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Her confidence is shattered…until she falls into the strong arms of her past—and his best friend’s rough hands.

As a model, Sloane is objectified and treated badly by men—even her baby daddy. He might be good at sending money, but he still gave up when things got tough. Now that her daughter is older, Sloane is ready for some adult time. What better way, than a week at The Boot Knockers Ranch in Alaska, being pampered…and pleasured…by hunky cowboys? It might even take her mind off the man she can’t seem to forget.

When Shaw’s career as an NHL hockey player ends—and his relationship too—he heads to Alaska with the hope of fulfilling his dream of coaching hockey. Working as a sex therapist on The Boot Knockers Ranch wasn’t in the plan, but it has its benefits. At least until the woman who stole his heart shows up and rocks his peaceful world.

Dylan is an up-and-coming competitive bull rider, but in the off-season, he enjoys other pursuits of the steamy variety. His latest client, a bombshell with a past and more than enough curves to keep him in her bed—or in the hay—is his top priority. She’s sultry yet sweet…and her ex happens to be the one man Dylan can’t stay away from either.

When all three of their worlds collide, the sparks are enough to burn down the Alaskan wilderness. But can their hearts survive the blaze of passion, or will their personal battles land them heartache?

If you love second chances, and a hockey player and a bull rider fighting over the woman they can’t live without, 1-CLICK this reverse harem cowboy romance and BINGE READ the entire Boot Knockers Ranch series!
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Chapter One

Shaw Sheridan winced at the twinge in the hamstring he’d torn two years before. And just for good measure, the knee he’d blown out at twenty-nine years old decided to start creaking.

He aimed a glare at the storm clouds gathering on the horizon. His old hockey injuries seemed to act up worse in the rainy weather, which was the only weather for the past month here in Alaska.

When Shaw followed his dream to the wilderness, he never took his aches and pains into consideration…but his job did a lot to limber him up.

The Boot Knockers Ranch stretched ahead of him, the rustic log buildings and metal roofs painting a picturesque vision against the steel-gray sky. A group of cowboys walking ahead of him were talking and joking around. Shaw caught snippets of their conversation, which involved the usual speculation about the group of ladies about to land by float plane.

A new week, a new group of women, all here for a particular kind of therapy. Each plan of action was different depending on their troubles. Shaw enjoyed his new line of work, but helping women through sex therapy was a big departure from the hockey arena.

Instead of a stick, he wielded his cock, or sometimes a toy that would launch the woman to the next level of pleasure. Rather than giving his team a pep talk before going on the ice, he used his deep baritone for dirty talk to drive his clients crazy.

Still, he never expected life to take this detour. His plan to coach hockey in Alaska wasn’t dead—he’d just placed it on the back burner. Until he got his head back in the game, coaching would have to wait.

The buzz of a single propeller plane filled the air like the hum of a giant bee. He and the guys ahead of him all turned their attention to the sky. The small white aircraft zoomed between two mountains, dropping altitude by the second over the harbor where it would land.

The cowboys let out a collective whoop, their cheers carrying across the choppy water. Shaw had to grin at their antics. They acted as if their dry spells lasted months when in reality, they only lasted days. Some suffered even less than that, considering they hooked up with each other and the occasional female ranch employee—though that was forbidden territory.

“Here they come, boys!” The familiar voice hit Shaw’s ears and worked downward through his entire body.

Dylan Knoxdale aka Knots. The cowboy earned his nickname after he revealed how damn good he was with ropes. Shaw hadn’t been on the receiving end of that, but he’d witnessed it happen on stage in front of the entire ranch.

The memory made a regular appearance in his fantasies.

Shaw approached the group of men gathered on the dock. With his height of six-five, he towered over most people, so he was able to pick out Dylan’s black Stetson easily.

As if he felt Shaw’s gaze on him, Dylan glanced up. For a strong heartbeat, their gazes locked.

A dozen innuendos passed between them, and Shaw felt the stirrings of desire. Considering he was off this week, with no client of his own, it was best for him to tamp down his urges.

If he was lucky, he’d be asked to stand in for one of the cowboys and be able to slake his lust, but what he really wanted right this second…was a tall cowboy looking back at him with hooded eyes.

Damn, this had been the most unexpected part of coming to Alaska. Shaw never expected to work as a male sex therapist on a sex ranch. He really didn’t think he’d ever explore sexuality with another man. In the hockey league, in all those locker rooms, he didn’t take any interest in guys.

How things happened between him and Dylan, he still wasn’t sure. One night Shaw wandered across Dylan with his cock buried in his client. Their gazes connected, like they did just a second ago, and Shaw joined in.

Yeah, it was hot as hell, but they enjoyed each other’s company even when they were clothed. Often Dylan sought him out to partner with him on some ranch task, and they shared a lot of laughs at the other guys’ expense too.

His cock stirred behind the fly of his worn jeans. This week, it looked like he’d have to take matters into his own fist.

The float plane skimmed across the water and buzzed up to the dock. As it bobbed on the rippling waves, one of the guys tethered the craft to the mooring using ropes, and another moved forward to open the hatch door.

A set of steps unfolded, and the first lady appeared in the doorway. Shaw didn’t blame her for looking as nervous as a deer. Facing down the wild and untamed cowboys waiting to assist her off the plane wasn’t something they warned women of on the ranch website.

Shaw hung back, watching as one by one, the ladies emerged from the small plane. Six newcomers in total. A few had arrived earlier this morning via other routes and were already awaiting the selection process to pair them with their cowboys of the week.

All of their hopes hung on the Boot Knockers. They paid good money and put their faith in the ranch to help them heal from their hangups and past traumas.

As another lady exited the plane—lucky number seven—a cowboy reached out a hand to assist her to the dock. Several guys swarmed her immediately. Shaw’s line of vision was cut off by broad backs and wide shoulders, but their attention was a sure indication that she had more than one desirable attribute.

His interest lost, Shaw turned away. He’d done his duty by showing up. Their job was to give the ladies a good view of the hot men they were about to explore all their deepest desires with when they landed at the ranch.

Shaw headed back toward the lodge. Dylan’s voice carried on the wind to him, making him glance back.

Holy hell.

No wonder the guys had crowded around the last client to arrive at the ranch. The woman standing there talking to Dylan had a banging body.

Shaw stopped in his tracks. Peering closer, he let his gaze roam from her rounded, heart-shaped ass accentuated by a pair of fitted jeans, up to the top of her head. Warm brown waves swished in the breeze coming off the mountains.

Shaw’s gut clenched even harder.

Oh god. No way in hell was that her.

But he’d know that ass anywhere.

Hell, he’d spent a year tapping it.

Sloane.

Jesus Christ. How the hell did she end up here?

She had to have tracked him down.

No,. It wasn’t possible. He was careful not to let his whereabouts leak to the public. Since retiring from the team, he might not be in the spotlight, but a former NHL player was never quite out of the public eye.

He stared at Sloane’s back for several pounding heartbeats. His stare latched on to that prime ass again, the feature that earned her a living as a model and body double for celebrities.

Dylan slid his arm around her, and a wild shot of jealousy struck Shaw like he’d touched the electric fence on the back fifty acres.

Torn, he wavered between breaking Dylan’s arm and making a break for it. A woman’s squeal jolted him out of his trance, and he whipped around and strode back to the ranch office as fast as he could, his tight hamstring and painful knee forgotten.

When he burst into the office, the ranch office manager, Maggie, looked up from her computer screen. As soon as she spotted him, the frown between her brows smoothed. “Hi, Shaw. What’s up?”

He didn’t even close the door. He wouldn’t be here long. “I want Sloane Simpson this week.”

Maggie’s face blanked and then her lips formed a small O as she registered his demand. “That’s not possible, Shaw. It’s your week off. You know the rules.”

He shook his head, his shirt collar brushing his cowboy hat that he’d tugged lower and lower with every angry step he took on the way here. “I’m getting my way on this, Maggie. Make it happen.”

“I can’t just ‘make it happen,’ Shaw. The client is already assigned to her Boot Knocker. He’s going to fight for her in the ceremony and make it look good, but you know that everyone is already assigned to a therapist before they ever step foot on that stage.”

He narrowed his eyes at the office worker. He could make more demands and pound his chest like a caveman. Or he could just take matters into his own hands.

Veins pumping with anger and adrenaline, he stalked back out the open door.

On the ice, he often went with his gut instinct, but on The Boot Knockers Ranch, this was the first time he’d bucked the system.

If ever there was a moment to get what he wanted, it was now.

No way was anyone laying a hand on his ex-girlfriend. Not even the man Shaw wanted in his own bed.

* * * * *

Sloane hoped that when she got off that tiny plane, her nerves would stop jittering. Then she saw all those muscled guys sporting worn jeans and cowboy hats waiting for her, and she felt as if her entire body vibrated like her battery-operated boyfriend on turbo speed.

To get a grip, she stifled a nervous giggle and focused on her surroundings.

She’d expected the Alaskan weather to be unpredictable, but it was downright ugly today with storm clouds looming overhead and the wind whipping the water into small waves that lapped loudly at the dock.

The only bright ray of sunshine was definitely the sexy, rugged cowboy who hefted her luggage in one hand as if it weighed nothing at all.

“This bag yours too?” He cast her a crooked smile that did more to her attention-deprived senses than she ever thought it would.

“Yes, these two canvas bags.” She reached for one, but another Boot Knocker beat her to it.

“I got this, pretty lady. You’ll find it when you reach your bungalow.” With a wink and a tip of his hat, he hooked the long strap of her bag over his shoulder.

That strap molded to his beefy shoulder and chiseled bicep.

God, did she want to be that strap right now.

“Hey, stop flirtin’ with my girl!” The guy who had her suitcase in hand shooed him off with a flick of his head.

“Not yours yet, Dylan. She’s still up for grabs.”

Dylan stared him down. “Then may the best man win at the ceremony.”

Sloane’s stomach tingled at the thought of what the week ahead of her would bring. Her decision to come to the ranch and seek sex therapy wasn’t something she shared with her friends or family. No one needed to know just how much damage her heart had taken when her long-time boyfriend walked away.

That reminded her that she should check in with her momma and let her know she’d arrived at her destination, which was not The Boot Knockers Ranch. She’d told her parents that she was on her way to visit a friend in Seattle.

Taking out her phone, she shot the cowboy helping her an apologetic look.

He opened his mouth as if to say something, and then shook his head. Seeming to understand, he walked a short distance away to give her privacy.

As Sloane dialed her mother, a fat raindrop hit her forehead. She tilted her face up to the clouds clustered like an angry mob between the mountains.

Her mother didn’t immediately pick up, which had Sloane’s sixth sense in a riot.

This was her first time away from her baby. Something must have happened. She could easily picture a fall—she was still only toddling, after all. Or her daughter spiking a high fever and Sloane’s doting parents rushing her to the emergency room.

Hospitalization.

IVs.

She dialed her mother a second time, and her breathless greeting filled her ear.

“Is everything okay?” Sloane burst out, no longer seeing the hunky cowboys leading their women away from the harbor.

“Of course, Sloane. Everything is okay. Marigold is fine. We were just outside playing.”

Relief washed through Sloane, causing her to slump. No catastrophes happened, and her little girl was fine.

“Do you want me to put her on the phone?” Her mother’s question snapped her back to reality.

Realizing it was raining on her, Sloane looked around. The cowboy called Dylan was waving at her to hurry up and follow.

She’d be a fool to stand here getting wet…when he, or one of these cowboys, could be making her wet in other ways.

If she didn’t recognize how bad she needed this time away for herself, she would gasp at her own dirty thoughts.

“No, let her play,” she told her mom. “I just wanted to let you know I’m here. I’ll check in when I can.”

“We’ve got it under control. Have a great time, Sloane. You deserve it, honey.”

Warmed by her mother’s words, she ended the call and hurried to catch up with the cowboy standing there getting soaked because of her.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. Getting wet just means you’ll be taking off your clothes to get dry.” The flash of his white teeth sent a thrill through her. Had it really been so long since a man flirted with her?

Yes. It had. If she was even in the market for romance after her ex shattered her heart, finding a decent man wasn’t so easy. On modeling shoots and on movie sets, she got hit on plenty. But those men were either vulgar, vile or both. The one time she did accept the offer of a date, the man had treated her like a cut of meat. And not even Wagyu beef.

“C’mon. The van’s waiting on us.”

She followed Dylan up a short incline to a waiting black luxury van. They climbed inside with a few other people, the luggage was stowed, and the driver rolled down a short road. The ranch buildings in the distance left Sloane a little breathless with excitement.

She was here to break her dry spell, to be shown a good time and that, she wasn’t just an object with a good butt—the biggest downside of being a butt model.

She could show it off in magazine ads and swimsuit catalogs. Actors chose her as their body double on a regular basis, which was the best compliment. But nobody saw what was inside her. Not really.

The only man who’d ever come close… Well, they couldn’t make it work. End of story.

The best thing that had come out of their relationship was the daughter he blessed Sloane with. Marigold was her life.

With any luck, this week would fill her soul enough to let her carry on for a long time. It had to. She could set aside her own needs and focus on being a single mother.

She looked out the window at the ranch. She’d always wanted to come to 
Alaska, and not only because her ex, Shaw Sheridan, center for the top team in the NHL, always asked her to visit Alaska with him. That never panned out, just like nothing with him panned out.

Well, she wasn’t here for Shaw. She was here for herself. To get over her ex.

She peeked at Dylan out of the corner of her eye and found him watching her, a sexy look that could only be anticipation front and center on his handsome face.

Oh yes, she’d come to the right place.

After a whirlwind arrival, Dylan showed her into the lodge. The women she’d flown in with, as well as a few others, milled around a large room. It was weirdly silent, lacking the chatter that filled dressing rooms or went on in the stage wings of fashion shows.

“Name?” A pretty woman with shiny dark hair held an iPad tucked close to her chest.

She glanced around. “Sloane Simpson. What’s going on?”

“Sloane. Got you down right here.” She smiled at her. “We’re getting you ready for the selection process.”

“Is there any way to change clothes before that happens? It rained on me.”

The woman looked her over. “Honey, you could be drowned and the guys would still fight over you.”

Sloane’s lips popped open in surprise.

The woman shook her head. “Sorry. Of course you’ll want to look your best for when you go on. Come right over here and let our team take care of you.”

The team she spoke of consisted of someone to blot the raindrops, that hadn’t already dried, off her face and sweep translucent powder over her skin. A stylist wielded a blow dryer and gave Sloane a quick blowout that smoothed the frizz and left her hair shiny. Several other women were getting similar treatment.

Minutes later, feeling as much like herself as she could when she was about to be paired with a man she would spend an entire week in bed with, the dark-haired woman gestured to Sloane again.

“You’re on, sugar. Woohoo, those cowboys are gonna be slapping those buttons when they get a load of you.” Her drawl hadn’t seemed so pronounced before, but it lent her words more impact. She grabbed Sloane by the arm and towed her to the wings of the stage.

Warm spotlights lit the rustic wood floor but made it impossible to see who was in the audience.

Sloane wet her dry lips. “What happens next?”

The woman gave her a little nudge. “Get out there and find out!”

Sloane dealt with a lot of pressure to perform in her life, but never had her heart thumped as loud or as hard as it did when she walked across that stage and stopped to face the row of cowboys she could now see seated in the front row.

“Our first lady seeking a Boot Knocker is Sloane—” The announcer never got a chance to finish her sentence, as several palms immediately came down on their buttons to fight for a week with her.

* * * * *

Dylan always got a boost from the ceremony. While the clients on the ranch were paired with the best cowboy to help them long before their arrival, there were times when the plan went to hell.

When Shaw took a seat in the row with the other Boot Knockers, even though it was his week off, he knew this was going to be fun. He respected the hell out of Shaw. He’d call him closer than a friend…but he was always open to getting closer.

Dylan leaned forward to see around the two guys sitting between them. Shaw stared straight ahead at the stage, his jaw locked. His fist hovered over the button before the woman ever set foot on stage.

Man, he must really want one of the ladies he’d seen disembark from that plane. After working with Shaw for over a year, he knew his type. Shaw liked the soft types, the ones with curves and a certain look in their eyes. The first woman they’d ever shared had been a buxom brunette with curvy thighs, and an innocent beauty that pulled them all in.

With that thought fixed in mind, Dylan could guess which woman Shaw planned to fight for.

And she already belonged to Dylan.

Or rather, she was assigned to him.

When the lights came up, he tried to catch Shaw’s gaze again, but his buddy wasn’t looking his way.

The distinct click of the microphone turning on for the announcer had Dylan leaning forward in his plush leather seat. If he was going to beat out the others, he had to be quick on the draw.

Five generations of cowboys filled his family tree to the top branches. His ancestors were rough and rugged. They’d kill a man for stealing cattle back in the old days, but he didn’t have any need to be so primal, unless it was on the back of a bull.

His belt buckle was proof of his talent in sticking to the back of a bull for eight full seconds. Competing as a professional bull rider had earned him a lot of notoriety and more than a little confidence in his skill.

He had no doubt of his instincts when it came to women either.

The announcer’s voice flooded through the loudspeakers. As soon as the client walked onto the stage, Dylan’s cock stirred with arousal. She really was stunning.

Shaw struck his button.

Damn. Dylan had missed his chance. He slammed his palm over the button too, as did several men seated in the row.

Shaw hit his over and over again.

A loud laugh echoed through the auditorium, the announcer’s amusement clear. “Guys! You hardly let me get her name out before you hit those buttons! This is an eager bunch, Ms. Sloane. And it looks like Dylan was fastest on the draw this time. Dylan, if you’ll come up and escort your lady offstage…”

Shaw punched the button with a violent crack, loud enough to break it. Every Boot Knocker turned to look at him. Ignoring them all, he shot to his feet and stalked to the stage.

What the hell?

Dylan exploded out of his seat and jogged after him, catching him before he reached the steps leading onstage.

“Shaw. Shaw! Stop. What the fuck, man?”

His fellow Boot Knocker never even glanced his way. His gaze was locked on Sloane. He set a boot on the bottom step.

Dylan gripped him by the shoulder, holding him in place. “What do you think you’re doing? I won her.”

Green and gold eyes sliced his way. “My button was broken.”

Pitching his voice low, Dylan tried to talk sense to his friend. “What’s going on? You never act like this. Is it part of the act?”

“No act. I want her.”

Sticking out an arm, he yanked Shaw backward, and though he topped Dylan by a couple inches, he dragged him away from the stage. “What the hell’s come over you, man? She isn’t yours. You’re on the dry spell this week.”

Shaw brought his fist to his forehead. The gesture knotted Dylan’s stomach.

“My button was broken. They won’t let me have her. Fuck!”

“Look, I don’t know why you were sidelined this round, but you were. Your attitude isn’t helping your case right now.”

Shaw started toward the stage once more. Dylan issued a low growl and threw himself between him and the steps. Times like this he saw the fighter in Shaw, the guy who dropped his stick on the ice, threw down his gloves and went for his opponent.

“Back off, Sheridan. I admire your determination, but go back to the lodge. Have a drink and settle the fuck down.”

Sheridan jerked his gaze off the stage—off Sloane, who was still standing there alone and probably confused as hell. His stare landed on Dylan’s. Chest heaving, fists clenched at his sides, he gave Dylan the impression he planned to win this round no matter what.

“Step. Down,” Dylan grated out.

“Fine.” The tendon in the crease of his tight jaw fluttered, and his Adam’s apple bobbed as though he forced back a bellow. Then he spun on his heel and strode out.

The thunder of his footsteps rolled through the auditorium. He hit the door and the gray light of day lit the auditorium before the door slammed shut behind him.

Dylan had no time to dwell on what the hell was going on with his friend and one-time lover. He had to rescue Sloane off that stage like the chivalrous cowboy she expected him to be.

Leaping the steps, he hit the stage. She looked up, eyes wide. He did the only thing he could think of to replace that worry on her face with a smile.

He did a backflip.

A loud hoot echoed through the auditorium, followed by applause.

“Go get her, Dylan!” someone shouted.

A shrill catcall sounded. Dylan moved forward, hand outstretched to Sloane. When she shyly slipped her feminine hand into his palm, and lifted her gaze to his, his heart skipped a beat.

Oh damn. No wonder this one affected Shaw so much. She was affecting him the same way.

He recovered, ready to focus only on her. “Welcome to The Boot Knockers Ranch, pretty lady. Right this way.”

He offered her his arm, and she took it, allowing him to lead her offstage.

“Sorry I kept you waiting, sweetheart.” He stopped in the shadows and turned to her.

She chewed at her full bottom lip.

The need to soothe her like a wild filly about to bolt from fear took hold.

He slipped his knuckle beneath the dainty point of her chin and raised her face to meet his gaze. “I promise I’m one hundred and fifty percent focused on you from this moment forward. My name’s Dylan, and we’re gonna have one hell of a fun week.”


Chapter Two

“Here we are. Bungalow 12. My personal favorite.” Dylan opened the quaint door of the log cabin for Sloane to enter first.

She stepped in, breathing in the clean scent of real pine, not the chemical facsimile, and what smelled like cinnamon rolls. She almost laughed. On the application, she answered cinnamon rolls to the question about her favorite food. This couldn’t be a coincidence.

Wrapping her arms around herself, she drifted into the living space. It was open and airy, decorated in deep green with wood accents.

“It’s very cozy.” She looked to Dylan. Again, she found him watching her. That focus he promised her wasn’t something she’d only noticed when he led her off the stage—she saw it during their short ride from the harbor.

His eyes weren’t any old shade of brown. They were hickory and oak, and the warmth of maple syrup. Eyes that could send many a woman to her knees.

Of course, that made her think of what sort of fun happened on her knees, and heat climbed her throat to settle in her cheeks.

He stepped forward, a crooked smile quirking his manly lips. When he lifted a hand to cradle her cheek, swiping his callused thumb over the blush she knew was there, her heart pattered a little faster.

“I think us being together calls for celebration. Champagne?”

She smiled. “That sounds nice.” She couldn’t recall the last time she drank an adult beverage.

“The rain stopped. What do you say about taking a little walk around the ranch? We’ll pop a bottle and watch the sun set.”

“Sounds perfect.” That would be an ideal icebreaker, something she needed. The thought of being cooped up alone in the bungalow with a stranger who she’d paid to wine, dine and…romance her…gave her a case of the jitters.

As he strolled to the kitchen area, she watched him. He moved with an easy, loping grace. His muscled form was a nod to the hard work he obviously put in around the ranch. Not to mention all the hip thrusts and pushups they did over the women who came here.

The gray plaid shirt he wore stretched over his shoulders with each rolling step he took. And his ass in those tight Wrangler jeans…

She felt her teeth clamp on her bottom lip, trapping her sigh in. He reached into a small wine cooler and withdrew a bottle. Holding it up, he studied the label.

When his gaze shifted to her—and he caught her looking—he flashed that stunning grin. Just like it had back at the dock, it stole her breath.

“It’s a good one.”

“You know champagne?”

With the bottle in one hand, he approached her nice and slow. Her insides clutched. What was he about to do? Would he touch her face again? Try to kiss her?

Stopping a few inches from her, he stared down into her eyes. “Ready, beautiful?”

Her happy feelings died out like a snuffed flame. Irritation wove through her at the nickname that everybody called her. Getting attention shouldn’t be a negative to her, but she wanted to be seen as…more.

So much more.

She nodded. “I’m ready.”

If he noticed her sudden change of mood, he didn’t let on. He caught her by the hand and led her out of the bungalow.

She threw a look back at the closed doors. “We don’t have to lock up?”

His deep chuckle sent another prickle of awareness through Sloane. “Not around here. This is the safest place you’ll probably ever visit.” He tipped his head up to the sky. “See that? The clouds blew away with that storm. You can see the mountaintop.”

When she turned her attention to the sight, a gasp escaped her lips. “It’s beautiful. It makes me wish I was an artist and I could paint it.”

“Lots of things I wish I could do.”

“Tell me some of them.” Anything to shift the focus off herself. Her nerves weren’t ready for explaining her reason for being here.

“Well, I grew up in a ranchin’ family in the lower forty-eight. As a kid, I had dreams of being a vet. But my grades didn’t make the cut. After that, I did some odd jobs. Apprenticed with a plumber for a while before I realized I didn’t want to fix toilets for a living.”

She smiled.

“Then I came to Alaska and wished I could find a way to describe the beauty. Maybe become one of those wildlife writers for magazines. But the wind blew me in other directions.”

“I see.”

He didn’t say more, and she didn’t ask.

They set off walking, her hand firmly enveloped in his warm clasp and the bottle of champagne in his other. He slanted a look at her. Those brown eyes glimmered with interest that made her nerves jump again. Now she was rethinking her desire for someone to know her and not only her body.

“What do you do for a living?” His question threw her.

She fell silent for a few steps.

“You don’t have to tell me. What happens on the ranch stays on the ranch.”

The statement brought a laugh to her lips. When she surrendered to it, Dylan’s stare zeroed in on her with more intensity.

“I’m glad to hear it, since I don’t want anyone in my personal life to know where I am. What if I don’t tell you what I do for a living? Instead, you have to guess.”

A playful smirk brought out a dimple in his cheek—totally unexpected on the rugged composition of his features.

“I love games.”

She dipped her head at the innuendo in his voice and words. Her nipples hardened, and it wasn’t from the cool mountain air.

“I’m going to guess you do something in an office. Accounting.”

She laughed. “I’m terrible with numbers.”

“Public relations then.”

“Nope.”

They strolled along a path that circled some log bungalows. The pastures behind it were dotted with the cattle the ranch was known for just as much as the men who ran it. He pointed to a spot along the edge of the field.

“This wood bench has been perfectly placed here for a couple looking to escape the world with a bottle of champagne.”

When he held up the bottle and slowly began to shake it…so slow…in such a sexual manner…

Her already hard nipples puckered into even tighter buds. Liquid heat slipped into her core, and she squeezed her thighs together on the sensation.

Dylan shook the bottle faster. When he pushed against the cork with his thumb, it exploded.

An unexpected laugh burst out of Sloane. Then Dylan brought the wine that was spilling over the rim to her lips and bubbled it into her mouth.

* * * * *

Watching the champagne flood over those sweet lips had Dylan’s stiff cock pressing against his fly. Sloane was so alluring that he didn’t even try to give her more time to get to know him.

He leaned in and kissed her. She gulped down the champagne and stilled at the firm pressure of his mouth on hers.

Then her eyes slipped shut, and she melted.

