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  Suzanna Creighton, running from an abusive ex-boyfriend, ends up stranded roadside in Montana. Gabriel Wallace finds her, helps her with the car repair, but has trouble finding her a motel room. His best friend Nathan Talbot suggests she move into their home and try out their ménage lifestyle as well, opening up a whole new world of pleasure and opportunities.


  Gabriel, owner of Enclave Auto and a part-time deputy sheriff in the local Old West Town amusement park, is immediately enamored of Suzanna. He and Nathan, Old West Town’s only blacksmith, have never planned on permanence with regard to their relationships, but find they are unwilling to let Suzanna out of their lives so easily. She agrees to stay with them on a more permanent basis, until an unexpected scare makes her want to hit the road and keep on running.


  If Suzanna stays and faces her ex, can she survive, and will she possibly endanger both Gabriel and Nathan?


  Genre: Contemporary, Ménage a Trois/Quatre, Western/Cowboys


  Length: 56,584 words


  UNYIELDING SURRENDER


  


  Montana Double Riders 2


  


  


  


  


  


  Elle Saint James


  


  


  


  


  


  


  MENAGE EVERLASTING


  


  [image: siren.png]


  


  Siren Publishing, Inc.


  www.SirenPublishing.com


  ABOUT THE E-BOOK YOU HAVE PURCHASED: Your non-refundable purchase of this e-book allows you to only ONE LEGAL copy for your own personal reading on your own personal computer or device. You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and the copyright owner of this book. This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload to a file sharing peer to peer program, for free or for a fee, or as a prize in any contest. Such action is illegal and in violation of the U.S. Copyright Law. Distribution of this e-book, in whole or in part, online, offline, in print or in any way or any other method currently known or yet to be invented, is forbidden. If you do not want this book anymore, you must delete it from your computer.


  


  WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.


  


  If you find a Siren-BookStrand e-book being sold or shared illegally, please let us know at


  legal@sirenbookstrand.com


  A SIREN PUBLISHING BOOK


  IMPRINT: Ménage Everlasting


  


  


  UNYIELDING SURRENDER


  Copyright © 2013 by Elle Saint James


  E-book ISBN: 978-1-62740-078-7


  


  First E-book Publication: May 2013


  


  Cover design by Les Byerley


  All art and logo copyright © 2013 by Siren Publishing, Inc.


  


  ALL RIGHTS RESERVED: This literary work may not be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, including electronic or photographic reproduction, in whole or in part, without express written permission.


  


  All characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly coincidental.


  


  


  PUBLISHER


  Siren Publishing, Inc.


  www.SirenPublishing.com


  Letter to Readers


  


  Dear Readers,


  


  If you have purchased this copy of Unyielding Surrender by Elle Saint James from BookStrand.com or its official distributors, thank you. Also, thank you for not sharing your copy of this book.


  


  


  Regarding E-book Piracy


  


  This book is copyrighted intellectual property. No other individual or group has resale rights, auction rights, membership rights, sharing rights, or any kind of rights to sell or to give away a copy of this book.


  


  The author and the publisher work very hard to bring our paying readers high-quality reading entertainment.


  


  This is Elle Saint James’s livelihood. It’s fair and simple.Please respect Ms. Saint James’s right to earn a living from her work.


  


  Amanda Hilton, Publisher


  www.SirenPublishing.com


  www.BookStrand.com


  DEDICATION


  


  


  To Jonathan for his “badass” survival skills, and also for proving an exceptional example for all of the fictional heroes I construct.


  


  UNYIELDING SURRENDER


  Montana Double Riders 2


  


  ELLE SAINT JAMES


  Copyright © 2013


  


  


  


  


  


  Chapter One


  


  Enclave, Montana—ten miles out of town


  


  Suzanna Creighton watched as smoke came rushing out from beneath the hood of her car, and decided right then and there that her horoscope had been completely full of shit. This was not the week to be adventurous or take a long, exciting trip.


  Not that the newspaper’s Sunday prophecy had actually put her on the road. No. Marcus had done that soon after his open hand had connected soundly with the side of her face. Bastard left a mark, too. She adamantly refused to be a punching bag, or more accurately, to be bitch slapped.


  Foot retreating from the gas pedal, she slowed down, pulled to the side of the lonely, empty road, coming to a complete stop, and slammed the gearshift into park. A knocking sound erupted from her engine, and another billow of smoke escaped. She turned the key off, sent up a silent prayer that she’d gotten far enough away that Marcus couldn’t find her, and stepped out of her car.


  Since turning onto this road, she had seen a total of one vehicle, and it had been going the opposite direction. Sunglasses firmly in place, hiding the small bruise beneath her eye, she looked first to her left and then to her right, searching the horizon in either direction for any sign of life. Seeing nothing more exciting than dry grass moving in the early-afternoon breeze, she leaned her butt against the side of the car and wondered what in the hell she was going to do now.


  Her recently purchased disposable cell phone currently had no signal. Which was not really a big surprise. The last road sign she’d seen a while back had said Enclave about twenty miles away. If she couldn’t flag down a car to at least get someone to call in a tow, she’d have to walk. A glance at the deepening afternoon sky put that scenario directly into the I hope I don’t have to pile. Likely she’d arrive in Enclave after dark.


  This exact time two days ago she’d been in such a good place. Not great, not perfect, but good. Solid. Manageable. Her job as content editor of an up-and-coming women’s fashion e-magazine was on track. She didn’t make a zillion dollars, but enough to live on. Especially when supplemented with her other online job as editor for an e-publisher. The other part-time work she scrounged up now and then online—primarily helping upload files or managing websites—rounded out her modest income. All of these part-time jobs kept her from living on ramen noodles like a starving college student.


  She had a good life. Had being the operative word here. In the trunk of her car rested her faithful laptop. The one instrument she needed to do the bulk of her work. In a pinch, she could do her work from anywhere with an internet connection.


  Yesterday evening she’d stopped in the last large city at a chain restaurant with a free Wi-Fi hot spot. She had caught up on a few work-related loose ends while she sucked down a large coffee to stay awake before hitting the road again. She hadn’t slept much in two days. However, adrenaline still pumped through her veins, keeping her alert at the mere prospect of being caught by Marcus.


  That fear had helped as she’d driven for the better part of the last two days.


  Forty-eight hours of straight driving. That was far enough, right?


  She sent her gaze upward. There wasn’t even a single wisp of cloud in the big blue Montana sky above her. The town of Enclave was in the middle of nowhere, which appealed to her. She’d seen the listing for the small town on a crude map, but would get a better sense of the place, if she ever got there.


  Suzanna looked to the right and wondered if Enclave had a single high-speed internet connection anywhere. She could dream. If they did, maybe she’d stop there and stay for a time. Glancing at the smoke still drifting from beneath the hood of her car, she realized stopping for a while was likely exactly what she had to look forward to.


  Luckily, she was ahead with her various work projects. She’d turned in several book edits for the e-publisher the other day, and had finished the work on the article deadlines for the e-magazine at home that last night before her plans had drastically changed.


  She had been serenely drinking a cup of hot tea with real sugar as a reward. Just before the pounding on her front door rattled the hinges. Just before the shouting and accusations started. Just before the humiliating slap that brought immediate tears to her eyes and spun her head to one side, eventually sending her on the run.


  Suzanna pushed that scene out of her head, thinking instead of the scenes in the romance novels she’d recently edited inside her mind. The romantic stories she read regularly fueled her imagination of what love should be but had never been for her. Illustrating very clearly the reality that rich, gorgeous, and completely honorable, fictional romance heroes were just that—fictional.


  The deep roar of a powerful engine in the distance distracted her from her dreaming. She straightened and walked to the center of the road. On a straightaway in either direction for several miles, she knew that, whatever vehicle was about to come into view, she wasn’t in any serious danger of not being seen. Even if it did sound like a racecar was about to zoom in and appear at any moment.


  A few minutes later, the vehicle came into sight, traveling from the same direction she’d been going. The moment the road smoothed out and flattened, she heard the driver gun the engine and speed up. The speck at the edge of the horizon got bigger and bigger.


  Debating whether it was a good idea to be standing in the middle of the road as a speeding car approached, Suzanna took a small step toward her car. The prospect of being mowed down was second only to the sudden fear bolting down her spine at the possibility it was Marcus chasing her down as he’d promised to do if she ever tried to break up with him again, or worse, tried to hide. His overbearing attitude and physical anger after the tame, almost sycophantic way he’d treated her up until two days ago had been an utter surprise.


  She lifted her sunglasses to her forehead as the car approached, squinting to see what color it was. If she saw fire-engine red, she was going to make a run for it. But then another look around in the circle of her immediate location made the idea of running a very foolish endeavor. There was nowhere to go. The flat, dry grass virtually everywhere wasn’t even tall enough to hide her laptop, let alone her.


  Bending forward slightly, hand to her brow as if that might help her see better, Suzanna focused on the speck growing larger. After a few moments, she saw blue or black, possibly blue and black, but definitely not red. That was a relief. Her whole body sagged as the tension escaped. She put her sunglasses carefully back in place on her nose, lifted one arm, and started waving.


  Suzanna called up any cheerleading DNA that might reside in her body, likely not much. She raised her other arm up and started scissoring them back and forth as if flagging down an approaching jet plane.


  When the car didn’t seem to slow down, she added some vertical motion to her movements, jumping up and down as she waved her arms ferociously above her head. The car didn’t slow. She added some vocals to the ridiculous jumping-jack dance she was doing in the middle of the road.


  Nothing fancy, just, “Hey, slow down, and help me,” but as the speeding car grew bigger and bigger, she also added a sincere, “But don’t run me over!” to the litany of her screaming.


  When the vehicle got to within a football field’s length away without seeming to slow down, Suzanna suddenly feared that Marcus had tricked her and borrowed one of his friend’s cars to track her down, and then run her down.


  With her hands waving in the air, she moved in the direction of her still-smoking car and watched warily for the littlest hint as to the identity of the driver. She abruptly realized with alarm, if this person wasn’t Marcus, he or she would be a complete stranger.


  A new fear shot into her mind. The consideration that maybe she didn’t want help from a stranger now circled her frazzled, fatigued brain. She searched for another solution, not the least of which was how to hide from this coming stranger she’d just frantically flagged down. Absolutely nothing came to mind. And the driver could obviously see her now.


  While her current options were extremely limited, she recognized that they all sucked.


  One, Marcus had borrowed a car and was about to mow her down.


  Two, a stranger was about to mow her down.


  Three, the stranger speeding ever closer was a serial killer on the hunt for his next victim, and once he saw her all alone on the road this afternoon, he would decide to mow her down for a speedy vehicular manslaughter as a quickie afternoon serial-killer treat.


  Four, the stranger, whether serial killer or not, would stop on a dime and offer to help her, and then kill her and bury her body where no one would ever find it.


  The very remote fifth possibility—at least it was far-flung in her mind—was that he’d be a good Samaritan and help her out, but when had that ever happened to her? Never.


  Her arms dropped to her sides, and she vaulted toward the door of her car as the speeding vehicle roared into the vicinity, stopping practically on a dime and skidding to rest several feet from where she’d been standing in the road moments ago.


  The driver’s door opened, and a man hopped out of a two-tone blue and black muscle car circa 1970s and obviously restored with an appreciation for the era. She saw his blond hair first, his considerable height second, and his smiling, attractive face last.


  “Hi,” he said simply.


