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Chapter 1
^»
Rain sluiced down to the desert floor, warm and heavy, soaking B.J.'s T-shirt in under ten seconds. She didn't care. A good summer downpour brought her almost as much satisfaction as a good orgasm. These days a downpour seemed a more likely source of satisfaction.
Unfortunately her horse, Hot Stuff, wasn't big on getting drenched. Some trauma from his childhood, no doubt. B.J. had all she could do to keep the gelding from bucking her off. She knotted the reins in case he succeeded, so he wouldn't step on them and cause more problems. Even if she stayed on this horse, the ride back to the ranch promised to be rough.
The storm had blown in suddenly, catching her coming back from a neighborly good deed for a newcomer to the area. Sarah was a sculptor, and she'd rented a little house about five miles away. She'd asked B.J. to pick up her mail and water her plants for a week while she went to a gallery showing in New York.
Tightening her thigh muscles as Hot Stuff crow-hopped another ten yards, B.J. estimated the distance to the barn. Then she estimated the distance to a cozy cave where she and her sister had played as kids. The cave was closer.
She wrestled Hot Stuff's head around and pointed him in the direction of the cave. The rolling hills in this particular part of Southern Arizona were strewn with large granite outcroppings. Two particularly huge ones had sparked the name of the ranch – Twin Boulders. Many jokes had been made over the years about the phallic significance of those jutting pieces of stone.
As if to balance out the maleness of such a prominent formation, another cluster of rocks closer to the mountains contained a cave about the size of a three-person dome tent. Assuming the flashlight in her saddlebag revealed no snakes, she'd wait inside. Hot Stuff could cool his heels outside until he was ready to become civilized again and then they could mosey on home.
Soon the cave appeared in front of her, the boulders shellacked with rain. The deluge kept coming, running off her hat in a steady stream. Keeping a tight rein on Hot Stuff, she spoke soothingly to him and kept an eye on the tilt of his ears while she reached behind her to dig the flashlight out of the water-slicked saddlebag.
As her hand closed around the barrel of the flashlight, the wind gusted, throwing water in Hot Stuff's face. He laid his ears back and leaped into the air with such force that she lost her stirrups. Then he launched into another twisting maneuver creative enough to land her in the mud on her butt.
Still clutching the flashlight, she scrambled to her feet. Before she could grab the reins, Hot Stuff took off in the direction of the ranch.
B.J. sighed, more angry than alarmed. The horse should be okay. The reins were still looped over the saddle horn and he knew his way back. As long as no one noticed him coming in riderless, which might cause a panic, there would be no harm done except for the long walk ahead of her.
Fortunately her dad and Noah had driven into town to run some errands so they wouldn't be there to notice Hot Stuff had dumped her. That left Noah's brother Jonas, and she didn't think he'd be hanging around when her father and Noah weren't on hand to suggest he spend a rainy afternoon cleaning tack. Given the choice, Jonas much preferred whiling away the hours in the arms of whichever girlfriend was currently in favor.
As she debated whether to follow her horse home since she was already wet and muddy, the rain turned to hail that ricocheted off her hat and bit the exposed skin of her arms. She was willing to walk in the rain and the mud, but being pelted with hail was a whole other thing. Flashlight in hand, she turned toward the cave.
Passing the beam over the entrance, she took off her hat, stooped and went in. As a kid she hadn't had to stoop, and about the time she'd grown too tall to walk in without crouching, she'd decided to abandon the cave. Yet for years it had been the perfect hideout.
She and her sister Keely had spent hours in here planning battle strategies against Noah and Jonas. For some reason the girls had been allowed to keep the cave to themselves, probably because the boys had built a tree house they thought was more strategic and far more cool because they could pull up the rope ladder and be isolated.
Funny how the dank smell of the cave instantly brought back those days. She ran the flashlight beam over the dirt floor and the smooth rock ledge that had served as table, chair or bed, depending on what adventure she and Keely had been cooking up at the time. Except for some leaves that had blown in, the cave was empty and dry.
Brushing the leaves off the rock ledge, she sat down. Then she hung her hat on an outcropping they'd once used to suspend an electric lantern. But she wasn't drawing treasure maps or decoding messages today, so she didn't need to see. She switched off the flashlight.
Outside the hail continued to fall, bouncing up from the ground like popcorn. She leaned back against the cave wall and watched. Despite her wet clothes, she felt snug and protected, the way she always had inside this place.
But all the memories swirling around in her head made her miss Keely terribly. She'd never known their mother, who'd died when B.J. was born, so her older sister had been doubly important to her. In the beginning they'd had an ideal childhood. Their dad, Arch Branscom, was the head wrangler for Twin Boulders, owned originally by George Garfield, a widower and father of Noah and Jonas.
The four kids had grown up almost like brothers and sisters. But then Keely had hit puberty with a vengeance and nobody on the ranch had seemed to know what to do about that. Keely's rebellion had escalated until she'd posed nude for the centerfold of Macho magazine at the age of nineteen. After a huge fight with Arch, she'd left and had never come back.
That had been ten years ago. Most of the time B.J. tried not to think about her sister, but in this musty cave, she couldn't help it. Nothing had turned out the way she'd dreamed it would as a kid. She'd imagined Keely would marry Noah and she would marry Jonas.
Now Keely was who-knew-where, and Noah seemed too busy for romance now that his father had died and he was responsible for the ranch. As for Jonas, he more than made up for Noah's lack of interest in female companionship. Jonas had turned into the Romeo of Saguaro Junction. He seemed to have the hots for every eligible woman in the county, with the exception of B.J.
She could only think of two possible reasons for that. Number one, he considered both her and Keely as sisters, so they were off-limits. Number two, he'd never seen her in anything other than dusty jeans, never watched her do anything but ride and rope like a good ranch hand was supposed to. That hardly contributed to her sex appeal. Even her nickname, B.J., made her sound like one of the guys. No doubt Jonas had forgotten it stood for Belinda June.
A few times she'd thought of putting on something sexy to see if she could change his perception of her, but she never had. For one thing, she didn't want to risk the humiliation if he failed to react. For another, she couldn't bear to be nothing more than one of his many conquests. If she couldn't get rid of her secret yearning for him, at least she had a dose of pride to go with it.
The hail had let up some, but the rain seemed even heavier. B.J. decided to wait it out. Just for something to do, she pulled her long braid over her shoulder, took off the elastic holding the end and unbraided her hair. Ah, that felt better. She massaged her scalp and finger-combed her long hair, made wavy by the braid. And that was another thing – Jonas hadn't seen her with her hair down in years.
The sound of hoofbeats from outside the cave surprised her. Surely Hot Stuff hadn't circled back. Trigger he definitely wasn't
"Easy, son, easy. Sonofabitch. It's really coming down."
Jonas. That was sort of weird, considering she'd just been thinking about him. She started to call out and warn him that she was in here. With no horse outside, he wouldn't expect to find her waiting for him and it might scare the stuffing out of him.
Then she closed her mouth again. Maybe it was her rekindled memories of all the pranks the boys had pulled, and all the times she and her sister had plotted revenge, or maybe it was her general dissatisfaction with Jonas's lifestyle these days, but she had the childish urge to make him yelp in fear.
She heard him sloshing through the mud toward the cave, and her heart beat faster. This would be fun. Of course, if he had a flashlight, then he'd see her right away, but he still might yell when the beam hit her. Maybe she'd make a face at him, to unnerve him even more.
As he approached, he uttered a colorful curse. "Dead batteries. Perfect. I have a choice of getting drowned or snakebit. Okay, snakes, look out! I'm coming in!"
While B.J. held her breath, he took off his hat and ducked into the cave. Then he paused, as if listening for a telltale rattle. "So far, so good," he muttered.
She stayed very still.
"All right, snakes! If you're here, make yourself known!" He crept slowly over to the ledge where she sat.
With the light from the cave's entrance at his back, she could make out his movements, but obviously he couldn't see her.
He reached toward the ledge and his hand closed over her thigh. "Jesus!" He leaped backward, bumping his head on the top of the cave. "Who's there?"
She clapped a hand over her mouth to hold back her laughter, because in that split second she decided not to tell him who she was. Maybe he wouldn't guess right away, and she could pretend to be meeting him for the first time. It could be interesting. "My … my name's … Sarah," she said in a voice made husky by the laughter she'd swallowed.
He crouched, rubbing his head. "Well, you scared the hell out of me, Sarah."
Amazing. He hadn't recognized her voice. She'd need to keep it lowered when she talked, though, or he'd know it was her. "Sorry," she said.
"How come you didn't say anything when I started in?"
"You scared me, too." She discovered it wasn't as hard to disguise her voice as she'd expected. "When I get scared my throat closes up."
"Oh. Well, I'm sorry, then. I guess you came in to get out of the rain, too, huh?"
"Yes." She breathed in the scent of damp male and the spicy aftershave that was Jonas's trademark. This was more exciting than she'd imagined it would be, sort of like a masquerade ball. The cave was growing darker, she noticed, as the afternoon light grew weaker. That would keep him guessing for a little longer, anyway.
"Are you from around here?" he asked. "I don't think I know anybody named Sarah."
Good. He hadn't met Sarah yet. "I just moved in."
"That explains it. Come to think of it, I did hear about a woman who was renting the old Hawthorne place. An artist."
"That would be me. I sculpt." B.J. decided she might as well milk this for all it was worth. Then she'd confess the charade to Sarah when she came back. From what B.J. knew of Sarah, she'd probably get a kick out of the whole thing.
"Really? I don't think I've ever known a sculptor. So you carve statues and stuff?"
B.J. thought of Sarah's work created from discarded pieces of machinery. Fascinating, but not particularly sexy. "I love the human body," she said, "so I sculpt mostly nudes." She swallowed another bubble of laughter. Nude statues. That should flick his Bic.
"Really? Men or women?"
"Both, but I'm especially fond of the male physique. I'd have to say that's my favorite subject."
"Now that's interesting." He sounded plenty interested, too. His voice had become a little rougher, a little deeper.
A thrill of awareness shot through her. He'd never spoken to her in that tone of voice. No wonder women flocked to him. That voice was a killer.
She realized he couldn't be particularly comfortable standing hunched over like that, and the polite thing would be to suggest he share the ledge with her. If he'd known who she was, that would have been no big deal. But he thought she was someone else, a new and potentially uninhibited person who sculpted nudes, mostly male nudes. She wondered what he'd do in close proximity to such a woman.
Only one way to find out. She slid over toward the wall and quietly put her flashlight on the ground at her feet. "If you'd like to sit down, there's room for two on this ledge," she said.
"Thank you. I'd appreciate that." He started toward her.
Her skin flushed and her heart beat so fast she was afraid he night sense her agitation. She almost lost her nerve and told him who she was. Then she thought of her sister Keely. In this same situation, Keely would play this situation to the hilt.
"Sure is dark in here," he said. "I can barely see you."
"I'm right here." She took a deep breath for courage and reached out for him. "Give me your hand. I'll guide you over."
In the dim light his hand found hers. Contact. And what contact. She tried to imagine why it felt so different, so electric.
She'd certainly touched Jonas before. As kids they'd thought nothing of grabbing each other in the course of a game or a fight. As adults they occasionally had to touch as part of working together on the ranch, but it had always been efficient and impersonal.
Yet here in the cave, when he thought she was an exotic stranger, his skin seemed warmer, his grasp tighter. This must be how he touched women he was attracted to.
"Come a little closer." She drew him toward the ledge. "Okay, now turn around and sit."
He followed her instructions, settling next to her, his thigh against hers, his shoulder brushing hers. Damn, but he smelled sexy. What's more, he hadn't let go of her hand.
"There's not a not of extra room," he said.
Sitting this close to Jonas and pretending to be someone else was really turning her on. Things she'd never have said otherwise came easily to her. "I don't mind the tight fit if you don't." She gave his hand a gentle, encouraging squeeze.
"You won't hear me complaining." He squeezed back. "Your fingers feel good," he said, rubbing his thumb across hers in a subtle caress. "Soft, yet strong."
Her breath caught. He was coming on to her. Maybe once he'd decided she was a stranger, he'd stopped looking for clues that would have told him she was his old pal B.J.
Obviously she could do almost anything she wanted and he wouldn't guess now. So she needed to decide how far to take this little charade. Truth or dare? Dare. "My hands are strong from molding the clay," she said. "I love how it feels when I work it, so moist … so … pliable. I find the process very stimulating."
"I'll bet you do." He cradled her hand in both of his and began a gentle massage. "I'd love to watch you work with that clay sometime."
"Oh, I don't think so. I need my space when I create." The devil had got hold of her tongue. "And in this heat, I've been known to work without any clothes on."
"You shouldn't have told me that," he murmured, bringing her hand to his lips. "Now I really want to watch you work. Watch you get … stimulated." He brushed her knuckles with a gentle kiss.
She nearly passed out from the pleasure of it. Years ago, she used to imagine scenes like this with Jonas, and then she'd given up all hope that they'd ever get past their brother/sister relationship. Yet here he was, pressing his mouth to the back of her hand. Of course, he thought it was the hand of a sculptor named Sarah, a woman who molded clay into nudes while she waltzed around her studio in her birthday suit feeling sexy.
"Maybe I could make an exception and let you watch," she said. "Although I have a feeling you would distract me."
"I'd be very quiet." He opened her palm and circled his tongue there.
She tried to steady her breathing. A woman of the world wouldn't fall apart because a man was kissing her hand. "What's … what's your name?" she asked.
"Jonas." His breath whispered over the inside of her wrist. "You smell like rain," he said, just before he placed his warm mouth against her pulse.
"Jonas." She murmured his name, rolling it over her tongue as if she'd never heard it before, as if she'd never yelled it across the yard or muttered it under her breath in total frustration. "Do you believe in Fate, Jonas?"
"Maybe." He cupped her elbow and lazily made his way from her wrist to the inside of her elbow. "Do you?"
"Maybe." Her heart thundered in her ears. Surely the more he touched her, the better his chance of figuring out who was in this cave with him. But until he did figure it out, she might as well enjoy the fantasy. Chances like this didn't come along every day.
"I sure never expected to find someone like you here today." He caressed the tender inside of her elbow with slow strokes of his finger.
"Someone like me?" The breathy laugh didn't sound like her. It sounded like a daring woman who created nudes for a living. "You know almost nothing about me."
"I know more than you think." He shifted his weight, bending one knee so he could turn toward her on the ledge. "I know you're very creative. I know you spend your days exploring the wonders of the human body, and as a sculptor, you'd have to be very sensitive."
"I am."
"I knew it. I could tell from the way you shivered when I kissed the inside of your arm." His hand brushed her cheek in a seeking gesture. Then he caressed the line of her jaw. "And while it's true I can't see you very well, all my other senses are wide-awake. I know you have smooth, soft skin, that you smell like rain, that your voice is low and makes me think of sex."
She swallowed and tried to keep her voice steady. "Really?" He definitely didn't know who she was. Jonas had never, ever thought of sex when she was around.
"You shouldn't be surprised." He brought his other hand up and combed it through her hair. "You're obviously a very sensual woman, a woman who likes to let her hair down. You have beautiful hair. What color is it?"
She thought quickly. No use giving him any clues by telling him the right hair color. Once he started thinking of her as a blonde, he might put two and two together. "Chocolate-brown," she said.
"Perfect. I love chocolate." He drew a section over her shoulder and combed it down over her breast, although he seemed to take care not to touch her there … yet. "And your eyes?"
"Jade-green." She'd always wished they were, at any rate. Keely had green eyes, but B.J. had ended up with blue.
