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Dedication

Thanks to my wonderful editor, Lindsey, for her faith in me, and to Heidi for presenting me a new challenge…


Chapter One

True Wyatt prided himself on control—control over the multitude of responsibilities that came with riding herd over a successful ranch; control over his brother, who thought life should be enjoyed rather than conquered; and control over the desires he’d kept in rein since the demise of his marriage. And yet, the sight that greeted him this cold winter day told him he’d only been fooling himself.

From his perch high atop the ridge overlooking the lonely cabin, True Wyatt watched the shapely brunette as she made another trip to her car to pull boxes and suitcases from her backseat, one after the other. Grumpily, he wondered how she’d managed to stuff so much inside a Corolla. The trunk had held a similar assortment of printer-paper-sized boxes, which she’d manhandled into the house, her face growing rosy with exertion.

Despite the biting wind, she’d dispensed with her down coat and wore only a sweater with a crew neck, the sleeves pushed off her wrists. The dark blue knit hugged her upper torso, defining a lovely bosom and narrow waist. Every time she bent to pull out another box her designer jeans hugged her small rounded bottom, and his loins tightened.

Which annoyed the hell out of him. Fact was, he wished he could turn his horse away and pretend he hadn’t noticed trouble had arrived on his mountain. He knew exactly who to blame. His anger smoldered like hot coals ready to erupt into a full blaze. The clop of hooves approaching behind him carried just the fuel to add to the fire.

“Did you know?” True barked without glancing back.

“Know what?” his brother asked, humor underlying his slow drawl as he pulled up alongside him.

“That our tenant is a woman.”

“Sure did. I’m surprised that you’re surprised since I gave you a copy of her book. Picture’s right there on the back cover.”

The book in question sat on the credenza in True’s office. Exactly where his brother had left it two days ago. The fact he hadn’t bothered turning it over made True’s cheeks heat. Dammit.

Lonny had asked him just last night if he’d read the story. The wicked gleam in his eyes when he’d said it should have clued True in that his little brother was enjoying a joke at his expense.

“You do know this is gonna complicate things. If we weren’t busy enough after letting go of the seasonal hands, now we have to babysit—”

“She’s not looking for anyone to babysit her, True. Said she wants the privacy to finish up a book.”

True speared him with a glare. “We can’t leave her alone. What the hell does she know about surviving a winter in high country?”

“Probably not any more than the male author you thought you were gettin’.”

True gritted his teeth as Lonny’s mouth stretched into a gleeful smile.

“Tell the truth. You planned on having to check up on Mr. H.A. Cahill. You don’t trust tenderfoots.”

“But I wouldn’t be as worried. If a man’s stupid enough to get himself into trouble out here, it’s a damn shame, but not something I’d lose sleep over. But she’s…” He waved his hand toward the woman hopping down the steps for another load.

Her breasts bounced enticingly, distracting him from what had to be said.

At Lonny’s chuckle, he swung back with a narrowed gaze. “It’s not safe. Does she know she could be shut in for a month? That bears and wolves pretty much think a cabin is a drive-through?”

“The bears are hibernating. She’ll be gone before they stir. And you know wolves are shy of humans.”

“Does she know how to shoot a gun? Dammit, does she even own one?”

Lonny shrugged. “I asked if she needed me to leave one. She gave me a funny look.”

True cursed. “You show her how to light that cantankerous stove?”

“Showed her twice.”

The woman bent, reaching deep to the back floorboard of her car. Her sweater rode up, exposing a set of deep dimples right above her sweetly curved ass.

“Electricity’s bound to go out,” True muttered.

“There’s plenty of gas in the shed for the generator. ’Sides, she said candlelight gets her in the mood.”

True’s gaze swiveled back.

Lonny raised the hand not holding his reins. “For writing her stories. Although gotta wonder myself if she wasn’t talking about more. Her book was damn hot.”

“You thinking to give her inspiration?” True growled, his voice rising.

“Well, she did invite me down for a meal…” At True’s deepening scowl, he flashed a grin. “Out of gratitude. Said when Leroy’s hunting cabin went up in that brushfire her plans for a retreat were all shot to hell. She’s forever in my debt.” He waggled his eyebrows at the last statement.

True looked away, hoping to keep from saying something really nasty, because for whatever reason, the thought of his brother with the curvy woman below made him feel even meaner.

When he glanced back down the hill, his gut clenched. H.A. Cahill had stacked two boxes and was walking slowly toward the porch. The height of her burden was taller than the top of her head.

“Dammit,” he cussed and nudged his horse forward. She was gonna break her neck—and on his property. Sooner he helped her get inside, the sooner he could move on to more important things, like moving the last of the cattle to the box canyon where they’d stay to weather the worst of the winter.

As his horse picked its way down the slope, he kept sending darting glares her way, willing her silently to stay put. The brief thaw they’d experienced the past week had ended. Snow clung to patches of shaded earth, but had melted away everywhere else, leaving mud and slicks of slush. However, today’s cold snap was re-freezing the ground, the roads—the damn steps.

She slowed as she approached the steps, kicking out one booted toe to find them. Then tentatively, she stepped up. His worst fear was realized when she took another step and her foot slid out from under her. She toppled backward to the ground, giving a startled yelp as her boxes opened and the wind carried away pages of paper.

He kicked his horse’s sides, hurrying him down, ignoring the pounding of his brother’s horse behind him.

Before his own palomino came to a full halt beside the woman struggling to sit, he was out of his saddle and glaring down.

Ready to tear into her for her carelessness, he opened his mouth—but a strange thing happened. One look into her cornflower blue eyes, and his breath hitched. The caustic complaint he was about to voice stuck in his throat.

“You must be the brother,” she said breathlessly, her voice impossibly chipper for a woman who looked as though she’d gotten the wind knocked right out of her. “True, right? Your parents…got really creative with…your names,” she gasped. “I like that. Don’t be surprised…if they turn up in a book somewhere.” And then she grinned.

True’s dick hardened in one blazing instant, and he knew with a fatalistic certainty just what kind of books she wrote.

 

Honey had never seen a man look so angry and flummoxed at the same time. And that shouldn’t have been the case since she managed to ruffle men’s feathers faster than a hurricane. It was a talent.

She came up on her elbows in the mud and glanced at the papers cartwheeling across the yard. If you could call it a yard. The space around the cabin was more of a rough-cut clearing.

Nothing fancy, Lonny had warned her. He hadn’t over-represented the small two-room cabin with an efficiency kitchen and tiny bathroom.

And yet the rugged utility of the place appealed. The cabin smelled of pine sap and wood smoke, and when she’d stood on the porch the view of the mountains around her took her breath away.

The view from the ground right this second wasn’t that bad either.

“I’ll get those,” Lone Wyatt said. He gave her a quick glance, raised an eyebrow at his brother, then dismounted in a fluid, graceful move that had her envious of every flex of muscle that delivered him to the ground. Could any two brothers be more alike and conversely so different at the same time?

True Wyatt moved with rugged force. She couldn’t help wondering how that economy of motion and deliberation translated to how he moved in a bed. True wore “Cowboy” like some men wore Armani.

Her gaze crept upward from his scarred boots, past legs encased in sturdy, mud-stained denim, to a dark, dirt-streaked coat that fell to his knees. He looked like he’d stepped out of an old western movie. Even the cowboy hat, broad-rimmed and shadowing his deep-set eyes, emphasized his individualistic, rugged appeal.

Her glance flew back to Lonny, who chased the newspaper clippings and her own dog-eared notes across the clearing.

Lonny was a sweetheart. A flirty man with wicked intentions in his dark green eyes. She’d already decided she wouldn’t turn down an invitation to go to bed with the man. But that was before she’d clapped eyes on the brother.

She came back to True to find his gaze narrowed on her face. All brooding darkness and hard-edged features. Same dark green eyes, weathered skin and dark brown hair as the brother, but his expression set him apart. Made him seem even older than the thirty-six years Lonny had volunteered.

Lonny was in his late twenties, still footloose and straining against obligation. Facts she’d gleaned easily the first time they’d met. After all, she was a writer and a master at pulling information from a person without him realizing just how she did it.

Something told her big brother wouldn’t be nearly as easy to pump for information. “Pump” stuck in her mind, and her brain again leapt to sexier pursuits.

She’d gathered a lot of information during her brief encounter with little brother at the diner in town. She’d arranged to meet her original landlord to pick up the keys to the hunting cabin she’d rented for a writing retreat. Lonny had been hovering over the counter, sweet-talking a waitress, when he’d overheard her dilemma. After accepting his invitation to coffee, where she’d winnowed out his life story, she’d also managed to acquire an invitation to stay in the Wyatts’ hunting cabin, situated in a “lonesome high meadow”. She’d smiled at his attempt at waxing poetic, amused that he was trying to impress her after hearing she was an author.

Likely, he’d hoped that she’d use some of her pain-staking research into human sexuality and desire to show him how truly grateful she was for his last-minute save. Not that she felt under pressure to provide a little sexy quid pro quo.

Lonny was easy on the eyes and built like a brick house. Very like his brother in that respect. Although she was pretty sure by the way his gaze burned over her that True didn’t need the benefit of her expertise.

Pulled between two forces of nature, her attention was drawn once again to the tall brooding man who stood over her, his thickly muscled legs braced apart, the impressive bulge at the apex holding her attention longer than was polite.

Since he hadn’t offered to help her up, she cleared her throat, pushed a half-filled box off her lap, and struggled to sit.

A hand dangled in front of her face. A large hand with thick callused fingers.

Her heart hit a speed bump before hammering faster inside her chest. She accepted his firm grip and came up more quickly than she’d expected. She swayed against his chest before she got her feet underneath her. Then she had the whimsical thought that if he leaned forward just an inch, her mouth would graze the canvas material of his duster coat just over his heart. True was a big man.

“Thanks,” she said breathlessly.

Slowly, he eased his hand from hers then took a step back, his glance going back to her car. “We’ll finish the unpacking. Those boots of yours aren’t made for walkin’.”

“Really?” she said, glancing down at the pretty cowboy boots she’d bought for her retreat that now had a thick layer of mud crusted around the bottom.

“Why do you think you fell on your ass?” He cleared his throat then stomped away.

Honey didn’t know whether to take his comment as an insult or not, but she liked the sound of his deep growl. It rasped along her nerves, stirring long-dormant desires she’d sublimated in order to write the kind of surly, dominant men her readers seemed to love. Fictional men were easier to say goodbye to.

She stepped forward to help him, unwilling to just stand by and watch him do her work. However, a twinge of pain pulled across the muscles of her lower back, and she grimaced, reaching back to rub the spot only to discover her backside was covered in mud. Her grimace deepened.

“Did you hurt yourself?” Lonny asked, striding toward her with his hands clutching her papers. His gaze trailed down her body to where her hand rubbed.

“Just a twinge,” she said. “What with the heavy lifting—”

True snorted and stepped past her, his arms filled with three boxes stacked high.

Her gaze followed him, wondering whether she should call him on his rudeness or let it pass. Something made her want to challenge him.

“He’s always like that,” Lonny said, smiling. “Don’t take any offense.”

“I didn’t. Much,” she murmured. She aimed a tight smile his way. “Would you two care for a hot cup of coffee when you’re through?”

“We don’t have time to chit-chat,” True said, stomping right back out the door and down the steps.

She stepped into his path, forcing him to halt or slam right into her. “Did I say something that offended you?”

True’s hands came up, gripped her waist and picked her up to set her aside.

Her jaw dropped. Heat filled her cheeks. When he walked away, she glared at Lonny. “He always does that too?”

Lonny’s eyebrows were high, a little smile curving one corner of his mouth. “That’s not something I’ve ever seen him do. Whatever you said to him—”

“I didn’t say a thing.”

He shook his head. “Something sure as hell set him off. I better go give him a hand before he tries to walk right through me without the courtesy of moving me first.” He handed her the papers he’d rescued and followed his brother to her car.

Feeling off-balance because she didn’t understand what had angered the gruff cowboy, or whether he’d simply taken an instant dislike, she wandered up the steps and into the cabin, scuffing off the mud on the doormat before striding inside. The boxes were stacked near the kitchen table where she’d decided to set up her office. The rectangular surface already held her laptop and portable printer.

She wondered what they thought of her array of boxes. There were reams of paper, a couple filled with research, but she’d shoved clothes and camera equipment into the rest because she’d been in a hurry to escape the telephone when she’d left her snowbird house on South Padre Island.

True stomped in again and set three more boxes beside her. “These are the last and kinda light,” he muttered.

Probably held her underwear. The thought tugged a grin from her mouth.

His gaze dropped to her lips for just a second, and then it swept her body—so quickly she might have mistaken the once-over for a blink. When he’d finished, he tipped his hat and stomped out of the house.

Maybe he always stomped. Might not have a thing to do with her.

Lonny hovered in the doorway. “If you don’t mind, I’ll come by later to check in and see if you need anything.”

Did she need anything? A hug? A smile to assure her she hadn’t grown a second head or a wart on her nose. “I’d like that.”

Lonny flashed a grin then hurried down the steps. Big brother was already riding back up the ridge, his broad shoulders stiff.

Still, the sight of him, his sturdy body outlined in the snowfall that had begun sometime in the last few minutes, made her chest hurt. He wore loneliness like he did his long, dark duster.

She closed the door, shutting out the cold and the view. A shiver reminded her she’d better check the wood-burning furnace again. It was time to get to work anyway.

She hadn’t come all the way to the Colorado mountains in the middle of winter to pine over a man she didn’t even know and probably wouldn’t like if she did.

Honey bent and tugged off box tops until she found the ones holding her favorite knit scarf, another pair of clean jeans and a gray sweater. She shucked off her boots and muddied clothes, dressed in the clean ones and wound the sky-blue angora around her neck. Then she hunted for the bottle of scotch she’d packed, knowing she’d need it to get to sleep as the anniversary approached.

She poured herself a finger of amber anesthesia into a coffee cup she found in the small cupboard over the sink and settled down in front of her computer.

Her glance strayed one last time out the window beside the door. Snow had begun to fall steadily in fat flakes. Not that she minded. She’d wanted solitude.

Looked like she’d get it too—other than the occasional visit from one sexy young cowboy.


Chapter Two

Lonny glanced up at the gray sky—what he could see of it anyway between the fast-falling snow. What had started as soft flakes had hardened to icy flecks that stung his cheeks. “You check the forecast?”

“Course I did. It said we’d get snow.”

Lonny grinned at True’s terse reply. The woman had really gotten to him. He’d barely spoken a word all afternoon. “How much snow?” he asked, goading him.

True stuck his pitchfork into the hay they were scattering for the cattle crowding closer to the flatbed where they both stood. “About three feet tonight. You might want to hold off visiting your girlfriend until tomorrow. It’ll be deep enough for the snowmobile by then.”

“I told her I’d stop by tonight. And she’s not my girlfriend. Yet.”

True stuck the fork in harder and tossed hay over the side where Lonny stood. “You hoping to get snowed in?”

Lonny brushed off hay and picked bits from his hair. “Dammit, True, you’ve been cross as a hungry bear all afternoon. Why don’t you just spit it out?”

“She’s trouble.”

That hadn’t taken much coaxing. Lonny eyed his brother, amused he’d let the woman get under his skin. “She’s a big girl. Smart too, if you’d taken a couple of minutes to get to know her.”

“Why bother? She’ll be gone in a couple of months.”

“Well, so will I come spring.” He darted a glance at True, but his brother’s set expression didn’t betray a thing about what he thought. “You know I’m heading back out on the circuit.”

“Didn’t ask you to stay.”

No, he hadn’t, but he’d certainly made his disapproval known in a hundred other ways. “You know what your problem is?”

True blew out a deep breath and leaned on the handle of the pitchfork. “No, but I’m sure you’re gonna tell me.”

“You need a woman, True. A wife. Someone to warm your bed and cook your meals. Someone you’ll have to talk to.”

“Tried that. Didn’t work out so well, remember?”

Lonny grimaced. “You were both young. Don’t you think it’s time to try again?”

True’s lips twisted. “Just who do you think I ought to marry?”

Lonny thought for a minute then shrugged. Fact was, he didn’t know of any woman strong enough to stand up to his brother’s hard-headedness. Becky had wilted beneath the long brooding silences.

A picture of Honey Cahill stepping into his brother’s path flashed through his mind, and he smiled.

“I didn’t think it was a joke.”

Lonny pressed his lips together to kill the smile. “It wasn’t. I was just thinking of Honey and the way she stood up to you.”

“Honey.” True grunted and picked up the fork, thrusting it deep into the round bale. “Maybe we shouldn’t talk about her.”

“Why? Don’t you like her?”