  Suzanna remained quiet and watched as he walked around the front of his car, heading in her direction. He didn’t look like a serial killer, but then she’d never seen one before except in pictures on true-crime television shows. And after running for two days from her last badly chosen boyfriend, she wasn’t looking for a replacement.


  Unfortunately, it seemed that her libido was still actively on the hunt, and had just scored a win.


  She took a longer look at the approaching man. Her pulse quickened. In fact, this speeding driver was quite delicious. Topping six feet tall, he had a confident stride, a nice build, and chiseled features, including a smile that unnerved her because she was almost already taken in by it, and he hadn’t even gotten close enough to kiss. Oh my. Kiss. Her focus went directly to his sexy, delectable mouth.


  Crap. Now she wanted to kiss him. What was wrong with her? He was a stranger. A supremely attractive stranger. But still a stranger. She should be wary.


  Shockingly, a stray thought landed in her head and would not be dismissed. What would it be like to kiss this handsome man? Given her recent past, she should have a different attitude. But suddenly, kissing him became the only thing flashing and circling in her head.


  Would he be good at it? Would he use his tongue? Would he push his cock against her body as he devoured her? Would he sweep her up into his life and make her forget the shitty world of fear she’d just run from in desperation? In her fast fantasy, he’d be the best kisser she’d ever locked lips with and her new perfect love interest. She knew what this was. She’d been reading too many romances. If only romance novels really were true. But they weren’t. At least not in her limited experience. Add to it the fact that she was currently sleep deprived, she should stay wary. If only her libido would pipe down and stop sending vibrant sex messages to her pussy.


  She still hadn’t said a word. He didn’t seem to be in any hurry. Perhaps it was time to engage. “Hello,” she managed without having her voice squeak. Wearing big, dark sunglasses that hid half of her face, she realized she could study any part of his body without him knowing. She put her attention back on his mouth. He had beautiful, kissable lips.


  The attractive stranger stopped just shy of arm’s length from her and grinned.


  “So did you just stop so your car could have a smoke break, or is there something wrong with your engine?”


  And he had a sense of humor. Excellent. She laughed. “No. I don’t smoke or let my vehicles ruin their lungs either.” She pointed a thumb over her shoulder. “I’m not a mechanic, but I’m guessing that something is definitely wrong with the engine.”


  He stepped closer. The clean, masculine scent of him rushed into her lungs as she breathed in deeply. The difficult men in her past had never elicited such a strong sexual attraction based only on the way they smelled. Perhaps she’d use enticing masculine aroma as a new basis for any future relationships. Because this man smelled scrumptious.


  She inhaled again, and fell a little bit in love with him. What is wrong with me?


  “This is your lucky day. I’m not a mechanic exactly, but I used to know my way around car engines pretty well. Want me to take a look?”


  “Sure. That would be great.” She nodded, trying not to bury her face at his throat and get a good, hearty sniff. “Thank you so much for stopping.” Would you also kiss me senseless, fuck me wildly, and not be the type to strike me in anger? The way he carried himself spoke more to, “I’m sexy and I know it,” rather than, “I’m the abusive woman beater of the year.” But she’d been fooled before. And fooled more than once. She was currently zero for two. Not a great record.


  “My name is Gabriel, by the way.” He extended a hand to her. “Gabriel Wallace.”


  Hesitating only a second, Suzanna took his hand in hers. The rush of pleasure from merely touching this man sent her heart beating madly in her chest. He may not be a mechanic, but he had callused working-man’s hands. She liked it. A lot. Too much. She sucked in a slow breath to calm herself. With it came his alluring fragrance once more. She had to work not to make an appreciative noise when she exhaled.


  “I’m Suzanna Creighton,” she managed to say without moaning. She held on to his fingers for far too long, but if he was troubled by it he didn’t say anything. His gaze ran over her several times, landing on her face. Then she remembered the big Hollywood sunglasses she wore to hide the mark. She released his hand. She had no business finding this man, or any man, attractive.


  “Thank you again for stopping. I truly appreciate it.”


  “No problem. Why don’t you pop the hood for me?” He might as well have said, “No problem. Why don’t we pop your cherry?” the way pussy juice suddenly shot into her panties. Every move he made, every syllable he uttered, put her libido on high notice whether she liked it or not.


  Slightly unnerved by her uncharacteristic lust, and adamant refusal to acknowledge it, Suzanna opened the driver’s-side door. She pushed the button with the hood icon pictured and then walked closer to where he stared at her big, dirty engine.


  “So…on a scale from, no big deal, it just needs to cool off to O-M-G run, before it explodes, how bad is it?” She was trying to be light and funny, but likely didn’t pull it off as well as she wished.


  Gabriel laughed, and he had a great laugh. His gaze once again wandered to her face, but he soon focused his attention back to her engine, muttering, “I think I know what the problem is, but let me get a good look in here first, to make sure.”


  Marcus had never seemed to get her sense of humor. He would always smile as if he had to respond, but the amusement level hadn’t ever reached his eyes. That had been one of the primary reasons she’d dumped him. But he hadn’t gotten the message. Literally. At least not in a timely manner for his anger to be contained.


  Given his fury when he finally got the message, maybe nothing would have controlled his utter rage. She’d been so foolish to allow herself the luxury of a serious relationship. Especially since her choice had turned out to be so completely dismal. The moment he’d arrived at her door two nights ago, Suzanna had started plotting her immediate escape. Based on the horrid experience she’d had in college, she knew that distance was her friend in a situation such as she had. And she understood clearly all about how to run and hide.


  Which was how she currently found herself along the side of the road with an attractive stranger and a broken-down car.


  Gabriel, gorgeous as he looked under the hood studying her decade-old vehicle’s engine, finally straightened and backed up a step. She was pulled her from her wretched reverie.


  “What’s the verdict?” she asked.


  “It’s probably the water pump. So I’d say this is about midway between the two extremes you mentioned. And unfortunately, you’re going to need to tow it somewhere. It’s not drivable as is.”


  “That’s annoying. My cheap cell phone has no service currently. I have no idea where the nearest repair shop is.” She gestured to the air around her. “I don’t even know exactly where I am.” Well, that wasn’t entirely true. She knew she was somewhere in Montana, and on a road that led to a town called Enclave. Beyond that, she had not a clue.


  “I can help you with all of that.” He pulled his phone out of his pocket. “Let’s see if I can get a signal and I’ll call a place I know that’s in Enclave about ten miles or so down the road. Oh, and by the way, you’re in Montana.” His subsequent grin was irresistible.


  “Montana. Got it. Thank you.”


  “My pleasure.”


  “Will they also be able to tow it to where it needs to go?”


  He nodded and then started speaking on the phone, explaining to someone the need for a tow truck and their location.


  He hung up the phone. “They should be here in less than half an hour.”


  “Thanks.” Suzanna fixed her unseen gaze on his face. He was perfect. She could stare at him all the rest of the day.


  In the distance, the sound of another vehicle approaching caught their attention. He turned and started walking toward his vehicle. “Guess I better move my car out of the middle of the road before someone plows into it.”


  “You don’t have to wait here with me. I appreciate what you did. But I don’t want to hold you up.” Please stay. Please stay. Please stay.


  “No worries.” He ducked back into his car. She wasn’t sure if he was staying or deserting her. But he soon pulled his car in front of hers. Once he’d reparked, he exited his car, and approached her again.


  “By the way,” she said, extending her hand, “Thank you again. I do appreciate that you stopped.” She only wanted to touch him again.


  “It truly was my pleasure.” He took her hand in his and squeezed her fingers. His grip was firm, his fingers rough. The idea of having his manly, working hands stroking her naked flesh suddenly filled her mind with so many salacious, sexual visions, she could hardly separate them all to enjoy.


  She held on to his hand a little too long once again, but he didn’t seem to mind.


  In fact, when the car approaching got closer, his expression changed to one of sudden concern. “Oh, no.”


  “What’s wrong?” She glanced over her shoulder.


  “The car approaching is someone I know, but I don’t particularly want to see or talk to this person right now.” He pushed out a short sigh and looked around as if searching for something to hide behind. She could tell him that there was absolutely nothing available.


  “Who is it?”


  Another longer sigh erupted. “It’s a girl.”


  Suzanna took a step closer. “Really? And you don’t want to see or talk to this girl?”


  “No. I do not.”


  “Is this someone that you slept with and never called again?”


  The sudden look of incredulousness came immediately. “No. It’s not like that at all. She’s the little sister of a good friend. We grew up together, but lately she’s been taking much more discernible interest in me. Loose talk around town says that she’s decided we should date. I disagree because she’s not my type. I know her brother certainly would object vehemently.”


  “Oh. I’m sorry. I should never have accused you of not calling a girl back.” Suzanna realized they were sort of kindred spirits. She was running from a crazed abuser. He was running from an unwanted relationship.


  “Well, don’t put a halo on me yet, since I can’t say that a lack of calling the day after a one-nighter hasn’t ever happened to me before. But in this case, I truly don’t want her attention. Also, I don’t want to hurt her feelings or make her brother mad. So, I usually just try to stay out of her radar. Apparently, my luck has run out.”


  “Want me to help you out?” Suzanna thought of what she decided was the perfect solution. As the car drove by, she’d kiss this gorgeous man for all he was worth. The girl, seeing him with someone else, would cast her net elsewhere. Or become a crazed stalker like she was running from. The benefit being they could commiserate, and better still, she’d get to kiss him and discover firsthand whether he was as good as she suspected he was.


  “How can you help me?” he asked with a hopeful smile and a tone to match.


  Suzanna glanced over her shoulder again noting the distance of the car. It was close enough that she could see a woman was driving. She turned back and stared at his mouth.


  “Like this.” She closed the distance between them, slung one arm around his neck, pushed up on her tiptoes, and planted her lips over his. She licked past the seam of his mouth and tangled her tongue inside for all she was worth. Amazing.


  He not only felt good against her body, he tasted incredible. His lips softened. He engaged. His hands went to her waist. This man knew exactly what he was doing when it came to kissing. He was good at it. He did use his tongue. He did push the whole length of his body against hers, and best of all, his cock was growing hard and fast against her belly. Excellent.


  Suzanna just hoped he wasn’t annoyed by her being so forward, or worse, too possessive like Marcus.


  Chapter Two


  


  Gabriel reeled for a moment as the seductive blonde moved into his personal space and laid a lip-lock on him like he hadn’t had in quite a long time. His hands fastened to her waist immediately, and soon one palm slid upward, spanning her ribcage beneath one breast. He told himself it was to help keep his balance, but truthfully, he’d wanted to touch her since the second he’d gotten close enough to see her perfect body.


  Suzanna was very smart, too. This kiss with a beautiful stranger was exactly what he needed to get Cindy to stop chasing after him. Most especially when his friend’s sister drove by and caught them. If she stopped, he’d tell her Suzanna was his new girlfriend. They had a long-distance relationship, however he planned to be totally faithful.


  The relative stranger he locked lips with wasn’t so very tall, but her body was stunning. She fit perfectly in his arms. Her face, what he could see of it beyond the big sunglasses, was beautiful. Especially her mouth. Her lush breasts pressed into his torso. Behind the Hollywood shades he hadn’t known what she was staring at, but he felt her interested gaze by the way she held herself, followed his every motion with subtle movements of her head, and held his hand longer than expected both times.


  Cindy’s car got closer and closer. He heard the engine slow. Shit. He’d hoped she might just drive on by. The sound of her brakes squealing to a stop made him reevaluate what to do next. Life was never easy.