"Jade-green." He ran his thumb gently over her lower lip. "Most women would say they had brown hair and green eyes, but you added the chocolate and the jade part. I have a feeling you're a very unusual woman, Sarah. I'd like to get to know you better."
She'd begun to tremble with anticipation. He was going to kiss her. She would finally find out what it was like to kiss Jonas. But if she expected to keep him mystified, she had to treat this moment the way a sophisticated woman would. In other words, she had to act, instead of being acted upon.
"We seem to have some time on our hands." She tried to think what Keely would do under these circumstances. Summoning all her courage, she reached over and began toying with a button on his shirt. "Maybe we should make use of it to … get to know each other." She unfastened the button.
He drew in a breath. "I couldn't have said it better."
The more she dared, the bolder she became. She undid the next button, and the next, while his breath quickened. She was exciting him, exciting this man who'd made love to more women than she cared to think about. "Your shirt's wet. That can't be very comfortable." Using both hands, she pulled it from the waistband of his jeans. "Let's take it off."
"What an incredible woman you are."
"Ah, but you're quite incredible, yourself." She pushed the shirt off his shoulders, lingering over the process, caressing him. "Such muscles. I would love to sculpt you."
"Anytime." His voice quivered slightly.
That quiver brought a dizzying rush of power. So this was what it felt like to have a man totally under her spell. What a delicious experience.
She leaned forward slowly, breathing in his scent. Although she recognized it as belonging to Jonas, she'd never experienced the underlying note of arousal that spiced his skin now. She moistened her lips and pressed them against the curve of his shoulder.
His skin was cool from the dampness of his shirt, but it warmed quickly under her mouth. He tasted forbidden. Forbidden and sweet. Heart pounding, she ran her tongue along his collarbone and nuzzled his throat.
"Oh, Sarah." He combed trembling fingers through her hair. "Sarah, you're driving me crazy."
"I intend to." She outlined his jaw with teasing, nibbling kisses. "Just relax and let it happen."
"Oh, Lord." He began to shake.
She'd made him want her so much he was shaking. She couldn't get over it. She'd never seduced a man before. Who knew it was so simple? Only one little problem. She was shaking, too.
To steady herself, she cupped the back of his head with both hands. "I want you to kiss me, now," she murmured, lifting her mouth to his. "Kiss me, Jonas."
With a soft groan he settled his lips over hers. With that first meeting, mouth-to-mouth, tongue-to-tongue, she forgot to play the role of the experienced woman of the world. She whimpered with delight.
Apparently that only inflamed him more, because he groaned again and took the kiss even deeper.
She'd never been kissed like this – full-out, no holds barred – and she wallowed in it. Slackening her jaw, she gave him all the access he wanted. They kissed, shifted angles and kissed again, came up for air and went back to kissing again.
They were both gasping when Jonas finally drew back a fraction. "Your clothes … are wet … too," he said as he struggled for breath.
She gulped for air. "Yes."
"Sarah … let me … touch you."
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Chapter 2
«^»
Ever since he'd lost his virginity at fifteen, Jonas had dedicated a good part of his time to loving women, and he'd had some amazing experiences. But nothing like this. He'd never come across a free-spirited temptress by accident and found her ready and willing to play.
And Sarah was more than willing. Sarah. He didn't even know her last name, and he probably wouldn't recognize her if he passed her on the street. That made this escapade even more exciting. He'd never made love to a complete stranger before.
And yet, she didn't feel like a stranger. Something about her seemed familiar and right. That made no sense, because he was positive he'd never known anybody named Sarah. He'd been involved with a lot of women, but he could recite each of their names and phone numbers. Still. If he closed his eyes, he could also remember the shape of their breasts and the color of the soft curls between their thighs.
He'd given some thought to marriage over the years, but he required two qualities in a wife – a good heart and a wild imagination. So far he'd never found both in the same woman. He already knew Sarah possessed one of them.
Her breath tickled his mouth. "Take off whatever you like," she said in a voice richer than fine whiskey.
He wanted to shout everything, but this was a classy woman. She probably expected finesse and a gradual undressing. So he'd oblige her. "Let's start with this." Slowly he drew the hem of her T-shirt out of her jeans.
"All right." She leaned back, a shadowy creature out of his dearest wet dreams. "Go ahead." Then she raised her arms.
He pulled the shirt off mostly by feel. He really couldn't see what he was doing, but he was discovering that operating only by feel provided its own special reward. He dropped her shirt to the floor of the cave.
Then, before he could reach for her, she took hold of his wrists and guided his hands to her lace-covered breasts. "I believe this is what you wanted," she said.
His moan of agreement sounded as if someone had him by the throat. His hands trembled, and he couldn't remember ever feeling such promising sweetness in his life. His mouth watered.
"Let me undo the hooks," she murmured. She reached both hands behind her back and arched toward him.
He couldn't wait. With another moan he cupped the breasts she'd thrust toward him and leaned down to close his mouth over one lace-covered nipple.
"Impatient, are you?"
Her teasing words doubled his hunger. With a soft growl he nipped at the lace until it went slack in his hands. Then he pulled it away and dropped it to the floor of the cave. As he reached for her again, she drew back.
"Wait."
He couldn't wait. Not for a second. "Sarah—"
"Let me make this easier."
Easier. As he listened to the sound of her boots being tossed to the floor of the cave, he decided a wise man wouldn't question her statement.
"Hold still," she whispered. Resting her hands on his shoulders, she got to her knees on the rock ledge. "Now close your eyes."
He closed them. He could barely see her, anyway. As he waited, heart pounding and groin tight, her nipple grazed his cheek and stroked deliberately across his lips. The scent of her skin filled his nostrils as she eased her other nipple over his mouth. He groaned and lifted his hands to touch her.
"Don't do anything. Leave your hands at your sides. Let me do it. Just relax."
Out of the question. No man could be expected to relax while a woman rubbed against his face with her breasts – velvety, plump playthings that carried the scent of rainwater and desire. Yet he stopped touching her, somehow. "Sarah, let me—"
"Soon." With slow, yet constant movements she teased him, sliding back and forth, never letting a nipple rest very long against his parted lips.
He loved it. He hated it. He wanted her so much he was afraid he'd start drooling. With every gentle motion, his penis grew harder, pressing painfully against the zipper of his fly.
At last she paused, one erect nipple touching his mouth. "Now you may."
With a sigh of pleasure he sucked in and thought he might come right there. She tasted incredible and her little gasps of delight made him light-headed with desire. Then she offered her other breast, and he lifted a hand to caress the one he'd so recently enjoyed.
She grasped his hand and guided it to her belt buckle. "Here," she said softly.
Lord, she was bold. Wonderfully bold. He'd always dreamed of an encounter like this, but never imagined he'd be lucky enough to have one. His heart beating hard and fast, he unfastened her belt, undid the top button of her jeans and pulled down her zipper.
"Yes." The word came out as a sigh.
He needed no more encouragement. Her jeans and panties slipped easily over her slim hips. She lifted each knee in turn, and then, just like that, he was alone in this cave with a naked woman.
A naked woman who was guiding his mouth lower. Lord in heaven, he'd hit the lottery today. Sometimes his lovers would turn shy on him and he'd have to coax them into this maneuver he loved. But there was nothing shy about this woman if she'd take such a caress from a man she'd just met. He should have made the acquaintance of more female artists.
Or perhaps the darkness of the cave made all the difference for her. In any case, she'd invited him to explore her most intimate treasure, which made him a happy man. He pressed his lips against her warm, salty skin, gliding down the valley between her ribs as he braced his hands on the ledge and slid to his knees on the cave floor.
Once there, he started to cup her bottom in both hands.
"No," she murmured. "No hands."
"Why?" he asked, his lips brushing her skin.
"I want … to be in charge."
He had no quarrel with that. She could direct him as long as she liked, if this was his reward. He gripped the ledge so he wouldn't forget her conditions as he continued his journey to paradise.
When he reached her belly and dipped his tongue into her naval, she quivered. Ticklish or very aroused. He'd bet on the latter. As for him, he was in agony, his penis straining to be free, to be stroked, to be brought to climax. But he would endure a little while longer.
He began to blaze a deliberate trail through her curls and her breathing quickened even more. Because he was a man who'd learned how to interpret every subtle signal a woman gave him, he listened carefully to the tempo of her breath. He knew when she paused that she was having second thoughts.
Even though she obviously longed for the intimate touch of his mouth, they were strangers. Poised on the brink of this daring adventure, she could be losing her nerve.
He didn't want that to happen. But she'd said she wanted to be in charge. Maybe she knew he could press his advantage and take the control away from her. He could. Perhaps she'd thank him for it later.
If he knew her better, he might take that chance. But he didn't really know her at all, and this moment of decision rightly belonged to her. He hesitated, the womanly scent of her beckoning him, while he let her choose.
With a moan that sounded like surrender, she leaned back on her braced hands and lifted her hips.
"Oh, Sarah. My sweet Sarah." Then he touched his tongue to that precious cleft. Ambrosia. He grew dizzy from excitement as he tasted and teased, nibbled and licked, explored new territory. Then he settled in with a more steady rhythm, coaxing her, reveling in the way she opened to him. Gradually her needy cries filled the cave and blended with the steady beat of the rain.
He'd been told he did this well, but all thought of technique deserted him in the midst of this incredible, mysterious moment. Instinct was his only guide, instinct and the changing patterns of her breathing. Now he would always associate the scent of the rain with the scent of this woman, the sound of the raindrops with her soft pleas begging for release.
When he gave it, he nearly tumbled over the brink himself. But he didn't. He maintained enough sanity to wait and see what this woman had in mind for an encore.
Her words of gratitude spilled out between labored breaths as she sank back on her heels and leaned against the rock wall.
He ran his tongue over his lips. Delicious. He was ready to do it all again. Or maybe … maybe she would suggest that turnabout was fair play. He could deal with that.
Her breathing slowed, and the cave grew silent and thick with the passion they'd shared, the passion that still existed between them. Gradually he became aware that the rain had stopped.
She swallowed. "I need to leave, now."
"Leave?" Surely she wasn't planning to abandon him at a time like this, when he was full, pulsing, desperate?
"Yes, I have to go." She cleared her throat. "The rain's stopped, so there's no reason to stay in the cave anymore."
"But…" He found he couldn't ask her for what he needed. He didn't know her well enough, and for the first time in years, he was afraid of being rejected.
"Ah. Would you like some relief, yourself?"
Well, duh. He snorted in frustration. "It crossed my mind."
"I wish I could help you, but I really must go. I'll need my clothes. I think you're kneeling on them."
He rose to a crouch and fumbled with the tangled clothes on the cave floor. He had his pride, and he'd be damned if he'd beg her to help him out. No, ma'am. If she couldn't freely give, as he had, then to hell with—
"I'd like to repay your generosity," she said. "Would you like to meet again?"
Oh, God, yes. "Maybe." He handed over her clothes.
"I thought this was exciting, not being able to see each other, yet becoming very intimate. Did you think so, too?"
"It had its moments." Moments he would never, ever forget.
"I have an idea how we can keep the excitement going."
"Is that right?" He could barely make out her shadowy figure in the gloom as she pulled her T-shirt over her head. How he ached. He would ache for a week if she didn't—
"You could come over tomorrow night after dark," she said.
"Possibly." Tomorrow night was an eternity away. But he wouldn't ask for tonight, instead. He had his standards.
"I'll leave a blindfold hanging on the doorknob for you."
"Hmm." A blindfold. Hot damn. More fun and games. That could be worth waiting for. And he'd thought he couldn't be more aroused. Whew. The woman knew what buttons to push on this ol' boy.
"I realize you didn't get everything you might have wanted this time," she said in that low, sexy voice of hers. "But if you'll come by and put on the blindfold before you walk in, I'll even the score."
"I'd like that." Then he had an unwelcome thought. "Listen, you're not plug-ugly, are you? Or horribly scarred from some accident?"
"What do you think?"
Then he remembered cradling her face in his hands, kissing her breasts and belly. His mouth and hands had recorded nothing but gorgeous. "I think you're beautiful. As perfect as one of your nude sculptures."
"I've been blessed with the basics," she said.
"Then why not let me look at you next time?"
"Think about it, Jonas. Didn't you find that making love to a woman you'd never seen before was a wild experience?"
"Yeah. Yeah, I did."
"Then let's explore that idea some more."
"Couldn't we just leave the lights off?"
"We could, but then I wouldn't be able to treat you to some special effects."
His voice grew husky with anticipation. "Special effects? Like what?"
"That will be my secret. Here's the absolute truth of it, Jonas. I've never been totally in charge of a lovemaking session with a man. After what happened between us this afternoon, I've discovered I really like it."
"I kind of liked it, myself." Understatement of the year. "I've never let a woman be in charge, either." But he'd dreamed about it, he now realized. Not many women were willing to take the initiative, and he hadn't found any who seemed willing to direct the whole scenario.
"Then this is uncharted territory for both of us, a true adventure."
"How do I know you're not crazy as a bedbug?"
"Well, I guess you don't have any way of knowing that." She reached out and stroked his bare chest. "But I'm not crazy. I only want to have a little fun. Discreet fun. What do you say?"
Wild horses wouldn't keep him away from her door tomorrow night. "I might drop by."
"You have to promise to put on the blindfold. If you don't, then it's over."
"Okay."
"Tie it good and tight. No peeking. I'll get to be in charge, and I suspect that not being able to see will make the experience that much more thrilling for you."
He could imagine it would, so long as she wasn't certifiable. And even then, he was inclined to take his chances. "I'll tie it tight."
"Good. And now I have a suggestion, to help you relax."
"Which is?"
She pulled on her boots. "I suggest you take matters into your own hands."
"Aw, Sarah—"
"I'd help, but I really am late. Of course, if you want to build your anticipation for tomorrow night, you could forget my suggestion and go grab a beer at the Roundup Saloon instead. I'll bet denying yourself satisfaction will give you a really awesome orgasm when you finally get to that point."
His chest was tight with desire, his vocal cords barely working. "And will I get to that point?"
"Oh, yes." She trailed a finger down his chest. "I promise. See you tomorrow. Or rather, I'll see you, but you won't see me." She started out of the cave and turned back. "I'd go for the beer if I were you."
"Wait. Are you walking all the way home?"
"I'm not going home. After that rain, a little pool I know about will be full enough for me to go skinny-dipping."
"Oh." There was no end to this woman's sensuality. He wanted to go with her, but he knew without asking that she wouldn't allow it. And she was making the rules. He could play by them and have the sexual adventure of his life, or he could break them and possibly lose her completely.
"Until tomorrow night, then. Goodbye, Jonas." She slipped out of the cave and walked away.
After she left he considered his options. Painful though his erection was, he didn't relish taking care of the problem alone in this cave. He hadn't had much practice with denying himself, though. Women tended to gravitate to him often enough that satisfaction was fairly easy to obtain.
Matter of fact, he could ride over to Cathy's house right now and expect to be asked inside. Before this cave incident, that would have seemed like a terrific option. But a mysterious woman had captured his imagination, and he didn't think an average roll in the hay would measure up tonight.
With a sigh he picked up his shirt, shook it out, and ducked out of the cave into the fragrant, rain-drenched desert. He'd go for a beer.
* * *
B.J. hurried home, praying all the way that Jonas didn't take a third option and head back to the ranch. If he made it there ahead of her, he'd find Hot Stuff hanging around the corral. He might not figure out the cave thing immediately, but he'd be worried sick about her, and she didn't want that.
But if he did beat her home and came out looking for her, she'd dream up some story of getting thrown off her horse and knocked unconscious. Yeah, that was it. She'd been knocked out cold for the past hour.
