
“And when did you ever listen to me?” Brodie asked with full indignation. “You know, maybe if you had listened to me we wouldn’t have ended up in this damn predicament in the first place. You ever think about that? Maybe if you’d let yourself finish growing before you took off all your clothes, I wouldn’t have been honor bound to say no.”
That had Jamie’s mouth unhinging as she came off the wall. “You’re blaming everything on me.” 
“Are you mad at me for actually being a gentleman and doing the honorable thing?” Brodie shot back. 
“Honorable thing? You threatened my father with wrecking my virtue if he didn’t ship me off east.”
He really couldn’t argue that one, not that he thought it counted for much. “I was pissed at the time. Besides, he didn’t send you east because I told him to. He sent you away because you wanted to go.”
“Because you were supposed to follow me, you big dumb ass!” 
“Ah!” Brodie turned with a snarl. The need to pound something into little pieces had him shuddering to hold back the violent urge. Forcing his hands to uncurl from the tight fists they’d clenched into, he tried for even breaths and a reasonable response as he turned around.
“And why would I have done that?”
Oh, she tempted him with that eye roll. His hand about itched to give her another spanking. 
“Because you love me. Because you couldn’t live your life without me. Because you were supposed to be so sad after I left that you realized what a colossal mistake you made, but instead you just headed in to town to screw off with your little widow.”
Her lower lip slipped into a full pout while her top one pressed down hard with her refusal to get in. “Do you know how much that hurt? Knowing you’d rather roll around with some other woman.” 
She neutered him with that last bit, and he couldn’t even say he didn’t understand. For the last five years, he’d ignored the fact that Jamie had married somebody else, but these last few days…seeing her and knowing…it had been a bur in his heart. At least it hadn’t been real. He couldn’t really tell her the same. 
Moving in close to cup her cheeks, Brodie gave her all that he could to try and make it better. “I didn’t mean to hurt you, girl. I was trying to do right…You got to see it from my side. I know it might hurt your vanity, but all those years, I didn’t ever think of you as a girl.”
“You used to call me kiddo,” Jamie muttered, echoing the resentment she’d shown for that nickname even as a kid. 
“Because that’s what you were to me, a kid, one of many we had running around between your kin and mine. It wasn’t like I didn’t care about you…I just…hell, if somebody had hurt you I would have defended you like a sister because that’s the way I looked at you. 
“You can imagine then just how unnerving it was to turn around one day and have this sexy vixen tempting you with all her nakedness, and I’m thinking….that’s my sister.” Even saying it made him shiver with disgust. 
“But I ain’t your sister,” Jamie shot back, clearly annoyed at the very insinuation. 
“Oh, darlin’, I know that, but it was a shock in that moment, and I responded…like a good brother would. I thought of you first. Hell, if I hadn’t cared about you, darlin’, I’d have thrown you down on the ground and ravished you like any easy cunt that comes along. I couldn’t do that to you, Jamie, and you should have known that would never happen.”
Maybe he’d actually made a dent in that thick skull of hers because she retreated slightly even as she grumbled out another complaint. “Well, you could have come after me.”
“And why would I do that? You kept sending letters home about how great your life was and how much you were enjoying everything and then how you’d fallen in love with some ass. What was I going to do? Drag you back here to be miserable? That ain’t love, darlin’.”
Jamie didn’t have an answer for that, but that didn’t mean the sulk eased from her body. Brodie could still feel all the anger and hurt holding her tight against him. It brought him back to the same point he’d bumped into earlier.
“I guess I don’t need to ask why you lied, but I got a whole bunch more questions you’re going to be answering…in the morning.” Brodie stepped back, leaving a hand outstretched. “Right now it’s time for sleep, so you’re going to walk home with me like my woman, or am I going to carry you like a shrieking, little brat?”
 


