
        
            
                
            
        

    
Dedication

To everyone who loves a hardworking hero—in bed and out.


Chapter One

“Remember, cowboys. Keep your hands in your laps and your peckers in your pants. At least until it’s time to play your part.” Hugh paced down the line of twenty cowboys and dropped a file in each man’s hands.

The manila folders held a profile sheet containing a different woman’s photo, personal information and everything that man needed to know to rock the lady’s world, Boot Knockers style.

Hugh stopped in front of Riggs Archer, his best friend and the only guy not to follow protocol in the past. “Keep your—”

Riggs tugged the brim of his hat lower to avoid Hugh’s gaze. “I know, I know. Hands in my lap. No pushing the button until my lady comes up.”

“And keep your—”

Riggs shot him a glare. “Pecker. In. Pants.”

“Thass right, Archer.” Hugh grinned and nudged his friend’s hat with his knuckles, shoving it back enough to see the smoldering sparks in Riggs’s dark eyes.

Hugh’s stomach clenched and he passed Riggs his folder to cover his reaction.

Once the information was all distributed, Hugh watched the guys flip through the paperwork. The twenty women were hand-selected by the female production manager, Isabel. She was great at matching the men’s sexual strengths to the women’s needs.

A virgin needing deflowered? Jack was her man. He’d singlehandedly popped over thirty cherries in the four years they’d been running the Boot Knockers Ranch.

Ty excelled at treating women with body dysmorphic disorder. The women who spent a week under his care—and under his muscled body—left with the confidence of a supermodel.

And Hugh…well, he wasn’t playing this hand. Twenty women. Twenty men. He only filled in when necessary. His balls clenched at the idea of a celibate week, but he could tough it out. Maybe some lady would get kinky and ask for a voyeur.

“They’re lined up backstage,” Isabel whispered, and he gave a nod of recognition.

“You heard her, boys. Get to your seats. Fight over them a little. The show’s only for the ladies, but give ’em a good one. Make them feel special, because they are.” Hugh waved his fellow Boot Knockers toward the front of the auditorium. In three minutes, the lights would dim. In five, the first woman would walk onto the stage.

She might carry scars inside or out. Either way, she was leaving the Boot Knockers Ranch as one satisfied lady. Their goal was to treat much more than sexual disorders. When the invitee left the two-hundred-acre Texas ranch, she’d be equipped to pick up where she’d just left off—embarking on new relationships and sexual journeys.

The thud of boot heels drifted away from Hugh as the guys practically ran to their seats. A new group of women…and the chase was the best part. The gals selected the cowboys they were attracted to from photographs. Though the guys were assigned to one lady, they still made it look as if they won her.

Yeah, only one woman each unless Riggs gets trigger-happy again and hits the button for a gal who wasn’t assigned to him.

Women paid to come and enjoy the Texas countryside and pampering the cowboys could provide. The Boot Knockers just happened to love helping women in a lot of ways, so they each took charge of a guest.

“Hugh, would you mind looking at this lineup?” Isabel caught his attention, and he focused on her. Petite and chestnut-haired, she did everything in her power to make him take her to bed. But it was against his personal rules. She’d had a few go’s with other cowboys, and he’d heard she was a wildcat.

He couldn’t stop the grin from twitching at the corner of his mouth. He pulled his hat lower to keep her from seeing too much. Such as how he knew she liked taking two guys at once while another plugged her mouth.

Clearing his throat, he scanned the list of women about to step onstage. Isabel had chosen well from the hundreds who applied to the Boot Knockers Ranch each year. “Looks good as always, Isabel.” He let his gaze drop low enough to make her face flush.

She waved her clipboard, fanning her warm brown hair off her round face. “Thanks, Hugh. I like to get your approval before the girls go on.”

She glanced at the stage door. Women huddled there. All shapes and sizes. Some were hurt physically, emotionally. Others fighting their way back from bloody divorces. One or two might be socially backward. And there was probably at least one virgin. Jack would be happy.

Hugh looked over the fresh group of females. “Let’s get started. Cue the first l’il lady.”

 

“And…you’re on!” The perky woman with the clipboard flashed her too-white smile toward the group of women trembling off-stage.

Sibyll shrank back, glad she wasn’t up first. Sure, she’d applied to be with one of these hot cowboys on the Boot Knockers Ranch. She’d spent hours taking and retaking her profile picture and filling out the application so she looked as appealing as possible. But now that she was faced with standing on a stage, talking about her…dysfunction in front of rough-and-tumble types, she was about to pee her pants with nervousness.

Beside Sibyll, a lanky blonde with legs for miles sucked in a harsh breath and stepped onto the brightly-lit stage. The way her shoulders slumped and she wrung her hands spoke of her nervousness and possible self-esteem issues. Hell, Sibyll was here for that very reason, among other things. Maybe all the women were.

Let the Boot Knockers fulfill your wildest fantasies while showing you just how beautiful you really are. Sibyll had practically memorized the pamphlet for the Boot Knockers Ranch—two hundred acres of prime Texas grazing land operated by twenty cowboys who specialized in helping women…well, sexually.

The word made Sibyll cringe. For a woman who’d never experienced an orgasm, those three little letters—S-E-X—obviously tormented her daily.

Booking a spot here at the Boot Knockers Ranch and hoping for a few tumbles in one of the cowboy’s beds had taken a supreme act of nerve. She’d also been spurred on by her latest failed sexual encounter with her boyfriend of three months.

Frigid, sexless, he’d called her when she’d failed to reach her peak. The blow to his ego had probably been huge, but she was finished faking orgasm to gratify a man. What about them gratifying her?

I probably can’t be satisfied. Even if those doctors said it’s all in my head.

Her stomach bottomed out as she watched the leggy blonde in the flood of spotlights, on display for the Boot Knockers. They were asking her questions, which she answered in a muffled voice.

“What if no one chooses me? What if I have to go home a virgin?” a young woman beside Sibyll squeaked. It was everyone’s worst fear, though unfounded. They’d made it through the screening process—they were in.

According to the pamphlet no one went home unsatisfied. That’s why their screening process was so in-depth. The Boot Knockers sifted through piles of applications to find the women they could help the most. Then once on the ranch, a question and answer period preceded the actual selection—when one or more hunky cowboys of the woman’s choosing stood up to fight over her.

Upon arrival, Sibyll had spent almost an hour with a woman named Holly looking over the photographs of the cowboys and selecting which ones she was attracted to. They were all so…hot. She’d be happy with almost any of them—they were more her type than the guys she’d dated.

Just the idea of someone fighting over her—let alone a virile man in jeans and boots—made Sibyll’s insides tingle.

Sibyll gave the young woman a soft smile. The girl couldn’t be more than twenty-five, which wasn’t that old to still be a virgin. Sibyll wanted to say, “Come back when you’re thirty.” Or come back when you’re thirty-five and haven’t come even by your own hand.

A shiver rolled down her spine, and she tugged at the collar of her white, button-down shirt. Her black pencil skirt, heels and white shirt felt stuffy, the cloth binding her to certain failure. Dressed as she was, she’d step onstage and the cowboys would start sniggering until the whole room rang with laughter.

“Holy hell, look at that one,” the virgin said.

Sibyll followed her gaze to the door between stage entrance and hallway several feet away. His back was to her and the other dozen women, his shoulders taking up most of the door frame and his white T-shirt molded to a chiseled back. Sibyll outlined his back muscles with her gaze, cutting a path down to a backside hugged by worn denim.

The cowboy pivoted. His face was illuminated by the overhead lights as he talked to the perky Isabel, the ringleader of this insane audition process.

“He has a black eye!” someone whispered.

“From a bar fight? Please let it be from a bar fight!” a woman with a gorgeous head of red hair and thick glasses added.

The cowboy raised his head and stared at the women. Suddenly Sibyll’s muscles tensed to run. She didn’t want to be here, had made the wrong decision. So what if I can’t experience “physical and emotional sensation at the peak of sexual excitation” according to Dictionary.com?

Isabel swooped through the door and pointed at the curvaceous brunette to Sibyll’s right. “You’re next.” Then she returned to the doorway, where she leaned and talked to the cowboy with the black eye.

Dust motes swirled hectically in the lights streaming from the stage. Sibyll tried to follow one with her eyes. Anything to keep from looking directly at that cowboy’s handsome, rugged face.

He was huge—tall and broad and muscled in all the ways that made the knot in Sibyll’s core want to unravel. But it never did.

Maybe if he fights to win me, I could.

He glanced up again, and the group of women tittered. The leggy blonde was led offstage on the arm of a cowboy wearing all black except his shiny silver and turquoise belt buckle.

“Wow, he’s fine. Jenny’s lucky to get him,” the virgin whispered after they passed. They stopped at the door, and the production manager moved to the side so they could pass.

The black-eyed cowboy with the two-day-old dark stubble on his jaw shook hands with both cowboy and contestant.

“You—sexy secretary—you’re next.” The production manager jabbed a finger in Sibyll’s direction.

She looked around herself. A slight girl to her right wore a peasant dress and thong sandals, and the tall, toned girl to her left wore sporty shorts and a T-shirt with an energy drink logo.

“Wh—? Me?” Sibyll pointed to her chest.

“Yep, you.” The production manager whirled back to speak with the cowboy, but he’d strolled through the door and was making his molasses-sweet way across the stage.

He passed the first group of contestants, who froze like a herd of deer in the middle of Highway 495. He dipped his head and positioned a battered brown cowboy hat on it. “Howdy,” he drawled, lips curled in the perfect dose of Southern gentleman and cocky bad-boy.

Feminine sighs sounded in response. Sibyll’s heart thumped as he neared her small group standing closest to the stage. The closer he got, the more his bulk seemed to take up all the space in the room. Or maybe that was testosterone.

He dropped a wink at the virgin and leaned in to speak to her. “The black eye was nothin’ as glamorous as a kick-ass bar fight. Took a hoof yesterday working with the horses.” He straightened and settled his gaze right on Sibyll.

She stopped breathing as electricity passed between them.

That’s my imagination. I’m so keyed up.

The cowboy cleared his throat but didn’t say anything. Around them, women gawked. Hell, even Isabel the production manager stood with her mouth open, glancing between the huge cowboy and her clipboard.

“Hugh, you’re not filling in today, are you?” Isabel asked.

The man blinked, severing his hold on Sibyll. He shook his head. “Nah, I’m not competin’ today. I’m Master of Games as usual.” He pinned Sibyll again with his gaze. Something dark and exciting coiled low in her belly. What if this man did stand up for her?

I’d choose him in a heartbeat.

“Get ready, sexy secretary.” Isabel scanned her clipboard. “I mean Sibyll.”

At this, the cowboy slid his gaze downward, over Sibyll’s throat, breasts, waist and hips. When he ended at the tips of her toes, she felt them curl from the searing heat of his scrutiny.

Hugh flicked his gaze back to hers, this time casually. Then he pivoted and sauntered to a black door cut into the wall that Sibyll hadn’t even noticed before, his boot heels resonating on the floor and the scents of summer spice trailing behind him.

“Oh my… I’m going to pass out.” The virgin fluttered a hand in front of her face.

Sibyll thought she was going to puke. Between the black-eyed Romeo’s lingering perusal and the fact she was about to go onstage to be chosen by a bed partner threatened to make her knees buckle.

What had Hugh said? His black eye was “nothin’ as glamorous as a kick-ass bar fight.” Well, Sibyll’s reason for being at the Boot Knockers Ranch wasn’t exciting either. She wasn’t a virgin here to experience an amazing first time or a woman coming from a bad relationship who hoped to regain the passion she’d lost.

One of the questions the Boot Knockers would ask was: Why are you here?

And Sibyll would have to answer that she was a boring researcher with a broken Big O button. Panic settled in her veins as the second woman came offstage with a hunky country boy in Wranglers and a ball cap.

Isabel’s white teeth flashed close to Sibyll’s face. “You’re on!”

 

Hugh squinted into the dimness of the screening room. His libido was revving after less than a minute in the presence of that little vixen. What had Isabel called her? Sexy secretary. Jeezus, yes.

Hugh jerked his head at Holly, the assistant to the Boot Knockers. She fetched cold drinks and picked up dropped folders. Mostly she stood by and grinned at their antics.

He jerked his head at her. “Gimme the master folder.”

“But—” She blinked at him in confusion.

“I’m your boss, dammit. Give me the master folder.” He nodded toward the slim sheaf of papers she held, one for each woman including the contestant’s application and her photo.

Holly gave him the eyeball and handed him the folder. Hugh grunted and sank to his big leather chair.

“You’re not even supposed to be competing today, Hugh,” Riggs said from a few seats down. “We’re not short-handed.”

“We don’t need to be short-handed for me to play the game,” Hugh drawled. Yeah, it was his job to manage the operations, and he’d filled in just last week. But this opportunity wasn’t to be missed.

Hot lights flooded the stage, illuminating her—sexy secretary. And whooee, was she. The ring of light flooded over his paper, which he quickly read over. A half-assed selfie photograph was printed in the upper corner, and her pertinent information was neatly typed.

Has trouble climaxing.

She drew in a deep, shaky breath, and it echoed in the screening room.

Hugh glanced up. His gaze conformed to her wicked curves showcased by a form-fitting pencil skirt. Her legs narrowed into black heels, making him eager to see her calves. Actually, he wanted to see all of her from behind. He’d ached for it backstage. Hell, this was the reason he was abusing his authority.

“Turn around please,” he said without thought. His deep voice carried through the already silent auditorium, rendering everyone comatose with shock. Several of his fellow Boot Knockers gave him a “what the fuck” look.

Hugh outstretched his arms, palms up in answer, then resumed his study of the contestant on stage, who had indeed turned around.

His cock jerked in his jeans. Damn, those hips swelled into a perfectly rounded backside. And her calves were shapely, a thin crease outlining her muscle—the perfect line to lick.

Her dark blonde hair shivered on her shoulders, and he realized she was quaking. His heart did a loop-de-loop, and he stilled.

The pang, hitch, flop—what the hell ever it was—had no business in his chest. Son of a bitch. She heart-throbbed me.

He grabbed her cut sheet and flipped it over.

“Face forward please, Miss Green.” The order came from Riggs. They’d been Boot Knockers for four years. During this time, he and Riggs had shared more than one lusty night with a contestant. One man became her mentor, but sometimes it took more to “cure” the ladies of what ailed them.

What was wrong with Miss Green again? Has trouble climaxing. Hugh contained a snort. Whoever got her would probably have her singing soprano to the ceiling within an hour.

No, Hugh would have her crying out with passion and pleasure.

“Tell us a bit about yourself, Miss Green. Uh…Sibyll,” Riggs drawled. He hitched a foot up on his plush brown leather chair and hooked an arm around his knee. Dammit, he wasn’t supposed to even compete for this girl. Hugh had stolen a peek at Riggs’s folder. His gal was named Diane.

Sibyll blinked under the lights. The screening room was small enough that she could see the two rows of cowboys seated in the audience. After swallowing hard, she spoke. “Well, I work in the science field. I do tests on drugs the pharmaceutical companies develop.”

That explained her stuffy, snug collar. Undo a few of those buttons, let her creamy breasts peek out, and we’re talking Happy Hour.

“I’m thirty-five years old…” She wrung her hands.

“What are you seeking, Sibyll?”

Hugh didn’t like the way Riggs asked that. Too damn much roughness in his voice, as if he were as turned on as Hugh was.

Goddamn, I’m going to have to fight for her.

Hugh slammed his fist into the button that lit up his chair. Hands in lap? Fuck that.

Sibyll gasped and took a hasty step backward.

Riggs flattened his own button with a palm as if he were squashing a June bug. He stared at Hugh, dark eyes burning with something Hugh couldn’t interpret. Challenge?

No, that look was going to be defeat if Hugh had his way, and he usually did.

Another cowboy named Damian, who was supposed to be paired with Sibyll, smacked his button, and Hugh and Riggs swung simultaneously to glare at him. “Oh hey,” Damian held up both hands as if caught by the law again, “I’ll let you two fight this one out.”

“That’s bullshit, Damian. Hang in there and rip her away from Hugh,” Jack added.

“She is mighty fine, boys.” Quay’s obnoxious tenor added to the mix.

“Bet she’s a wildcat. All the buttoned-up ones are,” Stowe interjected.

Hugh shoved to his feet, his hand firmly on the button, determined to win her even if he’d just broken every damn rule he’d ever written. “Enough, boys.”

Riggs stood too. “Miss Green, if you’d allow me to escort you offstage?”

“Dammit, Riggs, you must not value your teeth,” Hugh growled.

Sibyll clenched and unclenched her fingers, looking as if she were about to bolt. Hugh couldn’t let that happen. The sweet expression on Sibyll’s face had painted itself on his mind. As he stared down Riggs, Hugh could almost see the negative of her behind his eyes, like a brand from staring too long into the sun.

Riggs scuffed a hand over his jaw. The coal-black hair there had given Hugh more than one beard burn during their rough sexual play. Hugh’s skin prickled, but he clamped down on his runaway thoughts and refocused on the prize. No faking this time—they were really fighting over her.

“Sibyll, I’m Hugh Donovan, Master of Games. There’s no way you want to accept him as your mentor. You’re looking for a real man.”

Riggs snorted. “He’s not real, sugar. See all those muscles?” He cupped a hand around his mouth and whispered loudly, “Steroids.”

“Back off, Riggs.” Hugh captured Sibyll’s gaze. She had an all-American beauty about her—wholesome and sweet. Her open expression beckoned him to get to know her, and her eyes, a faded denim hue, sparkled with a secret Hugh was damn well going to unlock.

He held out a hand. “Come on offstage, darlin’. Right to me.”

Riggs waved at her, stealing her attention from Hugh, who suppressed a snarl of irritation.

“You’re going to pay next time I get you alone.” Hugh’s dark promise made Riggs narrow his eyes.

He faced Riggs fully. They stood three steps away, matched in height, but where Riggs was lean and ropey with muscle, Hugh was thick.

As he held Riggs’s gaze, something in the man’s eyes flickered.

“You’re not gonna win, Archer,” Hugh pushed, then lowered his voice. “I’ll have her screaming in pleasure the first time I slide between her legs.”

“Unless she wants a threesome,” Jack spoke up from the other end of the row.

Hugh’s cock did a tango in his jeans. Now that image was emblazoned on his mind. Sibyll, Riggs and him in many combinations.

She stared at Hugh for what felt like a solid minute. He was excellent at reading women, and her body language pointed to her decision. Should he call this a victory?

Riggs sank to his seat.

Sibyll made a quiet noise, and Hugh’s heart tumbled out of control. When the sweet little scientist on stage caught her lip between her teeth, Hugh surged forward, mounting the three-foot side in one leap.

He stepped into the spotlight with her.

She stood no higher than his shoulder, her bones finer up close, shoulders narrow and her face a delicate heart. But she carried enough weight to give him something to grip.

“We’re going to do just fine together, you and me.” He stared down at her, hungry for a taste of those plump lips. First thing he was going to do, though, was unbutton that collar. Maybe even taste the damp flesh of her throat.

He extended a hand, waiting for her final decision. Freckles spattered her nose, and he realized she wasn’t wearing a hint of makeup. That perfect complexion was au natural.

“C’mon, baby,” he gave her his best drawl. “Let’s get to know each other, yeah?”

She nodded as if in a daze and placed her hand in his. He curled his fingers around the silky flesh.

“Damn,” Riggs said from the audience. He shoved out of his seat and stomped across the room. Then he threw open the back door and disappeared in a flash of brilliant summer sunlight.

Victory.

Hugh couldn’t deny that both having Sibyll by his side, and knowing he and Riggs would have to make up sooner or later, stimulated him in a way he hadn’t known for too long.

 

Damn arrogant cowboy. Riggs lengthened his strides, making his way far from the auditorium. Several other outbuildings dotted the immediate area—bungalows the contestants would shack up in with their mentors, and a common dining hall that was set up like a big, cozy kitchen.

Riggs wanted the wide open space and maybe a fast gallop.

I’m not even kidding myself. He’d wanted that doe-eyed woman. Those big, round eyes had ensnared him from the moment she stepped onto the stage. The fact that Hugh wanted her too only added to her appeal.

His and Hugh’s tastes in women ran the same. How many times had they gotten a sweet morsel between them?

Riggs scattered a cluster of free-ranging chickens. Each boot heel cut into the turf, but it did nothing to alleviate the tension roiling in his chest. Hell, in his groin.

What was that look Hugh had given him? Sure, his stare had been a challenge. But it was more.

More to Riggs, at least.

If he wanted Miss Sibyll Green bad, he ached for Hugh. He and Hugh worked well on the ranch together, and Riggs lightened Hugh up by dragging him into plans for practical jokes he liked to play on the others.

When they weren’t curling the little toes of the women they selected to help, he and Hugh dreamed of doubling their horse herd. Riggs wanted to start selling them, and Hugh was one of the only Boot Knockers who agreed with him.

Together, they’d recently convinced the other cowboy co-owners of the ranch to push the livestock part of the business to a new level. They made a fortune on the women, but Riggs had no plans to lick, suck, lap, spank and screw forever.

He didn’t know exactly what he wanted, but he was thirty-six-years old. Eventually he’d be fighting for sex with gals half his age.

As he approached the horse barn, the familiar scents of animal greeted him. He dragged a deep breath into his lungs and held it. Grass, horse and leather.

An underlying spice that reminded him of Hugh socked him right in the gut. Too well he knew the musk of the man’s body, which grew stronger when he was aroused. Hell, Riggs knew the heady taste of his come.

Rock-hard with need, Riggs threw himself into saddling Shoot the Moon to ride. The black gelding was Riggs’s personal favorite. Jack said the horse was Riggs in animal form. From their coloring to a disposition often described as standoffish, they were very similar.

As he led the glossy black animal from the barn and into the bright summer sunshine, he couldn’t stop himself from looking in the direction of the auditorium. A dozen more women waited to be chosen.

If Riggs had been smart, he would have stayed. He hadn’t been laid in two weeks. Not a long time, but when pleasure was his job, the dry spell was as wide as the Sahara.

He jammed his foot into the stirrup and hitched his leg over Shoot the Moon. Sexual frustration made him fidgety but jealousy scalded. Hugh would get to skim those ripe curves of Sibyll’s delicate body with hands, lips, tongue.

And Sibyll would gaze upon Hugh’s strong, muscled form. Soon she’d know the way his abs dipped when he was about to come. She’d know the look of intense pleasure on his face at the last moment.

Pecker in your pants, huh? Listen to your own rules, asshole.

“Yaww!” Riggs set his heels into the horse’s flanks and sent it racing across the field, up a hill and over the ridge. Only after the ranch dropped out of sight did he slow the animal.

Fed by the low songs of whippoorwills and the burble of a stream cutting through the valley, calm descended on him. He brought Shoot the Moon to a walk. Stroking the horse’s silky hide, Riggs’s mind wandered back to Hugh.

If anyone else had fought for Sibyll, Riggs wouldn’t have backed down. But seeing Hugh displeased in any way nicked an artery in Riggs. He wasn’t about to start bleeding for a taste of Sibyll.

Though she did torment him with the urge to pull orgasm after screaming orgasm from her. She was here because she couldn’t climax. Well, Hugh would fix her up right. By the time she left the Boot Knockers Ranch, she’d have a new sway in her step and raw vocal cords.

Riggs clicked, and Shoot the Moon halted. He threw his head back to the beating Texas sun. His western shirt clung to the sweat on his spine. Right about now Hugh was probably leading Sibyll into her bungalow. Cradling her face and lowering his lips to hers.

Dark need stabbed Riggs low. His already hard cock swelled another fraction. Shifting to adjust his dick, Riggs gave up and dismounted. He sank to the plush grass while Shoot the Moon grazed on sweet blades.

His irritation with Hugh wouldn’t last long. Sibyll would “come” and go. And maybe—just maybe this would be the right time to find out if that burning ember in Hugh’s gaze was the same candle Riggs carried for the big cowboy.

Tonight he’d corner him and find out.


Chapter Two

Sibyll’s inner thighs were sticky with the juices of her arousal. Just having the cowboy’s big, calloused hand in hers made her pussy throb. Hugh released her fingers and rested his hand on her lower back, right above the crest of her buttocks.

She sucked in a breath. He knew what he was doing, that was certain. A simple walk to the bungalow where she’d be staying was becoming a seduction.

Through the barrier of her skirt, she swore she detected his thumb right above the seam of her ass. Her nipples puckered.

“Bungalow 9.” His breath ruffled the hair on her temple, and her pussy clenched. More cream wet her panties.

He walked his fingers up her spine. When he breached her collar and dipped his fingertips inside to caress her nape, she had to stop walking or risk collapse.

Her knees shook with the effort to remain standing. She wanted to tumble into that lush grass, spread her legs and beg him to make her come. Her response to his mere closeness excited her enough to believe she could come with him. Images of his mouth on hers, tongue probing, of him cupping her ass and lifting against his bulging erection made her pussy flood again.

No, I can’t do this. She’d thrown herself at men, hoping to achieve orgasm, and they all failed her. She had to keep her expectations low.

But she was burning up with eagerness.

“You all right, Sibyll?” His husky voice might have been practiced. That tone would melt any woman, even ice sculptures like her. But this is what she’d dropped a month’s income on—sexual surrogacy—a cowboy who knew his game and could use it to her benefit.

She sucked in a breath of courage and tilted her head back to look at him.

Christ, he was huge.

And insanely handsome in a way that made her want to get naked—now. The scruff of hair coating his jaw and upper lip only charmed her out of her panties more. When she focused on his well-shaped lips, a new ribbon of heat wove through her.

Were they hard or soft? They appeared to be chiseled from granite, but when the corner quirked up in a half smile, she was certain his mouth would be ohhh, so soft.

This is crazy. I don’t know anything about him and all I can think about is him eating my pussy.

The corners of his mouth twitched higher, and damn if a dimple didn’t flash in his chin. The longing to press her hands against his chest and lean into him, let him support her weight, mounted in her. But she was far from the simpering female she saw at clubs. In fact, most of her boyfriends liked her independence.

Except here at the Boot Knockers Ranch, she was dependent—on them finally delivering the big O.

God, could she get any more conflicted?

“You have a question, sweetheart?” he drawled. His eyes were hazel flecked with more green than brown. Green as vibrant as the fields surrounding them.

“Maybe we shouldn’t go to the bungalow just yet.” Having his gaze on her stole her breath.

He seemed to fight a grin. Was it that obvious she wasn’t ready to get naked with a stranger, even if she craved it with her every fiber?

Placing a warm hand on her back, he turned her away from the small and charming wooden structures lined up in the distance. “Why don’t I show you the property? You feel up for a ride?” The way he said “ride” made her wonder if they were thinking the same thing.

“Wh—? On horseback? I don’t know how to ride.”

“Don’t worry. Most of the women who come here don’t know how to ride. I promise not to make you straddle anything until you’re ready.” His grin reached all the way to his eyes, making them spark with something that told her he wasn’t making fun of her.

A bubble of laughter escaped her throat at his words. Relaxing slightly, she let him lead her back toward the cluster of outbuildings. The auditorium where the other women were even now being chosen by cowboys had a metal roof reflecting the blazing sun.

Maybe the virgin was getting her cherry popped backstage right now.

Sibyll squinted into the distance. Several barns and a big ranch house were nestled in the valley like hens. “Where do you sleep?”

He tilted his head in a way that made her pussy throb again. “That depends on you, sweetheart.”

She swallowed, her mouth dry. While he didn’t seem artificial at all, his honeyed drawl threatened to undo her. If he wanted to take her to bed, would she finally find release? Twisting her hands together, she walked beside him in silence.

After about twenty paces, he rested a broad hand on her shoulder and turned her to face him. With a rough forefinger under her chin, he lifted her face and looked into her eyes.

Her heart somersaulted. The acrobatics stopped her ability to think. When Hugh dropped his head close to hers, she couldn’t reason out what he was doing.

His scent filled her nostrils—spice heated under the sun, masculine and carrying a hint of something that controlled her.

Pheromones, she thought a split second before he brushed his lips across hers. Once, twice. A faint caress that unraveled her more than any tongue-thrusting kiss from a long-term boyfriend.

When Hugh pulled away, she issued a ragged sigh.

And so did he.

Oh God.

She opened her mouth to suggest maybe they should return to Bungalow 9 after all, but he slipped an arm around her waist and started walking, towing her along in the wake of his long strides.

 

Dammit, she’d done it again—heart-throbbed him. That weird undulating of his heart muscle, as if it was some depraved male stripper dancing to a pulsing beat.

Get some control, man. He’d been with how many women? In four years, the number was pretty high. Some were more memorable than others, though he always poured himself into the job. He enjoyed seeing a transformation that enabled a woman to leave the ranch and find love. Or if not love, fulfilling sex. Only in the recent months had he taken over as Master of Games.

He glanced at the top of Sibyll’s head. Her dark blonde hair was thick from root to tip. Hair he could run his fingers through, and after sex, she’d look disheveled and sexy as hell.

A knot pulled tight in his stomach. Ignoring it and the urge to growl in response, he guided the tormenting vixen at his side toward the barns.

The breeze blew nonstop in this valley, but today Hugh was especially thankful for it. It cooled the sweat on his brow and stirred his T-shirt around his hot torso. If Sibyll had been his for more than five minutes, he’d take off his shirt. But she was as skittish as a newborn foal, and he couldn’t knock her feet from under her before she even found solid ground.

She’d allowed his kiss, though. Getting her naked might not be as difficult as he’d thought.

His cock battered his fly, demanding escape. Hell, he really was in trouble, acting like a newbie Boot Knocker, practically coming in his pants for the first woman who paid to wrap her thighs around him. He was experienced—beyond this high school stage of sexual exploration.

Sibyll looked around her, drinking in the surroundings. The breeze washed a tendril of hair across her face, and Hugh couldn’t stop himself. He hooked it with a finger and guided it behind her ear. When he trailed his finger over her peachy-soft skin, he clenched his teeth against the desire to toss her over his shoulder and make off with her.

His cock demanded he get her into bed, and pronto.

But his mind and Mr. Nicey Cowboy said no way—slow down.

Her eyelids fluttered at his touch, and she faltered again. He glanced at her high heels.

“Baby, I’m going to get you the way I want you right now—barefoot in the grass.” He bent and tugged off one shoe, then the other. She leaned against him for balance, trembling.

He straightened and stared into her eyes, gauging her reaction. She was mighty buttoned-up, and he expected a protestation that he’d removed her shoes. But she didn’t say a word.

When she closed her eyes, a confused smile lit his face. He followed the curvy lines of her body down to her small pink toes buried in the turf, wiggling.

Sweet Jeezus, this was gonna be fun. First he’d get the professional woman out of her office attire and into something more natural—like her birthday suit. Then he’d lick her from the delicious arches of her obviously sensitive feet to the tender spot behind her ear. Hell, he wished he had two tongues to do the job.

He drew a lungful of her womanly scent. No perfumes, just soap and water and arousal. His balls tightened with need.

Wrapping his fingers around her upper arms, he leaned over her. When his shadow bathed her, she opened her eyes.

“You make me feel…” She stopped and sank her teeth into her lower lip. Since he’d spotted her backstage, she’d begun whittling at his control, and seeing those sharp white teeth digging into the plump flesh ripped away the last thread.

He dropped his head and kissed her. A rough claiming of her mouth.

Alarms sounded in his head, alerting him that he was going too fast and probably not reading her cues at all. Scaring her was against the rules and could get his ass placed on probation, which meant his cock was in confinement. While he was being punished, someone else would take over with Sibyll.

He tore his mouth away before he could do anything like plunder the sweet inside.

She stretched onto tiptoe, following him.

“Fuck, woman.” He gripped her hips and hauled her flush against his body. Lust raged in his system. For a solid minute, he let her feel the ridge of his erection. Then slowly, he unpeeled his fingers from her arms.

She sank to her bare heels. Staring at him through those denim blue eyes, she ran the tip of her tongue over her lower lip. And his rough language didn’t seem to turn her off.

“Let’s walk,” he grated out. He collected her shoes by the spiky heels in one fist and hurried her across the grounds. At the auditorium, they passed a couple—Quay with a mousy woman wearing glasses. Knowing Quay, he’d have her dolled up into a sex kitten and wearing a silky nurse’s uniform within hours. That man had a penchant for costumes and he always seemed to get the women who were into roleplay.

He nodded to Quay as they passed. Feeling the man’s gaze on their backs, Hugh tossed a glance over his shoulder and found Quay’s eyes locked on Sibyll’s shapely ass.

Hugh gave him a look that promised that a shotgun and a shovel were in Quay’s future. Quay turned back around but not before a shit-eatin’ grin spread over his face.

Still fighting to keep from shoving Sibyll against the nearest barn wall and ravaging her, Hugh focused on being the tour guide. “These are just two of the barns on the ranch. There are three more just over that ridge.” He pointed.

Sibyll nodded. “What do you raise besides horses?”

“Oh, a small herd of beef cows. Got some goats and chickens too.” But mostly we deal in cocks.

The wind blew her hair across her face again, and she pressed it back. It fell just below her shoulders, shining like spun gold in the afternoon sun. “What’s in that building?”

“Tractor, four-wheelers.”

“And that?”

“Hay barn.” It was on the tip of his tongue to ask if she wanted to take a roll in it, but he stopped himself. A natural curiosity—probably what pushed her toward the science profession—seemed to be working in his favor. She was talking, not as nervous.

Or maybe his kiss had done the trick. He only had a week to help her. Moving fast was the name of the game.

She turned in a circle as if drawing a mental map of the property. When she faced forward again, she said, “You deal with the horses. I’m not sure I’ll ever be ready to ride, but you’ll teach me about them?”

He grazed the corner of his bruised eye with his fingertips. “I won’t let you get at the backside of one, that’s for sure. But yes, if you’d like to learn about them, I have things to teach.”

His words fell between them, concrete blocks of innuendo. Dropped too hard and they’d damage, but fitted together correctly, a foundation would be erected.

“I’m glad you picked me.” Sibyll’s faint admission set his heart racing. Their gazes connected, held, moments stretching on as his cock twitched and her nipples hardened under the thin white fabric of her blouse.

Sweetheart, I had no choice.

“You won’t be sorry.” He planted a hand low on her back. “Come on. I’ll introduce you to my horse.”

 

 

The silence in the barn soothed Riggs’s flayed nerves. With only the music of horses shifting in the hay and the occasional snort or nicker, he calmed.

So stupid to still be thinking about that woman and Hugh together. Riggs had lost and won some rounds. Why was this different?