Yet he still might wonder when he noticed that she was wearing a T-shirt that had to remind him of the woman in the cave. Oh God, what had she gotten herself into? She still couldn't believe what had happened in that cave.
Once she'd decided to adopt a different persona, she'd changed from timid B.J. to daring Sarah almost instantly. Apparently all those urges had lived within her for years waiting for a chance to be turned loose. One bold move had led to another, until she was naked and asking for… Goodness! Asking for everything. Had she really done that? Her cheeks warmed at the memory of how wantonly she'd behaved. And how powerful she'd felt.
She'd brought Jonas to heel. As Sarah the sculptor, she'd wrapped him around her little finger. And she'd loved it!
A grin teased her lips, followed by a chuckle, and finally a bubble of laughter. Lifting her arms over her head she danced a little boogie step of triumph. For the time being, the Romeo of Saguaro Junction belonged entirely to her.
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B.J. made it home ahead of everybody. She had time to put her horse away, shower, change clothes and braid her hair before her father and Noah came back from town. Fortunately she and her dad lived in a little cottage separate from the main ranch house. She pretended exhaustion and turned in early so there was no chance she'd have to face Jonas again that night.
She'd expected to toss and turn for hours, but instead she fell into a deep, dreamless sleep and awoke feeling fantastic. As she stretched and climbed out of bed in the pale light of dawn, she decided that her bold alter ego must be good for her health. Lusty sex must be good for her, too. She'd never felt more alive.
It was early, not yet six, but Arch was already up and gone. He'd have fed the horses by now and was probably working with Noah to unload the hay they'd bought the day before. B.J. grabbed a banana and poured a cup of coffee into her favorite no-spill mug before she went out to help them.
Even this early, the rising sun had a bite to it. Today would be hot and steamy as the moisture from yesterday's rain saturated the air. B.J. glanced at a bank of clouds forming close to the mountains. Maybe it would rain again this afternoon, or maybe even tonight. Tonight. Despite the growing heat of the day, she felt goose bumps on her arms at the thought of making love to Jonas.
And speak of the devil. She paused when she noticed that Jonas was in the round pen putting a filly through her paces. The young horse's russet coat gleamed in the sunlight as she circled the enclosure on a long-line.
Before six in the morning was early for Jonas to be out of bed. He never had taken this ranching business as seriously as his brother. Of course Noah worked harder than he had to – everybody agreed about that. Jonas, on the other hand, did no more than was absolutely necessary, preferring to spend his spare time socializing.
Yet here he was, up and working this morning. Interesting. Despite being a football field's distance away, she knew immediately it was Jonas and not his brother. Noah was about an inch taller than Jonas, and his hair was a lighter shade of brown. But it was the way the two men moved that identified them for B.J. Noah's motions were deliberate and sure, inspiring confidence and trust in both people and animals. Noah was steady.
On the other hand, Jonas had the innate grace of a large jungle cat. A cat on the prowl. He wore his jeans a little snugger than most men and seemed a little quicker to shed his shirt in the heat of an August day. While Noah leaned toward the cattle side of the ranch operation, Jonas liked working with the horses, and the more high-spirited, the better.
Some of the neighbors thought Jonas was lazy, but B.J. knew better. When he was interested in a project he was tireless, but tedium bored him. He rated every activity by its pleasure quotient.
Because of that, B.J. was sure that making love ranked very high on the scale. From the jut of his pelvis to the twinkle in his eye, he was obviously a man who enjoyed his own sexuality and looked for that quality in the women he met. Jonas wasn't what you'd call steady, but he sure was exciting.
Until yesterday afternoon, B.J. hadn't thought she could ever interest a man like Jonas. A flush spread through her as she recalled how completely she'd caught his interest. She wondered if she'd be able to meet his gaze today without blushing. How could she answer his smile of greeting without staring at that sensuous mouth? She knew where that mouth had been, knew what it could do.
She had plans for that mouth tonight. She had plans for the rest of him, too. And if she expected those plans to work out, she'd have to act totally nonchalant today.
That meant she had to stop staring at him and get on with her chores. She cleared her throat. "Hey, Jonas," she called as she walked past the round pen. "You're up kind of early. Did Noah drag you out of bed?"
"I wish I could blame Noah. But I got my own self up early, for some stupid reason. Couldn't sleep."
Because he was excited about what would happen tonight. Her stomach flip-flopped. Staying nonchalant wouldn't be easy. "How's it going with Imelda?" They'd named the filly Imelda because she seemed to need shoes more often than any of the other horses.
"Oh, like a typical girl she's teasing me." He flashed her a grin. "But I have her number. She'll come around."
"One of these days you're going to run up against a female who'll beat you at your own game, Jonas."
He winked at her. "Maybe so. But it hasn't happened yet."
"Pride goes before a fall, and all that." B.J. had always found Jonas's cocky attitude maddening, but sexy. Now that she'd literally brought him to his knees, she loved the challenge of baiting him, knowing she would make him quiver with desire later on. She wanted to believe that she was doing it for all the women he'd loved and left, but in her heart she knew that wasn't true. She was playing this game for herself.
"I'm not proud," Jonas said. "Just good. Are the banana and coffee for me?"
She'd forgotten she was holding them. "Nope. It's my breakfast." She set her coffee mug on the fence post and peeled the banana. Maybe her experience from yesterday had started coloring her world, because the banana suddenly took on sexual significance.
A banana was a very sexy fruit, come to think of it. She closed her lips and tongue over it and savored the sensation of holding it in her mouth.
"Hey, we're not making X-rated movies today!" Jonas said with a laugh. "Cut that out."
She glanced at him. Although he was smiling, there was a spark of awareness in his eyes. Well, that was natural. He was anticipating his evening with Sarah, so ordinary things were sexually charged for him, too. Still, it was the first time he'd ever worn that expression while looking at her.
She bit off a chunk of her banana, chewed and swallowed it. "I have no idea what you're talking about," she said. Then she picked up her coffee mug and walked toward the barn. If there was an extra sway to her hips, well, she couldn't help that, now could she? And if Jonas happened to notice, she couldn't be held responsible for that, either.
On the far side of the barn, her father and Noah were stacking fresh bales of hay under the open-sided hay shed. They both worked with the economical movements of men who'd been doing such chores all their lives. And they might complain about the hard labor, but neither of them would trade it for the world. Ranching was in their blood, as it was in hers.
It hadn't been in her mother's, unfortunately. From what her father had said, her mother hadn't been very happy here. Arch thought B.J.'s sister Keely had inherited their mother's high-strung, adventurous spirit, which is why she'd needed to leave. B.J. had always thought of herself as conventional, like her father, but after yesterday, she'd begun to wonder if there wasn't some of her mother lurking in her, too.
Arch hadn't remarried after his wife died, although B.J. had watched several local women try to snag him. He was a good catch, still slim and athletic. The gray in his red hair and mustache only added to his appeal, in B.J.'s opinion. But she suspected that Arch's memory of his creative, sensual wife had spoiled him for women who colored inside the lies, and that described most of the female population of Saguaro Junction.
Her father heaved another bale up to Noah and turned toward her. "Well, if it isn't Sleeping Beauty," he said with a smile. "You feeling okay?"
"Great," she said.
"That's good. With you going to bed so early I was afraid you might be coming down with something."
"Fortunately I'm not. Hey there, Noah."
"Hey, yourself." Noah smiled down at her from the stack of hay bales. "If you were getting sick, I'd say you sent that bug packing. You look totally healthy. Extremely healthy."
"Good." Apparently the glow she felt showed. "Is that your way of telling me to take this healthy body, hitch up the tractor and rake the corral?"
Noah laughed. "Couldn't hurt."
"I'll get right on it." But first she had to come up with a reason to spend the evening at Sarah's house, a reason that would sound logical to her father and Noah. Jonas would have no trouble getting away tonight. He was expected to gallivant around the countryside without accounting for himself. But she'd established a pattern of letting her father know where she was going.
Probably in order to differentiate herself from Keely, she'd taken pains not to flaunt her sexual activities in front of Arch. A couple of years ago she'd become involved with a guy she'd wanted to spend the night with, and she'd paired their dates with trips to Phoenix for country-western concerts. She'd been vague about the sleeping arrangements, but her father had known the name of her hotel. That romance had fizzled, and she'd had no sleep-over urges with anyone since.
She started toward the barn, where the tractor was parked. Then she paused, as if suddenly remembering something. "By the way, I need to spend a few hours over at Sarah's tonight."
"A few hours?" her dad said. "She must have a damned greenhouse over there if it takes you a whole evening to water her plants."
"The indoor plants are no problem, but the vegetable garden needs a good soaking, so I thought I'd take a book and do that tonight." B.J. was amazed at herself. Keely had been the one who could spin tall tales at a moment's notice, but B.J. had never considered herself good at it.
Arch snorted. "You can soak all you want, but it'll be a waste of water. I guess since she's from back East, she doesn't know that it's useless to try and grow vegetables in August unless you tend them constantly."
"You're right, but I told her I'd do what I could," B.J. said. "I'm not sure when I'll be back, but I didn't want you to worry."
"I never worry about you," Arch said. "I just hate to see a waste of good water."
"After one summer I'm sure she'll figure it out. Well, I'd better go start cleaning the corral before the steering wheel gets too hot to hold."
"We picked up a new thermostat for the tractor yesterday," Noah called down from the top of the hay. "I set it on the shelf by the door, in case you need to put it in."
"Okay." As she walked toward the barn she thought of how casually Noah had mentioned the thermostat to her. He knew she could handle the situation. But she doubted if Sarah had ever replaced a thermostat, and Keely definitely hadn't. It would play hell with her manicure. But good old B.J. could put a new thermostat in a tractor. That B.J. was just like one of the guys.
She sighed. No wonder Jonas had never thought of her as a femme fatale girl.
* * *
Jonas clucked his tongue and coaxed Imelda into reversing her direction in the round pen. She had a smooth gait and lots of spunk. He was looking forward to the day he could ride her, but working with Imelda hadn't been the reason he'd climbed out of bed so early this mowing.
His blood was already running hot, his body humming with eagerness, and he had more than twelve hours to go. He wasn't sure how he'd make it through the day. Of course, there was always a fence to be repaired and post holes to be dug. Both activities would take the edge off, but he didn't want to take the edge off. He didn't want to exhaust himself and be unable to enjoy every single minute with Sarah.
He was already worried that he hadn't racked up enough z's to be fresh and alert come eight o'clock. But the possibilities of what Sarah planned to do with him had kept him awake a good part of the night. He'd had an erection most of that time, too.
After a night of fantasizing, everything this morning had made him think of sex – the shower nozzle, the vibration of his electric razor, the yeasty smell of pancake batter, the butter oozing over his pancakes, the syrup. The syrup bottle, for God's sake.
That probably explained why he'd looked at B.J. with the banana this morning and had such X-rated thoughts. As if B.J. would ever in her life go down on a guy. When she'd acted like she didn't know what he was talking about, he'd believed her.
He knew she wasn't a virgin, though. At least he assumed that when she'd been attending all those concerts in Phoenix with Jeff Cheney, something had been going on post-concert in the hotel.
But with B.J. it was probably missionary position all the way.
Funny that in all these years he'd never noticed what a cute butt she had, though. As she'd walked away from him, he hadn't been able to take his attention off of her behind. Those faded back pockets shifted in a real sweet rhythm when she walked, and the back seam of her jeans was pretty damn snug against her crotch. She had a nice package there.
She probably didn't realize how sexy her butt was in those tight jeans. B.J. didn't think in those terms. For the first time he wondered how a nice girl like B.J. would react to someone who had the skill to break through that reserve of hers and tap into her more primitive instincts. Jeff Cheney wouldn't have had the combination. Jonas would bet his last dollar on that.
Then he felt guilty for even having such thoughts about a girl who was like a sister to him. All this business with Sarah had him going crazy. Next he'd imagine himself lusting after their middle-aged housekeeper, Lupita. He was a sorry case, all right. B.J. would laugh her head off if she knew what he'd been thinking. She'd call him a sex maniac. Today he probably was.
At any rate, he'd run Imelda around enough, considering how the day was heating up. He gave her the carrots in his pocket, stroked her all over so she'd get used to the feel of his hands, then scratched behind her ears as he took off her bridle and turned her loose in the corral.
When he carried the tack into the barn, he was met with the sight of B.J. folded over the fender of the tractor, her butt pointed in his direction. Damn, but her fanny was inviting today. His hands tingled with the urge to cup those round cheeks and give them a friendly squeeze. She would have a heart attack if he did, though.
As he approached, he could hear her swearing. She was also breathing hard while she wrestled with whatever was wrong with the tractor's innards. Once again, his preoccupation with sex got the best of him and he imagined B.J. breathing like that in the midst of a wild bout of lovemaking. She sounded a lot like Sarah, come to think of it. That wasn't surprising. Heavy breathing was heavy breathing, after all.
But this was a woman fixing a tractor, not one approaching orgasm. He needed to get his mind back on track. "Need some help?" he asked.
She lifted her head quickly and cracked it on the tractor's raised hood. "Damn it!"
"I'm sorry." He looped the long-lines and bridle over a nearby hook and started toward her. He knew what a bump on the back of the head felt like. His head was still sore from whacking it on the roof of the cave yesterday. "Here, let me rub it to keep it from swelling."
"That's okay. I've got it." She scrambled off the milking stool she'd been standing on and lifted a hand to the back of her head.
"Wait, you'll get grease in your hair."
She lowered her hand. "It doesn't really hurt, anyway."
"Still, let me rub it." He cupped the back of her head and stroked gently with his fingers. "There?"
"Yeah."
Her hair was silky against his massaging fingers. Sarah's hair felt like this, but it was chocolate-brown, she'd said. B.J.'s hair reminded him of sunshine. This morning it was curling in little wisps around her face and even her braid didn't look very solid, as if she'd fixed it in a hurry. He couldn't remember the last time he'd seen her hair down. Ten years, at least.
She had a smudge of grease on her cheek and he had to stop himself from rubbing it off with his thumb. Or maybe he liked her better with the grease. Typical B.J. – freckles sprinkled over the bridge of her nose, her eyes fringed with pale, thick lashes, her mouth naturally pink, and engine grease on her cheek.
She looked up at him warily. "I thought you were outside."
"I finished. But I'm sorry I didn't sing out when I came in the barn." He'd been too preoccupied by her backside to remember to do that.
"I'll live."
He grinned at her as he continued to massage her head. "I sure hope so. Otherwise I'll have to fix that tractor." Something seemed different about B.J. today, but he couldn't figure out what it was. He'd looked into those blue eyes at least a million times over the years, but he didn't remember ever truly looking into them. This morning he was surprised to be doing that. And enjoying it.
At the very moment he admitted to himself there was something going on between them that never had before, she broke the connection and stepped away. I'm fine. Thanks." She climbed back on her stool. "Guess I'd better finish up. The day's not getting any younger."
What was that he'd seen in her eyes? It was almost as if she … no, that was ridiculous. B.J. wouldn't think such thoughts about him, any more than he should be thinking that way about her. They'd grown up together, for crying out loud.
He ought to leave her alone and start fixing the fence. "What's wrong with the tractor?"
"Busted thermostat." She leaned over the fender again and reached down into the guts of the tractor.
Jonas had never been big on engine repair. He could do it if necessary, but he'd rather fiddle with things that had a pulse. Still, watching B.J. positioned like that was very intriguing. He'd never leaned a woman facedown over the fender of a car, but B.J. was giving him ideas. She'd probably never done it doggy style, either. She had the perfect buns for it, not too skinny and not too plump.