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 15
 
Jamie went with him, not even offering a bit of resistance when he stripped her down and tucked her into the middle of his bed. Despite all the chaos of the day, it felt like warm comfort to be smuggled into his embrace. It didn’t take her but a minute to be lulled by his heat and her weariness into slipping right to sleep. 
If only she’d woken up that way. Eyes popping wide with alarm, Jamie tried to make sense of waking naked in some man’s arms. That it turned out to be Caelen, whose possessive grip held her breast prisoner, didn’t calm her panic in the least. 
Just the opposite, the way his gaze twinkled and his thumb rolled over her nipple had her all too conscious of the thick, hairy thigh tucked between hers as his hardness and heat molded itself to her back. Something particularly hard and hot branded her lower back. As if all of that hadn’t told her what Caelen had woken up in the mood for, he gave her that wicked little smile of his. 
“Mornin’, sugar.”
 “Don’t look at me like that, Caelen,” Jamie groaned. She’d have rolled away if he’d have let her. Captive as she was in his embrace, the furthest she could flee was to bury her face in the pillow.
“Aw, don’t be like that now, sugar.” Caelen nuzzled her shoulder with a plaintive series of kisses. 
“I told you last night,” Jamie lifted her head out of the pillow. “I’m not doing that again.” 
“Far be it for me to argue when you get that tone in your voice.” 
That didn’t stop him from chasing the shivers around her neck. Jamie couldn’t but flinch when he hit a particularly ticklish spot right at the top of her spine. That had him chuckling and taking another nibble. 
“Caelen, I said no.” Jamie rolled her shoulders pointedly away.
“Fine,” Caelen groaned rolling onto his back and releasing her. “But if we ain’t having no fun, then we’re going to be having a conversation, so don’t even be thinking of getting out of this bed yet.”
Jamie ignored that threat as she yanked on the sheet, trying to wrap as much around herself as she could while she rose to a sit. “Where’s Brodie?”
That concern hit her as her eyes scanned around the room to find it as empty as the other side of the bed. 
“He went to get you breakfast,” Caelen commented absently. 
He just couldn’t keep his hands to himself, and one lifted to stroke down over her spine, making her shift away from the too tender touch. His fingers fell to the bed with a plop. When he spoke again, he sounded almost tired…a little sad. 
“He said you needed to be gentled, so he’s planning some kind of surprise.”
“Brodie?” That had her smiling for the first time that morning, even if the gesture held a good deal of disbelief. “Brodie is planning a surprise…to gentle me?”
Caelen shrugged and stretched up along the headboard. “He said you were all jealous that we’d been screwing Rebecca all these years.”
“I’m not jealous,” Jamie snorted. “I’m disgusted.”
“And I’m just real thrilled to be marrying a former Madame,” Caelen shot back. “You know what Brodie and I been doing is perfectly normal for men. What you been doing…darlin’, you gonna have to explain that to me.”
Jamie rolled her eyes at his demanding look and gave him her shoulder. “Like what, Caelen?”
“For starters, how you even ended up stepping one foot into a parlor house.”
“What’s to explain? My aunt used to run one, and when she met me, she knew I’d be damn good at that job.” Jamie turned back to give him her own steady look. “And you know what? She was right, and I actually have you and your brother to thank for that.”
That had him coming off his relaxed pose. “You don’t you try to blame this on me, Jamie Anne Traynor.”
“It was a compliment. A good whore knows how to fuck a man, Caelen, but there a lot of women out there who can do that. A good Madame knows how to control a man, and there are far fewer of those around.
“My aunt taught me how to dress and talk and walk. All the little teases that get men in the mood, but none of that would be worth more than making a whore out of me if it hadn’t been for the punches you taught me to throw or all the dirty tricks you showed me. You taught me how to make sure I won any battle I stepped into. That was the key.”
“I didn’t teach you that so you could run off to some city and become some perverse creature,” Caelen growled. “I taught you that to keep you safe from the perverts who come out of the cities.”
“Well then you really failed,” Jamie shot back. “’Cause it wasn’t no pervert from the city who took my innocence. That was you and your brother, perverts from the country.”
“You better be glad none of them boys touched you. The only thing saving you is that you had enough sense not to let them, otherwise, that ass would be on fire.”
“Don’t yell at me, you oversized ass. You lost the right to have any say in my life when you sent me away.”
That dismissal had Caelen doing more than snarling at her. In a display of temper better worn by Brodie, he snatched her right back across the few inches she’d managed to get between them during the argument. Hauling her over his body, Caelen used a hand to press her hip down onto his erection. 
“You listen to me, sugar, and you listen good. We either going to talk or fuck, so don’t you be giving me all this attitude, or I’ll wear out your pussy until you’re more than willing to be a little sweeter in your delivery.”
Instead of being intimidated, Jamie shoved back from him. “See, this is exactly why I didn’t want you knowing I was a virgin ‘cause you think it gives you rights over me.”
“Nah, that ain’t it. It’s the fact that I could rat you out to your daddy. That gives me all the power.” 
That had Jamie going still. “You wouldn’t.”
“Give me a reason not to.”
“Because it would hurt him, and there ain’t nothing he can do to undo anything, not I would even want him to.”
“So? It ain’t my fault that you ran away.” Caelen used her answer against her, which just annoyed Jamie to know end. “And it certainly ain’t my fault it took you five years to come back, is it?” 
“I haven’t even figured out why I did come back,” Jamie snapped, hoping that hurt a little. “Hell, back East, I’m at least respected, and I got my own money, my own life…” Jamie couldn’t help but smile as she shot Caelen a dark look. “And kind of like you, Caelen, I like to watch.”
“I know why you came back, Jamie.” Caelen toppled her over, sprawling across her as he slowly pulled the sheet free from between them. “Because watching just ain’t enough.”
“Caelen…” 
“I know you’re pissed about Rebecca, just as I ain’t too thrilled with the way you been wasting the years, but do you really want to go back? You think in a few days, you’re just going to get on a horse and ride off back to your little whore house and leave me here…all alone…but for Rebecca?”
That threat had Jamie’s jaw clenching. A low blow, he hit her hard because there would be no way for her to answer yes. “You’re supposed to be so scarred. You could never touch another.”
He gave her an honest laugh at that. “Jamie, you worked in a parlor house. You know that ain’t the way it works.”
“If you loved me, it would be,” Jamie stubbornly muttered that insistence. 
 “And if you ever want to find some happiness in this life, you’re gonna have to forgive us.”
“Just like that?”
“And like this.” Caelen whispered a quick kiss across her lips, but he didn’t leave her convinced.  
“I’m not doing that again.”
 