He let out a groan and settled a hand on her waist, tugging her close. Her plump lips underneath his sent shockwaves to his groin. Oh yes, the chemistry between them wasn’t only present but strong.

She lifted a hand to rest on his chest, steadying herself as he slowly stroked his tongue over her closed lips.

On a gasp, she opened to him, and he plunged inside, flicking his tongue across hers in a tiny movement before he decided to take it down a notch instead of pushing her too far.

He lifted his head, and she slowly opened her eyes. That dazed expression she wore would usually boost his ego a hell of a lot.

It did more than that—it left him shaky with barely controlled lust.

The one and only time he’d ever experienced something similar was when Shaw happened across him fucking his client. When their gazes locked, a primal need to bite, scratch, claw and own that man had him screaming out in not one orgasm but two that night.

Reeling, he offered Sloane a smile and then raised the bottle to his mouth. After that kiss, he could use more than a swig of alcohol that was too weak to affect him much. But he had to remain in charge at all times with his women.

She ducked her head in a cute, shy gesture and tucked a lock of hair behind her ear. He passed her the bottle, and she took several sips before dropping to the bench. He sat beside her, his thigh inches from hers. That horny little devil on his shoulder urged him to drag her into his lap and let her feel his every inch while plundering those sweet lips.

He attempted to turn his mind onto another track. “You were telling me what you do for a living.”

The tilt of her lips was echoed in the depths of her green eyes. “No, you were supposed to guess.”

“Hit me then. I’m ready.” He took the bottle from her hand and sucked down a swig.

She sat there, hands on her knees as if indecisive. Finally, she stood and turned around, presenting her backside to him. And a lovely ass it was, too. Full and tight. Perfectly shaped.

When he simply stared at her luscious curves without speaking, she twisted to look at him. “Well?”

“Uhh…”

“Okay, let’s try this.” She took off in a sultry walk a short distance across the field and then came back.

“You’re an Olympic speed walker.”

She dropped her face in her palm, laughing. “No!” This time she ran in a circle and came to a stop before him.

He cocked a brow at her. “A jogger?”

“Seriously? Fine, I’ll tell you—a butt double.”

He cocked a brow. “What exactly does a butt double do?”

“Actors contract me to stand in for them in scenes where they want to be portrayed better than they are.”

“So you do movies.” Damn. Why was she even at the ranch? With her looks and connections, she could get any guy. But maybe that was the problem—she didn’t want just any guy seducing her.

She bobbed her head. “And model shoots.”

“You have a fantastic ass, Sloane. But I’m a boob guy. Would I have seen those before?” He eyed up her breasts.

She gave him an are-you-kidding look. “Just the butt.”

Reaching out, he latched on to her ass, dragging her up to the bench and her breasts to his eye level. “Well, I am thrilled that these are just for me.” He dipped his head to nuzzle them.

* * * * *

Shaw knew Dylan was going to take Sloane to the water’s edge at sunset. Like clockwork, it was his routine.

Shaw could hide for the entire week and avoid seeing his ex with another man, but there was no stopping his feet from carrying him there.

When he scoured the shoreline, he reached up to pull his hat off his head.

They weren’t here.

That left one more spot to look—the field.

Taking a detour through a patch of woods, he rubbed at his sore jaw. Ever since he spotted Sloane on that dock, he’d been clenching it in unabated frustration.

Weaving around trees and stepping over fallen logs took him too much time, but finally he reached the field.

Under cover of the trees, he edged up to the south border. From here, he had a perfect view of the bench.

Sure enough, Dylan was there with Sloane in his lap.

What made Dylan change up his routine with Sloane, of all women?

He bit off a growl.

That perfect ass—the one that had once belonged to him, goddammit—was pressed against Dylan’s cock.

Shaw knew firsthand all about that cock too. Thick and long. He could still feel it in his fist while Shaw fucked his ass in slow strokes until they both shook in completion.

The client had been more than satisfied to experience a threesome…and Shaw had spent every day since their encounter fantasizing about doing it again.

Dylan’s hand roved over her chest, and she squirmed in his hold.

Unable to look on for another second, Shaw uttered a low cuss that he really wanted to bellow to the sky.

In quick strides, he retreated without being seen and hurried back to the office. When he burst in, the door struck the wall hard.

The ranch’s bookkeeper was standing at the copy machine a foot away. She let out a cry and grabbed her pregnant belly.

“Oh god, Avril. I’m so sorry. Are you okay?”

She pushed out fast breaths through her nostrils. “I think you…put me…in labor!”

“Jesus!” He rushed to her.

She dropped her hand from her stomach, straightening with a laugh. “You should see your face, Shaw.”

He barely contained a growl. This wouldn’t be the first time he’d seen a woman go into labor. The night his daughter came into the world was the best and worst of his life. The best because of how perfect she was. The worst because he knew he couldn’t remain in her life and keep her mother happy.

He still asked himself daily if he’d made the right choice in leaving Sloane to raise their daughter.

Marigold.

Fuck. Where was Marigold while Sloane was in Alaska, writhing on Dylan’s cock?

Most likely with her grandparents. They were more than capable of caring for the child, but it still didn’t sit well with him. Nothing about this situation was right, goddammit.

“Where’s Maggie?” His abrupt question made the smile slide off Avril’s face. As if he didn’t feel shitty enough, now he’d made a pregnant woman unhappy.

Avril pointed to the conference room. “She’s in with a couple of vendors who are looking to buy some of our beef. Piers and Ash are with them.”

Piers and Ash had recently left the lineup of Boot Knockers serving women and shifted to ranch operations exclusively. They were remodeling a small cabin just over the mountain ridge for use as their personal home they would share with the woman they loved.

Shaw stomped over to the desk Maggie used and grabbed her computer mouse.

Avril rushed to his side. “Hey, you can’t just break into her computer and look at…at…files!”

“Who’s gonna stop me?” He searched the hard drive for client files. When he couldn’t find them easily, he typed a name into the search bar. Sloane Simpson.

Her name came up immediately. He clicked open the file.

A rough gasp escaped Avril. She set her hand on her baby bulge again.

“You can’t get me with that act again, Avril.” He skimmed the application Sloane had submitted.

Date of last relationship: Two years ago.

He rocked back on his heels. His mind swirled.

She hadn’t been with anyone since him.

Avril gripped his arm hard, bringing his attention from the screen to her pink face. “Shaw! I…I think I really am in labor!”

He stared down at her, assessing the situation. Then water flooded over her feet.

“Son of a bitch! You are in labor.” What should he do?

He was a father. Just a bad one.

He spun Maggie’s desk chair toward Avril. “Sit down. Breathe. I’ll get Maggie. She’ll know what to do.”

He stormed into the conference room so fast that the door banged off the wall. Six people looked up at him, shock on their faces.

“Avril’s in labor.”

“What!” Maggie leaped up and pushed by him.

Figuring they had this under control and didn’t need him, he strode out of the office. The urge to circle back to the field was a strong pull, but he couldn’t bear to see his ex with another man, even if Shaw himself had been with that same man.

Sloane’s application still burned in his mind like the imprint of the sun after staring at it too long.

She hadn’t been in a relationship since him. Now he knew why Sloane had come to The Boot Knockers Ranch.

He stopped walking and looked in the direction of the field, lit up with the gold and orange hues of the setting sun.

She was trying to get over him.

Too bad he wasn’t going to let that happen.


Chapter Three

Sloane and Dylan fell through the bungalow door in a tangle of limbs and heated kisses.

He kicked the door shut and hauled her off her feet. She squealed as he tossed her over his shoulder and carried her through the bungalow.

Her insides were on fire with need she hadn’t felt in far too long. The man really knew how to seduce a woman, and she didn’t even mind that she was paying for it.

Sharing the bottle of champagne on the bench while watching the sky change from pale blue to orange to yellow and finally pink before the sun fell behind the mountains was the best date she could have asked for.

When he pulled her into his lap and kissed her, she melted into his caresses, and she couldn’t blame that on a desperation to be touched. He put her at such ease that it didn’t seem like she met him just that afternoon.

Dangling over his back, she got a great view of the chiseled planes of muscles moving with every step he took. “Put me down! I can walk.”

He delivered a light swat to her ass, making her gasp. “Insolent woman. Don’t you know that when a man drags you off to bed, you take it as your due?”

Her due. Now that was a different way of thinking. In a world where people fought for every single thing, did anybody think they were owed anything?

“Well, I did pay for this. I do kind of have it coming.”

His palm on her ass again had her crying out with surprise. He carried her through the bedroom door and yanked her off his shoulder, letting her slide down his body to her feet.

When he cupped her face in his big hands and stared into her eyes, she felt that look travel low into her core.

“What I’m about to do to you is completely genuine, sweetheart. Understand?”

She didn’t, not really. But she wanted what he promised her, so she nodded in agreement. Moving in, she brushed her lips over his.

Instead of responding to her kiss, he stopped her. “Sloane. I mean what I say.”

She dropped her gaze to his angular chin stubbled with a five-o’clock shadow that seemed to have sprouted the minute the sun went down. “Okay.”

His chest inflated with a disapproving breath. “You don’t buy that, do you? You don’t think any man could actually want you in a real way.”

A sharp pang of pain sliced through her chest. In a matter of hours, he’d zeroed right in on the root of her problem, her reason for being here. How? Was she that transparent? She racked her brain for what might have given her away, even going back in her memory to when she filled out the application online seeking therapy on the ranch.

Dylan’s deep brown gaze penetrated hers. Several heartbeats passed. His long fingers closed around her wrist, and he moved her hand to the bulge in his jeans.

“There’s no faking this, sweetheart.”

She moaned. The thick, hard length that threatened to break his zipper had enticed her with its feel from the second he pulled her into his lap earlier. The heat building inside her wouldn’t let her overthink what she was about to do.

She looped her arms around his neck and used her strength to hitch herself up his body, legs wrapped around his waist.

He growled. “You’re about to be one very…very…satisfied…woman.”

She kissed him again, her tongue moving across his lips until he plunged his tongue into her mouth. In a few steps, they reached the bed, and he lowered her to the mattress, still wrapped around him.

He stared into her eyes as he rocked his erection against her pussy. “You want this?”

“God, do I.”

His grin flashed like a neon sign that read GAME ON.

He took control of her mouth, nibbling and stroking his tongue over hers in the softest of brushes until her insides quivered and she was panting. His hat had fallen off back at the door, so she was able to sink her fingers into his thick hair.

When she raked her fingertips over his scalp, he issued a low growl that vibrated through every inch of her body. She let out small moans as the kiss spiraled on and on, gaining momentum until it was out of control.

She tore at his shirt. He braced his weight on one arm to allow her to strip it off him. And when she spied the hard muscles of his chest and arms, her insides clenched with want.

If he was treating her like an object, she was doing the same to him. Any woman would be crazy not to take advantage of this man’s every carved inch—and Sloane intended to experience all those inches while she was here.

He breached the hem of her top. Rough fingers brushed over her sensitive skin. It took a while for her body to bounce back after having her daughter, but she was lucky it did and she had been able to continue her well-paying career. It also meant she didn’t have any reservations about a new man seeing her naked.

Tearing away from the kiss, he stared down at her, panting. “Christ, Sloane. I’m aching for you.”

“I want you so much. Don’t stop!” She spread her hands over his shoulders and yanked him down for more. Their mouths melded in a never-ending kiss, broken only when he stripped off her top.

When his practiced hand moved along her spine, she wasn’t surprised that he popped the clasp of her bra. Ducking his head, he took the cloth between his teeth and tore it off her.

A laugh bubbled out but cut off on a cry when his mouth landed on her throat. Oh, this man could do anything he pleased to her and she’d let him. Maybe she was one of the lucky women who received instant gratification with her Boot Knocker, but she hoped all those women who’d gathered backstage were doing this very same thing right this second.

He sucked on her skin, probably leaving marks from the strong pulls, but she didn’t give a damn. She’d take what she could this week…because once she returned to her world, she’d be alone again. A single mom.

He dipped his tongue over the crest of her breast. A growl burst from him. “I want to suck these nipples until dawn.”

She arched upward, pushing her throbbing nipple into his lips. Holding her stare, he took it, clasping his full, hard lips on the bud and tugging with just enough pressure to make her panties flood.

A knife of need slashed through her core. She lost control; all sense of time and place vanished. All she knew was Dylan’s lips, Dylan’s hands…and the way Dylan looked at her, as if she was much, much more than most men saw.

* * * * *

Worshipping this woman was one of the easiest things Dylan had done in his life. Treating her right came as easy as breathing. But convincing her of her worth would take time, that much was evident.

He was more than up for the challenge, though. By week’s end, Sloane would be boarding that plane with a smile, a bounce in her step and a twinkle in her eyes.

She’d also be lingering in his mind for a long time after.

He dragged his teeth lightly over her nipple, grazing it. She cried out and latched on to his shoulders, stopping him.

He studied her expression and then glanced at the red mark he’d left on her breast. “Hell, sweetheart. I’m sorry. You’re much more tender than I’m used to.”

The need pounding in his balls made him a little too rough with her, a little more on edge than he typically was with a woman. And Sloane was either going to bear his bite marks like a goddess or dislike him for it when they were finished here tonight.

Gentling his movements, he skated a hand down her stomach to the waist of her jeans. As he eased his fingers lower and lower, moving inside her clothes, breaching the soft, feminine curls on her mound and downward to her slick folds, he watched her face.

Her eyes slammed shut and her lips formed an O of pleasure. The hair tumbling across the mattress was too enticing—he gathered the length in his hand and held her in place while he leaned in to claim her mouth again.

Damn, he wished he had his ropes handy. The things he could do to her…

The sweet sounds she made came harsher now. Every throaty noise had his cock seeping more precum, the ache mounting to a wild storm.

“Take me!” Her plea stole the rest of his control. It slipped through his grasp and he tore from her lips to speckle kisses down her bare torso, moving between her legs.

In one flick of his hand, he popped the fly of her jeans. With his stare locked on hers, he yanked her jeans and panties down her hips and continued to pull them to her ankles, where he paused to remove her boots.

Staring down at her… Christ, he almost lost it like a damn schoolboy. He gripped his cock hard, staving off the impending release and what would be a hell of a lot of disappointment for both of them.

He had to get the upper hand here, but damn, she was undoing him with those soft noises urging him on.

“Spread those pretty thighs for me, sweetheart. Show me how wet you are.”

She arched on a low moan and let her thighs part. One glance at her slick folds and the hard clit peeking out between them stole the rest of that control. She tossed him off his game like a bull launched him into the dirt.

With a growl, he threw himself on his stomach and stretched out between her thighs, fingers sinking inside her in one slick glide even as he latched on to the swollen bud of her clit and sucked.

Her hips lifted off the bed, and her inner walls gripped his fingers with each pass he made over her G-spot.

“Dylan! Oh god. Oh my…” Her words cut off.

Sensing she was close to coming for him, he did the tongue trick that he’d perfected over the years. When he swirled the tip over her clit while applying pressure with his mouth in a sucking pull, a scream tore from Sloane’s throat.

Her body pulsated in his hands. She shook with her release.

His cock steeled. Pouring his focus into his lover and making her feel good, he drew his fingers in and out of her pussy in slow pumps. When she gave a final shudder and collapsed to the bed, he licked her in soft brushes of his tongue meant to keep her on the edge.

Her fingers dug into his scalp again. Goddamn, he loved the way she reacted. Even though they didn’t know each other well at all, she gave herself with abandon, and that was rare.

He lifted his head and pressed a tender kiss to her inner thigh. She gasped and pressed her knees together.

“I’m so sensitive!”

He grinned. “Wait until I get inside you.”

Their gazes locked. Now the seduction really began.

When he drew his stiff cock into his hand, he held her stare while pumping it in slow jacks.

Suddenly, a vision rose into his mind unbidden, of him doing this with Shaw. They’d only played that one time, but he had been aching for another chance. The hard pounding Shaw gave him was something that lived on in his fantasies. But why the cowboy was popping up between him and Sloane now was anyone’s guess.

Sloane ran her hands down her stomach and dipped two fingers between her legs, running her manicured fingers over her wet pussy.

He groaned and rolled the head of his cock through his fist, bringing a pearl of precum to the tip.

She swept her tongue over her lips. “I want to taste you.”

Hell, he wanted that like he wanted a gulp of air that wouldn’t quite fill his lungs, but he’d never last if she wrapped those beautiful lips around his cock.

“Please.” Her eyes were wide, luminous with desire.

His heart tumbled. “One taste,” he grated out.

She sat up and scooted down the bed until she sat on the edge. When she looked up at him that way, her lips at the cusp of his aching cock, he damn near exploded and shot his cum all over her face and breasts.

He curled his toes in the boots he still wore, muscles locking as he guided his cock into her scorching hot mouth and that bead of cum disappeared on her tongue.

They shared a moan.

He started to swing his hips back, needing out of her tormenting mouth—fast. But she planted her hands on his ass and held him, taking him right to the root.

“Fuck!” He shook. God, when was the last time he gave himself over so fully to sensation this way?

Again, Shaw’s rugged features slammed into his mind.

Not now, dammit.

He couldn’t sink his cock deep into Sloane’s throat while thinking of doing the same to that man.

But it was too late. She took control and sucked him in. He stared down at her glazed eyes and pink cheeks and knew he had seconds to get inside her or die.

Threading his fingers into her hair, he drew out of her mouth. Watching the inches slide over her lips damn near killed him.

But somehow, he managed to shed his clothes and get a condom in place. When he positioned her beneath him and kissed her sweet mouth, a different sort of warmth flooded his chest.

“I need you inside me. Please!” Her breathless cry was all he needed.

In one slow shove, he sank into her.

The tight clasp of her pussy around his girth took him to a level of madness he couldn’t remember in past experiences.

He pulled out slowly and slammed into her again. But Sloane wouldn’t take it slow. She refused to let him set the pace and instead rocked her hips, bucking into him with a drive that stole his sanity and left him no choice but to give her what she demanded.

He met her thrusts with his own, driving them hard and fast until her body began to shake again and he tasted her need in her very kisses. The tip of his cock stretched deeper. The coil of need whipped at his spine. Still, he held back.

“Dylan! Yes! Oh yes! I’m coming!”

The words didn’t clear her lips before he let loose. The jets of cum shooting out of him felt like he’d been on the Boot Knockers dry spell for a year. He came hard, then harder. His head reared back and all of his muscles locked as she shook beneath him in her own release.

His balls drained in seconds. With his weight on his arms, he hung over her…and felt her lips brush across his in the most tender touch.

He never expected it. Didn’t see it coming.

The warmth of connection.

Too bad it came now, at this point in the game. Because the tides of life would sweep him somewhere else very soon, as they always did.

* * * * *

Shaw tipped the canister of leather oil into the cloth in his hand with enough force to splatter it over the wooden bench. Grunting in annoyance, he mopped up what he could and began applying it to the saddle he was oiling.

Dammit. Coming to Alaska was supposed to give him time to think, regroup. Now the woman he was running from was here.

From the very beginning, he believed Sloane was the one he’d drop onto bended knee for. He even pictured doing it after a hockey win, pulling her out onto the ice and proposing in front of the entire arena and the world it was broadcast to.

Then things just…stopped being good. Long before she realized she was pregnant, they started arguing more. Seeing eye-to-eye was something of the past. It didn’t take long for the entire ship of their relationship to sink, and now the only trace of their love left on Earth was their daughter.

Marigold. The occasional photos Sloane sent him showed a happy and beautiful toddler, but one that would grow up without a father who gave more than child support.

He heaved a sigh. On a daily basis, he questioned his choices. Right now, he needed to blank his mind, the way he did before a game. Pushups were mindless enough in the locker room. Here, he went on a whirlwind spree which involved taking care of all the tack on the ranch.

He massaged the leather with the cloth for long minutes, his mind sinking deeper and deeper.

“I sure hope you aren’t that heavy-handed with your ladies, Sheridan.” The drawl from the barn door brought his head up.

His gaze landed on Dylan. The last damn person he wanted to see.

He turned back to his task, eyes trained on the worn leather. “What do you want?”

Dylan stayed in the doorway, unmoving for so long that Shaw finally glanced up to see if he’d left.

Another growl of annoyance burned in his chest, and he checked it before he made a noise.

The thrill that Dylan’s body always sent through him wasn’t so easy to ignore. One glance and his balls clenched with immediate lust.

He would never be with Dylan again, especially now that the son of a bitch had been between Sloane’s thighs, moving inside her. Shaw couldn’t even look at him.

Dylan huffed out a throaty sigh that prickled the hair on Shaw’s nape. That sound was so similar to the one Dylan made at the last, when his stiff body jerked with every jet of cum leaving him.

Shaw ducked his head and polished faster.

He shouldn’t want to simultaneously sink his cock into Dylan’s mouth and punch him in the teeth.

The quiet thump of boots on the wood floor put him on high alert.

“You’re not good at reading cues, are you? I don’t want company.”

“Too bad.” In a few strides, Dylan reached the workbench where he stood working.

The scent of soap only irritated him more. Did Dylan shower with Sloane? Soap up her body, working his rough hands over her luscious ass and fingering her tight pussy?

Dropping the oil cloth, he swung toward Dylan, fists clenched. “Did you come here to rub her in my face?”

Dylan’s eyes narrowed. That goddamn dimple in his cheek had a habit of popping in and out depending on how he moved his mouth, and right now, he seemed to be gnawing his cheek, as if holding back what he really wanted to say.

“I don’t know why you wanted her so bad.”

Shaw issued a snort. “The hell you don’t.”

“She’s gorgeous, yeah, but so are a lot of women who come to the ranch. You never got your tighty-whities in a bunch over them.”

So Dylan didn’t know. But why would he? Sloane hadn’t seen Shaw—if she had, she would have been on the first flight home.

Dylan eyed him. “Maybe it isn’t about her at all.”

He leveled his fellow Boot Knocker in a glare. “What the hell does that mean?”

Dylan took a single step closer to him. Barely an inch separated their bodies. If he glanced down, Dylan would see the bulge of arousal in Shaw’s jeans.

If he rocked closer, he would feel it.

His gut stirred with desire that he tamped down hard. He started to spin away, but Dylan threw out an arm, holding him in place.

Shaw froze. “You’d better back down, Dylan. You don’t want what I have to give you right now.”

He didn’t move. He’d never kissed a man in his life, but the strong pull to crush his mouth onto Dylan’s and see if he tasted like Sloane blazed through his body.

Dylan’s chest heaved. “Shaw…”

“Get out.” The gravel in his tone coupled with his command had Dylan dropping his arm. He took a step back, spun and strode out of the tack room.

Shaw watched him go, anger and need a dangerous cocktail to the spark of jealousy he felt knowing that the man put his hands on Sloane.

He pinched the bridge of his nose, breathing hard and fast.

Damn, his cock didn’t get the message that it wasn’t supposed to be turned on by Dylan’s hard body or close proximity. Not to mention the idea of tasting her on him…

“Fuck!” He flicked open his belt and whipped open his fly. His cock filled his hand before he even pulled it free of his boxer briefs. With a rumble, he fisted his stiff length.

Throwing his head back, he pumped his cock from base to throbbing tip. His mind blurred, oblivious to anything but the demands of his body. At this moment, he needed release, hard and fast. Raw and primal.

He growled at the sensations rushing through him. When an image of Dylan sliding into Sloane while she took Shaw’s cock in her beautiful mouth hit his brain, he jerked his hips.

Precum dripped from his cock. He swiped it with his fingers and used it as lube. Jacking faster and faster, he saw the saddle and smelled the oil he’d used on it minutes before. But his mind wasn’t here—it was with Dylan and Sloane.

His balls tucked up tighter to his body with each pump. Dark need whipped within him.

Breath puffed through his lungs but when the knot inside broke free, pleasure rushed over him. His spine bowed as he jacked his cock five more times, then a sixth.

How easy it was to picture Dylan on his knees, his mouth open wide to take the hot spurts of cum exploding out of him.

But when the final drop left Shaw’s body, he was all alone, with nothing but a fantasy that tormented him almost as much as another man in the bed of the woman he still loved…and always would, did.


Chapter Four

Sloane brought a mug of steaming tea to her lips and drew in the aroma of the fresh brew. Over the rim of the cup, she looked at the man who’d brought her breakfast in bed—and more than one orgasm last night.

“Did you make this tea yourself?”

He chuckled. “No. I ordered the tray from the dining hall.”

“The food was delicious. Thank you again.”

He perched on the edge of the bed, eyeing her like he wanted to start the cycle all over again. Boy, was she ready for it too.

She had hopes that having sex with a cowboy gigolo would help her get over the heartbreak and to forge on as a busy single mom. She definitely was ready to relax and have some fun this week.

“What is there to do around here?” She brought the tea back to her lips, saw his face and almost spit out her sip.

When he laughed, that dimple cut deep into his cheek, mixing his bad-boy look with the cute boy next door who would quickly divest a girl of her panties.

“Besides the obvious,” she clarified.

He crawled into bed beside her and stretched out his long legs. “There’s horseback riding.”

She wrinkled her nose.

“It’s not everyone’s thing.”

“Do you enjoy riding horses?”

His lips hitched higher at one corner. “Among other things.”

“Women.”

“And bulls.”

She sat up straighter. “Bulls? Are you serious?”

He leaned back and gestured to the big brass belt buckle he wore. Peering closer, she saw a bucking bull engraved on it, along with a date.

“You won that? Dylan, that’s amazing!” She stared at him in awe. “How did you ever get into riding bulls? It’s so dangerous.”

“Same way you became a butt model, I’d say. You just jump in.”

She shook her head in disbelief. “How do you find the time while working here?”

“I’m only here in the off-season.” Hooking a knuckle beneath her chin, he stared deep into her eyes. “You got lucky.”

Her smile spread through her whole body. Now that she knew the danger he faced when competing, she was even more intrigued. Too bad she wouldn’t get more time to get to know him.

Not that he’d remember her after this.

“Besides horseback riding, there’s strip poker and skinny-dipping.”

She contemplated both activities. “I’ve already done both of those in my life.”

His teeth flashed with a broad grin. “Tell me more.”

“You know I do movies. I’ve done both on the big screen.”

“Doesn’t count if it was for a job.”

She widened her eyes. “Yes, it does! I really get in character when I’m working.”

He studied her for a long heartbeat. “Did you get turned on when you were jumping naked into the water while the cameras were rolling?”

“Um. No.”

“Then it wasn’t real.”

She rolled her eyes, giving in. “Maybe you’re right.”

“Okay, so what can I offer that you haven’t done yet?” He searched her eyes as though he’d find the answer. “Naked walking.”

