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Scrumptious scoundrel. Daredevil T Dobbs, the sexiest cowboy
to ever walk the streets of Delight, Texas, headed out of town, taking Melanie
Honeycutt’s heart with him. But now he’s back and hotter than ever. Trust him?
Her head says no but her body has other ideas.


Stubborn woman. She was the girl T never forgot and the
woman he yearns for in the deepest part of his heart. But what’s a man to do
when she doesn’t believe he’s home for good? T knows his way around dangerous
curves, and Mel’s are hot enough to burn a man. He figures it’ll take a slow
hand and some downright smokin’-hot sex to melt her reserve but he’s definitely
up for the challenge.
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Chapter One


 


Melanie Honeycutt stood at the entrance to Delight High
School’s gymnasium, one hand resting on one of the heavy double doors and
braced herself. Closing her eyes, she listened to the cacophony of sound,
voices of giddy high school girls and inwardly cringed. How her mother could
have left her with such a hideous task was beyond her. Moms were supposed to
love their daughters. Right? Instead Brenda Honeycutt had gotten herself hitched
to Buck Wylie, a retired local banker, and the two of them had hightailed it
out of Delight, Texas, to a new life in Scottsdale, Arizona, leaving her with
the dubious task of ramrodding the annual Miss Peach Delight contest.


Sending up a quick prayer to her maker, she sucked in a
breath and stepped bravely into the lion’s den armed only with her coach’s
whistle and a smile. “Good afternoon, ladies!”


Several dozen pairs of eyes turned her way, dismissing her
almost instantly as the laughter and chatter began again. Her court shoes
squeaked on the hardwood floors as she headed toward a long table set up near
the bleachers and, ignoring the contestants for the Miss Peach Delight crown,
laid out a stack of sign-up sheets along with a box of number two pencils.
Turning back to the girls, already feeling a tad irritated, she fingered the
ever-present whistle around her neck and finally gave up. Mel wrapped her lips
around the whistle and blew. Instantly the girls went still and wide-eyed.


“All right, girls. I need each of you to grab one of these
forms and fill them in completely. Make doubly sure you add your talent and any
special props you might need for the talent portion of the contest. I assume
several of you will need use of a piano?”


Almost three-fourths of the girls lifted their hands and
Coach Mel smiled a bit. The folks of Delight better prepare themselves for lots
of singing and piano playing during the event. There might be a baton twirler
or two but most of these would-be divas would do something musical. Pretty
typical for this type of small-town event but people would be nice, they would
applaud loudly for each contestant for the whoop-de-do crown and hundreds of
pictures would be taken to preserve in perpetuity in dozens of family
scrapbooks. That was small-town life and all Mel had ever really known outside
her brief collegiate stint at Texas Tech University where she’d learned to
teach and played some hoops for the Lady Raiders. Once all was said and done,
she’d come right back home to Delight where she taught high school English and
coached the girls’ basketball team.


Since there wasn’t much to do but wait for everyone to
arrive and do their thing, Melanie took a seat on the bleachers and looked
around. At the far end of the gym, two sets of double doors were thrown open
wide, allowing a blanket of July sunshine to sweep across the wooden floors of
the court, turning it bright gold. Those doors being open was a blessing, for
sure. The school district didn’t like running the air conditioners during the
summer so it was hotter than hell in the gym and Mel blew a quick breath upward
as she fanned herself with a couple of sign-up sheets.


“Hey, Coach Honeycutt, looks like you could use one of
these.” Bradley Moore, the high school biology teacher, strolled up and,
smiling, held out a frosty, cold soft drink. Beads of condensation rolled over
the plastic bottle and she instantly settled it against her hot cheek.


“Oh wow. That feels so good,” she said. “Thanks. How did you
know I was dyin’ in here?”


Bradley laughed and took a seat next to her. “Just a wild
guess.” He was really a nice-looking man, she thought, as she took in his
compact body and neatly groomed light-brown hair. He was nice, polite,
intelligent and he’d asked her out so many times, she often wondered why she
didn’t take the plunge and accept.


Well, she knew the answer to that question.


He deserved a whole lot more than a woman who was still
stuck on her first love.


Heywood T Dobbs.


Just the thought of T made her hot and this time, she couldn’t
blame the atrocious heat of a July day in Texas. The sad thing was that he’d
left Delight years ago without a backward glance and nary a single thought of
her as he’d made a life for himself in California. Around these parts, he was
pretty much a famous, favored son, and whenever he appeared as a stunt man in a
television show or in a movie, groups would gather around in their living rooms
or in the local bar to watch him and ooh and ahh over what a star he was.


Sometimes the whole situation made her mad enough to spit.


Part of her was thrilled that he’d made what seemed to her a
glamorous life for himself and the other part, the selfish bitchy part, hated
that he was so far away and oblivious to her. Yeah, Mel really hated herself
for feeling that way. He’d broken her heart but just watching him at work got
her hot enough to melt.


Mel took a swig of the soft drink and tried like hell not to
think of T Dobbs and how he’d broken her heart by hightailing it out of town as
he’d done. It was all just too pitiful for words. She was thirty now, a grown
woman and maybe it was time she did something about getting over stuff that had
occurred when she’d been a young, starry-eyed girl. Over the years she’d become
a master at reliving unrequited love and she was sick of it. Glancing over at
Bradley, she figured maybe it was time she got on with her sad and lonely
little life. “So is everything gearing up big-time on the town square?”


Bradley smiled. “Yep. The banners advertising the Peach
Festival are strung across Main and the local ladies are setting up vending
booths all along the parade route. Hot dogs, burgers, barbecue, lemonade and
every kind of peach product you can wrap your brain around.”


“I feel my butt expanding just thinking about it.” Mel
sighed around a smile and watched Bradley’s eyes take her in from top to toe.
Heat sank into them and Mel thought…uh-oh.


“Your butt looks pretty fine to me, Coach. Do you have a
date for the street dance on Friday night?”


Mel had just opened her mouth to jump all over the
suggestion of a little street dancing with him when one of the girls ran up
with a question about something. Giving Bradley a smile, she stood and walked
partway onto the gym floor to take care of business. She turned to him and
pointed her finger. “Hold that thought.”


Bradley’s smile turned slow and sexy. What the hell was she
doing? Oh yeah. Getting on with her life. But was it right to lead on a man who
she might never develop an interest in? Melanie mentally rolled her eyes. She’d
always been an athlete, a competitor so why was she so scared of taking a
chance on love?


She knew the answer to that. T had ruined her for other men
and that was a fact. Getting involved and getting hurt again wasn’t tops on her
priority list. But there was a time when a woman had to grow up and move on and
maybe today was that day. She only knew she was tired of being lonely. Surely
there was more to life than withering away in this little town. She aimed to
find out.


Just then, Thelma Raymond rushed through the doors. She was
all of five feet nothin’ and dressed pretty much like the Lone Star Flag in an
ensemble of red, white and blue. Red and blue stars dangled from her ears and
she wore a rhinestone-studded Texas flag pinned to her tee shirt. Waving her
pudgy hands, she practically skipped over the gym floor in her mad rush.
“Melanie. Oh Melanie! You’ll never guess, oh my, you’ll never guess in a
billion years who just rode into town.” Thelma stopped directly in front of
her, dramatically fanning herself with one multi-ringed hand while
simultaneously patting her ample chest with the other. “Lordy, lordy! It’s T! T
Dobbs is back in town, bigger than life. I just can’t believe it after all
these years. The scamp. That wild, wild boy. Well, not a boy. Definitely not
a boy but you know what I mean.”


Melanie sucked in an audible breath as a wave of heat
blasted over all six feet of her body. She went still. No. Not now. Not when
she was ready to move on after all this time! A bizarre combo of anger and
elation rushed through her and if this was a battle of emotions, then the
elation part was definitely winning. Then she looked up and froze to see T
silhouetted in the doorway of the gym.


The sun was at his back, casting him in shadows, and the
entire room went still. Heavy air seemed to hover like a living thing in the
gym and even the teenaged girls didn’t make a peep as he filled up the room
with his presence. But even cast in shadow, it was impossible to mistake that
long, lean frame or the swagger in his stride as he finally began to cross the
room. T’s bootheels rapped sharply on the carefully tended hardwood. He moved
like a man who did what he pleased and took what he wanted. Determination
marked his every step and as he drew closer, the shadows lifted, showing Mel
the glint in his storm-colored eyes. They were hungry eyes. Sexy eyes. Heavily
lashed, they narrowed dangerously beneath the brim of a straw summery cowboy
hat that had definitely seen better days. T’s hair beneath the battered hat was
long, thick and black, brushing the tops of sturdy shoulders that she
practically itched to stroke with her fingers. The hint of a five o’clock
shadow covered the lower part of his sexy, masculine face. Oh boy. T for
trouble. Suddenly he grinned, throwing her even further off guard as he tipped
back the brim of his hat and moved in close enough to touch.


“Hey, darlin’,” he drawled. Before she could blink, T Dobbs
wrapped a muscular arm around her, hauling her close, and breathed against her
lips. “Damn, woman. I missed you. Kiss me hello, sweet thang.”


The world instantly melted away.


Just like that he stole every bit of good sense she’d ever
possessed as his lips took hers in a savage kiss that quite simply rocked her
world. There was nothing tentative in T’s mouth slowly devouring hers. His
tongue cruised over her lips, tasting thoroughly before dipping deep until she
could taste all the complex flavors of this man she’d always loved. If anything
his kisses were even better than they’d been all those many years ago. A flash
of jealousy whipped through her as she wondered about how he’d gained all this
expertise but then the anger was dashed away under the seductive lash of his
tongue.


She was lost. Taken under. Obliterated with just one touch.


One big hand cupped the curve of her jaw as a twitter of
sound swept the room. Giggling and applause and chatter came at her as if from
a distance but, truth be told, she could barely hear it over the roar of blood
in her ears. Her nipples went hard against the practical cotton of her bra and
she gasped at the sensation.


“Hey! Get your hands off her. What do you think you’re
doing?”


Bradley’s voice intruded on the moment and T lifted his head
slightly to peer at her would-be suitor. T’s eyes narrowed dangerously.
“Kissing my girl, and who the hell are you?”


“I’m…um…Bradley. I’m the biology teacher.”


T grunted once then leaned close to Mel’s ear, the whisper
of his breath hot and sexy as hell. Melanie shivered in his arms and T’s teeth
flashed white against his tanned skin. “Does this man have some kind of claim
on you, Mel?”


“N-no,” she whispered, hating her weakness where T was
concerned. “I mean. Yes. I mean, I don’t know.” She shook her head as he
nuzzled her ear. Confusion swamped her but then T was a confusing man.


T lifted his head to look around at their audience while
clutching her possessively against his work-hardened body. She was feeling a
little dizzy but then he smiled again and kissed her quickly, just once more,
before spinning her out as if they’d just been engaged in a dance instead of a
panty-drenching kiss. T nodded to the giddy group of wildly cheering girls, a
grinning and madly clapping Thelma and the scowling Bradley. “Thanks for
letting me borrow the coach for a minute, ladies,” he said, a slow, sexy smile
curving his lips. “Couldn’t resist getting a little welcome home kiss, ya
know.”


Before Mel could breathe, much less think, Bradley stormed
from the gymnasium and T was surrounded by giggling fangirls. Someone produced
a pen and soon the prodigal son began autographing the backs of tee shirts.


“I have the most wonderful idea,” Thelma said,
smiling brightly. “You must be one of our guest judges, T. You can’t say no and
I mean it.”


He looked momentarily alarmed, then looked right at Melanie.
“This is your show?”


Mel could only nod since the spit had practically dried in
her mouth but speaking wasn’t necessary because Thelma dived right back into
the situation. “Oh yes. She’s the chairman of the Miss Peach Delight
competition. Such a hard worker.”


A slow grin pulled at T’s lips and she hoped to hell he
wasn’t laughing at her. She might just have to knock that smirk right off his
face. He might have roughly four inches on her but she wasn’t a delicate little
flower. She could hold her own. Even against a too-sexy scoundrel like T.


“Well now, I would have to agree with you about that, Miz
Raymond. I’d be happy to serve as judge.”


Thelma gasped, clutched her hands over her heart, then
jumped up and down until the Texas stars dangling from her ears started to
swing. “Oh my. Now isn’t that just wonderful. Welcome aboard, T.”


Once things quieted down and the more than twenty local
girls had signed up for the chance to win the coveted Miss Peach Delight crown,
Melanie found herself alone with T. Obviously, he wasn’t a man to kiss and run
because after he’d melted her bones with that hotter than hell, very public
kiss, he’d planted his sexy ass on the bleachers. Apparently he wasn’t going
anywhere. For the next twenty minutes or so, she felt those smoky gray eyes
watching her every move. She’d never been a giddy woman nor a big talker and
she was uncomfortable in most social situations but this went beyond
discomfort. Bone-deep worry gnawed at her and her brain swam with a million
questions. Her best friend, Harley June Baker, was engaged to T’s older
brother, Cooper. Surely she would have given her a heads-up if she’d known T
was coming into town for a rare visit? Yes, without a doubt, Harley would’ve.
What brought him back to town? Was he hurt? Bored? Yeah, right. Bored. Ha. He
led an exciting life where he traveled and schmoozed with high-falootin’
movie-star types. Laughable! Who could tire of all that glamour? And why had he
kissed her as if he wanted her?