“I don’t dislike her.”

“She’s a pretty little thing.”

“Little being the biggest problem.”

“Why’s that?”

“She’s not cut out to be here.”

“Becky wasn’t little and she—”

“We’re not goin’ there. Think I’m in a bad mood now…” He dropped the fork to the floor of the flatbed. “Ms. Cahill’s your problem. You invited her. You can look after her.”

“That won’t be a chore.” Lonny watched the way his brother’s jaw clenched and thought he might know what the real issue was. “True, you interested in her?”

“What?”

“Honey. Do you want her?”

True picked up his coat and thrust his arms through the sleeves, his always dark expression looking like a thundercloud. “I’ll drive the truck back. Can’t leave it here another night. You’ll have to lead my horse.” That was all he said before he leapt over the side of the trailer and stalked toward the cab of the truck.

Lonny felt undecided for a minute. Unsure whether he ought to cut his brother out of the chase by making the first move. But the thought of Honey’s warm humor and womanly curves going to waste when his brother would never approach her out of sheer stubborn pride made the decision easier.

Maybe that didn’t make him the best brother. He understood what drove True, but couldn’t do a thing to make him budge. He’d been there when True’s marriage ended. By all outward appearances it was an amicable split, but Lonny had seen the true devastation later in the darkness that settled over True. All happiness was crowded out of his life. He led a solitary existence that was unbroken by any urge for him to stir from their mountain.

Lonny leapt over the side of the trailer into a foot of soft-packed snow. He crammed his hat onto his head, gathered up the reins to his brother’s horse and mounted his own. He turned toward the valley on the other side of the ridge where a plume of smoke promised warmth and feminine company.

If he felt a twinge of guilt, he quickly tamped it down. Honey was just too much temptation for a man to ignore.

 

Footsteps scuffing across the porch pulled Honey from her story. She glanced to the clock at the corner of her screen, surprised to discover hours had passed since the brothers had left.

The air inside the cabin was chilly, and she realized she’d let the fire go out. She rose, wincing at the dull ache in her lower back, then strode toward the furnace in the corner of the open room. She pulled the lever to close the flue and opened the door, careful to stand to the side as Lonny had shown her in case flame billowed out at the sudden influx of oxygen.

A knock sounded at the door.

“It’s unlocked,” she shouted, reaching for a log. “Come on in.”

The door swung open. “Let me help you with that,” Lonny said, stepping inside.

Grateful, she straightened, easing her muscles with a quick rub.

Lonny’s brows lowered. He took off his hat and brushed the snow off the brim and his shoulders while he stood on the mat. He tugged off his gloves with his teeth, hung his hat on a peg beside the door then strode toward her. “You forget the fire?”

She wrinkled her nose. “I started working and forgot the time.”

“That’s a good thing, right? For your story?”

“Yeah, means I was in so deep everything else disappeared.”

They stood studying each other’s faces. His expression was watchful, but open. Friendly. And if the quick glance he gave her body before he bent and threw more logs inside the furnace was any indication—he was also interested.

“Did you eat dinner?” she asked, trying to remember how one of her heroines would ask a man to make love to her, but she was out of practice. Dinner was just a stalling tactic.

“Not yet,” he said, closing and latching the door of the furnace. “Wanted to stop by before it got too late.”

Maybe she’d been too subtle. “Do you have time to have a meal with me?”

Lonny’s gaze locked with hers. “The way that snow’s comin’ down, if I stay longer than half an hour, I may as well wait until morning to leave.”

There wasn’t any pressure in the way he said it, but she understood what he was asking. Lonny wanted to spend the night with her.

Just what she’d been fishing for.

Her body, chilled only a moment ago, reacted with a surge of warmth that spread from her breasts up her neck to flood her cheeks. Embarrassed to be blushing like a virgin, she shifted her feet and winced when her lower back throbbed.

He sighed, pulling her attention back. The corners of his eyes wrinkled with good humor. “Tonight’s not a good time for dinner. I better get on down the road. But first, I have something for you to try. Let’s move over toward the light,” he said, aiming his chin at the kitchen table.

They moved toward it. Then he fished in his pocket for a tin, which he unscrewed and held up for her to sniff.

The scent of camphor and something not quite as minty opened her sinuses in an instant. “What’s that for?”

“For your back. It’s a liniment I use on my horse when he’s limping.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “And you want me to do what with that?”

Lonny smiled his wicked, flirty smile and lifted a hand, finger pointed toward the floor. He twirled it.

Honey groaned. “You want to do this standing up?”

“I might get ideas if you insist I do it when you’re stretched out on a bed. ’Sides, my horse never complains when I do it this way.”

Honey laughed then slowly turned to give him her back.

Lonny cleared his throat. “Um…you’ll have to push down your pants a little and lift your shirt.”

“Lord, who turned up the heat in here?” she murmured.

His husky laughter stirred her hair, which told her he stood only inches from her. Standing this close, she caught a whiff of barnyard and mint. She wondered if he’d popped a Tic-Tac before coming inside. She decided she liked his earthy-sweet smells and relaxed.

She unbuckled her belt, undid her jeans and shoved them just past her hips. Then she took a deep breath and pulled up her sweater to bare her midriff.

“Nice dimples.” Then his fingers stroked salve over her lower back, the camphor heating her skin. He set the tin aside. “I’m going to brace your front. Promise I won’t take advantage.”

“Sure,” she whispered.

He placed his large hand over her lower belly. Her breath hitched when his little finger entered the vee of her open pants. But her next breath was a sigh when he pushed the heel of his hand hard against her back, soothing muscles and making her sway. After a few moments, the hand pressed against her front was the only thing holding her up.

He glided and smoothed, working the liniment into abused muscle. Then he gently dug his knuckles into her, which caused her to rise on her toes and her head to dip toward her chest.

“Gettin’ it?” he whispered.

“Mmm-hmm.” Was he ever gettin’ it. Getting her hot, getting her horny.

His hand slowed on her back.

She held her breath, listening to his deepening breaths that fanned against her neck.

The hand in front slipped beneath her open waistband, and then stilled. The warmth of his palm against her vulnerable belly was one of the sexiest sensations she’d felt in a long, long time. She knew he waited to let her make up her mind. She inched apart her feet.

His fingers sank deeper, touching the hair covering her mound. “Bend over. Grab the edge of the table.”

The way he said it, his voice thick and raspy, sent a quiver of lust through her. She bent, gripped the edge while her heart pounded hard against her chest.

The first gentle scrape of callus over her hooded clit made her groan. She bit her lip to hold back more sounds.

“It’s okay to make some noise, you know,” he said, stroking deeper between her folds.

“It’s been so damn long, I’ll sound like a porn queen.”

His chuckle sounded strained. His long fingers swept over her lips, gathering her moisture. One digit thrust into her entrance and swirled. The hand at her back resumed the massage, heel grinding into bruised muscle.

Aroused and soothed, all at once, her body began to quiver.

Honey wished she had the nerve to shove her pants off her bottom, to lift herself higher and beg for his cock, but that would have required her prying her fingers from the table. She gave an agonized groan and lowered her head, resting it on cool wood.

Two fingers stroked inside and she clamped her thighs together, holding him there.

He held still, but then she rocked her hips to fuck them. So wet now, his hand was sliding in slippery honey and he moved easily in and out, his thumb caressing her clit.

“Lone…” she moaned, turning her head, ready to beg him to fuck her.

“This is all you get tonight, sweetheart. Take it. Fly with it.”

An apt description of just what she felt. Her body undulated in sublime heat. The flick of his thumb and thrust of those digits burrowing deeper, sliding faster, had her arousal building, surging…and then she came, shattering happily, her cries broken and aching.

“Sweet,” he whispered, a kiss landing on her cheek as he leaned over her.

She gave a shaky laugh and pushed away from the table. He straightened behind her, pulling his fingers from her pussy. They made a slick trail up her belly.

“I’ll let myself out,” he said softly.

His footsteps moved away, and she zipped her jeans, leaving the ends of her belt dangling as she followed him to the door.

Honey was tempted to ask him to stay. Really tempted, but then she thought about that bottle of scotch and the fact she really didn’t know Lonny all that well. Not yet anyway. “Guess you better go,” she said softly. “But thanks. For…everything.”

Standing next to the door, hat in hand, he turned. “If the power goes out, you won’t have a phone.”

She nodded. “I know.” When he hesitated again, she laughed softly. “I do want that kiss you’re thinking about.”

Lonny’s slow grin was filled with devilment. “Was I that obvious?”

Laughing softly, she stepped closer and tilted back her head. “I haven’t felt this awkward since high school when Donny Mathis walked me to the door, then hemmed and hawed for ten minutes before working up the nerve.”

“Should I be nervous?” he said, moving in, his hands landing on her hips to pull her against him.

When their bellies rubbed, she forgot all about why she shouldn’t want this. The heat in his gaze soothed away her doubts.

His kiss was hot, not so much tongue that she felt like a snake wiggled in her mouth—nice. Very nice. His tongue withdrew, his lips suctioned hers. Then he lifted his head. “Be safe. And don’t forget that stove again. I don’t want you sick.”

She warmed to his concern. “I won’t forget.”

He bent and gave her cheek a quick peck then ducked out the door.

She shut it behind him and leaned against the cold wood, her body still humming from the delicious thrill of their encounter. More than ever, she knew she’d done the right thing getting away from familiar surroundings. Not once while he’d been with her had she felt a twinge of sadness. Maybe she really was ready to move on.

 

True heard the clomp of Lonny’s boots as he strode down the hallway. His office door swung open, and Lonny stuck his head inside.

His mouth stretched as he looked down to see what rested in True’s lap. “Finally reading it, I see.”

True set aside the book and dropped his feet from the ottoman he’d rested them on. “How’s she doing?”

Lonny stepped inside the door, but came no farther. “Settling in.”

“Didn’t expect you back.”

“Are you fishing to know whether we had sex?”

“Not any of my business.”

“That’s too bad,” Lonny said, his face hardening. “She’s mighty pretty. Took some of Mustang Joe’s liniment over there to rub on her sore back.”

True’s body tightened. “She let you?”

“Didn’t need much coaxing. Must have been hurting bad.”

“That the only reason you didn’t stay?”

“Nope.” Lonny stepped deeper into True’s inner sanctum. He rubbed the back of his neck, and then aimed a pointed glance his way. “Things haven’t gone so far I wouldn’t take a step back.”

True narrowed his glance then grunted. “Why are you so worried about my sex life?”

“Because you don’t have one,” he drawled. “And I’m not selfish. I have fuck buddies I can call on whenever I have urges.”

“That’s what you plan to make her? A fuck buddy?” He hated even repeating the phrase, especially in reference to Honey Cahill.

“Maybe I do.”

True’s gaze fell to the book.

“She’s not like that. It’s just what she writes.”

True tightened again at the thought of the things he’d read. “Did you ask her what she had in all those boxes?”

“Think she’s got slings and toys packed inside? Maybe a leather corset?” Lonny waggled his eyebrows. “I’d like to see her in one of those.”

So would True. Which made him angry at himself. That wasn’t him. To him sex wasn’t a game. Wasn’t something you had to dress up for. And he didn’t have it in him to leave a mark on a woman. The images she’d painted of a woman so enthralled with a man she’d let him tie her up and whip her made him feel a little queasy—not to mention inadequate.

“Just say the word, bro,” Lonny said softly.

“I don’t need you to make any hookups for me. I’m not interested.”

“Then why bother with the book?”

“Just wanted to know what kind of person we’d let onto our property.” Damn, he was getting good at lying.

“She’s nice, True. Sweet.”

“You talking her personality or her flavor?”

Lonny shook his head then turned toward the door. “I’m gonna grab a bite. Later.”

The door slammed shut, leaving True alone. The book lay face down, Honey Cahill’s smiling face turned toward him. The picture wasn’t her. It looked airbrushed. Her hair was darker in the black-and-white photo, and her smile looked forced.

He picked it up again, settled deeper in his chair and fought the erection burgeoning between his thighs as he read on. Did Honey like the kiss of leather branding her ass?

He remembered that sweet ass, those two dimples peeking from under her sweater. It was round and firm. Her skin was pale cream. He imagined his hand spread over a cheek, imagined lifting it to strike her soft skin. He’d leave thick rows of pink.

Would her pussy melt? Would she moan, her breathy cries rising into a crescendo?

If he had a mind to, could he even give her what she needed to be happy?

Foolish thoughts given the fact she’d be gone as soon the season changed. Still, the thought of spending a few nights in her bed, spending his frustrations and disappointments while he stroked her to satisfaction, tantalized.

He wondered about that massage Lonny had hinted at. How far out of hand had it gotten? Not that the thought of taking her, even if his brother had already been there, should really matter.

It wasn’t like he wanted her in his life forever. The memory of her gaze landing on his cock for those long seconds while she’d lain sprawled at his feet teased him. Maybe he should stop by to see her.

He wouldn’t be the one to make the first move. He’d let her actions, her expressions, tell him whether she wanted him. But then what? True cussed softly and picked up the book, looking for clues for how to please a worldly woman like Honey Cahill.


Chapter Three

The next day, Honey sat at the kitchen table, her fingers flying over the keys. Ever since she’d awoken that morning, she’d been filled with so much energy and ideas her fingers couldn’t type fast enough to keep up. And good Lord, the images…

The story she’d begun had taken a decided turn. A delicious one. Sure, she’d explored the BDSM lifestyle, visited dungeons, interviewed Doms and subs, but this story wasn’t about “what” the characters were doing. It was all about who they were.

This story felt natural, real…maybe because the heroine was every bit as conflicted emotionally as she was. Her own stirrings were seeping into the pages…a woman torn between her attraction for two men and bittersweet memories of the past. And since this was her book, her imagination, she released the reins and let it happen…on the page.

She wondered what Lonny would think when he read her book a couple of years from now. Would he recognize himself and his brother? She imagined he’d be thrilled and amused. But how would True feel?

The whine of an engine sounded from outside. She blinked away the haze she’d existed in since she’d started working, pulling free of the eroticism that had kept her body warm and her pulse thrumming.

She hurried to the coffee pot, listening as the engine quieted, and quickly refilled the pot with water, the basket with grounds. When it began to drip, she headed toward the door just as the heavy tread of footsteps approached it.

She swung the door open, and then stepped back, surprised because it was True. He held his hat between his hands. He’d cleaned up since yesterday. His clothes were tidy, his scent was fresh.

Inside, she melted just a little because she knew he’d gone to some effort, interrupted his routine to make an impression. It had worked. Her mouth dried in an instant as she looked him over. He was every bit as dark, as brooding as he had been yesterday, but today there was a hint of something else in his watchful gaze.

She stepped aside and waved him in without a word.

He stepped over the threshold and cleared his throat.

Was he nervous? Should she be? She felt only a stirring of happiness inside.

“I read your book.” He blurted it—like the words were poison he had to rid himself of or choke.

Happiness was certainly fleeting. Her back stiffened. “Not to your taste, I take it?”

“It wasn’t like anything I’d ever read,” he said, his tone as surly as ever.

She crossed her arms over her chest, her face heating with embarrassment. Her stories were a reflection of her own yearnings, even when exaggerated as that particular book’s had been. Anger slowly burned, because he’d managed to put her on the defensive, and she didn’t think she deserved it. She worked damn hard to make a living at writing. She wouldn’t apologize for the fact she’d found a way to keep food on the table.

“I take it you don’t approve.”

“That’s not what I meant.”

“Then why are you here?”

His eyebrows drew together in a fierce frown. “Because I wanted to know if you’d like to go out with me.”

Surprise made her lift her chin. “Because what you read excited you? Do you want to tie me up? Spank me, maybe?”

His face turned crimson. “I want a lot of things, but those aren’t top on my list.”

She narrowed her gaze. “I’m not sure I like you.”

“You don’t know me,” he growled.

“And you think you know me because of what you read?”

A ripple of tension tightened his jaw. “I read it because I wanted to know what it is you do—so we’d have something to talk about.”

“You want to talk about dungeons and titty clamps?” God, had she really said that? She swallowed hard, feeling heat creep across her own cheeks.

His head canted, his gaze swept her face. “Are you always this uptight?”

She realized she was equally at fault for the fact this wasn’t going well. The last thing she wanted was for him to stomp out the door in anger. They hadn’t made the best start yesterday. Today’s fiasco could spell doom for the rest of the winter.

She dropped her arms and strove for a less militant expression. “Would you like a cup of coffee?”

His nod was crisp. His mouth crimped. She wondered if he didn’t speak because he was afraid he’d stick another boot inside his mouth, and that thought made her smile.