She giggled. “Now you’re just making things up.”

“Naked cornhole.”

She envisioned the easygoing game of tossing beanbags into holes cut into wood—only without a stitch of clothes on.

She bobbed her head. “That sounds good.”

He stared at her harder. “You’re serious?”

“Yup.” She scooted across the bed and got to her feet, placing the cup on the nightstand. “What do I need to participate?”

“Your birthday suit.”

She tossed her head on a laugh. Dylan rolled across the bed and popped to his feet in front of her. His masculine scent filtered into her senses a split second before his lips came down on hers, cutting off her laugh.

The noise turned into a whimper. His warm fingers kneaded into her spine, sliding over the silky material of her nightie in a seductive fashion.

He deepened the kiss, drawing her closer, onto her tiptoes. Sloane’s head spun. Getting swept away by a rugged bull rider was far from her norm. While she was definitely attracted to Dylan, he wasn’t like anyone she’d ever dated—and that was exactly what she needed.

When he slipped his hands downward to cup her bottom, need spiked through her.

“Sure you want to play cornhole? I’ve got another game involving a hole we can play.” His breath whispered over her lips.

Another laugh caught her off guard, and she threw her head back. Suddenly, he wrapped his fist around her hair, holding her in that position with her neck arched…exposed.

He took immediate advantage by brushing his mouth over her pulse point over and over. Her pussy flooded. Her nipples hardened as though they knew just how much of a breast man Dylan was.

After long heartbeats, he lifted his head and loosened his grip on her hair, allowing her to meet his gaze. His eyes glinted like warm syrup pooling on the most decadent treat.

That dimple was back, a deep prick in his cheek that drew her gaze. More than a little breathless, she dropped to her feet. She was still tall enough to meet his eyes with ease.

He gave her a light pat on the ass. “Get dressed and we’ll go join a game of cornhole.”

Her stomach fluttered at the thought of the erotic game she was about to play. Getting naked in front of people was part of her job, but she didn’t run around in the buff for recreation.

Quickly, she donned a pair of jeans and a simple white top. While staring at her reflection, she dragged her fingers through her long brown locks. The loose waves often had a mind of their own, but the weather in Alaska seemed to be agreeing with her hair now that the rain ended.

She added a layer of hydrating tinted lip gloss and used her eyelash curler. Briefly, she contemplated adding earrings or a necklace to the look, but what good was it going to be wearing only a chain?

Walking out into the living area of the bungalow, she spotted Dylan staring off into space. The crease between his brows spoke of a silent struggle.

When she approached him, he jerked his head up. The startled expression in his eyes faded to appreciation. Shooting to his feet, he settled his hands on her waist in a way that made her flush inside and out. He touched her with such familiarity, as if they’d known each other much, much longer than a single day.

She brushed away the thought. He was simply good at his job. While she didn’t love the idea of being anyone’s job, she was paying him to help her forget Shaw.

With any luck, she’d leave here feeling refreshed. If a good man came along, she wanted to be open to giving him a chance.

Right this second, she was broken, jaded.

“You’re so lovely, Sloane.” Dylan dropped a kiss to the corner of her mouth. Before she could twist her face into him, he stepped back to skim her appearance. “You look as good in clothes as out of them.”

She tensed at the compliment. So many males treated her as though she didn’t have a brain, a heart, a soul. Only one man had, and he walked away, without putting up much of a fight for her.

Dylan squeezed her fingers. “Let’s hope you’re good at cornhole too.”

The switch in topic drew the attention from her looks to whether or not she possessed a skill, as silly as it was.

“Guess we’ll see.” She gripped his hand back, allowing him to lead her to the door, where he’d neatly set their boots side by side.

Once they were outside, the fresh Alaskan air teased the hair at her temples. The scent of earthy plants and things she associated with harbors filled her nose. She drew in a deep breath. All of a sudden, she actually felt like she was on vacation.

She loved Marigold and missed her like crazy, but walking beside a hot cowboy, her hand in his, with stunning mountain views, fed her soul.

The walkways curved through the ranch in a way that offered a new view each time they rounded a bend. Lush green pastures spread out in front of her one minute, and the next she was staring at a pristine barn.

A short distance away, a cowboy had a woman in his arms, kissing her like he was going off to war. The woman melted in his grasp. As Sloane and Dylan drew closer, she heard the soft whimpers the cowboy pulled from the woman.

Feeling like a voyeur, she forced her gaze away.

At that minute, the cowboy pulled up the woman’s skirt and plunged his hand between her legs. She moaned. Rocked.

Sloane’s insides clutched with need.

“Nice view, eh?” Dylan’s soft rumble at her ear sent another spike of desire through her.

“I feel like I shouldn’t look!”

“That’s exactly what they want you to do.”

She blinked. Glanced back at the couple. The woman was bowed in the cowboy’s arms while he fingered her pussy.

That the couple was outside in plain sight of anybody who walked by both stunned and aroused Sloane. Her career presented her with a lot of worldly experiences, but The Boot Knockers Ranch was very different from anything she’d ever known before.

* * * * *

Dylan squared up to the wooden board, the beanbag a slight weight in his hand. Sloane looked on from a few feet away, wearing nothing but a lace bra, a pair of teeny tiny panties, and a smile.

She clapped her hands. “Let’s go, Dylan!”

“Yeah, man! Miss the shot! We’re all waiting to see your goods.”

On the back of a bull, he’d learned that showmanship got the crowd going just as much as a good ride. He glanced down his bare chest and abs to the very evident bulge pressing against his white boxer briefs.

“He wasn’t joking when he said he sucks at this game,” one of the other guys jeered. “If you miss this shot, Dylan, you’re the first man naked and you lose.”

He glanced at Sloane. “Either way, I win.”

A pink flush climbed her face. Christ, he wanted to put his hands on her—now.

He pitched the beanbag. It struck the outer ring of the bullseye painted on the board and slid off the side into the grass.

Laughs and cheers echoed across the lawn where they were playing. Pointedly, he pivoted toward Sloane, hooked his thumbs in his boxers and slid them down his hips.

When his cock bobbed against his abs, several gasps sounded, and they weren’t just from the women either. Plenty of guys enjoyed getting a piece of him. Too bad only one had ever held his attention, and not only was Shaw not interested, he wasn’t even here.

Sidling up to Sloane, he held her gaze every step of the way. Her tongue darted across her lips. He stopped just shy of touching her. “Your turn, sweetheart.”

She dipped her gaze from his eyes to his cock, stiff and swollen, the head red with need. Getting naked in front of the gang and a handful of clients was always a turn-on, but having her watching him so closely, with that blazing look of desire in her beautiful eyes, made him even harder.

She skirted around him and stepped over to the game. Hunter Hart, aka The Gigolo, caught Sloane by the wrist. She sucked in a gasp of surprise that turned into a squeak when he lifted her palm to his lips and pressed a kiss there.

Everyone applauded the show and several guys issued catcalls. Dylan looked on, knowing it was all in fun—but Hunter was known for stealing women from other Boot Knockers.

What he didn’t know was that Dylan wasn’t opposed to using his fists if it came down to it. He was enjoying Sloane far too much to give her up so soon. She was just starting to let her guard down with him, but he saw the effects of his efforts in the glow she now wore.

Hunter placed a beanbag in her hand and stepped back. He thumbed his straw Stetson. “Now, little lady, every man here is counting on you to miss. And I’d also place money on the fact that a lot of the women want to see you take off one more item of clothing.”

Sloane stared at him for a long second before her gaze traveled over the ring of people gathered around. Then she shot a glance at Dylan.

He nodded at her to go for it. When she swung her arm back and released the beanbag on the forward move, everyone silenced.

The bright-colored bag hit the wood, dangled on the edge of the hole, but skidded down the sloped wood instead.

Sloane plastered her face with a hand and the crowd hollered.

“Take. It. Off! Take. It. Off!” someone began to chant, and everyone joined in.

Laughter bubbled on Sloane’s lips. She turned to face Dylan. He eyed up her body, waiting to see whether she’d remove her bra or panties. She was much more comfortable baring her ass to the world, so his bet was on the tiny panties coming off.

But she held his stare, ran her tongue over her full bottom lip again…and unclasped her bra.

For him.

She did it for him.

Knowing how much he loved breasts—hers in particular—she’d chosen the bra.

His cock jerked with need. In three strides, he caught her up around the waist and carried her off the cornhole pitch to the sound of shouts.

The barn was the closest place they could be alone, and he could find it blindfolded. His lips met Sloane’s, and she moaned against his mouth, feeding her tongue to him. The dark desire to claim this woman had him walking faster. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed and kissed him.

When they entered the dim space, the scent of hay and animals greeted them. He had only one thought in his head: get inside her.

He moved to set her on her feet, then thought better of it. She was barefoot, and while they kept the barns clean of debris, they were a working ranch and as such, there could still be a nail around.

With Sloane still in his grip, he moved to the workbench where he’d just seen Shaw oiling a saddle hours before. The saddle had been put away, but the smell of the oil remained.

He reached under the bench and located a stack of blankets. He tossed one on the floor and lowered Sloane to stand on it. Her eyes were glazed with lust. She pressed her bare breasts into his chest.

“Christ. I need to make you scream my name and then come inside this.” He reached between her legs and stroked his middle finger over the seam of her pussy. His eyes hooded. “Your panties are wet.”

“How can they not be? You’re so hard and—”

He cut her off with a kiss. The slick glide of his tongue over hers sent him reeling. Fuck, he hadn’t wanted a woman this bad in a long, long time.

He palmed her breasts, loving the feel of them in his hands and the knowledge that she’d taken off her bra for him. The nipples hardened to tight pebbles, which he teased with small plucks of his fingers.

When he ducked his head to take one into his mouth, she gasped.

But not the good kind of gasp because of what he was doing.

Dylan went still. Sloane’s body was stiff enough to make him think if he touched her, she might snap.

He raised his head and saw the man in the barn with them.

Shaw.

The man wasn’t looking at him. In fact, it seemed like Sloane and Shaw were the only two people in the barn.

Oh fuck. This was why Shaw wanted her so damn bad, bad enough to argue, growl and attempt to fight for her, only to be cock-blocked by the personnel in charge.

It looked like Shaw and Dylan’s woman shared a history.

* * * * *

She was wearing his marks. Two red hickeys on her breast.

Shaw’s chest felt volcanic. Scorching lava filled his veins where blood should be. Ash settled in a thick layer over his heart that had once beat for this woman and this woman alone.

“Nice to see you, Sloane. Where’s my daughter?”

The jab hit its mark. She flinched at his words, pain cutting through the sexual daze she was wrapped in.

Shaw clenched a fist and battled the urge to pound Dylan into the floor until he matched the wood grain.

Sloane crossed her arm over her bare breasts, trying to cover herself from him. And Dylan actually placed his body in front of her to shield her from him.

From Shaw—the man she’d damn near married. The father of her goddamn child.

Recovering, her stare shot missiles at him. “She’s with my parents, and she’s doing great, thanks for asking.”

He bit back a growl. “I wondered why you hadn’t sent any photos lately. Seems you were too busy booking your stay on the ranch.”

She sucked in sharply. “You’re throwing shade at me? You’re here too!”

“I didn’t come to be serviced.” He tossed a glare at Dylan.

The man rose to the baited statement. With one arm, he pressed Sloane behind him, again shielding her—and stared down Shaw.

“You need to leave, Sheridan.”

“Yes, he does.” Sloane’s voice rang with a strength that shouldn’t gouge deep into the pit of Shaw’s mind, but it fucking did.

Just like seeing another man with his hands and mouth all over her. If Shaw had walked in a second later, he would have caught them fucking.

And he didn’t know if he would have been able to walk away.

The thought was a black coal searing his brain.

She poked her head around Dylan’s shoulder. “You chose to walk away from me and our daughter, Shaw. You’re not welcome in our lives now, and you’re sure as hell not wanted in this barn. Leave!”

He opened his mouth to spout the ugliness in his heart right that minute, but Dylan cut off anything he’d say.

“This isn’t the time or the place, man.” He reached to grab another blanket and threw it over Sloane.

Clutching it around her nude body, she glared at Shaw.

God, she really was beautiful. He missed her so damn much in the two years since they were together. That night she walked out on him would forever be etched in his heart as the worst he’d ever experienced.

Now he had this moment to compare it to, to play in his mind over and over again.

Except when he envisioned Dylan sucking on her nipples, his cock jerked behind his fly.

Fuck, what was wrong with him? He never wanted to see another man’s mouth on her again, let alone allow his own body to respond to the vision.

He spun on his heels and strode out of the barn. Each step was longer, quicker than the last. He needed to get away from that place and the memories of Sloane and the knowledge that she had carried his child for nine months.

His lungs seared. A bellow waited in his throat. He needed to find a place to be alone and release some of this fury pounding through his system.

When he reached the field where he’d spotted Sloane in Dylan’s lap, he snapped. Racing to the bench, he let out that roar that had been trapped behind his lips. He swung his boot back and slammed it into the bench seat. The wood plank snapped, the cracking noise bringing only a small measure of release.

He kicked it again and again, snapping several more chunks of the seat and annihilating the bench arm until it hung by a single nail.

He’d been in enough fights on the ice to know that busting property wasn’t going to settle anything. No, this was between him and Sloane…and now Dylan.

Shaw dug his thumb and forefinger into each eye, trying to black out the vision of them making out in the barn.

It couldn’t be erased, though.

Worse? He didn’t know if he wanted to break Dylan’s neck…or join in.


Chapter Five

Sloane angrily kicked off her boots, stalked to the living area and flopped down on a chair, her mind spinning from what just happened in the barn.

She always knew Shaw could be ruthless on the ice…but ruthless with people’s emotions? She never knew him to pull out a dagger and cut into someone just to make himself feel better.

Yet he’d done just that.

She stared into space, seeing nothing until Dylan stepped into her line of vision. He perched on the edge of the sofa across from her.

Raking her fingers through her hair, she let out a puff of air. “I should leave.”

He shook his head. “No. You shouldn’t.”

“I don’t belong here. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“You came to the ranch to find help for an issue you don’t want to live with for the rest of your life. I don’t know the whole story, but I have a pretty good idea what happened to you.”

Her gaze cut to his. For a pulsing heartbeat, they locked gazes until it became too much for her and she looked away.

“I left my child so I could have sex and get away from my problems. What kind of mom does that?”

“A good one. One who realizes that she can’t be her best without taking care of herself first.” He pulled off his cowboy hat and set it on the coffee table created from a rustic barrel between them.

His hair was mussed, giving him the boyish appearance that captivated her. But the strain around his eyes revealed a greater depth to this man.

“Dylan, you’re a good man.”

Taken aback, he jerked. “I’m not fishing for compliments here, love. I’m just keeping it real.”

“Your job is to keep me here.”

Again, he wagged his head in denial. “Forget about the job. I care about what you’re feeling right now, Sloane. Can’t you see that?” His brown eyes blazed with truth she couldn’t ignore.

“I’m sorry. I’m not trying to point fingers or shift blame. This is on me—”

“And Shaw.” His tone hardened. The line of his jaw bulged as he firmed it. “He was out of line. He’s been out of line since you landed.”

A gasp ripped up her throat. “What do you mean?”

“He fought for you on that stage. I didn’t know why at the time. It’s his week off, and I just figured you’re beautiful and he wanted a chance with you.”

Stunned, she gaped at him, her mouth hanging open with nothing to say in response.

He spread his hands. “Look. I know he retired from hockey and ended up at the ranch. That was over a year ago. Which means you’ve been a single mom, with no break, for a year.”

She gulped at the knot of emotion lodged inside her throat.

“You deserve time for yourself. It means you’ll return home to your daughter happy and rejuvenated. If you choose to stay with me, I’ll do everything in my power to keep a smile on your face, sweetheart.”

Dylan really was the best person to help her right now. The support he offered with his words and actions back at the barn wasn’t a service she’d paid for.

“You really care about your job, don’t you?”

“Sure. But I care about people more. I got into this line of work thinking it would be a good time. Easy. Soon I learned how difficult it is, and what an honor it is to be trusted with a woman’s troubles.” His jaw shifted. His throat worked on a hard swallow. “Sloane, I don’t know what happened between you and Shaw, but if you stay, I’ll make sure he leaves you alone.”

A roughened laugh bubbled up. “How do you plan to do that? Shaw’s determination is unmatched.”

“Oh, it’s matched—by me. I’ll handle him.”

The anger in his eyes was undercut by something else, something she didn’t know how to interpret.

“The ranch is beautiful. It feels like I’m in another world. After diapers and doctor visits and sleepless nights having an infant, and now a toddler, I need a break.”

“Like I told you, you deserve one.”

She held his stare for a long moment. “He made me feel like a terrible mom.”

“It was a dick thing to say to you.”

While she enjoyed having Dylan at her back and his righteous anger burning for her cause, a deep inner part of her felt the need to defend her ex.

“Shaw supports his daughter. He isn’t a total deadbeat.”

“Glad to hear it.” His clenched fist resting on his knee relaxed a bit.

They fell silent, each deep in their own thoughts. When she looked up, she caught Dylan staring at her with such a sharp expression of longing that her insides somersaulted.

He opened his arms, and she shot from the chair and into them. He gathered her close.

God, the feel of his strong arms were comforting in a brand-new way she never expected when she booked her stay on The Boot Knockers Ranch. She thought she’d be wined, dined and sixty-nined. But talking out her troubles and getting validation that she was doing the right thing never came onto her radar.

He tucked her head under his jaw and leaned back on the sofa. Closing her eyes, she breathed in his scent. Spicy, masculine, fresh. It stirred her body to life.

Twisting her face, she found his neck with her lips. He issued a low groan when she flicked her tongue over his flesh, tasting him.

“Love…”

The endearment sank into her brain. Of course, it was only a word. Something people just said. She’d heard it enough on movie sets and photoshoots, from men and women alike. But now the word spread a warmth through Sloane that trickled into her belly.

She rocked in his lap, dragging another low groan from him.

“I feel better. A lot better. You made me feel better, Dylan.” She slipped off his lap and landed on her knees between his splayed thighs.

“Christ, Sloane.”

Need coiled inside her. Reaching for his belt, she worked it open, then popped the button of his jeans and slowly slid the zipper down. “I want to return the favor.”

* * * * *

Desire flared hot and bright inside Dylan as Sloane’s sweet lips wrapped around his cock and she engulfed him in her smoldering hot mouth.

“Fffuck!” Lifting his hips, he shoved his jeans and boxers down to free himself.

She sucked him deep into the back of her throat. Tangling his fingers in her silky hair, he watched her. He’d witnessed a hell of a lot of erotic things around this place, but this by far stole the prize.

His muscles clenched as she drew off his length inch by inch, and ran her tongue around the tip.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he ground out.

She hummed and her smile lit up her eyes as she sucked him in again. His length stiffened. His balls throbbed.

The occasional client asked to pleasure him, but he wasn’t usually in this position with a beautiful woman on her knees sucking his cock.

And damn, could the woman give head. Each sucking pull curled his toes. Hell, it curled his hair.

All of a sudden, he pictured her sucking Shaw this way.

“Fuck!” A pulse hit his system. His cock stretched deeper into her hot mouth, and she moaned around his length.

Confusion stole through his mind. He was pissed at Shaw. Wanted to show him just how to treat a lady—with his fists if necessary. But the idea that he’d been inside Sloane’s mouth, her pussy, had him biting back a roar of release.

“Stop. Love. I’m going to…”

Clearly she had no plan to listen to him and doubled her efforts. All he could do was go along for the ride.

Cradling her face, he brushed his thumbs over the corners of her lips as she took him again and again until his hips rocked up of their own accord.

When she took him into the back of her throat, he pressed his palm lightly over the back of her head, guiding her a fraction deeper.

“Ahh!” He came with a hard pulse. Cum shot into her mouth. She swallowed fast, which only primed him more. His eyes rolled back in his head on a mind-blowing orgasm.

When he regained his wits, he peeled his eyelids open to look down at her. Her eyes shone with a level of excitement that brought another growl to his lips.

Hooking his hands under her arms, he yanked her up his body and kissed her.

The flavor of his own release on her tongue only made it hotter.

She drew back. “Let me rinse my mouth—”

He cut her off with a deep pass of his tongue. She melted, and by the time he came up for air, he had her on her back on the sofa.

“Thank you for that.” His statement made her eyes widen.

“For sucking your cock?”

He dipped his head in a nod. “For sucking my cock. But taking is only half the pleasure to be had, as it seems you already know. So…” He lowered his lips to her throat. “Your turn.”

He stripped off every scrap of her clothes. Then, stretching out between her legs, he threw her ankles over his shoulders and buried his tongue in her.

“Dylan!” Her already soaking pussy flooded with juices, which he swirled his tongue through, gathering every drop.

“It feels so…” She broke off on a cry, fingers biting into his shoulders.

He dragged his tongue up and down her folds, tunneling until he found her soaked opening. Thrusting inside, he tongue-fucked her, lashing her inner walls and then pulling out to latch on to her hard clit.

She screamed his name. Rocking into his face, she took what she needed, and he was more than willing to give it.

What they started in the barn had been cut short. Her body didn’t forget where they left off, though. She quivered. Every cry grew rougher as he worked even harder to give her all the pleasure she deserved.

Using his thumbs, he parted her pussy wider and applied more pressure to her clit.

“Dy…lan!” Her hips hovered off the sofa and she went utterly still for a solid heartbeat.

Then bucked like crazy.

Lucky for her, he was damn good at taming things that bucked, and he rode it out, licking her clit through her strong orgasm.

When he felt her body drop, he plunged his tongue deep into her channel. A moan of bliss left him when her cum coated his taste buds. He could stay here for days, just pleasuring her with his mouth in an attempt to make up for the damage Shaw had done today and before.

He couldn’t erase Shaw’s words from her memory…but he planned to find his fellow Boot Knocker and bring him here to the bungalow. Sloane deserved an apology.

* * * * *

No amount of physical labor could vent the anger Shaw felt. The rage wasn’t directed at Sloane. It wasn’t even aimed at Dylan.

He was furious with himself.

He gripped the shovel handle hard enough to snap it. Each thrust he made into the rocky earth wasn’t nearly punishing enough. The point of the shovel struck a rock. He located the edge of the stone and used all of his strength to pry it out of the ground.

A huge stone came free with a pop. He glared at it as if the minerals had formed thousands of years ago just to piss him off.

Then he dropped the shovel and hefted the rock into his hands. He held the weight for a moment, gauging how big it was. He’d held his daughter a few times before walking out of her life forever. The stone was heavier than Marigold.

Christ, he was such a dick.

Chest burning, he hurled the stone to the ground and grabbed the shovel again.

“What’d that rock ever do to you?” The deep drawl made every muscle in Shaw’s body freeze.

Ramming the shovel into the earth, he pivoted his head to look at Dylan.

Poison burned on his tongue. “Where’s your client?”

“Having a nice massage.” He squared up to Shaw. “We need to talk.”

Shaw’s instinct was to rush away and ignore what was coming at him. What he deserved.

But he knew from his hockey days to have the guts to hold his ground. “I knew we would have this talk sooner or later.”

Dylan opened his mouth. At that moment, the sound of giggling carried on the breeze. They both glanced toward the path in time to see Beatie with a redhead wearing wire-framed glasses strolling toward them.

Shaw twitched his head to the side, indicating Dylan needed to follow him.

Wordlessly, they crossed the field to the barn.

“You never did say what you were digging.” Dylan entered after Shaw.

“You never asked. New fence going in.”

“That’s what the post hole digger’s for.”

Shaw didn’t respond.

Dylan cocked a brow. “You were beating up your body on purpose.”

His chest tightened. Still, he didn’t speak.

Hooking his thumb in the front pocket of his jeans, Dylan eyed him. “Look, what you said to Sloane was wrong.”

“I know,” he said before his throat could close. “I fucked up. I didn’t know how I’d feel when I saw her face-to-face. But I sure as hell hoped I wouldn’t find her naked in your arms, you son of a bitch.”

His brow hitched higher. “I’m her Boot Knocker. She’s supposed to be naked in my arms. And in my bed. In the hot tub. Up against the—”

“Enough!” When he whirled and sank his fist into the nearest wall, the thunder of the blow rang clear to the rafters. Something clattered to the floor.

Both of them looked down to see the purple twelve-inch dildo at their feet.

At the same time, they grunted.

“Fuckin’ Hunter.” Shaw glanced away from the toy that they occasionally found in the strangest places around the ranch. More than one Boot Knocker could attest to the fact that Hunter was the culprit, often playing with a woman and then abandoning the toy for his own cock or fingers.

Dylan’s shoulders were set. His jaw, too. “She could turn you in for harassment, you know.”

He swallowed hard. “Yeah.”

“You’d be kicked off the ranch.”

Did he want that? Hell, he didn’t want to be here anymore. Now that he’d set eyes on his ex again…any other woman assigned to him wouldn’t even begin to strike interest in him. Nobody could measure up to Sloane.

“Whatever their reasons, the powers that be around here chose me as Sloane’s Boot Knocker.” Dylan pitched his voice lower as if some of the fight had gone out of him.

“I can’t live with that.” The words tripped off his tongue before he could bite them back.

Lowering his head, Dylan sent him a long, appraising look. “Are you trying to get in the middle? Because I can’t let that happen, Shaw. You and I have had some fun together, and I enjoyed it. But it doesn’t make you exempt from my fists if you try to get in the middle of us again.”

“Does that mean you want her now?” He took a hasty step toward Dylan.

He didn’t back down. “You had her. If you want her so badly, explain how you could let her go.”

They glared at each other, their anger almost electric inside the barn. With the sparks coming off both of them, it was a damn good thing that it was grounded against lightning.

Shaw growled low in his throat. “That’s the burning question, now isn’t it? Get the hell away from me, Dylan. I need to be alone.”

Dylan heaved a sigh. “Fine. Just remember your role on this ranch.”

He did.

He also remembered the role he should be playing…with Sloane.

With his daughter.


Chapter Six

Sloane’s body felt as though it were floating on the currents of mountain air. In her life, she’d experienced a few massages, but none had such talented hands as the masseuse on The Boot Knockers Ranch.

The relaxation was exactly what she needed after today’s events. Seeing Shaw again, dealing with the ugly things he said, and then processing Dylan’s reassurances about her coming here left her emotionally exhausted.

The scorching sofa sex and Dylan’s skilled tongue buoyed her spirits. That coupled with the massage left her body tingling and tired in all the right ways.

