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Chapter One


 


Rose Bloom stepped out on the porch of her cabin, a cool
glass of water in her hand. She dropped down in her old rocking chair and gazed
out into the woods that surrounded her home.


She couldn’t see very far, thanks to the morning fog that
wafted down from the mountaintop. She pulled one leg up and tucked it beneath
her, sipping the water. It was quiet this morning, the only sound the cawing of
the crows. Even though it was only seven in the morning, the humidity was
climbing. It was going to be another warm day and she dreaded it. It was hard
to work in the heat, especially when she had to keep the fire stoked.


The screen door screeched and Johnny Gayheart stepped out
onto the porch. “You’re up awfully early,” he said, stepping closer to the
porch railing and raising his arms above his head in a stretch.


Rose watched him, smiling. He was dressed only in his jeans,
the chiseled muscles of his back flexing as he stretched. When she noticed the
scratches on his lower back, she snickered.


He dropped his arms and looked over his shoulder. “What’s so
funny?”


“Oh, nothing.” She placed her glass on the small table
beside her chair and stood. Walking up to him, she snaked her arms around his
neck and stood on tiptoe to kiss his delicious lips. She ruffled his thick,
brown hair with her fingers and dropped back down on her feet. “I just love
seeing you with your hair messed up, that’s all.”


He grinned and tickled her ribs, sending her wriggling. “I
love seeing you dressed in nothing but a t-shirt so thin I can almost see
through it.” He tugged at the hem of her shirt, lifting it. “But I’d rather see
you wearing nothing at all.”


Rose giggled and jerked her shirt out of his grasp. “You’re
going to be late for work if you keep this up.” She padded across the porch and
dropped back down in her chair.


Johnny raked his hands through his hair in an attempt to
smooth it. “Yeah, you’re right. I’d best be getting on out of here.” He walked
bare-footed toward the door, planting a kiss on the top of her head just before
he went back in the house.


She smiled and picked up her glass again, drinking it down.
Her tummy growled, reminding her it needed food as well as liquid. Easing up
out of the chair, she rubbed her lower back as she headed back in the house to
make a quick breakfast. 


Johnny had been a little rough with her last night – not
that she didn’t like it. She was going to have to do some stretching to work
the kinks out after he left for the fire station and before she started her
work for day. She had an order she needed to fill and she could use the money.
“What do you want for breakfast?” she called out, moving into the kitchen.


“Just some toast. I’m running late,” Johnny answered from
the loft bedroom. “I’ll grab it and go.”


“Okay.” She pulled the toaster out of the cupboard and
dropped two slices of bread in. Bending over to retrieve the butter from the
fridge, she was grabbed from behind. “Hey!” She turned to find him standing
behind her, grinning. “You’ve got to stop doing that.” She shoved him to the
side and pulled a knife to butter the toast with out of the drawer.


As she finished preparing the toast, Johnny slid his arms
around her waist and parked his chin on her shoulder. “When are we going to
make this permanent?”


Her heart quickened. “What do you mean ‘permanent’?” This
was a first. He had always been content with things the way they were, both of
them enjoying each other whenever they could and as often as they could. 


“You know, maybe moving in together or something. Then see
what happens from there.” He leaned back and turned her toward him. 


She looked up at him, gazing into his warm, hazel eyes. He
was serious, she could tell from the look on his face. “Um, Johnny, you know
how I am. Are you sure you can put up with me?”


“Listen, Rose, I know you’re a free spirit and to be honest
with you, it’s one of the reasons I love you. I’m not asking you to give up
your life and settle down with me.”


“You’re not?” This was confusing. Just what was he asking
then?


“No,” he said, shaking his head. “I know for a fact if I try
to cage you, it wouldn’t work.”


“So, you’re saying you’re okay with me indulging myself once
in a while when it comes to sex?” She had told Johnny from the beginning that
one man would never be enough for her. It hadn’t fazed him a bit and that was
why their relationship was so good. She could be who she really was around him.


“I’ve known you all my life, Rose. I’m not going to try to
change you when it comes to that part of our lives. I want to be with you,
that’s what I’m saying.” He chucked her under the chin. “So, what do you say?”


“Let me think about it, okay? It’s just that I’m not used to
living with anyone and I really need to know you’re okay with my lifestyle
before I say yes.”


“All right.” He stepped back and grabbed his keys from the
counter. “I’ll give you time.” Taking his toast from the paper plate where she
had laid it after buttering it, he walked toward the door. Hesitating, he
turned back to look at her. “There is one thing I wish I could change though.”


Here it comes. She crossed her arms and leaned her hip
against the counter. “And what would that be, Johnny Gayheart?”


“I just wish you’d shut down that moonshine still before you
get caught.”


He couldn’t be serious. “You know that’s how I make my
living, Johnny. I can’t just shut it down.”


“Rose, seriously, you are going to get caught one of these
days. Half of the people in Racy County know about your still.”


“Yes, they do and half of those people come to my door to
buy my ‘shine. What are you worried about? I’ve been running the still for over
five years now and I’ve never had a problem.” She bunched up her t-shirt in her
hands where they lay at her waist to keep from stomping her foot. 


“Well, that’s true, you’ve never had a problem – yet. What
are you going to do when the new sheriff gets wind of it, though? He won’t be
as forgiving as my Uncle Roy was when he was sheriff.” He took a bite of his
toast and chewed rapidly.


Rose could see he was getting frustrated. She didn’t care.
Running the still had been what kept her paying her bills these last few years.
There was no job in this county she could get that would pay her as much as
selling her home-brewed ‘shine did. “I’ll deal with the sheriff when it comes
to it. Don’t you worry.”


Johnny shook his head. “Well, I can see your stubborn side
rearing its head so I’d best just end this conversation before it ends in an
argument I don’t have time to finish.” He pushed the screen door open and took
one step through it. “Just be aware that with me being a fireman, if you get
caught, it sort of puts me in a bad position.”


He was right. The sheriff would never believe Johnny didn’t
know about the still, who ran it, or its location. “I’m sorry if running with
me is a bit dangerous, but didn’t you just tell me a few minutes ago that my
wild side was one of the things you love about me?” She raised her chin
defiantly.


He let out a “hmph” but then he smiled. “Yes, I did.” Then
he turned and walked out the door, letting it slam shut behind him.


Rose chewed her bottom lip. She listened to the sound of his
boots crossing the porch, then soon after his truck started up and he drove
off. She let out the breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. Rose didn’t
want to lose Johnny but she didn’t want to be beholding to a man to support her
either. Until she came up with some other way to earn an income, the still was
going to stay stoked and bubbling.


“Dang it, Johnny Gayheart. I wish I didn’t love you so
much.” Ramming her ringers through her hair, she climbed the stairs to the
loft. It was time to get dressed and get busy. She’d have to ponder on Johnny
later. Right now, she had moonshine to brew.


An hour later, Rose shoved her hair out of her eyes with the
back of her wrist and filled another pint jar with the clear, potent liquid
called moonshine. Boone Handshoe had ordered twelve pints for a party he was
giving this weekend and she wasn’t going to let him down. Capping it off, she
grinned slyly. Johnny was worried about the new sheriff, Bobby Shepherd,
finding out about her home business and here the county inspector was one of
her best customers. It was laughable.


Cathy Bailey, one of her newest friends, had told Rose about
the sheriff shutting down the caverns when Cathy and the Nolan twins had gotten
trapped down there during a power outage. Cathy had said the sheriff was nice
about it but had still shut them down until they got backup power in place.
Cathy had also told her just how fine of a male specimen Sheriff Bobby Shepherd
was. Rose hadn’t met him yet but Mandy, Rose’s best friend who was also
Johnny’s sister, had and she said he was something to look at. If Mandy said he
was a looker, Rose was going to take notice. She was in love with Johnny
Gayheart, that was true, but she didn’t want to limit herself. She liked
dancing on the wild side and Johnny knew it so if something came of a meeting
with the new sheriff, he would deal with it. Besides, there was a reason she
was the way she was. Johnny knew all about her past and it was something they
didn’t talk about. It was too painful for her. Being left on her own from the
time she was sixteen had affected her in a way that caused her to reach out to
people, mostly men, for comfort. That comfort usually led to sex. She found
being intimate with a man satisfied the cravings inside her. She enjoyed every
minute of it. And so did Johnny. She loved him for it and the fact they’d known
each other forever it seemed had also given him a special place in her heart.
There was room for more in that big old heart of hers though and if she ever
found another to join Johnny there, she thought she just might be happy.


Humming to herself, she wondered whether Johnny would ever
consider a threesome. The thought of him and maybe the sheriff, if he was
inclined, rolling around on her big old bed warmed her insides. Hmm, a fireman
and a sheriff. What a nice combination. Shaking her head, Rose tried to push
the thoughts of steamy sex out of her head. 


She led her thoughts to about how Mandy had decided to stay
here in Wicked Mountain after the Sawyer boys had managed to get her a job
offer of a residency at Racy County Hospital. Rose was still in awe that Mandy
had decided to become a doctor. Rose was proud of her. It was not something she
could ever do, that was for sure.


Capping the last pint of Boone’s order and slipping it into
the cardboard box, Rose checked the fire under the still. Satisfied everything
was in order, she lifted the box and started the walk through the woods back
toward the cabin. She was hot and sweaty already but she still had things to do
before grabbing a shower. She’d have to come back to the still in a few hours
to tend it and Johnny wouldn’t be around until supper time so she really didn’t
have to worry about smelling pretty just yet.


Breaking out of the tree line and stepping into her postage
stamp-sized back yard, she lifted her head and sniffed.


A tingle of fear skittered up her spine. Smoke. Something
was burning. And it wasn’t the fire from the still. 











Chapter Two


 


Johnny Gayheart pulled into the parking lot of the fire
station, brushing the crumbs from his morning toast off his shirt. Getting out
of his truck, he stifled a yawn. It had been a long night but very satisfying.
Spending time with his little wood sprite, Rose Bloom, was always exciting, not
to mention exhausting. He slammed the truck door and started walking toward the
open bay door where one of the fire trucks sat, its chrome gleaming in the
morning sun.


Raking his fingers through his hair and then straightening
his shirt so he looked at least like some sort of presentable, he remembered
just how she looked this morning when he found her on the porch of her cabin.
Dressed in that thin t-shirt, with her blonde hair all mussed up from sleep,
she looked entirely sexy. Not only that, his love for her deepened every time
he looked into those big blue eyes of hers. She was tiny, barely coming to his
chin, but she was feisty and he loved that about her, too. He would do
anything—absolutely anything—to make that woman happy.