He gripped the coarse-bristled brush and stroked it over Shoot the Moon’s coat. The familiar scent of the animal and the repetitious movement suddenly didn’t come close to sweeping away the irritation in his veins. Birds flitted in the barn rafters.

Without competing this week, Riggs wouldn’t have a girl in his bed. That meant he’d need to find solace elsewhere. With Hugh.

His cock swelled at the memories of facing Hugh, his knees pressed up and back while Hugh sank into him inch by big, mind-blowing inch.

He loved to bottom for Hugh. Loved when Hugh ordered him to suck his cock. The thick length filling his mouth gave him a satisfaction he rarely got elsewhere. But something about Sibyll’s sweet expression made Riggs believe she could fill that void too.

“Damn,” he murmured, brushing faster. Right about now Hugh would be making his move on Sibyll, and that idea burned. Yeah, Riggs might be asked to join in as a third with them, but he’d have to bow out.

He couldn’t keep putting himself through this, could he? Months ago, his role on the ranch had lost its appeal after he’d been alone with Hugh for the first time. Hugh had come across him in the barn and they’d worked together to pull a foal.

Hours of fighting to save the horse and newborn had resulted in him and Hugh sharing a shower. Soaping muscles, fondling hard cocks. Then Hugh had gone down on his knees and sucked Riggs’s shaft right to the back of his throat.

Swift and strong. No apologies.

In seconds, Riggs had climaxed and Hugh had held his shaking body as he calmed. Leaning against the shower wall, Hugh had kissed him for the first time. Before that, their threesomes had been purely physical.

Since then they’d shared half a dozen encounters, and each time Riggs lost himself a little more. Even now Riggs couldn’t get the taste of the man out of his head.

His craving for Hugh was too strong. He couldn’t risk the other Boot Knockers finding out. It wasn’t against their rules to have sexual relations with each other, but they’d all signed contracts prohibiting exclusivity with anyone inside or outside the ranch.

Too late.

Could Riggs really go through with his plan to find out if Hugh had feelings for him too?

Life on the ranch had never felt so stifling. The barn and an hour-long gallop left him less settled than ever. He needed more—violence, sex. Passion.

Hugh gave him all of that. His rough sex play and the emotional tornado inside Riggs when they were together was exactly the cocktail Riggs desired.

Maybe there’s a twelve-step program for me.

Hello, I’m Riggs, and I fear I want more from my best friend.

The thump of a boot heel on the wooden floor made Riggs jerk his head up from his task. He swung around to see the silhouette of a man in the doorway, outlined by sun, his face shadowed by the battered brown hat he always wore.

“Riggs.” Hugh nodded.

Sibyll was with him, of course.

Riggs’s gaze jumped from the face of the man he’d just been daydreaming about to the soft woman at his side. She was barefoot, standing only to Hugh’s chest. That meant she’d only reach that high on Riggs too.

He clamped his fingers around the horse brush to keep from doing anything rash—like storming across the barn to her, picking her up and trapping her against a wall with his body.

His balls tingled with the need for release.

“Sibyll,” Hugh’s drawl formed her name perfectly, “you remember Riggs.”

“Yes.” Was her quiet reply breathless, or was that Riggs’s imagination?

He twitched his hat down. “Nice seein’ you again.”

And damn, was it. She was exactly Riggs’s favored body type in a woman—curvaceous, not too thin. And that hair… God, to feel it rubbing over his thighs as she blew him.

Riggs did a mental ninja-move against the images bombarding his brain. He couldn’t think about being between Hugh and Sibyll. No, the idea would only end in frustration and even pain. His previous plan to confront Hugh swirled down the toilet of his mind. In the end, he couldn’t risk alienating him.

Hugh took a step into the ring of sunlight streaming from a high overhead vent. Air currents churned in the shaft of light, but the blazing expression on Hugh’s face was riveting.

Riggs stared at him for a long heartbeat. Then he slid his gaze to Sibyll and tipped his hat once more. “Enjoy your evening.” He went back to brushing, holding his breath. Only when he heard Hugh’s boots and the quiet shuffle of bare feet moving away did Riggs rest his head against Shoot the Moon’s flank.

As he released the pent-up breath, he knew exactly what would come of the interest Sibyll showed in him. The three of them would end up in a tangle of limbs, pleasuring each other senseless.

But Riggs had to figure out how to cut his heart out of the barbed-wire snare.


Chapter Three

Sibyll revolved through the bungalow, marveling at how the space had been designed to be so light and airy inside in sharp contrast to the log siding outside.

Her nerves jangled. She was too aware of Hugh’s solid stare on her. He leaned against the wall, and while he appeared to be relaxed, his muscles were taut.

They’re always taut, stupid. He’s RIPPED.

She’d only ever seen men like him in commercials or magazine ads. Riggs had said Hugh used steroids, but she knew he’d been joking. Hugh’s body was layered with muscle from years of heavy work on ranches, not at all bulky like the gym rats.

Running her finger over the smooth oak wood surrounding the window overlooking acres of pasture, she imagined touching Hugh. Would he feel as good as he looked?

She drew in a fortifying breath. She was about to find out.

As if detecting the change in her, he pulled away from the wall and sauntered a few steps to her side. When he planted his hands on her hips, she sucked in a gasp. Damn, he curled his fingers so perfectly. Of course, he knew exactly how to best seduce a nervous woman.

He began to sway with her, shifting lightly from boot to boot as if they were dancing. She went with it—letting him rock her. After a minute he began to hum, low. The baritone touched her deep and in places she didn’t know existed.

Maybe that’s my O button.

Hugh slid his hands up from her waist and took hers, which were trapped between their bodies. The stroke of callus against her soft skin, accustomed only to working on a keyboard, threatened to melt her.

But that’s what she was here for—to be melted into a puddle under a smoking-hot cowboy. Her scientific mind conjured this literal image, her body flattened by ecstasy, her face melted wax of orgasmic bliss.

She giggled.

Hugh withdrew a few inches to peer down at her. He hadn’t removed his hat, so his eyes were shadowed. But she liked the way he looked at her. Absorbed-like.

“What’s funny?”

“Nothing. Just thinking too much.”

He arched a brow, which transformed his whole face. Squint lines changed shape, and the corner of his mouth twitched up along with his brow, exposing that dimple in his jaw.

He positioned her hands on his chest.

Excitement stabbed her. Beneath her palm his heartbeat was strong, unwavering. Curling her fingers, she learned the shape of his pecs. His eyes darkened.

When she began to explore his ridges further, his breathing hitched.

“What’s your favorite color?” he asked, voice strained.

The swaying continued, and between that and his steely muscles under her hands, she could hardly follow the question. It took a full minute for her to respond.

“Green.”

He nodded, as if he’d known. “And what kind of car do you drive?”

“I don’t drive. Where I live, there’s no need. Public transportation works for me.” She splayed her fingers and touched one of his tightened nipples. He swayed forward, rocking his hips into her instead of moving side to side like before.

The thick length of his arousal pressed into her lower belly. With a stuttering sigh, she closed her eyes. When she opened them again, his gaze had intensified times ten. This was going so fast—but they only had seven days together. She tried to extinguish her nervousness and be the woman she’d come here to be.

“Remind me of where you live again.”

She shivered at the scrape of his words over her senses. He was seducing her with mundane questions most guys would learn in five minutes at dinner. But somehow Hugh’s focus on her made the questions important.

“Atlanta.”

“Ah. I detected a little drawl in your voice.”

She tilted her head. “Really? I didn’t grow up in Atlanta. I moved there after college.”

He planted his hands on her waist and swept her in a full circle. The motion was so quick, she would have been dizzy if she hadn’t been completely centered on his handsome face. Surprise made her laugh, a hearty belly laugh that made him laugh too.

Hugh was all country boy, yet he was able to move smoothly, as fluid as a dancer. He spun her again. Behind him sun streamed into the space, turning the walls to butter and his tanned skin to gold. She wet her lower lip. Would he taste salty? Spicy?

Zeroing in on her mouth, Hugh asked, “What kind of soap did you wash this sexy body with today?”

“Wh—?” She shook her head, stumbling on his question. “I flew into Houston and stayed the night. I showered in the hotel early this morning before catching a cab that brought me to the ranch.”

By slow increments he lowered his head. For a breath-stuttering minute she thought he was going to kiss her. But he bypassed her lips and nuzzled her throat. An invisible string between his mouth and her pussy tightened, and she clung to him to keep from falling over.

Hugh wrapped an arm around her waist, bending her back over it. Then he raised his head and stared right into her eyes. “Sibyll, I’m going to kiss you.”

No more questions. Just raw, pure control. Dumbly, she nodded. As he swooped in, she closed her eyes and let him take possession.

Just as before, his mouth was soft but his beard rough. Flavors infused her head. For a moment, she feared she’d make an idiot of herself with bad breath or inexperienced kisses. Of course, Hugh would be trained to handle these problems.

Angling his head, he fitted his mouth more firmly over hers. When he probed the seam of her lips with his tongue, she gasped.

His tongue filled her mouth, warm and soft and incredibly erotic. He stroked it against hers gently at first, using small flicks that hardened her nipples to a level of pain she hadn’t known she needed.

He ran one hand up her torso, around to her spine, and slipped his fingers under her hair. When he twisted the mass and yanked her head back, they shared a groan.

Walking her backward with as much finesse as he’d spun her, he continued to kiss her. Sibyll kept her eyes shut and allowed him to lead, trusting him even if she didn’t know him.

Well, she knew some things. Like the fact that he tensed when she ran a thumb over his nipple. And he’d taken just the right care in awakening her body.

He tore his mouth from hers, and keeping her head back by her stretched hair, dropped a kiss to her throat.

She squeaked, wriggling.

Against her skin, he rumbled, “I knew it. No one’s touched so many parts of you.”

“No,” she gasped, her former lovers’ attentions like a news reel of failed attempts in her memory.

He raised his head. “I’m going to touch every single spot.”

They’d reached the bedroom. He lifted her off her feet and laid her on the cloud-like mattress. She sank into the plushness, surrounded by grass green silk that might have been chosen especially for her.

“My favorite color.”

He nodded. “We’re good at finding things out.”

“What else do you know about me?” It was hard to breathe with his body braced atop hers and that intense stare burrowing into her. She felt exposed in brand new ways.

Maybe that’s exactly what she needed so she could have lift-off—to be shoved out of her comfort zone.

He leaned his weight on one elbow and with his other hand, began to stroke her. He ran his fingers over hers, light touches that tickled. After briefly holding her wrist captive, he plucked at the button on her cuff.

Firm pressure on her bare wrist might have been the most tantalizing thing she’d ever experienced.

Still, her mind wouldn’t shut off. “What else do you know?” she prompted between gasps.

“You have a brother in Iowa, where you grew up.” He released her hand long enough to swipe his hat off. It fell to the mattress, and she followed it with her eyes. It was so much a part of him, she couldn’t look away from it.

Until he bit her earlobe.

Hard.

She swallowed a gulp, spinning at the feel of sharp teeth grinding the tender flesh of her ear.

“I know you need to climax. Scream with release. Baby, I’m going to peel you off the ceiling and then flip you over and do it all over again.”

He rocked his erection into the V of her legs.

“For seven.”

Another rock.

“Straight.”

Crush.

“Days.”

He claimed her mouth and attacked her shirt buttons. Each time he’d free a plastic disk from its hole, he’d swirl his tongue all around hers. Juices pooled between her legs, and the cloth that had felt only confining before now trapped. She wiggled, frantic to touch him, to get free of the things binding her.

A hum vibrated through his chest. Approval? Did he like the way she moved?

Growing bolder, she skirted the raised circles of his nipples with her fingers. Inhibitions flew away, lost under Hugh’s level gaze and big body and his determination to give her pleasure.

Sibyll gasped when her shirt opened to reveal a lace bra she’d spent way too much time choosing before coming here.

Hugh growled with appreciation. “Ahh… a girly-girl. Lace and frills under the buttons.”

She nodded, excited that he’d picked up on this oddity in her. The exterior didn’t match the interior. Sure, she loved science and order, but her apartment was a mishmash of thrift shop finds and what she called bazaar goodies. Traveling to exotic countries and bringing back fabrics and brightly colored pottery was a secret thrill.

As was her taste in lingerie.

Practically panting, she mentally urged him to find out what she wore on the bottom. Her bra was only white. But her panties…

He opened his mouth over the slope of her breast, and her control slipped. With a gasp, she scrabbled at his shoulders, arching up for more. Instead of giving her everything she wanted—right now—he lifted his head.

“I’ve always lived in Texas. My favorite color’s green too. I drive a truck. And Sibyll? You’ve got me rock hard.”

He hooked a finger in her bra cup and pulled it down. Her nipple popped free. A shudder ripped through him, and Sibyll’s instincts kicked in. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him close.

When he sucked her nipple into his mouth, she cried out. Wild horses galloped in her core. Where they’d come from was anyone’s guess. Yesterday she’d been filled with numbers and equations and case studies.

Hugh moved his tongue over her nipple with maddening slowness. For a minute she watched the progress of that wet tongue before she realized she’d quit breathing.

While he licked her into a shivering mess of want, he freed the button of her other cuff. Pinching the fabric, he pulled it off. She slid her arms from the sleeves one at a time.

Gliding a hand along her spine, he lifted her enough to remove the fabric. He tossed her blouse to the floor.

Suddenly she wanted to feel him—skin on skin. “Your…shirt.”

With a bad-boy grin, he gripped the cloth between his shoulders and ripped off his shirt. It followed hers to the floor.

For a heart-pounding minute he simply stared at her. Self-consciousness cut through her haze. Would he mention the little ring of flab above her skirt? Or the stretch marks on her inner thighs?

“So pretty. I’d say gorgeous, but that seems superficial. You have a softness to you, Sibyll, that most women will never own.”

Her eyelids shuttered on his words and the way he said her name, so soft and low.

The tender brush of his lips on her temple made her heart flip. As he worked his way over her forehead to the other temple, she clamped her fists on his nape. He kissed a path down her cheek to her jaw, and underneath to the softest spot on her throat.

Nipping and nibbling weren’t good enough words for what he was doing to her. She rubbed her bare toes against his denim-covered calves, wishing he’d ruche up her skirt so she could spread her legs around his magnificent hips.

But he kept her trapped, at the mercy of kisses that were much softer than she’d expected.

When he reached beneath her and popped the clasp of her bra, her mind riveted.

Now we’re getting somewhere.

She almost laughed with joy. Who was this woman abandoning all she’d been taught about lovemaking? Hugh wasn’t going fast enough.

He peeled the lace away from her ribcage, and her breasts bounced free.

“Holy…” He leaned onto his knees and closed his big hands over each breast. Her breathing came faster. As he located every nerve ending in her breasts, she gazed at him.

Messy brown hair, kept short enough that it didn’t stick out from under his hat. Chiseled jaw, a dimple carved into the center even when he wasn’t smiling. Swells of muscle on his shoulders angled into biceps most men in Atlanta only achieved with personal trainers. And his chest…

She quaked with excitement.

His nipples were two tight brown buds set into each pec, begging for her to bite them.

Another shock of awareness came over her. Had she ever hungered to do that to a man? No, never.

“I can see you want to do something, baby. Do it.” His voice broke her.

Throwing away her inhibitions, she leaned upward and trapped his nipple under her tongue.

Hugh threw his head back. Power surged in her as she tasted and probed him. Before she could make more than five revolutions around his nipple, he hooked his fingers under her jaw and raised her head.

“My turn.” He pressed her down on the bed and prostrated himself atop her. She quivered, expecting him to suck her nipples too, but he went right for her ribs.

A giggle escaped, followed by laughter that shook the bed.

“I don’t care if you’re ticklish, baby. I’m running my tongue along each rib.” As if making her laugh on purpose, he teased and explored. The playful action softened her another fraction. In the back of her mind, she knew he was making her more comfortable with him. But damn, he was so good at it, she hardly cared.

As he lapped at the last rib on her right side, she waited for him to touch her needy breasts. He dove straight for her bellybutton.

The erotic kiss sent her into paroxysms of want. Her pussy spasmed, so ready to earn his attention. She curled her toes and fisted the sheets. “Hugh.”

Until now she hadn’t used his name, and it felt so good falling from her lips. He paused, breath pushing out against her belly. He angled his head and blew a raspberry on her, sending her into giggles again.

Before she realized his intention, he caught the zipper stretching over her ass and slid it down. Tooth by tooth, with painstaking slowness.

“I love that you didn’t wear pantyhose.”

“I usually do. The Texas heat…” She stopped breathing as his fingers landed on it—the little knot of silk strings like a spider web at the top of her butt crack, complete with a tiny jeweled spider.

His face rippled with a question mark. With a quick move, he tilted her onto her hip. Total silence ruled as he stared at her flimsy excuse for undergarments. It wasn’t the first thong she’d owned. She had many of those. But these were quite a bit more daring than anything she’d ever worn before.

Hugh dropped his forehead to her spine. “God, Sibyll. I hit the jackpot. Scientist by day, sex kitten by night.”

“It’s not technically night.”

He let her fall onto her back again, staring up the length of her body with something akin to awe. The cord between him and her body’s responses tightened until her pussy throbbed painfully. If he didn’t touch her soon…

Waiting for him to pull off her skirt was exquisite torture. His gaze was a caress of its own. He leaned onto his heels, body so beautiful it hurt her to look and a bulge in his jeans more impressive than any she’d seen.

Maybe he stuffed it.

She giggled.

He raised her foot and bit into the arch as if it were an apple. She gasped at the graze of teeth. Trying to jerk her foot away was like getting herself out of a hogtie. He was strong—and determined.

To do what? Kiss her every inch, that’s what he’d said.

She tightened her belly muscles as he placed nips along her arch to her toes. She almost died watching her toes disappear into his mouth, one at a time.

Decadent pleasure washed over her. The knot in her core stretched. Could he send her over the ledge by only touching her?

He gently arranged her foot on the bed and lifted the other. This foot received its fair due. By the time he began to kiss her ankles, she was a shaking mess.

“Lick your lips one more time, and I might have to punish you, baby.”

She jerked her gaze to his. “What do you mean?” Was that even her voice? It belonged to some sultrier, more adventurous woman.

With a shock, she realized that woman was a distant cousin. In this bedroom on a secluded ranch in Texas with a cowboy who was practically a stranger, Sibyll could be anyone she wanted.

He swirled his tongue up her calf, eyes burning with intensity.

No, she couldn’t pretend. She would be herself, and this would work. He’d make her come dozens of times in the next seven days, and she’d go home and find her own release.

He reached the back of her knee and dragged his teeth over it. The wetness between her thighs pooled. Her fancy underwear would be soaked.

“You like it”—he bit her lightly in the same spot behind her knee—“right here, don’t you?”

“Mmm.”

He slid his tongue over the spot on the inside of her knee again. She twisted in his hold, trying to escape yet get closer.

“Like this…” He did it some more.

“Yesss.”

“I bet you like this too.” He ran his fingers right up between her legs and found her soaking center.

She cried out, shocked by the bold touch after an hour of teasing. He strummed his fingers up and down the cloth covering her pussy. Wild moans escaped her.

“Damn, baby. I’ve gotta see you. All of you.” In a flurry he ripped off her skirt and shoved her black spider’s web panties to the side. The cooler air striking her wet slit ignited a need in her so deep she didn’t know if she’d ever climb back out of this well of wanting.

“Jeezus. So pretty.” He wet his lips. For a maddening moment, she thought he’d go down on her.

It wouldn’t be the first time someone had given her oral, but they always stopped with a tongue cramp because she could never come.

She jerked her knees to shut them.

“No, baby. No. Don’t hide this from me.” His soothing tone helped a little. She relaxed.

He guided her legs up and to the sides, splaying her wide for him. His expression—a man about to partake of a feast—excited the hell out of her.

Anticipation built as Hugh nuzzled her inner thigh and up the crease between leg and cunt. Her panties were pushed aside, exposing her completely. “Smells so good. So pretty. So wet.”

She curled her fingers into his shoulders, the blunt tips of her nails in his skin.

He opened his mouth over her pussy. “Use me, baby. Use my tongue.”

It was the best thing a man had ever said to her. Wild with abandon, she jerked her hips up and her wet folds against his tongue.

Their groans mingled as she bucked and rode his tongue. This… This had never happened before. Her lovers had always taken control. But now Hugh was giving her control, and it felt so, so good. Emotion welled inside her.

The knot in her center pulled tight, juices flooded him. He licked and lapped as she bore down on him again and again.

 

Hugh’s senses were overloaded. Soap and female smells, musky sweet flavors, satiny skin. And damn, those panties. God, he was going to turn into a teenage boy and come in his pants before he got her off.

The rhythm of her hips slowed. He cupped her round ass and drew her up to his mouth, taking control because he didn’t want her tiring.

He drove his tongue deep into her pussy.

Spearing her, splitting her, he grunted his elation. Then withdrawing, he delivered short flicks over her clit. The pearl hardened on his tongue. His cock throbbed in response.

For long minutes he toyed with her clit, pulling moan after moan from her. He lost himself in the act, tasting her because he wanted to—needed to. Not because it was his job.

She stopped moving, and he teased her slit with this tongue, testing how close she was.

But her tasty, wet folds seemed softer somehow, indicating she wasn’t clinging to the edge anymore.

He peeked at her face while peppering her pussy with tender kisses meant to ignite. He wanted to watch fireworks burst in her eyes as she came undone.

Sibyll stared at him, frustration clear on her face.

Changing gears, he removed her panties, wishing he could keep them as a souvenir. Then he guided her onto her belly.

“What are you doing?” she asked a little breathlessly.

“I want to see this fine ass up in the air. Is that okay, baby?”

A shiver snaked down her spine in answer. Grinning, he gripped her hips and drew her onto her knees.

Once he got an eyeful of her ripe globes and the glistening peach of her pussy between her legs, he gritted his teeth. Don’t come, Donovan. Don’t you dare.

Thank God she hadn’t asked him to remove his jeans. If his cock were free, he couldn’t be held accountable for his actions.

Touching her ass was like having a little piece of heaven in each palm. She moaned as he squeezed her to fit his hands. Her pussy grew wetter, and the scents of her arousal battered his control.

When she began to thrust her ass back at him, he slipped two fingers down, down, down her pussy. He tapped her clit twice in time to his heartbeat.

Then plunged his fingers into her core.

She cried out, jerking forward. Her face was turned hard on the pillow, giving him a perfect view of her beautiful, blissed-out face. She was going to come, and soon.

He primed her with his fingers, moving slowly at first, then faster, pressing upward to strike her G-spot. On her next moan, Hugh trapped her clit under his thumb and toggled it back and forth.

She tensed. Stopped breathing.

“Come on, baby. Soak my fingers.”

Her body went lax. Her muscles loosened, and his cock lost a bit of rigidity too, knowing she’d lost it—the orgasm was just out of reach.

Something akin to panic clawed at his insides. Never, ever, in years of playing with women both on the ranch and in his personal affairs, had he failed to get a woman off. Most had multiple orgasms. Many claimed he was the best they’d ever had.

Battling the blow to his ego, he twisted his fingers in Sibyll’s pussy. Her body barely gripped him.

Motherfuck. Had he done something wrong? Maybe she’d lost it when he’d spoken. Okay. No more pillow talk.

He leaned forward, blanketing her body with his. She breathed heavily, as if on the verge of tears instead of ecstasy.

Nuzzling her neck, he whispered, “Okay, sweetheart?”

She poured out words, frustrated words filled with anger. “I’m sorry. I’m just so stupid, and this body is stupid.”

“What? No, that’s not it, baby.” He rolled her face up. She slung her arm over her eyes. His heart panged at the sight of an unhappy woman in his bed.

He stretched out beside her and drew her tight against his chest. Curling around her, he simply held her while she got control of her emotions. Having her sweet body tucked against him made him throb, and he didn’t want to contemplate the way her nearness made his heart trip.

After a minute, he kissed the side of her neck. “Sibyll?”

Her voice came as a croak. “Yes?”

“Don’t give up on me.”

 

 

Before dawn sent its fingers into the sky, Riggs got out of bed and was in the field. Right now being with the animals was preferable to going to breakfast with the guys and all their women.

Women Riggs didn’t have.

He wasn’t usually a spoilsport about having a week of downtime. No, it was the thought of Hugh holding Sibyll all night that he hated. They hadn’t come out of the bungalow—he’d checked. Twice.

Walking through the tall grass in the pasture before daylight felt good. He cut a path up the hill where he’d ridden with Shoot the Moon yesterday. Grasses parted around his steps and cool air filled his lungs.

Maybe it was time to get out of the lady business and leave the Boot Knockers Ranch.

Even as the idea formed in his mind, he shoved it away. Where would he go? He couldn’t just get a job as a lowly cowpoke now, not at his age.

But his money had launched the ranch, so he was entitled to shareholdings. That money might help him settle, buy a modest place where he could have a small herd of breeding horses.

With a shake of his head, he dumped that idea too. Who was he kidding? Hugh held him here. Riggs was tethered to the man as tight as a bull rider’s hand to the bull. Riggs had to talk to him, today.

As he headed back down the hill to the grub house, he couldn’t unglue his stare from Bungalow 9. Riggs didn’t like the way Hugh looked at Sibyll—all soft-eyed and thoughtful.

It’s the way I want him to look at me.

So far, none of the Boot Knockers had gotten serious about one of their clients. It was strictly against the rules, and they’d all signed contracts. Then again, Hugh had broken his own rules in order to steal Sibyll.

Riggs pushed open the door of the grub house with more force than necessary. It hit the wall, and three cowboys seated at the long table looked up.

“What’s got your panties in a bunch, Archer?” Damian drawled, forkful of eggs halfway to his mouth.

“Nothin’.” Riggs crossed the room to the sideboard, where the resident chef had a smorgasbord of scrambled eggs, bacon and pancakes. A big bowl of fruit salad nestled in an ice bath, along with individual bottles of juice and milk.

Riggs headed straight to the coffee. He poured himself a brimming mug and took it back to the table. He had no desire to sit with the other guys today, but sitting apart would only invite questions, so he sat in their group.

“Not wearing panties today, is that it, Archer? You’re chafed.” Damian’s question drew laughs from the others.

Refusing to rouse to their teasing, he took a sip of scalding coffee. The brew scorched his tongue, and after he swallowed, he blew out a breath.

“Nah, we all know Archer wears briefs. It’s Hugh who goes commando.” Jack’s simple statement hooked Riggs square in the gut.

The first time Hugh had joined Riggs on a threesome, Riggs had nearly come when Hugh had slid his zipper down to reveal a trim patch of brown hair and his half-hard cock. No fabric barrier—just Hugh.

Behind Riggs, the door banged open, and footsteps sounded on the tile floor. “Speak of the devil,” Jack said.

Every hair on Riggs’s body stood on end.

“Mornin’, boys.” Hugh’s gruff tone didn’t invite response.

Riggs stared at his friend’s back as he poured himself a mug of coffee. Hugh held himself stiffly. Maybe all wasn’t paradise in Bungalow 9 after all.

When Hugh took a seat, it was at the far end of the table. He didn’t care that he looked surly to the others. It was one of the things Riggs loved about him—Hugh was his own man.

While Riggs was known on the ranch to never back away from a challenge or fight, he had no desire to let others get a glimpse of his inner turmoil.

Hugh caught him staring, and Riggs raised his mug in salute. Hugh grunted and returned to brooding over his coffee.

“Boss must have had a bad session,” Jack whispered.

“He hears you, he’ll kick your ass all over this floor,” Riggs said, voice barely a murmur.

Jack nodded and shoved the last of his pancake in his mouth. He licked a drop of syrup off his full lips—lips Riggs knew intimately. They’d kissed during a few threesomes. And Jack had sucked Riggs off like a pro, even though he was new to being with men.

He was a pretty boy—all American blond-haired, blue-eyed boy. Fun in bed. But he was no Hugh Donovan.

Hugh stood abruptly and clomped across the room. He set his empty mug in the dish pan and pivoted to look at Riggs and the other guys. “The ranch is waking up. Treat the ladies right today, cowboys.”

His gaze settled on Riggs. Dark heat wove through Riggs. Maybe he could speak to Hugh now. He started to shove to his feet, full cup still steaming in front of him. “Hugh—”

Hugh tore his gaze away and strode to the door. “I’ll catch up to you later, Archer.” His use of Riggs’s last name sounded business-like, but Riggs knew better. Right before Hugh spilled his orgasm into Riggs’s body, he always called him Archer with more tenderness than Riggs had ever known.


Chapter Four

Sibyll stood in front of the full-length bathroom mirror, staring at the red markings all over her. Breasts, belly, hips. Hugh had claimed her.

Don’t give up on me, he’d said, as if the failure was his.

Her eyes filled with tears, which she was not about to let fall. She’d come here for a reason—to pulsate, contract, throb, shatter, whatever people called it. Last night with her Boot Knocker she’d been so close. He’d taken her to unimaginable heights, but right before her body unraveled, her brain had kicked in.

Her psyche had fed her screams of doubt. So Hugh had flipped her over and began working her from behind. Sibyll curled her toes into the cool bathroom tile at the memory. He’d whipped her into a frenzy, dragged her to the pinnacle, where she’d teetered.

And then slid backward down the slope as self-doubt crept in again.

Maybe she was hopeless.

With a disgusted snort, she twisted the shower knob and set the water as hot as she could stand. Some of the places Hugh had kissed felt sensitive under the spray—in particular, her neck. He’d kissed her there a lot.

Several little bottles of shower gel were lined up on a shelf, ranging from raspberry to vanilla to floral. At home she usually chose something fresh and rain-scented. But she couldn’t help but wish for that bar of cheap hotel soap she’d used the day before. The one Hugh had commented on.

She shivered. Did he sniff and tantalize every woman as thoroughly as he had her? He’d chosen her, had fought two other cowboys for her.

In the back of her head, a voice asked if either of those other guys would have given her an orgasm last night.

Her stomach dipped with guilt. In some strange way she felt an allegiance to Hugh. He’d given her more than any man in her life, and she hoped he could finish the job. But his ragged plea: Don’t give up on me had really bound her to him. Even if she hadn’t come by her sixth day on the ranch, she’d still let Hugh try.

Sibyll twisted away from the spray and squeezed some hibiscus shower gel into her palm. The scents weren’t so strong that she smelled like an old lady, at least.

After she was lathered, she leaned against the wall and ran her hands over her body. Prodding the sensitive areas brought Hugh to mind.

Who am I kidding? He’s all I’m able to think about.

In particular, his tongue technique drove her crazy. Maybe…

With a shiver, she slipped her soapy fingers between her legs. Her pussy was already primed, slick and swollen with arousal. She mirrored his actions last night, running her fingertip in a figure eight over her clit.

Her breath came faster. Maybe she could do this. With her hunky cowboy fixed in her mind, she might be able to reach the peak.

Throwing her head back, she increased the pressure on her clit, just as Hugh had done last night. His gruff voice filled her head. Don’t give up on me. Don’t give up…

A sharp pang sliced through her, and she gasped. God, was this it? Was that elusive goal within grasp?

She circled her clit faster, aware of how wet thinking of Hugh had made her.

Then suddenly that other cowboy popped into her mind. What had Hugh called him? Archer.

The man was a dream on two long legs. Tall, roped with muscle, but with a dark and dangerous glint in his eyes that matched Hugh’s and yet was a different kind of danger. She remembered seeing Archer’s photo among the choices. But Hugh’s hadn’t been there—no, she would have remembered him.

Sibyll’s pussy clenched with need even as her fantasy barreled out of control. Hugh, Riggs, one after another, images flickering behind her eyes. Driving herself to the end with one then the other was working, and she was going to—

A light knock sounded on the door, followed by Hugh’s baritone. “Sibyll?”

The filament of her blinding pleasure burned out. Blackness and frustration claimed her body.

Damn. The one man who was supposed to get me off just stole it from me.

“What is it, Hugh? Am I late for breakfast?”

She thought she’d read something in the pamphlet about a buffet breakfast, not a sit-down meal. The clients and cowboys would have long nights, and many wouldn’t even make it to breakfast.

When he didn’t reply, she poked her head out, holding the shower curtain self-consciously across her body even though he’d had his tongue buried in her last night.

He sucked in a deep breath, holding her gaze. “You’re using the hibiscus.”

Any coal of heat left inside her swirled down the drain. Hugh had been with enough women that he recognized the scents the women used. Again, it bothered Sibyll to be one in a long line.

Hugh had changed clothes after he’d left. He wore a pair of dark jeans, boots and a simple white T-shirt that clung to his muscles. She dropped her gaze from broad chest to yummy hips, to worn brown boots then slowly made her way back up to his face.

Today his black and blue eye was a little less bruised, but green tinged the outer corner. He looked delicious and menacing as hell. She almost popped her head back inside the shower.

With a lazy movement, he hitched his leg upward and tugged off one boot. When the other hit the floor, there was no more guessing his intention.

He was getting in with her.

She quivered and tried to roll up in the shower curtain. He’d seen her nude, sure, but she was standing. Her heavy breasts drooped and it was impossible to hide that little pooch of fat around her waist.

“Let me wash your back, baby.” His jeans hit the floor, star-shaped belt buckle clinking.

God, he wasn’t wearing…underwear.

She gulped as his glorious cock sprang free, rigid and proud. A trim path beelined from his navel to his pubic hair. More hair coated his strong thighs, dark and sparser.

All man. Damn, he was a beautiful specimen.

Sucking in hibiscus-scented air, she withdrew her head and fought rising emotions. Panic mingled with raw desire.

Hugh stepped into the shower behind her, his big body crowding her out of the spray. He hooked an arm around her middle and pulled her back against his body, letting her feel every muscular inch.

Particularly the inches nestled against the seam of her ass.

He nuzzled her throat, and without thinking she angled her head to provide better access. When she started to wiggle against him, he rumbled appreciation and sucked on her neck for a dizzying, knee-melting minute.

Running his hand over her ass, he said, “Oh yes. Your back needs washing.”

“I think…it’s higher.”

His smile spread over her skin, leaving one on her heart. He nipped the corner of her jaw. Probing the undercurve of her ass with a sureness borne of years of practice, Hugh said, “From my angle, it’s not higher, baby.”

Her knees buckled as he traced the curve to the moist spot between her legs.

Without warning, he pushed against her opening. Her pussy contracted, seeming to suck his thick finger right in.

Hugh fell still. “Holy…fuck, you’re wet, baby. Were you thinking of me?”

And the dark-haired cowboy. Her breathing hitched, and her heart did a stutter-stop that confused the hell out of her. “It’s hard not to think of you after last night.”