* * * *
 
“But there are other things,” Caelen drawled, his thigh pressing in to part her thighs and give her mound a tantalizing rub. “You know…other things.”
“I am not sucking your cock, Caelen.”
The answer came out so quickly with such a high degree of annoyance it drew an immediate reaction from him. Tired of her resistance and aching with need, Caelen gave over to his baser urges. When the next objection started to form on her lips, he caught it with his kiss. 
No gentleness, no subtly, Caelen devoured the tasty sweetness, intent on overwhelming any resistance she tried to stop him with. His lips broke open over her, holding her hostage as his tongue swept in to conquer all within reach. 
No longer able to resist the temptation of her soft nakedness beneath him, his hand rove free and wild over all her plump curves as he pressed his thigh right between the weeping lips of her pussy to tease her clit with the crisp leg hairs. So wet…so hot…
“You ain’t fed me no pussy yet, sugar, and I’m getting mighty hungry.”
Not about to give her a chance to escape, Caelen dipped his hip and plunged his hand right down into her creaming cunt, aiming straight for her clit. Believing in keeping a woman too excited to say no, it only pleased Caelen more that Jamie could break so easily. 
As hard and tough as she thought of herself, it just took a few swirls and dips over her little clit to have her whining, not fighting him at all as he pulled the sheet completely back and spread her legs just that much wider. 
Jamie didn’t just like watching, she liked being watched. He figured that out real quick when her hands slid from his wrists and started doing all sorts of naughty things. More turned on than shocked, Caelen rose to his knees and stayed out of the way as Jamie began masturbating right in front of him. 
Those skinny little fingers danced fast and quickly over her tits, pinching and rolling her nipples until one smooth palm dipped and lifted her whole breast upward. Oh, sweet mother…That mouth would haunt him through death, and watching those full lips part over her own tit to lick out and toy with the puckered bud had his cock swelling with painful demand. 
Unwilling to put a stop to her seduction, Caelen’s hand dropped down to comfort his throbbing dick with a heavy squeeze. Soon, very soon, it would be plunging into that sweet little body and making it writhe like it never had. First, he wanted to enjoy watching her squirm. 
That’s just what she did when one hand slid down to cover her smooth mound. Two things became very apparent to Caelen as he watched Jamie fuck herself. She didn’t have a great deal of technique when it came to pussy playing, but she didn’t need any with that low tolerance. 
A simple roll of her clit matched with her other hand on her nipple had her panting, sweating, and straining for release in under five minutes and damn if it didn’t take her less than that to flatten out and recover enough to offer him a smile. 
“See, Caelen, I know about other things. That’s why I know I don’t need you or Brodie.”
She meant to press him too far. That became apparent when she shrieked and dove for the edge of the bed before he’d gotten over his shock at that one. It didn’t take him but a second to have her trapped with an unbreakable hold on her hips. 
She’d turned when she’d bolted and now got trapped right as he liked his women, on all fours. Bending over her back to whisper in the ear that hung barely a hair over the edge of the bed, Caelen made sure his cock seesawed through her little pussy, giving her a real good feel of what she’d be getting in the near future. 
“As much as I appreciate the show and as hot as it made me…sugar, that was just pathetic.”
Of all the things she could have done right then, the giggle rankled him the worst. “Blah, blah, blah. You’re all talk, Caelen. Where’s your brother? He’s the man of action.”
The squeal she gave when he hauled her right back across the bed did satisfy the growl working through his chest. The laughter still trickling out as she put up a comical resistance only riled the savage lust that he’d been leashing for days. There was no more need to bear that strain. 
As the fibers of his control snapped one by one, he wrenched her waist right off the bed, bringing the sweet treat he’d been too long denied to his lips. Barely aware that her shrieks had turned to true alarm, Caelen dove in for the feasting he’d promised her days ago.  
Spicy and sweet and so damn hot, it made every muscle in his body clench with the need. Settling into place, he gave her clit the tongue lashing it deserved, driving Jamie’s screams and squeals higher as her hips arched offering more. Devouring the invitation set her hips into a slow grind that matched the fast paced escalation of the shudders working down her body. 
 “Caelen…Caelen…”
Heedless of the panic tingeing her pleas, Caelen drove her harder until her whole body tensed, quaking with its own strain before snapping. With a scream, she flooded his kiss with the taste of her release, her whole body deflating under the rush. 
Going boneless, her hips would have slid from his hands, and she would have collapsed to her still for the relentless assault he waged on her clit, hearing the shrill squeaks building up in her ragged breath. 
“Caelen?”
Yeah, that’s what he wanted to hear. No more giggles. Jamie sounded worried now, and she had every reason to be. Instead of answering the plaintive concern in her question, he gave a simple suck on her pulsing clit that vibrated like a shot gun blast to have her jerking hard in his hold as the please started to come out. 
“Please, Caelen…I can’t…”
But she could and he made sure she did, four times more until her begging had turned to incomprehensible cries and her attempts to crawl free had faded into uncontrollable shudders. Sweaty, breath broken into ragged heaves, she offered him no resistance as he finally released her clit to settle the weeping head of his cock right up against the sweetest gate. 
Jamie would never know how much it hurt him to hold back, to give her nothing more than mere breath of what he ached to give. Keeping a hand on her hip to hold it in place against thigh, Caelen leaned over his worn out little vixen to murmur in her ear. 
“Tell me to stop, Jamie. Go on. Tell me no.”
“Caelen…” She couldn’t do more than gasp his name, but her body finished the answer. Arching in acceptance, her little cunt sucked at the slow inch he fed her, shamelessly begging for more. 
“You like that, don’t you, sugar?” 
He didn’t hesitate this time, letting the urgency in his balls slide him into the tightest, velvety vice they’d ever plundered. Beneath him Jamie shuddered and flexed, her sheath rolling with her pleasure even as her voice wheezed out. 
“Please…”
“What’s that, sugar?” 
Not the least bit sympathetic, his tone teased as much as the hand curling under the arch of her hip. The warmth of her mound seared through his palm. She trembled as his fingers fanned out. One slid over the pebbled bud he’d been tormenting for the last half hour. With the first slight brush, she jerked hard and began babbling.
“Oh, God, no…please, Caelen. I can’t.”
As much as it thrilled him to hear her beg, he withdrew his touch and left a warning. “Just so you know, it can get a whole lot worse for you, sugar. Now answer me, you like this?” He punctuated that question with a flex and pound of his hips, giving a full long stroke that had him hard press to stop after one. 
“Yes,” Jamie mewed and whimpered, her own hips rolling in desperation for more.  
“And you want more.”
She didn’t answer fast enough to suit him, and he gave her another warning shot with a roll of her clit. “Yes! Oh, God…Caelen, please.” 
That’s all he really wanted. Shifting back onto his knees, he enjoyed the view. Sprawled out over his lap, he had full control over her. Holding her still, Caelen didn’t give into her attempt to rush him as he settled in to enjoy a long, slow ride. 
Every single stroke felt like he’d stepped back into heaven. Playing peek-a-boo with the rapture, Caelen reveled in the pleasure, in the knowledge it was Jamie. His sweet, wanton Jamie crying out as her body gloried in his domination. He would never let his moment end, never let her go.
 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 16
 