Melanie was no fool. She was an overly tall woman with far
too many curves to be considered fashionable. Yes, T might very well be playing
some kind of cruel game with her but that wasn’t like the T she knew and loved.
Yes, loved. He might be bold as brass but he’d never been mean.


Snapping the stack of entry forms on a wooden bleacher
bench, she bent to tuck them into a folder and gathered up the dozen or so
pencils that were scattered around. A loop of her super-curly, ginger-colored
hair escaped from her ponytail to fall into her eyes. Nervously pushing it
back, she glanced up to see T watching her quietly, this time with nary a hint
of teasing in his eyes. Straightening, she shoved the mess of papers and
pencils into the oversized tote she’d carried today and gave him what she hoped
was a steady look in return.


T stood and climbed down the bleachers until he stood almost
toe to toe with her. “Need some help with this stuff, darlin’?” Intensity
burned in his eyes, a heat that was impossible to miss and Mel hated the way
her body got all hot and shivery.


He might have said instead, “Come ‘ere, darlin’, and let me
strip off those clothes so I can fuck you.”


Mel shook her head and tried to regain her good sense. Hard,
very hard. He had the darkest, deepest, sexiest voice, a low rumble of sound
that sent chills racing over her body. Oh, boy. She was pathetic. He was asking
to help and she stood here thinking about down and dirty sex with the hottest
man to ever don a Stetson.


Clearing her throat, she stared him dead in the eye. “No
thank you, T. I’ve got it.” She dug the keys to the gym doors from her bag and
tugged the long, wide strap over her shoulder. Trying for all she was worth to
be composed when inside she was shaking like a leaf, she headed toward the
afternoon heat outside, knowing he followed closely behind.


T helped her close the heavy doors and when she locked the
gym up and slid the keys into her bag, his hand gripped her shoulder, pressing
her to the big metal doors. “T,” she whispered. “Don’t.”


“Why not, Mel? Don’t you know I’m dyin’ to kiss you again?
This time without an audience?”


“Why’d you do that? In front of everyone?”


Could she sound like any more of an insecure fool?


He dragged the tip of his finger over her cheek, his gaze
narrowed on her lips. “Still my shy girl after all these years.” The gently
whispered words made her shiver but when he trailed the edge of his thumb along
the curve of her mouth she regained her senses and jerked her face away.


“I’m not your anything, T. What do you think? Think you can
stomp back into my life like some kind of badass from a movie and sweep me off
my feet? You know I don’t like scenes.”


“Aw, honey. I just figured maybe I’d shake things up a
little bit.”


“Well, don’t. I like my life just fine without any ‘shaking
up’ from you.”


Liar! She was such a liar! Her life sucked and right now,
this moment, was the most excitement she’d had in years.


T’s wandering thumb traced her bottom lip and when she
shivered, he smiled. “Tell me about this biology guy. Bradley. Are you two an
item or something?”


“Not yet.”


“Not yet? What the hell is that supposed to mean?”


“It’s not any of your business after all these years but it
means he has been asking me out and I’m thinking about it.”


“Don’t. Not yet.”


T’s scent, his heat wrapped, around her and she called
herself every kind of dumbass for succumbing to him like a love-struck idiot.
“Why?” she breathed. “Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t, T?”


His eyes lifted from a seductive study of her lips to focus
on her eyes. Slowly, he leaned closer to brush his mouth over hers. “How about
I give you a dozen reasons, honey? Don’t you know I’ve been wanting you for
years? Don’t you know that I’d cut off my right arm before ever hurting you
again?”


Tears filled her eyes but her arms were trapped by T’s body
and it was impossible to brush the drops away before he saw them. Blinking
furiously, trying so hard to stop them, she nearly died of embarrassment when
several fell from her eyes and trailed over her cheeks. Desolate, terrified of
all these things he made her feel, Mel closed her eyes.


She felt T’s breath against her hot face, felt his fingers
touch the tracks of her tears and wanted to die.


“Ah, sweetheart, you’re killin’ me here. I didn’t mean to
hurt you all those years ago. You know that, don’t you? We were just kids,
honey. I’m a grown man now. Let me make everything up to you.”


She shook her head. “It’s too late. You have a life and so
do I. You’ve made it clear that Delight isn’t your home anymore. The time for
us is over and I just don’t trust you. I can’t.”


“Uh-uh. I’m not going to accept that, darlin’. Let me prove
it.” T pressed her body to the door of the gym, every firm muscle, every toned
inch of his body settling over her in a display of both power and sexual heat.
Melanie sank against him, feeling those old sensations she remembered so well
ratchet up a delicious notch until she was lost. Absolutely lost.


He took her mouth with a devastating hunger she’d never
experienced with any other man. His tongue swept deep, teasing her senseless
and suddenly fighting him wasn’t an option. Mel wanted him. She always had. The
press of his hard cock against her pussy sent the flame of passion roaring
higher. Melanie went still. It was too much too soon but then that was T’s way.
Temperamental and more than a little bit naughty, he wasn’t a man who took
things slow. He reached for what he wanted and right now he seemed to want her.


She was in big trouble here. Sinking fast and rapidly
reaching the point of no return. With one smooth move, T Dobbs brought her
lonely body back to aching life. When he finally broke the kiss, drawing back
enough to gaze hotly into her eyes, she recognized an emotion swimming there
but was too afraid to evaluate it. What if she was wrong? It was too soon to
build up her hopes only to watch him walk away again.


T swept his lips over hers again, taunting, teasing, rubbing
them lightly with his own. “Have dinner with me tonight.”


“Dinner?”


His sudden teasing grin prompted her own smile. “Yeah, you
know. We both get something to eat and have a nice conversation.”


“Think I’ve heard of the concept.”


“Pick you up at seven?”


“Um. Okay.” It struck her that it had always been this way
between them. T wanted and she gave. Thrusting her worries to the back of her
mind and cursing her own tendency to think everything to death, she nodded.
“I’ll be waiting.”









Chapter Two


 


“Aw, T, please tell me you did not do that! Thelma
couldn’t wait to tell me how you stormed into the gym and had Mel in a liplock
in twenty seconds flat.” Harley Baker, his brother Cooper’s fiancée, leaned
back in her chair and scowled at him. She looked awfully cute when she was
riled but he understood loyalty and admired it. Mel was, after all, Harley’s
best friend in the world. Cooper, older than himself by a couple of years,
shook his head and T suspected he was gonna stay out of this fight. Currently
most of them were seated around the massive kitchen table at the Double D
Ranch, nursing frosty glasses of sweet tea. His older brother Ransom stood with
his hip propped against the kitchen countertop, wearing a scowl that was quite
a bit more ominous than Harley’s.


T grinned. “Yep, I did. I saw what I wanted and I took it.
Got a problem with that? You used to be fun, Harley. Maybe hooking up with
Cooper here wasn’t such a good idea after all.”


Ransom, the most un-fun man on the planet, straightened and
stalked toward him. He was a giant of a man and though Ran might resemble him
and Cooper in hair and eye color, that’s where the similarities ended. There
wasn’t a tougher, harder man anywhere than his big brother. “You’re an idiot.
You’d better not be playing with this woman. Melanie Honeycutt is as sweet as
sugar and she deserves better than some jackass messing with her emotions. You
left here years ago without a backward glance and broke her heart. As far as
I’m concerned that makes you not worth shootin’.”


T went still, any hint of teasing evaporating like smoke.
Anger and regret burned through his belly. Ransom had never denied his
disappointment that T had, once upon a time, chosen a life other than ranching.
“You think I’ve somehow forgotten, Ran? There’s not a day when I don’t remember
her and how I tore out of Delight like a fire was lit under my ass. But hell, I
was just a kid and I’m not about to start apologizing for my choices. I figure
that’s over and done with but now I’m home to stay. I’m sick of that life. I
want something more. Something better. The way I see it, Mel just might be my
future. She’s the reason I came back to Delight and back to the ranch. Figure
you’d better start believing me about that.”


That might’ve been the longest speech of his life but he
meant every word. Ran could choose to believe him or not. He was tired of
constantly trying to prove himself to the man.


Ransom, who’d raised him from the time their folks had died,
gave him a hard look and, apparently satisfied that T wasn’t bullshitting him,
nodded. “Fair enough. Got some chores to do.” He stalked from the room without
a backward glance.


T watched him go then looked at Harley. “Wipe that worried
look from your face, honey. I just wanted to get her attention. That’s all.
Believe me I wouldn’t do anything to hurt Mel.”


“You already did that. Jerk!”


He hadn’t meant to hurt her. Hell, he’d always loved Melanie
but Harley wouldn’t believe that now. Even now bittersweet memories of the two
of them together rolled through his belly. He’d made a mistake and looked like
it was time to pay up. T had never been a judgmental man and to face this
particular firing squad made his hackles rise. Throwing stones at glass houses
was never a good idea.


“Are we really that different, Harley? Think about it. You
couldn’t wait to leave Delight all those years ago.”


“Watch your step, little brother.” Cooper leaned forward,
aggression in every line of his body and he appreciated the fact Coop was
protective of the woman he loved. An admirable trait in a man, he figured.


T held up a hand. He wanted peace. He wanted home and for
the first time in longer than he could remember, he was exactly where he wanted
to be. Of all things, he didn’t want to fight with his brother. “I don’t mean
this badly. Calm down now. I left here needing something, anything that wasn’t
Delight, Texas. As nice a town as it was to grow up in, I knew there was more
out there in the wide world. I didn’t want to be an old grandpa bouncing
grandkids on my knee and wishing I’d lived a little when I could. Anything
wrong with that?” He saw Cooper’s shoulders relax and a small smile appear on
Harley’s face. “When that movie producer saw me in the county rodeo and offered
me a way out of here, I jumped at it. Hell, how old was I? Twenty-two? All
those years of the same old thing day after day wasn’t appealing. I had to see
what was out there. Can you really fault me for that?”


“I understand that, T,” Harley said slowly. “I had the same
problem, I guess. Cooper and I have talked about it a lot.” She exchanged a
look with Coop and T’s heart tightened at the open expressions of love they
carried for each other. Maybe one day he’d have the same. “I thought I knew
what I wanted and it sure as hell wasn’t here. Boy, was I ever wrong about
that. Now nothing else feels better than being right here.”


T smiled. “Got you a good one here, brother. Have you two
set a date yet?”


Cooper settled his hand over Harley’s. “We’re thinking early
September. Everything happened pretty fast once we got back together again. Now
with construction on Harley’s new shop and planning the wedding, we’ve got a
lot on our plates. Could use your help over at Harley Baker Brand Boots when
you have some free time.”


“I’m pretty handy with power tools. Let me settle in a bit
and then I’m all yours.”


“Good.” Cooper nodded. “Figure you’ll be helping out a lot
here at the ranch now that you’re home but I thought you might be able to spare
an hour or two. Harley is hoping to have the shop up and running in a month or
so.”


Harley was a premier custom cowboy boot designer who’d left
a reputable outfit in Houston to set up shop in Delight. “I’m really proud of
what you’ve done with your business, Harley. Feels good to go after what you
want, doesn’t it? Looks to me like you have the best. An ornery man who loves
you and a great rep in your chosen field. I’m really happy for you.”


Harley grinned from ear to ear and looked between the two of
them. “Thanks for that, T. Have to say I’m happier now than I ever imagined.
And you? Look at you! You’ve had such an interesting career.”


It had been.


He thought about that several hours later as he drove into
town to pick up Melanie. He’d mingled with movie stars, directors and just
regular folks who worked hard for a living. As a stunt man, working mostly in
western films, he’d kept plenty busy over the past years and most would be
shocked if they knew it wasn’t really all that glamorous. In his line of work,
more often than not, he was lying around convalescing from one injury or another.
Fact was, he was sick of the cracked ribs and broken bones. He was sick of the
fake women who only wanted a quick fuck and a quicker introduction to the real
stars, namely actors and directors. He’d been pursued plenty, and yeah he was
good-lookin’ enough, he supposed but usually folks had an ulterior motive when
wanting to get up close and personal with him. Everything about the business
was pretty damn useless and in quiet moments, he thought of home. And he
thought of Mel.


Even small towns had areas where the wealthier folks lived
and he headed that way, knowing Mel still lived in her childhood home. Dusk was
well upon him when he pulled up in front of the big, red brick house he’d
revisited a million times in his mind over the past ten years or so. Since he
and Mel had been a couple throughout their school years, he’d practically made
the place his own. Lots of memories. Smiling, he stepped from the cab of the
big white truck he drove and walked up the driveway. There over the garage
doors hung a basketball hoop and when he spotted the lonely basketball nearby
he picked it up and bounced it a couple of times before sending it sailing
toward the hoop. The ball rimmed the hoop twice before falling through.