His frown deepened, his gaze dropping briefly to her mouth. Then he looked away—at the ceiling. Was he counting to ten?

“I promise I’m not that scary,” she said softly.

His gaze slid back. “I apologize for jumping down your throat yesterday. I was angry.”

“Because of me?” she drawled, beginning to enjoy the fact that his gruffness was apparently due to his uneasiness around her. Maybe he didn’t get out much.

“Yeah,” he said, then shook his head. “No. Because you’re a woman.”

“You wanted me to be a man?”

“Yes,” he bit out, and then snorted. “No. Dammit.”

She couldn’t help it, she laughed. His glower deepened even further. “True, I’m sorry too. But there’s something about you that brings out the ornery in me.”

His expression lost a little tension. “I guess I’m out of practice,” he said, more slowly this time, as though trying to pick his words carefully.

“Out of practice with what?”

“Talking to women.”

“Let me guess. You stay holed up on this ranch most of the time, with only men, right?”

He nodded, seemingly relieved he didn’t have to explain himself.

Honey stepped closer. “Let’s make a deal. I promise not to take offense the next time you bark at me, and you’ll try not to.” She held out her hand.

He eyed it for a moment then raised his. “Dammit.” He tugged off his glove and took her hand, holding it gently inside his. His gaze rose to meet hers again, this time not as hard.

Her pulse leapt at that light touch. How intriguing. “I promise I’m not fragile.”

He squeezed a little and pumped it up and down.

She laughed again.

This time the corners of his mouth twitched. “You always this forward with men?”

“You’ve read me. There’s not a lot that shocks me.”

He cleared his throat. “I’d be much obliged for that cup of coffee now.”

She eased her hand from his, immediately missing the warmth. To hide the feelings swamping her, she turned to walk to the kitchenette and busied herself with cups and pouring coffee.

“I like mine black,” he said from right behind her. He set his hat on the countertop.

“Good thing,” she said evenly although her heart was tripping faster. “Because I didn’t bring any creamer or sugar with me.”

With the coffee poured, they stood beside the counter, both leaning their hips against it, as they quietly sipped from steaming mugs.

“What are you working on?” True asked. “Lonny said you were here to finish a book.”

She sighed. “I was having trouble with my original idea. It felt forced. So I decided I needed a change of scenery. A friend of mine put me in touch with Leroy, but you know where that led.”

“Too bad about the fire.”

She let a little smile curve her lips. “I’m thinking it wasn’t such a bad turn of events. For me, anyway.”

“Really?”

“The story…” She shrugged. “It’s coming now. It’s not the same one I started, but I like how it’s changed.”

“What’s it about?”

She blushed.

He studied her expression. “I’d ask, but I don’t quite know how to.”

“Without making us both blush, you mean?” She laughed. “Guess I can tell you. You’re in it. Or at least someone like you is in it.”

He snorted, but one side of his mouth quirked. “Should I be worried?”

“Only if the thought of a threesome makes you cringe.”

His cup halted just in front of his mouth and he blinked. “A threesome?” he asked, his tone casual. However the glint in his eye was anything but.

She turned away, walking toward the table and her laptop, nervously closing the lid and searching for a way to explain without letting him know just how much she’d been thinking about it. “I usually write about a couple exploring their sexuality—breaking taboos to find out what they need from their intimate lives. This time, I have a heroine, Helen, who’s attracted to two men. Brothers.” She glanced up to see how her words had affected him.

His eyes narrowed. “Can I assume Lonny and I are the inspiration?” At her nod, he frowned. However, it wasn’t an angry look. He looked as though he was trying to find the right words to ask another question.

“Okay,” she blurted. “I’m attracted. To both of you. You’re both so different—personality-wise. But alike in the way you look. It got me thinking—doing the what-if game—because I was stuck for an idea. I hope you aren’t offended.”

“Why should I be?”

“Because I patterned the characters after you and Lonny.”

“It’s not like it’s ever gonna happen. It’s just a story.”

Disappointment, sharp and bitter, flooded her—which surprised her, because she hadn’t thought far enough ahead to really wonder about the possibility—but now that particular door was closed. Firmly too, if his expression was anything to go by.

She cleared her throat. “I’m glad…that you aren’t offended.”

He set aside his coffee cup. “What about my question?”

“About us going out?” At his nod, she stalled. Making up her mind to have casual sex with Lonny hadn’t made her this unsure. “Can we? I thought the roads are closed.”

“I came to invite you to the ranch house. To have dinner at my place. I’ll cook.”

“You cook?”

“I do a lot of things that might please you.”

That was his first blatant come-on, and he managed not to garble it. She suspected that he’d been thinking about saying that line, maybe even practiced it.

Inside, she felt that melting heat flicker into flame again. “I’d like that.”

“About Lonny…”

She stiffened, remembering she had a problem. “What about him?”

“Are you going to tell him?”

“Tell him what?”

“That you’re taken.”

She blinked. “Taken? You mean claimed like a prize?”

“I don’t want to step on his toes, but he did offer you to me. I don’t think he’ll mind.”

“He offered me?” Her eyebrows shot up.

“Don’t get your back up,” True said, impatience in his tone. “That’s not how it was. And remember, we had a deal.”

“I said I wouldn’t take offense if you barked, but you expect me not to take offense when you and your brother talked about me? Divvied me up like a piece of property?”

He sighed. “Look, you’re mad. I better leave. I’ll be back later to pick you up.”

“And you think I’ll still want to come?”

“Don’t you?” He stepped closer, crowding her against the counter. “Don’t you want to be with me?” His hands cupped her hips, not a tentative grip at all. He pulled her against him and then bent his head.

She leaned away, her gaze searching his expression. “You take a lot for granted,” she gritted out.

“I saw the way you looked at me yesterday. Where you looked. You’re interested.”

“And you’re crude, True Wyatt.”

“Only bein’ honest. I think we’d be good together and it’s gonna be a long winter.”

His mouth came down, and she stopped trying to defy him. Pride wasn’t going to get her what she wanted. And he was right. She wanted him.

She reached up, smoothed her hands over his shoulders and sank her fingers in his hair and tugged it, bringing him closer.

When their lips met, she felt another fundamental difference between True and his brother. Lonny’s kiss had been hot, enticing. True’s made her tremble, head to toe. He pulled her lust from her core, as ruthlessly efficient at kissing as everything else.

His firm mouth glided over hers, rubbing twice before he opened and tugged her bottom lip between his. He bit.

She gasped—and he swooped inside, growling, the sound vibrating through her. Their torsos slammed together, her soft breasts crushed against a wall of muscle. Her nipples prickled, tightening instantly, and she moaned into his mouth.

His hands slid down to cup her ass, and he lifted her. She opened her legs, wrapping them around his waist, riding his long, hard ridge.

He leaned her against the counter as he rutted, driving his denim-covered cock between her legs, burning her sex with friction until she writhed wildly, rubbing her breasts and pussy against him, doing everything he’d allow while locked inside his embrace.

He turned his head, breaking the kiss. He dragged in deep breaths while she did the same.

“Be ready,” he whispered.

Then he pushed her legs to the floor and stepped back. Palming his groin, he adjusted himself while his dark expression roamed her face and body.

She gripped the counter behind her, hoping the trembling would stop so she wouldn’t sink to the floor because he was already turning away. Leaving her. When she’d been that close…

“Bastard,” she whispered.

He didn’t look back. “Been called that before. But I’m guessin’ that’s what you need.”

She blinked, and then a lop-sided smile tugged up one corner of her mouth.

He reached the door, slammed his hat on his head and turned for one last glance. When he saw her smile, a rueful grin stretched his own mouth. He shut the door quietly on the way out.

Honey walked on air to the table, flipped up her screen then sighed. She could hardly wait to begin the next chapter.

 

 

Lonny heard a strange sound coming from the far side of the paddock where True had said he’d be working to repair rails that had loosened. Someone was whistling.

And since they were the only people on this side of the mountain, he knew it had to be his brother. Bemused, he rounded the corner of the barn to find True lifting a new board into a slot.

“Someone sounds happy.”

The whistling stopped. True aimed a glare over his shoulder.

Okay, that was the brother he recognized. “Need help?”

“Got it handled,” True said, reaching into a pocket of his coat and coming out with nails. He hammered the first into the wood, his motion sure—but his expression was thoughtful.

“You finish that book?” Lonny asked, pretending only idle curiosity.

“Didn’t need to.”

“Have her all figured out already?”

True grunted.

Suspicious, Lonny looked off to the ridge that divided the ranch for the high meadow. “I was thinkin’ about paying her a visit.”

“No need to.”

“And you know that because you’ve already seen her?”

“As a matter of fact, yeah.” True turned to face him.

By his expression, Lonny surmised he had something to say. “You did more than check on her, didn’t you?”

“I don’t kiss and tell.”

Lonny grinned. “But you did kiss her. Tastes sweet, doesn’t she?”

True’s expression hardened. “Find some other fuck buddy to mess around with.”

Didn’t take him long to figure out just the right words. “Took my advice, I see.”

True hammered in another long nail between his fingers and lifted the hammer. “She’s coming over for dinner.”

“Want me to make myself scarce?”

“Would you if I asked?”

“Not a chance. This I have to see.”

True grabbed the top of the board and pushed to test the strength of his repair, then moved along to the next board.

Lonny picked up an end and fit it into the groove on the next post.

“You don’t mind me cuttin’ in?” True asked too casual for it to be real.

“Sure I do. But I’m not near as interested in her as you are.”

“She said something today. Wondered if she’d mentioned it to you.”

“About what?”

Three taps and he stood back from the fence, meeting Lonny’s gaze. “About her story. The one she’s working on now.”

“She hasn’t said anything about what’s in this one. Hasn’t been time. Something bothering you about it?”

“She’s writing about us. Or at least two brothers like us. And a girl.”

Lonny waggled his eyebrows. “She writing a ménage?”

True’s jaw tightened. “I don’t want you gettin’ any ideas.”

Lonny couldn’t help teasing him. True took everything too darn serious. “Think I’d be into it?”

“Wouldn’t you?”

“Hell yeah. But I’m guessing you’re not comfortable with the idea.”

“Sex isn’t a game.”

“Can be. Can be a helluva lot of fun.” He laughed. “I wish I could have seen your face when she said it.”

True snorted and reached for the gloves he’d lain over a post. “Wasn’t pretty.”

“You let her down easy?”

“Not hardly. Fact is, hearing her say it made me pretty mad. I took it out on her. Not that she couldn’t handle it.”

“You make love to her?”

“Not yet.”

“Thinking it will happen tonight?”

True nodded.

“Well, then I guess it would be in my own best interests if I left you two alone. A happy True isn’t one who’s gonna bust my ass all winter.” Lonny clapped his brother on the shoulder then swung his arm over it, giving him a man-hug. “I’m proud of you.”

True shrugged him off and pushed him away, but he wore a little smile as he headed back to the barn with the hammer and the boards he hadn’t needed.

Lonny walked away, picking up the tune True had been whistling. He wondered how he could convince two stubborn people that this wasn’t just hormones following their natural course.

He’d never seen a couple more suited.

As for himself, the road off the mountain was closed. He wouldn’t be going to town until the snowplows made it this far. He’d be stuck listening to the sounds of someone else getting busy for once.

The thought of his brother hugging that sweet, dimpled ass made him sigh with envy, but he knew True needed this. He’d be a good brother and do his best to make sure the two of them had all the privacy they needed to get to know each other.


Chapter Four

Honey hugged True’s waist and snuggled up as close to his back as she could while he expertly steered the snowmobile through the snow. They followed a wide indention in the thick white blanket that she figured was the road. Sure it was cold, but she loved any excuse to touch him. Even under the cold-weather gear she could feel the tensile strength in his hard, muscled frame.

He’d come for her at dusk, warning her to pack for the night in case the weather turned and he couldn’t bring her back.

She appreciated that he didn’t say outright, “Plan to stay the night with me”, because she already blushed every time his gaze landed on her.

When she’d opened the door, he’d eaten her up with his forest green gaze. Dressed casually in layers to ward off the nip in the air, she knew her curves were muted, but that didn’t stop him looking, like he was imagining her naked. She’d chosen a soft blue sweater, dark blue jeans and those boots he disapproved of.

He’d waited patiently while she’d tugged snow pants over her legs and then held her coat while she bundled into it. She’d wound her scarf around her neck and tucked her hair into the hood of her coat, all while he’d waited—and watched.

She’d watched him too, liking the breadth of his shoulder under his clean insulated jacket, the length and thickness of his thighs below. Lord, she couldn’t be casual, couldn’t pretend to be cool, knowing she’d see every part of his body before the night was through.

The snow had stopped around mid-day and even through the darkness the white drifts reflected moonlight. He didn’t really need the headlight on the vehicle to find his way. Fifteen minutes later, he pulled up beside the porch of a large log home, as rugged and immutable as its owners. He cut the engine and waited while she climbed off, then swung his leg over, took her arm and led her up the stairs.

She grinned because his touch was firm. No way was he going to let her fall on his steps. She imagined he had plans for her ass other than nursing bruises.

The door swung open before they reached the top step. Lonny’s wide smile eased her embarrassment over the fact she was arriving with his brother. The wicked glint in his eyes when he shook her hand told he was thinking about where his hand had been yesterday and she blushed.

How did they do that? It wasn’t like she hadn’t been around the block a time or two. Hell, she’d been married to a lusty man. And yet both brothers reduced her poise to breathless sighs and flushes.

“I checked on the chili,” Lonny said.

“Save us some?” True said, a hint of wry humor in his voice.

“There’s plenty left.” He leaned toward Honey. “The secret ingredient’s beer.”

Honey chuckled as True lifted a hand and chucked Lonny behind the head. She didn’t have any siblings, but felt an instant envy for their obvious affection.

“Let me get your coat,” Lonny said, reaching for her zipper.

True cleared his throat and dropped the overnight bag she’d packed beside his feet. “Anyone does any unzipping it’s gonna be me.”

Honey and Lonny locked gazes then dissolved into laughter.

“I’m so glad you are two are enjoying yourselves,” True said, his tone dead even.

Honey wiped away a tear and tugged down her own zipper. When she slipped off the sleeves, she surrendered it to True, who hung it on a coat tree next to the door. He pulled off his own then bent to peel down his snow pants.

She was so hyper-aware of the slide of clothing that the act of shedding the cold-weather gear was a nearly erotic act. She was breathless by the time she straightened and handed everything over.

Her mind leapt straight to the bedroom, barreling forward to the moment they’d both shed the rest of what hid their skin from view. Something of what she was thinking must have been written on her face, because when she looked up, True’s eyes were smoky, his jaw set.

“Since I’ve had dinner, I’ll retire…with a good book,” Lonny said, giving her wink.

She barely heard him. Couldn’t take her eyes off True. She’d written this scene today—with the older brother taking the lead—easing Helen past her inhibitions until she moaned like a wanton.

“You hungry?”

She sucked in a deep breath, deciding that playing coy would be a complete waste of a perfectly good hard-on. The hard-on was impossible to ignore—long and thick and pressing against his pant leg.

“You’re staring again.”

“Can’t help it,” she said, feeling suddenly breathless.

“What are you thinking?”

“About choreography.”

His snort sounded suspiciously like a laugh, but she wasn’t going to look to be sure. “Choreography?” he murmured.

“Yeah, I think those pants have to come straight down. You’d never get enough room to work it out of the front.”

This time he did laugh, deep and rich.

Heat crept up her neck and flooded her cheeks. When she glanced up, her gaze slammed straight into his.

He held out his hand. She slid hers along his work-roughened palm and shivered because she knew she’d feel the scrape in a hundred delicious places.

He led her through the house, to a staircase that curved up to the second floor. Their footsteps were hushed by thick beige carpeting.

He opened a door and flicked on a light, then tugged her inside the room.

Once there, she spared a glance around his bedroom. A blue and white quilt covered a king-sized mattress. Heavy navy curtains covered the window. The furniture was dark maple—plain, but sturdy.

True tugged her hand, reeling her in like a fish on a hook.

Her head dipped toward her chest, because she felt suddenly shy, suddenly unsure. It had been so long, and she’d thought she was ready for this. But a shiver struck her spine, shuddering downward.

A hand cupped her cheek, and a thumb tucked beneath her chin to lift her face.

True’s expression was impossible to read. “I thought you wanted this.”

“I do.” She licked her lips. “Guess I’m a little nervous. This part’s always a little scary.”

“I scare you?”

She nodded. “It’s different for a girl,” she whispered. “We have to surrender, have to open. I guess I’m feeling a little vulnerable.”

“Would it make you less nervous if I got naked first?”