"If you're gonna stand there, you can hand me the wrench."
He picked up the wrench from where she'd laid it on the far end of the fender, took hold of her outstretched hand and put the wrench into it. The minute he touched her hand he felt a jolt of recognition. God, he was losing it if the warmth and texture of B.J.'s skin reminded him of Sarah. The two women couldn't be any more different.
"Thanks," B.J. muttered. "Listen, you don't have to baby-sit me. I can do this."
Well, maybe they were alike in one way, he thought with a wry smile. They both liked to be in charge. With B.J., though, he felt irritated that she stubbornly wouldn't accept his help repairing the tractor. He could be of some use. Leaning over this fender with her and wrestling with the greasy engine had a certain amount of appeal this morning, strange as it might seem. But she wasn't having any of that.
On the other hand, he would be more than happy to let Sarah take charge of their lovemaking tonight. That promised to be one of the most thrilling experiences of his life. Only eleven and a half hours to go.
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By the time B.J. opened the door of Sarah's rented cottage at seven that night, she felt like a secret agent. If she could really pull off this caper, she might want to consider a career in undercover work. She hadn't had this much fun in years, although keeping Jonas literally in the dark was turning out to he quite a challenge.
Secrecy was especially difficult in her case, because until now, her life had been an open book. In a way, though, that played to her advantage. She'd be the last person in the world anyone would expect to set up a mysterious sexual rendezvous under an assumed name. That was more like Keely's style.
Although, if Keely were here, she might not be so surprised at her little sister's antics. The two of them had relished hiding in that cave to plot and scheme when they were kids. Then again, Keely might have been impressed with B.J.'s inventiveness. As the big sister, Keely has been so quick to come up with ideas that B.J. had always let her lead.
She'd always let everybody lead, she thought, closing the door and setting down her bag full of props. But not tonight. Tonight she was running the show, and what a show it would be.
Her pickup truck was hidden behind the renovated garage that Sarah used for a studio. Sarah liked having a separate building to work in, which was why this place had appealed to her. That and the relative isolation. The house sat on twenty acres of unimproved, cactus and sagebrush-studded land that might become a housing development someday, but served as a perfect artist's retreat until then. One side of the property bordered Twin Boulders land, which made Sarah and B.J. neighbors.
They'd met in the hardware store at the beginning of the summer when they'd both gone shopping for welding equipment. B.J. had been fascinated to discover that Sarah used a welder for creating sculptures instead of mending broken machinery, and she'd asked to see Sarah's work. After her first visit, she'd dropped by for coffee a few times, but they'd both been too busy to spend much time with each other.
B.J. had never mentioned Sarah to Jonas, which was turning out to be a good thing. This charade could be her one and only chance to make love to Jonas without risking her heart or her pride. She intended to make the most of it.
Thunder rolled overhead as she turned on the air conditioning. Luckily the house was small and would cool off quickly. It hadn't rained all day, although dark clouds had threatened a storm most of the afternoon. She'd hoped it would hold off until after Jonas arrived. The little house had a tin roof. Rain on that roof would add to the sensual atmosphere she was going for.
Sarah had rented the cottage completely furnished, which made B.J. feel a little more comfortable about this escapade. At least she wasn't making free with Sarah's stuff. Besides, the only thing she intended to use was the sturdy four-poster in the bedroom, and she'd brought all her own linens.
A quick glance at her watch told her that she had less than an hour before dark, and she had no doubt Jonas would be right on time. Reaching into her bag she pulled out a silk scarf, opened the front door and tied the scarf loosely around the brass knob. A rush of adrenaline left her shaky. This would be so scary. And so incredibly cool.
* * *
It had been the longest day of Jonas's life. Several times he could have sworn that the sun had stopped moving entirely. Other times he shook his watch, certain that the battery had died. By six he'd showered and shaved and changed clothes three times. Then he discovered he couldn't eat the perfectly good meal Lupita put in front of him and Noah.
"This must be a helluva date," Noah commented as he forked up another mouthful of enchiladas. "I've never seen you go off your feed on account of a woman before."
Jonas was so distracted, he hadn't realized his lack of appetite might alert his brother. "Oh, we'll probably grab a bite to eat, so I didn't want to stuff myself before seeing her."
"Gonna tell me who she is?"
"I don't think she wants me to."
Noah leveled a stern look at him. "You know I try not to butt in—"
"Oh, yeah, right." Jonas grinned.
"I said I try. I don't always succeed. And in this instance, I have one thing to say. If this woman is married—"
"Not married." Jonas was hurt that Noah would even bring that into the conversation. "You ought to know me better than that."
"You're right." Noah looked apologetic. "Sorry, bro. It's just that you don't usually keep me in the dark, especially when the lady in question is important enough to change clothes five times."
"Three. And it was only on account of the weather. I couldn't decide if it would rain or not."
Noah eyed his brother over the rim of his coffee mug. "Can't wear a blue shirt in the rain, that's for sure."
"Do you think the blue shirt looks better?" Jason glanced down at the black one he'd finally settled on. "I still have time to change back to the blue."
Noah stared at him. "You're kidding, right?"
Jonas met his brother's gaze and warmth crept up from beneath his collar. He was behaving like an idiot. Tonight wasn't such a big deal, especially for a guy as experienced as he was. "Of course I'm kidding." He flashed Noah a confident smile. "Doesn't matter what color it is. What matters is how easy the snaps work. Can't have her ripping one of my best shirts."
Noah chuckled and shook his head. "Well, I'm glad one of us is getting some action."
"If you'd stop working so hard and take an evening or two off, I could fix you up with one of several very nice women."
"Thanks, but no thanks." Noah sipped his coffee, his gaze amused. "I doubt I could live up to your reputation."
"I'm serious, man. It's not healthy for a guy to go without sex as long as you have." Jonas pushed back his chair.
"How do you know how long it's been? Are you keeping track?"
Jonas stood and picked up his plate to carry it to the kitchen. "Don't have to, in a town this size. If you took up with somebody, it would get out sooner or later."
"You might want to keep that in mind with your mystery lady. People will find out eventually. So why not tell me now?"
"Nobody will find out if tonight is all there is to it." Jonas didn't like to think about that, but he had to admit the possibility that he was about to become a one-night stand.
"Oh, sure. You can't tell me that you fussed with your wardrobe for an hour for a woman you're gonna see once. You want this one bad, bro. You're not gonna be satisfied with one night of fun and games, and you know it."
Jonas did know it. He thought about that steamy episode in the cave and the blindfolded experience ahead of him. He would want a rematch, all right, but would she? For the first time in his life, he felt out of his depth with a woman.
"Then again, maybe you won't want to see her again," Noah said quietly. "I need to mind my own business."
Jonas blinked. He couldn't remember the last time Noah had eased up on him like that. His eager nervousness must be written all over his face. Damn. Any more of this and his rep as a cool guy would he shot.
He shrugged. "Easy come, easy go."
Noah rose and clapped him on the shoulder. "Right. But good luck tonight, anyway. I have a feeling this one's special."
Jonas started to argue and knew it was hopeless. After all, Sarah was special. He couldn't remember when a woman had excited him so much.
Once he left the dinner table, he had nothing more to occupy his time so he decided to drive around until it was dark enough to use his headlights. Usually driving his truck with the radio tuned to a country station calmed him down, but not this evening. He hadn't felt this vulnerable since his first junior high dance. No, check that. The junior high dance had been a cakewalk compared to what he was feeling now.
At last he switched on his headlights and started toward the Hawthorne place. In order to get there, he had to drive down a dirt road. Luckily the road had good drainage and had dried completely from yesterday's rain. He drove it slowly, partly because he wasn't sure it was dark enough yet, and partly because he'd washed his truck today and didn't want to get dust on it. Maybe he wouldn't be allowed to see Sarah, but he figured she'd be watching for him.
Even if his heart was beating as fast as a rabbit's, he didn't want her to see him sweat. He wanted to make an entrance, his black truck gleaming, the engine purring the way only a V-8 could, and his sound system delivering the sweet vocalizations of Faith Hill. He wanted Sarah to know she was dealing with a class act.
A powdery film of dust settled over the truck, because it was impossible to drive on a dry dirt road and not have that happen. Oh well. His custom paint job would show through a light layer of dust so long as nobody wrote their name in it. He'd still drive up lookin' good. Not much farther now.
He spied the house up ahead. A porch lamp cast a circle of light, but otherwise the house seemed completely dark. His stomach pitched as he realized she might have changed her mind. Instead of standing by a window waiting for his truck to appear, she might not even be home.
Then a few drops of rain fell. Only a few, but enough to create a polka-dotted, blotchy effect in the layer of dust. As he parked in front of the little cottage, the porch light reflected off the grimy-looking surface of his truck's hood.
At least his excellent sound system held up, the rich tones floating out the truck's open windows. But before he could shut off the engine, the Faith Hill song gave way to a loud commercial concerning jock itch.
So much for his entrance. But his entrance wouldn't matter if she wasn't even home. Then the breeze picked up and something fluttered at the doorknob. He looked closer. A red scarf was tied loosely around it.
His blindfold.
He grew light-headed and dry-mouthed with excitement. Oh God. This was really going to happen. His movements were jerky as he shut off the truck's engine and rolled up the windows. It was a wonder he even remembered to do that.
He started to get out when a gust of wind lifted the brim of his hat. Taking it off, he laid it on the seat before climbing out of the truck. If there was one thing he wouldn't need tonight, it was a hat. This was the wildest thing he'd ever done, and maybe he was crazy for agreeing to it, but he had to find out what awaited him on the other side of the door.
Mounting the steps to the small front porch, he glanced at the two cane-bottomed rockers and the mat in front of the door. It had Welcome carved into the short pile of the rug, and he'd seen several like it at the hardware store. Everything looked so ordinary, so like the front porches of other women he'd called on – everything except that red scarf tied around the doorknob.
Now he could see why no light showed from the house. The curtains in the living room were closed, and he'd guess all the other windows were covered, too. She'd turned the house into a cave.
With trembling hands, he untied the scarf from the doorknob and discovered his blindfold was made of silk. As he put it over his eyes, he imagined he could already feel her soft hands on him, her full lips, her tongue… By the time the blindfold was secure, he had a raging erection.
He turned his head to make sure he couldn't see. If this was the way she wanted the game played, he'd follow her rules – for now. He hadn't been blindfolded since the days when he'd played kissing games at boy-girl parties, and he'd forgotten that taking away the ability to see made all his other senses sharper.
A wind chime tinkled nearby. He hadn't noticed the sound before, or the steady chirp of crickets, or the smell of the light rain falling. It pinged overhead on the porch roof, and he remembered that the house was roofed with corrugated tin.
Taking an unsteady breath, he raised his fist and rapped gently on the door.
The knob squeaked, and cool air surrounded him. He smelled something heady and sensual and heard the soft wail of a saxophone.
"Hello, Jonas."
Her husky voice sent shivers of anticipation down his spine. "Hello, Sarah."
She took his hand and drew him inside. "Come."
"Be careful, or I just might."
She laughed. "See if you can hold off for a little while, or this will be a very short evening."
"Believe me, I'm working on staying in control." Her laugh sounded nice – familiar, too, as if he'd heard it before.
But that couldn't be right. She hadn't laughed while they were in the cave, at least not that he remembered. Of course, maybe they'd happened to be in the Roundup Saloon on the same night but sitting in different booths, or they'd been in the Mini-Mart some afternoon shopping on separate aisles.
Yeah, that explained it.
She held his hand in both of hers. "Are you happy to be here?"
He trembled. "You have no idea."
"I'm happy, too." She brushed her lips over his knuckles.
The gesture reminded him of how he'd kissed her hand in the cave, and his heart thudded rapidly at the thought that she might be planning a complete reversal tonight. And that would mean … that his dreams would come true.
"I appreciate your trusting me to be in control." She ran her tongue into the crevice between each finger.
He shuddered. Obviously she had some sexy moves all her own. "No problem."
"I'd like you to be passive tonight, but if at any time you feel uncomfortable with the situation, let me know and we'll make adjustments." She took his little finger into her mouth and sucked gently.
That worked him up but good. She probably had twice as much experience as he did. "All—" He cleared the tightness from his throat. "All right."
"First of all, I want you to let your hand go limp, as if you were a puppet, and I'm the puppeteer."
He nodded. Allowing his hand to go limp was one thing, but he didn't think his penis would ever be limp again. He relaxed the muscles of his hand.
"Good. Now, through touch, I'll let you 'see' me, so to speak." She held his hand against her throat.
He could feel her pulse beating a quick tattoo against his fingertips. Maybe she wasn't as in control as she sounded. "Do you … want me to undress you?"
"That won't be necessary." She drew his hand down over her collarbone to her bare breast.
His breath caught. She was already naked. His fingers flexed automatically, wanting to caress her.
"No," she murmured. "Remember, you're only a puppet." She drew his hand to her other breast. Then she placed her hand over his and closed his fingers over her ripe warmth. "Mmm. Very nice."
Her taut nipple pressed into his palm, driving him crazy. He loved the shape of her breasts, remembered the taste of them and her whimpers of delight when she'd allowed him to suck… "Sarah, let me—"
"Be the puppet," she whispered, easing his hand down between her breasts, turning it so his fingers led the way over her flat belly.
He groaned when he encountered soft curls. He wanted—
"I'm the puppeteer," she reminded him softly.
When she guided his hand lower, he had to clench his teeth to keep from curving his fingers and seeking her moisture. The seductive scent of her arousal rose to taunt him and his groin throbbed relentlessly. The rain fell harder, drumming rhythmically on the roof.
She flattened her hand over his and pushed against his middle finger, settling it into the groove that held her pleasure point. The delicate protrusion pulsed against his finger as she pressed him in tighter and gasped in reaction.
He trembled with the desperate need to do something. "Sarah."
"Be … still." Her breath came more quickly as she rubbed his finger back and forth.
"Let me hold you."
"No. This is … how … I want it. You are my boy … toy."
He should be insulted. Instead he was turned on beyond belief. He wanted her to use him, torment him, draw out the pleasure. His head spun and he clenched his free hand at his side to keep from reaching for her and spoiling her fantasy of a man totally at her beck and call.
She gripped his shoulder. "Soon," she whispered, increasing the friction. The rain played a faster tattoo on the roof. "Oh … yes … yes." Squeezing his hand against her drenched curls, she slumped forward, panting wildly as she leaned her head against his chest.
He could barely breath. "Good?" he said hoarsely. As if in league with her response, the rain eased up.
"Oh, yeah." She drew in a long, trembling breath and lifted her head from his chest. Then she slipped his hand out from between her legs.
He wanted to bury his face down there. "God, but you smell terrific right now."
"You mean my cologne?"
"No, I don't mean your cologne." He was so hot for her, it was a wonder he didn't spontaneously combust.
"Ah." She lifted his hand and waved it beneath his nose. "You mean this?"
He groaned. "Let me taste you."
"Not now. Maybe later I'll let you," she said in her low, sultry voice. "If you're a good boy."
"You'll be amazed at how good I can be."
"I hope so. Because now I'm going to take you back in the bedroom and have my way with you."
He nearly lost it right then and there.
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B.J. hadn't planned that first maneuver. She'd always had a practical streak, and she'd decided to greet Jonas naked because she didn't want to fool with undressing once he was there. She'd be far too busy for that. Originally she'd intended to lead him straight back to the candlelit bedroom and gradually let him realize that she wasn't wearing anything but a smile.