Now…she was starving. Paying attention to her own body was something she stopped doing the minute her daughter was born. Taking stock of her own self in all ways was the first step to recovering what she lost when her relationship with Shaw ended.

The ranch was putting the control back into her hands.

Walking the short distance to the bungalow gave her enough time to consider what she wanted to eat. Spring scents filled the air—cut grass and flowers planted along the walkway. When she neared the barn, her steps slowed. What would happen if she ran into Shaw again?

She’d kick him in the balls. Exchange accusatory words.

None of that would fix matters. It would only leave her feeling worse too.

She was here to recover the parts of her that faded away under the weight of single parenting. Shaw’s presence on the ranch disturbed her in so many ways, but she had no direct link to his heart anymore, only through what she shared of Marigold.

Spending time with her Boot Knocker and relaxing was her only priority for the next blissful week.

As she swung her head toward the pasture, she spotted a couple riding off on horseback, side by side, bouncing in the saddles. The woman’s hair fluttered out behind her, and one of them let out a whoop of laughter.

It almost made her wish she had the skill to ride. Enjoying the good weather and being in the Alaskan landscape seemed like a good way to forget her problems for a short time.

What other outdoor activities could she and Dylan do together?

Then it hit her. She was hungry. They could enjoy a picnic if she could get her hands on a cooler of food.

That morning, Dylan mentioned ordering the breakfast tray from the dining hall. If she could locate which building that was, she could ask them about a picnic.

As she wandered the stone paths weaving through the beautiful ranch, she created a mental map of everything she saw. There was a greenhouse with tall, vibrant plants visible within the glass walls. Several more outbuildings with metal roofs were just as quaint as the main lodge and Bungalow 12.

Around one corner, she spied a food plot. The big scarecrow sporting faded jeans and an old red flannel shirt brought a smile to her lips.

A few minutes later she came across a plot of ground that made her stop in her tracks.

At first glance, she thought she was looking at a cemetery. Then she realized she wasn’t seeing monuments and headstones but statues.

In awe, she walked closer to get a better look. The small, flat lawn had at least a dozen statues.

When she neared the first one, she let out a soft noise of joy. A wolf carved from a beautiful specimen of wood stood sentry at the path leading to the main plot of what she could only call a garden of statues.

Some were carved from wood, but many were stone.

In wonder, she circled the wolf that stood as tall as her, marveling at the way the fur seemed to ripple in the wind. How lifelike the snout and teeth were. The eyes would make her shudder in fear if she’d come across the garden in the dark.

The website didn’t mention the statues as an attraction, and it was a little off the beaten path. How many guests missed it each week?

She slowly moved to the next carving of a horse rearing on its hind legs, forelegs pawing the air and mane flowing down its back. Its tail was a marvel so intricately carved from wood that it appeared soft.

Testing the theory, she reached out a finger and touched it. The cool wood under her finger was perfectly smooth. She didn’t even pick up a splinter.

She stopped to inspect each statue in the garden. The few in the back of the lot were the most shocking of all for the talent put into their creation.

Three fat pigs made of stone looked as though they’d start snorting and grunting any second. Sloane laughed at the thought of them rooting around for food.

Which gave her another idea. This would be the perfect spot for a picnic.

First, she’d find the food. Then she’d find Dylan to share it with her.

Shaw’s face rose in her mind. So handsome. Rugged. His features could be carved into stone the same way these animals were.

He had been on track to have his best year in the NHL. He was close to breaking a record for points that would have possibly gained him a statue in the arena where he played for almost his entire career.

If injuries didn’t sideline him for the season, his godlike face and muscled body could have been cast in bronze or chiseled in granite.

Her heart flexed. Every day their daughter grew to share more and more of his features. Marigold had her daddy’s attitude too, even at her young age.

Sloane never wanted Shaw to walk out of his child’s life—that was his own choice.

Now she saw that he’d run far away to the Alaskan wilderness.

And became a therapist who treats women through sexual relations.

Ugh. The last thing Sloane wanted to dwell on was Shaw spending time with other women. She wasn’t exactly jealous…but he sure looked about to erupt when he saw Dylan sucking her nipples in the barn.

Did that mean Shaw still cared about her?

Turning the tables of her mind, she had to question if she’d feel the same if she found him making out with another woman.

They were both adults. They’d moved on. Taking steps backward, at this stage of the game, would not benefit her one bit.

She had to move forward.

Leaving the animals felt a little like walking away from friends without saying goodbye, but she headed in the direction she came from, in search of food for a picnic and the only man she wanted to share it with—Dylan.

* * * * *

“Hold up, Sloane! You’re walking so fast. What’s the hurry?” Dylan walked a pace behind her down the path leading to parts of the ranch that weren’t as developed as the others yet.

Not that he minded the view of her sweet backside in a pair of jeans that accentuated each perfect globe.

He could see how she landed a job as a butt model—it was damn perfect.

She glanced over her shoulder at him. “Are you staring at my ass?”

“Yup.”

She giggled. “I thought you were a boob guy.”

He lunged forward, closing the gap between them and yanking her to a stop. Before she could wiggle out of his grasp, he brought his body flush against her, grinding his cock that never went down in her presence into that perfect ass.

Palming her breasts, he felt her nipples harden under his touch.

She almost dropped the picnic basket she insisted on carrying, and the blanket hanging over her arm slipped. Letting out a gasp, she twisted her head to look at him. “Dylan…”

“Mmhmm?”

“We’re almost to the spot.”

“I’ve already found two of them.” He pinched her nipples, making her cry out and grind her ass against his stiff cock.

“A little…farther.”

He placed his mouth at her ear. “I can hardly wait.”

When he released her, she didn’t immediately start walking but stood there as though gaining her wits. He grinned at how easy it was to shift her off course even while he loved how she’d taken control by organizing a picnic.

The stone trail faded to a footpath that was far less traveled. He moved up beside her and took the basket out of her hand.

He grunted. “Why didn’t you tell me this was so heavy? You should have let me be a gentleman and carry it for you.”

She tossed him a smile. “I’m used to carting a toddler around. Remember?”

Curiosity flooded in. He wanted to ask so many questions—about her, the child, Shaw and what made him flee to Alaska. But he held his tongue.

His job wasn’t to solve those problems, only make her feel good now.

Her stay won’t be long enough.

The thought slammed into his brain. His step faltered and his next stride had to be longer in order to keep up with her.

He knew his heart would feel the effects of spending time with Sloane, and Dylan didn’t do feelings.

She was too gorgeous, and not only on the surface. He admired so much about her, from her decision to come to The Boot Knockers Ranch to take care of herself to the fact that she’d once put up with Shaw.

Shaw. He let out a sigh.

The man was personable enough—when he chose to be, that was. Which wasn’t all the time.

He often stuck to himself. Was deemed a loner by most of the guys. They’d all assumed his world crumbled when he could no longer play professional hockey. Now Dylan had to wonder just how much his choices about his past weighed on him.

Part of him wanted to enfold Sloane in his protective embrace and whisper that she was good enough, desirable and pretty much perfect, as far as he could see.

The other part of him had the urge to walk back to the main ranch and find Shaw. He’d do anything it took to force his demons from him. Even if it meant getting on his knees and showing him with his mouth…

Being stuck in the middle this way, seeing the struggles of two people who once shared a life, left Dylan feeling hot and prickly. Unsettled, he kept his mouth shut and let Sloane take the lead.

When she took another corner that cut along the outer edge of the trees bordering the south side of the ranch, he realized what this super-secret spot she chose was.

She was taking him to see the statues.

His lips cut upward. He often forgot about this place, as it was still under construction.

As the figures came into view, Sloane swung to look at Dylan. “This place isn’t listed as one of the features on the ranch website.”

“No,” he said slowly. “It’s still under development.” Though whether or not any more animal statues would be added to it was anyone’s guess.

They neared the entryway and the wolf that watched over the plot. Dylan paused to look at it, and Sloane slipped her hand into his.

Her side pressed against him, her shoulder brushing his bicep. “It’s amazing.”

He nodded. “It really is. The man who created it deserves to have a private gallery somewhere.”

She jerked her head to pierce Dylan in her gaze. “That sounds like a tale to be told with food in our stomachs.”

As if mention of food reminded her body of her hunger, her stomach gave a low rumble.

He tugged on her hand, a laugh on his lips. “Come on. We’ll find a spot to eat. Your stomach sounds like one of these wild animals.”

She giggled. “I hope not like the pigs in the back.”

His gaze cut across the plot to the location of the three sows.

Sloane walked into an open spot between statues and with a flick of her wrists, had the blanket billowing out. She settled it on the grass and slowly sank to her knees.

Moving to the edge, he positioned the basket in the center and took a seat next to her. She began to pull out sandwiches and takeout containers of fresh berries grown in their greenhouse right here on the ranch and potato salad. When she finally withdrew a bottle of good wine, he felt desire for something besides food stirring inside him.

A dozen images strolled through his head, of stripping off Sloane’s clothes and dribbling the rich red wine on her naked body, taking extra time between her thighs.

But none of those images included what he was actually seeing in real life.

Standing at the edge of the plot, looking as much of a lone wolf as the one carved from wood…was Shaw.

* * * * *

Dylan saw him first and froze as still as one of the statues. Picking up on the change in him, Sloane twisted her head to follow his line of sight.

When her gaze connected with Shaw’s, electricity shot through his entire body.

It stole his breath. When was the last time he felt that shock of excitement? Last time he was on the ice, at the start of the season before he sustained what was now his career-ending leg injury.

He also felt it the last time he and Sloane spoke in person.

His chest heaved. It was a bad idea to come here. He’d brought enough confusion and sadness to her life without wrecking her retreat and any hope of healing.

But a voice in the back of his head had kept him on the path to her after he’d seen Sloane and Dylan walking off together. Can she really heal without us fixing this?

He had to try. For her.

For Marigold.

Hell, maybe even for himself. He believed all he needed to carry on in a new life was to relocate to the land he dreamed of forever. Now he realized that purging this poison he’d been carrying around with him for two years was the only thing that would help him move on.

For a moment, no one moved. Then Dylan’s mouth moved as he said something quiet to Sloane. She nodded, and he flicked his fingers at Shaw to join them.

His feet carried him swiftly, but his brain wasn’t even involved in the physical motion. At the edge of the blanket, he stopped and slowly sank to the far corner opposite the couple.

Inwardly, he winced at the thought of them as a couple. Sloane would always belong to him. From the first time he laid eyes on her at the party following the game, he couldn’t take his eyes off her, let alone quit thinking about her.

And Dylan… Fuck, the man stirred a dark need in Shaw that he didn’t know what to do with. Acting on it—especially right now—was an even worse idea than trying to talk things through with Sloane.

His stare latched on to the most beautiful thing in all of Alaska. “Hi, Sloane.”

“Shaw.”

He dipped his head. “I wanted to apologize for earlier today. The things I said—”

She cut him off by grabbing the wine bottle and the corkscrew. She inserted it into the cork and began working it free.

Her hands shook. Trapping her bottom lip in her teeth revealed just how frustrated she felt, and it wasn’t her taking issue with a stubborn cork.

“Here, sweetheart. Let me do it.” Dylan rested a hand over hers. When she looked up at him gratefully, a knife sliced deep through Shaw.

She trusted Dylan. As she should. But it didn’t make it any easier to swallow.

Relinquishing the bottle and opener to her Boot Knocker, she had no choice but to look at Shaw.

“I apologize, Sloane. I was out of line. I didn’t mean any of it.”

She searched his eyes as if looking for a lie. He’d never lied to her, not even when he told her that he wasn’t cut out to be a single dad with custody on the weekends, and their daughter would be better off without that in her life.

Her breathing grew deep. Finally, she nodded. “Thank you for your apology.”

Dylan popped the cork and passed the wine back to Sloane. She wrapped her slender fingers around the neck and brought it right to her lips.

When Dylan chuckled, Shaw’s gut bottomed out. The sound reminded him far too much of the night they’d shared. How many times had he wanted to seek Dylan out for another round since then?

Dipping his head, he hid his own smile at Sloane drinking straight from the bottle. She took another swig and then held out the bottle.

Dylan cocked a brow at Shaw.

They were including him in what should be their private moment?

He nodded for Dylan to go first, and the man placed his lips at the rim. Shaw watched his throat work in a long swallow, then another.

Fuck, he’d taken every drop of Shaw’s second orgasm that night. His cock stirred again, eager for more.

For things he couldn’t have.

What was stopping him from taking what he wanted from Dylan? He was attractive. He turned Shaw on.

And the gleam in Dylan’s eyes when he passed the bottle to him showed Shaw that he was more than willing to go for another round.

Both people watched to see what Shaw would do. When he reached out a hand to take the bottle, the dimple Dylan was known for with the ladies winked in and out of his cheek.

He was much too hard for such a thing as a dimple. The man was hard all over, from his rugged features to his callused hands…and his very hard, rigid, throbbing, veined cock.

Shaw’s stiffened without any hope of stopping it. All he had to do was see Sloane run her tongue over her full bottom lip to reach full erection.

Taking a swig from the bottle, he savored the knowledge that two people he’d loved thoroughly had wrapped their lips around the same spot.

Damn—he hadn’t thought of that night with Dylan as connecting on any level but the physical. Thinking about it over and over again had left him feeling as if it was…more. The revelation left his heart hammering.

If they asked him to join in, could he do it?

Better question was: Could he hold himself back?

After he passed Sloane the bottle, she set it aside and began passing out food. She tore her sandwich in half and held part out to him.

“You don’t need to share with me, Sloane.”

Her stare burned into his. “I know I don’t, Shaw.”

It felt like an olive branch.

Accepting it with a small smile, he watched how she interacted with Dylan…and he with her.

He’d seen Dylan with plenty of women in their years on the ranch, but the man seemed more on edge. Like he hovered at the precipice of a cliff.

A strange thought, but now that it was fixed in Shaw’s brain, he couldn’t shake it. They ate in silence.

Dylan reached into the container of berries and tossed one up in the air, catching it perfectly in his mouth.

Sloane clapped and then a pink flush climbed up her face. “Sorry for that reaction, guys. I’m used to applauding for my daughter.”

Her stare darted to Shaw’s.

“As in, our daughter who you walked away from?”

He felt those words in the pit of his soul.

Gathering himself off the blanket, he stood. “Well, I’m doing the heavy lifting of chores on the ranch this week. I’d best get back. Thanks for the food, guys.”

Without another word or a backward glance, he left the statue garden, feeling more lifeless than the carvings.


Chapter Seven

Sloane eyed up the selection of dresses spread out on the bed. The blue was too tame—she’d look like a librarian.

The black was slinky and showed off her curves. It was also a micro-mini length. Perfect for a cocktail party where you’re standing around with a drink in hand all night, but it made sitting difficult.

Dylan stood next to her, surveying the dresses too.

She gave him the side-eye. “What does one wear to a BDSM show?”

His gaze flickered to hers. “You really wanna know?”

Her breath came faster. “Yes.”

“Handcuffs and an anal plug.”

Her jaw dropped even as her butt cheeks clenched at the very thought of having something inserted in her backside.

Leaning forward, she snatched the red dress off the bed and whirled toward the bathroom. Even from inside, she could hear Dylan chuckling.

Shaking her head, she bit down on her lip. She could do this—push her own boundaries.

Her entire day had been about pushing boundaries, hadn’t it? First by sharing a civilized meal with her ex. More shocking was that she mostly forgave him for the things he said to her.

Now Dylan was pushing boundaries even further by taking her to see a BDSM show. She had no clue what that would entail. To her, BDSM was whips and black leather, neither of which were her thing, but she was here to explore.

When she left the ranch, she couldn’t say she didn’t get her money’s worth.

After casting off her clothes and donning the dress, she realized she couldn’t zip up the back herself.

After she finished her hair and makeup, she’d ask Dylan to help her. She twisted her long waves of hair up and secured it with several bobby pins. Then she eyed her reflection.

Her skin was usually good, but stress had given her a breakout. She dabbed concealer over the two spots, used mascara on her lashes and added a bright red lipstick that matched the dress she wore to perfection.

For a minute, she considered accessories, but figured anything else would be overkill. The dress was slinky enough to stand alone.

When she cracked the bathroom door, she spotted Dylan sitting on the edge of the bed, dressed in all black, putting on his cowboy boots.

A thrill of desire swept through her.

“Dylan?”

He yanked his boot on and stood. His stare cut over her from head to foot, leaving her prickling as if he was plucking at her nipples and fingering her pussy while his tongue was in her mouth.

He made a noise low in his throat. “If you don’t stop looking at me like that, we’ll never get to the show.”

She twisted her body to reveal her back. “Zip me up?”

“Jesus Christ,” he grated out.

She glanced over her shoulder. His stare was latched on the gaping opening of her dress, revealing her curves. “Won’t we be late?” she prompted.

“Of course.” In a few strides, he reached her. But he didn’t immediately clasp the zipper pull and draw it up the length of her spine. Instead, he eased his hands inside her dress, around her ribs, and palmed her breasts while pressing his hard bulge into her ass.

“It’s decided. We’re not leaving this bungalow.” He skated kisses up the column of her throat, raising a soft cry to her lips. Her body bowed under his touch, and the tiny thong she wore wasn’t much use against the flood of arousal he caused.

“You’re fucking stunning. Good thing I’m not onstage tonight. I’m going to eat…you…up.” He bit into her earlobe, tugging lightly but with just enough sharp edges of teeth to promise her what was to come.

Her breath came in sharp pants. “I want that. I want you.”

“You’re going to have me too. Right after the show. Hell, maybe even during.”

She gulped and started to twist to look at him, but he grabbed her hips and held her in place. She stilled while he zipped up the dress.

“Why would you be onstage?”

“Because I’m the best with ropes.”

Her mouth dried out. “Ropes?”

“Yep. My nickname is Knots.”

She didn’t have time to process that. He stepped back and let out a whistle. “Goddamn. Every man in that auditorium is going to be hard as rock for you. But you’re mine.”

A shiver of need rolled down her frame and caused her stomach to dip. “Let’s go,” she said before she could change her mind and make him unzip the dress again.

The auditorium was the same one where Dylan had pushed his button for her. As she walked in, she glanced around at the other ladies, many of whom she’d traveled here with. They all looked much happier than she’d seen them on that flight, wearing glows that could only be put there by a Boot Knocker’s talented hands, lips, tongue…and cock.

Dylan led her to a spot a few rows from the stage. Candles flickered, creating a warm ring of light onstage. She could make out various furniture too—a low stool and a wooden X.

Apprehension raced along her spine.

“I don’t know if this is my thing,” she whispered to Dylan.

He gave her a tender look. “Give it a try. If you want to leave, we will.”

She barely sank to the plush seat when another man suddenly took the spot beside her.

She sucked in a gasp at the scent of the man she’d know blindfolded. “Shaw!”

“Mind if I join you?” The dark baritone threatened to peel her panties off without using even a finger.

Dylan paused, still standing. The men locked gazes. “Shaw.”

Something unspoken traveled between them. Something Sloane didn’t understand, couldn’t make out, didn’t want to contemplate.

Strains of low music filtered through the speakers, and spotlights lit the stage with an ethereal glow.

Sloane was left with no choice but to sit. When both men flanked her, she was highly aware of their bulky bodies crowding around her, giving her little room.

She was also far too aware that the dress she’d selected didn’t offer much more coverage than the micro-mini black one. She crossed her legs and tried to subtly wiggle the hem down her thighs.

All of a sudden, a warm hand landed on her bare knee. She glanced at Dylan’s long fingers on her skin and then at Shaw just to see what he thought of another man’s hands on her.

His gaze ticked from Dylan’s hand to her face. The dark glimmer in his eyes sent her mind reeling.

Luckily, she didn’t have time to dwell on the meaning because the light onstage projected into the audience just enough to fall across her, highlighting her from the waist down.

Cutting her glance to Dylan, she saw the golden glow showcasing the stiff bulge in the front of his black pants. Oh god. Whether it was her turning him on or the anticipation of what was about to happen in the show, she didn’t know.

On edge, she stole a nervous peek from the corner of her eye at Shaw too. She stopped breathing.

The very evident bulge in the front of his black jeans was one she’d seen hundreds of times.

What did these men know that she didn’t?

Then the man stepped onto the stage, leading a naked woman by the hand and holding a paddle in the other.

How did one become a submissive for the show? Was it something a woman signed up for before she arrived at the ranch?

Sloane’s pussy squeezed when the Boot Knocker led her to the padded bench and gently guided her to her knees.

From her seat, she could make out that the woman was trembling. When the man leaned down and whispered something into her ear, she rested over the bench.

First, he stroked her body, starting at her nape and trailing his fingers to the crest of her buttocks. The crowd seemed on tenterhooks, and Sloane couldn’t look away.

He gripped the paddle and brought it against the woman’s buttock. She issued a soft cry. He caressed the spot he’d struck and waited several heartbeats before spanking her again.

And again.

Soon the rhythm and sound of the paddle with the throaty cries of the woman riveted Sloane. She was so caught up in the scene that it took her a moment to realize what Dylan was doing to her.

His fingers worked up her inner thigh, his pinky probing her pussy.

Aroused, she let out a low moan. Then confusion hit as she realized that her ex was sitting right there, and he was watching it all.

She darted a look at Shaw just as his hand landed on her other thigh. The pressure of that hand traveling upward along with Dylan sliding his fingertip along the seam of her pussy had her flooding with want.

Had they planned this? If so, when? How could she just sit here and let them both touch her?

She let out a strangled cry and slid lower in her seat. Dylan took one thigh and Shaw took the other. At the same time, as if the pair was in total sync, they spread her legs.

* * * * *

Touching Sloane again felt so natural. It was as though two years didn’t separate Shaw from her.

He kneaded her inner thigh, dragging the hem of her dress even higher. When the crotch of her panties came into view, he jerked his eyes up to Dylan.

Without words, they each reached for her. Dylan stroked her clit. She slid down in the seat enough to give Shaw access to her entrance. Through her panties, he applied pressure to her opening, easing her panties inside her.

She muffled a gasp. Need fogged Shaw’s senses. Her scent hung in the air, and moans coming from the stage, and the noise of the paddle, echoed through the auditorium.

His entire focus was on Sloane. He never forgot this side of their relationship—the sex was never lacking, even toward the end when they stopped talking. God, he’d missed it so damn much.

Missed her.

He pressed his finger deeper inside her. Dylan strummed her clit, and she writhed against both their hands.

Shaw’s cock was bursting with need. “Outside. Now.”

As soon as he bit off the words, Dylan drew his hand away. He tugged down her dress, and Shaw grabbed her by the hand and pulled her to her feet.

She teetered on her heels. Shaw latched his fingers around her arm and led her out of the row, thankful no one sat next to them.

Once they reached the end of the row, Dylan snagged her around the waist and hauled her at a fast clip out the door. They barely cleared the frame before Shaw couldn’t take it another second.

He grabbed Sloane out of Dylan’s arms and trapped her against the wall. Her body heat scorched him. His cock battered his fly for the chance to sink into the pussy he’d owned over and over.

One hand anchored her wrist to the wall. The other curled into her ass cheek, and his hips locked her in place.

Her chest heaved, those beautiful green eyes burning with the look of desire he knew so well.

“Shaw. Please.”

Was she pleading with him to leave her alone…or kiss her?

On the ice, he prided himself in his ability to think quick and assess a situation. He used that skill now with Sloane.

He slammed his mouth over hers.

Kissing her was like sucking in the first gulp of air after being underwater for years. She gasped and cried out. His tongue plunged into the seam of her lips and tasted her.

“Fuck!” Dylan’s low cuss came from only a foot away.

Shaw’s focus was solely on Sloane. Feeding her his tongue in slow pass after slow pass, he gripped her round bottom just the way she liked it.

The ache in his balls tripled. He couldn’t quit kissing her, and she didn’t show any sign of slowing either.

Tough fingers dug into his shoulder, a shock through his senses to stop.

He raised his head and looked at Dylan.

“My turn,” he grated out.

Breathing in hard pants, Shaw forced himself to nod and step away from Sloane.

Giving her up to another man should cut deep. It should light a blaze of jealousy inside him like it did when he saw her in Dylan’s lap or he sucked her nipples in the barn.

That heat flared inside him, anger tangled with arousal. Knowing that she was getting the pleasure she needed—deserved—only had his cock growing harder.

Dylan cradled her cheek. She leaned into his touch with a soft sound of want. When he kissed her, Shaw’s fingers curled into fists. He stepped closer, gaze fixed on their mouths moving together, their tongues sliding in tandem. Dylan rocked his hips into Sloane’s, digging his cock into her pussy.

Fuck. Shaw shouldn’t want to see another man making out with the woman that used to be his. Yet he couldn’t move or even look away.

A thread of desire, darker than any he’d known before, knotted inside him.

Dylan tongue-fucked her mouth while grinding his cock into her pussy.

Shaw could stand no more. He reached between their bodies.

They broke the kiss. Both gazes swung to fix on him.

“She’s got to be soaking wet with need. I bet her clit’s hard.”

She moaned at his words, confirming they were true.

He skated his hand up her body to cup her breast, and she arched into his touch.

“Get her to the bungalow.” His throat clamped on what he was saying. What was about to happen wasn’t something he ever saw coming.

Tonight, he’d share her with Dylan and give her orgasms she’d never forget.

Tomorrow, he would walk away.

* * * * *

Why did the bungalows have to be built so far away from the lodge? Every step that Dylan ushered Sloane along the stone path stole more of his control.

There were a lot of issues around claiming Sloane with Shaw as their third, but Dylan’s mind had blanked to all the reasons why it was a bad idea.

Besides, she wasn’t dragging her feet and she rushed just as fast as they did.

Dylan stopped in his tracks. Yanking her by the hand, he drew her into his body. She gasped and threw her arms around his neck, her tongue wild in his mouth. From behind, Shaw crowded in and delved his hand between their bodies. His long fingers skimmed the front of Dylan’s fly for a split second, edging down the throbbing length, before he plunged his hand under Sloane’s dress.

She trembled in their hold, kissing Dylan and writhing on Shaw’s hand. Dylan knew the moment when his fellow Boot Knocker breached her panties and stroked her slick folds.

Her cry resonated, captured on the mountain breeze that always blew in these parts. Urged on by her sounds of bliss, he cupped her breasts, swiping his thumbs over the hard peaks.

“Oh yessss!” She leaned into his touch, and he clamped his fingers harder on her nipples, pinching and twisting while the juicy sound of Shaw’s fingers in her pussy filled the air.