He pressed a kiss to the corner of her mouth, and she twisted into his kiss. He held her tight against his body, not allowing her to turn completely as he snaked his tongue over hers. Decadent heat filled her mouth where his tongue worked and her pussy where his finger thrust.

A soft sound emitted from her throat.

Hugh answered with a growl. Pulling his finger free, he whirled her to face him. His thick arousal slid over her hip and throbbed against her belly. Before Hugh could trap her mouth under his again, she gasped, “I want to touch you.”

His eyes grew hooded. A muscle in his jaw fluttered erratically. That movement seemed totally out of control, in sharp contrast to the way he held his body—and held her.

When he took her hand and placed it on his chest, she couldn’t stop her smile. She explored him, forgetting about that roll of pudginess around her middle and the stretch marks on her inner thighs.

She pattered her fingers over pecs, down to ridged abs, then around to his spine and the muscled planes there. He moved with her, putting himself in the perfect place to catch her hands.

Sibyll glanced down at the one thing she’d avoided looking directly at until now.

“Hell,” he ground out as she closed her fingers around the base of his erection. His stomach muscles dipped in reaction to her touch, and a heady sense of power took over.

She pumped it slowly, watching his face contort. Last night he’d given her two hours of love play, while stomping on his own needs. Then he’d slept with her tucked against him all night. Unless he’d taken care of his needs this morning after leaving her, he was still suffering.

Judging by the hard steel under her fingers, he hadn’t gotten off. She wanted to please him more than anything else.

She learned every inch of his cock, from glistening tip to his tight balls. Hugh curled his hands into fists.

Very slowly, she let her knees buckle, dropping to the shower floor. Water struck her in the middle of the back.

“God, baby. You don’t have to—”

She looked up at him, her pussy slick with want just from being near him. “I know. I want this.” In one swift move, she swallowed him.

 

An internal litany of curses rocketed through Hugh’s mind on the heels of the most searing pleasure he’d ever known.

She’d done it. Gone down on him.

Now his cock was trapped in her scorching-hot mouth and she stared at him with big, innocent eyes.

Apparently she had gotten over all awkwardness.

He slipped his fingers into her mass of wet hair and held her. Damn, this wasn’t how it worked. He was supposed to give her pleasure. She was so ripe and wet, yet he felt how tense and needy she was.

She hollowed her cheeks, increasing the pull on his dick. He issued a stuttering breath and fought the urge to fuck her mouth. Ever since that first kiss, he’d ached for release. And if he were honest, he longed for more of a connection with her. Somehow the little scientist had gotten into his blood.

Taking my pleasure before hers is against all the rules in the handbook. Every. Last. One.

She swirled her tongue up his shaft, riding a vein to the secret spot only two people in his life had ever known would send him shooting like a rocket. Riggs and Travis. But thinking of them was no good.

Riggs wanted to get too close, and Hugh couldn’t get emotionally involved.

Travis was too far away and was never coming back.

But Sibyll…she was right here, loving him with that pouty mouth and her light blue eyes. Her breasts jiggled as she bobbed on his length. She gripped his base, adjusted her position, and took him into the back of her throat.

For a minute Hugh couldn’t breathe or think. Only feel.

“Damn, baby. Damn damn damn. I’m gonna…”

She peered up at him, a slight smile curving her lips around his cock. He caught a glimpse of her white teeth and nearly blew.

Pulling back on him, she tantalized his shaft with her tongue again, probing that spot. The one right-the-fuck there.

Pleasure burst inside him. He threw his head back and roared as release raced through his system. The first jet of come shot out before he could regain control.

When he jerked his hips back to keep from filling her mouth, she followed him. Jeezus, she followed him.

Through a detached haze of bliss, he watched her throat work as she swallowed his essence. He stood helpless, hands bunched in her hair, letting her draw his orgasm out endlessly.

As the last drop hit her tongue, she moaned.

Hugh’s muscles trembled from the exertion of standing upright. How had it happened? She’d stripped him of all control. Everything he’d learned had been stolen in one perfect, mind-bending blowjob.

 

 

“Riggs.”

He spun at the sound of his name in Hugh’s baritone. The man strode through the barn and flicked his head for Riggs to follow him into the tack room. Heart thumping, Riggs set aside the pitchfork he used to spread fresh hay in the horse stalls.

As he entered the tack room, he pulled off his work gloves.

“Close the door.”

Riggs inspected his friend’s face, nudging the door shut without looking. “What’s going on?”

Hugh slashed a hand through the dusty air, agitation streaming from him. For a second his hand waved, uncontrolled, then he planted it on his crown and yanked off his hat.

Riggs’s stomach knotted at the sight of Hugh’s hair plastered to his skull. It curled slightly above his ears, smooshed by his hat. “This must be bad, man. What the hell happened?”

All at once the fire seemed to leave Hugh. He sagged against a table, which held a saddle that Stowe was repairing. The native Australian was a genius with leather, and from what Riggs had heard, was a master in the bedroom. The Boot Knockers called him the Dom from Down Under.

Hugh stared at the floor. Riggs’s heart lurched at Hugh’s despondent pose, and he stepped closer to him.

“What the hell happened, man?” he asked again.

When Hugh met his gaze, all that energy from his form gathered in his hazel eyes. “It’s Sibyll.”

Worry thickened Riggs’s throat. Was she hurt? Had she left? In four years of business they’d never had a single unsatisfied woman.

Riggs nodded, urging him on.

“She…” Hugh’s jaw hung open but nothing came out.

“Hell, Donovan, just spill it.”

“She went down on me in the shower.”

Riggs waited, battling the reeling emotions that made his back stiffen like a guard dog’s. Trouble was, he didn’t know if he wanted to stand in front of Sibyll and keep her from Hugh’s clutches or the other way around.

“And this is a bad thing?” His mind worked out different scenarios, and he winced. What if she’d used her teeth on Hugh? The mere thought made Riggs’s balls hibernate.

Hugh shook his head, eyes trancelike now. “She was fucking great. Amazing. I came like a bull. But she still hasn’t orgasmed.”

Riggs blinked at him for a heartbeat. He shifted his weight to one leg and hooked his thumb in his back pocket. “Wait. She made you come, but you didn’t get her off?”

Hugh nodded, gaze centered on the floor again. “That’s the gist of it.”

“Or the jism of it.” Hugh’s expression grew more tortured. “Okay, bad joke. How did this happen?” Meaning, how had the leader of the Boot Knockers let himself go so thoroughly that he took his pleasure before giving it?

When Hugh gazed at Riggs, he was bald, exposed. Riggs’s heart caught. He’d only ever seen that look once before—the last time they’d been alone together. When Hugh had called him “Archer” with so much tenderness that Riggs still played the moment in his head on repeat.

“Christ, man. What are you going to do? Are you going to tell the others about it?”

“No. Hell no! If the guys find out, they’ll never let me live it down.” Hugh spread his hands. “I can’t lose this chance to make things right with Sibyll.”

The cogs in Riggs’s mind turned as he considered the situation from every angle. Yeah, Hugh was in charge. But everyone had voted him into his position. They owned equal shares of the ranch. That meant they all could govern. And Hugh was right—if the Boot Knockers discovered what had happened, they’d nudge Hugh out of Sibyll’s bed for bad conduct.

And there was only one guy available to take his place—Riggs. Maybe that’s not a bad thing.

“So she really can’t come?” Riggs asked.

“I won’t concede defeat. It’s been less than twenty-four hours.”

“But you tried?”

Hugh’s face and throat mottled red. “Of course I fucking tried!”

“You did that tongue thing? Where you lick bottom to top?”

“Yes.”

“And the G-spot?”

“Fuck, yeah. Not because it was on a list of things that will bring women to orgasm, but because…I fucking wanted to.”

Riggs nodded, his stomach hollow. “Thought so.”

At his quiet tone, Hugh’s gaze snapped to his. “Damn, don’t look at me that way.”

He sensed Hugh’s mental spin-and-flee, and couldn’t let that happen. Riggs stepped closer until Hugh’s body heat washed over him. They stood eye to eye. If Riggs leaned forward, he could kiss him.

And damn, when they kissed, it was like a wildfire on a dry prairie. Raging out of control until one of them—usually Hugh—took what he wanted. If Riggs could only push him that direction now.

“Goddammit, Riggs, I need to pound into something.”

“Someone?” Riggs coaxed, letting Hugh see his desire.

“What the hell am I gonna do with you two?” Hugh hooked an arm around Riggs’s back and hauled him flush against his body—the rock-hard, agitated body Riggs hoped to ease.

He slammed his mouth over Hugh’s, drinking in his scents—outdoors, musk and a floral note that must belong to the woman he’d just lost it over. It seemed fitting to meld the notes of all three of them into one.

Hugh gripped his shirt and began popping the pearl buttons. When the shirt hung open, he tore from the kiss and ducked his head to bite Riggs’s nipple.

With a toss of his head, Riggs swallowed a roar of satisfaction. This was Hugh at his best—rough and primal.

He scrabbled at the front of Hugh’s jeans, releasing the star belt buckle earned for top marks in the roping competition, fumbling with the button and zipper that contained the prize.

When Riggs slipped his hand into the V of cloth and met with Hugh’s bare flesh, they both groaned.

“Hope you’re carrying a condom,” Hugh growled, sinking his teeth into his other nipple.

Should Riggs confess he always carried one in a separate part of his wallet—one he refused to use on anyone else just in case Hugh happened along?

He wrapped his fingers around Hugh’s cock—the very one Sibyll had just tasted. A burning need exploded in Riggs’s groin. He pulled Hugh’s dick free and then dug in his back pocket for a condom.

Rolling it on took two seconds. Dropping both pairs of jeans to their ankles and letting Hugh bend him over the table took five.

When Hugh slapped Riggs’s ass with his sheathed cock, Riggs flattened his cheek against the leather saddle. His breath came in pants, his dick as hard as stone. “Do it. Don’t give me a warm-up.”

Hugh grunted. His voice was raspy. “You sure?” He pressed a fingertip to Riggs’s anus, and Riggs hummed his answer.

“Maybe just one finger. I fucking love the way you clamp around me, Archer.” He noisily licked his finger.

There it was—that tender tone. Riggs shoved his ass against Hugh’s probing finger. As he slid it in, sure and deep, Riggs’s body clenched around the invasion. The blissful caress that tethered them in a way Riggs would never tire of. No matter how many Jacks or Damians he’d fuck, Hugh was it for Riggs.

Hugh withdrew his finger then filled him again. The pleasure-pain rocked Riggs on his boot heels. He ground his teeth and dreamed of getting this daily and nightly. Of falling asleep with his lover’s cock still in his ass and waking to morning wood and rough hands.

Plowing into him again, Hugh worked over Riggs’s neck with sharp bites. Horses mated this way, and it seemed fitting that they did too. They shared more than the ranch and a love of animals. Their dream to increase the herd and sell horses bound them.

“Enough. Just take me,” Riggs gasped.

When he pulled his finger free, Riggs’s body clenched around air. He barely had time to register the loss, though, before Hugh’s thick head pushed past the ring of muscle and filled him.

“Ffffuck,” Hugh grated out.

“Don’t go easy on me.”

That was all the encouragement he needed. With a solid thrust, he filled Riggs. Pressure crawled through his body, dark and wicked. Perfectly painful. As he began to move, the pain morphed into pleasure.

The slap of Hugh’s body against Riggs’s was music to his ears. Hugh’s balls swung forward with every jerk of his hips. Riggs grunted as he burrowed deeper.

“Sorry, Archer. I just need…”

Out of the corner of his eye, he glimpsed Hugh’s holy-shit face. “Don’t hold back. I can take it.”

A smile stretched over Hugh’s rugged features, and his eyes glowed as he looked at Riggs. “Then take it. Take it, Archer.” He slammed into him harder, rocking the table slightly.

Need mounted in Riggs. Each time his lover’s cock slid over his prostate, he almost came unhinged. If Hugh stroked Riggs’s cock, he’d blow.

“I’m so fucking close.”

“Me. Too.” Riggs could barely speak around his need. He was gagging for it.

“Oh God.” Hugh’s voice trembled. His body tightened.

Then he reached around Riggs’s body and rubbed his thumb over the slit in Riggs’s cock. “Archer…”

With a roar, he came, spurting over Hugh’s hand, ass clamping. Hugh bucked like a bronco, lifting Riggs onto his toes. Liquid heat warmed his insides as Hugh unloaded.

For several seconds they moved together, riding out their releases. Simultaneous releases. That point was never lost on Riggs. Being in sync with someone didn’t happen every day.

Hugh’s breath sawed in Riggs’s ear as they came down together too. After a while they could speak. But Hugh couldn’t move yet—his weight still locked Riggs to the table.

“You’re always a good fuck,” Hugh said.

Riggs snorted with laughter. “Why not take it more often then?”

Hugh tensed. Finally he moved, pulling his sweaty chest off Riggs’s wet spine then freeing his cock. The emptiness Riggs felt was more from his lack of reply than the nine inches no longer filling him.

Riggs straightened and twisted to look at his partner, best friend, lover. As he stared at Riggs, that burning expression was back in Hugh’s eyes, one that held so much softness it made Riggs’s heart gallop toward a bungalow of their own.

With a cocky, bad-boy smile, Hugh disposed of his condom. “Don’t tell anyone about you and me, Archer. That’s between us.” Riggs’s name falling from his lips only provided another reason to love him.

Hugh righted his clothing and walked out of the tack room, leaving Riggs to replay their encounter in his head. This time he counted six times that Hugh had called him Archer.


Chapter Five

When Sibyll stepped out of the bungalow, she came up against a wall of flesh. “Ooomph.”

Hugh caught her before she fell back through the open door. The combination of his callused fingers on her bare upper arms and his personal musky scent threw her body into overdrive.

She peeked up at him, heart galloping. When she met his gaze, the area around her heart heated in an undeniable way. Was she falling for him? That couldn’t happen.

“Where were you going, sweetheart?” he drawled, lips too close to hers.

“To find you. You said…” She lost her thought.

Amusement crinkled his eyes. “I know I said to find me when you were ready. And whoooo, baby.” He held her at arms’ length and ticked his gaze over her from head to toe.

After the shower, she’d spent a lot of time making her hair wave just so. She’d rummaged through her suitcase, wondering why she’d brought all these dowdy clothes that were all wrong for the ranch. Not to mention they were all wrong for her. Why did she buy stuffy clothes anyway? Probably because her job lacked creativity.

She squirmed, self-conscious. Hugh dipped his head and batted her earlobe with his tongue.

“You know, I’m becoming quite fond of white shirts with buttons.” He flicked a button with his finger. Her blouse was an exact replica of yesterday’s without the sleeves. The Texas heat was going to melt her to the ground, and when packing she’d been silly enough to assume there would be A/C.

“And these…” Hugh hooked a finger in the belt loop of her jeans. They were a pair she wore around the house, old and worn. She’d rolled them to the knee today.

He didn’t touch anything but cloth, and the place where his finger tethered her to him seemed to radiate heat. A bead of sweat rolled down her nape.

She could still taste him, feel him moving in her mouth. She squeezed her eyes shut and focused on her need. In the past twenty-four hours he’d pushed her further than anyone had before. Her need escalated.

Hugh skated a finger down her jawline. “Should we head back inside?”

Without opening her eyes, she shook her head. “Not yet. I’d like to…”Let this desire build until my body has no choice but to end with fireworks. “Go for a walk.”

She opened her eyes to find him staring at her, a crease between his brows.

“You sure? The day’s getting hot.”

“I know. But I’d like to see more of the ranch.”

His shoulders dipped as he released tension she hadn’t realized he’d carried. “I love to play tour guide.” He waggled his brows, suddenly playful again.

Sibyll drew a deep breath. When Hugh was playful, it seemed easier to like him. While she enjoyed his seductive side, her analytical mind wouldn’t allow her to forget that he did this all the time. It was impossible not to wonder if he’d used some of these same lines on other women.

Reaching behind her, she located the doorknob and pulled it shut. Hugh backed away, and together they set off walking.

The world was so green it hurt her eyes. From the fields to a row of trees in the distance, everything was green except the buildings dotting the valley. The structures were mostly log-sided and they all had matching red steel roofs.

As they crossed the field toward a barn, she was thankful she’d thrown a pair of flip flops into her suitcase, thinking she’d need them for the shower. Soft grasses tickled her toes. Around the corner of one barn, an engine roared to life. A second later, a shirtless cowboy appeared on a lawn tractor.

She sucked in another deep breath. “Mmm. Love the smell of freshly cut grass.”

A smile tipped up one corner of Hugh’s kissable lips. “You’re a country girl at heart.”

“It would be hard to beat that out of me. Growing up, my family didn’t own a lot of land like this.” She swept a hand over the landscape. “But we had privacy and enough land where we roamed free.”

“Do you have a house?”

As she thought of her apartment, she pursed her lips. It was as much of a private oasis as she could get, but she still missed the open air instead of a five-floor hike to her apartment and the constant noise of the street.

She described her building, trying to focus on the benefits like an on-site laundry area and a pool. Hugh didn’t need to know the pool had never been in service as long as she’d lived there.

“Sounds nice,” he said.

She shot him a look. His T-shirt fit like a second skin, contoured to his muscles she now knew intimately. A flush stole over her face. To distract from her discomposure, she said, “Nice doesn’t sound very good.”

He tipped his head with what appeared to be embarrassment. “Don’t take it the wrong way. It doesn’t sound a lot different from where I grew up.”

She slowed her pace and glanced at the peaceful setting. “You didn’t grow up on a ranch like this?”

“Oh don’t get me wrong. I’m a Texan. But I grew up on the road.” He walked slower yet but didn’t continue with his reply.

She didn’t know him well enough to prod for more information, so remained silent, bare toes scuffing in the grass.

After a few more steps Hugh grabbed her waist and whirled her against the barn. Trapping her with his big body, he leaned close. Sibyll’s pussy clenched at his nearness. At some point, she’d let down her guard enough to not shake when he touched her this way. When had that happened? Probably when I swallowed his come.

“When it comes to men you won’t ask questions. Is that right?” His voice sounded tight.

She stole a glance at his face and saw only rugged beauty and dancing eyes. Breathless, she tried to formulate some reply that didn’t comprise of ooh, ahh, please give me more of that.

“See that silo over there?” He twitched his head to the right.

She followed his gesture. “What about it? What’s inside?”

That twist of a smile gracing his features fled, and his gaze grew more intense. “You’ll ask about certain things. See? You want to ask about my childhood, but you won’t. Do you think I won’t tell you?”

“No,” she said slowly. “But it’s not my business.”

He grabbed her wrist and boldly pressed her hand against his cock. “Is this your business?” The stiff length seemed to surge against her palm. A ragged sigh left her. In a flash, he closed the gap between them, pressing her against the barn wall so hard splinters dug into her spine. His body molded to hers, and when he drew a breath, she felt it move through his whole torso.

“I’m paying for it to be.” Her face burned.

Hugh dropped his head by degrees until their lips nearly touched. “No, you’re paying to experience this beautiful ranch. I’m here of my own free will.” His breath caressed her skin, and his eyes burned. “My parents took care of horses. We traveled from ranch to ranch in an RV. Sibyll, you’re bolder in the bedroom than you think. Don’t be afraid to take what you want.” His eyes dilated. “What you need.”

When he brushed his lips over hers, strong desire gripped her. She moaned, opening to the invasion of his tongue. Hugh answered with a primal growl that turned her knees to jelly. She sagged, and if he didn’t have her pinned, she would have sunk to the turf.

Hugh pushed his cock against the V of her legs. The pressure in her core built. Why hadn’t he taken her yet? He’d kissed, licked, nipped and finger-fucked her but hadn’t offered to slide inside her.

A frustrated groan sounded in her throat.

Tearing his mouth away, he stared at her, panting hard. “Tell me what you want, sweetheart.”

Could she? She rubbed against him, and he took her movement to mean something else. He opened her jeans and eased his fingers into her panties. The first stroke of rough fingers against her sensitive clit rocketed her upward.

Her head fell back, and Hugh cupped it. Anyone could come around that corner and see them. Tractor-driving Cowboy might buzz past any moment.

That means I need to get off fast.

Instead of the time restraint tamping down her desire, it increased it. She rocked into Hugh’s hand.

“Deep?” he crooned against her throat.

“Mmm.” An expert like him did know what she liked. He could read women’s cues like a poetry professor read Keats.

He spread her thighs with his own, changing her stance. The slight shift angled her hips, and he took immediate advantage—plunging a finger into her aching pussy.

Her walls stretched. God, it wasn’t enough.

As he stroked that blissful spot that had almost brought her to shimmering release last night, he stabbed his tongue into her mouth in time to his thrusts.

The wind freshened, bringing smells of grass and hay. But all she could think about was this man stealing her mind. If he carried away her body too, she’d probably turn into a lovesick puppy.

The drone of the lawn tractor drew closer, and adrenaline spiked. She bucked against Hugh’s fingers. So close.

Still kissing him, she peeked behind him.

Of course he caught her.

“No one can see us.”

Damn.

She lost the invisible thread tugging her toward the most powerful feelings she’d ever experienced.

 

Hugh continued to thrust his finger in and out of her pussy, but the tension inside her had fled. The tightness around his finger eased, and she kissed more slowly.

Hell, what had happened? Maybe his voice really did send her releases running. Sibyll was a complicated woman, and he obviously wasn’t doing a great job here.

Frustrated but refusing to show it, he nuzzled her throat. “You’re so wet, baby.” He wanted to tell her how beautiful and desirable she was but worried she might take it as a line. He stroked her side. “What’s stopping you?”

She slumped a little in his hold and lightly smacked her head off the barn wall. “If I knew, I would have fixed it long ago.”

Hugh examined her face. “Oh sweetheart. Come here.” Which was a stupid thing to say considering she was plastered against him.

With a soft noise, Sibyll blinked as if to keep the tears shining in her eyes from falling. Now he felt like a grade-A ass. Between not making her come and seeing those tears, he was just about ready to hand over the reins to Riggs.

For a long minute he held her, one hand tangled in her thick hair and the other on her spine. Doing the best by her was more important than his personal desires. Yeah, he wanted to see her unravel because of him. Egotistical? Sure. But giving up wasn’t in his nature.

She sniffed. “It’s not you. You’re fantastic, Hugh.”

He withdrew enough to look into her eyes. They were clearer. “There’s nothing wrong with you, sweetheart. You understand?” His tone was a little harsh, brooking no argument.

She gave a nod.

He pushed away and righted her clothing. Then, taking her hand, he led her away from the barn. Striking out across the field to the bigger horse barn, he worked on the puzzle that was before him.

Finding a way to fulfill her was imperative. The Boot Knockers never failed. He just needed to stay lively, watch her cues and try new things.

All in six days.

He racked his brain. Judging by the way she responded when he’d shoved her against the wall, she liked it a little rough. Maybe she’d respond to a spanking? Domination? He’d have to go back through her file. When he’d fought for her, it had been gut instinct. He didn’t know nearly enough.

As he worked on the riddle, he talked to her about their surroundings. How they produced their own hay and sometimes extra to sell to surrounding ranches. Where they got their livestock and what they fed them.

“Riggs and I want to increase the horse herd and get into selling stock as well.”

They passed another couple walking—Booker and the woman he’d been assigned to. She was tall and model-thin. On the outside she looked normal, but something was hindering her from gaining what she needed sexually or even spiritually or she wouldn’t be here.

Just like Sibyll.

Hugh raised a hand in greeting to the other couple, then said to Sibyll, “Tell me more about your work.”

As she talked about testing and pharmaceutical drugs, he listened carefully. Reading between the lines was one of his greatest strengths. If he could find a way to break through her shell…

Her plump pink lips drew his attention. Keeping himself from staring at them while she talked was impossible, so he drew her to a stop. “Want to sit here in the grass?”

She looked around, curiosity making her features more relaxed, prettier if that were possible. “Sure.”

He sank to the ground and tugged her down beside him. Immediately, she plucked a blade of grass and studied it. He snapped off a taller blade and stuck it in his mouth. “So you do enjoy your work.”

She sat up straighter as if surprised. “Yes, I guess I do. But I want to know more about the operations here on the ranch.”

He spoke slowly, giving only the information that would whet her appetite. He hoped to focus on anything but her problem climaxing in hopes of loosening her up. If he couldn’t get her past her sticking point, he’d sit her down and dive deeper into her psyche with a lot of questions.

She didn’t need to know how much of a business it really was and how far their hearts were from the operations. While Hugh felt ten steps too close to Sibyll, he couldn’t let on. Yes, they were all passionate about helping and loving women. But they weren’t in love with them.

Hugh hadn’t felt that emotion since Travis. Damn the man to hell.

Their relationship had been rough and wild, hotter than a Texas wildfire. Travis had stormed into Hugh’s life and demanded his heart. Commanded it. When Travis had gone to the Army, their parting had been a wrench.

At least for me.

Travis had gone to boot camp and called only once to let Hugh know that distance wasn’t going to work for him. And apparently Travis had found another lover.

Sibyll placed a hand on Hugh’s knee. Startled, he jerked his gaze to hers. She wore a concerned expression. “Are you okay?”

He cleared his throat. Damn, had he gotten lost in that old Travis fog again? It was years ago—Hugh was over it. But the loving part…he missed that.

When Sibyll caressed Hugh’s leg, tenderness swept him. He was supposed to be taking care of her in all ways. So far all he’d done was frustrate her more and use her to his own blissful end.

When he met her gaze, his heart did that odd flip. He covered her hand with his and contemplated his next move. “What do you want, baby? Should I tumble you into the grass? Take you to the hot tub, put you on the ledge and lick your pussy in front of anyone who might come near? Should I get you into a group arena and let you participate with other girls? Or maybe doll you up in a naughty maid’s costume and demand you clean me?” He pitched his voice low. His erection was constant around her, but now it stiffened more.

Her breaths came faster but she seemed reluctant to answer. A pink flush coated her skin. “I might try any of those things with you, Hugh. But right now I like talking to you.” As she tipped her head up to the sky, the sun kissed her skin, giving her a new glow.

Maybe this was what she needed—mental stimulation. The rest would come with the opening of her mind. But what would he do about the crack she was making in his heart?

 

 

When Sibyll and Hugh walked in, Riggs spun his back to them. He should have known the grub house would be filled at this time of day, but after working a long day in the field, he’d needed sustenance.

Of all kinds.

Part of him had hoped another couple might ask him to join into a threesome. That short, wild coupling with Hugh had only amped up his need. He’d jacked off twice since then and couldn’t find relief from the gnawing ache. Fucking another cowboy might work Hugh out of his system. Or maybe teaming up with one of the guys to deliver the ultimate pleasure to a woman would ease Riggs.

Twisting, he glimpsed Hugh and Sibyll out of the corner of his eye. Who was he kidding? They were driving him nuts.

A feminine hip bumped his. He looked up from the plate he was loading with cornbread and fried chicken and into Isabel’s eyes. The stage manager often sought him just to talk. There wasn’t a hint of attraction between them. Everyone knew it was Hugh she wanted, though as far as Riggs knew, he’d never slept with her. In fact, he didn’t carouse with anyone unless asked to join in.

Except me. Riggs’s spirits lifted. Maybe that action was as loud as one tenderly spoken word—Archer.

“You doing all right on your own, Riggs?” Isabel asked, as perky as always.

“’Course I am. Cowboys are used to being alone.”

“Yeah, but not Boot Knockers.”

What was she getting at? She looked past him. He followed her gaze to Hugh.

Hugh flashed a smile at Sibyll. Damn that man and his distracting dimple. Riggs looked away again, and so did Isabel.

“Hugh seems to be having a good time.”

Irritation wove through Riggs. “Hugh can have a good time up to his knees in horseshit.” It was true, but maybe he only showed that side to Riggs.

Hugh’s strong leadership skills had been the number one reason the Boot Knockers had voted him Master of Games. He was strict but knew when to joke, and they all loved him for it, even Isabel.

“I’ll catch you later, Isabel.” Riggs drifted down the buffet line.

Couples milled around the room, eating and chatting. Ty gave a loud whoop then broke into his trademark two-step, dragging his petite brunette behind him.

Riggs grabbed another drumstick and a bottle of soda and took a seat at the end of one long table. Light filtered into the space through a wall of windows overlooking the fields. There he could see two horses grazing.

Riggs belonged out there with them. Maybe he’d take his plate and go.

For a moment, he gazed longingly at the horses then with a sigh, bit into the drumstick. Juicy, spiced meat filled his mouth, and he chewed reverently.

If he should fall in love with anyone, it should be the cook.

As he tore through the buttery, light cornbread and chicken, he listened to the talk around him.

Quay sat with a woman Riggs hadn’t seen before. She was a little on the plain side, nothing distinct about her. But as Quay talked, her face lit up. The glow she wore when she smiled made Quay smile, and Riggs couldn’t stop himself from becoming infected too.

“Must be good chicken. Riggs is grinning.” Hugh’s baritone snapped Riggs to attention.

He dropped his half-eaten second drumstick and tried to meet Hugh’s gaze without giving anything away. “Always good chicken. You know that.”

Hugh carried two plates—his and Sibyll’s. Riggs let his gaze slide over her—lips, throat that bore red markings, full breasts in her white shirt, and jeans that conformed to her curves. He didn’t meet her gaze though. “I hope you two enjoy your meal. I have to talk to Jack about getting two horses shoed.”

Sibyll stared at him, and Riggs’s body reacted with a bigger boner than he already carried for her as well as the man standing at her side.

“Oh yeah? Which horses?” Hugh asked.

“Riggs, I need to talk to ya.” Paul stood there, hands on hips, hat low over his eyes.

Just from his stance, Riggs knew the maintenance man was in one of his moods. More than once Riggs had done the fist tango with Paul. They often butted heads because Riggs took care of many things Paul wanted to be in charge of.

To goad his nemesis a little more, Riggs picked up his chicken and took a plump bite. With a mouthful, he said, “What’s up?”

Paul twisted his mouth and glared. “Did you move that shipment to the corn crib?”

They often dumped dried ear corn into an open-walled, wooden structure instead of leaving it in the barn for the varmints. It was a bigger pain to get it out to feed the animals, but that’s why they had the corn crib in the first place.

“Yeah, what’s wrong with that?”

Sibyll looked between them, obviously sensing more than the forced civility in their tones. Hugh moved closer to her.

Paul leaned over the table, his face thrust close to Riggs’s. “You’re always in the way, Riggs. Stop taking over my job.”

Riggs slowly set down his chicken and took his time wiping the grease from his hands with a paper napkin. He didn’t release Paul’s stare. “I’m invested in those horses. It’s my job to keep an eye on them.”

Paul’s eyes flashed and his knuckles curled on the table. “Keep your nose out of my business. I was hired to tend to the ranch while you”—Paul’s glare darkened further—“take care of the other guys.”

Riggs shoved to his feet, muscles coiled. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Don’t think I haven’t seen you and Hugh together.”

Man, this guy was walking a slippery slope. His mouth would get him fired if Riggs had his way. Thing was though, he only fought with Riggs, antagonizing him about enjoying men in bed when “not on the clock.” The other Boot Knockers had no bones with Paul, which was the only reason the hand was still here.

Hugh looked on, as relaxed as if they discussed the latest professional bull riding scores. He knew Riggs wouldn’t welcome his intervention. He took care of his own battles. Sibyll’s mouth dropped open, her eyes the size of dinner plates.

“Not your business,” Riggs stated, low and with enough menace to let Paul know if he wanted to go outside and do that fist tango, he had his dancing shoes on. “I’ll do what I damn well please with the ranch and horses. Stay out of my way.”

A challenge lived in Paul’s gaze. Then he flicked his jaw toward Hugh. “Maybe your time is better spent inside.”

Several years of animosity ripped away Riggs’s control. Couple that with Hugh being glued to Sibyll’s side, and Sibyll giving Hugh those soft doe-eyes that made Riggs see green, he lost it.

He slapped his hands on the table. The chatter in the room stilled. “You want to discuss this outside?”

Paul flexed his fingers, an all-too-familiar sneer curling his lip. “You bet your ass.”

As Paul and Riggs left the grub house, silence was an impenetrable wall behind them. Once the door closed, there was a clamor inside as the diners rushed to the windows.

“Might as well give ’em a good show,” Riggs drawled, shooting a glance at the faces pressed to the glass. Hugh and Sibyll weren’t in sight, thank God. Hugh had seen Riggs get his nose bloodied more than once, but he didn’t want Sibyll to witness it. He liked her too much.

No, more than liked her. Time to own up to his infatuation. Maybe it was due to her being in Hugh’s bed, but Riggs didn’t think so. He wanted to sample every inch of her while exploring the intelligence he saw in her eyes.

Paul began to circle, crouching low.

Riggs watched him, half amused. “The fuck’s your problem, anyway, Paul? Why are you always begging me to kick your ass?”

“Better than you begging for yours to be fucked,” Paul taunted.

It didn’t bother Riggs that the guy knew he found men attractive and acted on it. What bothered him was the hatred oozing from the words.

Riggs slowly removed his hat so it wouldn’t get crushed. He had a soft spot for that black Stetson. When he finally leveled his gaze at Paul, he drawled, “You jealous I ain’t asking you to join me?”

Paul paled, looking like a cornered animal. “You motherfucker!” He launched at Riggs.

Riggs threw himself forward, catching Paul around the middle. They hit the turf hard, Riggs’s shoulder taking most of the weight. He grunted and rolled, using the strength in his legs to lock Paul to the ground.

The man writhed and struck out, catching Riggs in the jaw. Riggs stretched his mouth around the pain to dispel it.

Behind them the door opened. Riggs felt people watching.

“I’m gonna teach you a lesson, you sorry excuse for your daddy’s sperm,” Riggs spat, nailing Paul in the gut.

The man bucked Riggs off and dragged himself to his feet, coughing around the blow. Riggs waved at him. “Come on. You know by now I don’t back down. Come get your ass whooping. You seem to need it often enough.”

“Those are my horses, my barns. My field.” Paul rubbed his flat abs and straightened to his full height. When he advanced, Riggs was ready.

Hugh called out, “Don’t hurt him too bad. I don’t want to pay the emergency room bills, Archer.” His use of his last name settled like a warm haze around Riggs’s brain.

With a flick of his head in acknowledgment, Riggs swung his fist. Paul sidestepped, avoiding the arc of his fist meant for his nose. But Riggs aimed a knee at his gut. At the last minute Paul twisted, and Riggs’s knee jabbed right into his nuts.