Then she'd opened the door to find him standing there blindfolded and eager. Sensual images had bombarded her, jolting her with an awareness of her own power. Leading him inside by the hand, into the love nest she'd prepared for him, had been an erotic experience in itself. The puppet and puppeteer thing had popped into her mind, and her imagination and libido had directed the action from there. The rhythm of the rain on the roof hadn't hurt, either.
All day she'd worried about being nervous, but the blindfold took care of that – the blindfold and his belief that she was someone else. She could never have dared any of this as herself, although now she realized a sexual adventurer lived within her soul. At least for tonight, she would let that adventurer out to explore.
She guided him down the short hallway to the bedroom where scented votive candles would allow her to see, and Jonas to breathe in the aroma of vanilla. Keely had once told her that vanilla was a sexually stimulating scent, and lo and behold, the hardware store sold vanilla candles in tall glass containers. They must have stocked them for the tourists, because B.J. couldn't imagine any of the ranchers buying them.
She'd bought ten. Her old friend Henry had been working the cash register this afternoon, and she'd told him she was getting an early start on Christmas. The feather duster had caused no comment, fortunately.
At Millie's Crafts she'd used the same starting-early-on-Christmas story to explain the five yards of red velvet cord and two red silk scarves. Nobody at the Mini-Mart had asked her about the can of whipped cream or the bottle of cooking oil. The whipped cream was in a bucket of ice next to the bed, and the oil, flavored with a dash of cherry syrup, sat on the nightstand.
She'd also brought her portable CD player after finding a disk Keely had left behind that was specifically labeled Seduction. The mellow saxophone was the final touch.
Well, up until now. Having Jonas standing in the middle of the bedroom, his breathing ragged and an erection pushing at the crotch of his jeans was the absolutely final touch. She had caused that erection to appear and she loved knowing that.
She led him over to a straight-backed chair in the corner of the room. "Here's a chair. I want you to sit down and take off your boots and socks, so we don't have to fool with them later."
He edged down to the chair cautiously, but once he was sure of his position he took off his boots quickly and dropped them to the floor. Then he stripped off his socks and tossed them aside. "Now what?"
She made a mental note to suck those sexy toes before he left tonight. "Stand up and undress for me."
He swallowed. "You don't want to … help?"
"No. I want to lie on the bed and watch."
"You're just going to lie there and watch me?"
She stretched out on the bed, sliding her flushed body over the cool sheet. "Maybe not. Maybe I'll touch myself while I watch." She had no idea where these outrageous statements were coming from. She'd never talked that way, but she loved the effect it had on Jonas.
He began to quiver. "I guess you know what it does to me, when I imagine something like that."
This bad girl behavior came more naturally than she ever would have believed. "I can see what it does to you," she said in a husky murmur. "But I want to be able to see better. I want to see how hard you are, how much you want me."
His hand went to his belt buckle.
"Shirt first."
He paused and reached for the snaps at his wrists. After popping them open, he quickly undid the top snap on his shirt.
"Go slower. Make it last a while." She wanted him naked now but exercising her power over him was its own kind of aphrodisiac.
He took a deep breath and slowed down, unfastening the snaps in a lazy rhythm. "Better?"
"Much." She began to tremble with anticipation. And as she'd hoped, the rain began to pelt the roof again, heightening the mood.
"What are you doing now?" he asked in a voice roughened by desire.
She moistened her finger and drew it around her sensitive aureole. "Playing with my nipple."
He sucked in a breath. "Are you going to let me do that?"
"We'll see."
"You're driving me insane, you know." He dragged the tails of his shirt from the waistband of his jeans.
"Do you want to change anything that's happening?"
"No. But I've never … I've never had a woman direct me. It's…"
"Wildly sexy?"
"Yeah. Yeah, it is."
"I want you to remember tonight." Being the mystery lover he'd never forget would be some sort of compensation, she thought.
"I'll remember." He shrugged out of his shirt and dropped it to the floor.
She'd seen him shirtless hundreds of times. Whenever she'd been certain he wouldn't notice, she'd admired the powerful breadth of his shoulders, the dark hair sprinkled in a triangular pattern on his broad chest, his sepia-colored nipples hidden beneath.
She'd seen him grimy, sweaty, even bruised from a fall. But she'd never seen him like this, his chest heaving with excitement, a fine sheen of perspiration making his skin glow in the candlelight. The rain beat harder on the tin roof.
Her glance moved down to his flat belly ridged with muscle, and lower, to the belt buckle he'd unhooked and the metal button of his jeans that he'd already slipped through the buttonhole. Her breathing slowed and a bead of moisture slid between her breasts.
"What are you doing now?" His voice quivered.
Watching you. But she wanted to continue taunting him with what he couldn't see. "I just put my hand between my thighs."
He moaned.
"It feels good." And it did. Incredible. She stroked lightly, following the rhythm of the rain, going for pleasure and not orgasm while she waited for him to pull that zipper down.
The zipper rasped and the denim parted.
Oh Lord. Even her most erotic fantasies hadn't prepared her for the sight of his unzipped jeans and the skimpy black briefs straining to hold him. She cleared her throat. "Nice."
"Do you want me to … take off the briefs … when I take off the jeans?"
"No. Just the jeans. I'll take off the briefs. When I'm ready." She was totally ready now. But she'd wanted to draw this out in ways he'd never experienced before. This night would he burned into his memory forever.
He shoved the jeans down and stepped out of them.
She took it all in – the ripple of his thigh muscles, the firm perfection of his calves, and, most of all, the bulge between his thighs that she'd need both hands to cradle.
He stood before her, a blindfolded Greek god who had surrendered himself to whatever she had in mind. Maybe she'd never find a man who measured up to Jonas. Maybe she'd settle for less, or maybe she'd never marry at all, but at least she would have this night with the man of her dreams. She doubted many women could claim that.
She slid off the bed and came to stand in front of him. "Take my hand and I'll lead you." She put her hand in his.
He gripped her hand tightly. "I don't know how long I can hold out. I'm right on the edge now."
Her pulse raced as she realized that the slender thread of control she was using to command him could snap at any time. All he had to do was whip off the blindfold and end the game. Then she would be revealed.
"What I'm thinking," he continued as he struggled to speak normally, "is that if I can spend the whole night, then it won't matter, because I'll have more time to—"
"I'm afraid you can't spend the whole night." She'd tried not to panic. The longer he stayed, the greater the chance he'd find out who she was. Besides, she'd never be able to concoct a story that would explain her being gone that long.
"When do I have to leave?"
"I can let you stay another hour."
"That's all?"
"Yes."
A muscle worked in his jaw. "Then I'll just have to hold out as long as I can."
"I'll help you. When you think you're about to come, tell me. I'll back off."
"Sarah, I've been about to come ever since yesterday in the cave."
"Then I guess we'll test your stamina, won't we?" She tugged on his hand and drew him over to the bed. "And Jonas, you understand the blindfold must stay in place at all times."
"Even afterward?"
"Especially afterward."
"I'll bet you have a birthmark. I can live with that. I can't imagine that anything about you would be a problem."
"No, I don't have a birthmark." She searched for a workable explanation. "I'm usually very shy." There. It was even the truth.
"I don't believe you."
"Oh, but I am. Your blindfold works like magic for me, setting free the sensuous person inside." Amazing how well the truth served her cause. "If you took it off, that person who excites you so much would disappear. I love letting her out to play." She ran the tip of her finger over his lower lip. "Please don't ruin this for either of us." His mouth was like velvet. She wanted him so.
He took a shaky breath and his tone gentled. "I get it. You're an artist, and you put all your sexual feelings into your work. But I could teach you to be that sexual person with me, even when I'm not wearing a blindfold. Just knowing that side of you exists and comes out in your work should give you courage. Please. Let's try."
"No. If you push me, I'll send you back out the door now."
"You fascinate me." A note of desperation crept into his voice. "I want to know you better. I want to teach you how to—"
"I'll send you home this minute, Jonas. I will. And I'm warning you, if you try to contact me later, I'll call the sheriff."
"The sheriff? Listen, I only want to—"
She lowered her voice to a sensuous murmur. "But if you'll be a good boy and lie down on the bed, I'll give you more pleasure than you dreamed possible, as long as you leave that blindfold on."
He groaned. "Okay. I'll play this your way. I have to. Just don't send me home. I need you so much."
"Then let me give you what you need," she whispered, urging him down to the bed as the rain pounded on the roof. "That's it. Stretch out. Like that. Oh, yes, just like that." She ran her hand down his chest and stopped at the waistband of his briefs. "Would you like me to take these off?"
"Yes. Lord, yes."
"Soon." She leaned down and placed a kiss on his navel while inhaling the musky scent of his arousal. They'd had a close call, but now she was back in control.
* * *
Jonas lay there in an agony of anticipation. He'd been thinking of loosening the blindfold, of letting it slip. He wanted to see her face, wanted to look into her eyes. He was beginning to long for a greater connection between them than just the mating of bodies.
But she'd confessed how shy she was, and after his first disbelief, he knew it was true. He could tell by the ring of sincerity in her voice, and besides, it was the only explanation that made sense.
Here he'd imagined her to be far more experienced than he was, and she was far less. That excited him even more. She was playing out fantasies that had only existed in her mind, which meant he was probably the first man she'd ever done this sort of thing with.
Maybe, at long last, he'd found his dream girl. And she wouldn't allow him to really know her. Still, there had to be a way. He wouldn't let her detour him forever, and he didn't believe she'd call the sheriff on him. Besides, he knew the sheriff, whereas she was a stranger in town.
"I want you to enjoy all sorts of different sensations tonight," she said. Then she brushed something feathery over his mouth and down his throat.
His nerve endings began to sing in response. She trailed the softness over his nipples and they tingled in a way he never remembered before. As he breathed in the scent that he would always associate with her, she brushed lightly over his rib cage, drawing ever closer to his primary focus. The sound of the rain blended with the sensuous notes of the saxophone.
When she drew the feathers over his briefs he gripped a handful of sheet in both hands. She teased the inside of his thighs, and he'd never realized how sensitive he was there. Maybe it was the prolonged foreplay that had caused every square inch of his body to become an erogenous zone.
"Don't tickle my feet," he warned. "I can't take that."
"I know," she murmured.
"You do? How did you know that?"
"Uh … I guessed. Most people—"
"Wait. You said you knew. Have you been asking questions about me?"
She paused. "You have a lot of former girlfriends around here."
"You talked to them? What did they say?"
"Well—"
"No, don't tell me. Sarah, listen. Maybe I haven't been into commitment before, but I've never met anyone like you. If you talked to my girlfriends you probably think you could never trust me with your shy nature. You think I'd hurt you in the end. But I—" He felt her fingers at the waistband of his briefs and his brain stalled. He tried to remember what he'd been saying. "You can trust me, because—"
"Lift your hips, Jonas."
Whatever he'd meant to say lodged in his throat. The moment was here. He did as she asked and she pulled the briefs down over his knees, over his ankles, over his feet.
She drew in a quick breath. "Will you look at that bad boy," she murmured.
He was gratified by her response. Typical man that he was, he loved her admiration. But more than that, he wanted her trust, and that was new for him. He'd never worried about gaining a woman's trust. It hadn't mattered before.
Then she used that feathery thing, stroking him until he was gasping from breath.
"You're beautiful," she said softly.
"I'm desperate."
"Want me to stop?"
"Just … give me a moment." He clenched his jaw and fought the urge to come. The rain pouring down outside didn't help matters.
The mattress shifted and she left the bed. Rustling sounds drifted to him, and then she was back, looping something soft around his wrist. She snugged it up.
He wasn't so sure about this. "What are you doing?"
"Tell me you've never imagined this." In seconds she'd immobilized his arm.
His heartbeat thudded in his ears. He tested the velvet rope and decided if necessary he could break it. And he had fantasized about something like this, although he'd never acted it out with anyone.
When his other wrist was tied, his throat grew dry with excitement. "How do I know that I can trust you?"
"Use your instincts." She leaned over him, her breasts swaying against his chest as she dropped a kiss on his mouth.
"I dare you to do that again."
"Later." She moved away and circled his ankle with another velvet rope. "Do your instincts tell you to be afraid?"
"No. My instincts tell me … this is crazy … they tell me I've known you all my life."
She grew still. "But you haven't."
"Maybe I have, in my mind. Maybe you're the woman I've been looking for. I've been surrounded by cowgirls, ranching women. None of them captured my imagination like you have, Sarah. Maybe I just needed to meet this sensuous artist, a shy woman who molds nude statues and lives an unbelievable fantasy life."
She tied his other ankle. "I'm not the one for you." Her voice sounded funny, sort of choked up.
"Don't say that. Don't give up so quick. Don't – oh, Lord." He lost his train of thought as she began to rub his leg with a slippery piece of material. Silk, he decided, just like his blindfold, and it created the most amazingly erotic friction. And as she rubbed, she began to suck his toes. One by one. And the rain kept coming down.
"Sarah … Sarah, stop."
She paused. "Too much?"
"Oh, yeah." He pulled against his restraints while he struggled not to erupt. "It's almost as if you're sucking on my…"
"That's the idea." She dragged the scarf gently up his thigh and looped it around his penis. "Would you like the real thing?"
It was all he could think about. And yet she might finish him off in no time, and this wonderful event would be over.
"You're afraid you won't last." She drew the silk back and forth slowly.
He clenched his fists and squeezed his eyes shut behind the blindfold as the lazy movement of the silk teased him right to the brink. "Yep."
"Maybe I can cool you down a little."
He couldn't imagine an ice-water bath would work on an erection this determined. Then with a whoosh of sound, something soft and cool nestled over the tip of his penis. He cried out in surprise.
Then he recognized the sweet aroma of whipped cream and nearly passed out from eagerness. But he'd never make it through that. "You're going to … lick it off?"
"Mmm-hmm."
"Sarah, it'll be over then."
"Mmm-hmm." Her wet, warm tongue swiped away a layer of the whipped cream.
The rain came down harder as he felt his orgasm building. "Stop, please … stop. I brought … a condom. I want to make love to…" He gasped as her tongue lapped away at his straining penis. "Please … let me…"
"Tomorrow night," she murmured. Then she stopped licking and took his penis smoothly into her mouth. The rain nearly drowned out the sound of the saxophone.
She sucked once, and he had the climax of a lifetime, a climax that lifted him off the bed and ran like wildfire through his whole body, a climax that made him pull against the velvet ropes and yell like a man gone crazy. Which he had. Completely. He would do anything for this mystery woman. Anything in the world. He would wear a blindfold forever, as long as she allowed him to return to her mind-shattering world of sexual fantasy.
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B.J. untied Jonas's restraints as he lay panting and glistening with sweat. His reaction told her all she needed to know. She'd given him an experience he would never forget.
As she gazed at him sprawled on the flowered sheets looking totally wiped out, a rush of tenderness took her by surprise. Maybe it was wrong of her to fool him this way. From the way he was acting, he was getting emotionally involved with the woman he thought her to be.
Then she remembered his remark about "cowgirls who didn't hold his interest," and her sympathy vanished. Her desire for him, however, did not. She knew she was taking quite a chance stretching this fantasy to another night, but she couldn't bear to think of ending it now. She had more ideas to try, and before this was over she wanted to know what it would be like to have Jonas deep inside her.
When his breathing slowed she handed him his clothes. "I need you to leave now," she murmured.
"I wish…" His chest heaved. "I wish you'd let me stay."
"I can't do that. The longer you stay, the more you're going to be tempted to take off that blindfold."
"Yeah." He took another shaky breath. "Are you sure you couldn't do without it?"
