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Chapter One

Jens Anderson hooked Laurel around the waist and tugged her close as the twangy two-step faded away. The low drawl of a slow song drifted from the speakers flanking the dance floor.

As Laurel came up against the wall of muscle that made up Jens’s body, a sigh escaped her. He splayed a hand over her lower back and crushed her hips to his. The action sent a dark thrill through her belly, and lower, between her thighs.

Jens skimmed the crest of her buttocks with his fingers. “I love you in this skirt, Laurel. When are you gonna let me peel it off you?”

His baritone rumbled against her ear and raised every hair on her body. Was this the night she let the rough-and-tumble country boy make it past second base? Being stretched out beneath him, gaining and delivering pleasure, seemed the best way to spend a weekend. Better than being alone, scouring seed catalogs for the best deals.

She fiddled with a strand of hair clinging to the perspiration on her temple. For two months, she’d been asking herself if he was the one—if she could let him past the barricade she’d erected around her heart.

When she didn’t answer him, Jens continued to twirl her around the dance floor, easily navigating between other swaying bodies. He was one hell of a dancer, and he was also used to her ignoring his advances. Countless times he’d asked her to spend the night with him, but even after two months of dating, she wasn’t ready.

It wasn’t because the man was lacking in any way. Oh no. At six foot tall, with shoulders made bulky from wrangling livestock and farm equipment, he was wanted by every girl in the small town of Reedy.

But that was just his body. His eyes were the true allure. Sapphire and twinkling with life, he’d hooked Laurel from the moment he’d pierced her with that gaze.

He nudged her away from him, twirled her and reeled her back in. Their hips bumped and his erection pressed against her aching flesh.

“Jens…”

He gave a huff of laughter. “You caught me. I can’t help it. I’m wild about you, darlin’.”

For a moment, she lost herself in his bright gaze. His cowboy hat was tugged low over his brow, but the depths of his baby blues glittered with desire. Laurel’s nipples hardened, and the knot in her core tightened. Why was she dragging her heels with Jens? He was everything a woman could want—sexy, a hard worker, a great dancer, and he even grilled a mean steak.

The music pitched lower and the singer crooned love words. Jens looked deep into Laurel’s eyes. Cupping her face in one big palm, he leaned in slowly. His scent dizzied her—mint and a hint of the beer he’d drank, as well as cologne. Washed cotton shirt and leather boots. One hundred percent man.

Laurel and Jens rocked back and forth, with him singing in a low voice that sent white-hot electricity through her heated limbs.

In that minute, the warm cocoon of his arms was the only place she wanted to be.

He dropped his full lips to hers and she couldn’t suppress a shudder of want. Jens squeezed her to him, drawing her onto tiptoe and somehow still undulating to the beat. He pressed on her lips with his tongue, and she opened to him.

Sensation was a punch to her system as he slipped his tongue over hers. The bodies around them disappeared, the clank of beer bottles and the hum of voices vanished.

“What the—? Laurel?”

She jerked at the sound of that familiar voice—the only other voice to ever send her spinning out of control. Jens released her, and they turned as one to face the reason she continued to hold Jens at arm’s length—the reason she wasn’t ready to take their relationship to the next level.

Holden McAlister.

 

Holden’s heart dropped to his stomach and kept on sinking, straight to his work boots. Pain blinded him as he set eyes on Laurel’s curvaceous body in the arms of…his best friend.

Clenching his hands into fists, he fought to keep from punching Jens in the goddamn mouth. Then again—

He cocked back his fist and slammed it right into Jens’s perfect white teeth.

Laurel broke away from Jens’s hold, stumbling back with a cry. Out of the corner of his eye, Holden saw her plaster her hands to her lips, her eyes wide with shock above her fingertips.

“Owww, you son of a bitch!” Jens roared. “You knocked my teeth loose!”

Holden shook all over, rage and hurt rippling through his body like fucking thunder chasing lightning. Grinding his teeth, he glared at Jens—the guy he’d been friends with for ten years, as well as shared part ownership of the Rope Burn Ranch. They had a damn mortgage together.

Now it appeared they also shared a girlfriend.

Spinning toward Laurel, Holden stared at her—five-foot-three inches, skin-tight skirt, a tiny T-shirt and cowgirl boots. Her curves called to him, and it took every ounce of self-control to keep from throwing her over his shoulder and taking her home with him.

Betrayal burned.

“Holden—” Jens started.

He poked a finger into Jens’s face without removing his gaze from Laurel’s. Her lashes glistened with tears, and her full lower lip trembled. “Shut your mouth unless you want me to remove those teeth permanently, Jens.”

Jens spat and Laurel gave an all-over shudder. Holden jerked around and saw Jens swiping a copious amount of blood off his lips.

Laurel pushed past Holden and cradled Jens’s face in shaking hands. A knife twisted in Holden’s gut. Fuck, they were deeper than he’d originally thought. How long had his best friend and his girl been screwing around behind his back?

“Holden, I’ll explain. Just…let me help Jens.” Laurel’s musical tone reached him as the final strains of the ballad faded away. A spattering of applause followed the end of the slow dance, but was drowned by the thud of drums as a faster tune kicked up.

Laurel met Holden’s gaze. For an eternal heartbeat, he saw all his hopes swirling down a drain like filthy water after he’d cleaned the barn. I wanted to marry you, Laurel. I wanted to get off that fishing boat with a wad of cash in hand and a proposal on my lips.

He pushed his hat lower over his eyes. Trouble was, he still wanted those dreams. Why hadn’t she waited for him as promised?

“What the hell’s going on?” Jens asked.

The mere sound of his friend’s voice was a red flag before an irate bull. Holden lunged for him again, and Jens danced out of the way.

“Hey! You two break it up!” The owner of The Hellion shoved through the crowd and faced Jens and Holden. “Take it outside, boys.”

“Damn right, we will.” Holden’s fingers twitched to lay into Jens one more time.

Jens glared at him. “Bring it. Let’s see if a fisherman can fight as well as a farmer.”

“Goddammit, you know what I am!” Holden charged him and Jens darted to the side. Laurel wrapped her fingers around Holden’s arm and he froze. The delicate touch sent whispers of want through his entire system. Not knowing whether he was going to bawl or bellow, he shook her off.

“Come on, Laurel.” Jens caught her elbow and pulled her across the dance floor toward the exit.

Holden watched them together. The secretive way their bodies moved as if one. Jens’s proprietary hand on her spine. It was time for Holden to face the truth. Laurel and his best friend had been dating behind his back. But for how long?

 

 

Jens focused on Laurel’s chocolate brown eyes as she examined the inside of his mouth. Her dark brows slanted downward, punctuating her tension, and tears lingered in the corners of her eyes.

“Talk to me, Laurel. What the hell was that back there?”

She avoided his gaze and ignored his question. “No missing teeth. But there’s a lot of blood.”

That he knew. The iron taste trickled down his throat and made his stomach queasy. But the worst feeling was the fear of the truth.

“You had something going with Holden?”

She twisted away and her narrow shoulders shook. “Yes.”

Jens hardened his jaw in an attempt to pen up the emotion that had been running rampant for this woman since the moment she’d shown up on his doorstep, asking if he’d rent out the old Ransom homestead on the Rope Burn Ranch.

“When?” His tone was sharper than he intended, and her shoulders shook more.

“Right before he left for Alaska.”

Jens swallowed against the lump of hurt in his throat. It was entirely like Holden to keep his relationship with her secret. He didn’t like to kiss and tell, and he rarely brought women around Jens. Secretly, Jens always believed it was because Holden feared the girl would turn to Jens instead. But that was Jens’s bullshit ego doing the talking.

Wasn’t it?

Looking at Laurel’s state, he didn’t think so.

“He broke it off clean with you before he left, right?”

Laurel didn’t move. Didn’t turn to affirm this was the case.

He clamped a hand on her shoulder and prodded her to face him. “Right?” A seed of anger had taken root in his gut and was beginning to sprout. If he let it continue to grow, it would double, triple, into a monstrous vine of despair.

Slowly, she shook her head. A tendril of dark hair swung forward to kiss her cheek where a solitary tear fell.

The door of the bar opened, and a familiar form swaggered out, thumbs hooked in his front pockets and looking for a fight. Jens angled his body between Holden and Laurel.

“Let’s hash this out like civilized men, Holden—”

Before the words were out of his mouth, Holden’s fist connected with Jens’s stomach. Jens folded around the blow, breath whooshing from him. Laurel screamed.

“Stay back, Laurel,” he managed to gasp.

Holden raised his knee and dug it viciously into Jens’s inner thigh, aiming for the family stones and missing when Jens jerked to the side. Rage tingled in his fingertips. That root was climbing upward inside him, spreading through his limbs. Once it had rocketed into the sky, Jens feared it could never be chopped down.

“Stop! This isn’t Jens’s fault!” Laurel cried.

Holden braced his legs wide, but he crowded Jens. “Yeah. I leave you with the promise to return in six months, after I was finished up on the fishing boat, and come back to find you with my best friend.”

“It wasn’t six months, Holden. I haven’t heard from you for eight months! You never stopped in a port to give me a phone call? Or drop a letter into a mailbox? If you’d really been interested, you would have contacted me in some way.” Her voice trembled.

Straightening up, Jens tried to piece together this puzzle. It seemed three different pictures had been dumped into one box and now blended into one hell of a mess.

“Holden, I didn’t know you were seeing Laurel.”

His friend narrowed his eyes at Jens. “Not from my mouth, you didn’t. But she must have said something—”

She shook her head, and inky strands of her hair slithered over her heaving shoulders. “I didn’t tell him, Holden. I’m to blame.”

Jens swallowed against the pain. “Did you know from the start that we’re friends?”

“Were friends,” Holden interjected.

“I didn’t know until it was too late.”

“Jee-zus!” Holden bit off. He whirled on a heel and stalked through the parking lot, gravel crunching under his boot heels. Ten paces away he stopped, gripped his hat and crumpled forward at the waist. He remained there, as if he’d been punched in the gut and not Jens.

A sob broke from Laurel. Seeing his friend like that tore Jens up too. He pressed his lips into a line.

“Laurel.” After reaching out, Jens pulled her into his embrace. She moved into his arms, shaking like a calf on newborn legs. He pitched his voice low to soothe her, just as he would a frightened animal. “You and I can straighten this out later. Right now…” He sent a look at Holden. He hadn’t budged, still bent over. “I think he needs you more.”

Laurel touched Jens’s jaw and then leaned in and tenderly kissed him. “I’m so sorry.”

“We’ll figure it out.” He clamped his lips shut before he begged her not to walk away from him. His throat clicked when he swallowed. “Go on. I’ll come up and see you tomorrow.”


Chapter Two

Behind her, Laurel heard the rumble of Jens’s truck engine as he started it. She slowly made her way toward Holden. Tears soaked her face, but she deserved whatever pain she felt. She’d agreed to go out with Jens. She hadn’t seen him as Holden’s friend—just a hunky cowboy with a big smile, and that’s what she’d needed to help her put the shattered pieces of her heart back together. She’d expected to go on a couple of dates, but soon she liked Jens too much.

She’d gone months without word from Holden. He’d promised to call her, to send her a note to let her know he was safe and still thinking of her. Then…nothing.

What was she supposed to do? She and Holden had only been dating for about four months before he left for an Alaska fishing boat, and the promise of a year’s worth of income for mere months of work. When she didn’t hear from him, she assumed the relationship had been one-sided—she’d been deeper than he was.

Judging by the pain radiating from his hunched form, she was wrong.

At the sound of her footsteps, he straightened, still facing away from her.

“You should have gone with him, Laurel.”

“We need to talk.”

His voice was thick. “What’s to say? I came home with the delusion that I had a girl waiting.”

“This was my fault, Holden. Jens didn’t know you and I were…a thing.” Hell, were they a thing? She’d fought her desire to be Jens’s girl, and Lord knew Jens had been relentless in securing her, but nothing had ever been said between her and Holden to this effect. “I should have told Jens, but I couldn’t bring myself to.”

Because he would have left me too, and I couldn’t handle that rejection a second time.

She sucked in a deep breath of the cold night air. “I was selfish.”

Holden spun around. His hat shadowed his face, and she longed to see his eyes. To know what was going on in his head. She still felt his pull on her—from the beginning, he’d been like a big, warm sun and she a planet caught in his gravity. When he’d left, her heart had cracked. After months with no word from him, it had shattered to pieces.

Jens had begun to put it back together. Now she’d hurt Jens more deeply than he’d let on, and the knowledge clawed at her insides.

“Why didn’t you wait?” Holden’s voice broke.

“You said six months. Even by that time, I’d given up hope that we’d take up where we left off. You could have called. Written,” she said again. How many nights had she sat at home, awaiting a phone call that never came? How many times had she run to the mailbox, expecting a letter?

The old bitterness swelled up. Over the past two months she’d been with Jens, some of that pain had dissipated. She folded her arms and fought the hurt and longing.

Holden was here, in front of her.

And she loved him.

God help her, she loved both him and Jens.

The sob caught her unaware. She bit it off and fought her rising cries.

“God, Laurel.” Holden reached for her, and she fell into his arms. His familiar scent made her cry harder. He folded her tightly against him, and she dropped her nose to his shirt, gulping his scent. Eight months without him, and now she was in his embrace. But she might have forever walked away from Jens.

Pain streaked through her chest.

“I’m sorry, baby.” Holden caressed her hair, stroking it off her wet face. “So stupid of me to not call or write. I have no excuse. But dammit, Laurel. Why Jens?”

The fury in his voice rocked her. Tearing free of his hold, she stumbled a few steps away. That she’d screwed everything up for herself was one thing. Knowing she’d quite possibly shoved a wedge between friends sliced her up.

“I-I…I’m sorry, Holden. I can’t do this right now.” She spun and fled. After running across the parking lot, she jumped the ditch and took off into the field. Jens had driven her to The Hellion, and he’d probably left thinking Holden would drive her home.

Except Holden didn’t know where “home” was now. She’d rented the old Ransom homestead from Jens, but no one had told Holden. The two-story farmhouse sat on twenty acres of land, which Jens and Holden owned.

Suddenly, all her dreams blew away like smoke. She’d worked hard to prepare the soil of her rented plot to start organic farming. The seeds were ordered and ready to put into the ground after the final frost. Jens had planned to help her with it. But would he now?

The better question was—could she look him in the eye after her treachery? And would she be kicked off the land? She was living on her nest egg and had quit her job as a nutritionist to follow this dream. She’d planned out every last dollar it would take to successfully launch her organic farm. This year’s harvest would provide a modest profit, which would see her through another year. Then she’d possibly be able to lease more land from Jens and Holden.

At least that had been the plan.

As she ran, the stitch in her side increased until she could barely draw breath. Tears blinded her and her sobs echoed on the still air.

If she was feeling this horrid, how were the men in her life holding up?

 

 

Jens drifted from the living room to the kitchen, bouncing between the phones. Every muscle of his being ached to call Laurel. But a darker, more hurt part of himself warned him not to.

Why hadn’t she told him about dating Holden?

“Fuck!” Jens thrust the heel of his hand off an open cabinet door, slamming it with a crack.

Never should have walked away and left them together. His mind played vivid images of what might be happening between Laurel and Holden now—Holden’s mouth slanting across hers, bruising her tender lips, scraping his stubble over her sensitive skin and marking her…

“Dammit, no!” He grabbed the kitchen phone, put it to his ear and then rifled it across the room. It struck the wall and bounced, spilling its battery onto the hardwood floor.

Behind him, the front door opened. Whirling, he fixed his gaze on Holden. “Where is she?”

“She ran off.”

“What?” Panic lumbered through Jens, slow and sluggish, as if his sense had taken a hit along with his jaw, his gut and his heart. “You fucking left her out there? To make her own way home? This is a small town, Holden, but we both know there are assholes out there who would take any opportunity to fuck with a lone female.”

Grabbing his truck keys, Jens moved toward the door. He had to go find her—to make sure she was okay.

Holden lowered his cowboy hat another notch. Any farther and his eyes would be completely obliterated. Bracing his legs wide, he hooked his thumb in his pocket. He took up more space than he used to. Working those nets had really put the muscle on him.

“She set out through the field, Jens. I’m sure she’s fine. Her place is only a couple blocks from The Hellion.”

Jens kept his mouth shut. No, she didn’t live in town anymore. Of course, Holden didn’t know that, and Jens wasn’t about to enlighten him. Any bastard who would allow a woman he supposedly cared for to run off into the night alone and hurting, deserved any surprises he got coming to him.

If Holden had been the kind of man Laurel needed—one who called and wrote and actually showed that he gave a shit—he wouldn’t be in this mess.

A bigger part of Jens rejoiced that Laurel had been free. The past two months they’d spent together had been the best of his life.

Holden dropped the duffle bag he was holding.

“How’d you get home?” Jens asked, not caring in the least.

“I called to get a lift from the airport, but it seems you were out.”

They glared at each other. Jens’s mouth throbbed from the blow he’d taken. It was time to settle the score. He balled his hands into fists.

“Yeah, that’s right. I was out.”

“With my girl.” Holden gnawed at the inside of his cheek.

“Correction. My girl. You abandoned her, left her without a word of care. What is she supposed to do? Wait around for you, pining until you return?”

“Has she been pining?” Holden’s eyes gleamed.

“You bastard, you’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Jens circled his friend, eyeing the point on Holden’s body where he could grip him and most easily take him down.

“Hell yes, I’d like it. Better than finding my best friend’s tongue in her mouth.”

Jens shook his head. Guilt hit him hard. All his life, he’d been the empathetic guy, the one who always stuck up for the underdog because he pictured himself in his shoes. Now was no different. If he’d returned from an eight-month, exhausting stint on a fishing boat, only to find his girl in Holden’s arms, he’d go mad with fury and betrayal.

“Holden.”

His friend held up a palm, obviously sensing Jens’s desire to straighten out this kink in the steel of their friendship. “I don’t wanna talk about it right now, Jens. I’ve been traveling for eighteen hours and I’m exhausted.”

“Why did you come to The Hellion instead of going home?”

Holden’s gaze met Jens’s for a long beat. “Max Madison was heading from the airport, and I caught a ride with him. On the way past The Hellion, I saw your truck and told him to drop me off there. Thought we could have a homecoming beer.”

Pain throbbed in Jens’s chest. He hung his head.

“I’m going to bed. That was a hell of a long walk home, and I can’t think about this catastrophe another minute.”

As Holden strode to the staircase leading to the upstairs bedrooms, Jens couldn’t help but ache for his friend. And his own pain went from a dull pulsation to agony at the thought of losing his best friend and his woman in one fell swoop.

Tomorrow they’d straighten this out. Tonight, he had to find Laurel.

 

 

On a fishing boat, there was no alarm clock. Holden had spent eight months getting up when the captain yelled at him. So he wasn’t surprised to find himself outside before dawn.

Striding through the yard to the barn, he drank in the fresh scent of grass, hay and the fecund smell of animals. This was one of the things he’d missed most about the ranch. Hauling net after net of fish into a boat wasn’t really working with animals, and Holden missed that.

He slipped into the barn and blinked into the darkness. Three new calves in the pen. Pretty good for how early it was. They could probably expect a couple more by summer.

He reached over the rail corralling the calves and stroked one’s back. The velvety hide shuddered beneath his hand, and the baby nosed him.

“Nice to meet you too,” Holden said.

He kicked around in the barn for a few more minutes, petting mewling cats, patting the rumps of all the horses and even tipping more grain into a few troughs.

Making the decision to leave Rope Burn Ranch to work on the fishing boat had seemed like a good one at the time. In half a year, he’d earned more money than twelve months of farming and raising cattle. It was money he intended to put back into the ranch.

Now, he wasn’t so sure. Could he continue to share the duties of this land with a man who had betrayed him?

Even if Jens was innocent and hadn’t known about Holden’s relationship with Laurel, Jens wasn’t going to back away from her. He’d be an idiot to do that, and Jens had never been stupid. When he saw a good opportunity, he latched on to it. He was the one who’d found this ranch for sale and proposed that they go in halvsies on it.

Jens wouldn’t let Laurel go. Even if he did, would she come back to Holden? Did he want her to?

He ground a knuckle into his eye and fought back his emotion. What he needed was a good ride to clear his head.

He scanned the horses. Saddling one up would take too long. Nah, he needed keys and a fast engine.

On the hook in the small, dirty space he and Jens called an office, Holden found the set of keys hanging on a nail. He plucked them free and headed back out of the barn to the farm shed. A thin band of gray was just lighting the horizon. He had a few minutes to steal away before being faced with Jens and a very hard talk.

And harder decisions.

He picked his way through the shed, over farm implements and tractor accessories. An ATV sat at the back, facing the double doors. He pushed open the doors and made certain everything was cleared out of the way before climbing on.

Firing the engine, he pulled his hat low. This morning he’d set aside his cowboy hat—the very hat that had earned him the nickname of “cowboy” on the fishing boat. Instead, he’d donned a black knit hat. On his first date with Laurel, he’d worn this hat and she’d called it his “sexy thug” look. Maybe he’d chosen it today to recapture that memory.

He eased through the double doors and hit the turf. He tore off through the field, revving the engine. The brisk morning air bit through his thin sweatshirt and jeans, but he welcomed the cold. It centered him, cleared his senses, though it didn’t take away the burning pain.

That fire had consumed him all night long. He’d lain awake for most of the dark hours, fighting the urge to call Laurel just to hear her voice. Even with thousands of miles between them, the memory of her voice hadn’t faded in his mind. The throaty tone had been just as true to him in Alaska as it was last night in the bar.

He hunched his shoulders and pushed the ATV faster. The headlights cut through the dimness and a low-lying fog. Frost glistened on the ground—perhaps the last frost they needed before the planting began.

Had Jens secured all the seed for the planting? Corn, alfalfa and soybean—like they discussed?

Holden crested the hill leading to the old Ransom place, grinding his molars against the need to roar his rage. Did he care what happened on the farm now? He could walk away with money in his pocket, go back to fishing in Alaska and demand Jens give him half the profits at the end of the season.

But dammit, this land had pulled at his soul for months. He’d stared at endless waves and longed to see green fields.

He’d yearned to see a sweet little woman with dark, silky hair, warm brown eyes and plush pink lips too.

“Dammit.” His breath came faster and tears smarted in his eyes, but he refused to let them fall. Instead, he ran through the gears again, tearing across the top of the field toward the original homestead on this piece of property. The place was in need of some work. The front porch sagged and the windows needed replacing. The kitchen and bathroom were majorly outdated and still sported the original fixtures, but those were minor improvements. Maybe he should think about moving into the Ransom place and out of the main house he and Jens shared.

Rushing over the field, he realized the earth had been turned. Fresh loam covered an acre.

He geared down. Why would Jens bother to till up an acre? When they dropped seeds into the ground, they covered a lot of territory. An acre’s yield was piddly in comparison to what this farm produced.

Ahead, the Ransom house stood like a lone deer near the edge of the woods. The gray clapboard siding needed a good painting and the roof had some questionable spots, but Holden could make it work for him.

He leaned to the side and spun the ATV around, heading back for the main house. Some hard truths needed to be spoken between him and Jens, and Holden wasn’t about to let the situation fester.

It was time to let Jens know that Holden wouldn’t interfere with his and Laurel’s relationship, but would walk away.

Even as he thought this, his heart clenched hard. Last night, Laurel had felt so right in his arms. God, what they’d once had…

Holden lightly bit the interior of his cheek, producing a pain that eased the one in his chest a little. The world was lightening, and he had to make a choice. Walk away or fight for Laurel?

Fuck, what am I gonna do?


Chapter Three

Laurel snaked a hand out from under her covers and bashed the blaring alarm clock. The pulsating noise splintered any last promise of a good mood.

It all came rushing back to her—she’d fucked up her entire universe. Images flashed behind her closed eyes. The hurt in Jens’s blue eyes. Holden’s broad form folded in half.

What was she thinking? One couldn’t get friendly with two men and not expect problems to arise. Some silly part of her had hoped Holden would come home and give her and Jens his blessing—the final thing she needed to move on and accept Jens fully into her life. Rather than conveying goodwill, a hurtful exchange of blows and words had taken place. Jens had avoided using his fists, and she appreciated that about him.

His manner calmed her. She and Jens ran together on an even keel, whereas she and Holden had been all passion and tumultuous seas.

Now she’d locked herself into an agreement to live a mere mile from them. When she’d asked Jens to rent her the Ransom property, she’d only thought of her money situation. He wouldn’t charge much for a house that needed work. And she was agreeing to improve the land with her organic farm.

Moving now wasn’t an option. Her resources were tapped. The small amount of money she had saved had already been depleted after purchasing her seed and minerals to improve the soil. She couldn’t afford to back out.

But the mile between her, a wounded boyfriend and a furious ex was not distance enough.

With a sigh, she flipped the covers off her face and glared at the window. The yellow fingers of the sun were just spreading through the sky. She couldn’t help but wish for a cold, overcast day, which would have brought a frost. That final frost of the year was her jumping off point—the moment she’d been waiting for. The organic, old-fashioned fruit and vegetable varieties she planned to grow couldn’t tolerate any frost and needed to be sown when warm weather promised.

If she couldn’t start work for another week—ten days, fifteen days—what would she do? Go nuts.

She swung her feet to the messy floor and padded across the frigid floorboards to the window. The sun cast its glow over the field she and Jens had recently tilled, illuminating the frost and turning each droplet of ice into a diamond.

A frost. Could it be the last? Gasping, she rushed to get dressed. There was one person who would know—if he would speak to her.

After throwing on a pair of jeans, two shirts, a hoodie and boots, she proceeded to the bathroom to perform some cursory ministrations to her appearance. Then she made her way downstairs and outside. She kept a four-wheeler parked around the back of the house along with her car. The ATV had been one of her first purchases, having realized it helped with the hauling.

The gleaming new helmet dangled from one handlebar. She put it on and latched it beneath her chin then started the four-wheeler and drove off. Jens was always up this early. In the weeks since living here, he often rolled in at this time for a cup of coffee and stolen kisses. And Holden would be awake too. Her body recalled their morning lovemaking, how he’d awaken her with kisses and knowing fingers, driving her body to the brink of ecstasy before the sun had fully risen.

There was no use ignoring her neighbors. Facing the problem and talking it out was the only way to get through it.

But deep down, her nerves pinged and her stomach fluttered. Would Jens turn her away? Or would the men get into another fistfight?

She slowed the four-wheeler. Turning around might be the best idea right now.

Then again, she needed advice about her farm. There was only so much to be learned in a book about agriculture. The rest was hands-on, and Jens had guided her thus far.

Steeling her resolve, she rode on toward the main house and the two rugged men she’d wronged. Her heart was in her mouth, but she intended to spit it out and allow Jens and Holden to stomp on it if it meant making things right.

 

At the noise of the screen door banging shut, Jens tossed a look over his shoulder in time to see Holden stomping down the porch steps and into the yard. He glanced up, sensing Jens’s gaze on him. They locked stares.

Jens read a hundred things in that look. Anger, hurt, bitterness. Jealousy.

Thing was, Jens didn’t feel that pang of jealousy at the moment. Lost and confused, though? Abso-fucking-lutely.

If Laurel had told him about dating Holden, would Jens have walked away? He gulped at the thought. For weeks he’d admitted to himself that Laurel had come to mean so much to him. Giving her up now would carve out a part of his heart he’d never be able to retrieve. Last night, after he’d found her and dropped her off at home, it had taken all of his self-control not to drop to his knees and beg her to stay with him.

“What’s with your itty bitty garden patch? You farming for fairies now?” Holden’s voice held a tinge of the old friend Jens knew.

Jens let out the breath he held prisoner and continued to crank the trailer hitch down onto the back of his pickup. “That’s our new tenant’s organic plot.”

“At the old Ransom place? Who’d you rent that rundown dump to?”

The hum of an ATV echoed across the field. Jens’s blood started pumping and his cock immediately twitched to life.

Abandoning his work, he stood up and gazed at the space between barn and house where Laurel would appear. When she came into sight, Jens’s heart leapt. Her round thighs wrapped around the vehicle so perfectly, inviting visions of her straddling him, long hair trickling over his hands as she ground her pussy against his erection.

Shuddering, he threw a look at Holden. “That’s who rented the Ransom place. Meet our new tenant.”

A mottled blush climbed Holden’s face and a vein flickered in his throat. “Tell me you’re fucking kidding.”

Laurel drew the four-wheeler to a stop and reached to unstrap her helmet. The action brought her full breasts into sharp relief. Jens held back a groan, but Holden wasn’t as successful.

Pulling off the helmet, Laurel flushed a deep red. “Uh…morning, boys.”

Jens tapped the brim of his cowboy hat. “Laurel.”

Holden took a hasty step toward her and then drew up short. Reaching for his hat to pull it lower, he stopped as his hand hit air. He wasn’t wearing his usual cowboy hat, but a knit cap.

Laurel slipped off the ATV and cradled her helmet, looking uncertainly between Jens and Holden. Silence stretched between them. A horse nickered in the barn. One of the cats streaked by, a blur of black and white.

Finally, Jens drew a hitching breath. Did he imagine Laurel’s sweet scent? Her face looked freshly scrubbed and glowed without a hint of makeup. The tip of her nose was a bit red from the cold.

She scuffed a cowboy boot on the frosty turf. “Last frost?” The hopeful glint in her eyes chased away all thought of walking away from her. Jens was hooked—had been from the beginning. Unfortunately, that meant his friendship with Holden was over.

Jens crouched and plucked a blade of grass. Straightening, he stuck the cold end in his mouth and ground it between his teeth. “Tastes like. Then again… I might taste a second frost coming.”

Her eyebrows shot up to her hairline, that gullible innocence spelled out on her face. “You can taste that?”

Jens couldn’t stop his smile from spreading all over his face. He felt a weight lift from the air around the three of them.

“What do you mean, it tastes like the last frost, you ass?” Holden drawled.

Jens laughed and kicked up a divot of earth. “I was teasin’.”

Laurel drifted forward and leaned against the front of her four-wheeler. “You caught me out again—I’m not a farmer. A nutritionist knows little about weather and crops, but I plan to learn. So what do we do?”

“We wait. Another week should do it, and then we can get your seeds into the ground.”

Holden wandered closer without removing his gaze from Laurel. She fiddled with the strap on her helmet.

“What are you planting?” Holden’s voice was almost normal, though a war was taking place in his broad form. He seemed to twitch, foot tapping, fingers clenching and unclenching. His chest rose and fell as if he was holding back a roar.

“All types of fruits and vegetables.”

“Fruits?”

“Melons. I just received a shipment of strawberry plants too. Eventually I’d like to put in an orchard and grow apples, peaches, pears and cherries without pesticides as well.”

“All right. I’ve gotta ask, Laurel. What the hell’s a nutritionist from the hospital doing renting the old Ransom place with the intention of farming?”

“For years, I’ve instructed people what to put into their bodies, but those foods aren’t good for a lot of the population. Allergies and illnesses can stem from the foods we eat. Anyway, I’ve spent a couple years saving up for this dream.”

“You never told me about it,” Holden said.

“I wasn’t entirely sure I could pull it off. I’ve been reading about organic farming and searching the Internet. Then I realized I needed to talk to a farmer.” She cast Jens a sidelong look that threatened to set him on fire. Oh yes, their business was not finished.

She went on. “So I asked to rent the Ransom homestead, and Jens agreed to guide me with the farming.”

“Don’t you think you need more than an acre to turn a profit?”

Jens shrugged. “This is a different kind of operation, Holden. Her crops will fetch higher prices.”

“And I can’t afford much more. I’m maxed out.”

Jens stretched his lips over his teeth in thought. He had a little egg of cash stowed away. He’d been raised to wait for a rainy day. Was this day wet enough? He glanced from Holden to Laurel. Emotions were so high, a single word could end the tenuous hold Jens had on her. She might swing to either man or turn away altogether.

He’d wanted to suggest the plan he hoped to reveal before now, but always felt as if Laurel wouldn’t be open to the idea. With her being torn in two, he didn’t want her to worry about finances and whether or not her organic farm would fail before it had even gotten started. He had to say something—quick.

“I’ve been thinking about this, and I’d like to invest in your business venture, Laurel.”

Her head snapped up. “You can’t be serious.”

Jens held her gaze, lost in her warm eyes and the things he saw there—intelligence, drive, passion. “Sure am. I see a solid plan. Besides, I’ve got the money. I’d like to help you.”

Their gazes locked and the connection throbbed between him and Laurel. She sank her teeth into her lower lip and Jens’s cock lengthened. Many times, he’d kissed that nervous gesture right off her plump little lips.

“I’d like to help too.” Holden’s low tone broke into their moment.

Jens gave him his attention. “Yeah?” The implications of Holden throwing his money into the mix started to spread in Jens. Two men interested in the same woman—in love with her—and both committed to helping her financially. If their money backed her, she’d be less likely to leave the ranch—and walk away from them.

Don’t I mean walk away from me?

“I couldn’t do that…” She twisted her hands.

“Yes, you can. We expand and your farm will have a much better chance at turning a profit.”

“You pay us a small cut in interest,” Holden spoke up.

Jens flashed a grin at his friend. Holden was no dumb farmer. He knew crops and cash. He also knew Jens. Without a doubt, Holden saw through Jens’s scheme. They’d hold her here and keep her from feeling she was getting a hand-out until she could decide which man she wanted.

“Shake on it.” Jens reached for her.

She pushed away from the four-wheeler and leaned toward him. Heat ebbed from her, capturing Jens’s length.

“This is my cue to leave,” Holden said.

“Wait!” Laurel wrapped her fingers around Jens’s arm and held him while she spoke to Holden. “We need to clear the air. That’s why I came here.”

“I don’t know if I wanna hear this.” Holden’s defensive posture was back—arms folded, legs thrown wide and head lowered as if ready to charge.

Jens caught Laurel’s gaze and gave her a short nod. Whatever choice she made, he’d have to live with it. If she chose Holden, Jens wouldn’t fight. He wanted her happiness, even if it was with another man.

His chest grew tight.

“I…” Laurel stared at her feet for a long minute. “I didn’t mean to hurt either of you and I’m sorry. The situation got out of control, and I was a coward not to bring it to order before now. But the last thing I want is to get in the middle of your friendship.” She looked from Jens to Holden and back again.

Holden let out a low whistle. “A might too late for that, isn’t it?”

“I hope not,” Jens said.

Suddenly, Holden cut a hand through the air. That vein bulged in his throat again. “What the hell are you asking here? Business aside, am I supposed to be happy that I’ve lost my girl to my best friend? It’s impossible not to feel betrayed.”

“I didn’t know you were seeing her, Holden.”

“Didn’t know… Yeah.”

“Holden, I don’t want hard feelings. We all need to live together. I’m gonna be here at your place often since Jens is helping me with the farming. Especially if I take you up on your offer to fund my farm.”

“Are you taking the offer?” Jens closed the slight gap between Laurel and himself, aware of the tremors racking her. God, he just wanted to pick her up, wrap her legs around his waist and bear her off to bed. He’d never even taken her to bed, and that was a goddamn shame. To do so now would bring Holden into bed with them—his memory and animosity would live between Jens and Laurel.

She may not want Jens anyway. The end of our rope has come.

“What am I supposed to do? Treat you as a friend?” Holden’s acidic tone drew a noise of despair from Laurel’s throat.

“I hope we’ve always been friends.”

“Dammit, you know what I mean!”

“Laurel, what do you want?” Jens hadn’t meant to ask here, to bring it all out into the open between the three of them. He’d wanted to talk to her alone first. Yet they were all in the thick of this emotional tangle. They all needed to find a solution.

She swung her dark gaze to his. He studied the twist of her lips and the tears gathering in the corners of her eyes and thought he’d go back to merely existing if she turned him away. Plowing, planting, eating, sleeping. Until he’d met her, his life had been stuck in a rut.

“I… Jens, don’t make me answer that.”

His heart plummeted.

“Dating is not a good idea for me anymore. Not after the mistakes I’ve made. Holden and I had something good—at least I believed that. But when he didn’t stay in touch with me, it hurt. Then you came into the picture, Jens, and I spotted a ray of light. Now everything’s a wreck.”

