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Avery, Texas, 1881 


 



Madame Lily’s Pleasure Ranch 


 


 


 “Come on over, Cowboy. Let’s see if your dick is as big as your ego.” Lily Barnett had written her response on lavender scented paper. 



Wade MacReynolds narrowed his eyes at the tall, elegant female script that was scrawled across the page. Feigning anger, he crumpled up the parchment and stuffed it back into his leather vest pocket. 



Minutes from riding onto her property and showing her just how well endowed he was, Wade reined in his mount. The animal neighed in annoyance but did as he was bid. The wind stirred around them, and a wolf howling in the distance echoed the unrest that stirred in his chest. 



It wasn’t exactly fear that kept Wade from meeting with her. Any man would be quick to satisfy the itch in his drawers with a fine‐looking woman like Lily. Nearly as tall as a man, red haired with skin as pure as cream, she was every man’s fantasy. And it wasn’t worry for his own performance in the sack that bothered him, either. Wade had always enjoyed a healthy sex life. Well, up to a couple of years earlier when his life had gone to shit, that was. 



No, he was pretty sure performance anxiety wasn’t holding him back. It was Lily herself. To his way of thinking, she must have a set of stones on her to say stuff like that to a man on the open range. Still, he had to admit that deep down, a part of him admired the whorehouse madam. She had taken a run down rotting pile of wood and stone and turned it into a thriving business. 


 “What that woman needs is a man to settle her stew,” Wade’s chief cook and house man, Gus, had said that morning before Wade left his ranch house to do his morning chores. 



Rumor had it that Lily loved the smell of leather, especially when applied to the wrists and ankles of a randy cowboy being taught a delicate lesson of manners in her infamous ‘Parlor of Passion and Pain.’ It was also common knowledge that she often enjoyed the scent of male sweat and the sound of a well‐placed riding crop smacked against a bound man’s more sensitive parts. 



Wade adjusted his seat on the gelding to relieve an all too familiar ache in his britches. It had been a long, dry stretch for Wade, sex wise. To be honest, if it had been any other woman, he’d have jumped on her like a stallion on a mare. But this was Lily Barnett, and men said she could shrivel a man’s private parts like a grape left too long in the sun with a single glance. 



So, here he sat, facing her property and trying to figure out how he was going to convince her to give him what he wanted and still keep his dignity not to mention his balls‐‐intact. Well, balls he had plenty of; he had precious little dignity left of these days. 



And though he didn’t really know Lily, he knew her kind. She would take what she wanted and to hell with the consequences. Still, Wade had no choice. He’d have to serve himself up on a silver platter and hope there was enough left over to put his life back together when she’d had her due. 



Wade grimaced. Sitting there and staring wasn’t going to get this over with any sooner. He gave his horse a nudge to move forward, cursing his own wretched luck and the voluptuous Lily Barnett for making this so damn hard. 



As he made his way down the path that led to the main house, Wade tried to put down the thoughts of a night alone with willful whorehouse madam. It was just sex, after all. A contract between two parties for services rendered. Wade ground his jaw. It was damned irritating. Not that he thought anything bad about exchanging sex for what he wanted. But he feared it wasn’t just sex that Lily wanted from him. 



Sure, he wasn’t in this for the romance, either. He only wanted one thing from her and that was it. No rough sex, no tie‐me‐up‐and‐tease‐me‐all‐night‐long romps, and definitely none of those leather straps rumored to be hanging by her bedposts. He just needed her to sign off on some water rights so he could access the creek that ran through her land and divert it to his property and the six hundred head of thirsty cattle he owned. 



Like any good cattleman, he’d made his offer. Five hundred dollars and the pick of his herds for her own use. She’d written back that it sounded like a fair deal, except she always sealed all of her business transactions one way. She’d said if a man wasn’t any good in the bedroom, he wouldn’t be any good at business. Damn hard‐hearted bitch, he thought, although without as much malice as he should have had. 



Truth was, Lily was a curiosity around these parts. He figured a lot of the stories about her probably weren’t true. Half of the ‘upstanding’ citizens of Austen County hated her; the other half lusted after her like male dogs after a bitch in heat. Those who found their way into her charms quickly learned what a double‐edged sword her affections could be. She gave a whole new meaning to ‘leather and lace,’ if the marks she’d left on a few of her personal favorites were any indication. 



Wade reined his horse in. No need in putting off the inevitable. He’d have to give in to her demands if his ranch was going to make it through the winter. Taking a deep breath, he noted a change in the air. A storm was coming. Minutes later, a light drizzle started, and in the distance dark clouds gathered. 



With the storm, the rain barrels might go up a few inches, but it likely wouldn’t last. Although he dreaded giving in to the demands of any woman, yielding to the owner of the Pleasure Ranch was inconceivable. She was a woman who knew how to wield power over a man. And Wade had long ago vowed that no one would ever control him—in any way, ever. But it was either get the water or lose everything he’d worked six years to build up. If he didn’t keep his cattle alive to get them to market next spring, then he’d default on his loans and his ranch would go to the bank. If he lost his ranch, then there was no chance to pay the remainder of his restitution and he’d go back to prison. 



So there was nothing left to do but give into the damn woman’s demands. He ground his jaw so hard his teeth ached. Unfortunately, whenever he thought of sex with Lily, there was a part of his anatomy that got very excited, if his cock pushing hard against his denims was any indication. Damn, just thinking of fucking her made his balls ache. 



To a self‐ made man like Wade, any time a man was in conflict with his balls, it was just plain unacceptable. 



The wind started to pick up as he rode closer to her property, and now the rain pelted him like a thousand tiny needles prickling his skin. Shit, he thought. Could this night get any worse? 



***** 


 “Take that, you no good son of a bitch!” Lily shouted as the last strap struck against the white flesh of the cowboy’s hairy ass. “Touch one of my girls again, and I’ll cut your balls off and feed them to the coyotes.” 



Lily threw the horsewhip down and stormed from the barn. The bastard had cut up her youngest girl, Sadie O’Malley, her wounds so bad, she’d probably never recover. Forget that she would never be a working girl again. What man would ever want a woman so disfigured? 


 “Take it easy, Cherie, you’re going to hurt yourself,” Marie Ambrose said behind her. The older woman had spent her youth catering to the needs and wants of men, but now she labored only for the women of the Pleasure Ranch. Her prime concern was its madam, of course. If anything happened to Lily, all the staff knew that they’d starve. 


 “I’m okay, Marie. You’ve no need to tatter over me.” 


 “Oui. Perhaps, but you’ve been pushing yourself too hard. You’ve not slept more than a few hours a night for days. You’ve hardly eaten. With this upset, you’ll be falling down before long, mark my words.” 



Lily reached the house and opened the door for them both. A light rain had started, and that meant the cattlemen coming in late from their chores would be in no good mood. They’d be hungry and abusive if the past was any measure. God, how she hated this life. 


 “Have we got enough beer and jerky for the night? What about the whisky? God, tell me the delivery wagon’s been here.” 


 “Oui. We’ve enough supplies until the end of the month. Not to worry.” 



Marie followed Lily down the long hall to her study. Once inside, Lily went right for her polished mahogany liqueur cabinet. Pulling out her best bourbon and two glasses, she set them on the service table. “Here, one for each of us. God knows we’ve earned them. 