That little hint of a smile turning up one corner of his mouth fascinated her. She gave in to a whim and came up on her toes to press her mouth against his. He didn’t try to embrace her, just held himself still while she pressed one kiss then another against his mouth.

His lips responded, softly molding hers, reassuring her silently that he would let her take the lead if she needed it.

She lowered herself again, pulled her hand from his and then took a step back. Without glancing at him again, she unwound her scarf then lifted her sweater over her head and held out both to him.

His breath held as his gaze raked over her lacy white bra and the bare tops of her breasts. His fingers curled around her clothes.

She rested a hand on his arm and bent to tug off her silly boots, and then she went to work on her jeans, laying open the belt and unzipping her pants.

When she pushed them down and stepped out of them, she glanced up again, wanting to see his reaction. She hadn’t been naked with a man in three years. Kenny had thought her perfect, had told her a thousand times how beautiful she was, and she’d believed him. Standing in her white bikini panties and bra, she wanted to be beautiful and alluring.

Instead, she felt awkward. She wanted True to say something to break the silence that stretched because she felt foolish, thinking maybe she should have let him take the lead because then she wouldn’t be waiting for him to react.

“I’m not on the pill,” she blurted.

“I’ve got it handled,” he said in his gruff tone.

Still, he didn’t move. She turned away and walked toward the bed, wanting to dive beneath the covers and hide, but his hand reached out and snagged her wrist. She froze while he stepped behind her and unhooked her bra. Then his long, callused fingers gripped her hips and rubbed downward, pushing her panties down her legs.

They fluttered to the floor, and she was nude. Standing with her back to a fully clothed man with an erection.

His hands settled on her shoulders. “What’s wrong, Honey?”

She shook her head. “I wish you’d do something.”

“Not until you tell me what you’re thinking. Your face closed up while you stripped. Like you were a hundred miles away.”

“It’s not you. I want to be here. I swear I do.”

“Then what’s wrong?”

She bent her head, unwilling to tell him because she didn’t think it was any of his business. This was personal. More so than getting naked with the man. “I’m cold.”

He sighed. “Go get under the covers.” He released her hand.

She knew she’d disappointed him. She’d disappointed herself. Just minutes ago, she’d felt so carefree, so aroused.

However, a thousand miles hadn’t distanced her from her memories.

The rustle of clothing reassured her she hadn’t completely blown it. She lifted the quilt, pulled down the sheets and slipped into the bed, shivering because the crisp cotton was chilled.

Bare feet padded around the bed, and True entered her vision.

She sucked in a breath as she watched him remove his watch and set it on the nightstand. His chest was broad and lightly furred with dark brown hair that stretched between small brown nipples. His belly was taut, muscled, a study in shadow and light that tempted her fingers to explore the ridges that defined his washboard abdomen.

Everywhere she looked was so masculine, so hard, that her fingers tensed and her mouth grew dry.

But it was his cock that made her want to weep. Thick, long and so aroused it lifted proudly from his groin—it reminded her of everything she’d lost. She missed sex, missed feeling a man thrust deep inside her body. Missed the heat, the gentle violence.

“You’re doing it again.”

His gruff tone coaxed a smile from her. “I’m sorry.”

“For what?”

“Killing the mood.”

He sat on the edge of the bed. “Does it look like I’m worried?”

“Nope.” She flipped back the covers, inviting him to lie beside her.

He eased into the bed, coming to his side, facing her, but not touching. “So tell me.”

Honey drew in a breath, fortifying herself to say it. “I was married.”

He nodded, but held silent.

She took another breath, but this time her chest didn’t feel quite so tight. “He was a school teacher, but joined the Guard. Army Guard. His unit shipped to Iraq.”

True scooted closer and clasped the hand that lay between them. His thumb swept up and down the back of her hand, soothing her as she breathed deeply, trying to put to words the pain of her loss. She cleared her throat. “He died three years ago. Shot in an ambush. I usually spend my winters holed up at the beach house I bought with the insurance he took out. I couldn’t face it this year. Thought I needed to get away. It’s so different here. The air’s fresher. The cold…it’s nothing like home.”

“It sounds like you’re not over him, Honey. You sure this is what you want?”

She met his gaze, but tears caused her view of the hard edge of his jaw to waver. “I have to let go sometime. And I have. Mostly. I thought if I could stay busy, maybe I wouldn’t dwell on it. I felt so happy, moving in, meeting you and Lone…I felt ready.”

True let go of her hand and combed his fingers through her hair, pushing it behind her ear. “We don’t have to do anything.”

She sniffed and shook her head. “That’s not it. I want you. It’s just the getting naked part that freaked me out a little. I haven’t been with anyone else. And then Lonny kissed me and I felt happy, horny again.” She wrinkled her nose, knowing she shouldn’t be talking about his brother when she lay next to him in bed, but hey, he’d wanted to know. “He made me laugh, made me forget about how awkward it can be.”

True’s brows lowered. “I made it awkward?”

She swallowed hard, recognizing that something about his quiet intensity was actually turning her on. In fact, every spike in her arousal appeared to be directly linked to his increasing tension. “It’s awkward only because I’m realizing how badly I want this to be good.”

“Are you sure you should be in bed with me?” he rasped.

Honey quivered at the raw sound. “I’m attracted to you both. I’ve already admitted that. Can’t stop thinking about some really naughty things, but I need you, True. I need you to be the first. And I know how that sounds. But I can’t help what I feel, what I need.”

He nodded, but his expression didn’t close up, didn’t look disapproving. He moved closer, pulling her flush against his body. His cock was there between them, hard and pulsing. She tilted her hips to rub her belly against it.

A muscle flexed at the edge of his jaw; his nostrils flared. “I’ll tell you what, sweetheart,” he whispered. “I’ll be your first. And then we’ll talk about what’s next. I thought I was the only one with issues. Makes me feel like a selfish bastard that I got so wound up about you choosing me. I had a wife, but she’s still alive and kicking. Married to someone she likes a whole lot better than me.”

She gave him a weak smile. “I can’t believe that.”

His mouth curved. “I’m not the easiest person to live with.”

Her smile widened. “Imagine that. Did you bark at her too?”

“Never.” His smile dimmed. “But then again, I didn’t talk to her much either. She hated the silences, hated being alone when I was out working cattle. What was his name?”

She didn’t have any trouble following his segue. “Kenny.”

“What did he think about what you do?”

“Are you kidding?” Her smile didn’t dim, but his face shimmered in the tears welling in her eyes again. “He was my biggest fan.”

 

The tears did it. He couldn’t be jealous of a dead man, but the fact she cried over him, the fact she’d really loved him, made him ache. For her.

He reached out slowly, slid a hand around her waist and pulled her closer. When her head settled on his arm, he breathed easier, taking in the sensations—the scent of her hair and skin, the softness of her cheek on his arm, her tightening breasts against his chest. Yeah, he was hard, but he could stand the discomfort. It was her sadness that nearly killed him.

She sighed and snuggled closer, easing her thigh higher over his hip. Her hand made a tentative glide over his belly then stopped liked she’d realized what she’d done. Her breath held for a long moment.

And he couldn’t help it. He swore silently to himself, because his cock surged, nudging the back of her hand.

He held his breath, counting, wanting to be strong, willing his body back under control, but she turned her hand and glided her fingers down his shaft. It was just a light skim of her fingertips, but it was enough to make his pulse leap.

Her hips moved, surging against him. “True,” she whispered.

He kissed her forehead. “Baby, be sure.”

“I am. I swear. Please.”

He cupped her cheek then curled his fingers under her chin. He slid his lips along her skin as he tilted her face higher. When his mouth touched hers, she sighed and melted closer.

Slowly, he moved away, just far enough to give them both room to look. He stared down between them, at her hard, cherry nipples, at her soft belly that quivered against his rock-hard cock.

Honey raised her thigh, setting her foot against his leg, opening herself. She watched him just as avidly as he smoothed a palm over her hip, rubbing her thigh to knee, then slid to her inner thigh and trailed his fingers upward to search between her legs.

She was wet, her sex steamy. He thrust two fingers into her and watched her eyelids dip, her nostrils flare.

He dragged in the steamy scent of her and swirled his fingers inside her.

“True,” she groaned.

He thrust deeper, rubbing the pad of his thumb over her clit, relieved to discover it was hard.

“True,” she said, her voice higher, more urgent.

He kissed her forehead again, smiling softly to himself. “What, baby?”

She nuzzled his cheek then whispered in his ear, “Got a condom?”

He pulled his fingers free and rolled to his back, stretching to reach the drawer to the nightstand. He pulled it open and fished for a packet, cursing when the drawer slid farther out and tilted downward. But his fingers closed around a small square just before the drawer crashed to the floor.

He came back to her, bit the foil and ripped it open. “I need two hands.”

“Let me?”

He gritted his teeth, wanting to cloak himself, because her hands were shaking and her fingers were cold, but he gritted his teeth and waited, watching while she plucked the center of the circle to stretch the tip, then placed it over the head and began to slowly roll it down his length.

Either she wasn’t very skilled or she was nervous. She only rolled it halfway down his shaft.

“Been a while,” she said, then bit her lip.

“You’re doing fine.”

Her fingers were too tentative and the latex stubborn.

Finally, he pushed away her hands and gripped himself, gliding the condom downward until he was sure it wouldn’t come off when he began stroking her. Then he rolled and came over her.

Her breaths gusted in shallow huffs. Her hands gripped his shoulders.

He nudged her apart with his knees, but rested on his elbows so he wouldn’t overwhelm her with his weight. “Put me inside you.”

She fisted him. This time her fingers closed tighter around his shaft. On his knees, he reared back a little, gave her room to position him, then he flexed his hips and thighs, pushing forward and finding her center. He thrust slowly inside.

Her hand drew away, slid over his side, scooped at his lower back then traveled lower. Her fingernails scraped over his ass and dug into his flesh.

“True…”

“Yes, sweetheart.” He pulled back, leaving just the crown inside her.

Her head tilted back, digging into the mattress. “Fuck me,” she said, her voice deepening. “God, I ache for you. Please, don’t tease. Don’t be gentle.”

Pulsing forward once, he bent to rub her lips with his. “You sure you’re ready?”

Her nails dug in harder, her head rolled side-to-side, her hips surged upward, trying to capture him as he pulled away again. “Bastard, just do it.”

He almost smiled, but his desperation made it a grimace. He sank, sliding deeper and deeper, and then hooking at the end to force her hips to move with his. When he was as far as he could go, he ground hard, moving side-to-side, stretching her, drilling—needing to be as deep as he could go, wanting to force her to recognize how well he filled her—giving in to the primitive, primal urge to imprint her with his masculinity.

Honey didn’t seem to mind. Her body shivered against him, her hips bucking under him. Her thighs crept around his waist and held tight, giving him a glimpse of her own possessive urges. She pressed her lips against his shoulder then bit him there. “Move, please,” she groaned. “I need you to move.”

He came up on his arms, peering down at her, his gaze raking her spiked breasts, her undulating belly, then staring down at where their bodies joined. He eased from her, watching his cock, reddened and glazed pulling from her lips, before stroking in again, screwing her slowly.

Honey’s features blurred, her cheeks reddened, her breaths became jagged. “Talk to me,” she gasped.

True shook his head. “What?”

“Talk to me. You’re staring, but what do you see?”

“Beautiful. Baby, let me talk…after.”

“I need you to talk, to help me relax. I’m hot…hurting even…want to come, but I’m too tense.”

“Not a good time.” He bent and skimmed his mouth along her jaw, but she turned away and her fingers curved around his shoulders, holding him back.

He leaned his head on her shoulder. “This something he did?”

“Yes.”

“I’m not him.”

“I know that. But I’m…”

“Are you scared?”

“A little. I want this so much, but I can’t let it happen.”

He drove into her again, but her legs weren’t squeezing around him now. She wasn’t lowering them, but she wasn’t participating anymore. “Dammit.”

“You say that a lot.”

He grunted and slowed his motions, trying to gather back the frayed edges of his control. If she needed him to comfort her, he’d give her that. However hard it was for him to do this. He wasn’t used to talking during sex. Didn’t quite know how to start. “I’m not an easy man.”

“I think that’s one of the first things I noticed about you,” she said breathily. “The fact you weren’t easy. I thought you didn’t like me much.”

“I didn’t not like you. I just didn’t want you on my mountain.”

“Because I’m a girl.”

“Yeah. It wasn’t anything personal.”

“Do you still feel the same?”

“Guess I do. It’s a hard place in winter.”

“And yet you’re fucking me.”

True snorted and ground into her. “I’m a man.”

“And I’m available.”

He pulled out and thrust in again. “It’s not like that.”

Honey’s lips thinned. “Yeah, maybe we shouldn’t talk.”

“You promised you wouldn’t get bent out of shape.”

“I wanted something I’ve been missing, something you can’t give me. Obviously. Let’s just fuck. That’s all you want anyway.”

“Dammit.”

Her smile didn’t hold an ounce of humor.

Feeling as though he’d failed a test, he pumped harder inside her. “Yeah, maybe we shouldn’t talk too much. We can’t manage to do that without having an argument.” He’d bet she never had that problem with her paragon of a husband, but as soon as he thought it, he felt guilty. The man was dead. She’d loved him.

He was jealous of a dead man.

True pulled free and pushed her legs off his hips. “Turn.”

Her eyes widened, but she did as he said, turning slowly onto her belly, then coming up on her knees in front of him.

This view of her body took his breath away, made him so hard he could barely squeeze a breath from his lungs. Round, peach ass, soaked, reddened labia. Her slender back quivered.

True tucked his fingers inside her, coaxing more of her natural lubricant down her channel then removed them. Fisting his cock, he fed it into her cunt, pushing deep. Finally, clasping her hips, he rocked forward and back, faster and faster.

When her head dropped between her shoulders, he reached around her and swirled his fingers on her clit, circling relentlessly while he hammered her.

Her back arched, her bottom thrust against him, backing up to take him deeper. He had it right now. Could give her this if he couldn’t give her anything else of what she seemed to need from a man.

When her pussy clamped hard around him and she mewled like a kitten, he clutched her hips again and hammered faster, harder, not relenting until she gave a muffled scream.

True said his own hallelujahs in silence and pumped twice more before emptying himself inside her. He rocked in and out, milking every last sweet convulsion until she’d wrung him dry. Then he pulled free, settled on his side and dragged her into his arms.

He might not be the man she wanted, but he was the one holding her now.


Chapter Five

Honey woke just as dawn broke. In the gray light, she knew instantly that she was alone, and she didn’t have a clue when True had left the bed.

She was glad he wasn’t here because she’d made a mistake. How fucked up was she? True wasn’t Kenny, and yet her husband had been here in the bed with them. She’d dragged him here, comparing the two. Asking True to fill the void Kenny’s passing had left, if only for the short time they’d screwed.

She hadn’t been fair to True. She should have kept her mouth shut, given him a smile and taken everything he’d offered. But she’d been greedy. She’d wanted it all—the closeness, the feeling of being cherished and loved.

God, she had to get out of here before she saw him again, but that was going to be difficult when she needed someone to take her home.

Honey showered in a hurry, dressed in the clothes she’d packed, and then silently crept through the house. Why? She wasn’t sure. True and Lonny were ranchers and had likely been up for a couple of hours already. She wasn’t going to wake them, but she didn’t want to alert either that she was up, not until she had a chance to put on a happier face.

She’d have to brazen it out, pull H.A. Cahill’s boldness around her, pretend that last night hadn’t been earth shattering.

When she crept into the living room, her shoulders fell. Lonny sat on the couch, already dressed for the weather outside. He held a knit cap in his hands, twirling it in his fingers until he saw her. His glance looked her up and down, and he stood. “I’ll take you home.”

“True ask you to?” she said, her throat tightening in disappointment.

“Yeah, said you might need a little space.” His lips thinned into a narrow line. “Are you all right? I thought you two would get along. Did he hurt you?”

Honey shrugged, not able to hold his gaze for more than a second. “He didn’t hurt me. I…it was all my fault. But I really don’t want to talk about it.”

“To me?”

“To anyone. Not right now.”

He nodded and strode to the door, lifted her jacket off the tree and held it for her as she slipped her arms inside. She zipped up and moved away while he lifted her bag and headed outside. She grabbed her snow pants and followed.

The temperature had dropped. A sharp wind rustled tree branches and stirred last night’s snow. Lonny’s vehicle sat in front of the porch and he climbed on then held out a hand to help her mount behind him. She tucked her pants under her bag and climbed on.

The trip was mercifully short. He pulled up to the porch and began to dismount, but she was already pulling her gear from under the bungee cord on the back of the saddle. “Don’t bother, I can manage.”