Just before he reached the open bay door, the siren went
off. Johnny raised his hands to his ears, then stopped himself. The siren was
loud and screaming but he should be used to it by now. Instead of covering his
ears and cowering at the sound that was assaulting his ear drums, he jogged
into the station and headed directly for his gear. 


Two of his coworkers, Brady and Ben, trotted out of the
office. “Get a move on, Gayheart,” Ben said, grabbing his own gear from his
locker. “The call came from someone who said they saw a lot of smoke up on the
north side of Rich Mountain. Isn’t that where your woman lives?”


Johnny’s heart lurched. “The north side?”


“Yeah, they said it looked like more smoke than usual.”
Brady shrugged on his fireman coat. “Everybody knows there’s always a bit of
smoke up there. Someone always has a fire going but I guess it’s not like
normal.”


“I’ve gotta go.” Johnny grabbed his “turn out”, his
protective coat that was kept turned inside out so he could easily slip into
it, and ran back toward his truck. He had to get to Rose.


“Hey! We’re going there! Come on, Johnny, jump on the
truck!” Ben yelled after him, the siren almost drowning him out.


Johnny ignored him. It would take the truck too long to
maneuver around the treacherous roads that led up to Rose’s place. He could get
there faster and he already had some gear in the bed of the truck to fight a
small fire. 


The tires smoked when he tore out of the station, squealing
and leaving rubber. Rich Mountain was only a couple of miles out of town but
the twisting, winding roads that led around the town of Wicked Mountain took
much longer to navigate than normal roads. The town sat in the hollow between
the two mountains, and the roads flowed through the center, snaking up each
mountain wherever there was room to cut them in.


Johnny’s heart was thumping wildly. He cranked the steering
wheel to the right, almost sliding completely sideways as he rounded the curve
just outside of town. Turning onto Rough Road, named for its condition, the
truck rattled and complained. The pavement gave way to gravel, dust flying in a
cloud behind him. That was when he heard a different sort of siren—the kind
issued from a cop car. Johnny slapped the steering wheel. “Damn it!” He hit the
brakes, sliding to a stop.


Dust settled behind him. He glanced in his side-view mirror
and saw a man in uniform getting out of a sheriff’s cruiser. Shit, I don’t
have time for this.


The officer placed his hat on his head and walked toward the
truck. “You were going pretty fast there, buddy. Almost spun out around that
curve. You going to a fire or something?” the officer asked, stopping beside
Johnny’s open window.


“As a matter of fact, I am. I’m Johnny Gayheart, a member of
the Fire Department, and we’ve had a report there’s a fire up on the north side
of Rich Mountain.” Johnny tried to keep the anger at being stopped out of his
voice. “I’m in a hurry here. Can you let this one slide?”


The officer looked up the road, frowning. “A fire, you say?”


“Yeah, um, I really need to get going.” He wrapped his
fingers around the steering wheel, frustration making his stomach roil.


“Well, I’m sorry this is the way we had to meet, Johnny.” He
tipped his hat back. “Hope you don’t mind me calling you by your given name?”


Johnny shook his head, his lips pressed together. This was
not the time for introductions and pleasant conversations. 


“I’m Sheriff Bobby Shepherd. You may have heard of me.” The
sheriff smiled and held out his hand.


Johnny reached out of the window and gave his hand a quick
shake. “It’s nice to meet you and all, but I really have to go.” He could hear
the sound of the fire truck sirens coming through the hollow below them. “I
have to check on someone and I have to do it quickly before this gets out of
control.”


“Someone lives up there, huh? All right, let’s go.” The
sheriff started to walk back to his car.


“You coming with me?” Johnny called out the window.


“Yep. You might need some assistance.” The sheriff took his
hat off his head and opened the door of the cruiser. “Lead the way. I’ll
follow.”


With an exasperated sigh, Johnny didn’t argue. He may need
some help. He threw the truck into drive and took off, kicking up dust. He just
hoped the sheriff didn’t get too nosey. After all, Rose did have a moonshine
still hidden in the woods.


 


*


 


Sheriff Bobby Shepherd felt the blood moving through his
veins but he kept his calm exterior in place while talking to Johnny Gayheart.
He was the sheriff and people expected him to stay calm in any situation. A
fire though, that was something that made it hard to stay unruffled. 


Following the billowing cloud of road dust kicked up by
Gayheart’s truck, Bobby didn’t have a problem keeping up with him. He’d lived
over in the next county since he was a child and had recently moved to Racy
County. It had amazed him when he had run for sheriff and actually won. Sure, a
lot of folks in Racy County knew him, since he had been a deputy over in Croak
County but having them all vote for him was a feather in his cap. It might have
something to do with the old sheriff, being just that—old. They were tired of
the consistent way the old sheriff shoved things under the rug and were ready for
some new blood. That had to be it. 


The pickup truck cut into a what looked like a driveway that
was nothing more than a break in the tree line and disappeared. Bobby sniffed,
catching a whiff of wood burning. Turning behind the truck, he scanned the woods
around him. He didn’t see any fire but that didn’t mean it wasn’t there.  


As Bobby angled the cruiser through the trees, branches
sometimes scraping against the side of the car, he wondered who in the world
lived up here. This place was not only secluded, he doubted it was on any map.
The driveway climbed up the mountainside then suddenly the trees opened up to
reveal a clearing with a small log cabin nestled in the center. The pickup
truck was parked sideways in front of the cabin and there was a small red
Mustang parked to the side. 


Bobby shoved the gear shift into park and exited the
cruiser, parking his hat on his head. He looked around at the place. It was
beautiful, if you liked the cabin on the mountain sort of thing, which he did. His
gaze travelled to the front porch, just visible beyond the truck. Shifting his
tool belt, he began walking toward it.


“I told you, I’m fine!” The female voice issuing from inside
the cabin carried through the screen door just as Bobby mounted the front steps
of the porch. 


“You’re not fine, Rose. There’s a fire on the mountain.”
Bobby recognized this voice. It was Johnny Gayheart, the driver of the pickup.


“I’m not leaving, if that’s what you’re suggesting,” the
woman called Rose responded.


Bobby took a deep breath. Was he going to walk in on a
domestic dispute in the middle of a forest fire? He shook his head, steeling
himself for battle, then rapped on the wood frame of the screen door. “Hello in
the house,” he called, and took a step back, hooking his thumbs in his belt.


“Who did you bring with you?” Rose asked. 


Then Bobby heard determined footsteps heading for the door.
Two seconds later, a short, blonde woman looked up at him through the screen.
Her big blue eyes widened, looking him up and down. “You brought the sheriff?” 


Bobby stifled a smile while he gave her a moment to look him
up and down. Once her eyes settled again on his face, he removed his hat and
held it in both hands in front of him. “Yes, ma’am. I’m Sheriff Bobby Shepherd.
I followed Mr. Gayheart up here. He said he had to check on someone due to the
fire on the mountain.”


Her eyes flashed, then narrowed. With one push, she opened
the screen door and stepped out onto the porch. Stopping directly in front of
him, she tilted her head back to look up at his face. “There’s no problem here.
You can go on back down the mountain and tend to your business.”


God, she’s something to look at. Bobby felt something
shift inside of him, a niggling little feeling not unlike when his foot fell
asleep. Only this feeling was traveling through his whole body. 


Looking down at her, he couldn’t help but acknowledge the
immediate attraction he felt toward her. She must be about five-foot-two,
barely coming up to his chest, but the way she stood there with her hands
parked on her hips and her pert little mouth pressed into a thin line, this
girl looked full of fire herself. Her cheeks were flushed pink and her breasts
rose and fell beneath the tight pale blue t-shirt she wore tucked into
skin-tight jeans. Her blonde hair brushed her shoulders, slightly mussed, but
he knew if he ran his fingers through it, it would feel like fine silk. 


Sheriff Bobby Shepherd had a feeling if he touched her, he’d
go up in flames. Clearing his throat and almost afraid to speak, he met her
gaze with his practiced calm one. “I’m sorry, ma’am, but I’m not going
anywhere.”











Chapter Three


 


Rose Bloom couldn’t believe what was happening.


First, she had smelled smoke and it was getting stronger,
though still seeming far off. Then Johnny had come bursting through her door,
babbling something about getting her out because there was a fire. Now, she had
Sheriff Bobby Shepherd, the sheriff of Racy County, staring down at her from
where he stood on her front porch.


And holy smokes, if she wasn’t so nervous about a sheriff
being here on her property, with her still chugging away back in the woods, she
would give in to the urge to get to know this striking man a little better. He
towered above her, his warm brown eyes sparkling though his expression was one
of authority. He had a strong chin and short blondish hair, with shoulders that
were wide and looked strong. Dressed in his uniform, he was a fine figure of a
man. She glanced down at his left hand. No ring. 


Taking a deep breath to clear her head, she wet her lips.
“You really don’t have to worry about me, Sheriff. I am fine.”


“You may be fine right now but Johnny there is worried you
may be in some danger.” The sheriff glanced up over her shoulder.


The screen door creaked behind her, Johnny stepping out on the
porch and placing a hand on her shoulder. “I want you to get in that truck and
let me take you down the mountain,” he said, squeezing her shoulder.


Rose could hear the sirens of fire trucks down on the road.
Looking down toward the driveway, she waited. The trucks couldn’t be seen from
the porch but she listened as they went on past her driveway, the siren echoing
off the trees. “See,” she said, turning toward Johnny. “They went on by. I’ll
be okay staying right here.” 


“How do you know? That fire could spread quicker than
lightning.” He dropped his hand from her shoulder.


Why was he pushing this? She couldn’t leave, not with a
fresh batch of moonshine percolating away back in the woods. Especially when
there was a sheriff standing on her front porch that mind find the still and
then she’d be in trouble. “I have to stay here, you know that.” She frowned at
him. “I’ve got to prepare in case the fire does come this way. I can’t leave
the cabin.”


He let out a belabored breath. “You’re not coming with me,
are you?”


She shook her head. “No.”


Johnny looked at the sheriff. “I’m sorry to have dragged you
up here. You see how stubborn she is.”


The sheriff chuckled, the sound seeming to roll over her
back and down. Rose swallowed thickly. What was it about the sheriff that
incited her to want to know him better?