Marie took the glass and hesitated. Although she had gone completely white‐headed, the French immigrant didn’t carry a single wrinkle on her skin nor did her pert figure look any softer than those of any of the girls upstairs. She could still be kindling the hearts and loins of men if she chose to, Lily thought. But according to Marie, her time ‘beating the hay’–as she called it–was past. She was happy running Lily’s household, for the time being, and Lily was glad of it. 


 “Drink up, Marie. One glass won’t hurt you.” 


 “Non, it’s the five that come after we have to be careful of.” 



Lily nodded. They’d both seen too many times the effect of alcohol and rough life on women of their occupation. Neither of them would allow that to happen. They bathed regularly, used fine soaps and oils for their skin, and except for entertaining their clients, both of them denied the harsher habits of a life borne of excess. 


 “You certainly took a measure of that cowboy’s hide,” Marie said after a moment. 


 “Not near as much as I should have. Poor Sadie. When she’s healed, we’d best set her up for a job as a domestic, though I don’t know how we’ll be able to afford to pay another housekeeper.” 


 “Not to worry, Cherie, she can have my portion for a while. I’ve got enough in my savings for now.” 


 “I won’t hear of it. You deserve to get paid as much as anybody. I’ll sell some more of my jewelry to make up the difference. I’ll also send an accounting to Clayton Drake, that lowlife’s employer. He’ll have to settle the bastard’s debts. 


 “Be careful. We have enough enemies as it is, Lily.” 



Lily took a deep swallow of the burning liquid. God, how she hated men. Loud and bawdy, hard‐hearted and cruel, every one. 



Well, almost every one, anyway. The truth was, a woman in her line of work didn’t get much of a chance at the other kind of man. The ones that married one woman and stayed true to her forever. She’d seen damn near every man in the county sneak over to the Ranch at one time or another. The ones who didn’t either couldn’t walk or couldn’t screw. 



Lily didn’t hold it against the women who managed to land a husband and hold him, though. She felt a peculiar sympathy for all of her gender. Why, even the married ones didn’t get a fair shake. They’d spend their whole existence serving their men, raising children, and currying favors in the bedroom for room and board and decent treatment. At least Lily got paid for her efforts. Paid well. 


 “It’s not fair, Marie. Men have every goddamned thing in this life.” 


 “Oui.” Marie sipped her bourbon. “Oh, there is a gentleman in your parlor. Says his name is MacReynolds. Something about a water rights contract, I think.” 



Lily drained her glass. She remembered his letter. “Wants me to give him permission to divert my creek to his land. Seems his water supply has dried up. Too bad for him I’m not in a charitable mood right now.” 



Marie shrugged. “I suppose not. Still, he is a strapping big fellow. Very handsome, too. A woman could use a good long ride on that one.” 


 “Ride a cowboy and save a horse?” Lily laughed. “Not this woman. Besides, who ever heard of a man paying for what he wants with sex?” 


 “Why not, Cherie? I mean, it’s the only commodity that women have, non? Imagine what it must be like, having a man pleasure you for a change?” 



Lily nearly dismissed the idea, but before she could, she heard a noise from the other room. 


 “How much longer is she going to make me wait?” A man’s voice boomed down the hall. “I’ve got things to do. My ranch won’t run itself.” 





Anger welled in her like a dam near to bursting. “How dare he come to my home and raise his voice.” 



Lily pushed up her sleeves and marched out of the study and toward the parlor. Shoving the door open, she took her first look at the insistent rancher. 



Wade MacReynolds was impossibly tall, with broad shoulders and a narrow waist. His hair was long and rough‐cut, pulled back by a leather strap. Lily noticed that the color was a bit odd, light brown with blond streaks, likely from working out in the sun too many hours without a hat. He had a rectangular face, marked by soft brown eyes and strong cheek and jaw lines. More than that, his mouth was extremely enticing, full and plump, even though he held it in an angry scowl. A very kissable mouth, she thought. And when his perfect teeth bit down on his bottom lip, thoughts of where he might put that mouth on her body instantly set her heart to racing. 



Tense seconds passed as they stared hard at each other. She almost could feel his teeth nibbling at her breast, her neck, and her ribs. She could imagine him trailing hot, moist kisses all over her body and then nestling his lips between her legs, sucking and caressing her very essence. 



Lily had always supposed that it was possible to communicate with a man without saying a word. And, if the way his angry expression changed to pure lust when he looked back at her was any indication, it was true. Worse yet, she saw her own hunger reflected in his eyes, their perfect mahogany now turning a smoldering gray green. Pulling her gaze away from his too‐beautiful face, she let it slide sensuously down his chest to the perfect juncture of his legs. Even through the thick layer of denim, she saw an impressive thickening of his cock. 



It was all Lily could to do to keep from moaning in pleasure. And if looking at it was this much fun, she could imagine how delightful fucking it would be. 


 “Ma’am,” he croaked. “The name is MacReynolds, Wade MacReynolds. I wrote you about the water rights on your property.” 



Lily swallowed again. “I remember your letter.” 



He nodded, grasping his hat in his hand so hard, he’d likely destroyed its shaping. 


 “You said you’d consider my offer if I was good in the bedroom.” 


 “Are you?” Lily asked. Of course, she’d put that line in a dozen letters to men who’d wanted to take advantage of what they thought was a helpless woman. It kept most men away from her door, and those who did show up making demands on her met with her riding crop when they fell short of her expectations. 



A woman in a man’s world, Lily had always had her way in the bedroom. After some interesting bed play with a local judge, convincing him not to prosecute one of her girls for stealing, she’d set in motion a persona that kept the law just the other side of the sheets and the cowboys lined up at her door. 



In truth, sex had only been a tool for her most of her life. Molested at a young age, she’d long ago learned to turn her skill in the bedroom to her best advantage. She’d worked hard at her trade, and the various whips and other toys that she kept in her ‘playroom’ had gone a long way to building up her reputation. It made her customers nervous and polite and kept them coming back for more. 



But now, looking at the tall, impossibly broad‐shouldered, and way too sexy man in front of her, Lily began to form a delicious idea. Sex just for fun. 


 “That all depends,” he told her. 



Suddenly, Lily’s mouth became dry. She licked her lips. “On what?” 


 “On what I get for my efforts.” 



Lily gave him a small smile. “Let’s just say your efforts have to please me. If I find your company enjoyable, then I accede the rights, for one week.” 



He started forward, anger coloring his expression. “One week? What the hell is that? You trying to take advantage of me?” 



Lily stiffened her spine. “More like the other way around. No matter how good a cock you have, sir, or how well you use it, you’ll be using my land for a long time. Pardon my language, but a fuck, even with so marvelous a specimen as you, can’t be worth that much.” The man fairly raged now. “You sure ain’t no lady, Miz Barnett.” 


 “And you aren’t really a gentleman, now are you? I’m curious. There are other ranchers in the territory who have water aplenty. Why come to me?” 



The cattleman’s expression darkened. Lily found herself liking a man who carried so much emotion in him. It certainly was a refreshing change from the greedy, soulless bastards she’d had to deal with all of her life. 


 “They won’t help me.” 



The way he ground the words out Lily saw immediately how painful it was for him to even admit that much. 


 “Why not?” 