“Not bad. Sure you aren’t up for a game of one-on-one?”


T looked up and every bit of blood ran straight to his cock
at the sight of Mel propped against the front door of the house, looking like
the sex star of every erotic dream he’d ever had. The spit dried in his mouth
when he took in the pretty, soft-blue dress that hugged curves he was dying to
settle his lips against. Her wildly curling hair looked like a Texas sunset. At
least to him. Setting the ball aside, he walked toward her, climbed the shallow
steps and gave her a slow once-over, noting her bare feet and the girly pink
polish on her toes. “One-on-one? I think we can work that out. How about now?”


Red flagged her cheeks, prominent against the fairness of
her skin. She was, without question, the prettiest woman on the face of the
earth and he’d met plenty of beauties in his former occupation. None had ever
compared to Melanie Honeycutt, who seemed to not realize how truly gorgeous she
was. She ducked her head and T was helpless to resist catching her chin on the
edge of his thumb. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”


Mel looked at him, her blue eyes emphasized by heavy dark
lashes. She smiled and shook her head. “Don’t worry about that. Come on in, T.
Thought maybe you’d like a beer or a glass of wine before we head out.”


Wanting to put her at ease, he followed her into the living
room, looking around at the classic elegance of Melanie’s home. “Things look
the same around here.”


Mel glanced at him over her shoulder, laughing. “Some things
never change, T, and they sure don’t alter much here in Delight. When Mom
married and moved away she deeded the house over to me. She said Dad would have
wanted it that way.”


“Doesn’t seem right to be here and not see your folks.”


“I know what you mean. I miss Mom to pieces and as you know
Dad died long ago. Things change and eventually we adjust. Hang on for a sec
and I’ll get us something to drink.”


T swept the black Stetson from his head and set it aside,
breathing in the familiar scents of the house as he raked his fingers through
his hair to restore some order. From a distance he listened to the sounds of
Mel rattling around in the kitchen and heard the clink of glasses. Feeling
restless and edgy, he followed the familiar route to the massive yet homey
kitchen that he recalled from his youth. The room was still as he remembered in
both size and structure but there the similarities ended. Mel had added creamy
granite countertops to the space along with copper accents. A round table sat
in an alcove that overlooked the backyard pool and patio. But truth to tell, he
wasn’t all that interested in checking out the house. Plenty of time for that.
Instead T was as fascinated as hell with the sexy, barefoot woman who stood
near the sink, pouring red wine into two long-stemmed glasses. He glanced at
the wall near the light switch and spotted the intercom system. It was an
elaborate deal that included a radio. Reaching out, he flipped a switch and
immediately a slow country song swept into the room. Mel turned at the sound,
clutching a green bottle in her hand, her eyes wide and surprised for a moment
only to go all soft. Something about Mel just flat-out made his heart ache.


Needing to touch her, T walked across the floor and took the
bottle from her hand. “Let me,” he murmured. Next to him, Mel went quiet as he
filled the remaining glass. She watched him as she did everything in her life,
thoughtfully and with purpose. T had always liked that about her. She was a
careful woman. He, on the other hand, had been a wild man from the moment of
his birth. No wonder he was crazy about her. The old adage about opposites
attracting sure applied in this situation, but winning a woman like Melanie
Honeycutt might just prove to be the biggest challenge of his life. T was ready
to face the fact that she didn’t trust him. He didn’t blame her a bit and
making things up to her was a mighty tall order. He’d fucked up big-time. Would
she learn to trust him? T planned to make sure of that. “When’s the last time
you danced barefoot in this kitchen, honey?”


Mel frowned and shook her head, making those ginger curls
bounce. “I-uh…”


“I’ll take that as a never. Think it’s about time we changed
all that, don’t you? Come ‘ere, sweetheart.”


Smooth as silk, he pulled her into his arms and twirled her
around the shiny hardwood kitchen floor. Mel sank against him with a little
sigh, resting her head against his chest. Her warm breath penetrated the cotton
of his pearl-buttoned shirt and just like that his cock turned as hard as
stone. Groaning low, unable to stop the desperate sound, he drew her close
enough to insinuate his thigh between hers as he twirled her to the strains of
a Keith Urban ballad. Bending his head, he settled his mouth near her ear. “You
feel so damn fine, Melanie. Think I’ll keep you right here in my arms for a
while. How does that sound?”


“Aren’t you hungry?” She sighed a little, sliding her hand
along the length of his back and T thought he might howl in frustration.
Needing her, aching to his bones, he spun her once more until finally he had
her pressed against the nearest countertop.


“Yeah, but not for food.” Fisting his hand in her mop of
curls, he drew her head back and stared into her eyes. They were dazed and
dreamy and he knew instantly he could spend the rest of his life looking into
them. Behind the fly of his jeans his cock throbbed and, seeking to ease the
ache, he pressed it to her pussy, dragging it over her until she was gasping.
“Tell me to stop now before I lose my mind and fuck you on the kitchen floor.
Tell me now, Mel.”


“I can’t,” she whispered. “This is going too fast but I can’t
tell you no. Damn it.”


“Aw, darlin’, if it’s the last thing I do, I’m going to
teach you to trust me again.”


A sexy, seductive smile bloomed on her lips. “Then you’d
better get to work, cowboy, before I change my mind and send you packing.”


T focused on her hungry gaze and smiled. “Yes ma’am.”


He sank his lips against the slender column of her throat
and the scent of her classy perfume drifted through his system like an
aphrodisiac. T opened his mouth over that tempting flesh, teasing with his
tongue. A nibble here. Another there. Melanie made a small sound as her fingers
tightened on his sides and that was all the encouragement he needed to start
breaking down those damn walls she’d built over the past few years. Pressing
his advantage, he continued to rub his hard-as-hell cock over the seam of her
pussy, gratified when she widened her stance, a kittenish sound breaking from
her lips. Taking advantage, he dragged his erection over her pussy, harder,
more forcefully until he finally took her mouth with a feverish kiss. Thrusting
his tongue deep, he tasted her acceptance and the homecoming he’d longed for
over the past few years. Even through layers of fabric he felt the heat of her
cunt and helpless to resist, he dry-fucked her enthralling heat, thrusting against
her as he swallowed Mel’s every breath.


Mel lifted her leg, wrapping that ultra-long limb around his
hip, leaving her fully open to his touch and the steady stroking of his cock.
Taking full advantage, he pushed at the short skirt of the pretty blue dress
until it finally settled at the top of her ass. “Don’t you know I’ve been dying
to touch you?” he whispered against her lips. “During that long drive from
California, all I could think of was talking to you again, fucking you until
you screamed my name. Honey, you feel like heaven.” Sliding his fingers over
the drenched crotch of her panties, using his thumbnail to lightly scrape over
the seam of her pussy, he watched her eyes drift closed. Her soft whimper
settled over him like a physical touch. T wanted nothing more than to bury
himself deep and never leave. Dying to feel her cream, explore her mysteries,
he traced the edge of the scrap of elastic then dipped his fingers past that
satiny barrier to plunge deep into her. Mel gasped, clutching his shoulders,
and letting go, she fucked his hand until her juices flowed over his palm.


“T! Oh my God!”


“That’s it, honey. Keep moving, keep reaching.” Gently
squeezing the tender knot of her clit, emphasizing the rough demand until she
writhed against him, T drank each quick, staccato breath that burst from her
lips. She was so sexy, so sweet. Concentrating on her pleasure, he plucked and
teased her clit until finally he traced the bud with the tip of a finger,
holding her on the edge. “Hang on. Trust me.”


“No, don’t leave me,” she gasped.


T went to his knees before her and put his tongue to work on
the soft flesh of her belly until finally he snagged that enticing bit of blue
satin with his teeth. “Not about to leave you. Believe it. Now hang on.”


All thought of finesse flew out the window as he dragged her
delicate panties over her hips and down her thighs. The scent of her rolled
over him and he suddenly wondered why it had taken him so long to claim the
girl of his dreams. Nobody had ever smelled like her, tasted like her or loved
him as she had. He was a fool.


Gently pushing the drenched panties down her legs, he lifted
each bare foot until she was free of them. T sent his hands on a seductive
exploration of her calves and thighs, paying careful attention to the wet flesh
between her legs. His mouth followed the movement of his hands, drinking the
flavor of her, sipping at her skin until his poor, needy cock threatened to
burst. “Spread your legs. I’m gonna eat you out, darlin’. Come on. Ah yeah.
That’s it.”


“T.”


Sending his gaze up the length of her body, he saw that her
eyes were closed and every line of her beautiful face had gone taut.
Expectation hummed in the air. Finally focusing his gaze on her pussy, he
thrust one finger, then two deep, then deeper. Lord, she was tight. Hot. Sweet.
In and out he pushed them until he noted the trembling of her thighs. Her clit
was swollen now and he watched with unabashed pleasure as she writhed against
his touch. Knowing she was close, so fucking close, he moved his lips over her
clit and sucked gently, then more firmly. He circled the bud with his tongue. A
cry burst from Melanie’s mouth and the ragged sound spurred him on. T removed
his fingers from her wet cunt and, gripping her thighs, proceeded to fuck her
with his mouth, his teeth, his tongue, loving the erotic sounds she made as he
quickly brought her to the edge of release and then finally over. Melanie
called his name, her fingers buried in his hair when she tumbled from the cliff
and he was there to catch her when she fell.


“I’ve got you,” he whispered when he stood to hold her
tightly against him. Tears of pleasure coursed over her cheeks and, catching
them with his tongue, he kissed her gently, once, twice. “You sleeping in your
mom’s old room these days?”


“Y-yeah.”


“Okay then. I know where that is. Hang on, darlin’. I think
it’s long past time that we get up close and personal.” Without giving her time
to protest, dinner a distant memory, he scooped up all six feet of luscious
Melanie and carried her off to the nearest bed.






Chapter Three


 


Not once in her life had Melanie ever felt like a delicate,
dainty flower but she did now. T’s corded arms wrapped around her, clutching
her against him as if she weighed no more than a feather. Peeking up at him as
he moved through the house, his bootheels ringing on the hardwood floors, she
noted the tautness of his strong jaw and the way that ever-present five o’clock
shadow only served to emphasis the rugged lines of his face. Mel shivered. Had
a man ever looked that intense when preparing to screw her silly? Nope. Never.
He’d rocked her world and then some but Mel knew she was in for a bone-rattling
experience if the expression on his face was an indicator.


His stormy eyes were narrowed. T looked down at her and his
lips firmed. “Warning you now, honey, that I’ve waited too long to be gentle.”


“Be gentle later.”


“Fuck.”


“Hurry, T.” Raw emotion, sensual yearning swam through her
bloodstream. Her pussy still pulsed from the savage way he’d taken her in the
kitchen. The kitchen. Dear God! Her mother would just die. Mel couldn’t,
wouldn’t think of that now. She’d always been a good girl, quiet and one who
tried her hardest to live up to everyone’s expectations. Not tonight. Not now.
This moment was for her and for T, though heaven knew, T had no doubt had many
exciting moments in his life. That hadn’t been the case for her and in that
instant she knew it was time she lived a little and for once in her life, Mel
planned to reach out and take what she wanted.


And what she wanted was T.


Clinging to him, she settled her lips against his bronzed
throat and heard his quick intake of breath as he stepped through the door of
her room. Like a man on a mission, he promptly moved to the king-sized bed and
laid her across it, arranging her legs over the side. Instantly his hands were
on her, raising the dress over her hips and past her waist. “Lift your
shoulders.”


Getting naked in a hurry seemed to be in the cards and she
felt a moment of insecurity speed through her brain but quickly shoved it to
the back of her mind. Complying with the rushed demand, the heat of his voice,
she lifted her shoulders and her arms and the dress went sailing, leaving her
wearing only her bra. The pitiful excuse for panties she’d donned earlier were
currently lying in a damp little heap somewhere on the kitchen floor. If she
weren’t careful this whole affair would end with bits and pieces of her
wardrobe in every nook and cranny of the house.


T’s gaze, hot and intense, settled on her drenched pussy and
Mel went still as tension filled the room. “Take off your bra. I want to see if
your nipples are still as gorgeous as I remember.” The dark command rushed
through her, settling low in her belly, as his hands got busy with the zipper
of his jeans. Anticipation swept over her skin at the rasp of sound and
sensation skimmed her flesh. Her lips went dry. Moistening them with the tip of
her tongue, she watched his eyes follow the action before she finally reached
back to unhook her bra. When she tossed it beside her on the bed, T settled a
knee between her splayed thighs and latched on to one swollen nipple, sucking
strongly, circling it with his tongue. As his fingers plied the other, he
worked her over with his mouth until she was writhing beneath him. Finding his
denim-covered thigh with her pussy, she rubbed it against the fabric, loving
the rough feel against her clit, desperate now for more of him. A haze filled
her mind as she lost herself to the feel of his avid mouth pulling at her
breast.