Paul dropped with a squeak.

“That’ll be enough,” Hugh said, amusement tingeing his tone.

A smatter of applause sounded. Riggs threw one final glare at Paul, who’d managed to work out a bit of Riggs’s frustrations.

“Thanks for the fight. Same time next week?” Riggs didn’t expect a response—he didn’t think Paul could even draw breath yet.

Without a backward glance, he pivoted and stalked off to the bunkhouse, but not before he saw the gleam of respect in Hugh’s eyes and the warmth in Sibyll’s.


Chapter Six

Hugh held the truck door open for Sibyll. She gawked at the high step.

He chuckled. “Grab the handle inside.”

She did and was able to pull herself into the truck. Why did guys have such big trucks? Was it a competition she didn’t know about?

When she tucked her feet into the cab, Hugh shot her a grin and closed the door. She watched him circle the truck, stunned by the way he moved and how handsome he was.

Not just handsome—sexy. And he was devoted to her for a whole week.

Clamping her thighs together, she drew in a deep breath of the leather-and-musk-scented air. The interior was dust-free, the floors swept. Pride of ownership was evident.

As Hugh settled into the driver’s seat, Sibyll’s nerves resurfaced. Around him it was easy to let her insecurities carry her away.

He rested a heavy, warm hand on her thigh, and suddenly a sharp ache replaced her jitters.

“Where are we going?”

“Taking a drive on some country roads. Is that okay?” His expression told her he knew she wouldn’t refuse.

She smiled at his cockiness. “It’s fine with me.”

He started the truck and began rolling straight down the gravel drive. He really knew what he was doing—making her feel safe, secure and horny around him all at once. But the warm blossom in her chest was a surprise all over again. She’d been feeling it off and on but had chalked it up to lust.

Don’t mistake this for more. All she needed was a crush on a man she wouldn’t see after six days.

He didn’t pull his hand off her thigh. In fact, his fingers dangled dangerously close to her pussy. Need rattled her, and she meshed her fingers to keep from doing all the bad things in her mind.

Like slide into his lap, for one.

They bumped down the driveway and made a left onto another gravel road. On either side, small clumps of horses grazed. Miles of fence stretched into the distance.

Her mind returned to Riggs. Something about the man enthralled her. Was it the way he avoided looking at her? Or the fact that he’d fought for her in the first place?

And the things the other cowboy had said about Riggs and Hugh…were they true? Were they lovers?

A small shiver ran through Sibyll.

“You chilly?”

“Not a bit.” Her voice came out too breathlessly.

Hugh squeezed her upper thigh, slow and with enough pressure to arouse. Her panties today were fine silk in a vivid emerald hue—and totally worthless when she’d been soaking wet since setting eyes on him.

She sneaked a peek at his profile. “So Riggs takes care of the horses?”

When Hugh riveted her in his gaze, she stopped breathing. Was that irritation she saw in his eyes? “Yeah, we all do, but Riggs and I more than others.”

Questions leaped to her closed lips, demanding she free them. Hugh squeezed her thigh again. “Look, I know you want to ask. I can see your wheels turning.”

Heat flamed in her face. She lowered her eyes. “I don’t know what you mean.”

He gave a quiet snort of amusement. “Baby, we have a short time together. You came here to take what you want. So have a cookie if you want a cookie.”

Something about the way he said that sent liquid heat rushing between her thighs. “Is that what you do?”

A smile toyed with the corners of his lips, making him look even more disreputable. Like he’d just committed a crime and gotten away with it—naked. “Have a cookie?” he drawled.

“Yes,” she whispered.

He slowed the truck, barely glancing at the straight stretch they were driving. “Wanna ask that question in another way?”

God, he was serious about making her ask for what she wanted. Staring through the windshield at the landscape that was so different from Atlanta, she formulated the question in her mind.

After a minute, she asked, “Is it true what he said about you and Riggs?”

Hugh’s fingers convulsed on her thigh. For a heartbeat, she thought he’d pull his hand away. Then he braked and captured her gaze. When he answered, each word dropped into her bottomless well of wanting.

“Riggs and I have sex, yes. And we share women.”

Oh my God. What has he done to me?

Never in her life had she entertained the notion of having a threesome. She could barely handle one man let alone two. But the idea of Riggs and Hugh climbing into bed with her, hemming her in with muscle and heated looks, made her squirm.

Hugh’s eyes darkened. Or were his pupils dilated?

“You like that, don’t you?”

She didn’t want to continue with this conversation. “I…what do you mean?”

“The thought of me and Riggs together. Or is it the thought of being shared?” He dragged out the shh sound in “shared,” sending her into overdrive.

Hugh fingered her jaw, lifting her face to meet his gaze. “You ever make out in a truck, baby?”

“N-noo.”

“Let’s try.” He leaned close, letting his breath wash over her lips. Uncontrollable need tore through her. Without thought, she looped an arm around his neck and hauled his lips to hers.

His rumble of satisfaction sent that fire racing through her system. With one hand on her nape, he cupped her breast with the other. Tingles tightened her nipples. When he plucked at the hard bud, she moaned.

“So responsive. God, I love it.” He slid his finger between the buttons on her blouse and caressed the swell of her breast. She pressed closer.

He popped her button. Then another.

By the time her top hung open, she could think of nothing but extinguishing this extreme throb in her core. Hugh had taken her so close. Maybe this was the time, the place.

When he didn’t touch her breasts and simply looked at her with hooded eyes, she realized he was going to make her ask for that cookie.

Suddenly images of Hugh and Riggs together, muscles bunching as they stroked each other’s cocks, set her blazing.

“Tell me what you want, baby.”

Her vocal cords froze. She stared at him.

“Those baby blues aren’t going to convince me. Talk to me.” How did he pitch his voice into the perfect sandpaper-rough stroke against her psyche?

She opened her mouth but nothing came out.

“You want this?” With a fingertip, he circled her nipple. It pebbled, and she gasped.

He pulled his finger away. “Sibyll?”

Tipping forward, she sought to hide her face. Being exposed to him in every way was too much for a quiet scientist from Atlanta. It was bad enough she was sitting in the front of a truck with her top open, panting for control she’d never find on this ranch.

“More,” she rasped.

Hugh’s chest vibrated, then it turned into a groan. He gripped the door handle and vanished from the truck cab. Before she guessed his intentions, he came around to her door. As he opened it, she quivered.

When he pulled her into his arms, she gave up pretending she didn’t need him—now.

Between toe-curling kisses, he reached behind her seat and hauled out a blanket. The fence separating the road from the pasture was nothing to scale when she had a man who looked like a bodybuilder to lift her over it.

Tall grasses kissed her calves. She watched as he shook the blanket and sent it parachuting in the breeze. Perspiration trickled down his throat and dampened his T-shirt collar.

Once the blanket was spread on the ground, he gave her a dark look. “Get on your knees.”

Want speared her. Mercy, what have I done?

She kicked off her flip-flops and lowered herself. Hugh drifted close, bringing his hips within grabbing distance.

“Tell me what you’re going to do to me, baby.” His voice was hoarse.

She licked her lips. Earlier in the shower she’d acted on instinct. Could she do that again?

Glancing up at his expression, intense with need, she realized he wanted that. And giving him what he wanted was an incredible turn-on.

Out here in the open, she abandoned her stuffy ways. She was here to explore, and if that meant going down on Hugh off the side of an isolated road, she would.

Reaching up, she clamped her fingers on his hips. The denim was peachy-soft from wear. Hugh gazed at her and tangled a hand in her hair.

“Tell me.”

“I’m going to…open your jeans.” Her heart slammed her ribs.

“Uh-huh. Then?”

She fumbled with his belt buckle. After popping the button, she took hold of the zipper, aware of his gaze, hotter than the pounding afternoon sun.

“Pull out your… Oh my God.” He wasn’t wearing underwear again.

“Mmm. I can see you like that, baby.” He stroked her earlobe, over the simple gold stud she wore.

“Like” was an understatement. Being presented with all that male goodness was like scratching off a winning lottery ticket.

“Go on,” he urged. Was that tenderness she detected in his tone? No, it was lust, pure and simple. He was getting off on her wanting him.

And she was getting off on that too.

Her need mounted to a painful ache. She reached inside his jeans and pulled out his thick shaft. The tip glistened with pre-come.

Breath coming faster, she swayed on her knees to envelop him in her mouth.

“Ohhh.” He coiled his fist in her hair and tugged lightly. The pull on her scalp did brand new things to her. While she didn’t think she’d ever like a spanking or whips, this was good—just right.

“Take it all the way.”

His instructions stole all thought. Sky, wind, man, earth. She became one with them. Giving Hugh pleasure would be the same as taking hers, and that deep throb in her pussy promised so much more.

As she increased the pressure on his cock, she held the base and pumped it. The pleasure on his face made her feel more beautiful than anyone ever had before.

His thighs began to tremble, and he dipped a little as if his muscles were buckling. “Damn. No, baby, stop, stop!”

She jerked back, reluctant to let him go.

“Don’t give me that look. You’re incredible—too incredible. And this time I’m going to last.” He stripped off boots, jeans and socks. His shirt followed, leaving only a god outlined by big Texas sky.

She resisted the urge to plunge her fingers between her legs and seek that elusive end. But his gaze promised he’d give it to her.

He tipped her back on the cotton blanket and began to methodically strip her. Shirt, jeans, bra. A pause when he reached her emerald panties. “God, how many of these sexy fucking thongs do you own?”

Unable to answer through the desire fogging her brain, she gripped his shoulders and opened her mouth around his tongue.

The languid strokes were at war with her driving need to orgasm. She needed it fast, rough, deep. God, could she tell him that?

When she wiggled restlessly against him, he bit into her throat. She squealed until he released her flesh. “You want this?” He ground his erection against the V of her legs.

Cream spilled from her folds, soaking his hardness.

He moaned approval. “Feels like you want it. But you’re going to have to ask.”

Her stomach leaped. Wasn’t it too bold? Could she?

She could.

“Come into me, Hugh.” Her thready voice was nearly snatched by the wind soughing through the pasture. But he heard her.

With a jerk, he rose onto his knees and scooped his jeans off the ground. A foil condom packet flashed in the sun. A second later, he was sheathed.

She stared at the rubber stretched over him, and it seemed so unnatural, like seeing him in underwear might be.

He grinned—all sexy bad boy. The cowboy who had fought to have her right here, under him. Her nipples grew painfully taut.

Covering her with his body again, Hugh kissed her until any defenses she’d regained crumbled. When he pressed his thick head against her entrance, she gave herself up to sensation.

“God, so hot.” He eased the head into her pussy. “So wet.” His jaw muscle fluttered as he gave one more hard shove, rooting himself. “So tight.”

She cried out, walls stretching around his thick length. The burn inside her increased tenfold. This was it, exactly what she needed—a cowboy between her thighs, driving her to the edge of the world.

Swallowing hard against the knot in her throat, she stared up at his rugged beauty. Half the battle was won already.

Trouble was, she was pretty sure he gripped the reins to her emotions too.

 

Damn, Hugh was in heaven. If his heart gave out right now—and it might—he’d die with a grin on his face.

He angled his hips to dig his cock deeper. The head butted against some inner barrier, and he ground his teeth to keep from blowing. A need to get deeper, closer, swirled hotly in his brain.

With her walls clenching around him, he watched her face. Their gazes snagged, and that electricity jolted him. Some primal need to protect her and give her only happiness for the rest of her days settled in his chest.

Hitching her hip high around his, he found the angle that made her eyes roll up in her head.

God, baby. Yes. Just like that. Mindful of how his talking had previously affected her, he kept his jaw clamped. Her quiet moan ignited him, though, and he pistoned his hips faster. Harder. She liked it hard.

Fuck, he was so close. If he didn’t rein in his uncontrollable urges, she’d unman him again.

Come on, baby. Come.

Sliding both hands under her ass, he thrust her up and into him with every stroke. Her breasts bounced, her rosy lips parted.

That was when he heard it—the low drone of a four-wheeler.

Goddammit, no.

He moved his forefinger to rest on her clit. Tapped it twice.

And he exploded. Hot jets burst from him, and he floated on a haze of bliss mingled with the self-loathing he deserved.

In the back of his head, he knew she wasn’t coming and the four-wheeler was approaching. But he couldn’t stop the waves of ecstasy rushing from his body.

The four-wheeler changed directions, and the sound died away. With a knot in his throat, Hugh stared down at the gorgeous and unsatisfied woman under him. His heart flipped, and he hated himself even more.

He dropped his gaze, unable to meet her sweet, trusting stare. “I’m sorry,” he grated out.

She smoothed a hand down his spine. Her hand felt good against his skin, stretched tight under the blazing sun. “It’s okay.”

But it was far from okay. He was turning into a total failure. He couldn’t control himself around her, and that was inexcusable. Fighting the urge to jump up and rush her back to the ranch so he could search through the files for women with similar problems releasing, he kissed her instead.

Which was another wrong move.

When she swirled her tongue over his, so trustingly, he became putty in her hands all over again.

 

 

Out of the corner of his eye, Riggs caught a glimpse of white. He set the point of his shovel into the earth and did a double-take.

Yep, it was her. Blonde, I’ve-just-been-fucked hair and curves for a mile. Miss Sibyll had come a-visiting.

Riggs’s jeans stretched to an uncomfortable tightness as he followed her progression toward the barn door where he was busy reburying the drain pipe. During a heavy rain, water stood right at the door and he hated getting his boots wet.

When Sibyll came around the corner, her scent slammed him. Something floral, sweet woman and wine.

Had Hugh finally unloosened her with the expensive contents of their wine cellar? The idea gave Riggs a shock of annoyance as well as a little thrill.

“Oh!” She came to a dead stop but wavered back and forth. A grin spread over his face. Apparently she’d had more than one glass of wine.

His shovel thumped on the ground. He reached out and steadied her by the arm.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know you were…herrre.” Why was her voice so soft? And why was she looking at him with that wide-eyed, blurry expression?

It’s the alcohol.

Riggs’s desire to thrust his tongue into her mouth and taste her sweetness burned. He ached to shift his junk, but didn’t want her to catch him with a boner the size of the Oklahoma panhandle.

“I’m just working. You didn’t interrupt me.” It was impossible not to hover over her, drinking in everything from the five small freckles dotting her nose to the way she smelled faintly of Hugh.

The thought of her pussy being freshly fucked by him gave Riggs a deeper stab of need.

Maybe he could watch the two of them if she asked for it.

“Where’s Hugh?” he asked.

She tipped her face up to his and gnawed at her lower lip. “He said he had something to do in the office and I should sleep off this…” she waved a hand around her head as if a fly were buzzing there, “…wine.”

Riggs grinned. So she was a little tipsy. Protectiveness rose inside him. “That wine packs a wallop.”

“It does. I only had two glasses.”

Usually one loosened women too much. The Boot Knockers had to be careful with the locally-made brew, letting the effects wear off a woman before working their magic.

Hugh must really be losing it. First coming before she’d had a single orgasm and now this?

Riggs’s grin spread.

Sibyll swayed again, and he anchored her to his side to keep her upright. “I was looking for some coffee.” She glanced around as if startled to find herself in the barn.

“You want the grub house. Other direction. Come on. I could use a coffee too.” Riggs wrapped an arm around her waist—he had to, right?—and led her across the uneven turf toward the grub house.

“Why aren’t there sidewalks?” Sibyll asked, practically leaning on him.

He fought his reaction to her nearness—pretended her hair wasn’t touching his upper arm and she wasn’t wearing Hugh’s red marks on her neck.

“It’s on our to-do list. Sidewalks between buildings and bungalows. The cost of getting cement delivered out here, and in that quantity, is high. We have a fund going.”

“The ssssidewalk fund.”

He chuckled at her slur. “Yes, a little like a swear jar for Boot Knockers.”

At that, she laughed. “If you’d used a swear jar, you would have funded your improvement by now.”

He resisted the urge to drop a kiss to her perfect, upturned nose. “You’re right about that. Have you learned so much about us cowboys already?”

She nodded but her feet stopped. Apparently completing two actions at once was beyond her at the moment. Riggs stopped too, and she turned into his arms.

Now what? This was disaster in one adorable blonde package.

“Those freckles on your nose are cute as hell,” he blurted.

Sparks lit her eyes, and her whole face glowed. The fading evening light might have been responsible for the tinge of red-gold in her lashes and hair, but he didn’t think so. Sibyll had a redhead somewhere in her family. That meant she had wildcat potential. Maybe Hugh would tell Riggs a story or two—just to get him through the lonely week.

“Really?” She moved to scrub at her nose and missed.

His laugh broke free and loose. “Come on. Let’s get you that coffee.” Twisting her forward again, he continued toward the one thing that might sober her up.

The next three hundred steps to the grub house were the longest of his life. Not because Sibyll almost fell over every twenty steps or because her progress was like a junebug’s in October when the winter freeze was nearing.

No, every ten steps Riggs had to battle his need to lift her, wrap her round thighs around his waist, and carry her back to his bunk.

“What were you doing with that shovel?” She rubbed a hand through her hair, making it fluffier and more disheveled. Damn, she was gorgeous.

“Burying a drain pipe.”

“You don’t mind that sort of work.”

“’Course not. I grew up doing it.”

“But you have other people around the ranch to help. Like that guy you…”

He met her gaze. “Fought with earlier? Yeah.” He rolled his shoulder, feeling the stiffness from their tumble to the ground. His jaw still worked fine though. Well enough to open wide over a delicious, wet pussy.

Heat clawed at his groin.

“Did he hurt you when he punched you?”

The trace of worry in her voice touched him too deeply. “Naw,” he scoffed. “A love tap.”

“Then he was your…lover too?”

It was his turn to stop walking. He looked down at her, analyzing the interest in her tone and expression. She liked the thought of two men together—it was written all over her pink cheeks.

“No, Paul would never be my lover. He and I are oil and water.”

“But Hugh?”

His stomach bottomed out. Quickly he steered her toward the grub house door. “Sometimes a client wants a third in the bedroom.”

She sucked in a harsh breath, and once again her feet stopped moving.

God, don’t let that idea take root in her pretty little head.

Please let her ask Hugh for me to be their third.

As fast as he could, he got her seated in a comfortable wingback chair near the windows. When he placed a cup of coffee in her hands, it was impossible not to see she’d sobered a bit already.

“Feeling all right? Not going to throw up?” he asked to cover his awareness.

“I’m okay.” She sipped the coffee, eyes downcast. He went after his own mug of coffee. Rather than using the specialty coffee machine as he had for Sibyll, he reached for the pot that had likely been sitting there since dinner. But scorched dregs would keep him more alert, and around this little hottie, that was imperative.

He took a chair flanking hers. She had gotten cozy, tucking her feet under her. It worried Riggs that Hugh was leaving her unattended. Was that her preference or his fuck-up?

After another sip of her coffee, she set the mug on the wooden table positioned between their chairs. Her cup was half empty, and she looked slightly more sober.

She stared through the big window overlooking the ranch. “The landscape is beautiful.”

“It is.” He let his gaze linger on her stunning profile for a heartbeat before turning his attention to the land.

“Hugh says you want to build the herd to sell. What does that involve?”

Riggs expelled a breath, touched that Hugh spoke of him at all. “Well, we’ve put a lot of money into one horse in particular. Her bloodlines can’t be traced to kings or even to top rodeo horses. But she’s a fine specimen. If we breed her with only the best, we hope to create a new line to be used in racing and jumping.”

Sibyll tilted her head, listening with interest. “How do you know which horses are best to breed with her?”

“Well, the genealogy is on record. However, we’re going to gather information about the horses we select—more info than which horse sired which. We want our horses to have a certain look to them.”

She sat up straighter and gathered her coffee into her hands again. “So genetics is going to play an even bigger part than just blood.”

He laughed. “Not sure about all that, but it sounds more advanced than what Hugh and I have come up with.”

A smile bowed up the corners of her lips. “It’s pretty advanced thinking, actually. Breeding for speed, agility, and even physical form, as well as coloration and distinct markings that would make a whole herd unique to this ranch.”

Riggs leaned forward, elbows on his knees and coffee between his hands. One sip of this swill had made his beard grow a quarter of an inch. But if he set it down, he might pull Sibyll into his lap.

“I read your file. Says you’re a molecular biologist.”

She gave an enthusiastic nod that made her pale hair slither over her shoulders. He distracted himself by taking another sip of his coffee, barely able to keep from wincing at the flavor.

“What exactly do you do?” he asked.

“I fiddle with information mostly. Create testing for pharmaceutical companies about the effects of drugs on humans and also animals.”

“So you gather the information about the human bodies other people play God with.”

“Yes, just as you want to do with the horses.”

They smiled at each other, the link between them undeniable. He finally dropped his gaze to the coal-black coffee he held. “You know, my mother was ill for a long time. First lupus then lots of kidney and heart problems from the disease.”

Sibyll leaned over the arm of the chair and rested a hand on his biceps. “I’m sorry to hear that.”

He scuffed his knuckles over his jaw. “I appreciate it. Anyway, sometimes the side effects of the drugs were much worse than the symptoms. And sometimes she took drugs to counteract the problems created by other drugs.”

Sibyll pursed her lips in a sympathetic expression. “It happens.”

After drawing another sip into his mouth, he could barely swallow it.

“Why are you trying to drink that coffee if it’s that bad?” Amusement danced in her eyes.

“You know, you’re right.” He set the cup down and leaned against the chair back, crossing his ankle over his knee. Several minutes passed between them in silence, but it was far from uncomfortable. The glazed look she’d worn from the wine dissipated, replaced by the calm face of an angel.

“Everyone has a struggle in life, it seems,” she said softly.

Riggs studied her. More than once he’d had a woman spill her history of heartbreak or abuse. It sometimes purged and the woman was able to move on. He had to tread carefully, but he had to know. “What’s yours?”

Sibyll shot him a long look. “Hugh thinks I can’t ask for the things I want.”

Electricity shot straight to Riggs’s fingertips. He clenched them. “And what do you want?” The sparks between their gazes were a phenomenon all their own. He’d only experienced such a thing with Hugh.

Setting aside her empty mug, she turned completely lucid eyes on Riggs. “I want that threesome. With you.”


Chapter Seven

Hugh eased the office door quietly closed behind him. The auxiliary light they kept on in the back room sent an orange glow over the space, but there was no sign of Holly.

He breathed a sigh of relief and circled the big desk, heading straight for the wall of files behind it. The files were categorized in several ways, cross-referencing kinks, sexual problems and even types of women. Holly was a pro at her job. When it came to matching women with the Boot Knockers, she was rarely wrong. While Hugh had the last say, he almost never questioned her decisions.

But with Sibyll, she’d been way off. Give her to Damian? Hell no.

However, after his latest failure with Sibyll, he had no choice but to research the job. He’d dined her, wined her and…well, he hadn’t sixty-nined her, because she was a master with her mouth, and he couldn’t risk losing control again. Instead he’d gone down on her, but she had failed to shoot into the stratosphere of pleasure.

So he’d left her half asleep with two glasses of wine in her system, and he’d retreated to the bathroom for a jack-off session that had lasted all of thirty seconds. Now he hoped to dig through files and find out which Boot Knocker had also handled a client who “failed to release.” Then Hugh would take that guy aside and get some advice.

The mere idea of him—Hugh Donovan, Master of Games, asking for help in the sex department made him grind his molars. But if he didn’t achieve their ultimate goal? He was so screwed, and not in a knee-buckling way.

He pulled a few files and spread them on the desk. Leaning over, he skimmed one, then the next. Other files occupied desk space, and one photo caught his eye.

The petite redhead assigned to Quay. One part of her file was circled in pink highlighter: Would like to be with a woman someday.

Hugh’s mind worked the information over. The redhead was already with Quay, and typically the client information was filed after her arrival. So why did Holly have this open, and that client fact circled?

In all their time working together, Holly hadn’t shown interest in the cowboys.

Maybe she’s interested in the ladies.

Instantly his mind went to a naughty place, envisioning Holly and Sibyll entangled in ten different poses. Somehow that morphed into Riggs fucking Sibyll while she sucked Hugh in long, rhythmic pulls.

He shuddered, as hard as stone.

Quickly, he read three more files on other women with problems climaxing. Ty and Damian had worked with all of them.

“What’s so interesting in the files?”

Hugh jerked at the unexpected voice. He spun toward the back room, where Holly stood silhouetted in the dim light. “What are you doing here?”

“Putting away office supplies. We just got a shipment.” She came forward until he could see her suspicious expression. “Why are you working in the dark?”

He couldn’t let her know he was digging through the files to find a way to help Sibyll orgasm. He couldn’t let Holly know he hadn’t already made Sibyll orgasm.

“I didn’t want to bother with the lights. I just had a few things to look up. For the guys, you know.” He hastily closed the files he’d been perusing and replaced them in the giant file system.

Holly drifted to lean against the desk. Hugh looked at her closely. It wasn’t as if he’d never noticed she was pretty in a girl-next-door sort of way. He just hadn’t really seen her until now.

Now that he suspected she wanted a certain little redhead.

“Did you find what you were looking for?” she asked.

He nodded toward the open file with the pink circled text. “I think I did.”

Even in the dimness he caught her scorching blush. She dipped her head forward, hiding behind the sheet of straight brown hair.

Hugh pitched his voice low, confidential. “What is it about Ms. Lee you like?”

Holly met his stare, eyes pleading and open at once. “Everything,” she said breathlessly. “Look at her.”

“The red hair?”

A tortured nod. “Her body. And she has the sweetest disposition.”

Hugh squeezed Holly’s shoulder. “It says she wants a woman.”

“I know! I can hardly think of anything else. Hugh, don’t say anything. Please don’t tell. Quay—”

“Would be turned on as hell watching the two of you.”

“I couldn’t let him watch!” She blushed deeper.

Hugh rubbed her shoulder. “Let me do this for you, Holly. You work hard, and you deserve some play time too.”

She opened her mouth but nothing came out.

Patting her shoulder now, he said, “Let me make the arrangements. Think of it as a bonus.”

He released her and started toward the door.

“Hugh.”

He pivoted to see her standing in the ring of light, smiling like a kid with a bagful of Halloween candy. “Yeah?”

“Damian and Ty would be happy to offer advice.”

When he growled his displeasure at her knowing exactly why he’d been in the office, she laughed—a merry, carefree giggle that warmed him.

At least one of them was happy with the outcome of their meeting tonight.

 

 

God, she’d had way more wine than she’d thought. She had to still be drunk, even if she felt completely sober.

Asking Riggs for a threesome? How had she found the girl-nads to do that?

But asking Hugh was altogether different. For some reason she was worried about him believing she needed another cowboy. She recognized the look he wore after their sessions—her lack of release was slowly carving into his ego.

Since learning Hugh and Riggs were sometimes “together,” she couldn’t get the images out of her head. To say it turned her on was an understatement.

She stretched out on her bed. Hugh’s scents were all over the sheets, and she curled onto her side to smell the pillow where he’d lain. For the four millionth frustrated time in her life, she mulled over her reason for not reaching a climax.

Girls in high school had experimented with sex, and Sibyll had too—to no end. Then in college, she’d entered into a couple relationships, which ended once the guys realized she wasn’t coming.

You’re not that into me. Find someone else.

Those words still stung. She had been into her boyfriends, had longed to splinter around them.

In her early twenties, she’d ducked out of the dating game, hoping that finding herself would mean she’d eventually find her body’s happy place too.

But three more boyfriends hadn’t done the trick.

She inhaled deeply. Musk and fields—Hugh. He could be the one. He’d taken her closer than anyone else. She wanted it to be him.

And Riggs.

She longed to see them together. In the past she’d watched all kinds of porn while using various sex toys. Since she often watched males pleasuring each other, it shouldn’t surprise her that she wanted to watch these two cowboys together.

The strength in their movements, the sureness in the way they held themselves, both would translate in the bedroom. Just which man would take charge was a mystery though. Hugh and Riggs seemed equally matched.

Heat built between Sibyll’s thighs. Rolling onto her back, she slid a hand over her mound, down to the place Hugh had worked thoroughly with his tongue. He’d melted her into a puddle, but her stupid brain had taken over and drawn her from the moment.

She shimmied out of her jeans and unbuttoned her top until she could pull her breasts free, propping them on the fabric of her bra. After Hugh had left, she hadn’t bothered to put on panties, using him as inspiration.

Mmm, inspiration. She slipped her fingers into her folds. In seconds she was wet and ready to ease a finger into her channel.

Hugh and Riggs flashed in her head, back and forth between them until she somehow melded them into one view. In one of the adult clips she’d watched, the men had rubbed their cocks together.

She threw her head back, fucking her fingers and rubbing her clit with the heel of her hand. Alternating between fantasies of Riggs and Hugh fisting their cocks together and the real-life memory of Hugh gliding inside her body, she tightened.

Need built in her core. She surged higher.

Focusing her mind on Riggs’s hard, straight lips, Hugh’s broad shoulders, she reached for that end she wanted so badly.

A scuffle at the door jerked her from her sexual haze. As she realized Hugh must be entering with his key, she launched off the bed and threw off the rest of her clothes so she didn’t look like a deranged person.

Who am I kidding? I paid good money to come to the Boot Knockers Ranch, where I can get fucked by a stranger while fantasizing about fucking two. I AM deranged.

“Sibyll?” He paused outside the door, which was partially open.

“Just a sec.” She jammed her arms into a plush white robe provided with the room. When the belt was tied, she looked up to see Hugh in the doorway. “You didn’t wait.”

His eyes hooded, and he crossed the room in long, predatory strides. “I’m not used to waiting.”

A shiver worked down her spine. She clutched her arms around her middle. The egotistical way he said it felt wrong and right all at once. She didn’t like the thought of him not waiting with another woman. But she loved how dominant he was.

He reached for her. “How are you feeling after that wine?”

She couldn’t meet his gaze. Soon enough he’d learn of her request from Riggs.

Hugh tipped her head up with a rough knuckle. “Why are you blushing?”

“Because…” A long minute passed. She swore she heard the clock tick in the other room.

With a quiet noise in his chest, Hugh sat on the bed and drew her to stand between his legs. Just being trapped by those powerful thighs knotted her with longing. Juices wet her inner legs, reminding her that he’d almost caught her.

“Wait.” He expanded his lungs as if scenting something.

Me.

Her nerves jangled.

“Were you…?” He caught her wrist and drew her fingers to his nose. Inhaling deeply, he released a growl that raised the hair all over her body. “Damn, baby. You had these fingers buried in your pussy, didn’t you?” Without waiting for her answer, he stuck them in his mouth.

She squealed at the wet warmth. He held her gaze as he sucked, running his tongue around each digit, paying attention to her fingernails where the flavors would be caught.

Her breath came in hard pants. “Hugh.”

He released her fingers with a popping sound. “Why were you blushing?”

His mention of it made new heat flare hotter in her face.

“Why?”

His command dizzied her. When she met his gaze, her heart drummed faster. “Because of what I was thinking.”

His eyes darkened. “Tell me what it was.”

Could she do it? Ask for the threesome that made her nipples achingly hard and her pussy soaked? What did she have to lose? She had one chance—her coming here was her final hope.

“I want a threesome.”

His eyelids fluttered. He shifted his jaw, making the crease on his cheek bulge in a distracting way. “What gave you this idea? Did you see something?” His gaze shot to the TV. A huge selection of porn was hidden in the cabinet underneath it.

“No, not something. Someone.”

The corner of his eye twitched. Then twitched again. “Who did you see?”

“After all that wine, I went to the dining hall for coffee. I ran into Riggs.”

Hugh’s eyes bulged. “Riggs? You’re sure that’s who you saw?”

She nodded, suddenly ice cold. Was he angry?

He ran his hands down her hands. “Sibyll, you’re sure about this?”

A lump in her throat prohibited her from saying it aloud. She nodded again.

Cupping her face, he looked into her eyes. “You’re absolutely, one hundred percent sure that you want a threesome?”

“Y-yes.” A delicious shudder racked her.

He whispered something that sounded like “dammit.”

She started to inch back, but he wrapped an arm around her waist, holding her tight against his big, heaving chest. Suddenly she wished she knew him better and could read these reactions in him.

“Sibyll, I need you to say the words. Do you want a threesome with me and Riggs?”

She searched his eyes, finding electric sparks that hadn’t been there before. Excitement speared her. “I do. I want both of you.”

 

 

“Archer.”

Riggs spun to find Hugh bearing down on him like some badass wet dream. Riggs froze with his hands still on his jeans button, which he’d been about to unfasten. His nuts bulged with unspent lust. “What are you doing here?”

Hugh shot across the room to Riggs’s bunk. Before Riggs could blink, Hugh hooked out a fist, catching him in the jaw.

For the second time in twenty-four hours.

Pain exploded through his mouth and teeth. “Ow! Dammit!”

“That’s for convincing Sibyll to ask for a threesome with you!” Hugh puffed, hat askew.

Anger burned hot in Riggs, but he held it tight. Very rarely did he fight with Hugh. Those moments they did disagree played in his head over and over. And he’d never let go of the pain from their exchanged words. Hugh had the ability to carve Riggs to the bone. He couldn’t afford to gain more scars.

“I didn’t convince. She shocked me with that revelation.”

Hugh’s eyes bugged. He righted his hat and continued to glare. “She asked you?”

“Yes.”

“Sonofabitch,” Hugh murmured.

Riggs took in his friend’s defensive stance. “You don’t want to share her.”

“Hell no!”

“Well, like it or not, a client has asked for something. The client—”

“Is always satisfied,” Hugh spat. “I fucking know.” He twisted his head down and away, hiding his face from Riggs and pulling on Riggs’s heartstrings like a puppet master.

“What’s really going on with Sibyll, Hugh?”

He collapsed to Riggs’s single bed and stared at his hands. “I don’t know. She does things to me.”

“Like sexual things?” It was possible the quiet molecular biologist was a hellcat in bed, which was why Hugh was finding it difficult to hold on to his control, even if he hadn’t yet satisfied her.

“No, like in here.” He thumped his chest with a fist.

The air left Riggs, and he dropped to sit beside his friend. When he was able to speak, his words were stilted. “You’ve only known her a couple days.”

“Christ, I know that. But she looks at me and it makes me want to throw her in the truck and drive to Vegas.”

Jeezus, this is serious. Any hope of having Hugh to himself fled Riggs’s mind, leaving him empty, shattered.

His hand shook as he scuffed it over his jaw. “What are you going to do?”

Hugh ignored his question. “It’s nuts, right? I mean, people did that in the old days—fell in love at first sight.”

“Is that what this is? Love?”