I could have done that. Brodie snickered and rested against the doorframe, impatient for Caelen to finish. For once, he had outthought his twin. A rare occasion to be sure, but Brodie had woken up this morning thoughtful as he stared down at Jamie. 
Last night, it had been his plan to wake up before her and simply ambush her into giving him what he wanted, kind of like what Caelen had done. With the morning light still showing the point of stubbornness in chin, it had dawned on him that the real battle wasn’t getting back into her cunt. 
With as hot as Jamie burned for them, that wasn’t any battle at all. The true war lied in getting her to agree to stay put. While he had the threat to tell her daddy the whole truth and let him force Jamie into marriage, that wouldn’t make her happy. The good Lord knew Brodie didn’t want to have to survive a pissed off Jamie as his wife. 
She needed to want to stay, to agree on her own to be their wife…his wife. That’s right, Brodie eyes narrowed as Caelen’s hands switched to Jamie’s shoulders. His twin didn’t hold anything back as he fucked up a sweat, reaming out an endless scream of pleasure from the woman trapped beneath him. 
The whole bed creaked and banged under the immense force. Caelen could go on and screw the legs right off the bed he gave it to Jamie so hard. It wouldn’t matter to Brodie because she’d be his wife. Brodie had it all planned out, and just once Caelen got done grunting and sweating over Jamie, he’d move in and show his twin how it was really done. 
“You like that, sug’?” 
Brodie knew Caelen had about lost the reigns of his control when he started sliding his sugars into sug’s. Playing the tough guy, he probably delighted in hearing the little darling squeal with each one of his heavy handed thrust. Squeal Jamie did, whimpering and carrying on that she couldn’t take any more…just feeding the beast because the more Jamie begged, the more ruthless Caelen would become. 
“I could keep you here all day, Jamie.” Caelen’s head turned to catch Brodie gaze as it widened slightly. “All damn day, if you don’t give me what I want.”
Icy tendrils of forewarning shivered down Brodie’s spine as Jamie promised Caelen anything. If his brother thought he could…
“Then marry me.”
Son of a bitch! Jamie’s mindless agreement didn’t count in Brodie’s book, and it shouldn’t count in his brother’s. That hadn’t been a sincere acceptance. Hell, he doubted she even knew what she’d agreed to. Not with all the ruckus she made. 
Jamie came, and when she came, the whole world knew it. Even with the gag on, Linc had managed to hear her across the hall. If Bridgette hadn’t been worrying about going into labor, last night probably wouldn’t have ended so nicely. 
Screaming like she was dying, the only thing that cut through the piercing sound was Caelen’s roar as he collapsed on top of Jamie. About damn time. Brodie straightened up even though they hadn’t actually finished. Jamie panted out sexy little mews while Caelen grunted, their hips still rolling as each milked the very last stray bit of pleasure out of their release. 
Brodie didn’t intend to wait through all the ceremony. The water had started to go cold and so had he. Besides, Caelen, that bastard, wouldn’t come to a stop if he thought that would hold Brodie off. In confirmation of Brodie’s cynical opinion, Caelen busted open a smile as Brodie approached. 
Just half of his grin showed out the shadow of Jamie’s shoulder, but that’s all Brodie needed to read the word Caelen mouthed. ‘Victory.’
“Not yet you sneaky, son-of-a-bitch,” Brodie shot back along with a shove to Caelen’s shoulder that had him rolling off Jamie and taking his hard dick with him. 
“Wha—Brodie,” Jamie squealed as he snatched her up before Caelen could stop him. 
“Don’t worry, darlin’,” Brodie cuddled her close his chest as her arms frantically snaked around his neck to find a good hold. “I’m here to save you.”
Worn out as Caelen had made her, Jamie still had the ability to snort at that.   “You better not ruin this for me, Brodie.”
Slightly indignant that she’d assume he would ruin anything, Brodie managed the patience to ask first, “ruin what?”
“My afterglow,” Jamie yawned and adjusted herself slightly. “You just keep your wicked, little hands decent for a while and let me enjoy it.”
“Don’t worry.” He couldn’t help but roll his eyes at that. “I wasn’t planning on doing that right now. I actually wanted to talk to you.” 
“Oh, God, you are going to ruin it,” Jamie complained. 
He didn’t let that stop him from carrying her off anymore than he intended to respond to that bit of snotty attitude. "I’m going to prove to you, Jamie, that you’re the only woman for me.”
“Really?” Half skeptical, half amused, he hadn’t impressed her with that declaration. “And just how are you going to do that?”
“First the bath, then the proof.”
Given the amount of time he’d spent setting everything up for his darling, Brodie had at least anticipated some token sign of appreciation. Instead of respecting all the effort he’d put into setting the tub up just right in front of the windows and scavenging up a plate of food, Jamie just snorted. 
At least she didn’t antagonize him further by speaking as he settled them both down into the warm water. Brodie was trying real hard, but there came point, and Jamie had already started to push him toward it. 
The way her chin lifted and her nose twitched as he lifted up the bar of soap he had waiting to the side with the wash rag had him bracing for her next smart comment. Just as he suspected, she blasted him with an accusation instead of giving him the compliment he’d earned. 
“Rose scented soap, huh? I guess we know I’m not the first woman you bathed with.”
Brodie’s jaw hurt, it took so much control not to take that bait. He knew she wanted to tick him off, trying to push him into being the asshole she wanted to label him as. Brodie wouldn’t give her that satisfaction, though he couldn’t keep the insult out of his tone anymore than he could the frustration out of his hands as he ground the soap into the rag.
“I ain’t bathed with no other woman, Jamie. You shouldn’t go accusing me of things unless you know I’m guilty.” 
“Oh? And you’re going to tell me you actually remembered to bring the rose soap with the tub all on your own?” 
“No, ‘cause I didn’t bring this up from the barn. I had it in my trunk.”
That got a laugh. “Yeah right, because sometimes you just want to smell like a flower.”
If she said one more smart thing, it would be her ass. “Actually, it dawned on me after you left there wasn’t much good left to smell, and then I realized you always smelled like damn roses.”
“So what? You replaced me with a bar of soap?” 
“Why you got to be so difficult?” Brodie couldn’t take it anymore. Here he honestly tried, and she gave him more grief than Caelen. And Caelen had been the one screwing with her. 
“If Caelen had bought a damn bar of soap to carry around for five years just to remind him of what you smelled like, you’d be melting all over him, going on about how sweet and lovely he is. Me? Me, you whip with that damned sharp tongue of yours. Why?”
“Because as a general rule, you deserve it,” Jamie snapped back. 
“You could give a man a chance, Jamie. You might find out I don’t,” Brodie retorted, honestly offended. 
“Then prove it.”
“Then shut up.”
That had her stiffening right up. Even as he began to work the wash cloth down her arms, he could tell just by the tilt of her chin that she had her nose in the air. Brodie could read her silent thoughts. His hands were too big, too clumsy, too damn rough. What the hell did the woman expect? 
Brodie was what he was, but at least he was trying. The woman could give that a little recognition. When he’d just about worked himself into another lather, she sighed. Fully expecting that she had another disparaging remark to make about his attempt at being a romantic sissy, Brodie’s own muscles relaxed as she gentled against him. 
A smile peeked at his lips when she even leaned forward to let him run the washrag down her back. It slipped even further upward as he admired the delicate muscles and bones that made up her dainty frame. She really was just a little bit of a thing, but Lord help the man that tried to convince her of that. 
“I liked that punch you pulled with the apple,” Brodie grunted. 
It had her head turning to the side as her hair swooshed over her shoulder in wet-end clumps. “Yeah?”
“Your brothers are going to be shocked that you finally learned how to make your punches hurt.”
Her grin disappeared behind the wave of her hair as she settled back into his chest as his hands swooped up over her shoulder to work the wash rag down the other arm. “Did I hurt you, Brodie?”
“Well, it didn’t feel good. That’s for sure, darlin’.” 
“Wait until you feel the set of knuckles I got.” 
“Knuckles?” It sounded odd and ominous. 
“Yeah.” Jamie’s hand lifted to try and show what she referred to. “It’s got a solid pipe of lead that sits in my palm with specialty rings that go over my fingers. They’re lead too, but all scraped up so that it just rips through flesh with the punch. It’s a doozy, trust me on that. I wouldn’t even feel right about hitting you with it.”
The enjoyment in her voice told him that he should be thankful for that last concession. Brodie had no doubt Jamie had used her ‘knuckles’ on some man before. Given her previous occupation, he couldn’t really say he felt bad for those men. A woman had a right to even the odds. 
“I’m already grateful,” Brodie answered honestly. “I’ll take that as a sign that you don’t really hate me.”
He had expected her to come back with an instant response. It annoyed him when she didn’t, bothered him enough to a little of his own pinching. Not as tight or twisty as hers had been, but it got a jolt out of her. 
“No. I don’t hate you, Brodie,” Jamie muttered. “Though God only knows why, after all the silliness you put me through.”
“’Cause you love me, girl. Even I know that.”
“You’re such an arrogant bastard,” she muttered with overly dramatized disgust. “And don’t be touching nothing I ain’t given you a right to touch.”
He earned that rebuke for no more than smoothing the washrag over her stomach. If she thought he’d let her go that far with her tyrannical demands, the woman had completely forgotten just who the man was. He delivered that sharp reminder simply by running the rag right up and over her breasts, pausing long enough to give her puckered nipple a good rub. 
She gasped and jerked, but his free hand spanned her stomach to hold her in place. That left her only words, which she hurled at him freely. “Damnit, Brodie.”
“There ain’t no part of you that don’t need to be washed.” He drowned out her lecture even before it could begin. 
“Well then give me the rag, and I’ll wash myself.”
“That wouldn’t be very romantic would it?” Brodie asked without any intention of giving her room to answer. “Now, just shush up.”
 