 “Cause I used to be a bad man, Miz Barnett. I’m on parole from prison, and the folks around here would rather shoot me than deal with me. It’s all I can do to keep them from coming on my land and stealing me blind. Now, they’ve cut off all of my resources hoping to run me outta business.” 



Although she didn’t show it, Lily sympathized with his plight. If most of the men in the county weren’t cheating on their wives with her girls, then they would have likely run her out on a rail years ago. She licked her lips again. It was damn tempting to help him just to spite those sons of bitches. 



But to do so without any personal gain would make her look soft. And the one thing she couldn’t afford to do was appear weak in the eyes of the people around her. If she did, they’d be on her like vultures on a three‐day‐old corpse. 


 “Sorry, Mr. MacReynolds. My offer stands. You want to deal with me, then you have to submit to my rules.” 



***** 


 “…you have to submit to my rules…” 



The words rang in Wade’s ears as loud as the prison chapel’s bells ringing before an execution. He cursed under his breath. The days of his time spent locked away in a cage came back to him full force. One meal a day, water so foul it burned his throat and gagged him just to smell it, and days on end without sunlight made him remember all right. Still, he reminded himself, this was a woman’s bed. How bad could that be? 



But not just any woman. Lily Barnett. And he knew her kind of woman. 



For an instant, his mind went back to his prison cell. The smells and filth returned to his senses full force. The memories of that place assaulted his psyche, gripping his heart with thick fists of shame and anger. 


 “Open up for me, Wade,” Rosalie’s voice rang in his ears to this day. She’d done the unthinkable to him. Raped him and had him beaten half to death. The warden’s wife had been very exacting in her tastes, and when she’d finished with him, he’d felt the whip on his back and then been subjected to days on end without so much as a kind word from anybody in that damn, forsaken place. 



But that was two years ago, and he’d survived, damn it. He’d survived, and he could take anything as long as it meant his freedom. Chances were no matter what the locals said, Lily couldn’t be as bad as all that, could she? 


 “What do you say, Mr. MacReynolds? I haven’t got all night.” 



Well, neither did he. 


 “When do we start?” 


 “Tonight. Now.” 



Wade’s balls drew up into his abdomen. He wasn’t ready for this. 


 “Fine.” 



Although it wasn’t a death sentence, it sounded pretty damn harsh. Not knowing what to do, he looked around the room. The sound of her laughter surprised him. 


 “Not here, Mr. MacReynolds.” She turned and walked to the corner of the room and pulled a bell rope. A tall, dark‐haired man appeared in the doorway. He was roughly the size of a tree trunk, and when he looked at Wade, it was with only one eye. The other was sealed shut, and ragged skin scarred over half of his face. There were other scars visible on his face and arms, too, and he looked as if he could deal out as many blows as his grizzled body had taken. 


 “Yes, Mistress?” 


 “Tell Helga to prepare the lavender room. Then, take Mr. MacReynolds out back for a bath.” She turned a coy glance his way. “I don’t take to filthy men.” 



Wade watched as she walked out of the room. Anger and fear mixed in his blood like whisky and fire. How dared she! 


 “This way, sir.” 



Wade followed the servant down the long hall and to the back of the house. Together they walked to a tall, shed‐like building beside the outhouse. Taking out a set of keys, the servant unlocked the door and motioned him inside. 



The first thing Wade noticed was the warmth of the room. And, in the corner a long tub sat, filled with steaming water. Beside the tub stood a petite, white‐haired woman. She waved him over. 


 “Come, come, Monsieur. Off with your clothes and into the tub. The mistress awaits her pleasure.” 



Wade crossed his arms. “I can bathe myself.” 



She nodded once and smiled. “Of course, you can. Now hurry, before she changes her mind.” 



Changes her mind, indeed, he thought. Crossing his arms he waited. For a moment, neither of the servants moved, each one waiting for the other. Then, the woman shrugged. 


 “You are a stubborn man, Mr. MacReynolds,” she said, making a tisking noise. Then, motioning toward the door, she nodded once. “As you wish. It seems the Mistress has her work cut out for her.” 



When the two of them had gone, Wade took off his clothes and laid them on the chair beside the tub. Truth was, he didn’t need a bath all that much. Since he’d left the prison he’d made it a practice to scrub himself daily. Being dirty reminded him of being in that filthy place, and that led to other memories he’d decided to keep buried deep in his psyche. 



Once in the hot water, Wade’s anger began to dissipate somewhat. The bath actually felt good on his sore muscles. He’d worked hard that day, and it wasn’t quite so bad ending his labors this way. That and the thought of the prim redhead under him was a very stimulating notion. Clean sheets, soft bed, and a willing woman. Well, there were worse ways of getting what he wanted. 



That is if she let him pleasure her the way he wanted. He suspected that Lily Barnett wasn’t used to letting men have their way with her. Inside her bedroom or out of it. He remembered what she’d said. Her rules. 



Well, he’d see about that, now wouldn’t he? Closing his eyes, he let his hands wonder over his body. Oh, yeah. He’d let her play with him a little, he thought. First, nibbling on his nipples and then running her tongue from his mouth, down the side of his face, his neck, chest, belly, and to his cock. 



At the notion of the lovely woman’s attentions, old one‐eye stood to attention. It had been a long time since he’d had the pleasure. Of course, his sojourn on Rosalie’s bed didn’t count. She’d forced him. Forced him and then violated him. Not this time, he told himself. 



Old one‐eye would have his way with Lily, and she’d be damn glad of it, but it would be Wade who’d be in control of the situation. 



***** 



Lily paced the length of her room. What in blazes had she been thinking? Her clit seemed to have taken over her senses since the moment she’d laid eyes on Wade MacReynolds. Now, every waking minute was agony. Pure agony. 


 “He’s ready, Cherie,” Marie said. She stood at Lily’s door, arms crossed and wearing an amused expression. 


 “Yes, of course.” Lily started to move toward the door, but Marie held her hand up. 


 “This one is different,” she said. 


 “Aren’t they all?” Lily didn’t care. She was tired and excited and wanting to be done with this business. 


 “Non, they are not. He has scars. I think you should be careful.” 


 “Scars? What kind of scars?” “Marks from a whip, I think.” 


 “Oh.” Lily’s mouth went dry. She still felt the sting from the time one of her customers had taken a strap to her back. Fortunately, he’d been a weak man, and her young back had healed completely. Healed on the outside, at least. She still bore scars. They were just deeper than most. “I suppose a different kind of discipline is called for, then. Either way, it’s nothing I can’t handle.” 



Marie squeezed her arm, concern shadowing her expression. “Be careful, Cherie.” 


 “I’m always, careful, Marie.” 



***** 



Lily walked to the lavender room. She could hear the faint rustling of sheets and the whispering sound of his sigh. It was strange how his presence affected her. Her legs became heated and damp at the very thought of him. She hesitated. If even thinking about him brought such a quick reaction, then what would bedding him be like? 



She closed her eyes, taking in a deep breath. For a moment, her mind wandered. Sinewy limbs and the sensuous feel of his damp skin against hers heightened her arousal. Lily knew if she didn’t take him soon, she would explode. 