Dylan plunged his tongue into her mouth. At that minute, Shaw hit his knees behind her. Dylan broke the kiss long enough to watch their lover nudge her dress up and bury his face between those beautiful ass cheeks.

“Shaw!” Her stare lit on Dylan’s, the depths confused but burning with desire.

He dropped to his knees too. Her pussy was at his face level, the tiny thong she wore barely covering her soaking pussy. He hooked his finger in the fabric and yanked it aside to thrust his tongue into her from the front.

She rocked forward. Then back. Moaning. Gasping. Her firm thighs were spread wide, and she had no care at all that they were out in the open, licking her ass and pussy in what was only a warmup for the promise of later.

Using his thumbs, he parted her pussy lips and licked the hard pearl of her clit. Her body bowed.

Shaw let out a growl. “I missed everything about this, baby.”

Dylan sucked on her clit and then feasted on the juices gathering in her channel. His cock throbbed at the thought of Shaw giving her an anal orgasm with only his tongue while Dylan delivered one too.

She shook. Her fingers dug into Dylan’s shoulder, and she reached back to anchor the other on Shaw’s. When she gave a hard jerk, Dylan groaned at the same time she came.

“Yessss!” She swayed between them, and they locked her in place. For long seconds, she pulsated on Dylan’s tongue. Her flood of juices brought another growl to his lips, which Shaw echoed.

“Taste her, Dylan. Taste her cum.”

She shook harder at Shaw’s words and then fell still.

When it was over, Dylan drew her thong back over her pussy. Shaw settled her skirt around her thighs again.

They continued on to the bungalow, but the hard steel in Dylan’s pants made it damn difficult to walk. Once they reached the door, he had enough of holding back.

He grabbed Sloane around the waist and carried her straight to bed. Shaw disappeared into the bathroom, and he heard the water running. Seconds later, he was back, smelling like mouthwash and man, a combination that was lethal to Dylan’s senses.

He wanted him. In his mouth, in his ass. He wanted to see his cock buried in Sloane.

She flipped onto her stomach. “My zipper!”

He yanked it down in one quick flick. In another, he had her dress on the floor. Shaw sidled up next to him. His shoulders shifted in a display of muscular beauty as he pulled his shirt over his head and let it drop.

Sloane lay on the bed, eyes wide, the pulse in her throat racing double time.

Passion and confusion blended in her expression.

“It’s all right, baby. Dylan and I are good with each other. As long as you’re good with what’s about to happen.”

She held out her hands to them. Dylan enfolded one in his own and gazed down at her beautiful face. She drove him crazy, and made him want to please her over and over again. To introduce her to the joy that he could bring with his tongue and cock. He’d only begun doing this work, but she was already opening like a flower.

Shaw took her other hand, chafing his thumb across her knuckles. “We both want you,” he stated simply.

“And you’re willing to…share me?” Her voice wavered in uncertainty.

He gave a nod. “If you want that.”

Her breasts jiggled with her quick inhalation. “Together?”

They nodded.

“At the same time?”

They gave simultaneous nods again, and her gaze bounced between them.

She dashed her tongue across her full lips. “Have you…done this before?”

In the past, Dylan never had a problem admitting what he did for a living, involved other women, but something about Sloane made him wish things were different.

“One time.”

Her stare darted to Shaw. Dylan could practically hear her unspoken questions.

He squeezed her fingers, drawing her attention back to him. With their fingers linked, he reached for his fly. One-handedly, he popped it open. His stiff cock bulged in his red boxer briefs.

Her lips formed an O.

Slowly, he reached into his briefs and withdrew his cock. The length was thick and straining with need, the veins bulging up the shaft. He squeezed, bringing more blood to the tip.

“You want my cock inside you, beautiful?” His voice was all grit and gravel.

She threw Shaw a look.

“Go on, baby. Take what you need. Show us what you want from us.” Shaw’s low words penetrated deep in Dylan as well.

Sloane tugged on Dylan’s hand, pulling him closer until he tumbled into bed with her. His arms around her, he tucked her against his chest and captured her lips.

Knowing that Shaw looked on only made his pulse pound harder. His libido shot up to a new height.

Breaking the kiss, he looked to his fellow Boot Knocker, holding his stare while he guided her hand to his cock.

With a sharp intake of air, she curled her fingers around his erection and gave it a slow jack. He grunted, and Shaw closed his eyes. When he opened them again, his stare latched on to her hand pumping him.

In a quick move, Shaw stripped off the rest of his clothes and whipped out his cock. Sloane issued a soft coo, and Dylan couldn’t resist pulling more from her by taking her nipple between his lips.

She arched into his touch, but her focus was on Shaw. The man’s physique was perfection, the carved muscles of his chest and abs a display that many a lady enjoyed.

He cupped his balls in one hand and pumped his cock with the other, the rhythm matching what Sloane was doing to Dylan.

Shaw’s throat worked. “You want to fuck him, baby?”

Her harsh breath sounded like tearing paper. “Yes!”

“Hold that thought.” Dylan reached for the basket of condoms on top of the nightstand. He also  reached under the bed and came out with a bundle of rope.

Her breath hitched. What was he going to do with that?

Shaw’s teeth flashed with a grin. “He’s good with ropes.”

Dylan’s eyes gleamed. “Both of you are about to find out just how good.”

Her stare jerked between both  of her lovers. Then at the same time, as if they had this planned all along, they moved. Shaw took her wrists and extended them toward the headboard. Her insides quivered as Dylan set to work binding her. He looped the rope loose enough that the hemp didn’t chafe her skin, but tight enough to heighten her senses.

She tipped her head back to see just as he tied off the rope in an intricate knot.

Her breath came hard and fast. Her pussy clutched with desire and flooded with juices.

Next, he held up a condom to Shaw. “Put it on me.”

“Oh god…” She shivered at the exchange between her men. Shaw took the packet from him. After he ripped it open and slipped it over his length, Dylan arched a brow at Shaw.

Then he stretched out on the bed and rolled Sloane on top of him. The  ropes allowed her mobility to twist and turn, but she couldn’t lay a hand on either man. They had all the control.

She straddled him, her pussy poised at the tip of his throbbing length.

When Shaw climbed on the bed behind her, he palmed her ass cheeks apart and slowly guided her down over Dylan’s cock.


Chapter Eight

The room seemed to shake around Sloane. Each inch that she glided up Dylan’s cock, Shaw’s hands guided her. Every time she slid down him again, fucking him deep, Shaw was there, touching her.

This wasn’t the Shaw she knew. That man was gone, replaced by somebody brand-new. She had to admit, she felt like a child with a shiny toy she couldn’t wait to play with.

And Dylan…he was so damn hot. Stretching her with each stroke. Sending her higher and higher toward the peak of pleasure.

When they stopped her on the sidewalk and went down on her, one tongue on her pussy and one on her pucker, she stopped thinking about which man to choose. She’d take them both and walk away with neither. This was what she came here for, right?

Dylan claimed her mouth in an endless kiss. When she felt him tense, she rocked her hips faster and faster, fucking him, wanting to feel him shake apart for her in release.

“Take him, baby. Fuck his cock. Fuck yeah!”

Shaw’s dirty encouragement spurred her faster. Her moans were drowned by Dylan’s bellow.

He clasped her tightly against him, mouth fused to hers as he jerked his hips with every shot of cum that left his body.

Her pussy clamped down, her orgasm hovering so close she could almost feel the tingle in the base of her spine.

But Shaw pulled her off his cock before she could come. She heard the rip of a condom and knew Shaw meant to take her too.

Dylan trapped her hips in his hands and held her in place while Shaw slipped the rubber-covered tip of his erection up and down her wet folds.

God, he felt just as good after all these years. He knew when to pause with his cock pressing into her clit and when to—

She cried out when he sank balls-deep in one smooth glide.

His hard arm banded around her middle, fucking her while she still straddled Dylan. His sharp teeth grazing her throat always sent her spinning out of control, and he sucked the spot he knew would take her over the edge fast.

All the little things her other lover didn’t know. Dylan’s stare held hers, and she knew he was taking it all in, learning everything. If he was even the slightest bit jealous that she was being fucked by her ex, his expression didn’t reveal it.

“Tell me how he feels inside you.” Dylan’s heated words slammed her.

For a moment, no words formed on her tongue. Shaw thrust inside her pussy and dragged his length through her soaked walls in a glide that had her shaking.

“He feels…big.”

“He is big. Thick too. Is he stretching you?” Dylan’s eyes glittered with excitement, and his cock between them grew even harder, as if he hadn’t just come.

Her breath came in pants. “He’s stretching me. Like you did!”

Shaw issued a low grunt. He churned his hips out of rhythm, and Dylan settled his fingers over her clit, rubbing it, pressing down and releasing until madness overtook her.

She opened her mouth on a silent scream of ecstasy as both men took her release to a pinnacle she’d never even dreamed of.

Shaw’s lips were at her ear, roaring in release. Too many hands caressed her naked body.

Opening her eyes, Sloane realized that she’d lost her mind enough that she had no memory of moving. Yet she was stretched out on her back with both of her lovers surrounding her. They’d untied her too, and the rope trailed across the bed like a sexy reminder and a promise of more fun to come.

A set of lips traced a tiny line down her breast. Another mouth closed on her opposite nipple.

Electricity jolted through her body, which was still alive and quaking from what just happened in this bed minutes ago. How much time had passed? For all she knew, it was hours.

She squeezed her eyes shut on the sensation of two men working their magic on her. One she’d spent the past few days learning about. One she knew well…or did she?

Shaw wasn’t the same man she’d walked away from. What he was doing with her and Dylan was hot, but now confusion threatened like a black cloud on the landscape of her mind.

Did he want back into her life? What about their daughter?

A tongue teased the tip of her breast into a sharp bud, but she didn’t open her eyes to see who owned that tongue. When the bed shifted, she waited for what came next. Her mind wanted to latch on to the why and how of this situation, but a man parted her thighs and buried their tongue in her pussy. She couldn’t do anything except feel.

Any cry she’d make was silenced when her other lover captured her lips. Awareness struck, and she stole a peek at Shaw, who was kissing her.

His eyes closed in a serene expression as another man licked her pussy.

He tangled his fingers in her hair, holding her to him, and Dylan cupped her ass, lifting her pussy to feast on.

A strangled noise broke from her. Shaw moaned into her mouth in answer. Tearing free, he stared into her eyes. “Let him eat your pussy. Then I’m taking my turn.”

Her core blazed with flames of desire so hot that she’d never come down if this continued much longer.

Two fingers sank deep in her pussy. She clamped on them, milking them the way she had both Dylan’s and Shaw’s cocks.

Suddenly, a thought hit her. They’d shared a woman once before, and it was clear they enjoyed watching the other administer pleasure…but did they ever touch each other?

Images flitted through her mind like a slideshow, each more scorching than the next. Dylan twisted his fingers inside her, then drew them out while sucking her clit.

Her insides started to shake, and she clutched at his thick hair, riding his tongue while Shaw kissed her and kissed her and…

She burst in a display of Northern Lights. Shockwaves rolled through her, and Dylan’s warm tongue molded to her clit, dragging out her release until she grew overly sensitive and collapsed.

Shaw’s smile looked damn cocky considering he hadn’t actually given her the orgasm.

After she caught her breath, she curled on her side and let Shaw take her into his arms. His touch, his scent, his big chest offered shelter.

The strange thought caught her off guard. Shelter from what? Wasn’t he the very person she was here to wipe out of her mind?

Dylan cuddled her from behind in a spooning position. His stiff cock pressed into her ass. He made no demands of her, though, just held her while her heart rate resumed to something normal.

“Why are you guys doing this?” she managed to whisper after a while.

Shaw’s brows pinched in a frown that their daughter shared. Just seeing it filled her with a heavy longing to see her daughter again.

She could leave, sure. But what would that gain her?

She could also push Shaw away and demand that he leave her alone.

“We want to give you as much pleasure as possible while you’re on the ranch,” he answered quietly.

She tried to snag an answer from the cloud of her churning thoughts, but her mind was too high on endorphins after her last orgasm.

“I think our woman’s getting tense again, Shaw.” Dylan’s drawl sent a spike of fresh need through her core.

Shaw’s crooked, bad-boy grin made her heart jog as he slowly moved down her body. Dylan hooked his arm around her knee, parting her for Shaw. The whisper of his beard stubble on her inner thighs drew a cry to her lips, but when he buried his tongue in her pussy, she couldn’t try to think anymore and submitted to the sensation of being pleasured by two men.

* * * * *

Dylan perched on the edge of the bed, watching the pale blue morning light creep over Sloane’s beautiful face. The brushstrokes of light and shadow, and a few pale freckles too, was a masterpiece he couldn’t bring himself to look away from.

Their night together—shared with Shaw—had left her in a peaceful slumber.

Shaw stood a few feet away, seemingly in a similar state of shock as Dylan felt. He pulled on his jeans but didn’t button them. Then he spent a long heartbeat gazing down at their sleeping lover.

Slicing a hand through his hair, he walked over to an armchair in the corner of the bedroom and sank to it.

“You look as dazed as I feel,” Shaw grated out in a tone pitched low enough not to wake Sloane.

His heart launched up his throat. Shaking his head, he battled to make some response. “She’s fucking perfect.”

Shaw’s dark gaze pierced his. “Yup.”

He had so many questions. But the one eating at him the most had nothing to do with Sloane and Shaw’s past—he was thinking of their future.

He couldn’t utter any of the words.

He was a floater in life. He was here right now. Tomorrow could be a different story, and he’d just roll with whatever happened. He didn’t call the shots—the universe put him where he was supposed to be.

Finally, he stood from the bed and went into the bathroom. A nice, hot shower always worked to clear his head. He used the technique to get his head on before bull riding. One small mistake could see him injured at best, and the worse alternative was he’d wind up losing his life to a dangerous bull.

Showers also helped him after a ride, where he’d let the hot spray ease all the sore muscles he had from being whipped on the back of a two-thousand-pound beast. It offered him time to replay the ride in his mind and analyze all the moves he’d made that could have made it a perfect score.

The hours spent with Shaw and Sloane were just as hairy as eight seconds on the back of a bull, in his opinion.

Seeing them together, it was obvious they still shared a love for each other. For himself, he liked Sloane—a lot. He thought of Shaw as a good friend and a lover he hoped to enjoy again soon.

But it was hard not to fall in love with their love.

Dylan stood in the expansive luxury shower with several showerheads working their magic. He hardly took note of how good it felt, though, because last night had messed with his head worse than any BDSM scene he’d ever dabbled in or witnessed on that stage.

The steam swirling around him only cleared his mind enough for him to see that he’d lost a little bit of himself to Shaw when they shared that other woman. It hadn’t really been about her. Even though she was the focus of their attention, it was Shaw that Dylan wanted.

The crazy thing was, he wanted Sloane in the exact same way.

Best to walk away. Make a clean break. He could go into the office and tell them he needed to leave for the rest of the week.

If Shaw and Sloane got back together, he’d be out of the picture. Since they shared a child, it was only right.

Being together again might show them that they were better apart too, and in that case, Sloane would go home, and Shaw would go back to being his grumpy self.

He turned his face into the spray, letting it run down his body.

Either way, where did that leave him?

* * * * *

Shaw slumped in the leather chair, listening to the drone of Dylan’s shower, his stare riveted on Sloane. She always looked stunning, but there was something about her in sleep that brought out the protector in him. The vulnerability revealed in the softening of her features.

He saw the changes two years apart had made. Motherhood had given her a core of steel that only enhanced how lovely she was, but knowing that he’d let her carry that burden alone riddled him with guilt.

His throat burned around the lump that settled there. He still loved her—always would. Seeing her again wasn’t just a confirmation—it chiseled the reality in granite. Nothing could ever erase it.

And Dylan. Fuck. Just fuck. Why did he have to give Shaw those looks he did—like he wanted him just as damn much as he wanted Sloane?

Shaw was far from homophobic. Hell, he’d even played hockey with guys who preferred the opposite sex. But what good would it do if Shaw led Dylan on? He’d only hurt his friend.

He had some tough choices to make—now, before Sloane woke up. Leaving her again would cause more damage, and he’d already screwed up in thinking that walking out of her and Marigold’s life would cause less pain.

He should give her up again. Let Dylan handle it from here.

Dammit, he didn’t want that.

Since no clear answer made itself known, the only thing to do was live in the present. Sticking around her and Dylan seemed the better option.

At least it would get Sloane on her journey to healing—her reason for coming to The Boot Knockers Ranch. Staying involved with Dylan might smooth things over between them, until the point where they could return to normal everyday life.

For Shaw? It would be the equivalent of taking a hockey stick to the face and getting knocked out.

He issued a low sigh. He’d take the pain, shoulder the burden for all three of them. So what could he do to keep all of them happy right this minute?

Food was a necessity. He could manage that easily by ordering a tray from the dining hall. Then what?

He flipped through several options in the ranch schedule. The BDSM show was over for the week…and look where that landed the three of them. The night might have been mind-blowing, but it had created more problems.

Tonight’s entertainment was taken care of with rodeo night. The guys competed in real rodeo events, and Dylan would be showing off in all his glory. Shaw wasn’t cut out for rodeos, especially with his leg injury still nagging at him daily, but he could still sit a horse.

He turned his head to look out the window. Horses grazed in the pasture in the distance, giving him the spark of an idea. They could take Sloane horseback riding, the perfect segue to rodeo night.

Then when Dylan came out of the arena, bruised and sore after his bull ride, he and Sloane could make him feel all better.

He was on his feet before conscious thought kicked in. Crossing the room to reach the bathroom, he tossed a glance at Sloane to make sure she was still asleep. When he tested the door, the handle turned.

Steam fogged the air, but he could make out Dylan in the shower, one hand braced on the wall, head bowed.

Shaw’s stomach dipped. Was the man just as tormented as he was? Hell.

He shoved his jeans off and stepped into the shower. Dylan didn’t turn. Only the muscle of his shoulder rippling alerted Shaw that he acknowledged that someone had joined him.

Standing naked in the shower with a man didn’t feel as odd as he might have once thought. He released the air he’d held contained in his lungs and reached out a hand to touch Dylan.

His palm settled on his chiseled side. Still, Dylan didn’t move or even twitch. Water sluiced over his bowed head and ran down his nape and the spine that was layered in muscle earned from hard work and the conditioning it took to stay in competitive bull riding.

With a pounding urge to give the man some ease, he skated his hand down his body, over his ribs to his hip. When he ran his hand around to Dylan’s cock, he felt the man jerk.

Before he could order him to leave, he locked an arm around Dylan’s middle and wrapped his fingers around his cock. Dylan let out a groan, then a louder one when Shaw gave his cock a slow jack, rolling the head through his fingers.

He could do this for his friend—lover. He wanted to give him this release.

Running his cock through his fist, squeezing the head, he skated his other hand up Dylan’s chest and pinched his nipple. The sharp intake of breath told him how much he enjoyed that.

His body moved in Shaw’s grip. Releasing his cock, he reached over and pumped some bodywash into his hand. Soaping up his lover’s cock, massaging the soap into his balls, while teasing each of his nipples, had Shaw’s own cock seeping precum.

He could don a condom and slide into Dylan’s ass like he did once before. But he wasn’t taking his own ease today—this was for Dylan.

Every flick of his wrist pulled another low gasp from him. His thick length strained in his grip. The pulsing steel felt good in his hand, and he closed his eyes, reveling in the act of giving.

When he slid his hand around to his cheeks and ran one finger between the hard planes of Dylan’s ass, over his pucker, his spine bowed.

“Your fingers,” he grated out.

He worked some of the soap over the tight ring before slipping in two fingers. “Like this?”

Dylan growled in response. His cock grew harder in his grasp, and he pumped it faster in time to the stroke of his fingers. He easily located the spot that made Dylan writhe and blanked his mind to anything but his lover’s responses.

He bowed. He rocked. He bucked his hips. When his ass clamped on his fingers hard and his cock stiffened even more, Shaw’s own cock streamed with pent-up desire.

Dylan’s muffled roar and the spurts of cum creaming over his hand in time to the pulse in his ass went on and on for long seconds.

Shaw’s insides warmed. Something he’d learned on the ranch was that giving pleasure had a high of its own.

Slowly, he pumped his cock for another minute and slid his fingers free. Then he stepped out of the shower, leaving his lover alone.


Chapter Nine

“I’m nervous.” Sloane eyed the horse. “It’s bigger than I thought it would be.”

Shaw slanted a look at Dylan. “She’s never ridden. Maybe this isn’t such a good idea.”

She shook her head before the man could respond. “No, no. I came here to ride a horse and a cowboy. I’m going to do this.”

Dylan stood at the horse’s head, soothing it with soft words while Sloane set her foot in the stirrup. Then she moved upward and hooked her leg over the horse the way the guys instructed her to.

The animal’s huge body shifted under her, but she concentrated on staying seated. Shaw assured her this was the calmest mount they had, which eased some of her fears.

“Grab the reins, Sloane. That’s it. Just like that.” Shaw grinned up at her. The flash of his white teeth was an even better reward than not being tossed on her ass.

She pulled in a deep breath and waited for the horse to settle. Sure enough, it did.

Then Dylan shot her a smile, complete with that dimple that made her toes curl. “Remember, I’m going to have your horse roped to mine during the ride along the trail. It won’t stray.”

She nodded and got her bearings while the guys mounted their own horses. The paddock was hopping with people going in and out. Many of the Boot Knockers were there performing chores.

When a guy shot Shaw a dirty look, he only cocked his brow in answer. She might not feel as if she knew this Shaw Sheridan very well, but that exchange was something she’d seen before on the ice.

Other hockey players liked to test Shaw, even guys on his own team. He never let them get in his head.

No, the only person she’d ever seen him lose control with was her. That night they decided to call it quits despite her being pregnant, tears had run down his face.

The sight would never leave her memory. On occasion, it rose up to haunt her in her weaker moments, the ones when she questioned if she’d made the right choice to go their separate ways.

How many times had she wondered what might have been if they’d only given it one more day, a month, another year? If they’d be happily married right now and raising their daughter together.

When Dylan twisted in the saddle, throwing another dimpled grin her way, her heart gave a little flip.

If she and Shaw were okay, she never would have come to the ranch. She never would have met this amazing man who was so giving and caring, despite the fact that she and Shaw had tossed a massive wrench into the situation by sharing a complicated past.

“Ready, love?” Dylan called to her, and she nodded.

When he urged his horse forward, hers followed its lead, just as they said the animal would. Sloane held on the way they told her to. With each stride the animal took, she grew less nervous. Soon, she was able to hang on and not worry she’d drop to her death while enjoying the scenery.

The Alaskan landscape had a beauty and charm unlike any other place she’d ever been. She’d been to exotic locales to make movies and even spent time in Europe in her early twenties, but this world switched on a light inside her.

The leaves were greener than anywhere else. The mountains higher, sharper; the air fresher. She drew in deep breaths of it, filling her lungs over and over, letting it blow away her cares.

Though she still felt the strain of being in Shaw’s presence, she wasn’t letting it bother her. They all seemed to be living in the moment. Actually, when she woke up, there seemed to be a difference in the guys.

Even after their wild threesome, she’d picked up on a constraint between them. Now that seemed to have vanished, blown out to sea on the warm air currents.

Feeling more confident on horseback, she removed one hand from the reins she held loosely and brushed a tendril of hair behind her ear.

The trail they took carved through thick underbrush and eventually straightened out. When they started up a hill, she slid backward in the saddle. She let out a gasp, and Shaw moved to her side.

“You all right?” His sharp gaze locked on her face. Suddenly aware of how well he really knew her, she schooled her features to not reveal fear.

“I’m fine. Where are we going, anyway?” The horse continued up the incline that rose in increments toward a peak as sharp as one of the big mountains.

“The trail takes us through some beautiful country. Just over the ridge you’ll see some prime grazing lands where our cattle spend the warmer months of the year.”

Now this Shaw was new.

She arched a brow. “Since when do you know about cattle?”

He cocked his head to the side. “I have spent a lot of months living like a cowboy.”

Today he looked the part too, sporting a long-sleeved chambray shirt open at the collar, a pair of jeans almost worn to the same hue as the shirt, and a brown cowboy hat that she never, in a million years of seeing him in a hockey helmet, would have been able to picture him in.

“It suits you.”

He stared at her for a long moment while their horses continued up the incline. Shaw glanced at Dylan in the lead, and she wondered if he could hear their conversation over the rustle of horse and leather.

She plowed on with the topic. “Did you change your mind about coaching hockey in Alaska?”

The flex of his jaw only added to his cowboy allure. “I’d still like to do that.”

Since he didn’t say anything more, they rode in silence to the top of the incline. As she crested the rise and saw the beautiful land below, she wished she could put the brakes on her horse and stop to just stare at the striking scene.

A river cut a path through the valley below. The pale blue water glittered in the sunlight, and tall reeds grew on the banks.

“Are we crossing that?”

“Yup. Don’t worry—it’s not deep at this time of year. Just hang on, and grip your horse with your thighs…” Shaw broke off at the innuendo in his words.

Oh, she’d be gripping someone with her thighs. Two someones, if she had any say in the matter. Just watching both men roll in their saddles, their hard thighs tensing and their spines straight, lit her body up. The sway of the horse underneath her didn’t help her arousal either.

When she made it to the bottom and crossed the creek without any issue, she punched a fist into the air.

Shaw laughed at her. “Good job, love.”

Her heart snagged on that endearment. Love.

Dylan used it too, though she never gave it a thought from him. But Shaw had once loved her.

She brushed the thought away. She was just being touchy about his feelings. Two years was plenty of time to fall out of love with her.

She, on the other hand, wished she’d been so lucky. It would be so much easier to just appreciate Shaw for his body and amazing skills in bed and ignore the feelings he roused in her.

Second chances didn’t happen often, and they definitely didn’t happen on sex ranches. She’d just get through this week and try to relax and enjoy the experience so she could return to her daughter rejuvenated, just in time for the terrible twos everyone warned her about.

Though she couldn’t imagine her sweet little girl being anything but the same loveable child who climbed in her lap several times a day with a teddy bear and her thumb plugged into her mouth.

On the other side of the river, Dylan drew his horse to a halt. He twisted to look at them. “You two want to take a break?”

Before she could answer, Shaw swung his leg off his horse. “I think a short break will benefit all of us.”

He walked over to her, hands up to help her out of the saddle. She stared down into Shaw’s eyes, her heart tripling its beat. How did she get so deep so fast?

She was in over her head.

* * * * *

Dylan crouched on the riverbank and plucked a long blade of grass. Sticking it in his mouth, he gave it a thoughtful crush with his teeth.