Jens was losing her. She was slipping away.

She continued to sputter, each agitated word tumbling out with her tears. “I never expected Holden to come back and w-want me still.” She shivered, hands knotted at her sides. “I care about both of you—”

Jens grasped at that length of rope. He latched on to it and held on for dear life. The words burst out of him without thought. “Then you date both of us, Laurel.”

Holden jerked. “What?”

Laurel stared at him, her expression blank with shock. “Jens, what are you talking about?”

As Jens looked at his best friend and the woman he loved, he tried to make sense of the idea that had just popped into his head. It was unconventional—crazy. Let her date both of them and make her choice later.

The more he thought about it, the more it seemed like a good idea. He hated to see Laurel hurt—torn between the two of them. It was the same with Holden. They’d been friends for so long, they were closer than brothers. Jens didn’t want to contemplate the ache Holden was experiencing. Taking away that pain from all three of them was the best answer.

Wasn’t it?

Jens doffed his hat and laced his fingers with Laurel’s. “You say you don’t have an answer. I don’t either, and neither does Holden. But I care about both of you and don’t want to see you hurt.”

Holden stalked toward Jens and Laurel. If he’d had a six-shooter on his hip, Jens wouldn’t have been surprised to be called to a duel. Pistols at dawn. Except Laurel was the one who fired.

She tore her hand from Jens’s. “You’re talking crazy! I can’t date both of you!”

“Why not? You can’t stand there and tell me you don’t want Holden. I see it written all over your face, Laurel.” While the thought should have speared Jens with jealousy, it didn’t. He latched on to that—held it close.

Holden wore a smug expression of satisfaction, and Laurel’s eyes were hooded with want. Jens took both as confirmation that he was on the right track. Besides, in the past months, she’d looked at Jens in that very same way. No one could fake that, which meant he had a fighting chance too.

He slid his fingers up her arm to the crease of her elbow and thumbed the soft flesh there. “Look, sweetheart. I’m in deep. I want you. But I’m not willing to fight my best friend for you. And I don’t want to rip you in two.”

“But you’d—share me? That’s insane, Jens!”

“Why? I’d rather share than lose you altogether.” His voice cracked.

“I can’t believe what I’m hearing.” Holden bit off the words. He gave a violent shake of his head, as if to clear it of water. “What the hell happened to you while I was in Alaska, Jens?”

A short bark of laughter escaped Jens. He pierced Laurel in his gaze. “I fell in love, that’s what.” It was the first time he’d admitted it aloud. Witnessing the effect it had on Laurel was the most thrilling moment of his life. His heart jerked and sputtered out of control when her eyes filled with tears, and a tender smile brushed her lips.

She backed away. “I’ve gotta… I’ve gotta get out of here.” She jumped onto her four-wheeler, threw on her helmet and sped off up the hill, tearing up the turf and throwing shards of ice.

Ice that brought a pang to Jens’s heart.

 

Holden paced before the log barn five times at a fast rate and still couldn’t calm down enough to talk to his best friend. Jens watched his progress, a stoic expression on his face.

Finally, Holden stopped and kicked the field stone foundation. The warm brown rock didn’t budge—it had been here for a hundred years. He wished it were Jens’s ass he was kicking.

In fact, that wasn’t such a bad idea.

Clenching his hands into fists, he faced Jens. “What the hell are you thinking to suggest such a fucked-up, sick plan?”

“Why fucked-up? If we push her to choose, she walks.”

“Maybe she’d be better off!”

Jens hooked a thumb in his belt buckle—the one he’d won at last year’s rodeo for being the fastest calf-tier. “C’mon, man. You believe that? Is that why you were so pissed when you came home and found her—?”

“In your fucking arms?” He puffed his fury, sending a long plume of breath into the frosty air.

Jens held his own as Holden got in his face. Their chests bumped, but Jens was like a fucking brick wall—just as Holden was. They were well-matched, apparently in all aspects. Laurel certainly seemed to think so.

“If you really believed she was better off without you, then why did you come back and expect her to be waiting? Why didn’t you write or call her?”

Holden’s guilt ballooned. On the ship, he’d had little time to think about anything but safely working the nets. A minor slip could have cost him his life—or worse, a fellow crew member’s. And the few times they’d docked, Holden was ashamed to admit he’d gotten stinking, falling down drunk just to stop feeling the frigid spray of the sea.

“I screwed up, okay? It’s none of your goddamn business.”

“It’s my business now. Laurel’s hurting, and dammit, if I’d known all this time that you were the reason…” Jens dug his knuckles into Holden’s chest and shoved him back a few inches.

“You what?” Holden shot out.

“I woulda hunted you down on that fishing boat and busted your skull. She deserved better, Holden.”

The verbal blow struck Holden straight in the heart. She had deserved better, and he hadn’t remotely proved that. Now he’d probably lose her to Jens and smash their friendship to bits at the same time.

He kicked a heel into the dirt. “Fuck!”

“Yeah, feels like we’re all fucked. That was my point in suggesting she continue to see both of us. If we hem her in, pressure her for a decision now, she’ll leave. She’ll turn around and walk right off this farm in those sexy little cowgirl boots. I don’t want that to happen.” Jens’s voice broke.

Holden gave him a long, sideways look, and then tugged his hat lower. “I don’t either.”

“She leaves and she also gives up her dreams. She saved a long time for this endeavor, man, and I don’t want to see her lose the hope.”

Remaining quiet, Holden fought to get a grip on this whole arrangement. “So what do we do? I take her for day visitation and you take her for nights?”

“Well, I hadn’t thought about it that deeply, but yeah, sounds good to me.”

The more Holden considered it, the more the idea grew on him. He’d have a chance to win her back fair and square. To show Laurel just how serious he was, and how damn sorry he was for the past too. He’d have no trouble one-upping Jens.

“What happens as far as…the physical relationship goes?”

Jens shrugged nonchalantly, but his expression darkened. “That’s up to her. We’ll all play it safe, of course.”

“You think she’s going to agree to this? She was mighty pissed off when she left here.”

At this, Jens scuffed his knuckles over his jaw. “Yeah, she was. We don’t have much choice. We’re in this together, man. If you say yes, then we just wait for her to agree.”

“And if she dumps us both?”

“Then we’ll cry in our beers.”


Chapter Four

The country road pitched steeply downward and Laurel geared down. Her muscles ached from riding the four-wheeler for so long. She was almost out of gas, which meant she couldn’t run forever. Eventually she’d have to go home and face up to reality.

She was in love with two men.

And they wanted to share her.

Well, at least Jens did. A thrill rocketed through her body at the thought, and dark heat took up residence between her thighs. Contemplating it made her hot as hell. Jesus, having one hunky man in her bed was amazing. But two? She didn’t know if her heart would stand up to it.

She’d already lost herself to both of them. Her love for Holden was equal to that of Jens. In her mind, they were very separate, and she adored them for different reasons. Where Holden was rough passion, Jens was playful. She had to drag every thought from Holden, whereas Jens always asked Laurel what was on her mind.

God, what am I thinking? I can’t take both of them.

Then again, why not? No signatures were scribbled on a wedding certificate. She was free, and so were they. They’d never agreed to be monogamous, and that meant if she wanted to go pick up a guy tonight, she could.

Though, she’d never do that. Having two rowdy cowboys fist-fighting over her was enough.

She tried to picture what would happen if she were to accept Jens’s crazy offer. Jumping from man to man. Could they actually handle it? Could she?

What if she ran away—abandoned the farm and all her dreams? She could get her old job back at the hospital easily enough. Medical workers were always in demand.

The thought of being stuck in an office again, rather than out here in the open fields, closed off her throat. The weight pressed her down until she almost panicked.

Giving up the Ransom place meant she’d wasted all that money. Years of savings tossed out. For what? Because she was stuck between two men and she wanted both.

Selfish much? Yeah, she might be. Monopolizing two handsome studs was sinful. But she could no sooner turn away from Holden than she could forget about Jens. Damn it all, she wanted them both.

She stopped the four-wheeler and pulled off her helmet. For long minutes, she let her pent-up emotion flow down her face. The wind blew the droplets into long streams that wet her hair.

Looking deep into her heart, she tried to make a decision. She needed both men in her life, if only to help her through this tough first year of farming.

She ran her tongue over her lips, tasting the salt of her tears. What could be hard about juggling two men? Other women did it every day of the week, hopping out of one guy’s car and into another’s. In this case, she’d be bouncing between pickup trucks.

And beds?

A shiver of longing broke over her, and her nipples beaded into tight buds. Drawing a deep breath, she placed the helmet on again and turned the ATV down the ridge toward the main house on the Rope Burn Ranch.

In the end, her body had made the decision for her.

 

 

Jens swung the hammer with all his might, driving the nail into the loose barn board. Frustration mounted in him. Laurel had been gone for hours. He burned to drive up to her place, but was terrified he’d find the house empty and a “Dear Jens” note on the kitchen counter.

Except there would be a “Dear Holden” note too.

“Fuck.” His muttered curse sent the free-range chicken near him skittering off. The head of his hammer drove into the nail again, and the spike buried into the wood sunk a fraction deeper than the surface.

Maybe Jens had been all wrong to suggest Laurel be with them both. Would she hate him for it? If he couldn’t even claim her as a friend anymore…

The hum of an engine made him jerk. He yanked his head out of the barn and peered toward the direction of the sound.

His heart in his throat, he glimpsed Laurel’s ATV chugging around the bend in the driveway. The hammer fell from his lax fingers and it struck the top of his boot. Pain ricocheted up his shin.

“Damn!” He hopped out into the open, ready to intercept her and beg her forgiveness. Ten apologies tumbled through his head. Stupid, never listen to a smitten cowboy, don’t blame you for walking out, go ahead and smack my face.

The cattle gate slammed shut and Holden appeared too. Across the yard, Jens met his gaze. Ire mixed with a sinking sensation. Here was where one of them knew victory or both lost. Because Jens was certain Laurel wasn’t going to jump at his suggestion.

He tightened his hands into fists and went out to meet her as she drew to a stop. She cut the engine and climbed off. He tugged off her helmet and hung it on the handlebars. “Thank you,” she said without looking at him.

Holden came forward too, and suddenly a solidarity rose up between him and Jens. They were fighting on the same side at the moment—fighting to keep her here and for a chance.

Laurel drifted away from them. The lines of her back were rigid, and her loose hair fell forward to conceal her face. Jens swallowed hard against the lump that formed in his throat. Two months together wasn’t long, but in his book, it was a commitment. He’d never wanted anyone this way, and judging by Holden’s pained expression, he hadn’t either.

It’s over.

Jens and Holden exchanged a look.

Finally Laurel faced them. She looked from Jens to Holden, her face shivering with some emotion Jens couldn’t understand.

“I’ve been thinking.”

Holden shifted from boot to boot.

“And… I’m not ready to give up either of you. I don’t want to stop seeing you, Jens. And Holden and I have had something from the start.”

Those words, “Holden and I have had something from the start” ripped through Jens and speared him with jealousy. Holden had her first and for longer. Did that mean he knew her better?

Jens sucked in a shaky breath. The cool air steadied him. “Yeah?”

Her gaze flashed to his, caught and held. In the depths of her dark eyes, he saw a secret glint that sparked just for him.

Heart thudding, he took a step toward her. As if mirroring Jens’s actions, Holden did the same. Not to be shown up? Or were they truly so alike?

Laurel looked down at her twisting hands. “Yeah, I’ve decided to…take you up on your offer. If you’re still willing.”

A stupid grin broke over Jens’s face. Relief flowed to his fingertips and numbed them. “I’m more than willing.”

She returned his smile and that spark between them increased.

Clearing his throat, Holden gained her attention. “I can’t say I’m not relieved, Laurel.”

Nodding, she fixed him in her gaze and something passed between them too—a passionate flare that caused Jens to look away or be blinded.

“So now what?” Her whole body seemed to yearn for them. She leaned forward on her cowgirl boots, and her curves strained against her clothes.

Jens mentally tossed her into the nearby hay pile and stripped off everything she wore but her boots. His cock throbbed against his zipper, pulsing in time to his heart.

“Jens and I were thinking that maybe we’d take shifts, if that’s okay with you?”

She arched a brow at Holden’s words. “Like…custody?”

Holden gave a huff of laughter. “Nah, let’s not think of it that way. It’s just a way to keep our playing fields equal.”

“Ah.”

Jens didn’t like the way Holden put that—Laurel looked uncomfortable at the suggestion that she was a pawn in a game between the men who wanted her.

“I think Holden means things would be easier for all of us if you knew when to spend time with us.”

The worried crease between her long, dark brows dissipated. “That sounds good.” The warmth was back in her musical voice, and bells resounded in Jens’s core. Whether or not this scheme was a good one, at least he’d continue to hear her sweet voice.

“How do we decide?” she asked.

Holden fished into the front of his jeans. “Why don’t we flip?”

Laurel sank her teeth into her lower lip. Holding off a smile? The corner of her mouth twitched. With a nod, she gave her agreement.

“’Kay. Jens?”

“Heads for evenings.”

Holden narrowed his gaze at him and a tick appeared in the crease of his jaw. “All right. Tails for days.”

He flicked his thumb against the silver coin and sent it end over end into the air. It took forever to fall. Jens held his breath.

Catching the coin, Holden clapped a hand over it. The watery sun slanted through the clouds as all three of them leaned over his palm. Slowly, Holden removed his hand to reveal the gleaming edges of Thomas Jefferson’s head.

Jens narrowly kept himself from fist-punching the air. A grin plastered all over his face, he grabbed up Laurel and bent her over his arm. “You’re all mine tonight.” With that, he crushed his mouth to hers.

 

As Holden drank in the sight of his best friend kissing the woman of his dreams, emotion after emotion whipped through him. Fury, despair, desolation. But another sensation caught him off guard.

Lord help him—he was turned on.

Watching Jens kiss her was like watching a porn movie. He gripped her perfectly tight, pulling her onto tiptoe, delving his tongue into her hot mouth again and again. And Laurel…

She was everything Holden had dreamed about for eight lonely months. Her round breasts pressed against Jens’s chest, her hips cradling his. The fire between those curvy, denim-clad thighs was all too familiar to Holden. How many times had he sunk into her tight sheath and thrust his way to heaven?

Twisting away, he battled the sensation tearing through his system, which was the equivalent of water poured over a motherboard. Every nerve ending snapped, each muscle hummed. He didn’t know if he’d come unhinged or just…come.

Six months ago, if he’d witnessed this show, he would have yanked his cock from his boxers and mercilessly tugged it to completion. Just the sight of Laurel this way—all sensual female—rocketed him to the peak of desire.

Behind him, he caught Laurel’s quiet moan. Before Holden knew it, he’d turned around and was gaping at them again.

Jens slipped his hands over the indentation of her waist and down to grip her hips. She rocked into him.

Over her head, Jens opened his eyes and looked right at Holden. A shock of electricity ripped through him. As if recognizing this, Jens slowed the kiss and finally broke free.

He spoke quietly to Laurel and her spine stiffened.

“Go on,” he said more loudly.

Releasing her, he gave her a nudge. Holden’s lungs burned as Laurel pivoted. For a moment, she stood there, undecided.

“Remember what I said,” Jens whispered.

Laurel met Holden’s gaze, determination blazing on her beautiful features, and walked right into his arms.

He wrapped his arms around her automatically, drawing her closer and closer. Body warring with his mind, he simply stared at Jens for a long moment. But Laurel trembled against Holden.

His body won.

Dropping his face into her hair, he drew a deep breath of her scent. A woodsy scent, something citrus, and sweet female. But she also smelled like Jens.

How can this work? Holden’s thought came a split second before she kissed him.

The crush of her ripe lips ignited his carefully banked passions. With a growl, he claimed her. Driving his tongue into her mouth, he forced her lips wide to accept him. He sank his fingers into her ass and hoisted her closer, grinding his erection against her pussy.

Her gasp filled his mouth, and he swallowed it down, hungry for more. Her taste drove him higher. Bending her back over his arm, he rubbed her pussy with his cock through the barrier of their jeans. Small moans escaped her.

The shifting noise of Jens’s boots on the ground broke through Holden’s sexual haze. Opening his eyes, Holden wrapped a hand around Laurel’s nape and held her to his mouth, purposely kissing her in front of his friend the way Jens had.

Jens jerked his head toward the house, and then pointed to himself and his truck—taking himself out of the picture. Giving Holden the go-ahead.

Jens quietly opened the door of his truck and disappeared into the cab. Without taking more time to ponder the lunacy of this situation, Holden swung Laurel up into his arms and stormed toward the house.


Chapter Five

Holden bounced off the doorjamb but never released Laurel’s mouth. She cupped his face, rasping the hair on his jaw with her fingertips and reveling in the sound. She lost herself in the velvety stroke of his tongue, so different from Jens’s, but no less exciting.

What am I doing? Kissing two men in the same day was stupid. Kissing two men within five minutes? She’d lost her fucking mind.

As Holden swept her up the staircase in his arms, Jens’s words swam through her psyche. Rather share than lose you. Date both of us.

And his final words, whispered after that knee-weakening kiss. “Go to him, but come back to me. I’ll come up to the house tonight.”

While her mind screamed that this was not right—that she’d regret allowing herself to get carried away—her body succumbed absolutely. Eight months of longing for Holden sliced through the last threads of self-control.

“God, baby, I can’t get enough of you.” Holden nipped her lower lip and drew her mouth back. She swirled her tongue over his as he navigated the hallway to what must have been his bedroom.

She’d never been upstairs in this house. When she and Holden had dated, they always ended up in her bed. And she and Jens hadn’t made it this far.

Guilt sluiced through her, and she withdrew from the kiss. Holden reclaimed her mouth as he kicked open the door. The wooden slab crashed off the inner wall. In five steps, they reached the bed.

“I want you, and this isn’t going to be gentle.” He tossed her onto the bed and blanketed her with his body.

A dark heat wove through her belly, and her pussy throbbed. Countless times she’d fingered herself to this fantasy—of joining with Holden when he returned from Alaska. Every alpha inch of his body flush against hers as he demanded she give in to her passions.

But she’d also thrust her fingers into her pussy to dreams of her first time with Jens. She imagined Jens to be a gentle but thorough lover, able to continue long into the night.

Holden began to strip off her clothes, throwing them over his shoulder piece by piece. “Look at me, Laurel. I have to see your eyes.”

A tremor racked her. She didn’t think she could really let herself go. Yesterday she’d been in Jens’s arms—Jens’s girl. Today she was both Jens’s and Holden’s?

“I don’t—I can’t—”

“Shh.” Holden spattered kisses over her throat and down to her breasts, which were bare. She wore only low-slung jeans, her belly dipping with each excited breath.

Jens stoked these fires, and now Holden will bring me to completion?

Holden licked a path over her collarbone. “Let yourself feel, Laurel.”

“And what happens afterward? When Jens claims his turn?”

A spark lit Holden’s hazel eyes, illuminating the gold flecks. “Then you let yourself feel then too. That’s the deal, right?”

She sucked in a breath and he simultaneously captured her nipple between his lips. Clamping down, he exerted the perfect amount of pressure even as he flicked his tongue over her straining bud.

Digging her fingers into his spine, she felt the steel of his muscle beneath the cotton. “Get out of this shirt. I need to feel you.”

He stared down at her, his expression both fierce and impassioned. “I’ve missed you so goddamn much, baby.”

Emotion tripped through her. She’d never stopped loving him, wanting him. They’d shared good times and had so much in common. A love for popcorn with extra butter and horror movies. And the spark had never been lacking between them.

She grappled with his shirt buttons while he kissed her again. His mouth worked hers possessively, bending her to his will. Finally, the shirt gaped open. She thrust her hands inside, running them over the swells of his smooth chest.

“Fuck, yes. I missed your hands on me.” He plucked at the button of her jeans. When he pulled her zipper down, she felt the vibration of each tooth to the center of her core.

He dragged his rough jaw down her throat to her breasts while easing her jeans down her hips. Slipping his shirt off his shoulders, she wriggled her hips to help him remove her pants.

He knelt over her, yanked his shirt off completely and tossed it away.

She sucked in a harsh breath. She’d seen him naked many times before, but his body was different—more muscled, carved. Ridges cut across his abs and a thick rim of muscle rode above his low-slung jeans.

“You’re gorgeous.” The whisper broke from her, raising a growl from him.

“Like hell. You are.” In a flurry, he had her boots and jeans off, as well as his. Only a thin layer of lace acted as barrier between them.

Still on his knees, he smoothed his hands down her sides, strumming each nerve ending in her breasts as he moved to her waist, then lower. He plucked the elastic holding her panties in place, and his cock bobbed against his stomach.

The thick length beckoned to her. Impossible heat settled in her pussy, and juices slicked her inner thighs. If she didn’t feel him inside her soon, she’d melt through the mattress.

Hooking a finger into the elastic of her panties, he tore the side away. A gasp rushed past her lips. He leaned forward and thrust his tongue deep into her open mouth.

Moaning around his tongue, she shifted her hips upward, quaking with need. He ripped the other side of her panties and the cloth fluttered free. As he slid a hand between their bodies to cup her mound, he halted their kiss and sucked her nipple into his mouth.

Lightning crashed through her body. Was that his heartbeat she felt through his tongue or her own? Each swirl drove her higher. Her nipple tightened almost painfully, and he scraped his teeth lightly over it in the way that sent her spiraling out of control.

“Holden, I need you!” She locked her heels behind his back and jerked him against her. The swollen head of his erection prodded her wet folds.

They shared a groan.

“Fuck, I want to go slower, but I can’t.” He ripped open a condom wrapper with his teeth and rolled it on in one swift motion. His jaw clenched and he gazed into her eyes for a brief second before plunging deep into her pussy.

Her tissues stretched around him, hugging his girth. After months without the intimacy of intercourse, tears burned in her eyes. Sensation played through her body and took up residence in her heart. All the pain of the past eight months trickled away as Holden began to move within her.

Clamping his fingers around her nipple, he pinched it hard. Pleasure burst behind her closed eyes.

He withdrew all the way to the tip, and then drove back in. The muscles of his back flexed. Opening her eyes, she drank in his appearance, stunned to find him still wearing his black cap. She dragged it off his head. His hair was cropped closer than she’d ever seen it, the curls tamed into ripples lying flat against his skull.

“Laurel… I wanted this. Wanted you for…so…damn…long.” He drove into her with every word.

His thick cock stroked that special knot of nerves in her pussy once…twice. Her body clamped down and cream soaked him as the first waves of bliss washed over her. The flames in her belly raged out of control, and her pussy contracted wildly around his length.

“That’s it, darlin’. Come all over me. Come on my cock.”

His words sent her sailing higher. She clung to him. Then he thrust his hands under her ass and jerked her upward. Crying out, she shattered all over again while he churned his hips wildly. He stiffened and then roared as his release claimed him.

His breath washed over her face. Hungrily, she searched out his lips. Their tongues dueled, each silky stroke reminding her of why she loved him and of how much she’d missed him. Senses returning, she gave a final shudder.

Holden broke away and stared down at her, supporting his weight on his elbows. The corners of his eyes crinkled up with a smile. “That should have happened yesterday.”

Her heart flipped over. The events and words exchanged all flooded back to her and she reeled.

Jens.

Where was he right now? Was he a mess of emotion, knowing that Holden had taken her to bed?

“Oh no,” she whispered hotly.

Holden’s jaw firmed and his cheek moved as if he was biting it. “You’re thinking of him.”

“It’s impossible not to. I-I’m unsure about this situation. Being with you both is bound to present more problems.”

He closed his eyes, and she counted to ten before he opened them again. Finally, he rolled off, disconnecting their bodies. Slinging an arm over his eyes, he avoided her gaze. “I don’t know what to think about it either. But for a few minutes here, in this bed with you, I didn’t think. Until you’ve made a choice, the best thing for me to do is just that—live in the moment.”

Easing onto one hip, he studied her. The hair on her body lifted to the caress of his gaze.

“Can you do that, Holden?”

Her heart throbbed heavily with the weight of the situation she’d gotten herself into. Two men, one choice to be had. She loved them both—how could she possibly ever choose? And they deserved better.

Tears closed off her throat, and she fixed her sight on the ceiling. Tonight, Jens would come to her house, and she knew without a doubt she’d fall into his arms. If he asked to make love to her, she wouldn’t refuse. The time had come to express how deep her emotion for him ran. The river of love was no shallower than that she possessed for Holden.

“Laurel, this isn’t the ideal situation, but we’re set on the course now, aren’t we?”

She nodded, infused with new warmth from his tender tone.

“So the question isn’t whether I can live in the moment, but whether or not you can.”

 

 

Jens circled the Ransom house on horseback twice before gaining enough gumption to dismount. He’d never admit it, but he was crapping his pants with fear. Fear that he’d been stupid to suggest the arrangement between him, Laurel and Holden. She’d spent half the morning in Holden’s arms—could she have made her decision before Jens could even put up a fight?

He deserved a go with her. A chance to seduce her properly and use his body to prove how worthy he was of her love.

The purplish-gray shadows of twilight spread across the yard. Hundred-year-old flowers still bloomed around the porch steps, the sleepy heads nodding on their stems. The fresh scents of grass and a wisp of smoke greeted him. Laurel must have been hauling and burning brush again.

Pride infused Jens. She hadn’t been born into the country life, but she fit it like a cowgirl in tight chaps. It seemed she’d grown up working outside and tilling soil. She’d make a perfect farmer’s wife.

He just hoped that farmer was him.

Drawing a deep breath, Jens climbed the porch steps. The boards sagged under his boots, and he made a mental note to reinforce them as soon as he found time. He almost felt bad renting the old house to her—she deserved so much better. But she’d never agree to stay for free.

A faint yellow glow from the window spilled onto the floorboards and slanted across his boots. His heart thumped madly. Either this would be the best night of his life or the end of his universe.

“Never been a coward and I won’t start now,” he muttered. He lifted a hand and rapped on the thick, walnut door.

It opened almost immediately. Laurel stood in the flare of light. “Come in here.” Her tone was dusky, breathless. She twisted a hand in the front of his chambray shirt and tugged him over the threshold.

Wrapping an arm around her, he kicked the door shut behind him. She was warm and slightly moist, as if she’d recently taken a shower. Her hair was dry and fluffy, the ends tickling his fingers.

Their gazes locked, and a million words passed between them. Relief rang out in his core. She hadn’t been completely swayed over by Holden. Jens had a chance, which meant he hadn’t been a total ass when he suggested she date both.

She stretched onto tiptoe and turned her face up for his kiss. He dipped his lips to hers at once. The bright scents of citrus filled his head, and something deeper, earthier.

Arousal.

With a groan, he angled his head and thrust his tongue into her mouth. She opened wide for him, tongue meeting him stroke for stroke. His cock bulged against his fly, demanding exit. Heat clawed his insides.

Spinning her around, he pressed her back against the door, sagging at the knees and grinding his erection against her. She inhaled sharply.

This was a test. He’d never gotten further than this with her—she always pushed him away. He was pushing her hard and fast, without much warm-up. But tonight of all nights, he needed to know where they stood. If she sent him away from her bed, he’d walk away forever, though it would kill him to do it.

She ran her hands up his spine to his nape. In one swift flick, she knocked his hat off. The dusty cowboy hat hit the floor, and Jens’s grin spread over her lips.

“Now, I had designs to wear that to bed.”

She shuddered. “Just you and me and a cowboy hat? Sounds perfect.” Her heated whisper ignited him. Desire exploded in his groin and spread swiftly up to claim his heart.

He stared deep into her eyes. “You sure about this, Laurel? You understand what it is you’re accepting?”

She leaned in and bit his lower lip, as lightning fast as a kitten attacking a strand of yarn. “Shut up and take me to bed, cowboy.”

Rumbling his pleasure, he scooped her off her feet and strode toward the stairs. Having helped her move in, he knew which bedroom she occupied. As he swept her up the stairs, she tasted him—nibbling his earlobe, swirling her tongue over his throat.

Goose bumps erupted all over his body, and his cock oozed pre-come. Fuck, how many times had he jacked off to this fantasy? Finally, he was going to live it.

He kicked in her bedroom door and it struck something inside. He nudged it with his hip, and she released a giggle. “What in hell is that?”

“Stuff.”

“Ooo-kay.” He put his muscle into it and pressed the door wide enough to squeeze through with her in his arms. The soft light from the tall windows on the west-facing wall tumbled over the room. He narrowed his gaze at the heaps, lumps and towers that rose up out of the darkness.

“Laurel, where’s the bed?” Junk littered the space. And here he’d thought she’d be upset to come to his bed and find a full laundry basket and rumpled sheets.

She extended a hand and pointed to the far wall. He picked his way across the room, avoiding the landmines of clothes, shoes and God knew whatever else. The bed was free of clutter, though, and that was all that mattered.

“Sorry.” She buried her face against his throat and vibrated with laughter.

“You and me are gonna have a talk about why one woman would need this much stuff.”

“All right, but only after you’ve peeled me off the ceiling.”

He moaned, white-hot coals scorching his belly. His balls clenched up tight and ached for release. Tenderly, he tipped her onto the bed and pinned her to the mattress with his body.

She wriggled under him seductively, rolling her hips and arching her breasts upward. For a moment, he simply hovered over her, enjoying the feel of her body beneath his. The furthest they’d gotten were several drunk-on-lust make-out sessions, which always took place on the sofa or in his truck. Once he’d caught her against the barn, and she’d allowed him to delve a hand into her panties and feel her soaking, hot pussy, but before he could even finger her to completion, she’d stopped him.

Later, he’d gone home with her scents on his hand and smelled each digit while stroking his cock. He wanted more of that. Craved it. Her scent, her taste. It had become an obsession with him over the past month. Now he was oh, so close.

“Don’t push me away, darlin’.”

“No.” The word was a heated rasp.

Without warning, he claimed her mouth. Crushing her lips beneath his, rubbing his freshly shaven jaw over her silky flesh as he tangled his tongue with hers. Her personal musk filtered into his head along with some sugary drink she’d had earlier. He stroked the interior of her mouth, tasting her tongue, walls, lips, teeth. When he flicked the tip of his tongue against the roof of her mouth, she issued a harsh moan.

Tearing away, he panted for control, fighting the need to tear off their clothes and pound into her tight little body until he spurted his release. But he had to make this good—keep her coming back for more. And he’d possessed far too many dreams of this moment to dash it all away for an orgasm.

Gently, he ran his hands down her sides and encircled her wrists. “I want to hold your arms down while I lick your breasts. Will you let me do that?”

She made a soft noise like a sob or gasp. “Yes.”

A grin stretched the corner of his mouth upward. Her eyes glittered in the moonlight and her dark hair was an inky blot around the pale oval of her face. Holding her gaze, Jens knelt between her thighs. He caught the hem of her soft cotton shirt and tugged it up, trailing his fingers over the sliver of flesh he’d created. That band of skin threatened to undo him.

He ground his molars and fought to keep from coming in his pants like a teenage boy. Inch by inch, he exposed her. When he reached her breasts, he found them bare. He skimmed the undersides, aware of how rough his fingers must have been on her delicate skin.

She tossed her head back and pinched her eyes shut as he worked over the curves, purposely avoiding her nipples. Pulling her shirt over her head, he bit off a growl as her full breasts bounced.

“Damn, Laurel. You’re so beautiful.” He’d never seen her breasts before, but had fondled them enough through her shirt. He knew the way they filled his palms perfectly, and he’d fantasized more than once about coming all over them.

His cock throbbed painfully.

She gazed up at him, eyes aglow. “Touch me, Jens. I need you.”

He didn’t need more invitation. Hovering over her, he captured her lips, sucking and drawing on her tongue until she writhed. She raked her nails lightly over his shoulders, grasping at his shirt as he moved down to her throat.

Countless minutes had been spent worshipping the column of her throat and he knew exactly where to put his mouth to pull the biggest cries from her. Her whole body moved beneath him, hips bucking, breasts heaving, belly dipping. He kissed a blazing path down her throat to her collarbones, then lower to the valley between her breasts, holding her hands down as promised.

Her breath washed over his hair. Sticking out his tongue, he traced her cleavage, and then bathed the undersides of her breasts. Using quick strokes, he circled each, still avoiding the two straining buds.

“Jens…”

“Mmm?”

“You’re killing me.”

“Mmm-hmm. I’m going to push you a lot further before dawn lights that sky, baby.” He sealed his promise by covering one rosy nipple with his mouth.

“Ahh!” She jerked and twitched. He tormented the bud, licking, nipping, lapping, sucking. She came off the bed, and he lashed her to him, skimming her warm flesh with his palms.

Turning to the other nipple, he stole a peek at her face. Her eyes were closed, her mouth a silent O of bliss. The need inside him blazed out of control.

Again, he gently grasped her wrists and locked them to the mattress. Her eyes popped open. “Tell me when you need to stop. Give me a safe word.”

She obviously spewed the first thing that jumped into her head. “Peat moss.”

He folded in half, convulsing with laughter. “Laurel, you’re perfect for me.” With that, he returned to her breasts. Alternating between long, slow strokes and faster ones, he varied the pressure. From hard to light and from biting to barely breathing on her peaked skin.

She twisted her wrists under his hands, straining to touch him. He continued to torment her. When he left her bed, she was damn well going to feel it. Every inch of her body would remember him.

And she wasn’t going to be able to walk either.

Possession flared to life in him. He placed rough kisses down the V of her ribs to her navel. For a long minute, he tasted it, learning its depth and drawing coos from her.

He lifted his head. “If I release your hands, you can’t touch me. Promise, Laurel.”

“Yes! Anything, Jens. Just please!”

He slipped off the edge of the bed and reached for her. Tugging the lounge pants she wore over her hips, he dragged her panties with them. When he pulled them off her bare feet, he abandoned the garments on the floor.

“Holy fuck.” He scrubbed a hand over his jaw, racked with the need to dive between those succulent little thighs and taste her nectar. A soft patch of curls formed a line of love to her swollen pussy lips. He was glad to see she possessed pubic hair. It was so much more feminine than some of the hairless women he’d seen in magazines. Besides, the hair would hold her scent and flavors better.

He kicked off his boots and stripped out of his shirt. She watched him unbutton it, twisting her hands into the covers.

“I want to touch you, Jens.”

“Not yet.”

He leaned over her once again. “I’m going to hold your arms down while I lick your pussy, Laurel. Will you let me?”

“Oh my God. Yesss.”

The scent of her arousal struck him—mouthwatering. Like candy. He felt every beat of his heart in his cock.

Easing his hands beneath her, he slid her up the bed and stretched out between her thighs. Her slick folds drew him like a bee to honey. Grasping her wrists, he opened his mouth and delivered an intimate kiss to her pussy.

Flavors burst on his tongue. Groaning, he filled his head with her scent and taste, unmoving as he gathered every bit and committed it to memory. Her tissues contracted under his tongue. Against her flesh, he whispered, “Your pussy is so beautiful. Sexy.”

“Jens!”

He dipped his tongue between her sweet lips and ran it over the seam, from bottom to top. When he reached her clit, he flattened his tongue to taste it fully.

Shuddering, she jerked against his restraint, hips twisting and turning as she sought more of his kiss.

Out of his head with want, he drove his tongue into her sweet opening. She spread her legs to give him better access. Extending his tongue, he reached into her juicy channel. Cream soaked his tongue and he lapped at her walls to gather more.

Her body rose to meet his tongue thrusts. After exploring each inch of her pussy, he then moved up to taste her nubbin. He sucked it gently into his mouth, and she bucked wildly. He pinned her thighs with his forearms, locking her to his mouth. Her flesh swelled on his tongue and he swirled over it, delighting in each moan he drew from her.

“I can’t stop.” Her whispered words sliced through him, and he nearly released then and there.

He rumbled an answer, battling his own needs. Then he stroked a figure-eight pattern over her clit until she ceased to breathe for a long minute.

A guttural groan escaped her, and suddenly, she was pulsing on his tongue. Cream soaked his lips and jaw. He ground her clit into her body, extending her release. She plucked at his pinky finger with her nails, her entire body taut and trembling as her orgasm rushed her.