  He pulled his lips from Suzanna regretfully and asked in a whisper, “What now?” The sound of a car door wrenching open echoed in the air.


  Suzanna smiled, put her hand on his face, and honest to God, rubbed her nose against his a couple of times. “Leave it to me,” she whispered. “Just keep your arms tight around me.”


  Gabriel squeezed her closer. It wasn’t a chore. “Hi, Cindy.”


  Cindy walked up, her gaze fixed solely on Gabriel. “I thought that was you,” she said slowly. Then her whole body turned to face Suzanna. “Who’s your friend?”


  Before Gabriel could open his mouth, she spoke.


  “Hi, I’m Suzanna,” she said in a totally affable voice as if she expected the two of them to become immediate best friends. He thought it highly unlikely. “Oh my gosh. It’s been such a crazy day. Gabriel had to come out and rescue me before I made it all the way into town. Can you believe it?”


  Cindy’s eyes narrowed. “So…the two of you know each other?” she asked as if surprised.


  “Oh my, yes.” Suzanna giggled once, kissed his mouth, snuggled closer, and then turned back to Cindy. “We’ve been corresponding online for quite a while now. Although, this is the first time we’ve ever met in person, isn’t that right, babe?”


  Gabriel looked at a very puzzled Cindy, and said truthfully, “That’s right. Today is definitely the first time we ever met.” He pulled Suzanna a little closer. Even though she was already anchored to his side like they were superglued together.


  Cindy looked at Gabriel as if she hadn’t ever considered him with an Internet romance. A half-smile appeared.


  “Do you two need any help?” Cindy looked a little like she wanted to be anywhere but here.


  “No, thanks,” Gabriel said. “I already called Dylan for the tow.”


  Suzanna leaned in close, kissed his cheek then the corner of his mouth, and finally rested her head against his shoulder, the gesture so intimate, even he believed they were a couple.


  Gabriel put his focus on Suzanna, kissed her forehead, and hugged her again as if he just couldn’t get close enough.


  “Well, it was nice to meet you, Suzanna. See you around, Gabriel.” Cindy walked slowly back to her car, got in, and waved before driving on toward Enclave.


  Reluctant to let Suzanna go, Gabriel waited until Cindy was well away from them before releasing her. “That was amazing. How did you know she wouldn’t go all femme-fatale crazy on us?”


  Suzanna stayed right in his personal space. “If she’s been chasing you, and you’ve been avoiding her, then a plausible romance she didn’t know about is a graceful way to accept and, best of all, understand why you haven’t been seeking her out in return.”


  He nodded.


  “If nothing else, it will buy you some time, even if I’m not around. This gives her a reason to consider. Plus, it saves face for her because it is also entirely plausible that your continued disinterest isn’t because you don’t want her, it’s just you’ve got other current commitments.”


  “That’s good. Really excellent.” Gabriel smiled. “Thanks.”


  “You’re welcome. Although, it won’t last forever. And you won’t be able to be seen with any other women until we have a horrible break up online.” She grinned but didn’t step away from him like he expected. Instead her head tilted to one side as if she wanted him to kiss her again. So he did. Since they hadn’t quite broken up yet.


  Lowering his mouth to hers again felt like coming home. Her arms tightened around his neck. Their tongues curled against each other, dancing together as if they had all the time in the world to pause in the middle of the road and share a kiss in wild abandon.


  Without consciously realizing his intent, Gabriel slowly danced her backward toward his car. He told himself it was because standing in the road was dangerous. However, when she stopped moving because her butt hit the trunk of his car, the only danger was what he’d do to her before the tow truck arrived, if allowed free rein.


  They kissed and kissed and kissed. Even though they were practically strangers, he was struck by how amazingly good it was to kiss Suzanna. Like they had an uncanny familiarity. Like two kids who’d fallen in love for the first time, discovered how exciting it was to taste each other, and found the opportunity to press their lips together every chance they got.


  Twenty minutes ago he’d never met her, and now he was wondering how he’d ever let her go.


  He slowly bent her back over his car trunk. If she flinched or acted like he’d gone too far, he’d stop. But she didn’t. The moment her shoulders hit the metal surface, she moaned. His cock reared forward, ready to introduce himself. She had to feel his stiff dick digging into her thigh. But she didn’t stop him. She moaned again. Her surrender was unyielding. He wanted her with every beat of his heart. Every breath in his lungs. Every ache in his soul.


  Gabriel pushed his hips forward over and over again. His cock getting harder and harder with each drive against her soft body. He curled his tongue seductively against hers again. And again. There was no end to his need. And she was not stopping him.


  Somewhere in the back of his sane mind, he knew this couldn’t continue for much longer. He’d called out a tow truck. The driver would be here any minute. Did he want to get caught fucking her against the trunk of his car in broad daylight? Because that was the happy trail his cock was presently speeding down.


  He pressed harder into her body, his cock really making a dent against her belly. Was he really going to fuck her in broad daylight? Maybe. If she wanted him to. He’d certainly oblige her every desire. It wasn’t like he had any problem performing sexually for an audience.


  As if suddenly realizing the direction of his thoughts, or the open location of where they were currently canoodling, Suzanna stiffened in his embrace. He broke the kiss, asking a question he already knew the answer to. “What’s wrong?”


  Her panicked facial expression had him lifting off of her and retreating a half step. She scrambled off the trunk, landing back into his arms, but didn’t stay long. Her head swiveled around as if searching for a witness to her recent oral seduction.


  “I’m so sorry,” she said. A hand shot to her mouth, her fingers brushing across her swollen lips. She didn’t look sorry, which helped console his ego.


  He stepped closer. “Well, that’s too bad because I’m not sorry.”


  She stepped away once more. Gabriel held his place only by a sudden force of will he didn’t know he possessed. Her mouth tightened. She looked alarmed. That was never his intent.


  “I didn’t mean to be so forward.” She angled her head down a bit. Was she looking at his mouth like she wanted another bite, or was that just wishful thinking on his part?


  She soon looked away. “I don’t think we should go any further. But I promise, I really didn’t mean to tease you,” she said with a tremble in her tone. She seemed so intensely sincere, he wanted to take her in his arms and soothe whatever had her so alarmed by their intense kiss.


  Gabriel brought both hands up in conciliatory fashion. “You didn’t tease me. We kissed. And it was awesome, by the way.”


  Once she registered his words, her whole body seemed to sag with relief. “Thank you. I thought the kiss was awesome, too. I’m not sorry about that.” A fragile smile appeared. He wished he could see her eyes. What was she hiding behind those big sunglasses?


  “Good.” He would have said more to her, but the sound of an approaching truck distracted him. The tow truck he called for had arrived early. He guessed it wasn’t often that the boss called Enclave Auto for a tow. And since he was the boss, he appreciated the fast service.


  “The tow truck is almost here,” she said as if also surprised.


  Gabriel glanced at his watch. “Yeah. He’s earlier than I expected. The thing is, the auto shop will close about the time you and the tow truck driver get back there. The lead mechanic will have to take a quick look, but likely won’t be able to fix it until tomorrow at the earliest. And if it is the water pump like I suspect, they’ll have to order it, and then you’re talking a few days.”


  She shrugged. “That’s okay. Do you know of anywhere I could get a room for a while until it’s repaired?”


  The immediate response that came to mind had to do with his place where he could show her his very large bed, but he didn’t want to scare her off. “I do. I’m very good friends with the owner of the local motel. I’ll take you over there after we finish up at the auto shop.”


  “Is it very expensive? I don’t have wads of money.”


  “No. It’s very reasonably priced. Plus, it’s clean.” And they have beds.


  “Excellent. Thanks. You seem to know everyone,” she said with a smile. “The tow truck driver, the mechanic, girls driving by on the road, and now the motel proprietor. Good thing you were the one to find me today.”


  Gabriel was glad they were back to relaxed conversation again. “Well, you know how it is with small towns. Everybody knows everybody. That can be good or bad depending on the situation.”


  She shrugged, but didn’t respond.


  Gabriel had been on his way back to Enclave after being away for a couple of days visiting family. He needed to talk to his best friend, Nathan Talbot, before asking any women to come and stay over. That coming conversation would also include detailed information on the lovely Suzanna Creighton, and her recent entry into Enclave. Perhaps it would take several days to repair her vehicle. Perhaps she’d want to get together and kiss again, or maybe more.


  If he had his way, she’d want to remain in Enclave for a while, she’d naturally agree to stay at the home he shared with Nathan, and of course, she’d be perfectly delighted to discover all the dark, wicked things he wanted to do to her with Nathan’s help.


  He wondered how she felt about bondage or if she’d ever been spanked.


  The mere visual of her hands cuffed to his bed sent a pulse of longing to his cock so strong it was a wonder he could still stand upright with all the blood in his body hastening south.


  One thing was for certain. If she was interested, he was ready, willing, and able to ensure she would never ever forget her idle time while stranded in Enclave, Montana.


  


  * * * *


  


  With her clit pulsing in wildly unsatisfied desire every time Suzanna so much as glanced at Gabriel, she decided to ride into Enclave with the tow truck driver. She didn’t trust herself not to do something inappropriate with Gabriel while he drove, even in the short ten-mile trek to town. He graciously told her that he’d follow her to the auto shop and introduce her to the lead mechanic, Dylan. Additionally, he promised to escort her personally to the motel to check in for the night.


  Even thinking about getting a motel room with the hyper-aroused and seductive way she felt right now, Suzanna wasn’t sure she could control herself.


  Part of her wanted to throw caution to the wind, lure Gabriel back to her soon-to-be lonely motel room, and pounce on him repeatedly until she was completely fulfilled. It might take days. Had she ever truly been satisfied? No. Not really. Not until that kiss by the side of the road pressed backwards against Gabriel’s car. That had been the most seductive and amazing embrace she’d ever participated in.


  She’d lost her virginity in college to a very cute second-string football player. He’d been sweet, if a bit quick. However, she harbored no regrets, later counting herself lucky that she had the one nice experience before everything changed. Before the next man in her life turned out to be not so nice. Before she’d had to give up everything to run away and escape. And then she’d run to several more new places when he found her every time she thought she had gotten away clean. Before she’d been given an amazing second chance, and then ruined it by becoming lonely and going out with Marcus against her better judgment.


  All of a sudden, Marcus’s final cruel expression—the demonic one she’d chanced to see immediately before he lashed out—filled her mind. The memory doused her passionate feelings. She was still on the run. She wasn’t certain she was safe yet. It would be foolish to involve someone else in her complicated life. And besides she refused to let Gabriel get hurt. She’d never let anyone else get hurt again. Ever.


  If Marcus found her…if he found out she’d even touched Gabriel, let alone shoved her tongue in his deliciously warm mouth with glee as he pressed her to his car, she expected that he’d likely turn his fists toward the only man she’d ever enjoyed kissing.


  Suzanna resolved to never let that happen either. But perhaps once she was assured Marcus couldn’t find her and posed no threat, she’d find Gabriel and let nature take its course.


  Forcing herself to relax and promising not to think of Marcus again, Suzanna pushed out a soothing deep breath. The scenery didn’t change much until the last mile or so into the city limits of Enclave, Montana. She was safe here, right?


  The tow truck driver pulled into the garage and hopped out to lower and unhook her car, and then it was pushed into the end stall. Gabriel, who’d pulled in right behind them, introduced her to Dylan, the lead mechanic. Together, he and Gabriel discussed the problem. Then they walked out into the garage, opened her hood, and chatted about the engine while she waited in the office.