* * * *
 
Despite her natural inclination, Jamie did shush up. Mostly, though, out of shock than any command in Brodie’s voice. He’s trying to be romantic? That was about as laughable as trying to watch a dog climb a tree. God simply had not built Brodie to be tender or gentle. 
She did have to give him one for trying, even if he had probably borrowed this scene somewhere along the lines from somebody else. It was all just too perfect. The tub, the soap, the plate of food he fed her with his hands, she simply didn’t believe that Brodie had thought this up on his own. 
Does it really matter? No. He tried, and that counted for something. Despite his insistence that she wouldn’t have been difficult for Caelen, she would have. Given that he did these kind of grand gestures so well, it would probably have meant very little. 
Especially after the way he’d assaulted her that morning. It had been good, and she had loved every minute of it, but unfortunately, she couldn’t spend her whole life suspended in sexual satisfaction. As soon as the glow wore off, the old pain came back to ache even worse. 
As nice as the bath had been and as much as she loved them, Jamie still held a grudge. Everything said and done, the scales tipped a little too far in Brodie’s and Caelen’s favor, and she resented it. She feared that feeling might never go away, that it might mar the many years to come. 
This moment, having Brodie wrap her up in a big drying cloth and then carry her back to bed like something precious and worth protecting, it felt near perfect. Only near because he tucked her alone under the sheets before moving off to start routing through some locker. Fortunately, the MacAuley’s always worked in pairs.
Before she could really start to feel bereft of her own personal caretaker, a thick arm looped around her shoulders and pulled into Caelen’s side. Looping a finger over the edge of the cloth, Caelen pulled her cover away so fast the edges stung as they whipped over her skin.
“No need for this,” Caelen stated as he snuggled her into his side. A palm on her lower back had her folding over him so that her breast got smashed against his chest and a thick-haired thigh rubbed enticingly into her mound. “Now that feels better, doesn’t it?”
Yes, it did. She answered not with words but with actions. Looping her arm over his stomach, Jamie gave him a little sigh as she settled in to fall asleep. It had already been a long morning. Comforted and soothed by Brodie’s pampering, her body about ached for a nap, which just made her all the more grumpy when Caelen intruded with a nudge. 
“What’s he doing?”
“I don’t know.” 
“You didn’t even look.”
This time she sighed louder with obvious annoyance as she lifted her head to glance over at where Brodie continued to rifle through his chest. “He’s looking for something.”
That earned her a pinch on the bottom which got him a scowl that he totally ignored. “I can see that. What is he looking for?”
“This.” Brodie answered him, his voice raised over the ruffle of paper. Whatever he had pulled out it had been painstakingly wrapped in layers of paper. He shot her a quick grin as he began ripping through the paper.  
“I guess I don’t need this anymore.”
“What do you have there?” Caelen asked as he lifted up onto his arms, dragging her with him to a sitting position. “Oh, God. Don’t show her that, Brodie. She going to think you’re sick in the head.”
“What?” Jamie’s interest peaked with the sound of outright disgust in Caelen’s voice. Her gaze trained on the garment that started to emerge from the mounds of paper. “Is that a corset?”
“It’s your proof.” Brodie held up the old familiar garment. 
It had been in the pile of clothes she’d discarded that infamous day when she’d turned to all out warfare in her attempt to seduce Brodie and Caelen. By the time she’d gotten to pulling back on her clothes, she’d realized too late that Brodie had taken the corset as proof to her father of her outrageous behavior. 
She’d never wondered what had happened to it beyond that concern. Now, though, her eyes widened over it and the implication of why Brodie had kept it. Even as the gesture began to wear down the last icy shard making her heart ache, Caelen snorted in utter disgust as Brodie raised the lacy undergarment to his nose. 
 “Look at him acting like a damn idiot.” Caelen’s spat as flopped back down. “Seriously, Jamie, look what you did to the man? He’s smelling women’s underwear.”
“I think it’s sweet.”
“Hear that Caelen? She thinks it’s sweet,” Brodie gloated. 
“That’s ‘cause she’s crazy. Hey, now,” Caelen objected when she pinched him for that one. His arm lifted away from harm as he slid back to glare at her. “Crazy and violent.” 
“I think it’s sweet,” Jamie insisted. She turned a cold shoulder on Caelen to give Brodie a big smile. 
“And I bet you’d think him wandering around sniffing soap for five years is romantic, too.”
“Yes, I would.”
Caelen really annoyed her with his attitude. Having Brodie running around sniffing her old clothes did kind of seem weird, but at least he had thought about her, had missed her. Brodie cared about her, and he’d suffered without her. That was more than enough to have her dropping the sheet as she went to her knees to give the kiss he earned. 
Lassoing his neck, she pulled his lips right down on hers. Not half the fool his brother accused him of being, Brodie willingly ditched the corset to accept an armful of naked woman. Binding her to him with those strong arms, he tumbled her backward until the hard wall of his chest rubbed into the aching globes of her breasts.
The coarse, thick hair teased her nipples in the most delightful way, and she broke off the kiss to grind into him. Her taunting motions evoked a growl that started deep in his chest, rumbling across her breast to quiver against her lips as he reclaimed her mouth with his. Jamie didn’t even fight his aggression, not when his intent was to shower her with pleasure. 
From her lips to her toes, that’s just what he did. The hungry demand of his passion echoed from the relentless duel of his kiss to the enticingly rough grind of his body into hers. The sheet had disappeared completely and nothing protected her from the provocative rub of Brodie’s hard muscles. 
The feel of him was a delicious contrast of smooth skin, callused fingers, ticklish hair and that heated length of pure strength that settled like a branding iron between her legs. Her legs had split naturally around his, opening up her most private area to act as a cushion for the heated length of his cock. 
Just as thick and heavy as she remembered, this time the feel of him didn’t elicit pain but tingly sparklers of pleasure. They exploded into full cannon blasts of rapture when his hips shifted, and the rounded head of his dick caught on her clit. Flicking it up as the full length, her precious little bud got ground beneath a full length pass of his dick only to be tantalized into a greater frenzy of excitement as he slid back down. 
Jamie’s eyes about rolled back into her head when her hips lifted for another teasing guide through her slit. Every muscle in her body contracted under the sunburst of pleasure vibrating out of her womb. Instincts pulled her legs up to cage his hips and lift herself into the incredible thrill his touch caused. 
Unchecked, her desires flared completely out of control, taking total command of her body. Hard, faster, she humped herself against him until she could feel almost every cell in her body dancing with anticipation for the big bang. 
Breaking off the kiss to pant through the insatiable tightening overtaking her muscles, her nails dug into his back as she tried to bind herself to his strength even as her motions spun out of control. Through the blaze of wildness glazing her eyes, she could see Brodie straining over her. 
Every muscle in his neck stood tense against his flushed skin, highlighted by the slow trickle of sweat starting to roll down the sides of his face. Even as she felt the flared tip of his cock catch on her opening, she could also see the flash of pain in his features as he held back to only slip pass. 
The burn in her womb clenched painfully at the denial of being filled. She wanted that. Deep inside, some part of her knew she needed it, would always need it, because she would always love them. 
“I know you think I’ve done wrong by you with Rebecca,” Brodie dared to murmur that slut’s name and ruin her good moment. “But honest to God, Jamie, I didn’t know you were mine to do wrong by. I know how hurt you are ‘cause I hurt when I heard you married some other man, and all I had left was some stupid corset. Now I got you, and I swear to God, Jamie girl, if you agree to marry me you won’t ever hurt again.”
Jamie couldn’t help but smile deep down inside at the nervousness trembling in Brodie’s deep tone. He really could be sweet when he put his mind to it, and how could she resist an offer like that? Tipping her head back, she offered him a quick kiss before an even shorter answer. 
“Okay.” 
 