“T,” she breathed, reaching into his black hair to hold him
tighter. It was hard to imagine that she could come so quickly on the heels of
the first mind-blowing orgasm but as the tide rolled over her, she realized the
possibility. She wanted it. Craved it. “Hurry, T. Now. It has been so long for
me.”


T released her nipple and leaned over her. “Has it?”


“Yes.”


“Why is that?”


She could do nothing but shrug not wanting to tell him that
for her, no other man had ever measured up. A few brief encounters had
emphasized that fact. Mel shook her head. “Don’t ask me that. Not now.”


“You’re killin’ me.”


He kissed her hard, drinking her down, until she was
breathless for more. Hungry to touch him, she traced his broad shoulders with
her palms then moved lower, wanting nothing more than to feel his bare skin on
her fingertips. “Clothes. Take ‘em off. This isn’t fair.”


T stopped kissing her to stand beside the bed, his eyes
burning hot as he studied her body. Finally he reached into his pocket and
tossed several condoms onto the nightstand, keeping one clenched between his
teeth. Bending low, he jerked off his boots, which landed with a couple of
thumps on the floor, and then he made short work of his jeans and shirt.
Hundreds of times, she’d imagined undressing him slowly, taking her time but it
just didn’t matter now. Next time. Yes, next time she’d slowly pop those pearl
buttons and bury her lips against his rock-hard chest. Everything about his
body was perfect. Long, lean muscles covered with bronzed flesh practically
screamed to be touched. His abs were washboard hard, his hips lean and his
shoulders broad. Built like an athlete, every inch of him was fit and downright
perfect. A thing of beauty. Small scars were evident here and there and Mel
wondered at them briefly, realizing the toll his profession must have taken on
that gorgeous, totally yummylicious body. His gaze focused on her like a laser
beam. He looked hot, hungry and totally ready for a savage fuck-fest. Well,
damn it, she was ready too.


While tearing the condom wrapper with his teeth, T fisted
his hand around the base of his cock. It was long, thick, utterly impressive
and Mel went still. Fascinated, she watched him manipulate the heavy shaft and
his eyes swept her to finally focus on her face. “Have I told you how beautiful
you are?”


“Yeah, in the kitchen,” she whispered. “But you can tell me
again if you want.”


“You are the prettiest thing I’ve ever seen. Think I might
just bury myself in that gorgeous body and stay forever. What do you think
about that?”


She wanted to tell him that was a mighty fine idea. A dream
of hers, in fact, but then there was no time. T rolled the bit of latex over
his heavy cock then gripping her knees, lifted her legs until her heels were
propped on the edge of the mattress. Open and vulnerable, she gasped as he drew
his fingers over her pussy, parting the labia and circling slowly with his
fingers, gathering her moisture as he went. Desire whipped through her, poured
over her. “Touch my clit. Please.”


T took the swollen bundle of nerves between his thumb and
forefinger, manipulating her flesh. A low moan broke from her lips. Her hips
moved in tandem with his tormenting touch as he thrust two fingers deep into
her cunt. Mel accepted the invasion by tightening her vaginal muscles
repeatedly, murmuring his name as her body absorbed the jolt of intense
pleasure. Singed by lust and a burning, coiling need for more, she frantically
fucked his fingers but then even that wasn’t enough to cool her fever.


As if he knew she’d reached the end of her tether, T
withdrew his fingers from her pussy and Mel cried out at the loss of all that
delicious fullness and then his cock was there, plunging deep. His first
powerful thrust wrenched a stunned sound from her lips as she slid halfway
across the bed. T’s body was hard and warm, thrillingly heavy against her own.
Needing him closer, she twined her legs around his thrusting hips and held on
for the ride. Raw, savage passion ripped through her, setting up head-to-toe
tingles. Moving against him in the ageless act of acceptance, she realized he
might not be here forever but she had him now and now was pretty damn
fine. Every touch, every breath seemed intensified as he plunged his thick cock
deep and hard, pausing at each downstroke to rotate his pelvis against her
clit. Struggling to keep him inside, Mel worked seldom-used inner muscles,
milking him until she wasn’t the only one getting vocal. T’s low groan
whispered over her ear and then he bit down gently on the lobe before tracing
seductive patterns over the shell of her ear. “Damn, Mel,” he breathed. “I love
fucking you. You’re so tight. Good. Yeah, honey, gimme more.”


His words sang along her skin, ratcheting up the intensity
one more delicious notch. Writhing, rolling, she caught each thrust and
squeezed, wanting T as undone as she was. Faster and faster, deeper and harder
he thrust until red bloomed behind her closed lids. Erotic sensation coiled
tighter and tighter until as if caught in the eye of a hurricane, the world
went still. Then with a blast of light and motion she flew apart with a cry as
the world trembled on its axis. Gasping in the aftermath, she felt T go still
and then finally, with a burst of power, lose control to follow her over the
edge.


Roughly thirty minutes later Mel was left to wonder if the
“after sex” stuff wasn’t almost as good as all the hot action. Cuddled against
T in her big bed, watching evening shadows sweep beneath the slats of the
plantation shutters to drift across the two of them, she absorbed the feel of
his big hands stroking, caressing, lingering as if the two of them had forever.
She knew from experience that good things didn’t last that long. Shoving
defeatist thoughts into that tiny compartment in the back of her mind, she
decided she would take what she could get of this man and hell, just worry
tomorrow when daylight brought her back to her senses.


Sending her fingers over the wide planes of his chest, she
glanced up at him. “We never did make it to dinner, did we?”


T frowned, brushing one hand over her bare shoulder. “Are
you hungry? I can order a pizza.”


“God no! The last thing I need is some local kid scrambling
up to the front door, pizza in hand, to find you here. Wouldn’t be much good
for my teacherly reputation.” Mel sighed and pressed her lips to his chest.
“Small towns. You know how they are. Besides I don’t think I can actually move
right now.”


T’s chest shook with laughter. “Honey, I suspect the whole
town already knows. If this afternoon at the gym didn’t do it, my big-assed
truck parked in front of your house would do the trick. You need to settle down
and not worry about this. You’re a single woman and I’m a single man. At this
juncture, I’m not about to hide a damn thing. I’m too damn old to start
sneaking around with my girl.”


His girl.


Well now.


Didn’t that sound lovely?


Unable to keep a little sigh from escaping, Mel studied his
gorgeous chest in the dim light of the room. Spotting a small scar on his
collarbone, she pressed her lips to it. “What happened here?”


“Broke it during a shoot. Had surgery on it too.”


“Ouch.” She whispered the words against the spot and kissed
it. “Any more boo-boos?”


T went still and then his fingers speared through her hair.
“Yeah. I could use some fixing up.” He pushed the white sheets to his lean
waist and settled his fingers over his ribs. “How ‘bout here?”


Mel let her lips drift over his delicious chest until she
hovered near his rib cage. “What happened here?”


“Stomped by a horse here. Kicked by another in this spot.”
His hand brushed yet another rib. “Fell here. Cracked, broken, you name it,
it’s happened.”


“Poor guy,” she whispered as she kissed and licked each
spot, loving the taste of his skin and the way his body went totally still as
if absorbing each touch and eagerly waiting for me. “Let me kiss this all
better.”


Falling head over heels into the seductive game and figuring
she would show T that she could be out there too, she shoved the sheets
lower to drag her lips over his belly. T had been a gorgeous young guy all
those many years ago. He was a man now. Definitely a man and Mel planned to
have her way with him. Nipping at his abs with her teeth, she smiled against
his hot flesh as T blew out a rough breath. His hand palmed her head as she
nipped and played. Moving lower, her mouth watering with the urge to taste him
more fully, she fisted her hand in the sheets and flung them out of the way.


Mustering her inner hot mama, Mel went to her knees
and stared at T from behind the curtain of her hair. She might not measure up
totally to the divalicious babes he’d fucked out in California but she was
determined to give it her best shot. “Let me fix you all up, cowboy. You’ll be
right as rain in no time.”


T’s jaw went rigid and since she’d finally managed to render
him speechless, she gave him her best cat-licking-cream smile before moving
lower on the bed. When she’d crawled between his thighs, Mel rose to her knees
and settled her hands on his horseman’s thighs. Everything about him was
rock-hard perfection and while she had him, she would enjoy it. “Looks to me
like you’ve suffered a lot of broken bones, bumps and bruises, T. Hmm, maybe
you need the ‘all-over’ treatment.”


“Good point,” he gritted out, his hands fisting against the
sheets. “You’re gonna be the death of me, woman.”


“But what a way to go, right? Hmm. Where should I start?”


“Damn, Mel. Pick a spot. You’re making me nuts here.”


Grinning broadly, she bent low and pressed her mouth to a
plot of skin above his right knee while her fingers did a wicked little dance
along his thighs. Sending her gaze up the length of his body, she fixated on
his fully erect cock and felt her mouth water at the thought of tasting him.
Recalling that naughty moment in her kitchen, she knew turnabout was fair play.
He’d almost brought her to her knees. Could she do any less? No, any Texas girl
worth her salt could give as good as she got and it was long past time to take
some control around here. Mel worked him over with her teeth and tongue,
nibbling at T’s thighs until his hips bucked against the bed. His frustration,
his need was like a living thing and Mel’s pussy creamed as it reached out to
her, filling her with a sense of her own power as a woman. Compelled to find
relief, a port in the storm, she straddled one of his legs and rubbed herself
against that hot flesh as she fisted her hand around the base of his cock.


T buried the fingers of one hand in her hair. The other hand
covered hers as she traced the length of his erection. A drop of cum glistened
from the slit and, needing to taste him, she dipped her tongue over it to
collect that bit of salty moisture. T’s low, ragged groan prodded her to
continue the exploration so as she writhed against his muscular leg, she
lowered her mouth, taking just the head to suck and nibble. Her fingers
mingling with his over the base of his cock, Mel lost track of where he began
and she ended and then finally in a moment of determination, she moved his hand
away, giving herself full control of his pleasure. T settled his hand on the
back of her neck, kneading her there as she plied his heavy balls with her
mouth and stroked upward with her tongue. All that hard length felt like satin
against her tongue. Hunger blasted through her body as her own intense passion
rose. Giving in to the need, Mel lowered her mouth over his cock, taking him
deep. Sucking lightly, then strongly, alternating the pulling action of her
mouth, she tasted the strength and passion of him utterly blown away by his
savage response. T’s hips arched to meet her every stroke and when she cupped
his tightly drawn balls in the palm of her hand to lightly squeeze, a raw cry
broke from his throat.


“God! Mel! That’s good, darlin’. So fucking good.”


For endless moments she sucked his cock, loving his
response. When T went still, she realized he was reaching the end of his tether
and fully expecting him to come in her mouth, she waited for it. But that’s not
what happened. T gripped her under her arms and, giving her a gentle tug, drew
her avid mouth from his erection. “Come up here, darlin’. I’m damn sure not
going to come without you.”


Unable to argue, Mel crawled up his big body until she
straddled his waist. When she came up onto her knees, she felt T’s hot gaze
move over her like a physical touch bringing fresh cream to her pussy. The need
of his touch fairly staggered her and then finally, finally, he reached out to
gather up the moisture from her juicy cunt. Her voice broke over a cry when T
plunged his fingers deep into her core. Shivering on the edge, she could only
gasp as he finger-fucked her into a kind of crazy, wildness that was uncommon
in her experience with men and sex.


“Have to feel your nipples, Melanie. They are so pretty and
hard.” T followed his words with action, by placing his damp fingers over her
nipples to pluck and tease.


Need wound its way through her belly, coiling tightly, and
pleasure zipped over her flesh until she could no longer fight the raging
demands of her body. T reached out, grabbed a condom and started to cover
himself but Mel stopped him. She wanted to do it herself. After slowly rolling
the latex into place, she clasped his cock firmly by the base and then slid her
wet flesh over the head of his erection. The sinuous movement wrenched a groan
from T’s throat. She’d never felt sexier, never felt more powerful as a woman
than she did at that moment. Giving up, giving in, she lowered herself by tiny
increments, feeling T’s frustration mount in the quiver of his body. The second
she took his thick stalk deeply and fully, T surprised her by sitting up to
wrap his lips around one throbbing nipple.


“T!”


His only response was to suck powerfully at her nipple as he
surged high into her body. Hanging on for dear life, there was nothing to do
but fuck him, pleasing them both. Melanie gripped his back, fingers finding
purchase on his flesh as she rode him. Up, down, slowly then faster. Her pulse
roared in tandem with each ragged breath she expelled. Rotating her clit
against him and milking his cock caused sweet spasms to surge through her core.
T released her nipple to bury his face in the sensitive notch between her
shoulder and neck. His teeth bit gently, nibbling there until she offered it
freely, her head lolling back on her neck like the stem of a flower that had
been broken. Too much. Too much. But still she wanted more. Then all at once
everything within her seized on a slender point of pleasure. Mel caught it,
held it and then finally let go as pleasure beat through her in ever-expanding
waves. Hanging on for the ride, she pulsed around his cock and just when she
felt the orgasm slow, T’s own climax kicked in. He stiffened for the space of a
moment and impossibly Mel felt that overwhelming release surge again. Two? Oh.
My. God. But questioning was ridiculous because it was real. Pleasure swept
over her, a sinuous wave of emotion and lust that threatened to drag her under.
Lost. She was lost. With a cry, of ecstasy she came, followed immediately by
the man she would always love. He might not be here forever but he was here
now. And now was all that mattered.






