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 CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    Samantha Crawford blinked in the brilliant sunlight as she got out of the cab that had brought her here from the airport. The senior partners in her law firm had thought this retreat was going to be a great idea, a long weekend away at a ranch in the middle of nowhere, no internet, no phones no distractions. It seemed more like her idea of a nightmare, but if she was going to make partner before the year was out, there was no way she was going to balk against something this pointless.  
 
      
 
    Her long dark hair tucked up into a bun at the nape of her neck and the pencil skirt topped with a crisp, carefully buttoned white blouse were out of place against the background that the Flying Eagle Ranch provided. She’d grown up in the city, and Sam was used to walking everywhere she went. She was also used to being no farther than three blocks from a coffee shop at any given moment. This long weekend was going to be more than a challenge.  
 
      
 
    She was ill-prepared for the voice that spoke up behind her after she paid the taxi driver and turned to survey the ranch once again. She was even less prepared for the sight of the man that it belonged to. Her eyes moved from his boots up his jeans to the button down plaid shirt that he wore. It did a terrible job at containing all of him or at hiding the tattoos that peeked out around the short sleeves along his biceps and forearms. Sam didn’t think she’d ever seen anyone like that, well, ever. She could feel her heart thud against her chest as her eyes finally latched onto his.  
 
      
 
    “Excuse me… uh… ma’am.” She heard the catch in his voice as she turned to face him, but it seemed that he was stifling a laugh. The frown that replaced the slack-jawed expression that had broken out involuntarily across her face was as quick as the hand that went to her hip.  
 
      
 
    “Yes? Can I help you?” She tried hard to steel her expression, and bring herself back to her senses. What was she doing getting lost in gawking at some stranger who was obviously doing his best not to laugh at her? 
 
      
 
    “Well, ma’am.” He cleared his throat and let an amused grin spread across his face. “I think it’s me that supposed to be helping you. At least if you’re with that group of lawyers that supposed to be arriving today, and it sure looks like you are. Can I take your bags?”  
 
      
 
    The ranch hand let his gaze move along her entire frame and Sam felt a slight shudder at the way he looked her body over that she tried to suppress. She could have kicked herself for the way she reacted involuntarily to everything he did. It was like her body was actively working against her. Sam needed to get herself under control. She could face a judge and keep a perfect poker face, bluffing until no one was certain what the truth was. She liked it that way, completely in control. Something about the man in front of her made her feel like she was ready to lose control, to hand it over willingly to a man she’d spoken about five words to.  
 
      
 
    “Then I guess you’re supposed to be helping me.” She gestured to the bags that the cab driver had unloaded just before he pulled away. She hadn’t even noticed the car was gone. Sam had been that distracted by the sudden appearance of the ranch hand. She was also tired of calling him the ranch hand in her head. “So, do you have a name or am I just going to wind up calling you Stranger for the next few days?” 
 
      
 
    His laugh was deep, bubbling up from his chest and it did something to her. She wanted to make him laugh again. What was even happening to her? Something about all this fresh air must have already driven her insane. She was out of her element and everything about this place was making her lose her mind.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I mean, you can call me Stranger if that’s what turns you on, Lady.” He shot her a grin and hoisted her bags onto his shoulders like they didn’t weigh much of anything before turning to walk to the cabins she spotted behind the main ranch house. “But my mother named me Reid, and she’d sure hate to know that no one was using it.” 
 
      
 
    Reid, of course, he was named something like that. It was like someone had dreamed up the perfect torture for Sam, and now it was carrying her bags across the yard of the ranch. All that she could do about it was follow behind and stare at the curve of his ass inside the jeans that looked like they’d been painted on him. At least there was no one from the firm around to watch her act like she was a teenager in heat.  
 
      
 
    She wasn’t certain if anyone else from the firm was there, but she probably wouldn’t have noticed if they had been. Sam was too busy staring at the man carrying her bags and imagining what was under that button-down shirt. They reached one of the cabins before she was ready for it, and he pulled a key out of his hip pocket to unlock the door, gently dropping the bags on the bed before he turned to her, holding out his hand with the key dangling from it.  
 
      
 
    She reached out to take it from him as he jerked his hand away with a devilish grin playing across his features. That grin almost killed her, but the next thing he said pretty much did her in.  
 
      
 
    “So, I don’t think it’s fair that you know my name and I don’t know yours. Or should I just call you Legs since you decided to nickname me Stranger?”  
 
      
 
    God, he was cocky. She would have hated that in anyone back at the firm. If one of the guys back there had called her Legs, they would have paid for it, but something about Reid caught her off the normal guard she held up. It could have been those brilliantly colored blue eyes that looked like they were hiding some kind of inside joke that only he knew about.  Maybe it was how different his roughly tussled blonde hair was from the lawyers back at the firm. Their hair was always carefully coiffed, not a strand out of place like they were always trying to make an impression. He was making an impression alright, but it wasn’t intentional. At least she didn’t think it was. She was so lost in figuring out why he was taking her off guard, she half forgot to reply.  
 
    “Oh…” Sam cleared her throat, trying to cover up the fact that she’d been distracted. “Samantha. But everyone calls me Sam.” She’d picked the nickname on purpose, it made her sound more masculine to be Sam instead of Samantha, and in a world that was ruled by men, she could use any competitive edge she could get.  
 
      
 
    “Well, Samantha, it’s been a pleasure.” It didn’t escape her notice that he’d picked her full name, she just wasn’t sure why, whether he was trying to intimidate her or he just liked the sound of it. She knew she liked the sound of it, though.  
 
      
 
    “Pleasure’s been all mine.” She could only return the grin as he reached out and placed the keys in her hand, letting the contact linger longer than absolutely necessary before he let go, leaving the single ring with a single key in her hand.  
 
      
 
    “See you around, Legs.” He grinned, and walked out of the room, closing the door behind him, leaving Sam alone to slump onto the bed with an exhausted sigh. This was going to be a long weekend. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
    Reid Spencer had been working at the Flying Eagle Ranch for the better part of the last five years. Before that he’d been a hand on a few other farms, bouncing back and forth from place to place. This was the longest he’d settled in any one place in his life. He’d been all over the state, working at one farm or ranch or another, beginning on the one that had belonged to his grandfather back when he was in high school. This had been his life, and it was the thing he was best at.  
 
      
 
    He prided himself on knowing two things better than anything else – horses and women. But the set of legs that had climbed out of the back of that taxi this afternoon was something he hadn’t been prepared for in the slightest. Reid had worked this kind of thing before. This ranch was a vacation spot, a place where people came to get an imaginary taste of the life he led every day so that they could go back to their everyday world and feel a little more accomplished or at least a little more superior once things were done. More than one business group had come through here for just the same kind of “team-building” activities that this one was here for. He tolerated them. They were the reason he made a living. But they never contained anything like the creature that he’d shown to cabin C this afternoon.  
 
      
 
    Usually, they were full of old, stuffed shirt kind of men, the kind with more money than sense. The occasional woman came through, but they were more of the same, just cut from a little different cloth than the men who walked through here like they owned the place, but overall, they were all just here for the show. There was something different about Samantha, though in his mind Reid was just calling her Legs at this point. 
 
      
 
    Legs. 
 
      
 
    That was the first part of her he’d seen, but the rest of her lived up to the challenge they’d presented. He’d imagined those legs wrapped around his waist five times before he ever walked over and introduced himself. He’d imagined a whole hell of a lot more before the two them ended up in that cabin together. His brain had played him a little movie of her pinned against the bed, the carpet and the wall wearing nothing but his hat before he managed to walk out of there with at least some of his self-control intact.  
 
      
 
    He was certain this was going to be a long, damned weekend. Three days, right? He could make it three days without getting in trouble for banging the guests. At least he hoped he could if his dick decided to mind his head. So far, it wasn’t doing a good job.  
 
      
 
    Reid cursed under his breath as he watched a whole convoy of taxis pull up out front of the main ranch house. Legs had been the first to arrive, but the rest of them were hot on her tail. As he watched them get out of the cars and start milling around on the grass, waiting to be shown to their own cabins, he counted all the stereotypes he’d come to know and love from these corporate get-togethers.  
 
    There were the bosses, those whose suits cost more than his yearly income. They walked around like they owned the place no matter where they were. You could tell them by the kiss-ass underlings that buzzed around them like a swarm of horse flies. These guys were the real pains in the asses that he was going to have to deal with for the next few days. At least he could get a few good looks at Samantha in a pair of jeans while the rest of them tried to get in as many brownie points as they could manage with the head honchos over there.  
 
      
 
    He got to work, walking these city boys to their cabins and passing over their keys, but he had to admit it hadn’t been half as much fun as dropping Legs off at her room. His eyes kept drifting over to Cabin C, and he let a grin drift over his expression as he wondered what was going on in there since he’d dropped her off.  
 
      
 
    That pencil skirt was going to have to go, no matter how good her legs looked in it, so was the white button down. If she was going to get her hands dirty then she wasn’t going to ruin her good clothes. He’d have given a week’s pay just to be around to help her with that process. He groaned, feeling himself hardening against the tight confines of his jeans, and reminded himself to focus on what he was doing for once. 
 