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 17
 
The tips of Brodie’s lips barely managed to quirk upward before his smile smashed into hers for another tongue-dueling match-up. Jamie had expected for him to take immediate advantage, but she hadn’t expected Caelen to come roaring in from behind. 
“I don’t think so.” Caelen’s grip pinched her shoulder as she pulled her free of his twin. “I’m sorry, darlin’, but you already agreed to marry me.”
“I’ll marry you, too, Caelen. You ain’t got to get all huffy.”
“That ain’t exactly legal, darlin’,” Brodie chipped in, not sounding all that happy right then either. 
Ignoring Caelen’s scowl, Jamie leaned up to give Brodie another kiss before offering her response. “And I care?”
“Well I don’t want to be married to his wife,” Caelen proclaimed as if he had any say in the matter. “I want you to be my wife.”
“She’s gonna be my wife,” Brodie snapped back, finally releasing the arm he’d kept around her waist. “And every time you screw her, you’ll remember that fact.”
Like the scent of rain, the warning of a fight brewing thickened all around Jamie as Brodie and Caelen turned toward each other. She’d wanted to take a nap, but that wouldn’t be happening. There was only one thing that would distract them, and she’d just have the make the sacrifice like all women did. Then after that, I’m definitely getting my nap. 
“Excuse me,” Jamie drew their scowls her way. “If I’m not mistaken, the decision is mine and I say both.”
“That ain’t gonna work, sugar.”
“Is that right, sug?” 
Jamie cocked a brow at Caelen as she slid neatly right between where he kneeled and Brodie stood, blocking them from each other. With a seductive smile, she wrapped her arms around Caelen’s neck and arched her back just so. Rubbing her breasts teasingly against his chest, the motion rolled down to her hips which ground her rear against the hard cock Brodie pressed into it.  
“Well, I suggest you learn to make it work, Caelen, because until the two of you can show me just how good you are at sharing, I ain’t marrying nobody.”
That got her twin growls from either side as they read into that just what she wanted them to. No longer worried about which one of them got to stand in front of the preacher, both brothers turned on her. Jamie started squealing before she went flying. God but she loved just being tumbled over and ravished…especially now that there were two of them. 
Pinned in as she was on either side by solid walls of muscles, Jamie had no control and no ability to stop the hands going everywhere. One of Brodie’s large, work-roughened palms smoothed up the inside of her other thigh, holding her wide open as Caelen slid his thick fingers right into her to begin ravaging her pussy with relentless demand. 
Apparently, that had been the treat Brodie had been headed for. Being denied only made a thrilling growl vibrate through his chest as his grip roughened in his haste to lay a claim to her cunt. Cupping her from beneath, he beat Caelen to her clenched opening, getting the first finger in that had her crying out and arching. 
Not to be outdone, Caelen’s palm pressed down on her clit, grinding into it as he split her even wider and added his own fingers to her fucking. The painful need for oxygen in her lungs had her head whipping to the side as she gasped for air and some kind of perch in the storming roar of desire. 
Reason could not be found, as her men rallied to her breasts, settling the heated suction of their mouths over the aching tips. With nibbling teeth, coy tongues and an unparalleled suction, her lovers devoured her swollen globes as her hands raked into their hair to hold them prisoner against her flushed flesh. 
It felt beyond decadent to have two men warring over her body. That’s just what it came to when Caelen’s head dipped and tried to nudge Brodie’s hand from between her legs. In a duel of tongue versus finger they fought over her clit, terrorizing the oversensitive bud with the relentless roll of rapture. 
The streaks of pleasure became jagged shards when Brodie’s hand gave up the battle and dipped, but not to rejoin Caelen in the plundering of spasming sheath. Instead, his cool, sticky fingers traced further around the curve to press in against the entrance hidden between the lush globes of her ass. Jamie gasped in a tense breath as the memory of both the painful pressure and the forbidden pleasure swamped through her. 
“Relax, sugar,” Brodie growled out before giving her nipple a little nibble. “You gonna like how we share this one.”
The gasp she went to take got stuck, sucking in air with sharp spikes that matched the rioting pleasure that shot through her as Brodie’s fingers pressed down and began walking up the tender skin that separated her two channels. On the other side, Caelen matched him, thump for thump, igniting an inferno of lust that about seared her soul to cinders. 
Harder, deeper, they stretched her, making her twist into a thing of wild need that had her whole pelvis swaying with the silent demand for more. Through the chaotic whorl of emotions, Jamie knew pleasure as she’d never known it. The very torrent of ecstasy starting to rain down on her robbed her of reason but not fear.  
The emotion thickened along the ragged edges of her exploding nerves. Her eyes rounded and bulged with the intense pressure that sizzled through with each rotation of her hips. The pleasure could so easily consume and destroy her, it etched the fear deeper into her mind. She couldn’t do this, not alone. 
“Brodie…I can’t...”
He soothed the concern from her lips with a gentle nuzzle of his own. The soft touch provided the very moment of reason she’d been looking for as did the word he whispered back. 
“Shh, darlin’, relax. I got you.”
“No. Please, Brodie, don’t make me wait this time. No games.” 
Her plea brought a slight scowl to his face, and she could see the truth in his eyes. He wanted it this way, wanted her overwhelmed because he feared not pleasing her. Brodie MacAuley, bad ass that he was, never feared anything, nothing but her. That said just what the big brute probably never would be capable of. 
 “I love you, Brodie MacAuley.” Jamie smiled at the way he seemed to grow at that comment. “But I ain’t going to marry you if you don’t obey once in a while, and I want you and that hard-headed brother of yours now, not five orgasms from now.”
“You’re a crazy, hard-headed lady, Jamie MacAuley, but mine.” Brodie growled that out before taking her lips in another sweltering spiral of passion. 
As consumed as her focus became on trying to capture his tongue and suck it hard enough to make him shudder, Jamie barely noticed the way he ripped her right out from beside Caelen. Only when the delicious press of his body all along hers rubbed enticingly did she realize that she’d been rolled over him. 
Instead of objecting to the intention in Brodie’s grip as he pushed her legs wide over his hips so he could begin lowering her down on just what she’d asked for, Caelen brought the whole thing to a stop. With a simple hold flattening her hips to his, he ground his thickened erection right through the cheeks of her ass. 
“I’m still waiting to hear what you have to say to me, Jamie.”
Jamie smirked at that growled demand. “I love you, too, Caelen MacAuley, but if you don’t let me get to fucking your brother, I ain’t going to marry you either.”
The laugh that peeled out of her got twisted into a shriek as Caelen embedded his oversized cock balls deep into her pussy with one, smooth thrust. Her mouth lay open as her eyes bulged under the excruciating pleasure that spasmed up her back as Caelen began to ride her. With his grip on her hips he bounced her onto every upward stroke, making her pussy sing with unimaginable glory. 
This time as her control began to wither, no sense of fear or panic undermined the building bliss. Not with Brodie’s big hands to keep her safe and protected in his embrace. For as tender as his touch was, his words were nothing sort of wild.
“All these years you were thinking your sweetheart would be the easy one. Does that feel easy to you, sugar?”  