Chapter Four


 


The minute he and Melanie walked together through the door
of the Willow Tree Café the next morning, every eye turned their way. T drew
the Stetson from his head and, holding it loosely in one hand, settled his
other at the small of Melanie’s back. When she looked back at him over her
shoulder and smiled softly, his heart damn near melted. He’d left her place at
the crack of dawn, hoping to avoid a bunch of gossip among Melanie’s neighbors.
Most likely it was too late for all that. After the big show he’d put on that
day in the gym, he figured everyone was already talking and speculating. That
was okay with him but he didn’t want Mel hurt by wagging tongues. So he’d
decided to head back to the ranch for a quick shower and change of clothes and
an hour or two later, he picked Mel up for some breakfast. That nice steak dinner
would have to wait.


Greeted by the low murmur of diners and the clatter of
plates and cups, they found an empty booth near the wall of wide windows and
when Mel slid in, T didn’t hesitate but moved in beside her. Her eyes widened
briefly but then she scooted a little bit to give him some room. T tossed his
cowboy hat to the empty bench across from them and turned to her. “Think we’re
causing a little bit of a stir, Miz Melanie.”


Mel looked around the room, oblivious to the way the morning
sunlight caught her hair, making it sizzle with color. “Jeez, ya think? Feel
like I have horns or something. Guess it’s to be expected after that little
stunt you pulled. I’m just thankful they weren’t peeking through my bedroom
window last night. Suspect the sight might’ve singed their eyeballs.”


Laughing, remembering the past night with renewed hunger, he
reached out to squeeze her hand. Leaning close, he whispered in her ear. “Is
that a complaint?”


Mel shook her head, her cheeks coloring and eyes going
dreamy. “No. It was wonderful but I still don’t trust that you won’t go
hightailing out of town at the first hint of boredom. And believe me, there is
lots of that to be found here in Delight. This is all just moving a little too
fast, I think.”


It felt as though a dozen pairs of eyes watched his every
move but he didn’t give a hot damn. Staking yet another public claim, T tipped
up her chin and pressed a kiss to her lips. “If it’s the last thing I do, I’ll
convince you I’m serious about you and about staying put right here in Delight.
You can’t tell me a thing about this town that I don’t already know,
sweetheart. Believe me, I could use a slow-moving life after what I found out
west. It’s not all it’s cracked up to be, Melanie.” T released her and settled
back when a waitress whom he didn’t recognize walked up to place a couple of
menus, water and a small coffeepot on the table. Since both of them knew what
they wanted, they quickly ordered and when the waitress poured their coffee,
she took off, leaving them alone again. T tuned out the noise in the café and
focused his gaze on Melanie. He took a sip of his black coffee then leaned
back. “I know you find this hard to believe but I’m done with that old life,
honey. Truth is, I met some really nice folks but more often than not, I was in
a world I just didn’t understand.”


“You were just a kid when you left,” she said, pouring a
hefty dose of cream into her coffee. “You didn’t know anything but small towns
and hard work. It had to be tough even imagining turning down such an offer.
All I know is that I was at Texas Tech when you called to say you were leaving
Delight and heading off for a job I couldn’t begin to understand. You said it
was temporary and that you’d be home soon but soon never came.”


“I’m sorry.”


She laid her hand over his. “We were kids, T. It was a long
time ago.”


“You forgive me?”


“Why wouldn’t I, honey?” The endearment swept over him like
a prayer to settle in his heart. “I didn’t have a clue then what I wanted to do
with my life. Why should you have been any different? I only know—”


“What, Melanie? Talk to me.”


Mel shook her head then opened her mouth to speak when
Thelma Raymond walked up to grin broadly. Today she was wearing a tropical
Hawaiian shirt and big-assed plastic parrots dangled from her ears. “Hey, you
two! Look at you guys, getting reacquainted as if you’d never been apart.
Lordy, T, I still remember the two of you dragging Main when you were just
young sweethearts.” She clasped her hands over her chest and closed her eyes in
remembered bliss. Finally she grinned at them. “It’s just so good to see things
can always get back to where they belong. Melanie, are you heading over in a
bit to help with the booths? It’s going to be a big weekend and there’s a lot
to do.”


T glanced at Melanie and watched her cheeks turn pink but
she gamely mustered a smile. Everyone in town knew Miz Raymond meant well. She
was just an enthusiastic person. “Sure. I’ll head down there right after we get
a bite to eat. That okay?”


“Need any help?” He’d been reared to ask those kinds of
things. If a lady needed help it was just a part of his upbringing to make sure
she got it. No true gentleman would do less. “I have to head out to the ranch
to work with Ransom in a while but after that I’m all yours.”


“That’s just wonderful, T. Thank you. We can use a strong
man who wields a mean hammer.”


T grinned. “I show nails no mercy, ma’am. Not a problem.
Happy to help.”


Thelma laughed but suddenly looked up when a lanky young man
came sauntering up. The kid couldn’t have been older than eighteen. He wore a
battered straw cowboy hat, tee shirt, jeans and a big belt buckle that
proclaimed him to be a junior rodeo champ. “Ah, there you are, honey. T, this
is my grandson, Jake. He has wanted to meet you since you rode into town. Jake,
this is T Dobbs.”


T and the young man shook hands just as the waitress showed
up with their breakfast orders. Thelma and Jake stepped back to make room.


Mel spoke up and invited them to sit. “Please join us, you
two. Are you hungry? How about some coffee?”


“Don’t mind if I do,” Thelma said as she and her grandson
took up a place across the table. She turned to Jake. “Now, honey, you were
wanting to ask T about his work. Get it done while I have my coffee.”


The kid cleared his throat, looking as nervous as hell so T
took pity on him. “What do you want to know, Jake?”


“Well, sir, I was wondering how you got started in the
movies and stuff. I think it sounds really cool.”


T laughed. “Hate to burst your bubble but it’s not as great
as you think. Hard, dangerous work and long hours. Lots of bumps and bruises
along the way, too. Most recently I busted my knee up pretty badly and it
required two surgeries.” He felt Mel’s rapt attention on him and the way her
body went still beside him. “I’ve cracked and broken more ribs than I can
remember. Busted my collarbone several time, too.”


“That’s tough, man.” Jake murmured. “Is it true you were
discovered at a rodeo? You see, I was thinkin’, I do lots of rodeo stuff. Maybe
I could do that kind of work, too. I just graduated from high school and I
don’t think college is something I want. Thought I should head out there and
see if I could find work.”


T nodded. “It’s true that I was discovered at the county
rodeo that particular fall. I’d done nothing but ranch work all my life and I guess,
like you, maybe I was a little restless.” He put his arm around Melanie and
settled a hand on her shoulder. “This young lady was playing college basketball
at Tech. Figured she’d be tied up with school for some time and what better
opportunity for me to spread my wings a little.”


Jake grinned. “Bet Ransom was plenty pissed about that. I
wouldn’t want to make that man mad.”


“Madder than a wet hen and that’s a fact. In the end, there
wasn’t much he could do except wish me well and tell me the ranch would be
waiting when I was sick of dicking around.” T instantly apologized to the
ladies. “Sorry for that bad turn of phrase.”


“Don’t you worry about that, young man,” Thelma said with a
smile. “This is a plumb fascinating story.”


T continued to talk with Jake and Thelma about his years as
a stunt man and when his story was done, he gave Jake his phone number and told
him to give him a call if he had more questions. Once they’d left the café, T
turned his attention to his breakfast, noting that Melanie had done the same.


“That’s the first time I’ve heard the whole story,” she said
quietly. “I still remember the night you called and told me what you were up
to. I have to admit that the prospect of you doing such a thing was a little
bit thrilling but I was scared too.”


“Scared?”


“Yeah.” She sighed deeply and, reaching for her coffee cup,
took a sip. “Figured you’d fall in love with all that excitement and you’d
forget all about loving me. Guess I was right about that.”


T set down his fork and turned to her. “Melanie, I don’t
think I ever stopped loving you. Even as the years passed by, you were the one
constant that made me as homesick as hell. There wasn’t day that went by when I
didn’t think of you. Life just happened, honey, and before I knew it I was
caught up in that life.”


“Pretty exciting, huh?”


“Some of it. But most of it was just a whole bunch of
lonely. I never really knew who I could trust and I didn’t connect with people
on a serious level. Not really.”


“Surely there were women.”


He shrugged. “Sure but none who were like you. You were real
and sweet. You are home to me and that’s where my heart has always been.”
Horrified by the sudden sheen of tears in Melanie’s eyes, he wanted to take
back every hastily spoken word. Figured he’d be enough of a dumbass as to spill
his heart in such a public place. “Damn, darlin’. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to
make you cry.”


Mel quickly dabbed at her eyes with her crumpled napkin and
then favored him with a smile so brilliant it almost stole his breath. “No, no,
you didn’t say anything wrong, T. Maybe for the first time since you’ve been
home you’ve finally said something right. Perfect, in fact.”


* * * * *


By midday, and after hours in the July heat, Mel was ready
to crawl into the nearest cold shower. T had dropped her off after that very
enlightening breakfast and headed back to the Double D where she was sure, he
was knee-deep in beeves, horses and other ranch stuff. After promising him that
getting a ride home would not be a problem, he’d taken off, vowing to see her later.
All around her were the sounds of chatter as folks worked to get their booths
in order for the big weekend that would kick off in a few days. The Peach
Festival was a big deal to the citizens of Delight and normally brought lots of
vacationers to their quaint little spot on the planet. To be quite honest, it
was pretty much the only excitement in these parts.


Melanie had long ago yanked her hair back into a ponytail,
thanking her lucky stars she’d worn shorts and a casual tee today. Several
hours ago, some kind soul had given her a red bandana which she kept tucked
into the front pocket of her shorts, keeping it within easy reach for frequent
forehead-mopping. It was hotter than seven kinds of hell today. Mel reached
into the bushel basket at her feet and plucked up another couple of bottles of
peach relish and set them by their brothers on a shelf. Already she’d festooned
the front of the booth with yellow bunting.


All along the town square, she along with other members of
the Peach Festival Steering Committee had been helping those selling goodies.
Hammers banged away and people arrived with the products they would sell over
the next few days. Each booth featured a wooden flap that could be pulled down
and locked up at the end of each day. Of course, nobody expected problems with
thieves. Delight was, after all, a fairly sleepy little town and the local
police chief and his two deputies would keep an eye on things. Someone had
brought a boom box and country tunes were currently trilling through the air.


Next to the vendors area sat a large white gazebo where the
band would play during the Friday night street dance and then the following
afternoon it would be the site of the Miss Peach Delight competition. Saturday
morning would be a killer getting everything ready to go but she figured she
was up for the challenge.


She’d just turned back to the basket for more jars when she
spotted a smiling Bradley leaning against the countertop, carrying two bottles
of water. “Every time I see you these days, you look like you could use one of
these.” He tipped a bottle in her direction and Mel immediately took it,
quickly unscrewing the lid.


“Thanks,” she sighed after taking a big swig. “You don’t
know how badly I needed that.”


Bradley laughed. “I figured. The guys at Hank’s Feed and
Seed just iced down a big tub of water for everyone.”


“Nice of them. God, I love this town.”


“Can you take a break for a minute?”


Mel smiled. She and Bradley had been friends for quite some
time now and for a little while she’d even considered going out with him. That
was out of the question now. At least until things kind of evened out with T.
“Sure. Probably a good idea. I’m beat.” Of course the all-night sex marathon
had much to do with her exhaustion. Not that she was complaining.


Brad went quiet for a minute or two. “Guess our going to the
street dance together is out of the question now that T is back in town.”


“Brad, I—”


He held up a hand. “Don’t say it. You don’t have to explain
yourself to me. The whole town is talking about how he was the one great love
of your life. Everybody knows about what happened at the gym yesterday and that
his truck was parked in front of your house last night.”


Mel closed her eyes and groaned. “Ahhh man.” Finally she
looked at him, her face burning with embarrassment. He watched her solemnly.


“I understand, Melanie. I don’t have to like it but I do
understand.”


“Maybe it’s just not a good idea right now. I’m pretty mixed
up about things right now. Besides, we work together. That could get tricky.”


He nodded. “Yes, it could but I think we’d make a good
couple. Looks like that’s not in the cards.”


“I’m sorry. I really am. I’ve started seeing T and yes, we
have a history together. Brad, I just can’t lead you on or play stupid games
with you. I have to see where things are going with us. He says he’s home for
good but I—”


“You don’t trust him?”


Melanie shook her head. “I can’t discuss this with you. I’m
sorry.”


Brad turned to go then tossed her a look over his shoulder.
“T’s heading this way. Figure that’s my cue to take off.”