      
 
    He got lost in the work until the last of the group arrived and checked in, glancing over at Samantha’s cabin before he set about his real work for the day. He had a lot more to do than just make sure the guests were settled in. There were fences to fix, horses to feed, cows to move from one pasture to another, and he was sure that the owner would find more for him to do before the day was over. The work never ended around here, but he enjoyed it. It kept his mind off getting into trouble today at least because if that pair of legs was anything, it was trouble.  
 
      
 
    Besides, Colton was waiting for him in the stables to start off their list of things to get done for the morning before the team building activities started. They had to get the real work around here done before the stiffs started their fake work to get their company’s money’s worth for the weekend, and the sun was quickly climbing in the sky.  
 
      
 
    He shot one last longing glance back at Cabin C and shook his head to clear it of the visions of those legs before he went about what he was paid to do.  
 
      
 
    Three days… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    Sam hadn’t wasted any time in peeling out of the clothes she’d traveled here in and putting on something more sensible for the situation. She wasn’t even certain why she’d worn an outfit that was more appropriate for a conference room than a ranch or traveling, but it probably had something to do with the fact that all the senior partners were on the same flight she’d been on. They were all going to be here this weekend, too, but everyone was expected to dress the part for the next few days. The memo that had gone out from Mr. Anderson’s secretary had listed out an appropriate wardrobe, and she’d packed it all. She was certain all the other attorneys vying for a junior partner spot had done the exact same thing, but Sam was determined to make herself stand out.  
 
      
 
    It didn’t help that she was the only woman here, the only woman who’d gotten high enough in Anderson, Ingersoll, and Swift to even be in the running for a junior partner spot, as a matter of fact. It had been a hard road to get here, and Sam felt like she’d had to fight for every inch she gained. She intended to use this weekend to her best advantage. The senior partners were here to get to know all of them a little better and see which of them were junior partner material. Sam had to grab every opportunity she could. 
 
      
 
    Then why was her mind still drifting to the ranch hand who had greeted her this afternoon?  
 
      
 
    Her logical mind told her it was just because it had been too long since she’d been out on a date, much less had sex. Her body had responded out of instinct. At least that’s what she was trying to convince herself. For some reason, she wasn’t finding herself very convincing right now.  
 
      
 
    After she’d stripped down to her underwear and bra, she sat on the bed, thinking about how rough Reid’s hand had been against her own when he handed her the key, rough and warm. He worked with them for a living, that much was obvious. It wasn’t like the men she ran into every day who had skin as soft as hers. This guy was rough and tumble, and physical. He was probably good with those hands. Very good.  
 
      
 
    Sam caught her lip between her teeth, biting down on it gently before she stopped herself and gathered the hair that cascaded down her back into a ponytail. She’d pulled it down when she was changing clothes, but it was only going to get in the way later. She needed to get back to business, grabbing her jeans from the bedside table and pulling them on, quickly followed by a sensible shirt she’d stolen from the last boyfriend she’d managed to keep long enough to have some of his clothes at her place.   
 
      
 
    That had been months ago, thirteen months to be precise. John was another attorney at the firm, and she’d thought that having that much in common was going to be a good thing. All she’d learned from that was that she’d thought wrong. Dating another attorney was like working 24 hours a day. All he wanted to do was talk shop. Sam loved her job. That was enough to keep them dating for three and a half months, but after that, it was all downhill, until the day she told him she was calling it quits. It didn’t help that he’d been offered a job at a rival firm at just about the same time. The pressure was on at work to drop him for being a traitor, and it was easy enough to cave into it when her heart wasn’t in the relationship, to begin with.  
 
      
 
    Since then, Sam had been pretty much alone. Her friends had tried setting her up with one guy or another for a while, but when one after the other just didn’t work out, they gave up. It didn’t matter anyway. She was too focused on her career to give any of them a fair shot whether they deserved it or not.  
 
      
 
    Buttoning the last few buttons of the red flannel shirt, Sam went to roll up the sleeves until they rested at a comfortable place on her forearms. According to the schedule that had been left in the folder on the dresser in her room, she was supposed to report to the main ranch house for lunch in about fifteen minutes instead of sitting here and fantasize about the staff for the next hour or so. Then the rest of their day was going to get started. First a meeting with the senior partners and on to the team building activities. Not exactly her idea of a good time, but she was here to work.  
 
      
 
    Walking out of the cabin and into the yard, she couldn’t help but to scan the area and check for Reid, though he was nowhere to be seen. She frowned, chastising herself internally for doing anything other than working and headed in to see what lunch held in store.  
 
      
 
    “Miss Crawford.” She was greeted by a familiar voice as she walked into the large wooden building, and she automatically put on her work smile as she recognized Mr. Ingersoll.  
 
      
 
    “Good afternoon, Mr. Ingersoll. It’s so good to see you outside of work.” Sam held out her hand for the customary handshake and proceeded to fall into the pattern of work conversation that happened whenever a co-worker was in the room. It was a reflex at this point, something she could turn on and off at the drop of a hat.  
 
      
 
    The room filled quickly with other familiar faces, the same ones she saw day in and day out. A change of scenery was nice, but it wasn’t really a change. They all fell into their roles automatically, even in a new location. Lunch was served, and they settled into their round tables at assigned seats and set into eating peppered with polite conversation that meant absolutely nothing. A senior partner was assigned to each table so that they could get as much exposure to the younger employees as possible. All of this was so carefully engineered that it might as well have been choreographed.  
 
      
 
    Sam caught herself looking for the ranch staff, but all she saw were the servers coming in periodically to refresh drinks and serve plates of food to the three tables in the large dining room. No sign of any of the ranch hands, just the wait staff bringing in and carrying out plates of food and glasses or water for the members of her group eating.  
 
      
 
    She should have been paying attention to the senior partner in her group. Will Swift was one of the founding members of the firm. She’d done work for him before so interaction would have been more or less effortless. He was the one of the three she needed to impress the most. She took one last, longing look around the room and turned her attention back to being social.  
 
      
 
    Lunch passed relatively uneventfully. It was just one of a million business lunches she’d been to in her career. The new setting made very little difference in what was going on in the room, and the fact that they were all dressed in work clothes for what was supposed to happen after lunch didn’t change the fact that they were all talking shop before the first course had been served. It was what they were all good at. She could have done this lunch on auto-pilot, and she was pretty much there by the time dessert was served.  
 
      
 
    At least the monotony of the day was shaken up when the ranch leader came out to announce they were splitting the group into threes to go out to work around the ranch. Each of the senior partners popped up to pick a list of people that were supposed to look random, but Sam knew them well enough to know they’d worked out who was going where long before they’d ever arrived at the ranch.  
 
      
 
    She had been near the top of the list of people that were going out to work with Ingersoll, and they’d barely walked out of the building before the ranch foreman informed them they were heading out to work on adding some fence to one of the cow pastures not too far from the ranch house. At least it wasn’t going to be too far away, and building a fence didn’t appear to be too mentally taxing. She could focus on making a good impression as much as possible because she knew they were going to be watching, even when she wasn’t aware they were doing it. 
 
      
 
    Sam got to the point where they were told they were going to work and the foreman started separating them off into individuals, assigning them to different tasks. Sam’s job was going to be digging post holes for the new fence posts while some of the other guys were splitting rails and cutting posts to slide into the holes when she was done. There were no tools around, but everyone was told to wait for a ranch hand to come to give them what they were going to need to get the job done. She stood there, watching everyone get their jobs and instructions and waiting for the person who was about to join her.  
 
      
 
    “Hey there, Legs.” She recognized the voice even before the nickname registered.  Sam had to fight the smile that threatened to break out across her face in front of her co-workers. There was no way she was going to be able to live down even appearing to enjoy being called Legs. No one else around here would have gotten away with it, but they would have tried.  
 
      
 
    “Well hello, Stranger.” If he was going to call her by that name then there was no way she was going to refer to him as Reid. The nicknames at least kept them on an even playing field, though Sam was pretty sure she would rather that playing field be back in her cabin and spread across the king-sized bed instead of out here in a cow pasture with every man she was in competition with looking on.  
 
    
               Sam moved a hand to her hip, resting against the rough denim of the jeans that rode low and hugged her curves so much better than the skirt she’d worn to the ranch could have. She knew how good she looked in jeans, and she planned to use it to her advantage, at least in this situation.  
 
      
 
    He was holding a tool she didn’t recognize that looked like a pair of shovels attached together by a hinge near the bottom. Reid pushed it down, burying the blades into the grass next to him and leaned on the pair of handles as he looked her over one more time. Maybe it was just wishful thinking, but she thought she saw the hungry look in his eyes that matched her own. It made her breath catch in her chest for a moment. Luckily, he started talking at just about the same moment and covered up the tiny sound that escaped her barely parted lips.  
 
      
 
    “So, tell me you’ve used a pair of posthole diggers before.” He raised an eyebrow, waiting for her reply.  
 
      
 
    Sam could only assume that he meant the thing he was leaning against. She couldn’t put a name to it, much less explain how to use it so all she could do was shake her head.  
 