“That she is,” the sheriff said, shifting his feet. “Looks
like if she won’t leave, we’re both going to have to stay here and help her.”


Rose whirled around. “I don’t need your help. Really. I’m a
big girl. I can take care of myself.” God, his lips look so kissable.


“Rose, have some sense.” Johnny stepped forward to stand
beside her. “If the sheriff wants to stay, we can use his help in case the fire
comes close.”


She looked between the two of them. They both looked
determined and she doubted if anything she said was going to sway their
decision to stay here and help her. She threw her hands in the air and grabbed
the handle of the screen door. “Well, I guess I’m stuck with you both. I’m
going in to put on some coffee and find my boots.” With that, she ripped open
the screen door and stomped into the cabin.


 Walking to the cupboard, she chewed her lip. What the heck
was she going to do if the sheriff decided he wanted to track the scent of wood
burning and ended up at her still? The screen door creaked, the two men
entering the cabin. Rose rubbed her hands on her jeans and reached into the
cupboard to get out the coffee. 


“I think once we have a cup of coffee, we should go out to
the well and fill up everything we can find, just in case,” Johnny said,
pulling out a chair at the table to sit down.


“Don’t you think we should do that first, before we have
coffee? After all, we don’t really know how close the fire is.” The sheriff sat
down at the table also, placing his hat on it. 


Rose turned to them after she got the coffee under way. Wow.
She could wake up to this sight every morning. Johnny, sexy as ever, and the
sheriff all decked out in his uniform, both of them sitting at her kitchen
table. A stray thought entered her head. Wonder what that man can do with
his handcuffs.


“Maybe you’re right,” Johnny said, agreeing with the
sheriff. 


“I can go out to the barn and get some old jugs,” Rose
offered, coming to stand behind one of the chairs and placing her hands on the
top of the back. “Have you heard anything on your radio, Sheriff? About where
the fire is, I mean?”


He looked up at her. “You can call me Bobby. And yes, I did
hear a bit about it while we were talking. Seems it’s a mile or two on up the
road.” The static from his radio crackled and he placed a hand over the
microphone. “I don’t think it’s a threat just yet but we’d better be prepared.”
He stood, pushing his chair back. “I’m going to go on outside and radio in my
location.” Placing his hat on his head, he walked toward the screen door. “I am
looking forward to that cup of coffee after we finish though.” With that, he
headed out onto the front porch, the screen door slamming behind him.


Rose turned to Johnny. “Have you lost your mind?”


“What?” He got up from his chair and moved around the table
to stand in front of her. 


“Bringing him here. You know I have a still hidden in the
woods. What the heck are we going to do if he finds it?” The fear of Bobby
finding the still jitter-bugged in the back of her mind. She wasn’t afraid of
the feel of handcuffs around her wrists but she didn’t want to go to jail
again. She’d done a few days in jail in her youth, always for something stupid
and wild. Twice, actually. But now, at her age, she didn’t want to be locked up
in a cell again.


“We’ll cross that bridge when we get to it. Besides, I
didn’t bring him here. He followed me when he caught me speeding to get up here
to you.”


She shook her head and brushed her hair back from her
forehead. “Let’s just cross our fingers, then. Come on. I could use some help
getting those jugs out of the barn.” 


Johnny followed her out the side door to the small barn
behind the house. Rose wished she wasn’t so sweaty and dirty but she hadn’t
expected company at this time of day. She hoped this was all over and done with
before Boone Handshoe came to pick up his order of shine. At least she had it
all boxed up. She could always tell the sheriff it was homemade jams and jelly.
But then, when Boone pulled into her driveway, he might see the sheriff’s
cruiser and take off back down the mountain, afraid of getting busted himself.


Opening the barn door, she stepped into the dim interior.
Before she could take two steps, Johnny grabbed her from behind and whirled her
around. Capturing her mouth, he kissed her stormily, sending her thoughts to
flames of another kind. When he finally let her come up for air, she placed her
hands on his chest and pushed. “We’ve got things to do, Johnny,” she said
breathlessly. Pulling out of his embrace, she took a step backward. Her body
had instantly come alive under his assault and blowing out a long breath, she
fought it. “What possessed you to do that anyway?” 


“I love you. The thought of losing you has clouded my mind
ever since I heard the fire was up here on Rich Mountain.” He stepped forward
and touched her cheek. “I couldn’t stand living if I lost you.”


Warmth swelled within her, his words going straight to her
heart. “I love you, too, Johnny. I’ll show you how much. Later, that is.” She
moved away, heading into the old stall where she kept her empty jugs. They were
nothing more than five-gallon water jugs she used at the still but if they
filled enough of them with water, they might have a chance if the fire came to
close. She bent down and picked up two, tucking one under her arm. “Grab a
couple. You know my garden hose isn’t that long and we might need these.”
Picking up one more in her other hand, she moved out of the stall to let Johnny
inside.


Trudging across the back yard, she headed in the direction
of the hand pump. It was in the side yard, hooked up to her well, and she used
it quite often. The water was crisp, clear and very cold. She loved drinking
it, the slight tang of iron giving it a little bite. She’d never be happy with
town water. She’d stay here in this little old cabin until the day she died, if
she had her way about it. It was home and there was no place like it. Priming
the pump with a few downward strokes on the handle, she wiped the sweat from
her forehead with the back of her hand. There was no way the sheriff could
possibly think she was a “looker”, not in the state she was in right now. Then
she chided herself for even thinking about how she looked at this moment. It
was most definitely not the time.


“Here, let me help you,” the sheriff, Bobby, said, coming up
beside her. He took over, pumping the handle under water ran into the half keg
she kept sitting underneath the spigot.


Rose straightened, noticing he no longer wore his hat and
the sleeves of his uniform shirt were rolled up to his elbows, revealing his
forearms which were muscled and covered with a light down of blond hair.
“Thanks,” she said, stepping back to give him room. She quickly grabbed a jug
and held it beneath the flow of water. It splashed up, wetting her t-shirt and
taking her breath with its chill. She gasped, pulling the material away from
her skin. 


“I’m sorry,” Bobby said, his eyes meeting hers. Then his
gaze moved downward, grazing her breasts before coming back up to her face.


“Not your fault.” Rose pulled the now-full jug from under
the steam of water and turned to place it on the ground. She slipped, her shoes
sliding on the wet grass. 


Before she could go face first to the ground, strong arms
grabbed her and twirled her around, pressing her up against a massive, hard chest.
“Oh!” she cried, looking up to find herself well within kissing distance of
Sheriff Bobby Shepherd’s delectable mouth.


A faint smile graced his lips but he didn’t loosen his grip.
“Think you can stand now?” His voice was soft and lulling.


Rose felt slightly faint. She didn’t know if the heat of the
day had finally gotten to her or the flash of electricity that had passed
between her and this towering man had went directly to her brain. Whatever it
was, she wanted more of it. He had swept her off her feet with one touch. She’d
never experienced anything like it, except for when she was with Johnny. “I-I’m
not sure,” she murmured, grasping his bulging bicep.


“I won’t let go until you tell me to.”


“Maybe…I don’t want you to let go just yet,” she said.











Chapter Four


 


Bobby gazed down into the depths of those crystal blue eyes
and knew he was lost. 


He wanted to kiss her, to plunder her mouth and run his
hands over her lithe little body. Not now. Clearing his throat, he eased
his arms from around her, taking her by the upper arms until he was sure she
had her feet beneath her. Then he decided he’d take a chance. “Maybe we can
continue this later.”


She blinked, looking up at him through thick lashes. “Maybe
we could.”


“Here’s some more jugs,” Johnny said, dropping them on the
ground beside the pump. “You okay, Rose?”


Bobby released her and glanced at Johnny, noticing the frown
on his face. He wondered if he had crossed some sort of boundary with Rose.
After all, Johnny had been intent on getting up here to her. There seemed to be
something going on between the two of them and until he found out just what it
was, he’d better keep his distance from this woman. He didn’t want to step on
another man’s toes.


Something changed in his eyes, the color of them going deeper.
Rose drew in a long, slow breath, forcing herself not to put her hands, or her
mouth, where she wanted to right now.


“Hey, you two, can we get back to business here?” Johnny
asked, coming up beside them.


Bobby cleared his throat. “You okay?” He brushed his thumb
across her right eyebrow, wiping away what must have been sweat.


She nodded. “I’m fine.” She glanced at Johnny. For a moment,
she wondered if he was jealous of her contact with another man but that fear
was quickly put to rest. He didn’t look jealous at all, just interested. Hmm.
Stepping away from Bobby, she moved to grab another jug from the ground and
hold it under the spigot. 


Back to the business at hand, the three of them filled
twelve five-gallon jugs and began carrying them closer to the house. Rose
carried two and was going back for a third when she noticed smoke floating
above the trees in the western sky. She stopped and shaded her eyes with her
hands. “Hey Bobby,” she called, finding it easy to call him by his first name.
“How far away did you say that fire was?”


Both men came up to stand beside her. “What do you see?”
Johnny asked, squinting in the direction she was looking. 


Rose pointed. “There. Smoke.”


“I’d better call in and find out if the fire department is
making any progress,” Bobby said, striding toward the cruiser.


“I should call in too.” Johnny started for the house.
“Hopefully I still have a job.”


Rose turned. “What do you mean?”


Johnny looked over his shoulder. “I was at the station when
the call came in and since I raced off to get up here to check on you, I’m not
where I’m supposed to be.” He pointed in the direction they had seen the smoke.
“There, with the others, fighting the fire.” He continued walking to the house
without waiting for her response.


Rose caught her bottom lip with her teeth. She hoped she
hadn’t caused Johnny to get in trouble. It wouldn’t be her fault, really. She
hadn’t asked him to rush up here.


“It sounds like they’ve got the fire contained for now,”
Bobby said, joining her in the side yard. “We still need to keep watch though.”


She nodded, breaking her gaze away from the side door of the
house where Johnny had entered. “Yeah. I just hope Johnny isn’t in trouble for
not being there.”


“Well,” Bobby said, looking toward the house. “If he is, I
can put a good word in. Say he was working with me to secure a residence.” He
looked back down at her.


“You’d do that?” His eyes held a warmth in them, a sort of
kindness. She liked that.


“For you, and for him, yes I would.” He glanced down at his
feet then back to her eyes. “I don’t know how to say this but there’s something
about you. I’m not sure what it is but I want to get to know you better.” He
gave a short laugh, seeming a bit embarrassed. “I’ll bet that sounds strange
coming from the sheriff.”