  Glancing down at a two-day-old newspaper that had been left unfolded, she noticed the page was turned to the horoscopes. Did different newspapers still have the same horoscopes? In her mind, even for entertainment purposes only or not, they should all be the same. She bent over and squinted at hers to check.


  


  Celebrating a coming anniversary will be challenging.


  Instead, why not a night at home with a bottle of wine?


  


  Officially disturbed now, not only because it was a completely different prediction, but also because she had a particularly distasteful anniversary coming up, Suzanna ignored the paper and focused her attention back on Gabriel and the mechanic.


  She should probably be a little more interested in what they were talking about, but she didn’t have the first clue about how her engine worked or what it would take to fix it. She was depending on Gabriel to ensure it was repaired properly. She pretty much hated talking to anyone about her car or how to make it run properly.


  Her mind still toyed with the idea of what would happen once she had a motel key card in her hand. Would she invite him in? Would he accept? Shouldn’t they keep pretending that she was his online girlfriend to keep up appearances for the small-town gossip mill?


  Once inside her private motel room, what might happen? Sex, sex, and more sex, if she had her way. A single kiss had nearly pushed her over the edge of the ultimate satisfaction. She was trying to imagine what would happen if they actually got their clothes off this time. Smokin’ hot sex times three?


  Laughing to herself at her odd yearning for a near stranger, Suzanna weighed the pros and cons of chasing Gabriel. She certainly knew what she had to lose if he turned out to be the same kind of man she always seemed to select. But she held on to the unproven belief that he was different. After that kiss, and especially after she’d broken away, he hadn’t been angry or accused her of being a cock tease. He’d just looked like he wanted to kiss her again.


  As she watched through the window of the office, Gabriel suddenly lifted his head and put his seductive gaze on her. Her clit throbbed. She swallowed hard, finding her mouth dry. What was it about this man that made her so sexually charged up? No one from her past had ever had such an impact. One kiss and she’d been mindless.


  Still staring at Gabriel, Suzanna took a step forward as if magnetically pulled by her attraction to him. His focus shifted from her briefly to something Dylan said, but soon he nodded and they shook hands. He started walking toward her, captivating her with his intoxicating and very intent look.


  “He’ll order the part in the morning. It’ll take a couple days, but he said he’d prioritize it.”


  “Thanks for talking to him for me. I’ll admit to a serious lack of mechanical skills. And I always feel like I have the word ‘sucker’ tattooed to my forehead when talking to anyone about my car.”


  He grinned. “No problem. Don’t worry though. Dylan’s a good guy, and also the best mechanic I’ve ever seen. So are you ready to head for the motel?” He stopped before getting too close. He was still out of arm’s reach.


  Perhaps he sensed her uncertainty. Perhaps he remembered that she stopped them the last time he kissed her. Or perhaps the uncertainty was his, and she shouldn’t stare at him like he was her next meal. Perhaps he waited for her to indicate she wanted him nearby.


  “I’m ready,” she said quietly. Suzanna took a step closer. Then another. The masculine scent of him assaulted her senses. Her libido wanted him even worse than she did. “And I should plan on at least two maybe three days here in Enclave, is that right?”


  “Yes. Do you need to call anyone?”


  The disposable cell phone she purchased with cash at a convenience store after she’d abandoned her last residence felt heavy in her pocket. She didn’t know why she had bothered getting one. There was no one she could call, and the service sucked. Her places of employment online didn’t physically reside in the same cities as she did, and she rarely called them.


  However, having a phone that no one else knew about made her feel much better at the time as she’d scooted out of town. She chalked it up to necessary expense just in case she needed to get a hold of anyone. And she could access her regular number for messages.


  Suzanna shook off her thoughts and looked into Gabriel’s patient face as he waited for her to answer him.


  “Actually, no. I don’t need to call a soul. I just need to retrieve my bag and my laptop from the trunk. Also, I’d like to step into the ladies’ room, if you don’t mind waiting.”


  “Not at all. The bathroom’s over there.” He pointed to a hallway in the corner of the small waiting room.


  She retrieved her things, made a quick pit stop to apply some heavy makeup beneath her eye so she could eventually remove her sunglasses, and met him back at his car.


  “Okay then, let’s go over to the motel and get you a room.”


  Suzanna couldn’t help noticing that his voice seemed to go just a little bit lower in tone as he said the word, “room.”


  “Is it far from here? Because if it’s close, I’ll just walk. I hate to put you out yet again. You probably have other things you need to be doing.” Please take me. Please take me. Please take me.


  “It’s only a couple of miles from here,” he said. “But kind of a hike if you’re walking. Besides, it’ll be dark soon.” Then his eyelids narrowed slightly. Had he heard the chanting in her head? “Don’t worry. Honestly, there’s nowhere else I need to be.”


  “Great. Thanks.”


  He took her things from her and placed them in the trunk of his car. She expected they’d both be naked very soon and checking out the relative softness of the sheets in whatever room she got in less than half an hour.


  At least they would if she had any say in the matter.


  Chapter Three


  


  Gabriel pulled into the surprisingly crowded parking lot at the Enclave Inn. Making his own parking space along the driveway near the front door, Gabriel shut off the engine and they both got out.


  Filling up every other space were white-paneled vans with different television station logos printed on the sides. There had been a couple of kids rescued from a collapsed abandoned mineshaft over the previous weekend. The local working crews had spent a week digging the boys out. Even so, Gabriel was surprised to see the television vans still in residence.


  Inside at the check-in desk, no one waited behind the counter. Gabriel rang the bell next to the computer. His friend Seth Dawson owned this place. He was also one of the owners of the Old West Town amusement park at the edge of town.


  Before a minute had passed, Seth came out of a door on the right. “Hey, Gabriel. What’s up?”


  “Hey, Seth. I need to get a room for my friend, Suzanna. Her car broke down. She’s stuck in town until Dylan can get the parts in to fix it.”


  His friend first eyed Suzanna carefully and then shook his head. “I’m sorry, but I don’t have a single room available.”


  “What? Why not?”


  He shrugged. “The television news crews are still here trying to squeeze every drop of story out of the recent rescue. I hate to complain over the solid business for the past couple of weeks, but I’m ready for them all to be gone.”


  “Don’t you even have a honeymoon suite or a presidential suite in case…you know…the president stops by?”


  Seth shook his head. “Sorry, but no. In fact, two rival television reporters are currently sharing the only ‘suite’ of any kind available. Seriously, even the broom closet is booked. If the president does show up, I’ll be pitching a pup tent for him in the parking lot,” he said with a laugh. “I wish I could help you out, but I don’t even have my night manager’s room available.” Seth looked sheepish.


  Gabriel purposefully didn’t look at Suzanna. He didn’t want to disappoint her. He asked, “Any suggestions?”


  Seth flashed him a familiar look. A look that said perhaps Gabriel should take her to his place. However, Gabriel shared his abode with his best friend. Nathan liked things quiet. And he didn’t care much for surprise guests either. Besides, Gabriel didn’t think that would be a good idea to enclose her in his house, given his current lustful thoughts and her slight apprehension after the earlier volcanic kiss they’d shared on the roadside.


  “Not really.” Seth shook his head. “One of the churches opened its doors for a couple days when the boys first fell down the shaft, but those few who were using it left a big mess as if the church folks should clean up after them, so the pastor kicked them out and rescinded the offer to anyone else. There were a few ousted new folks that ended up in their cars, I believe, but there are no rooms anywhere that I know of. I’m really sorry.”


  “I’d sleep in my car, but it’s currently locked up at the auto shop, which is now closed. And while the idea of a pup tent in the parking lot sounds very interesting, I’m not really much of a camper,” Suzanna said with a beautiful smile. Her voice sent a tendril of lust down his body. His cock pulsed. Seth tilted his head slightly to one side, giving him a look as if to encourage him to take her in.


  Gabriel was just about to do that, but a stray thought popped in his head. “What about the saloon hotel at Old West Town? Did they give over any of those rooms?”


  “No,” Seth said adamantly. “Kendall wouldn’t allow it. Mostly because he’s gun-shy of having the media at his place after what happened last month with that blogger accusing us of…” He trailed off when Gabriel gave him a look. “Well, it doesn’t really matter.”


  Gabriel nodded. “Well, she’s not a blogger.” He suddenly paused, turned to her, and asked cautiously, “Are you?”


  Suzanna shook her head. “No. Absolutely not. I’m an online content editor for a couple of e-publishers. And I freelance as a web designer on occasion, but I promise it’s nothing news media or blogger related.”


  “Do you want me to call Kendall for you?” Seth volunteered.


  “No. I’ll drive her out there and talk him into it. Thanks anyway, Seth.”


  “Sure thing. Good luck,” his friend called out with a wave.


  As they exited the motel lobby and headed for his car, Gabriel glanced at the western sky, noting that it was getting later and later, but he still hadn’t found her a place as he’d silently vowed to do. It wasn’t like he could say, “I give up. You’re on your own. Best of luck,” at this point. He’d never do that. He’d take her in before that. And he’d lock himself away so as to alleviate any temptation.


  Suzanna paused in front of her open passenger door. “I feel terrible about having you drive me all over creation for the sake of a room.”


  “Don’t. I’ve taken you on as a personal responsibility. I’ll find you a room tonight or die trying,” he said with a laugh.


  “Well, I hope it doesn’t come to that, but thank you.”


  Once inside his car, Gabriel tried to ignore the siren lure of her perfume in such a confined space. His cock was at permanent half-staff any time she was close enough that he could inhale a whiff of her seductive fragrance. In point of fact, she smelled fantastic.


  “Where are we going again?” She seemed a bit apprehensive. The truth was, Gabriel didn’t even know if this was a viable option. Kendall wasn’t going to like it. But at least it was the better of the only two options he could think of that didn’t require driving her a hundred and fifty miles in any direction to the next closest town.


  “There is an amusement park at the edge of Enclave, called Old West Town. Within the perimeter, there is a saloon with rooms and beds available. At one time the management had thought to make it a deluxe part of the attraction for those willing to shell out for it and who wanted to stay in a replica hotel from the era, but the idea was discarded for security reasons.”


  “Do you think the management will let me stay there?”


  “Oh yes. I believe so.” I truly hope so. “Don’t worry. I’ll talk Kendall into it. Shouldn’t be a problem.” There would be a whole host of problems. Kendall wouldn’t just let her stay there alone, with nothing more than a single guard doing night patrol on the property.


  Gabriel would have to agree to spend the night in another room, likely. Not altogether an unpleasant idea. But he’d also probably have to swear a chastity oath with fresh-drawn blood in order to solve what seemed like the simple problem of finding Suzanna a place to stay. Could they spend the night together and not connect? His cock throbbed with a hearty, oh, hell no.


  The blogger who’d pissed Kendall off last month had sworn he had proof that they were operating a whorehouse and prostitution ring out of the Old West Town saloon.


  Putting a woman he found very attractive and wanted desperately to seduce into an upstairs room of the saloon while then taking the room next to her for security was asking a lot. He’d have to come up with a great argument. Or he’d have to find Nathan and get his buy off on a stranger spending a few nights in their private residence. Not that it hadn’t ever happened before, but his best friend did like more than a five-minute notice when unfamiliar guests were invited over. Which wasn’t usually an issue.


  “Is this Kendall another friend of yours?” she asked with a half-smile.