“But you’ll need help with the stove.”

She didn’t want him inside. His presence would only remind her of how she’d let down her guard and invited him to touch her the last time. “I’m an expert now,” she said, giving him a tight smile.

“Look, if you need anything…”

“There’s the phone. I’ll call. Promise.”

He didn’t look happy, but nodded and pulled away.

She climbed up the steps and opened her door. Inside the air was freezing, and she hurried to the stove, adding kindling and striking a long match. When the kindling caught, she fed the fire a couple of the logs.

The stove was lit, the air slowly warming. She took off her coat and hung it on the peg. She’d give her computer a chance to thaw before she opened up her story and started back to work.

While she waited, she shuffled through the kitchen, starting coffee and eating an energy bar. Anything to keep busy and not think about how True had looked when he’d tipped up her chin and asked her what was wrong.

He’d just tried to be kind. But she’d melted. And she hadn’t been able to admit it to herself at the time, but he’d scared her, because she’d wanted to latch on to that hint of tenderness and make it into so much more. She’d fought her instincts and had muddled everything up. He had to be confused. He’d thought he was getting a sexpot writer in his bed, and instead he’d gotten a basket case.

That her emotions were so close to the surface disappointed her. She was ready to move on and take a new lover. That part of her life couldn’t be over. She hoped he’d give her another chance because she remembered how’d he’d been, how gentle and gruff, how masterful and how well he’d filled her.

The sound of crackling logs stirred her from the counter, and she strode toward the furnace, ready to add enough wood to last the morning. She bent and opened the door.

Yellow-orange flame billowed out and she jumped back, but the fire caught the scarf she’d forgotten she was still wearing, causing it to crackle and curl. Frantically, she pulled it from her neck and flung it away, then stepped back.

Christ, how many times had Lonny told her to be careful opening the door?

Crackling behind her, louder now, drew her glance. She looked back and her heart stopped. The scarf had fallen on the sofa beneath the window. Flames licked at the throw and raced up to the curtains. Smoke was beginning to fill the room.

She lurched toward the table, grabbed her thumb drive and bent to get beneath the smoke near the door. It was her only exit, she didn’t have much time. The fire was running across the walls, scorching the ceiling. She didn’t have time to reach for her coat. She swung open the door, cool fresh air rushed into the room, fanning the flames. She ducked, raised both arms to protect her head and plunged through the door, coughing. She fell down the steps, and scurried away on her hands and knees, not halting until she was several feet away. Gasping, she climbed to her feet and turned back to see flames in the window catching the wood frame, licking up the roof and igniting the cedar shingles.

Fascination kept her rooted to the spot even though her boots sank deep into the snow. Flames, yellow, orange and red, could be seen through the window. The whisper of the fire as it consumed more fuel grew into a roar.

Shivering in the snow, she watched in horror as the fire leapt across the roof to the lean-to beside the house, the one where the gasoline for the generator was stored.

That realization, at last, pushed her to move. She turned and ran as fast as she could, feet sinking in snow, down the road toward the Wyatt brother’s house. Shock receded from her mind and she realized how much trouble she was in. Already shivering hard, without a coat or gloves, she stood a good chance of freezing to death before she reached safety.

Honey shoved away that thought. She wasn’t going to die. She wasn’t going to lose a single finger either. She needed those to type. Shoving her hands under her arm pits, she slowed and concentrated on putting one foot in front of the other. She’d get there.

No way in hell would she die and let True have his final proof that she’d never belonged here in the first place.

 

True gunned the engine, enjoying the burst of power and speed, not even minding the frigid wind that blew past him. He’d needed to get away from the house, from the woman sleeping in his bed.

Once she’d fallen asleep, Honey had snuggled up close against his side. He’d enjoyed her mingled scents—something floral, feminine musk and sex—and had decided not to bathe before heading out because he’d wanted to let Honey’s smell linger just a little longer on his skin.

Not that he needed any reminders of what it had been like to be with her. She’d fit just right, her head on his shoulder, her hip snuggled against the side of his, her hand lying on his belly. He’d lifted it cautiously, not wanting to wake her, and measured the length of her small fingers against his. She was small and delicate, and yet she’d taken everything he’d given her.

Shame washed over him. He hadn’t been as patient as he should have been. She’d had things on her mind, memories so haunting he’d seen the shadows in her eyes, and he’d wanted to obliterate every one of them. Wanted to imprint himself on her.

But she wasn’t his to keep. He hadn’t the right to expect her to cleave to him alone, to forget about any other man she’d known before. And did he really want that?

He’d only dozed after that, waking to think about what he ought to do for her, how he could make it up to her. He’d wrestled with his own jealousy, his own hang-ups, but had concluded he needed to have a talk with his brother.

He drew close to the crest of the ridge and considered heading to her place. However, he still wasn’t sure what he’d say to her. Maybe he’d start by saying he was sorry.

The sound of another engine coming up behind him made him slow. Lonny pulled up alongside him.

“I took her home.”

True nodded, ignoring Lonny’s expression. His brother had a bone to chew, but True wasn’t in the mood. “How was she?”

“Brittle,” Lonny bit out. “She wouldn’t look me in the eye.”

True’s stomach sank. “I’ll go see her.”

“If I were you, I’d give her some time alone.”

True clenched his jaw. He didn’t want to listen to Lonny’s advice.

“Guess we should head back.” True glanced up at the ridge. “What the fuck?” He twisted the throttle. The snowmobile shot forward.

It had to have been a branch, a shadow…something other than what he suspected, but already he could smell it on the air.

Smoke.

He turned to Lonny, who rode beside him. “Honey!” he shouted, punching a finger toward the plume.

Lonny’s glance whipped toward the sky.

They crested the ridge. True’s stomach dropped. The cabin was fully engulfed. He searched the clearing but didn’t see a sign of Honey. Fuck, fuck, fuck.

He started forward, but Lonny cut in front of him, halting him. “The lean-to, bro,” he shouted.

An explosion rocked the clearing. Burning timbers flew into the sky.

True ducked, raising an arm against the bright light, but as soon as the debris crashed to the ground, he was speeding down the hill, hell-bent for the cabin. Staring at the flames, at the smoke billowing out the broken windows, his heart thudded dully against his chest. No one could live through that.

He pulled up next to the house, killed the engine and swung his legs over the side.

“True,” Lonny shouted over the roar of the fire.

True couldn’t let his brother stop him. He lurched toward the steps.

Lonny tackled him, taking him to the ground. “Honey’s not in there. Fuck, quit fighting me. She’s not in the cabin.”

That last bitten-out sentence got through, and True stopped bucking.

Lonny rolled off him, then grabbed his arm and helped him to his feet. Breathing hard, Lonny pointed to a set of tracks leading away from the cabin—tracks two small feet in ridiculous boots had made.

He climbed back on his the snowmobile, and sped down the trail.

Rounding a bend, he found her, walking with her head bent against the wind, hands tucked under her arms.

He cut the machine and climbed off. He unzipped his jacket and walked up behind her. She didn’t seem to hear him, didn’t flinch or react when he gripped her arms, one at a time and shoved them into the sleeves of his coat. He turned her.

Her face was smudged with soot. Her eyes vacant.

“Let’s get her to the ranch house,” Lonny said. “We can’t warm her up here.”

True zipped up the jacket then climbed onto the snowmobile. Lonny swept her up and handed her to True who draped her over his lap. The wind bit his ears and nose, but he couldn’t worry about that now. Honey hadn’t said a word.

The ride to the ranch house took only minutes, but felt like an eternity to True. At the steps, Lonny pulled her off his lap and carried her inside. True followed, shutting and latching the door, then headed straight to the fireplace. It took several minutes to build a fire, but by that time Lonny and Honey had disappeared.

He found the two of them in Lonny’s bathroom. His brother had stripped her and set her in the tub. True hovered in the doorway, wanting to shove Lonny aside, but not knowing if he was what Honey needed right now.

Lonny glanced up and then rose from where he’d been kneeling beside the tub.

“I started a fire,” True said, surprised his voice sounded hoarse.

Lonny nodded. “I’ll hunt up something for her to wear. Warm up the water, gradually.”

True stood aside while his brother left then turned all his attention to Honey.

She sat shivering in the bathtub, her shoulders bowed, her lips pale, and her head down.

He tipped the toilet seat closed and sat on it. Then dipped his fingers in the water. It was tepid. “Are you ready for me to add some hotter water, sweetheart?”

She nodded and wrapped her arms around her knees, hiding her body. “S-sorry,” she stammered.

True shook his head then gave in to the temptation to touch her. He combed her hair back from her face then tucked a finger under her chin to lift it. “I thought you were inside,” he rasped. “Nothing else matters.”

Her lips curved downward, but he could see the relief in her eyes.

“Are you hurt?” he asked softly.

She shook her head. “Just cold.” She tipped the stopper with her toe to drain more water. Then she gave him a pointed look.

He almost smiled at her show of spirit, small as it was. “Yeah,” he said, turning on the tap. “That was quite a fireworks display you put on.”

“I fucked up. I swung open the furnace door…”

He nodded, pretending calm when he could picture it all too clearly. “You’re lucky you didn’t burn yourself.”

“My scarf caught fire, and I flung it away. It caught the throw and the curtains. I didn’t have time to get anything except my thumb drive.”

“You saved your book?”

“Guess I should have gone for the coat instead, huh?”

“A coat might have been more practical.” He tested the water and shut off the tap again. When he met her gaze, he drew a deep breath. “I’m thinking this is all my fault.”

She wiped her nose with the back of her hand. “Because you didn’t kick me off your mountain yesterday?”

“Because I didn’t keep you in my bed.”

“Oh.” Her gaze fell away.

He cursed under his breath. He’d reminded her of what a bastard he’d been.

A knock sounded and Lonny stuck his head inside the door. “I’ll leave the clothes on the bed out here.”

“No,” True said. “I’ll see about getting some food heated up. Get her dressed.” He lunged to his feet and pushed past Lonny, ignoring his scowl.

Behind him, Lonny said, “Honey, you ready to come out?”

His chest heavy, True moved through the house like an old man. Why did it matter to him that his brother was dressing a woman they both barely knew? Maybe he was suffering some sort of delayed reaction now that adrenaline wasn’t spiking through his blood. He was relieved Honey hadn’t been injured, or worse. He’d have felt guilt and remorse if she had been inside that house. Nothing more. They were strangers. Intimate strangers, sure, but she wasn’t part of his life. Not part of his future. He’d do well to remember that.

 

 

Honey sat huddled under a blanket on the couch Lonny had moved nearer the fire. He’d found a pair of insulated leggings for her to wear that fit her well enough. Her ass kept them from falling off. The sweater was large, and fell off whichever shoulder she shrugged, but beggars couldn’t be choosers. Her own clothing was salvageable and was in the laundry, but she’d save them for her trip off the mountain once the snowplows cleared the road.

Lonny had checked with the department of transportation and said it might be several days before she could leave. And she was determined to do just that—despite his assurances that she could stay and complete the work she’d come to do.

However, that seemed pointless. She’d saved the thumb drive, but she didn’t have the heart to finish the new story. She was supposed to write something sexy and flirty, but all she had the urge to create was a tragedy.

She knew she was feeling sorry for herself, and she should pull up her big-girl panties and get on with it. But she didn’t have any panties on.

“I have soup.”

She jumped at True’s quiet words. The man could creep up on a ghost. And was that all he had to say? Seriously?

Honey bit back a retort, recognizing that what she really wanted was to start a fight—with him. She held out her hand and waited while he turned the mug to present her the handle.

A small gesture, but one that fucked with her head. Why be gentle? Why pretend to care whether she burned her fingers? She’d burned down his entire cabin—his quaint little hunting cabin that his father had built years ago. Why wasn’t he furious?

She gulped down a sip of chicken soup and blinked.

“Couldn’t you tell it was hot?”

She blinked away pain-filled tears and aimed a blistering glare his way.

True’s jaw clenched. “I’ll leave you to finish.” He began to turn away.

She bent to set the cup on the floor. “Why are you avoiding me?” If she could have bit her own tongue and swallowed it whole, she would have.

True hesitated. “You’ve been through enough.”

“Don’t give me that crock of—” She glanced away. She wasn’t going to cuss at the man. Wasn’t going to make herself look any more pathetic than she already was.

“I’m guessing now’s not a good time to check on our girl.”

Both Honey and True turned to glare at Lonny whose mouth moved like he was biting his lip. Was he laughing at them?

“Don’t disappear,” True said. “I can’t seem to get anything right.”

“No kidding,” Honey muttered.

Lonny walked deeper into the room, glancing from Honey to True. “I take it you’re feeling more yourself, Honey?”

“I’ve never been less myself,” she snarled.

“I don’t know about that,” he said amiably. “The color’s back in your cheeks.”

Honey hit her thigh with her fist. “I don’t shout at men. I don’t ever want to shout at men. But he—” She glared at True. “He manages to push every last one of my buttons.”

“And that’s a bad thing?” Lonny asked softly. He took a seat beside her. “Quit hovering, True. Take a seat.”

True looked reluctant but took up the space on her left side. Wedged between the two brothers, Honey blew out a deep breath. The temperature in the room had skyrocketed. She flipped back her blanket.

True reached for the edge and shoved it over her shoulder.

“I’m warm enough,” she muttered.

“You’ll get sick.”

“And that would be a huge inconvenience on top of the hundred other inconveniences I’ve caused, wouldn’t it?”

True nodded, but her searing glance had him buttoning his lip and glancing away. “I should head out to check on the horses in the barn.”

“They’ll wait,” Lonny said flatly.

Honey flung up her hands. “I can assure both of you that I’m fine. No need for you to worry. If you’ll just show me where I can sleep…”

Lonny laid a hand on her knee and leaned toward her. “That’s part of what we’re going to talk about, sweetheart.”

She narrowed her eyes to give him a mean glare even though inside her heart was thumping loudly in her chest. “Oh, yeah?”

“True mentioned what you’re writing.”

True muttered a curse under his breath.

Honey’s cheeks burned. “Anyone ever tell you that you two are big fat gossips?”

“Not ever. Don’t change the subject. A ménage, right?”

“I changed my mind,” she said, folding her arms over her chest. “I’ve decided to scrap the book. Now I’m going to write a post-apocalyptic story—lots of blood and guts. I’m feeling pretty violent at the moment.”

“I think you need to do the right research.”

“Oh, really?” She wouldn’t admit it even on her dying bed, but just the thought of doing a little research made her heart flutter madly.

“You can count me out,” True said forcefully.

“Not to your taste, I know,” Lonny said, so cheerfully he made Honey want to scream. “You mentioned that before.”

Honey kept her gaze on Lonny because she was way too chicken to look at True. “You two talked about doing a ménage with me? Is anything sacred?”

“Don’t get your panties in a twist.”

“You know damn well I’m not wearing any.”

“Dammit.”

That did it. Honey swung toward True. “Do you know any other cuss words?”

“His vocabulary’s limited,” Lonny quipped.

She lifted her chin when True’s gaze narrowed. “So I noticed,” she said, keeping her tone even.

“Be nice,” Lonny chided.

She grunted and faced forward again. “Sorry.”

“Back to the ménage…”

True stirred beside her, and she felt his thighs tense like he was going to rise. Without looking at him, Honey laid her hand on his thigh and pressed down.

“There ought to be a few rules,” Lonny continued. “Things each one of us won’t do.”

“Like swords never crossing,” she quipped.

“For fuck sake,” True ground out. “Did either of you hear what I said? Not interested.”

“If I believed that for a minute, I’d lay off.” All humor was gone from Lonny’s voice.

Honey held her breath, waiting…

True stayed tense beneath her hand. His breaths deepened.

“Personally, I’d just as soon not ‘cross swords’ as Honey suggested,” Lonny said slowly.

Honey drew in a deep breath. “I’d just as soon not be tied down.”

Both men pinned her with a glance.

She shrugged. “I like to touch.”

True jerked but didn’t try to rise.

“You got any aversions, True?” Lonny said.

True stayed silent for a long moment. “I’m the only one who fucks her pussy.”

Honey bit back a groan.

“Crude, but to the point,” Lonny murmured. “Leaves lots of fun stuff still on the table.”

“I haven’t agreed,” she said. She wanted to say yes, wanted to so badly she was squeezing her thighs together. However, more was on the line than a simple sexy romp. She could feel the undercurrents stirring in the room. “I’m not a whore. Doesn’t matter what I write.”

True’s hand covered hers resting on his thigh. His thumb swept over the back. He breathed a deep sigh. “Just once then. Because you’re curious. Because I owe you.”

“You don’t owe me a damn thing.”