As the last pulsations ebbed away, he slowed his intimate kiss. When she began to twitch, he lifted his head. Their gazes met across the length of her body. In that look, he saw something deep and powerful.

She ran her tongue over her lower lip. “Please, Jens. Fill me. I need to feel you inside me.”

Rocketing to his feet, he dug into his jeans pocket and unearthed one of several condoms he’d come armed with. He tossed it to her and she began opening it as he shed his jeans.

Never removing her gaze from his body, she pulled the condom free and sat up to fit the rubber onto the head of his aching shaft. He stepped out of his jeans and pushed off his socks, and then moved atop her, his cock poised at her entrance.

“Watch me as I take you, Laurel.”

“Yes.” She turned her mouth into his and they shared a sweet, lingering kiss. Passion filled his veins, and his head spun with the realization that he was finally going to make her his—would be able to show her how deep his love for her ran.

Gripping her thighs, he hitched them around his hips, angling her perfectly to receive him. “Say my name as I enter you, Laurel.”

She pressed her mouth to his ear, and as he eased past her wet folds, she whispered, “Jens.”

His heart turned over. In one thrust, he joined them. Spikes of heat stabbed him deep as her body hugged him tight. Biting off the urge to bellow his ecstasy, he closed the space between their bodies so not a fraction separated them.

A shuddering breath left her and she lifted her hips until he was seated at the tip of her womb. “God, you’re huge. I can feel you stretching me.”

Pleasure claimed his senses, and he began to move. Withdrawing, he watched her features shiver. Then he plunged deep once more.

“Fuck, you’re tight. So hot. I can feel you contracting.” He sank his teeth into the side of her throat and sucked the skin into his mouth, marking her. Desperate to show in some way that she was his.

She clenched around his shaft, and he could hold back no more. Wildly, he sank into her again and again, reaching toward that unseen end. He lifted her against him, sliding his cock over her needy bundle of nerves.

With a cry, she burst. He pounded into her, cock growing steelier as he began to come.

His mind blanked and he only felt. His entire world was Laurel—surrounded by her scent, her flavors alive on his tongue, her body wrapped around his. Roaring with completion, the final jets of come left him, and her body grew limp in his hold.

He blindly sought her mouth. Threading his fingers into her hair, he delivered an open-mouthed kiss. Did she feel his heart drumming against her chest? Could she feel the emotion pouring through his lips?

Now that he had her, he’d never let her go. He just had to win.

As he stroked Laurel’s hair and continued to spatter kisses over her face, throat and body, gearing up for another round of lovemaking, he fleetingly thought of Holden. He didn’t want to see that look of anguish on his friend’s face again. But another part of Jens—a primal part of him—would fight to the death for Laurel.

 

 

The discs towed behind the tractor had a squeaky wheel, and that squeaky wheel set Holden’s teeth on edge. He winced at the screech as he made a wide turn around the field for another pass.

It’s not the wheel driving me over the edge. No, it was the plain view of the Ransom place that he had. The big old house loomed at the top of the field, and a watery shaft of sunlight slanted across the face of it, illuminating the windows. Behind those windows were Laurel and Jens.

The fucker who called himself Holden’s “friend” had spent the night with her.

Scrubbing a hand over his face, Holden cussed. It felt so good, he cussed again. Then he tilted his head back and loosed a torrent of obscenities into the sky. “Goddamn fucking hell shit damn piss bastard!”

He screamed until his vocal cords strained against the walls of his throat. The final curse ended on a croak.

The scents of fresh soil and crushed grass filled the early morning air. As he guided the tractor away from the house, digging into the earth so they’d be ready for that first planting, his mind worked furiously.

Maybe he should go up to the house, drag Jens from the bed and do a better job at knocking those teeth out.

Or should he continue to work the ground that was Laurel’s dream? Never in a thousand years would he have guessed she’d risk everything to be an organic farmer. The more he thought of it, the more sense it made. She worked closely with food, and what better way to bring nutrition to the people?

When she’d talked about the venture, passion had flushed her face and made her dark eyes spark.

Yeah, Holden would do this for her. He’d also have her set up with a massive shipment of fertilizer to produce healthier organic crops. The fertilizer had cost more money than he’d ever put into such a thing, but for her, it was worth every penny.

I’m not buying her. I’m just swinging the odds in my favor.

He slowed the tractor for another pass, craning to look over his shoulder to make sure the discs were doing their job. They sliced into the sod and turned it over. About twenty more passes, and the soil would be rich and loamy, ready to receive the fertilizer and then the seeds.

He pivoted forward again. The sunlight flashed on the tall front windows of the house. He glared at the upper ones. One of them was probably Laurel’s. How many nights had Jens spent here?

Holden ground his teeth at the thought. The shriek of the disc wheel severed his control. After jerking the tractor to a stop, he set the brake and leapt the six feet to the ground. His boots sank deep, and he yanked them free, striding back to the discs.

“Son of a bitchin’ thing, stop squeaking!” He kicked a few circles of steel, careful not to cut up his boot. One circle of metal wobbled more than the others on that side, and he kicked it again.

For a long minute, he stared at the dirty, rusted plate of metal. He could do jack shit about it out here. He needed a wrench, bolts—hell, he might need a welder. His only course was to get back on the tractor and continue to drag the squeaky disc around the field.

As he climbed back up onto the tractor seat, he drew a deep breath.

What had they done? Passing Laurel back and forth between them couldn’t be a good thing for anyone. Especially Laurel. She couldn’t possibly make a choice, could she? And if so, based on what? The length of their cocks—how good they were in bed?

He snorted. He was pretty damn confident in his abilities in that department. His cock twitched at the memory of having her beneath him, of filling her hot sheath with his cock and gliding over her silken walls.

Groaning, he fixed his gaze ahead. The front door of the Ransom house opened and two figures trickled out. Jens in his cowboy hat and with a swagger Holden spotted even from this distance. And Laurel right behind him.

Their bodies stretched apart, held together by a thin connection between their hands. Their arms extended. Then Jens released her and blew her a kiss.

“Motherfucker.” It was the only word Holden hadn’t used yet, and he couldn’t think of why not.

He jammed a boot on the gas pedal and sped up, bouncing across the field, the discs deafening behind him. Jens vanished around the house, and a second later reappeared on horseback, his hat tilted at a jauntier angle than usual.

Holden bit the inside of his cheek, fighting to hold back a roar. Damn the man!

Jens pointed the bareback horse, Stargazer, across the field and straight toward Holden. The chestnut flanks of the beast rolled and bunched as Jens pushed him.

Within seconds, horse and rider drew to a stop twenty yards from the tractor. Jens tipped his hat.

Red spots flashed before Holden’s eyes. “You son of a—!” He threw himself off the tractor and raced across the dug-up earth. The horse danced sideways as Holden reached up, snagged Jens by the shirt front and dragged him off.

Jens flexed his arm and tried to shake Holden loose. “What the hell’s the matter with you?”

“You spent the night with my girl, that’s what!”

“My girl too! We made a deal, remember? Or did you think that by taking her to bed that you won? She’s far from making a decision, and I intend to get my fair chance.” Jens’s gaze burned into his.

Every muscle in Holden’s body quivered to beat the living hell out of his best friend—the guy who’d seen him through the soul-wrenching death of his father a few years ago, who had hauled his sorry ass to the hospital when he’d been kicked in the leg by a cow.

He’s the guy who just spent the night making love to Laurel.

With a roar, he hurled himself at Jens.

Jens sidestepped, and Holden tripped.

At that moment, the howl of the discs sounded.

Jens’s eyes widened. Whipping around, Holden saw the tractor rolling forward, with no one at the wheel.

“Jesus, didn’t you set the brake?” Jens took off at a dead run, heels kicking up clumps of mud. Holden darted behind him, squinting to avoid the loose dirt thrown up by Jens’s boots.

Wildly, he tried to think. Had he set the brake? All he could recall was a haze of red and a bull’s eye drawn around his friend.

Jens reached the tractor. The tire rolled on by him, as tall as he was.

“Shit! It’s heading toward the house!”

At that moment, Laurel’s scream echoed across the field. Heart pounding, Holden glanced up in time to see her sprinting toward them.

Jens spotted her too and waved his arms. “No, no, no! Get out of here!”

She continued on, running as fast as her shorter legs could carry her. Her hair was a dark flag behind her, and her features were stretched with fear.

“Stop her!” At that minute, Holden didn’t care whether or not he and Jens were competing for the same woman. All he cared about was keeping that woman safe. She was just green enough not to know that deaths involving farm equipment occurred every day.

Holden’s muscles burned as he sprinted through the thick sod. The tractor rumbled slowly away, at a pace he or Jens could have easily caught up to had they been on flat ground.

Out of the corner of his eye, he caught the flash of Stargazer’s chestnut coat.

“Jens! The horse!”

Whipping around, Jens stuck two fingers in his mouth and blew a shrill whistle that stood the hair up on Holden’s neck. Laurel stopped in her tracks as Stargazer answered his master’s call. The horse raced toward Jens. At the ready, Jens leapt as the quarter horse whipped past. Jens caught the mane and swung onto its bare back, digging in his heels and riding full-tilt for the runaway tractor.

The giant vehicle seemed to be bumping along faster. The screech of the discs extended into one long howl.

Running toward Laurel, Holden kept his gaze on Jens’s every movement. If the man was killed because of Holden’s stupidity, he’d never forgive himself. His heart drummed wildly at his ribs, and he fought for air.

“Oh my God, Holden! Jens!” Laurel’s face was a mask of horror as Holden reached her.

Holden snagged her, yanked her off her feet and into his arms. He cradled the back of her head and drew it to his shoulder. If Jens was about to be injured—or worse—Holden didn’t want her to see.

She quaked uncontrollably. The waves of her hair bounced on her shoulders and down her spine, releasing Jens’s musk. Holden’s gut clenched.

Jens spurred Stargazer on. The horse’s flanks worked as it struggled to gallop in this terrain.

A little closer.

Jens drew up beside the tractor, leaned all the way to the side and swiped a hand through the air to catch the steering wheel. He tilted precariously and nearly toppled off Stargazer’s back.

Holden sucked in a harsh breath. Jerking her head up, Laurel screamed.

Jens caught himself, using his strong thigh muscles to retain his grip on Stargazer. He pushed the horse forward again. The horse shied away from the enormous tire, so Jens took a chance—

And launched himself off the horse’s back. He sprawled over the tractor, legs dangling off.

“Holden, do something!”

Feeling as helpless as he ever had in his life, he released Laurel and raced across the field. The tractor had trundled about two hundred fifty yards away. His lungs were on fire and adrenaline sparked in his veins.

Clinging to the tractor, Jens kicked his legs, attempting to gain enough footing to hoist himself up onto the moving equipment. God, one slip and he’d be pulled under the tractor and crushed.

Holden’s throat clamped shut with terror, but somehow he continued to run.

Use your arms, man. Pull yourself up!

Had he said that aloud? Even if he did, there was no way Jens could have heard him above the drone of the engine and those maniacally squeaking discs.

But Jens pulled himself up inch by inch. His hat toppled off and rolled away into a rut of earth. Looking on, Holden’s heart squeezed as Jens suddenly surged upward. He caught the wheel and the tractor made a left-hand turn. His grip gave Jens enough leverage to throw himself across the seat.

With a sharp jerk, he set the brake.

Numbness infused Holden’s face and tingled in his fingers. Relief swept him and for the second time in days, tears burned in his eyes. He stopped and pinched the bridge of his nose hard, fighting the tears back.

Laurel rushed past him, cries bursting harshly from her with every breath she released. She reached Jens’s hat and scooped it up. Just as Jens cut the tractor engine and jumped off, Holden and Laurel reached him.

“Jens!” Laurel threw herself into his arms. He wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her against him, sealing their bodies together.

“It’s all right, darlin’. No harm done.” He met Holden’s gaze. Narrowing his eyes, Jens spoke in a soft but deadly voice. “You do that on purpose, Holden?”

“What—? Fuck no!”

“You didn’t purposely forget to set the brake, knowing I’d risk anything to stop that tractor?”

“Christ, Jens. You’ve known me for a decade! You think I’d do something like that?”

Jens pressed a light kiss to Laurel’s temple. “Things are different right now between us.”

Holden kicked a clump of sod, wishing it were something harder. Fury infused him and his gut churned. “I’d never wish for something bad to happen to you, Jens. Fuck, man. What’s going on between the three of us doesn’t make me happy in the least, but that doesn’t mean I’d cut you out of the picture. Jesus, I can’t believe the thought would cross your mind.”

Laurel looked from Jens to Holden, tears streaking her face. Holden ground his teeth together. Hating that she was in his friend’s arms. Glad Jens was here to hold her.

Holden tore off his hat and thwacked it against his thigh.

Jens’s shoulders relaxed. “All right. I believe ya.”

“Damn well better.”

“This rodeo ain’t for the faint of heart, Holden.”

Holden’s gaze traveled over Laurel’s lush curves crushed to his best friend’s body. She clung to him, still visibly trembling. The fact that she cared about Jens was apparent. Just how deep was she?

Holden felt as if they were racing toward an invisible goal. The landscape between them and the finish line was littered with obstacles—landmines of truths that could explode in his face at any moment, which in turn would carve away bits of his heart until he gave up the race altogether.

Twisting in Jens’s hold, Laurel met Holden’s gaze. Passion welled up, throbbing between them. Releasing a huff of breath, Holden took one step closer to the finish. Her gaze overflowed with emotion for him.

He crammed his hat back down on his head before climbing atop the tractor once again. A grin spread across his face—a result of Laurel’s obvious love and Jens’s safety. Before he started the engine, he tossed out the flag. “Game on.”


Chapter Six

As Laurel stepped out of the shower, she caught the faint grinding noise of the tractor again. Quickly, she wrapped herself in a thick towel and ran into her bedroom. Shoving aside a box and a pair of shoes, she attempted to reach the window, which faced the field.

At the back of the field, the tractor bumped along. Jens’s truck was parked crookedly at the edge of the field and her yard, but the man was nowhere to be seen.

Damn, what were those alpha males up to now? After the scare with the runaway tractor, Jens had told her to go inside and have some breakfast while he went home and tucked up Stargazer in his stall with a bag of oats and a nice blanket. Laurel hadn’t expected Jens and Holden to return so fast.

After hurrying into underwear and a pair of jeans and haphazardly buttoning up a flannel shirt, she rummaged through a pile of discarded clothes to find a pair of socks. Then she took a moment to comb through her wet hair before running downstairs.

Her body still hummed from her night with Jens—and her day with Holden. Between the two of them, she’d released so many times, she’d lost count. They’d given freely to her, careful to pleasure her before they took their own. Part of her ached with guilt over this. Yet another darker part—one deep down in her soul—burned with greed.

Having both of them was everything she’d ever dreamed of. Each lover provided something she needed, just as they both fulfilled her emotional needs. That’s why it would be so hard to choose between them.

Shaking her head, she finished putting on her boots and ran outside. No time to let her emotions obliterate her work. That’s exactly how Holden had let the tractor get away, nearly causing a disaster. She wasn’t within the safe confines of the hospital anymore. Out here, anything could happen.

Striding across the field, she approached Jens’s truck. The mere sight of the beat-up, black Ford inspired naughty thoughts in her. On their third date, he’d yanked her across the seat, cupped her breasts and fingered her nipples until she thought she’d melt through the vinyl seat.

Last night he’d stunned her with a demanding side she’d never guessed he possessed. Heat flickered low in her belly even as she thought about it.

And Holden…he was just as unyielding and passionate under the covers as he always had been. Consuming her with his need, stoking her fires until she felt she’d combust.

Now she was bouncing between both hunky men and couldn’t get enough. Wrong or not, that’s the way it was.

The sharp tang of manure burnt her nostrils and stung her eyes. In the back of Jens’s truck, a heap was steaming, with a shovel jammed into the odorous depths.

“Agh!” Spreading shit was far from the best job in the world, but it was a necessary one. Holden deserved a little something special for doing this for her.

Yesterday, between rounds of oral sex, wild reverse cowgirl rides and smoldering make-out sessions, she and Holden had discussed her plans for her organic farm, as well as touched on a few things that needed done on the Rope Burn Ranch. He’d been a little more hesitant to speak of the massive planting or improvements to be done on the big ranch, but she hadn’t pried into why.

Holden caught sight of her standing off to the side and waved. That was one cowboy accounted for. Where was the other?

Her little farm sat atop a knoll. The acres stretched as far as the eye could see, but when she started down any of the four slopes, she was on the Rope Burn Ranch. After she’d first signed the rental agreement, Jens had hand-drawn the lay of the land for her, as well as recounted the story of Old Ransom, the ornery man who’d first owned this farm.

He’d been so set in his ways, no wife would have him. So he’d spent his years alone, accumulating any scrap of land adjoining his, until he owned most of the township. As a result of his meanness, he’d also alienated his extended family. So when he died, the land went up for auction, and Jens and Holden had entered the scene.

That was one of her biggest fears about Jens’s scheme for the three of them. Things couldn’t end well between the friends if she chose one over the other. The land would be split, maybe even sold off. And out here in this rugged land, men needed everything in their favor to earn a living.

“Hey, beautiful.” Jens’s deep rumble filled her ear.

Her stomach hollowed out and pooled with liquid want. She clamped her thighs together. “Where were you?”

“Around back of your place, shoveling up the horse turds Stargazer left last night. Not very gentlemanly of me to let my animal leave piles like that on your land.” He pressed his chest to her spine, nestling his erection against the seam of her ass.

She couldn’t stop herself from arching against him, seeking more of that rigid goodness. “That’s true love right there.”

He placed his mouth right against her earlobe. “Yes, it is, Laurel.”

Shivers coursed up and down her spine. If she didn’t get control of herself, she’d end up shoving him down and straddling him, right there in the open.

Holden drove closer and closer, and then made a wide sweep, heading back the other way. While she and Jens could get a quickie in before Holden turned around, she couldn’t. Wouldn’t. It was rightfully Holden’s turn.

“Holden’s fertilizing?”

“Mmm. Changing the topic on me. That’s all right. In the end, I’ll have my way with you.” Jens flicked her earlobe with his hot tongue. “But yeah, that’s not just any fertilizer. That there is Grade-A, top-of-the-line fertilizer that’s gonna put the acid back in your soil. The nitrogen is the source of the amino acids, which makes it very stable.”

Worry snaked through her. “What’s it cost?”

He pressed his lips to the side of her throat and nibbled. Her pussy squeezed hard with want. “Don’t you worry about the cost. Holden and I said we were investing in this venture. It’s our contribution.”

She turned into his arms, wrapping him close. “I don’t know if I can agree to allow you and Holden to share the costs. I have money—”

“Ohhh, no, you don’t. You accept us both into your bed, you accept our help as well. It’s one big package deal.”

Confusion, guilt and excitement wrestled inside her. She couldn’t help but feel as if she were a sapling, bent by the forceful winds of two men. When Jens had suggested they share funds as well as beds, she’d grabbed at his idea because she couldn’t fathom another course. Living without Holden had been misery. And she couldn’t begin to think of an existence without Jens.

“You’ll have to thank Holden for hauling the smelly fertilizer around the field instead of being able to stand here with you.”

She studied Jens’s face. He looked completely serious. Confusion wormed through her. “I don’t understand your way of thinking, Jens. Why would you suggest I spend time with the man who could end up taking me away from you?”

Something moved behind his eyes. “I told you. I can’t stand to see you torn up. If this keeps you happier longer, then I’m all for it.”

“But in the end, someone’s going to get hurt.”

He pressed his lips into a hard line and lifted one bulky shoulder in a shrug. “We’ll deal with it then.”

She threaded her fingers into the short hair under his hat. “It doesn’t bother you to suggest that I spend time with Holden?”

“Well, I’ll admit it was no picnic for me yesterday, knowing you were in his bed. But then you came into my arms…and came quite a few times, if I recall.” He pitched his voice low as he moved in to claim her lips.

Using a rough fingertip, he nudged her face up to receive him fully even as he separated her lips with his tongue. She moaned as his flavors filled her head. Dark need wove through her body, puckering her nipples and capturing her pussy.

She wiggled closer to him, more in love with the feel of his hard body now that she knew it intimately.

He broke away and stared deep into her eyes. “I have a hard time keeping my hands to myself around you, Laurel.”

A shudder tore through her, stealing away the last remnants of her strength. If he wanted to fuck her against the truck door, she’d have her pants around her ankles in a blink.

The sputter of the tractor seemed to grow louder, reminding her that Holden wasn’t far away. When she found herself in Jens’s arms while Holden was present, she was mentally driven back to The Hellion and a crowded dance floor where Holden had tried to lighten his best friend of a few teeth.

Yet, it was torture to stay away from Jens now. For two months, they’d been practically inseparable—poring over seed books, drawing up planting plans and generally having fun. How many Friday nights had they danced away? And how many late-night phone conversations had they shared?

Her budding feelings for Jens were bursting into full bloom, which was why she had agreed with his scheme to date both men. Selfish of her? Yes. But honest. And if Laurel was anything, she was honest with herself.

When she’d rolled into her sixth year as a nutritionist in the hospital, she’d taken a good, long look at her life and found it lacking. That was how she landed here with a field of fertilized and turned earth, ready for the planting.

And that was how she found herself with two boyfriends.

Holden was coming back. The sun beat down on his head, and his hat was pulled low against the glare. He was wearing a tight-fitting white T-shirt and smudges graced the front, as if he’d swiped a dirty hand down it. His bronzed biceps flexed as he cranked the wheel to make another pass.

Catching her eye, he flashed a grin.

Her breath caught. Shock stole her senses. She was standing in Jens’s embrace, yet Holden could still smile at her?

Jens must have noticed too, because he spoke against her ear once more. “See? Even Holden’s getting used to seeing us together. I’m surprised it took so little time, but I’m pleased.”

She shook her head. “What did you do to him? Drug him before you put him on the tractor?”

His chest rumbled with laughter. “Nah. He’s a level-headed guy, for the most part. He sees the logic in the situation.”

“Does he?” Did she? She still had difficulty figuring out what she was doing, and why. It had only been a day, but she felt as if she’d lived this strange arrangement for months—mainly because she had. Even while loving Jens, Holden had always been a shadowy figure in her life.

“Darlin’, I see that look on your face. You don’t have to worry. Holden and I might have our ups and downs, but we’re both smart enough to do what’s right for you. I knew you couldn’t be made to choose there and then—everyone’s emotions were too high.”

It was on the tip of her tongue to ask what he would do if she couldn’t ever make a choice. The thought of giving up either her old lover or her new made her throat clamp shut.

Jens dipped his mouth to hers, and for a moment she was distracted by the scuff of his rough facial hair against her skin and the lingering traces of her arousal on his lips.

“Mmm. You didn’t shower,” she murmured, nipping at his full lower lip.

“Uh-uh. Couldn’t bring myself to wash away your scent.”

A shudder racked her.

“Kiss me, Laurel. Show me that you’re glad you’ve given yourself to me. Glad you’ve given me a chance. Because in another few minutes, Holden will be standing here, demanding his time with you.”

“Oh, Jens.” She stretched and pressed her lips to his. He held the kiss, eyes shut, chest rising and falling as if he’d run a mile. She moved closer, deepening the kiss by gliding her tongue over his lips.

Moaning, he continued to let her do the work. She cupped his face and delved her tongue into his mouth, tasting mint and male. His crisp facial hair stung her fingertips. Angling her head, she devoured him—biting at his lips, sucking his tongue and learning the depths of his mouth in a way she never had before.

Warmth infused her, causing her limbs to tingle and her sex to throb.

His groan drew her back to the present, and she realized the tractor engine had stopped.

She started to draw away, but Jens gripped her upper arms and held her. She met his bright blue gaze and fought to keep from tearing off his pants and spearing herself on his cock. Hell, a sidelong glance could cause a woman to strip immediately.

“I’m heading into town for some parts for that old truck, Laurel.” Jens jerked his chin toward the upper part of the field where an old 1940’s Ford sat in a heap of disrepair near her house.

She gasped. “What? Why? You have a truck.”

“Yeah, but you don’t.”

“I-I don’t need a truck! I have my car.” She gazed at the rusted and chipping black paint and dry-rotted tires.

“A car can’t haul the stuff you’ll need to haul, Laurel. How do you think we’re gonna get the produce out of this field? We’ll have to pick it, load it into crates and head to town with it to sell to the surrounding cities. Holden and I can use our trucks, but we’ll need a third. Even hauling three loads at a time, it will take us a ton of trips.”

A smile stretched her lips and a glow lit her from the inside. “You really believe my fields will produce that much?”

He rubbed her earlobe between his rough thumb and forefinger. Small crinkles appeared around his eyes. “I do. Now, no more arguments from you. It will cost a helluva lot less to get that truck on the road than to buy a new one. Especially if you’re sleeping with someone who knows his way around an engine.”

At this, he ground his hips against hers, showing his full state of arousal.

Laurel squeezed him tight, nuzzling his throat. “Thank you.”

“Oh, you’ll thank me later and often, darlin’. No worries about that.”

 

 

Jens slammed his truck into reverse and slid easily into the parking space between a Jeep and an SUV. The main street was lined with traffic at this time of day. Damn irritating, really. He wanted to get in and out and back to the ranch, but there were bound to be wait times at the check-outs.

He mentally ran through his list. Besides four tires and a bunch of parts for the old Ford, Jens planned to find something special for Laurel. A little surprise. In the months since they’d been dating, he’d refrained from sending her flowers, arriving with boxes of chocolates and giving her jewelry. He wanted to shower her with gifts reflecting his affection, but she hadn’t welcomed such displays.

Probably because she wasn’t mine all this time.

He dropped his head and stared at his boots as he made his way up the sidewalk. For the twentieth time, he wondered if his suggestion that she date both of them was the right one. Yesterday, he’d been out of his head knowing she was in Holden’s bed. Today was no different.

But it was what she wanted—needed right now—so Jens would give it to her. He’d also give in to his desires and buy her a gift. Nothing with a diamond, though that’s exactly what he wanted. If she’d been remotely open to his early advances, he would have slid a ring onto her finger a month ago, and they would have run off to Vegas to get hitched by a man wearing an Elvis costume.

Now they were stuck in a love triangle with his best friend. At least Jens had gained some ground in this battle for Laurel’s love. His body still burned from last night’s lovemaking.

She’d been just as responsive as he imagined—fiery and needy and eager to pleasure him.

“’Scuse me, ma’am.” He stopped behind a woman standing in the middle of the sidewalk.

She tossed a look over her shoulder, and her features rippled with happiness. “Jens!”

He gave Belinda a short nod. They’d dated once or twice, but she hadn’t been his type. There was nothing wrong with her. Jens just wasn’t interested.

She wobbled over on her spike heels and threw her arms around him. Floral perfume filled his nose and permeated his clothes. Hell, even his under-drawers probably smelled like Belinda.

He gave her a pat on the back and then set her away from him.

“How are you? Where you been hiding yourself? I haven’t seen you at the club.” She batted her lashes.

Jens had frequented the Moose Club a few times, which was where he’d met Belinda. But he was more of a bar kind of guy and preferred The Hellion. Besides, he’d never forget holding Laurel close on that dance floor.

“Been around,” he said noncommittally. “Almost plantin’ season.”

“Maybe I could come up and help you with that. Remember we talked about it?” She leaned so close, another wave of her perfume threatened to choke him. What he remembered about that discussion was Belinda inviting herself to help him around the farm and him practically running away.

“Well, Holden’s home now. Got enough help, but thanks.” He tugged on the brim of his hat and side-stepped around her. “Nice seeing you again. I’ve got some errands to run.”

Her face fell, and he suddenly felt like a cad. Had he led her on in any way?

“Okay. Glad I ran into you.” She thrust out her glossed bottom lip and stared at him through big blue eyes.

Damn, he hated hurting anyone or anything. Even branding the fifty head of cattle with the Rope Burn Ranch insignia had made his stomach hurt. Holden had laughed at him for days.

Yet that same drive to avoid causing hurt had given Holden another chance with Laurel. At this moment they were probably—

Jerking away from the thought, he gave Belinda a cursory, “Have a good day,” and strode on down the sidewalk.

The small town of Reedy boasted just about every shop a person could need. A family poured out of a shoe store, the children dancing and jumping around in their new shoes. Jens continued past toward the coffee shop. The delectable aroma of coffee reached him, making his stomach cramp.

This morning, Laurel had offered to make him a pot, but he’d opted to coat his tongue in another flavor. Licking his lower lip, he tasted her there. Pure honey.

“Morning, Anderson. Haven’t seen you in town for a while.”

Jens grinned and paused to talk to the broker who’d arranged for him and Holden to buy the ranch. Sticking out his hand, Jens caught Marshall Brown’s tough hand, and they shook.

The older man was sharp as a pick and the most money-savvy person Jens had ever met. Marshall was only in his forties and rumor had it that he was set up to retire right now if he had a mind to. Jens didn’t doubt it. When he’d first approached Marshall about purchasing the ranch, Marshall had told him if Holden wasn’t able to come up with his portion of the funds, that he’d go in on the venture with Jens.

The four-hundred acre ranch had come with a steep price tag, but Marshall said he’d have a cashier’s check to Jens within days if he needed it.

“You know me—never leave the ranch unless I need something I can’t make, grow or trade a neighbor for.”

Marshall gave a bark of laughter. “Must be something important to drag you out today.”

Yeah, a gift for the woman I love, so I can show her just how crazy I am about her. Jens stuck his hand into his pocket and moved from the center of the sidewalk to hold a conversation with Marshall.

“Yep. I’m getting that old Ford up and running. We need it to haul crops.”

Marshall scratched his trim, brown beard. “The crops you yield would be better hauled by a flatbed truck, I’d think.”

Jens grinned. “That’s true. But we’ve got a tenant on the Ransom plot. She’s got an organic crop going in, and the yield will be smaller.”

“Ah.” Marshall’s simple little word told Jens that the shrewd man had instantly read into the situation. “Sounds like an exciting prospect.”

Images of Laurel flitted through Jens’s head—of tumbling her onto the mattress, the sharp scrape of her nails on his spine, and of sinking deep into her tight, wet heat.

His cock twitched in his Wranglers. Yeah, everything about having Laurel up on that ridge was exciting. He just hoped like hell that he wasn’t cut out of the picture, and the snapshot wasn’t of Holden and Laurel. Though he cared about his best friend’s feelings, Jens planned to win her.

“Yeah, the organic is costing a lot more than the crops we raise, but it will be worth it in the end.”

“I’m in the market for some beef. You have any butchered?”

“Yessir. Freezer’s packed. Just come on over, and I’ll hook you up.”

“I never had beef as fine as the ones you raise, Jens. If you ever have a mind to expand the cattle herd and get really serious about making the Rope Burn Ranch into a true beef farm instead of just dallying, I’ll back you.”

Nodding, Jens grinned. “My pa raised me as a farmer first. I can’t abandon my heritage completely. The beef cows were Holden’s idea.”

“They’re a good one. Prices are going higher and higher.”

“All crops are in demand. This year we’ve got buyers already for our corn and soybean.”

Marshall tilted his head back and stared at the sky. It was faint blue, dappled with clouds. The breeze suggested rain was on its way—a good thing if they were doing the planting.

“Almanac says it’s gonna be a good year for yield. But if you find yourself in a tough spot next year, don’t forget about those cows.”

“Will do.”

Marshall gave a nod, and then moved off down the sidewalk. At the intersection, he looked both ways and then sauntered across the street as if he didn’t have a care in the world.

Probably didn’t.

And here Jens was, twisted in knots about his situation with Holden and Laurel.

On the opposite side of the street, a diner, a secondhand furniture shop and a hardware store boasted their wares in their big front windows. But another kind of business captured Jens’s attention.

A five-foot tall cowboy boot sign hung from the front of the establishment. The front window was lined with boots, from snakeskin to rhinestone-ornamented and everything in between. But a female mannequin wearing fringe and a cowboy hat was the thing Jens focused on.

Laurel often wore ball caps to shield her eyes from the sun, but she didn’t have an old-fashioned cowgirl hat. Of course, she might. Her bedroom was one hell of a shocking mess. Who knew what kind of junk she had stored there?

Yeah, she needed a hat for when they went dancing.

That’s all the incentive Jens needed to make his decision. Jaywalking across the street, he passed between a pickup and a dilapidated car. A hand shot out of the pickup truck window.

“Hey, Jens!”

He waved, uncaring who it was. Most everyone knew him in these parts. He’d lived here his whole life. Just after high school, he’d lost both of his parents when their vehicle skidded off an icy highway. That was about the time he’d met Holden, and he still thanked God for his friend’s support. Later, after Holden’s father died, Jens had reciprocated and held him up during his dark hours.

Such a deep history between them. Friends from the beginning and competitors in the end.

Heaving a sigh, he reached the cowboy outpost. The scents of leather greeted him as he pushed through the door with the bell. The instant he moved into the space, he caught it—that floral perfume.

In seconds, Belinda was on him like a rope on a hog. “Oh, Jens! We’re running into each other all over the place.”

Jens gave her a nod and then cast a look around the store. A salesgirl caught his gaze and took pity on him. Drifting from around the counter, the girl Jens recognized by her brilliant red hair as a member of the Brady family came forward.

“Hi there. Looking for something in particular?”

“Yes, a gift.” Jens wished like hell he could shake off Belinda, but she’d practically adhered herself to his side. He racked his brain for remnants of their exchange where he’d let her down easy. Something to the effect of “not ready for a commitment” floated through his head.

Now he was committed to buying Laurel her first cowgirl hat, which was as committed as anyone got in these parts. Hell, it was the equivalent of sending out wedding invitations.

“Umm. I’m looking for a hat. Something like the one in the window. Do you have it in any other colors?”

Belinda sucked in a sharp breath. He gave her an apologetic look, which he hoped wasn’t too apologetic, and moved off with the Brady girl.

The soft sway of the redhead’s hips seemed to turn into a violent shake. Damn, what was wrong with these females today?

“This is for a gift?”

“Yes.”

“Here’s our selection. We’ve got some nice straw cowgirl hats in pink.”

The corner of Jens’s mouth twitched upward, thinking of Laurel in a pink hat. “She’s not that girly. And I hope to find something that will keep her head dry in a country downpour.”

The Brady girl plucked the pink straw cowgirl hat off the rack and adjusted it over her gleaming red hair. The color put roses in her cheeks. Then again, she had to be about ten years younger than Jens. Of course she had that blooming complexion—she was practically a kid.

“Looks fine on you, Miss Brady, but I’m thinking about leather.”

Miss Brady kept the hat on and circled the metal hat rack. “What color is her hair?”

Suddenly, Jens felt Miss Brady’s sidelong gaze and Belinda’s very direct one from where she stood five feet away, eavesdropping.

In a town of this size, everyone could take the clues and deduce the identity of Jens’s love interest. If he said the woman was a blonde, there would be approximately twenty girls of marriageable age who fit that description. Redheads? Four. Brunettes? Maybe a dozen. And most people knew Laurel was living on the ranch and had seen them grinding on the dance floor at The Hellion.

He pressed his lips into a fine line. Why couldn’t they all just mind their own damn business? Soon enough, Laurel would be under a microscope anyway. After all, she’d been spotted with Jens, and now she’d be with Holden as well. Rumors would start flying, and pretty soon, Laurel would have a bad reputation. As it was, Belinda had already painted a target on her back.

Avoiding the question, Jens plucked a hat off the rack. It was fawn-colored, with a simple, black band and a silver conch in the center. The ends curled up perfectly already, and Jens immediately pictured it atop Laurel’s shining, dark head.

“This ’un will do.”

Miss Brady cast him a questioning look, but he wasn’t about to give her—or nosy Belinda—any more information.

“Wrap it up for me, please.”

When he walked out of the outpost with his gift for Laurel, his heart thumped happily. Tonight he’d have her alone, and he’d present her with the hat, which now was more than a token of his affection. In the minutes he’d spent in the shop, the hat had come to symbolize Jens’s pledge to Laurel. For better or worse, he was in her life.

 

 

Holden cut the engine and looked over at Laurel. She gave him a quizzical smile when he didn’t get out of the truck.

“Something wrong?”