Hugh exploded to his feet, rocking the bed. He took two steps, pivoted and rushed back toward Riggs. “No. It’s not love. It’s infatuation. I can’t make her come. The minute she spills that sweet nectar, I’ll drink my fill and be sated.” When he met Riggs’s gaze, though, Riggs knew that would never happen.

“Okay,” he said slowly. “What do we do about her request though?”

“We don’t have a choice. We take her.”

“Together? And do we both touch her? Do we touch each other? What are your rules?” The minute he touched Hugh in front of Sibyll, she’d know his secret—he fucking loved Hugh with everything in his being. And the minute Hugh saw him touch Sibyll, he’d know Riggs’s absorption with her.

Hugh considered the question. “I don’t know what she wants.”

“You didn’t ask before coming here?”

A begrudging smile teased the corner of Hugh’s mouth. “My only thought was to punch your lights out.”

Riggs rubbed his jaw, fighting a smile too. “I hope she doesn’t want to see me suck your dick, Donovan. Because after two blows today, my jaw is stiff as hell.”

Hugh jerked his chin toward the door for Riggs to follow. “As long as your cock is stiff, that’s all we need.”

 

 

The clock in the front room chimed, alerting Sibyll it was late in the evening. Too late to begin a sexual escapade of epic proportions. Yet was there ever a perfect time? Hugh and Riggs punching in at 8:00 a.m. wouldn’t dispel her nerves.

When Hugh had left the bungalow, he’d left a fog of tension hanging in the air. Yet he’d thrown her a look that had made her pussy clench in need.

I’ll take care of you, it said.

The moment he’d left, she’d bundled her hair into a hand towel to keep it from getting wet and jumped into the shower. Making quick use of the lavender-scented body wash this time, she could barely contain the constant tremor rolling through her.

She didn’t even know what to expect from a ménage. Would they touch each other then take her? Would she call the shots? Hugh wanted her to ask for things, but somehow she knew he wanted control tonight.

When she climbed out, she quickly dried off and released her hair from the towel, which was damp from the shower spray. In the mirror she noticed her hair fell around her face in loose waves, and her eyes were too bright.

Would they both fuck her at the same time?

She threw down the towels and hurried to the other room to her stash of sexy panties. Her suitcase hung open atop the dresser. Upon arrival she hadn’t bothered to unpack. Getting settled in a place like this probably wasn’t a good idea, especially since she’d leave part of herself when she left. Even if she never orgasmed, she’d never forget this place.

Or Hugh.

Or Riggs.

Dark need climbed her insides. She sifted through her panty collection and chose a fire engine red lace pair. A series of tiny knots held the sides in place. When they were on her body, the lace barely covered her mound.

She turned and checked out her booty in the mirror. While she wasn’t a vain person, she loved how sexy these undergarments made her feel. It was the outer clothes that left her feeling stodgy and hopeless.

When the front door opened, she gasped. Whirling to face the bedroom door, she covered her breasts with her hands. The outer door closed, bringing a waft of field-scented air.

Two raw and rough cowboys entered the bedroom. Sibyll took a step backward.

Hugh’s gaze raked over her from head to toe, then ticked back up, slowly, lingeringly. He swallowed hard. “Hell, this is going to be a long night,” he muttered.

Sibyll’s heart plummeted. Was she now an arduous task to be undertaken?

“No, no, baby.” He crossed the room and caught her in his arms. “I mean...God, look at you.”

Riggs closed the distance between them to stand behind her. His heat washed over her flesh. “Your wish is our command,” he said low, inches from her throat that Hugh had kissed so many times already.

She shivered. So this was how it would go down—no warm-ups or small talk. Just carnal needs satisfied. Part of her balked at the swiftness of it, even as she thought it best. This was sex, not emotion. Her purpose was to explode into her first orgasm.

As if they’d done this a dozen times—they probably had—Riggs sank his fingers into her hair and tipped her head back. Hugh swooped in and kissed her.

His flavor filled her head, mingled with Riggs’s earthier scents and her own arousal. While Hugh chased her tongue around her mouth, Riggs touched her.

She learned the way his hands lingered, how he exerted just the right pressure beneath her breasts, making her ache for him to cradle them. Also, how he placed fluttering touches over her belly, down to her inner thighs, purposely avoiding touching her needy pussy.

When he traced a path along the strings holding up her panties, he rested his lips on her throat.

She writhed under Hugh’s and Riggs’s mouths, her body rioting for more. Cream soaked the lace over her pussy, and her nipples hardened painfully. But the knocking of her heart was her real fear. She was losing herself to these cowboys.

“Baby, I want you bad… Damn, Hugh, she’s so primed.”

“She’s been ready for days.” Hugh tore his mouth away, panting, his erection steely against her abdomen. “Let’s get you on the bed.”

Just as she’d guessed, Hugh was in charge of this three-ring circus. She only hoped it was a three-orgasm circus by the time the night ended.

Riggs wrapped his arms around her from behind and walked her to the bed. The rough denim covering his hips was like cowboy velvet against her ass, exposed by the thong. By the time they reached the mattress, she ached to shove into his hardness.

Yes, I can take both men. I want it.

Riggs stretched her out on the bed, and he and Hugh stood at the sides—a gorgeous wall of man muscle. The way they looked at her made her feel more beautiful than ever before.

She met Hugh’s stare, and that electric warmth filled her chest cavity dangerously close to her heart. He broke the connection, and she looked at Riggs.

His dark eyes snapped. With lust. Nothing more.

Hugh kneeled on the bed, wrapping a hand around either of her ankles. She sucked in a breath at his new way of handling her. If Riggs took her wrists, she’d be splayed between them, helpless. While she ached for them to touch, kiss and fuck her mindless, she first wanted them to touch each other.

In front of her.

“What do you two do when you’re alone together?” she asked.

Riggs jerked as if stabbed. He glanced at Hugh then half turned away, but not before she caught it in his eyes—a molten passion.

Hugh tightened his hold on her ankles, spreading her legs slightly. Her panties were now a useless, soggy scrap of lace. “Is that what you want to see, baby? Two guys?”

She exhaled slowly even as Riggs seemed to hold his breath. One look at his face told her Riggs wanted Hugh above all else. Seeing his pleasure would make her feel good. In turn, she might get off too.

Keep on telling yourself that you’re using them.

No, she was. The Boot Knockers were a means to an end. Once she had that first surge of pleasure, she could walk out of here and live a sexually fulfilling life on her own.

She stared at Hugh’s face, sensing his unease. But why? Didn’t he like sleeping with Riggs? Or was it the opposite—his desire for Riggs went beyond physical lust? This was definitely beyond lust for her.

She nodded, lip caught in her teeth.

Riggs pushed out a breath. Hugh’s grip bit into her ankles, oh so right.

“You want to see us touch? Kiss? Fuck?” Hugh asked.

“You heard her. She does,” Riggs interjected, eager to have Hugh.

But Hugh waited for her to say, “Yes,” before releasing her ankles.

He and Riggs came together in a rough clash. Sibyll drank in the erotic sight of strong muscles, rough kisses and rougher hands. Hugh stripped Riggs’s shirt off and pinched his nipple until Riggs bit Hugh’s lip. Then they softened their caresses, eliminating hats, boots, jeans and shirts.

Riggs stood in his boxers, his cock distending the front, pointing right at the man who was kissing the hell out of him.

Sibyll leaned on her elbows to get a better view. Riggs’s eyes were closed in bliss, and Hugh’s tongue poked at Riggs’s cheek, causing her pussy to squeeze hard.

When Hugh ran his tongue over the inside of Riggs’s cheek again, Riggs pushed against him. Their cocks rubbed, and a bead of come pearled the tip of Hugh’s.

“Fuck yeah,” he groaned, sinking his fingers into Riggs’s hips and rocking him forward.

Riggs shoved his boxers down in the front to reveal his dark red shaft. Hugh glanced at Sibyll from the corner of his eye as if gauging her reaction. Then he gripped Riggs’s cock and began to slowly pump it.

Sibyll gave an all-over shiver. Her nipples ached, and she pinched them, letting the want build as she watched the most delicious live porn ever.

Riggs moved close for a kiss again, moving his hips in time to Hugh’s touch. When Hugh took Riggs’s hand and placed it over his own cock, Sibyll moaned.

She drove her fingers into her panties. Hot juices spilled over her hand as she sank a finger deep into her pussy. With the other hand, she toggled her clit, back and forth, faster, in time to the guys’ movements.

Riggs cupped Hugh’s balls, kneading them lightly. A shudder ripped along Hugh’s muscles.

“I’m going to make you suck my cock, Archer, even if your jaw is stiff.”

“Whatever you want.” He rolled the head of Hugh’s erection through his palm, and Hugh’s abs dipped with his indrawn breath.

Sibyll’s inner burn increased. Her eyes went out of focus as she stared at the cowboys giving and taking pleasure in front of her. So hot, so perfect. When they finished, she’d ask them to share her. And lose my heart forever.

The waves struck her out of nowhere. She cried out, her pussy clamping and releasing wildly around her finger. The knot in her core pulled tighter, and she convulsed around her fingers, soaking in the pleasure of her first release…and basking in the grins of the men who had given it to her.


Chapter Eight

Hugh watched ecstasy play over Sibyll’s features, making her more beautiful, if that were possible. His heart rammed his ribcage, and tendrils of passion wove through his groin.

Riggs’s grip around his cock was the perfect complement to Sibyll’s first release.

“That’s it, baby. Come for me, for us,” Hugh urged.

Her fingers pumped fast even as she stroked her hard button. Her nipples were ripe cherries pointed at the ceiling, her lips open on a gasp. Shudders shook the bed. When she began to writhe, Hugh could wait no longer.

Pulling free of Riggs’s hold, he climbed onto the bed. His cock was hard steel, and he wanted nothing more than to bury himself in her, feel her come around him. But first, he was going to coat his tongue with that sweet honey of her orgasm.

And if he was lucky, give her another.

“She likes her mouth filled,” he said to Riggs as he spread her thighs farther and lay between them.

Sibyll’s eyelids drooped and small gasps burst from her. Grinning, Riggs hovered over her.

Hugh knew well that Riggs needed to make personal connections in order to fuck. He always kissed the woman they shared, even if he wasn’t her personal Boot Knocker. But Riggs threw himself into kissing her with more abandon than he’d seen with another woman.

Sibyll arched into the kiss and jerked her hips as Hugh thrust his tongue into her pussy.

A groan left him. Damn, her release tasted sweeter than he’d imagined. He shook his head, gathering as much of her flavors as possible. He sank his tongue deep, feeling her fluttering aftershocks.

He lifted his head. “Open your mouth for Riggs, baby. Suck him off while I eat your pussy.”

She cried out, bucking. He lost himself in swirling his tongue up and down her seam from clit to drenched hole. Riggs kissed her until she was gasping. Then he straightened and fed his cock into her mouth, one inch at a time.

Riggs and Hugh were well-matched in the dick department, but Riggs’s head was thicker. Hugh knew too well how it felt in his mouth.

Hugh’s shaft bobbed against his abdomen, leaking pre-come. When Riggs was fully rooted in Sibyll’s mouth, Riggs threw his head back, eyes shut.

She reached up and gripped Riggs’s cock at the base, directing him. As she clamped her lips around him, Hugh delivered a series of short, quick flicks to her clit that made her entire body grow taut.

Riggs churned his hips, drawing his thick length from between her gorgeous lips. Hugh looked on, aching, tormented by the sight. Yet where else would he want to be? Being with Riggs had always felt right, and Sibyll was a brand new entity.

Making her come was more than a professional challenge. He had to feel her come apart under him.

She sucked Riggs’s cock, nose buried against his dark pubic hair. Her moans increased, and Hugh slid two fingers into her tight channel. Wetness flooded his fingers.

“Hell, I can’t last. She’s. So. Fucking. Good at this.” Riggs spoke through gritted teeth.

Hugh pumped his fingers in and out of Sibyll, while licking her more slowly. She tensed, inner thighs trembling.

Her cry reverberated through Hugh’s soul. As she came all over his fingers and tongue, he watched her face. Riggs pulled his cock free of her mouth and pinched the head hard, staving off his own release.

They both watched her expression as she came.

So beautiful.

“Yeah, baby,” Riggs said. “Keep going. Take what Hugh can give.”

She pulsed a few more times then collapsed to the bed, breathing as if she’d outrun a herd of stampeding horses.

Not giving her a second to gather her wits, Hugh gestured for Riggs to grab two condoms from the stores kept in the room. Hugh stood and drifted to Riggs’s side, wanting to be close to him. Riggs grabbed Hugh’s shaft and rolled the rubber on.

Sibyll lay on her back, wearing a flushed glow and staring at their display with hooded eyes. Seeing her so satisfied made the walls of Hugh’s heart flex. Damn, he’d have to do something about that soon.

Once his condom was in place, he did the same for Riggs. His lover looked up as Hugh worked the rubber past his thick head.

Looking into Riggs’s eyes as he positioned the condom shouldn’t feel so intimate, but it did. Hugh tore his gaze away and focused on Sibyll once more.

As one, he and Riggs got into bed, trapping her between their bodies. Damn, her skin was on fire. Hugh pressed closer to her extreme heat and kissed her.

No, he claimed her.

Taking her mouth in a searing kiss, he drank in her scents mixed with Riggs’s. She was softer somehow, not only boneless, but she’d given up control.

Knowing this made Hugh harder yet.

Riggs placed kisses down her neck to her breast. Hugh mimicked him. When they both drew on her nipples with teeth and tongues, she cradled their heads to her. God, to think this was all she needed—more stimulation than just one man could provide.

Sibyll exerted pressure on the back of Hugh’s neck. He looked up and found Riggs’s lips tantalizingly close. Riggs leaned in, and so did Hugh. Their kiss was softer.

She made a noise, and they moved up to tangle their tongues with hers. A growl of ownership built in Hugh. He nipped Sibyll’s lips then Riggs licked the hurt. She twisted left and right, taking from each while they roamed their hands all over her.

As Hugh walked his fingers down her ribs, he came up against Riggs’s hand. His lover caressed his knuckles. The gesture shoved Hugh deeper into the emotional currents.

Emotions he couldn’t afford to feel, either for Sibyll or Riggs.

He moved his hand away. But Riggs seemed to chase it, tangling fingers on her navel then inner thigh. Awareness crept over Hugh. He ached for both of them, but should he give in and let himself feel?

When she began to rock her hips, Hugh motioned for Riggs to roll onto his back. It was going to take some time to ease her into the double penetration, but if they could accomplish it, they’d likely send her into an orgasm she’d never forget.

Riggs met Hugh’s gaze. The man’s rugged features were tense with need. Second-guessing this choreography, Hugh considered how close each of them was from blowing. He wanted to make this perfect for Sibyll, and that couldn’t happen with premature ejaculation.

Hugh arched a brow at his fellow Boot Knocker, and Riggs gave a brisk nod, agreeing he could handle it.

Okay, here we go.

Gripping Sibyll’s hips, he rolled her so she straddled Riggs. “She looks unbelievable from this angle,” Hugh grated out. Pulsing need rushed to the surface, and he had to squeeze his cock to stave off his release.

The milky curves of her ass and thighs were pointed right at him, ripe for the taking. He scrubbed a hand over his face, hoping like hell he could bring her to orgasm her first time.

He was pretty certain he was about to pop her ass cherry.

He reached between the mattress and box springs and located a tube of lubricant placed there the night before. While she’d definitely been wet enough last night, he’d hoped the added slipperiness would send her over the edge.

It hadn’t. But he was about to remedy that.

He uncapped the tube and spread the gel on his palm. Then he set down the tube and worked the gel over his fingers, warming it.

As he spread the lube over her tight pink rosette, he could barely breathe. His balls ached. When she shoved back against his fingers, he gave her what she wanted.

He eased a finger right into her tight body.

“Mother of…fucking hell.” He couldn’t tear his gaze away from the place where his finger disappeared. Riggs groaned, and Hugh remembered the amount of pain he must be in too.

Hugh withdrew his finger almost to the tip. When he plunged it into her body again, she flattened her chest against Riggs and thrust her ass in the air. “Two fingers,” she panted.

Dizzy, Hugh asked, “Two?”

Her face was flushed bright pink. “Yeah, I’ve…experimented with some anal toys.”

“Jeezus, toys?” Riggs asked, eyes glittering.

“Beads and a plug.”

Hugh bit off a roar of joy. When he’d vied for her on that stage, he’d won the lottery. Besides being sexy as hell, she was so open to the many ways to achieve release.

Knowing she could take more, Hugh added a second finger to her ass. She cried out. Riggs reached between her legs and massaged her clit while Hugh finger-fucked her.

The moment built. Sibyll went wild.

When she came a third time, Hugh knew if he didn’t take her soon, he wouldn’t be able to hold back.

He angled her pussy directly over Riggs’s cock. His friend filled her in one solid push.

She went dead still, head thrown back. Hugh took advantage, cradling her chin and kissing her upside down.

Riggs began to move.

Still kissing her, Hugh grasped his cock and guided it to her pucker. When he slid the head back and forth over her rim, spreading the lubricant around, she sat back as if to take his cock.

Hugh’s mind flexed around the insane bliss of taking her in the ass and sliding his dick over the thin barrier separating him from Riggs.

Easing the first inch past her ring of muscle almost stole his control. Gasping, he pushed deeper. Deeper. The last few inches slid into her without resistance.

All three of them fell still. Over her shoulder, he and Riggs locked gazes.

I don’t know how long I can last.

Riggs’s expression said something similar.

They began to move. Sibyll rocked in time to their movements. In slow, out slower. Give and take until she thrashed between them, impaling herself on Riggs then Hugh.

Hugh’s need mounted as Riggs’s cock rubbed against his. When her walls gripped him hard, he reached around and rolled her nipples between his fingers.

“Ohhh,” she cried.

“Can’t fucking hold back,” Riggs ground out.

“Coming!” Hugh hated himself even as the first blissful jet shot into Sibyll’s warm body.

Her ass pulsed around him, and she gave a wild cry.

“She’s coming. I’m coming.” Riggs burst, face reddening in a sexual haze and that thick vein in his throat leaping.

Hugh’s release intensified, woven with the tripping emotions in his heart. These lovers made him feel things he couldn’t afford to feel, but it felt so damn good he couldn’t bring himself to stop.

Later was soon enough.

 

 

Riggs couldn’t get enough of them. He stared at Sibyll’s soft, glorious curves spread out on the king-sized bed, then turned his attention to Hugh’s virile male form.

After the double penetration, they’d slept. Finally Hugh had roused them all and started the shower, where Riggs and Hugh washed Sibyll from pale waves to painted toenails.

“You can’t be sated.” Riggs bit her inner thigh, just above her knee.

She squirmed, fisting the sheets. Since that fifth orgasm in the shower, she hadn’t stopped smiling. It made Riggs’s heart tighten, knowing he’d helped put it there.

He raised his head and sank his teeth into Hugh’s leg next, so close to the man’s arousal. “You finished, Hugh?”

“Hell no. I’m waiting for that blow job.”

At that, Sibyll pushed onto her elbows. The little voyeur.

Riggs would give her a damn good show to remember later. When she went home, she could finger herself to this. The thought of her going home made his chest burn. Ignoring it, he held her gaze, clutched Hugh’s shaft at the base and swallowed him.

Warm muscle filled his mouth. Need took over, and Riggs drew on him. The salty taste of pre-come hit his tongue, raising a moan in his chest.

Sibyll mewled in response. Hugh toyed with one of her nipples and she pinched the other while Riggs concentrated on finding that special spot on the underside of Hugh’s shaft that always made him shoot.

He lapped a path down to his balls, circled one, then went back up. Hugh’s carved abs stood out in sharp ridges, and he started to shake.

“Make him come.” Sibyll’s soft voice surprised them both, but it spurred Riggs on. He fitted the tip of his tongue into Hugh’s cleft and wiggled it back and forth.

The first drop of come was a triumph. In mere seconds he’d brought Hugh to orgasm. Maybe Sibyll’s presence had done it. Or maybe he was finally softening to Riggs.

As he drank in his come, pressure built in Riggs’s chest. He wanted Hugh more than anything else in his life. At times Hugh seemed as if he wanted more. Then he’d back off until Riggs was certain he’d imagined things.

Riggs circled the spent head of Hugh’s dick with his tongue then looked deeply into Sibyll’s eyes.

Her flush was back, her lips parted on a sigh.

“You’re next,” Riggs promised, planting a hand on her belly and pushing her until she lay flat.

In five seconds he had a condom stretched over his shaft. When he poised at her slippery entrance, Hugh ran his hand down Riggs’s spine. It was as much of a loving caress as he was going to get from the man.

When Riggs drove into Sibyll’s body, she cried out. “Too tender for this, sweetheart?”

She shook her head and yanked him down for a tongue-dueling kiss.

Riggs began to move within her. She curled her legs around his waist and moved with him as Hugh looked on.

What was the man feeling? Better yet, what was Riggs feeling? Loving Hugh was a game he knew, but there was a strange tingle in his chest for Sibyll. It made him want to know more—to know it all.

Too late he realized she was stealing pieces of his heart. When she left, would he get them back?

Sinking into her was heaven. Pulling out stretched his control to the max. Her breath came faster. Hugh rubbed his thumb back and forth over her clit. Each time he did, Riggs felt her internal muscles hug him.

“Close,” Riggs rasped.

She stared up at him with the most trusting expression. When he angled his hips to hit her G-spot, her face transformed. She squeezed her eyes shut, convulsed and came.

“Shhhhhiii.” Riggs couldn’t force the rest of the curse out as his release shot up from the base of his spine. He unloaded in two huge spurts.

When he came back to himself, Hugh was staring at him with a puzzled look.

He collapsed forward, and Sibyll wrapped him in her arms. Hugh slung his arm around both of them, creating the perfect embrace.

“How many times was that?” Hugh asked Sibyll.

“Six. Not that I’m counting.” Her smile spread to her voice.

Riggs leaned away so he could memorize it.

“I can’t believe I finally did it.”

Hugh pinched her hip, causing her to squeal. “I think we had a bit to do with it.”

“Oh yesss.” Stars twinkled in the depths of her eyes. In a few short hours she’d changed. Her limbs lay loose, more relaxed, and her smile was wider.

Riggs felt changes within himself too. Did they show on his face as they did on Hugh’s?

Something bigger than the simple giving of an orgasm had taken place in this bungalow.

A bond had been formed, and Riggs didn’t know if he’d ever be able to sever the ties.


Chapter Nine

Being led into the dining hall by Hugh and Riggs made Sibyll feel like a queen. Some of the girls glanced up from their food.

“They’re all jealous of your glow,” Hugh whispered into her ear.

A sliver of warmth went straight south, and her pussy clenched. How was it possible to want more? After fucking all night and half the morning, she should be satisfied, right?

Riggs placed a hand low on her back, his fingertips spreading down near the cleft of her buttocks. The gesture reminded her of the tenderness she’d experienced after being double penetrated.

After the last time, Hugh had run her a hot bath with salts in it, and Riggs had gone off in search of a cup of tea. Between their pampering and their thorough lovemaking, she was lost.

No, not lost. Infatuated.

But a voice in the back of her mind told her to keep on fooling herself.

Squashing her emotions, she eyed the brunch buffet. Everything from French toast liberally sprinkled with powdered sugar to burritos stuffed with sausage filled that long table.

“She likes the hazelnut coffee,” Riggs said to Hugh, and steered her to a private end of a table, away from the others.

Sibyll opened her mouth to tell Hugh she could get her own coffee, but was distracted by his carved backside as he went right for the pod coffeemaker. Quite a few other women followed his progress, obviously struck mute too.

Riggs took a seat opposite her. When she looked at him—really looked at his strong features and the lazy expression in his dark eyes—her heart fluttered.

He chuckled. “You look a little dazed. Too many orgasms for you?” His slow drawl heightened her senses.

A flush rose in her cheeks, but she couldn’t hide her smile. “You know that isn’t the case.”

He leaned across the table and covered her folded hands with one of his. She stared at the tanned skin and sprinkling of black hair, remembering too well how his hands looked against her bare skin.

She shuddered.

“I can see it isn’t the case,” he said.

Hugh appeared at her side and set a heavy mug of coffee before her, followed by a plate heaped with food.

She blinked at his choices. Hovering over her, he asked, “Is there anything else you wanted?”

He’d filled her plate with everything she would have picked for herself—French toast and strawberries to top it, two sausage links and slices of pineapple so thin they looked like stained glass. There was also an egg confection baked into a crust shell she couldn’t wait to sink her teeth into.

“Apparently you’ve been paying close attention to my preferences.” She grinned up at him. He dropped a tender kiss to the tip of her nose, startling her.

“I pay attention to everything,” he said insinuatingly. “I’ll be right back.” He swung away to retrieve his own food.

When she met Riggs’s gaze, worried creases stretched from the corners of his eyes. Somehow the lines gave him a more rugged appearance. The depths of his eyes took on a far-off expression. She turned her hand over to squeeze his.

He came back to himself immediately, focusing on her. “Better eat before it gets cold.”

“Aren’t you getting any?”

“Yes, but I’m not about to leave you alone with all these other cowboys milling around. One might try to take my place.”

Her face heated again. “No one would do that.”

He arched a brow. “No? I wouldn’t bet on it. Hugh knew what a treasure you are, which was why he battled for you. Here he is now. I’ll go get my grub.” His words were spoken hastily, as if he was uncomfortable saying them, and he pushed away from the table.

Hugh dropped into the seat Riggs abandoned and set down his plate with enough food to feed two hungry field workers. Maybe having sex with her all night had sapped him of energy.

She grinned and started pushing food with her fork. When she’d separated everything with a thin white band of plate showing, Hugh laughed. “What is it about food touching that bothers you?”

Glancing down, she realized he was right—she had some issue.

“You look surprised. No one has ever mentioned it before?”

She shook her head.

“I guess you only like other things touching, is that right?” He pitched his tone low, and heat spread through her core like fire to dry grass.

Every pulsation she’d experienced at the hands of her two cowboys was amplified in her mind and body. But her first orgasm…she’d never forget it. The extreme sensations were mixed with some emotion she couldn’t name. Watching Hugh and Riggs had changed her forever.

She never wanted to stop watching them.

But in a few short days she’d be on a plane to Atlanta, back to her job and boring life. Of course, now she knew she could bring herself relief.

She cut into her French toast and popped a bite in her mouth. Resisting the urge to moan at the cinnamon and sugar flavors, she watched Hugh devour two sausage links before Riggs crowded onto the bench beside her.

Riggs looked at her plate for a moment before lifting his fork, tines down. “She’s a control freak. Who knew?”

Hugh nodded and took a swig of orange juice. At the table, he was all man, absorbed by food and revealing rougher manners she suspected he used as show around the other guys. Because in the bedroom, he was as suave as they came.

He picked up a third sausage link with his fingers and bit off half of it.

“What do you mean I’m a control freak?” she asked. Was she? And why was it such a big deal that she didn’t want strawberries all over her sausage and egg tart?

Riggs swallowed a huge bite of burrito dipped in hot sauce. “Don’t you think you were just waiting for us to take that control out of your hands?”

She looked between her lovers. Maybe they were right.

“One man wasn’t enough,” Riggs continued.

Her heart turned over at his words. Suddenly worry filtered into her head and she had no more interest in the delicious food before her. When she returned to a normal life, how would she find someone to strip away that control again?

She didn’t want to think about it. I have one chance with these guys. I’m going to enjoy it. If she never had another orgasm because she needed two men, at least she’d have amazing memories of this week.

Riggs made a show of licking off his fork, then he speared a square of French toast she’d cut. He raised it to her mouth. She had no choice but to accept it and chew.

As if competing for attention, Hugh licked off his fork too and scooped a bit of egg from the pie shell. He offered it to her. She shook her head, still chewing French toast.

“You took two of us, baby. We were all touching. It was good, right?” His eyes burned.

She nodded, suddenly squirming on the bench.

“Food is like sex. Try two bites at once,” Riggs urged.

When she didn’t open up for Hugh’s bite, he ran a fingertip over her lower lip. “Maybe she won’t like sucking two cocks at once. Too bad. I was hoping to try it.”

She stopped chewing and shifted the French toast in her mouth to take the second bite of egg. Flavors mingled—eggs spiced with parsley and thyme. Somehow against the cinnamon and sugar, it was delicious.

“Ooh, she does like it.” Hugh narrowed his eyes, watching her.

Another cowboy approached them, but Hugh just scooped more egg onto his fork, giving her undivided attention.

“What’s up, Quay?” Riggs asked, refolding his burrito, which was spilling all over his own French toast.

Hugh shifted as if uncomfortable, and he gave Quay a sidelong look of warning. Sibyll went on high-alert. Was Riggs really serious in saying other cowboys would try to take his place in bed? Maybe Hugh was worried about it too—protecting her and Riggs. It was obvious her two cowboys shared a connection that went deeper than sex.

Riggs inched closer to her, and Hugh prodded her with the second bite of eggs. Before she’d begun to chew, Riggs was shoving another bite into her mouth—pineapple this time.

Brand new flavors burst on her tongue.

Quay gave her a lopsided grin. His boyish good looks would tantalize almost any woman. With sandy hair that flopped into his smoldering eyes and tanned, baby smooth cheeks and jaw, she couldn’t help but wonder which lucky woman he’d been paired with.

He leaned his elbows on the table and spoke low and urgently. “We’re planning a joke for tonight. On Booker.”

At the name, Hugh sat up straighter.

Quay’s eyes lingered on Sibyll as she chewed, and Riggs smacked him in the shoulder. “You here to talk jokes or ogle our girl?”

Sibyll’s face flamed, and Quay let his gaze slide away. “So Booker has his sex toy fetish, right? We’re going to pull all the batteries.”

Riggs’s eyes bulged. “All of them? There must be a hundred dildos alone. That’s going to take some time.”

“He guards that toy cupboard like a he’s a Knights Templar. How are we going to open a hundred dildos as well as vibrating butt plugs and other toys and dump batteries before he sees us?”

Quay grinned. “Six of us are in on it already. With you two, that’s about twenty sex toys to disarm per person.”

Riggs burst out laughing. “I’m in. What’s our time frame?”

“Well, Booker is locked down pretty tight with this new girl. Apparently she has some kind of sex-toy fetish too. Who knew? Holly does a great job of reading between the lines when she matches. Anyway, Booker is only coming up for air long enough to feed the poor girl. So by my watch we have…” Quay glanced at the sports watch around his wide wrist “…about ten minutes.”

“Not enough time to gather mini screwdrivers to open the battery compartments.” Hugh raised another bite for Sibyll, but she took a drink of coffee instead.

“We’ve got a handful of screwdrivers at the ready. You guys in?” Quay looked between the guys, but carefully avoided looking at Sibyll.

“I’m in. Meet you around back in a minute.” Riggs horked down half his burrito in one bite.

“Count me out,” Hugh said. When he looked at Sibyll, she noted the strain around his lips.

“Ah man, you’re always with me during these pranks. C’mon, Donovan.”

“I’m sitting this one out.” Hugh’s tone brooked no argument.

Quay straightened and gave him a begrudging smile. “I don’t blame ya. Have fun.” He waggled his brows.

Riggs’s face darkened as Quay moved away. “Maybe I’ll sit this one out too.”

“Nope. They need you. Better hurry if you’re going to disarm all those dildos, Archer.”

Riggs gave a nod, eyes softer, less suspicious. He climbed off the bench and grabbed his half-empty plate. “I’ll catch up to you two later?”

Hugh grew quiet, but Sibyll’s heart lurched at the thought of not having Riggs in her bed again. “Yes,” she spoke up.

Before walking away Riggs pressed a kiss to the side of her throat. Instant heat wove through her body, and her nipples puckered.

Once she and Hugh were alone, she studied him. He polished off his sausage and began on his burrito, letting her take over feeding herself. Something was bothering him.

“You really can go join in the fun if you’d like. I’ll just go back to the room and read for a little bit.” The bookshelf in the bungalow was crammed with erotic novels as well as magazines. Mere thoughts of perusing that content made her sweat.

He shook his head. “Nah. I’ve been part of a lot of practical jokes in my time here.”

She swallowed another bite of paper-thin pineapple. “Like what?”

The corner of his mouth tipped up in a grin. The green sparks in his eyes seemed to flare brighter. “Gluing a Boot Knocker’s ass to the toilet seat. Replacing parmesan cheese with wood shavings. Ropes tied up in knots so they can’t use them on their…uh, women. Those sorts of things.”

Looking around the dining hall that was slowly emptying of people, she smiled. Picturing the camaraderie between the Boot Knockers made them seem like more of a family and less like employees.

That word was icy water splashed over her soul. Employees. She was seated across from one—Hugh got paid for sitting with her, making sure she was full and comfortable.

And for fucking her.

She lowered her gaze. The candle of feelings inside her flickered. She couldn’t give her heart to these guys. They only worked for her.

But as Hugh used a knuckle under her chin to raise her head to meet his intense stare again, her candle burned brighter once more.

 

 

Hugh made absolutely certain Sibyll was asleep before he pulled the outer door closed. He didn’t want her leaving on her own—last time she’d roamed the ranch alone she’d brought Riggs back to their bed.

Anyone but Riggs would mean good or bad sides. On one hand, Hugh wasn’t “into” other Boot Knockers. The flip side of that coin was he was into Riggs.

He paused on the stoop of the bungalow and gazed across the glory of the ranch. Sun beat down, hot on his shoulders. He tipped his hat lower against the glare and struck off across the field.

What he needed was half an hour with the horses. How long would Sibyll sleep? They’d kept her up all night, loving her, with only short power naps between sessions.

Damn, she’d been a wild woman with him and Riggs. Seeing her finally release had done warm things to his insides. And the connection between her and Riggs was undeniable.

Hugh still didn’t know if he liked that or not.

As he strode through the taller grasses toward the paddock, he spied Paul and a few other hands working around the barn. It shouldn’t bother him that Paul had seen him and Riggs together intimately, but it did.

After Travis…

Hugh scrubbed a hand over his face, catching the scents of Riggs and Sibyll. No matter how many times he’d washed since their last encounter, it seemed those two were in his pores.

He dropped his hand to his side and circled away from the other guys. What he needed was time to think.

Once he reached the gate, he rested his elbows on it and simply stared at the horses. A group of them trotted together, around and around, displaying gleaming tails and proud necks.

He stared at their beauty and strength, and all he could think about was last night. Seeing Sibyll come apart was one of the best moments of his life. He could count on one hand moments like that. And one of them happened to be the day he’d met Travis.