  “Yes. In a matter of speaking.” Actually, they were more like business partners in the Old West Town park business.


  A wealthy cadre of owners had all taken a partial stake in the Old West Town park several years ago. Gabriel and Nathan each had a stake. Kendall was CEO and general manager of the park. Gabriel also participated in some of the day-to-day operations as a deputized lawman whenever the occasion called for it. Nathan was the town’s resident blacksmith, and he also crafted pistols as the only local gunsmith, but that was mostly his hobby.


  “Sounds interesting if nothing else.”


  Gabriel hoped Kendall would let him have a room for her. Otherwise, he’d have to persuade Nathan to invite an attractive stranger into their private residence behind the compound walls. Yet another thing Kendall wouldn’t be thrilled about.


  He drove into Old West Town through the private-access entrance for workers, bypassing the main entrance gate, and parked in an employee parking area.


  They walked the short distance to the dusty streets of Old West Town and headed toward the saloon. “I’m going to leave you at the bar in the saloon for a bit.”


  “All alone?” she asked.


  “No. Not exactly. There are people there. Besides, I won’t be gone long. I just need to find Kendall and make sure it’s okay for you to stay.”


  “This feels like it’s getting to be way too much trouble.” She stopped walking and turned to face him when he paused.


  He grabbed her hand. “It’s not. I promise. The amusement park closes in less than an hour, and it doesn’t reopen for a few days. I’ll get you something to drink while you wait for me. You won’t be bothering anyone.” If Kendall even lets you stay. He put a hopeful expression on his face, and they resumed walking down the elevated wooden sidewalk of town. He soon guided her through the authentic-looking double swinging doors of the saloon and steered her to a seat at the far end of the bar.


  Cooper Mackay, another Old West Town owner, and the manager of this saloon, was behind the ornately carved wooden bar. He delivered some drinks to an elderly couple at the other end of the bar and then approached them.


  “Hi, Gabriel. What can I get for you and your friend?”


  “Nothing for me just yet.” He turned to her, putting his hand on the back of her chair. “What do you want, Suzanna?”


  She scanned the endless whiskey bottles stacked counter to ceiling in front of mirrored glass behind the bar. “Do you by any chance have anything besides whiskey?”


  Cooper laughed. “Sure do.” He tapped a small menu built into the bar’s surface.


  Studying the modest menu quickly, she said, “I’ll have the house red wine. Thank you.”


  “Excellent.” He turned to Gabriel. “Sure you don’t want anything?”


  “I’ll pass for now. I’ve got to go have a conversation with Kendall. Is he over at the sheriff’s office?” Gabriel was anxious to get Suzanna settled. The more he thought about it the more he was certain this was the best idea. And if he had to stay in the next room with her, no problem.


  Cooper narrowed his eyes. “I believe so, yes. Are you sure you really want to talk to him? He’s not in the best mood right now.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Suzanna was a little out of her depth. This Old West Town park was amazing. She had been studying the interior of the saloon like a lookie-loo passing an accident along the road since they’d walked inside. The place looked completely authentic. Like she’d stepped out of the current century and into another one filled with cowboys, saloon girls, and poker players. In fact, given the chance, she’d love to explore the whole town.


  “Why do you say that?” Gabriel asked. He was going to way too much trouble for her. But a secret feeling Suzanna had way deep down made her think this would be the perfect place to explore a short-term relationship with Gabriel. Like a fantasy brought to life. All he needed was a cowboy hat. Given that almost every man in the room had one, it wasn’t a stretch to imagine Gabriel had one tucked away somewhere.


  Cooper glanced at Suzanna for only a moment before saying, “Well, Jocelyn is out of town. She and Logan went back to her old house. They are packing up and moving the rest of her things here. Personally, I think he’s just a little grumpy because he’s all alone, but he’ll never admit that. It’s just a friendly warning.”


  “I’ll take my chances. It’s important.” Cooper shrugged and moved down to the other end of the bar.


  Suzanna reached out and grabbed his forearm before he could step away. “I don’t mean to sound like a broken record. And while I’d love nothing more than to stay here tonight, are you sure this is not too much trouble?”


  She was seated in a tall barstool, her face level with his. He moved closer. “I’m positive.” Then he pressed a quick kiss to her lips as if he did it every single day. “It’ll be fine. Be right back.” Her lips tingled as if she’d been burned. She was so falling for him. She watched Gabriel’s delectable ass as he headed for the exit.


  He left through the swinging doors just as Cooper brought her the wine she’d ordered, breaking her inappropriate gaze. He put a small square, brown napkin down first and then placed what looked like an oversized whiskey shot glass filled with red liquid in front of her.


  “I love the glass.”


  He winked. “It lends a certain authenticity to the surroundings. Enjoy.” Cooper promptly moved back down the bar to take care of his other customers, leaving her alone with her thoughts.


  Suzanna took a sip, letting the cool liquid soothe her spirit as it quenched her thirst. The drink was exceptionally good, given that a saloon in an amusement park wasn’t where she’d expect to find amazing wine. She took a deeper taste, letting the smooth liquid coat her throat and take her stress level down with it.


  Surveying the saloon again, she saw several tables and chairs with various people playing poker or drinking. The tinny-sounding player piano in the corner belted out an upbeat tune. Several women dressed as old-timey saloon girls circulated through the tables or rested their crossed arms on the upstairs rail. And there were even a few men dressed as cowboys playing cards by the front entryway.


  Her gaze had been focused in the direction of the swinging doors for at least the past ten minutes, searching for Gabriel, when another man entered and promptly took her breath away. Thick dark hair, cut fairly short, but looking like it needed a trim, surrounded his rugged, handsome face. She was too far away to see the color of his eyes but expected they’d also be dark. He was powerfully built, like perhaps he swung a sledgehammer for a living. In fact, this man looked exactly like a cowboy of yore. And he was very tall. Even taller than Gabriel.


  Suzanna stared at him like he was a celebrity come to visit and she was his biggest fan. She couldn’t seem to tear her gaze from his muscular body. Sleeves rolled halfway up his arms haphazardly, with dark pants and boots, he looked like the old Western version of a bodyguard. This was exactly the type of man she’d dreamed of hiring to fend off the unfortunate man in her past. But she’d never had the wherewithal or the funds to employ anyone. And truthfully, the real reason she hadn’t sought private protection was that she didn’t want to put anyone’s life at risk.


  He walked slowly into the bar, nodding once at Cooper as he passed by. He made it almost three quarters of the length of the wooden counter before noticing she was staring at him like she’d never seen a man before. He frowned, and stared back. This did not deter her. It should have, but her fascination was compulsive.


  Suzanna still couldn’t tear her gaze away, even though she’d gone well past impolite and was bordering on offensive with her unwavering stare. Looking like he was about to seat himself, he suddenly hesitated and then kept walking. He moved toward her.


  She sat riveted and watched unblinkingly as he approached. Helpless to stop herself, Suzanna kept her gaze on his every move. She thought he would sit next to her and ask her what her problem was, but instead, he walked all the way into her. He wrapped an arm around the top edge of the barstool back where she sat. He didn’t touch her, but he was so close that she felt the warmth from his large body. He casually draped his other arm on the counter between her and her drink. She was trapped by a huge gorgeous man on three sides. And she liked it.


  His legs pushed into her. The feel of his muscular thighs pressing against her legs sent a thrill down her spine. If she’d been facing to one side instead of the bar, his hips would now be wedged between her thighs. Her heart sped at the very intimate mental image. She was being totally inappropriate but found this man so fascinating, she couldn’t seem to be anything but stupid around him.


  “Can I help you with something, darlin’?” he asked in a low, gravelly tone.


  Juice shot out of her pussy and into her panties so fast, she made a little noise of distress. “I’m…sorry. You just…and I thought…but then…you probably don’t…” she babbled incoherently, unable to think of a way to explain or apparently finish a sentence. It wasn’t like she could say, “I’m waiting for someone that makes me crazy hot for sex, but looking at you just makes me want to spread my legs and beg for it.” She shook her head slightly in an attempt to knock the inappropriate thoughts from her mind.


  He moved closer still. Legs solidly locked against her thigh, his face pressed within inches of hers. He paused as if considering how far she’d let him go. Was he about to kiss her? His lips were as tempting as Gabriel’s. Even thinking about Gabriel didn’t keep her from wanting this man, too.


  She leaned forward, wanting to press her mouth to his to see if he tasted as good as he looked. Would he taste as amazing as Gabriel had? She closed the short distance between them. She felt his breath brush a light caress against her sensitive lips.


  “Here’s your whiskey, Nathan.” His name is Nathan.


  His focus turned toward Cooper, and her trance was also broken. She straightened and pulled away, turning to put her attention back on her drink where it belonged. Her cheeks heated with embarrassment. She couldn’t see her face in the mirror of the bar but expected the color was now flaming cherry red. How could she have gotten so distracted by this man?


  The scent of leather, smoke, hot metal, and sexy man still swirled around her head. He hadn’t moved away from her. She owed him an apology for her rudeness. Perhaps once her heart slowed down to only three hundred beats a minute, she’d be able to speak.


  Cooper placed another small brown napkin square on the counter and put a glass with an amber liquid down next to her glass of wine. His expression seemed puzzled. Whether by her slutty staring or Nathan’s still very close proximity, she wasn’t sure.


  “Thanks.” He nodded at Cooper once as if to dismiss him, but he didn’t back away. Instead, the bartender waited as if his part-time job was sentry.


  Nathan turned his head and put his intense focus back on her. “What’s your name, darlin’?” he asked in a quiet tone, apparently ignoring the fact that Cooper still stood there.


  She sucked in a slow deep breath, released it, and turned to answer. But then she saw his beautiful eyes. They were lighter in color than she’d expected. Closely matched to the shade of whiskey waiting for him on the bar’s scarred wooden surface.


  “I’m Suzanna.” An accomplishment, getting her name through her lips, and getting it correct to boot. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Cooper smile. He moved away from them to tend other customers.


  “Good to meet you, Suzanna. I’m Nathan.” The sound of her name on his lips didn’t quiet her libido at all. If he’d kissed her, or demanded she strip naked so he could fuck her against the bar, she probably would have. He had that certain forceful manner of a man who likely always got exactly what he wanted. Especially with women.


  Even so, why did this man impact her in the same way Gabriel did? Had she turned into a wanton after too much time alone? She cast a quick look down the bar at Cooper waiting on two new guests. He was boyishly attractive with his smiling eyes and ready grin, but he didn’t send her pulse beating wildly in her veins.


  “I’m so sorry for earlier. The staring, I mean. I wasn’t trying to be rude.”


  He moved back, and half a smile formed on his beautiful mouth. “No problem. Do I look familiar to you or like someone you know?”


  “No. Not exactly. I saw you and immediately thought you’d make a perfect bodyguard, if I could afford one.” The part about wanting him to fuck her against the bar, she kept to herself.


  Seating himself next to her, he grabbed his drink and took a healthy swig. He turned to her with a question in his eyes. “Why do you need a bodyguard?”


  Suzanna hadn’t meant to be so forthcoming. “It’s a long story.”


  He held up his glass. “I’ve got a little time.”


  “That’s okay. I’m sorry to have stared you down like a morsel of food.”


  He laughed. It was low-pitched and perfect.