"I'm sure. If you can't deal with the blindfold, then we can forget—"
"No! I'll wear the blindfold." He cleared his throat. "I'll wear it."
"And you have to promise not to bug me about this blindfold business."
"I promise." He sat up and began putting on his clothes. "Sarah, that was … spectacular."
"I'm glad."
"But I don't feel as if you had your share." He stood and pulled up his jeans.
"We can worry about that tomorrow night."
He nodded as he buckled his belt. "Tomorrow night. Yeah." He hesitated. "Thank you for giving me that."
Once again his vulnerability tugged at her heart. "I want another night, too," she said softly.
"You do?" He glanced in her direction, even though he couldn't see her. "That's nice to hear."
"You turn me on, Jonas." You always have.
"I think it's obvious that you turn me on, too, Sarah. In fact, if I could stay a little longer, I'd probably recover enough to—"
"It's better if you go now." She handed him his socks and his boots.
"Maybe so." He sat down on the bed to put on his socks. "You're right. The longer I'm with you, the more I want to see your face. Is it that you don't think you're attractive?"
"I'm passable. My face wouldn't frighten little children."
"I'm sure you're pretty." He put on his boots. "In fact, I'm very sure of it. But even if you weren't, I'd think you were beautiful because of the way you made love to me tonight. A man doesn't need conventional beauty when a woman gives of herself the way you did."
"Time for you to leave, anyway, Jonas." She took his hand. "I'll lead you to the front door."
He stood and followed her, but at the door to the bedroom he stopped and inhaled deeply. "I love the way this room smells."
"It's vanilla."
"It's more than vanilla. It's you, it's me, it's the smell of good, healthy sex."
Much more of that kind of talk and she'd lead him right back into that bedroom. "Let's go."
He sighed and followed her down the hall.
The closer they came to the door, the less she wanted him to leave, but she had a lot to take care of before she could go home. "What will you do now?" she asked.
"You mean after I leave here?"
"Yes." She needed to know, so that she could avoid him if at all possible.
"I'll probably drive around a while. The rain's stopped, and I love the desert after a rain. Want to come with me?"
More than he knew. She'd love to ride through the warm, rain-drenched night with Jonas. They could find a secluded place to park and pick up where they'd left off. "Thanks, but no thanks."
"I thought it was worth a try."
She placed his hand on the doorknob. "Go on out to the porch, now. Leave the blindfold where you found it."
He rested his hand on the doorknob. "Just one thing before I go."
"What?"
His other arm slipped quickly around her. "This." He brought her in tight and unerringly found her mouth with his. The kiss was deep, hot and wet. But more than that, it was possessive. Extremely possessive. It left her gasping. "See you tomorrow night," he murmured, releasing her. Then he opened the door and stepped outside.
In seconds, she was alone.
She stood with her hand to her mouth long after the sound of his truck died away. For the entire evening she'd convinced herself that she was in control, that she'd stay in control. Jonas had seemed so eager to continue their relationship that she hadn't expected any aggressive behavior on his part.
Then he'd kissed her the way a man kisses a woman when he's staked a claim. And suddenly she wasn't so sure that she could control Jonas, after all.
* * *
Normally Jonas wasn't much for gossip. Too often the stories were about him, anyway. But he hadn't lived in Saguaro Junction all his life for nothing, and when he needed to find out something, he knew where to go.
The next morning he told Lupita he needed to put gas in his truck and he'd pick up breakfast at the Cactus Café before he came home. Less than a half hour later, he was sitting on a stool at the only eating spot in Saguaro Junction, a mug of coffee in front of him and his order for steak and eggs on the griddle. The morning waitress, Sue Ellen, was usually good for some information, but his luck was running today because Henry from the hardware store was having his breakfast at the café this morning, too. Henry knew everyone and everything that went on in this town.
"How's it going, Henry?" Jonas asked after he took his first sip of coffee.
"Can't complain." Henry poured a generous amount of syrup on his pancakes. "How about you?"
"Glad to get the rain." Jonas had grown up learning the rhythm of these conversations. The weather had to come first, to establish that comfortable common ground.
"Yeah, we really needed that rain," Henry said.
"Is the family doing okay?"
"Oh, Shirley still has that problem with her back, but I'm sure it doesn't help that she's always carrying those grandchildren of ours around when they come to visit."
Jonas knew that was his cue to ask to see current pictures, which he did. And they were cute little tykes, two boys and a girl. Jonas felt sorry that his own father hadn't lived long enough to have grandchildren, because they were obviously the highlight of Henry's life.
Sue Ellen had delivered Jonas's steak and eggs and topped off his coffee before he finally got around to the main reason for his visit to the café. "Say, Henry, do you think old man Hawthorne ever plans to sell that little place he owns?"
Henry swallowed another bite of his pancakes. "Last I heard he didn't think the market was right, yet. Why, you interested?"
"Maybe."
"Well, he's got a renter in there, so I doubt he'd sell it out from under her. Real nice woman. A sculptor."
Jonas concentrated on cutting off a piece of steak so he wouldn't give anything away by his expression. "I think I heard something about that. Do you know her?"
Henry started to laugh. "Okay, I know what this is about. You heard there was a new single woman in town, didn't you?"
Jonas managed a sly grin. "You caught me, Henry."
"I swear, boy, you're going to wear yourself out before your thirtieth birthday. But somehow I don't see you dating Sarah. She doesn't seem at all your type."
That's what you know. "Really? Why's that?"
"Well, first off, she's … well, let's just say she has a very generous figure."
"Are you saying she's overweight?" Jonas tried to reconcile what Henry was saying with the woman he'd kissed the night before. Sarah had felt sensual, soft and willing in his arms. Had he been so delirious that he hadn't noticed she was on the chubby side?
Henry took a swallow of his coffee. "Technically, I guess so. But she's such a nice lady that I don't like slapping that label on her. But her weight isn't the only thing that doesn't seem to go with your taste in women."
"Oh?" Jonas had completely abandoned his meal as he turned to stare at Henry. "What else?"
"I've never known you to take up with older women."
Jonas thought about that. Sarah might be older than he was. Her skin was smooth, but some women maintained that kind of skin well into their forties. Maybe that was her hang-up. He wasn't sure how he felt about that. If she was past childbearing age, that would be significant.
Significant? Had he really started thinking in terms of marriage and kids? He didn't even know the woman's last name. Oh, but he knew her fantasies, and that seemed more important than a last name that he'd probably try to convince her to change, anyway.
He might as well get what information he could from Henry. If age was a stumbling block, he'd find a way around it. Maybe they could adopt. And modern science was doing some amazing things these days which allowed older women to have children, if they wanted to.
Jonas picked up his mug of coffee. "How old do you think she is?" he asked in as casual a tone as he could manage, considering.
"Hard to say exactly."
"Take a guess."
"Late fifties, early sixties."
Jonas spewed coffee all over his plate. No way he'd been making love to a grandmother. No way.
"Goodness, boy." Henry clapped him on the back. "Sorry to break it to you like that. Didn't know you had your heart set on taking her out."
Jonas mopped the coffee from his face and cleaned up around his plate. "For some reason I thought she was … younger."
"Well, maybe I have it wrong." Henry eyed his plate. "You sure did make a mess, there. Maybe you should order yourself a new breakfast."
"That's okay. I'm not really that hungry." He gazed at Henry. "Late fifties, you say?"
"Why don't you ask B.J.? She knows her."
"Maybe I'll do that." Like hell he would. He didn't want B.J. to get even the slightest whiff of this. If Henry was right about the age thing and B.J. found out he'd been fooling around with someone old enough to be his mother, he'd never hear the end of it.
Henry had to be wrong. Or maybe Sarah was on some special hormone program. Maybe she'd had cosmetic surgery all over. He needed some time to think about this. Age aside, it had been the best sex he'd ever had. He didn't want to jump to any hasty conclusions just because of some silly prejudices he might be able to get rid of in no time.
"Yeah, ask B.J.," Henry said. "I think Sarah mentioned that B.J. was going to watch her place this week while she went back to New York for some gallery showing. And while you're at it, ask B.J. what the heck she's planning to do with all those vanilla candles she bought yesterday."
Jonas froze in place. Then his head began to buzz. He shook it, certain he'd misunderstood Henry.
Henry's voice seemed to be coming from far, far away. "Hey, are you okay? You must be getting sick. You look awful."
Jonas swallowed and slowly turned to look at Henry. The buzzing in his ears wouldn't go away, but he had to straighten this out. "Did you say Sarah's out of town?"
"Yeah, but that's not important right now. I'm worried about you. Sue Ellen, get this boy some water and a cold cloth. I think he's fixing to pass out on us."
Jonas coughed and shook his head. "I'm fine. Really."
"I don't think so." Henry took the damp dishcloth Sue Ellen handed over the counter. "Here, put this at the back of your neck."
Jonas did as he was told, and the coolness helped. "Thanks."
Sue Ellen leaned over the counter to peer at him. "Want me to call Noah?"
"No!" Jonas's mind edged around the information he'd received but wasn't in any shape to process. Vanilla candles. It could be a coincidence. It had to be.
"I know," Sue Ellen said. "Let me call B.J. A woman's better in a situation like this."
"No!" B.J. He couldn't escape logic. If Sarah was gone, and B.J. had been watching the house this week… No. He didn't even want to go there.
Sue Ellen drew back. "Okay, I won't call her. But B.J.'s good in an emergency. I'm sure she could—"
"I'm fine." Although his head was still buzzing, Jonas managed a weak smile. "Just the flu, I guess. I'd better get out of here before I expose you all." Laying the cloth next to his plate, he reached in his back pocket for his wallet.
"On the house," Sue Ellen said. "You didn't eat it, anyway."
"That's okay. I want to pay." Jonas laid some bills on the table. "That should cover it. I'll head on home." Home was the last place he wanted to go, but he'd figure out how he'd deal with that later.
"Are you sure you can drive?" Henry asked.
"Oh, yeah. I've been worse off than this before." Jonas slid off the stool and walked out of the café on rubbery legs. Once back in his truck, he started the engine and drove aimlessly.
Or so he thought. Apparently he had a destination in mind, after all. Soon he was sitting in front of Sarah's house. Or the house rented by Sarah, which was presently being watched by B.J. He gripped the steering wheel. B.J.
Closing his eyes, he leaned against the headrest and tried to piece it all together, starting with the cave. He'd stumbled in and been thrown completely off guard by finding a woman there. She'd told him her name was Sarah, and she was a sculptor. He'd wanted it to be true.
He still did. He didn't want to face the fact that his mystery lover, the fantasy woman he'd been obsessed with for the past two days, didn't exist. He couldn't deal with knowing that all the things he'd done with and to Sarah, all the things she'd let him do to her, had involved a girl he'd known all his life.
I feel as if I've known you all my life. He'd said that, but he sure as hell hadn't meant it literally. As the shock began to wear off, anger moved in to take its place. She had no business engaging in such behavior! She wasn't like that! Never had been, never would be! Then how had she managed to give him the time of his life?
And why? Was this part of some diabolical plot to blackmail him later? That didn't make sense. He'd have as much blackmail material as she would.
If she'd meant it as the practical joke of the millennium, he had to hand it to her. She'd come up with a beauty. But practical jokes weren't any fun if only the jokester and the victim knew about it. And he couldn't believe she would ever want anyone to know what they'd done in the cave, what they'd done in Sarah's bedroom.
And oh, what they'd done. He opened his eyes and gazed at the little cottage. The doorknob was bare now, but unless he changed things, it would have a red silk scarf tied on it by dusk tonight. In spite of everything, he was becoming aroused again thinking about it. In spite of everything, he wanted more. But he wanted his mystery woman back. He couldn't play those kinds of games with B.J.
Or could he? A picture of her mouthing that banana flickered into his mind. He'd noticed her butt yesterday, too, for the first time. And truth be told, he'd rather have his mystery woman turn out to be B.J. than someone pushing sixty.
But he never would have believed that B.J. could have such ideas in her head. With all those years of growing up together, working side by side as adults, he never would have guessed what was going on behind those innocent blue eyes.
Come to think of it, knowing that she wasn't what she seemed was kind of exciting. Extremely exciting. If he kept their date tonight, he would know who she was, but she wouldn't know he knew. He could egg her on to be wilder and wilder, and she'd probably do it because she'd think her identity was safe. She deserved some payback for the way she'd tricked him.
Funny, but the anger was gone now. He felt sort of warm all over, as if things were falling into place the way they were supposed to. When he'd first found out that he'd been making love to B.J., he'd been totally freaked. But now … now there was a rightness to it all that he couldn't ignore. B.J. Who would have thought?
He wondered if she'd ever planned to tell him. And once again, he was back to the question of why she'd pulled this elaborate charade in the first place. Once he knew that, he could decide what to do about it.
Of course he could go back to the ranch right now, confront her with his information and get the whole thing out in the open. He could do that, but then there would be no secret rendezvous tonight. The decision boiled down to whether he wanted to satisfy his curiosity now, or satisfy his lust tonight and his curiosity another time.
Oh well. He could live with being curious.
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Having come to the door naked the first night, B.J. decided she needed to do something different this time, wearing seductive clothing that would add to the tactile enjoyment when Jonas touched her. Something erotic and naughty. Yet she'd never owned sexy lingerie and she didn't have time to go shopping.
Then inspiration hit. She'd taken part in a fancy riding demonstration in Phoenix a few years ago, and the event had been televised. For that occasion she'd bought an incredibly soft vest and chaps in red suede, an outfit that was way too beautiful for regular ranch work. She'd never worn it again.
At first her practical side rebelled at the idea of sacrificing such an expensive outfit to the cause. Once she'd made love to Jonas while wearing it, she'd never be able to put it on without thinking of what they'd shared. But she could keep it in the bottom of her closet for a souvenir. It might be the only one she'd ever have. If she wore the vest open and nothing else but the chaps, she'd definitely be X-rated.
And after all, she was building memories to last her a lifetime. She decided to sacrifice the outfit to her fantasy.
She was leery of using the garden-watering excuse a second time with her father. Instead she told him that Sarah had offered her use of a DVD player and she'd just discovered that Sarah owned a bunch of good movies.
The excuse could be expanded to include more hours in Sarah's house the following night, in case she decided to risk it. To continue these meetings would really be pushing her luck, but how she loved her intimate encounters with Jonas. She couldn't bear to have them end.
By seven-thirty she was in Sarah's bedroom putting on her vest and chaps. She discovered that the vest rubbed erotically against her nipples when she moved, and the chaps stimulated her inner thighs. When she glanced in a full-length mirror, she could hardly believe she was the woman reflected in it. Her unbound hair rippled over her shoulders, her breasts peeked from under the red suede and the golden triangle between her legs was blatantly emphasized by the cut of the chaps. From the rear, with nothing covering her bottom, she looked even more provocative.
Now for the bed. She stripped it down to the mattress and put a protective cover over it. Then she made it up with a fresh sheet. Tonight they would experiment with the flavored oil, and she didn't want to ruin Sarah's mattress. Fortunately she knew that none of this would shock Sarah. The older woman had a liberated sex life and hadn't been shy about sharing a few of her more colorful stories. Some of their conversations might have helped B.J. shed her inhibitions with Jonas, now that she thought about it.
Heart beating with anticipation, she lit the candles. They'd only burned about a third of their length the previous night, so they were good for tonight and maybe one more session. After that … well, after the candles were gone she really should play it safe and stop before the situation got out of hand. She was crazy to imagine the charade could go on much longer. Jonas wouldn't agree to wear a blindfold forever.