The fresh tang of the grass hit his taste buds, making his mouth water.

Watching Shaw and Sloane interact with each other left his head clouded with confusion. Their history showed itself in the way they moved together. The way they looked into each other’s eyes.

Strangely, it didn’t leave Dylan feeling like the odd man out so much as curious as to what happened to break them apart.

He stared at the water rippling over the rounded rocks in the riverbed for a moment before he pushed to his feet. Twisting, he looked at the others. They stood near the horses, talking. Shaw said something, and Sloane laughed. The soft sound was music that touched a chord deep inside Dylan.

When he sat staring at her sleeping face that morning, he knew he was in trouble. He was falling for his client.

And the stolen moment with Shaw in the shower had been the final push his heart needed to open up to him too.

After this was all over, he’d be in a world of hurt.

As he approached, the pair broke apart, making space for him to join the small circle. Sloane’s sudden gasp made him search her face for signs of pain.

“Did you get stung by a bee?”

She shook her head and withdrew the cell phone from her back pocket.

He and Shaw exchanged looks. Apparently nobody informed Sloane about the no cellphones rule on the ranch. It was a liability thing for their clients as much as a benefit to the ladies who came here seeking no distractions from the outside world.

Dylan wasn’t about to tell her about the rule, and Shaw remained silent too.

She swiped a thumb over the screen and gasped.

They stared at her harder. “Is everything okay?” Dylan asked when she didn’t speak.

She pressed the back of her fingers against her lips, nodding. “My mom sent a photo of Marigold.”

Shaw rocked as if punched.

With a soft smile, Sloane held up the phone for them to see.

It took Dylan a moment to realize that Marigold was the name of their daughter. When he saw the child, he felt as if someone had socked him in the gut too.

In awe, he could only gape at the image of the dainty little girl with her father’s warm brown hair and her mother’s eyes.

“She looks like you,” Shaw grated out.

Sloane twitched her head to look at him. “You think so? I’ve always thought she looks nothing like me.”

Dylan nodded in agreement. “She has your eyes, Sloane. But I can see Shaw too.”

Shaw’s chest squeezed. He turned away and sank to the bank, one knee hitched up and the other long leg extended down the curve of the land.

Sloane’s eyes widened as she met Dylan’s gaze. Together, they moved to sit with Shaw.

“Shaw?” Her voice wobbled.

“I do care, you know. I am interested in our daughter’s life. It was just too damn hard not being with you.”

The croak in his voice had Dylan’s gut in knots. Sloane’s eyes brimmed with tears.

“How did you two meet?” Dylan’s question brought both of his lovers out of their heads enough to focus on something besides their past, something he knew they needed right now.

Shaw’s lips quirked at one corner. “It was at a party. She was there with some famous people.”

“Celebrities,” she explained to Dylan. “Shaw liked my butt.”

Dylan chuckled, but Shaw’s expression grew serious.

“Nope. I fell for those eyes. It was always about your eyes.”

A long heartbeat stretched between them.

Dylan’s quip cut through the moment. “It’s the boobs for me.”

They both laughed, and he joined in too…but he would always be on the outside.

* * * * *

Shaw spotted the cabin first. Dylan stopped riding and brought a hand up to shade his eyes against the glare of the sun.

“Damn, they really did fix up that old cabin,” Dylan said.

“Yeah, it looks like they doubled the size at least.”

“What is it?” Sloane stared over the pasture at the log cabin perched at the edge.

“Some former Boot Knockers live here. The ranch bigwigs put them in charge of the herd.”

“So they left behind their other duties on the ranch?” Curiosity burned in her tone.

“Yup.” Shaw’s idea to ride to this pasture had been for the scenery alone, born from the desire to give Sloane a good memory to take home with her. Now that they were here, it seemed rude not to stop in and pay a visit to their friends.

“C’mon.” He spurred his horse, sending it into a light trot.

Dylan and Sloane trailed behind him at a slower pace. When he reached the edge of the pasture, the taller grasses transitioned to a small patch of mown lawn.

A familiar man walked around the back of the house and stopped in his tracks. A huge smile spread over Piers’s face when he spied Shaw.

“I didn’t expect company today!”

Shaw dismounted and walked straight over to his buddy. They clasped hands and Shaw brought him in for a bro-hug.

Piers thumped him on the back. “Damn, it’s good to see you. Everything’s okay on the ranch, right? They told me Avril had her baby boy—not that you’d know anything about that.”

Shaw scrubbed a finger over the bridge of his nose. “I might.”

Piers had been in the conference room when Shaw burst in to tell everyone that Avril’s water broke.

Piers chuckled, then looked past him as Dylan and Sloane entered the yard. “I see you brought Sylvee some company. She’ll be thrilled.”

He threw a wave to Dylan and Sloane before walking to the front of the cabin. He opened the door and called inside. Seconds later, a woman and man exited, beaming at their unexpected guests.

Shaw turned, arm out to invite Sloane closer to meet the others.

Dylan was already there, embracing Piers and Ash, the two Boot Knockers who’d recently made their break from the official ranch business.

When they drew their third lover forward, Shaw felt Sloane jerk against his side.

So she understood that the three of them were in a relationship—Piers, Ash and Sylvee lived together here in the cabin they’d expanded to fit their new family unit.

Shaw slid his arm around Sloane’s waist. “This is Sloane.”

“Hello.” Sylvee’s voice was warm. “So nice to see another female! It’s been a while since I’ve been around anything but smelly men.”

“Hey now. You know it’s only Ash’s boots that stink.” Piers grinned.

Ash chuckled, not even trying to deny the accusation. “Howdy, Sloane. It’s great to see all of you. What brings you this direction?”

“Just taking in the scenery.” Dylan moved to flank Sloane on the other side.

When the trio exchanged a look, their expressions weren’t lost on Shaw.

They definitely sensed something more was going on. He wished somebody would fill him in, because he was confused as hell. Was he with Sloane again? Or only fucking her until she went home? And where did Dylan fit into the equation?

“Come around back to the deck. I’ve got some sweet tea made. I bet you’re thirsty after that ride.” Sylvee waved a hand for them to follow her, and they all fell into step, strolling around the cabin to a deck with big pots of flowers blossoming in the sun.

Dylan caught Sloane’s hand and led her to a seating group. They all sat, but Piers went back inside with Sylvee to help her get the refreshments.

Shaw looked around at the beautiful view of the field and mountains in the distance. “The peace and quiet on the ranch always impressed me, but this place is even quieter.”

Ash nodded. “We’re very happy here. Now, tell us about why you put Avril in labor.”

Dylan’s jaw dropped open.

Sloane let out a gasp. “Shaw! What did you do?”

He waited until the others came outside, Piers bearing a big tray with a pitcher of tea and a bunch of glasses. Sylvee came close behind, a platter of fresh chocolate chip cookies in hand. Then he told the very uneventful tale to his friends and lovers while they teased him.

For the first time in forever, Shaw felt at ease. Being here with people he cared about made all the difference. Was it possible to stop feeling like the outsider? Now he was starting to see how life could be, with good people who cared on his side.


Chapter Ten

Getting dressed for a rodeo was a ritual that went beyond function or appearance. Every garment a competitor put on their body would instill confidence for a great performance or protect them if they crashed and burned.

While Dylan buttoned his shirt, each flick of his fingers became a ceremony used to get his head in the game. Buckling chaps around his hips added a layer of armor that would keep him from getting road rash if a bull threw him.

He tested how his body was moving today. The stiffness in his spine that he ignored daily seemed a little better today, which he was grateful for. He always wanted to do his best—but today he wanted to impress Sloane too.

She perched on the edge of the bed, watching his every move. “I can’t believe you take the ranch rodeo so seriously. I thought it was just for fun.”

He glanced up at her in surprise. “I told you that I’m here in the off-season. The rest of the time, I’m traveling the rodeo circuit all over the lower forty-eight. Due to the weather, I only get to participate in a couple rodeos here for fun, but I use them for practice too.”

“How the hell did I end up with a second professional athlete in my life?” She shook her head, soft waves brushing her shoulders. “I guess I got lucky visiting when I did. If I’d booked my stay later, we never would have met.”

His next breath felt hot and wrong. Like he’d inhaled something besides air.

Abandoning his task, he moved to the bed. Planting his hands on the mattress on each side of her, he leaned in. “It’s me who got lucky.”

Emotions swirled inside him. Words he couldn’t share burned on his tongue.

All these years of drifting with the wind, having no real goal other than to enjoy himself faded to background noise. Being right here with Sloane felt like…he was finally home.

She cupped his face and searched his eyes, her expression tender.

At that moment, Shaw’s voice projected from the doorway. “Damn, don’t start without me.”

Sloane issued a laugh, and Dylan straightened, stepping back. Shaw’s gaze sharpened as it cut over his body and lingered on the chaps strapped to his hips. A surge of desire tugged at his core.

A soft gasp swung both of their attention to Sloane. She covered her mouth with both hands, eyes wide over the top. “I can’t believe I didn’t see it before.”

They stilled.

“I felt it when I woke up. Now I see what’s different about you two.”

Dylan’s heart skipped a beat. “A difference?”

Shaw’s arms hung loose at his sides, but he clamped and unclamped his fingers, like Sloane’s statement hit a mark with him as well.

Things between him and Shaw were different. Ever since he joined him in the shower that morning and gave him a double orgasm that still had him reeling from the aftereffects, some of the tension between them had faded.

Sexual tension.

“Sloane—” he started.

“What is going on between you? Are you…intimate? With each other?”

Dylan said nothing—it wasn’t his place. Shaw had a past with her. They shared a child. Dylan wasn’t going to out him to Sloane if she didn’t already know.

Just when he thought he’d have to give an exaggerated monologue about it getting late and how he needed to get to the back field that served as the rodeo arena, Shaw cleared his throat in a noise like tearing paper.

“We’ve been together.”

Her eyes rounded even more, her lips open in outrage. “Dammit, why haven’t I gotten to see this?” She balled her fist and punched the mattress. The blow made no sound…and she looked cute as hell.

Dylan’s jaw dropped. He let out a bark of laughter, which Shaw echoed.

“Well?” She looked between them. “When do I get to join you two?”

His gaze locked with Shaw’s. Goddamn, he’d never missed a chance to ride a bull in his life, but thinking about their threesome hitting another dynamic had him ready to kick his rodeo clothes under the bed.

In two quick steps, Shaw reached Sloane and leaned over her. Dylan’s chest tightened as Shaw pinched the point of her chin and angled her lips to his. “Soon,” he whispered a split second before he kissed her.

Dylan watched the exchange without a hint of jealousy in his body. Actually, his heart brimmed with emotions he’d never expected to feel for one person, let alone two.

The bond that had been cracked between Sloane and Shaw now seemed to be forming anew.

When they eased apart, Shaw stepped aside, and Sloane held out her arm, coaxing Dylan forward to join the ring.

“Hot damn, I get to have a wild romp after my bull ride!” With a whoop of joy, he yanked her off her feet. He slammed his mouth over her laughing one, cutting off the sound. When her tongue moved over his, he tasted Shaw’s essence, and his arousal swelled.

He slid his free arm around Shaw, bringing him in. The surprise in his lover’s eyes flared like a shooting star streaking across a midnight sky before he leaned in and added his tongue to the mix.

A low moan formed in Dylan’s throat. If this continued, he would miss the very first event in his life—and he was good with that.

Damn good.

Sloane tore her mouth free first. With a dazed look on her face, she stared at Dylan. “You’re going to be late.”

He lowered her until her feet touched the floor and dropped his arm from Shaw. “Either of you feel like placing a bet on me tonight?”

Shaw grinned, and Sloane looked incredulous. “What kind of bet?”

“I get my eight seconds on the back of that bull and both of you are at my mercy tonight.”

The men traded a sly look.

“And if you don’t?” Sloane asked slowly.

“Then I do anything you guys want.”

Her eyes sparked brighter. “Anything?”

“Anything,” he verified.

Shaw looked to Sloane and twitched his head toward Dylan. “The man’s pretty confident that he’ll win, isn’t he?”

“I know another man just like that—on the ice. Now, let’s go watch this rodeo, though now I don’t know whether to cheer on Dylan or the bull.”

As they left the bungalow and strolled along the stone path to the makeshift arena, Dylan started to question if he could uphold his end of the bargain. Either way he would lose.

In the end, both of his lovers would walk away. They’d either go their separate ways, or Sloane and Shaw might fix their relationship. And when this was all over, he would still be left drifting alone on the cold wind.

* * * * *

As soon as the three of them walked through the gate, screams erupted from a group of people already seated in the stands.

Shaw’s protective hand on Sloane’s spine tensed, and he jerked his head toward the sound.

“What the hell?” Dylan darted away to check it out.

From this spot, Shaw peered over everyone’s heads to see a group of people spilling out of the bleachers and milling around, swatting at the air.

“Bees. At least it’s not bears.” He took Sloane’s hand and led her in the opposite direction. The stands extended along the front of the field and were already jam-packed with people.

Sloane surveyed the crowd. “Where did all these people come from? Surely they’re not guests at the ranch!”

He threw her a crooked smile over his shoulder. “People come from the village to watch the rodeo. They may not all agree with what goes on here, but after the long winter, they’re ready for any entertainment they can get.”

As he led her to an empty space on a wooden bench, Dylan jogged back up to them.

“Bees,” he confirmed. “A hive under the bleachers.”

“Anybody get stung?” Sloane twisted to look at the Boot Knockers and their women who’d piled off the benches in a hurry.

“One of the guys. Nothing major.” Dylan leaned in to plant a kiss on Sloane’s lips. “I’ve gotta help with the horses for the opening ceremony. Check under the seat before you sit down.”

Dylan swung around to go. Shaw didn’t even think before he shot out a hand and laid it on his lover’s shoulder.

Dylan turned back. Under the brim of his Stetson, his eyes burned with surprise and a glint of confusion.

“Break a leg.”

“Let’s hope I don’t break my back.” He flashed a grin and then jogged off, disappearing in the crowd of newcomers pouring into the arena.

“Bull riding is dangerous. What if he really does get hurt?” Sloane chewed on her bottom lip.

Shaw wouldn’t lie to her by assuring her that it wouldn’t happen. Fact was, Dylan’s last ride had knocked him out when the bull tossed him up against the wall. Shaw and some of the other guys had watched it live on TV. He’d tweaked his spine in that fall, and he got regular massages as a result.

“Sit here, baby.” He peered under the bench for any sign of flying things but it was all clear. He held her hand while she mounted the few steps to reach the top, the best seat in the house.

Once they were settled, he caught a whiff of kettle corn on the breeze. “You want some popcorn? They make it fresh. I remember how much you love it.”

Her stare locked on his. “Maybe later. What I really want is for you to tell me why you still call me baby.”

Trying to get his bearings, he settled beside her. The crowd was filled with people wearing flannel shirts against the chill in the air, but before long the sun would heat them all up and they’d strip off layers.

His mind worked over how to respond to Sloane. She deserved an answer, but it had to be a good one. She’d know if he was blowing smoke. Besides, it wasn’t his style—he’d always been straight with her.

“I still think about you, Sloane. I never stopped thinking about you.”

Her throat worked in a swallow that looked painful under her delicate skin. A tendril of hair fluttered across her cheek, but she didn’t bother to brush it away. “I never stopped either, Shaw. It’s impossible. I thought that we could just have sex—but now I realize my heart’s still tangled up with you.”

She dropped her head, staring at her twisting fingers in her lap. The music they played before a show that was meant to set the tone in the crowd amped up to a faster tune that would pump them up.

And here he and Sloane sat, having one of their difficult and painful conversations. Again.

Resting a hand over hers, he stilled her knotting fingers. “I can go if you want me to—but I don’t think you do.”

Head jerking up, she met his gaze. She shook her head. “You know I never wanted that in the first place, Shaw. I wanted us to work things through. I wanted you there helping me raise our daughter. What happened?”

He issued a low sigh. “I still don’t know. We just sort of fell apart.”

“We did fight a lot in the end. I can’t even remember what the arguments were about anymore.”

“Neither can I. After my injury and that last game where I tried to stay on the ice so the whole team didn’t suffer—and it backfired and we lost anyway—I sort of lost my direction. I didn’t know who I was without hockey.”

“I wasn’t as supportive as I should have been either. I’d just found out I was pregnant. Even though I was so happy, I was scared it would end my career. I spent too much time in my own head and didn’t share any of that with you.”

He nodded. “So did I, baby.” He stroked his thumb across her knuckles.

Before either could say more on the topic, the music grew to a crescendo. The crowd cheered, many of them surging to their feet to clap along. The stands thundered underneath them as boots stomped to the beat.

When the cowboys participating in the rodeo walked into the arena and lined up in the center, everyone went crazy. He easily picked out Dylan on the end.

What happened between them had affected him more than he cared to admit. But damn if he didn’t want to give him that pleasure again and again and again, with Sloane looking on.

With her joining in.

The dark ripple of desire moving through his body wasn’t all lust either. That fucked with his head as much as feeling so close to Sloane…yet knowing he couldn’t keep her.

A lone Boot Knocker on a white mare galloped into the arena. Everyone cheered louder. The rider did a lap around the cowboys and then slowed to a trot in the center to join them all, bowing their heads for a moment.

Hockey came with plenty of superstitions, one of them being that they’d lose a game or get hurt if they didn’t take a second to thank their maker. The ice was just as dangerous as competitive rodeo, so he bowed his head too, praying that Dylan came out of the ride without injury.

He also hoped Dylan lost the bet he’d made with Shaw and Sloane. If Shaw had control in the bedroom, he already had a few ideas how to give Sloane the most pleasure she’d ever known.

Call him screwed up in the head, but he liked the thought of giving her orgasms even if they were through another man.

His cock stirred behind his fly. With one hand on Sloane’s thigh, he settled his stare on the man he wanted more than anything to share her with.


Chapter Eleven

No amount of kettle corn, however delicious, could erase Sloane’s gnawing worry when Dylan was introduced to the crowd.

“The bull is feisty today!” the announcer’s voice carried on the loudspeaker, the noise seeming to bounce around the field and stands. “This is just a taste of the danger our athletes are in every time they face down the beast. Now it’s time to unleash the real beast—three-time champion of the Stockyards in Fort Worth, Texas. Dylan Knoxdale, otherwise known as Knots around here! Everybody, put your hands together!”

Screams and whistles deafened her. Appetite gone, she replaced the tie on the bag of popcorn and set it aside. As soon as her hand was free, Shaw clasped it. A glance at his face showed brackets of tension around his lips.

She meshed her fingers with his, her gaze locked on the field where Dylan stood alone.

“He can’t really do this for a living!” she whispered to herself, but Shaw heard.

“It shocks me every time too.” He squeezed her hand lightly in a gesture of comfort, but her nerves weren’t having any of that.

She nibbled her lip until the skin burned.

“Our very own Boot Knocker has made it to the PBR National finals in Las Vegas four years in a row. He gives his all when he gets on the bulls, folks, and you’re about to see it for yourselves!”

“Oh god.” Her stomach dipped, taking the popcorn in a downward swirl.

Dylan, looking hot as hell in his hat and chaps, held an arm up high in the air. The crowd hooted for him as he strode off the now-muddy ground that had been churned up by hooves during the other events. All of which she’d enjoyed while trying to set aside her worries for Dylan.

Her stare riveted on him… her cowboy, the man she’d spent hours and hours giving and receiving pleasure with over the past few days. He reached the flimsy wooden gate holding back two-thousand pounds of muscled beast.

When he scaled the side and settled over the back of the bull, Sloane’s heart slammed into her ribs hard and fast. She let out a whimper. “I can’t look.”

She twisted her face against Shaw’s big chest. He cradled her against him and brushed a kiss across her temple.

“Then don’t watch.”

“But I have to!” She popped her head back up just in time for a countdown.

“Four…three…two…one!”

The bull blasted out of the gate. She had no memory of jolting to her feet until her knees wobbled, and Shaw anchored her against his rock-hard body. They looked on as Dylan was tossed side to side. He held on even though he began to lean precariously.

As the bull went into a spin, the announcer kept up the commentary about how lethal the particular bull Dylan rode today was.

She cried out. How many more seconds would he have to stay on? Surely a week had passed since he climbed onto that bull.

The huge animal whipped him left, then right. Dylan flew off, his body seeming to spin midair before he slammed into the ground.

“Oh my god!” She made a move to leap out of the stands.

Shaw stopped her. “Stay right here—I’ll go!” He leaped the six feet or so straight from the top to the ground and took off at a dead run for the arena.

Dylan wasn’t moving. What if he was really hurt? She’d been there that night Shaw was carried off the ice on a stretcher after being checked into the boards. She almost didn’t survive it then—and she didn’t think she could now.

She cared about Dylan. There was no way to tell a man she paid to be with her that she was falling for him, but here she sat, her mind glimmering with memory after memory of their short but life-changing time together.

Sometimes the universe didn’t care how long people knew each other, and the longer Sloane sat there waiting for movement from her lover collapsed on the ground, the more convinced she became that Dylan cared for her too.

She clung to the back support of the bleachers, shaking. Shaw shoved several guys out of the way to reach Dylan’s side and hit his knees in the dirt. Even from here, she could see the concern etched on Shaw’s face as he stared down at Dylan.

Then he tossed his head back on a laugh.

The ice in her veins melted, rendering her knees boneless. She sat down hard on the bench, breaths coming in sharp rasps as she realized that Dylan must have said something that made Shaw laugh.

If she were capable of smiling, she just might—the jerk probably said something about losing their bet.

The silent crowd came alive as Dylan slowly peeled himself off the ground with Shaw’s help. Once Dylan gained his feet, he held up a hand in tribute and walked stiffly back behind the fence.

Sloane wasn’t sticking around waiting. She hurtled down the bleachers and was immediately engulfed in the crowd of people who’d got out of their seats for a better look at the injured rider thrown off a bull.

Stupid man. Why do I have to fall for men who take risks with their bodies?

Zigzagging in and out of the mob of people, she worked her way to the opposite end of the arena. Since Shaw was so tall, she made him out immediately.

“Shaw!”

He didn’t hear her, so she tried again. “Shaw!”

She could climb the fence, but a huge tough guy sporting muscles like balloons and a black hat guarded the entrance, holding people back.

After a third try to get Shaw’s attention, he didn’t turn. She felt ready to scream in frustration when it hit her: Marigold could out-scream any person. Her shrill toddler cries had stopped Sloane cold on more than one occasion, and she’d joked with her parents that the child had a future as a horror movie actor with those lungs.

She clung to the fence and opened her mouth wide, channeling Marigold when she screamed her daddy’s name for a fourth time.

He jerked and saw her. The concern etched on his face slammed through her.

She had to get to him. Had to get to Dylan. What was going on?

Ducking under the fence rail, she barely made it out the other side before she slammed into a wall of muscled security.

“Fans gotta stay on the other side of the fence, lady.”

“Let her in.” Shaw’s command stopped the man from guiding her back through the rails. When Shaw gripped her by the arms and helped her to her feet, she wavered in his grasp.

“Is he okay?”

“Yes,” he grated out.

“Your face. I didn’t know until you laughed.” She wasn’t making any sense, but he only nodded.

His gaze was sharp as he studied her expression. “I can see it written all over your face, Sloane.”

She tried to see through the people who were surrounding Dylan, obviously checking him over. Did they have a doctor on staff? How long did it take for an ambulance to reach the remote ranch?

Shaw cupped her face, directing her attention to him.

His gaze pierced her with a significance that had dread churning in her stomach. She knew what he was about to say.

That didn’t make it any easier to hear.

“You care for Dylan.”

* * * * *

If Dylan’s back was a little stiff when he climbed on that bull, it was screaming now, but nothing a little hot water couldn’t help.

Sloane hovered on the side of the hot tub, a crease between her long brows every time she looked at him.

“I don’t know if I hate seeing you worried about me or love the attention.” He stepped into the hot tub and sank to the seat with a moan of pleasure.

Sloane and Shaw traded a look before the two of them joined him in the bubbly depths.

He slid to the side, locating the jet and aiming it at the most painful spot on his back.

Sloane and Shaw were quiet, watching him.

“If you’re waiting to collect on that bet I lost, I need a few minutes to soak.”

Shaw grunted. Sloane’s lips twisted in a smile she tried to conceal.

Then a giggle bubbled from her. “That stupid bet.”

Cocking a brow at her, he eyed Shaw. “She thinks it’s stupid now.”

His friend and lover relaxed against the back of the hot tub, stretching his arm along it so that Sloane could lean into him.

Dylan must have missed something. Even though Sloane and Shaw had been intimate and shared some good moments, the pair always had tension between them like a thick cord that neither could break through to fully reach the other. But no longer.

“What happened?” His voice carried a grit that wasn’t the result of the pain from hitting the ground on his hip and back that already gave him trouble.

Sloane adjusted the thin string holding her bikini in place over her breasts. “What happened was you tried to kill yourself tonight on the back of a bull!”

He shrugged. The movement shot a pain down his flank into his lower back right where it ached the most. “You know I ride bulls. I explained it to you.”

“I didn’t fully realize the danger until you got on one’s back!”

He moved across the hot tub closer to her. “Love, I’m so sorry I scared you.”

When she slipped even closer to him, he stopped caring about his bumps and bruises and gathered her close.

Breathing in her sweet scent, he let his eyes shutter. So this was what people talked about in movies—never wanting to let go.

He opened his eyes on the revelation and found Shaw staring at him. His hard jaw flexed but the warmth in his gaze held no trace of anger or threat.

“You asked what happened while you were losing our bet,” Shaw said.

Sloane lifted her head from Dylan’s chest.

“We talked. Cleared the air a little.”

She nodded, her hair brushing Dylan’s pec. “I don’t know what’s going to happen when my time’s up here, but I’ll go knowing that Shaw and I are really okay.”

The man looked like he wanted to say more. His mouth worked as though he chewed the inside of his cheek to stop himself from speaking the words.

A long moment of silence ticked by.

Dylan moved a little, and pain sliced up his spine. He couldn’t stop the wince before Sloane spotted it.

“Sloane, honey. I’m fine. Really. In fact, let me show you just how fine I am.” Reaching around her neck, he tugged the string of her bikini, untying it. Her breasts tumbled out of the yellow cloth.

Her jaw dropped.

“Oops.” He grinned.

Without bothering to cover herself, she looked between him and Shaw. “If I remember correctly, Shaw and I get to call the shots tonight, so you’re cheating.”

He lifted his jaw in a gesture of agreement. “Tell me what you want.”