      
 
    “If you mean that,” she gestured to the long handles stuck into the ground, “then no. I couldn’t tell you how to do anything with that. Now if you need me to explain how to write a contract that Satan himself couldn’t get out of then I’m your girl.”  
 
      
 
    Well, next time I need to do business with the Devil then I’ll know where to find you, I reckon. But for right now, we need to build a fence.” The chuckle in his voice melted into a real laugh as he gestured towards the tool he’d brought with him. “So, I guess I’m going to be showing you how these work then?” 
 
    “I guess so.” Sam couldn’t help but think that there was more than one tool she wouldn’t mind him showing her how to use, but she had to shake the thought as he hefted the post hole diggers out of the ground in front of him and came over to her side, scuffing a place in the dirt in front of her with the heel of his boot. She could have gotten lost in what happened next for the rest of the day if she’d let herself.  
 
      
 
    He drove the ends of the blades into the dirt, pushing them in even further with his boot before levering the handles far apart and lifting a scoopful of soil out of the ground in front of him, dumping it on the ground near the hole and repeating the process. It was simple enough if you paid attention to what you were doing, but Sam wasn’t really paying attention to much besides the way Reid looked every time his muscles flexed to get one part of the job or another done. Distracted was an understatement.  
 
      
 
    She knew he was talking, but what he was saying didn’t register until he passed her the handle of the diggers and took a step back. It was Sam’s turn, and she wasn’t going to be able to promise anyone that she could do this without hurting herself or breaking something. But she was going to give it a shot. She also knew she was screwing this up from the minute she wrapped her fingers around the handles. A quick glance around her told her that the guys who’d spread out around her to do pretty much the same thing weren’t faring much better. A handful of ranch hands were spread around trying to show them exactly what to do. It had just been her luck that she’d gotten the only one who made her feel like her panties might just catch on fire.  
 
      
 
    She tried to focus on the task in front of her, but Sam was shocked into letting out a soft gasp when she felt the warmth of a pair of arms wrapping around her from behind, rough hands sliding along her arms just beyond where she had the sleeves of the red flannel shirt rolled up and lighting every nerve in her body on fire. Sam froze in place, and it took everything she had in her to keep from melting back into the chest that was pressed against her back when Reid’s arms wrapped around her own, his hands resting on top of hers to guide them into doing what it was they were supposed to do with the diggers. She knew she was supposed to be learning what to do, but there was nothing she could focus on when the heat of his body melted into her back. It was all she could do to keep from whimpering and pressing herself back into his embrace like she really wanted to do.  
 
      
 
    It was the opposite of what Sam knew she was supposed to be. She was strong and independent. She’d been doing it all on her own for years now, dating men who came and went, but never left her feeling weak in the knees from a simple contact the way this man had. He hadn’t even meant to, at least not from what she could tell. He was just doing his job, and doing that simple bit left her a mess.  
 
      
 
    He was talking again, walking her through the steps of what she was supposed to be doing, and instead of seeming like the intelligent woman she was, she probably looked like some slack-jawed moron, mooning over the ranch hand who was just doing what he was getting paid to do. At least he wasn’t moving. He kept his arms around her while he leaned in to talk in a low voice near her ear. It did nothing to help the state of affairs in her body. All it managed to do was to cause her body to tense, the muscles knotting in her abdomen as she finally let what he was saying hit her brain.  
 
      
 
    “See, Legs? It’s not that hard.” He was dead wrong because that was when she let herself move back into him, her ass fitting perfectly into the curve of his hips, and he most certainly was hard. She was beyond able to think straight, except she knew she had to do something before she made a fool of herself in front of everyone here including this guy. If she didn’t, she was going to reach back and dig her nails into his hip to pull him into her and do something everyone might regret in full sight of her boss and co-workers, because her brain was hitting the point where she just didn’t care.  
 
      
 
    Sam’s hands tightened on the handles under his, taking control of the tool and moving away from him as much as she could manage, just to keep herself under control.  
 
      
 
    “You’re right. It’s not. I think I’ve got it.” She knew the reply was short, but it was all she had in her. If she said more, she was going to be begging this man she barely knew to drag her back to her cabin and take her then and now. She was also going to be lucky not to lose her job if she didn’t watch herself, never mind the promotion she’d been working her ass off to get for months.  
 
      
 
    She hated herself for having to do it when he let go and moved back away from her. It was the exact opposite of what she wanted or needed, and the space behind her felt empty and cold as he took a step back, watching her work. She carefully repeated what he had done, getting herself together and focusing on getting the hole dug.  
 
      
 
    “Alright then, Samantha.” He’d gone back to using her name. It sent a pang through her chest, but again it was probably for the best. “That hole needs to be about a foot and a half or so deep. I’ll check in on you in a few?”  
 
      
 
    She could hear the question in his voice and the raised eyebrow. He was asking more than just if she felt comfortable enough with what she was doing, but she didn’t know what to tell him. She wanted him to do more than check up on her, but it was the one thing he really could do without raising too much suspicion from anyone around. She nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Please?” Sam shot Reid a look that she hoped told him what she needed him to know. She wanted more but now wasn’t the time or place. Maybe there would be a chance later. Maybe not. But he hadn’t done anything wrong as far as she was concerned.  
 
      
 
    “Alright, then.” He nodded, reaching up to tip his hat in her direction. “I’ll see you in a few then, Legs.” He looked her over one last time before walking off to do something back at the truck full of tools that had been waiting for them all when they’d arrived out here. Sam watched him go with a soft sigh, going back to the work in front of her and hoping like hell that all this was going to pay off in the end and that she was going to be able to make it through the next two and a half days in one piece. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Reid wondered if that woman knew what the hell she was doing to him because she sure was doing a good job at it. She’d been doing it since she climbed out of that cab this morning, too. It was only worse when she’d walked out of the ranch house in a pair of jeans and a men’s shirt rolled up to her elbows. His head went straight to the idea of seeing her in nothing but one of his shirts instead. He had one just like it back in his bunk, and she’d look a whole damn sight better in it than he did.  
 
      
 
    He’d walked straight over to Cole when he saw what was going on and traded jobs with him on the spot. The boys didn’t like working with the guests when they could get by with it, and he jumped at the chance to go out and brand the new calves that were old enough to go out to pasture with the rest of the cattle instead of heading out to show a bunch of greenhorns how to build a fence they were going to have to go back and fix in a couple of days anyway. They never did anything like that right the first time, and none of them ever knew what they were doing. At least usually. They did occasionally get someone who knew their way around a tool or two, but that was always the exception instead of the rule.  
 
      
 
    With this crew, it looked like they were going to be more work than they were worth. Reid had volunteered to help Matty with the calves at the sight of the word law firm on the job lists for the week, but he hadn’t known that he was going to have something he was far more interested in out with the guests than somewhere off at the back of the ranch. Besides, the foreman didn’t like to let him work with guests all the time, because Reid had a chip on his shoulder when it came to the rich boys who’d been born with a spoon in their mouth that usually came along with the businesses that came out here for this kind of thing. He was far more likely to put a fist in someone’s jaw than to be much of help, but Reid was going to mind his Ps and Qs for now at least. He didn’t think it was a good idea to try to get on her good side by punching one of her friends before the first date. 
 
      
 
    It took everything he had in him to walk away after the way her body had molded into his out in the pasture using the post hole diggers. He’d have taught her how to do just about anything if it meant that she was going to stay pressed up against him like that.  But she’d been the one to pull away. Lucky for them both because he was going to wind up pinning her against the tree and ripping those jeans off her hips no matter how good they looked on her right that second or who was watching. This woman was the exact thing that was going to get them both in a lot of trouble. The good thing about it was that Reid loved trouble. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the afternoon passed by without too many problems, except that Sam seemed to try to be pretending he didn’t exist. He checked on her a few more times, and she was getting on well enough, better than all of the men who’d been put in the same group at least. Most of them didn’t look like they could find their way out a wet paper bag, much less build a real fence. He and Matty were going to be out here next week after they left fixing everything they’d done wrong before it could actually be used. But at least the posts were going to be going in straight and deep enough. He could work with that.  
 
      
 
    He could have stood there and watched her work for the rest of the afternoon if he hadn’t had anything else to do. It looked good on her, and she did a damned sight better than he would have expected watching those legs slide out of the taxi when she arrived. He also wouldn’t have bet she was half as good a rider as she turned out to be.  
 
      
 
    The first afternoon always involved riding lessons for the cattle roundup that happened the second day. The horses could have done the job without a rider on their back, to be honest, but it wouldn’t have been a good idea to send them out to fall off a horse and get kicked in the head by one of the cows when they weren’t paying attention. They needed to learn enough to make sure they could stay in the saddle. It never failed that one of the guests had had some kind of riding lessons and tried to be a show-off. That happened again today, but then there was Sam who just climbed up on the back of the horse like she’d been born to do it.  
 
      
 
    Reid overheard her mention to the stable master that she’d had some lessons before, but it wasn’t in that loud bragging tone that the other guy had used. She also could have ridden circles around him. Reid could only hope that he hadn’t paid too much for those damned lessons because after a day in the saddle sitting like that he was going to be walking funny for the rest of the week.  
 