But he'd agreed to wear one tonight. She turned on the CD player just as a soft knock came at the front door. He was here. Her skin warmed and her body moistened.
Tonight they would play as before, but when the playing was done, she would finally make that magical, elemental connection with him. He wouldn't understand the significance of that, because he would still be thinking of her as Sarah, his mystery woman. But she would know. And she would carry that memory with her always.
Her suede chaps rustled as she walked to the door and opened it. There stood Jonas, the red scarf tied firmly over his eyes. A shiver of delight passed through her as she looked him over. Tonight he had on a wear-softened T-shirt and snug jeans with no belt. The faded denim molded to his body and revealed exactly how excited he was. His feet were bare.
He lifted the boots he held in one hand. "Thought I'd save some time."
"Excellent." She trembled as she reached for his hand and drew him inside. Then she started to lead him toward the hall.
He paused, bringing her hand to his lips. "How have you been?" he murmured as he kissed her knuckles.
"I … um … I've been fine."
"Been working in your studio today?"
"Uh … yes."
He ran his tongue in the crevice between each knuckle. "Did you think about me while you worked on a nude statue?"
"Of course I did." She wasn't sure all this talking was a good idea. She might stumble and say something that would give her away. "And it made me really, really want you." She tugged on his hand.
He resisted. Gently, but still he wasn't moving. "Then you were working on a statue of a man?"
"Yes."
"I've thought about your work, and I wonder if you get … excited … when you're making the penis."
She swallowed. "I … I like doing that."
"I'll bet you do, Sarah." He caressed her fingers. "I get really hot imagining these soft hands squeezing the clay, shaping it, molding your very own—"
"Well, it's all about art, of course."
"Of course. But, Sarah, will this statue look anything like me?"
"Yes. No. I mean … I wouldn't want anyone to recognize…"
"My penis? I don't think that's likely. It's not that well-known."
"I meant your face." She tugged harder. "Jonas, please. I need you so."
"That's good to hear." At last he followed her toward the hallway. "Because I've been thinking about you, about this, all day. I spent most of my time alone, riding the fence, checking for breaks in the wire. I just didn't feel like being with people when all I wanted to do was think about you."
She'd wondered where the heck he'd gone today. But not having him around had made her life easier. At least she hadn't needed to put up a false front. But he was sounding way too interested in her sculpting career and also kind of lovesick. That wasn't good. A lovesick man might do something stupid, like drive over here sometime, hoping to find the object of his affections working on her nude statues.
Okay, tonight would be the end. She couldn't chance another meeting, no matter how much she wanted it. Just this afternoon, she'd figured out how she'd make sure he never found out what had happened.
She'd send him a letter explaining that she wasn't Sarah, but Sarah's younger cousin, who had spent these three days in Arizona while Sarah was gone. The "cousin" would then simply disappear, and B.J. could verify that Sarah's cousin, who was mentally unbalanced, had paid a surprise visit and stayed at the house. B.J. would fill Sarah in on the whole thing, too, so she'd back up the story.
The plan wasn't perfect, but B.J. was counting on the fact that Jonas wouldn't want to spread the word that he'd indulged in erotic activities with a woman he didn't even know. When the woman vanished, he might be embarrassed that she hadn't wanted him enough to stick around.
At the bedroom doorway he took a deep breath. "I'm glad you didn't change the candles. Or the music."
"I was hoping they would trigger your response." The scent and the music certainly had an effect on her. The tops of her inner thighs were already damp.
"Consider my response triggered." His voice dropped to a low murmur. "But you're not naked tonight."
She whirled in a panic. "Are you peeking?"
"No. I promised I wouldn't. But I heard something rustle. It sounds like … like something I've heard before."
Then she realized that Jonas had seen the chaps and vest when she'd worn them on the television program. She didn't want him to make the connection. "I went shopping today and found this outfit."
"It doesn't sound like silk and satin."
"No, it's leather."
He stopped dead in the middle of the hall. "Leather? Maybe we need to talk. The bondage thing last night was great, but I'm really not into whips and chains."
She smiled and tugged on his hand. "Don't worry. This is about pleasure, not pain."
"Good. You had me going for a minute."
"Well, just relax and enjoy it." She led him over to the bed and gazed at the T-shirt. Taking it off could dislodge his blindfold. She wondered if he'd done that on purpose.
"I want to touch you." He reached for her.
"Soon." She stepped back, still thinking about his T-shirt. He might be planning to arouse her so thoroughly that she'd forget about everything but getting him naked. And if she pulled off his blindfold while yanking off his shirt, then he couldn't be blamed for that.
"Take off your jeans," she murmured.
"What about my shirt?"
"I think that shirt is a trap, so I want to leave it on for now."
His laugh was low and sexy. "It's not a trap, Sarah. I was hoping this time you'd undress me."
"And when I pulled your shirt over your head, the blindfold would accidentally come with it?"
"You're more clever than I am. I didn't think of that. No, I didn't want you to pull it over my head. It's an old shirt. I want you to rip it off me."
The idea hit her with a jolt of excitement. "One of your fantasies?"
"Yes."
She approached him. "I can do that."
"But first let me touch you," he begged. "I'm going crazy not being able to touch your body."
"All right." She took his hands and placed them on her shoulders. "See if you can discover what I'm wearing."
Breathing faster, he caressed the material with a light touch. "A suede vest."
"That's right."
"What color?"
"Black." She eased his shirt from the waistband of his jeans.
He slid both hands under the vest. "Oh, Lord. And nothing underneath." He cupped her breasts. "I wish I could see how you look."
"Imagine."
"I'm imagining. I can't believe how you fill my hands. I never thought – I never thought I'd find such a perfect fit, as if my hands were made to hold you this way."
She moaned as he kneaded her breasts. His caress was the only one she'd ever want, and after tonight she'd never feel it again.
"Does it make you wet when I do this?" He stroked her nipples with his thumbs.
Being bold came so easily when she was in disguise. She tipped her pelvis forward. "Why don't you find out for yourself?"
His breath caught. Sliding one hand down to her belly, he touched the fringed belt that held up the chaps. Then he explored lower. "Chaps," he whispered. "Perfect access. Damn, but I want you. Heaven help me, I want you more than I've ever wanted a woman before." He slipped his fingers into her heat. "I want those suede-covered thighs to spread for me."
It took all her willpower to ease away from him. His talented fingers worked far too well and far too fast. This time she wanted her orgasm to blend with his. "That will happen," she said in a husky voice. "But not quite yet. Stand still as a statue now. No touching."
"You're torturing me."
"And you love it."
"Yeah. I do."
"Hold still." She stood on tiptoe and kissed him, using her tongue to lick and probe his mouth until he was panting. All the while she searched out a small rip in his shirt.
"I want you naked," she murmured against his mouth. "I want you stripped the way you were last night, writhing on the bed, begging, pleading."
He groaned.
She bit his lip softly. "I'm so hot for you that I could come just thinking of you naked. I'm going to rip the clothes from your body and then I'm going to lick every inch of you." She pulled hard on the T-shirt. The sound of tearing material fired her up even more, and soon she'd shredded the shirt and tossed it to the floor.
Then she pressed her mouth to his heaving chest while she nipped and licked her way over his salty skin.
"Let me … hold you," he said, gasping.
"Not yet." She fumbled with the button and the zipper of his jeans while she licked her way down to his waistband. By the time she set him free, she was right there, ready to take his penis into her mouth. He tasted sinful and so very, very delicious.
"Don't…" he moaned. "Don't or I'll—"
Reluctantly she lifted her mouth. "I know. And I have more … more planned."
"Oh, Lord, Sarah."
"The longer you can hold out—"
"I know. I'm trying."
"Good." She finished taking off his jeans and briefs before guiding him to the bed. If this was to be her last time with Jonas, she planned to make it count.
Before he'd arrived, she'd placed the bottle of oil on the nightstand. The cap was already off. Right next to that was the condom she planned to use when the time was right. She poured a quarter-size puddle of oil into the palm of her hand.
"The thing is, I don't know … how much more I can…"
She stroked his penis with her oil-lubricated hand.
"Oh, dear God. You have oil."
"Yes." She massaged some over his chest and down his flat stomach. He was breathing harder than a charging bull by the time she finished massaging his thighs, calves and feet. "It's flavored oil. Guess what that means?"
"It means you'll drive me insane."
"I hope so." She moved back up to his chest and began to lick the cherry-laced oil from his nipples.
He quivered with every flick of her tongue. "Be … careful," he warned. "I'm so close. Ahh … Sarah … that's good."
Like a mother cat grooming a kitten, she lapped at every bit of him except his groin. And finally that was all that was left. She started on her final project.
"No," he said. "No."
"But I want—"
"Get the condom out of my jeans pocket." His voice was tight with desperation. "Or hand them to me and let me do it. If you put your tongue there again, I'll never make it. Please."
Now that the moment had come, a whisper of fear held her back. Until now she'd been able to treat this as a game. It was the most erotic, exciting, passionate game she'd ever played, but still a game. Instinct told her that once she joined her body with his, the game would change.
"Please, Sarah. I want to be inside you."
She wanted that, too. But she was afraid of the price she'd pay. Yet without that, her memory of these days would be incomplete. She reached for the condom packet on the nightstand and ripped it open.
"Ah, you found it."
"No, I had my own."
"Do it quick. Don't tease me with this, or we'll both lose."
Taking a deep breath, she unrolled the condom over his penis. "There. It's—" She gasped as his fingers tightened over her wrist. "Jonas?"
He sat up. "I don't have to see for this part."
Before she could react, he pushed her down and slid on top of her.
"Jonas, wait." He was taking over, and that could mean he'd force the issue of her identity. He'd been so docile that she'd never expected this.
"It's my turn." He grasped her other wrist and held both hands flat against the mattress. "Finally." He nuzzled her breasts, her throat, the tender place behind her ear.
And she was losing the fight to resist. Her protest sounded feeble. "You were supposed to stay on your back."
He nibbled her earlobe. "If you wanted to guarantee that, you should have tied me up again. Now kiss me, you wild, crazy woman." And with that he plundered her mouth.
She surrendered. She couldn't do anything else, wanting him the way she did. Oh, how she ached.
He lifted his mouth a fraction from hers and edged a knee between her thighs. "Open up for me."
As if she could help it. He was running the show now.
He moved between her thighs. "Now arch your hips and invite me in."
Gripping his firm bottom in both hands, she lifted toward him.
"Ah, that's good." He probed her slick entrance with the tip of his penis. "Do you want me?"
"Yes." She would die if he didn't plunge deep within her.
"Then tell me. Say it. I want to hear you."
She struggled for breath. "I want you."
"Say I want you, Jonas."
Her heartbeat thundered in her ears. "I want you, Jonas."
"Have you always wanted me?"
She was delirious with need, barely making sense of what he was saying, only knowing that she would agree to anything if only he'd fill her. "Yes," she said, panting.
"That's all I needed to know." He slid forward, slowly and deliberately, until they were locked tight.
Tears filled her eyes. This was so perfect, so completely and utterly perfect. She'd known it would be.
"It's good," he said.
She nodded, forgetting that he couldn't see.
"And it's going to get better." There was a tenderness in his voice, a gentleness in his rhythm.
She'd never imagined, after all the wildness they'd shared, that he would take this final step so slow and easy. The tears poured down her cheeks as Jonas made love to her, really made love to her. This didn't feel like a game anymore.
With each sure stroke Jonas took her closer to the brink. And all the while he murmured words of endearment, making her feel cherished. Making her feel loved.
"Now," he said, increasing the rhythm. "Come for me."
She rode on the crest, propelled by his movements, his whispered words of encouragement. And then, she was there, coming apart in his arms, quaking and sobbing at the beauty of it.
While she continued to tremble in the aftermath, he surged forward with his own release. Poised on his braced forearms, he clenched his jaw and groaned. Then he slowly collapsed against her. His voice was husky, his breath warm against her ear. "Ah, B.J. That was so great."
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Her name slipped right out while Jonas was basking in the glow of their togetherness. Making love to B.J. had been so wonderful, so right, that he'd totally forgotten to play the game. Hell and damnation, he hadn't meant to let her know at this delicate moment that he knew who she was. But it was done now.
She went rigid beneath him. Then she began to struggle to get away.
"Wait a minute, B.J." He pulled off the blindfold with one hand while he tried to grab her with the other. His movements were slow, weighed down with that lazy pleasure following great lovemaking. "Don't go getting all upset."
"You knew! You knew all along! Let me go!"
"I didn't know at first." Some of the slippery oil from his body had transferred itself to her and that made holding onto her more difficult. "I found out this morning."
"And you came here anyway!" She managed to push him away long enough to scramble out of the bed.
"Yeah, I sure did." At last he had a good look at her in the red suede outfit, with her hair down, her skin flushed, her breasts heaving. He swallowed. She was something, all right. He'd seriously misjudged B.J. Branscom. "And not a man alive would blame me for it. You started this whole thing, and I would have been a fool not to take advantage of the opportunity!"
She snatched up his jeans and held them over her crotch. "Why, so you could laugh at me for the rest of your life?"
"Laugh at you? Are you crazy? In case you haven't noticed, I've been your slave for three solid days. If anyone planned to have a good laugh over this, it would be you, sweetheart!"
She was quivering, her eyes wild. "I never meant for you to know."
A cold fist gripped his heart. "Never?"
She shook her head.
"And why would that be?" he asked quietly.
At first it seemed she wouldn't answer him. Then she lifted her chi and met his gaze. "I would think that would be obvious."
As he lay there staring at her, his heart aching as it never had in his life, only one thing was obvious to him. She didn't want him for anything more than an anonymous roll in the hay. Maybe she'd been curious after all the talk and wanted a chance to find out how good he was in bed. But beyond that, he wasn't what she was looking for.
"Give me my clothes," he said. "I'm going home."
* * *
B.J. threw her suede outfit in the Dumpster on the way home. She thought about not going home at all, of driving instead to Los Angeles and trying to locate her sister Keely. But she couldn't do that to her father. He'd mourned the loss of contact with Keely so much. If B.J. left, he'd have no family at all.
But she couldn't imagine how she'd be able to work on the ranch after this. Technically Jonas was her boss, although she seldom thought about that considering the way they all worked together like equals. Or had. That easy camaraderie was over now.
What a fool she'd been to think that she could keep her identity a secret. He'd probably gone to town that morning and asked a few questions about the woman renting the Hawthorne place. Saguaro Junction was a small place. Information wasn't hard to come by.
So now she was exactly what she'd never wanted to be – another one of Jonas's conquests. No point in thinking otherwise. If he'd meant to turn this thing around, to take the relationship seriously, he would have told her the minute he showed up tonight. He would have whipped off the blindfold right away.
Instead he'd let her continue the game and probably would have let her go on indefinitely. Except, in the aftermath of lovemaking, he'd forgotten to call her Sarah. She should probably be grateful for his slipup. Otherwise she might have been tempted to let him come back the following night.
She automatically looked for Jonas's shiny black truck when she drove toward the ranch house on her way to her father's little bungalow. The truck wasn't there.
A chill went down her spine as she pictured him downing beers at the Roundup Saloon. Would he tell anyone what had happened? If he did, if even one word of this got around town, she'd have to leave, no matter how much it hurt her father. In fact, her father might prefer that she left.
She had to hope Jonas wasn't blabbing everything to his buddies at the bar tonight. He probably wasn't. Rumors flew about Jonas's exploits, but B.J. had never known Jonas to say anything about the women he was involved with.