Sure enough T, Cooper, and Harley were heading straight for
them and if the scowl on T’s face was an indicator, he’d spotted Bradley right
away. Could he be jealous? Now why did that juvenile, silly bit of nonsense
make her a little bit giddy? She was pathetic. Even all puffed up and pissed
off, he was a mighty fine specimen of a man. Faded jeans fit his hips to
perfection as each long stride brought him closer. The navy-blue tee shirt he
wore clung to broad, broad shoulders, the very same shoulders she’d clung to
when she’d cried out his name in a fit of head-exploding orgasmic pleasure. Ah
man! She was whipped. Plain old whipped.


T shot a glance in Bradley’s direction then focused that
stormy gaze on her. Without a word, he rounded the booth and stepped inside to
haul her close. Pressing his lips to hers, he gave her a bone-melting kiss that
made her libido sit up and say howdy. Going as limp as a well-cooked
noodle, she leaned against him, absorbing all that heat and hardness, belatedly
recalling they were in a very public place. What was it with him and these
exhibitionistic tendencies anyway? Pressing feebly at his chest, she managed to
free herself from the titillating liplock and give him a shaky smile. “I’m all
sweaty.”


T’s sudden grin was blinding then he bent close to her ear.
“Don’t you know I like you all sweaty, darlin’? Which reminds me, do we have
another hot date tonight? Say the word and I’m there.”


“Hmm. Now that sounds like a plan, cowboy. What do you have
in mind?”


“Anywhere Bradley the biology teacher isn’t.”


“Don’t tell me you’re jealous.”


“Okay, I won’t tell you but I’m sick of seeing his face at
the moment.”


Just then Cooper and Harley walked up. Cooper wore a tool
belt around his waist and looked ready to pound the hell out of some nails. He
carried a box full to the brim with jars of what looked like peach jams and
preserves. Harley toted a large picnic basket. “I know it’s too early for
dinner but I brought food anyway,” she said as she headed toward the nearby
gazebo. “Come on. I fixed sandwiches and stuff. Let’s all take a break.”


“Sounds like a plan,” T said as he took the big box of stuff
from his brother and set it down.


“What do you have here?” Mel peered into the box.


“Mrs. McKreedy, who lives on my street, doesn’t get out much
these days so I offered to bring her jams and jellies. I just need to find an
empty booth somewhere and set them out for her.”


“One of the ladies from the Steering Committee will find
somebody to sell them this weekend,” Mel said as she headed toward Harley and
her basket of goodies. “After our break, we can hunt down a spot. I hear her
arthritis is pretty bad these days. Haven’t seen her around much lately.”


“Yeah, she’s pretty much stuck at home these days but she
likes to contribute to the festival. Makes her feel a part of things.”


Harley took a seat on one of gazebo steps and reached into
the basket to retrieve several jugs of sweet tea, plastic glasses and some
sandwiches. When the guys joined them on the steps, they tore into the food
while she and Harley continued to talk. It felt so good to be with her best
friend again after all those years when Harley was a hot-dog boot designer in
Houston. She’d missed her. In comparison, her life had been rather boring but
there was no doubt that Harley returning to Delight had added something really
good to her life. “So tell me about the wedding plans?”


She felt the attention of the guys.


“We’re getting married at the ranch,” Cooper said, leaning
back a bit and giving Harley a look of such love that Melanie couldn’t help but
sigh a little bit. “We wouldn’t want it any other way.”


Harley laughed. “I think the entire town is invited. Ransom
agreed to give me away and T will be Cooper’s best man.” She smiled. “Which
reminds me. I meant to ask but I figured it was a given. Will you be my maid of
honor? I promise I won’t make you wear anything too pink and frilly.”


“God forbid!” Mel smiled, feeling utterly thrilled. “I’ll
wear whatever you want. Just want you happy, ya know? I’ll be there with bells
on. I’m thrilled and touched and all kinds of happy. Yes. I can’t think of
anything I’d love more.”


T’s phone rang and conversation halted when he dug it from
the front pocket of his jeans. “Hey, Ran. Uh-huh. Sounds good. Do you need us
to bring anything from town?”


In a bit, T disconnected and tucked his phone away. “Ransom
set out some steaks and wants us to all come out to the Double D for dinner.
You guys good with that? A barbecue at the old homestead?”


“Sounds wonderful. Count me in,” Mel said. Bittersweet memories
assaulted her. She’d been such a fixture at the Double D when she was just a
kid and the prospect of being there again set off all kinds of sweet memories.


“I’m worried about Ransom,” Cooper said as he crumpled up
the sandwich wrapper and tossed it into the basket. “He’s a damn grump most of
the time. We’re approaching the anniversary of Cassie’s death this winter and
I’m concerned. He never handles it well.”


“He took it hard,” T said. “He just hasn’t been the same
since she died. How does a man get over the death of the woman he loves?” He
wrapped his arm around her shoulders and, pulling her close, pressed his lips
against her temple. “I never could. Poor bastard.”


Melanie’s heart melted to total mush and later, as T drove
her home, she remained quiet as she thought of Ransom and about the fatal crash
that had so altered his world. It was sad and scary. Life was tenuous. She
looked across the cab of T’s truck and studied the perfect, beautiful lines of
his face and thought of the danger he’d courted over these long years. At any
moment, he could have died while making some dumb movie that nobody, in the
end, would give a shit about. Thoughts of the dangerous situations that T had
gotten himself into filled her mind. She recalled the broken bones, the bumps
and bruises and shuddered.


Love for him filled her up.


Imagining a world without T Dobbs did funny things to her
heart and with hands that shook she reached across the bench seat of his truck
and took his hand, smiling at him when he looked at her. Affection shone in his
eyes along with a look of tenderness that fairly stole her breath. Trust or
not, she suddenly knew the only thing left to do was give in and love him. Life
was short, tenuous and she couldn’t imagine doing it all without him. Maybe she
was a stupid sap but she had to tell him how she felt before he did something
crazy and left again.






Chapter Five


 


Later that night she and Harley sat under the stars with the
three Dobbs brothers after a great meal of thick T-bone steaks and other goodies.
They’d dined outside on the backyard patio and the scents of their dinner rose
in the air, mingling with the sounds of cattle, horses and other night
creatures. Squat citronella candles burned on a big patio table. Not long ago
they’d cleaned up the mess and now they sat back, nursing beers and talking
plans for the Peach Festival.


Mel figured that after tonight she’d be so busy with the
Miss Peach Delight Pageant she wouldn’t be around much and that was a shame.
She loved this time spent with these people, reliving their rough and rowdy
youth and hearing of Cooper and Harley’s future plans. Cooper and Harley would
be living in town after they married, leaving the other Dobbs brothers with the
running of the Double D. It was evident from the way Ran and T spoke, T had
definitely made plans to remain at the ranch. For good.


Maybe it was all true. But what if California came calling
again and T was hit with another bolt of wanderlust? Could the lure of the
ranch and this small town hold him? Could she hold him? That was the
question.


Ransom finished the last sip of his longneck bottle of beer
and stood with a sigh. “It’s been fun, folks, but I reckon I’d better turn in.
Long day tomorrow.”


When he headed back into the house, Harley and Cooper also
stood and said their goodbyes, leaving her and T alone. T took her hand and
pressed his lips to her fingers and smiled. “Want to take a walk?”


“Sure.”


Hand in hand they left the yard and strolled toward the
paddock near the barn. Roughly half a dozen horses grazed nearby, some chasing
each other through the night shadows. A lonely light shone from near the barn
door but it wasn’t enough to break the spell of the night. Melanie walked up to
the paddock fence and leaned against it. “It’s pretty out here. Quiet.”


“I like it. I didn’t realize exactly how much I missed this
place until I finally returned.” He joined her at the fence and picking up a
length of coiled rope, dragged it over his hands absently as he looked out.
“Sometimes there were periods of months between movie shoots and I’d hire out
as a cowboy at area ranches. Worked a few in Montana too. Really pretty country
and it was a nice break from the city. But every time I took one of those jobs,
it was almost like coming home again. It was a good feeling.”


“Is that when you realized you missed it here?”


“Hm. Maybe.” He gave her a steady look. “But it wasn’t the
place I was missing as much as the people. I missed you, honey. Missed you so
badly my heart just ached with it.”


“Oh, T. You could have called me. Something.”


T blew out a breath. “Wanted to kill Ransom, I swear. Every
time I asked about you he’d tell me to come home and find out for myself.
Cooper filled me in a bit more but he only knew the basics.”


Melanie stepped closer and trailed one hand over his arm.
“So what did you want to know?”


The air went still as she waited breathlessly for his
answer.


“I wanted to know if you tasted as good as I remembered.” T
swept his arm around her, pulling her flush against him. They stood belly to
belly and her nipples tightened under the lightweight cotton of her top.
Against the satiny cups of her bra, they tingled and helplessly, she pressed
harder against the firm muscles of his chest. He bent his head and lightly
kissed her. His lips moved against hers when next he spoke. “I needed to know
if you’d feel as good pressed against my body as you did all those years ago.”


“And do I?”


T groaned and settled his mouth against her throat. “I think
you know the answer to that, darlin’. I can’t keep my hands off you.”


“Then don’t, T. Just don’t,” she whispered, sinking against
him as his powerful, savage kiss carried her under. His tongue swept her mouth,
carrying her away on a wave of lust and need. His arms tightened. Emotion
curled through her brain, transforming itself into a powerful, thrilling
sensation that dipped deep into her body to coil in her belly. Pressing her
lower body closer to his heat, she rubbed her needy pussy against the hard
bulge behind the fly of his jeans. T groaned into her mouth and Mel swallowed
the sound.


Finally T stepped back to look at her, his eyes gone hard.
He took one of her hands and she noticed he still had the coil of rope clutched
in the other. “Come with me.”


A muscle worked in his jaw as he pushed open the barn door.
A meager light cast shadows over the cavernous room and the scent of horses and
hay filled the air.


“Figure I need some privacy for what I have planned,” he
murmured, leading her over to a sturdy post. T threaded the rope through a hook
bolted into the thick wood and gave her a dark look. Expectation whipped
through her, settling low in her pussy and soaking her panties. She’d never
been a wild child but that rough-edged look he gave her sent her
imagination into overdrive, making her visualize all kinds of dark and naughty
things. Then suddenly she couldn’t think at all because T pressed her to the
beam and leaned in close. “Every time I walk into this barn, I think about
tying you up right here and fucking you, having you at my mercy.”


Pleasure danced over her flesh and she could only stare as
he wound the soft, flexible rope around her wrists. T pulled at the loose end
until her arms were hauled up high over her head. Stretched along the post as
she was left her feeling vulnerable and wondering when and where he would touch
her.


Please, God, make it soon.


Seconds ticked by in slow motion as he tied off the bit of
rope and turned to her. A raw, savage expression crossed his face as he swept
both calloused hands beneath her shirt to stroke the flesh of her belly then
higher until his thumbs rubbed over her ribs. Finally, he palmed her breasts.
“I love how your nipples get so stiff when I touch you, Melanie.”


Mel gasped a breath when he stroked them and leaned close
enough to speak against her hot cheek. “I have you right where I want you,” he
whispered, his voice low and raspy. Pleasure spiked when his busy fingers found
the front clasp of her bra and then he went to work on the buttons of her
short, cropped shirt. When he had it undone, he spread the soft cotton wide
until it framed her exposed breasts. He filled his hands with them and kissed
her again but kisses weren’t enough. Not now. When T insinuated his thigh
between hers and pressed the muscular length against her pussy, she whimpered.
Over and over again he rubbed her drenched, needy flesh and then his mouth
settled over one pulsing nipple. Sucking strongly, lightly scraping with his
teeth, he sent her body into overdrive but she hung there, helpless and
trembling, yanking against the ropes that held her prisoner.


More than anything, she wanted to dip her fingers into his
thick hair to hold him closer, to keep his hungry lips at her breasts but it
was impossible. Dark need filled her as he sent his mouth over her belly and
she felt his hands at the button of her shorts. The zipper rasped in the
silence of the barn, echoing through her brain and before she could gasp
another breath, he whipped them down her legs. His fingers went to the seam of
her pussy to rub the drenched satin of her panties against sensitive flesh that
practically screamed for an even firmer touch. The intense hunger in T’s eyes
was too much for her to bear. Melanie slammed her eyes shut and pressed the
back of her head against the hard post. T plucked at her swollen clit. The
action dragged a ragged sound from her throat as she tugged futilely at the
bindings on her wrists.


“Hold on to the rope. I’m just getting started,” he said as
he straightened to yank his tee shirt over his head and drop it to the ground.
T reached for the waistband of his jeans and, after making quick work of the
zipper, withdrew his hard cock from its confines and wrapped his fist around
it. His stormy gaze slowly traveled the length of her exposed body, sending a
shiver over her skin. Watching his fingers move over that stiff cock brought a
fresh wash of cream to her pussy. Aching for him, she stared, mesmerized and
more than anything she wanted to be able to touch him too. She hung there
knowing she was prisoner to his touch, to whatever he wanted and it was obvious
from the rhythmic clench of his jaw that he wanted her. No longer was
she merely a small-town teacher and coach. She wasn’t the girl next door, a
dutiful daughter or friend.