She felt a spark ignite inside her. “Um, I’d like to get to
know you, too. Tell me something.” She moved closer. Reaching out, she gingerly
touched the handcuffs that were hooked to his belt at his hip. “Do you ever use
these…in a recreational kind of way?” She looked up at him through her lashes,
the thought of him snapping the cool metal around her wrists causing her
nipples to peak.


He cleared his throat and sucked in a breath. “Is that
something you would be interested in finding out?”


“Oh, most definitely.”


Bobby glanced toward the house. “What about Johnny? Aren’t
you two an item?”


Rose tucked her hands in her pockets, her fingers itching to
run over the firmness of his chest. She raised her chin, looking him directly
in the eye. “Johnny and I have a different sort of relationship.”


“Define “different”.”


“Let’s put it this way.” She took a step forward, closing
the distance between them down to inches. “If I asked him in the right way, I
don’t think he’d have a problem with us doing a little…experimenting.” She
tilted her head coyly. “Would you like me to ask him?”


Bobby’s head jerked in the direction of the house. Rose
followed his gaze. Johnny stepped out of the door and walked toward them.


“Everything is okay, I guess,” Johnny said, continuing to
walk in their direction. “They’ve got the fire banked and they’re going to be
there for a while yet, but it looks under control. They said I’m okay to stay
here and help out.” He stopped beside them. “So, what’s next? What’s our plan?”


Rose was a little unsure how to proceed. She wanted to ask
Johnny what he thought about Bobby but she wasn’t sure how to go about it. Then
there was the still. It needed tending but she had the sheriff standing right
here beside her. The last thing she needed was for him to follow her through
the woods directly to the still. He’d slap those handcuffs on her and it
wouldn’t be for the reason she had in mind. “Would you two mind getting out the
garden hose and dragging it around to the front of the house in case we need
it? Check and see if it’s hooked up, you know?” She side-stepped away from
them, going in the direction of the path that led to the still. 


“Where are you going?” Bobby asked, frowning.


“I’m going to go check on…my dog.” She smiled, glancing in
Johnny’s direction. Johnny’s brows drew together, a look of confusion on his
face. “You know, Johnny. I need to make sure old Boomer is okay.” She nodded at
him. Please, understand me.


“Your dog,” he said. Then realization must have struck him.
“Oh, yeah. I guess you’d better.”


“I’ll go with you.” Bobby stepped toward her.


“No,” she said, raising one hand and moving toward the
woods. “He doesn’t much like strangers and he’s probably nervous with the smell
of smoke in the woods right now. It’s best you stay here. I’ll be right back.”
She quickly turned and walked as fast as she could without raising too much
more suspicion. 


 She cut through the tree line and followed the narrow path
she knew so well. After a few minutes, she stopped and turned toward the way
she had come, listening intently. They hadn’t followed her. Good. She continued
on, the scent of smoke growing stronger. Just how close was that fire? Coming
into the small clearing where the still was, she stopped, parking her hands on
her hips. The fire beneath the cook pot had died down to almost nothing. Was it
going to be safe to stoke it up with the sheriff back at her house? She doubted
it. Shoot.


A crackling sound filtered through the trees. She frowned,
walking around the still. Bending low, she looked beneath the mash pot, where
she cooked the sour mash. There were only a few embers glowing beneath it. The
thumper pot was barely rumbling and just a trickle of shine was draining from
the tap of the cool water keg. It couldn’t be too hot. The crackling grew
louder, some small pops along with it. It sounded like a fire was consuming
fresh wood, the sap causing the popping sound. She straightened and squinted
through the trees. A tiny flicker caught her eye. 


Her heart speeded up, her blood pumping through her veins
solidly. The fire was getting closer to the still. The fire department didn’t
have it completely under control! Rose scrambled, grabbing a bucket and heading
toward the stream where she got her water for the still. She had to put the
fire beneath the mash pot completely out and take a loss on this batch. She
hoped the batch wasn’t far enough along to blow. It the fire on the mountain
got close enough, it was possible the still could catch and blow up. Grumbling
to herself, she did her best to dowse the fire but she still had to get the
catch bucket out of here. There was about three inches of shine in the bucket.
She was going to have to take it back to the house with her. This was the stuff
that would fuel the fire, if it got this close. 


Grabbing the bucket, she glanced back at the still. She
hoped it wasn’t in the line of the forest fire. There might be just enough
alcohol in it to blow it up. Then she’d have to start over from scratch.
Shaking her head, she started back down the trail toward the house, the catch
bucket bumping her leg as she walked. Hopefully she could stash it in the barn
without Bobby seeing her. If not, she’d have to make something up and quick.


Breaking back into the clearing that was her side yard, Rose
caught sight of the two men. They were standing by the old well, talking. She
cut across the yard. She was halfway to the barn when Bobby called out to her.


“Your dog okay?” Bobby asked, starting to walk in her
direction.


“Um, I hope so.” She continued walking, the clear liquid in
the catch bucket sloshing with her steps. “He broke loose and ran off. I’m sure
he’ll be fine. You all go in the house. I’ll be right there.”


Bobby came up beside her and reached down. “Here. Let me
take that for you.”


“No, I—“


Bobby took the bucket out of her hand. “I’m just trying to
help.” Liquid sloshed, splashing onto his uniform pants. He jerked, lifting the
bucket higher to look down at his pants. “Darn it.” 


Rose held her breath and glanced toward Johnny. Johnny stood
watching, fists clenched at his sides. When she looked back to Bobby, he was
frowning. “What is that smell?” he asked, sniffing. Then he moved the raised
bucket closer and took a whiff. Realization flashed in his eyes, then he locked
gazes with her. “Really?” He held the bucket out toward her. “Moonshine?”


“I can explain,” she said, clasping her hands in front of
her. Her palms were wet with nervousness. 


“I’ll bet you can, Rose.” Bobby set the bucket down on the
ground in front of him. “I think we’re going to be doing an awful lot of
talking, you and I.” Unlatching the handcuffs from his belt, he jingled them.
“Turn around, Rose. You are under arrest.”











Chapter Five


 


 When Bobby snapped the cool metal of the handcuffs around
her wrists, Rose sucked in a breath. 


“What are you doing?” Johnny asked, trotting over to where
they stood in front of the barn. “You can’t arrest her!”


“I can and I am.” Bobby took her upper arm and started
leading her toward the house, bending down to grab the bucket of brew on his
way. “This is moonshine. Can’t you smell it?”


“I can but you can’t arrest Rose. Not now.” Johnny walked
beside them.


Rose’s mind was racing. She couldn’t go to jail again.
“Bobby, let’s go have a cup of coffee and talk about this, okay?” She looked up
at him. “Please?”


He stopped and glanced down at her. “You are a handful,
aren’t you?”


She blinked and wet her lips with her tongue. “Yeah.” She
was getting to him, she could tell. He was attracted to her, as she was to him.
Hopefully that would be a contributing factor when it came to him hauling her
off in his cruiser. “Let’s go have coffee and I’ll try to explain.”


Bobby sighed heavily and looked off toward the house. “Okay,
but only one cup. Then we have business to attend to, you and I.”


Rose smiled sweetly up at him. “One cup, agreed.” 


His hand still leading her by the arm, the three of them
entered the house. Bobby had set the bucket of shine on the porch before they
went through the door and now, his hand sending warmth up her arm, he steered
her toward the kitchen. “Sit,” he said, leading her to a chair.


“How is she going to drink a cup of coffee with her hands in
cuffs behind her back?” Johnny asked, dropping down in a chair at the end of
the table.


“Let me worry about that,” Bobby said. He helped to settle
her in the chair then moved to the counter. Opening a cabinet, he quickly shut
it and opened another. Taking three coffee cups from the cabinet, he began to
pour three cups of aromatic coffee for them.


Rose looked over at Johnny and made a face. “Let me do the
talking,” she whispered.


Johnny shook his head and ran a hand over his forehead. He
was obviously frustrated with her.


Bobby came back to the table, placing a cup of coffee in
front of Johnny and Rose, then one on the other side of Rose for himself. He
took a chair beside her, leaned down and turned her chair toward him. He leaned
back in his chair and crossed one ankle over his knee. “All right, start
talking.” He picked up his coffee cup and took a sip, looking very natural
sitting there at her kitchen table.


How in the world was she going to get out of this
predicament? With a soft sigh, she began. “Listen, I had a hard life growing
up. My parents were killed when I was sixteen and I was left to live on my
own.” Rose did her best to control her emotions, always hating to tell her tale
to anyone, but as she watched Bobby’s eyes and the soft, understanding look
there, it seemed to pour out of her. “I did the best I could. I couldn’t find a
job, though, things being the way they are down here, so I started running
moonshine for a local guy.” She wasn’t going to tell him who, either. The last
thing she wanted to do was get someone else in trouble. Besides, the man who
taught her all about moonshine was dead and gone anyway. “I got caught for
speeding a couple of times and spent a few days in jail. I hated it. But I did
manage to finish high school.”


Bobby’s eyes widened a bit. “I don’t like hearing about a
teenager who was basically abandoned. You should be proud of yourself for at
least finishing school.” He set his coffee cup down on the table and leaned
forward, settling his elbows on his knees. “Go on, Rose,” he said softly.


Her stomach was trembling. She raised her chin and took a
settling breath, thankful that Johnny was staying quite during this
conversation. Johnny already knew all she was about to tell Bobby. He also knew
she didn’t like talking about it. “Well, I learned a lot in jail. I was wild
and crazy for quite a while when I was younger. Now that I’m older, I’ve
settled down some but since I didn’t really learn a marketable skill, I’ve went
back to what I do know to survive—moonshining.” She paused for a moment,
getting her bearings. “Now you know, there is a legal still down the road a
piece and they make a fortune in the tourist trade, right?”


Bobby nodded, looking at her intently. “Are you trying to
tell me your still is legal?”


She shook her head. “No, but all I’m saying is, there’s got
to be some way to be on the right side of the law when making moonshine. Mine
is much better than theirs and this is the only way I know how to make a living.
If you take this from me, I won’t have any way to survive.” She lifted her chin
again. “And I refuse to go on government assistance. I don’t want the people of
this county paying for my groceries.”


Bobby’s lips became a thin, hard line. He leaned back in his
chair again, his eyes still locked onto hers. He didn’t say anything.