Leaning against the doorframe and sliding her hand beneath her robe, she caressed her breasts, first one and then the other. Each nipple had hardened to a diamond point, and the itchy feeling of anticipation curled between her legs. Answering the call, she let her hand slip downward, rubbing small, tight circles on her abdomen and then to the mass of curls below. 



Fingers dipping deeper, she spread her legs slightly and massaged the heated flesh of her outer lips. The whisper of a sigh came from the other room. 


 “I know you’re there,” he said, his voice thick and low. 



*****


The minute he’d seen her silhouette in the doorway, Wade knew he was in for trouble. Oh, not the whips against his skin kind, to be sure. No, the kind that could tear a man’s insides out if he let it. The kind where a woman could trample a man’s heart and then hand it to him on a platter, with him smiling like a fool, thanking her, and begging for more. 



Shit. This was going to be a mite harder than he’d thought. 



From the moment he’d come into the room and seen the display of items laid out for him, he’d known that tonight was going to challenge his strength in every way possible. Long, mahogany whips were mounted on the walls around the room, the leather straps looked well‐oiled and showed signs of long use. Then, on the bedside table, there were other things… disturbing things. A coil of thick braided rope, a horse’s harness, and God help him, even a thick, ivory carved dildo lying in a red velvet‐lined wooden box. Damned if his ass didn’t pucker just at the thought of it. 



Of course, the long, white silk scarves that were fastened to every post of the four‐poster bed didn’t shore up any confidence in what would transpire that evening, either. Already his wrists burned, and his cock tingled at the thought of his being tied down. Hell of a thing, he thought, when the mind had one idea and the body another. 


 “Pain and pleasure are not very different,” Rosalie had once told him during one of their ‘sessions.’ Damned if she hadn’t been right. But the pain or the pleasure hadn’t been the worst of it. Nope. He’d been humiliated, made helpless, and treated like an animal. Well, not tonight. He’d screw the woman’s brains out, but he wouldn’t let her tie him down. That was his rule. 



So, before he took off a single shred of clothing, he’d taken out his pocketknife and cut down every scarf. Lily Barnett wouldn’t get that particular pleasure, at least. As for the rest, well, he’d endure it all. 



Of course, all the time he’d been bathing, he’d been thinking of only one thing. How to get what he needed without humiliating himself any further. After all, Lily Barnett was a woman underneath her all business bullshit. He’d just have to woo her was all. Get her to fall hard for him. Then, he could use his influence to get her to sign off on the water rights for good. 



Without putting off the inevitable, he shed his clothes and walked over to the bed. A huge mahogany behemoth, it sat squat in the middle of the room, dominating everything around it. Pulling back the bed’s spread, he ran his hand across the sheets. Lily Barnett was not a woman for quilts or laces, that was plain. This bed was made for pleasure. Fine silken sheets, probably from the Orient, a thick Persian rug on the floor, and the scent of polished pine heavy in the air. 



Oh, yeah. Lily knew what men wanted. Masculinity permeated his surroundings like honey soaking into a biscuit. He could see her machinations a mile away. First, lower a man’s defenses with obvious comfort. Then ply him with her full arsenal of sexual delights. She’d keep it coming until he couldn’t refuse her anything. Yeah, he’d wriggle around like a wasp caught in a spider web for a while, thinking he might find some way to escape. But a woman’s wiles were stickier than horse glue, and very few men had the strength to withstand a woman like Lily. 



What Lily didn’t know was that she was up against a man of a different sort. He might be desperate, but he wasn’t stupid. Sure, he was larger than most men, and when he needed to be, meaner. But he was smarter, too. He was more determined than ever to beat Lily at her own game. 



Just when he was sure his plan would work, Lily showed up at the door. Her petite form that was rounded at just the right places, her scent of female musk and lavender invaded his senses, and every part of him turned rock hard in anticipation. Damn it all, he thought, this wasn’t going to be easy. 



He watched as she paused, the slightest hint of moonlight behind her. Then, to his near undoing, she began touching herself. Caressing her breasts, rubbing her thighs, and then reaching up and stroking her center. God, she was beautiful. More than beautiful, she was inviting, seductive, sensuous. She was a feast beside a cool stream, and he was a starving man crawling through a desert. 


 “I know you’re there,” he said, using his tone to draw her forward. 



She hesitated a moment longer, and he could imagine her small, luscious tongue darting out between her full lips and moistening them. God, he wanted her bad. 


 “I see you’ve redecorated.” 



Wade pulled in a breath. “I don’t take to being tied down. You can do anything you want, but my hands and legs stay free.” 



She chuckled. “Those were just for looks, cowboy. I intend to have you use your hands. Of course, I get to tell you what to do with them, and you will obey. That is, if you want me to sign this week’s agreement.” 


 “Of course.” 



Wade held his face steady, though inwardly he smiled. One thing he did know was how to pleasure a woman. Back before prison and Rosalie, he’d been a very good lover. It had been before his life had gone horribly wrong, but he did remember, and for a little while he could pretend the last few years hadn’t happened. Forgetting was one thing he’d gotten really good at. 


 “Good. First thing, I want you on your belly.” 



Wade didn’t hesitate, but took his time pulling back the sheet, just enough so she could get a real good look at what was waiting for her. Like it had a mind of its own, his cock sprang upwards when the thin material was lifted. He heard her catch her breath, and let his satisfied grin slide over his face. He could have sworn she’d swayed just a little at the sight of him. 



Then, swinging his right leg over first, he turned his ass upwards, flexing his muscles just so she could see the hard outline of him. 



His efforts were rewarded with the mixture of a grunt and a moan. Damned if he’d ever heard a woman make a sound like that. He answered with a rumble of his own. 



The air in the room was cool, and goose flesh raised on his skin, but not from the temperature. The pressure of his body on his cock kept a pocket of warmth between him and the sheets, but the heat of his desire spread fast over his body. 


 “My, my, Mr. MacReynolds. You are a fine measure of a man. Very fine, indeed. I dare say, you are pretty close to perfect.” 



Wade swallowed, suddenly glad for the darkness in the room. The fact was, he may have been close to perfect, but the scars of the whip marks that cut across his back would tell the tale of his life sure enough. He doubted that the sight of his newly healed flesh, no matter how ugly it was, would matter much to a woman like Lily. The truth was, more and more he was able to forget about his time in prison, but the sting of his torture never fully left him. 



Biting his lip, Wade pushed the memories of his pain and shame away. He had to keep all of his wits about him if he was going to best the whore at her own game. Gritting his teeth, he took a long, slow deep breath. 



Lily started advancing into the room, taking her time, step by step as she neared the bed. Wade felt the air move around him, her scent growing stronger as she came, the wafting perfume of her readiness heralding her sexual anticipation. Next, he heard the soft rustle of her clothing as it floated to the floor, and his body twitched in response. 



He waited for her to climb into the bed with him, when she surprised him with a sharp smack on his ass. 



Flipping halfway over, he growled. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” 


 “Settle down, cowboy. I’m just testing my wares. I want to make sure that I’m getting prime beef, if you know what I mean. Now, back on your stomach before I change my mind.” 



Wade did as he was told, but he stared hard at her for a moment before doing so. Then, when he did flop back down, he twisted his fists into the sheets and gripped them with all of his strength. His whole idea of wooing her into submission was going to have to be rethought once the night was over. If he survived, that was. 