      
 
    He leaned against a tree for a moment, taking a breath as he pulled his hat off and wiped the sweat off his brow and let out a laugh at the thought, shooting her a grin when he caught Sam glancing at him out of the corner of her eye. He didn’t know if she was trying to avoid him or not, but he was determined to find out.  
 
      
 
    The evening was going to be some kind of party for the group. Drinks and food in the main house with the whole cowboy cookout theme that the owner had been running the entire time that Reid had worked here. It was getting old. To be honest, these things were his kind of party. He’d have much rather went to some bonfire out somewhere and sat around drinking beers with some of the locals that worked at the place, but tonight, he found himself wanting to go, if nothing else to see what Sam got herself up to.  
 
      
 
    He pulled on a clean pair of jeans and the best shirt he had in the simple closet that was on his side of the cabin he shared with one of the other ranch hands. One glance in the mirror before he smoothed his hand over the slightly ruffled hair and pulled on a hat to cover it up. Dolling himself up wasn’t one of Reid’s strong points, but he was at least going to make an effort to look presentable before he walked into the party. Hands were always invited. It made the clients feel special to pal around with the help for some reason, but he generally avoided the room on nights like tonight unless someone with a bigger paycheck than him forced him into going. Tonight, there was another force entirely that had him walking into the back door and making his way to the reception hall and bar. 
 
    Sam was sitting there nursing a glass of whiskey while the ice melted into it and the condensation ran down the sides and pooled on the lacquered bar. She ran a finger around the rim, and it was all he could do not to just get hypnotized by the way the slender digit swirled around the curved edge of the glass. She was alone, for the first time all night, and he wasn’t going to be able to stop himself from walking over there to at least have a drink. He could manage that much without looking like a stupid, love-struck puppy of a teenaged boy. He was long beyond that, but there was something about the woman sitting, legs crossed at the bar that did a number on him.  
 
      
 
    The bartender saw him coming before he ever got there. She knew what he was going to drink without him ever having to open his mouth, and it just happened to be the same whiskey he’d watched her pour for Sam before he’d gotten the courage up to walk over to her. He held up a couple of fingers and nodded to Melissa.  
 
      
 
    “Make a double, Melissa.” He looked over at the almost empty glass in front of Sam and nodded towards her with a soft grin. “And get Legs here another one, too. She looks like she needs it.” He wasn’t wrong. This place wasn’t his idea of a good time.   
 
      
 
    Sam leaned on one elbow shooting him a look as Mel brought over a glass and the bottle and topped them both off with a knowing glance at Reid. That one was smarter than most of the people around here gave her credit for, but his focus for tonight was on Samantha.  
 
      
 
    “Come here often?” She raised an eyebrow as he brought the glass to his lips and felt the burn of the amber liquid roll down his throat, almost choking to stifle a laugh. 
 
      
 
    “You might say that. And what about you? This doesn’t look exactly like your scene, Legs.” He laid the glass on the bar, forgetting about it as he turned to face his drinking companion of the moment. 
 
      
 
    She kept her legs crossed, looking back down to the glass in front of her with a shrug and a half sarcastic laugh. One foot kicking a little as she replied, “Well, it might be exactly my scene, but it’s not my idea of a good time.” She darted up another glance and locked eyes with him, running her lower lip between her teeth as the two of them looked at each other. She was gorgeous, but it was obvious she didn’t really know it or what her biting down on that bottom lip of hers was doing to Reid.  
 
      
 
    “Well, it’s probably not my place, but I’m going to say it anyway. You look like you haven’t had a good time in a while.” He didn’t wait for her to reply before he took another sip from his drink and turned around to rest his back against the bar to survey the room. It was everything you’d expect, a bunch of upper-class guys who wouldn’t know a good time if it bit them in the ass, milling around with glasses of alcohol that cost what he made in an hour. She stood out like a sore thumb.  
 
      
 
    He heard Sam make a small sound like she was choking on her own drink, but she might have just been clearing her throat. He wasn’t certain, and he wasn’t going to look at her to find out. Instead, he just let a grin spread across his cheeks. Either way, he’d gotten to her with that last line because she was stammering. 
 
      
 
    “I… well…” Sam rested her drink on the bar and took a deep breath, letting it out in a long, slow exhale. “You know what? I haven’t had a good time in a long time. Too damned long actually.”  
 
      
 
    That was exactly what Reid wanted to hear. He pushed himself off the stool, reaching over the bar to the place where he’d known Melissa had left the mostly full whiskey bottle she’d filled their glasses from, bringing it up to tap the brim of his hat when she glanced his way.  
 
      
 
    “Add it to my tab, Mel.” She grinned and nodded at him as he turned to face Sam. “Then what do you say we get the hell out of here, Legs? I think I can manage to be more fun than these stuffed shirts around here. I’ll at least be good for a laugh or two, and this bottle of whiskey has both our names written on it tonight.”  
 
      
 
    She looked around the room, checking out what was going on here before she turned to face him with a half shrug, but only half-concealed excitement in her eyes.  
 
    
“Alright then, Stranger. Doesn’t look I’m going to be missing out on much around here anyway, and I’m not one to turn down a drink.” She stood up, straightening her shirt as she walked over to stand at his side. “After you.”  
 
      
 
    He led her out of the room and down to the area where they had bonfires during some of the guest weekends. There was already a small fire there, but he’d known there would be. Even if the guests didn’t come down here, the staff kept a fire lit every night when there was a party just in case. Those guys back in the main house didn’t look like they were going to wander out of doors unless they had to, so with any luck they were going to have the place to themselves for the rest of the night. At least that was his intention.  
 
      
 
    Reid settled onto one of the logs that surrounded the fire, rested the bottle between his knees and patted the seat next to him for Sam to join him. She slid in, closer than he’d expected and he got a whiff of the perfume she was wearing again. It brought back the memory of the moment she was wrapped in his arms this afternoon. He wanted more of that.  
 
      
 
    Reid opened the bottle and dropped the cap into his shirt pocket, pulling a long swig off the top of the bottle before offering it to his companion. She took the bottle and brought it to her lips, taking a swallow before she passed it back and turned to face him.  
 
      
 
    “So, where this good time I was promised?” She grinned up at him, and it was everything he could do not to claim those lips with his. Instead, he leaned back and looked up at the stars that twinkled in the night sky before glancing back at her.  
 
      
 
    “I think this is a whole hell of a lot more fun than that party back there. I mean you’ve definitely got better things to do than sit around and listen to them talk shop and tell you about their summer houses up in the Hamptons or their bullshit boarding school education, right?” He took another drink of the whiskey enjoying the burn as it went down his throat. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve probably heard all those stories. There’s nothing new there. This is at least new.” Samantha looked up to the sky as well, sighing gently. “So, tell me you didn’t go to boarding school.”  
 
      
 
    Reid thought about how to answer her for a moment and decided to go for blunt. “Oh, I mean, I went to school. I went to a bunch of schools before all was said and done, but none of them were boarding schools. School wasn’t really my thing anyway. It was just a place I had to be until I could leave. Doesn’t matter anyway; not like wrangling cattle needs a college degree or anything, you know?”  
 
      
 
    Samantha nodded and leaned in closer, taking the bottle from him to drag another swallow of the liquid between her lips. Those lips were damned distracting. He was going to have to struggle with himself to keep from doing something that was going to get him fired tonight, like going off and planting a kiss on one of the guests, and she had no damned idea what she was doing to him.  
 
      
 
    Or maybe she did. He couldn’t know, but it was like she just wanted to be as tempting as humanly possible.  
 
      
 
    “College?” She laughed and shook her head. God, that laugh was gorgeous too. “I did way too much college, but that comes with the job I guess.” 
 
      
 
    “You like your job?” He looked over at her, giving up any pretense of looking at the sky. She was a lot better looking, and he’d seen these same stars every night for years now. This was something new.  
 
      
 
    “I’m good at my job. I enjoy it when it’s what it’s supposed to be. But things like this,” she gestured with the bottle back to the house where the lights shone into the dark night air, “that’s not what I got into all of this for. It’s just living up to expectations.” 
 
      
 
    “Expectations, eh?” He watched her take another drink from the bottle and grinned. “Expectations are overrated, and living up to them is even more overrated. I much prefer to do whatever it is that I want to do. At least most of the time.” 
 
      
 
    The smile she gave him was nothing short of diabolical. He was almost undone right then and there.  
 
      
 
    “So, what is it you want to do right now?” She had to know what she was asking. There was no way she was that oblivious.  
 
    “What do I want to do?” He turned and looked her square in the eyes. “What don’t I want to do, Legs. That’s probably what you ought to be asking right now.”  
 
      
 
    Samantha moved to fast for Reid to stop her even if he’d wanted to. One moment she was sitting next to him by the fire, and the next she crawled into his lap, wrapping her legs around his waist as her lips crashed into his. It was better than he’d imagined by a whole hell of a lot. Samantha’s fingers were in his hair, twisting and pulling him closer and the kiss was hungry. She needed this just as much as he did.  
 