Yes. He didn’t want to take her into the house. If he did, they’d end up in bed, and he wanted her to see he wasn’t only out for some pussy. Though his cock throbbed for it, he had to remind himself he was civilized. He might have spent eight months fighting to keep his life on the violent Bering Sea, yearning for Laurel’s soft touch, but he didn’t want to show her that animalistic side.

She waited expectantly for him to answer. Not the best at communicating, he struggled to put his wants into words. This was exactly why he hadn’t written or called. And now he was paying the price for his inability to speak up.

“I’d like you to wait here. I’ll be back in a moment.”

Her almond-shaped eyes tilted up as she smiled. “Okay.”

“Don’t go anywhere.”

Her smile widened, and she looked out at the sweep of land. All that was visible were rolling fields, the distant mountain range and the field-stone and wood barn.

“Promise,” she said a little breathlessly.

The sound inspired memories of her throaty cries when she released. She was wild in his arms yesterday—bucking, nipping, biting and sinking her nails into his ass to drive him deeper.

Holden scuffed a hand over his face to wipe away the erotic thoughts. “Be right back.”

He opened the truck door and advanced quickly to the front door. They never locked the main house. Out here, no one would dare trespass. Besides, they’d have a hell of a long distance to come—town was a forty-five minute drive, and the nearest ranch was twenty minutes away. And if someone did get it into their heads to steal something from him and Jens, they’d meet up with their rifles.

Inside the house, he strode to the kitchen, a plan suddenly in his mind. He’d take Laurel for a romantic picnic. They’d be alone and on neutral ground. In the house, Jens’s presence seemed to be around every turn. His coat hung on a hook, boots by the door, his favorite coffee mug upside down in the sink, waiting to be washed.

While Holden believed his first encounter with Laurel since his return was a success, he’d been very aware that he and Jens shared this house.

It had never felt so small or claustrophobic.

Tossing together a couple sandwiches and bagging up some homemade cookies Jens usually charmed out of Mrs. Sandy on a neighboring farm, Holden couldn’t help but wonder if Jens had slept with Laurel here.

Shut it off, man. She’s with you right now.

He couldn’t really think much further than this afternoon. He had Laurel for now, and then he’d pass her off to Jens. One of the most fucked-up situations he’d ever heard of in his thirty-one years, but what choice did he have? Laurel was in no state to make a decision, and Jens’s thinking had been solid. She would turn away from them both if they pressed her right now.

He opened the fridge, hooked two fingers around the necks of some ice-cold root beers and then made his way back outside.

Laurel hadn’t moved as promised, though when he climbed into the truck, she angled her body toward him.

Heart surging with desire, he set the makeshift picnic on the floor at her feet and pulled her across the console. She came into his arms easily. Pressing on her lower back, he locked her against him. Her sweet, feminine scent infused him with joy. He wrapped the silken length of her hair around his fist and tipped her head back to claim her lips.

She shuddered as their mouths met. He tried to hold the kiss, to show her a tender side, but the instant their skin connected, the old primal passion rose up between them.

Groaning, he pushed through her lips and drove his tongue into her hot mouth. She opened to him and her tongue met his with wild abandon. He gathered her flavors and went back for more. Hands roaming, he molded her breast to his palm, tweaked the nipple to fit perfectly between his fingers.

“Holden, I want you so bad.” Her whispered admission stole his sanity. He only saw her beautiful face and felt her amazing curves and imagined thrusting into her body until they finished with a scream of completion.

As she ran her hand over his hard length behind his zipper, his cock pulsed heavily.

Fuck, this wasn’t what he wanted. She and Jens actually held conversations—they talked about farming and seeds and fertilizer. How to pattern the crops for best rotation, and who knew what kinds of hopes and dreams passed between them? Jens didn’t just bend her over and take her, but showed he cared.

Holden had to do the same.

Tearing himself away from her, he plunked her onto the seat a few inches away from him. She stared at him for a heartbeat, her lips pink and swollen, confusion in her eyes.

“I have a special afternoon planned,” he panted, battling to keep his gaze from dropping to the peaks of her breasts.

“All right,” she responded unevenly.

Damn, all he could think about was sex—the hot, nasty kind. Could he scrape together the remnants of a romantic date after he spread her out beneath him on the truck seat?

With supreme control, he put the truck into drive. As he headed around the back of the property by way of a narrow cattle road, he attempted to get words past his dry throat.

“Tell me what you’ve been doing these past months, Laurel. Besides becoming a farmer.” He shot her a grin, because never in a hundred years would he have imagined returning from Alaska to find her renting the Ransom place with an organic farm underway.

She returned his smile and a bit of the sexual tension eased between them. “It’s exciting, isn’t it?”

Her enthusiasm was infectious. He made a right-hand turn onto a bumpier road. Clinging to the holy-shit handle above her door, she started to talk about how she’d made the decision to leave the hospital and farm.

When the subject moved from organic food to her finances, she grew tense.

Holden placed a hand on her thigh. “We’ll take care of what you need to put your farm at the top this season. What you’re doing is providing markets with food that’s in demand. There aren’t a lot of organic farms in these parts, and you’ll have the monopoly.”

“That’s good. Then I can pay you and Jens back.”

Fuck, she’d done it. Thrown Jens’s name out between the two of them, and it couldn’t be yanked back. Was she thinking of him? Breathing shallowly, Holden fought his emotion. This wasn’t what he’d planned for their day.

That just means you’ve gotta fight harder to win her in the end.

Laurel caressed the back of Holden’s hand. “Sorry.”

Brooding, Holden simply guided the truck up a steep slope and onto a switchback. She grasped his hand hard when the truck skidded on some gravel. Shooting her a look, he sought to soothe her.

“No worries, babe. I could drive this road blindfolded and in the pouring rain.”

“Let’s hope we don’t have to try that. This is one of the hardest transitions for me. I’m accustomed to the safety of the hospital. Sterile environment and nine-to-five hours. Now I’ve got baby cow spit on my hands from feeding them, and incidents like what happened with the tractor happen in a blink of an eye.”

“You’ve been feeding the calves?” He sought to alleviate her stress related to the tractor episode. Forgetting about how much of an ass he’d been and how close he’d come to getting Jens killed was the best course for both him and Laurel.

“Not every day, but I’ve fed them a few times. They’re such sweet little things.”

Holden stopped the truck on a flat and cut the engine. Turning to her, he slid a hand up the column of her throat, beneath her hair. “Not as sweet as you.”

Shifting closer, she leaned in at the same moment he did. He dropped his forehead to hers. “I’m so glad to be with you again.”

“I’m happy you’re here.” Again, she was breathless.

He pressed his lips against hers softly, gently, letting the moment build. “Come on. I want to show you the view.”

Reaching across her, he purposely came in contact with her warm thighs and held her gaze as he popped the door open. Then he returned to his seat. She hesitated before climbing out, her eyes gleaming.

Feeling easier than he had in a long time, he grabbed the food and drinks and rummaged behind his seat for one of several blankets he travelled with. A man never knew where he’d be stranded, and it was always good to come prepared.

After rounding the truck, he caught Laurel’s hand and entwined their fingers. The sun trickled across the flat area he’d chosen for their picnic, and a faint breeze played with tendrils of Laurel’s hair.

She gasped as they neared the edge. The level territory was wedged between two small mountains and overlooked a good portion of the Rope Burn Ranch. The main house was nestled in the valley, and a few horses circled in the corral behind the barn. Thick stripes of golden brown, green and dark brown earth stretched as far as the eye could see—fields in various stages of readiness for planting season.

“Holden…it’s gorgeous.”

He set down the picnic items and blanket, and then wrapped an arm around her middle. Looking over her shoulder, he pointed. “See there?” He stretched his finger toward the faint spot where her house stood. The sun beamed off the roof and turned it to gold.

“Oh!”

“Pretty, huh?”

“Gorgeous.” She turned into his arms, her body fitting perfectly against his. He couldn’t resist kissing her again. Those ripe lips called to him on a higher plane than he could function.

Softly nibbling her lips, he separated them with his tongue. The first warm stroke of her tongue nearly undid him. Damn, would he ever get used to her sultry allure?

Desire thundered through his veins, and he felt his pulse in his temple. Better yet, he felt Laurel’s erratic pulse under his index finger, where he settled it against her throat.

“Thank you for bringing me here. I couldn’t think of a more special spot.”

Score one point for Holden. His grin spread across her lips and he gave her one last solid kiss. “Let’s eat. It’s been hours since breakfast.”

He spread out the blanket and they curled up on it side by side with legs outstretched. She peeled away her outer layer and abandoned it beside her.

“You dress different now.” He unwrapped a sandwich and handed it to her.

Surprise washed over her features. “What do you mean?”

“Before…” Unspoken words hung between them. “When you worked at the hospital, I never saw you in all these layers.”

“Well, the most I walked was from the house to the car and the car to the hospital. There was no need for two undershirts and long johns beneath my jeans.”

“You’re wearing long johns?” He dove for her waistband.

Giving a squeal, she twisted away from him, but not before he slid his fingers into her waistband and met with the silk and lace of feminine panties.

“Little liar.” He sank his teeth gently into the side of her neck where it met her shoulder, possessing a spot just above the small red mark obviously left by Jens. A shiver rippled through her, and she grasped his nape to hold him there.

“Made you look,” she said breathlessly.

Christ, this was going to be one hell of a difficult date, considering all he wanted to do was stretch her out on the blanket, go down between her thighs and lick her pussy. Get a grip. Some semblance of control was necessary. He couldn’t just be the “fuck” date. He had to be the whole package deal—the caring husband-type with a side of intrigue.

Something like Jens, goddammit.

“Holden.”

Tossing away his tenuous grip he had on his need to show her how important she was to him, he trailed his tongue over her neck and down to her collarbone. It was too chilly out to strip off her shirts and worship her breasts with his mouth, but he would damn well keep her warm.

She dropped her sandwich as he bore her back on the woolen blanket. The scent of crushed grass hovered around them, mixing with her soap-and-water perfume and the cold cuts from the discarded sandwich.

Holden released her neck and gazed down into her eyes. “I don’t want to only have sex with you.” His voice came out roughly, as if he’d gargled with a belt buckle, a horse bit and a swallow of whiskey.

Something moved behind her eyes that he didn’t know how to read. Then the warmth was back, her chocolate eyes melting as she stared at him. Running her tongue along her lower lip, she surged upward for his kiss. “I know,” she said a split second before their mouths met.

He angled his mouth over hers and drove his tongue deep, tasting her desire. A ripe peach. That’s what she was. All curves and softness and sweetness. Dipping into her mouth was like lapping at whipped cream drizzled with chocolate—a decadent sugar high.

He trapped her with his hips and ground his erection into her pussy. With a groan, he dropped his forehead to hers. “Fuck, I can feel your heat through your jeans.”

“It’s hotter inside the jeans.”

“Have mercy.” All his worries about their rocky reunion and the strange tangle with Jens vanished, and suddenly he was alone on this ridge with the love of his life.

“Never.” She ran her palm down his abs and captured his rigid cock. Through his jeans, she stroked him. Each pass of her fingers over his bulbous head made him grind his teeth. Pleasure licked at his insides.

He inched his fingers beneath the layers of her shirts and met with searing skin. Words sprang onto his tongue. The things he’d thought about while in Alaska—how he adored her musical laugh and the way she nibbled at the tines of her fork after she took a bite. Now he loved her for even more reasons, such as the fact that she dressed like a country girl and fit into the ranch as a man’s hand fit a work glove.

“I can’t get enough of you. You smell so damn good.” He nuzzled her breasts through her shirts as he circled her navel with a thumb. His cock hardened another fraction when she brought her hips upward against his.

Raking her nails down his spine, she wrapped her thighs around his hips. “Take me, Holden. Right here. Now.”

The need to drive into her tight sheath was more than he could bear. In seconds, he had her jeans and panties shimmied down her hips, her shirts off and her bra unhooked. She nudged his pants down too and eased his thick cock onto her palm.

Staring into his eyes, she stroked him. Juices oozed from the tip, and she smeared her fingertip through it. The sun was warm on his back but a cool breeze teased at their exposed parts. He covered her more fully with his body to keep her warm.

“Come into me, Holden.”

For a frantic minute, he warred between giving her what she wanted and giving her what he thought she needed. Right now, she wanted his body, but later, she may think back on this encounter and wish they’d continued with their sweet picnic.

She rocked her hips, and her wet pussy lips engulfed his swollen cock head. A full-body shudder passed from her and into him.

“Oh, hell!” With one hard thrust, he sank deep into her pussy even as he pinched her nipple.

Crying out, she squeezed her eyes shut, and bliss painted her features into a masterpiece. Behind her, the colors of the landscape contrasted with her dark hair and eyes. The creamy hue of her skin turned to gold beneath the midday sun.

He withdrew almost to the tip and then slammed back into her deeper than before. His balls were bulging and his heart throbbing. When her walls suddenly tightened around him, he slid home again and again until she tipped over the edge.

Feeling her splinter around him, her pussy contracting madly, sent him out of control. A primal cry burst from him as white-hot jets of come soaked her.

At that moment, they sucked in matching gasps. Her gaze met his, frantic with a what have we done?

A final shudder left her as her release ebbed away. Holden’s chest was tight with fear, though his body burned with the aftereffects of an amazing orgasm. Everything had been so perfect, so right. Except there might be an “oops”.

Did he care? Binding her to him through a child would never be a bad thing. Hell, he wanted to marry her anyway. This would just sway her toward him, and Jens would be cut from the picture.

Still, he had to ask. “Shit, Laurel, I didn’t think. Are you…on the pill?”

She gave a small nod. “For regularity.”

A little flutter of disappointment took up residence in his stomach.

She was looking at him, her eyes still blurred by passion. “You okay?”

“Yeah, baby. Are you?” He skimmed her lips with his, but a shadow had settled over them. Though the sun was high in the sky and the clouds had floated away, their day was darkened.

Her inner muscles clenched him and he gave a groan. Rocking her against him, he searched for the deepest spring of tenderness inside himself. He could do this—wanted to do this—give her the romantic interlude along with the pleasure. He traced the fine bones of her cheek, her jaw, down to her collarbones. Following with his lips, he whispered love words. Not exactly poetry, but it was a start.


Chapter Seven

Laurel leaned against Jens’s truck and watched the tractor make one more pass over her field. She shouldn’t curse the coming of planting season, yet she did.

Since the sun was setting later, they were able to work longer. Most of the day had been spent on the main farm, getting the fields ready for planting. While the men plowed and hauled fertilizer and fixed broken tractor parts, Laurel had seen to more domestic duties—feeding calves and making a huge meat-and-potato lunch for Jens and Holden.

Sharing the table with both of them should have been awkward, but for some strange reason, a camaraderie had befallen the three of them. While the men tucked in with grunts of appreciation, she’d chattered about the shipment of seeds she’d just received for her crops.

Laurel’s fields were smaller, but they required a bit more maintenance. The soil up here hadn’t been worked in decades, and it needed special nutrients as well as the organic fertilizer the men had spent a fortune on.

At lunch, Jens had caught her gaze across the table and her pussy had slicked immediately. And Holden had later rubbed his socked foot up her calf, which ignited her further. Between the two of them, she was going to be turned to ash.

She’d been caught up with Holden in the barn half of the day and enjoyed some freedoms against the rough wall. Now she was ready for some time alone with Jens.

Bouncing atop the tractor, Jens looked as if he could be the model for a farm ad. Hunky guy with a perfect sweat-darkened trail down his spine, hat tipped low and hair curling under the brim. Laurel dug her knuckles into her thighs against the urge to run her fingers through it.

How had she gotten to this place in her life? She’d fallen into the loving of two men with the ease of slipping into a hot bath. Except now she didn’t gain enough ease from one man.

She needed them both.

But a thread of worry continued to run through her. After Jens had returned from town, Laurel had caught the faint trace of perfume clinging to his denim shirt when she hugged him. When she’d asked about it, he’d told her that he ran into an old friend in town. Also, that old friend had put a secretive light in his eyes.

The wind gave a sudden blast, and she wound her arms around her waist to keep warm. Jens bounced around another turn and came to a stop about ten yards from her.

He geared the engine down to an idle so he could holler over it. “Looking for a ride, little lady?”

A smile tugged at her lips, and instant warmth pooled in her core. “Why, yes.”

“Come on up.” He waved to her, and she jogged up to the enormous tractor. Being seated atop a massive vehicle that held so much power was a bit frightening in an adrenaline-rush way.

Jens extended a gloved hand to her. She gripped it, and he vaulted her up against him. The heated spice of his skin filled her senses. Was it wrong to only want to go to bed with her lovers? Two should satiate her, but the opposite was true. She was left more wanting after each encounter.

Maybe that’s because something’s missing.

The voice in the back of her mind caused her to jerk. Jens mistook her movement for a shiver.

“Whoa, darlin’, you are cold. Here, lean against me and hang on tight. I’ll drive us home.” Jens’s face was shaded by his hat, but the bright blue depths of his eyes sparkled out at her.

She gripped the back of the seat and got a better footing on a strip of metal on the side of the equipment. Then she slipped an arm around Jens’s waist and held on tight. Burying her face against his shoulder, she drank in the tangy smell of his hard work and his personal musk. The flesh between her thighs ached to get him into the shower, soap him up and feel him stretching her, filling her.

She gave an involuntary moan.

Mistaking her noise for discomfort, he smoothed a palm over her thigh. “Almost there, baby.”

The house was a short ride away. When they rolled to a stop on the gravel drive, she moved to dismount. Jens reached back and yanked her across his lap. His arousal pressed against her hip, as eager and ready as she was.

His gaze burned into hers for a long heartbeat. How many times had they shared this look of wanting? While twirling around the dance floor at The Hellion, when he was buried deep inside her, and at the dinner table with Holden looking on.

Clenching her thighs to stop the extreme ache that began at those thoughts, she traced her thumb over Jens’s hard lips. “I’ve got dinner in the oven for you.”

Surprise unsettled his features. His long brows shot up and he grinned. “Aren’t you the sweetest little thing?”

God, she loved how he said “thing” with that twang. It plucked at her heartstrings every time. “It’s the least I can do after you worked a long day to help me.”

“I’ll teach you how to drive the smaller tractor soon, but for now, it’s easier to get it all done as quickly as possible. Besides”—he gave her bottom a stinging slap—“I love doing this for you. And this.” He claimed her mouth.

The smack burned the skin on her ass, but it did more than that. It doubled—tripled—her need. White fire raced over her flesh. With a moan, she wrapped her arms around Jens and met his tongue stroke for stroke.

As he ran his gloved hands over her curves and traced the underside of her ass with his finger, her pussy squeezed. Juices flooded her panties. If they hadn’t already been soaking all day, they were now.

Tearing his mouth from hers, he captured her throat. Every fine hair on her body stood at attention.

“Damn, baby, you’re so soft, so willing.”

She heard a “but” in his voice and withdrew enough to see his amazing eyes. “And…?”

He gave a snort of laughter. “And I’m a grungy farmer who needs a shower.”

Lurid images of water and soap streaming over his bulging muscles swirled in her head. Beneath her layers, her nipples pinched into tight knots.

Provocatively skimming her lower lip with her tongue, she held his gaze. “Water’s hot at my place.”

“Mmm. So’s your pussy.” He slipped his hand between her thighs and cupped her sex through her jeans.

Spasms of delight nearly unhinged her. A few caresses and she’d be sailing over the edge. Her body ached to feel him push a finger inside her.

“Let’s get off this tractor.”

His chest rumbled with a laugh. “That’s the best idea I’ve heard all day.”

He gently eased her off him, and she cautiously jumped to the ground. The wind gave another sharp blast, which cut through her. She huddled into her coat and watched Jens leap down. He straightened up with that rolling grace she adored. Before she could take a single step toward the house, he had whipped her off her feet and into his arms.

She issued a squeal that was stolen by the wind. Taking advantage of Jens’s closeness, she set her lips against his salty throat and raised a shudder from him. By the time they hit the front steps, his erection jutted into her hip.

Oh yes. Tonight she’d get exactly what she wanted from him—more of his domination. The way he took control of her sent a renewed thrill through her each time. Somehow, Jens had ended up as the bad boy in bed, and Holden had become the tender and romantic lover. Never in her wildest dreams had she envisioned this turn of events.

Hell, she’d never imagined herself sleeping with both men at all.

Jens twisted the door handle, and then they were inside. The scents of garlic and cheese greeted them, and he groaned. “Damn, two fine meals in one day. You’re gonna spoil me.”

She’d had at least two fine romps a day for a week, and that made her as spoiled as a cat with a pail of cream. Though it was a bad idea to mention this, she couldn’t stop thinking about Holden and Jens and how they pampered her in bed, up against a barn wall or bent over the sofa.

“Let’s get you in the shower. Our meal can wait.”

The corner of his mouth quirked up and a bracket formed there. The depths of his eyes twinkled. “I love an eager woman.”

“Mmm. That’s good. Because I want you.”

Giving her a quick kiss, he set her on her feet. “You turn down that oven while I check on your new seed shipment.”

Immediately, she caught that thread. Excitement about her farm momentarily staunched the want in her belly. She was sick and tired of waiting for the weather to stabilize enough for them to plant. Every day her seeds sat here, the bags urging her to pour the contents onto the ground and cover it with soil, her impatience grew.

“Will it be tomorrow, Jens?”

He obviously knew exactly what she was talking about. Today at lunch, she’d asked the same question. When could they get this project underway? Her dreams were on hold, and she was tired of waiting.

In fact, she was tired of waiting for Jens too. The fire leapt once more.

She trailed a fingertip down the center of his chest, between his hard pecs, and gazed up at him with what she hoped was a “come here” look.

He used his teeth to yank off his gloves and leaned down slow inch by slow inch. Waiting for those firm lips on hers, she quivered. His musk met her senses first, and then his heated breath washed over her skin. When he didn’t move fast enough, she gripped his T-shirt and yanked him down.

Their mouths colliding, they skipped the spark and went straight to the inferno. She wriggled against him, rubbing her breasts on his chest and her belly on his erection as she squeezed his shoulders and brought him down to her for more delicious kisses.

He ground his hips against hers, darting his tongue deep into her mouth. Just as she slid her tongue over his velvety one, he groaned. Pulling away, he clutched her waist and put an inch of space between them.

Confusion tore at her, and frustration made her stomp her mental foot. Damn, she’d watched him bumping around that field and wanted him for far too long to go slow.

“Jens…”

He twisted her hair around his fist and used it to tilt her head back. Pain prickled her scalp, infusing her with want. “You know what?”

“Hmm?” Her insides were molten lava.

“I think you need a lesson in patience.” Giving her a sharp pinch on her backside, he released her.

Mind spinning, she watched him move away from her. Each muscle rolled with a fluidity that was animalistic, and damn, she wanted that animal moving atop her. Inside her.

Instead of heading for the stairs and her bedroom, as she’d hoped, he squatted before the boxes of seeds.

A lesson in patience…what did that mean?

Without looking at her, he sorted through the bags and trays within the cardboard boxes. Half of her life savings was inside those boxes. If this crop failed, she was screwed, and not in a hot, delicious way.

The longer they had to wait to get the seeds into the ground, the more chance that the crops wouldn’t have enough time to gestate and produce big. If she didn’t produce big, not only wouldn’t she have enough money to try organic farming next year, but she’d be out of a place to live. No money equaled no home.

“Jens, it’s almost the end of May. When do you think we’ll be able to get these crops in?”

He pivoted his head and gave her a piercing look that instantly quelled her tongue.

It also sent rivulets of warmth between her thighs.

“Patience, my love.”

She gave a jerky nod, spun on her heel and strode toward the kitchen to turn off the oven. As she went, she wiggled her hips a little more than usual. Hopefully, Jens got over his “patience” routine and realized he was as hungry for her as she was for him.

Drawing up in front of the stove, she stared at the temperature knob for a long minute. Maybe he didn’t want her with the same intensity. Was it possible that after working to get under her skirt for so many weeks, he’d sated himself so soon?

A long sigh trickled from her lips. Reaching to twist the knob to off, she was stopped by a big hand. Jens moved in behind her. Close.

As she stared at the thick veins running over his wrist and forearm, her ache grew. Despite her worry that he wasn’t as interested in her anymore, she couldn’t stop herself from rubbing her ass against his groin.

“Uh-uh.” He leaned away from her. “Remember that patience, sweetie? Out here in the country, we don’t always get what we want when we want it. That includes a quick trip to the market, Saturday night entertainment and even prompt medical care.”

She turned her face toward him, giving him her profile. “Does that mean no warm beds too?”

He gave a little laugh, heating her temple with his breath. “No. But you won’t always get what you want when you want it, Laurel. Those seeds won’t get into the ground any faster just because you demand it.”

She spun to face him. Behind her, the oven radiated heat, but before her, the man was an inferno. A few grains of soil clung to the dark hair on his jaw. He’d doffed his hat and his hair lay on his scalp in damp whorls.

“What if I demand this?” She boldly covered his erection with a hand, wrapping her fingers around the thick head and drawing it away from his body, still within the confines of his jeans.

A muscle jumped in the corner of his mouth, but he didn’t make a noise. Only stared at her until she squirmed.

“Time for that lesson in patience.” Gripping her wrist, he towed her out of the kitchen.

She followed him eagerly, a smile in her heart, and veins throbbing with excitement. At the base of the stairs, he made her take off her boots when he did. Then climbing the treads, he kept her wrist within his rough hold.

At the top, he tripped over a basket of laundry she’d brought up but hadn’t yet folded.

“Damn!”

“Sorry. I shouldn’t have put it there.”

He nudged it aside with his foot but said no more. When he led her past the bedroom, she realized they were headed to the bathroom—and a hot shower.

Her nipples tightened almost painfully.

The bathroom was small in this older house, and the fixtures were horribly outdated. But the bathtub was a big, old, glorious porcelain one with room enough for two. She’d never actually taken a bath with Jens, but they’d shared showers this past week.

He flicked back the shower curtain and turned on the water. In seconds, steam rolled into the space. He gave her another dark look. His gaze ticked over her hips, up to her breasts and finally captured her gaze.

“Take off my clothes.”

Her heart sputtered and tripped out of control. The commanding tone he used in the bedroom had filtered into his voice—his words so different from when he’d told her to take off her boots downstairs. Then she’d taken off her boots because she needed to. Now she would strip him because he demanded she do it.

Breathing hard, she stood on tiptoe and reached between his shoulder blades. Pinching the fabric of his T-shirt, she dragged it over his head. It was adhered to his spine by perspiration, but she successfully removed it.

Dropping it to the floor, she reached for his belt. Before she dated Holden, she hadn’t been attracted to cowboys or the rugged type. The men she’d dated were businessmen or accountants. Now she couldn’t get enough of muscles, belt buckles and five o’clock shadows.

A shiver raced down her spine, and Jens’s eyes crinkled with a smile that didn’t touch his lips. She removed his belt and then popped the button of his jeans. As she slid down the zipper, each metallic zzz ratcheted up her desire.

Panting, she pushed the denim off his hips, skimming the ring of muscle below his abs as she did. She dragged his underwear down too, and he stepped out of the mass of fabric including socks.

Standing there in the buff, he looked as much at home as he did on horseback. Hell, he could easily be an underwear model.

His cock rose up, thick and straining, from a nest of pubic hair. She moved to wrap her fingers around it, but he caught her hand and squeezed. While he didn’t say “patience”, the word was etched all over his features.

Okay, if he wanted patience, she’d test his.

“Get out of your clothes and get into that shower.” His deep voice burned through her.

The race to strip off her clothes was on. She couldn’t peel off the layers of shirts, jeans and undergarments fast enough. When she was entirely nude, she found his gaze locked to her pussy. This morning, she’d trimmed her curls into a neat patch. And when Holden had found it, he’d dutifully worshipped it. Dropping to his knees on the barn floor, he’d nuzzled, kissed and licked her until she trembled with release.

She shifted her legs apart so Jens was able to see the moisture on her inner thighs.

He passed a hand over his face, then plowed his fingers through his hair.

She bit back a smile. So he wasn’t as immune to her as he’d like her to believe.

Easing toward him, she held his gaze. “I’m going to—”

“Be patient,” he finished. Quickly, he stepped over the lip of the tub and into the shower.

Tamping down the urge to growl, she followed him. Heat engulfed her. Water sluiced off his shoulders and chest, snaking down and darkening his pubic hair. She molded her palms to his pecs, but he gave her a look that made her retreat.

“Wash me first. I’ve been working since dawn.”

Now washing was something she could get into. She squeezed some manly body wash into her hand and soaped her fingers. Then reaching up, she started at his nape, smoothing the slickness around his neck and removing all the grit. She moved over each inch of his shoulders, chest and corded arms. When she reached his abs, she refilled her hand with soap.

Gliding her fingertips over the ridges on his stomach, she let her senses control her. Her head spun from the musk and soap scents, and her fingers were on fire. Between her legs, her sex throbbed. If he didn’t touch her soon, she wasn’t averse to begging.

Deep desire clawed at her core as she circled his abs to his lower back and down to his carved buttocks. A moan left her as she soaped the hard planes. He let her wash him this way, watching through hooded eyes. But when she pressed her belly against his erection, he jerked his hips away.

“On my terms, darlin’.”

Promise seeped from his tone, causing a new flood of cream on her thighs.

“I’ll finish myself. You wash now.”

Disappointment colored her. Wasn’t he going to help?

As she began to wash, he gazed at her heatedly but didn’t lay a soapy finger on her. He shook the water from his hair, let her rinse and then switched off the shower.

They dried in silence, though they exchanged plenty of burning looks. She didn’t like this patience game at all. How was he able to hold on to his control? If she didn’t know he’d stop her, she’d shove him down, straddle him and sink over his cock.

Jens hovered close, his mouth inches from her throat. Shivering, she closed her eyes and waited for him to kiss her—to find that sweet spot that made her writhe.

Instead, he hooked a finger in the towel she’d tucked around her body and yanked it free. The terrycloth puddled at her feet and she gasped in anticipation. Holden wouldn’t make her wait. This afternoon, he’d taken one look at her and given her two shuddering orgasms before taking his ease.

“Let’s go to bed,” Jens rumbled.

Laurel’s nipples swelled to two tiny buds. That was the best thing he’d said all day, and he’d said plenty to leave her wanting.

Sweet Jesus, she thought as she trailed him down the hall to the bedroom. In the dying sunlight streaming through the upstairs windows, his muscled ass inspired visions of sinking her nails into that hard flesh and drawing him deep.

In her bedroom, he shook his head at the mess—something she’d become accustomed to. He’d laughed about the amount of stuff she had and how unorganized she was.

“If this was a barn and you a farmhand, I’d fire you,” he’d teased.

He turned to her slowly, seeming to drink her in with his liquid gaze. He pulled her into his embrace, and relief swept her. The knot in her lower belly tightened further.

Jens took his time kissing her, deeply, then with playful nips. When he finally drifted to her throat, she clung to him weakly, urging him with her movements to speed things up.

He reached between her legs and cupped her pussy. One thick finger lay along the seam. Laurel cried out and bucked. As soon as she did that, he removed his hand.

“Patience,” he murmured against her ear. Worrying her ear lobe between his teeth, he set her on fire. Her knees weakened, and he swept her up and laid her on the bed tenderly.

Stretching over her, he supported his weight on his elbows. When he didn’t kiss her again, she bit into his lower lip.

His chest vibrated with a growl. Though his cock nudged her, he didn’t kiss her again or join them. He opened his mouth to speak, but she beat him to it.

“Patience?”

His grin split his handsome face. “Now you’re learning.” Slipping down her body, he kissed and licked her flesh, avoiding the places she most loved to be touched. Frustration mounted. She arched her back, hoping to entice him with her rosy nipples, but he bypassed them and languished kisses on the valley between her breasts.

Moisture slipped from her folds. Rocking her hips upward, she sought his stiff cock. One swift jerk and he’d be rooted deep inside of her.

As if guessing her thoughts, he locked her hips to the bed with his big hands. Their gazes met, and she gave a plea in the form of a sigh.

“I know what you want. You want me to touch these.” He swirled the air above her breasts. Her blood surged. “And this.” He traced a figure-eight in the air over her clit.

“Oh my God, Jens.”

“Mmm. You’re a good little student.” With that, he slid down her body and positioned himself at the juncture of her thighs.

She attempted to spread her legs for better access, but he pinned her knees with his big hands. Then slowly, he dropped his mouth to the trim patch of curls on her mound.

She stopped breathing, concentrating on the heat of his mouth and the intense feelings tearing through her. Passion, desire, love. They flickered like an old movie on a screen, blurred and overlapping. But they all had one thing in common—Jens.

He sucked her clit onto his tongue. Crying out, she lost all ability to think or reason. Electric heat consumed her from the tip of her toes to the ends of her hair. He lapped at her, gathering juices and tasting her clit as if it were a delicacy.

The first shocks rocketed through her system. Almost there.

Just as she began to tremble, he withdrew. Stopped kissing. Stopped licking.

Hanging on the precipice, she began to beg him to push her over. “Jens, please. I can’t wait another minute.”

“Sure you can, baby.” He gained his knees and maneuvered himself until his cock bobbed before her lips.

A clear bead of come oozed from the tip, and she could control herself no longer. Wrapping her fingers around the root of his shaft, she surged up and closed her mouth over the head of his cock.

He clenched his fists in her hair and drew her in, forcing her to take it. But she wanted all of it, anyway.

Pressing forward, she held her breath, prepared to take him into her throat. His grip tightened and he held her away, just millimeters from where she wanted to be, with her lips flat against his pelvis.

She made a noise of urgency, which drew a laugh from him. She gazed up his hard body and met his blue eyes. Sparks of lust practically flew from them—an electric fence she’d get caught in any day of the week. If he’d let her, she’d hurl herself at it and go up in smoke.

“My speed,” he reminded her.

She gave a soft sound of agreement and swished her tongue around the sensitive rim of his cock. When she dipped her tongue into the depression, he moaned and let her create her own pace.

The smoky taste of his cock curled on her tongue. She squirmed to be touched, but he didn’t loosen his hold on her hair. She sucked him shallowly until she felt his fingers relax. Then she gave him an imploring look.

Please can I suck you deep?

With a grunt, he jerked his hips at the same moment he drew her head close. Her lips met his pubic hair and she hollowed her cheeks around his thick erection. She fell still, letting him feel himself completely inside her mouth.

A heartbeat throbbed between their gazes.

He released her, and she drew a deep breath. Her will bent to his, she licked him teasingly. “Suck me off, Laurel. Take my cock into your pretty mouth and let me feel your heat wrapped around me.”

A thrill rippled down her spine and settled in her sex. Mewing with want, she set the pace. His velvety shaft drove her wild. She savored the flavors, the ridges and the drops of come that wet her tongue.

When he began to stiffen and his thighs to tremble, she increased her speed.

His cock seemed to swell another fraction, and then he thrust deep into her mouth, pouring his hot juices into her throat. She swallowed automatically, her gaze fixed on his expression of bliss.

Head thrown back, mouth a grimace of ecstasy, he came.

The final jerks of his cock on her tongue passed, and she mouthed him slowly, lovingly.

He tangled his fingers in her hair and lifted the weight of the locks off her spine. “So beautiful. Gorgeous woman. So patient.”

Her gaze snapped to his. Was he going to abandon this game and give her what she wanted? She’d been good—had played along. Hell, she’d even learned a lesson.

No one ruled Jens.

 

Fatigue washed over Jens as he pulled his lax cock from his lover’s lips. She stared at him beseechingly.

“Oh, baby, you are very deserving of this.” He flipped onto his back and dragged her up by the hips until she was straddling his face.

Her pussy was inches from his mouth. Wetting his lips, he grasped her thighs and yanked her down to him. Fleetingly, he thought of her wearing the cowgirl hat he’d bought her as she mounted his mouth, but he wasn’t ready to give it to her yet. He always went with his gut, and the timing wasn’t right.

Her moist folds bathed his tongue. Though he’d just had a huge finish, his cock twitched to life once more. Driving his tongue deep into her entrance, he used his fingers to part her ass cheeks.

Skimming a fingertip down the seam and past her secret spot, he registered her primal moan.