 “You see? That wasn’t so hard. “ Then she sighed, and touched him again, this time caressing him on the back of his thigh and letting her hand glide up to his ass. She lingered there a moment, her warmth seeping into him little by little. 



Then, before he knew what was happening, she vaulted onto the bed, her warm pussy against his thighs, her legs trapping his between them, her hands gripping his ass in so tight that he could feel her nails pressing into his skin. A rush of air escaped him, and he grunted. 


 “Now this is more like it,” he said between clenched teeth. 


 “You like?” Then she did the unimaginable, kneading his buttocks like thick dough, round and round, up and down. 



Wade nearly shattered from pulse of excitement that surged through him. 


 “Easy, there, Miz Barnett, or the show will be over before it gets started,” he said, half kidding. Well, more than half, maybe. He was pretty damn near to bursting as it was. 


 “That’s not what I want to hear, Mr. MacReynolds. In this room, you are my slave. You’ll do as I tell you and hold it until I give you permission.” 



Fury and fear exploded inside him, and before he knew what he was doing, Wade jerked sideways. He grabbed her at the waist and flipped over, his body pinning hers to the bed. For a moment, he did nothing, just stared at her, angry and breathless. When he did speak his voice was dark and threatening. 


 “You listen here, whore. I’m not some pussy‐whipped cowpoke. I do as I please with any woman in bed. I only agreed to have sex with you, not to be beaten or tied or treated like a side of meat. You want to trade for the water rights, fine. But fucking is all you’ll get out of me. Now, make up your mind. Do you want it, or not?” To emphasize his meaning, he pushed his cock against her opening. 



He didn’t know what to expect, but even in the dim moonlight, he saw her surprise change to admiration. She gave him a wide, seductive smile. “Well, what are you waiting for? Ride it, cowboy.” 



***** 



His chest pressed against hers, Lily felt the power of his words vibrating above her. He was raw and immovable and just what she needed. At her urging, he ground his hips against hers, pressing against her pelvis and letting her feel the length of his cock between the soft folds of her labia. It was all she could do to keep from purring. She started to comment on his delicious size and incredible girth when he dipped down and captured her mouth with his own. 



It wasn’t just a kiss, she realized as he pulled her breath into his chest. He was fucking her with his mouth. His teeth and tongue subdued her better than if he’d tied her wrists and ankles. Moving, pushing, pulling, and teasing her, he worked his mouth like an assaulting army, and the only thing she could do was meet him measure for measure. 



When he pulled away, she felt him laugh against her. “I can see you ain’t gonna make this easy.” 


 “Easy’s not fun, cowboy,” she said, breathless. Both of them were panting like dogs on a hot August afternoon. 


 “Yes, ma’am.” 



He then launched another attack, this time slower and more deliberate. First her mouth, then her neck, his hands caressing her breasts as he drove her near to madness. Then, he slid downward, his groin moving away from hers, and it was all she could do to keep from wrapping her legs around him and pulling him back into her embrace. 



Without giving her time to think, however, he moved his mouth to her right breast. He proceeded to spend a torturously long time there, suckling and pulling her nipple, teasing her flesh with his tongue. Just when she thought she could stand no more, he moved and repeated his actions on the other breast. This time, Lily couldn’t hold back her moan. 



Damn, the man was good. 



When he finished there, he proved he was better than good. Pushing her legs farther apart, he went down lower. His breathing hot and moist on her abdomen, he paused a few seconds to either fill his lungs or stretch out her anticipation. Then, she watched helplessly as he dove into her groin, clamping his mouth on her pussy, where he began an assault of a different kind. 



The gentleman’s kiss was what Marie had called it once. Whores knew of it but rarely experienced it. Most men were all about pleasing themselves, and a lot insisted that the woman take them in her mouth, but rarely did they ever want to reciprocate. 



Wade was not most men. In fact, he had done something Lily hadn’t thought possible. With that one act alone, he’d started a soft spot in her hard shell hatred of all things male. Indeed, as he continued to suckle there, scraping his teeth lightly against her clitoris, she almost came undone. If he asked her for the deed to the pleasure ranch, she’d probably had given it to him. Lily was thankful that he didn’t. 



Without any control over her rebellious body, Lily had lost control over the situation. Before she knew what was happening, she was moving her hips wildly, pushing her ass upwards into his mouth, and gripping his hair with both of her fists. 


 “Please,” she moaned and heard him chuckle in response. 



He paused a moment, lifting his face from her juncture. “Oh, like this do you?” 



Lily nodded, panting so hard that she feared if she stopped she’d suffocate. 


 “Good girl,” he said before plunging face first back into her curls. 



Although barely seconds passed, it seemed an eternity before she decided that she could no longer hold off his assault and keep her body from responding. She was certain it was either climax or die. Of course, she did consider that a climax as strong as the one she was about to have might kill her. Hell, it would take down even the strongest of women. Still, like standing in front of an oncoming train, she was helpless to stop it. So she did the next best thing and gave into it. 



And it was an experience like she’d never had. All at once, her body went into a spasm, mercilessly, joyfully twisting, and the orgasm beat through her like a bass drum. Her insides wrenched sideways, and she could feel the smile on the smug bastard’s face. Well, see if she didn’t repay him in kind. That was, if she survived the next few seconds. 



She didn’t know how long her climax lasted, because at the end of it, she came apart. The next thing she knew, she was relaxing back onto the bed, his huge form hovering over her like a bear arousing from a long winter’s slumber. 



Then he spoke words that nearly stopped her heart in her chest. 


 “Oh, I’m not done with you yet.”


Smug bastard. 



***** 



Wade knew he had her right where he wanted her, sure enough. Even if his body hadn’t been about to explode and his flesh hadn’t been on fire, he would have known that he had the upper hand. At that precise moment, however, his victory seemed unimportant. Only one thing crowded into his brain. He had to get inside of her now. That very second. Or he was surely going to perish. 



In truth, he’d expected that he could bed her good and proper. He just hadn’t foreseen the effect it would have on him. 


 “…I’m not done with you yet.” 



With that he slid his right arm under her and flipped her on her stomach. Then, he rose up, placing one arm on the headboard, and the other under her belly and pulled her up so that her round, soft ass fit tightly into his groin. The pleasure of having her like this was all his, and he damn well knew it. 


 “Wait…” she began, but then stopped when he rubbed his erection into her backside. “Oh, fuck!” 


 “Exactly what I had in mind. Stallion style. That’s the way I like it.” 



Then, he began moving, lifting her up slightly as she bent down to accommodate his size, and in a single thrust he entered her velvet softness. It wasn’t enough to be there, he quickly realized. He wanted more. He needed to feel her respond. All of her, the way she had a few moments before. So he pulled back until just the tip of his cock was inside of her. 



She drew in a sharp breath in response. Yeah, he was going to like this. 



Sweat broke out on his brow as he repeated the action. In, then out. In, then out. He felt her tighten around him. She moaned again, and he continued, increasing the pace and drinking in the cooing sounds she made as he did so. 



It took every bit of his strength not to let go. Both of them were hot, and their skin was slick, and he could barely hold onto her. Still, he continued. In and out, in and out, his body was more machine than man. Pushing and pulling, until he felt her climax begin, her body clenching onto his like a vise. 