      
 
    He stood up, using his hands to cup her ass and keep her wrapped around him without breaking the kiss. He needed to get her out of here as soon as he could. There was no telling when someone was going to come walking out of the main house or look out of the windows and bust them. That was the last thing either of them needed since they were technically both here to work. The closest thing he could think of was her cabin since his was on the other side of the ranch from here.  
 
      
 
    Reid had no idea how they’d gotten through the front door of the cabin. He’d been far too concerned with keeping her legs around his waist and keeping her lips locked on his. Her fingers knotted into his shirt while his hands kept her as close to his body as he could manage it. Reid wanted all of it gone, nothing between the two of them as soon as he could manage it because he was pretty sure that being inside her was going to be his idea of heaven. If he was any kind of judge of what was going on, it was exactly what she wanted too.  
 
      
 
    He pressed her back into the closest wall, pinning her there as his hands went to work open the buttons of the shirt she was wearing as quickly as possible. Her own hands mirrored his, working so quickly he wasn’t entirely certain she hadn’t popped one of the buttons loose in her haste, but he didn’t care. It was giving him exactly what he wanted, her skin on his.  Reid pulled away for a moment to catch his breath, his cock aching with every roll of her hips against his.  
 
      
 
    She was hungry for him as she tightened her legs and pulled him in closer, murmuring in a breathless whisper, “Please…”  
 
      
 
    He leaned in, resting his forehead on hers as his hands moved between them to give the button at the waist of her jeans a rough tug, snapping open the button and tugging open the zipper in one swift move before he began to peel them down her legs. He was going to have to unwind those legs from around his waist, and it was the last thing he really wanted to do. But it was a necessary evil if the two of them were going to get close to what they needed.  
 
      
 
    “Please what, Baby Girl?” He grinned and moved her feet to the floor, kissing a line down her throat and collarbone while he moved to slide her pants down into a puddle on the floor at her feet.  
 
      
 
    Sam gasped as the cool night air hit her heated skin, running her hands through his hair and leaning her head back against the wall with closed eyes. “Please fuck me.”  
 
    He grinned and kept on kissing his way down her stomach, pausing at the gentle dip of her navel to reply. “Be patient, Legs. I’m planning to enjoy the hell out of this.”  
 
      
 
    He could hear the groan that she let out melting into a moan as he draped one of her legs over his shoulder, leaning in to press a kiss to the flesh between her thighs before his tongue flicked out across her clit, sending a shiver through her frame. He kept her body pinned to the wall as he took his time in tasting her, enjoying every moan that it drug from her throat. Her nails dug into his scalp as her body shook and she cried out, but he took his time until he’d been certain she’d climaxed for what he intended to be the first of several times tonight.  
 
      
 
    Reid made his way back up her body, hands sliding up her sides and snaking down her arms to gather her wrists in his hands and pin them above her head against the wall. There were a lot of ways he would have liked to have seen her, but he thought that splayed against that wall and entirely at his mercy was probably his favorite. Though he intended to see if he was wrong by trying out a few more before the night was done.  
 
      
 
    Grinning down at her he leaned in and stole a kiss, letting Sam taste herself on his lips. “That’s my girl. Now be a good girl and tell me exactly what you want tonight.”  
 
      
 
    Sam took a breath, her body still shaky and blazing against his, though he wasn’t letting up on her for a moment. The fingers of his free hand moved between her thighs, teasing slowly around the taut nub of her clit. His cock was aching, and he wanted to be inside her more than almost anything else right now. The one thing he wanted more was to watch her head fall back again and to listen to her moan out another orgasm, but this time, he wanted to hear his name on those sexy lips when it happened.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t answer right away, and while he waited Reid couldn’t help but to lean in and steal another kiss, sliding his finger inside her with a wicked grin at the gasp that escaped her throat. “Now come on and tell me what you need, Baby Girl.” His voice was heavy with need as he gently curled a finger inside her, watching her squirm in response.  
 
      
 
    Her answer came finally, breathless and half-moaned. “You. I want you. I need you.”  
 
      
 
    That was all the encouragement he needed to peel out of his pants and move to pin her back against the wall with his hips, hands going to guide her legs back around his waist. He was going to give both of them what they wanted, and as he sank slowly into the tight heat of her pussy he let out a low growl, burying his face in the curve of her throat as his thrust pushed her body roughly into the wall.  
 
      
 
    She wrapped around him perfectly, soothing the ache that had been building since the moment he laid eyes on Sam with every deep thrust that got him a whimper or moan in return. He could have stayed like this forever. Her body fit his perfectly and she was just as hungry for him as he had been for her. Her nails dragged lightly across his back, growing rougher with each moment, the tension between them building. He could feel her body tightening around him, and he grasped her hip and pulled her down fully onto his length.  
 
      
 
    “You going to cum for me, Baby Girl?” His voice was deep and gravelly as he spoke close to her ear, dragging a shiver from her body even though it was pressed between his chest and the wall.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, Fuck…” The curse slipped from her lips as she clung to him, shuddering and crying out again. “Reid!” She yelled out his name, the sound echoing around the room as she fell apart in his arms. He couldn’t take much more of this and in the same moment he thrust roughly up inside her and climaxed along with her.  
 
      
 
    The pair of them rested for a moment, tangled in each other with Sam’s back still pressed against the wall. Her weight was fully supported by his body. Reid dipping in to press kisses to her swollen lips every few moments as they caught their breath.  
 
      
 
    “Well, well, Legs. I didn’t know you had that in you.”  
 
      
 
    She laughed at the joke and flexed her legs pulling him in closer. “Looks like I’ve got more than that in me, Stranger.”  
 
      
 
    A soft growl escaped from his lips as he stole another kiss. “So why don’t we make the best of that bed over there, then?”  
 
      
 
    A soft giggle escaped her lips as he lifted her, still buried deep inside her to carry her off to the bed for the rest of their night. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    Sam wasn’t sure what time it was when she woke with the morning sun blazing in her eyes, but she was disappointed to roll over and find out that she was the only person in the bed. The red letters on the nightstand clock told her it was morning, and Reid was long gone.  
 
      
 
    She sat up with a groan, the sheet falling around her waist as she stretched the soreness out of her back and legs without leaving the bed. She’d exercised muscles she’d forgotten she had last night, and if she was honest with herself, she’d enjoyed every minute of it. But in the light of day, it all felt kind of frivolous and pointless, especially when she wound up waking up alone.  
 
      
 
    It had been a brief fling, the kind of thing people did from time to time. At least that’s what she was telling herself. It helped her from feeling silly as she stretched and made her way out of the bed and towards the bathroom. A hot shower always made everything better, and Sam knew she had a long day ahead of her. If things went according to the schedule she’d been given back at the office, they had a cattle drive planned for the day.  
 
      
 
    She’d already proven she knew how to ride. She could thank the riding lessons her grandfather had insisted she take as a little girl. He’d been sure they taught her how to really ride instead of just doing the basics. He’d been a farmer during the first part of his life, and he’d been adamant that his granddaughter was going to know her way around a horse if nothing else. For the same reason, Sam knew how much her legs were going to ache after today. A full day in the saddle was a workout like no one understood. It was almost amusing to think about most of the guys from the office finding it out the hard way. It would at least be a distraction from all of this.  
 
      
 
    Half of her wanted him not to be anywhere near the cattle drive today. She wasn’t sure she could handle being embarrassed if he acted as nothing had happened at all last night, but she wasn’t sure she was going to be able to hide the way her body reacted to his from everyone if he didn’t. The other half of her needed him to be there to prove she hadn’t been an absolute fool who made bad decisions fueled by way too much whiskey.  
 
      
 
    She stepped out of the shower, wrapped in a towel and made her way over to the suitcase in the corner of the room after a few stops to pick up the clothes strewn across the room after last night. She dropped them in a heap in the empty part of her suitcase without bothering to fold them. There would be time for that later. She was planning to leave tomorrow. Sunday would be her last day on the ranch. Sam would be heading back into the real world and back to work with nothing but the memory of what happened here to take with her along with maybe a few sore muscles that would work themselves out in time.  
 
      
 
    She pulled out another pair of jeans and a shirt she’d bought just for the trip to pull on for the day and tried to clear her thoughts. She needed to be in the game today after slipping out early from the party last night. Hopefully, no one had noticed.  
 
      
 
    Her hopes were shot when she walked out to find where the rest of them were eating breakfast and Ingersoll slipped into the line for the small breakfast buffet behind her, clearing her throat.  
 
      
 
    “Well, Miss Crawford, we missed you at the party last night. I thought I saw you come in, but I couldn’t find you later on in the night.” 
 
      
 
    Sam kicked herself internally, knowing she’d potentially screwed up a shot at a promotion, but there was nothing she could do about it now. The only thing remaining was to make sure she covered her ass as much as possible and telling her boss that she’d snuck off with a hot ranch hand to have a one night stand was the last thing she needed to do.  
 
      
 
    “My apologies, Mr. Ingersoll. I was there for a while, but I got a bit of a headache. Must have been all that time in the sun yesterday afternoon. I just decided to head to bed early. I know we have a long day ahead of us.”  
 