“Yes, I do. When we’re done, you and I are gonna talk.”

Honey swallowed at his quiet intensity. “What if I freak out again?”

“You didn’t freak out. You were a little scared is all. Lonny’s good at chasing away shadows.”

Honey darted a glance True’s way and their gazes locked. Something hot and fierce raged in his eyes. “I don’t want us to be over,” she whispered.

His expression softened, and he leaned toward her. “Baby, I promise we’re far from done.”


Chapter Six

Lonny had chosen True’s bed, saying he’d be the one to leave when they’d finished. Like he was leaving a table after a meal. And maybe this really was just his idea of a midnight snack.

Honey found some comfort in that thought. At least he didn’t have any expectations beyond this day. She had enough for all of them.

Entering True’s bedroom for a second time might have made her feel awkward, but Lonny grabbed her hand and walked in backwards, pulling her along with a tug and the wicked glint in his eyes.

She didn’t have to look behind her to know True was likely glaring daggers Lonny’s way. The thought made her grin. Lonny halted in the middle of the room and dropped her hand only to tug her sweater off one shoulder and nibble at her neck.

His tongue flicked over her skin, his teeth bit gently along the curve.

She giggled when he found a ticklish spot and drew back.

Humor was evident in the crinkled skin beside his green eyes, but his nostrils flared as well, his jaw hardened.

Her breath hitched in response to his arousal and heat melted her core.

His hands lifted the bottom hem of her garment and dragged it upward.

Since she was braless, the nubby cotton scraped her nipples into peaks that tightened in the cool air.

True had walked farther into the room and leaned against the wall, watching silently as she stood with her arms at her sides and her breasts bared for both men. She should have felt a little shame, but instead, her nudity unleashed her desires. She reached for Lonny’s buckle and slid the leather through the loop.

Lonny laughed and eagerly rucked up his shirt, dragging it over his head. She had his belt off and thumbed open the top button. When she couldn’t tug down the zipper, she knelt in front of him and used both hands to coax it down.

Lonny’s hand petted her hair. Then his fingers dug into her scalp. She grabbed his waistband and pulled his pants down, along with his boxers, not stopping until his cock sprang free in front of her face.

“Might have been easier if you’d started with the boots,” Lonny murmured.

“Easier for whom?” she said, glancing up through her eyelashes. Holding his gaze, she gripped his shaft and pointed his thickened cock at her mouth.

From the corner of her eye, she watched True stir against the wall, uncrossing his feet and muttering.

Feeling powerful and sexy, she rubbed Lonny’s cap over her lips, enjoying the softness. Then she stuck out her tongue and tasted him, lapping playfully around the head and curling her tongue to lick the underside of the ridge surrounding it.

Lonny’s fingers pulled her hair. “Baby, you’re killing me here.”

“But I’ve only started,” she said, giving him her best little Miss Innocent glance.

He growled and flexed his hips, driving his cock against her mouth, and she opened, letting him glide inside. He stroked over her tongue, forward and back, his breaths deepening.

She reached one hand around him to cup his ass and with the other, she palmed his balls, tugging them in rhythm with her forward bobs. He fucked her mouth—she met his strokes, beginning to suction around him the deeper he came.

The sounds they made were lewd—wet slurps, deepening moans. All the while they played, she knew True was watching, listening. She wanted to goad him to do more.

Wrapping her hand around Lonny’s shaft, she began to pump, squeezing hard, her hand moving easily in the moisture she left. She pulled and stroked, faster and faster, suctioning harder until his fingers dug hard into her scalp and his thrusts became desperate jerks.

“Baby, pull away,” he whispered. “I’m gonna blow.”

Her mouth full, she gurgled, shook her head and pumped faster.

He gave a throaty laugh then groaned. The first spurt of semen lashed over her tongue, and she pulled free, still pumping him with her fist and closing her eyes as he striped her face, one hot spurt at a time.

When he stood trembling, breathing hard, she let go of him and rested her ass on her feet, her face still tilted toward him. Cloth brushed her cheeks, rubbing away his sperm. A kiss landed on her mouth and she opened her eyes to find Lonny smiling softly. “Does he have a clue how good you are?”

Honey grinned. “Not yet.”

 

True’s whole body was so tight, his cock so hard he was ready to drive a fist or his dick into something solid to relieve the tension.

Watching Honey swallow his brother’s cock down had been hard enough. To watch the tender scene between them now made his stomach ache.

Lonny kissed her one last time then helped her to her feet. He lifted his chin toward True. “Go undress him while I get the rest of my clothes off.”

Honey didn’t hesitate, turning on her heel to approach him.

True straightened, dropping his arms, wanting to retreat because he didn’t want this, didn’t want an audience, didn’t want to show them both how near to violence he really was.

Her body flowed like honey, hips swaying suggestively, her blue eyes dark and mysterious.

When she stood in front of him, the hard little cherries of her breasts near enough to scrape his chest, he stiffened.

She cocked her head to the side, studying his face. He knew he had to look hard-edged and angry. But she didn’t hesitate, reaching for his belt, tugging the tongue free from the buckle and sliding it slowly from the loops. When her fingers went to work on his buttons, she had to break away and watch what she did.

He stared at her bent head, at the sticky cream in her hair that his brother had left as a taunt, and he wanted nothing more than to take her to the ground and fuck her raw.

Instead, he held still, letting her repeat the process of opening and lowering his pants. She knelt in front of him and looked up his body, her cheek sliding along his shaft.

Something in her eyes, something soft and pleading drew his hands from his sides and he cupped her cheeks. His fingers slid into her hair and centered her on his rigid cock.

The first glide of her tongue was heaven. Nothing less. The second caused him to stab forward, impaling her hot, wet mouth. She breathed loudly through her nose and sucked on him, her tongue and mouth squeezing around him.

True couldn’t tear his gaze away from the woman working his cock so sweetly. His wife had done it because he’d asked. Honey loved it. He could tell by the soft moans she made, by the dreamy lowering of her lids as she suckled.

He’d never felt anything like her soft wet mouth. Never been loved so thoroughly. Watching her, feeling every stab and stroke of her tongue, his balls hardened, drawing close to his groin. His toes curled inside his boots.

True glanced up and found Lonny lying on his side on the bed, his hand around his dick. When his gaze rose to True’s, he smiled. “She’s something.”

Something straight out of heaven.

Honey came off his cock, but continued to pump her fist. “Want me to swallow your come, True? Or do you want to paint me with it?”

“Fuck.”

She smiled. “So you do know another cuss word, or was that just a statement of your intentions?”

Lonny chuckled, but True was way beyond verbalizing what he wanted. He pushed her hand away from his shaft, fisted himself then gripped her hair hard and pulled her face toward him. He slid his cock back into her mouth and fed it, inch by inch, until he had to drag his hand away. Then he rocked forward and back, watching his shaft slide into her pink mouth.

She cupped his ass and came up a little higher on her knees, aiming her mouth straight over him and swallowing him down, using the back of her throat to caress him.

It was the sweetest fucking kiss, and he felt it all the way to his toes and back. But she wasn’t through surprising him.

Honey moaned around him, her jaw widened, and then she forced herself farther down his cock.

He’d never been deep-throated. Never heard the likes of the gargling groans she made as she took him down. He stroked once, twice, then felt his balls explode. “Fuck…fuck!”

His come blew through his cock in steady pulses, and she swallowed it greedily, suctioning and pulling more from him, until he finally lowered his heels to the floor and tried to drag her off him.

When his cock slipped from her mouth, she continued to lick his shaft, his balls, tongue-stroking him, lips gliding along his length, until she finally pulled away. Wiping the back of her hand over her mouth, she sat back on her haunches and stared up at him.

She wanted praise. He could see it in her expression.

He didn’t know the words to express how he felt. Instead, he hauled her up, hands beneath her arms, and then held her against his chest until his heart slowed. “That was so damn good,” he whispered against her hair.

“Glad you liked it,” she said, laughter in her voice.

“I owe you.”

“You said that before, but I’m not keeping score,” she whispered. “Promise I’m not. Whatever you want of me, I’ll give it. It’s my pleasure.”

Her pleasure. How the hell did he get so lucky? “I don’t deserve you. I was rough with you last night.”

“I thought I blew it, going all weepy on you. It embarrassed me, but you…the way you looked…” She nuzzled against his neck.

He hugged her harder against him. “How’d I look?”

“Like you cared,” she said, her words muffled against his skin.

True closed his eyes, remembering the sick hollow feeling in his chest when he’d seen the cabin consumed by flames. “I do care. I swear I do.”

Her head lifted and she pressed a kiss beneath his ear. “True?”

“Yes, baby?”

“I want to fuck.”

Her words, gusting against his neck, made him shiver with delight. However, he was spent for now. The little witch really had wrung him dry. His gaze went to his brother. He didn’t want to glance down, but Lonny’s erection was too impressive to ignore. Taking a deep breath to fortify himself, he set Honey away from him, turned her and slapped her butt to get her moving toward Lonny.

She gasped and glanced over her shoulder. Her cheeks flushed. “Didn’t know you had that in you.”

True grunted. He hadn’t known either, but he’d liked the sound his palm made against her soft flesh.

Honey slid a knee onto the bed.

Lonny reached for her and pulled her over his body as he lay back. At least he couldn’t see his brother’s dick anymore. It bothered him more that he was comfortable admitting that.

Lonny glanced over Honey’s shoulder. “True, get on over here. We’re ready to play and need another set of hands.”

True closed his eyes. He could do this and not make an ass of himself. And truthfully, he was more than a little intrigued about how Honey was going to handle two men. She talked big, but he’d seen her less than confident.

Lonny had her draped over him, his hands planted on her soft ass, kneading her as he kissed her mouth.

Her feet stretched, her toes curled, her bottom sank as she ground against Lonny’s cock.

True climbed onto the mattress and pulled her toes.

She chuckled and looked back. “You wanted my attention?”

“I want a sight more than that,” he ground out.

She turned back to Lonny. “Did I tell you how much I love it when he growls at me?”

Lonny smiled and lifted his head to kiss her again, and then he rolled, coming over her body. He straddled her waist and grabbed her wrists, holding them above her head.

A frown wrinkled her forehead. “I told you I don’t like being restrained.”

“Maybe you never had the right guys making you stay put. We’ll give you plenty to touch.”

She bit her bottom lip and glanced over at True.

He sat, one arm around a bent knee, pretending he wasn’t ready to grab Lonny by the scruff of the neck and pitch him to the floor.

“We owe you a turn,” Lonny said. “No matter what you told True.” He climbed off her then crawled toward the head of the bed. He pulled Honey up until her back rested against his belly. His hands slid over her abdomen and swept upward to cup her breasts.

When he raised his head, he dared True to make the next move.

True knew exactly what he wanted to do. Taste every inch of her.

He grabbed Honey’s ankles and forced apart her legs and climbed between them. Smoothing his hands up and down her soft thighs, he watched her skin rise in gooseflesh. Watched her sex clasp and open. She was wet, ready to be taken.

He bent and cupped her belly, skimming over the fine hairs, and dipped a fingertip into her belly button.

Lonny smacked her breast, causing her to gasp and squirm. True aimed a glare at his brother, but was caught by Honey’s expression. Her eyelids dipped, her pink mouth formed an “O”.

On his hands and knees, he climbed up her body, nestled a knee beside her hip and dipped to mouth her nipple.

Lonny cupped her, plumping up her breast, and held still while True latched onto the quivering tip and drew it into his mouth. He sucked hard, stretching the nubbin, then chewed gently, enjoying the sounds she made, low, pain-edged moans, loving the way she writhed and fought Lonny’s restraint as he clasped her wrists again and held them out to her sides.

True rooted at her breast, nuzzling his face into the soft cushiony globe and then worked his way over to the other breast to torture her some more.

Honey let out a breathy laugh. “I didn’t know you two were sadists.”

“That pleases you?” Lonny said slyly.

“I didn’t know it would, but…fuuuck…”

The last word stretched as True bit her nipple and tugged it, pulling it outward then releasing it to spring back.

Her one thigh he didn’t have bracketed rose, hugging him, and she rolled her hip side-to-side, as though trying to comfort herself.

True gripped her upper thigh and lay it down, opening her wider beneath him, and scooted down the bed, nibbling and licking his way across her ribs, along the gentle curve of her belly. He tongued her belly button then gave her sharper flicks as he made his way to her soft mound.

“Jesus,” she whispered. “Lonny, let me go.”

Lonny stretched her arms upward, forcing her back to arch, pulling her belly taut.

True pushed apart her thighs and laid his hands against the tender insides to force them wider still until her inner lips opened, revealing her entrance.

He sank his face into the crease between her right labia and thigh and licked along the line, then the side of her smooth feminine fold. “You shave?” he murmured against her.

“Wax…it lasts longer,” she moaned.

He fingered the soft bristles she’d left clinging to the edges of her outer labia. “I think I’d like to see you completely bare.”

“I’ll mention it to the attendant at my salon.”

“Maybe you’ll let me shave you.”

Lonny chuckled. “Her pussy’s wet, True. Quit teasing her. She’s rubbing her butt so hard against my cock I might not last.”

“I don’t give a fuck about your hard-on, brother.”

His own cock was thickening, but he concentrated on Honey’s geography, spreading her outer lips and running a finger along the pink flesh he bared. Then he ruffled the edges of her inner labia, noting how they resembled flowers petals. But they didn’t smell as innocently sweet. He dragged in the scent of her musk, stroked his tongue between her delicate lips and caught the cream oozing from inside her.

He’d never thought much about oral sex. He knew his way around a woman’s pussy, but he’d never been this fascinated. Her response to his exploration, the breathy moans and subtle pump of her hips, fed his own arousal. He sank two fingers inside her, testing the fit, learning the texture of her inner tissues, rubbing around until he stroked over the spot that caused her to cry out and jerk upward.

“That it, baby? Did I find it?”

“Again…right there…please, True.”

He rubbed her again, memorized the depth then slowly withdrew.

Her mournful cry made him smile. When he glanced up, Lonny smiled too, although his face was tight and strained.

True had had enough.

He came to his knees, laid his hands on her thighs and stroked her with his thumbs while he waited for her eyes to open.

When she peeked between her lashes, he said, “Just how far do you want to take this?”


Chapter Seven

Honey’s eyes widened. He expected her to say it out loud?

“Not a fair question, bro,” Lonny said, his thumb stroking over her wrists. “Despite how this seems, Honey’s a lady, through and through.”

His touch soothed where just True’s hard expression made her pulse jump. She wanted it all. Wanted to be stuffed so full of cock she couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. She wanted this to be different from anything she’d ever experienced—she needed it to be more. “You don’t have to defend me,” she said under her breath.

True rasped his thumb over her folds again, and her belly quivered. She was open, vulnerable. Couldn’t he see how much she wanted to be taken? By both of them? She sucked in a breath to slow her heart rate and center her thoughts.

True bent over her and rubbed her mouth with his thumb, painting it with her cream. She licked her lip, touched his thumb then sucked it into her mouth, her gaze never leaving his.

He leaned closer and kissed her forehead, pulled away his thumb and kissed her mouth, then hovered there, his breath mingling with hers. “I know how strong you are. How sexy. You aren’t afraid of the words. I’ve read them.”

She swallowed hard. “It’s different when it’s in my head. I’m free to be however I want.”

“You’re free here, baby. To do anything you want. To have us do anything that’ll please you. You only have to say it.”

Her eyes filled and she blinked away the moisture. He’d called her strong and all she wanted was for Lonny to let go of her wrists so that she could wrap her arms around True and hide her face when she said it.

But they weren’t going to let her hide. “I want your cocks,” she said hoarsely. “Both of them.”

True kissed her mouth. “How?”

“You, in my…pussy,” she paused because she’d almost tripped over the word. “I want Lonny…” Fuck, she couldn’t say it.

Lonny’s cheek glided against her hair. He freed her hand and squeezed her breasts. “Say it, baby, and I’m there.”

She gave a choked laugh and shook her head. True’s eyes glinted with heat, and maybe just a little jealousy. She didn’t mind a bit that he felt possessive. “I want Lonny up my ass.”

Lonny’s chest shook beneath her.

Her cheeks flooded with heat.

The corners of True’s mouth twitched. He kissed her hard and pulled back.

“Up you go, sweetheart,” Lonny said, pushing her off his chest.

Honey sat up as Lonny slipped from behind her.

“Have to find the lube.”

“Oh, hell,” she whispered. She hadn’t thought it through, knew intellectually there was a process to the preparation. Kenny had taken her on her virgin drive, but it had been a long, long time ago.

True lay down on the bed beside her. She rolled to face him, slipping her hands under her cheek. He smoothed a rough palm over her hip. His fingers tightened, pulling her in.