Being with that man had changed Hugh. In weeks he’d tapped a tender well of emotion, but weeks later when Travis had dumped him, Hugh had thrown as much dirt and garbage on top of the sweet waters as possible. Burying the memories and making them into something dirty and polluted worked best.

But the same flood of feelings he’d felt for Travis lived in his heart for Sibyll. Seeing her with Riggs both tormented and thrilled him. His protective hackles had risen. Hugh had fought for her and won her.

Only because I used Riggs’s feelings to demand he back off.

The truth was a jagged bed of guilt that he had to lie in. Riggs wanted more with Hugh. For professional reasons, they couldn’t allow more than a chance meeting or the sharing of a client. But dammit, if someone came in and tried to sweep Riggs away, Hugh wouldn’t like it one bit.

And Sibyll was the same. When Quay had come sniffing around her, Hugh had battled the need to crush the man. And what he’d said in passing, about Holly’s ability to match perfectly, bothered the hell out of Hugh. What was it about Damian that made Holly believe he and Sibyll would be a good pair?

Now Hugh was happy he didn’t need to speak with Damian or Ty to get advice about helping Sibyll reach climax. He didn’t need to let his guard down around her any more than he had already.

Hell, if he were honest, he’d let a wall shielding his heart collapse. The instant she’d heart-throbbed him, he’d been a goner.

The horse trainer gave an order, and the horses picked up the speed, circling the paddock. One broke away from the others, faster and more agile. It was the mare he and Riggs hoped to breed to begin their herd.

As Hugh watched her, he tried to forget about relationships and the tough emotions that came with them. He was here to do a job. He’d stay with Sibyll a few more days then send her out into the world, primed for orgasm.

The idea of another man touching her…Grrr.

He shoved away from the gate and took off walking. Halfway to the office, he glimpsed Riggs.

Purposely turning in the other direction, he fought to keep his mind off the man and woman who were becoming too damn important to him.

 

Riggs stared after the man, too aware of the lines of his body and his own reaction to them.

The joke on Booker had been pulled off without a hitch. Just about now he should be opening his toy cupboard only to find every toy was dead. Quay had carried away a five-gallon bucket full of batteries, and the rest of the Boot Knockers had sneaked off, holding their stomachs against the laughter.

But now Riggs didn’t feel a hint of humor. Was Hugh avoiding him because of Sibyll?

When Riggs had first joined the pair, he’d been hopeful he and Hugh would achieve their goal and have fun in the process. About five minutes into the love play, Riggs had recognized the passion between all three.

Hugh had feelings for her—that was evident. And Riggs wanted Hugh with a blazing passion. After staring into Sibyll’s eyes and seeing her unravel, Riggs had an inkling that putting her on a plane back to Atlanta wouldn’t be as easy as he’d first guessed.

As he watched Hugh stalk across the field away from him, Riggs muttered, “Fuck.”

What had gone on between Hugh and Sibyll after Riggs had left? Their developing relationship tasted bitter going down.

More and more Riggs was beginning to believe he should make a break from the Boot Knockers. Maybe he could stay at the ranch, do the job of one of the hands like Paul.

His conversation with Sibyll echoed through his mind. Talking about building the herd excited him. And the things Sibyll mentioned made perfect sense. The endeavor was doable—lucrative even. At the moment the challenge of breeding horses seemed more exciting than taking another woman to bed.

Especially when bedding any woman but Sibyll would feel wrong to the marrow of his bones.

He jerked at the revelation.

Growling under his breath, he stomped into the four-wheeler shed and selected a key off the nail on the wall. In seconds the engine was screaming as he raced the four-wheeler across the field.

He hit the peak of a hill and dropped into the valley. Jumping on the gas, he flew up the opposite hill. The wind on his face smelled of Hugh, though. And when Riggs licked his lips, he tasted Sibyll.

“Damn.” He slowed the four-wheeler. He could keep running—on horseback or ATV—and in the end, his heart said the same thing.

He trundled at a slower pace around a bend where field converged with woods. Something gray streaked along the horizon, and Riggs squinted to get a better view.

For a second he couldn’t make sense of what he was seeing. Only when the horse crunched in half, bucking madly, did his mind accept the situation. He’d seen a horse buck like that after stepping on a bee nest. Only a hurt animal would make that motion.

Riggs gunned the ATV toward the horse. It continued to leap across the horizon. The closer he got, the more he realized something else was very wrong with this animal. Its ribs stood out, the hide sucked in around each curved bone. And its tail was choppy as if the hair was falling out.

He’d heard of animals being abandoned to the wild. Times were tough for people. But dammit, if this were the case with the horse…

Cutting the engine, he worked out how to approach the animal. It was half out of its mind, bucking for minutes at a time then gasping for breath. Starvation made it weak.

Riggs had to reach it, throw a rope around it and get it back to the barn where he could have a vet examine it. If it was too far gone… Well, they’d deal with it if the time came.

Using slow movements that wouldn’t spook it further, he opened the metal trunk on the back of the four-wheeler and removed a rope. The Boot Knockers were always prepared to lasso an animal or pull a friend out of the mud, so they kept rope in every trunk. After looping it, he approached the horse.

Up close it was in sorrier shape. Patches of hair were gone, and its tongue lolled out.

Riggs crooned to it, nonsense words. It eyed him and threw its head. “Easy boy.”

The horse was sixteen hands high easy, once a strong beast. What had happened? Had it broken free, gotten lost? Not all ranchers spent countless hours searching for lost animals.

“Let me help you.” He threw the rope. It dragged over the ground, catching air. He reeled it in and threw again, stepping into the move.

The horse reared.

Riggs came to—on his side, stomach burning with pain and bile in his throat. Through blurry vision he spotted the horse still doing its bucking pain-dance and his rope lying uselessly in the grass.

He tried to sit up, gasped and vomited. He collapsed again, jackknifed around the pain splitting his side. Broken ribs, maybe worse. Internal injuries.

Fighting to keep from passing out again, he fished for his cell in his pocket and stabbed a button that would connect him with one of two people he wanted right now.

Hugh’s baritone soothed the panic in Riggs’s heart. “Archer?”

Wetness burned in Riggs’s eyes. He opened his mouth and retched again.

“Riggs! What the hell’s going on?”

He coughed, spat. Tried to speak and could only gasp.

“Riggs, talk to me.”

“Top field. Woods.” He pushed the words out, hoping they were strong enough to be heard.

“Hurt? Fuck, man. Let me get help.”

“Ambulance.” Riggs’s head spun. He closed his eyes and let his cheek rest against the spiky grass.

 

 

Sibyll walked into the dining hall, and everyone stopped dead. She made a quick sweep of the space, searching for Hugh or Riggs. After sleeping for two hours, she’d awakened yearning, hoping to find them ready and waiting. Instead, she’d sat in her bungalow for another hour while neither man came.

Two cowboys sat at one of the tables, sharing snacks with their women. One paused with a cheese cube partway to his mouth.

She immediately sensed something was wrong. “What’s going on?”

They shifted their gazes away, avoiding her question by whispering to their companions.

Sibyll approached the table. “Where are Hugh and Riggs?”

When one cowboy opened his mouth to speak, the other shook his head. “She doesn’t need to get involved. She’s here to have a good time.”

Not get involved? She was up to her neck in her two cowboys. She folded her arms and gave the guys her best glare. “You’d better tell me what’s going on. I deserve to know.”

The cowboy wearing a bandanna around his neck nodded. “She’s right. She does deserve to know.  Hugh and Riggs are at the hospital.”

Cold terror ripped through her. Her hands went numb. “What?”

He jumped up and grabbed her arm. “Sit down. You look as if you’re going to pass out.”

“No!” She shook him off. The hospital? What had happened? Had Riggs and Hugh pounded each other into the traction unit? Or had something worse happened—an accident?

“Calm down, Sibyll. Try to take a deep breath. Quay, pull my truck around. I’m going to drive Sibyll to the hospital.”

“What the hell happened?” Her voice was too shrill, showing too much of her involvement with both men. God, the thought of either of them hurt made her bowels watery.

“Horse accident. Riggs was taken by ambulance.”

The vision of Hugh’s still-discolored eye flashed in Sibyll’s mind. He’d been kicked and acted as if it were a love tap. But if Riggs was in the hospital, something worse had befallen him.

She started to shake. “Take me to them. Hurry!”

Quay circled the table to plant a kiss on his woman, and she cupped his jaw. A soft word was exchanged. Did everyone fall for the man they were assigned to? Sibyll began to think this whole Boot Knockers Ranch wasn’t a good idea.

A truck appeared in the grass outside the windows, and Quay took Sibyll outside and put her in the cab. As they sped off toward the main road, a hundred scenarios ran through her head. Several minutes later she finally gathered her wits enough to ask Quay what happened.

“Riggs came across a wild horse. It had been starved and was out of its head. He got too close, it looks like it reared…”

She stopped hearing him. Sirens went off in her head and didn’t stop ringing until they pulled up in front of the hospital. The facility was small compared to those in Atlanta. Was such a small establishment even capable of caring for the injuries Riggs must have sustained? He should be transported—life-flighted if need be.

Quay took her inside and settled her in a waiting room while he went to talk to a nurse. Sibyll wrung her hands, staring at the ugliest painting of a bouquet in pastel tones she’d ever seen. When she looked up, Hugh filled the doorway.

Leaping to her feet, she was unable to contain her cry. She hurtled across the space and into his arms. “What happened? Are you okay?”

He wrapped his arms around her and buried his face against her neck, inhaling deeply. She held on for dear life, hating to admit even to herself how shaken she was by his reaction.

“Hugh! What’s going on?”

Straightening, he met her gaze. Creases lined his face. Out in the Texas sun they looked healthy, normal. Within these pastel walls the lines were frightening.

“They’re taking him to a room now. They have the results of the tests back, but I haven’t heard them yet.”

“God, is it bad?” She thought of Riggs’s strong, virile body, and her stomach cramped.

Hugh released her. He pulled off his hat and scraped his fingers through his hair, making it stand on end. “Not sure. He was pretty bad off when we brought him in. But sweetheart, don’t worry. He’ll be okay. He’s in the best hands here. The doctors know cowboy injuries. And we’ll finish what we started, me and you.”

She gaped at him. Did he really believe her concern was for her sex life? “I just hope he’s okay. Can we see him?”

“In a few. Sweetheart, sit down. Get some coffee.” He gestured to the courtesy coffee in the corner. “I’ll check with the nurses and be in for you as soon as I can.”

Nodding, she plunked into the horrid, uncomfortable chair again. Hugh vanished, and two other people came in, looking distraught. More people drifted in and out, and Sibyll’s throat burned.

Tears. Why would I shed tears for a man I’ve only fucked?

Because somehow in the course of the night, each man had wrapped her around their fingers. She didn’t want to leave Texas, The Boot Knockers Ranch or her cowboys.

When Hugh finally returned for her, she was pacing. She rushed to his side, and he wove an arm around her shoulders. The walk to Riggs’s room seemed endless. She peeked around the curtain and saw Riggs’s face, pale against his stark black hair. Her heart turned over.

He spotted her, eyes tracking her progress to his bedside. A wan smile graced his handsome face. “You came. You didn’t have to.”

She would have smacked him with her purse if she’d carried one. “Of course I had to!”

His smile spread, and he winced. A shiver gripped her.

“Sit down,” Hugh commanded. The gruff tone of his voice made her look at him hard. “Baby, we don’t need you passing out.”

Did she look that bad? Damn, they’d really discomposed her.

That’s what happens when people you care about get hurt.

She stiffened her spine. Did she care for these cowboys? She’d only slept with them.

And they gave me the most pleasure I’ve ever known.

Looking into Hugh’s eyes, then Riggs’s, she accepted they had treated her with the utmost respect too. They’d shown her so much sweetness, she probably had cavities. And they’d gotten to know more about her in a few short days than most of her boyfriends did in six months.

“Don’t sit there. Sit here.” Riggs patted the space on the bed.

She balked. “I’ll hurt you.”

“He isn’t hurt,” Hugh said. “The pansy-ass doesn’t even have a broken rib.”

“But—”

Riggs nodded, looking abashed. “Contusions.”

“Barfed his guts out like a little baby and mistook it for internal injuries.” Hugh cuffed Riggs in the shoulder.

Riggs laughed and doubled up. “Jeezus, don’t make me laugh. I hurt, man.”

Hugh sank to the bed, crowding Riggs. He pulled Sibyll down to sit too. When Riggs looked at Hugh, she saw more than passion.

“Mr. Donovan, would you mind taking a phone call on behalf of Mr. Archer?” The nurse’s appearance got them both off the bed in a hurry.

“Sure.” He sent Sibyll an intense look that curled her toes and made her think of breakfast in bed.

He left the room.

Riggs reached for her. “Come here, baby. You look so worried. I’m sorry for that.”

She slipped into his arms, careful not to jar him. “Are you really okay?”

“They say I am, though I hurt like hell. I’m only in the hospital because of the ambulance ride. They’ll let me go tomorrow.” He directed a lock of her hair behind her ear.

“You were trying to save that horse.”

His eyes darkened. “Yes.”

“Where is it now?”

“Hugh sent the guys after it. They have him boarded in the barn.”

Somehow that news made her breathe a sigh of relief. She tentatively slid a hand down his arm. When he didn’t pull a face, she figured his arm wasn’t bruised, and did it again. “I’m so glad to hear it.”

“And hear I’m okay?” His eyes twinkled.

“Yes. But you scared me, you jerk.”

He laughed and grunted. “Damn, that is painful.”

“You scared Hugh too.”

He went still and sobered. “Did I?”

She couldn’t resist cupping his jaw. “Does he know you’re in love with him?”

Riggs twisted his head away but didn’t even deny his feelings. “No.”

“Why don’t you tell him?”

“He’s not into that. Besides, we work together.”

“But people fall in love all the time while working together.”

“It’s not like that for Hugh.”

She studied his dark lashes against his pale cheeks. At that instant Hugh returned, bearing a bouquet of pink and white blooms. With a chuckle he read the card to Riggs: “To our delicate flower. The Boot Knockers.”

Shaking his head, Riggs threw him a grin. “Jackasses. I hope they’re prepared to wake up with their eyebrows shaved off.”

Sibyll couldn’t contain the giggle that burst from her. Hugh and Riggs slid their arms around her, and she’d never felt so secure or happy. Unfortunately, she only had a few more days to bask in it.


Chapter Ten

As Hugh led Sibyll across the field to Bungalow 9, a chorus of peeper frogs serenaded them, and the moon was a medallion riding low on the horizon. The light kissed Sibyll’s pale hair and turned it into spun gold. He clenched his fingers to keep from touching it.

Not yet.

His cock demanded he take her here, in the field, but he fought back the urge. She deserved a soft bed, not rough weeds and hard earth.

An image of her riding him flitted through his mind, and he bit off a growl.

Her ass twitched with every step. Too easily he recalled the round globes of her luscious behind thrust into the air so he could fuck her. This time he did groan. Sharing her body with Riggs had been one of the best experiences of his life.

She threw a look over her shoulder. “You okay?”

“Yes, almost there.” It was a good thing, since he didn’t know how much longer he could contain his need.

Having her arrive at the hospital had blown his mind. He’d been with a lot of clients over the years, and guessed very few of them would have shown up once they heard a cowboy had been injured. But Sibyll had refused to leave even after learning Riggs was okay.

The porch lights on the bungalows were set on timers, so hers already beckoned. Hugh followed her inside. Before she even reached for the light switch, he grabbed her.

She released a cry of surprise. In one fluid motion he kicked the door shut and shoved her against the wall. Bracing his hands on either side of her head, he leaned in so their lips almost touched.

Her breath came in quick, mint-scented pants. When Hugh ground his erection into her pussy, she melted. He trapped her body at the moment he claimed her mouth. Passion flowed in him as he chased her tongue around her mouth.

Moving restlessly, she sucked on his tongue.

“I’m going to keep you coming all night, baby.” He plucked her off her feet. In a few steps they were in the bedroom. Darkness drenched the room, but he could see the shadow of the bed. When he laid her on it, she wrapped her arms and legs around him.

Cupping her breast, he moaned. “Hell, baby. You’re ready.” Her nipple was a hard pebble against his palm. He rubbed it in a slow circular pattern then went counterclockwise. As she started to rock her hips against his, he moved to her other breast.

She scrabbled at the cloth between his shoulders and yanked his shirt overhead. When she surged upward and bit his nipple, he lost it.

He ripped off her clothes. Her shoes hit the floor with two thuds, followed by jeans, top and the sexiest hot-pink thong panties he’d ever seen. He left her bra on, but pulled the cloth down so each plump breast popped free.

She stared up at him, eyes glittering in the dim light streaming in from the moon. Was it his imagination or… No, she was filled with lust. That was all.

Pressing her tits together, he lowered his mouth to her nipples. One, the other and back again, licking the decadent treats until her pussy grew wet against his jeans.

Damn, he needed to get out of this constricting fabric, but doing so risked losing control. Drawn by the scent of her arousal, he lifted one of her legs high and dived between her thighs.

The first taste of her pussy was sheer heaven. He buried his tongue deep, gathering her flavors. Then he ran the tip up and down her soaking seam. Each time he traced a path over her clit, her belly dipped.

He reached up her body and pinched both nipples while lapping her sweetness. She arched, and he doubled his efforts, determined to make her come twice before he took his ease.

“More,” she gasped.

Until she grabbed his hair he hadn’t realized he’d lost his hat somewhere. The sting on his scalp felt better than good. He held on to that pleasure-pain, lost in her need.

He slowed his intimate kiss, drawing out her sounds into long, primitive moans. When he pushed his tongue into her pussy, her first contraction against his mouth made his pulse pound.

With a rushing in his ears, he made a lazy flip over her clit. She burst, drenching him with delicious female juices. As he applied pressure to her clit, she tugged his hair, directing him.

After a moment he lifted his head. Even in the dark, he knew she was smiling. The white flash of her teeth gave it away even if the way she curled up and around him did not.

To think two days ago she hadn’t known this ecstasy. He grinned and his ego inflated a bit more.

He got to his feet and shuffled a few feet to the nightstand. The drawer held a stash of condoms as well as a brand new toy. He rolled on a condom. When he switched the toy on, the humming made her twist on the bed.

“You’re not using that on me, are you?”

“I’m not using it on myself, baby.” He climbed onto the bed and lay on his back. “Get on me.”

When she began to straddle him, he pinched her bottom. She squeaked. “No, not that direction. Face away.”

With her above him, the moonlight bathed her face and he was able to see the surprise cross her features.

He caressed her hip. “Trust me.”

“I do.” Without another word she positioned herself over him, facing away.

Christ, what was he thinking? Her round ass pointed in his direction was going to make him come too soon. He scrubbed his free hand over his face then slicked the small silver vibrator with her own juices.

She sank her nails into his thighs, raising a growl. He was about to recreate the best night of her life—without Riggs. Would it be enough to have Hugh and a toy?

Part of him wanted Sibyll all to himself. Sharing her was unacceptable—except with Riggs. He should be here too, dammit. Hugh felt as if part of himself had been left in the hospital.

He pumped the dildo in and out of her pussy until the wet noise reached his ears. Then he clutched her hips and pulled her down on his cock. To distract himself from the heat blazing through his system, he grunted. “If you weren’t a biologist, what would you be?”

She stilled with his cock half buried in her. The lines of her back tensed. “I don’t know. A pharmacist?”

He jerked her all the way on top of him until her pussy was flush against his body. He ground his teeth. “Wrong answer. You’d be a cowgirl.”

With a cry, she began to ride him. The angle…he shuddered. Heat climbed his walls. Before he could spill, he had to get her off. He brought the still-wet dildo to her ass.

As he rested the vibrating toy alongside her pucker, she rocked. Her body put off so much heat, he’d believe her feverish if he didn’t know better. He inserted the vibrator in her ass. Inch by slow inch it disappeared.

His balls drew up to his body, throbbing for release. When he slipped the toy the whole way in her ass, he thought he might have a heart attack. The fullness, the pressure, it mimicked having both him and Riggs in her body.

“Fuck, you’re so perfect. Ride me, baby.”

She threw her head back and leaned back on her heels, gyrating on his shaft. He pulsed the dildo in her ass and felt the vibrations in his own flesh.

“Think of us—me and Riggs.” God, why had he said that? It was the throes of lust, nothing more. He went with the head-rush and kept talking. “Think of him in your ass while I fuck your pussy.”

Sibyll rocked. Biting off his roar, he twisted her hair and pulled.

The added sensation sent her sailing. Her body clamped on his cock and the vibrator, milking each. He closed his eyes. A mental picture of her and Riggs consumed him—and he lost himself to the whirling waters of the unknown.

 

 

Hugh prodded Sibyll onto her back. The first rays of sunlight burst in a star pattern over her bare form.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, nuzzling the spot between her shoulder and neck. She gave a soft sigh and hooked her arm around his shoulders.

“Again?” she murmured.

“Mmm-hmm.” Now that he knew how to get her off, he couldn’t get enough. He needed to see that holy-shit expression on her face and feel her quake.

He pressed soft kisses to her throat, then around to her collarbone. She turned to jelly in his hold. When he reached her mouth, she turned her lips against his.

The floor seemed to fall out from under him. Passion surged. He cradled her face and kissed her. Slow, lazy swirls of his tongue weren’t nearly enough. He flipped atop her, pinning her into the mattress where they’d made love all night.

He scuffed his beard over her skin, marking every visible inch. “So soft.” He gently dragged his teeth over her tongue. She hissed. “Feminine.” He bit her lower lip, drawing back on it then releasing.

Her chest rose and fell, and her eyes darkened. Continuing his torment, he nibbled a line between her breasts to the V of her ribs then back up. She tried to direct him to her taut nipple, but he resisted.

For all of ten seconds.

When he clamped his teeth lightly over the bud, her spine lifted off the bed. He slipped his hands under her and tugged her tighter to him. His mind blanked as he drank in the sweet scents oozing from her pores.

Closing his eyes, he made his way by instinct to the other breast. He worshipped it for endless minutes. Every sound she made was a new star born. By the time he opened his eyes to see her gaze on him, he ached for her.

Still, he moved lower. Tonguing the undercurves of her breasts. Circling her navel with tiny kisses.

“Hugh.” His name was a ragged sigh on her lips. He molded her flesh to meet his hands—sides, belly, hips. God, he needed more. He kissed her right hip then the left. When he reached the front of her thigh, she grabbed his hand and directed it between her legs.

“Uh-uh,” he chided, and continued exploring. A small brown freckle lived smack dab in the center of her right thigh. But her left inner thigh was more sensitive.

“Stop!” She giggled, trying to roll away as he hit a ticklish spot. He caught her knee before she struck his head. As he directed it up and back, she sobered.

He held her gaze as he licked the back of her knee. She was splayed to him, pussy glistening and pink and ready. His cock stood out from his body, pointing toward her center. Holding back was imperative, because once he reached her feet he intended to flip her over and kiss her back.

He opened his mouth wide and pressed the flat of his tongue down the curve of her calf to her ankle, all the while fanning his fingers over her inner thighs.

“Please, Hugh.”

“When it’s time I’ll take care of you, baby.” He scraped his teeth over her ankle. Licked her instep. Sucked her toes. When he’d given the same care to the other leg, she reached for him.

“Not yet.” As he’d promised himself, he flipped her over and began working from bottom to top. Licking, nipping, biting and kissing every inch of skin from succulent toes to fragrant nape. He lingered over her ass. When she pushed onto her knees, he delivered that intimate kiss on her pucker that made her squirm. Still, he wouldn’t let up.

He rubbed his beard over her lower back until her skin was pink. Then he followed her spine with his tongue. Sliding his hands under her, he cupped her breasts.

Damn, why hadn’t he thought to put on a condom before undergoing this intense taste-test? Stopping now was the torture.

With a supreme amount of will, he reached into the drawer for a condom. He rolled it on with practiced ease, but it still took too long for his taste.

Sibyll lay on her stomach, face turned to the side. As he poised his cock at her entrance from behind, he watched her face ripple with pleasure.

Possessiveness rocked him. He grabbed her around the waist and rolled. With him spooning her, he hooked an arm beneath her knee and sank deep into her pussy.

The sunlight on her lashes, the red marks he’d made standing out and her tight grip on his cock heightened his need. Driven to stake his claim, he fucked her slowly, sucking on her neck until she surely wore a cherry red stain on her golden skin.

He guided her against him, hitching her leg higher until he bottomed out on the perfect spot.

A low moan escaped her. He pressed his fingers into her mouth, and she sucked.

“Jeezus.” The first spurt jetted from him, stripping him of all thought. The strong pulls of her inner muscles on his cock went on forever.

When she gasped around his fingers, he eased her leg onto the bed. Though she tried to pull free of his grasp, he held her close, loath to let her go. It wasn’t until the sun rose high in the sky, announcing one of the last days they’d have together, that he realized he wanted her to rush to his side as she had for Riggs.

 

 

Light duty. Hugh called it light duty and Riggs called it torture. Basically it meant hip gyration was out, as well as the heavier play like using whips or paddles. And though he technically didn’t have a woman to take care of right now, he wanted more than anything to be in bed with Sibyll and Hugh.

Being with both of them had done irreversible things to his heart. He’d had twenty-four hours in the hospital to think about their time together and how he felt about it. How had he managed to connect with Sibyll in such a short time?

He leaned against Shoot the Moon’s stall and stared at his favorite horse. The white star on its nose was dull gray. He needed a bath, but again, Riggs’s stiff muscles weren’t up to it today.

At the end of the barn the rescued horse was bedded down. It was given fresh hay every few hours because it was so ill it kept frothing at the mouth and soiling the hay. Still, it was improving, according to the vet.

Vitamins, antibiotics and a special food formulated to be easy on the digestive tract were administered on a schedule. Riggs had given the horse its latest meal a few hours ago.

“Hey, Archer.”

Riggs’s heart sped up at the use of his last name even as his brain registered it wasn’t coming from Hugh. He turned to see Jack standing in the doorway.

“What’s up?” he asked.

Jack moved toward Riggs and took his place close to Riggs—too close. They’d shared several woman, as well as sexual adventures. Jack liked to bottom for Riggs, and it was hot being in control, but he wasn’t Hugh.

Riggs sighed and waited for his friend to speak.

“How ya feeling?”

“Not bad. I’m on light duty though.”

Jack looked him over, gaze lingering. “I have Kayla warmed up. Whoooeee, is she warmed up.” He grinned and slapped the stall door, making Shoot the Moon whip his tail. “Anyway, Kayla is ready for more if you know what I mean.”

Riggs’s body didn’t even react to the implication of fucking Jack and Kayla. Normally his cock would extend even if it wasn’t Hugh. But not this time.

When he hesitated, Jack said, “I know you can’t really fuck. But maybe you can put on a show for her—let me suck you off before I fuck her. You can touch her any way you want. She’s more than willing.”

Riggs tipped his head in thought. Did he want that? A blow job might help him erase that night with Hugh and Sibyll from his mind.

Who was he kidding?

“What did you cure Kayla of?”

Jack’s eyes glittered. “Popped her cherry, man. She was more than ready, just hadn’t found a man she could trust.”

Riggs slapped him on the shoulder. “She’s not sore?”

“Nah. We’ve done a lot of oral and…” He lowered his voice. “I popped her ass cherry while I was at it.”

Just as he and Hugh had popped Sibyll’s. He shuddered.

“So I can count on you?” Jack asked.

Riggs rubbed a hand over his bruised ribs. “I’m not sure I’m up to it. Maybe you can get Quay.”

The way Jack looked him over said he wanted Riggs. “Too bad. Maybe next time.”

“Yeah.” Riggs’s tone was noncommittal, and Jack stared at him a heartbeat too long. Did he feel Riggs drawing into himself, curling around the hope in his heart? That conversation with Sibyll in the hospital had given Riggs whiplash. He’d spent every hour since then thinking of ways to tell Hugh he was in love with him—of ways to ask for more.

Like a commitment.

“Thanks for thinking of me,” Riggs said.

Jack started out the door. “Next time, Archer.”

Riggs bowed his head. He gazed at his boots for long minutes before Shoot the Moon nudged his hand. He gave the gelding a pat then left the barn.

Outside he passed two couples that looked more than cozy. They sat on a blanket on the grass between bungalows. From here Riggs spotted wine and a picnic basket, but the girls were lying back and their cowboys were hovering over them. Riggs watched them take turns touching each girl.

This part of the week usually spiraled into a few days of debauchery and exploration of more taboo sex play, such as partner swapping or orgies. The theater would be in use at this time of day.

Riggs headed that direction. Maybe a little viewing pleasure would wipe Hugh and Sibyll out of his brain.

But when he entered the theater, he stopped dead at the sight of curves in white lingerie, white garter and stockings and blonde hair teased into a sexy halo.

Sibyll was on stage.

There was no hiding himself. She and Hugh knew someone had entered, and Riggs had no choice but to move down the aisle and sink into his leather chair.

Sibyll stood in a spotlight. Low, sexy music projected into the room. Hugh stood at the side of the stage, watching her wrap around a stripper pole.

Whose idea had this been? Riggs tried to imagine Sibyll asking to learn how to pole dance. She didn’t seem the type. Then again, they’d cracked her shell a couple nights ago. Maybe the scientist in her had run away, leaving the wanton woman they’d fucked for hours.

As Riggs looked on, his cock swelled. He leaned back and drew his leg up on the chair to ease the throb in his groin.

“Right leg, let it swirl down to the bottom of the pole,” Hugh instructed.

Riggs riveted on the scene before him. Sibyll followed his instructions, and the result would have given a eunuch a boner. She shimmied around the pole, the white lace barely concealing her pink pussy. She spilled out of her bra top.

Rubbing a hand over his face, Riggs fought for control. Too well he knew how sensitive her nipples under that bra were. And how she tasted of feminine musk and Hugh.

He unzipped his fly and freed his cock.

If they hadn’t wanted to be viewed, they would have played stripper in the bungalow. But since she was in the theater, anyone could come in and watch—and enjoy.

Riggs stroked his shaft with slow deliberateness, drawing out the pleasure of Sibyll perfecting new moves and taxing muscles she probably never used. He shifted his gaze to Hugh. The man’s strong form raised an ache in Riggs.

But when he looked back at Sibyll, she was staring right at Riggs. His heart dipped as if he rode a wild rollercoaster. Then it just about pounded out of his chest.

His cock stretched another fraction. He held Sibyll’s gaze. She sank into a squat, legs splayed, showing off for him now. Hugh turned to see who she was looking at, and a shadow crossed his face.

With both of their attention on him, Riggs leaned back and began to stroke his cock in earnest. Pressure built. His balls felt fat and full. He slid a hand under them and pulled them free too, kneading them in one hand while pumping his shaft.

“Turn and bend over, baby.” Hugh’s instruction was barely a croak.

She did, but once she’d turned, she looked over her shoulder at Riggs again.

The pose was so sultry, seductive and so goddamn sweet, he couldn’t last. The burn of lust shot from the base of his spine. Hot spurts flooded over his fingers. Sibyll wiggled her ass, and Hugh issued a growl.

In a few strides, Hugh closed the distance between himself and Sibyll. He caught her around the waist and blocked her from Riggs’s view.

Effectively keeping her from looking at Riggs too. Damn him.

Riggs rode out his orgasm, but being cut from the scene hurt him. He pulled a bandanna from his back pocket and wiped himself and his fingers. When he looked up again, Hugh had ushered Sibyll offstage.

Probably fucking her.

Despair such as Riggs had never known claimed him. He righted his clothing and left the theater.

 

 

Sibyll leaned against the fence with the other ladies. Texas had pulled out all the stops for the Boot Knockers rodeo. Hundred-degree temps and air so thick she could swim through it, and the guys were lined up in all their glory. Wearing chaps, western shirts and jeans, they must be dying.

A rivulet of sweat ran down Sibyll’s nape. She caught it with a fingertip and brushed it away.

“Ladies, welcome to this special display of skill, prowess and talent. You’ve experienced it in the bedroom, now witness it in the field!” Isabel, the stage manager hollered from horseback. She let her horse prance around the ring back and forth before the cowboys.

Hugh looked delicious in a dark blue shirt and warm brown leather. His hat was pulled low against the sun, but Sibyll felt the weight of his stare. Despite the heat, gooseflesh rose on her arms.

“Jack does that to me too,” Kayla said at her side, nodding toward the bumps on Sibyll’s arm.

Sibyll smiled and directed her attention back to the cowboys. Riggs stood with thumbs hitched in his buckle, legs wide, his black hat different from the one he normally wore.

This past day without him had felt wrong. Though Hugh had turned her inside out with every type of pleasure imaginable, her mind continued to skip back to their time with Riggs.

Her stomach knotted, and she felt like broadcasting the fact to Kayla. No one knew how both men affected Sibyll. And she had very few hours left to show those men just how important she considered them.

Isabel galloped past, telling the women to take seats in the wooden bleachers. Sibyll moved off with the others, keeping Hugh and Riggs in her sights. Riggs was moving less gingerly and she wondered what event he’d participate in that wouldn’t strain him. After her lesson in pole dancing, she’d asked Hugh—between fiery kisses—if Riggs would be joining them.

But Hugh had simply locked her to the wall and proceeded to undress her then blow her mind by lifting her on her toes each time he pounded into her.

She sat in the bleachers surrounded on all sides by the women she’d huddled backstage with not so long ago. Then they’d been wringing hands and giving each other nervous smiles. Now the group was more relaxed. Some lounged back to watch their cowboys. Others shared secrets of their past days.

“Damian is such a thorough lover. Not at all like my exes. I thought it was all me, but it was really them,” one leggy brunette said.

A petite redhead nodded. “I’ve had all of my fantasies fulfilled.” She gave a private smile the other woman didn’t question.

Sibyll crossed her legs as she thought about fulfillment. Yes, she’d finally experienced the big O—dozens of them. But she’d lost part of herself in the process. She never wanted to leave the Boot Knockers Ranch. Did anyone else feel this way?

She glanced at Kayla. Jack ran into the small arena with Stowe on horseback. The crowd cheered. Seconds ticked by as they waved and showed off. Then suddenly an air horn blasted and a calf raced into the center.

Stowe jerked his heels into his mount, and the horse took off, circling after the calf. Hooves beat the turf. Sibyll leaned forward as Stowe tossed the rope. It landed perfectly over the calf’s neck, and he jerked it tight at the same moment Jack sprinted to the calf. In a blink he’d bound the calf and thrust his hands into the air.