She was a lover.


This man’s lover.


Trussed up and a slave to his every whim, she trembled,
wanting to bring him to his knees and as if her wild thought willed it, T went
to the floor of the barn and took his time gazing up the length of her nude
body. Settling his hands on her thighs, stroking her skin, he pressed
open-mouthed kisses there. “Spread your legs.”


Melanie obeyed him soundlessly but then sucked in a breath
as his avid mouth moved higher and higher, tasting her flesh as if he were
starved. She looked down and their gazes locked. “Gonna eat you out. Hang on to
that goddamn rope.”


Gritting her teeth, Mel grasped the rope until she thought
her fingers might break. Clinging as if her life depended on it, she slammed
her eyes shut, crying out at the first hot lash of his tongue at the seam of
her pussy. She felt his fingers part her labia to take the tasting deeper, then
deeper. T drew her clit into his mouth to suck as his fingers thrust deep into
her hungry vagina. In. Out. Shallow. Deeper.


Things this good never lasted long enough and that was a
fact. A strangled cry split the night as she came long and hard against his
hungry mouth. Before the last wave died, T was there, holding her in his arms
briefly before turning her to face the sturdy post. Twirling easily, she laid
her head back on T’s chest, trying to stop the frantic spinning of her world.
“You taste so fine, darlin’,” he breathed against her ear. He cupped her
breasts in his big hands, thumbing the nipples until she was ready to shoot off
like a firecracker. Again.


T insinuated his denim-covered thigh between hers until she
was once again spread open. He released one of her breasts. She heard the
crackle of paper and knew he was busy protecting them both. “I have to fuck
you. Just like this. Right now.”


Lowering his hand from her breast to her belly, T settled
the other hand behind her knee and lifted, opening her up to what she knew
would be a thorough, mind-blowing fucking. And then he was there, deep inside
her, thrusting hard then shallow, filling her to maximum capacity. Vaginal
walls stretched to accommodate his girth and she knew that if flesh could purr,
hers certainly would. Damn, the man knew how to fuck a woman mindless. Over and
over, T thrust as she squeezed that thick stalk, wishing he would never leave
the safe haven of her hungry body.


T growled a sound that vibrated in his chest and Mel felt it
too. Shivering, trembling, she gasped an equally raw answer as his fingers
moved lower to find her swollen clit. When he circled it with his thumb, then
pressed in time to his hard thrusts, Mel held on to that damn rope for all she
was worth as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter then released in
ever-expanding waves. As the last heady edge of orgasm swamped her, she felt
T’s breath rush against her ear as he, too, lost control and fell with her into
a well of pleasure so deep, she wondered if either of them would ever recover.


* * * * *


Late in the night, T held her close, loving the way she lay
spooned against him, her back to his front, soft and sexy and more woman than
any man deserved. When he’d driven her home, she had sweetly asked him to stay
with her. T was no fool. He was exactly where he wanted to be. Rubbing his palm
over her belly, he leaned close enough to whisper in her ear. “Why did you come
back here all those years ago? I always wondered why you didn’t follow the
example of most kids who grow up here and get the hell out of town.”


She sighed and settled her hand over his. “I wanted do
something different and exciting. I thought about it a lot. Playing basketball
was always my passion.” She laughed a little. “Next to you, of course.” T
pressed his lips to the side of her neck and tightened his hold on her. “When a
coaching job opened up here, I thought about Mom being widowed and alone and it
just seemed right to accept the position.”


“Have you been happy?”


She went quiet and he knew she carefully considered her
answer. “I love the girls and coaching them satisfies that competitive drive
but there have been moments…”


“Moments?”


“Times when I was so lonely, I thought I’d die. Mom didn’t
really need me like I thought she did. I guess I was wrong about that. She
began dating and traveling with friends. Basically she’d moved on with things
while I was off in college.”


“You like being needed, don’t you?”


“Guess so, T. I have my job, friends, and I stay pretty busy
with town celebrations like the Peach Festival. Is it enough? I just don’t
know.”


“For what it’s worth, darlin’, I need you too.”


She laughed a little. “I never thought you needed anyone,
T.”


“You’d be wrong about that.” He pressed his lips to the side
of her neck, loving the smell of her pretty hair as it lay across the pillow.
Wanting a deeper touch, he rubbed his palm over her belly then moved higher
until he cupped one breast. T plied the taut nipple with his thumb and
forefinger until a ragged sound broke from Melanie’s lips. Satisfaction swept
him. The delicious globes of her ass pressed against his heavy cock. When he’d
said he needed her, no truer words had ever been spoken. But it was more than
that and he wasn’t a man who believed in lying to himself.


He loved her.


The internal proclamation sang through his mind. Claiming
her again, taking her, fucking her suddenly became the most important thing
he’d ever done as his hand left her breast to tease the creamy heat of her
pussy. He teased and stroked, pushing two fingers deep, pressing the knot of
her clit with his thumb until tiny whimpering sounds filled the air around
them. “Hand me the condom on the table,” he said as he moved his lips between
her shoulder blades to taste her there.


After she’d plucked the condom from the bedside table and
he’d covered himself, he grabbed her knee and lifted, opening her for a firmer
touch. Keeping her thighs spread wide, he reached down to tease the soft flesh
of her ass then lower. Fucking her with his fingers, T kept the strokes steady
until she writhed and vaginal walls clutched at him in hard pulls and tugs.
He’d had enough torment. Ignoring her soft plea, he removed his fingers from
her juicy cunt and gripped the base of his cock. He needed to be inside her
more than his next breath.


Plunging deep, fucking her from behind, he thrust and
withdrew steadily yet it seemed not enough. With a low sound, he pulled out and
turned her to her belly. Frustration riding him hard, he grabbed a pillow and
stuffed it under her until her beautiful ass was lifted for his pleasure. Raw,
savage emotion gripped him when he came up to his knees between her splayed
thighs. As if memorizing every sweet curve, he drew his hands over the length
of her long back, her ass, her thighs before stroking his fingers through the
wet heat of her pussy.


“Please, T.”


Every muscle in his body went tight and hard, as he plunged
his cock deep into her. Filling her up, feeling her inner muscles clench around
him sent sensation to dance over his skin. Sweat beaded on his forehead and T
gritted his teeth as he thrust over and over. Reaching beneath her writhing
body, he caught her clit between his thumb and finger. He squeezed the tight
bundle repeatedly as her tiny cries swept the room and he knew in that instant
that he would never tire of hearing her need for him. Savage possession took
hold as he pounded hard, hitting the deepest part of her, careful to slide
repeatedly over her G-spot. In a quick move, he lifted her to her knees to
allow a fuller penetration. He was a big, strong, athletic man yet he trembled
with lust for this woman. As she pressed back to take more of his hard cock,
his balls drew up stiffly against his body. His scalp tingled and he swore his
eyes crossed as his body took over. Plunging deep and heavily into her body
was, he knew, the closest thing to heaven a man like him would ever get and he
aimed to take advantage as he fucked her, loved her.


Bending low over Melanie’s back, T settled his mouth near
her cheek. “I love you,” he gasped. “Do you hear me? I love you.”


“T!”


Melanie went still beneath him for a single moment before
choking out a breath as orgasm blasted through her. Through it all, T rode her
as wave after wave of sensation carried her under. Together they trembled as he
followed her into the chasm of intense pleasure and rode the crest until he
lay, for a moment, stunned and shaken against her back. When he regained his
senses, he rolled from her body and pulled her against him. He felt her warm
breath against his chest and, wrapping his arms around her, held her close.
“You okay?”


“Yeah.” She looked up at him, her blue eyes shiny with what
he suspected were tears. “Did you mean it?”


Focusing on her, intensely aware this was the most important
moment of his life, he sent his fingers through her curls. “Yes. I love you,
Mel, and I’m not going anywhere.”


“I believe you. I love you too, T. I always have.”


“Then we’re going to be okay, aren’t we?”


Her smile was sunshine-bright, making his heart squeeze at
the wonder of all the emotions he’d finally allowed himself to feel. “Oh yeah.
I think we’re going to be just fine.”






Chapter Six


 


Several nights later, Melanie looked around the site of the
street dance in wonder. Everything was just spectacular, from the lights strung
in every tree to the band playing boisterous country music from the gazebo on
the town square. Booths selling hot dogs, barbecue, and beer were making plenty
of money as tourists clogged the roped-off area on Main, sampling the goodies
being sold by citizens of Delight. Chairs and benches dotted the small grassy
park surrounding the gazebo, giving weary dancers a place to park their butts
after hours of dancing in the street. T had picked her up two hours ago and
they’d been dancing ever since. Exhausted, happy, and still aching in the most
delicious ways from all that marathon sex she’d been having, she currently sat
on a bench next to T.


Melanie took a sip of her beer and slid her gaze in T’s
direction. “I have to say I’m not used to being the center of attention.
Everybody wants to get a look at the hottest cowboy ever to ride a horse.”


T laughed and shook his head. Leaning close, he pressed a
kiss to the corner of her mouth. “Nah, they are looking at you, darlin’.
Prettiest girl here without a doubt.”


“You’ll go to hell for tellin’ fibs, you know.” She looked
out at the crowded street and spotted Cooper and Harley doing a lively two-step
while Ransom stood, propped against one of the beer wagons, talking to a couple
of cowboys from the Double D. Contentment almost carried her under and she
sighed a little when T stood to pull her upright. “Come on. Let’s dance.”


“You’re gonna wear me out. I have to deal with Miss Peach
Delight stuff first thing in the morning and already my feet are starting to
ache.”


“For an athletic woman, you sure do complain a lot.” T
teased her, his grin downright wicked as he stepped onto the crowded street
with her and they began to dance to a Rascal Flatts song. Thelma and her
husband twirled past them and she wiggled her fingers at them then gave them a
little wink. “Yep. The whole town in talking.”


“You had doubts?”


“Not a one.”


It had been years since they’d danced together and Melanie
realized that over time, he had greatly improved. His touch on her was light
and he had some smooth moves going on as they circled the roped-in area through
one song after another. Finally, he pulled her toward the edge of the crowd.
“Want something to drink? Thought I’d go talk to Ransom for a minute and bring
you back something.”


“Sure. Sounds good. I’ll head over to that stand of oaks and
grab us a couple of seats.”


When Melanie made her way to the chairs, she sank into one
of them and pushed her hair back from her forehead. Yes, it was full-on night
now but it was still July and with all that dancing she was downright hot.
Blissfully alone, she watched the crowds. People were dancing and talking.
Children kicked a soccer ball in a nearby field and she wondered again why she
had ever considered not living right here. For most folks it might seem a blast
from the past but this was home. Feeling truly content for the first time in
years, she absorbed this single moment alone but then narrowed her eyes
slightly at the rapid advance of a man she didn’t recognize. He was roughly
forty with the well-groomed appearance that screamed “big city”‘. Tanned,
slightly balding and wearing a collared shirt and khakis, he stopped in front
of her and smiled. “Excuse me, ma’am, but didn’t I see you dancing with T
Dobbs?”


“Yes, I was. Do you need to see T?” She pointed in T’s
direction. “He’s right over there wearing a black Stetson and white western
shirt.”


The man smiled. “Oh yeah. There he is.” As his cell phone
rang, he reached into his pocket, scowled at the number then stuck it back into
his pocket before turning his attention to her again. “Sorry about that.” He
held out his hand. “I’m Scott Connally, T’s agent. He has a shoot in Calgary
next month and I was handling some business in Texas so I just rented a car and
headed this way. Need him to sign some papers. I thought I’d take care of
business and head back to Dallas tonight but this is a hell of a party you
folks are throwing.”


Melanie stared at the man, utterly speechless as he said his
thanks and headed off to find T. She watched, her heart in her throat, as the
agent approached T. She saw the man she loved smile broadly and clap Connally
on the back and it was obvious they knew each other.


Red rage tinged with pain clouded her vision as she realized
T had lied to her. No doubt he’d planned all along to head back to his old
life. Did Ransom and Cooper know the truth? Honestly she didn’t care if T did
stunts in who-knew-where as long as he always returned home to Delight and to
her. She needed to know they had a future together especially now that he’d
laid siege to her heart. He’d told her he loved her and damn it, all, she’d
said the words back. Part of her reasoned this had to be some kind of weird
mistake. Another part told her she was being childish and silly. He’d chased
her down in the presence of the entire town and made her believe in love again.


Tears burned behind her eyes as confusion swamped her.
Hoping against hope she could hold her worry together long enough to escape
from the crowds, she stood and turned to duck behind the nearest building when
she literally bumped into Harley June.


“Whoa! Hey, where are you… What’s wrong? You’re crying.”


Melanie shook her head. “I was stupid to believe a word
coming out of T’s mouth.”


“What did he do? Tell me? I’ll kick his ass, honey. Really.”


God, she loved her friends. “No, no, I just have to get out
of here. I can’t talk to T right now or I’ll just lose it.”