When they lay facing each other, their hips snuggled close, she gave him a shy glance. “I’m truly sorry about your cabin.”

True grunted. “I’ll rebuild. I have plenty of timber. Don’t worry about it.”

“You say ‘I’ not ‘we’.”

“I run the ranch. Lonny’s pretty much ceded everything to me. We share profits, but he doesn’t like the day-to-day. He only comes back during the winter to lend a hand. He prefers rodeoing.”

“He mentioned that when we met.” She lowered her lashes, wanting to ask more because he was talking to her. She enjoyed the low timbre of his voice. “I’m sorry about last night.”

“I told you before, you shouldn’t be. We were both there. I pushed a little too hard.”

“I didn’t mind that. You unnerved me a bit, but only because…” She bit her lip.

“Because, why? What did I do? I won’t do it again.”

She shook her head. “It was me. I liked it, when you were…tender. I was melting, and I didn’t know how to handle it. I thought it would just be fun, you know?”

He combed back her hair then cupped her cheek. “It was never just fun. Not for me. Since we’re being honest, I was a little confused too. I want more than this, more than sex, Honey. I didn’t want to feel like this, but I do.”

She blinked and raised her gaze. The banked heat was still there; his arousal painted his cheeks a rosy hue. But there was warmth in his green eyes. Words became a barrier, and she drew closer to rub her mouth on his, telling him the best way she knew how that she loved what he’d said.

His tongue darted out, slipping between her lips and he growled as he threaded his fingers through her hair and kissed her hard.

“Stay like that,” Lonny said, his voice filled with dry humor.

True growled again, and broke the kiss to give his brother a hot glare.

Lonny chuckled.

Honey glanced over her shoulder.

Lonny held up a tube of K-Y. “Since I know True won’t stand for me coming over the top of you two, side-by-side will work just fine.”

She turned away, gave a moan and hid her face against True’s chest. She felt the tension in his body.

He kissed her hair. “Sure this is what you want?”

“Only if it doesn’t affect us,” she whispered.

True hugged her closer. “Just the once then.”

“Just this. I’m really not looking to be the middle of a threesome. But I’m…”

“You’re curious.”

“I want something I’ve never had before.”

He tugged her hair to raise her face, and studied her expression for a long moment. The hard edges of his face relented and he kissed her forehead. “Lonny, quit hovering. We’re doing this.”

Honey stiffened as the bed dipped behind her. She flinched when a cool hand cupped her bottom.

“True, she’s a little nervous,” Lonny said quietly.

True slid his thumb along her cheek and leaned in to kiss her again. “Put your arm around me, sweetheart. Forget he’s there. For now.”

His kiss was soft and sweet, surprising when she could feel how hard he was, how his cock jerked every time her belly moved against it. True wasn’t a naturally gentle man, but he restrained himself for her.

“Condoms, brother.”

True pressed her lips again, then muttered a curse. He rolled to his back and reached for the nightstand drawer. “Dammit.”

She smiled, remembering that he’d pulled it out in his rush to cloak himself last night.

He rolled up and bent to stretch toward the floor, and came back with two packets, one he tossed at Lonny. With his back to her still, True bit the foil. She heard the sounds of latex stretching, snapping. He cursed again then lay down, gathering her against him.

Her smile was wide because he was sweating and his scowl dug a furrow between his eyes. She smoothed a finger over the dent. “I wish we didn’t have to bother.”

“Why aren’t you on the pill?”

“I haven’t been since Kenny. Haven’t needed it.” She said her husband’s name, and this time the ache it caused wasn’t quite so painful. Nestling closer to True’s chest, she ran her lips over his collarbone and slowly lifted her thigh to rest on his hip, opening herself to him.

His fingers traced down her belly, tugged the trimmed hair cloaking her mound. She tightened her thigh over him and gasped when his fingers slid inside her. He drew liquid arousal from inside her, exciting the secret spot he’d found, all the while watching her expressions.

She didn’t hide a thing she felt. Biting her lip, she scrunched her nose and eased her hips closer, rubbing her abdomen against his erection. Her womb clenched, heat curling around and around inside her, and she gave a moan when his thumb scraped her clit.

“Put me inside you,” he whispered.

Her hand slid down him, fingernails scratching. His belly leapt and tightened, and then she was there, gripping his thick shaft, centering his cloaked head at her entrance. She curled her hips and took him inside.

His fingers parted her folds, easing his entry, stretching them around his cock as he pumped in shallow thrusts.

His hand snagged her wrist and moved up to thread his fingers between hers and then squeeze. Holding her hand, he began to stroke deeper, his breaths sharpening along with hers, her channel melting around him, clasping him to invite him deeper.

Lonny came up against her back and caressed a buttock. “Don’t jump,” he said softly. His hand smoothed over the globe, massaging her. And then he traced the crease, a single digit circling on her tiny hole.

She moaned and bucked against True, while her whole body began to quiver. They were going to do this. It was really going to happen, and she didn’t know if she could take it, but couldn’t stand the thought of putting a halt to it.

Lonny’s finger disappeared for a moment then returned coated in gel, which he rubbed around and around her little hole, exciting her so much her breaths grew ragged.

When a single finger pushed inside, she held still, a long breath squeezing from her lungs. He pushed another inside and began to pump, swirling his fingers around and around, screwing into her slowly, stretching her deliciously.

Yes, there was burning, but her pussy was heating too with the friction of True’s quickening thrusts.

When Lonny withdrew again, he came so close his breath gusted against her ear. “You’ve done this before. You know how. I’m coming into you now. Relax, baby.”

The smooth blunt knob of his cock pushed against her opening, and she hissed between her lips at the pressure.

True kissed her. “Relax, Honey. Let him in. I’m right here.”

She slipped an arm around his back and clutched him close, nuzzling her face into the corner of his neck while Lonny pushed, finally breaching the tight ring and sliding deeper.

Lonny’s groan was loud and so filled with relief, she gave a nervous laugh.

“Not funny,” he muttered. “You’re so goddamn tight I feel like my dick’s being chewed right up.”

True cupped her face, pushing her hair off her cheeks where it stuck to sweat. “We’re going to start moving. You okay with that?”

“Yeah, don’t do a thing, Honey,” Lonny said, his voice tight. “You’ll kill us both if you do.”

Again, she chuckled, and then groaned as first True then Lonny began to stroke deep. Any thoughts of embarrassment about what they were doing, what True and Lonny thought, burned away in the heat of their passion.

Caught between two strong, relentless lovers, she mewled and groaned, whimpering as the two men surged in tandem inside her. The coil twisting in her belly wound so tight, she squeezed her eyes shut, dug her nails into True’s back and chest and keened while she splintered apart.

“Jesus, Honey,” Lonny groaned, then buffeted her ass with several forceful lunges until he stroked one last time, stayed deep and shuddered through his orgasm. His groan was loud. His hands closed around her waist then cupped her breasts. His body writhed against her back until at last he relaxed, huffing, his lips trailing along her neck and shoulder. “Fuck!”

Honey smiled and met True’s hard gaze. He was still lodged deep, still hard. Nowhere near a climax of his own. She could see in his face that he meant to leave the last, best impression. She liked that about him. How deliberate he could be in his lovemaking.

So while she was trembling in the aftermath of her own orgasm, already she felt a stirring, another coil of arousal building. Lonny had only stoked the fire.

Lonny eased from inside her and gave her one last hug. “I’m making myself scarce now.” He kissed her hair. “That was un-fucking-believable, sweetheart.”

Then he rolled away and his footsteps padded to the door.

Instead of gathering her closer, True disengaged, sliding his cock from her and peeling down his condom. She lay on the bed in a sprawl, watching, wondering what was next, because there was no way in hell he was leaving her. She let out sigh when he reached for her, lifted her in his arms and strode toward the bathroom.

Being a possessive kind of guy, she figured he didn’t want the scent of another man, even if it was his brother, on his lover’s skin. And she was okay with that.

He set her down on the rug in front of the shower, pushed back the glass door and turned the handle to start the water warming. Honey smiled to herself, content to let True do things his way.

When he glanced back, his eyes narrowed. “Don’t get too comfortable.”

She lifted her chin and placed her hands behind her back, pushing out her chest.

As expected, his gaze dropped to her nipples, which were hard and dimpled.

“They liked the way you gnawed on them.”

“Gnawed?”

“Mmm-hmm. Like a chew toy.”

Although his eyelids stayed narrowed, a smile twitched at the corners of his mouth.

She was starting to figure him out. The more she learned about this taciturn man, the more she liked and admired. True wasn’t exactly rigid or set in his ways, but he did like order. Did think that people belonged where they were put.

Lonny’s wanderlust confused True. He worried about him when he wasn’t around where he could keep a watchful eye over him. He’d worried over Honey, even before he knew her, not because she upset his schedule or inconvenienced him, but because he couldn’t protect her.

The longer they stood gazing into each other’s eyes, the warmer she felt, the more sure she was that she wanted to pursue a relationship with this man—if he’d allow it. If he wanted her beyond this day, beyond the winter.

She wasn’t sure she was in love, not yet, but she felt with a certainty that grew stronger with every moment she spent in his company that it would happen.

“The water’s warm.”

Which meant he wanted her to move. A man of few words who got his message across loud and clear. He should be her editor.

Smiling, she stepped into the shower and moved back to make room for him. Inside there was a seat, a ledge really, and a nice expanse of smooth slate gray tiles that made the shower seem like a cave with a waterfall splashing against the walls. It was a fanciful thought, but she liked the romance of it.

When he picked up a folded washcloth and indicated that she should face away, she bit back the embarrassment, because she knew what he wanted to wash. Thankfully, he didn’t go straight for her ass.

He soothed her with a soapy massage and scrub that eased the muscles of her neck and back, before kneeling behind her. He parted her buttocks and washed her thoroughly, arousing her along the way, so that when he finally stood, she was leaning her hands against the wall to keep upright.

His arms encircled her from behind, the hand holding the washcloth opened and it dropped to the floor. He smoothed his soap-softened hands over her belly and breasts until she was rubbing her butt against his groin, trying to give him a hint she was ready for more.

True’s hands gripped her shoulders and turned her to face him, then slid down her back to her bottom and gripped her hard. She gave a little jump to help him lift her, not that he needed any, and wound her legs around his slippery waist.

“Shower sex,” she whispered. “My favorite. Makes everything slick.”

“I don’t think you need any help in that department.”

“Guess I am constantly wet around you anyway.”

He shook his head smiling. “I don’t think I’ll ever get used to the way you talk.”

“Do you think you might want to?”

He didn’t answer, but his gaze locked with hers and he lowered her onto his cock. He didn’t need to center himself, didn’t need nudge or tap to figure out where he was. His cock honed in on her pussy and slid right up in one lusty plunge.

“You’re pretty good at that,” she gasped.

He gave her a lazy grin. “What? Fucking?”

“Finding my pussy,” she purred.

“The boy knows where he belongs.”

“In my pussy?”

“Lady’s got a dirty mouth.”

She arched a brow. “Guess you’ll have to keep it busy.”

True snorted, and then began to move her with his big, capable hands, up and down his shaft. Too slowly to suit her.

She bit his shoulder. “Faster, bastard.”

True tsked. “I like the pace just fine. Don’t want it endin’ too soon.”

She tightened her legs around him and tried to bounce, but he held her steady. “We can do it again.”

Up and down, up and down. The air warmed around them, growing mistier and hotter. She wasn’t sure if she was dripping from water streaming over them or from her own sweat. Damn, the man was going to drive her crazy.

She licked the side of his neck, tasted his shoulder, and then lapped up the side of his cheek.

Dimples sunk into his cheeks as his smile widened and she marveled that she’d never known he had them.

True backed her up to the smooth wall and began to pump faster, his legs braced wider for more leverage.

She appreciated the extra force and squeezed hard around him, a little reward to encourage more progress.

“You’re not big on patience,” he gritted out. His face was reddening, his cheeks tightening to show the sharp, high-set bones beneath his skin. He was close. Not close enough to let go, but he only needed a little more incentive.

She laved his ear and stuck her tongue inside the whorls, rimming him over and over. Ending with a nip at his earlobe, she whispered, “Fuck me harder and I’ll let you do anything you want. I’ll give it to you so good.”

A laugh disguised as a snort shook his chest, but he tightened his grip on her ass and hammered up her channel. She’d have bruises, but she didn’t give a damn, the friction he built was burning her up. Each powerful, sharp surge rubbed her raw inner tissues. He was big, thick, more than she should be able to handle, but fuck he was so damn near godlike when he fucked, all she could do was hold on and try to catch a breath.

True was relentless. Pounding so hard, so deep she felt each tap against her cervix, and she realized with a start that neither of them had remembered protection.

Not that she was concerned. Not really. He wasn’t a player. Neither was she. And there would only be the sweetest consequence of all if their mistake bore fruit.

The thought of a child from a man like True filled her heart with warmth. No matter how long this lasted, she couldn’t be sorry. She’d cherish every damn second she spent inside his arms.

True’s strokes shortened. She let go of her hold around his waist and strained to lift her legs just little higher, a little wider. The angle caused the hairs around the base of his cock to abrade her clit and Honey rocketed.

Her back arched and her legs stiffened. Her whole body spasmed as her orgasm rushed over her.

Faintly aware, she heard his muffled shout and felt the melting spurts of his come bathe her womb in hot, rhythmic pulses. His hips slowed and his hands eased.

She wrapped her legs around him again, hugged him with her arms and let him rock them together. The moment stretched and she groaned when he eased her legs off his hips and set her on her feet. She swayed, but he swept an arm around her back to steady her.

He kissed her forehead. “You okay?”

She rubbed her cheek up and down his chest in assent.

He chuckled, turned off the water then opened the glass to reach for a towel. He dried her off, rubbing until her skin glowed.

“Leave me some skin,” she groused.

He popped her with the end of the towel. “Go get under the covers. I need to shave.”

“Don’t.”

“Baby, you haven’t seen your face.”

She gave him a lopsided grin. “Do I have stubble-burn?”

“Yeah.”

“I don’t mind, really. And I have a plan for that beard of yours.”

“You’re nearly legless with exhaustion. Why don’t you rest? I swear, we’re not done, Honey. Not by a long shot.”

Honey blinked. Understanding at last that he wanted a minute alone. Maybe more than a minute. She nodded, gave him a smile and headed to the bed. He’d said they weren’t done. But that didn’t mean he didn’t see an end to their relationship.

Telling herself not to dwell on thoughts of the future, she yawned, dropped the towel and crawled between the cool sheets.

 

 

True scraped a hand over his newly shaved face and stepped into the bedroom. The light shining from the nightstand glinted on the dried tangled strands of Honey’s brown hair. She’d have knots in her hair when she woke up, but he guessed she’d pretty much fallen into the bed the second the door closed between them.

He almost felt guilty about disturbing her again, but he’d come to some conclusions while he’d shaved.

First and foremost, no way in hell was she leaving his mountain.

Second, well, he’d take care of his second concern right now, before he woke her up to talk.

He knotted his towel around his hip and went in search of Lonny. A cool draft swept up the towel as he walked with purpose to the kitchen. Lonny sat at the counter eating another bowl of chili.

Lonny glanced up and arched a brow at his attire. “Didn’t expect to see you so soon.”

“She’s sleeping.”

“We wear her out?”

“We did. But you’re not gonna mention it to her. Not ever.”

Lonny’s lips pursed, but he nodded. “Agreed. It never happened. But is that so you can feel better or for her?”

“I want her to feel comfortable here with us.”

“You want her to stay.”

“I do.”

“Have you asked her?”

“I will. Just as soon as we finish here.”

Lonny pushed back his bowl. “All right, shoot. What’s on your mind?”

“You’re my brother. I want you here. Working beside me. But I get that you’re not ready to commit. If you’re eager to head out come spring, I won’t try to stop you.”

“You never have before. What’s different now?”

“I’m giving you my blessing. If you don’t want to come back, you don’t have to. If you find something out there you want more than this place, don’t worry about me.”

“Think I do?”

“Yeah, I think you don’t like the thought of me being alone.”

Lonny let out a breath. “This place is home. But I’ve never felt tied to it like you. I want to see more of the world.”

True’s eyes misted, but he blinked the moisture, the weakness away. “I’m ready to let go.”

Lonny’s jaw flexed, but he nodded. “If you need me, you know I’ll always come back.”

“We’ll always be family.”

True strode closer to Lonny and looped an arm around his shoulder to pull him in for a hug.

“No crossin’ swords, dammit,” Lonny muttered, but he was grinning when True let him go.