Kayla whooped with joy and jumped to her feet. Sibyll and the others applauded. When Kayla sat again, she said, “He’s very good with ropes.” A pink flush climbed her cheeks.

Sibyll giggled. “I’m sure he is.”

“And so is Quay…”

So Kayla had experienced a ménage as well. Sibyll studied her face for signs of emotions. Was she feeling that bone-deep ache at the thought of leaving the ranch too?

“Kayla, would you stay here if you could?”

Startled, Kayla turned brown eyes on her. After a minute she shook her head. “It’s been an experience of a lifetime, and I’ll never, ever forget it. But…I couldn’t leave my life.”

Sibyll contemplated the things she had in Atlanta. A job, a few friends. Even her apartment held very few things she’d bother returning for.

If Hugh and Riggs asked me to stay, I’d never look back.

She shook herself and focused on the ring just as Riggs stormed in on a black horse with a white star on its nose. During the few seconds of her exchange with Kayla, someone had set up half a dozen hurdles for jumping.

Riggs passed the stands, gaze on Sibyll. She heated. He moved on, circling twice before positioning the horse. Sibyll searched for Hugh and found him seated on the gate, as if ready to launch into the arena to save Riggs if necessary.

Her heart flexed.

Riggs spotted Hugh as well. To Sibyll, the look they shared was much, much more—an intimate moment. Somehow she needed to convince Riggs to confess his feelings, and Hugh needed to accept. When Sibyll left the ranch, they’d still have each other.

Despondence was a storm cloud over her as Riggs flawlessly executed the jumps. The light way the horse landed barely jarred him. When he finished, the crowd cheered.

Sibyll jumped to her feet and clapped for him. He did a revolution of the arena, slowing before her and tipping his hat.

Hugh jumped off the gate and started toward the stands. Sibyll glanced between the big hulk of alpha male coming her way and Riggs, who had stopped the horse and dismounted.

Both men bore down on her.

She hurried out of the stands, unsure whether to flee to her bungalow or let them overtake her. The dark expression Hugh wore spoke loudly of his displeasure. She shivered. He had only agreed to the threesome with Riggs because she’d asked for it. And the moment he’d seen Riggs getting off on her pole dancing performance, he’d dragged her offstage.

She ducked under the bleachers and started across the field toward her bungalow. Sweat stuck her top to her spine, and her jeans felt weighted. She didn’t get five steps before Hugh grabbed her.

Riggs reached her a split second later. “What’s your problem, Donovan?” he asked.

Hugh glared at him. “Don’t get involved, Riggs.”

Pain flashed across Riggs’s face.

Sibyll’s heart hitched. She raced headlong into the testosterone minefield. She placed a hand on each male chest. “Don’t fight. Don’t you see what’s going on?”

Hugh blinked at her from the shadow of his hat. “No.”

She turned her head to look at Riggs. He shook his head imperceptibly, but she went on. “This tension has nothing to do with me.”

“Like hell,” Hugh said.

“Only partly,” Riggs said at the same time.

Under her fingers, both men’s hearts raced. She closed her eyes and allowed the drumming to guide her thoughts and actions. She wanted this to work between them—they were perfect together. And if she never saw them again, maybe they’d talk about her once in a while.

Her eyes filled, and she gulped down her sadness. She met Hugh’s stare. “His feelings run deeper than just friendship. Anyone can see that.”

Riggs stopped breathing. But Hugh stepped away from her touch. “Not true.”

“Is true,” Riggs breathed.

Hugh’s eyes widened, and his jaw flexed as if he ground his teeth. “Goddammit!” He spun away and strode off.

All the air left Sibyll as she watched Hugh leave, back rigid. A pained noise sounded, and she realized it had come from her.

Riggs wrapped his arms around her. She fell against his chest, tears spilling over for what she’d done. “I’m sorry, Riggs. So sorry.”

He smoothed her hair and held her nape lightly. “Not your fault. You were trying to help.”

“But you knew he’d deny a relationship, and I did it anyway.”

Riggs pressed his lips to her temple. “Shh. Not your fault.”

Fear gripped her, making her fingers cold even though she was sweating. “What will he do?” She drew back to look into Riggs’s eyes, devastated all over again by the sight of his pain.

“He’ll be back. He’ll blow off some steam then everything will be normal again.”

His words sounded hopeful, but she could see by the set of his lips that Riggs was just as worried as she was.

 

 

Hugh paced up to the door of Bungalow 9. He poised his hand to knock then dropped it to his side, fist clenched.

Could he go through with this? Telling Sibyll he was stepping down as her Boot Knocker would gut him.

I haven’t done it yet. I don’t have to go through with it.

But after seeing her look at Riggs… The pair had something similar to what Hugh had with her. That didn’t make him special—she might have been paired with Ty or Damian and felt the same.

Hugh had seen it a few times before—a woman mistook sex for love.

But the worst thing was he’d broken every rule and fallen for her. The thought of her leaving slayed him.

And Riggs was in love with him. Hugh grunted. He’d known; of course he had. Only problem was he wasn’t getting involved with man or woman, Riggs or Sibyll. He was a Boot Knocker, and they’d signed a contract.

Growling, he whirled from the door and strode away from the bungalow. Then his mind changed again, and he spun back. The door was a flashing alarm. Warning: you are about to smash dreams and break your own heart.

He raised his hand and knocked. Riggs answered, and Hugh exploded.

“What the fuck are you doing here? No, don’t answer. I already know.”

“Hugh—”

“Don’t bother. Just go.” Hugh couldn’t meet Riggs’s eyes. If he did, he’d see things—feel things—he didn’t want to.

From the corner of his eye, he saw Riggs’s shoulders slump. Then he drifted past Hugh and onto the porch.

Hugh went inside and closed the door. Sibyll sat on a chaise lounge, face red, hair disheveled. He didn’t need to ask what the pair had been doing.

She started to get up, but he waved her down and took the seat opposite. Best to get this over with, make it short and sweet. He stared at her bare pink toes, memories of sucking them sharp in his mind.

He drew a deep breath. “Sibyll, I’m stepping down. You only have two days left, and Riggs can take over easily enough. He’s in good enough health.”

Dead silence. His heart ticked off the seconds. When he stole a look at her, she wore a mask, her features ravaged by shock and pain. “Hugh…”

“I’ll have Holly complete the paperwork on this, but you just have a good time. Enjoy the rest of your stay at the Boot Knockers Ranch.” Before he could take back every fucking last word, he lurched to his feet and stomped to the door.

Severing ties was right. He couldn’t lead her on. No, he couldn’t lead himself on. Confusion wobbled his resolve as he realized she might actually have feelings for both him and Riggs. And what exactly did Hugh feel?

He quietly closed the door of Bungalow 9 and walked away, burning to get in his truck and drive until he got his head on straight. Instead he headed to the bunkhouse and the bed that didn’t feel like his without either Riggs or Sibyll in it.

He slammed the door on the emotions bleeding from his heart.


Chapter Eleven

Jack, in all his six-feet, two-hundred-muscled pounds of glory, gripped his cock at the root and directed it into Kayla’s tight body. Riggs’s own shaft bobbed on his bare stomach.

Kayla moaned as Jack filled her. Riggs hardly registered her noise, because he only heard Sibyll’s sweet sounds in his head.

After leaving her to Hugh, he’d gone straight to Jack and asked if he was ready for that threesome now. Kayla had been more than up for it, and Jack had eagerly sucked Riggs off as promised.

With each erotic pull of his mouth, Riggs only hated himself more. When it seemed Jack would get lock jaw from Riggs’s inability to come, he’d brought Sibyll and Hugh to mind and had one of the biggest orgasms of his life.

Kayla arched her back and thrust against Jack, taking him again and again. The bed shimmied under them, and Riggs braced his knees against the side, his dick in hand.

It was unlikely he’d come again, no matter how turned on he was from watching this couple. Hugh and Sibyll were probably doing this right now too, and Riggs was more on the outside now than ever.

Jack fondled her nipples, shooting Riggs a glance to see if he’d do the honors. Riggs swallowed. The last thing he wanted was to touch her. Sure she was gorgeous and eager, but his heart had drawn a bulls-eye on a little scientist. Having feelings for both Hugh and Sibyll should be a happy experience, yet inside he felt grim.

When Kayla came around Jack, Riggs fisted his cock, imagining it was Sibyll, and Hugh’s cock on the receiving end. His eyelids grew heavy.

“Oh fuck, baby. You’re so fucking tight, but I’m gonna plow you until you’re not!” Jack snapped his hips, driving deeper. She cried out. Jack cried out.

It was over. Short and emotionless.

Riggs smiled at them, though he knew it didn’t reach his eyes. As Jack pulled a tired Kayla into his arms, Riggs got dressed, gave Jack a nod and left.

Outside, he blinked at the change. How long had he been in there? Dusk had fallen. Everyone would be at the grub house, but he wasn’t remotely hungry.

Sex—only sex—that’s what he’d just experienced. With Hugh and then Sibyll, it was different. He was linked to them. Talking to Sibyll about the ranch and her life enthralled him. Sharing a passion with Hugh for the ranch and horses thrilled him.

Without either in his life, he might as well take a lowly cowpoke position and simply try to exist.

He moved down the row of bungalows—6, 7 and 8. At number 9 he stopped. Everything in his being demanded he go inside and take what he wanted from the people he cared for.

Steeling himself, he opened the door without knocking.

Keening his ears, he expected the sounds of lovemaking, but he caught a sniffle that made his throat close up.

“Sibyll?” He ventured into the bedroom, where he found her facedown on the bed. Hugh was nowhere to be seen.

Riggs grabbed her shoulders and rolled her over. God, what were they doing to her? She’d come to the ranch to be babied, loved, worshipped, and he and Hugh had screwed that.

Her face was blotchy and tear-stained, and her nose was running. Quickly he strode to the bathroom and returned with a box of tissues. She took one and gave a pathetic blow.

“Sweetheart, what happened?”

She dragged in a hitching breath and blew with more force. Then she raised her head, and what little composure she had crumbled. “He left. Stepped down as my c-cowboy.” The last ended on a wail.

Riggs’s chest burned as he pulled her into his arms. He petted her hair as she cried all over his shirt. Damn that stupid man. Had he expected Sibyll to shrug off his revelation that he was leaving?

“He said you would…you would take care of me.”

“I will,” he said at once, but his promise went way beyond sex. He tugged her across his lap, cradling her perfectly. She curled around him, sniffing and hiccupping. He lost himself a little more to her.

“I will take care of you, Sibyll. But I think we need to talk about why you’re crying.”

She pulled away to look at him. God, she was beautiful and the most tender-hearted woman he’d ever met. He lost himself in her eyes for a long minute. Directing a tendril of hair behind her ear, he asked, “You feel more, don’t you?”

“Yes!” she burst, crying again. “From the start I didn’t feel this was just a game or a bunch of orgasms.”

“What do you feel, sweetheart?” He probed deep, hoping to see some spark there for him as well as Hugh.

She cupped Riggs’s jaw. “I don’t ever want to leave this ranch, that’s what.”

Warmth spread through his chest. He dropped a kiss to the crease between her brows, closing his eyes as he did. She smelled of peach body wash today, and dammit, that wasn’t right—she should smell like him and Hugh.

He kissed her softly, pulling away almost as soon as the caress began. “I think we’re in agreement that Hugh has fucked this up.”

She gave a throaty laugh. “Yes.”

“And we both…have feelings for him.”

“Yes.” Stronger this time.

“And we need to make him see just how he feels about us.”

She smiled. “How?”

“I think I have a plan.” He stared past her at the fading light, working out where Hugh would be at this time of day.

“What will we do?” She rested her head on Riggs’s chest, and his heart leaped. She was so eager to be loved. When she’d applied to come to the Boot Knockers Ranch, they’d gotten a prize.

“Hugh is a possessive man. He doesn’t like seeing us together. I say we let him believe we’ve fallen totally, completely in love and taunt him with it. But our time is short, so we need to strike now.”

When she smiled, he saw the hope in her eyes. “Where do we find him?”

He set her on her feet and stood too. “We’ll look in the bunkhouse first. If that fails, we’re going to the barn.”

Galvanized by their plan, she ran her fingers through her hair and scrubbed her face with a discarded bath towel. He stared at her.

“What?” she asked, running her tongue over her lip nervously.

“How do you look so gorgeous after all that crying?”

She flushed. “I’m ready.”

He grinned and steered her toward the door with a hand above her ass. “Me too. It helps that you look like you’ve just had a good fuck.” He slipped his hand down and pinched her round cheek.

She squealed and quickened her step. “If this works, I’m going to have the best fuck ever. With both of my cowboys.”

 

 

“Hugh, what are you doing here?” Holly’s voice startled him. He turned on the spinny desk chair to look at her.

He tapped a stack of files. “I’m just going through next week’s client files.” His voice sounded gritty with disuse. He’d been sitting here for the better part of two hours. He’d tried escaping to the bunkhouse, but Riggs had brought Sibyll in and they’d sat on his bed talking in low whispers until Hugh thought he’d lose his mind. When Riggs had leaned in to kiss her, Hugh had finally blown a gasket and fled.

Then he tried the barn. The rescued horse was on its feet, and Hugh had spent long minutes brushing him—until a feminine giggle he recognized all too well broke the silence of the barn.

After that Hugh had decided a quick trip to the grub house for coffee was what he needed. Except he didn’t even get to pour a cup before Riggs brought her in. He piled a plate with strawberries and led her to the cozy corner to feed her.

Damn him.

But really it was Hugh’s fault, wasn’t it?

Holly circled the desk and rested a hand on Hugh’s shoulder. She stared at his face, as if searching for something.

Uncomfortable, he asked, “Did you get your fantasy fulfilled?”

She removed her hand from his shoulder and blushed so hotly dew dotted her hairline. “Yes, it was…a night to remember.”

He couldn’t help but grin. “Good.”

She looked at him closely again. “What about you, Hugh?”

Sweeping a file aside and opening another, he tried to act as if his chest wasn’t on fire. “I’m going to finish this then go to bed.”

“Alone?”

The words in front of him blurred, along with the photo of the meek-looking female who would inevitably become a siren by the end of her week at the ranch. He scuffed a hand over his face. “You heard?”

“The whole ranch is talking about it, Hugh.”

He issued a ragged sigh. “They gossip more than women. You’d think with all this work, they’d be occupied. Guess I need to assign more ranch chores.”

Holly adopted an understanding smile. “Do you want to talk about why you did it?”

“No.”

“Okay then.” She pulled up a crate of supplies and sat on it. She always dressed in office attire while working, but since it was after hours, she wore jeans and a T-shirt that barely skimmed her waistband. When she moved, a sliver of tanned skin flashed.

He shook his head. “Is this a psychiatry office now?”

“You know it is. I counsel cowboys all the time. Why not you?”

He opened another file and stared at the photo unseeingly. If she thought he was going to pour out his soul, she was mistaken. All he wanted was to get through these files so he could fall into bed and sleep away this damned pain.

Visions of Riggs and Sibyll paraded through his mind. What was he doing to her right now?

“You broke all the rules, Hugh. First you stole her, then you abandoned her.”

Hugh firmed his lips to keep from raging at Holly. She meant well, but he was about to send her away crying. Scooping up the files, he stood and tucked them under his arm. “I’ll finish this in my room.”

He didn’t make it five steps before she called him. He pivoted to see her waving a file. “You forgot one.”

He stomped back and plucked the file from her hand. When he added it to his stack, he saw the name on the very first file he’d pulled—Sibyll Green.

Throat tight with the need to roar, he stormed out of the office. Crossing the field to the bunkhouse in long, angry paces didn’t alleviate his annoyance. And reaching the door only to come face to face with Riggs really didn’t.

“What the fuck do you want?” he growled.

Riggs only stared at him. God, Hugh hated Riggs’s ability to get to him without a goddamn word.

He shoved by him. Riggs caught his arm.

When Hugh whirled, he dropped the files. They spread over the grass, a fan of women’s hopes and dreams. He glared at Riggs, tensed to punch out his teeth if he so much as chided Hugh about his decision.

“You gonna hit me?”

“Maybe.” Hugh fisted his hands.

“It won’t make it better.”

He shook his head. “I’m not talking about this.”

Riggs narrowed his eyes at him. “You can’t hide from it.”

“From what?”

“The fact that you’re wrecked.” He moved close to Hugh, sending him reeling. He fucking smelled like her. Today it was peach. Hugh loved how she changed body washes daily—it said so much about her personality. She was exactly the kind of client the ranch loved. Someone willing to switch it up, explore.

“I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about, Riggs.”

He sighed and leaned against the rough wood wall as if they carried on a conversation about the price of horse feed. “If you don’t like seeing us together, you shouldn’t have left.”

“That’s not— Goddammit, you better shut up.”

“You could be in that bed with her right now. With us.” Riggs’s eyes burned with want.

Hugh’s muscles tightened, but he didn’t lash out. God, he wanted to. Instead he got in Riggs’s face and pitched his voice low. “When this is over, she’ll go home to Atlanta, but you’ll still be here. With me.” He couldn’t voice his feelings—that he was walking away from Sibyll because he couldn’t handle it. But if he didn’t have her, Riggs couldn’t either.

Riggs pulled away from the wall. “Meaning?”

“You really want to put that kind of a wedge between us? Maybe you’d better walk away from her too, Archer.”

A pained look crossed his features. He bowed his head. Hugh stepped back, assured his message spoke loud and clear. He didn’t want Riggs with her—couldn’t bear thinking of the pair together without him. It wasn’t right, and their reputation in Sibyll’s eyes would be blackened. But it was for the best.

“That’s what I thought.” Hugh bent and gathered the dropped files. Before he’d finished, Riggs had slinked off into the darkness in the opposite direction from Bungalow 9.

 

 

Sibyll hooked her purse over her shoulder and picked up her suitcase. Riggs had gone to “talk to” Hugh and never returned. After waiting the rest of the night and morning, she’d packed her things and had Holly call for a cab.

Holly had personally come to the bungalow, apologized for the behavior of the cowboys and offered her another cowboy for her last day on the ranch. But Sibyll didn’t want another cowboy.

Finally Holly had offered her a discounted week later in the year, which Sibyll also declined. She didn’t want to ever come back.

So Holly had assured her that she’d give her a partial refund. Sibyll couldn’t care less about the money—it was her heart she didn’t know whether or not could be repaired.

A pickup sat outside her bungalow. Sibyll closed the door on one of the best—and worst—chapters of her life. A cowboy leaned against the blue metal and tipped his hat. It was Paul, the ranch hand Riggs had fought with. He jumped forward to take her suitcase. She allowed him, and he stowed it in the bed.

“I’m your driver.”

“I thought I’d get a cab.”

“Nah. Not when there are plenty of guys willing to have a pretty lady next to them.”

He opened the door for her, and she slid into the truck with a murmured, “Thank you.” The last thing she wanted was more male attention. Her emotions were already jumbled, and fending off another cowboy made her stomach churn.

When he started the engine, she stared at her hands clenched in her lap. She couldn’t look at the quaint bungalow that held so many good memories. The entire ranch made her ache for more.

With Hugh and Riggs. It was crazy. After only a few days she’d been ready to toss away her entire life if they’d wanted her. But they didn’t—they’d thrown her away instead.

Paul guided the truck down the long gravel drive. “You sure you want to go early? You’re paid up.”

“Yes.”

“The customer is always right.” He trundled down a winding road that would lead to the main highway. On her way here, she’d practically bounced with excitement when they’d hit the back road. Now it couldn’t be short enough. She just wanted out of Texas.

How stupid she’d been. Coming here had given her the end she’d sought—she’d come over and over again. She was no longer “broken.” But something else had cracked in the process. She should have realized how emotional an orgasm really was. Her tie to those men who had given pleasure was a tight knot she couldn’t unravel.

Her stomach ached, and she wrapped her arms around her middle.

Paul pointed to a few horses galloping free on the horizon. “Look at those beauties.”

She nodded, aware of how gorgeous and powerful the animals were, but hating everything that had to do with the ranch at the moment. Especially since discussing the horse business with Riggs. At that moment he’d charmed her into wanting the same thing he did—and Hugh did.

By the time she reached the airport, her throat burned with unshed tears. She’d spoken little to Paul during the drive, and after a few miles he’d stopped trying. When he removed her suitcase from the bed, he insisted on wheeling it in for her. Once she stood in line to get through airport security, he shook her hand and wished her luck.

In zombie-mode, Sibyll boarded the flight to Atlanta. It was jammed with passengers, and she had a horrid seat in the back overlooking the engine, so she wasn’t even able to see the last bit of Texas sky.

She fastened her seatbelt and her tears began to drop. Slow trickles at first, falling faster and growing noisier until the passenger beside her offered her a kind word and the tissues from her purse.

Sibyll accepted them with a sniveling reply of thanks. Mopping at her nose and eyes soon became impossible, so she just buried her head in her hands and cried.

A flight attendant fetched her a drink. The man in the aisle seat offered a bottle of over-the-counter pain relievers. Sibyll took two but her headache wouldn’t let up. Neither would her tears or the tremor in her core.

How had she grown so attached to Hugh and Riggs? She didn’t even know them very well.

Even as she thought this, she realized it was a lie. She knew the important things—they were good men who’d showed her more care than anyone else in her life. And it seemed unusual. The other women at the ranch had acted more like spring-breakers than lovesick Sibyll, which led her to believe the other cowboys hadn’t acted like Hugh and Riggs.

Her nose was raw and her heart bleeding. She rested her head against the seat and closed her eyes.

“You try to get some sleep, dear,” the woman beside her said softly.

But Sibyll’s tears fell the whole way across the country. On the ground again in Atlanta, she felt surreal. Lights bothered her and her nerves seemed exposed. She managed to get her luggage and grab a cab home.

All the way back to her lonely life she could only think of what might have been if Hugh and Riggs had really wanted her.


Chapter Twelve

As Riggs entered the grub house, his stomach was in knots. He’d purposely avoided going early, knowing he’d probably run into Sibyll. If he bumped into her now, he’d cave. Walking away from her after Hugh’s warning had been one of the hardest decisions of his life.

Choosing between them felt wrong to the marrow of his bones, because they took up equal real estate in his heart.

He scuttled across the room, headed straight for the coffee. He didn’t even raise his head until someone called his name.

Glancing up, he found at least six sets of eyes on him. His heart dropped. “What’s going on?”

“She left this morning, you know. Paul took her.”

Panic welled in his chest. He let the mug fall from his grasp. It hit the sideboard and cracked. The sound silenced the entire half-filled room. She’s gone. Left early—because of me and Hugh. We’ve lost her.

Then on the heels of that: She’s with Paul.

“Why the hell wouldn’t one of you come to get me? You just let her go and no one informed me?” He pinned down Booker, Jeremy, Finn and Elliot. None of them would meet his gaze now that he was on the verge of snapping.

He ripped his hat off, panting for control. His mind whirled. She left, was probably in the air by now. God, he’d never see her again. Even if he got in touch with her, she’d hate him for what he’d done.

Dammit, he’d been too weak to let go of a non-relationship with Hugh so he could have her.

He raked his fingers through his hair.

“What the hell’s going on?” Hugh boomed from the doorway.

Fury and love swirled in him like a Molotov cocktail. He met Hugh’s gaze, challenging, daring him to say a single thing to Riggs.

Hugh glanced around the room at the silent cowboys. “You all need hearing aids?”

Riggs raised his jaw, staring down the man he loved. “Paul took Sibyll to the airport.”

All the blood left Hugh’s face, leaving him pale. In a blink, it flooded back, mottling his skin red. He shook his head. “Why wasn’t I informed? Goddammit.” He yanked his cell from his back pocket and stabbed a button. Holly came on speaker. “Why the hell didn’t you tell me Sibyll left?”

A sigh. “For obvious reasons, Hugh. She was emotional. It was best to honor her wishes.”

Hugh growled. “That’s not how it works on this ranch, Holly!”

Her voice hardened. “You’re not a woman, Hugh. You have no freakin’ clue what that poor girl was feeling!”

“That’s not the point. I’m in charge. We all deserved to know.”

“If you’re in charge, start acting like it. Look at what’s going on around you.”

“Dammit—” He didn’t deserve to know anyway. He’d turned his back on them.

“Bye, Hugh.” The line went dead, and the screaming battle via speaker phone ended with a silence more profound than before.

“Did you know about this, Riggs?” Hugh grated out.

“No. I was told to stay out of Sibyll’s life.”

Hugh’s throat worked.

Riggs stared at the man he’d throw away everything for, and suddenly knew he should have given Sibyll the same treatment. “These feelings I have for you, Hugh, I’m going to declare them, right here for everyone to hear. But this is where they end, goddammit. I’m done.”

Everyone went dead still. Even the cook drifted from the kitchen to listen, big stainless steel bowl in the crook of her arm.

Hugh’s chest rose and fell as if he had just run the whole way to the airport after Sibyll.

Riggs looked from one face to the next—all friends, sometimes more. Who better to confess to? “I love this man.” He gestured toward Hugh, whose face was stone. “Yeah, I seek him out on our own time. I can’t fucking get enough of him. I’d leave the ranch, my friends and everything I love to have him. But he doesn’t want me. So I’m finished humping that dead horse.”

He glanced at Hugh, only to find his jaw slack. Now that Riggs’s heart was purged, he could move on.

 

Riggs crossed the room and passed Hugh. Pain stabbed Hugh, making his fingers tingle. He stared at Riggs’s dark hair and the way he cradled his hat as if it was a kicked puppy.

Was he going to let someone else he cared for walk away?

“Wait.”

The word hung in the air, loaded. Riggs’s response would set off the trigger, shooting Hugh down or opening that chasm and allowing Hugh to jump through.

Riggs paused, spine stiff.

Hugh reached for him. It took forever for his hand to meet muscle and bone. He clamped his fingers around Riggs’s shoulder and swung him.

Riggs came easily. Their gazes locked.

“I fucking love you too,” Hugh growled. He yanked him against his body and claimed his mouth.

When Riggs opened to him, Hugh swept his mouth with his tongue. A cheer erupted from behind them. Riggs’s lips spread in a smile, and Hugh echoed it. Wrapping an arm around his shoulders, he hurled them both through the door. Then he grabbed Riggs’s hand and led him at a clipped pace to the bunkhouse.

Inside, he tugged him past the line of beds and to the small space where he could get him alone. The resistance he’d known for so long since his breakup with Travis crumbled, leaving only love.

He tossed a look over his shoulder. Riggs looked stunned, but a new light of hope shone in his eyes. Hugh gestured for him to go in. The door was barely shut behind them, and they were grappling—stripping clothes, sharing bruising kisses.

Riggs’s hand on Hugh’s nape felt like coming home. He angled his head and plunged his tongue deep. Dark pressure built in his groin and spread through his body, capturing his heart.

“I want you,” he groaned, chasing Riggs’s tongue around his mouth. When he caught it, he sucked. Riggs moaned in answer.

Hugh walked him back until they fell into bed. The frame creaked under their combined weight. When Hugh covered him from head to foot with his own body, their gazes met.

A soft sound broke from Hugh. “It was never your fault, Archer. I was burnt once, and I was afraid to jump into another fire.”

Riggs kneaded his spine, making Hugh relax further. “Who?”

“His name was Travis. He drew me in then when he went to boot camp, he lost interest.”

“A hard blow.”

Hugh riveted on Riggs’s wide mouth, imagining all the dirty things he’d do with it. “It was, and it screwed me up for a long time. But I think…” he nipped Riggs’s lower lip “…I’m ready to try again.”

Riggs let his eyes slip closed. “Think?”

“I know.” Riggs opened his eyes and they shared a smile that seemed to part the clouds hanging over them this whole week.

Hugh licked a path over Riggs’s lower lip. “And dammit, there’s more. I need Sibyll in my life too. I’m not willing to let her go.”

“We already did.” Remorse clogged his voice.

Hugh rested his forehead against his lover’s, breathing hard around his own pain. “I know. But we’re going to get her back. If you’re willing.”

Hot breath crossed his lips. “It’s all I can think about.”

Hugh ground his erection against Riggs’s own distended cock. “All?”

Riggs’s eyes hooded, and he ground right back. “Not all.”

In a smooth movement Hugh rolled to the side and found the condoms. The last one he’d used from this box had been on Riggs. The one before that too. Hell, for the past six months, the only man he’d fucked had been Riggs. Guess that made them exclusive.

Riggs tried to snatch a condom from his hand, but Hugh held it out of reach. Once his was in place, he placed the other over Riggs’s taut head. Then with his mouth, he rolled it down to the base.

With a hiss, Riggs’s body stiffened. When Hugh waggled his head back and forth, loving the feel of his lover’s shaft buried in his throat, Riggs grabbed his hair and directed him up. “I’m gonna blow.”

“Don’t want that. Roll over.”

Riggs did, displaying rippling muscles that excited the hell out of Hugh. He stared at his tanned spine and carved backside until he saw stars. The throb in his cock grew unbearable.

“Need the lube?” he panted into Riggs’s ear.

“Fuck no. The condom is lubed enough.”

Hugh growled as he eased his head into Riggs’s tight body. He loved that Riggs liked it rougher. And the two of them had been the perfect complement to Sibyll.

As Riggs’s heat engulfed him, he hooked an arm around his middle and began to move. After seconds Riggs relaxed, sharing groans and grunts. The bed rocked.

Hugh’s eyes rolled back in his head as Riggs performed a mind-blowing hip move. The sensual pull on his cock threatened to send him over the edge. As did the knowledge that he loved him. Somehow the whole package heightened the experience.

“Hell, I can’t hold off longer.”

Riggs pivoted his head to the side, and Hugh bit into his neck. They bucked. With his balls drawn up tight, Hugh focused on the extreme pleasure he was taking—and Riggs gave.

A shudder ripped through Riggs. He was close. Knowing his lover so well spread more warmth through his chest.

With a roar, he came. Hot spurts filled Riggs’s body. He reached around to grip Riggs’s cock. Two strong pulls and Riggs burst. Together they rode out their mutual release. For long minutes Hugh continued to slide in and out of his lover, extending their pleasure.

When he gently eased out, Riggs collapsed to the bed.

“I’m gonna dispose of this.” Hugh climbed off the bed and grinned all the way into the bathroom. Five minutes later he returned to find Riggs standing beside the bed in all his muscled glory. “Archer, when do you think the next flight to Atlanta is?”

Riggs’s eyes lit as he smiled. Small creases around each eye only heralded his excitement more. Now that Hugh looked closer, Riggs almost hummed with suppressed emotion.

“What’s going on?” Hugh asked.

“The next flight leaves in three hours. I already checked.” He held up his phone.

 

 

Being confined to a small airplane seat beside a big, frustrated cowboy was hell on the nerves. After hours in the air and little conversation to dispel the tension, Riggs was ready to burst.

Now he had Hugh in the passenger seat of a rental car. What had he been thinking to take the wheel? The man was a ticking bomb. He sat in the plush leather seat, so tense it seemed one movement would fold back the steel of the car.

“We’re too many hours behind her,” Hugh growled, glaring at the morning commuter traffic.

Riggs didn’t voice his fears. To do so would only set Hugh off more, and one of them needed to remain rational. But he felt the pressure of a few hours between them and Sibyll.

What kind of mindset was she in?

“Cut that guy in the white Land Rover off and we’ll get there faster.”

Riggs glanced at Hugh and battled to keep the amusement off his face. “We’ll be one vehicle ahead. There’s no point in causing a ten-car pileup to gain twelve feet of ground.”

Hugh’s eyes were dark, wild and brimming with something Riggs had only seen flash once during the time he’d known him—at the moment before Riggs had turned to walk away in the grub house.

Fear.

Hugh twisted his gaze to the windshield again and shoved his hat down farther. “Dammit, she’s probably on this road.”

“It’s crossed my mind too.”

“What happens if she’s at work when we finally reach her apartment?” The traffic crawled, and Hugh reached for the wheel.

Riggs covered his white knuckles with his hand, and stared into his eyes. “If she’s not home, we camp out on her steps like a coupla lost puppies until she comes home and takes us in.”

Hugh’s panic was only evident by the creases around his mouth. “Think she will?”

Now it was Riggs’s turn to struggle with his fears. In a short week he felt as if he knew Sibyll, and she wasn’t the type of person who would have given like she did and then toss it all back at Riggs and Hugh.

Then again, they’d hurt her badly enough to make her leave the ranch a day early. And before Riggs had gone into his room to throw some clothes in a duffle, Quay had told him the rumor Paul spread was that Sibyll had been a devastated mess when he’d dropped her at the airport.

Riggs let go of the wheel so he could rub his hand over his chest. That portion of his heart felt brittle, ready to shatter. Deep down he knew if he and Hugh failed to get Sibyll back, there would be a hole between them forever.

Hugh’s fingers locked around the wheel tightened more. Riggs brushed them again.

“Hugh, give me the wheel.” He meant more than the car.

After removing his hand, Hugh sat back against the seat, suddenly deflated. He gave a nod, and Riggs tried to focus on the stream of traffic and not the worry pooling in his gut.

For all of five minutes Hugh sat still.

He ripped the GPS from the holder on the dash and started punching buttons.

“The fuck are you doing, Donovan?”

“Finding an alternate route around this bullshit traffic jam. We have to be able to take an exit or something.”

The feminine voice of the navigator filled the car, instructing them to exit right in two miles.

“Two—” Hugh ground his teeth. He collapsed back again. “This is going to take all day.”

Riggs reached for the GPS. “Give me that before you break it. We used my credit card on this car. I’m the one paying for a broken GPS.”

A wry smile ghosted Hugh’s lips. He handed Riggs the unit, and he fitted it into the holder once more. The navigator continued to tell them to exit right for the next twelve minutes.

“I’m gonna cuff you, woman! We know we need to exit. We…just…can’t yet.” Hugh’s body flexed as if he were about burst from his skin.

Riggs gathered a deep breath and turned the A/C up, blasting it in Hugh’s face. After a minute, Hugh glanced at him sidelong. “You trying to shut me up by keeping me in a wind tunnel, Archer?”

The name was a caress. “Maybe. It worked for my dog when he got anxious in the car.”

Hugh’s features shivered, and he burst out laughing. The booming sound, his dimple and the eased set of his shoulders warmed Riggs. He opened his mouth to speak, but the navigator cut him off.

“Damn this annoying bitch,” he muttered, and switched a button on the unit to silence her.

Hugh continued to laugh, and Riggs joined him.

They crawled down the highway for another few minutes until they reached the proper exit. Once they turned onto it, they both breathed easier.