  “You don’t have to be sorry. I’m not. Actually, I thought it looked like you wanted me to kiss you.” He turned a seductive gaze her way. Her already hopelessly saturated panties paid the price. She squeezed her legs together as if it would help stem the flow of pussy juice. She wanted to kiss him with a sudden desperation that was completely inappropriate.


  He winked at her and added, “A kiss would be no problem, by the way.”


  Chapter Four


  


  Gabriel left Suzanna at the saloon and headed to the sheriff’s office as scenarios of Kendall’s possible reactions ran through his mind.


  The worst Kendall could say was no to her staying at the saloon, which meant he’d then have to tell him she’d be staying at his and Nathan’s place behind the compound walls. Kendall guarded that space even more than after hours at the Old West Town park.


  He crossed the street, climbed onto the wooden sidewalk, and opened the door to the sheriff’s office. He’d always loved coming in here. The place reminded him of the television show Gunsmoke, right down to the old-fashioned blue-speckled coffeepot on the stove in the corner.


  Zane Washburn, in the role of Kendall’s primary deputy, was kicked back in a wooden chair with his feet crossed and propped up on the corner of the desk. “Hey, Gabriel. What’s up?”


  Gabriel glanced around the room, noting Zane was alone. “Is Kendall here?”


  “Yeah. He’s in back.” Zane pointed to the open doorway leading to the jail cells and the storage room. “But I wouldn’t bother him unless you absolutely have to.”


  Shaking his head, Gabriel said, “I heard he was grumpy.”


  “As a hungry bear.” Zane grinned.


  “Why? Because Jocelyn and Logan are out of town?”


  Zane shrugged. “Maybe. Could be lots of things, I guess.”


  If Zane had planned to say more, it was cut off by Kendall’s sudden appearance in the doorway beneath the hand-painted jail cells sign. “What do you want, Gabriel?” His tone suggested irritation. Not the way he wanted to start this conversation.


  “Hi, Kendall,” Gabriel started in an overly civil tone.


  “No.” Kendall moved over toward the desk. Zane shifted his feet off the corner and stood up as if expecting Kendall to oust him from the chair.


  “I didn’t even ask you anything yet.” This did not bode well.


  “Well, word on the street is that I’m a grumpy bear.” He sent a glare to a grinning Zane. “What did you expect?” One of Kendall’s rare smiles then appeared. He was joking.


  Gabriel pushed out a quiet sigh of relief. “I need to ask a favor.”


  “No,” he said again.


  He sounded more serious, but Gabriel ignored his negative response. “The motel in town is filled to the brim, and I have a friend who needs a place to stay. I was thinking that since Old West Town will be closed for the next couple of days—”


  “A friend? What friend?”


  “Her name is Suzanna Creighton—”


  Kendall laughed out loud. “Oh, her name is Suzanna. Tell me, how long have the two of you been friends, Gabriel?”


  He crossed his arms in order to gather time to think of something intelligent to say. “I don’t think that’s relevant.” Gabriel once again didn’t care for the way this conversation was going.


  “Is it more or less than one day?”


  Damn it. “Okay. Fine. Her car broke down ten miles out of town. I had it towed to my shop. Dylan had to order the part to fix it. And with all the television people still covering the story of the kids being rescued from the mineshaft, Seth’s place is completely filled up. She has nowhere else to go. Unless of course I invite her to our private home.”


  “No.”


  Gabriel narrowed his gaze and unfolded his arms. “No to letting her stay at the saloon for a couple of days or no to letting her stay at my private home?”


  Kendall put his hands flat on the desk. “Take your pick.”


  Gabriel straightened his spine. “I don’t need your permission to invite anyone to my house.”


  “Then why are you asking?”


  “I’m asking for her to stay in the saloon.”


  “No.”


  “Why not?” He hated that he sounded like a petulant child unwilling to take no for an answer.


  Kendall threw his hands in the air. “First of all, we aren’t set up for guests to stay at the saloon hotel. We have no staff, no one to make the beds, clean the rooms, or secure the interior property.”


  “I’ll take care of all that.”


  “Are you just going to lock her in for the night?”


  “No. I’ll stay with her, and—”


  “Awesome. Then when people find out—and they will—we can restate fervently how we don’t use the place for after-hours sex fests. I’m certain they will believe us.”


  “My sex life is none of your fucking business.”


  “It is if you plan to partake of it with your brand new friend in the Old West Town Saloon after hours.”


  “Wow. You are grumpy.”


  “So why are you here pushing all of my buttons?”


  “Because I’m trying to help a friend.”


  “Is she pretty, this friend of yours?”


  Gabriel grinned. “Beautiful.”


  “Is she also friends with Nathan?”


  His eyes closed briefly in contemplation before centering his gaze on Kendall, silently pleading for him to change his mind. “Not yet.”


  “And you’d rather incur my wrath than ask Nathan to bring a stranger—I mean—a brand-new friend home?”


  Gabriel shrugged. He hated when Kendall read his mind. “Well, you know how he is. Nathan likes quiet and he’s not usually fond of surprises.”


  “I’m sorry, Gabriel. I can’t let you or anyone else stay overnight in the saloon, not even for an act of kindness. It’s not set up properly for guests and would be an insurance nightmare if anything happened. But you’re right. I have no say in your houseguests. It’s none of my business. But Nathan isn’t alone in his beliefs. All of the homeowners behind the compound walls like it quiet. Keep that in mind.”


  “Got it.” Gabriel would have to go to plan B. He certainly hoped Nathan wouldn’t mind having Suzanna stay with them for a few nights. He couldn’t remember a time they’d ever had a female overnight guest who wasn’t having sex with them, but he didn’t plan to bring that up.


  Gabriel felt very certain that Suzanna would have invited him into her hotel room in Enclave had they not been turned away. Inviting her to his home seemed different though. Like he needed to be a good host and not require sexual favors in order to offer her a place to sleep. Meaning she’d have to be the one to initiate something sexual. Would she? Maybe. But even if she did, he hadn’t ever shared a woman in their home without Nathan being a part of the experience.


  And he truly didn’t think she’d go for that. Occasionally women were a bit apprehensive about his best friend upon a first meeting. To be fair, Nathan could be formidable. He was Old West Town’s only blacksmith, and with his considerable height and muscular frame, he truly looked the part. Plus, he had very strict rules about how he enjoyed interludes of a sexual nature.


  Bondage was, in fact, the only way he had sex. Given how Suzanna reacted to being briefly pinned to the hood of his car, he didn’t expect bondage to be something she particularly enjoyed.


  Gabriel headed back to the saloon, noting that he’d been gone longer than intended. Mind circling with various possible conversations with both Nathan and Suzanna separately and together, Gabriel was not expecting to walk into the saloon and see them sitting side by side at the bar. And Nathan was crowding her personal space. What was that about?


  Nathan leaned in very close to her. Her gaze was fixed on his face, her eyes wide with…what? Excitement? I wish. Fear? Hope not.


  The swinging saloon doors settled closed behind him as Suzanna pulled her stare from Nathan and sent it in his direction. Gabriel locked gazes with her, and saw sudden growing panic in her expression. Gabriel turned his focus to Nathan, wondering what his friend had said to her that she looked so worried about. Gabriel got moving, speeding his steps in their direction. Nathan’s gaze had gone to the surface of the bar when she looked away, but his body still leaned very intimately toward Suzanna. Shit. Was he hitting on her? Was she upset about something Nathan said?


  The closer Gabriel got, the more panicked Suzanna became. Before he made it all the way to where they were seated, Gabriel called out, “Nathan.”


  His friend looked up at the sound of his voice, but then turned toward Suzanna. Likely, he saw her panic, too. He stood quickly, coming between them as Gabriel tried to ease closer.


  Nathan pressed a meaty hand on Gabriel’s shoulder and said to Suzanna, “This isn’t the guy you need a bodyguard to fend off, is it?”


  


  * * * *


  


  Nathan pushed Gabriel back a step away from the lovely, fragile woman he’d been busy chatting up and trying not to fall for as he enjoyed an evening beverage. Her gaze had locked on him the moment he’d stepped into the saloon. Her passionate stare hadn’t abated, even when Nathan had walked all the way to her and pushed his legs into her thigh. He truly had thought she looked like she wanted to kiss him. She hadn’t commented on her desire for a kiss, but her cheeks turned a lovely shade of pink at the comment.


  Even now with fright tainting her beautiful features, she looked…hungry.


  “No. He’s not.” She reached out and put her hand on Nathan’s bicep. “He saved me.”


  The sudden look of visceral desire as she then squeezed his muscle made it near impossible not to consider where this evening might lead. His cock fairly throbbed at the sudden vision flooding his reptile brain considering all the ways he’d love to tie her up and make her scream. Wait. He glanced at Gabriel. His best friend had that same hungry look. Well, shit. Maybe three was a crowd and he was going to bed alone. “Did he?”


  She nodded. “Yes. I swear. Gabriel has done nothing but help me since he found me next to my useless smoking car by the side of the road ten miles out of town.”


  Nathan dropped his hand away from Gabriel’s chest. She did not, however, take her hand away from his bicep. Gabriel didn’t seem to notice either that Nathan had put a hand on him or that he’d removed it. His friend’s rapt attention remained on Suzanna’s face.


  “Are you okay?” Gabriel asked her. He looked like a man in love. Interesting.


  “I’m fine. Perfect.” She glanced at Nathan briefly before settling her focus back on Gabriel.


  “I have bad news,” Gabriel said in a near whisper.


  “What is it?” she asked.


  “Kendall won’t let you stay here in the saloon overnight. Something about insurance nightmares if anything happened to you.”


  She pushed out a long sigh. “Well, thank you so much for trying anyway.”


  “She could stay with us,” Nathan said before realizing that the thought circling his head had come out of his mouth.


  Her lips fell open a little. “You two live together?” Her surprise was adorable. He wanted her more and more each moment he spent in her company. Wanted to show her what was possible in the basement of their shared home.


  Gabriel’s expression looked suddenly hopeful. “Yes. But it’s a pretty big house.”


  “I couldn’t put the two of you to so much trouble,” she said in a near whisper.


  “No trouble,” he and Gabriel said at the exact same time. Nathan’s words held an eagerness that he found hard to suppress. Blindfolded, bound, panting for my touch…


  Cooper intruded in that moment. He slapped a hand lightly on the bar near the three of them and announced, “Last call, we’re closing in fifteen minutes.”


  Nobody moved. Nobody said a thing. Were they all thinking the same thing? Sex, sex, and more sex?


  Suzanna was the first to drop her gaze. Then her hand fell from his arm. Damn it.


  A timid smile appeared on her lips. “Perhaps I should investigate that pup tent in the parking lot that your friend, the hotel owner, suggested.”


  “We aren’t going to just dump you on the side of the road to fend for yourself, Suzanna.” Gabriel pushed past Nathan and got very close to her. She didn’t shy away from his friend either. “We have a nice-sized basement apartment. Separate from our home. You can stay there as long as you want to.”


  She blinked and a tear fell to her cheek. She brushed it away with the palm of her hand as if embarrassed to either be seen crying or to need help. Nathan wasn’t sure which endeared her to him more. She was obviously running from trouble but hadn’t wanted to unload her life story to a stranger. At least not yet. Quiet strength emanated from her, so he didn’t expect her to confide in them immediately. Maybe later on she’d trust them enough. Once she was comfortably ensconced in their home. Once they’d shown her how they lived, and the pleasure they could offer while she occupied their basement apartment.