And when her climax started to peak again, he gave a final push. Like a river exploding over the edge of a waterfall, both of them flew over the edge of reality and into the mist of sexual bliss. 



Wade had never known heaven in his twenty‐nine years, hadn’t even thought of it really. Until that moment. Now, he knew exactly what it was: the soft form of a good woman around him and a release sexual and emotional tension that had been building up for a long time. In that instant, he was no longer ex‐convict Wade MacReynolds. He was just a man. 



And that was enough. 



***** 



Sometime later, Lily came back into herself. Instantly aware of the man sleeping beside her, she rose up on her elbows and dared to really look at him. By the moonlight, she supposed he wasn’t different from most men. His face was square and ruggedly handsome, though she could see a bit of softness around is eyes. Must have come from his mother, she thought. It didn’t make him appear weak, but rather showed that maybe there was a part of him down inside that wasn’t as hard as the rest of him. 



She hoped so, anyway. The truth of the matter was, she was tired of the harshness of life. It only seemed fair that there might be one small part of it where she could be like other women and know what it was like to be worshipped by a man. Although she was no expert, she was fairly sure that was just what he’d done, though he likely would never admit to it. 



Was it possible that she had found a decent man? She’d heard rumors, things that women had said when she’d come across country in a stagecoach, but at the time she’d thought that they were just lying to themselves to make them feel better about their situations. After all, being married was just like any other business contract, and one in which women didn’t fare so well. That was the way the things worked. 



Her own mama had once told her that only a whore or a nun could ever demand her measure from the world. And Lily had believed her. Until now. Lily was pretty sure she’d known every sort of man there was. Good ones and bad ones alike. They were all pretty much the same between the sheets. If she was sure of anything in her life, she knew that no man could ever make her feel loved. Make her feel like she was special. Make her feel safe. 



And yet, in the arms of this cowboy, her body curled up beside him, she’d felt all three. 



She shook her head. It wasn’t possible. No man who breathed ever thought of a woman over himself. No man came to bed with any thought except pleasuring himself. 



But still, here he was. The first man in a long time who had made her doubt her own hard heart. Not that she was given over to letting him have what he wanted, either. No, she would stick to the terms of their agreement for now. If she tired of him, as she was certain she eventually would, then she’d likely give him what he wanted, at the price of a considerable profit for her, of course. 



She sighed and sank back into the sheets, her body buzzing from the sex and whirl of thoughts that crowded her mind about men in general and MacReynolds in particular. Lily sighed and closed her eyes. That act alone, and the feeling of a warm solid body lulled her into sleep. 



***** 



Wade knew she was awake. He hadn’t yet fallen asleep but had decided to lie unmoving for a little while, satisfied with just existing for the time being. 



The woman beside him was a puzzle, one he guessed he’d spend many a night pondering. On the outside, she was tough as newly tanned leather and twice as smooth. In a way, the two of them were a lot alike. He suspected that she’d known some rough times. That was no surprise. Life was hard for women, he knew. Some pretended to be faint‐hearted and weak, but he knew better. A woman’s will was far stronger than a man, and for good reason. Not strong in the same way, mind you, but still unbendable at times. 



The one thing a woman could do better than a man was endure—harsh climates, men meaner than snake spit, and a life of drudgery. He’d seen his mother suffer the blows of a drunken husband and then go out the next morning to work in a field. He’d seen his sister labor for twenty‐eight hours bearing her last child and then get up and fix a meal for her family. Nope. No man could ever do that. 



It was in the midst of these thoughts that he felt Lily move. She’d propped herself up, and he could almost feel the hard stare she gave him. Good, he thought. He was as much a curiosity to her as she was to him. He liked that idea, so he remained still until he heard her sigh and settle back down beside him. God, she felt like heaven, all warm and soft against him. If he wasn’t careful, he might get ideas about this one. And those kind of thoughts could only lead to his undoing. 



So, pushing back any sort of seriousness, he let loose his own tensions from the day and breathed as quietly as possible. He listened for the sound of her breathing to change, telling him she had fallen asleep for real. When it did, he grabbed the sheet wrapped around his waist and pulled it up, enfolding her in its warmth and his embrace. She sighed again and settled in her sleep. 



For the first time in a long time, Wade let himself enjoy the presence of another person. Knowing that he wore a silly grin, he simply basked in the glory that was Lily Barnett. He rested his chin lightly on her shoulder and breathed in the scent of her and of their lovemaking. And when he let go and grinned big, he knew his smile went all the way to the bone. 



***** 



Just before dawn, Lily awoke, surprised to find that the sated feeling she’d had earlier had fled. Now, the itch for the cowboy had started anew. Of course, feeling his hard cock caress her thigh with each breath he took didn’t help. Nor did the overwhelming scent of his musk and the sound of his even, throaty breaths do any good at all when it came to squashing her thoughts of screwing him senseless. 



Okay, she thought, maybe it wasn’t an itch. Maybe it was a burn, judging from the heat building between her legs. A burn that could lead to a full out four‐alarm fire if she wasn’t careful. 



Lily’s first urge was to push him on his back, mount him like a prized stallion, and ride him until daylight. Thankfully, she wasn’t the kind of woman who gave in to her first urge. 



No, she had to play this right. Make it look like he was the one who’d wanted her first. That shouldn’t be too hard, she thought. Most men were very randy when it came to morning sex. 



Deciding the best bet for her to awaken his arousal would be a subtle one, Lily yawned and stretched herself out to full length beside him. Like a cat with a belly full of milk, she purred. Then, turning to her right side, she ever so cleverly scooted her backside to nestle against his erection. It tickled her in the most delicious place, so she wiggled a bit more. The feeling set off all kinds of riotous thoughts but she held her place. Let him be the first to move, she told herself. With an iron will she kept still, barely able to contain the moan that stirred deep in her chest. It was like holding her breath under water, but she kept herself unmoving, waiting for him to respond first. 



And respond he did. Like a cougar capturing a deer, his arm shot out and snaked around her belly while his mouth found its mark on her left shoulder. Biting down hard enough to sting, he then moved his teeth and tongue upwards to her neck to rest just beneath her ear. 



Lily did her best to let out what she thought was a surprised squeal. “What are you doing?” She barely breathed. 



In answer to her question, he yanked her body back so that his erection went through the moist juncture of her legs, not entering her, but instead, sliding across the top of her labia. Then, he breathed out a long sigh. 



Lily couldn’t help moaning. Nor could she help squeezing her legs together and trying to move so that he could enter her proper. 


 “I know what you’re doing,” he whispered in a coarse, throaty tone. 


 “Why, sir, whatever are you taking about?” she said between gasps. “I believe you started it.” 


 “Don’t play me for a fool, Miss Barnett. I am not a fool.” 



With that, he jerked backwards, loosening his grip on her waist just enough to slip his other hand beneath her. Then, in a single motion he twisted her sideways so that they were now face to face. 



More than a little angered at being so easily found out, Lily gave his a short laugh. “A fool is as a fool, does.” 



She instantly knew that it was the wrong thing to say when he flopped over on his back, dragging her on top of him. Although his erection was a breath away from entering her, he instead pushed her upwards and held her by her suspended, his huge hands encircling her waist. Like a rag doll she hung there, loose‐limbed and scrambling for some way to get out of his control. 