Rose glanced at Johnny. He was sipping his coffee, his
expression neutral. She had no idea what he was thinking. 


“Let me check into this,” Bobby said, breaking the silence.


Rose looked back at him. “Do you think there is a way I can
get my still legalized?” Hope sprung up inside her like a flower blooming.


“There might be.”


“So…am I still under arrest?”


With a sigh, he smiled. “Actually, I should still arrest
you. You are operating illegally.”


This wasn’t over yet by a long shot. She’d better think of
something. Clearing her throat, she asked, “Can I have a sip of coffee? My
throat is a little dry.”


Bobby picked up her cup and held it gently to her lips. 


She took a small sip, gazing at him over the rim of the cup.
She noticed how his eyes watched her mouth. When he lowered the cup, she slowly
ran her tongue over her upper lip. “Thank you.” 


Bobby placed the cup back on the table. It settled with a
rattle. His hands must be shaking a little, she thought. She shifted on the
chair. Moving her hands, the metal “bracelets” she was wearing rubbed against
her skin. The feeling was not unpleasant. “Could you help me stand up, Bobby? I
need to stretch my legs.”


He rose from his chair, scooting it backward. Taking her by
the upper arms, he helped her to stand. She stumbled, falling against him. He
caught her against his chest. “Are you okay?”


She tilted her head back, her breasts against his chest. She
could feel the beat of his heart. “It seems like you’re always saving me,” she
whispered.


Bobby groaned, then without warning, he cupped the back of
her head and captured her lips in a kiss.


Rose’s body responded immediately. She parted her lips and
moaned into his mouth, heat infusing her. She heard chair legs scraping across
the floor, Johnny rising from his place at the table, but she paid the sound no
mind. Her breasts tightened, her pussy sparking with a steamy need for this man
in uniform. The fact she couldn’t wrap her arms around him only added to the
sensuality of the moment. She was helpless, at his mercy. 


Something pressed against her back. She tilted her head,
sucking at Bobby’s tongue when he used it to invade her hungry mouth. There was
a breath against her ear. “Rose, what are you doing?” Johnny whispered, his
words a moist warmth wafting over the tender flesh of her neck. She wriggled
her fingers, her hands still caught in handcuffs behind her. Then she found
what she was searching for. Rubbing and tickling, she stroked Johnny’s cock
through his jeans. It seemed to swell beneath her touch.


Bobby released her mouth. He gazed down into her eyes. “You
are a force of nature,” he said, his voice slightly raspy. 


She looked at him through her lashes. When Johnny reached
around her to catch her chin with his hand, she turned her head toward the man
behind her. Johnny lips pressed against hers, his tongue forcing its way into
her mouth. She arched her back, giving him full access to plunder her mouth,
but her gaze stayed focused on Bobby.


Bobby’s eyes held a heated look as he watched Johnny devour
her mouth. Bobby’s hands were now at her waist. They didn’t stay there long. He
moved back slightly, his thumbs finding their way beneath the hem of her
t-shirt. Bobby slid his hands upward, over her rib cage, lifting her shirt as
he went. Johnny reached around her hip with his free hand and slid in into the
waist band of her jeans, unbuttoning the top button expertly. 


In a flurry of movement, Bobby pushed her t-shirt up and
pulled down the cups of her bra while Johnny forced open the zipper of her
jeans and slid his hand into her panties. She sighed into Johnny’s mouth, her
eyes closing in ecstasy when Bobby’s lips closed over her right nipple and
Johnny’s expert fingers delved into the cleft of her mouth. Johnny rubbed her
clit, knowing just how much pressure she liked, and Bobby groaned, his mouth
working her nipple while the fingers of his other hand rolled her left nipple. 


Rose pulled away from Johnny’s kiss, gasping for breath. Her
body was rippling with need. “I need…”


“What do you need, baby?” Johnny asked, running his tongue
along her earlobe. “Tell us.”


“I need, oh please…” She caught her bottom lip between her
teeth, her leg muscles clenching.


“Say it, Rose,” Johnny urged, nuzzling her neck. 


Bobby released the nipple he was sucking and met her gaze. 


“Oh god,” Rose breathed. “I need to be fucked.”


That was all it took. The two men worked together, stripping
her jeans from her and tossing them aside. They didn’t bother with removing the
handcuffs or taking off all of their clothes. Rose loved it, this raw sexual
power that filled her kitchen. 


Bobby held her upper arms, bracing her, while Johnny slid
his cock into her wet pussy. She shuddered as he stroked once, then twice, and
pulled out. Bobby moved in, impaling her on his thick rod, driving his cock all
the way into her pussy. He leaned back slightly and she felt fingers parting
the cheeks of her ass. Then pressure as Johnny, his cock slick with her pussy
cream, slowly entered her dark passage.


“Oh holy mother,” she breathed as the two men seated
themselves deeply inside her. Then they began to move. 


As they pistoned opposite each other in their strokes, they
held her between them tightly. Her legs turned to water, her body snapping with
the passion that ran through it. She shuddered almost uncontrollably while the
men groaned and thrust into her. Heat rushed to her face and she began to
breathe through her open mouth. “Yes,” she whispered, her body jerking with the
force of their strokes. “Fuck me…harder.”


And they did. It wasn’t a full minute later that Rose threw
her head back and screamed, sweet release crashing through her as she came.
They followed, both groaning loudly as they shot their hot seed deep into her
willing body.


Rose smiled, her breath raspy, as the waves of passion
lapped at her insides. She wanted more of this, had to have more of these two
men. When they stopped moving, both of them sliding from her at the same time,
she swallowed and looked Bobby in the eye. 


“Again,” she said.











Chapter Six 


 


Johnny couldn’t believe what had just transpired between
Rose, himself and the sheriff.


In Rose’s kitchen, no less.


He stepped away from the woman he loved and pulled up his
pants. His emotions were running wild. God, he loved this girl. She was crazy
and free and everything he ever wanted. “Better take the handcuffs off,” he
said, glancing at Bobby. 


Bobby cleared his throat, zipping up his pants. He reached
in his pocket, retrieving the keys. 


Moving together, they took the handcuffs off Rose. She
pulled her bra back into place and tugged the hem of her t-shirt down. Raking
her hands through her hair, she laughed. “Follow me, boys,” she said, heading
for the stairs.


Johnny reached his hand out, placing it on Bobby’s arm.
Bobby hesitated, stopping. “I’d do anything for her,” Johnny said, Rose’s
footsteps heading up the stairs the only other sound in the house. “I don’t
know what your intentions are in this thing we’ve started but you’d better not
hurt her.”


The corner of Bobby’s mouth quirked up. “I’ve never met
anyone like her. I want to know more. I won’t hurt her.”


“Well, just be warned.” Johnny dropped his hand and followed
Rose up the stairs. When he reached her bedroom, he was greeted with the sight
of her sweet, round ass as she bent over the huge bathtub that was tucked under
the eaves at one end of her huge bedroom. The water was running in the tub and
she straightened, turning toward him. 


Lifting the hem of her shirt, she whipped it off over her
head then reached around to unhook her bra. Smiling at him, she let her bra
slide off her arms, her firm breasts finally released for his pleasure. “Join
me in the tub. I need to wash off all this work I’ve done today.”


Bobby came up behind him. “Will the three of us fit in
there?”


“Yeah.” Johnny didn’t take his eyes off Rose, who was
settling into the tub. He stripped off his clothes and kicked them across the
floor. Without wasting a minute, he swung his leg over the edge of the tub and
slid in beside her, his feet near her bottom, his back against the other end of
the tub. 


She took a wash cloth from the ledge above the tub and
grabbed the bar of soap from the side. Then she began languidly lathering
herself. “Come on, Sheriff. We’re waiting. I need someone to wash my back.”


Johnny couldn’t believe it but he was already getting hard
again. He scooted to the side, lifting Rose’s legs so that he could wrap them
around his own and make room for Bobby. A minute later, the three of them were
in the tub and the water, warm and delicious, lapped around Rose’s waist.
Johnny reached behind himself and turned the water off. He didn’t want it above
those beautiful breasts of hers, his eyes feasting on her luscious body. 


Rose smiled at him, lather foaming over her breasts. “I love
you, Johnny. You know that, right?”


He ran his hands up her legs, her skin slick and wet under
the water. “I love you, Rose.”


And it was the truth. His love for her was unconditional.
Anything she wanted, he would do. Including adding a third person to their
relationship. 


“Are you okay with Bobby joining us? I want to get this out
in the open right here, right now,” Rose said, raising her arms and running her
wet hands through her hair to push it back from her rosy-cheeked face. 


“I’m fine with it, if that’s what you want.”


She looked at Bobby. “Do you think you could join in a
three-some? And I don’t mean just for today.”


Bobby sighed, one arm resting on the edge of the tub. He was
sitting beside Rose, his feet alongside Johnny’s hip. “What are you proposing?
A lasting relationship?”


“Maybe,” she said coyly.


“I would consider it.” Bobby smiled down at her. “If you’re
included in the bargain.”


She grinned slyly up at him. “Still want to arrest me?”


“I might.” Bobby leaned over and kissed her lightly on the
lips. “We’ll discuss it later.” He fished the wash cloth from beneath the soapy
water and began running it slowly over her breasts. 


Rose leaned back and clasped her hands behind her head, one
foot running up Johnny’s chest. Damn, she’s one hot woman. Johnny caught
her foot with his hands, massaging it. He’d never seen her with another man
before. He had always known she wasn’t a woman who would be satisfied with one
man and he was okay with it. She’d been with other men before, but never in
front of him. This was something unusual and different. To his surprise, he was
enjoying it. Watching Bobby tweak Rose’s nipples while he washed her, and
hearing her tiny gasps every time he did it, Johnny wanted to see more of this.
He wanted to watch while Bobby brought her to orgasm. Johnny wanted to be
looking right into her eyes when she came.


*


Bobby couldn’t believe what he was doing. 


For some odd reason, he had just slapped handcuffs on Rose
after he realized what was in the bucket she was carrying and he hadn’t even
asked her if she had a permit to run an independent distillery. He basically
just wanted to see her in cuffs, her wrists bound behind her back. She was a
feisty little thing from what he had seen and he’d secretly hoped she would
give him a struggle so he’d have a chance to put his hands on her.


Bobby was shocked when things had turned a very different
direction than what he had expected. But his initial shock wore off quickly as
soon as he sampled Rose’s lips.