  Nathan had noticed the heavy makeup beneath her eye when he got close enough. She’d done an excellent job concealing it, but likely there was a bruise or something marring her skin there. Anger stirred within him at the idea of anyone having struck her, forcing her to use concealer to hide the mark.


  Nathan had never understood the need some men had to strike women in anger in order to feel masculine. He couldn’t say he wouldn’t delight in returning the favor, if he ever came across the ass wipe who’d hit her in the face.


  Suzanna looked into Gabriel’s eyes with gratitude and love. “Normally, I’d refuse, but I haven’t slept much in the past couple of days and just can’t think of what else to do, so instead, I’ll say, ‘Thank you very much.’ I truly appreciate it.”


  Gabriel sounded relieved when he said, “Good. Finish your drink. We’ll take off in a few minutes.” He then gently rubbed the center of her back. It was a very intimate gesture that surprised Nathan. Gabriel certainly never lacked the attention of women, and up to now he’d taken his fair share of the opposite sex to bed without becoming the least bit attached.


  Long ago he’d been known as “love-’em-and-leave-’em Gabe.” As he got older, the nickname fell away, but his attitude on permanence, where women were concerned, had remained. At least until right now.


  Today was the first time Nathan had ever seen his friend display such an intimately tender caress either before, during, or after being with a woman sexually. Truthfully, they hadn’t established that Suzanna would be a sexual partner. At least not yet, but he had lofty hopes.


  Even if she hadn’t been staring at him like a he was her next meal, he would have been instantly interested. Once he’d moved close enough, the luscious scent of her drifted to him. He’d only barely resisted the urge to lean in and get a better sniff. Once he made it to her personal space, he thought he smelled her arousal, and his cock stirred to join the party.


  “Why don’t I head back home and make sure the heat is turned on in the apartment?” he offered. In reality, he needed to ensure that the second bedroom in the apartment—the one with all of his “toys”—was locked.


  “Good idea,” Gabriel remarked in a tone that said he understood his true intent. Gabriel liked to watch when Nathan tied up sexual partners, but he didn’t have the same need to dominate and control that Nathan did. And to be fair, Nathan liked to watch Gabriel have sex, too, whether their partner was bound or not. The variety worked well between them. More often than not, they each did what they wanted and then shared the women brought into their household. It was a lifestyle clearly understood by their previous partners.


  Suzanna was different. She certainly didn’t know about their unusual sexual desires. But he sure did want to show her. How long had it been since they’d shared a woman not already in the lifestyle? He couldn’t even remember.


  Nathan wanted to share Suzanna with Gabriel more than he wanted to inhale his next lungful of air. Broaching it with her was the dilemma. Although, given the looks she gave both of them, he didn’t expect it would be a problem. The idea of the evening to come stirred contentment and lust in his lower body. Perhaps she could be persuaded to step out of her comfort zone for a night.


  He downed the rest of his drink in a single swallow, relishing the burn as the liquid coated his throat and headed for his belly. With a wink, he left them to go home. He’d lock the door to the spare toy room but keep the key handy.


  Perhaps the hungry look in her eyes could be eased with softly lined handcuffs or leather manacles combined with a rip-roaring orgasm.


  His cock pulsed with relish at even the slight possibility of having Suzanna tied to his bed tonight. Maybe he’d accidentally leave a few toys out and gauge her reaction.


  Chapter Five


  


  Suzanna watched Nathan leave the saloon and couldn’t wait until she saw him again. Just watching him walk—especially with his fine ass—made her heart thud wildly in her chest. Both of these men had amazing rear ends. Remarkable enough that she wanted to peel back their jeans and lick each firm, perfect butt cheek. What was up with her? Hadn’t she asked herself this question more than once today?


  Gabriel saw her interest in Nathan’s ass before she could turn away and pretend she hadn’t been drooling. She barely quelled her dread, waiting for Gabriel to curse her in front of the crowd about any interest in another man’s butt, but he only smiled. His reaction was curious, somewhat unexpected, and put her a bit off balance.


  If she’d shown even a tenth of the interest in Nathan, or if she’d been unable to control her interest in any man while in front of Marcus, she’d likely be having a very heated and ugly conversation. With their last argument ending in him giving her a sound smack across her face after falsely insisting she’d “fucked” someone else, Suzanna was pretty sure blood would have been spilled if she’d blatantly dared to look at another man’s ass as he walked away.


  If she were still there. But she wasn’t.


  She’d escaped, hadn’t she?


  She was relatively safe here, right?


  Suzanna mentally shook her head. She didn’t have to worry about Marcus. At least for now. She was out of harm’s way here in this tucked-away space, centered in a vast, empty landscape with no other towns for at least a hundred miles in any direction, wasn’t she? Suzanna considered the lengths she’d gone to in order to hide out this time, how far she’d traveled to put some distance behind her, and relaxed a notch.


  Confident that her current location was secure, she calmed down a bit more. Plus, after spending the night in a veritable stranger’s home in a brand-new state after driving her car so long and so hard that it currently resided in a repair shop, Suzanna went to full relaxed mode and instead focused her attention on what might happen next. Once they all got back to their home. Where there was surely a bed. A bed she wanted to share with Gabriel. Or Nathan. Or both. Only in the deepest part of her sequestered dark desires did she entertain the idea of sharing herself with two men. But that contemplation was there peeking out all the same.


  “So, you and Nathan share a house?” she asked to get her mind out of the lurid place it had gone. She should be grateful for all Gabriel had done, not planning to jump his bones for her own gratification. Unless he wanted her, too. Did he want her? His kiss earlier said he did.


  “Yep.”


  “Saves on expenses,” she murmured more to herself than to contribute to the discussion. Her conjecture was meant to merely keep the conversation going and stop her from dwelling on the surely inappropriate and sinful visions now gaining strength in her mind.


  Laughably, it wasn’t working for her. Wicked thoughts of pulling Gabriel’s clothes off so she could push him on the nearest bed, keep him flat on his back, and ride him like the horses she’d seen at the far end of this western town consumed her thoughts.


  Perhaps Nathan would then appear, pull her from Gabriel’s satisfied body, and press her to the nearest wall to take her for yet another wild ride. She glanced at her unusual wine glass, wondering if it was spiked with lust juice or if just being in this very visual Western environment made her hot between her legs. She’d always been fascinated with the era of the rough-and-tumble cowboy, and this place was a nice surprise.


  Gabriel smiled and nodded as she tried to remember the lame thing she’d said last. Oh yes. Saving on expenses by sharing their house. But she didn’t think the reason they shared a home had anything to do with financial matters. Not ready to discover the true reason why just yet, Suzanna didn’t say any more. She just slowly finished her wine and contemplated the evening to come.


  Cooper held up five fingers, which she assumed meant they only had five minutes to go before closing. She drained her glass and stood up. Gabriel slid off the barstool next to hers as she did.


  “Ready to go?” he asked.


  “Yes.” She was well past ready to go. She was ready to find a bed. She was ready to drag Gabriel and possibly Nathan into bed with her. Suzanna wasn’t certain how she would even introduce the subject of, “Hey, I can’t seem to choose between the two of you, so can I just fuck you both?” into any real conversation. Watching Gabriel’s ass as he led the way to the swinging saloon doors, and rediscovering that it was just as fine as Nathan’s, Suzanna vowed to find a way.


  Before too long, they’d gotten back inside his car and taken it along a lonely, winding road for several miles before she saw a wall. Squinting to see clearly, she realized it was a walled compound with a solid gate. The entrance, which slid open as his car approached, was very advanced as far as security went.


  “Cool,” she said and meant it. He said nothing. He just smiled. They drove through the gate, which closed behind them. Being sequestered behind these walls made her feel even safer.


  After several gradual turns through mostly wooded terrain, he pulled into a driveway. Suzanna didn’t even know what direction they were going anymore. Once on the driveway, she couldn’t see the house. “Where are you taking me?”


  He laughed. “To our very secluded home.”


  “Why does it need to be so secluded?”


  “Nathan likes having a very quiet space to live. Our property and the house are situated well away from any other houses behind the compound walls.”


  Suzanna tested her gut. She still didn’t feel apprehensive about traveling with Gabriel. No alarm bells went off in her head. If anything, she wanted Gabriel even more. Moving seemingly further into the middle of a wooded nowhere, after coming from an already very secluded place, only made her feel more secure. Harder to locate. Finally safe from the man she’d escaped.


  No one even knew she was in the state of Montana. She pushed out a breath of relief. “I like quiet, too.”


  “Good, then you’ll love our place.”


  Around one more bend in the road, she finally saw the rooftop of a home tucked into a tightly wooded area. Five minutes later, he pulled into a circular driveway, but didn’t go around. Instead he drove along the side of the house.


  “The apartment’s in the back,” he said by way of explanation.


  When Gabriel stopped the car after turning the corner at the rear of the home, Suzanna gaped at the beautiful space in the backyard. There was a small patio and a door nearly at the very corner of the lowest floor. But she only barely noticed the building as she focused on the impressive landscape behind their house. The backside of their home towered three stories high and faced the western sky. A fading sunset rested against the darkened outline of the mountains.


  They each stepped from the car. The chill in the air only accentuated the quiet around them. Her gaze wandered to the impressive multi-level, wooden deck attached to the center back of the massive house. The backyard was the size of half a football field, the flat of the landscape stopping abruptly at the edge of a thick forest on three sides and enveloping the house in quiet wonder.


  “Ready to go inside?” Gabriel asked. She nodded and followed him to the door.


  He unlocked it with a key and motioned for her to enter. She hadn’t realized how chilly it was outside until she came into the warmth of the house. The log cabin-like feel inside was unexpected. Shiny wood lined the walls as far as she could see.


  There was a small entry hall sporting a coat rack that led into a wide spacious room. On the far wall was a tall stone fireplace dominating the space. Apparently, Nathan had started a fire. Licks of flame already surrounded several large split logs in the hearth, lending a relaxing atmosphere to the low-lit room and her already adventurous spirit. The enticing brown fur rug before the fireplace put all manner of sexual thoughts in her head.


  Suzanna wanted to get cozy and naked by the fire. “This place is beautiful.”


  “Thanks,” Gabriel said. Then he called out, “Nathan!” There was no response.


  “Guess he went back upstairs. Let me show you where the bedroom is, and then I’ll go and get your things from the trunk of my car.”


  He led her to a door centered in the wall perpendicular to the fireplace. She saw the patchwork quilt on the huge bed first, then the brass headboard, and finally the carved wooden furniture around the space, including a hope chest just inside the room across from the foot of the bed. The rustic decor made Suzanna’s already relaxed inhibitions lower even further.


  She pealed her jacket off and put it on the chair next to the bed. “This is lovely.”


  Gabriel remained at the door. “I hope you’ll be comfortable here.”


  “How could I not be? It’s perfect. Thank you so much for taking me in.” She crossed the room with the intent to kiss him in gratitude. The moment their lips touched, the kiss turned volcanic. Their tongues dove and swirled against each other’s, seemingly unable to kiss fast enough. She wanted him so desperately, she didn’t want to stop until they were both satisfied, spent, and panting for more.


  He clutched her tight to his frame and danced her slowly backwards to the edge of the bed. The backs of her thighs hit the quilt-covered mattress as the intoxicating kiss continued. Before she knew it, they were rolling around on the surface of the bed as pieces of their clothing and shoes flew through the air and hit the floor one at a time.