“I’ll say goodnight,” True said, tipping his chin, then turning to stride away.

“I’ll handle the livestock tomorrow,” Lonny called after him.

True lifted a hand to let him know he’d heard, but he was already thinking about what he had to say to Honey. He better make it good.

He tossed his damp towel onto the tile floor in the bathroom then walked softly to the bed. She still slept, on her stomach, her legs and arms stretched out, covering half the bed. For such a little thing she managed to take up a lot of room.

Kind of like the way she’d crowded her way into his heart. Hell, they’d only known each other a couple of days, but already he couldn’t imagine not having her underfoot.

She fit. Sure, she was stubborn, mouthy, didn’t know she needed someone to watch over her. He’d have to be careful not to let her know that. She had a lot of pride.

He picked up the covers and slid in beside her, nudging a leg to make room.

She stirred and snuggled in next to him.

One eye shot open. “You’re cold,” she grumbled.

“You snore.” She didn’t, but he wanted to see her reaction. Teasing her might become his favorite sport—especially, if he could get her to let loose with that hot temper of hers. The consequences were always interesting.

“Don’t snore,” she said petulantly and snuggled closer. “But you’re a damn iceberg.”

“Warm me up.”

“You saw what happened the last time I lit a fire.”

True grinned and stuck an arm beneath his head. Talking to Honey wasn’t so hard.

Honey’s hand swept over his belly then rested over his heart. She let out a deep sigh.

“You going back to sleep?”

“How can I? I have a horny cowboy yammering in my ear.”

He caught her hand and held it cupped inside his. “I want you to stay.”

She came up on an elbow and blinked. “Lonny already offered to let me stay to finish my book.”

“And you said you were leaving. Do you still plan to go when the roads are clear?”

“I guess it depends…”

He swallowed and kept staring at their hands. “On what?”

“Whether it’s just for the winter. Or whether you think you might want me to stay longer.”

His gaze met hers. Her expression was closed. Her features set. Like his answer might hurt her.

“I don’t want you to leave. Not ever.”

Her lips parted. Her eyes filled. “It’s crazy, you know that? How fast this is happening.”

True had enough of the distance, even if she was snuggled up to his side. He pulled her over his body until they were perfectly aligned.

Honey rested her chin on her hands. “I think I’m falling in love with you.”

“I’m not thinkin’. I’m already there.”

A tear slipped down one cheek, and he wiped it away with his thumb. “I’m not an easy man.”

“You’ve said that before and you still don’t scare me.”

True tucked his hands under her arms and pulled her higher. Their mouths met in a slow, steamy kiss.

When they drew apart she was smiling and her eyes held a wicked glint.

“What’s going through your mind?”

“Ways to keep my dirty mouth busy.”

He laughed and felt a blush flood his cheeks.

Honey’s chuckles didn’t stop. They gusted against his chest and then his belly as she disappeared beneath the covers. As her hot, dirty mouth went to work on warming the parts of him she seemed to like best, he lay smiling at the ceiling, wondering just when he’d let his control slip—for he’d ceded it completely to the woman mouthing his shaft. He might bluster and shout. And he was sure he’d have to take a firm hand to her backside now and then, only because she’d demand it, but he was pretty sure he knew exactly who’d rule this roost. Not that he would complain.

He wouldn’t mind that she probably couldn’t cook, didn’t know how to stoke a furnace, or that he was going to have to follow her up slippery stairs for the rest of their lives.

Honey Cahill was the cure for his loneliness. A ray of the sweetest, brightest sunshine. He smiled at the flowery language and wondered if she might be rubbing off on him.

A slim, warm hand stroked his sex, coaxing it to lift and thicken. A wicked, hot tongue laved his balls and shaft. He reached beneath the blankets, sank his fingers in her hair and guided her over the tip. Only when she sank her mouth on him and began to suck could he find the words to express what she gave him.

Her pure, true heart.
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Guilty pleasures can heat the coldest winter night…

 

Winter Fire

© 2010 Jess Dee

 

A Red Hot Winter Story

There’s never been any question in Rachel Ashberg’s mind. Jackson Brooks is the one, and they both know it. The problem? Thanks to his unbreakable rule—never date his twin sister’s friends—he’s completely off-limits. Even if they can’t imagine being with anyone else.

It’s been over two years since their last encounter, when they gave in—just once—to their passion. Now, as the Brooks twins’ milestone birthday approaches, Rachel and Jackson are about to meet again at a gorgeously mountain resort. Needing something to take the edge off the desire that has never faded, she indulges in a fling with sexy stranger Garreth Halt. He even makes her forget Jackson for a while. Or…maybe not.

When she mentions Jackson’s name in passing, Garreth picks up on all the hidden undertones in her voice. And he brings Jackson into their bed, if only in a fantasy they play out together. Funny thing about Garreth’s fantasies, though. Even the most improbable, impossible ones have a way of becoming reality…

Warning: Warning: Enough heat is contained within these pages that you won’t even notice the winter cold. You might fall in love with Jackson—the real-life hero, determined to protect his sister from further pain—but it’s the handsome stranger, Garreth, who’ll take your breath away.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Winter Fire:

“It’s good to escape from the city for a while though. Isn’t it beautiful here?”

He grinned at her. “Let’s just say the mountains became a whole lot more interesting in the last few minutes…”

She laughed out loud. “You really are flirting, aren’t you?” And was she ever responding. A tingling awareness flowed through her, an open recognition of the energy that crackled between them.

“Is it working?” he drawled earnestly.

She pretended to think about her answer. No need for him to know just yet that her belly was already quivering in anticipation. “I’m not sure. Maybe you should try a little harder.”

“You know, we could skip the flirting part altogether and head straight into heated kisses beside a roaring fire.”

Damned if her heart didn’t miss a beat. “We could.” But she couldn’t be that easy. Could she? She and Paul had only split up six weeks ago. “Or I could read my book and pretend you’re not really here.”

“You could.” He nodded. “But heated kisses beside a roaring fire would be a lot more entertaining for both of us.”

Entertaining? Hell, forget the fireplace, the two of them would probably ignite flames of their own together. “For all the other hotel guests too. I bet they’d get a kick out of watching.”

Humor sparkled in his eyes, and something else. Desire? Hunger? Or maybe raw lust?

Nah, the raw lust was radiating from her, not him.

He lowered his voice. “If it’s privacy you’re wanting, there’s a fireplace in my chalet.”

Heated kisses beside a roaring fire in the privacy of his hotel room? With a Canadian she’d never see again? A man she could spend her passion with and move on. Damn, there was very little that appealed more.

Okay, so maybe there was something that appealed more. Jackson.

Yeah, didn’t matter how much Jackson appealed, nothing else could ever happen between them. Not without causing Jackson’s sister untold heartache.

“If I’d wanted privacy, I’d never have invited you to sit here,” she pointed out logically.

“Tell me you’re not regretting the invitation?”

She nibbled on her lower lip. “Well, you do talk a lot…”

He shot her a purely wicked look. “Not when I’m in the middle of a heated kiss.”

“You talk a lot about kissing.” She didn’t mind one bit.

He nodded. “I’ve been thinking about it a lot. Since I first spied you in the lobby earlier.”

“You saw me earlier?” How could she not have noticed him?

“While I was checking in. You were on your way out. Dressed for a blizzard I might add.”

He’d noticed her attire? “I went for a walk. It was so cold there may as well have been a blizzard brewing.”

He shook his head. “You Australians have no idea about cold and blizzards.”

She let her gaze slide away from his face and down to his chest and shoulders. “We have no idea? Mate, you’re wearing a T-shirt.” A T-shirt he filled out beautifully. It hugged his broad shoulders and ended halfway down his upper arms, showcasing muscled biceps and golden flesh. “It’s three degrees Celsius out there, the mercury’s plummeting, and you’re wearing a T-shirt.”

“We’re indoors. There’s a fire. It’s warm.”

Was he nuts? “It’s warm here and now. But the sun’s going down. Soon as it sets, the temperature will drop below freezing.”

“Not a prob. I have a sweater for when I go out.”

“A sweater?” One sweater? She had two jackets, an assortment of jumpers, three sweaters and a cardigan—and those were just for a three-day trip.

“It’s enough.”

“You’re crazy.” Gorgeous, ridiculously sexy and crazy.

“You’re cold?”

“I’m always cold in winter.” God, she missed the sun-drenched days of summer.

“You know, in Canada we have a brilliant system for keeping warm.”

“Ducted heating. I know.”

“Actually, I was talking about sex.”

His answer was so unexpected she laughed out loud. “Sex, huh?” Dear Lord, she wanted to keep warm with Garreth, Canadian style. For sure it would take her mind off Jackson’s imminent arrival—and their checkered past. “Nope, sorry. We don’t have sex in Australia.”

He looked aghast. “Not even in the Blue Mountains?”

“Especially not in the Blue Mountains.”

He nodded gravely. “Ah. That’s a damn pity.”

“Don’t let it worry you. You’re going back to Toronto in a couple of weeks. I’m sure you’ll have plenty of sex then—even if it is summer and there won’t be any need to keep warm.”

“Maybe, but I was hoping to have sex with you, here in the Blue Mountains.”

Again she laughed, enjoying his witty repartee. Enjoying it almost as much as she enjoyed the tantalizing sparks that flickered between them. “Would you settle for a drink by the fireplace?”

He considered her question. “Depends which fireplace.”

“This one, right here.”

“How about the one in my room?”

She shook her head. “Nah. Too risky. I might have to fend off your heated kisses.” Yeah, right. If anything, he’d be the one fending her off. The longer they chatted, the more appetizing his lips became.

He grinned devilishly. “No might about it. Another red wine?” He motioned to her empty glass before signaling to a waiter.

She nodded and he ordered wine for her and a scotch for himself. “So, Rachel,” he said as soon as the waiter had left, “what is it you do when you’re not seducing men into kissing you beside roaring fires?”

For a couple of seconds she hesitated to tell him. If he knew about her job, she’d lose some of her anonymity. And if she were to entertain ideas about kissing Garreth beside the fire, she knew she’d have to maintain that sense of them being strangers. A fling appealed no end. A brief affair with a stranger to take the edge off before Jackson arrived. A little something to distract her from her obsessions about the man she could never have.

A one-night stand.

Garreth was the perfect stranger. Gorgeous, charming and sexy to boot. He’d be a perfect distraction. Exactly what she needed.

But then she forged ahead. She’d never see Garreth again after tonight. He lived on another continent. What could it hurt to tell him a few things about herself?


Two men, one woman, one momentous dare

 

Triple Dare

© 2010 Lexxie Couper

 

Serious and determined, Joseph Hudson isn’t Australia’s businessman of the year for nothing. So now he’s asking himself, how did he get himself lost on the side of a mountain in the Colorado Rockies—in the middle of winter—with night fast approaching? Three simple words. I dare you.

Fear isn't in Rob Thorton's vocabulary. Life is for the taking, and Rob uses both hands. Challenging his best mate to take an impromptu snowboarding trip to the U.S. is just the latest in a lifetime of dares. Besides, he has an ulterior motive for the trip. And a plan…

Park Ranger Anna McCarthy knows what trouble looks like, and it’s written all over the two Aussies she first encounters in the ski lodge. Instinct has her following them onto the mountain, and sure enough, they end up needing her winter survival expertise. But not even her skills can stop her body from responding to the sexy muscles she finds beneath their ski suits.

Stuck in a remote cabin until the storm passes, the temperatures rise until all bets are off. And a double dare turns into a triple threat—to their hearts.

Warning: Contains lots of scorching boy-on-girl-on-boy action, a heroine who knows what she wants and two sexy-arsed Australian heroes to really work up a sweat over. Oh, and a soul-deep love story with a revelation that may make you cry.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Triple Dare:

“So, you’re the one with the money.”

Her question, delivered in the form of a statement, sent a rush of warmth to his face. He hated talking about his money. True, he had a lot of it, a bloody lot of it, but it didn’t define him.

“And Rob is the one without the sense,” she finished, the smile on her lips curling wider. She titled her head to the side, crossing her ankles in front of her. “Yeah, I can see that.”

Despite himself, Joseph grinned. His cock lurched again in his trousers, enjoying their tête-à-tête almost as much as he was. He liked her dry wit. And her accent. A drawling caress of vowels and consonants that made him wish she’d say his name.

“I guess I should ask your name,” he said, removing his own gloves and shoving them into his back pocket. “I should at least know who to address the thank you card to.”

She laughed again, and Joseph decided there and then he could seriously become addicted to the soft, throaty sound. “Anna McCarthy. Your local saver of lost Australian lunatics, yeah, that’s me.”

He cocked an eyebrow. “All Australian lunatics? Do you get many here?”

Her direct grey gaze leveled on his face, a small smile playing with her lips. Lips he wanted to kiss. Soon. Real soon. “No, you’re my first. But depending how it goes tonight, I might have to find some more to save.”

A low growl rumbled in Joseph’s chest at the idea of Anna McCarthy saving any other Australians but himself. “Hmm,” he said, “I think you’ll find saving Aussies is an exhausting, sweaty business.”

She cocked her own eyebrow, the finely arched line of dark blonde hair moving up her forehead with smooth ease. “Is it now? Then perhaps I should take it slow to start with? Saving too hard and too quickly at this altitude could be hazardous to my health, is that what you’re saying?”

Pulse pounding in his ear, dick so hard he thought it was about to explode, he held her gaze with his own. “Too hard and too fast definitely not the way to begin. Slowly, steadily. An exploration of the terrain, followed by a well-executed penetration of the area, that’s the way to begin when saving an Aussie.”

Her lips parted and Joseph could see the ragged way she drew breath into her body. “Then after the beginning it gets hard?”

He unzipped his jacket and shucked it off, placing it on the seat beside him as he took a step closer to her. “It’s already hard. Very hard.”

She swallowed. “Hard is good. I’m always up for a challenge. It’s why I like saving Aussies so much.”

“Glad to hear that,” Rob said, stepping into the cabin and swinging the door shut behind him. He looked at them both over the armful of broken branches and twigs he held against his chest. “Wait. We’re talking about sex, aren’t we?”

 

Anna held her breath, trying—in vain, she realized—to slow her heart rate down to something close to normal. Her pussy throbbed and pulsed and generally carried on in the most disturbing of ways, telling her in no uncertain terms she was horny. Damn horny.

She swallowed again, her mouth dry, her throat thick. The sexual tension mounting between her and Joseph Hudson hadn’t abated a bit with Rob’s unexpected arrival. No, to the contrary, the moment he’d entered the cabin and made his presence known, she’d almost come there and then.

She studied both of them, knowing one of them was going to make the first move.

Joseph.

Her gaze slid to the taller man, her pulse quickening when she looked at him. Damn, he was stunning. He made Brad Pitt look ugly. Not just tall and lean, but broad shouldered and slightly scruffy, the bristles on his jaw and chin adding to the overall charm, the messy tumble of sandy-blond hair falling over his forehead heightening that charm until the crotch of her panties were sodden.

Oh boy, Anna. You got it bad already.

The loud thud of branches hitting the floor made her start, and she blinked, her gaze snapping to Rob just in time to see him remove his gloves and step over the pile of dead wood at his feet to close the distance between them. “Let me begin to show our appreciation for saving us,” he said, his fingers skimming her cheek as he cupped her jaw in his hand.

A flutter of disappointment danced in her belly for a brief moment, like a hundred butterflies had suddenly taken flight, but she forgot it as soon as Rob’s lips brushed hers.

The kiss was gentle and yet, at the same time electric. His breath mingled with hers, the tip of his tongue touching the inner edge of her bottom lip, a slow caress charting a path deeper into her mouth.

She parted her lips, meeting his tongue with hers, her nipples growing hard, her pulse racing away from her.

Oh…

She’d been kissed before. Many times, in fact. As far as looks go, she knew she’d been generously smiled upon. But there was something about the Australian’s kiss…a delicate passion she hadn’t expected. Almost sad.

The notion made her heart quicken. She moaned, the sound vibrating softly in her throat only to be swallowed by Rob’s kiss.

He slid his hands up into her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands, her ponytail preventing him from doing anything more than hold her head. It didn’t matter. At this point, the feel of his lips on hers, his tongue on hers, was enough to make her pussy weep.

“Ah, fuck.”

The growled curse scraped at the heated desire rolling through her. She pulled away from Rob’s kiss, her gaze moving to Joseph where he still stood at the chair. He stared at them both, his nostrils flaring, his jaw clenched tight.

“Think we need to get some heat happening quickly,” Rob murmured, his hands slipping from her face as he turned back to his friend.

Anna nodded, unable to find anything to say. Her body ached for more, set alight by Rob’s simple, tender kiss.
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