 “Let me down!” she screeched through clenched teeth. A trickle of sweat had formed on her temple and now slid down the side of her face to dangle on the tip of her nose. 



Wade MacReynolds only smiled beneath her. “Well, Miz Barnett, who’s the fool now?” 



Lily was so angry, she could have scratched the eyes right out of her head. Only her better sense kept her from doing that very thing. The last thing she wanted was an injured cowboy beating her half to death. 



Her expression must have said as much because in the next instant he flipped them both over, and now he held himself at arm’s length. 


 “I ain’t never hit a woman.” 



Lily licked her lips. “So you say.” 



He shook his head and scoffed. “You know, you’re probably the most beautiful woman I’ve ever been with. You’re also the smartest.” He paused to lean down and gently caress her forehead with his mouth. “If you want something, Lily, try asking for it.” 



Lily swallowed hard. At that moment, she was keenly aware of several things at once. She could feel his hot breaths against her face, his large, lean body pressed against hers chest to toe, and his thick erection trapped between their bellies. 


 “I want you to fuck me, Mr. MacReynolds. Please.” 



In the next instant, he gave her one of the most touching gifts she could ever have asked for when the hard grim line of his mouth became a large, lazy smile. 


 “I’m happy to oblige you, Miz Barnett.” 



And oblige her he did. Three times over. 



Hard and fast. 



Soft and slow. 



The last time, with every touch as measured and deliberate as if they were to be lovers the rest of their lives. 



***** 



As Wade rode away from Lily’s, only one thought ran through his mind. How in God’s name was he going to keep his head straight around her? Within the first few minutes of meeting her, he was panting after her skirts like a hound sniffing out a prairie dog. It was damned embarrassing. Not a single day of his life had he ever surrendered himself to the wiles of a woman. 



Of course, he had to admit, Lily Barnett wasn’t just any woman. She was a hard‐hearted vixen who used her womanly attributes to milk every last dollar out of the men around her. Why, he’d even heard of a fellow who’d sold the gold fillings out of his teeth for a week of Lily’s delights. 



And yet, the memory of her softness, her enticing scent, and her moans of pleasure struck a chord deep in his soul. Somehow a real woman’s heart beat within her. He was sure of it. True, it was buried beneath the layers of cynicism and anger, but it was there. 



Riding through the early morning mist, Wade had an idea. Maybe it was possible to get through those hard layers and bring the real Lily out. Surely, if anyone could accomplish it, it was him. He knew all about leaving the past behind and starting a better life. 



Of course, he had to admit, wooing Lily was definitely going to be a challenge. But, she was now like an itch under his skin that no amount of scratching could cure. So, what if he decided to return the favor? 



Smiling, Wade spurred his horse forward. Thinking of ways to entice Lily would keep his mind occupied while he did his chores the long day ahead. 



Yep. He definitely had some planning to do. 



***** 



When Lily awoke, she realized right away that she was alone and the bed beside her had long gone cold. Squinting in the early morning light she pulled the covers up to her chin. A gentle tapping sounded at her door. 


 “Cherie? Are you awake?” Marie asked from the other side. 


 “Yes. I’m up.” Lily hoped the disappointment she felt didn’t color her tone. 


 “Ah, my sweet. Your cowboy has gone, non?” she said, pushing the door open. She carried a tray with a steaming teapot, two cups, and a plate of biscuits. 


 “Yes, he’s gone. Long gone, likely.” 


 “I highly doubt that, sweet. “ She set the tray on the bedside table and started pouring them tea. The smell of rosehips and strong amaretto liqueur filled the room. 


 “Ah, Marie, you are a comfort to my soul.” Lily gingerly took a cup and held it close to her face. The steaming liquid cleared the cobwebs from her thoughts and quelled a headache that was building behind her eyes. 


 “Then I am happy. Oh, your cowboy left you this.” She pulled a tanned leather pouch from her pocket. 



Lily took the package from her. Wrapped inside a leather pouch was a brown parchment. Carefully unrolling it, she read it and held back a giggle. 


 “He agreed to my terms!” She couldn’t help but smile big. The big galoot really had taken her serious. 




 “Tres bon!” Marie clapped her hands. “This is indeed happy news.” 


 “It is.” Lily breathed deep. For, inside the pouch was one other thing. A small piece of paper with words scratched upon it. 



One week, paid in full. See you in seven days. 


 


 


 



The End




Howdy!
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Chapter One

  


Avery, Texas, 1881

  

 “What do you say, cowboy? Are you ready for another wild ride?”


He should have seen it coming.


Wade MacReynolds stood knee-deep in mud, sweating hard under the hot Texas afternoon sun, cursing his ill-fated luck. On the hillside above him, Lily Barnett, the infamous madam of Lily’s Pleasure Ranch, sat perched on her buckboard, staring down at him.


He hadn’t intended for his afternoon’s work to turn into a bawdy show, even if his only audience was the lovely Miz Barnett. Worse yet, she wore a low-cut, brazenly azure lace bodice that pushed up her ample breasts when she leaned forward. To add an even finer edge to his torture, she wore a slender, white linen skirt that hugged her shapely body down to her pert little ankles and half boots.


It was all he could do to keep from throwing down his shovel, climbing that hill, and teaching her a lesson. He could just imagine her fine lace blouse torn in half, her skirt pushed up, and her shapely legs wrapped around his waist, while he stoked the sexual blaze that had built between them since their night together.


Swearing, he plunged his shovel into the dirt hard, doing his best to forget her piercing blue gaze and the vision of the riotous red curls framing her petite face.


The memories of their tryst six days earlier flooded his mind. On that day, Wade had signed a contract with Lily, which stated she would grant him water rights on her property for his cattle, for a week at a time, and that she continue to do so only if he pleased her sexually prior to each renewal. He would trade one night of passion each week so his cattle stayed alive. He’d made a deal with the devil. Well, if the devil was the damned sexiest woman that ever breathed.


Of all the darn right, dirty tricks, this one had to be the worst. Sweat trickled down the side of his face, following the same path her kisses had that night. He tingled every place she’d touched him, which was pretty much everywhere. He got a fist-sized knot in his gut every time she entered his thoughts, which lately was pretty damn often. Worse than all that, he’d practically turned into a walking erection.


A man with a strong will, Wade would probably have been able to douse the fire of his unnatural lusts, but every day since, she’d ridden out in her buggy, parasol in hand, to watch him dig trenches onto his property. Now she sat like a cat full of cream, gazing down at him while he worked. It was enough to drive a sane man crazy.


Right that very moment, he had a hard-on so thick it threatened to burst out of his denims any second.


Finally, when he could stand it no more, he threw down his shovel. “You getting a real good show?”


A slow smile spread across her face. “I’m on my property.”

 “Yes, you are. Enjoying yourself?”

 “Completely.”


Unable to hold back his ire, he turned around and, damning the blistering Texas sun, walked to his buckboard and pulled out his shirt.

 “Unfair,” she said from above him. “Besides, you’ll suffocate out here in the heat.”

 “Better that than to die of shame,” he called back.

 “Shame? What have you got to be ashamed of? You’re a mighty fine looking man, Mr. MacReynolds.”

 “I should have found another way to get the water. This ain’t right, what we’re doing.”

 “Nonsense. We’re both getting what we want, aren’t we? And nobody’s getting hurt, right?”