Shaw’s eyes hooded over the depths that gleamed with desire. “Stand up.”

He stood, his body streaming water. He hadn’t bothered with swim trunks, and his stiff cock bobbed against his abs.

Shaw’s brows shot up in interest. Slowly, Dylan curled his fist around his thick cock and gave it a pump.

“I owe you both. I’m at your command.”

Sloane ran her tongue over her lips and then gulped. “Maybe I should check you out again. Make sure you’re all right…”

When he rolled the head of his cock through his fingers, he moaned. “I feel more than all right.”

* * * * *

Dark need lashed at Shaw’s core as he watched Dylan slowly jacking his cock. The man’s body was cut with muscle. His washboard abs tapered down to a thick erection. The strain of his thighs as he delivered each stroke of pleasure to himself had Shaw even more on edge.

He’d admitted to Sloane that he and Dylan were lovers. She had taken the news without batting a long eyelash. So what was holding him back from taking Dylan the way he wanted?

Craved?

He jerked to his feet. Water splashed over the sides of the hot tub, but his only focus was on the dual groans coming from Sloane and Dylan.

“Baby?” The word rumbled from him.

Her lips popped open. “Yes?”

“Call the shots.”

Her soft intake of breath was almost lost in the burble of the hot tub.

“Umm.”

He gripped his cock at the base while holding her stare for endless thundering heartbeats. “Tell us what you want.”

“I want to see…how you’d get each other off. If I wasn’t here.”

Dylan’s eyes glittered with arousal. He had to still be feeling the effects of that fall, but he wasn’t showing it. When he stroked his cock from root to tip, his body rolled with the movement as if he didn’t have any bruises.

Shaw squeezed his own cock, bringing a bead of precum to the tip.

Dylan jacked faster.

The excitement in the move brought a rumble of desire to Shaw’s lips too, and he matched Dylan’s rhythm while keeping his stare steady on Sloane’s beautiful face.

He still fucking loved her. Would never stop. The thought of her leaving made his jaw clench, holding back a roar. But how could he keep her in his life? And wasn’t it too late for him to be Marigold’s father?

Maybe not. She wasn’t old enough to remember a time when he was absent from her life.

Dammit, he wanted to know more about her. That photo sent by Sloane’s mother had damn near brought him to his knees on that riverbank.

Sloane made a little mewling sound. Her cheeks grew pinker, and a flush that probably wasn’t from the heat of the water climbed her throat.

Her gaze darted from him to Dylan and back again. Suddenly, she pushed out of the water too and perched on the edge, her fingers thrust in her bikini bottoms. Her breasts jiggled with the juicy plunges of her fingers.

“Come for me,” she rasped. “Come…on me!”

Shaw’s gaze jerked to Dylan.

In a flurry, she shoved her bottoms off, twisted and thrust her ass toward them.

“Fucking glorious,” he gritted, his orgasm suddenly right there.

“I can’t hold out long.” Dylan angled his body so his cock hovered inches from her ass.

Shaw moved closer too and grasped his lover’s cock just like he had in the shower. Sloane twisted to look over her shoulder and gasped in excitement. Her hand moved faster between her legs, and Dylan wrapped his fingers around Shaw’s length too, stroking him for the very first time.

His back bowed. Electric fire zipped along his veins. When release rushed up, there was no holding back. He threw back his head and bellowed out his orgasm.

Dylan’s cock stiffened even more in his hand. Knowing his lover was so close, he dropped his head just in time to watch white spurts of cum shoot across Sloane’s perfect round ass.

Dylan made sure to aim Shaw at the same spot, and both of them finished in streamers of cum painted on her beautiful body.

Letting out a wild cry, she began to jerk with her own bliss. Still pumping Dylan’s shaft, Shaw cupped her face and kissed her, grinding his still-spurting cock against her body, rubbing it through Dylan’s cum.

“We marked you,” he growled between kisses.

She whimpered.

Dylan brought his mouth down on Sloane’s. “You’re ours—for as long as you want us.”

She whirled around and threw her arms around both of them. “I don’t want to ever let you go.”

Shaw’s mind filled with the happy moments they all spent with Piers, Ash and Sylvee. That trio was making it work—in fact, they were thriving.

Why couldn’t they have the same thing?

Several long minutes later, the three of them climbed out of the hot tub.

“I don’t think you were in the water long enough to help your hips and back.” Sloane swiped her abandoned bottoms off the deck.

He trailed a finger over her collarbone. “I had all the heat I needed, love.”

Her throaty laugh punched into Shaw’s heart. Dylan’s tender smile for her wasn’t lost on him either.

He cared so much for them both.

Was it possible to have what the former Boot Knockers did—a life together with plenty of love to share?

He walked over to where he’d cast off his clothes before stepping into the hot tub. When he picked up his phone, the screen flashed with a missed call.

As he raised the device to listen to the voicemail, his blood surged.

For two years he’d been talking to a big college in Alaska with hopes to sign on as coach. The team had some wins but lately hadn’t come together to reach their goals.

They wanted to discuss a position.

His dream was within reach.

It was either the worst time—or the best.

“Everything all right, man?” Dylan’s question filtered through the blood drumming in his ears.

Still stunned, he could only nod and slap a mask over what had to be a pained expression.

He didn’t want to trade in either of his dreams, but the price of one seemed to be letting go of the other.


Chapter Twelve

Sloane emerged from the bedroom dressed in jeans that made her look amazing. But it was the frilly white blouse that had Shaw jerking to his feet. He crossed the living space to meet her.

She faced him, her pale brown brows pinched. “What’s the matter?”

She had to know what she was wearing. What it did to him.

“Your shirt.”

Her face blanked, and then she looked down at the feminine blouse.

“It’s the one you were wearing the day we met.”

Stare meeting his, she gave a tiny shake of her head. “I never thought about how it might affect you when I put it on. I can see it upsets you. I’ll take it off.”

“Keep it on. I can deal.”

She stared at him. “No,” she said slowly, “I’ll  take it off.” When she swung around, he caught her by the arm and whirled her back to him.

Her body crushed against his, and he couldn’t resist holding her even tighter. Nuzzling her lips, he ran one hand down to cup her ass and the other he threaded into the hair on the back of her head.

“This shirt drove me crazy that night.”

She issued a whimper. “I remember.”

“It makes me happy that you still wear it.”

Face tilted up to his, she anchored a hand on his chest. “It’s my favorite shirt.”

“Mm. It’s my favorite shirt to take off you.” He reached for the hem, but she drew out of his arms before he could get to first base.

“I have a facial booked at the ranch spa. I don’t have time for...that…right now.”

At the word facial, he twisted to shoot a look at Dylan. His lover cocked a brow, a sly expression overtaking his rugged features.

He sidled over. “Facial, you say? That can be arranged.”

She blinked. “It has been.” Her lips opened in an O as if suddenly it hit her that they meant another kind of facial, one involving coming on her beautiful lips and a long shower afterward.

“Not that type of facial,” she rushed to correct. “This one involves really nice skin.”

“So does ours.” Dylan swept her into his arms. Shaw watched how responsive she was to their lover. How he seemed to widen her smile every time he reached for her.

Darkness crept into the crevices of his mind. The more time the three of them spent together, the more he believed that they would be great together, just like Piers, Ash and Sylvee.

Shaw had a lot to think about, especially with the possibility of a coaching job within reach.

When they drew apart, Dylan caught his stare on him. The dimple vanished in the blink of an eye. Their gazes held for a knowing moment.

“We’ll walk you to the spa and pick you up when you’re finished. How’s that sound, baby?” Dylan brushed his lips across her forehead.

She nodded, and they all left the bungalow. Shaw let Sloane set the pace, and she took her time, drinking in their surroundings. One thing they used to dream about was coming to Alaska and starting a life together when he left the NHL. He quit hockey much sooner than either of them expected…and then everything went up in smoke.

Could they grab hold of that dream again? What did that even look like to either of them, to Marigold…or to Dylan?

He didn’t know where Dylan’s head was at, let alone Sloane’s. He didn’t even know his own.

Suddenly, she let out a gasp and pointed at the barn. He followed her finger to see the mare and her brand-new foal on wobbly legs beside it.

Flashing a grin, he nodded. “I heard the foal dropped late last night. A couple was in the barn at the time.”

“Oh! In the barn as in…”

He shrugged. “Most likely. Lots of women’s fantasies involve a barn. Plenty of hay for rolling in.”

She laughed, and he slipped his hand in hers. The need to be touching her at all times was stronger than it ever was before. It was as though during those two years they spent apart, his love had continued growing. Only she wasn’t around to lavish it on. Instead he’d bottled it up for so long, he felt ready to explode with it.

Dylan flanked her other side, his arm around her. At first, sharing Sloane with him scared the hell out of Shaw. He’d lost the fight for her during the selection process, and it damn near made him give up.

When had he become the guy on the bench? After his injury, he thought he could battle his way back, but he’d seen the writing on the wall. Careers in hockey rarely lasted into any player’s late thirties. Injuries ended the career of many an athlete.

So he’d given up and walked away.

All of a sudden, he realized he’d been doing that exact thing over and over again. He gave up Sloane, his daughter. He’d almost let this second chance to win them back slide and handed it all over to Dylan.

Though he hadn’t realized it at the time, when he showed up looking to share her with Dylan, everything changed. He changed.

They’d reached the spa. The modern building always looked out of place in the landscape to Shaw, but he saw how the clean lines would appeal more than the rustic wood structures on the rest of the ranch.

They walked Sloane inside and when he and Dylan kissed her, the workers didn’t bat an eye. Around here, this kind of thing was common.

Not so much in the rest of the world. Another worry to consider.

Once he and Dylan were outside again, he jerked his head toward the grub hall. “Wanna grab some food?”

“Sure.”

Shaw could always guess what day of the week it was on the ranch based off how crowded the common area was. The lodge cleared out as couples sought more private—or adventurous—locales, so it provided the perfect spot for a conversation.

If Dylan suspected Shaw’s motive for coming here, he didn’t let on as they filled plates with food from the buffet. He piled his with ribs and potatoes; Dylan had fried chicken and potato salad.

With plates in hand, they moved to the huge bank of windows that provided atmosphere with the beautiful views of the ranch. At the moment, the sun spread a warm, buttery glow over the world. Shaw would think that world was almost perfect if he didn’t know things were about to get more difficult.

Dylan dragged a chair out, the metal legs grating on the tile floor. He sank down opposite him and settled the plate on the table.

They dug into the food. Even though they’d shared breakfast with Sloane, each of them was always up for more. Being in peak shape was important to keeping the ladies happy.

Shaw picked up a rib and tore off a bite of seasoned meat. “How are you feeling after the fall yesterday?”

Dylan bit into a drumstick and chewed. “I’ve been stiffer.”

At the veiled innuendo, he grinned around his bite. “I’ve seen you stiffer.”

“You’ve made me stiffer.”

They stared at each other for a heartbeat. Until now, neither had admitted to their relationship being any more than friendship. Even their first encounter with the other client could be chalked up to something that happened in the moment and only for pleasure.

Shaw couldn’t pretend anymore.

“I’ve got something to tell you.”

Dylan paused mid-bite and lowered the drumstick. “Okay.”

“I’m not ready for Sloane to know.”

Sobering, he nodded. “Go on.”

“You may know that I always dreamed of coaching a team in Alaska.”

Cocking his head, Dylan contemplated him. “I heard a couple rumors.”

“Well, they’re true. And I received a call last night from the college I was going after.”

He trained his gaze on Shaw. “You’d leave the ranch?”

“I’d have to. It’s not like bull riding. Even in the off-season, the team’s still training.”

Carefully schooling his features, Dylan picked up his chicken again. “What are you telling me?”

“I think it could be the second chance I need.”

“At hockey?”

“At life.”

“I’m not sure I follow.”

Shaw pushed out a sigh. If he admitted his feelings to Dylan, he could be rejected. No one had rejected him in his life. From the time he started playing hockey in his early years, everyone wanted to be his friend. Every coach wanted him on their team. Once he hit high school, plenty of pretty girls were thrown into the mix.

When he went pro, all the doors blasted wide open for him to walk through.

But Dylan? He was a wild card. He was just as tough and reserved as Shaw. That meant he didn’t know where Dylan’s mind was. He’d invited him into his bed—and shower—but his head might be in a completely different place.

Abandoning his food, Shaw eyed his lover. “Spending time with you and Sloane this week has made me think.”

Dylan picked up a napkin and wiped his fingers and lips. “I’m listening.”

“Spending time with Piers, Ash and Sylvee yesterday also made me think.” Without saying anything else, Dylan understood.

He rocked in his seat, his spine hitting the wooden chair back. “You’re serious.”

Neither spoke for long heartbeats.

Not exactly the reaction he’d been hoping for. Suddenly, Shaw wasn’t sure about anything. He could be reading the entire situation wrong.

* * * * *

Over the past decade of his life, Dylan had mastered the art of being the odd man out. Most of the time, his carefree attitude covered any discomfort he may feel. All that flew out the window, leaving him without a crutch to prop him up.

He stared at Shaw. There was no concealing his shock at what Shaw was saying.

“If I’m reading you right, you’re asking for more.”

Shaw gave a single nod.

Dylan’s chest blazed. “With Sloane.”

“With both of you.”

Dylan dropped his head, gut churning, fighting for the right thing to say. All of the words jumbled in his head, making it impossible to string into a sentence.

After a long moment of silence, he locked gazes with Shaw again. “You want a trio—a throuple?”

Shaw’s gaze burrowed into him, digging under his skin and finding all the small spots that had been hurting for as long as Dylan could remember.

He’d never given much thought to a long-term relationship with a man. Hell, he never thought he’d be in a monogamous relationship with a woman either.

“It’s a lot to take in, I get it. But I had to let you into my head. You know me well enough to see if I was hiding something.”

“Sloane knows you too.” He searched Shaw’s eyes. Yeah, he knew him well enough that the shadows in the depths of his green and gold eyes stuck out. “You haven’t mentioned the coaching job to her.”

He shook his head. “When I was forced into retirement by my injury, I was so lost, so overwhelmed…I gave up on everything, including Sloane and our daughter. I’m not proud of it. I wish to fuck I could go back and do it right. But I can’t help but feel like she was thrown into my path again for a second chance. This time, I’m willing to fight. However, hockey was a big part of our problems. What if she’s not willing to accept it into her life again?”

Dylan grunted. “I don’t know how you managed to walk away from her.”

His pained expression grew grimmer. “You have no idea how damn hard it was.”

He ducked his head. “I can take a stab that I do.”

“You’re in love with her.” Understanding washed through Shaw.

Dropping his elbows to the table, he cradled his head in his hands. “I think I might be.” He wallowed in misery for all of a second before he shook himself, straightening. “What good is that? I’ll be gone in a month, on the road again, riding bulls and chasing my own dreams.”

Except those weren’t really his dreams. Were they ever? He just picked a road of life and hopped on it, driving for so long that he didn’t know when to pull off.

Maybe it was time to hang up his chaps and find a new route.

“I’ve never had a relationship that lasted more than six months with a woman. And being with a guy? I know nothing about that at all. Taking a cock up the ass and giving blow jobs doesn’t exactly teach you how to be with another guy.”

“We’ve been taking care of Sloane’s needs—together. Maybe knowing that is enough.”

They stared at each other.

“You don’t need to make any decisions right now, Dylan. I just…had to talk to you.”

“When do you plan to bring this up to Sloane?”

Shaw pushed out a heavy sigh. “I’m not sure how she’ll react to the possibility of me coaching.”

“At least you’ll know where you stand with her. I’m concerned that she doesn’t have feelings for me. I haven’t known her very long.”

“She already cares about you—a lot.”

Shaw’s words caused Dylan’s heart to give a violent beat out of rhythm with the rest.

Almost choking on the sensation and the emotions Shaw’s statement raised inside him, Dylan gulped. “What makes you think so?”

“I see it on her face when you’re making love to her.”

Making love.

Fuck. Just fuck.

This was a job. It was only physical.

His eyes slid shut. Goddammit, he cared about both of them far too much for his own sanity. He should leave The Boot Knockers Ranch now. Save his heart before they ripped it out of his chest and put it on display for everyone to see.

“I think we should tell her now.”

At the same time, Dylan’s words overlapped Shaw’s. “We need to hold back.”

Shaw tugged off his cowboy hat and sliced his fingers through his hair.

Dylan’s heart gave a painful lurch. “You’re right. I’m just wimping out. She deserves to hear what it is we’ve been discussing. It’s not fair to her to make choices that will affect her so much—and Marigold too.”

Shaw’s lips tightened. “I’ve been a terrible father.”

“Well, you’ve got one up on me, man. I’ve never been one at all.”

When Shaw’s grunt turned into a laugh, Dylan couldn’t stop his own laughter from bursting out. It eased a bit of the tension humming between them, but for Dylan, this was the beginning of what he expected to be a hell of a lot of pain.

He couldn’t butt into their little family. Even if by some crazy chance Sloane was on board with the idea of becoming a trio…Dylan would never truly belong.

* * * * *

Sloane selected the pineapple-scented bodywash from the selection in the shower nook. Everything about The Boot Knockers Ranch had lived up to its reputation. Hot cowboys and amazing sex, guaranteed to help a woman through her troubles.

She’d had quite a few spa treatments, and the facial was one of the best she ever experienced. Her skin glowed. Now she planned to use the exfoliating scrub and make the rest of her body glow too, so when her lovers took her to bed, they got the very best of her.

The best of her. What a strange thought that a simple vacation and time away from her everyday life challenges could make such a difference.

A chiming sound stopped her mid-scrub. That ringtone was her mother’s. Since she had insisted on only updating Sloane about Marigold if she missed some new development, Sloane had to reach for her phone.

She quicky rinsed her hands and opened the shower door to dive for her phone she’d left on the vanity.

When she stared at the screen, she sucked in a gasp. The photo of Marigold sucking strawberry milk from a straw was the cutest thing she’d ever seen. Underneath the photo her mother had texted: She finally got it!

For months Marigold had tried to sip any drink with a straw, but she hadn’t caught on to the skill. Now, her cheeks were puffed with strawberry milk, her eyes wide with glee.

Sloane studied her daughter’s face with a new set of eyes. Being with Shaw again reminded her of so many small things about him—looks he gave her, and mannerisms that she’d forgotten about. Marigold shared so many things with her daddy.

She has your eyes.

Searching the photo, she could see herself reflected in the precious little face as much as she resembled Shaw. They might have been broken, but they created the most perfect child in the world.

She shot off a text with a lot of exclamation points and emojis at Marigold’s accomplishment. She was just setting down the phone again when she heard a familiar deep baritone outside the bathroom door.

She started to turn back to finish her shower, but the words Shaw spoke stopped her dead.

“The team has a great reputation for major playing power. They just need a good leader, someone to take them to the next level. I’m confident that coach is me.”

Her heart flip-flopped. He was talking with someone on the phone about a coaching position.

Hockey.

Just when she reconnected with Shaw, an offer to coach came in? He’d never hinted that he wanted to rekindle their relationship, but when she saw that look in his eyes and…

Well, she’d jumped to conclusions, obviously. She knew her ex—hockey was his first love. When he lost it, he ran far and fast, which meant dropping her and Marigold.

How could she be so stupid?

Realizing she was still dripping wet, she grabbed a towel off the rack. Hastily, she wrapped herself in the terrycloth while her emotions roiled with each word Shaw spoke.

“That sounds like an incredible opportunity. A challenge I’m up for.”

The old excitement for the sport he loved rang in his voice. He’d always wanted this.

Sloane only remembered the worst parts of hockey. Every game they lost ruined the mood. The tension Shaw carried with him in the days leading up to games had given her whiplash. She could honestly say that while they fought before, his mood swings after the injury led to their breakup.

She couldn’t do it. Not again.

Long seconds passed before Shaw spoke again, thanking the caller for the chance and promising to meet with him by the end of the week.

She’d be gone by then…but maybe it was better to leave now.

Why stick around pretending she hadn’t stupidly hung her hopes on the one man who knew how to wreck her?

Leaving Dylan would be another kind of wrench. So stupid of her, getting emotionally attached to a man after a short time. No matter how real it all felt, it wasn’t.

Hands shaking, she used her phone to call the ranch office. A woman answered, and Sloane pitched her voice low to keep from being overheard despite the shower still running.

“This is Sloane Simpson in Bungalow 12. I need a car arranged for me immediately. I’m leaving the ranch.”


Chapter Thirteen

Dylan eased onto the sofa with care. Babying his back had become the norm, but he was damn annoyed that he’d taken that fall. If his riding skills were that rusty, then he wouldn’t get far this season in the PBR.

He eyed Shaw. The man paced up and down the short hallway, speaking on the phone. From what he discerned from the snippets of the one-sided conversation, Shaw was getting an offer from the college where he was interested in coaching.

Dylan already admired the hell out of the guy, and did more so now. He was pushing toward his goal, his dream. Dylan had to wonder if he’d ever had that same kind of drive.

His whole life, he just floated along, doing what he was good at. He wasn’t as invested in winning championships as Shaw was in the game of hockey.

A thumping noise came from the bedroom. Then another.

He threw a look at Shaw’s back—he was still deep in conversation.

Pushing off the couch, Dylan headed to the bedroom to check on Sloane. He knocked softly. When she didn’t answer, he pushed open the door.

Shock tore through him. She had her suitcase on the bed and was hurling clothes into it.

She didn’t bother looking up from her task of tossing garments into the suitcase.

“What are you doing?”

“Leaving.”

His stomach bottomed out. Pain blazed through his chest, and his throat squeezed shut. “Why?” he grated.

“It’s time.”

“Is Marigold okay?” His sharp tone and question made her jerk her gaze to his.

Her lips were white with tension. “She’s fine. It’s just time I go home and be a mother to her.”

With a violent move, she zipped the suitcase and hefted it to the floor. At that moment, the crunch of tires outside the bungalow threw him for an even bigger loop.

Sloane gripped the handle of her luggage, tossed her other bag over her shoulder and took off past him toward the door.

He threw out an arm, stopping her.

When her gaze met his, the depths shifted with what he could only see as pain.

“Sloane. Don’t do this,” he roughed out. “Whatever happened, let’s talk it through.”

Shaw’s deep voice projected from the hallway. “I look forward to working with them next Monday. I’m sure I have some new things to teach them.”

She winced. Creases of pain extended in twin lines between her brows. She dodged Dylan and took off for the door. Before he could gather his wits and think of a way to stop her from walking away forever, she rushed on.

“What the—” Shaw broke off.

Dylan ran after her with Shaw right behind. “Sloane, stop! Wait!”

She tossed a glance over her shoulder. “There’s no point, Dylan. You’ve been great, but it’s time for me to go. I wish you the very best.” She whipped open the front door.

He reached it at the same time but couldn’t stop her before she took off running toward the waiting car, struggling with her heavy suitcase.

“Sloane, what the hell is going on?” Shaw nudged by Dylan and leaped into her path.

Without even a glance for him, she jumped into the car. The Boot Knocker who’d driven it over here for her was walking away at a brisk clip, knowing better than to get into the middle of the situation.

Dylan and Shaw would both be called into the office. When a client left on bad terms, the Boot Knockers were scrutinized to see where they went wrong. Their contracts stated that they could even be put on probation, though Dylan had never witnessed it himself.

“Sloane!” Shaw wedged his body in the door, blocking her from slamming it.

“I can’t do this again, Shaw.” Dylan couldn’t see her face, but whatever Shaw saw in her expression had him stumbling back a step.

She slammed the door and gunned it away from the bungalow, leaving them gaping after her.

“Oh god.” Dylan grabbed his head, as if holding it would stop the pain flooding through his entire being.

“Fuck!” Shaw bent forward, both hands on his knees, broken.

Dylan could hardly breathe. She was gone.

And she took his heart with her.

She held it in her hands—didn’t even know it. He’d been such an idiot. He should have confessed his feelings to her, even if he could barely make sense of them.

“I should have said something—anything—to make her stay.”

Shaw issued a long groan like an animal in extreme pain. “I don’t understand what happened.”

He dropped his hands to stare at his fellow Boot Knocker. “Are you fucking kidding me? You were pacing right outside the bathroom door. She must have heard you talking about the coaching job!”

Shaw pushed off his knees but remained bent forward as though her leaving had driven a spike through his chest too. “She was in the shower! She couldn’t have heard me through a door with the shower running!”

“Well, what else could it be? She said she can’t do this again, Shaw. Did you think you could just hide such a thing from her? Or that she’d take it like a champ, even after what happened last time?”

“This isn’t all on me, man. You could have stopped her too!”

He opened his mouth with a hot retaliation on his tongue. Then horror struck him.

“Dammit! She doesn’t even know where she’s going. You know how the GPS works around here. Most of the time, there’s not even service. She’s about to get lost in the Alaskan wilderness.”

* * * * *

Sloane made a mental note to tell her agent that she had a new skill to offer the movie industry. Besides her buttocks booking her gigs, she now had the ability to drive in high-speed getaways.

With all the action movie franchises being filmed these days, the possibilities were endless. Who knew she was so damn good at stomping on the gas and just driving with no direction in mind at all?

The thick pine trees towered on each side of the winding road leading through the mountains. As she climbed higher, fog closed in, which might be a good thing in helping her ignore the dangerous drops off the side of the road.

She had to find a spot to pull off and check her GPS. During the drive, she tried to get a bead on a route that would take her to the closest airport. Alaska was huge—there had to be some airline to fly her to the lower forty-eight.

Heart thumping, she searched the road ahead for a place to stop and look, but the thick fog closed in around the vehicle like a vise.

Or a set of arms. Big, buff athlete arms.

Okay, she was losing her mind. The adrenaline that brought her this far fizzled out, leaving her slumping behind the wheel. She gripped it in determination.

Dammit, she had grown a whole human being inside her. She carried the ten-pound-three-ounce child for nine months with little emotional support, only to do all the heavy lifting in caring for an infant.

She could find her way down a damn mountain.

When a small area on the side of the road loomed into sight, she hit the brakes and eased off the pavement. After putting the car in park, she tapped at her GPS app to find a map. Great—the blank screen wasn’t boding well as far as directions went.

“Damn!” She would just backtrack. Though…she remembered taking a couple turns on the way up the mountain. Now she couldn’t recall which way she’d even turned.

She was going to become one of those news headlines, wasn’t she? She’d get out of the car and wander on foot for miles until a bear ate her. Years from now, her body would be found by some hunter on the mountain, and in the meantime, Marigold would grow up without a mother.

Ugh. That was not happening. She was strong and resourceful.