Sheriff Bobby Shepherd had never treated a prisoner like he
was treating Rose Bloom. Never had the inclination to either, always taking his
position with seriousness and respect. Many women had propositioned him to try
to avoid arrest, some of them even invading his dreams after he’d taken his
badge off at the end of the day, but noon of them had succeeded in their
seduction.


Until today.


Rose Bloom had cast a spell on him and he’d be damned if he
didn’t drop his defenses for this small, blonde beauty.


If he was honest with himself, Rose hadn’t really decided to
seduce him. She had flirted, true, but it was he who had made the first move.
He’d think about his reasons later. Right now, he was going to live fully in
the moment and explore the tight lithe body she was so willingly offering him.


Bobby fished the bar of soap out of the bath water and
lathered up the washcloth again. Then he proceeded to lovingly cleanse the
firm, round globes of her breasts, twirling the pebbled pink nipples every
chance he got. As he watched her arch her back, pressing her tits into his
hand, his cock twitched. He couldn’t wait to be buried deep inside her hot
wetness again.


*


The water sloshed up Johnny’s chest when Rose dropped her
arms from over her head and pulled Bobby down into a deep kiss.


Johnny had been massaging one of her feet while watching
Bobby use the washcloth to tease her nipples into tight little rosebuds. Right
now, her toes were curling as she deepened the kiss. He used his thumb to
stroke the bottom of her foot but his eyes were on their mouths.


Rose opened her mouth, moaning when Bobby thrust his tongue
inside. Bobby caught her chin in his hand and devoured her hungrily, their
tongues dueling. Rose threw her hand back, grabbing the edge of the tub, her
toes stiffening straight, then flexing again.


Johnny’s breathing grew deeper, watching Bobby as his hand
left her chin to squeeze her breast. Johnny ran one hand up her leg, feeling
the deep trembling in the muscle of her thigh when he rested his palm there.


“Oh Jesus, Bobby,” she murmured, pulling his head away. She
sent her hand to the back of his head, cupping it, then pulled him down to suck
at her nipple.


God damn. Johnny’s cock jerked when she caught her
bottom lip between her teeth and groaned, her eyes locked on his. She was
turned on by having him watch her and he had to admit, it was one erotic show.


Running her fingers through Bobby’s hair as he nuzzled at
her breast, she gazed at Johnny with bright blue eyes. “We’re okay, aren’t we,
Johnny?” she asked. Then she made an “mmm” sound and lowered her eyelids slightly.
She was enjoyed what Bobby was doing to her with his mouth.


Johnny leaned forward, sending his hand from her thigh to
her clean-shaven mound. Using his thumb, he slid it into her cleft and found
her clit. “We’re just peachy, baby,” he said, giving her pearl a stroke.


She drew in a sharp breath in response, then smiled. “Good.”
Catching Bobby’s head between her hands, she pulled him up. Her breast came
from his mouth with a soft “pop”.


Johnny gave her clit one more flick of his thumb and
chuckled when she jerked. She raised an eyebrow at him and asked, “Can I?”


He had a good idea of what she was talking about so he
nodded his head, giving her permission to gain any pleasure she could from this
strange meeting.


Rose’s face bloomed pink and she looked down at Bobby. “Fuck
me, Sheriff.”


Bobby didn’t argue. He turned, glancing at Johnny. “Is there
room for this in here?”


Johnny sat up a bit and reached for Rose’s hand. “Come here,
baby.”


When he was finished positioning her, she was straddled over
his hips, her hands braced on his shoulders. She started to ease herself down
on his cock, which was hard as stone, but he stopped her. “No, Rose. I want to
watch him make you come.” He glanced up at Bobby who was kneeling on his knees
behind Rose, one leg on either side of Johnny’s outstretched legs. This
position pushed Rose’s legs extremely wide.


Johnny controlled his breathing, his hands resting on Rose’s
upper arms. He was going to focus on watching the changes in her as she ramped
up from “turned on” to “explosion”. He’d never been able to do this before, his
own orgasm always clouding his vision. He hoped he could keep from blowing his
cream all over her just by watching her in the throes of passion.


*


Rose was having the best day of her life—handcuffs included.


Her hands braced on Johnny’s shoulders, the lukewarm bath
water just barely lapped at her nipples.


Bobby placed one hand flat against the small of her back and
pressed down.


She arched slightly and he guided the head of his thick
shaft into her pussy. She sucked in a breath through her nostrils, biting her
lower lip, as she shoved back, taking him almost to the hilt.


“Look in my eyes, Rose,” Johnny said from his position below
her. “Don’t look away and don’t close your eyes.”


What was he up to? Whatever it was, Johnny was being awfully
accepting about adding a third person to their sexual relationship. She was
curious about whether or not he would be just as agreeable including Bobby in
their emotional, romantic relationship. There was something about Sheriff Bobby
Shepherd that drew her. Rose wasn’t quite sure whether it was his uniform or
the air of authority she found herself linked to but right now it didn’t
matter. She’d figure it out later.


Bobby placed one hand on her hip, the other still pressing
against the small of her back.


“Don’t look away,” Johnny reminded her.


Rose wet her lips with her tongue.


Bobby slowly withdrew, then eased back into her pussy.


Rose gazed into Johnny’s eyes, Bobby’s cock grazing her most
special spot hidden deep inside. Her legs were spread wide, her knees pressing
against the sides of the tub. “Hold onto me, Johnny,” she said, Bobby sliding
in and out of her, stretching her pussy with his thick cock. The pressure of
his hand on her back kept her slightly arched, her pelvis in the perfect
position for enhanced pleasure.


Every time Bobby impaled her, his cock rubbed her G spot,
causing her insides to tremble, tightening like an overwound spring.


Rose parted her lips, her breath becoming a soft pant. Her
vision was getting a little cloudy as she struggled to focus on Johnny. She dug
her fingers into Johnny’s shoulders.


Bobby groaned behind her and quickened his pace. “She’s so
tight. So wet.” He groaned again.


The water splashed violently around them. Waves licked her
breasts as they swayed and bounced heavily, her climbing up through her pussy
to her chest.


“Are you ready to come, Rose?” Johnny asked.


She shook her head, fighting the urge to explode. “More,”
she rasped, slamming her ass backward to meet Bobby’s forward thrust. “Argh!”
she groaned, wet skin slapping wet skin resounding in her ears.


“No holding back,” Johnny said. “I want you to come and come
hard.”


Johnny’s hands disappeared from her upper arms. He shoved
one hand between them and caught her clit in his fingers, using the other to
tweak her taut nipple.


She bit her lip, her eyelids drifting lower.


“You look all dreamy-eyed, Rose. You are beautiful.” Johnny
smiled and shuddered. “Now, come.” Saying that, he milked her clit between two
fingers, tugging it deliciously while Bobby drove deep into her pussy and
filled her with his hot seed.


Her world shattered in a loud explosion and she threw her
head back, screaming her passion in animalistic release.


Johnny gasped below her then something warm and creamy
splashed onto her stomach.


Rose rocked backward, then forward, her body running on
basic instincts as she rode the last tremblings of her orgasm.


“I swear the earth moved just now,” Bobby said, rising from
behind her.


Rose’s arms gave out and she slid down into the water beside
Johnny. “I think that sound you heard was my body exploding in ecstasy,” she
said, beginning to shiver. The water was now cold and she was ready to get out
of this tub. If her rubbery legs would hold her.


Bobby stood, a towel wrapped around his hips, looking out
her bedroom window. “Where exactly is your still located?”


Rose pushed against Johnny’s chest, leaning up. “In the
woods to the west.”


Bobby turned and strode across the floor and grabbed his
pants. “I hate to say it but I know now what that explosion was and it wasn’t
your sweet, little body.”


Rose stood up, grabbing a towel from the shelf above the
tub. “The still,” she said, her heart thudding.


Bobby fastened his belt. “I think it just blew up.”











Chapter Seven


 


Bobby shrugged his shirt over his shoulders, running down
the stairs. This was all he needed right now. Not only had he just had
relations with a potential prisoner, he was now going to have to call in
another fire. He wasn’t too keen on having the whole fire department, not to mention
other deputies, pulling in to Rose’s place. Not when he would have to explain
why she wasn’t in cuffs.


As soon as he got his shoes on Bobby shoved out the screen
door and crossed the backyard in a jog. He heard Rose shouting something from
behind him but he didn’t stop.


Remembering where she had disappeared through the trees
earlier, supposedly to check “her dog” he ducked under a low hanging branch and
started down the narrow path. The scent of smoke was growing stronger the
deeper into the woods he got. He grabbed the mic of his radio, having snatched
it off the kitchen table on his way out of the house, and pressed the “talk”
button. “Darla, are you there?”


Static answered him and allowed crackled. He stepped over a
tree trunk that lay across the path. “Darla, over!”


“Yeah, Sheriff. I’m here,” the dispatcher’s voice screeched
from the radio.


Bobby squinted through the trees. Something flickered. He
was getting close. “Get in touch with the boys putting out the fire on the west
side of Rich Mountain and tell them to cut due east. We’ve got a secondary fire
that’s going to burn pretty hot.” He broke out of the tree line into the
clearing and stopped dead. “Tell them to haul ass Darla, or the whole mountain
might go,” he said, keying the mic again as he gazed at the hungry flames.


*


Johnny raced after Rose, catching her arm just as she
entered the forest path. “Where in the hell do you think you’re going?” He
pulled her to him and wrapped his arms around her, crushing her to his chest.


“Let me go, Johnny!” She wriggled her compact little body,
struggling to break free of him. “I’ve got to save the still!”


“Rose, stop it.” He whirled her around, putting himself
between her and the path. “There’s nothing you can do but watch it burn. You
know that.” Johnny sat her on her feet and loosened his grip slightly.


“I might be able to save some parts. You let loose of May
right now, Johnny Gayheart.” She smashed her fist against his chest. Her eyes
were alight with anger as she gazed up at him, her chin raised defiantly.


It didn’t hurt much but he figured he’d probably have a
bruise there in a few hours where she hit him on his chest. She wasn’t only
angry, he knew. Looking down at her, he could see the sharp edge of fair down
deep in her eyes. Not fear of fire but fear of losing her livelihood and going
broke. “Rose,” he said, very softly.


She jerked once more than seem to come to her senses.