      
 
    She breathed a soft sigh of relief when he nodded and chuckled softly. “I suppose you had the right idea there, Crawford. I was wishing I’d gotten a full night in myself when I rolled out of bed with the sunrise this morning. Well done there.” 
 
      
 
    The chit-chat continued throughout breakfast, and she did her best to keep up, though Sam couldn’t help but wonder what they’d all be saying if they knew how little sleep she really had gotten last night. She’d been up to all hours of the night with Reid doing things she would have blushed to admit out loud in front of anyone here. Even the memory of it brought a smile to her face. She couldn’t find it in herself to feel as stupid about it all as she had when she woke up this morning.  
 
      
 
    Breakfast passed quickly enough, and the group of them were directed out to the stables where some of the hands were supposed to be waiting to outfit them all with horses for the day. Her heart skipped a beat when she recognized Reid standing in the doorway of one of the stalls. He hadn’t even turned around, but she knew who it was before he even made a move. She’d spent long enough yesterday staring at him from any angle she could manage that recognizing him now took almost no effort.  
 
      
 
    Sam didn’t know if she wanted to back off and go hide or go charging into the stable like nothing at all had happened. Her hesitation put her at the back of the group getting saddled up, and eventually, there was no one left in the stables beside her and the blonde ranch hand she’d spent an entire night with the evening before. The two of them were alone for the first time since she’d passed out with her head resting on his chest at who knew what hour of the morning.  
 
      
 
    “Hey there, Legs. Fancy seeing you here.” He shot her that smile that made her knees go weak. The one that had her crawling into his lap the night before. There was nothing she could do but smile back up at him.  
 
      
 
    “So, you took off kind of early this morning…” Her voice trailed off, betraying the uncertainty she’d felt upon seeing him. She was bad at hiding things around him. Sam wasn’t even certain why she’d tried.  
 
      
 
    Reid’s face twisted and his brows knitted together in a look of concern. “Hey listen, I had to get to work before sun-up this morning. I would have stayed. Trust me. I wanted to stay more than anything, but I didn’t think either one of us needed everyone finding out where the two of us spent the night.” He took a step in closer, scanning the stable around them as he cupped her chin and tilted her face up to meet his, his blue eyes searing into hers for a moment before he leaned in to steal a kiss, murmuring into her lips. “Tonight… I’d like to see you again if you want to.”  
 
      
 
    She lingered there for a moment, savoring the way the kiss tasted on her lips. It was like last night all over again, and she needed more of it before she had to leave here for good.  There was no way she’d miss seeing him again tonight, even if she wasn’t ever going to be able to see him again. It was a little reckless of her, but there was something about him that made her feel like she could absolutely abandon caution. All she could do was nod as she looked up at him.  
 
      
 
    “Good girl.” He smiled and moved to help her onto the horse he’d had waiting for her. “The rest of the staff have Saturday nights off. They all go into town and drink too much and stay with one of the guys who has a house closer to the bars so they don’t have to drive. Tonight should just be the two of us.”  
 
      
 
    Sam settled onto the saddle and looked down at him with a grin. “I’ll be looking forward to it.” It was the truth. She was already looking forward to it. It was probably all she was going to be able to think about for the rest of the day.  
 
      
 
    “So will I. Now, promise me you’ll take good care of my girl here.” He ran a hand along the flank of the horse she was perched on top of. “She’s my horse, not the ranch’s. You looked like you could handle yourself well enough yesterday, and I wouldn’t trust her to just anyone.”  
 
    
Sam didn’t know what to make of what he’d just told her. She had no way of knowing if he made a habit of putting guests on his own personal horse, but something about him and the way he ran a loving hand along her back before moving off to mount another one of the horses in the stable told her that he didn’t. She tried to push down the questions as she rode out of the stables and joined the rest of them outside. The two of them could explain why it had taken a few moments to get her on the horse’s back, but they couldn’t have pushed it too much longer without arousing suspicion.  
 
      
 
    The rest of the day was a blur. The cattle roundup was pretty much exactly what she’d been expecting, but it was complicated by the fact that Reid was there around every corner. He looked just as good on a horse as he did off of one. It was hard to concentrate knowing that they had plans for the rest of that night, and the anticipation made the time pass that much more slowly.  
 
    There was a lot of work to do, and it should have made the time go faster, but it was a failure. She tried to focus on what she was doing, but her mind kept wandering. She still managed to hold her own on the cattle drive, though something told her these cattle would have moved themselves even if they hadn’t been there on horseback. They probably did this all the time, which meant that Sam just had to keep at least half her wits about her to make sure things went smoothly.  
 
      
 
    Everything was all wrapped up, the horses were back in the stables and dinner was served before five o’clock that evening. Their last night at the ranch was supposed to be time for everyone to rest. They all had flights waiting for them the next morning and a full day of work the day after.  
 
      
 
    Dinner was more of the same mindless chatting that had been the last two nights. More of what she was used to at work every day. It didn’t take much energy to get through it all, especially not when the rest of them were worn out from riding all day.  
 
      
 
    Almost every one of them was moving like an eighty-year-old man, and excusing herself to go to bed early didn’t even get a question from anyone in the dining hall. She wasn’t even the first one to head to bed for the night, but once she thought enough time had passed she was headed to the place Reid had told her to meet him when they’d put the horses away for the day. Samantha had left him behind in the barn, running a brush over the flanks of the horse he’d given her to ride for the day and watching her leave with a hungry look in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    She knocked on the cabin door gently, letting herself in when she heard him tell her to come in from inside the room. He had a fire burning in the small fireplace that all the cabins had and he was sitting on the edge of the bed waiting for her when she walked in the door. It was clear that he shared this space with someone else who worked at the ranch. The two full-sized beds were her first clue, along with the two sets of almost everything that she could notice. It would have been awkward walking into the room if his roommate had been home, but the two of them were alone for the rest of the night. 
 
      
 
      “Hey there, Legs.” He grinned as he pushed up from the bed, walking over to where she stood in the doorway and closing the door behind her. He didn’t even wait for it to click into place before he gathered her up into his arms and crushed a kiss to her lips, his hands pressing into her back to mold her into his frame.  
 
      
 
    There was something about his kiss that made Sam want to beg him for more every single time their lips met. It wasn’t enough to just be wrapped up in his arms. She needed more. She needed every inch of him, and he made her feel unafraid to plead for what her body was craving.  
 
      
 
    It was only when the two of them had to break the kiss for a deep gasp of air that she was able to half-whisper her greeting to him. “Hey there, Stranger.”  
 
      
 
    He grinned down at her, moving to land a gentle but firm smack on the curve of her ass. It wasn’t something that Sam had even known she would enjoy, but the shock of it went straight to her core, tensing every muscle in her stomach as she leaned into him with a soft sigh. She could tell from the look on his face that it was the exact reaction he was looking for.  
 
      
 
    “Let’s get that pretty ass out of those jeans and in my bed, Baby Girl.” He chuckled and let her go just long enough to start stripping her out of her clothes before landing another gentle smack on the curve of her ass. Reid was still fully clothed, but he put all his focus on getting Sam exactly like he wanted her.  
 
      
 
    He pulled her over to his bed, picking her up when they got there and laying her out across the bed with a string of kisses along her stomach before he stood up at the edge of the bed, moving to work open the buttons on his shirt one at a time while he appraised the woman laid out across the bed in front of him. 
 
      
 
    “Do you have any god damned idea how gorgeous you are?” 

            She looked up at him, pulling her lower lip between her teeth as she watched his deliberate movements, working his shirt out of his jeans and tossing it to the floor. Sam shook her head, not certain she was going to be able to come up with a reply to the question. She didn’t normally think she was anything special, but the way Reid looked at her made her feel like that instinct was wrong.  
 
      
 
    He stopped moving, running his hands along her legs and up her waist to hover over her, leaving another kiss on her lips.  
 
      
 
    “I tell you what, keep biting that lip like that, and I’ll show you exactly how gorgeous you are.” He grinned, reaching down to let his jeans join his shirt on the floor as his cock sprung free.  Sam hadn’t had a chance to watch him the night before. The two of them had been too wrapped up in each other for her to take her time and really pay attention to him.  
 
      
 
    He kept saying she was gorgeous, but she thought the exact opposite was true. His body was all angles and lines in just the right places. She could tell he worked for a living every day. Muscles outlined under the skin as he moved and everything set off just perfectly by the ink that lined his skin. She could have watched him all night long if he hadn’t settled himself between her thighs in just the perfect way, snapping her attention back to the way his body felt against hers.  
 
      
 
    Sam’s legs went around his waist out of instinct, pulling him in even closer as their lips crashed together. It was out of pure instinct that she began to move under him, wanting more of him the more she got, but Reid kept her pinned to the bed with one hand at her hip.  
 
      
 
    “Slow down there, Baby Girl. I’m nowhere near ready to be done with you yet.” He grinned down at her, hands going to spread her legs and free himself from their grasp as she let out a frustrated whimper. 

             “Hey now, come here.” He stood at the edge of the bed, curling his finger to summon her in closer. Sam slowly moved to her knees crawling to the edge of the bed to run her tongue along the v-line of his hip in a slow, but hungry, motion. The groan that escaped his lips was well worth the effort.  
 