Harley dug in her purse and pulled out her keys. “Come on
then. I’ll take you home.”


Melanie felt like a petulant child leaving T at the dance
this way but she had to think. From the beginning she’d had trouble trusting
him and now he’d simply backed up her earlier worries by outright lying to her.
Ass.


“Do you want to talk about it, honey?” Harley asked as she
pulled up in the driveway. She looked worried and Mel was sorry about that. Her
best friend was happier than she’d ever been and was busily planning a wedding.
The last thing Melanie wanted to do was puke out all her troubles.


She shook her head. “No. I’m just mad. T told me he was done
with California and the daredevil stuff. His agent showed up tonight with a
contract so I reckon he wasn’t telling any of us the truth.” Sighing, she
opened the door of the truck and stepped out only to look back at Harley again.
“I’ll talk with T but not now. He said he was staying home for good and now I
wonder everything he’s said over the past few days has been a huge lie. I just
need some time to think. Thanks for the ride home.”


“Call if you need me.”


Melanie managed a smile. “I will. Thanks.”


Minutes later she stood under the hot spray of her shower,
tears flowing to mingle with the pelting water that rained over her. He was
leaving. She knew it and wondered why he’d never said a word about the job but
continued to behave as if he’d be here forever. Separating lies from truth was
impossible for her at the moment and she knew she must talk with T but not now.
Feeling more vulnerable than she had in years, she later donned a short summery
nightgown and curled up on her couch to think things through. As she sipped a
glass of wine, she closed her eyes and imagined the moment when he’d say
goodbye and head off to that job in Canada. Was the love he said he felt for
her strong enough to urge his return?


As the moments ticked by she worried, she wondered but
inevitably Melanie felt lost.


* * * * *


T shook his head at his longtime agent. What the hell was he
doing here? They hadn’t talked in weeks and as far as he was concerned they had
nothing much to discuss. Ransom stood quietly, watching the exchange of
pleasantries, suspicion heavy in his eyes. T made quick introductions.
Curiosity rode him hard. “What brings you to Delight?”


“I brought some contracts for you to sign.”


“What contracts?”


Scott had the grace to look a little uncomfortable but he
wasn’t all that worried about the man at the moment. Beside him, Ransom had
gone still and T practically felt the anger vibrating from his body. Best to
defuse whatever situation was brewing sooner rather than later.


The agent cocked his head and gave him a steady look. “The
studio shooting that western television series needs you badly, T. This time
they want you as a body double for some fairly dangerous stunts and you fit the
bill. Come on, man. They’re willing to pay you a bundle for a mere six weeks.”


T glanced at his brother and watched the tension leave his
body but there was still caution in his gaze. “I told you I was done, Scott.
I’m home to stay. You know damn good and well the doctors said my knee couldn’t
take another bad hit and I rather like being able to walk. My place is here. My
family needs me and I have a ranch to help Ransom run. I’m out.”


“Damn it, T,” Scott began but Ransom interrupted him.


“He said no. Figure it’s time you back off now, friend.”


T gave his brother a glance then faced his agent. He was a
full-grown man and perfectly capable of fighting his own battles. “I’ve got
this, Ran. Listen, Scott, I appreciate what you’re trying to do here. I really
do but my word is final. My body is battered to hell and those ramblin’ days
are long gone. It’s time for me to settle down. This is home and I’m stayin’
put.”


Scott frowned, no doubt sorry as hell he’d driven all this
way for nothing, but that wasn’t T’s problem. Yeah, the man should’ve fucking
called. Finally Scott sighed. “All right then. Sounds like you’ve made up your
mind.”


“I have.”


When Scott walked away, T turned to Ransom. “I know you
worried that I’d end up heading back to that other life, bro, but you were
wrong about that. Despite what you might think, I’m a man of my word.”


“Figure so.”


“This is where I need to be. With family. With Melanie.”


Ran graced him with a rare smile. “Things getting pretty
serious with Mel?”


“I think you know they are. If she’ll have me, I aim to
marry her.”


“You’re smarter than you look.”


That business behind him, T headed back through the crowds
on his search for Melanie. She wasn’t where she’d said she would be but he
wasn’t all that concerned. No doubt Mel had gotten sidetracked and was off
talking with someone. He didn’t start to really fret until roughly thirty
minutes later and there was still no sign of her.


What the hell?


Downright worried now, he jerked when his soon-to-be
sister-in-law tapped him on the shoulder. Harley June stood there looking like
a thundercloud and disapproval was evident in her tone.


“If you are looking for Melanie, she isn’t here.”


“Kind of figured that out, honey. Mind telling me what’s
going on and what has you looking like you’re ready to bite the head off a
rattler?”


Harley huffed a breath. “Is it true you’re leaving? What did
we do that got you in such a hurry to hightail it out of here so soon?”


“Shit.”


“Is it true?”


“Hell no, it’s not true.”


Harley let out a long breath. “T, you’d better head over to
her house. She’s pretty upset, believing you’ve been lying to her.” She shook
her head, looking worried. “Can’t tell you what her mood will be. She’ll either
hit you with something or bawl all over you. Take your pick.”


Things sure could go to hell and back pretty damn quick.
Eating up the distance between the site of the street dance and where he’d
parked his truck, he considered what Mel must be thinking of him and just
wanted to spit. He didn’t want cause her even one second of misery and until
this moment he didn’t realize how much he depended on her love and trust.
Thinking of her crying and hurt, believing he’d lied fairly stole the breath
from his lungs.


T pulled up into the driveway, gripping the steering wheel
as he peered at her place. Aside from one lonely light in the living room, her
house was dark. Nope. She wasn’t asleep yet and he knew it. Way too early for
that. Gathering his courage without a clue what to expect, he stepped from the
truck and climbed her front porch steps. Hat in hand, he rang her doorbell,
then knocked twice for good measure. “Open up, honey. I know you’re in there.
Let me explain.”


Closing his eyes in frustration, he listened for the sound
of movement inside the house. When he heard a noise at the front door, he
straightened to face her full on as the door opened and she stood framed there,
wearing nothing but a sexy little gown and a tearstained face. T’s heart
squeezed at the sight of her and, without wasting a minute, he stepped over the
threshold, closing the door behind him, and lifted her in his arms. Her measly,
girly little gasp wasn’t much of a deterrent as he turned and pressed her
against the door. “I didn’t lie to you about a goddamn thing,” he blurted out
seconds before taking her lips in a savage kiss. He swept his tongue deep,
ignoring the choked sound she made. If kissing her silly didn’t work, he had
other sexy tricks up his sleeve.


Plunging his tongue deep, tasting her with a frantic hunger,
T settled his chest against her softness until finally, finally he tasted her
acceptance. He broke the kiss and whispered against her lips. “My agent came to
town but the asshole should’ve called. Then maybe I could have saved him a
trip. I told him months ago that I was done, Melanie, and I meant it. Did you
think I lied when I told you that right here is where I want to be? Didn’t you
believe me when I said I love you?”


Fresh tears leaked from her eyes and the sight of them damn
near broke his heart. “Really, T? Really? He asked me where you were and
introduced himself. The guy made it sound like this was a definite deal and I
believed him. I’m an idiot. I’m sorry. Forgive me for not trusting you more.”


“Remind me to spank you later,” he murmured as relief
whipped through him and he kissed her again. Mel’s long legs wrapped around his
waist to bring him closer and he took full advantage. T’s cock had gone hard
the instant he’d seen her standing there looking so damn beautiful and now he
rubbed it over her hot little cleft until she panted softly into his mouth.
Moving his lips to her throat to tease that scented flesh, he gripped her ass
with both hands to better dry-fuck her sweet pussy. He hated the denim and silk
separating their flesh but he couldn’t stop. Her mistrust of him could have
cost him everything and yeah, he was plenty pissed at her but suddenly fucking
her hard and fast was the only alternative left to him.


Her gown was rucked up around her waist so T took a moment
to brush one hand over the globe of her rounded butt then dipped his thumb past
the elastic of her soft, silky panties. Finding her drenched, T cursed softly
then nipped her neck, following the action with a gentle brush of his tongue.
Touching her more, harder, deeper suddenly became top priority as he teased the
wet flesh, finding her clit swollen and pulsing against the pad of his thumb.
“God, you feel good, darlin’,” he whispered, moving his mouth lower to nip at
the curve of her breasts peeking above the low-cut gown. “I could eat you up
with a spoon and never get enough.”


T thrust two fingers deep into her pussy, loving the way her
vaginal walls clenched against them, the way she fucked them hard, as she writhed
against the door. Melanie whimpered, clutching his shoulders and her body heat
twined around him, drawing him further into her sexual allure. Suddenly she
went still against him then flew apart as if nothing held her together but the
touch of his fingers in her body.


“I’ve got ya,” he said as he carried her through the living
room and into the master bedroom. The bed was carefully made, fluffy pillows
everywhere but he didn’t give a hot damn about that. He needed her now and
taking time turn down the covers was simply asking too much. Hunger rode him
hard as he laid her on the bed.


Melanie sat up to whip the little-bit-of-nothing gown over
her head. When she tossed it aside, she gave him a sexy yet defiant look.
“Hurry, T. Get ‘em off. Now.”


T grinned at her and with a hop, tug and a pull had his
boots removed before going to work on the rest of his clothes. Jeans, boots and
shirt hit the floor in a heap and when he finally stood naked by the bed, he
saw the raw hunger on Mel’s face. She kneeled in the center of the bed, equally
naked with one hand working between her thighs and the other toying with her
nipple. The shy, insecure woman he’d once known had disappeared on him, leaving
behind a confident woman who knew exactly what she wanted. She’d already had
one orgasm and T intended to give her more. He grabbed a rubber from the
handful he’d dropped on the nightstand and rolled one on. There was no finesse.
No smooth moves. Just a man who wanted to fuck the woman he loved.


Coming down on the bed, he sat back on his knees and pulled
her to him. Melanie straddled his thighs, her pussy brushing his cock with damp
heat. She stared directly into his eyes.


Sweeping her hair back from her face, he smiled at her.
“Have I ever told you how great it is to be eye to eye with a woman?” He
brushed a kiss over her swollen lips. “I’m a big, tall man and I think I’m
going to keep my very tall woman. What do you think about that?”


Mel kissed him back, smiled wickedly then rose up in one
athletic move before sinking down over him. “I think that’s a mighty fine idea,
T.”


T thrust up, high and hard inside her, working his
horseman’s thighs to great effect as she wrapped her arms around him. Moving in
counterpoint, she rose and fell. Slowly, savoring every stroke, every sigh,
they rode the wave until there was no more room for precision, only wicked,
wild speed. Sensation climbed higher and higher as blood roared in his ears.
Taking one taut nipple between his teeth, he sucked hard, then lighter, then
hard again. Mel’s head dropped back, her fingers clenched in his hair as she
began to tremble. Realizing she was almost there, he increased the suction on
her nipple and fucked her harder, faster. Her orgasm spiraled out of control,
she cried out, and he immediately followed her, knowing damn good and well this
was only the beginning.


* * * * *


By two the next day, T and Harley, both considered downright
famous in these parts, had crowned Madison Bellemont, a junior at Delight High
School, as Miss Peach Delight to the approval of almost everyone in the crowd.
From the sidelines, Melanie watched the festivities which included, as she’d
figured, lots of singing and piano playing. One especially perky young lady
twirled her baton without missing a beat and though Mel was supposed to remain impartial,
she clapped for her the loudest. Took a lot of guts to twirl a baton in front
of a big crowd and she’d always admired guts. Today the world looked good to
Melanie and why shouldn’t it? Yes, she ached in more secret places than she
could name and she’d learned a valuable lesson about trusting her man…loving
him too. When the applause died down, T sauntered up to her and, without
missing a beat, dragged her behind the quickly emptying gazebo for a long, hot
kiss.


“How’s my girl?”


“Happy.”


“Happy is good,” he drawled. Then T kissed her again, this
time softly, so very tenderly, and looked at her. A strange intensity filled
his eyes. Uncertainty? No, not T. Never T. He was the most self-assured man
she’d ever known. “Been meaning to ask you something.”


“Yeah? Ask away, cowboy.”


T lifted his hand and wiggled his pinkie finger at her. A
solitaire diamond ring set in platinum winked at her and she caught her breath.
Stunned, she could only stare, open mouthed, like an idiot.


“I thought about getting a diamond tiara but figured maybe
you’d like this some better. I know it’s soon but I just couldn’t help myself.
I love you, darlin’. You’re the reason I came home and the one person who will
keep me here. Will you marry me and be my own Miss Peach Delight? Forever?”


Love washed over her in a single heartbeat and her eyes
filled with tears. Without stopping to think, without a doubt or misgiving, she
leaned in and wrapped her arms around his neck. “Oh, T, my handsome daredevil,
I thought you’d never ask.”
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Discover for yourself why readers can’t get enough of the
multiple award-winning publisher Ellora’s Cave. Whether you prefer e-books or
paperbacks, be sure to visit EC on the web at www.ellorascave.com for an erotic
reading experience that will leave you breathless.
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