Driving the less-clogged side roads of Atlanta felt surreal. Did Sibyll see these very things every day? Did she avoid the main thoroughfare and travel this route?

When they reached streets lined with small apartment complexes, Hugh shook his head. “No wonder she felt at home on the ranch. Can you imagine living like this?”

Riggs’s breath caught. “How do you know she was at home on the ranch?”

Hugh met his stare. “The way she asked about everything, eager to learn more.”

“She and I had a discussion about horses.”

“Yeah?”

Nodding, Riggs continued. “We talked about building the herd. Well, she talked genetics and things I didn’t understand, but it sounds good.”

They hadn’t discussed what would happen after they secured Sibyll as theirs. But they couldn’t keep fucking women on the ranch.

Hugh seemed to follow this thought too. “We step down in our capacity as Boot Knockers and run the ranch. Build that herd.”

“And take on a few more abused horses maybe.” Riggs’s mind touched on the animal that had caused the injuries which had brought the three of them together.

When Hugh fixed his total attention on Riggs, his heart hitched. “I never thought of it, and there’s no money in it, but it’s a good cause.”

Riggs nodded and turned in to a small parking lot outside an apartment building. “So we have a plan to lure our woman into our arms.”

Hugh glanced at the building, lips pressed tight. His chest expanded with a deep intake of air. “Let’s go.”

The building was kept clean, at least. No debris, manicured flower beds and a small patch of grass. But Riggs couldn’t quite picture their curvy enchantress here. She fit so perfectly into the Texas landscape, barefoot, the breeze teasing her thick hair.

Hugh pressed the call button for her apartment number. Both of them shifted from boot to boot, staring at the speaker on the wall as if she’d pop out of it.


Chapter Thirteen

The sounding of the door buzzer abraded Sibyll’s frazzled nerves. She backhanded the tears off her cheeks and went to press the answer button. “Yes?”

“Sibyll.” Hugh’s hoarse voice raised every hair on her body.

She couldn’t draw air. Panic seized her, and she forced herself to draw a hitching breath and answer. “What…?”

“It’s us. Let us in,” Riggs said.

Sibyll pressed her clammy palms to her cheeks and leaned against the wall. Dizziness slammed her. Was this real? They were here?

The past few hours—the journey home, the tears and finally collapsing into bed because she was a sobbing mess—was a small hardship if they had come for her.

A more cynical part of her denied they could be here to win her back. They’re probably here on business—I was the only unsatisfied customer they’ve ever had, and they need to smooth things over.

She pulled her hands from her face and stabbed the speaker button. “I’ll be right down.”

Running her hands through her hair, she attempted to rid it of tangles. It probably looked like a bush since tossing on the plane, in the cab and finally in her bed. After arriving home she’d stripped to her T-shirt and panties, and she knew her eyes and nose were red.

She strode into her bedroom and grabbed the first discarded item of clothing she saw—a pair of black running shorts. She pulled them on and jammed her feet into the flip flops she’d flown home in.

Avoiding a glance at her reflection, she headed out of the apartment. The flights of stairs between her and the rugged cowboys outside her building did nothing to calm her nerves.

Heart thudding, she descended the final flight to the ground level. When she glimpsed broad shoulders and cowboy hats through the window cut in the security door, she gulped.

Resisting the urge to plaster herself to the wall, out of sight, she steeled herself. If she ignored them, they’d only continue to harass her. She needed to listen to their spiel on behalf of the Boot Knockers Ranch, then they’d go home and leave her to pick up the scattered pieces of her heart.

When she opened the door and they stood before her, though, tears flooded her eyes. Her nose watered, and she sniffed.

“Oh baby,” Hugh murmured, sweeping into the building.

Riggs followed, crowding into the small vestibule with her. God, he took up so much space, and all she could think about was how the three of them could fill every inch of her bed. But no, she couldn’t think that way. Being with them at the ranch was one thing. Having them on her stomping ground would only end in disaster.

She backed up until her back struck the stair railing. Riggs flattened a hand against her spine, protecting her from the metal.

Holding her eyes wide to keep her tears from falling, she asked, “What are you doing here?”

Hugh closed the foot and a half of space between them, bending her over Riggs’s hand. His minty breath, the touch of his eyes…

She shuddered and closed her eyes. “What is this?”

“A reconnaissance mission,” Riggs said, dangerously close to her ear.

“We were asses.” Hugh licked the corner of her mouth. The intimate flick a battering ram to the door over her defenses.

Riggs’s hand began to move, warm fingers working her sore muscles, heating her from the outside in. Liquid want pooled low in her belly and spread down to her pussy.

They made her lose utter control of her body. It had been impossible not to lose control of her heart as well.

Hugh pulled away a fraction and captured her gaze. “I never should have left you and dragged Riggs with me.”

“I don’t understand.” She could barely form a coherent thought with them touching her.

“Whatever happened to us on the ranch, Sibyll, it was rare. The three of us,” Hugh wrapped a hand around Riggs’s mouth, hauling him into their ring, “we’re bonded.”

“You can’t deny what you feel, sweetheart. Your red eyes give you away,” Riggs added.

Her mind spun. What was this? What did they want? Were they asking for something and her wits were too dimmed by emotion to understand?

She pressed against each muscled chest and pushed them back. “I need breathing room. I can’t think.”

Without looking at them, she threaded her fingers into her hair and headed up the stairs.

There was a beat of silence before four boots tapped the metal treads behind her. It was the longest walk of her life. Every step she took reminded her of how bad she wanted them. The slippery evidence wet her panties. And the weight of their gazes felt like the gentlest caress. But the throbbing of her heart was her real concern. She loved them—both of them—and she didn’t know how she’d continue with her dull life without dreaming of the smiles and shared moments that had finally broken through her wall.

She reached her door and opened it with a keypad code. When she held the door for them to come inside, her heart stuttered a warning.

They didn’t belong here. By inviting them into her world, she’d only suffer heartbreak later when they left. The memories of their very presence in her space would assault her.

Riggs looked around, the interest on his handsome face constricting her throat. “Not a lot of order here, Miss Green.”

Hugh picked up a sunny yellow vintage vase from the flea market. “A conundrum—I knew it from the moment I saw you backstage. You dress the part of a scientist but inside you’re a free bird, fluttering to get out.”

She swallowed hard. “Where would I go?” she whispered.

Hugh set down the vase and took a step toward her. “A bird like you—”

“With a lingerie collection like yours—” Riggs interjected.

Hugh’s mouth twitched. “And with an eagerness to explore the world—”

“As well as the pleasures of the bedroom—”

“Should be in Texas,” Hugh finished.

The quiet sound broke from Sibyll against her will. Part of her had dreamed of this, ached for it. When she’d left the ranch, she’d prayed one of them would race up in the truck and block her path. At the airport, she’d longed for one of them to detain her.

Riggs closed the distance between them this time and cupped her face in his big palm. She shivered at the touch of callus and resisted the need to lean into his touch.

Then Hugh was there, and they were lifting her, bearing her down the short hall that led to her bedroom. She closed her eyes and allowed the moment to happen, letting them mold their hands to her body.

Her nipples hardened to an impossible tightness, and the pressure between her legs increased.

When they laid her on the rumpled bedcovers, she started to tremble and sat up. “I can’t do this. I need more than amazing orgasms.”

Riggs plucked off her flip flops and let them drop to the carpet. Holding her gaze, he ran his hands up her feet, ankles, calves and thighs. “You need fresh air.”

“We’ll teach you to ride,” Hugh promised, sliding her shirt up and off. He groaned at the sight of her lacy nude-colored bra. He reached around her and popped the clasp. The cloth fell away from her breasts, exposing her nipples.

“Jeezus,” Hugh growled.

A shiver of heat raced along her skin, but she had to get the upper hand. She couldn’t just continue to sleep with these cowboys. “Wait.”

Hugh trailed his hands down her front, effectively ridding her of the bra, and pinched her nipples between his fingers. “Sibyll, you do it for me. You made me smile. And I chose you for a reason.”

She breathed fast. “What’s that?”

He took her hand and crushed it over his heart. “You looked at me, and my heart flipped over. It’s never happened before, which was why I fought for you. And I’ll continue fighting for you until you come home with me and Riggs and take your place on the ranch.”

“As ours,” Riggs added.

The tears she’d been holding in dried up, to be replaced by joy. She looked from one godlike cowboy to the other.

“He’s saying he’s in love with you, Sibyll,” Riggs said with a grin. “It took him a while to admit it to me too.”

Her happiness spread. If she’d managed to push them closer, she’d achieved so much. But the fact that they wanted her too…

Hugh’s pinch on her nipples drew her attention back to her body’s demands. Riggs stood back, undressing. He removed his shirt and unbuttoned his pants enough to drive her crazy with want. His boots and hat followed.

“Strip her.” Riggs’s eyes were hooded, dark and full of promise. “I want to look at her gorgeous curves and jack off while you taste her pussy.”

Hugh groaned. Burning from their words and Hugh’s fingers on her breasts, she collapsed back on the mattress.

In seconds Hugh divested her of her shorts and panties. “Promise me something, baby.”

She could barely think as he scorched a path between her breasts and rested his hand on her mound, fingers a millimeter from her clit. “What’s that?”

“You’ll bring all those button-down shirts and pencil skirts and heels to Texas. We want you in cutoff shorts and tank tops most of the time, but peeling those librarian clothes off you is such a fucking turn-on.”

“Want me to put them on now?” She gasped as he nudged her clit with a fingertip.

“No fucking way.” He swooped in and claimed her mouth, tongue sinuous and driving, stealing her senses. For long minutes she lost herself to his feel and taste. Then she opened her eyes and reached for Riggs. She needed his flavors too.

He cradled her face and drank from her deeply, hot tongue dancing against hers until cream flooded Hugh’s fingers. He plunged them deep, and Riggs swallowed her gasp.

Her pussy clenched around the invasion, pulsing already. God, a few kisses and they’d worked her up to a frenzy. She arched into Hugh’s hand, trying to draw him deeper.

“So fucking ready.” Hugh withdrew his fingers an inch then curled them. She cried out as he pushed the right button that would send her sailing. Riggs released her mouth and stood at the bedside. She watched as he unzipped his pants and shoved denim and cotton boxers down to free his shaft.

The thick length fell into his hand. He stroked it once. A shuddering breath left her, and Hugh twisted his fingers, screwing them into her, plugging her tight.

Sibyll bucked, seeking those bright stars of release. Riggs rolled his fat cock head through his fingers.

“Wet your lips again, and I’m going to spank your ass until it’s cherry red,” Riggs growled. He rocked his hips forward and back while pumping his cock.

She thought of all the sexual things they hadn’t yet tried, and her body rocketed upward. They had enough experience to keep her happy in the bedroom for decades. She only hoped their budding love would carry them through.

Hugh slid his fingers out, and juices flooded out too. She moaned.

As Hugh rolled her to her side and Riggs angled his shaft toward her lips, desire spiked in her core. She parted her lips to take Riggs right to the root. His eyes rolled back in his head.

“Fuck, I want a taste of that.” Hugh’s clothing rustled as he shed it. “Get onto your knees, Sibyll. Suck his cock while I lick your wet pussy.”

Mind spinning, she obeyed. Still sucking Riggs’s cock, she gained her hands and knees, horizontal across the double bed. Hugh’s hands on her backside made her moan and jerk. A drop of pre-come wet her tongue from Riggs’s arousal. He held her head, guiding her up and down on him.

Hugh penetrated her wet folds with his fingers, drawing a louder noise from her. When he replaced it with his tongue, she stopped breathing.

He lapped a path down her slit, circled her nubbin then dragged his tongue back up. Her belly dipped as dark heat clutched her. Riggs sank into her throat, and the fullness drove her wild.

Hugh plunged his tongue into her pussy at the same time he prodded her clit with one rough finger.

She came with a wild cry. Even as she rocked with the biggest orgasm of her life, she knew there was more to come.

Much more.

Riggs pulled his shaft free and pinched the head hard. Her eyes blurred with the sensations blazing through her body. Hugh continued to lick and stroke, drawing every last beat from her body.

“Let me taste your fingers,” Riggs rasped.

Hugh moved behind her. He gripped her waist and tipped her onto her back, where she lay looking up at him feeding his juice-soaked fingers to Riggs. The vision of Riggs’s tongue working up and down the long digits ignited her all over again.

When Hugh pulled his fingers out of Riggs’s mouth, he crawled closer to Riggs and locked him in a deep kiss. Without thought Sibyll slipped her fingers between her thighs and began to touch herself as she had that first time with both men.

After mere seconds, they broke the kiss. Hugh’s mouth was swollen, wet with kisses and her juices. Damn, how could this need for them get any bigger?

Riggs stretched on the bed with her and pulled her into his arms. Hugh plastered himself to her back, hemming her in by muscles. She never wanted to leave.

“We’ll build a bigger bungalow for the three of us on the hill away from the ranch.” Hugh’s words tickled her ear as he flattened her breast under one palm.

Riggs dipped his head and bit her neck, just under her jaw. She squirmed. His cock pressed against her belly, a hard length she needed inside her. Hugh’s rock-hard shaft rested along her ass, bringing new warmth to her belly.

“You’re going to travel with us, go to auctions and help us choose the best horses to breed.” Riggs nipped her skin then smoothed it with his tongue.

“And that horse that flattened Riggs—we’re going to start taking in more just like him. Care for them then adopt them out. Give back a little bit to the world.” Hugh parted her cheeks and ran a finger around her rosette. “But first we’re going to make you scream until your neighbors know our names.”

She gasped at his touch.

“Then we’re going to pack all of this…” Riggs glanced at the bohemian trinkets and furnishings of her room and smiled, “…haul it back to Texas and make sure you know exactly where you belong.”

 

Hugh reached for the silky paisley scarf hooked over the bedpost. He unknotted it with a tug of his teeth and then, gathering Sibyll’s hands, bound them. She sucked in a gasp of shock, and Riggs’s laughter vibrated the bed.

“That’s an urban rope if I ever saw one. Next time we’ll make it hemp, sweetheart.” Riggs took her bound hands and locked them over her head. She lay on her side still, sandwiched between them.

“Fuck, condoms,” Hugh growled. He let his gaze linger on Sibyll’s sweet curves silhouetted against Riggs’s body. The last thing he wanted to do was get up and rummage through his wallet for condoms.

He placed a noisy kiss on the back of Sibyll’s neck, making her skin break out in bumps. Then he climbed off the bed with a sigh.

From the corner of his eye he saw Riggs touching her tenderly—earlobe, lower lip—before he claimed her lips. She melted into Riggs’s caress, eyes closed, that blissed-out expression on her face that Hugh hoped to put there several times a day for the rest of his life.

Hugh dug around until he located his wallet. He grunted. “Uh, Archer?”

“Mmm?” He raised his head from the kiss.

“I only have one condom. Do you have one?”

Riggs met his stare, a flush climbing his neck. “Yeah, I do.”

Hugh narrowed his eyes. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. It’s in my wallet.”

Hugh eased the condom on his own distended cock then went searching for Riggs’s barrier. When he lifted his lover’s jeans, he sucked in a breath, scenting him. After opening his bifold wallet, though, he came up empty-handed.

“Don’t see one here.”

“Bring it to me.” Again, Riggs flushed. Sibyll stared at him with a question on her pretty face, and Hugh studied him as he neared. He accepted the wallet and reached into a pocket behind a bank card.

“What the hell are you blushing about, Archer?”

Riggs rolled onto his back and filled the condom with a few shoves. The head was purple within the rubber. “This is my emergency condom.”

“So?”

“So I only keep it there for you.”

Warmth flooded Hugh’s chest. With a growl, he lunged for the people on the bed. Wrapping both close, he kissed one then the other until his erection was so hard he couldn’t take it another minute.

Sibyll wiggled restlessly, her hands still trapped above her head by Riggs’s hand. Hugh bent and bit one plump nipple, making her cry out, before he assumed his position behind her.

When he parted her legs for Riggs to enter her, she whimpered. Holding Hugh’s gaze, Riggs directed his cock right into her pussy. His eyes flickered as he enveloped himself in her scorching heat.

“Tight and ready,” Riggs panted.

“Fuck yeah.” Hugh fondled his cock, fighting to keep from thrusting into her backside with too much eagerness.

He curved his fingers over her hip, drawing her back onto him. Riggs covered his fingers, locking them all together. As she accepted each inch into her body, Hugh’s heart began to beat only for his lovers. He’d spent too long ignoring his emotions because of a man who hadn’t ever wanted him enough to begin with.

But Riggs and Sibyll were different.

They moved.

Riggs pulled her down on his shaft, catching her cries with intermittent tongue kisses that left them both gasping. Then Hugh twisted her head to claim her mouth too, delivering languid strokes that matched his rhythm.

Her body fitted them perfectly. Everything about her did, actually. Hugh couldn’t wait to learn all of it.

The intimate press of her ass against his groin drove him on. And the faint stroke of Riggs’s cock through the barrier of her body should be illegal.

He closed his eyes and listened to their breathing and the slap of their bodies. The knot in his core stretched.

Sibyll cried out as they pounded into her. When the first contractions of her ass began, he was a goner.

“Can’t last. Fuck.”

Riggs stiffened, his shaft stretched against Hugh’s another inch. Suddenly her body seemed to be ten times hotter inside. With a roar, Hugh came. Instead of keeping his eyes shut, he opened them wide and met Riggs’s stare. Unspoken love passed between them as they shared the woman who’d stolen both of their hearts.

When Hugh’s release ebbed, he dropped his mouth to Sibyll’s neck, tasting the perspiration they’d created. The earthy musk struck him full-force.

Finally. The perfect scent on her.

 

 

The shower in their brand new luxury bungalow was so much better than the tiny cubicle in Sibyll’s apartment. The tree of them hadn’t been able to fit into that, and instead Riggs and Hugh had taken turns getting in and soaping her down.

Riggs’s cock pointed like an arrow at his lovers. Hugh had Sibyll pinned against the glass tile wall. Damn, she looked gorgeous against the backdrop of sea blue Hugh had chosen for their bathroom.

Wet tendrils of hair trailed down Sibyll’s spine. In the months since she’d been with them, she’d let go of herself completely. From growing her hair out to a length Riggs loved to wrap around his fist, to the turquoise toenail polish and denim cutoffs that showed her newly tanned thighs, she was turning Texas.

No, she’s transforming into what she’s always needed to be.

Riggs’s eyes grew hooded as Hugh turned and dropped to his knees in front of Riggs. Sibyll stretched onto her tiptoes, both breasts lashed in one hand and her thumb working her nipple. The other hand trailed down her soapy belly and plunged between her folds.

“She loves to watch. Let’s give her a show.” Hugh looked up at him with such desire, Riggs’s heart constricted.

“Hell yes.” He grabbed Hugh’s nape and dragged him in, sinking his cock right into his lover’s mouth. Hugh took him as he always had—hard and swift and without apology—but Riggs believed the way he ran his tongue around Riggs’s head was an expression of love.

Riggs’s balls drew up close to his body. Hugh cupped them in one hand and gently kneaded. Water and suds rushed over Hugh’s broad back and Sibyll’s bronze, slick skin.

How many times had they loved each other in this shower? A dozen already, and the bungalow was newly finished. Later Riggs would have them on the kitchen island, on the veranda overlooking the ranch where other people fucked like bunnies.

No, the Boot Knockers were fulfilling dreams. The women who left were happier, more confident. But the day Sibyll Green had stepped onto that stage, Riggs and Hugh had gotten lucky.

Hugh circled his head with his tongue one more tantalizingly distracting time. Riggs gazed at Sibyll. She plunged her fingers in and out of her pussy, lips ripe from sucking both of them as well as being kissed into a puddle.

She quaked as her orgasm rushed her. Riggs threw his head back, gripped Hugh’s jaw, and unloaded into his mouth. The strong pulls emptied his balls.

It took several minutes for Riggs to come back to himself. He braced himself against the wall as Hugh gained his feet and gathered Sibyll close.

She giggled and fisted Hugh’s half-erect cock. “I’m going to have to suck you off again. Once wasn’t enough?”

Hugh bit into her throat, marking her as his as he did every day. “Never enough. The two of you can never drain me.”

Riggs pressed them both against the wall. “I’ll die trying.” He captured Sibyll’s mouth, and Hugh added his tongue.

It ended too soon when Sibyll pinched his ass hard. He jumped, and Hugh grunted as she’d obviously found his flesh too. Wet hair straggled into her sparkling eyes. “We can’t take care of Hugh’s not-so-small problem right now. We have horses being delivered in half an hour.”

Riggs kissed her shoulder. “And that family is coming to adopt Coalminer.” It was the name one of the Boot Knockers, Damian, had given the horse that had landed Riggs in the hospital. He’d taken over the sick animal’s care and nursed him back to health. Now Coalminer would find a good home with a family who lived two hours away.

The smile spread through Riggs’s heart as he drew his lovers close. It had started as a fight over a girl who looked good on stage as well as paper. But she was so much more, and he and Hugh were lucky as hell to have won her.
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Country Fever, Book 4

Forty-two-year-old single father Griffin Turner couldn’t have made it through colic and calving season without his mother’s babysitting services. But just when he thinks he’s got the hardest part of the infant learning curve licked, he gets devastating news. Mom is sick. And Griffin is forced to hire a nanny.

With nothing but twenty dollars in her pocket and her voice, Nola Brady wants to leave small-town Wyoming to pursue her dreams in Nashville. She answers Griffin’s ad to keep body and soul together until her big chance arrives. Love isn’t even on her radar…until she unexpectedly falls for the rough-and-playful cowboy.

Between the sheets, they’re poetry. Outside the bedroom, he inspires her to be more woman than she ever dreamed possible, which scares her enough to put on the brakes…and hit the road.

But if she thought he’d just let her leave quietly, she was wrong. Because hell hath no fury like a cowboy in love…especially one with a baby on his hip. And a ring with her name on it.

Warning: This cowboy daddy is determined to make a May/September romance work—even if he has to lay down his palm or his mouth on a round ass cheek to do it.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Somethin’ Dirty:

What the hell was he thinking? Nola was twenty-five if she was a day. Was her brain even fully formed?

But oh Christ, the sight of her stomping her curvy legs to the beat as she ripped through the notes of that song made him harden painfully. When she flashed him a grin, he focused on her luscious pout and his cock swelled another inch. How, he wasn’t sure.

The first two songs she’d sung had blown him away. Reedy’s superstar was an understatement. The girl could sing. What was she even doing in small-town Wyoming?

She strutted across the stage on those little red cowgirl boots, the frayed hem of her mini-skirt riding high on her thighs.

He had to get out of here before he lost control. He’d sworn off younger women. Nola was probably a student just like Miranda.

He stared at the dark strawberry blonde waves spilling over her shoulders and reaching for her cleavage, and he knew he was in serious lust. Lust equaled trouble. What could he do anyway? Take her home and halfway through hammer-f**king her over the edge of the bed, Lyric wakes up and screams for a bottle?

He scuffed a hand over his features, trying to wipe away the pounding need that must be evident in his expression. For an hour, he’d shirked his duties as designated driver, allowing others to shuttle people home so he could remain with Nola.

Nola. Her name tasted old-fashioned and brand-new at once on his tongue. A pretty little thing with tanned legs and a killer voice. What she was doing in Reedy, wasting those talents was beyond him. But he wasn’t ready to see her go yet, if that was her plan.

She threw her head back and held a long, throaty note that raised the hair all over his body.

Applause erupted, and he stuck two fingers in his mouth and gave a shrill whistle. When she scanned the crowd and sought him, his balls clenched up tight. That look held more promise than a man of his age and carrying his amount of baggage deserved.

Still, could he pass it up if she offered?

She jumped off the stage for the third time that night, and someone handed her a shot glass brimming full. Some of the amber liquid sloshed down her fingers, and all he could think of was guiding those digits to his mouth and sucking them clean.

Holding his gaze, Nola knocked back the whiskey.

He stepped forward and removed the glass from her hand. Setting it on the edge of the stage, he caught her fingers. She inched close, invading his senses with lush curves and the ripe scent of vanilla and arousal.

Perspiration dotted her throat, and he licked his lips, hungry for a taste.

“You’ve had too much to drink. I’m taking you home.”

“I was hopin’ you’d say that.” She waved at the redhead who had to be her sister, then pointed at him.

Griffin shot the sister his best nice-guy smile. No, I’m not a rapist or murderer. I’ll see your sister home safe. I just might steal a kiss or more if she’ll allow.

Heart wild in his chest, he wrapped an arm around Nola’s waist and guided her out of The Hellion. The brisk night air cut through the heat of his need, and he gulped the coldness into his lungs.

Maybe he shouldn’t try anything, just take her home and be honorable.

“My truck’s over here.” He waved at a well-used truck splattered with mud from the back tires and wished like hell he had something fancy for her.

She walked at his side, as steady as if she hadn’t drunk three beers and a whiskey throughout the night. For a little gal like her, that was a lot of alcohol, even spread out over a few hours. She could still sing like crazy even with alcohol in her veins.

By the time he guided her into the truck, he’d made up his mind that he wasn’t even going to try to kiss her. But when he got in and she scooted all the way over in her seat, leaning over the console, and threaded a hand into the hair at his nape, all self-control went up in a puff of smoldering hope.

“Where does a guy like you come from? I’ve never seen you in Reedy before.”

“I’ve lived here all my life.” His lips were inches from hers, and her breath washed over him. He studied her hooded eyes and the tips of her lashes, dark with mascara. Stripped of makeup, her lashes would be red-gold.

And the hair between her legs too.

“Hell,” he groaned and dropped his mouth to hers.

The first taste punched him in the gut. He snapped his arms around her, hauling her over the console and onto his lap. She clung to him, soft and willing female, her silky thighs draped over his.

He sealed her mouth under his for several seconds then could stand no more. He probed the seam of her lips with his tongue.

She opened to him at once. Her quiet mewl transformed into his croak of need. He trapped her face in his hands and angled her head to sink his tongue deeper into the sweet recesses of her mouth.

Pleasure-pain built in his groin, his erection throbbing against her maddening heat.

He bent her back over his arm until she was pinned to the driver’s door, sucking her tongue, nibbling her plump lips.

She wiggled and tugged on his hair, drawing him closer. Her breasts conformed to his chest as if she’d been made for him.

He tore away. Gasping, he stared down at her. She squirmed like a kitten under the gaze of a hawk.

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t…”

She twisted a hank of his hair. “I wanted you to.”


Two ranchers are about to get Lucky—in more ways than one.
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Ugly Stick Saloon, Book 7

Lucky Albright’s unlucky streak is so long and wide that she’s been run out of one town and it looks like it may happen again.

When she finds herself out of money and out of gas in Temptation, Texas, a part-time job from the kind owner of the Ugly Stick Saloon gives her a glimmer of hope that this time things will be different.

Trent Jameson and Isaac Moore have always believed you make your own luck, but a black cloud of disaster seems to hover over their new hand. Under a tumbling stack of hay, Isaac discovers what Lucky’s hiding beneath baggy clothes and a tough exterior. Enough sexy curves to satisfy both men’s appetites.

But it isn’t long before Lucky’s history starts wreaking havoc all over town. It’ll take a force of nature to help the ranchers convince the law, the Garden Club—even Lucky herself—that now is no time to hit the road.

Warning: Hot cowboys meet hot cowgirl, and there’s a whole lotta shakin’ goin’ on in Temptation. Get your twist-and-shout on at the Ugly Stick Saloon!

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Boots and Twisters:

Trent went to work stacking the hay on another wall, one bale at a time. Halfway through the stack, his muscles burned and he’d worked up a good sweat. He was feeling better and had almost forgotten the woman at the saloon.

With several tall columns of bales leaning against one wall, Trent was about to start a stack in front of them when a noise made him turn around.

A slim figure in jeans and a chambray shirt entered Thunder’s horse stall.

Thunder hadn’t been ridden since Dusty the ranch foreman had been tossed and ended up in the hospital.

Trent started to say something to the new ranch hand about the horse and his temperament. Before he could, the hand emerged, leading a placid Thunder out by his lead rope. If the horse had an attitude, it wasn’t on display that morning.

The cowboy had his head dipped, his cowboy hat pulled low. Between the dim lighting in the barn and the shadows from the rim of his hat, Trent couldn’t see the cowboy’s face. Covered in sweat and hay, Trent didn’t feel much like introducing himself yet. But he watched as the young man led the horse out of the barn. A few minutes later, he returned and entered the stall with the wheelbarrow, and soon had a pile of soiled straw loaded into it.

Trent resumed his work on the hay, keeping a watch on the new guy from the corner of his eye.

One stall after the other the young cowboy worked. When he completed the last stall and was pushing the last wheelbarrow load of soiled straw toward the door, Trent decided it was time to inspect the job and introduce himself.

“Wait up, there.” Trent tossed the bale he’d been carrying, dusted the straw off his gloves and crossed to the ranch hand. He glanced past the man’s shoulder into the cleaned stall and noted it was cleaner than he or Isaac usually got it. “Name’s Trent Jameson.” He held out his hand. “Nice work you’ve been doin’ there.”

For a moment the cowboy froze. Then gripped Trent’s hand with his own gloved one. “Thanks.” The cowboy refused to look up, keeping his chin tucked in, his head lowered.

Trent couldn’t look the man in the eye. He didn’t trust a man who wouldn’t look him directly in the eye. “You got a name?”

“Lucky.”

“Lucky.” Trent digested that. “Nickname?”

The ranch hand shook his head and tipped his hat lower over his head. “I better go dump this.” As he hurried around Trent, the wheel ran over Trent’s toe.

“Ow!” Trent yanked his foot back and teetered on one leg.

“Oh my gosh!” The cowboy’s hands flew in the air and the wheelbarrow dumped over, the contents rushing out, knocking Trent backward. He slammed into the freshly stacked hay bales and they swayed.

Trent glanced up, his breath hitching.

Crap.

“Oh no.” The young cowboy launched himself at the hay, tripped over the pile of dung and straw and, instead of catching the bales before they toppled, sprawled out on top of Trent.

The bales tipped and fell, one after the other, landing on or near them.

Several grunts sounded from the cowboy who took the bulk of the pummeling.

His hat flew off and long sandy-blonde hair tangled with the loose hay flying around the interior of the barn.

Trent blinked the hay and dust out of his eyes and stared up into pretty gray eyes, the color of storm clouds. “You!”

The woman he’d been dreaming about kissing planted her hands against his chest and tried to push herself off him.

“Yes, me.”

He opened his mouth to admit he thought he’d never see her again. Thinking better of it, he demanded, “What the hell are you doing here?”

“Working.” Jerking her leg out from under a heavy bale, she managed to roll off him and onto the ground. “What does it look like?” As agile as a cat, she shot to her feet.

“I can see that. But why?”

“Isaac hired me as the new ranch hand.”

“What?” Trent stood and stared at her.

“Is it so hard to believe a woman can be as effective and efficient at ranch work as a man?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“No, you didn’t have to.” She stood, brushing the hay from her jeans but missing the straws stuck in her hair. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to get to work cleaning this up.”

“I didn’t say I agreed with Isaac’s decision to hire you.”

She planted her hands on her hips. “You gonna fire me?”

He glared at her. “I don’t know.”

“Well, until you say otherwise, I have work to do.”

Trent climbed over the bales to stand in front of her. “Like I said last night. You’re trouble.”

Something clouded her already stormy eyes. “Maybe, but I work hard and I know my way around a ranch.”

She grabbed a bale and threw it up onto the stack.

“I gathered that.” And she was beautiful with fire in her eyes and hay in her hair. Trent worked alongside her until they had all the hay stacked in neat rows. When they were done, he brushed straw off his body and grinned. She’d worked hefting as many bales as he had. So, she could lift bales.

Lucky flicked hay off her shoulders. “If we’re done here, there’s a fence on the northeast corner of the property I intend to fix.”

“You can’t do that.”

“Why not?” she asked.

“Because it’s a two-man—person—job.”

“I’ve strung fence with and without help. I can handle it.”

“Maybe so, but we use the buddy rule around here. Unless you’re working around the house or barn, you always take a buddy with you. That way if one or the other is hurt, you have someone there to help.”

She looked at him through slitted eyes. “You’re making that up.”

He held up two fingers. “Scout’s honor.”

Her eyes narrowed even more. “When were you ever a Scout?”

His lips twisted. “Okay, so I’ve never been a Scout. But we do use the buddy system. I’ll go with you.”

Her full, soft lips tightened. “How do you usually get there?”

“I take the four-wheeler. You can ride on the back.”

“Is that how you and your partner…er, brother ride out?”

“We usually take a couple of four-wheelers, but one of them is in the shop for repair.”

She hesitated then nodded. “Okay. Let’s go.”

Trent gathered the come-along, a roll of barbed wire, pliers, a hammer and a couple of metal fence posts and the heavy pounder used to drive them in.

Lucky took half of the supplies and carried them out into the open, then went back for the other half while Trent pulled the four-wheeler out of one of the storage areas in the barn.

Loading what she could in the box on the back, she settled the fence posts over the box and Trent strapped them down along with the pole pounder.

“I’ll get my hat and be ready to go.” Lucky disappeared into the barn.

Isaac joined Trent, carrying two water bottles. He settled them in the box with the tools. “I take it you’ve met our new ranch hand.”

Trent gave Isaac a withering look. “Yeah. You could have warned me.”

“She has the experience and know-how. And from the looks of it, the stamina.” Isaac’s lips twitched.

“Don’t go there.”
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It’s all in her head. Until she falls into the hands—and hearts—of two cowboys.

 

The Boot Knockers Ranch, Book 1

Sexual dysfunction. The words make Sybill cringe, but after one too many failed relationships, she has to face reality. Her O-button is broken, big time. Sick of sitting on the sexual sidelines, she books a week at Boot Knockers Ranch. If a passel of rugged cowboys vying to bring her bliss can’t get her off, nothing will.

Hugh had planned to sit out this week’s rotation of sexual therapy, but when he spots sultry Sybill, he pulls rank. His bone-deep urge to possess her isn’t enough to coax elusive orgasms out of her body, though. And his resolve to give the lady whatever she needs wavers when she shyly makes a mind-blowing request.

Riggs stepped aside when Hugh muscled in to claim Sybill, but he jumps at the chance to fulfill her ultimate fantasy—a threesome. But once they come together, all barriers are stripped away, exposing his love for the one man—and woman—he’d break every last rule to make his own.

 

Warning: This ain’t your daddy’s ranch. Contains cowboys administering sexual therapy to frustrated ladies—and each other. Fresh batteries recommended. You’re gonna need ’em!
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