      
 
    Reid’s hands went to rest at the crown of her head as she kissed her way across the dip of his hips and take his cock inside her mouth, drawing another deep moan from him as she moved down his shaft.  
 
      
 
    “Damn.” The curse was involuntary, but it made her try that much harder. She wanted to know exactly what she was doing to this man who’d been able to bring her almost to her knees with a simple touch.  
 
      
 
    A swirl of the tongue and his hands pulled her in closer, guiding her movements along his cock as he leaned down and murmured words in a deep voice meant just for her.  
 
      
 
    “Fucking hell, Baby Girl. You’re going to be the death of me. I hope you know that, Legs.”  
 
      
 
    Sam couldn’t reply, but she responded by taking him in deeper until his thick tip hit the back of her throat, his fingers knotting into her hair as he held her there for a long moment while he caught his breath before letting her go.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t move a fucking muscle.” His voice was a low-groan, deep and almost a command, one that she wanted to follow as he pulled away, leaving her needy and waiting but still kneeling across the bed. She was waiting with a smile as he moved around the bed to move in behind her, his hands resting on the curve of her hips and pulling her backwards into him.  
 
      
 
    Reid leaned down, running a line of kisses along Sam’s back, sending a shiver through her as he thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth motion. She cried out as he filled her again, back arching to press back into him. She wanted more, and he was there to give it to her as his hips set up a steady pace against hers.  
 
      
 
    Reid’s fingers twisted into her hair, gathering it into a knot at the base of her skull and giving it a tug. Sam responded by arching her back into the pull, letting him manhandle her into the shape that he wanted as he took her. She reached back, dragging her nails gently along his hips to pull him in more deeply until she could tell he was as deep inside her as they could manage.  
 
      
 
    His name was a chant on her lips with each forward-surging motion. Sam felt like she couldn’t take much more as he leaned in, pressing her back against his chest without letting up on the rhythm for even a moment. 
 
      
 
    “Cum for me, Baby Girl. Damn, I want to feel you cum for me.” His hand wrapped roughly around her hip, pulling her down onto his length every time he pulled back just to slam fully back into her. Sam had been barely holding on before he spoke, but his words were more than enough to send her over the edge, moaning his name one last time as her pussy clenched down around his shaft.  
 
      
 
    He yelled out in time with her, unable to hold back as her walls pulsed around his cock, sending him crashing down with her as he rode out his climax with her body wrapped in his arms. He held her close until the two of them began to catch their breath, still buried deep inside her.  
 
      
 
    She grinned and moved against him, hand stroking lightly along his outer thigh.  
 
      
 
    “Ummm damn. That was amazing.” She laughed softly trying to pull away when he wrapped one arm around her waist, pulling her back into him. 
 
      
 
    “Where do you think you’re going, Baby Girl? I’m nowhere near done with you yet.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
    Sam woke up Sunday morning, finding herself curled in up in Reid’s arms, the way she’d expected to wake up before. She was dressed in only his shirt and her head was still resting on his chest, exactly the way she’d fallen asleep. She had to admit to herself that this was probably her favorite way to wake up. It was at least the best way she’d woken up in a long time.  
 
      
 
    But it was a little bittersweet. She knew that the time the two of them had together was limited. In a few hours, a car was going to pull up to take her back to the airport, and Sam was going to board a flight to go back to real life. This weekend wasn’t going to be able to last. It made her chest ache a little to think about it.  
 
      
 
    Reid was still asleep as she crept her way out of the bed and got to looking for the rest of her clothes. She found her shirt draped across the foot of the bed, her bra and panties were on the other side of the room, but she had a hard time finding where her jeans had gotten to. She was bent over looking under the other bed in the room as she heard a laugh come from Reid’s bed. 
 
      
 
    “They’re on the TV, Legs. I threw them over there when we were getting undressed last night.” She straightened up and smiled over at the man resting his head on one elbow back in the bed before snagging the jeans hanging by one leg off the top of the television. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, I…” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t have to thank me. I sat there and watched you look under the other bed for about five minutes before I told you anyway. Watching you crawl around in my shirt was just too good to pass up.”  
 
      
 
    She shook her head and walked back over to the bed, slowly unbuttoning the shirt that hung off her smaller frame.  
 
      
 
    “Speaking of shirts, I think this belongs to you…” She had it halfway unbuttoned when she reached the edge of the bed, and he pulled her back down onto the mattress and into his arms.  
 
      
 
    “It’s yours if you want it. You look a damned sight better in it than I do anyway.”  
 
      
 
    Sam gasped slightly when he pulled her gently off her feet, but she snuggled back against his chest more than willingly when he wrapped his arms around her. She didn’t want to leave, but she knew that she couldn’t stay. There was too much pulling her back home to screw it up for a guy she’d had a fun weekend with, no matter how much every part of her wanted more.  
 
      
 
    She couldn’t explain why this man had this kind of effect on her. She hadn’t been this off guard around a man in her entire life. It was nice for a change to not have to be on her toes all the time. He made her feel relaxed like she could give up control of what was going on around her and not have to worry about anything as long as she was in his arms.  
 
    There was no way she could make this last, though. She’d run through all kinds of ideas, but none of them worked out. They all ended with him thinking she was crazy, her ruining her career or both things simultaneously.  
 
      
 
    She curled deeply into his chest and buried her face in the curve of his shoulder, mumbling a soft, “Thank you,” into the warmth of his skin.  
 
      
 
    “You don’t have anything to thank me for, Baby Girl. I should be the one thanking you. I don’t think I’ve had this good a time with anyone. Well, ever.” Sam could hear the sincerity in his voice, and it just made the ache in her chest that much worse.  
 
      
 
    There were a lot of things she wanted to say to him, but most of them were stupid and came on far too fast. She felt like a stupid girl who’d gotten way too attached to a fling and was just going to break her own heart. That wasn’t going to stop her from keeping the shirt though. It was something she could take home with her to remind her of this weekend at least. She could keep the memories if she couldn’t keep anything else.  
 
      
 
    Sam wanted to stay here for the rest of the day, but the sun was up and shining brightly in the windows. The rest of the ranch was going to be up and about before too long, along with her co-workers. She didn’t want Reid having to answer too many questions, just like he didn’t want to get her in any kind of trouble with her bosses. The amount of time the two of them had to lay here like this was growing shorter with every breath.  
 
      
 
    Before another fifteen minutes passed, Sam pulled back, leaning up to press a kiss to Reid’s lips before she moved to get out of bed. “I hate to say it, but I have to go. You have to get to work and I need to get packing. My flight leaves in four hours and my car will be here in less than forty minutes. As much as I hate to go, I think I have to.”  
 
      
 
    She could hear the groan he let out before he gave up and let her go. Reid pushed himself to sit at the edge of the bed with nothing but a piece of sheet draped over his lap as he watched her get dressed. It was doing nothing to help her willpower to actually leave his cabin. What she really wanted to do was to crawl back in his lap like she had that night out by the campfire and let whatever was going to happen happen. But what she needed to do was get her butt in gear and get out of here. 
 
      
 
    “Baby girl, at least leave me your phone number. I’m shit at being chummy on the phone, but I’d like to have a way to get in contact with you after you’re gone.” He frowned over at her from the edge of the bed as she pulled off his shirt and replaced it with her own.  
 
      
 
    She looked over at him, seeing the frown and draped his shirt over her shoulder, leaning down to press a kiss to his forehead before grabbing the pen she saw on the side table and jotting her name and number down on the back of the envelope it sat beside. She didn’t know what the letter inside it was, whether it was important or not, but it didn’t matter. She wanted him to call her, more than she cared to admit.  
 
    “Call me whenever Stranger.” 
 
      
 
    He stood up, pulling her into his arms one last time like he didn’t want to let her leave. His lips found hers again and she tried to put everything she didn’t think she was going to be able to say in one last kiss. He pulled her in so tight she didn’t think she was going to be able to breathe until he let up on the embrace, but she didn’t care. She needed this just as much as he did, maybe even more. 
 
      
 
    They made it last as long as they could, but everything has to come to an end eventually, even a goodbye kiss. She pulled away reluctantly, sliding her feet into the shoes she’d worn to his cabin last night and shot one last longing look at him.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you. Really… I’ve had the best weekend of my life.” Sam didn’t wait for him to reply before she slipped out the door and into the morning to do the last thing she really wanted to do.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    Reid didn’t know what the hell was wrong with him when Sam walked out of the cabin, but it was all he could do to let her go without walking out after her. The room seemed emptier without her, and he didn’t really want to think about what it was going to feel like once he knew she was gone for good.  
 
      
 
    He had her phone number. At least he’d had enough sense to ask for that, but he didn’t know if calling her was going to make up the difference once she was gone.  
 
      
 
    Two days. She’d only been here for two days. There had been plenty of other girls who’d been around for a lot longer, but no one had ever left a hole like this once they were gone. She had a whole life to get back to that he had no idea how to be a part of, and after only two days it was crazy to think that she even wanted him to be a part of it.  
 