No. It didn’t, and that was just the sweetest surprise of them all. Her jaw snapped shut, Brodie shoulder getting caught between her teeth as every one of her muscles contracted beneath the inferno flaring straight up her back. The deliciously wicked flames licked further up her spine with every relentless thrust Caelen treated her to. 
Brodie brought one rough hand up to span her neck with a chuckle. Forcing her chin to turn and release his skin from her bite, he lifted her gaze in the direction of his mirth. 
“You having fun now, but this isn’t what you asked for.” Brodie’s voice dipped, going all soft and making his draw stand out just as the glide of his heated palm right up the incline of her raised buttocks. 
With a possessive rub, Brodie redefined her focus as his fingers slid right into her divide. Wickedly delicious thrills spiraled up her back as Brodie brought that exquisite pressure back. Slowly forging into her ass, he pressed down, making that amazing stretch of skin rub between him and Caelen’s galloping cock. 
“That’s what you asked for,” Brodie growled into her ear. 
His slow, tentative motions teased her, electrifying her with lightening strikes of heated rapture. Burrowing into Brodie’s neck, Jamie tried to remember to breathe as the last shred of domestication shriveled up, leaving her at the mercy of her own feral desires. Unable to deny her body’s desperate drive for more, she began grinding, thrusting, twisting anyway she could intensify the near scalding bliss bubbling through her. All the while, Brodie’s dirty encouragements spurred her on like a whip to a horse.
All she could do was whimper in response. Even then, her breath caught on the sound as a second set of fingers began to press in, stretching her back channel down onto the cock that had slowed down to a tormenting crawl. Caelen had shifted from her ravager to her torturer with those too tamed rolls of his hips. 
Tears began to dampen along with sweat beading over Brodie’s shoulder. Her tears were an involuntary expression of the exquisite pain that her need had become. The bubble of pleasure that they held her became an agonizing pressure that she prayed they’d pop.  
  Not her men. Contrary and difficult to the end, they just made the delicious friction worse as they began to tease her ass to a heated fever. Panting out little moans, she fought to get the more she needed, but all her efforts were tamed by her lovers’ superior strength, a fact that openly amused Brodie. 
“Settle down now, sugar. You get what you’re given. Of course, we can always be swayed by some sweet words.” Leave it to Brodie to annoy her in a moment like this. He wanted her to beg, but this was her moment. 
“Damnit, Brodie. Stop being such an ass,” she turned her head to growl at him. 
The words fell into a groan as he retaliated in the worse possible way. Lending his second hand to the battle to rob her of all sanity, he slid it right over her hip to strum his fingers over her swollen clit. Jamie shrieked under the seductive assault, jerking as her poor little bud strained under the molten explosions his teasing caused. 
“Jerk.” She managed to grind that word out between one rolling spasm and the next. 
“Aw, come on, Jamie,” Brodie cajoled even as he continued to torment her with his wicked hands. “You can’t deny you wouldn’t do the same.”
She smiled at that. He had it right, but the thing that made her glow inside was knowing he would beg too. In this, they were equal. “Fine, then. I love you both very much. I’m sorry for all the trouble I’ve caused you over all the years. I regret my rash actions and the consequences they caused. Now I humble myself before you and beg with open heart that you will forgive me my sins and take me as I am.”
She didn’t put a lot of effort into sounding sincere, not that Brodie would have believed her if she’d tried. “You got a lot to learn about begging, girl.”
“Yeah? Well I’m getting mine, Caelen’s getting his, and you? You ain’t much of nothin’. Kind of makes you wonder who the real dumbass is, don’t it?”
 Jamie had expected him to retaliate, and it surprised her when he stilled instead. Shifting his chin along her shoulder, he looked back at his brother and began to see things her way. 
“You know she kind of makes a point, Caelen.” When his grin rolled back in her direction, Jamie’s stomach clenched with the intent she could read in it. “I think it’s time we give the little sugar exactly what she asked for.” 
Nerves set in again as their hands withdrew back to her hips and they began shifting her free of Caelen’s delicious thickness. Her fingers dug into the mattress at the tediously slow withdraw. He made every inch of her sheath burn to feel him coming back, but he slipped free, leaving her clenching in pain with the need that demanded she be filled. 
Brodie came to her aid swiftly enough to tell her, he didn’t feel half as calm as he’d sounded. He certainly didn’t have the patience of his brother and lifted his hips in a hard thrust up. Forcing her down with an equally aggressive push, he shafted his full length into her, making her groan with gratitude. 
The groan turned to a whine when he held her flat, refusing to let her enjoy the sensation with anything beyond the tiniest of motions. Her plaintive sounds of protest cut off in a sharp intake of breath that got locked into her chest at the feel of Caelen’s impressive cockhead pressing into the cleft in her ass.  Those pesky nerves reappeared, and she couldn’t help the involuntary tensing that shivered through her as Caelen lodged himself firmly against untried opening. 
“Relax, sweetheart.” 
That tender side of Brodie shined through as his hands went to work on her back. Caelen’s joined in, adding smooth, perfect strokes to harmonize with Brodie’s rougher rubbing. Together they worked a new kind of warmth into her flushed skin. 
Sweet and protective, the sensation contrasted sharply with the pressure that radiated out of her rear with Caelen’s slow penetration. Like a string caught in a storm’s wind, the pressure snapped once his flared head settled firmly inside her. 
“Oh, God.” 
“You okay, baby?” Caelen didn’t sound too well off himself. His voice strained high as if he were holding back the sea just for her. 
At least he could talk. She didn’t have the air left in her lungs to form words. Not that any would have served as a good answer. She wasn’t okay. She’d never loved not being okay this much before. Sweet mercy of the heavens, nothing had ever been like this. 
“Jamie?”
The concern in Caelen’s voice told her he wouldn’t be giving her another delicious inch until she answered. Giving him the only sound she was capable of, she growled and jerked back, trying to take what he denied her. Instantly, four hands clamped down to hold her still. 
“I think the little sugar likes it, Caelen. Give her another inch.”
Jamie panted through the smooth slide. With Brodie’s hardness stretching her pussy wide, that was all she needed to completely lose it. The bubble of pressure began to crack and little sparkles of ecstasy teased her with what waited for her at the end of Caelen’s long, thick cock. 
This time, she fought them as she went wild with her need, grunting and trying to force them into motion with grinding humps of her pelvis. They fought to keep up with her, but she knew from their muttered profanity and their uncontrollable flexes that fed the hunger with shallow strokes — they didn’t want to win. 
Even those realizations fizzled out of focus as the pounding hammer of ecstasy started beating up her spine, driven by the hardening thrusts. Jamie lost the ability to even pant as her eyes rolled back in her head. Two thick cocks slammed into her in a ceaseless rhythm that only escalated into a frantic rush as they whipped a tidal wave of splendor over her. 
It crashed in, drowning her under its power as her lovers slammed into her in unison. Jamie screamed under the impact, feeling the whole world detonate around her in a fiery burst of starlight that flittered off into an endless abyss. With a sigh of soul deep satisfaction, she collapsed into the welcoming blackness. 
Even as she drifted toward oblivion, she heard Brodie cry out his love for her. The pledge chased after her, keeping her secure in the oncoming darkness. As the last thread of her consciousness unraveled, she knew she’d found something better than revenge. She’d found love.
 