Still, it wouldn't hurt to get his word that he wouldn't reveal their secret, ever. Once Jonas promised something like that, he wouldn't break his promise. She'd grown up knowing that about both the Garfield brothers. Teasing and playing pranks had been part of everyday life, but when it came to serious things like keeping a confidence, both Jonas and Noah were men of their word.
She let herself into the darkened house where all was silent except the ticking of the grandfather clock and the snoring coming from her father's bedroom. Going into her own room, she undressed and crawled into bed. If only she could think of some excuse to go away.
There was Sarah's mail to be considered if she left, but Arch would be willing to take care of that for the last three days if B.J. told him she desperately needed a break. Even a short getaway would help put some distance between tonight and a future of working side by side with Jonas.
Although many women expected to marry and move away from home, B.J. had always assumed she'd live on this ranch forever. She'd figured that if she married, her husband would live and work here, too. She loved everything about Twin Boulders – riding the gentle hills, working with the animals, even driving the balky old tractor.
Well, she'd certainly mucked up her happy little existence with this stunt. And tomorrow she'd have to face Jonas.
* * *
Jonas awoke with the worst hangover he'd had in years, a condition made even more painful by someone pounding on the roof over his head. No doubt his brother was trying to kill two birds with one stone – fixing some loose shingles while the sun was shining and getting Jonas's sorry ass out of bed.
He glanced at the clock. Nearly ten. Unfortunately the Round-up didn't open until noon or he'd be off to drown his sorrows all over again. Yet he knew he couldn't stay drunk because Noah needed his help on the ranch. Eventually he'd have to figure out how to handle this disaster.
Maybe Noah could spare him for a few days, though, so he could get away and figure out how in hell he'd be able to stay on this ranch and work side by side with B.J. And that's what he'd have to do, because he couldn't imagine living anywhere else, and he couldn't very well kick her off the premises.
Oh, technically he might be able to fire her, especially if he told Noah what she'd done. But of course, he wouldn't tell Noah. He wouldn't tell anyone. Besides, if he fired B.J., then Arch would leave with her, and that would make an even bigger mess.
He couldn't believe she'd done this to him. Sure, when they were kids he'd put a baby gopher snake in her bed once, and he'd booby-trapped her lunch box a few times, and then there was the crank call where he'd pretended to be that guy from Dirty Dancing, Patrick Swayze, singing "I Had the Time of My Life."
But she'd pulled her share on him, too. She'd dumped red food coloring in the washing machine, staining all his white briefs pink, and she'd lined up beer bottles on his bedroom windowsill so his dad had thought he'd been in his room drinking like a fish. Then she'd stolen the centerfold out of one of his magazines and made him buy it back with three sacks of Gummy Bears.
He'd thought they were about even. But they were far from even now, and he had no clue how to settle the score, other than tattling on her. And he wasn't about to do that.
The fact was, he hurt. He hurt really bad. At some point during last night's escapade he'd realized that he was in love with B.J., probably always had been. He figured it out when he discovered she was wearing the red suede vest and chaps from that televised riding gig she'd done a few years back.
He remembered that riding demonstration perfectly – how proud she'd been of the show, how excited about the beautiful outfit she'd bought. And she'd looked fantastic in that arena. He might have asked her out after seeing that production if he hadn't still been hung up on the sister-brother relationship they'd always had.
She'd blown that illusion all to hell in the cave. Once he'd learned that she'd sacrificed her beautiful suede outfit to give him a sexual thrill, he'd decided that the two of them had something pretty special going on. He'd let himself name the emotion that filled his heart whenever he thought of B.J.
Then she'd squashed all hope that his tender feelings would ever be returned when she confessed she'd never planned to tell him who she was. The reason should be obvious, she'd said. God, how that hurt.
He had to ask Noah for a few days off, so he could slap some mental bandages over his gaping wounds. Noah had been wanting someone to drive up to Payson and look at a stud they were considering breeding to Imelda next year. A trip like that could be good for three days if he worked it right. Dragging himself out of bed, he took his pounding head and broken heart into the shower.
* * *
By midmorning B.J. hadn't seen hide-nor-hair of Jonas, which was fine with her. She'd also come up with a reason to leave the ranch for a few days, so she sought out Noah, who was taking advantage of the sunshine to fix some broken shingles on the main house.
Climbing the ladder, she called over to him.
He paused and glanced at her, tilting his hat to the back of his head. "What's up?"
"You know how you've been saying someone should take a look at that stud in Payson?"
"Yeah."
"If you think you can spare me for two or three days, I thought I'd drive up there and check him out. I can take some pictures and get an idea of his temperament."
Noah grinned. "Great minds must think alike. Jonas suggested going up there not ten minutes ago. You two wanna flip for it?"
At his casual mention of Jonas's plans, B.J.'s stomach clenched. If she had this kind of reaction when someone happened to say his name, she was in big trouble. But she'd known that.
She cleared her throat. "If Jonas is planning on going, that's fine. I don't have to go." It didn't really matter which one of them took off, so long as they didn't have to see each other for a while. "When's he leaving?"
"Pretty soon, I think. Listen, B.J., you've been working harder than Jonas. It's a hell of a lot cooler up in the pine country, so if you want a break I'll tell him to stay home."
"No!" That was the last thing she wanted. But she needed to talk to him before he left to make sure he wouldn't reveal their secret. "I wouldn't mind having him bring back some pine cones, though, so I can make wreaths again this Christmas. I'll go ask him about it."
"I imagine he's in the house throwing some clothes into a suitcase."
"Thanks. I'll go check." She was shaking so badly she nearly fell off the ladder as she climbed back down. She paused at the bottom and took several deep breaths. All she needed to ask was that he not tell anyone. Then she could leave. No big discussion required. Just her request and his answer. That was it. She could do this.
As usual, she went in the kitchen door. On her way through she gave a smile and a cheery greeting to Lupita, who was making tortillas. "I need to talk to Jonas," she said by way of explanation. She hoped Lupita hadn't noticed the tremor in her voice.
"He's down the hall, packing to leave," Lupita said. "Wish we could all go up to the mountains."
"Yeah, it would be nice." B.J. started for the hallway before she lost her nerve. "Jonas!" she called on her way to his bedroom. "I need to ask you something."
He appeared in the doorway of his bedroom, his dark eyes heavy-lidded, his expression grim. "What?"
She couldn't understand why he had to look so sexy right at this moment, or why her throat had to close up when she'd been perfectly capable of speech when she'd passed through the kitchen.
"What do you want, B.J.?" he asked quietly, his gaze neutral.
She would have thought he was calm, except that his knuckles were white where he was gripping the doorjamb. Her one-sentence speech left her mind. "I'm sorry," she whispered.
He shrugged. "Easy come, easy go."
She struggled to remember what she'd come to say. "I wanted to ask that you … not say anything. To anybody."
Neutrality slipped away and anger flared in his brown eyes. His response was thick with fury. "How could you even think I would?"
She stepped back a pace. "I didn't. Not really. I just wanted to make sure, because—"
"Because you don't want anyone to know you stooped so low?"
She gasped. "I would never think that."
He glanced down the hall toward the kitchen and lowered his voice. "Seems like it to me. You were never planning to tell me, or anyone. I figure that's because you're ashamed of having had sex with me."
Having had sex. "You make it sound so cold."
"Wasn't it? Two strangers in the night seems pretty cold to me."
She clenched her hands in front of her. "It wasn't like that."
"Then tell me what it was like."
Her heart beat like crazy. He was pinning her to the wall, and she didn't know how to get away. "Don't make me humiliate myself even more."
His lips thinned. "Just as I thought. You're humiliated that you let yourself get so carried away. You're better than that, right? You're not like me, a real sex maniac. Sure, you had your fling, but now you're going to put it behind you."
As she gazed at him, his tone of voice finally penetrated her anguish. He sounded angry, sure, but underneath that anger was something else, something more vulnerable. He was hurt. She looked past him to the duffle open on his bed, clothes hanging out of it as if he'd stuffed them inside without caring what he took.
He was trying to get away. Slowly she went back over their heated exchange from the night before. She'd told him she'd never meant for him to know she was his mystery lover. Apparently he'd interpreted that to mean that she was ashamed of their time together.
She could let him continue to think that and save her pride, or she could admit her feelings and take away his pain. In the end, it was no contest. She loved him, and she didn't want him to hurt.
"Jonas, I wasn't going to tell you because I didn't want to be another one of your discarded girlfriends."
He stared at her for a long time, a muscle working in his jaw. "Is that how you think of me?" he said at last. "An insensitive guy who loves 'em and leaves 'em?"
"You have to admit there have been quite a few—"
"Did it ever occur to you that I was extremely choosy, and although I kept trying, I could never find exactly the right woman for me?"
"Well, yeah."
"And let me assure you, I agonize over the breakups each and every time."
"Maybe you do, but you still manage to break up with them. And I didn't want to be part of that scene."
He paused and his gaze flicked over her. "Who says you would be?"
"Are you kidding? Look at me. I'm a cowgirl, just like the ones you said never could hold your interest. There's nothing unusual about me." She noticed his expression change as a smile tugged at his mouth.
"Well, there isn't! I'm good old B.J., who can fix the thermostat on the tractor—"
"Yeah, and you sure fixed mine."
"Jonas, pay attention. I'm trying to tell you that while I may be able to throw a decent rope—"
"You tie a mean velvet rope, too."
"—and ride a cutting horse without falling off—"
"You can ride me anytime, sweetheart."
"Listen, don't get me confused with that woman at Sarah's house, because I'm not that woman."
His eyebrows lifted. "You're not?"
"No."
"I could have sworn you were. Come here and let me get a better look." He took her arm and pulled her inside his bedroom.
"Wait a minute. You have the wrong idea."
"You don't even know what my idea is yet." He closed his bedroom door and twisted the lock.
Her pulse raced at the look in his eyes. "Listen, Jonas, this isn't the time or the place. In fact, we should probably get that straight. What happened between us can't happen again."
"Oh?" He walked her backward toward the bed. "Why not?"
"I've told you. I won't be toyed with." The backs of her knees came in contact with the edge of the bed.
"Damn. That's exactly what I had in mind."
"See, now that you know I'm not ashamed of what happened between us, you think you can make it go on some more, but it won't, because – oh!" She lost her balance and fell across the bed.
He followed her down. "Yes, it will." He slid his body over hers. "It'll go on constantly. It might go on right now."
"Jonas, no." She had to protect herself, even though her body was warming up beneath his. In salvaging his feelings, she had set the stage for sacrificing hers.
He looked into her eyes, and his tone was gentle. "I guess you're going to be one of those women who holds out for a wedding ring."
"I suppose you think that's funny, considering what we did together." Her breathing quickened. God, how she wanted him, but she had to be strong. "Yes, I've decided the next time I get involved with a man, that's what I want. A ring, marriage, kids, the whole works."
"I can handle that."
She figured he still didn't understand. He wanted to continue the fun and games until that potential husband came along. "The thing is, until then, I'm not having any more flings, no matter how much fun I had this time."
"No more flings? That would be a crying shame, Belinda June. That feather-duster routine needs an encore, and I'll bet you have more of that flavored oil, too."
She wasn't going to make love to him again, but knowing he remembered her whole name made her feel all mushy inside. Okay, so she was also getting hot, and wet, and achy. Once she escaped from this bedroom those feelings would ease up a bit.
"Have a fling with me, Belinda," he murmured. "It'll pass the time until the wedding."
"What wedding? I'm not even dating anybody."
"Our wedding."
She lay very still, afraid to move, afraid to breathe. Surely she hadn't heard him right.
He brushed his forefinger over her mouth. "I can see from the total disbelief in your expression that you're either horrified by my proposal or you don't believe me."
"I don't believe you."
"But if you did believe me, you'd accept?"
"If I did believe you, I would, but I don't, so I can't."
He chuckled softly. "Let's see if I can say the right things to convince you." He cupped her face in both hands and gazed at her earnestly. "I feel like an idiot, because if you hadn't seduced me in that cave, we might still be stumbling around this ranch, so close and yet so far from each other. I'll always be grateful to that rainstorm for showing me what's been right in front of me. I guess I had to be blindfolded to really see you for the first time." He rubbed his thumbs caressingly over her cheekbones. "Oh, and by the way, I've decided I love the Hawthorne place. Maybe we'll buy it and live there."
Oh, God. He was serious. He was proposing. Little white specks flashed in front of her eyes. "You have to let me up," she said, gasping. "I think I'm going to faint."
Immediately he rolled off of her. Then he sat her up and pushed her head down between her knees. "Deep breaths. That's it. Deep breaths. Better now?"
Gradually her head stopped spinning, but she still couldn't seem to breathe normally. She looked at him, sure he'd vanish in a puff of smoke.
"You still don't believe me, do you?" he said, concern etched on his face. "Honey, what I'm trying to say is, I love you!"
The room began to spin again and she ducked her head between her knees while he rubbed her back.
"Look, you'll have to get used to hearing it, because we can't have you passing out every time I tell you I love you. That would be very inconvenient. Besides, I'm not into making love to an unconscious woman."
For some reason that struck her as funny, and she began to giggle. She wasn't a giggler, but that's exactly what she was doing.
"Lord, now you're hysterical. I hope the shock wears off soon, because I really, really want to start the kissing part."
So did she. Still grinning, she lifted her head and gazed at him. "Okay, I believe you."
"Glory be." He guided her back down to the mattress. "So the fling's on?"
"It's on." Her heart swelled with more happiness than she'd known it could hold.
"Followed by the wedding?"
"Yep."
"Hot damn." He eased over on top of her again. "How are you feeling? Dizzy again?"
"A little, but it'll pass." She gazed up into his eyes. Next time they made love, she'd be able to see them. She could hardly wait.
"How come you feel like fainting when I tell you I love you and I want to marry you?"
"Because I've wanted that since I was four years old."
His eyes widened. "Get outta here."
"It's true. I've loved you ever since I can remember, Jonas."
His gaze warmed. "I think the same goes for me. Only I didn't have sense enough to know it." He shook his head. "Which makes me a real fool, but I plan to spend a lifetime making up for that, starting now." Propped himself on one elbow, he started unbuttoning her blouse. "It's fling time."
"Jonas! Right here?"
"Why not? Don't start in on that I'm not the woman you think I am routine. It won't wash, not with me. I know you're one hot little number when you want to be."
She laughed with delight, because he did know that about her. And he was the only one who did. "But it's broad daylight, and—"
"Oh, hey, I'm glad you mentioned that." He scrambled from the bed and hurried over to open his top dresser drawer. "I can take care of the daylight angle for you." He dangled a red silk scarf from one hand. "My souvenir."
She clapped a hand to her mouth. She'd never missed it.
He approached the bed holding the blindfold. "I'll tie this over your eyes and you can pretend it's dark out. I don't have a feather duster, but I'm sure I can round up something to tickle you with. I think I still have that old toy headdress in my closet."
She smiled at him. They were going to have such fun being married. "Let's play with the blindfold later, Jonas. This time I want to look into your eyes when we make love."
He tossed the blindfold aside immediately. "Works for me," he said softly.
Jonas loved her. That was enough to make her bolder than brass. She unfastened the remaining buttons on her blouse.
His gaze drifted to her lace-covered breasts. "As for me, I want to look … everywhere. I've been through some serious sight deprivation recently."
She unfastened the front catch of her bra and arched her back. Then she lowered her voice to the sultry murmur she'd used at Sarah's house. "Then be my guest."
"Oh, yeah. That's the woman I was looking for." He grinned as he came toward her. Then his grin faded as he gazed into her eyes. His voice grew husky with emotion. "You are the woman I was looking for," he said. "All my life."
 
* * * *
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