      
 
    He shook his head, resting his hand on the envelope that rested on the nightstand next to his bed. It was the last think she’d touched before she left the cabin and walked across the yard to get back to her cabin. He’d watched every last step on the verge of going after her but never quite able to make that call for himself.  
 
      
 
    His heart sank when he saw the cars pull up into the drive of the ranch. He was normally relieved when the guests left. It meant he could get back to the business of actually running the ranch without babysitting a bunch of know-nothings for three days while they pretended to be cowboys. This time, it just meant that something he wanted was driving its way out of his life.  
 
      
 
    Reid reached out and shoved the envelope into the drawer, slamming it closed before he went off to shower and start his normal Sunday activities, whatever it took to get his mind off Sam and the way he could still taste her lips on his. His sheets still smelled like her, the scent that caught him off guard every time he sat down and it wafted up to his nose.  
 
      
 
    The last of the cars were pulling out of the drive. He hadn’t been watching to know which car she’d been in, but she was really and truly gone now. Nothing left to do but get back to the day to day for Rei and try to forget about all of this. 
 
      
 
    He pulled on a clean shirt and jeans, snagging his boots from where he’d left them the night before and mentally plotted out the rest of his day. The first thing he was going to need to do was to get back on fixing the fence that they’d built the day before so that pasture could be used again. It was probably going to take the better part of the day to get that done, and it was going to be at least something to focus on instead of acting like a love-sick puppy.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
    Two weeks. It had been two weeks since Sam got back from the ranch, and she hadn’t heard a word from Reid since then. Maybe she shouldn’t have been surprised, but that didn’t stop her from feeling disappointed anyway. She’d tried to focus on the upcoming announcement about who would be promoted to junior partner. There were three spots up for grabs and thirty candidates for the positions.  
 
      
 
    She wasn’t certain how her performance back at the ranch had reflected on her or if it even mattered. Sometimes, she thought they made up their mind about the associates long before they ever went on any of those retreats, but none of them had any way of knowing for certain.  
 
      
 
    Today was the day for the final announcements, and all she really knew was that the three candidates who were chosen would be getting a phone call at six that evening from one of the assistants who worked directly under the senior partners. The entire group of them had been sent home at four. Usually, someone was milling around the office, writing briefs or pouring over depositions, but on a night like tonight, only the assistants would have remained. The rest of the office was cleared out awaiting the final notifications.  
 
      
 
    Sam couldn’t help but pace the floor in her small apartment. One bedroom, it was all the space she needed since she’d moved here six years ago to start this life. The noises of the city beyond echoed in through her window while she glanced at her phone every thirty seconds. It was 5:45, and her heart was in her throat waiting on something, anything to happen. She would know in fifteen minutes what had been decided, and the only notice she was going to need was the sound of a ringtone.  
 
      
 
    Sam had given up on being well-behaved twenty minutes ago and dialed out for an obscene amount of Chinese food to be delivered to her place. She was either going to celebrate or drown her sorrows in lo mein once all was said and done. Either way, there was nothing left to do about any of it other than to wait and see what the outcome of all of this was going to be.  
 
      
 
    She wandered into her room, looking to change out of the clothes she’d worn into work and find something more comfortable. A pair of yoga pants looked like they had her name written all over them, and she couldn’t stop her fingers from drifting over the shirt she’d brought back with her from the ranch.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck it,” she mumbled to herself since she was the only person in the room at the moment, not knowing why she bothered to even say it out loud. The shirt was comfortable, and it smelled like heaven. It still smelled like Reid, as a matter of fact. Every time she ran her fingers across is she had a flashback to the way his rough fingers slid across her bare skin. She couldn’t stop the shudder that rocked through her at the memory. She hadn’t had the courage to wear the shirt again, at least not until today. Maybe it would be lucky. She was going to need all the luck she could get.  
 
      
 
    The sound of her phone ringing from the living room shook her out of the daydreams that came of their own accord. Sam ran into the other room, sliding on sock feet across the hardwood floor to grab the phone off the coffee table and pick it up without bothering to read the caller ID.  
 
      
 
    “Hello?” She was out of breath from running and struggling to keep her balance, but she was bound and determined to get the phone before another ring.  
 
      
 
    “Miss Crawford?” Sam didn’t recognize the voice on the other end of the line, but that didn’t mean much. It could have been anyone from a telemarketer to the receptionist at her dentist’s office addressing her like that. 
 
      
 
    “Speaking.” She tugged on the oversized shirt, straightening it up as she blew a stray strand of hair out of her face.  
 
      
 
    "This is Audrey, Mr. Swift's new assistant.” The young woman on the other end of the phone hadn’t even finished her introduction and Sam felt like her heart was in her throat. She kept reminding herself that the associates who weren’t getting a promotion weren’t getting calls, though her brain came up with a thousand scenarios to explain why she was getting a call and not a promotion, everything ranging from just needing some tweaks on the contracts she’d been preparing this afternoon before she left to them firing her for acting like an idiot during the retreat two weeks ago.  
 
      
 
    Audrey was still talking, even though Sam wasn’t entirely focused on what she was saying until the words “we’d like to offer you a position as a junior partner at the firm” came out of her mouth. It was all she could do not to scream, but she swallowed it down waiting for the rest of the clearly preprepared speech to be completed before she said anything. It just so happened that the end of that speech corresponded with the buzzer for her apartment going off.  She didn’t even bother with checking the intercom to see who was there before she buzzed them in. It was clearly the food she’d ordered before, and she was too busy trying to figure out how to answer the offer she’d been given to figure out how to talk to the delivery guy.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course. Thank you. I’ll be in to fill out the paperwork first thing in the morning if that’s alright?” It was going to be alright. Sam knew the protocol for all of this. She’d watched the process the last time all of this happened a couple of years ago, but there were formalities that needed to be paid homage to.  
 
      
 
    She pretty much lost out on everything after that. Her brain was buzzing at the prospect of getting what she’d been working so hard for all this time. The knocking on her door shook her back to reality.  
 
      
 
    “Sorry Audrey, someone is at the door. If everything is in order then I’ll take care of all the details in the morning?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, Miss Crawford. See you tomorrow and congratulations.”  
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Audrey. See you tomorrow.” Sam hung up the phone and went to the door, snagging her wallet from the bag resting on the sofa and swinging the door open without even looking up as she combed through the cash that she pulled from it.  
 
      
 
    “So how much do I owe you?”  
 
      
 
    The voice that answered her was an even bigger surprise and she dropped her wallet when she recognized it.  
 
      
 
    “Just the sight of you in my shirt is payment enough, Legs. You don’t owe me a damned thing.” The chuckle he let out was drowned out by her nearly pouncing on him and planting a long kiss right on his lips.  
 
      
 
    “I thought you were the Chinese delivery guy.” Her eyes were wide as she registered that he was really here. “God damn it, Reid. Why didn’t you call me?” Sam leaned back but kept her arms draped around his neck.  
 
      
 
    “Eh, I suck on the phone, Legs. I’m not much for talking, but I couldn’t stay away from you for that long.” He looked a little sad that he’d let her down by not calling, but she was too excited for everything that was going on today to stay upset about it.  
 
      
 
    “Couldn’t stay away, eh? And why is that?” Sam couldn’t understand why he couldn’t have called, but he traveled all this way just to come see her.  
 
      
 
    “Because, I love you, Baby Girl, and I should have said it back at the ranch on the day you left. I just didn’t know how you’d react to it seeing as I just met you and all.” He chuckled, but she could see the uncertainty in his face as he admitted to having feelings for her.  
 
      
 
    Love was a big word, one that would have scared Sam in any other context, but in this one, it seemed to fit. Love. If she thought about and was honest with herself, she had to admit she loved him too. She shook her head and leaned in to press a kiss to his lips. 
 
      
 
    “I love you too, Stranger. Now get in here before the Chinese delivery guy catches us making out in the hall like a couple of teenagers. We’ve got a lot of stuff to talk about.” She unlocked her arms from around his neck, catching his hand and dragging Reid back inside the apartment, kicking the door closed behind them. There was a lot for the two of them to discuss, but they had all the time in the world to get through it all. At least that’s what Sam had planned.  
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    Sam’s target was getting her lips on Reid’s skin, every inch of it that she could manage before the two of them were inside. Her tongue traced the line of the vee at his hip downwards, listening to the groan it dragged out of his lips while he worked on getting yet another key into the lock unsuccessfully. She was pretty sure he’d already tried that same key twice, but she wasn’t about to ruin the moment by stopping to bring it up. Besides, this was exactly what she was going for.  
 
    She grinned to herself as she set back to work, this time using one of her hands to free his full length and stroke slowly along his shaft, glancing up at him.  
 
    “How’s it going up there, Stranger?” The amusement in her voice was clear, and the need in his was absolutely apparent when he replied to her.  
 
    “Not half as well as it is down there, Legs. You look fucking beautiful on your knees, though.” He slid the last key into the door, turning it deftly and twisting the handle to half-throw the door open, just before she flicked her tongue across his thick tip drawing a low moan from his throat. “Now get your sexy ass inside so you can finish what you started…” 
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