“It’s too hot for you to get near the still, Rose. We heard
it explode. If there are any parts left, I’m sure they’re too mangled to
salvage and far too hot to touch.” She had to face facts. The still was no
more. When her eyes began to glitter with the shiver of tears, Johnny pulled
her close and held her while she cried.


*


Bobby coughed and held his arm up to cover as much of his
nose and mouth as he could. The smoke was too thick to continue to stay back
here. He wasn’t going to be able to put the fire out so he did what he could,
grabbed a spiral piece of copper tubing that didn’t look too damaged, and
started back down the path toward the house.


The fire crackled and Hess, taunting him to stay and try to
best it but he wasn’t fooled. His throat was already Ron his face felt tight.
Besides he could hear men shouting in the distance and they were moving closer.
The firemen were coming straight to the woods directly from the site of the
original fire.


Bobby made haste back up the path, his mind scrambling for
ideas in case anyone asked him why he was present at a place where there was an
operating still. When he came out of the woods, the backyard opening up in
front of him, he was greeted by the sight of Johnny with his arms wrapped
around Rose.


Bobby stopped and took in the scene. Rose’s body was
shaking, her face buried in Johnny’s chest, her tiny fist clutching at Johnny’s
T-shirt. It was like a giant fist took a hold of Bobby’s hard and squeezed. He
looked away for a moment and drew in a deep breath. When he turned his gaze
back to the couple, Johnny’s eyes met his.


Bobby knew what he had to for this woman. It was going to
take in some time but there was no way he could allow her to go on in such a
heartbroken state.


Not when he had the sense he had already fallen head over
heels in love with her.


Raking his fingers through his hair, he made his way over to
them. Without a word, he raised the spiral copper coil, handing it to Johnny.


The other man took it, one arm still circled protectively
around rose. Just then, she turned her head, her cheek still pressed against
Johnny’s chest. Her blue eyes were shockingly intense, the redness
surrounding those azure irises only serving to accent their color. She
sniffled, her back hitching with the effort.


Bobby clenched his jaw, turning away just in time to see a
tanker truck lurching up the driveway. Without looking back, he strode toward
the truck and started performing his job.


*


Rose felt Ron side. Losing the still was like losing an old
friend. Her heart was torn and suffering and she wasn’t sure she could do this
anymore. Moonshine had been a big part of her life and she prided herself on
her recipes.


Clinging to Johnny, she watched by the guide to tanker truck
to the yard toward the woods, getting as close as possible to the flaming
remains of her still.


“Are you going to be all right?” Johnny asked, patting her
back. She took a shuddering breath. Put your big girl panties on.
Straightening, she released her hold on his shirt and rubbed her eyes. “I don’t
have much choice but to be all right.” She dropped her hands, parking them on
her hips, and shook her head. “It’s always something or another.”


The sun glinted off the metal piece he was holding at his
side. She reached for it. “What’s this you have?”


“Bobby brought that out of the woods with him. It’s piece of
the still.”


Rose twirled it in her fingers. The coil glimmered warmly in
the gloaming light, the smudges of suet giving the coppery fiery color depth.
“I think I’m going to keep this,” she said, her heart softening from its
initial shock. “Even if I don’t use it again, it will be a sort of reminder.”


“With a little tinkering, you might be able to use it
again.” Johnny reached out and took it from her. He ran his fingers over it,
following the spring-like spiral. He frowned. “It’s dented and kinked but I
think I can make it usable.”


Rose turned back toward the woods, watching the firemen work
with their equipment— shovels, axes, and hoses— while they bank the blaze from
her still. Anyone of them would know just what the twisted pieces of metal were
stashed back there in those woods. Some of them had bought shine from her and
as for the others, they were all from these Hills and knew what moon shining
was all about. A few of them glanced her way every so often, looking first at
her, then at the Sheriff. Bobby had busied himself with a shovel, tossing dirt
onto any sparks that landed in the grass. Rose figured the firemen were
wondering just when the Sheriff was going to slap the cuffs on her.


The sun was well behind the trees now. Someone had set up a
rack of floodlights so the men could finish their job. Rose slid her arm around
Johnny’s waist and leaned into him. Events of the day were wearing on her. Her
body felt tired and worn, her mind not much better.


“I should be helping them,” Johnny said with a heavy sigh.
“Hope I didn’t just lose my job.”


She hadn’t thought of that. She’d been too focused on her
own predicament. “You don’t think the captain would fire you for staying with
me, do you?” She could barely see his face in the dusky light.


He squeezed her shoulder. “He might but don’t worry. I’ll
find something else. You’re more important anyway.” He turned her toward him
and lowered his face to hers, brushing her lips with a kiss. Johnny captured
her face in his hands and focused on her eyes. “You are the most important
thing in my life.”


A sense of warmth and love wrapped around her like threads
of thick smoke. She smiled at him, his eyes glittering like stars in the night.
“So, are perfectly okay, right? I mean, with all that happened today. With
Bobby.” She wasn’t sure why she asked. He hadn’t said anything to the contrary.
She guessed she just wanted a little extra reassurance.


Johnny let out a history his teeth. “I’ve told you, whatever
makes you happy makes me happy. If you want to include Bobby and what we have
together, I’m okay with it.” He kissed her forehead. “You were denied so much
when you were growing up. Don’t you know I want to give you the world and
more?”


“I love you, Johnny. I truly do.” Her heart swelled with
emotion. Pressing up on her tip toes, rose kissed him tenderly, their breath
intermingling.


Men shouting and calling to each other caused her to turn
back toward where they were working. It seemed like quite a few of them were
gathering up their gear and moving toward the trucks. “I wonder what’s going
on?” She asked, noticing she could no longer see a flicker of fire in the
trees.


“Looks like they have it under control. We may as well head
on in the house. If there’s trouble, they’ll tell us.”


Rose began to walk beside Johnny, exhaustion preying on her
heavily. Before walking into the house, she stopped on the porch, looking
toward the driveway.


Alone man and a Sheriff’s uniform walked across the gravel
toward the Sheriff’s cruiser. He reached for the driver’s door, opened it, and
turned.


Rose could feel his eyes on her even though she couldn’t see
his face in the deepening darkness. Even at this distance, the heat generated
between the two of them fire licked her skin. She opened her mouth to call him
inside, then stopped when he slid behind the wheel and slammed the door closed.
Turning expertly, Bobby drove off down the driveway, the red taillights of the
cruiser like a peer of angry eyes in the dark.


Rose’s stomach clenched and she crossed her arms around
herself. 


Why was he leaving?











Chapter Eight


 


Two weeks later, Rose could still smell the burned-out scent
from the remains of the fire. She shoved her hair back out of her face, sweat
beading on her forehead as she worked to hook the old copper coil left over
from her previous still to the new one she was building.


“How long do you think it will take to get this up and
running?” Johnny asked, brushing the dirt from his hands on the legs of his
jeans.


She tightened the connector, giving it one final twist,
before she straightened and turned to look at Johnny. “That’s the final
connection. Now all I need to do is gather my  ingredients and start a new
batch of moonshine. I should be back in business within a week.” She placed her
hands on her hips and stretched backward, her lower back aching from the effort
of rebuilding the still. “That is unless I get arrested again.”


Rose hadn’t seen Sheriff Bobby Shepherd since the night of
the fire. The last time she saw him he was leaving in the Sheriff’s cruiser.
She missed him. She didn’t know why, but she felt a connection to him. A
connection that drove straight to her heart. Johnny had been by her side ever
since the fire, drying her tears and listening to her complain about not having
the still in working order. She had managed to survive on what little money she
had saved but that was going fast. She needed to get her business back up and
going.


Johnny came up beside her, his hand going to her lower back.
“I haven’t heard anything about the Sheriff,” he said. “All I know is that I
think he was taken with you and I doubt very much that he would ever arrest
you.” He smiled down at her and winked. “Although he might put those cuffs on
you again. I think you enjoyed that.”


Remembering what it happened in the kitchen that day, with
her hands cuffed behind her back and Johnny and Bobby pleasuring her in a way
she had never experienced before cause heat to flare deep inside her. She
wished Bobby had at least called. She had no idea what his feelings for her
were. Thinking of him over these past two weeks, she had picked up the phone at
least three times but stopped before she dialed his number. The only way she
had of getting a hold of him was through the Sheriff’s office and she doubted
the dispatcher would take her call and send it through Bobby. Besides, she
wouldn’t want the dispatcher listening into what she had to say to the man that
it brought her so much pleasure, a man who was filled with so much passion it
seared her skin when he touched her.


“If Bobby ever came back, would you still be open to him
joining with us? I mean, do you think the three of us could share a
relationship together?” Rose slid her arm around Johnny’s waist and turned,
urging him to walk back up the path toward the house. “I know it’s a lot to ask
but for some reason, with the two of you, I sort of felt complete.”


“If that’s what would make you happy,” Johnny said, hugging
her tightly to his side as they walked. “But then we don’t know how he feels. I’m
surprised he hasn’t been back.”


The two of them broke out of the trees, entering the
backyard. “Maybe he really doesn’t want to be with me,” Rose said softly. “Maybe
it was just an afternoon romp for him.”


Johnny shook his head. “No, I think it was more than that. I
could see the look in his eyes when he looked at you. The tenderness in his
touch when he touched you. It’s possible that the strength of his feelings for
you scared him.”


She looked up at him as they approach the porch. “He’s the
Sheriff. Why would I scare him?”


Johnny laughed. “You can be a very scary woman at times.” He
dipped his head down and kissed her quickly. “Especially when you’re wild and
in the throes of passion. But that’s one of the things I love about you. The
way you can let yourself go, just let yourself feel. I don’t ever want to see
you change.”


“Well, maybe he’ll show up someday. Hopefully not to arrest
me for making the legal alcohol.” She grinned and took him by the hand. “I
think you and I both could use a nice cold glass of lemonade.” She started up
the steps of the porch, pulling Johnny behind her. The sound of a car’s tires
crunching the gravel of her driveway caused her to stop in turn to see who was
coming.


Rose’s stomach clenched, nervousness invading her veins when
she realized it was a Sheriff’s cruiser coming up the driveway.


“Well, speak of the devil,” Johnny said, shoving his hands
in the back pockets of his jeans.


Rose laced her fingers together, and that the inside of her
lip. She watched the Sheriff Bobby Shepherd emerged from the car, unfolding his
tall frame and placing his hat on his head. He closed the car door and stood
for a moment gazing at her. That it looked as if he had taken a deep breath
just before he started walking toward the porch. “I wonder what he wants,” she
said quietly, so only Johnny could hear.