He found her button once again and applied more pressure with his tongue, forcing back the hood covering her core and teasing her very bundle of nerves.

“Fuck, Jens!” She thrashed, and he barely held on to her with one hand. But now he knew exactly how to make her sit still.

Using his fingertip, he pressed on her netherhole again.

She drew a hitching sigh and stopped breathing. He worked over her sweet pussy with quick strokes at the same time he circled her opening. Shuddering, she pressed her ass back, seeking more of his intimate touch.

He paused to lick a finger, and then stroked her ass again, learning each ridge. The first contractions started against his tongue as her release claimed her.

“Ohhhh!” Her harsh cry filled the air. She rocked violently. And that instant, he buried his finger to the first knuckle into her tight hole. Heavy pulsations of her orgasm tore up his arm and juices wet his tongue. He continued to draw out her release, raising more cries.

When she finally collapsed forward, he withdrew his finger and brought his hands to her waist. He lifted her bodily and laid her alongside him. Her hair was tousled, her breathing ragged and her eyes bright with tears.

“Oh, darlin’.” He kissed her softly. “Was it that bad?”

She shook her head, brushing her nose against his. “To say it was earth-shattering is an understatement. Mr. Patience,” she added.

He chuckled and tucked her close to his body. God, was there ever a woman who fit him this well? The answer was a resounding no.

At the moment, it seemed they were the only two people in the universe, drifting in an afterglow of love and sexual pleasure. He itched not only to give her the hat he’d purchased, but to get the old Ford up and running as swiftly as possible. But snuggling in bed with her was too good, and he was too tired to move.

He wanted to give her everything. Every possessive bone in his body ached to claim her. She was the missing piece in his life.

Trouble was, she seemed to fit Holden too.

 

 

Holden leaned against the counter and repeatedly rasped his knuckles over his jaw while he waited for the coffee maker to sputter to a stop. The aroma was mouth-watering—the quality of the coffee so much better at home than on the fishing boat, Cure the Blues.

To the crew he’d fished with, “curing the blues” meant searching for the biggest net of fish. But for Holden, he’d truly started living again once he stepped off the boat. Knowing he’d soon be with Laurel had eliminated any melancholy he’d felt the past months.

He’d never expected to be fighting for her in this way.

Why hadn’t he demanded to have nights with her?

Shooting another glance at the wall clock, Holden yanked the full coffee pot out before the liquid was finished trickling out. He filled his mug and then slammed the pot back into place.

Jens had more time alone with her than Holden did. During the day, Holden was so busy working the farm, he could barely find a minute to show Laurel how important she was to him. And after his fuck-up of not communicating in the past, he was determined to show her now.

Gingerly, he took a sip of the scalding coffee. His stomach rumbled, but he didn’t have the energy to make a big breakfast. He’d have to settle for toast and hope that Laurel cooked a nice lunch again.

The drone of Jens’s truck engine grated on Holden’s last nerve when the man finally arrived home. Holden pivoted to face the door, raring for a fight even before dawn.

He took another sip of coffee, enjoying the burn all the way to his stomach. When the screen door squeaked, he set down his cup and clenched his fists.

A dark, shining head popped through the door, and Holden started. “Laurel.”

She met his gaze with a sleepy smile. His stomach knotted. Damn, if only he could see that smile every day when he woke up. Why did Jens get that privilege? Stupid coin.

She padded through the entryway and right into Holden’s embrace. He flexed his arms around her and lifted her off her feet. Giving a little squeal, she snaked her arms behind his neck and held on, all soft, curvaceous woman. A woman who’d just crawled from a bed she shared with Jens.

Holden noted the scuff of a boot on the floor and looked up. Jens stood in the doorway, watching them. Some strange emotion lived on his face. It twisted his mouth and made his eyes spark, but Holden had no idea what might be going on in Jens’s mind.

At this moment, he didn’t care.

“What are you doing here so early, baby?” he murmured against Laurel’s hair.

Jens continued to gaze at them, and his expression turned thoughtful.

“I wanted to come up with Jens.” She withdrew slightly from Holden’s arms and twisted to face Jens.

Electricity charged the room as Laurel and Jens gazed at each other. Though Holden couldn’t see her expression, he saw Jens’s, and it was enough to tell him that something had changed between those two. A cord had shortened between them. In fact, it was so tightly knotted, they seemed to sway toward each other.

Laurel gave a broken sigh.

That’s it.

Holden grasped Laurel around the waist and plucked her off her feet, breaking the link between her and Jens.

The bell of her laugh sounded as Holden bore her off to his room. Let Jens do the work today. It was time for Holden to play.

As he carried Laurel up the stairs, he drew her scents deeply into his head. Too well he remembered the sweet muskiness of her when she awakened. Those months he’d spent loving her—without Jens—Holden had religiously buried his nose against her throat and inhaled that scent.

Only now a darker, earthier smell rode on her skin. Jens. The man had navigated her body how many times last night? If it was once, it was too fucking many, in Holden’s opinion.

Determination burned in his gut, along with the coffee and hunger.

“Babe, you’ve got work to do. The chores—”

“They can wait.” He kicked open his bedroom door and strode across the room with her. His bed was unmade, ready to receive her.

And God, was she willing. The instant he covered her with his body, she turned to liquid. Planting his mouth over hers, he tasted toothpaste and a hint of sugar, as if she’d had soda upon waking.

Dammit, she also tasted like Jens.

Fueled by the need to possess her, to claim her and mark her with his own scent, Holden slanted his mouth over hers and drank from her deeply. Each slippery flip of her tongue ignited his need. His heart drummed in time to the chant in his head—mine, mine, mine.

Tearing from the kiss, he mouthed his way down the column of her throat while she toed off her boots. Damn, her sexy neck always unhinged him. Last night, he’d dreamed about worshipping it with his tongue, and then spurting his seed all over her glorious tits.

Since they’d had the “oops” of going bareback earlier, he’d never return. Feeling her scorching walls hugging his cock was too good.

And he suspected she didn’t let Jens join with her this way.

Holden inched up her top and sucked her nipples through the cloth of her bra until she writhed. As he worked her pearls into tight peaks, he opened her jeans. In two swift tugs, he had the denim around her ankles. Using his foot, he shoved the garment off.

Christ, she was wearing the white cotton panties he adored. No way was he going to be able to move slowly. And that would be a damn shame. In the past week, too many couplings had been hurried, frenzied, impassioned. He wanted to always go slowly, but she just drove him so crazy.

He dove between her thighs and placed his open mouth over her pussy and the white panties. Her heady musk reached him.

She dug her nails into his shoulders. “Holden…”

The tension in her voice made him raise his head. Meeting her gaze, he saw longing and worry in her eyes.

“What’s wrong, baby?”

“Jens…” She squirmed under his gaze, and her expression revealed too much.

Fuck. Holden wasn’t the only one who was allowed to go bareback.

His heart somersaulted and hit the ground with a thud, just as if he’d fallen from a horse while galloping at full speed.

He knew what she was trying to tell him, but goddamn if Holden was going to let it stop him. “I don’t care. Let me do this.”

A spark lit her espresso eyes as Holden edged her panties down her round hips. He dropped them to the floor and parted her golden thighs. Her pussy glistened with want, the ripe folds barely concealing her swollen clit.

“Holden…”

“I want to do this,” he said a split second before he drove his tongue into her pussy.

Flavors burst on his tongue—Laurel’s special honey and that earthiness that was Jens. The combination swirled within Holden’s head, dizzying him. For a moment, he fell still, mouth open over her sex in an intimate kiss.

“Oh my God.” Her whisper sent him out of control.

He licked her from top to bottom, gathering all her body’s juices and gulping them down. She bucked, grinding her pussy into his tongue. More squeezed from her folds, and he caught them with a groan.

“Fuck,” she gasped, twisting her fingers in his hair and guiding him. He lashed her clit with his tongue, driving her higher. When he felt her pussy tighten, he flicked his tongue into her sweet entrance once again. More cream flooded his tongue.

His cock pulsated, harder than it had ever been. Licking her pussy this way, taking her regardless of Jens’s presence within her, was an aphrodisiac. Oysters, chocolate, red wine. Fuck that. He had this—Laurel’s body filled with a brand new flavor.

Christ, what was he doing?

The faint thought flitted through the back of his mind, but he couldn’t stop himself. He was driving Laurel wilder than he’d ever seen her. That had to count for something.

She shuddered, her thigh muscles jumping, belly dipping. A pink flush stole over her skin.

Holden sucked on her hardened clit, watching her face as bliss claimed her.

“I’m…coming!” Her whole body grew rigid. Then suddenly she drove her pussy against his face relentlessly. He captured her hips and held her as her sex contracted on his tongue. Juices dripped down his chin—drops wasted. Pre-come oozed from his cock.

As her muscles began to loosen, Holden lapped at her more slowly. Using the point of his tongue, he caught every drop squeezing from her folds. He was beyond thinking about what he’d just done—what he was still doing. Jens’s come mixed with hers was too good. He wanted more.

Twitching, Laurel gripped Holden’s jaw and drew his face up to meet his gaze. Understanding flashed between them, along with a new sizzle that he’d witnessed between her and Jens in the kitchen.

Holden had just gained some ground, but through a shocking means. Laurel had been out of her head with passion at the fact that Holden was eating her out after Jens had obviously come inside her.

“Come up here, Holden. Get inside me. It’s your turn to fill me up,” she said in a raspy voice.

As he guided his cock into her slippery channel, he realized it was the closest they’d probably come to admitting how fucking hot it was that they’d brought Jens into bed with them, and the man didn’t even know it.


Chapter Eight

“Laurel, grab that front leg and hold tight.” Jens delivered the order through clenched teeth. A bead of sweat appeared beneath the brim of his hat and zigzagged down the side of his face.

She crowded into the barn stall with Jens and the thousand-pound Holstein. The thick, brown hide of the cow shivered, and it shifted when she wrapped her fingers around the leg. “How the hell am I supposed to hold it if it moves? It’s like holding on to a Volkswagen.”

Jens gave a huff of laughter and swiftly used an antiseptic wash on a wound near its hoof. “Old Annie’s a good girl. She’ll hold still for you while I clean out this cut. It’s looking a bit irritated. If I don’t get it properly cleaned, I’ll have to call in a farm vet from up north, and that will be a big cut into the expenses.”

Expenses that were bigger now that Jens and Holden were invested in Laurel’s farm. She firmly held the cow’s leg, but the animal was strong and the exertion made Laurel’s muscles tremble.

Jens leaned over the leg and examined the cut. “Damned broken fence. I’ll have to get up there on the top twenty and fix it today.” He shot Laurel a sideways glance.

“Sounds good, I guess.” Her voice wavered at the thought of what went on with Holden this morning. When he’d gone down on her, knowing that she had traces of Jens on her, she’d nearly come unglued then and there. Watching Holden’s tongue moving over her folds, which were slick with her and Jens’s juices, was the hottest thing she’d ever experienced with him.

“You doin’ okay?” Jens caught her gaze, obviously sensing her discomposure.

“Mm-hmm.” How to tell him she was pulsating again because his best friend had licked Jens’s come from her? It was taboo—and so fucking perfect. For the first time since she’d agreed to this strange arrangement, she didn’t feel torn, but united.

Eyeing Jens, she racked her brain for some way to bring Holden into the conversation without hurting him or arousing suspicion. “Will you need help with the fence repair?”

“Nah. Just needs a few stakes driven into the ground and the wire replaced. An hour’s work at most, but an hour I needed in the fields.”

“Holden’s out there now.”

He looked at her hard. “I know. What’s going on?”

“What do you mean?” Her voice was raspy.

“Your voice is different, and I can see by your expression that something happened.”

Yeah, I’ve completely lost my heart to two men, and the only way I can have you both is to join us all.

The thought was a spear to her belly. Before this morning, the idea hadn’t been as much as a tiny needle in her mind. Everything was black and white then. But the moment Holden had groaned upon tasting her this morning, the lines were blurred to gray.

She held Jens’s gaze for a beat. What would he do if she came out and told him the truth?

“It’s nothing. Except this cow smells.” She wrinkled her nose.

Jens gave a crooked smile and let the topic go. With quick movements, he bandaged the cow’s leg with gauze and tied it off above the wound. “That should hold if we force Annie to rest. We’ll keep her here in the barn until it heals.”

At that moment, the beast gave a guttural moo. Still not completely accustomed to being around the animals, Laurel jumped. Laughing, Jens wrapped an arm around her shoulders and kissed the top of her head.

“Come on, darlin’. As much as I’d love to stay here in this barn all day, we both know it’s Holden who has rights to you.”

Jens stood and drew her up with him. Laurel stared at his profile and analyzed his voice, searching for jealousy or anger. She saw nothing but Jens’s regular good-natured expression and sparkling eyes.

“Holden will be finishing up in half hour or so. Then he’ll be down in the shed, sorting the seed shipment. Tomorrow we’ll start planting your field.”

Sucking in a harsh breath, she threw her arms around Jens and kissed him soundly on the mouth. She probably still tasted of Holden’s body, and Jens didn’t seem to mind any more than Holden had.

When he released her, he swatted her backside. The sharp sting made her cry out, but tingles chased through her nerve endings and settled low in her belly.

“I’ve gotta get movin’ on that fence if I’m going to finish the chores before sundown.” Jens waggled his brows in an insinuative way.

She pinched the brim of his hat and tipped it up so she could see his eyes better. Staring into the blue depths, she tried to let him see all the love and want she had for him. As much as she possessed for Holden. What the hell was she going to do?

She reached behind Jens and squeezed his hard buttocks. “Get to work, farmer. I have a bed I need help warming tonight.”

Leaning close, he captured her lips with a groan. All too quickly, he ended the kiss and was off, striding out of the barn, leaving her to watch his chiseled body, and left alone with the cow.

“What do you think, Annie? You’re a girl. Is it a mistake to love two men?”

The animal dropped its head to the food trough and mouthed some hay there.

Laurel patted its flank and moved out of the stall. She latched the door behind her and headed toward the driveway. As she walked down the gravel lane, she drew in deep breaths of the fresh, spring air. She’d been on the land long enough to be able to detect the smell of rain. Though the sky was a faint blue, a breeze was picking up, and that meant they might have a shower later. She had no idea what would happen if it poured tomorrow—on the day they were meant to plant her fields. Would Holden and Jens abandon their work?

A sizzling thought rooted in her brain, the tendrils wildly out of control. She pictured the three of them, curled up in the big house together, warm and toasty—and without a stitch of clothing between them.

A small shiver worked through her, and she wrapped her arms around her middle, trying to hold in that warmth. Being in both men’s arms, having four eyes on her, four hands…and two cocks to play with.

“Shit, I’ve got it bad,” she muttered as she reached a small knoll in the driveway. From here, she had a good view of the top field, where Holden was driving the tractor. This tractor was even bigger than the one he’d lost control of, with a cab to keep him dry.

Little chance she’d get her rainy day inside with Holden and Jens tomorrow.

Sighing, she pivoted and stared in the opposite direction. Jens had taken the ATV. The low whine of the engine reached her, reminding her of the day she’d arrived on the main farm, and Jens had suggested they share her.

A cat streaked out of the weeds on the side of the driveway, and Laurel crouched, flicking her fingers at it. The fluff-ball moved closer tentatively. All the barn cats were pretty unfriendly, but this particular white and black one had allowed Laurel to pet it a couple of times.

It crept close enough for Laurel to skim its back with her fingertips. Once it felt her caress, it leaned into her hand, greedy for more.

She laughed softly. “Do you have an answer for me, cat? I want both of them.”

Saying it aloud gave her a shock. She straightened up and glanced around, as if someone was nearby to overhear.

I’m losing my mind. Talking to animals and thinking about getting all of us in bed.

But as she walked back to the house, her pulse drummed and her pussy grew wetter. Holden’s expression when he tasted her and Jens’s juices loomed in her mind, and the pressure mounted.

She needed something to take her thoughts off this bizarre course. She had to find something to scrub, cook or shovel before she went mad with want.

In the house, she picked up after the men a little and swept clumps of mud from the floor in the entryway. They rarely shed their boots when they came inside. It was easier to grab a drink and sandwich and run back out.

She did a quick load of dishes and scoured the refrigerator for something to drink, but could only find a couple beers. So she filled the teapot with water and set it to boil. Then she dropped a few tea bags into the bottom of a pitcher. While waiting for the teapot to whistle, she leafed through a catalog on organic farming.

Holden must have bought it, because she’d never seen this publication before. That he’d invested in her venture so wholeheartedly warmed her. Before he’d returned home from Alaska, she’d been so hurt, she’d never imagined herself forgiving him. Yet, it had been easy—like sinking into a bath after a hard day in the fields.

As she made a batch of sweet tea, she couldn’t help but feel a weight of loneliness. Maybe she was getting greedier than she thought—she didn’t just want sex all the time, but she needed Holden and Jens around to keep her company.

Get a life, Laurel.

She went back out to the barn to check on Annie. Besides, there might be work to keep her occupied until the guys came in.

Stepping into the barn, the shadows engulfed her. She squinted, trying to make her eyes adjust to the dim light streaking through the upper windows and vents. The musty scent of hay and animals gathered in her head.

She passed the small pen where the calves were kept and held her hand out for them to nose. Then she found the stall where Annie stood. Peering over the door, Laurel noted that the cow seemed to be doing well. She bore her weight on the injured leg, and the gauze binding was still intact.

In the far stall near the wall, a horse whinnied. She had little experience with the horses, but Holden had brought her out here a few days earlier and told her all the animals’ names. While he’d talked, he’d tipped grain and hay into their feed troughs.

The big old farm horse named Rufus gave a couple loud stamps on the floor. Laurel looked over the door at him. “What’s wrong, sir? You unhappy about something?”

She held her hand out flat for the horse, and when it neared, she patted its long nose. A white star stood out on its chocolate hide. “You’re a pretty one. Does Holden ride you? Or Jens?”

Again, it gave a neigh, tail swishing and hooves stamping. Along the wall, its food trough stood empty.

“Oh, I see.” She grabbed the silver handle of the big grain scoop and filled it with the pellets she’d seen Holden feed Rufus. Holding the heavy scoop level, so as not to spill any grains, she caught the stall latch and opened the door.

The horse crowded to the side when she dumped the contents into his trough. A loud stomp reverberated through the wood of the stall, and then she felt herself shoved. Flying forward. Holden’s scent dizzied her as she struggled to figure out what had just happened. She landed with a thud on her ass.

“Holy hell, woman!” His clipped words made her heart squeeze. She looked up at his form framed in the stall entrance like an avenging angel. Hands on his hips and fury on his face. “That stallion is seventeen hands high and weighs about sixteen hundred pounds. He would have crushed you against that stall!”

She blinked. Dust motes swirled in the sunlight between them. Finally, Holden reached down and grasped her hand.

“Are you all right? Didn’t you see Rufus shifting?”

The gravity of what might have happened slammed her, and she wasn’t able to gather her wobbly legs beneath her.

“Jesus, Laurel. You’re not okay.” Holden dropped to his knees on the dirty floor boards beside her and pulled her tenderly into his arms. “Did I hurt you when I knocked you out of the way?”

He wound his strong arms around her and tucked her close. Her hair caught on the stubble on his chin. Warm breath washed over her temple.

She could have been killed. Internal injuries, at the very least. The shock wore off, and she started to shake.

“It’s all right, baby.” Holden stroked her hair. “You shouldn’t go into the stalls with the horses unless you’re trained to handle them.”

She clung to his shoulders and realized a small tremor lived beneath his skin, as if he was twitching all over. “I was stupid. I’m sorry.”

“No, darlin’, it’s me that’s sorry. I should have warned you. Thank God I was here before anything bad happened.”

 

 

The wind caught Jens’s hat brim and threatened to tear it from his head. Rain streaked slantways, raising a sting on his face, throat and forearms. He hoisted the sledgehammer and tapped the fence post one last time.

He’d expected to get this fence fixed up before the sky let loose, but no such luck. Where was Laurel?

Maybe curled up in the house with a cup of coffee and Holden at her side? Holden had always hated the rain and was the first one inside when the drops began to fall. Of course, this was planting season, and they needed the seeds in the ground when the rains came. Otherwise, they’d be in the red for the year.

Jens slung the sledgehammer over his shoulder and picked up the coil of barbed wire with one gloved hand. His biceps burned from the weight of the spool, but he managed to get both items into the back of his truck just as the first clap of thunder rolled across the land.

“Shit, I’m in for a soaking.” He ran around to the driver’s side. A torrent of huge rain drops lashed at him. His T-shirt was drenched in seconds. After hopping into the truck, he sat there for a minute. Water slicked off his face and he found himself grinning at the exhilaration of it.

Tomorrow, they’d plant Laurel’s crops and if the rain held, they’d have green fields in weeks. With these temperatures, it didn’t take long for the seeds to sprout.

Above all, he wanted to give her a good crop yield. While it mattered to the Rope Burn Ranch that his and Holden’s fields produced, Jens was terrified that Laurel would leave if she wasn’t able to earn a living with her organic farm.

The land can produce. We just need the weather to hold.

If he’d been a praying man, he might have asked for a light rain every day, the needle to stay around seventy-five on the thermometer and no violent weather.

He started his engine and swiped the moisture off his face then turned the truck down the hill toward the house. As he trundled slowly along the dirt road, it was impossible not to envision what Laurel and Holden might be doing. When Jens had kissed her this morning, he’d tasted the faint trace of Holden.

While it hadn’t turned him off, Jens had felt that knife twist in his gut. She might be in his bed at night, but Holden had the waking hours. Which meant they talked more. And probably did more than make love and sleep.

Damn, Jens needed a guide to relationships or an episode of Dr. Phil. Didn’t women crave the intimacy of talking? They wanted to hash out their emotions and discuss the future, right?

“Shit.” Maybe he should have called “tails”.

As he drove along the ridge, he glimpsed the big old tractor in the top field. Holden was at the wheel, his figure faint behind the glass of the enclosed cab. Jens stopped the truck and waited for Holden to swing near the road.

Where was Laurel? Certainly not in that cab with Holden. There was barely room for a second person inside that tiny glass cage. Laurel was small, but only a child could fit in there.

That meant she wasn’t cozying up to Holden, as Jens thought.

His stomach felt suddenly hollow. Not a flutter of happiness at this fact dwelled within him. Setting his jaw, he rolled down the window and waved at Holden.

The man saw him at once and drew the tractor close enough that they could talk once he cut the engine. Jens climbed out of the truck and Holden jumped down to the ground. They met halfway on the spongy earth.

“Where’s Laurel?”

“In the house.” Holden gnawed at the inside of his cheek and met Jens’s gaze solemnly. “Rufus almost crushed her against the side of the stall today.”

“What the—? Why the hell was she in there with Rufus?”

“Giving him feed. She didn’t know any better. But it was close, man. Too damn close. I ripped her out of the stall just in time.”

Jens’s stomach sank clear to the soles of his boots. A lump leapt into his throat, and he fought to speak around it. “Jesus,” he breathed. “At least she wasn’t hurt.”

From beneath the brim of his hat, Holden gave him a sharp look.

“What? You think because I wasn’t there to keep her safe that I’m not damn glad you were? You know me better than that, Holden.”

A light glimmered in Holden’s eyes and he firmed his lips. A long minute passed as they stared each other down, assessing so much.

Finally, he spoke. “Well, you’ve been lookin’ a bit different to me as of late, Jens.”

Jens shook his head. Water sluiced off his hat and dripped onto his shoulders. A cold rivulet snaked down his back and mingled with the shiver of fear that had already been there over Laurel’s near catastrophe. “You see things differently because your eyes are different. I’m the same.”

“The same friend I had before? The one I signed my name beside on the mortgage paper for this ranch?”

“Hell, yes.” Anger sparked in Jens’s chest. “You think I care about you any less because we happen to love the same woman?”

Something crossed Holden’s face—a strange recognition that Jens couldn’t read. But he’d seen that same look from Laurel this morning. What the hell was going on? If they were plotting something behind Jens’s back—to run away together and elope—Jens would crumble. What would he have in his life if they both left?

Holden pulled his gaze from Jens’s and kicked at the hump of rich, dark brown soil. “I don’t know what to think anymore, man. All I know is that we need to keep Laurel safe in ways I never expected.”

Jens’s chest filled with an emotion akin to relief. But why? He couldn’t make sense of the dynamics between him and Holden since Laurel entered the picture. With no idea what transpired between her and Holden, Jens was left in the dark. For all he knew, they were plotting to hop a jet to Las Vegas tomorrow.

What would I do then? Follow like some lost, love-sick puppy?

When he’d suggested that he and Holden share her, he’d originally thought he could be a man and walk away if Laurel asked him. Now, he wasn’t so sure. There was a fight inside him—a will to live. To truly live, as Laurel had shown him was possible.

He knuckled the rain water away from his nose and stared at his best friend again. This morning, he’d asked Laurel what was going on, and she’d changed the subject. He wasn’t even going to question Holden, inherently knowing that Holden would never tell him.

 

 

Holden put the tractor to bed and slowly walked to the barn. His jeans were soaked and hanging off his hips, only held on by his belt. And every muscle on either side of his spine was on fire.

Tension and hard work did that to a man.

What a fucking day. First he’d completely compromised his relationship with Laurel when he insisted on eating her pussy after Jens had fucked her. She had to think Holden was a depraved pervert now that she’d had time to contemplate it.

Then she’d nearly gotten herself killed by a horse.

After that, Jens had faced him down and given him some hard facts—like the one about just wanting Laurel to be taken care of, even if it wasn’t Jens doing the caring. His friend’s words had completely shattered Holden’s delusions about Jens’s motives. The man didn’t appear to have any.

And I’ve tasted your come, buddy.

Without meaning to, he found himself running his tongue over his lower lip. His cock twitched with renewed desire. But he wasn’t likely to get any lovin’ from Laurel—the sun was setting and that meant she’d drive off with Jens soon.

Besides, Holden was so exhausted from carrying bag upon bag of seed out of the leaky shed and into a dry outbuilding, plowing up the last of the fields and taking care of the livestock, he probably couldn’t move a hip muscle.

She’d just have to ride cowgirl style.

Dark heat wove through his groin, and his balls tightened. Part of him wanted like hell for Laurel to go home with Jens and come back to Holden in the morning, ready and soaked with their mingled come.

Groaning, he ran his hand over his wet face. He was losing it. Really slipping. This game had transformed into a farce. Or something scarier. The stakes had never felt so high. Before today, Holden was at risk of losing Laurel to his best friend. Now it felt as if he would lose his sanity and his sexual orientation.

But that first lick had been so damn good.

“Fuck.” He jammed the toe of his boot into the front step of the house, and then ran up the remainder of the steps. Golden interior light oozed through the windows, leaving big slabs of yellow butter on the porch. His stomach rumbled, but he didn’t know if he had the energy to feed himself. The first days of planting season were always the most difficult. By the end of the season, he’d be hardened. But right now, he was even too exhausted to have much concern for anything besides his pillow.

Hell, he was even too tired to think more about Laurel, Jens, and the way both of them had given him more pleasure than he’d ever known in his life.


Chapter Nine

Laurel spritzed body spray over her throat and the tops of her breasts, then the inside of her wrists and behind her knees. She was still warm and damp from her shower. Jens had taken a hasty one while she was preparing dinner, so she’d been forced to actually shower alone rather than have multiple orgasms.

During dinner, he’d poured on the country boy charms, murmuring how beautiful she was in her ear and telling her how much he wanted her between long, deep kisses. By the time she’d reached the shower, she’d been virtual mush, unable to form a thought that didn’t involve hard muscles or thick cocks.

She brushed out her wet hair and stared at herself in the mirror over the bathroom sink. A tingle started low in her belly and traveled through her limbs, making her temperature elevate. Her cheeks grew flushed.

Would Jens touch her the way he had last night? When he’d eased a finger into her ass, she’d lost all sense of time and place. Drifting in a world of ecstasy was fine by her.

She set aside the hairbrush and smoothed the tiny camisole over her torso. She wore an itty-bitty pair of panties in a matching pink hue. At one time, the ensemble had driven Holden wild. She hoped it did the same for Jens.

She studied her reflection. Who was she kidding? She’d purposely donned the lingerie because memories of Holden lingered around the garments. And she wanted to bring him into bed with her and Jens.

Her pussy throbbed at the thought of what lay in store for her tonight. Jens was surprisingly dominant in bed, and she wanted nothing more than to submit to him.

She opened the bathroom door and padded down the hall on bare feet. The old hardwood was cool under her soles, which was good since she was burning up.

Cowboy Fever. Ride ‘em hard.

As she reached the bedroom, she found the door partially closed. A faint light shimmered within. Was Jens waiting for her? Stretched out on the bed in full glory? Roped arms and broad chest, his long cock bobbing against his belly and oozing pre-come?

A faint groan escaped her. She pushed the door open.

And drew up short.

Jens reclined against a stack of pillows, head canted hard to the right, fast asleep. At the sight of his chiseled abs, she clenched her fingers into fists. God, she wanted to touch him so bad—to slide up his body and worship each hard plane. But exhaustion creased his handsome face, and she couldn’t bring herself to wake him.

Quietly, she stole across the room and switched off the bedside lamp before slipping in beside Jens. He didn’t budge when the mattress sank beneath her weight.

Curling up against him, she wrapped an arm around his chest and tucked her face against his fragrant shoulder. He’d worked so hard today and in the rain. He and Holden had remained outside long after they were soaked. She could only imagine the energy it had taken for them to stay warm. And the seed shed roof had sprung a leak, which meant they had to shift the heavy bags to another building. Rodents had gotten into a couple bags and some precious seed had been lost to the animals and the moisture.

As she settled and matched her breathing to Jens’s, she flipped through her day. After the horse incident, she’d done little but cook and clean for her men. The old Laurel would have balked at these domestic duties, but she wanted to do those things for Jens and Holden. They were working hard, and she wanted to care for them in some fashion.

Tomorrow would be more of a race to get the seeds into the ground, both on the main farm and hers. Would Holden be equally as tired or would he have time for her?

Sexual frustration knotted her core. It was going to be a hell of a long season if she wasn’t getting any action.

She closed her eyes and molded her palm to the ridges on Jens’s side, wishing she could filter some of her unused energy into the men she loved.

 

Jesus. Jens must have died and gone to heaven. A soft, sweet-smelling woman was clinging to him, wearing the skimpiest, pink floaty top and the smallest scrap of lace panties he’d ever seen.

He was as hard as fucking steel, but he didn’t have time. He was also late.

Morning sun streamed through the sheer curtains of Laurel’s bedroom. He rarely overslept, and today couldn’t be a worse time for it. They were burning daylight. Holden would be in the fields already.

Laurel was sleeping heavily, and Jens scooted out without waking her. Thank goodness for that. If he’d glimpsed a flash of those dark eyes, he would have dived right back into bed and ravaged her until noon.

As he pulled on his jeans and shirt, guilt gnawed at him. She’d taken time and effort to look pretty for him, and he’d repaid her by falling dead asleep. Shit, when he’d lain down, he hadn’t realized how drained he was. He couldn’t even remember drifting off, only that he’d counted the throbs in his aching shoulder muscles.

He cast a look around the messy room and spotted a pad of paper and a pen on a dresser. He pushed aside a stack of books to provide a clean writing surface. Then he scribbled a note.

I’ll make it up to you, sweet thing.-J

He placed the note on his pillow and quietly eased out of the room.

Inside his truck, he depressed the pedal and drifted away from the house to keep from waking Laurel with the engine, before popping the clutch and starting the truck. Within minutes, he was on the main farm. Sure enough, Holden was already spreading seed.

Some farmer Jens was—oversleeping today of all days.

They had soybean and corn to plant today. By afternoon, they should have enough of their own work done that they could move on to Laurel’s organic planting. Some of that work would be backbreaking. Especially since they’d have to hand-plant a lot of it—tomatoes, peppers and strawberries. She’d started some cucumber and watermelon seeds in small divots of soil in a warm part of her house, and those would need to be planted too.

He scraped his fingers through his hair. Damn, even with three of them working all-out, they’d need another four hours added to each day.

Jens stopped the truck on the road below the field where Holden was working. His friend had his pickup there, the back loaded with seed. As Holden made another pass over the field, Jens waved.

Through a series of gestures, Holden indicated that he was ready for more seed. Their seed spreader was old and had to be hand-loaded—a sacrifice they’d made in order to spend more money on the tractors.

Jens reached into the back of the truck and heaved a fifty-pound sack of seed over his shoulder. Then he hooked an arm around another sack and planted it against his side. Laden with a hundred pounds, he started up the incline to where Holden waited.

The rain had slacked off, but mist hung in the air. It was going to be another wet and uncomfortable day. Hopefully, tonight he wouldn’t be so exhausted that he didn’t get a chance to warm up with Laurel.

A smile tilted his lips as he thought of her getting dolled up for him. As if she needed to. She’d be gorgeous in a feed sack, but Jens couldn’t honestly say he hadn’t been pleased to see the pink, naughty things she wore.

Tonight, I’ll have her every way I want. Thoughts of pushing his finger into her hot, tight ass nearly made him drop the heavy sacks he carried.

Holden caught on immediately. “You sex drunk, Anderson?”

“Fuck you,” he said good-naturedly. He dumped both sacks on the ground and fished his pocket knife out of his jeans pocket to slash open the tough bags.

Holden hung out the side of the tractor cab, watching Jens fill the trough on the feed spreader. Another couple passes and the machine would be empty again. Jens would walk back to the house for the ATV, but there wasn’t time. Not when Holden had already been working, and Jens had fallen short.

Holden’s question niggled at Jens. Why would he ask if he was sex drunk? Better yet—why did it sound as if Holden was excited?

Jens emptied both bags and then stared up at Holden. He wasn’t wearing his cowboy hat this morning, and the dark knit hat conformed to his head. Without his hat brim, his expression was plain to Jens.

Damn, it looked as if he was fevered.

“You okay, man?”

Holden ran a hand over his face. “Yeah, why?”

“Want me to take over for a while?”

A grin stretched across his rugged features. “Hell, no. I want to see you hauling all those bags up here in punishment for being late.” He narrowed his eyes as he said “late”.

Did Holden think Jens was tied up with Laurel? If only he could say that. He had a feeling she wasn’t going to be too happy when she awakened and found herself alone and untouched.

Guilt and worry slammed through Jens like a bull through a stack of barrels at a rodeo. That was no way to treat the woman he loved. He should have stayed up and given her what she needed—more than she needed.

“Why were you late, Jens?”

Jens lifted a brow. He wasn’t about to give Holden the satisfaction of knowing he’d fallen fast asleep by ten o’clock. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

Instead of Holden’s expression darkening, he flushed again. What the hell was going on?

Jens twisted on a boot heel and made his way down the slope to the truck again. He tossed the empty seed bags into the back and leaned against the fender. After pulling out his cell, he speed-dialed Laurel. His heart thumped heavily as he waited for her to pick up.

Finally, she answered in a breathless voice. “Hey, you. What’s going on? You forget something at the house?”

“Nope. I just wanted to tell you something.”

“What’s that?” He could almost hear the smile in her voice.

“Tonight I’m going to sink my cock into your sweet pussy until you’re screaming for release. And only after you’ve had three orgasms will I fill your tight sheath with my come.”

“Holy…fuck, Jens. Can’t we pretend it’s night?”

He stared at the acreage of plowed earth still left to plant. Shaking his head, he answered, “Sorry, baby. If you want to get those seeds into the ground today, we’re going to have to push hard. We aren’t going to get the entire main farm planted—not by a long shot. But we’ll get enough done to help you.”

“I’m headed out there now with my wagonload of starters. I’m going to plant until you come up, and then we’ll all share lunch.” That undercurrent was back in her voice. What was she really trying to say?

“You got it, darlin’. Keep your pussy wet for me.”

She hissed. “Damn, Jens.”

“Real good, baby. One more thing.”

“What’s that?”

“If I ever see those pink thong panties again, I’m going to rip them off with my teeth.”

 

 

Holden sunk his teeth into a drumstick and groaned with bliss. A woman who knew how to cook as well as navigate a man’s body? He was keeping her.