 “Lady, you’ve got one hard heart inside of your chest. You know that?”


She stiffened. “Maybe it’s hard because of all the men that’s trampled over it.”

 “I ain’t them.”


She smiled again. “No, you most certainly aren’t. So, what do you say, cowboy? Want to go again? Another night with me for another week of water for your herd?”


It was all Lily could do to keep from licking her lips. The man was absolutely incredible. She knew it was wrong, but she’d come out each day to watch his progress with digging the trenches. Wade was tall and lean, and every inch of sinewy muscles moving as smooth as silk sheets across a plump mattress. It made her weak just to watch him.


And when he stopped to take a long drink of water, the sight of his strong jaw and neck working as he swallowed from his canteen damn near made her heart stop. No doubt about it. Wade MacReynolds was a vision in tanned skin and denim.


She knew it was a gamble to come out like this, but after their first night together, she just had to see him. Of course, she’d carefully picked her wardrobe to excite and entice him with each visit. She knew she might risk his ire, but she couldn’t help herself. The expression of pure animal lust that touched his face whenever he looked up at her was worth it. She’d gone home each night and relived their night of sexual delights in her dreams.


For the first time in a very long time, a man had gotten under her sheets, and into her heart.


The question was, did he feel the same?


Wade’s expression was unreadable as he stood before her, all sexy and sweating, and very nearly driving her mad. She held her breath, waiting for his answer.


In the next second, she swore she could hear a deep, rumbling growl come from him.

 “I’ll see you at dusk.”

  


* * * * *

  


Wade paced Lily’s parlor for at least half an hour. “What in blazes is taking her so long?”


Marie, the demure, silver haired former madam who was Lily’s best friend smiled up at him. “The longer you wait, the sweeter the prize.”

 “I’m a busy man. I’ve got a score of things to do. If she wasn’t gonna be able to do this tonight, then she should have said something.”

 “I believe our girl has a very special evening planned for you, monsieur. Be patient.”


With that, she left the room. Wade ground his jaw and resumed his pacing. He would have left right then, except for the memory of their one night together. The thought of Lily beneath him, Lily on top of him, and Lily generally any damn way he wanted her, kept him trapped in her parlor. It was plain crazy! For her alone, he’d bathed in her damn scented bath, shaved his face half raw, and plaited his hair like some weak-kneed dandy. The next thing he knew, he’d be licking her boots and kissing her ass right proper.


Wade cursed again. Thinking of kissing Lily’s ass only made his erection thicker.


What did he expect? He was only a man, after all. If his cock had any say about it, then he wouldn’t have left her bed. Ever. Good thing Ol’ One-eye didn’t always get what he wanted.


Ten more agonizing minutes went by and, just as he was about ready to walk out for good, the door opened behind him. Her manservant appeared and motioned for him to follow.

 “Miz Lily will see you now.”

  


* * * * *

  


Taking a deep breath, Lily leaned back on her chaise lounge and spread her arms wide over her head and into the two loose, silk scarves fastened to each side. She’d thought long and hard about what she’d do on her second night with the cowboy. Since he’d refused to be tied and had the notion that taking a whip to his hide was all she’d wanted to do, she decided to teach him a few new lessons in lovemaking.


Not that Lily hadn’t played those games. She had. But it was only for the benefit of her customers and never once had any of the men she’d been with ever thought about she wanted. Nope, it was tie me like this, or slap me there, or any number of twisted, bizarre requests she’d received. Now, however, the tables had turned. Quite simply, she was the customer, and she got to choose.


Stretching out, she scooted her bottom down until she could slip her feet into the loops of cloth at the foot of the lounge. Satisfaction at her control over the situation gave her a heady thrill. Never before had she dared anything like this. Excitement set her desire ablaze, and her body burned hotter than a barn fire on a West Texas summer night.


Lily heard the sound of a man’s footsteps coming down the hall. She tensed when she glanced at the door and saw the crystal knob slowly turn.


Oh, yeah, she thought. She was going to enjoy herself, and she was going to teach Wade MacReynolds a thing or three about pleasing a woman.


With his gut tied in a knot the size of a corn-fed steer, Wade turned the knob and pushed open the door to Lily’s lavender room. What he saw shocked him from his head to his toes and sent Ol’ One-eye into a near frenzy.


At least two-dozen squat candles wavered with the evening breeze, casting dim light and dancing shadows all about the room. The window was open, and the gauze curtains fluttered gently in the night breeze. He inhaled deep and smelled the alluring scent of lavender mixed with a touch of wood smoke. But none of that had the profound effect on his senses as much as the sight of Lily lying back on a long settee, arms and legs spread eagled and tied to each corner of the sofa.


Nearly naked, she wore a sheer, white shift that opened down the middle and exposed her body from neck to knees. When she inhaled, at the same time arching, the garment fell open to each side, exposing even more of her cream-colored breasts—each nipple peeking out from beneath the fabric with every breath. Also exposed was her flat stomach and the promise of warm female pleasure down below.


A lightning strike of arousal shot through to his very core.

 “Well, hullo, cowboy.”

 “Miz Lily,” he said when he could breathe again.

 “Come in and sit a spell,” she said, her tone low and thick.


Moving slow and careful, he stepped inside the room and kicked the door shut behind him. “I see you’re looking well,” he said, though his voice sounded tight and near strangled.

 “Do you like me this way?”


Wade let out a course laugh. “You do say the most curious things, ma’am.”


Lily shrugged, and a little more of the chemise slipped off to reveal the fullness of her heavy, round breasts. The sight stunned Wade so bad that, for a few seconds, he could barely move.

 “I suppose I do. It’s a bad habit.”

 “Yes, ma’am.” He started to take another step, but she drew in a sharp breath.

 “Stop.”


Like a dog heeling to her command, he froze.

 “Before we begin, there are some new rules.”

 “Rules? What rules?”


She smiled. “In order to meet the terms of our agreement, you have to please me.”

 “And the other night wasn’t pleasing enough?”


It was her turn to laugh. “It was fun, but I know how things work. A few tumbles in the sheets and one—or both of us—start to get bored. Then it becomes just a titty slap and pickle tickle, and I get nothing. I might as well be trading for buttermilk.”

 “I told you, there’s things I won’t do—”

 “And I can respect that. At no time will you be tied down or struck. That is, unless you change your mind—”

 “Not likely.”

 “So you’ve said. With every man I’ve known, not one has ever cared about what I want.”

 “What is that?”

 “To experience new things.”

 “Lady, trust me, there’s some things you don’t want to experience.”


She looked at him, her eyes wide and filled with understanding. “I know that. But, in here, it’s my fantasy. That’s the deal.” She smiled again, her features softening. “One more thing. I may be trussed up here, but never forget, I’m in control. When I say stop, it means stop.”

 “And when you say go?”


He watched as her smile returned. “You do as I command.”


Wade really didn’t like the sound of that. Here he was, standing in front of a nearly naked woman, and he didn’t have the better hand. Hell, he hadn’t even been dealt the cards, yet.

 “All right. It’s your party.”


Lily’s smile grew wider, and she took a deep breath, again arching her back to showcase all of her womanly charms. Every damn one of them, Wade thought ruefully.

 “Good. Now, I want you to take your clothes off...very slowly.”
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