* * * *
 
Brodie yawned and stretched. Barely awake four hours and already tired, not a good example to set as a man. He could take some comfort in the fact that Jamie had passed right out with her orgasm. At least he’d outlasted her. 
“I’m marrying her, Brodie.” 
Caelen made that pronouncement from the other side of Jamie. They’d turned and straightened everything out before settling down to snuggle their woman until she woke back up, so they could tire her back out. 
“I was wondering how long it was going to take you.” Brodie curled onto his side, tucking himself along Jamie’s length as he glared over at his brother. “You been lying there thinking it for the past twenty minutes.”
“So have you.” Caelen didn’t bother to meet Brodie’s gaze but kept his on the ceiling. “Either way, this marrying both thing ain’t going to work. I mean for one, Sheridan is going to insist on a proper, legal wedding, and that can only be to one of us.”
“So?” Brodie had a lot of opinions about that, but he knew when Caelen was driving toward something. 
“So, Jamie ain’t going to let us battle it out the way Angus and Linc did with Bridgette.”
Sneaky little bastard, Brodie couldn’t even guess where Caelen headed with this. “Probably not.”
“But we gotta settle this.”
“Just get to the damn point, Caelen. You’re about wearing me out of patience.”
“Well, since we can’t beat the crap out of each other, I say we have a different kind of battle.” Caelen rolled to his side finally and Brodie got the full force of where Caelen’s wicked imagination had taken him. “I say we make Jamie’s body the battlefield.”
“Jamie’s the battlefield?” 
“A competition for who can please her the most…we could do like a series, how many orgasms can you lick her to in ten minutes kind of thing. What better way than actually competing to see who satisfies her the most to figure out who gets to claim her as a wife?”
“Yeah,” Brodie nodded liking the idea. “That way when you’re screwing my wife, you’ll know that you can’t compare.”
“That’s really going to suck for you.” Caelen rolled back onto his back. “We’re going to have to draw up a list and maybe do some points.”
His twin had muttered off to himself, scheming and devising. Brodie looked down at the innocent snuggled up against him. She really didn’t have a clue what her stubbornness would cost her. He’d been warning her about it for most of their lives, but she just never listened. 
Dropping a kiss on her cheek, Brodie offered up a silent thanks to God for that…and for giving Jamie back to him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
Epilogue
 
Dear Aunt Elaine, 
 
I guess I owe you some money. I’m sure you’ve figured out over the last three months that I won’t be returning, just as I’m sure you have been gloating over that fact to Richard. I hope he has at least allowed you to persuade him to replace me down at the house. I worry that my girls are not being taken care of, but then I remind myself that you would not let that happen. 
After all, you always did have the stronger will than me. Just as you predicted, my emotions did decide my fate, but it hasn’t ended in doom yet. There have been moments, though, like my wedding. 
There is nothing more than a woman looks forward to than being married in front of a wall of bloody and bruised men. I can’t blame it entirely on Brodie and Caelen, though. My brothers, as well as theirs, all contributed to make the ceremony quite unique. 
Not that it wouldn’t have been anyways. I bribed the minister to wed me to both Caelen and Brodie, though they didn’t think such a thing was possible. They really are quite naive in so many ways, but they have those muscles, and that certainly makes them right more than not. 
I really think you would like them and hope that you can visit. It better be soon, too, because you never know how long before my doom catches up to me. I fear it’s coming in about seven months. 
You can have that laugh now because I’ve broken rule number one. I’m pregnant. While everybody from every corner swears there isn’t anything to fear or worry over, they aren’t the ones who have to push this kid out. I try not to think about, but focus on how much fun it would be to give Brodie and Caelen two girls just like Bridgette did her men. 
It would seem fitting justice, given just how much fun they make making babies. They should suffer some the consequences, right? 
Well, I hope this letter finds you in good health and that you will make the trip out here one day. I know we don’t have all the refinement you are used to, but the number of interesting men more than makes up for it. Besides, refinement has its limits.
 
Love, 
Jamie
 
 
 
 
THE END
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