Laurel raised her gaze to his and gnawed her lower lip. “Is that a good groan or bad?”

“It’s delicious, baby darlin’.”

A pink flush stole over her cheeks. Damn, how was he going to keep out of her pants for the rest of the afternoon? They needed to finish up their work on the main farm before heading up to plant the organic crops.

On the other side of her, Jens slipped a hand to her nape and directed her attention to him. “Holden and I have a surprise for you before we head up to your farm.”

Her eyes lit. “What is it?”

Jens opened his mouth to tell her about the old Ford, but the ring tone of a popular country song on his cell interrupted. He tugged it out of his jeans and brought it to his ear. “Yeah…? Oh shit… We’ll be right there.”

He stood as he finished the sentence. Immediately, Holden’s heart was battering the walls of his chest.

“What’s going on?”

“Accident up on Breakaway Farm. The missus needs us right quick.”

“Can I help?” Laurel’s eyes were wide as she stood with him and Holden.

“We’ll be okay. Besides, you have work to do. Holden, give her the gift.” Jens kissed her cheek. “I’m sorry not to finish this chicken, sweetheart. Save it for me?”

“Of course.” She squeezed his hand and caught Holden’s.

Holden gently pried open her fingers and placed a single key on her palm. “It’s in the big shed.” Then he kissed her soundly on the mouth and followed Jens out the door.

As the truck roared to life, he pummeled Jens for answers. “What happened? Who is it? Old Breaker or the junior?”

Robert Breaker had owned the farm adjoining the Rope Burn Ranch practically since men started squatting on land and calling it theirs. He was ninety if he was a day, and still farming. It wouldn’t surprise Holden in the least if the man finally keeled over on the tractor.

“Old. The ambulance has been called, but it will take a while. The missus said Robbie’s nowhere to be found, and she needs help now.” Jens’s mouth was tight. He slanted a look at Holden. “Doesn’t sound good, does it?”

“Drive faster.”

He hated to see a lady in distress, and he could only imagine how Mrs. Breaker must feel, helpless as her husband withered away.

Jens stomped on the gas and tore around the bends in the dirt road as if he were in the Indy 500. Holden gripped the handle above the door and fixed his gaze on the top hill where the Breakers’ house sat.

“Not to be insensitive at the moment, but I wish I could have seen Laurel’s expression when she turned the key in that Ford, and it fired up.”

Despite the tense moment, Jens smiled crookedly. “Me too. There are a lot of things I’d like to be doing with Laurel these past two days, but duty calls.”

What did that mean? Jens had spent the night with her. It was Holden who hadn’t gotten his time with her, as a piss-poor result of a coin toss. Again, he imagined Jens in bed with her, thrusting into her, working her rosy nipples with his lips and tongue and pouring his come into her. And he saw himself splayed between her thighs, lapping at her sensitive and creamy folds until she screamed with release.

Damn, she’d been wild the previous day.

Holden shifted to ease the throb in his groin and tried to concentrate on the Breaker farm. The road hooked to the right, and Jens sped past enough white split rail fencing to encompass Washington D.C.. The Breakaway Farm was one of the most prosperous in the state. Holden could only dream that someday the Rope Burn Ranch would bring in the sums this farm did.

“Did the lady say where Breaker was? In the field? House?”

“Barn.” Jens looked grim, as if he knew something more but wasn’t saying.

They raced into the yard in a cloud of dust. Holden was jumping from the truck before it came to a full stop. In front of the barn, Mrs. Breaker stood, her wispy, white hair flying around her distraught face. She trotted toward Holden and Jens, hands wringing.

“Oh, thank you, boys! It’s my Robert!” Fresh tears bloomed in her red eyes.

Holden ran into the barn. A few steps in, Breaker was crumpled on the hay floor. His head was turned sharply to the side, but Holden already knew by his pose that the man was dead.

Question was, for how long? Dropping to his knees, he twisted the man so he faced up. His eyes were lifeless, lips blue. He wore his shirt buttoned right up to the neck and with a string tie. As Holden set about loosening them, Jens checked for a pulse in his wrist. Then his throat.

Holden tilted the man’s head back and listened for breathing. Nothing.

A quiet sob sounded from Mrs. Breaker. “It’s no use, is it?”

Holden met her gaze, and a painful lump clogged his throat. “I’m sorry, ma’am.”

As Jens lifted the man’s sinewy, old body and bore him off to the house until the ambulance crew arrived, Holden comforted Mrs. Breaker by holding her and making her a cup of tea. If not for him and Jens, who would help her? Half the time, Robert Jr. wasn’t even in town.

Who would do these things for Laurel? If she had two men to care for her, someone would always be there. If she lost Holden, she’d have Jens, and vice versa.

By the time they returned to the ranch that night, Holden was pretty damn sure that he wanted to unite the three of them. What choice did they have? The land was rough and their jobs rougher. They needed all the support they could get. The saying was that two were better than one.

But three was impenetrable.


Chapter Ten

The old, black Ford truck idled sweetly, and Laurel’s heart gave a trill of happiness. That Jens and Holden would take their precious time to fix up the truck amazed her. She couldn’t possibly repay them for their time and effort—a few measly chicken drumsticks didn’t come close to compensating. And lately, she couldn’t show her appreciation with her body.

Her pussy ached. After being satisfied relentlessly for so many days, she was ready to perish from neglect now. If either Jens or Holden came within grabbing distance, he’d better watch out. She couldn’t be held accountable for her actions.

She drove the Ford over the back roads leading to her farm. The guys would come up eventually. In the meantime, she prayed everything was okay at the Breakaway Farm. She didn’t personally know the family, but had heard the owner was getting up in his years. Hopefully, it wasn’t a farm accident.

Were Jens and Holden okay? She itched to grab her cell and call one of them. Reaching toward her back pocket for the phone, she stopped herself. It was almost sacrilegious to use a cell phone in a 1940’s truck. In fact, she felt as if she should be wearing a fur stole instead of a hoodie.

Last night’s lingerie might have fit. Maybe tonight she’d try that—sprawling across the big, worn bench seat in nothing but her camisole and lace thong, waiting for Jens.

The throb between her legs increased until she thought she’d have to scream or rub herself to completion. That thought annoyed her, though. With two men, she should have completion at all hours of the day.

The memory of Jens peacefully sacked out in her bed flitted through her head. She couldn’t fault him or Holden for being too busy or tired. They were running two farms now, after all. And they’d gotten this truck running for her, which meant she could haul her plants out to the field in very few trips.

She stopped the truck in front of her house and cut the engine. After making several jaunts into the house, she carried all her precious little baby plants out and loaded them into the truck bed. Then she grabbed her gloves. Looking around her entryway, she wished she had something to put on her head besides a ball cap. The sun would toast her.

“No help for it,” she muttered and drove out into the field where her cucumber and pepper plot would be located.

Working with her hands soothed her. The spicy scents of the soil and plants sure beat the sterile odors of the hospital. Now if only she had a masculine smell or two to throw into the mix…

For long minutes, she drowned in visions of the three of them together, rolling, licking, kissing and touching. Jesus, she had to get a grip. Neither man was likely to jump into bed with the other.

But Holden had enjoyed Jens’s flavor. That was something. Maybe all was not lost for Laurel’s cause.

The sun was beginning its descent in the western sky when Jens and Holden finally drove up to her place. She dropped her small spade shovel and carefully set down the plant she was holding. Making her way across the field, she saw by the sets of their shoulders that something bad had happened.

She brushed her hands off and removed her gloves as they neared. “Not good, huh?”

“Not remotely. Robert Breaker was dead when we arrived.” Holden kicked at the dirt.

“The old man or his son?”

Jens jerked, yanked off his hat and plowed his fingers through his hair. He avoided Laurel’s questioning gaze.

“Old man,” Holden responded. “It wasn’t easy.” His voice broke, and Laurel’s heart went out to them.

“Why don’t you guys forget about planting today? Take some time off.”

“No way.”

“Uh-uh.” They spoke at once.

Jens met her gaze. Something moved behind his eyes—a worry she couldn’t determine. Then he refocused on her as if seeing her for the first time. “You’re getting sunburned.”

She fingered her neck. The skin felt tight and a little raw. “I don’t have a hat.”

“Good thing I do.” He strode toward the truck and came back carrying a smaller cowboy hat, one she’d never seen before.

Placing it into her hands, he grinned. “I bought this for you the other day in town, but I wanted to wait until the right time to give it to you.”

Stunned, she trailed her fingers over the thick, fawn-colored felt. “Jens…”

He glanced at Holden. Warily, she followed his gaze, prepared to see Holden fuming at some imbalance between their relationships. While she didn’t view it that way, Holden might.

Instead, he grinned.

“A suitable hat for a filly.” He plucked the hat from her hands and settled it on her head.

For a moment, she could hear the plants growing. The men fell silent and stared at her with open mouths. Self-conscious, she touched the hat. “What’s wrong? I look stupid—”

“Not at all.”

“The opposite, baby.”

“Who knew we could transform a city girl into a country girl with one hat?” Holden asked.

She couldn’t stop the smile that creased her face. “Well, why don’t we all go inside for some sweet tea? I think we could use a break.”

“Yeah.” Jens’s voice rang hollow. What was going on with him? Surely, something else besides Robert’s death had happened to put that dead look in his eyes. Laurel would have to squeeze the problem out of him later in bed. Or suck it out.

A trickle of cream slid from her folds, and she clamped her thighs together.

They walked in a group to the house. While she fixed three tall glasses of iced tea, Jens disappeared outside with his cell phone. Holden came out of the bathroom with clean hands.

Laurel shivered as he crept toward her, promise in his eyes. His broad chest had never seemed so inviting or his hands so capable. He hooked her around the waist and nuzzled the side of her throat.

“Finally. A moment alone with you.” He dropped his mouth slowly, making her burn up in the time it took for him to close the space between their lips.

The first taste of him sent tendrils of heat through her belly. He cupped her face and angled his mouth over hers, tangling their tongues. Each velvety flip of his tongue drove her need up another notch, and his flavors made her knees weak.

He backed her against the counter and bent her with his kisses. She wrapped her arms around his neck and opened her mouth wide for him. Rocking against her, he brought his erection right where she wanted it. A pang of desperate need struck her pussy.

“Fuck, baby. I need you.” He grasped her thigh and hitched it up around his hip so he could dry hump her better.

With her nipples as hard as stones and her pussy soaking, she felt as if she were a virgin. She’d never been as wanting, even in her adolescence. And rubbing through their clothes was exactly like being a teenager again.

Bucking her hips in rhythm to his, she poured all her desire into the kiss. Teasing his tongue and scraping his lips with her teeth while stripping off her hoodie.

In the back of her mind, she registered the bang of the screen door. And the boot thuds. By the time she felt another pair of eyes on her, it was too late.

With Holden’s tongue in her mouth, she looked straight at Jens. Electricity sparked between them. Holden tightened his hold, whether sensing Jens behind him or just overcome with desire, she didn’t know.

“Fuck it. I’m part of this too,” Jens said in a raw voice. Then he was with them, nudging Holden to the side and skimming Laurel’s curves as Holden kissed her and ground his cock into her pussy.

A hot moan passed from Holden’s mouth into hers, and she returned it. Her mind fogged, spiraling out of control. Was this really happening? Jens was pinching her nipples—exquisitely twisting them hard—while Holden sucked her tongue into his mouth?

She gathered Jens to her, an arm around each of her men’s necks.

“Give me some room, Holden. Our girl needs a hot mouth on her nipples.” Jens pushed his way between them and tugged the neckline of her T-shirt down to free one breast.

“Sweet Jesus, she’s as ripe as a cherry. I can smell her arousal,” Holden said raggedly.

“I’ve got a cherry right here. Look at this.” Jens cupped her breast so the nipple canted upward toward his mouth.

Laurel quivered as his breath washed over the eager tip. She met Holden’s gaze and saw that deep-seated excitement in him—the same thing she’d seen while he licked her pussy the other day after Jens had fucked her.

He was turned on. And she was on fire.

When Jens’s mouth closed over her nipple, she cried out. Pinching her eyes shut, she let sensation take control. Jens’s hot tongue on her breast, hands on her ass, between her thighs. One hand pressed on the hard seam of her jeans until the fabric ground against her needy clit.

Moaning, she gave herself up to their attentions. Holden’s erection dug into her thigh and Jens’s into her hip. What was she going to do with two cocks?

What aren’t I going to do with two cocks?

This was a frame out of one of her dreams—two sexy cowboys ready and willing to pleasure her.

“Sweetness, you’re so wanting, and I’m sorry for that. I shouldn’t have fallen asleep last night.”

She opened her eyes to see shock flit across Holden’s face—and a hint of disappointment.

There was only one way to remedy that. “You’re awake now,” she said, clamping her fingers over both of their cocks through their Wranglers.

“Hell, yes.”

“Let’s get her upstairs.” Holden’s voice was deep and burning with the same desire etched across his rugged features.

Jens sagged at the knees and caught Laurel around the waist. He tossed her over his shoulder as if she weighed no more than horse tack. Holden led the way to the bedroom while she bobbed over Jens’s shoulder, her hat abandoned on the floor.

After smoothing her hands down Jens’s hard spine, she inched up his shirt and teased the skin she bared. His jeans were perfectly low on his hips and the ridge of muscle above made her hungry for a taste of him. For both of them.

“What the—?” Holden stopped.

“Heh. Yeah. Our Laurel’s a little messy. Just kick the door and the junk will move.”

“Is there a bed in there?”

Laurel giggled and Jens smacked her ass. The sting sang in her veins. Lordy, was this really going to take place? She’d really be in bed with both of the men she loved at the same time? In this version of Cinderella, she wore a cowgirl hat instead of a tiara, and she had a feeling she’d lose more than a glass slipper.

 

Jens’s cock throbbed relentlessly as he caught the scent of Laurel’s need. He wanted nothing more than to throw her on the bed and dive between those round thighs. Except maybe to watch Holden do that very thing.

The shock of what he was about to do—share the woman he loved with his best friend—sank into him. But right now, he needed this. Needed to immerse himself and Laurel—hell, even Holden—in pleasure so he could forget about what had gone down at the Breakaway Farm.

After Robert Breaker the elder was taken away to the coroner’s office, Robbie Breaker Jr. had cornered Jens.

“While I’ve got your attention, let it be known I intend to take back that piece of land your little girl is squatting on.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Jens asked, a knot growing in his core immediately. As far as the deed went, he and Holden owned the land Laurel was renting.

“My father didn’t push the issue, but I will. Years ago, Old Ransom lost that plot of land to my father in a game of cards. We have the signed deed.”

Jens’s face had burned and adrenaline surged to his fingertips. “We’ll see about that, won’t we? Go on and mourn your father now.” With that, he’d turned on his boot heels and stalked away from the man.

“Get her on the bed, Jens. What are you waiting for?” Holden’s words spurred him into action.

Yes, he had to get rid of these feelings of absolute terror that Breaker was telling the truth—that they didn’t really own that land and some mix-up had occurred. If the county had the amended deed and not an original one, then Breaker might have a leg to stand on.

Holden met his gaze. He didn’t know yet. Jens would take care of this on his own. But right now, he was going to share the care of Laurel with his best friend.

Gently, he laid her on the mattress. Her long, dark hair spread around her like a river of rippling water, dark and peaty after a spring rain. And her eyes the color of melted chocolate, burning with want.

He hovered over her, their lips inches away. “You want this, baby? To love both of us?”

“Yes,” she said breathlessly. “It’s all I’ve wanted for a long time. I can’t see any other way, and I don’t want to.”

Holden made a quiet noise of impatience behind Jens. Swinging his gaze around, Jens met that of his best friend.

“You willing to share, man?”

Holden’s Adam’s apple bobbed. “Yeah. More than willing.”

Jens’s stomach clenched at the sight of the longing in his friend’s gaze. After a decade together, Holden had never indicated that he might harbor an attraction for him, but now it was evident in his eyes.

Jens flicked his gaze downward to the bulge in Holden’s jeans.

With a tender caress, Jens brushed his lips over Laurel’s. A smile spread through his heart. “Looks like you just bought a two-for-one deal, darlin’.”

“Mmm. Come here.” She slid her hand around his nape and extended a hand toward Holden. He knelt on the bed, the mattress sagging beneath the weight of three. Jens and Holden exchanged a look and then started stripping her as one.

As Jens peeled off her T-shirt, Holden worked off her boots and socks. Bit by bit, they eased off her garments, until she lay perfectly bare in the center of the bed.

“Christ, I’m shaking with the need to go too fast,” Holden said, swiping his hand over his face.

“Then you get to start. Kiss her, Holden.” He tossed his hat to the floor, which was already littered with clutter.

Jens rolled onto his side and pressed his length against Laurel’s soft side as Holden covered her mouth with his. Jens stared at their lips and tongues, letting the sight ignite him further. His cock was barely restrained. If not for his jeans, he’d be in a sticky mess. Laurel threw herself into the kiss, her expression as blissed out as he’d ever seen it. God, did she look like that when Holden made love to her?

Dark want slithered through him. His balls ached. Holden tore his mouth from hers and spattered kisses down her throat to the crest of her full breasts. Not to be outdone, Jens lowered his lips to her nipple and gave it a hard pull.

She gasped, writhing, fingers locked in his hair. Holden inched downward to the other breast. Across the small expanse of her torso, he and Jens stared at each other.

“Oh my God, I think you’re going to make me come just by touching my nipples.”

Jens smiled around her tight bud and flicked his tongue against it teasingly.

“Like this, baby?” Holden plucked at the other nipple with his teeth, pulling it taut and then releasing it.

She shuddered all over. “Please. I need—”

“This?” Jens slipped a hand down her rounded belly to her short strip of pubic hair. Her folds glistened with moisture. “Fuck, I’ve never seen you so wet.”

Holden skimmed her inner thigh, tracing a finger through the cream there. Then with perfect understanding of Laurel’s body and needs, he joined Jens’s hand on her pussy. In her pussy. They sent a finger into her simultaneously, stretching her.

“Oh fuck!” Her body clenched around their fingers.

Together, they withdrew, then pushed back inside, forcing her open to fit them.

Holden was leaning closer to Jens, their foreheads almost touching. Was he—?

Jens swallowed a gasp as Holden kissed him. Hard, rough lips against his own, so different from Laurel’s but no less exciting. Shoving down the question of his sexuality and what he was doing, Jens allowed his hard kiss.

“That’s it, boys. Shit, that’s so hot,” Laurel panted.

Her words were all the incentive Jens needed. He parted his lips slightly, and Holden took immediate advantage. The first heated stroke of his tongue made Jens’s cock leap, harder than it had ever been.

Angling his head, he returned his friend’s kiss while they finger-fucked Laurel’s pussy. And there wasn’t even alcohol-laced courage involved—just pure lust.

Jens curled his finger upward and pressed against her sweet spot. Her walls contracted around his digit.

Holden sank his teeth into Jens’s lower lip just as Laurel came. Crying out, she dug her fingers into their hair, forcing them together, united as one. The pulsations of her orgasm swept up Jens’s arm and went straight to his heart.

Yes, this was right. All he needed. Even in the face of bad deeds and failed crops, he had Holden and Laurel. Now in a brand new way.

With a growl, he captured Holden’s tongue, sucking on it until he groaned. Pulling his finger free of Laurel’s tight sheath, Jens circled her clit until it was straining for more.

“Taste her, Jens. She needs more.”

Jens shot him a crooked grin and ducked his head to lick her still-throbbing pussy. Holden sent two fingers into her and reached up her body to toy with her nipples while Jens swirled his tongue over her hardened pearl.

Juices oozed from her, soaking his shadow of facial hair. He stared over the length of her body and caught her gaze. Her eyes were blurred with passion, her lips open in a small O of desire. As he and Holden drew her to the quivering edge once more, Jens held her gaze prisoner.

This is what we all needed and didn’t even know it.

“Get inside me, Jens. Please.”

Holden reached out and popped open Jens’s belt buckle. The leather zinged through the belt loops, sending spears of want through Jens’s groin. Feeling his friend remove his belt was one of the most erotic moments he’d ever known.

Laurel tugged off Jens’s T-shirt while Jens kicked off his jeans and boots. “While I fuck you, Holden’s going to stretch that pretty mouth of yours.”

“Yes!” She hooked a leg around Jens and jerked his naked body toward her. His cock had a will of its own, thrusting home with one solid jerk.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Holden said as he tore off his clothes. He stood at the side of the bed, his cock bobbing over Laurel’s eager lips.

Jens slowed his pace, wanting this to last, to draw out the ecstasy of gliding into her scorching, wet pussy while she mouthed his best friend’s balls. Each lap of her pink tongue on Holden’s cock and balls was felt in Jens’s body too.

Laurel’s eyes glowed as she stared at Holden and then Jens. Her body rocked as if it had a mind of its own, undulating between both cocks. The first heat shot up from Jens’s balls.

“Shit—I can’t hold off!” He grasped Laurel’s hips and pounded into her swiftly. The flaming spurts rushed up his cock, and he poured his come into her body.

Tipping over the edge with him, Laurel moaned around Holden’s shaft. Jens’s world narrowed until he forgot about the farm and his troubles. Only he, Laurel and Holden existed right now.

As the last jets of come bathed Laurel’s walls, and her pussy gave one last quiver of release, Jens looked directly into Holden’s eyes. “Your turn.”

 

Holden’s mind reeled as he watched Jens’s slick cock slither free of Laurel’s tight body. His mouth fairly watered with the thought of going down on her now, of tasting Jens and her mingled flavors. But how would Jens react?

The man had been stunned by Holden’s kiss. Hell, he’d shocked himself. Before climbing into bed with the two people who meant the most to him in the world, Holden had never even entertained the idea of kissing another man, let alone his best friend.

But it had felt right and good, and Jens hadn’t shied away from him. He’d thrown himself headlong into the taboo moment.

Grinding his teeth against the urge to blow, Holden plunged his cock into Laurel’s sweet mouth once more and then withdrew. As he lay between her thighs, a ripple of surprise crossed Jens’s face.

“Like before,” Laurel whispered to Holden.

“Fuck, yeah.”

As Holden lowered his mouth to her freshly fucked pussy, he stared at Jens. See what I do for her? What I do for all of us?

In one big bite, he covered her pussy with his mouth. For a moment, he drowned in the dizzying flavors.

I can’t go too fast.

He lifted his head and fingered her folds, pressing her sweet inner lips together and milking the come out of her. It oozed out of her drop by drop. Holden couldn’t tear his gaze away from the sight. His cock hardened a fraction more as he slipped his fingers over Jens’s juices.

“Holy shit, I’m hard again already.” Jens’s rough admission nearly sent Holden out of control.

Pressing Laurel’s legs into the air, he continued to stroke her, coaxing her cream out. She mewed as he stroked her clit. When he plunged a finger into her soaking entrance, she cried out.

When Holden removed his fingers, they were dripping. And he couldn’t take it anymore. He plunged his tongue into her pussy.

“Fffuck,” Jens said tightly. Holden flashed him a look and found him stroking his cock, the length veined and purple in his tanned hand.

The pressure mounted inside Holden until he thought he’d explode. Pre-come oozed from his cock and streamed to the bed. How he was able to retain control this long, he had no idea. He wouldn’t last much longer, though. The instant he felt Laurel’s slippery walls hugging him, he’d be a goner.

Jens fondled Laurel’s breasts as she raised her hips in time to Holden’s attentions. As he licked, lapped and swirled his tongue over her juicy pussy, he knew completion unlike any he’d ever known. The three of them were a unit—in the fields, in the bedroom and where it counted—in their hearts.

He reluctantly tore his mouth from her sex and surged up her body to poise at the quick of her. “I can’t wait another minute, darlin’. I’ve gotta have you.”

Driving into her tight heat, he nearly came there and then. One thrust, two…and suddenly her pussy clamped down on him tight, squeezing all control from him.

With a roar, he came. Somehow he found her mouth and drank from her long and deep, sharing all their flavors—his cock on her mouth and her and Jens’s essences on his lips and tongue.

As he slowly regained his senses, he realized Jens was holding them both, his big arms wrapped tightly around them.

Laurel’s breathing was a harsh rasp, slowing over time. Holden closed his eyes and drifted in a sea of after-bliss.

Finally, Jens broke the silence. “I believe we’re in for one wild ride.”

She hummed her agreement but was otherwise still.

“Our girl needs some rest, Holden, but I hope you’ve gained your strength because we’ve got organic seeds to sow,” Jens said.

Holden met his best friend’s gaze and a new link thrummed between them. Friends from the start, their differences healed, and now they were joined with Laurel…and each other.


Chapter Eleven

Laurel leaned against the porch post and stared across the fields. Green fields. Fields of her dreams. Her organic farm was well underway. The weather had been surprisingly helpful—warm temperatures interspersed with mild rainstorms. Hell, her melon plants were beginning to sprout curly vines and her strawberries had dainty, white flowers on them.

With a sigh of happiness, she brought her coffee mug to her lips. Her body still hummed from the past few weeks with her men. Last night, they’d made love well into the morning hours. Eventually, she’d fallen asleep squashed between them and awakened to the view of bulging muscles everywhere.

Thick, lightly furred thighs, rounded pecs, tight biceps. Damn, it was a wonder she hadn’t come just from the sight.

Jens and Holden had left her this morning, whispering that they’d be on the farm till noon, and for her to sleep in. Which she had with relish.

The tangy scent of growing things blew toward her on the breeze. She inhaled it and swished another sip of coffee around her mouth. When she left the hospital work, who knew she’d find such joy in finding these roots?

She reached up and nudged her cowgirl hat lower on her brow. A giggle bubbled up in her throat when she realized this gesture that both her lovers displayed had rubbed off on her. Affection blossomed in her soul. She was practically shitting unicorns and rainbows—that’s how happy she was.

The low hum of a motor reached her. She angled her body toward the drive and spotted a glint of metal. When the big pickup bounced over the ridge, she couldn’t stop the grin from stretching her lips. So her men couldn’t stay away till noon.

After setting her coffee mug down on the railing, she jumped the porch steps in her bare feet. Jens hopped out of the truck, but Holden started backing up toward the porch.

She drew up short. “What’s going on, cowboy?”

“Today I’m a moving man,” Jens said with a glint in his eye. “We’ve come to move your stuff to the big house. Holden has a king-sized bed we’ll share.”

Damn, a few words and her pussy was slick with want. Her nipples pebbled tightly.

Jens gripped her around the waist and plucked her right off her feet, bearing her back to the safety of the porch. “Whoa!” he called out, and Holden stopped the truck inches from the porch so the truck bed was aligned with the top step. Everything would be easily loaded by sliding it.

“Wait. What exactly are we moving? All my stuff isn’t going to fit in your house.”

Holden slammed the driver’s door. “Exactly. That’s why we’re armed with bags and boxes.” He carried a roll of black garbage bags under his arm, and Jens opened the tail gate and started unloading boxes onto the porch.

She eyed them suspiciously. “You had to have planned this.”

“’Course we did, darlin’. You don’t think we’d dream this up on a perfectly good morning? Hell, we talked about it while you were asleep.”

“We’ll start in the bedroom, shall we?” Jens asked. He disappeared inside, leaving Laurel to gape at his tight ass in his tighter jeans.

Holden caught her hand and towed her inside. “Time to purge, sweetheart.”

“P—” She practically choked on the word. They couldn’t possibly expect her to get rid of anything. She’d carefully packed it all up from her apartment and moved it here.

Holden stopped and cupped her face on one broad palm. His hazel eyes sparkled, the little golden flecks rays of her personal sun.

“You guys comin’?” Jens called from upstairs.

“I promise it won’t hurt—much,” Holden said. He grasped her fingers and hauled her upstairs.

She’d left the bedroom windows open and the breeze washed all through the house. As she neared the bedroom, she heard clanking and the rustling of plastic garbage bags.

Oh, hell, this isn’t going to be good.

Jens was knee-deep in a pile of shoes and clothing. When she and Holden entered, he tossed them a grin. “Time to pony up, Miss Laurel. If you can’t clean up this clutter, we’re here to help. Grab a box or bag and start loading.”

Holden caught a bag out of the air and released Laurel, so he could hold open the bag and field the things Jens was tossing at him.

A pair of ripped sneakers rifled past her head, one after the other. “Hey! I love those shoes—”

“And they’re ripped out. You have two other pairs that I know of.” Holden swallowed the shoes with his garbage bag.

“Do we need this?” Jens held a spatula between two fingers.

She busted up in laughter at the question on his face.

“What in hell are you into, naughty girl? No, Jens, we don’t need the kitchen tools. We’ll buy her some sex toys.”

“Gladly.” Jens lifted an eyebrow as he threw the spatula into the bag.

In minutes, Jens’s boots were visible, the pile all sorted between “keep” and “toss”. Laurel stood back and watched with awe.

“You know, Holden, we’re nowhere near tidy, but I think our girl’s got a problem. I think she’s”—he held up two empty shoe boxes—“a hoarder!”

She fought her smile, but her damned traitorous teeth kept appearing. She folded her arms and tried to look huffy, but with the playful banter between her lovers, how could she fight it?

Half an hour later, they had a path cleared to the closet door.

“I’m skeered as hell to open this, man.” Holden paused with his hand on the knob.

“You should be. I think there may be a family of immigrants hiding out in there.” Jens swept an arm through the air and eyed Laurel gravely. “Stand back!”

Her belly rolled with laughter as they opened the door and a pile of clothing tumbled out, hangers and all.

Jens whistled. “Lordy, we’ve got something worse than illegal aliens in here, McAlister. We’ve got dirty clothes!”

Holden scooped up a scrap of lace from the heap. A flush climbed her cheeks as she recognized a pair of forgotten panties. “Never seen these before. Pretty little things.” He slid them under his nose and sniffed. A fevered light appeared in his eyes. “Yep, I’d love to strip these off you.”

He threw them to Jens, who tossed them into an empty box. He dug a fat magic marker from his back pocket and uncapped it with his teeth. In big, blocky letters he wrote “wash me”, just as one would on the back of a dirty truck.

Was she as bad as a farmer now? The realization made her smile. Yes, she was. Because she was a farmer—and loved by two of them.

As the men she adored sorted through her belongings, she felt her cares lift. Life couldn’t get any more perfect.

 

 

Craning his neck all the way back, Jens gazed at the tall peak of the courthouse building. Inside this brick and mortar structure was the rightful deed to the Rope Burn Ranch. Robbie Breaker couldn’t possibly have it, as claimed. But Jens had exactly five days to prove the land belonged to him and Holden or else that document allegedly signed by Ransom would be unearthed by Robbie himself.

Then Jens and Holden would lose that acreage. Worse than that—they’d lose Laurel’s acreage—and possibly Laurel.

With a sick stomach, Jens mounted the stairs to the front doors. He’d called ahead and let the record keeper know he’d be arriving so she could pull some files. He’d been shocked to learn that the woman he’d once dated and whom he’d seen in town weeks before, Belinda, was in charge of the deeds.

He prayed the woman could keep his business quiet. Not even Holden knew about it, and the last thing he wanted was for Laurel to find out. A few nosy posies in town, and she’d find out the wrong way.

But that’s not going to happen. Because there’s nothing to get excited about. We own that land, fair and square.

His boot heels echoed in the empty corridor leading to the records room. When he reached the outer office, Belinda looked up from where she was seated at a metal desk. Her eyes lit immediately.

“Hey there, Jens.” She came around the desk, all twitching curves and seductive poses. “You’re my next appointment?”

He pressed his lips together. Lord help him get through this without getting trapped between bookshelves with this woman. “You know I am.”

“Good to see you again. You’re looking fine.” She drawled the last word, sliding her gaze over his crisp, button-down shirt and right to his dark jeans. He shifted from foot to foot, uncomfortable as a dog with porcupine quills in its snout.

“Thank you. Now, you have some papers for me to look at?” He purposely steered the subject away from anything that might indicate he was interested in her.

But damn if she didn’t bounce forward on her high heels and throw her arms around his neck. He patted her back once, and then pushed her away, but not before his entire person was drenched in her strong perfume.

Fuck, gonna have to stop at the truck stop and shower before I can even go home.

Belinda twisted away from him and averted her gaze, as if she’d finally realized he wasn’t truly interested. While he felt bad, he didn’t want to egg her on at all. Laurel was it for him. And Holden was too.

“This way. I have some files laid out.”

For the next hour, he immersed himself in the paper smell of the files and the legal verbiage he sometimes had difficulty wrapping his head around. As far as these papers claimed, he and Holden owned the Rope Burn Ranch, including the smaller plot where the Ransom house sat. According to this, there was no Robert Breaker paper in existence.

Jens asked Belinda the hardest question yet. “If someone claimed there was a document stating he rightfully owns a portion of this land, would he have a legal case?”

She tilted her head and studied him too closely. “If there is a heading from a law firm, or even the signature of a lawyer, then yes.”

Jens tapped the stack of closed files. He had to find out for certain, and there was only one way to do that—get Robbie Breaker to show him. “Thanks, Belinda. I appreciate your time. And thank you for your discretion.” He gave her the full force of his stare, hoping that if she truly had a care for him, she wouldn’t want to see him hurt by a rumor.

She dipped her gaze. “Of course, Jens.”

Ten minutes outside of town, some of Jens’s confidence fled, washing away like leaves down a fast-running river. Why would Robbie Breaker bring up the document if it didn’t exist? He’d even called Jens and set up a time to meet to discuss the rightful ownership.

“Damn,” he muttered.

If Robbie really did hold the deed, that meant everything on the land belonged to him. Including Laurel’s organic crops.

Jens turned his head and looked out the side window at the fields. He couldn’t think about it. Couldn’t allow himself to get freaked out that Breaker was going to bring down him, Holden and the woman they loved.

He’d just have to deal with it—buy back the land as quickly as possible and without his lovers finding out about it.

Lovers. The word had a sweet ring to it. While he and Holden hadn’t actually touched other than a kiss here and there, something stirred inside him at the thought of going further.

All the more reason to protect them from the catastrophe it would be to lose the organic farm. Jens was in this for the long haul with Holden and Laurel—and that meant he had to dig in his heels and set things to rights before they discovered what was up.

 

 

The strains of a country tune wafted out of The Hellion and into the parking lot. Holden had been cajoled into coming here by Jens, who said he wanted them to kick up their heels and have a good time after their hard work on the farms.

But something in Jens’s eyes was dead when he said this. Just what was wrong, Holden couldn’t put his finger on. Even in bed, Holden sensed a difference in his friend. He seemed more desperate, hungrier for a connection. Not that it was a bad thing, but something was wrong.

Holden threaded his fingers with Laurel’s, and they made their way into the bar with Jens right behind them. Memories of the last time they’d been in this parking lot together washed through Holden’s mind. He could nearly feel the sting of Jens’s teeth against his knuckles. Remorse flooded him.

They’d come a long way. Hopefully, tonight they could unwind and enjoy each other.

But by walking into this bar and showing all the other guests that they were a trio, they were putting their bare asses to the wind. If anyone said so much as a word to Laurel about it, Holden was prepared to go to battle.

“You’re sure this is a good idea? There’s a double feature over at the drive-in. Back-to-back action flicks. All the stunt doubles you could want and none of the mess.”

Jens eyed him, his mouth grim. “I’m not afraid to show everyone what I’m made of. It’s a small town, but it isn’t as if they don’t all wish they could be as free. I’m not hiding.” His tone held a challenge.

“Laurel, you okay with this?”

She drew a deep breath and the tops of her breasts bulged momentarily over her skin-tight corset shirt. “Absolutely. I haven’t danced in far too long—let alone with two handsome men.”

Holden gave a hard nod. “As long as the lady’s happy…”

“Good.” Jens led the way inside, strode right up to the bar and ordered three cold beers. Armed with these, he moved to the table where Holden was seating Laurel.

As he pulled the chair out for her, he skimmed her ass with his fingertips. Her black skirt was molded to her hips, inspiring images of gripping her hips from behind and slamming into her tight, wet pussy.

Jens set the beers down and flashed him a grin that didn’t quite reach his eyes.

Holden watched him closely as he took a swig of beer. His gaze was locked on the dance floor. Conveniently avoiding Holden and Laurel’s stares?