She could just try Shaw’s number. If it was the same one, she still had it memorized.

And say what?

Adios! Thanks for eating my pussy.

Threesomes rock!

I came for a good time, not a long time.

A soft squeak of despair escaped her. As if she wasn’t in enough torment just by leaving the ranch, now she had this to deal with.

She decided to call 911. When the line didn’t connect, she realized she wasn’t going to get help. She prided herself on having a tough skin, but a tear dribbled down her cheek, followed by another.

Wrapping her arms around the wheel, she dropped her forehead against it.

Why did she ever come here? What began as a fun new adventure had gone up in a blaze. She couldn’t believe she was going to die in the wilderness after less than a week of mind-blowing sex.

Sniffing loudly, she lifted her head from the steering wheel—and let out a scream.

A thick black wall hit the side of the car and shoved it.

Another shriek blasted from her lungs as the vehicle lurched farther toward the side of the road. Clutching the wheel, she shoved the gearshift into drive and stomped on the gas, but the tires spun in what she now realized was thick black mud.

Loud crashes deafened her. One of the massive pines slammed into the road in front of her, followed by a second one that she could barely make out through the fog.

She was caught in a mudslide on a deserted road.

The back end of the car whipped to the side.

Then she felt the whole thing sliding down…down…down.

* * * * *

“We have to find her. Fuck! This fog is going to get her turned around in the middle of nowhere.” Shaw clamped his fingers on the wheel until his knuckles screamed. Still, he refused to loosen his grip.

“She’s smart. If she can’t see or is lost, she’ll stop.” Dylan serving as the voice of reason only pissed Shaw off more.

“You don’t know Sloane. She has trouble driving in heavy traffic!”

“Try to calm down, man. I know you’re worried—I am too.” Dylan’s fist was clenched on his knee, the knuckles white.

So he wasn’t as calm as he projected. Maybe that was the bull rider in him talking. Or the man who avoided his own feelings and wants like a mountaineer dodged a grizzly attack.

“Of all times to take off, it had to be when the fog rolls in. You know what weather conditions like this do even to locals, Dylan.” He stared unblinking at the road. The center line wasn’t visible. All he could do was go by what he could see of the side of the road to navigate the switchback curves.

“The GPS might not have even taken her this direction,” Shaw muttered, a curse not far from his lips.

“There are several ways she could go. We have to stay positive.”

He jerked his stare from the road to Dylan. “Is that what you do when you’re on a bull? Stay positive that it won’t break all your ribs this round?”

Dylan cocked a brow at him. “Yeah, I do. I hold on to anything I know to get me through the moment.”

“And when you realized you were in love with her—what got you through that?”

Dylan’s chest deflated, and he lifted his fist off his knee, bringing it to his firm lips. For a moment, he didn’t respond. “I do love her. I’m not sure how I fell so hard in only a few days.”

“I do. It happened to me too. First time I set eyes on her, I knew. I’m such an idiot for ever walking away. If I find her, I plan on making it up to her for the rest of my days.”

“When,” Dylan bit off. “When we find her.”

The lump in his throat was so jagged that it almost sliced his windpipe when he swallowed. He drove on. Each mile felt like a hundred. The fog never let up. In fact, it only got thicker the higher they climbed.

“She can’t have gotten this far. We’ve been driving for almost an hour!” He balled his fist and slammed it into the dashboard with enough force that the lights on the clock blinked out.

Hard fingers bit into his thigh. “We’ll find her. I want her back too, Shaw. We’re not giving up.”

Shaw spread his fingers, stretching his abused knuckles. Then he gently laid his hand over Dylan’s where it still rested on his leg. The act of touching a man in such an intimate and tender way felt natural.

At last.

Now to find Sloane and make her theirs.

“We should call her mom,” he choked out.

Dylan flipped his hand over and clenched Shaw’s, hard. “No. Don’t worry her. We’re going to find Sloane.”

“Call the ranch and get the guys on the roads too. The more eyes, the better.”

Dylan reached for his phone. Shaw moved his hand to grasp the wheel again. All of his focus tunneled into staying on the road. But his mind wasn’t in his body—it was on Sloane.

When he was on the ice, she always threw out positive energy to him. He had no idea if that mumbo-jumbo worked, but if it did, now would be the time.

Dylan ended the call and dropped the phone to his lap. “They’re heading out to look now.”

Out of the dense fog loomed a black object in the middle of the road. Shaw’s heart lurched with excitement that it could be a car.

“Shit! It’s one of the big branches off a tree.” Dylan was already reaching for the door handle. “Stop and I’ll move it.”

Shaw did, and Dylan jumped out. In the beams of the headlights, he watched his lover grab the branch and toss it to the side of the road. Then he climbed back in.

As soon as they began rolling forward again, another set of headlights coming the other direction made him brake again. He didn’t make out the park ranger logo on the door until the truck was directly beside him.

The ranger rolled down his window, and Shaw did too.

“It’s best to turn around and go back down the mountain. Fog’s worse up there.” He twitched his head toward the road he’d just traveled. The ranger leveled him in a stare. “There was a mudslide. The road up ahead is destroyed.”

“Can’t. I’m looking for a woman. She might have come this way.”

The man gave him a sharp look. “You don’t know for certain?”

“No. But she was trying to leave the area, probably to get to one of the bigger airports.”

The ranger narrowed his eyes. “Damn. If that’s the case, she could be on this road. And that means we need search and rescue.”


Chapter Fourteen

Sloane had never been a cheerleader. The closest she ever came to one was standing behind the glass, cheering on her man while he made a shot at the goal. But the mantra going through her mind on loop was as good as a cheer.

Get out of the car. Get up the hill. Get back to my daughter.

The mud rose high up the window of the driver’s door. It was heavy enough to wipe out towering pine trees—no way would she be able to simply open the door and get out. Besides, she’d sink into it like quicksand.

She was trapped in the car, but she was okay. Alive. She took stock of her body. Other than a few small pains from being thrown around when the car skidded over the mountain—and a full bladder—she was fine.

Great—now that she thought about needing to relieve herself, she really had to go. The curse of all women, needing to use the restroom at the worst possible times. One of her girlfriends had to go right before walking down the aisle on her wedding day, and Sloane and two other bridesmaids ended up holding a long bridal train in the air to allow her to use the bathroom.

Casting a glance around the vehicle, she hoped to find a discarded container she could use. No such luck. Getting out of the car was out of the question. She’d just have to distract herself.

When would anybody find her? Eventually, someone would check out the road and downed trees. They’d start clearing away the mud, which would reveal the tire tracks from where her car slid off the road.

She switched on the radio. It still worked fine, and the strains of some old country music filtered into the vehicle.

Dropping her head back, she peered up at the sky, but the thick fog obstructed everything, leaving her in a white prison.

Automatically, she reached for her phone. She still had no cell service up here, but she had plenty of photos to entertain herself with until somebody found her.

The past two years’ worth of photos were mostly of Marigold. The last one she’d snapped, Marigold had been eating ice cream, her deep green eyes wide with joy, her face covered in pink strawberry, her favorite flavor for every single food.

She flipped through more and more photos. Of her daughter passed out asleep in the oddest places, the way kids so often did. On the playground. At the beach on a brief vacation. Sitting on the mall Santa’s lap in a frilly red dress and little black patent leather shoes.

I’m coming back to you, Marigold. I promise, no matter what, I will be home.

Through a blur of tears, she swiped through several dozen more photos. When she landed on a selfie taken of herself and Shaw, she stopped dead.

A gulp of oxygen filled her lungs and made her head swim. Did he have to be so damn handsome? She knew what that devilish grin did to her far too well. Dylan’s too, come to think of it.

She wished she had some photos of Dylan. Several images were imprinted on her mind, including him standing tall and proud in the arena in his chaps, prepared to ride that bull.

If she hadn’t freaked out and run away, she’d be in the arms of both of her lovers right this second. Why did she leave?

The simple answer? Damage control to her heart.

Long minutes turned to an hour. Then two. She had no water, and come sundown, it would be cold. She shut off the radio to preserve the car battery, but every time she got bored, she turned it back on for a minute or two.

Her phone was dying too, and she rummaged in her bag for a charger. Once in a while, she attempted a call out. Something had to be pinging off a tower, so she kept trying. For her child, she wasn’t going to give up.

Dylan and Shaw’s faces loomed in her mind as if they were standing right in front of her. She’d always loved Shaw, but loving Dylan never entered her mind. Now the thought of never seeing him again, feeling his touch or looking deep into his brown eyes, left her with a deep ache.

She would fight for Marigold…that was a given. What she never expected was her drive to fight for Shaw and Dylan.

She never expected that she would fight to have it all.

Was having it all even possible?

* * * * *

Dylan’s eyes weren’t burning with tears. Nope. It was the brightness of the Alaskan midnight sun.

Even though it wasn’t anywhere near midnight and the sun was pale and dim, it was causing him to blink. A lot.

However, there was no excuse for his heart pounding other than fear and adrenaline.

Shaw’s fingers whitened on the wheel. “We’re going up and finding her. Send search and rescue behind us.”

The park ranger shook his head. “I can’t let you go up there.”

Oh damn. That was a red flag to a bull. He’d seen Shaw walk away plenty of times, but that was a challenge. A man like Shaw didn’t walk away from those.

Dylan gave him the side-eye. “Drive,” he muttered from the corner of his mouth.

Shaw stepped on the gas. In seconds, the vehicle was deep in the fog and the ranger’s truck invisible behind them.

“Hang on.” Shaw picked up speed despite the lack of visibility.

Dylan gripped the handle above the door and rocked forward in his seat, peering hard at the road to alert Shaw of dangers in case he spotted them first.

“I think you should slow down.”

“I can’t. That ranger will detain us, and nobody is stopping me from reaching Sloane.”

“A fucking mudslide.” His throat closed on the syllables, unable to even think about what could have happened to her. It made Dylan want to jump out and run through the forest, screaming her name.

Now he understood the wild look in Shaw’s eyes earlier. They were both losing their minds.

“When we find her, we’re not letting her go.” Dylan’s vow came with a tight squeeze of his heart.

“Never.”

“I don’t know how we’ll make it work, but I’m done running away from my feelings and letting life take over. I’m in charge now.”

Shaw brought a hand down on Dylan’s thigh. “We’re going to figure it out—together.”

He started to speak, but something caught his eye ahead. “Stop! Those are trees down on the road!”

“Oh fuck!” Shaw stomped the brakes and for a heartbeat, they gaped at the scene in front of them. Trees crisscrossed the road, and the gap of light on the side of the road where they’d once stood made Dylan’s blood freeze.

At the same time, they leaped from the vehicle.

“Be careful!” Shaw’s call came at Dylan’s back as he sprinted away.

He was fast—he had to be to escape pissed-off bulls. He scrambled around a tree top forked with branches and came to a stop as another appeared through the fog. The thick trunk reached his waist.

Planting his hands on it, he vaulted over it like a gymnast and ran on.

“Dylan!”

He ignored Shaw and continued to barrel through the obstacle course. When he spotted the mountain of mud, his heart slammed into his ribs.

“No!” His bellow didn’t even echo in the dense fog. The sound died in the air and on his lips.

He heard Shaw’s footsteps and the huff of air in his lungs as he came up behind him. Together, they surveyed the apocalyptic landscape.

“I hope she’s on the other side of this.” Shaw latched on to Dylan, looking for support. He felt the man sway and reached out to steady him.

“There aren’t even tire tracks. The mud’s too thick.” The hair on his nape prickled.

“We have to look around.” Shaw’s statement brought a new thunder of fear to Dylan’s already hammering pulse.

If she was here…

“We’ll find her.” Conviction rang in his tone, if not his heart. He threw himself forward with Shaw right behind.

“The mud would have wiped her off the road, down over the side of the mountain. We have to look there.”

Dylan rushed over another treetop that filled the road, ducking under branches and leaping over others. His boot caught and he nearly pitched forward. Shaw grabbed the back of his shirt and kept him from face-planting on a branch.

“I like your face without bruises, Dylan. Try to stay on your feet.”

Nodding, he pushed on. When he reached the other side of the tree, he came up against the huge spill of mud and rock. Trees and entire shrubs projected from the mess.

“We can’t go any farther! Check the side of the mountain!” He stumbled to the edge and peered down. The fog thinned in the ravine, but visibility was still low.

Then he saw a flash of red. The blink of a taillight.

“She’s there!” He didn’t wait for Shaw and started down the mountain, skidding as he skirted the mudslide.

Sure enough, the car Sloane had made her getaway in was there, trapped between a huge tree and a wall of mud that climbed high up the side of the vehicle. It oozed around the back and swallowed the bumper, but one of the taillights was still visible.

The sound of muffled country music came from inside.

Dylan’s heart soared. “I found her! She’s here!” Cupping his hands to his mouth, he bellowed her name until his vocal cords strained.

The low noise of her window lowering almost dropped him to his knees. Then came her cry of response.

“Dylan! Shaw! I’m here! I’m okay!”

Out of nowhere, Shaw grabbed Dylan. He hadn’t even realized how close he was until now. When he looked at his lover’s face and saw the emotion blazing there, he couldn’t stop himself from throwing an arm around him and yanking him close. They were both shaking.

Shaw threw his head back and let out a whoop of joy. “We’re coming for you!”

“We’re never letting her out of our sight again.”


Chapter Fifteen

Shaw adjusted the shower temperature and waited the thirty seconds it typically took for the water to heat up. Sloane stood a few feet away, her muddy clothes stripped off and her body wrapped in a towel.

After her ordeal, she looked pale and tired. But she was safe and back on The Boot Knockers Ranch.

At least for the time being.

He let the water wash over his fingertips. “Almost warm enough.”

“I’m sure it’s fine, Shaw.”

“You don’t know these bungalows. The water sometimes takes a bit to heat up.”

“I’ll be okay.” Her tone told him as much too, but he still didn’t want to let her out of his sight, even to get in the shower.

He tested the water one more time before stepping back to allow her into the water. She dropped the towel and stepped under the spray. The low moan of pleasure she issued had his cock stiffening.

Dylan appeared in the doorway with a bottled water that he insisted she needed to stay hydrated. When he entered the bathroom, they both stared at the glorious woman stretching behind the glass door.

Suddenly, she turned her head and looked out. Their figures were probably blurry to her, but she saw they weren’t going anywhere anytime soon.

“I’m fine, guys. I promise. You don’t have to babysit me.”

Shaw moved the basket of expensive soaps and bath oils from a low stool in the corner and took a seat on it. Dylan leaned against the vanity, obviously not budging either.

She twisted back into the spray of water. When she pumped some bodywash into her palm, the scent carried on the steam and hit Shaw in the gut.

God, if anything happened to her, he never could have lived with himself.

He and Dylan waited for her to finish. Shaw was ready with a towel. She took it from his hands, looking up into his eyes for a brief second that stabbed him with even more desire to take her into his arms and shield her forever.

After she dried off, Dylan held up a fluffy spa robe. She came forward and slipped her arms into it. When he turned her to him and knotted the belt around her, she gazed at him for a heartbeat.

“All right, guys. Really—you can quit watching me. I’m not going to collapse. I wasn’t hurt. Search and rescue even checked me out.”

Shaw reached for her. Clasping his hands around her elbows, he drew her closer to his chest. “If search and rescue had taken any longer to reach you, we were prepared to free you ourselves.”

Her sweet lips popped open in surprise. “What were you going to do?”

“We were prepared to pile branches on the mud until we could reach you. Then we were going to smash out a window to pull you out of the car.”

Dylan nodded in agreement. Those minutes they had to wait had been some of the worst of Shaw’s life, and Dylan’s too, if he had to guess.

They all fell silent. Shaw took her by the hand and led her into the bedroom.

She moved to the bed and sank onto the edge. Her small toes curled into the area rug, and she folded her arms around her torso. “I’m going to get a flight out as soon as possible.”

In one swift move, Shaw dropped to his knees in front of her. She sucked in a gasp, eyes round.

“Don’t go, Sloane. You’ve got a few more days booked here. Stay. Rest. Recuperate. Have all the facials and hot stone massages and mud baths—”

“I think I’ll skip the mud.”

Dylan chuckled. “He’s right, though, baby. You need a little recovery time after what happened. You don’t have to leave just yet. If you want…we won’t bother you.”

A tiny crease appeared between her brows. She shifted her gaze from Shaw to Dylan and back again. After an endless second, she shook her head. “I don’t want that. Do you?”

“No,” he said swiftly.

“Hell no,” Dylan added.

She issued a shaky breath. “I want you both. I realized it when I was trapped in that car. Shaw…I’ve always loved you. I knew long ago that I was never going to stop—I’d just have to live with going on without you in my life. And Dylan…” She reached out, and he moved to her side, cradling her hand in his.

“Yes, baby?”

“I’ve been falling in love with you since the minute you greeted me on that dock.” She shook her head again. “That’s only going to grow.”

Shaw’s chest burned with emotions. “How do we make this work then? With the three of us and Marigold?”

The corners of her mouth tipped up in a soft smile at the mention of their daughter. “We talk it through over and over again until we get it right—something we failed to do the first time.”

“I was an idiot for walking away.”

She cupped his jaw, a tender expression in her eyes he could only describe as forgiveness.

“I’ve been an idiot for so many years, never owning my feelings or admitting just how lonely I’ve been.” Dylan compressed his lips. “I’m not sure if bull riding is what I want anymore—after seeing fear on both of your faces when I came off that bull, I don’t want to ever see it again. I’m not willing to put people I love through that.”

A rough noise broke from Shaw. He hooked his hand around Dylan’s nape and pulled him close. Sloane dropped her forehead against theirs.

When she finally drew back, she reached for the belt of her robe. They watched her slowly unknot it and clasp the sides where the robe met over her chest. She parted the fabric to reveal her beautiful body, still glowing from the heat of her shower.

Holding Shaw’s stare, then Dylan’s, she lowered herself to the mattress and held out her arms in invitation.

“I want you both. At the same time.” Her whisper sent the hair rippling on Shaw’s arms.

His cock pressed against his fly, already throbbing hard. One glance down at the front of Dylan’s jeans showed he was in the same state.

“Above all, we’re Boot Knockers. Our woman deserves a memorable performance, don’t you think?” He cocked a brow at Dylan.

He growled. “Hell yeah.” He flicked out a hand and yanked on the end of Shaw’s belt, popping it open.

A soft moan escaped Sloane as she watched Dylan work open Shaw’s fly and reach inside for his cock.

The instant he wrapped his fingers around the length, all of them groaned. The electricity in the room was something Shaw was growing addicted to. The charge of love formed by initial lust zapped between them.

He reached for the buttons of Dylan’s shirt. Each inch of his chiseled body he revealed had his mouth watering for a taste of his lover. The salt and musk of the man mixed with Sloane’s sweetness was never going to get old.

When he pinched Dylan’s nipple, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger, she caressed her bare breasts. The points of her nipples darkened with desire.

Quickly, he stripped off his own clothes. Dylan did the same. With cocks covered in condoms and at the ready, they fell to the bed with their woman. Dylan claimed her mouth while Shaw worked kisses over her breasts and belly. Sliding between her thighs, he snaked out his tongue to taste her.

“Ohhh!”

He looked up at Dylan. “She’s soaked. Have a taste.”

Holding his stare, Dylan lowered his mouth to her pussy and pressed the point of his tongue against her clit.

“Yes!”

Shaw eased his tongue over Dylan’s, over her pussy. He took her channel while their lover captured her clit between his lips. Working her to a hard and fast frenzy was their unspoken goal. They had to get her loose, drenched and ready to receive two men at once.

* * * * *

Sloane’s second orgasm was the best of her life. No, it had to be the third.

Dark curls of lust and passion reached through her body, twisting inside her. She had no idea if binding herself to two men was right or wrong—she only knew that it felt perfect.

And hot.

So. Damn. Hot.

One of her hands rode along Shaw’s chest as she settled her pussy over his hard length. The mushroomed head parted her folds, tunneling in. Their gazes locked and held.

Dylan’s hands on her ass guiding her down over their lover heightened her arousal. “That’s it. Take his cock. All the way, baby. Yesss. Good, baby.” His fingers trailed up the seam of her ass, over her pucker. When warm lube trickled over her backside, she clenched around Shaw’s erection.

“Fuck, she’s tight. I’m going to blow if you don’t hurry up and slide into her ass, Dylan.” The rough edge in Shaw’s voice was an aphrodisiac to her system.

She couldn’t stop herself from moving up and down on his length and thrusting back into Dylan’s fingers.

One finger entered her. A gasp of need burst from her lips. She threw a glance over her shoulder at the man who’d claimed more than her body.

“Take me. Now!”

His eyes hooded as he sidled up the bed on his knees, cock in hand. He lubed her again, fucked her with two fingers. When she was trembling and gasping, he eased the tip of his cock inside her ass.

Everything they did right now was for her—to please her. They’d never hurt her.

The freedom to love two men, to give herself up to them body and soul, was the last conscious thought she had before Dylan slid his cock inside her, filling her to a bursting pleasure.

“You set the pace, baby.” Shaw’s lips traced a path over hers. “Take your time to get used to us both at once.”

Dylan let out a primal groan. “Being inside your ass has me rethinking my favorite body part.”

She issued a throaty laugh and slowly tested a movement. Sliding down on Shaw’s cock had Dylan’s moving deeper inside her. The sensation stole her mind. With a sharp cry, she let go and stopped thinking of anything but gaining pleasure—and giving it too.

Shaw’s fiery gaze burned through her. Dylan’s hands on her hips made her wild. She rocked fast, faster…taking all she needed from her two lovers.

The hard nudge of Shaw’s cock in rhythm to Dylan’s tied a knot in her core that tightened with each move she made. “I’m so close!”

“Don’t hold back. Come on his cock. Come on mine.” Dylan’s voice at her ear sent her up another notch.

When she thought she’d never live through the experience, her release struck like a clap of thunder. She screamed Shaw’s name, then Dylan’s. The hard push of Dylan inside her ass along with a dark grunt told her that he was pouring his cum out too.

Shaw’s throat worked. “I can feel your cock moving against mine. Fuck! I’m—” He never finished the statement because his mouth opened wide and he came in hard thrusts of his hips.

Sloane hung between her men, mind blank to everything but the love pulsing through her entire body.

She’d come to the ranch to find herself again…and she gained something much, much better.

A former hockey player and a bull rider—two men who loved her, who had proved their devotion to her.

Two Boot Knockers to call her own.


Epilogue

Twinkle lights crisscrossed the deck, and the beat of the music added another layer of ambience to the dinner party.

“Here we go!” Piers set a huge platter of grilled chicken with a honey-lime glaze in the center of the outdoor table.

Dylan pulled out a seat. “Sloane.”

She looked up into his eyes, warmth trickling into her heart. She shifted Marigold in her arms, but suddenly Shaw was there, lifting her into his.

“Daddeeee!” The child’s squeal brought smiles to all of their faces.

When she glanced over at Sylvee, Ash had his big hand covering the growing bump of their child. The woman’s tender smile was so private, her eyes glowing, that Sloane felt like a voyeur and glanced away.

Shaw seated himself on the other side of Sloane with Marigold settled in his lap. She picked up a spoon and hit the table with it.

Dylan bobbed his head. “The girl’s got a good beat.”

Their child looked up at Dylan, her eyes wide and round. A huge smile spread across her face, and then she reached out her arms for him. “Da-da!”

“Oh no. You’re not hopping from lap to lap.” Sloane kissed her daughter’s forehead and started to distract her by filling a plate with food.

Sylvee gave her an apologetic look. “Sorry we don’t have a booster seat for her.”

Sloane shook her head. “It’s no big deal, truly. We’re used to managing. The food looks amazing. How are you feeling now that you’re in your second trimester?”

The two of them began discussing pregnancy and the changes that take place in a woman’s body while they all dug into the delicious food.

“We’ve got a business proposition for you.” Ash’s announcement had Sloane and Sylvee quieting.

Everyone looked to the handsome cowboy seated next to Sylvee.

“Piers struck a deal with some big restaurants in Alaska as well as the lower forty-eight. They want to buy our beef.”

“Damn, that’s great news, Ash.” Shaw held out a buttered roll to Marigold. She stuffed it in her mouth.

“It took months of negotiating, but it’s definitely worth our time. But we could use some help. There’s some travel involved, and we don’t want to go too far away from Sylvee right now.” Ash gazed at her, then Piers. All three were captured in a private moment of such love and light that Sloane reached out to touch both of her men.

Dylan stroked her fingers with his own, and Shaw clasped her hand under the table.

“How do we help?” Dylan asked.

Piers nodded toward Shaw. “Since you’re tied up with coaching, we were hoping that Dylan wouldn’t mind taking some trips to visit the restaurants we’re working with.”

He turned his head to meet her gaze before shifting it to Shaw’s.

“I hate the idea of you being away from us for very long, but we do need to make a living. I won’t be traveling to Hollywood for another three months for that movie deal,” she said.

“And since I got out of the bull riding business, all my sponsors dropped me.” Dylan leaned an elbow on the table. “I’ll go. Sloane can stay home with Marigold and support Shaw’s first season of college hockey.”

Shaw sliced a grin at their lover. The light in his eyes told Sloane that he’d make it up to Dylan the minute he stepped through the door of their home. Their lover had healed them and added a deeper layer of love to their trio.

“And when I’m off to Hollywood, you and Shaw will be in charge of our daughter,” Sloane added.

“That’s great news. We really appreciate you taking our offer. Now, a toast!” Piers lifted his beer in the air. One by one, they picked up their drinks and held them up.

Marigold looked around and reached for her sippy cup. Laughter rippled around the table.

“To good friends,” Shaw said.

“To good friends,” they all echoed.

“To love.” Sloane clinked glasses with Dylan before turning to Shaw.

Tears flooded her eyes. She’d ended up with two amazing men to share her life with and help her raise their wonderful daughter. The breeze whispered across the field, sending a tendril of hair across her cheek.

Shaw brushed it away with so much tenderness that her heart jogged in her chest. She spent a long minute staring into his eyes before turning to Dylan.

“To my friends and my family.” His low tone crooned across her senses.

“To stwawbewy milk!” Marigold’s toast and her inability to say her Rs correctly had them all bursting into laughter.

“I love you all so much.” Sloane was bursting with so much joy and warmth filling her soul that she threw her arm around each of them, dragging them close. They crushed her between them—and Marigold too. The little girl let out a squawk that made them all laugh.

Sloane had come to Alaska to find her groove again. What she ended up finding was so much better. She found everything.
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