“Looks like we’re going to find out,” Johnny said.


“Good afternoon, Rose.” Bobby reached up and tilted his hat
back slightly, revealing his eyes. “How have you been?”


Rose swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. “I’ve been fine. I
haven’t seen you in a while.”


Bobby glanced away toward the woods, his lips forming a firm
line. A moment later he met her gaze. “I meant to call you.”


“Well, I haven’t heard the phone ring.” She sucked in her
breath quickly, hoping she hadn’t just pissed him off. “I’m sorry, sometimes my
mouth gets ahead of my brain. I didn’t mean to snap at you.” That’s when she
noticed the papers he was holding in one hand. A tendril of fear ran up her
spine. Was he here to arrest her again? How could he does she had already
rebuilt her still? It wasn’t possible, was it? “What’s that you have there in
your hand? Is it for me?”


Johnny placed his hand on her shoulder, stepping closer
protectively. “There hasn’t been any trouble around here, Sheriff, if that’s
what you’re here for.”


Bobby shook his head, one corner of his mouth curling up in
a half smile. He reached up and removed his hat with his free hand. “I haven’t
heard of any trouble up here. That’s not what I’m here for. If you’ll invite me
inside, maybe for a glass of lemonade or something, I’ll tell you what these
papers are all about.”


There was only one way to find out what he was here for. “Come
on in. We were just got to have a glass of lemonade ourselves.” Rose turned and
walked to the screen door pulling an open and stepping into the house. The two
men followed behind her. “Sit down boys,” she said, taking three tall glasses
out of the cabinet. After filling the glasses with ice, filling them to the brim
with the lemonade she had made earlier this morning, she sat down at the head
of the table, one man on either side of her. “So tell me, Bobby, why are you
here?” She hoped it would be just because he wanted to see her again but she
doubted that. He had come bearing paperwork and she had a feeling it wasn’t
something good. She took a sip of lemonade and waited.


Bobby reached across the table and clasped her hand in his. “I’m
sorry I haven’t called or stop by. I just had some things to think about.” He
ran his thumb over her fingers. “I never thought I would meet anyone like you.
What passed between us on that day, when I first met you, was something so
strong it scared me a little.” He glanced at Johnny. “Johnny, I hope I’m not
stepping on any toes here, but I have very strong feelings for this little
woman right here.”


Johnny cleared his throat. “I know the feeling. I love her
more than life itself. But I have to admit, she’s too much woman for one man to
handle.”


“So,” Bobby said, choosing his words very carefully. “You
have no problem with me courting her too?”


Johnny chuckled. “Courting her? That’s sort of an
old-fashioned word for what transpired between us, isn’t it?”


Bobby smiled. “It is. But that’s what I’d like to do.” He
turned his gaze back to Rose. “Would that be all right with you?”


His words made Rose feel special. He made her feel like a
lady. “I would love that,” she said, squeezing his hand. “But why did you wait
so long to come back?”


“I wanted to take care of something first.” Bobby spread out
the papers that he carried in with him on the tabletop. “I wanted to do
something for you, basically to keep you out of trouble.” He scooted the
paperwork across the table toward her. “I need you to look these over and sign
them.”


Rose frowned, pulling the paperwork toward her. “What is
this I’m signing?” She scanned the paperwork, trying to figure out what it was.
It was something to do with starting up an independent distillery.


“Well, I didn’t want to have to arrest you, so I thought I’d
do something to make it legal for you to brew your moonshine since that’s what
you seem to want to do.” Bobby smiled at her, the corners of his eyes
crinkling.


“What? What are you mean make it legal?” She didn’t quite
understand what he was saying or what this paperwork was about.


Bobby flipped over the first page of the paperwork, turning
it to a page where it needed a signature. “If you fill out the right forms, it
is legal in the state of Tennessee to open your own distillery. I took the
liberty of filling out paperwork, paying the application fee, and putting the
whole thing in your name. You can operate your still and do it legally.”


She quickly read down the paperwork, noticing he had named
the distillery Rich Mountain Moonshine. “You did all this, paid for it and
everything, for me?” She glanced up at him, her heart wrenching, tears
beginning to burn her eyes.


Bobby leaned back in his chair, crossing one ankle over the
opposite knee. “I took the job the Sheriff because I like helping people.
Helping you start your business would make me one of the happiest people on the
mountain. Besides, if we are going to have a relationship, I can’t be
associated with the criminal. If you don’t operate the still legally, that’s
just what you’ll be.”


Johnny rose from his chair and came around behind hers. He
looked over her shoulder at the paperwork. “I didn’t know this was possible.
Sign the paperwork, Rose. This is exactly what we need. You can grow your
business, and we can all start a life together.”


A tear trickled down Rose’s cheek. She looked over at Bobby.
“I can’t believe you did this for me.”


“I have the feeling I’m going to be doing a lot more than
this for you. And I’ll love every minute of it.” He reached into his shirt
pocket and pulled out an ink pen. “Now just sign the papers. Then maybe we can celebrate.”











Chapter Nine


 


Rose had never expected anything like this. Having her still
being able to prove moonshine legally would truly destress her life. She could
even advertise. Not only were to income improve, she could actually walk the
streets of Wicked Mountain with her head held high.


With shaking hands, she signed the papers and shoved them
back across the table toward Bobby. “I still don’t know why you’re doing this
for me,” she said, swiping the tear from her cheek.


“Maybe because I’m a little bit in love with you.” Bobby
smiled softly at her.


Johnny placed his hands on both her shoulders, squeezing.
Then he leaned down and kissed her cheek. “What are you say we seal this deal
right now by taking you to bed and showing you just how we feel about you?”


Rose covered her face with her hands, a myriad of emotions
raging inside her. With no words spoken, the two men eased her from her chair
at the table and guided her toward the staircase. Once they reached her
bedroom, they tenderly removed her clothes, raining kisses on her body as soft
as butterfly wings.


Within minutes she was nestled between them in bed, skin to
skin. Johnny kissed away her tears while Bobby soothed her with long, smooth
strokes of his hands over her body. It wasn’t long before the heat generated
between the three of them flashed over into flames.


“I need you,” she said, taking Bobby’s face in her hands and
kissing him deeply.


“I want you,” Bobby said, swiping his tongue over her bottom
lip. He rolled onto his back, taking her with him. Scooting down in the bed, he
lifted her then brought her down, impaling her on his thick shaft.


Rose groaned, Bobby’s cock filling her. She began to move,
rocking her hips, grinding against him. Bobby reached up taking her breasts in
his hands, rolling her taut nipples between his fingers. Sharp sparks shot to
the back of her tongue.


Johnny moved on the bed, positioning himself at Bobby’s head.
He placed one hand on top of Rose’s head.


She looked up to see Johnny’s cock, a glistening beat of
pre-cum beading on its smooth tip. Feeling wanton, she grasped the base of it
with her hand and drew it into her mouth, rolling her tongue around it with
long strokes.


The three of them began to move together, their size and
moans filling the room with her passion. Rose felt fully complete, Bobby buried
deep in her pussy while Johnny thrust into her mouth. With ragged breath, she
shuddered, her world breaking into sharp pieces of glass as she came. The two
men followed her, spilling their seed into her body, which she welcomed
wholeheartedly.


Collapsing in a heap beside Bobby, her muscles no more than
rubber, she smiled. Johnny moved on the bed to lie beside her, pinning her
between the two of them. Rose lifted her arms, then slid them beneath their
necks, pulling her two men to her. Each man took one of her nipples into his
mouth and suckled, sending waves of pure pleasure through every cell of her
body. Smiling as she ran her fingers through their hair, Rose knew she would
never need anyone other than these two men. Closing her eyes, she allowed
herself to relax, no longer worried about anything.


Johnny Gayheart had been by her side for years, always there
when she needed him. And now Bobby, her new savior, had come into her life at
just the right time. With strong arms wrapped around her, she felt the heat
began between them anew. It wasn’t long before the two men were ready for her
again.


The fire on the mountain continued to blaze between them,
one feeding on the other, until they were all three spent and they fell into a
deep exhausted sleep. Rose didn’t dream, just slept the sleep of the satisfied
and loved.


Later that night when they awoke, they showered together,
washing each other’s backs and laughing. Rose couldn’t be happier, finally
finding her place in this world. In her place was on the mountain, with these
two men, and her moonshine still.


The End











A Note from the Author


 


I hope you enjoyed this story. It’s set in a place I truly
love…Tennessee. I’m going to be revisiting Wicked Mountain in more stories so
please, stay tuned. If you’d like to learn more about me and my work, please
take a moment to visit my author page on Amazon. Here’s the link: https://www.amazon.com/author/christellemirin
And if you’re so inclined, I’d love it if you would leave a review of this book
after reading it. I always like to hear what my reader’s think. So do Lucy and
Wilder, my two Cairn terriers. You can see their picture on my author page.
Thanks so much!


Christelle











Coming Soon from Christelle Mirin…


 







Fever in the Cabin (Wicked Mountain Tales -4) by Christelle Mirin


 


Katie Handshoe is heartbroken but trying not to show it.
Aunt Tillie was gone but Katie had to be strong for Uncle Boone. They had
raised her, treating her like their own child, and she thought of them as her
parents.


Katie’s Aunt had had a stroke, hospitalized for three days
before passing on. That’s where Katie met Dr. Jack Weldon. When her eyes met
his, it had been like a jolt of electricity. And it was that night the strange
dreams had begun. It was like a connection of some sort between them every time
they met and it grew stronger by the day.


And stranger.


When the gallery that sold Katie’s paintings calls to tell
her a man has just purchased one for ten thousand dollars, the dreams become
even more detailed, darker and more erotic. The man wants to meet her. His name
is Shay Tremain and he won’t take no for an answer. He’s flying in just to meet
the artist and wants to commission a special painting.


Katie begins to feel there’s something wrong, as if
something is coming. She wakes from the dream now in a fever, her cabin like a
sauna even though the air conditioning is on. And when she wakes, it’s always
with an aching need for the touch of a man. Two men, actually. One a stranger. One
a doctor.


What do these erotic dreams mean and what do these two men
mean to her?


The sense of something coming to fruition is giving Katie a
fever only Shay and Jack will be able to break, a fever in the cabin…
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