Laurel kicked Holden under the table, and he placed a hand on her thigh. A couple days ago, she’d confided to Holden that she’d smelled perfume on Jens’s clothes. Did he know where Jens had been? When asked, Jens said he’d gone into town. That was it. No word about whose perfume it was.

While Holden was confident that Jens would never cheat on Laurel—or him—it was impossible not to wonder what the hell was going on.

“Where’d you go today after lunch, Jens?”

Laurel’s body hummed with tension. She twined her fingers with Holden’s.

“Oh, you know. Errands,” Jens said, tipping the beer back and swallowing deeply.

“Yeah? You get those seed potatoes?”

“No.”

“Then what? New wipers for the Ford?”

“Uh-uh.”

“Cut the shit and tell us what’s up, Jens.” Laurel leaned across the table, as if seeking the truth with her whole body. Her long hair lay in glossy waves on her shoulders and spine, which seemed to bounce with her nerves.

Jens finally met her gaze, holding it steadily. He set his beer down carefully, precisely atop the wet ring he’d left on the table. “What do you mean?”

“You’ve been off for days, and we think you’re hiding something from us. That true?” Holden cocked back in his chair, studying his friend’s face. He knew Jens so well, and way more intimately than a best friend should. The slightest nuance of a change in Jens, and Holden was on high alert.

Jens broke eye contact and looked down. He swirled a finger over a bead of moisture on the table. “Nothing much.”

“You’re a bad liar, Jens Anderson.”

“And you’re absolutely gorgeous tonight, Laurel.”

She shook off the compliment. “Flattery will usually get you a blow job, but not tonight. You’re going to tell me and Holden what’s wrong.”

Jens raked his fingers through his hair. “I’m not exactly ready to say. I need more time.”

Holden’s heart sank. “It’s that bad?”

Jens’s mouth worked. “Worse.” His voice sounded guttural, broken.

“I was at the farmers’ market today, talking to Mrs. Sanders about selling some of my harvest, and she mentioned that she ran into you at the bank,” Laurel said.

“Damn nosy people,” Jens muttered. He reached for his bottle again, but Holden stopped him with a hand on his wrist. The warm, strong muscles and sinew beneath his hand sent sensations straight to Holden’s groin.

“Enough, Jens. If we’re truly a team, then we deserve to know what’s wrong.”

He glanced from the crowded bar to the dance floor and back to Holden and Laurel. “I can’t talk about it here.”

Laurel shoved her chair back. “Then let’s go outside.”

“And please no fist-fighting,” Holden said under his breath. His bowels were churning with dread. What was Jens going to say? A thousand scenarios played through his mind—he didn’t want this threesome, just wanted Laurel to himself, was moving away, was in debt up to his ass for overspending on seeds and old car parts.

The cool air outside calmed Holden a little. He clutched Laurel’s hand tightly, trying to soothe her tremors. He hated that Jens was causing such distress in her. Protective instincts rose in Holden.

Jens’s boot heels crunched on the gravel. He stopped beside the truck and leaned his forearms on the hood, then bowed his head so his forehead nearly touched the metal.

“Jesus, Jens. Just tell us.” Holden’s stomach shook.

“It has to do with the deed and Old Man Breaker.”

Shock tore through Holden. Of all the things he thought Jens might say, that was far from his expectations.

“What about it?” Laurel’s voice was hushed.

“After Breaker died, Robbie cornered me and told me Ransom lost his small piece of ground in a game of cards.”

“Cards?” Laurel echoed.

Jens didn’t look at them. “Robbie said Ransom signed over a portion equaling twenty acres to his father.”

“But he’s wrong. We have the survey of the land—”

“No.” Jens lifted his gaze, and the searing pain Holden saw there made him suck in his breath. “I saw the paper, Holden. It’s a legal contract, drawn up by a lawyer from town.” His gaze flickered to Laurel, and he dropped it instantly. “I’m sorry, Laurel, but it includes your farm and the house.”

“Sweet—” Holden felt like crumpling over, just as he had when he’d come home from Alaska to find his girl in Jens’s arms. He crushed his hat in his hand and ripped it off his head. “Are you telling me that Laurel has planted crops on land that’s not ours—not hers?”

She went as white as cream. “Jens, is that true?”

“Looks like it. And yes, I was at the bank today, trying to get a loan for the money we need to buy out Robbie Breaker.”

“Fuck!” Holden slammed the heel of his hand off the truck door. Once. Twice. “Why are we just now learning about this? Why didn’t Breaker speak up when we purchased the land after Ransom died?”

Jens shook his head. “He was a good guy. He didn’t need twenty more acres, so it didn’t matter to him. But his son’s not that way.”

“Did you get the money from the bank?” Laurel asked.

Dropping his head, Jens looked positively miserable—as miserable and knotted up as Holden felt inside. If they lost the land—she lost her crops and all her money.

The Rope Burn Ranch might lose, but he and Jens would lose more. Laurel wouldn’t stay and fight for her dream.

“They wouldn’t lend it. Said I’m maxed with this mortgage.”

Holden paused. Yeah, Jens probably was. But Holden had money in the bank from fishing. He’d held on to most of it, saving it for a rainy day, or in the event that he had to run away after Laurel dumped him for Jens.

Well, this sure as fuck seemed like a rainy day. But at the same time, Holden was majorly pissed at his friend.

What kind of relationship was it when one person bore the brunt of a problem?

Holden released a long sigh. “We’ll figure something out. Just—”

Jens’s eyes flashed with a spark of anger. “I’m in control here,” he said through clenched teeth. “Starting now.”

He grabbed Laurel’s hand, opened the door and pushed her gently into the truck. “Get in,” he said to Holden before walking around the front and climbing behind the wheel.

The ride home was super-charged with tension. Laurel perched on the edge of the seat between him and Jens, knees bouncing. When Jens placed a hand on her thigh, she fell still at once, and her nerves turned to lust. Holden could feel it coming off her in waves.

Through her tight blouse, her nipples were as hard as two pearls.

“Put your hand in her panties,” Jens ordered, parting her thighs with one hand. “She needs to get off. Now.”

A shudder rolled over her and was transmitted into Holden through the places their bodies touched—shoulders, hips, knees.

The sun had dropped behind the hills, and the cab was plunged into darkness, only lit by the faint dash lights.

“Laurel, shimmy out of your panties, baby.”

“I’m not wearing any,” she whispered.

Holden and Jens shared a harsh moan.

Wrapping his fingers around her inner thigh, Holden tugged until her knee rested over his. Jens’s fingers met his at her soaking wet junction.

“She’s more slippery than the road to hell.” Holden groaned.

Shifting her body to expose herself more fully, Laurel wrapped an arm around each of them. Her sweet scents filled the cab, and Holden found himself drawing deep breaths. Damn, if he had nothing else to breathe in but that delicious arousal, he’d be a happy man.

His cock pressed hard against his jeans as he synced his fingers in time to Jens’s. Laurel lifted her hips when he stroked her tight nub and exposed her core to his forefinger. Cream slicked his hand.

Jens pulled his fingers free, momentarily painting her juices on Holden’s palm, before sticking two fingers in his mouth and sucking them clean. “Storm ahead. I’ve gotta keep my focus on the road. Take care of her, Holden.”

Holden glanced out the window at the dark clouds boiling on the horizon. The moon played cat and mouse with the rain clouds, and the wind tore small branches and leaves off the trees.

In these parts, a storm could whip up too suddenly.

When Laurel began to gasp, Holden centered his attention on her. He swirled his finger over her button and sent his middle finger deep into her pussy. Her body clutched him, so tight. So perfect.

For a dizzying minute, he fought the need to shove down his jeans and plant her atop his cock. Surely Jens could navigate while their sounds filled the cab.

Cupping Laurel’s cheek, Holden drew her in for a kiss. She twisted her mouth against his, open, seeking. He teased her lips and tongue as he continued to drive her higher up the steep slope of bliss.

“She’s so hot for you, Holden. Now bite her neck—you know the place.”

Following Jens’s orders without thought, Holden moved down the slope of her throat to the sweet spot behind her ear that made her come unglued. Combined with his fingers, she’d come quickly and violently. Jens knew this. And so did Holden.

“Ohh.” She shuddered all over, a faint dew breaking out on her skin. Her pussy contracted around Holden’s finger.

Jens could call the shots now, and even when they arrived home, but Holden was taking charge of the deed concern.

“Curl your finger inside her. Fuck, yeah, she’s going wild.” Jens’s dark tone expressed his arousal. “Laurel, baby, just let go. Give it all to him—to me. When I get you home, I’m going to make you lose control a half-dozen times before I finally sink into you.”

Holden pictured her thighs spread wide and Jens’s cock pounding into her. Watching the thick shaft disappear into her tight body drove Holden wild. Knowing she was getting pleasure, that Jens was, and that he would too was the most erotic thing in the world.

“She’s so close, Jens.”

“You like his fingers in your pussy, don’t you, baby? Are you imagining his cock? My cock? You’d like to have both of our hard dicks deep inside you at the same time, wouldn’t you? Feeling us rubbing you, rubbing against each other…”

With a cry, she came. Spasms rippled through her walls and through Holden’s fingers. Each stroke sent her higher. She tilted her head back, eyes closed, breath sobbing in her lungs.

Holden lost himself in Jens’s heated words too. Christ, they hadn’t tried double penetration, but he desperately wanted to. Knowing the three of them were receiving pleasure at the same time would be the ultimate high.

His cock oozed pre-come and wet his boxers. If he didn’t get relief soon, he’d bellow his need.

Laurel came down slowly, slumping forward in Holden’s arms. They shared a sweet, tongue-rolling kiss. Finally, he withdrew his fingers. As he moved them toward his lips, Jens grasped his wrist and brought them to his mouth. When his scalding tongue worked over Holden’s digits, he nearly came in his pants.

“Damn,” Laurel murmured, gaze locked to the sight.

Each velvety lap of his tongue solidified the fact that Holden wanted more with Jens. They shared her body, her love. They’d kissed many times. Would Jens let him take it further?

Jens guided the truck to the side of the road.

“What are we doing?” Holden asked.

Yanking the emergency brake, Jens released Holden’s fingers. “I can’t wait until we get home. Get Laurel’s pretty breasts out, Holden, while I unzip.”

Holden put a hand over Jens’s bulge. Their gazes locked through the dimness. “Let me,” he whispered.

Jens’s features stood out, pressing against his skin somehow. Silence stretched. At last, Jens gave a harsh nod. “Get it out.”

Laurel leaned back in the seat to give Holden better access. Nimbly, Holden pulled open the belt buckle and opened his friend’s fly. His ridged length lay beneath the thin cotton of his underwear, the mushroomed head practically begging for Holden’s mouth.

“Taste him,” Laurel said.

Jens fell still. “I call the shots here, darlin’. You get your turn later. We all do.” He looked into Holden’s eyes. “Right now, I’m in charge, and I say you’re going to take turns with my cock.”

Holden’s mouth actually cramped as it suddenly watered. Need slithered through his cock and balls.

Laurel made a noise when Holden didn’t pull Jens’s shaft free fast enough. Jens gained his knees, and she slid his jeans and underwear down his hips. The cab was just roomy enough for Holden to reach around Laurel and cup Jens’s heavy ball sac. Their gazes locked as Holden weighed it on his palm. Fire licked his insides. Fuck, if he lasted another minute, he’d be lucky.

Jens leaned forward and captured Laurel’s lips and simultaneously thrust his cock into Holden’s hand.

Taking immediate advantage, Holden smoothed the silky skin over the hard steel, reveling in each throbbing inch. He closed his eyes as he stroked him, learning the flare of the head and the veins. When he dipped his thumb into the depression and gathered the cream there, Jens jerked.

Snapping his eyes open, Holden met his gaze. He continued to kiss Laurel, rubbing her full tits through her top. After a few minutes, Jens tore away from the kiss. “Enough. I need your mouth, baby.”

Laurel nodded and dropped her mouth to Jens’s cock. Holden watched the girth vanish between her supple lips and groaned with want.

“Shit, yeah. Sweetheart, you have a mouth that could send a man straight to heaven. When I get you home, I’m going to show you just how appreciative I am.”

Jens planted a hand on Laurel’s nape, guiding her deeper and deeper over his cock, gaze locked with Holden’s, allowing him to see his pleasure.

“You want this, don’t you? My cock in your mouth? Hitting the back of your throat?”

Suddenly, Holden could practically feel the thick flesh on his tongue, nudging his throat and filling his mouth. Juices oozed from his cock and he squeezed it to hold off a premature orgasm.

At Jens’s words, Laurel let his cock slip from her mouth. She held it at the base and tilted it toward Holden.

He didn’t need further invitation. He pressed Laurel back against the seat and swallowed his friend’s cock to the root.

“Ahh,” Laurel moaned.

Jens’s stomach muscles dipped harshly, and he stopped breathing. Staring down at Holden, he didn’t move. Then he gripped Holden’s neck and nudged his cock into his mouth another fraction.

The musky scents of male and soap filled Holden’s head. He traced his tongue over the root and swore he could feel Jens’s pulse.

“Oh shit. I’m not going to last.” Jens bucked wildly, the cords of his throat standing out in the shadow and light.

Holden sank his fingers into Jens’s hips and drew him in and out of his mouth, sucking, asserting more pressure with each stroke until he felt the very moment Jens’s release struck.

Hot, salty come filled his mouth. He gulped automatically as the spurts hit his throat. Love and devotion washed through him, bringing tears to his eyes. He’d needed this to feel complete—the perfect circle. From feeling left out to being permanently joined to his lovers.

When Jens’s cock twitched its last, Holden looked up at him. Jens gave a ghost of a smile. “Let’s get home.”


Chapter Twelve

“Face down, ass in the air,” Jens ordered as he stripped off his clothes.

Laurel was sprawled on the bed, a bandana tied around her eyes.

When she didn’t respond quickly enough to Jens’s order, someone flipped her over until she was kneeling.

“Arch your back.” Her pussy flooded. She could smell her juices—had never been so hot or turned on in her life.

“Beautiful woman we have, right, Holden?”

“Fuck, yeah.”

“You want to fuck her? Sink into her pussy?”

“Mmm-hmm.”

She shivered.

“Slither under her and get her loosened up. I’m going to play with this.” A fingertip slid down the seam of her ass and passed over her pucker. Everything in her body seemed to contract. Her mind turned inward and she threw her senses out. Without her sight, every caress of every fine hair on her body seemed amplified.

The mattress sagged as what she assumed was Holden’s weight joined hers. His personal musk drowned her as he positioned her over him.

Jens’s rough hand on her lower back was another order to arch it farther. She tilted her hips, bringing her ass up. Her cheeks fell open a bit, and the cooler air met her intimate places.

“Shit, she’s soaked.” Jens dragged two fingers through the wetness pooling on her sex.

She hissed with pleasure and rocked backward, seeking more of his touch.

He toyed with her folds, collecting more of her cream. Then his hand left her and Holden’s rounded cock head was sliding through her folds and burrowing into her entrance.

She felt around the sheets until she located Holden’s hand. Entwining their fingers, she sank lower over his hard shaft. Inch by inch, he stretched her. Before she had time to think, Jens’s fingers passed over her ass again.

This time he paused with his fingertip over her neediest spot. Ever since his dirty talk in the car when he’d asked if she wanted both of her lovers inside her, she’d been trembling with desire for this moment.

He’d penetrated her netherhole with a finger while making love to her before, but how would it feel to have him inside her?

“How’s she feel, Holden?”

He growled a reply. “Tight.” He drove deeper into her.

“Good. Kiss her.”

Holden’s hard lips met hers and she opened to him automatically. The popping sound of a cap opening reached her. The hair on her spine ruffled as she anticipated Jens’s touch.

Finally, his warm, lubed fingers found her skin. He circled her anus, his touch on each small ridge igniting her. This was everything she needed—both lovers taking and giving equally. And she was the instrument that would bring them all pleasure.

Jens ran a finger around her ass again and then eased it inside. Her body accepted him easily, the lube guiding him home. She moaned into Holden’s mouth and he swallowed it as he explored her curves.

When Holden withdrew his cock, Jens shoved his finger into her ass. The tandem movements left her wanting. “Please,” she cried. “I need more.”

Jens chuckled. “Like this?” He must have added a finger or two more, because suddenly she was stretched, her flesh burning with perfect deliciousness.

A ragged sigh escaped her. Her pussy grew wetter and the moist sounds of Holden’s cock slamming into her filled the air.

When Jens removed his fingers, she mewed her disappointment.

Again, he laughed. “Don’t worry, baby. I won’t leave you for long.”

His slick cock stretched with a condom caressed her pucker.

“Hold still a second,” Jens said, and Holden stopped moving. His grip tightened on her, and she realized it took a supreme amount of effort for him to stop.

From behind, Jens skimmed her ass cheeks, parting them slightly as he slid the head of his cock into her untouched spot. “Just breathe, baby.” His rough voice sent flickers of flame through her belly.

She drew a ragged breath. Her pussy pulsated around Holden’s shaft. When Jens breached her tight, muscular ring, she cried out.

Both men fell still, and then suddenly hands were all over her, caressing her, soothing her.

“It’s all right, baby. I’ll stop if you want.” Jens’s voice was tight, as if he was clenching his teeth.

“No, I’m all right. That was just…wow.” Behind the blindfold, she pinched her eyes shut, willing her body to relax and take him. She wanted this more than any kind of sex ever. A dark need sucked her under and she pushed back against Jens’s straining cock. “Take me. Both of you.”

Holden shifted, his cock sliding deep, then shallow. She sucked in a delighted breath.

“I’ll go slow,” Jens promised.

With exquisite, mind-blowing movements, he glided his cock into her ass. The pressure mounted. Pleasure-pain washed over her, raising gooseflesh in its wake. Reaching back, she found Jens’s hip and urged him in more.

“She’s so goddamn tight,” Holden choked.

“You’re telling me.” Jens felt huge inside her, and between both men, she didn’t know if they’d have enough room to move.

“I can feel you, Jens. And I’m not ashamed to say it’s so fucking good,” Holden said.

Tremors tore through her as she realized the extreme pleasure they must be experiencing too, seated so firmly against each other through the thin barrier of her body.

With one more insistent shove, Jens filled her.

“Ahhh.” She shook with the need to move yet remain still in order to grow accustomed to their double invasion.

“Okay, baby?” Holden brushed his lips over her throat.

“Yesss.”

“You move first, Holden.” Jens gripped her hips, absolutely motionless. Entirely in control.

With supreme care, Holden moved his cock inside her channel. Juices flooded him, and she cried out again.

“More!”

Jens didn’t move as Holden eased his shaft in and out of her, but she could feel Jens’s shudder.

“Sweet Lord, I can’t hold back much longer,” he said.

“Then don’t.” She reached up and tore off her blindfold. Holden’s face was painted with bliss. A grin stretched over her features as their gazes met. His hard lips quirked upward. In the dim light flooding the room through the window, the dark stubble on his jaw gleamed blue.

Twisting around, she shot Jens a look. “Don’t hold back. I need you both moving inside me.”

That was all the incentive he needed. With a primal groan, he slid his cock inside her ass, against the thin barrier separating Holden’s cock in her pussy. She grew boneless as they took turns filling her, just as they had earlier. But she wanted them moving in at the same time, stretching her to the brink.

The knot in her core tightened to a point of pain. If she didn’t release soon, she’d take matters into her own hands. If only she could muster the strength to demand what she wanted from both men.

When she ground her hips, male moans filled the air. Jens clamped a hand on her waist. “I am in charge here.” With that, he began to sync his thrusts to Holden’s, both in, both out, until her breath sobbed in her lungs.

The ache in her pussy and ass grew until she thought she’d die. Then all of a sudden, the heat increased and she knew she was lost. With a harsh cry, she came. Body slammed by the wave of ecstasy, pussy gripping Holden’s cock, ass contracting heavily around Jens’s. Her breasts felt heavy, the nipples excruciatingly tight.

“Jesus!” Holden stiffened and then pounded into her. Each hot spurt of come slicking her walls drove her higher.

“Oh my God, I can feel you both unraveling.” Jens grunted and shoved deep into her body as he shook with his orgasm.

Laurel’s mind blanked and all she knew for several minutes was the sensations in her body and the passion in her heart.

When she slowly began to return to her senses, Jens pulled his slack cock free of her. His weight left the bed and his footsteps faded into the bathroom.

By the time he returned, she and Holden were stretched on the bed in each other’s arms. Jens stopped in the doorway, staring at them for a long minute. Shadows obliterated his face, and she couldn’t see his expression.

Beckoning him with a hand, she urged him forward.

“I was an ass for not sharing the information about the Ransom place with you.”

“That you were,” Holden said quietly.

Laurel’s heart tripped. Were they still angry? Even after sharing her body? She’d thought they would unite in a brand new way after this encounter, but Jens remained stiff in the doorway, and Holden didn’t move to invite Jens farther.

At last, Jens drifted into the room. He reached for Laurel, and she drew him down with them. “This is where you belong, Jens.”

He didn’t speak. As she began to drift into an exhausted sleep, his voice sounded as a whisper. “I’m not so sure.”

 

 

The birds awakened long before the sun rose. Their endless chatter broke through Jens’s sleep-hazed brain. And instantly he knew he was alone.

No Laurel.

No Holden.

The bed was empty except for him. Lifting his head off the pillow, he glanced around at the tidy room. Not a discarded garment, which meant they’d picked up their belongings.

Were they in the shower? Downstairs flipping pancakes on the griddle together?

Jens threw out his hearing and could detect no other sound besides the birds.

He propped himself on his elbows and saw it. A scrap of paper on the middle pillow—Laurel’s pillow.

Went to take care of business.

Heart slamming violently against his chest wall, Jens forced back a bellow. Rage and terror slayed him. A bloody knife of jealousy twisted in his gut. They’d left him. Taking care of business could mean so many things—Laurel’s crops that might need water, a horse with an injury…or an elopement.

The last thing Jens had said to them was that he didn’t fit with them. Maybe they’d whispered together while he slept and had determined Jens was right. They belonged together, and Jens was truly a third wheel, an extra tractor tire with a leak that would slow them down.

“Fuck.” Jerking upright, he swung his legs over the side of the bed. His nudity suddenly felt sordid. What had he been thinking to climb into bed with the pair of them? In the end, his idea had fucked everything up. And now he was going to pay the price with a gutting and a shredded heart.

Tears clogged his throat. Battling them, he drifted through the darkened room and found his clothing. Tugging on his underwear and jeans, he again listened hard for any sign of life in the house below or outside. Even the cattle were silent this morning. Not a nicker or moo could be heard.

Before he descended the stairs, he knew the house was empty. He didn’t need to look out the window to realize Holden’s truck was gone.

Standing barefooted and brokenhearted before the living room window, Jens stared out at the rain-drenched world. Water sluiced from the damaged part of the gutter and fell with a low patter on the porch step. Last night it had stormed like hell while he and Holden had shared Laurel’s body.

The ultimate union and the ultimate sacrifice. Jens had given up his dreams by taking control and dominating the moment. Because of his overbearing need, he’d lost them.

A sob burned in his chest but he held on to it, refused to let it out. The cloud he’d been living on for so many weeks evaporated, and he was hurled to the ground. Now he had to fight to keep from crumpling in a broken heap.

He shrugged on his shirt and buttoned it. Locating a pair of boots near the door, he slipped them on and stole out into the pre-dawn.

Yep, just as he thought. Holden’s truck was gone. Despair struck him anew and this time he couldn’t stop the sound that burst from his throat. Even to his ears, it was the noise of a wounded animal.

It’s my own fault. He never should have attempted to right the problem with Robbie Breaker alone. Holden thought he owned that land too and deserved to be let into the loop. And it was Laurel’s money—Laurel’s dream—that was in question. While Jens was busy orchestrating their lives, he’d failed to let them hold the reins as well. On this ranch, all three persons should have been equal partners.

He strode across the yard, boot heels sinking into the sloppy earth. Leaves and debris littered the ground. First things first. Take care of the animals, then check the crops for damage.

As Jens threw himself into his chores, he couldn’t help but wish he could curl up and nurse his damaged heart.

 

 

Holden kept his eyes trained on the horizon, placing a hand on Laurel’s jean-clad thigh. The truck was warm and fuggy, and the scents of their lovemaking with Jens still lingered.

Shooting a glance at the clock on the truck dash, Holden wondered when their boy would rouse from sleep. When they’d slipped away in the wee hours of the night, Jens had been dead to the world. Holden’s and Laurel’s footsteps had been drowned by the roar of the wind and lash of rain, not to mention the thunder.

Holden didn’t need to feel Laurel’s taut thigh muscle under his hand to know she was out of her head with worry. She’d shed a few tears over her precious plants when the worst of the storm had hit. And she’d been downright inconsolable at the idea of leaving Jens.

“You’re sure this is the right thing to do?” she asked for the fourth time.

Holden kneaded her leg, just above her knee in the sensitive spot that usually made her writhe. “Baby darlin’, he’s so stubborn, he’d never let me do this without a fight.”

She shivered. “Yeah, and I don’t have a desire to see you go at it again like two cocks in a ring.”

Holden flexed his fingers of his other hand, still feeling the cut of Jens’s teeth against his knuckles. But he could also feel the way his friend’s shaft filled his mouth.

“We’ll get to the bank and withdraw that money, then rush back to pay Breaker.”

“Why isn’t the money in a local bank, Holden? Why did you put it so far away?”

He swallowed hard. Here was where his own past rose up to haunt him. When he’d discovered Laurel was with Jens, he’d taken his big check from the fishing stint and placed it in a bank far away from their small town. If he had to make a run for it, he didn’t want to have to stop and face the townspeople—he’d just planned to hop in the truck and drive. A bank four hours away had seemed the best place at the time.

He’d used up a small portion of the cash he kept with him to pay for some of the improvements to Laurel’s organic farm, but otherwise, the money was untouched. Tens of thousands of dollars. Surely, Robbie Breaker would accept it as a down payment. Then Holden could apply for a bigger loan to make up the rest.

Hopefully.

The fact that Jens was maxed on his credit limit worried Holden. But with any luck, the chunk of change Holden kept in that bank branch would assist his cause.

Laurel seemed to read his thoughts. “I can help out. Apply for a loan.”

He shook his head before she completed the sentence. “I can’t let you put yourself out there more. You’re already taking a big risk with your farm.”

She blinked at him. The gray light of dawn sparkled on her wet lashes. “And you aren’t? Jens didn’t?”

Holden bit off the urge to tell her flat-out that he wasn’t allowing her to dump her money into the pool. They should take care of her, dammit—Holden intended to. However, wasn’t this mindset exactly what had gotten Jens in trouble in the first place? He’d thought to take control of matters, and only when he was spiraling out of control did he break.

Holden couldn’t take that chance. Laurel deserved to be let in. If they were equal partners in the bedroom, they should be on the ranch too. And the ranch included Laurel’s organic farm.

Which at the moment belonged to Robbie Breaker, Grade-A asshole.

As Holden and Laurel pulled out of the Rope Burn Ranch, Holden had called the man and dragged him out of bed long enough to spit, “I’m getting the money,” into the phone.

Holden sighed. “All right, baby. I’ll try this my way first, but if it doesn’t work out, I’ll gladly accept your help.”

Her eyes glistened with fresh tears. “Thank you. If we’re truly a team…”

“I know. We are.” He rubbed his knuckles beneath her chin and then swiped a stray tear from her peachy-soft cheek.

“Should we call him?”

She didn’t need to mention Jens’s name—Holden knew exactly whom she was talking about.

“If we do, he’ll go all ape-shit alpha on us again. And while that was hot as hell in the boudoir, I’d like to avoid it when it comes to the ranch. Don’t you agree?”

“Mmm.” Her quiet tone pointed to the fact that she might be thinking of the bedroom part of Holden’s sentence and not the latter.

Holden ran his fingers up her inner thigh, inches from her heat. “There’s a lot more of that to come, if I have any say about it.”

“You will. He’ll forgive us for running out on him like this, won’t he?” Worry tinged her words.

Holden bit the inside of his cheek as he considered the notion. Jens was stubborn but not nearly as stubborn as Holden. Of the two of them, Jens had the most level head, while Holden allowed his emotions to run away with him. The idea that Jens was out of control with his emotions and desires pointed to the fact that he was a man in love—desperate to hold on to it.

And Holden didn’t have to ask Jens how he felt about him. When he’d watched Jens’s face as his cock spurted into Holden’s mouth, he’d known.

Laurel covered his hand. “You’re sure my plants are all right? Would the storm have hurt them?”

Holden shook his head. “There wasn’t hail. They’ll be all right, baby.” Even as he said this, he prayed it was true. The roots were fragile and the stiff winds might have caused some damage. He wished he’d had time to check before they took off. Inherently, he knew Jens would look. If her crops had sustained damage, there was little they could do except replant. Thankfully, it was early enough to do so.

Squeezing Laurel’s fingers, he sent her a sidelong look. “No matter what happens, sweetheart, we’ll be okay. All of us.”


Chapter Thirteen

Everything about the inside of the bank was wrong. It smelled wrong—like paper and a strange chemical cleaner—and the rigid lines of the interior weren’t home. Laurel paced before the door of the small office where Holden was sequestered with a loan officer.

“Miss? Could I offer you a chair and some coffee while you wait?” A young woman eyed her.

“No, thanks.” She couldn’t bear to sit. She’d jiggle her way through the floor. As the employee moved off, Laurel checked her cell phone.

It shouldn’t surprise her that Jens hadn’t called. He probably assumed the worst. They hadn’t explained in the cryptic note they’d left. Hell, Jens’s mind was probably all over that, thinking everything from elopement to them sticking him with the Rope Burn Ranch and all the responsibility of running the huge operation in the middle of growing season.

Seeing that there were no new texts or messages, Laurel shoved her phone into her back pocket again. She rubbed her hands on her thighs and stared at the little window cut into the office door. The back of Holden’s head was visible, moving slightly as if he were arguing a point. When she saw his hand twitch in the air, she knew that’s what was going on.

Shit. He’s not going to be given the loan. Would she even be able to get a loan either? She had no job technically. No income. Was living on a nest egg that was already half-invested.

She’d opened her mouth and told Holden she could contribute, but the fact was, she wasn’t certain that would happen. Still, she had to keep her farm. How much could Breaker possibly want for it? The house was in sad shape and the acreage small compared to what he already possessed.

Her mind whirled back to Jens. After last night, she’d thought nothing could break through the impenetrable fortress of their combined love. When Holden first asked her to go with him to secure the land, she’d jumped at the idea. Now she wished she’d stayed with Jens just to let him know she hadn’t abandoned their love.

If anything, she was in deeper. Her body still hummed from their double penetration. She could practically feel them moving within her.

The man behind the desk stood, and Holden did too. Their hands met across the desk in a firm shake. Did that mean good news or bad?

Pressing her back against the wall, Laurel stared at the door. Holden’s broad shoulders filled the little window, and then the oak slab opened. Their gazes met and a twinkle lived in his hazel eyes.

Heart pattering wildly, she jumped to his side and gripped his hand.

“We’ll get those papers drawn up and get your loan underway today, Mr. McAlister.”

Relief rushed through Laurel’s veins and weakened her knees. Holden lashed an arm around her waist, keeping her upright.

He thanked the loan officer. As soon as the man moved off, Holden grasped her shoulders and spun her to face him. “We’ve got it. It will be a day or two, which means we’ve gotta stay here in town. I plan to call Robbie Breaker tonight and let him know we’ll have the money in hand and be at his door within the week. That’s if he’s around. Half the time he’s nowhere to be found.”

“And Jens? Should we call and tell him?”

Holden’s mouth tightened. “Not yet. We can’t have him interfering and possibly causing trouble with Breaker. It’s only a few days, Laurel, and then we’ll be home with Jens to make amends.”

Concern was a dead weight in her belly—a familiar weight. Holding off about calling Jens didn’t set with her. All too well, she knew what it was like to be left dangling. For months, she’d waited for word from Holden and had finally given up. She didn’t want Jens feeling that hopelessness she had.

How to convince Holden that they needed to let Jens in? Since the beginning, the relationship had been out of balance. One tipping the scales, and then the other. Both men had taken control—Jens in the bedroom and with the decision surrounding them sharing her, and Holden about wrangling them out of this situation with the land.

It was time for Laurel to step in and exert her power. Whether or not Holden agreed, she at least had to let Jens know they were okay.

 

 

The rain came down in heavy sheets, making it impossible for Jens to even work off his frustration. He wanted nothing more than to hurl himself into some back-breaking exercise—digging fence holes, shoveling manure. But today there would be no escaping his dark thoughts.

Laurel and Holden had been gone for two days. Two days of bone-deep yearning. In the past forty-eight hours, Jens had come to realize that his life really was nothing without his two lovers.

The short text message he’d received from Laurel yesterday saying they were okay and had a little “surprise” for him didn’t untie the knot in his stomach. If they went and got hitched without him…

He sighed and stared out the window, reliving every moment he’d spent tangled in bed with Laurel and Holden.

A ripple of awareness ran through him. If someone had told him a year ago that he’d be in bed with his best friend, sharing Laurel and swapping pleasure with each other, he would have laughed his ass off. But falling into loving Holden had been so easy—like galloping across a flat with the wind at his back.

Pain ricocheted in his chest. He’d screwed up so bad. Everything was ruined—the progress the three of them had made toward living in harmony extinguished in one fit of stupidity.

Now Jens knew he should have confided to Laurel and Holden. He ran a hand over his jeans pocket where his cell was located. How many times had he thought of calling them? But no—he was terrified of hearing wedding bells and giggles of glee in the background.

Leaning his forehead against the cool window, he fought for control. He was becoming a pretty good zombie. Drifting from one task to another, busying his hands while his brain slowly shut down. The lights on stage were dimming with his hurt, his mind so bruised, he didn’t know if he’d ever recover.

His heart sure as fuck wouldn’t.

What would he do if his lovers left him? He’d still have the ranch, but double the bills. Holden surely wouldn’t support the Rope Burn Ranch if he wasn’t living there. And that would mean Jens might lose it to the bank. He’d already lost the Ransom place to Robbie Breaker. Hell, what was the rest of the acreage too?

The day he’d awakened to find Holden and Laurel gone, he’d gone up to the organic farm and worked for hours, replanting plants that had been drummed over by the downpour. Each tiny plant was securely in the ground now, leaves cupped to drink up the rain. But if the weather didn’t straighten up soon, Laurel would lose her strawberry crop.

Chafing a hand over his face, Jens focused on his reflection in the window. He looked older, worn out. Sleepless nights and stress did that to a man. Maybe he should go back to bed and stay there until it stopped raining.

His pocket vibrated and he jerked violently, smacking his forehead off the window. “Shit!” Holding a hand over his new hurt, he fumbled for his phone. One glance at the number, and his heart plummeted.

Not Laurel or Holden, but the courthouse. Belinda’s extension.

“Jens here.”

“Hello, Jens. I found another file about that piece of property you inquired about the other week. Would you be able to come down to the courthouse and take a peek?” Belinda’s voice was sickly sweet like triple chocolate ice cream with hot fudge sauce and chocolate sprinkles.

His stomach hollowed out. What sort of papers were in that file? And did he really want to see them? For all he knew, Breaker owned the entire Rope Burn Ranch and everything Jens had worked for would be torn from under him.

“Sure,” he croaked. “Give me forty-five minutes.”

“I’ll be waiting.” Her tone insinuated more and her overpowering perfume practically clogged his head though she was miles away.

With his keys in hand, he left the house, unable to stop thinking that it might be the last time he walked out that door as an owner.

 

 

Laurel gripped the arm rest as Holden took the turns around town at high speed.

Everything about being in their hometown felt good. A big old cashier’s check was squirreled away in Laurel’s purse, and they were on their way to the Breakaway Farm to pay off Robbie Breaker.

They couldn’t get there fast enough, and Laurel wasn’t even arguing with Holden about his reckless driving.

He sat inches from her. She looked striking in a black T-shirt, tight jeans and her new cowgirl hat. Alone in the hotel, they could have made love all night, but both had agreed not to. Without Jens, it was all wrong. The closer they got to ending this conflict and returning to Jens, the more enticing Laurel appeared, though.

He shot her a glance. “You keep looking at me that way, and we won’t make it to Breaker’s. I’ll have to pull over and take you.”

She squirmed. “No, no. Just drive, buddy.”

A short laugh burst from him.

“You’re feeling it too?” she asked, eyeing him.

“If you mean that I’m giddy at the idea of buying out the Ransom place for good and holing up in our house with you and Jens while this rain comes down, then yes.” He reached across the console and squeezed her fingers.

She smiled as they rounded the last bend to the Breakaway Farm.

A picturesque farm house stood in the back field, the design very similar to the Ransom homestead. Warm memories filled Holden. She might not be staying there anymore, but he would always think of it as hers. Her heart and soul were in the fields surrounding the old clapboard structure.

As they drew up before the house, a big farm dog trotted around the corner to greet them. Laurel climbed out of the truck, her purse tucked tightly under her arm. She let the dog sniff her and followed Holden up to the front door.

Mrs. Breaker appeared, peering at them through the screen door. “Yes?”

“Ma’am, it’s Holden McAlister. This is Laurel Price. We’re here to talk to your son.”

Laurel shivered. Holden slid an arm around her shoulders, his warmth permeating her thin, rain-spattered shirt.

“Oh yes. You helped with my Robert. I’d like to thank you again,” Mrs. Breaker said as she opened the door for them.

They scooted into the small living room. A homey smell of baked goods and clean linen reached Holden, reminding him of so many good moments with Jens. He couldn’t wait to get back to the ranch and Jens.

“It was my pleasure to be with you in your time of need,” Holden said to Mrs. Breaker.

She gave a nod, her eyes a little watery. Then she excused herself and went into the next room. Voices could be heard as she evidently spoke with her son.

A minute later, Robbie Breaker appeared, a scowl on his face. “What do you need, McAlister?”

At Holden’s side, Laurel ruffled. Her whole body tensed.

“We’ve come to buy you out on the Ransom place.” Holden held out his hand and Laurel unzipped her purse. She placed the envelope on his palm.

Robbie stared at it as if it were a pile of dog shit. “What’s that? I didn’t ask to be bought out.”

“No, but we’ve got an offer you won’t be able to refuse. Don’t be greedy now, Breaker. Your family has no interest in that land. You didn’t bother to claim it for all these years.”

“Because Dad refused to take action. I’m not so soft.”

“Robbie…” Mrs. Breaker chided with a click of her tongue.

“The land belongs to us fair and square. Now that it’s improved, you’ve made my job easier.”

Laurel gasped, suddenly quivering all over. She took a hasty step forward. “What do you think you’re going to do? Sell my crops—the ones I invested in?”

Robbie eyed her, his gaze on her a beat too long for Holden’s comfort. He clenched his fists, ready to do battle and lay the man out in his own living room if needed.

“Look, lady, I’m sorry you were hoodwinked by McAlister and his sidekick Anderson. But that’s not my concern—”

Laurel shoved closer to the man, crowding his big, six-foot-three-inch frame. Holden’s gut somersaulted. If Breaker so much as laid a finger on a single hair on her head…

The screen door banged shut behind them and Mrs. Breaker gave a startled cry as Jens burst into their house uninvited and strode across the room.

“What the hell are you doing here? Get out of our house!”

Holden’s heart raced at the sight of Jens—scruffy and looking exhausted after some obviously bad days, but his presence filled a chasm in Holden’s existence. Jens carefully avoided looking at Holden or Laurel as he stalked up to Robbie.

“I don’t like the way you’re looking at this lady. Now back off, Breaker.”

He placed the heel of his hand on Jens’s shoulder and shoved him back. Jens rocked but held his own.

Laurel broke. “Stop it! Robert Breaker, you should be ashamed of yourself. This is no way to continue your father’s legacy. I didn’t know the man, but from what I’ve heard, he was a good and kind man who worked hard for what he had. Don’t you think he never did anything with the Ransom land because he didn’t earn it, other than to win at a hand of cards? A stupid game of chance won him that parcel, and he knew it wasn’t right to claim it. Now, Holden, Jens and I have payment for the land”—she cut her eyes at Jens as she included him—“and you’re taking it.”

He glared at her. She snatched the envelope from Holden and slapped it against Breaker’s chest, head tilted all the way back to stare at him, her eyes shooting bullets of fury.

“Take this and leave us alone. The check more than covers the property’s worth. Now you can officially tear up that document saying the land is yours.”

Holden couldn’t stop the smile that spread over his face at Laurel’s boldness. She wasn’t afraid to fight for what she wanted—what they all wanted.

“Just take it, Robbie,” his mother said in a tremulous voice. “It’s what your father would have wanted. Honor his memory. Please.”

Robbie’s features shivered as he covered the envelope with his hand. Laurel pulled away and took several steps backward, reaching automatically for Jens’s hand. He gave it to her hesitantly, his eyes downcast.

Holden edged closer to them, desperate to be part of their link, to express how sorry he was for leaving without word.

Shock choked him.

He’d made the mistake a second time—took off and didn’t keep in touch with the person he loved. Staggering under the weight of his actions, he couldn’t help but wonder if Jens would forgive him as Laurel eventually had.

He tried to catch Jens’s gaze, but he turned his face away.

Burning, Holden had to get them out of here. “You’ve got your money, Breaker. Now leave us be. Mrs. Breaker, if you ever need anything, please give us a call.”

“Thank you.”

Holden wrapped his fingers around the place where Jens and Laurel joined hands. He applied pressure, indicating they should go.

Laurel gave Holden a pointed look that expressed her fears too, as the three of them made their way back outside, the organic farm plot theirs once again. But could their connection be recaptured or was it severed forever?


Chapter Fourteen

“Jens, look at me.”

He folded his lips and kept his gaze centered somewhere on Laurel’s mouth. While tingles of want spread through her, she knew they were far from where she wanted to be. Jens wore his pain like a shroud, and first she and Holden had to make amends.

“What were you doing here, man?” Holden asked.

The rain was soaking through Laurel’s clothes and she was freezing. But no one would get into a truck because it meant they’d be separated. Even though Jens was obviously hurt, he too was unwilling to move away from her and Holden. A good sign.

Her adrenaline was still pumping madly from her encounter with Robbie Breaker. For a moment, she’d questioned her own strength. Facing a man of that size, and who was obviously unwilling to negotiate, had taken an act of courage she hadn’t known she possessed.

But she’d done it, forced him to take the check, and claimed the land for her, Holden and Jens.

She cradled Jens’s chiseled jaw on her palm. The motion brought him back to life, and he suddenly drew a deep breath.

“I came to tell Robbie that I found some more documents concerning the property, and that his was dated the most recently. I came to tell him he owned it and if he wouldn’t sell, then he at least had to agree to give Laurel her crops.”

She made a quiet noise. Love blossomed in her heart. Though Jens had been so distraught, he was still looking out for her. “You believed we’d left you.”

“Didn’t you?” He met her gaze reluctantly, but his fell as quickly as it lifted.

“This is my fault,” Holden said.

They both looked at him. His hat was black with wetness and the shoulders of his shirt soaked through. She was wet too—and pretty sure she could win a wet T-shirt contest.

A shudder passed through her as a frigid rivulet of water snaked down her nape. “Can we get into the truck? I’m freezing.”

As if noticing this for the first time, Holden sprang into action. He opened the door of Jens’s truck, which had a big bench seat and no console to separate them. It wasn’t the most convenient place to have a life-changing discussion, but she’d take what she could get. They just had to make this work. If their union ended, she didn’t think she could go on. A part of her would always be missing.

She dropped her purse and hat to the floor and scooted across the seat, leaving wet trails on the vinyl behind her. Holden got into the passenger seat and Jens behind the wheel. The rain blurred the view from the windows, enclosing them in a private cocoon.

Holden began talking at once. “I fucked up by leaving and not clueing you in about our whereabouts or intentions, Jens. Just as I messed up with Laurel when I went to Alaska. I take responsibility for my actions, and I swear I’ve learned my lesson.”

“Oh, Holden.” She leaned against him, brushing her lips over his once. The wounds from those long-ago months healed with the balm of his words.

She turned to Jens. His shoulders were tense, his jaw set. “I know you think the worst, but don’t, Jens. Don’t.” She wrapped her arms around his stiff form. When he didn’t respond, she slid onto his lap.

A ragged breath left him, washing over her cheek. She inhaled his scents, body on fire because she’d missed him so much. If only he’d be her easy-going Jens and put his arms around her.

Rubbing her cheek over his, she yearned to kiss him. “Please forgive us, Jens. I love you. You’re half of my world.”

He locked his arms around her and crushed her against him with a groan. Clinging to him, she released the sob that rushed up her throat. Then Holden’s arms were around her too—around both of them.

Jens was shaking as he kissed her. The scorching caress of his lips instantly spiked her need. Big male muscles were pressing her from the front and back, enclosing her in a perfectly safe haven—the only place she wanted to be.

“I’m sorry I took over—didn’t let you in when I found out about Breaker owning that land.” Jens’s voice was choked.

Laurel closed her eyes and drank in his scent. A sweet torment began low in her belly. Soon she’d be wriggling wantonly against him and pressing her ass back against Holden. She opened her eyes.

“We’ve all made mistakes. I hid my relationship with Holden from you, Jens. But going forward, I want everything to be out in the open—no boundaries just as there aren’t in the bedroom.”

At the mere mention of the bedroom, a charged silence descended.

Jens ran a hand down her side, skimming her breast before settling on her hip. “I think we’d better get her home, Holden.” The men’s gazes connected, and in that look, Laurel knew all was healed.

“I’ll drive myself. Laurel, you stay with Jens.” Holden leaned forward and kissed her and then turned his mouth up to Jens’s. Before either of them could respond properly, Holden was bouncing out of the vehicle.

Jens stared into Laurel’s eyes for a long minute. The piercing blue was electricity bolting across a night sky. “I was so afraid I’d lost you both,” he murmured in a grating voice.

She shook her head and pressed her lips to the place in his throat where his pulse beat frantically. “Never. It’s always been the three of us, Jens. Without you, Holden and I can’t function.”

He placed his lips over hers, his tongue stroking hers in a maddening dance of promise. Her body pinged to life, but he set her on the seat beside him before she could do more than grind her pussy against his erection.

“Soon, darlin’. We’re only minutes from home, and then I’ll spread you out on our big bed and make love to you with Holden at our side.”

She grinned, light entering her shadowed soul once more. “I’m counting on it. But first you have to tell me why you keep showing up smelling of perfume.”

 

Emotion roiled through Jens’s system—relief that Laurel and Holden hadn’t eloped, arousal for the reunion to come and mirth at Laurel’s perfume question.

He pinched his shirt and pulled it away from his body, giving it a big sniff. “It’s that damn Belinda woman from town. Every time she sees me, she has to hug me.”

Laurel stared at him levelly. “O-kaay,” she drawled. “Why are you running into her so often?”

He snagged her off the seat and plopped her onto his lap once more. “You can’t believe I’d ever cheat on you, darlin’. From the start, I’ve made my intentions clear concerning you.” He skimmed the outer curve of her hip, his cock leaping in his jeans at the feel of the decadent swell. Burying his nose against her throat, he inhaled deeply. “It’s always been you, Laurel. Belinda is nothing but a fly buzzing around the wrong man. But she has been a help to me the past few weeks, gathering data about the Ransom property.”

“Which is now ours.”

“Thanks to you and your ability to charm Robbie Breaker.”

She threw her head back and laughed hysterically. “If that’s what you want to call it.”

“I do.” He swirled his tongue over the place where her pulse beat erratically, making her squirm. He groaned. “All right. Let’s head home. Holden’s waiting for us.”

His cock twitched again at the thought of his other lover. When they’d embarked on this journey to share Laurel, Jens had never imagined he’d wind up in bed with his best friend, let alone experiencing the same emotions for Holden as he possessed for Laurel.

He needed Holden in his life in the same way he needed her. They were a unit—and hopefully now they were unbreakable.

As Jens guided the truck home, lurid images flitted through his head. Of Holden on his knees, sucking Jens’s cock. Of Laurel pinned between them, her body linking them. He could nearly smell the musk of their lovemaking and see the golden rays of light after the rain slanting across the bed, making their skin glow.

By the time he drove beneath the arch at the end of the driveway declaring it was the Rope Burn Ranch, Jens was aching. Throbbing. Unbelievably aroused.

If he didn’t get them all in bed soon, he was going to roar his need to the brilliant sky.

Laurel fairly hummed with pleasure as they stopped in front of the house. Jens shot her a grin and she returned it with an excited one of her own. He jumped out of the truck and ran around to her door before she could open it.

The screen door banged, and Holden drifted onto the porch in only his jeans. His strong chest rippled as he moved, and he was even barefoot. Jens grasped Laurel’s hand and towed her quickly up the steps and into the house. As soon as they entered the cool living room, Holden wrapped his arms around them and shoved them both against the wall.

His gaze locked with Jens’s. “I’m sorry, man.”

“Me too. For all of it.”

“I say we go upstairs and show each other just how sorry we are,” Laurel suggested.

Holden ducked his head and captured her lips. Inches away, Jens watched the dance of their lips and tongues. Need boiled in his gut, and he could stand it no more. He leaned forward and added his mouth to the mix.

A groan echoed between Holden and Laurel as Jens traced his tongue over their lips. When he pressed his tongue into Laurel’s mouth and met Holden’s within, Jens nearly came undone.

Gripping Holden’s nape and twisting his fist in Laurel’s long, dark hair, he drew on them, nipping their lips and sucking their tongues until they were all quaking.

“Upstairs,” Holden moaned, scraping his rough jaw over Jens’s.

“Mmm. Better carry our girl, Holden. She looks pretty dazed.”

Holden swept Laurel into his arms, and Jens led the way to the bedroom.

He shoved the door open, visions of Laurel’s messy room flitting through his memory. Now that they had her in their house with them, she’d made an effort to keep her belongings in order. But there had been a few times that Jens had teased her about a growing pile of discarded clothes on the floor.

The inviting bed beckoned to them. Holden fell into it with Laurel, stretching atop her and rocking his hips into the V of her legs with a growl.

Jens stood at the side of the bed near her head, holding her gaze as he began to strip. As each piece of clothing fell away, Laurel’s eyes grew more hooded and the depths more blurred with desire.

“I’m in charge,” he said.

Holden grinned, not arguing with Jens’s authority in the bedroom. He pushed off Laurel and knelt over her. Together, Jens and Holden stripped her.

Each tiny scrap of skin revealed ignited Jens further. She reached for his belt and he jerked his hips back, out of her reach. “Patience, love. Remember?”

She made a quiet noise of agreement and fell still, allowing them to bare her completely.

The sweet scent of her body wash filled the air, comingled with Holden’s personal cologne. The scents sent dark tendrils of lust through Jens’s consciousness.

For a long minute, he stared at Laurel’s body. Every curve enticed him, her nipples straining and deep rose. The patch of curls on her mound pointed to her glistening folds.

“Part her for me, Holden.”

Holden lifted his gaze and they exchanged a knowing look. Gently, Holden used his fingertips to press her pussy lips back, exposing the soaking center of her. “Sweet Jesus. We’re dead men,” he said in a guttural voice.

Jens ran his tongue over the roof of his mouth, practically able to taste her juices. Quickly, he removed the rest of his clothing and gave a nod to Holden to indicate he should strip out of his jeans too.

They stood side by side, their cocks distended and pointing toward Laurel. She reached for them and wrapped a hand around each shaft.

“Fffuck.” Jens could barely contain his want. But he’d be damned if he was going to prematurely ejaculate. He was in this for the long haul today. No one was escaping this room without several orgasms.

Laurel looked from one to the other as she stroked both cocks. Jens locked his gaze on her pretty mouth, imagining her lips opening to receive him.

“Take us both in your mouth, Laurel.”

A shiver coursed through her and gooseflesh coated her skin. Flashing her gaze at them, she opened her mouth wide. Jens pushed forward. When she tasted the slit of his cock, collecting his juices, he ground his teeth against the need to explode.

Holden inched forward too, until his cock was aligned with Jens’s. Their swollen heads rubbed together as they simultaneously entered Laurel’s hot mouth.

“Oh my God.” Holden sank his fingers into Jens’s ass.

Laurel swirled her tongue over their invasion and opened wider. They pushed inside, barely able to sink past the heads for their combined girth.

“Sweetheart, you’re so gorgeous.” Jens caressed her jaw and threaded his fingers into her hair. She closed her eyes and sucked on them. The dark fringe of her lashes lay against her tanned cheeks, accentuating her beauty.

Holden pressed on Jens’s ass and brought their cocks deeper into her mouth. “This image is branded on my soul,” he gasped.

Jens felt the same way. When he was old and gray, this moment would flash through his mind at the last.

He cupped his balls and kneaded them, fighting back the come that threatened to spurt out. Unable to stand it another minute, he withdrew. Then falling into bed, he exchanged a tongue-dueling kiss with Laurel.

“Take Holden in your mouth,” she murmured against his lips.

“I intend to.” His cock grew another fraction.

“Shit, Jens. Do it. Now.” Holden angled his cock toward Jens’s mouth. He stared at the purple tip, mouth watering. Then he wrapped his lips around him and drew his friend’s length onto his tongue.

Flavors burst in Jens’s head, of Laurel’s kiss and Holden’s leaking cock. The salty-sweetness fanned the flames of need and he groaned around the pulsating flesh.

Holden grasped his head and pulled him in, forcing him to take his cock into the back of his throat. Jens took it all, exerting the pressure he craved from a blow job, as well as employing the techniques he loved.

When Holden was straining, jaw clenched, Jens released him.

Laurel’s gaze was heated, her ripe lips open. “That was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”

“I’m not done with him. I want to taste his come.” Rolling atop Laurel, Jens poised at her scalding pussy. Then in one solid thrust, he joined them.

She cried out and wrapped her legs around his hips, riding him, hips rising and falling.

“Come here,” Jens said raggedly, motioning to Holden.

Kneeling on the bed, Holden waved his cock before Jens’s face. He rubbed the tip on his lips, and Jens drove into Laurel hard and took his lover’s shaft into his mouth again.

They rocked in tandem, Holden sinking his cock deep into Jens’s throat as Jens intimately rubbed Laurel’s sweet channel.

He felt the first contractions tear through her and bit off a growl, struggling to keep from biting down as Laurel came.

She burst with a scream, her feminine tones and the expression of bliss on her face sending Jens over the edge. The finish rushed up from his balls and suddenly he was coming, bathing her walls. He ran his tongue down Holden’s length.

His friend stiffened and with a roar, shot his salty juices into Jens’s throat. He swallowed reflexively, sucking it down even as he emptied his own balls while stroking Laurel’s tight pussy with his cock.

 

Holden dragged air into his lungs, still jerking with release. The knowledge that Jens had just swallowed his come—every last drop—only infused him with more need.

Cupping Jens’s jaw, he ran his fingers into the soft underside, feeling his throat work with his swallows. He met Laurel’s gaze, and they shared a frission of excitement. If someone had told him when he returned from Alaska that this would happen, he never would have believed it. Fall for his best friend and live in perfect harmony with Laurel?

Jens flicked his tongue over Holden’s cock one last time, and Holden edged his shaft free. Jens’s hard lips looked swollen and inviting. But Laurel’s pussy was also filled.

Withdrawing from her body, Jens rolled onto the mattress and dragged Holden down with them. He tucked Laurel against his side and held Holden with the other arm. Their ragged breathing slowed and Laurel gave a hitching sigh.

“I won’t ever get enough of this.”

Holden meshed his fingers with hers and squeezed lightly. “I was just thinking the same.”

“Good thing we don’t have to,” Jens said. “I’m not leaving this bed for a week.”

“What about the crops?” Her eyes lit with the warmth they always did when she discussed her organic farm. The passion she held for the land and her success was contagious.

Twisting his face toward the window, Holden gazed out at the sprawling fields. Green as far as the eye could see, the vital crops running right up to the edge of the Ransom place—now officially their land.

No one was ever going to threaten Laurel again. She was going to yield a perfect first crop to sell at harvest time if Holden had to wrestle the clouds and Old Man Weather to get it.

Jens slowly turned his head and looked out the window too. “It’ll rain again soon. The plants will continue to grow while we play.”

She shook with laughter. A certain giddiness crept over her features, and Holden was mesmerized by the sight. To think that he’d come close to losing her with his stupidity. Her and Jens both.

He slipped an arm around both bodies, pulling them snugly into his embrace. “There’s not going to be anything but a happy ending if I can help it.”

The warmth of the sun breaking through the clouds and streaming into the room and the heat of his lovers’ bodies ignited his passions once again. He flipped atop them and found their mouths eager and wanting.


Epilogue

Three Months Later

A bead of sweat snaked down Laurel’s spine, and she groaned under the weight of the bushel of carrots.

“What are you doin’, woman?” Jens growled. He removed the basket from her arms as if it weighed as much as a kitten. “Weren’t you told to leave the carrying to me and Holden?”

She eyed him, her pussy squeezing at his dominating tone. Had it only been hours since they’d all climbed out of bed and then soaped each other in the shower for another round?

Even after months sandwiched between her two hunky men, she found herself insatiable. And they couldn’t seem to get enough of her either.

Holden slammed the tail gate of the truck and started forward with a box of melons. Her crop had only yielded a few decent melons, unfortunately. She’d hoped to get a hefty price for them at auction.

Sadly, she looked at the stripey green babies rolling around in the box. “I’m sorry you didn’t grow better, little ones.”

Holden gave her a small smile, but the light in his eyes revealed his inner laughter. “Next year is a brand new year, Laurel. We’ll do some more research and try to find new pesticide-free ways to grow a hardy melon crop.”

She fell in step beside him, and they met up with Jens, who stood on the outer ring of people waiting to auction off their wares to the local groceries and restaurants. Hers was the only organic crop and in demand. In her mind, she already had her finances planned out, each dollar allocated for more seeds and plants.

Jens set the bushel of carrots on the ground and slipped an arm around her waist. She slid an arm around each muscled body and sank her hands into their back pockets. The hard planes of their asses sent a fresh flood of want to her pussy.

As she listened to the auctioneer’s rapid, musical words, she let her mind drift. So much happiness had filled her, and it was all because she’d taken risks in her life. First by quitting her career at the hospital and jumping into farming, and then by agreeing to date both Holden and Jens.

But the moment they’d truly become a team of three was when they all dashed away their pride and admitted their shortcomings. In the end, this openness had freed them to love without boundaries.

Laurel kissed Holden’s jaw, then Jens’s cheek. Even if every last plant on her farm perished, the soil of her heart would be rich.
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Lip Lock


Old Man O’Brien’s plan to get his sons hitched is about to work a little too well…

 

Boots and Bareback

© 2012 Myla Jackson

 

Ugly Stick Saloon, Book 3

Isabella Severs's life is a shambles. When her fiancé dumped her, he took the horse she’d raised from a colt, and she wants him back. The horse, not the fiancé. Though she’s scrounging every penny working at the Ugly Stick Saloon, there’s no way she’s going to make enough to buy Sundance back before he’s put up for auction.

Until Old Man O’Brien makes her an offer she can’t refuse. One night of stripping for his son Jesse’s bachelor party, and all her problems will be solved.

Sean, Gabe and Tanner aren’t interested in settling with any one girl—until Isabella’s eye-popping performance on a mechanical horse gets their blood pumping. She’s perfect: sexy as hell, and well-suited to ranch life.

Yet as the brothers vie for her attention, they discover there’s a vulnerable woman beneath the sass. And instead of a winner-gets-the-girl competition, they find themselves joining forces to convince her she’s worthy of the love of a good man…or three.

Warning: Pull up a saddle. This is one erotic ride you won't want to miss. Three hot cowboys, one sexy cowgirl and a mechanical horse that gives a whole new meaning to riding bareback. Caution—stock up on ice and bring your vibrator, this one's gonna make you burn!

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Boots and Bareback: 

“Do you still want me to dance?” Isabella asked from her perch on the stage.

“Dad said he was paying for three,” Tanner said, his face set, his dark brown, intense stare focused on her. “We hope you’ll stay and earn your pay.” His lips softened into a smile.

Isabella’s knees weakened. That had to be one of the very few real smiles she’d seen on Tanner. “Of course.” Anything you ask, as long as you smile at me that way.

Alone with the three men who’d been foremost on her mind, Isabella concentrated on maintaining her footing when her legs wobbled like limp rubber bands.

The music played on. Libby must have lined up several songs.

Only obligated to dance to one more song, Isabella didn’t care. Tanner, Gabe and Sean pulled up seats near the raised stage and sat, waiting for her to begin.

Letting the music fill her body and soul, she closed her eyes and swayed gently, her hips moving in circular motions like Audrey had shown her one day in the storeroom. Isabella crossed her hands over her waist, spreading them over her bare belly, then raising them to clutch the vest buttoned in the middle. She pulled the button free and let the vest fall off her shoulders to the floor.

Cool air caressed her heated skin, but it wasn’t enough to extinguish the fire building inside. Isabella wanted to be closer to the men who’d sparked the flame. She reached out her arms.

All three men leaped to their feet. Gabe reached her first, tugging her hand hard enough to pull her off balance.

Isabella fell forward, completely confident Gabe wouldn’t let her hit the ground.

He caught her in his arms, sweeping her legs out from under her. After he swung her around once, he set her on her feet, his hands resting on her hips. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” he whispered against her hair.

“I want this.” Her words feathered across his cheek.

“All three of us?” He pulled back, staring down into her eyes.

“Maybe that’s what I need.”

“Isabella, you’re beautiful and the sexiest woman I know. Don’t ever think you’re not, because you are. I’m greedy and don’t want to share, but…” Gabe held her gaze and at last shrugged. “… For you.” His mouth descended to claim hers.

The kiss started out a soft pressure, growing more insistent until Isabella opened her mouth, letting Gabe’s tongue slide past her teeth to toy with her own.

A third, strong, male hand caressed her shoulder, sliding down her length to cup her bottom. Tanner leaned in and captured her earlobe, nibbling gently. “You take my breath away.”

Gabe pulled her closer until her pelvis fit snugly against his thighs. He pressed a knee between her legs, the coarse fabric of his denim jeans causing a friction against her thong-covered sex.

Not to be left out, Sean slid his hand up Isabella’s rib cage, boldly capturing one of her breasts, his thumb digging beneath the sequined fabric to find and tweak the pointed nipple.

Isabella reached to either side, the backs of her hands sliding over Sean and Tanner’s crisply starched cotton shirts, downward to their thick leather belts. She sighed, barely remembering to draw in the next breath.

Gabe’s mouth released hers and he leaned back, staring down into her eyes. “Are we overwhelming you?”

Hands stilled on her breast and bottom. “No!” she gasped. Then she slid her hands into the waistbands of Sean’s and Tanner’s jeans. “I’ll let you know if it’s too much.” Her leg slid up the outside of Gabe’s, her sex rubbing over the top of his thigh. If anything, the thong was too much.

Tanner gripped the string binding one side of the thong and tugged the bow loose. “Sweet mercy.”

Gabe untied the other, dragging the tiny scrap of flashy sequins out from under the black chaps.

Sean worked the bow at her neck.

The straps slithered across her collarbone, letting the bra fall forward, her breasts spilling out. He quickly loosened the strap at her back and tossed the garment to the ground. Now all she had on were her chaps and boots.

Feeling decidedly wicked and greedy for having three men where most women settled for one, Isabella pressed her breasts into Gabe’s chest, then backed away, tugging at the metal snaps on his shirt. “I don’t plan on being the only one naked in this scenario.”

“We can fix that.” Sean ripped his shirt open, the silver snaps popping open with the force. He tossed the shirt across the stage.

Tanner followed suit, taking it a step further by unbuckling his belt and ripping it free of the loops.

Isabella quivered, her senses on fire. She pushed Gabe’s shirt over his shoulders.

He shrugged free of it, the muscles in his chest rippling with every movement.

Isabella reached for his belt buckle, slipping the belt off. The music played on and she danced away from the men, dangling the belt from her hand, letting it slide over her shoulders and down between her breasts.

Sean reached for her. “You’re killing us.”

She slipped away. “I never finished my lap dance.”

All three men sat as one, flies open, chests bare and ready for anything she might do.


Love can be a lifeline.

 

Healing Touch

© 2012 Jayne Rylon

 

Play Doctor, Book 2

As thrilled as Luke Malone is for his best friends, Kurt and Becca, enough is enough. The couple welcomed him into their lives, and their bed. But lately, he’s feeling less like a participant in their happiness…and more like an intruder.

Yet when a beautiful woman comes to his sexual psychology practice, Luke is forced to turn her away. It’s not that he doesn’t want to help her, it’s that he wants her. Too much to stay impartial. 

Brielle Norris would rather have a root canal than see a shrink. But she’s had enough of letting the scars from an abusive relationship rule her life. Knees knocking, she steps into the psychologist’s office—and runs right into a tall, handsome man whose gilded perfection makes her own quirky faults even more painfully obvious.

She never expected he’d hand her off to one of his colleagues—then take a personal support role in the unconventional treatment she needs to heal.

In tandem with Kurt and Becca, Luke strives to teach Brielle that not all relationships end in disaster. At least this one won’t—if he can keep her safe when her past rears its ugly head.

Warning: Contains scenes of outside-the-box therapy involving a ménage a quatre. Closed course, professional drivers; do not attempt without…ahem…expert supervision.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Healing Touch: 

Luke grumbled as he tried to read his scribbles off the crumpled list in his hand. He paused to decipher his doctor’s writing. It really had gotten illegible lately.

“Excuse me.” A soft voice distracted him from his squint.

He glanced up in time to see a woman hesitate as she approached from the opposite direction, a half-full basket dangling from her arm. Sure, he hadn’t left a big gap, but the pretty, slender lady could have easily slid by.

“Sorry,” he apologized, parking his grocery cart at the very edge of the aisle.

“You’re fine,” she murmured with a shy smile.

He stared as she took a deep breath then darted through the opening. Her long hair swished against the curve of her waist, which he’d bet he could nearly wrap his hands around.

Too bad she wasn’t on his menu for this evening.

Now you’re going to cooperate? He rolled his eyes at his hardening cock, which had an instant appetite for the demure brunette who disappeared around the corner. He resisted the urge to follow her.

Barely.

Nothing much piqued his interest these days.

Maybe deciding to try his hand at cooking would be another flop. He’d test-driven enough hobbies intended to shake him out of his funk—golf, woodworking, voyeurism and landscaping—to recognize another lemon looming on the horizon.

After all, what he really craved had nothing to do with the dozen or so items his housekeeper had dictated he purchase for his culinary experimentation. If only there was a store he could patronize to browse for a life partner…

Lately his house echoed, reminding him of his loneliness as he paced during sleepless nights. He’d thought those would vanish once he’d reached some of his goals. But now that he’d hit both career and financial milestones, the nest egg he’d amassed rotted in his bank account with no hope of being used for something worthwhile like a vacation house for two or retirement plans or a fancy wedding or a kid’s college education fund. Without someone to share his successes with, they seemed sort of…pointless.

Shaking himself from the gloomy thoughts, he focused on the scrap he’d torn from his notepad. What could he possibly need for his stir-fry that would start with a z?

Zucchini!

He nabbed a decent bottle of St-Emilion Bordeaux from the wine section on his way to the produce display at the front of the store. Didn’t it figure? A heart-shaped ass was presented to him as the woman he’d inadvertently trapped bent over to rummage through a crate of onions on the cracked linoleum.

If he hadn’t loved this place on entering, he did now.

Luke couldn’t say he’d ever shopped here before. The emphasis was certainly more on the product than the displays, something he found refreshing after the overly bright fluorescents of his usual megamart.

He might have to start frequenting the place, which touted the freshest vegetables at lowest prices. After passing it a million times before—since it was on the street between Kurt’s office and his house—he’d decided to alter his routine, hoping to change his broader course. Something had to give. Soon.

The damned adorable clientele here had lifted his spirits already. He didn’t claim to be a perfect man. Or even a decent one. No, he slowed down to relish the view as long as possible as he approached.

As if she sensed his gaze, she made her selection then peeked over her shoulder. Maybe she always checked her back.

Something about the momentary flicker of fear in her wide, brown eyes tugged at him. He considered saying hello, starting a conversation, yet he guessed she’d bolt the instant a stranger approached. Especially a man who looked as hungry as he must.

Who’d hurt her? he wondered.

She nibbled on her glossy lower lip—a natural, pale pink.

Luke offered her a gentle smile. She ducked her head and zigzagged around a low-hanging, cheesy cardboard archway that had seen better days. The path took her the long way to the lettuce. He shook his head and resisted the urge to give chase.

At least four different types of zucchinis were nestled at the very end of the row of pallets. The store had clearly run out of space and stuck them in the narrow lane. The awkward configuration left him surrounded by vegetables on three sides while he dug through the offering as if he could tell by osmosis which he should add to his selections. It was such tight quarters he’d had to abandon his cart at the opening, winding through the admittedly colorful and fragrant vegetables to reach the bins.

“How the hell do you tell which one to pick?” he muttered to himself.

Or so he thought.

“The freshest ones still have a moist end on the stem. The skin should be a little prickly but shiny.” The woman he’d refused to stalk, despite the directive from his crotch, offered assistance in a melodious voice that made him think of candlelight and fancy silverware, instead of the basic white plates he’d eat off tonight.

She didn’t enter the narrow section, waiting on the wide swath of linoleum outside its boundaries while he floundered. Probably she just wanted him to get the hell out of her way again.

“Ah, thanks.” He smiled at her, using her criteria to select what he thought was a prime specimen. “What about this one?”

She shook her head. “Almost, but no. It’s too big. The ones that are about six inches long or less have better flavor. Don’t take one that’s too fat either.”

Luke almost swallowed his tongue. At least choking kept his crass remarks from rushing out before his better sense could filter them.

How old are you? Ten?

“Better?” He exchanged the vegetable for one that conformed to all of her rules.

This time she beamed at him, and the expression transformed her from appealing to exquisite. “Perfect. Would you mind handing me one too?”

He focused on discovering the ideal zucchini for her, shifting several layers until an exemplary summer squash appeared. Something about her encouraged him to apply himself for the first time in a while.

Who would have thought?

“Here. This one.” He held the best out to her. Not a single mark marred its skin, flawless like hers.

She blanched and froze.

“What? It’s not good?” He tipped his head.

“It’s great. Sorry, I just—can’t go in there.” She waved her hand between the enormous boxes of produce.

“Ah, no worries.” He didn’t pry. He’d never met someone who was lachanophobic but he knew rare and unusual things existed in this messed-up world. Maybe she was afraid of one of the other vegetables or the creepy crawly things that could easily be hiding in the cracks after stowing away on the organic haul. More likely, of being too close to a man, especially one as tall as he was. He tried to slouch, making himself as unimposing as possible.

“Here you go.” He slipped the zucchini into a plastic bag and handed it to her at arm’s length.

“Thank you.” She shot him a sad smile laced with something that looked like regret then bolted while he wrapped up his find the same way.
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One man by day, the other by night. With cowboys this hot, who needs sleep?

 

Eight months after her lover, Holden, went off to join the Alaskan fishing fleet, Laurel gave up on him and soothed her broken heart by focusing on her dream of owning a small organic farm. Now her crop is growing—and so are her feelings for Jens, the hunky rancher who owns the land she’s tending.

Behind her affection for Jens, though she hides a secret: she still aches for Holden. If Jens knew she once loved his best friend, she fears he’ll walk out on her, too.

When Holden returns to find his girl in Jens’s arms, he’s nearly crippled with jealous rage. And with fear that she’ll run away from them both unless they figure out a solution—fast.  It’s Jens who comes up with the crazy-hot idea to share her. 

As their three-way dance of seduction heats up, the sexual and emotional barriers fall like dominos. But now it’s Jens who’s holding onto a secret. One that could not only destroy their tenuous bond, but leave them all without a home.

 

Warning:  Contains two sexy cowboys who want the same woman; and, in winning her heart, they discover a steaming-hot attraction for each other.
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