  Down to her bra and panties, Suzanna pushed Gabriel on his back, rolled on top of him, and straddled his boxer-only-covered hips with her legs. His thick cock threatened to tear the fabric at the waist of his last remaining garment. She bent down and plastered his mouth with a scorching kiss, hoping the foreplay was about to end and the sex was about to begin. She was ready. It had been so long.


  Gabriel’s hands held her face, his thumbs gently stroking a short path along her jawline. But he didn’t make a move to fuck her. He didn’t seem to be in any hurry. After half a day of breathing in his intoxicating scent and trading seductive gazes, she was damn near desperate.


  Suzanna reached between them and slipped her hand between belly and boxers, grabbing his smooth, hard cock in her fist. He groaned, and let her stroke his impressive dick several times before breaking the kiss. “Wait.”


  She straightened, releasing his cock. Looking down at his lust-filled expression, she was puzzled. “Wait? Are you sure? ’Cause I’m ready, right now.”


  “Are you ready for me, too?” Nathan asked from the door. That she didn’t startle at the sound of his low, gravelly voice was amazing.


  Suzanna turned her head and looked over one shoulder with a smile in place. Nathan was framed in the doorway, one shoulder and one hip pressed casually against the wood. His arms were crossed loosely, and a sardonic look graced his beautiful eyes.


  “I don’t know. The truth is, I’ve never actually been with two men at the same time.”


  “Is that so?” Nathan didn’t look very surprised. “I’d say now is the perfect opportunity to try it out, wouldn’t you?”


  She didn’t even have to think about it. “Yes. I’d say it is. I’ve never been so wildly attracted to two men at the same time. I thought something was wrong with me.”


  Beneath her, Gabriel rumbled with laughter. “Trust me, there is absolutely nothing wrong with you.”


  Nathan lifted his body from the doorframe and entered the room. “I have another question.”


  “Okay.”


  “Since you’re throwing caution to the wind for the sake of something new, what else might you be interested in experimenting with tonight?”


  “Isn’t sex with two men enough?” she asked with a laugh. Her mind spun with questions. What else did he want to try out in the name of something new and exciting sexually? She was a novice, with the exception of all the romance books she’d read. The books she’d edited were fairly tame in the industry.


  He shrugged. “Not necessarily. We have particular tastes when it comes to sex.”


  “Particular tastes?” That sounded ominously thrilling. “Like what?”


  “For example, how do you feel about bondage?”


  Her voice cracked when she said, “Bondage?” Holy shit. Romance books with bondage included were one thing, being tethered during live action was quite another. She calmed herself. When else would she have this opportunity? “I’ve never done that before either.”


  Nathan approached the foot of the bed. He wrapped his arms around her body, pinning her arms at her sides. His face lowered to hers. The intoxicatingly masculine scent of him relaxed her. He kissed her upturned mouth gently once then twice before his tongue surged between her lips to tangle and sizzle her senseless.


  She didn’t know how long the kiss lasted, but before he finished, she was weak. If he hadn’t been holding her so tightly, she would have slithered to the floor.


  “What would you think about being blindfolded and bound while the two of us did everything in our power to bring about the most exquisite pleasure you’ve ever known?”


  She pondered for several seconds before speaking. “Sounds interesting, but I’m not sure…” Her voice trailed off. Her mind worked furiously, but she was unable to come up with a good reason not to try something new and exciting. Bondage. The very word evoked both intrigue and panic all the way to her soul.


  “I know we just met,” he whispered. “But I need for you to trust me. My ultimate intent is to tie you up and make you scream in climax over and over again. I only want you to enjoy yourself. Just wrapped up in a slightly more unconventional package. What do you say?”


  She glanced down at Gabriel. He was still tucked beneath her legs. An amused smile shaped his beautiful lips. His hands were behind his head as he watched them negotiate their immediate future.


  If anyone could convince her to try this, it was these two men. Suzanna understandably had a level of fear regarding intimacy, and her trust issues were also a problem.


  “I don’t know if I can let you tie me up, no matter what kind of pleasure you promise.”


  Nathan glanced at her cheek. The concealed, bruised one she was terribly self-conscious about. She turned her head away, but not before seeing that his expression shifted to one of brief fury. She could tell that his anger was not directed in any way at her, which was refreshing.


  “I get it. I also hope you understand that if I ever get within arm’s length of the person who put that bruise on your face, I will make my unhappiness known to him, or her.”


  “I don’t plan on seeing him ever again, but thanks for your understanding and your stance.”


  “Him? So a sniveling coward of a man did that to you?”


  Nathan’s apt description of Marcus relaxed her a notch. “Yes. I broke up with him, but he didn’t take it very well. In fact, he took me off guard. Slapped my face hard enough to put me on the ground. Once I was down, he immediately apologized and swore it would never happen again. Naturally, I didn’t believe that for a second. So I waited until he was gone, packed a few things, and left my apartment in the middle of the night.”


  “Good for you.”


  “Thanks.” Had that only been two nights ago? She’d come a long way. Gabriel’s muscular legs were still wedged deliciously between her thighs. Her clit throbbed in need. Maybe she could overcome her fears.


  “Sucks though because there was something else I wanted to do, but now it’s ruined.”


  “What’s ruined?”


  His expression still saddened, Nathan slipped a hand to cup her ass. “I’d love to spank your bare ass with the palm of my hand.” He smiled. “Purely for sexual reasons, of course. However, I’d understand completely if you wanted that particular delight taken off the table.”


  Suzanna frowned but couldn’t pull her gaze from Nathan’s intense gaze. He wanted to tie her up, blindfold her, and spank her? Her heartbeat sped up again.


  Spanking of a sexual nature was not unknown to her. Although, she’d never tried it herself. Once in college, she’d had a friend who’d enlightened her on the practice during sex. At the time, she’d been shocked, but her friend had explained why she liked it. Hurts so good was a remembered phrase that came to mind.


  “Off the table?” She’d sort of lost the thread of their conversation, thinking about being spanked.


  “As in the negotiations for what might transpire during the night,” Nathan explained. “We can take spanking off the table.” But he didn’t sound happy about it.


  Suzanna pressed her face against the softness of his shirt and inhaled. He smelled so good. His arms were wrapped tightly around her. In fact, she couldn’t really move. She should be panicked, but she wasn’t. She’d never felt safer in her life.


  “What else do you want to do?” she asked, pulling reluctantly away from him. Memories of her college friend’s sex life poured into her mind. She suddenly remembered lots of other interesting things her friend liked.


  The hand that cupped one ass cheek suddenly shifted. Through her panties, he pressed a finger hard against her rosette. “Do you mean what else would I like to put on the table?”


  She nodded, and he pushed his finger even harder. Her breath caught in her throat. “Can you guess?” he asked and breached her rear hole, her panties offering no resistance, just going along for the ride.


  “You…you want anal sex, right?”


  “Yes. I don’t suppose you’ve ever tried that either.” His finger burrowed inside just a little deeper. The feeling was shocking, but not unpleasant.


  Her head started shaking back and forth. “No…no…never.” He withdrew his digit from her ass, but the material from her panties remained embedded. She’d never even wanted to try it before this moment. Now she was afraid she might come to beg him for the opportunity. She was woefully uneducated


  “I guess I’m a huge disappointment.”


  His arms suddenly squeezed even harder around her body. She looked into his fierce gaze.


  “Not even close.” He lowered his mouth and kissed her like he wanted to devour her. Hard. Fast. Unrelenting in his intent to take her breath away, and as if to ensure she knew he wasn’t the least bit disappointed in her previous fairly nonexistent yet incredibly vanilla sex life.


  By the time he released her lips, she was panting. Panting.


  “So what do you say? Are you ready to take a little walk on the wild side tonight?”


  What else could she say? “Yes. Please.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Nathan almost growled in utter pleasure the moment she said “please.”


  Her soft, tantalizing voice of surrender even though she’d been mistreated recently made him all the more eager to show her what he was capable of in the department of orgasmic gratification. He vowed to make her delighted that she’d stumbled into their lives even if it was only for a short while.


  Although, the thought of ever letting her go was as unpleasant a feeling as it was unfamiliar. And one he didn’t plan to contemplate any further tonight.


  “First we need to identify a safe word for you.”


  “A safe word?” Her expression suddenly inquisitive. He watched for any hint of alarm and found none. At least not yet.


  “If during our coming evening of blindfolded bondage, with control and pleasure, one of us does something you don’t like, all you have to do is say this prearranged word and we’ll stop what we’re doing immediately.”


  “Really?”


  “Yes. However, keep in mind that once we stop, we may not be inclined to resume.”


  “So I shouldn’t say the word unless I intend to have everything stop for good.”


  “Yes. Exactly.”


  “Fair enough.” She nodded. “What sort of word should I select?”


  “Something you’d never say during the throes of passionate expression.”


  She looked dubious. “Passionate expression? Like what?”


  He grinned at her. “Something you’d never scream during a blistering orgasm while out of your head with pleasurable satisfaction.”


  “Well, I haven’t ever had much of that before, so maybe you could help me out here with what I should pick out.”


  “That’s tragic.” Gabriel lifted onto his elbows. “How about roadside or possibly engine-smoke? Because I’ll never forget seeing you that very first time.”


  “Roadside,” she said, casting a loving gaze down at Gabriel. “I like that.”


  “Perfect.” Nathan lifted her from Gabriel’s lap. She immediately wrapped her legs around his waist. “Now the rules for this evening are fairly simple. You give up control to us completely, and we spend the entire night making you glad you did.”


  “Complete control, huh? Do I have to call you master? That might be a deal-breaker for me.”


  “Not this time, but you do have to do whatever I say without question or argument as if I were your master.”


  She considered that for a few moments before nodding. “Okay. I’ll do my best.”


  “I know you will.”


  He moved toward the brass headboard and the restraints hidden there. “Wait,” she whispered. Nathan stopped just short of the pillows.


  She pressed a kiss to the corner of his mouth, buried her face in his shirt and breathed in, and then looked up into his eyes with a serious gaze. Her quiet voice made him focus on her mouth when she said, “I don’t want to take anything off the table. Honestly, I’m not sure how I’ll feel about spanking of a sexual nature, but if you think I’ll like it, then I’m willing to try it once.” Her solemn expression with the vocal carte-blanche permission to do whatever he wanted made his heart hitch a little.


  He nodded and kissed her gently in grateful response. “I won’t let you regret being here tonight,” he whispered.


  Nathan pulled the sheets down and directed her to the center of the bed. On her back, staring at the ceiling, was not how he expected her to stay. Climbing on all fours over her, Nathan kissed her belly then moved up her body, licking and kissing her sweet skin. The top of one breast, the hollow at her throat, a sensitive space he learned she had beneath one ear were all places he explored well.


  Her bra had a front closure, but he saved that for Gabriel. In fact, Nathan should likely ratchet down the tension by letting Gabriel have her first, simply retreat to the chair by the bed to watch, but he couldn’t do it. He wanted to be a part of this first time. Their first time.


  With his teeth, he snagged her panties and pulled them down her legs. Once they were off and he’d tossed them to the floor with the rest of her things, he kissed a path from her ankles to her pussy. She was wet, and he could smell her arousal by the time he pressed his lips to her calves.


  Gabriel hovered over her chest, his fingers at the front closure. Nathan looked up in time to see him open the front of her bra like he’d just gotten the best gift ever. His whispered expletive of awe made Nathan smile. He helped her lift up and remove the bra, all the while looking at her perfect breasts. Completely naked, Suzanna settled back on the bed. The expectant smile on her face lit his imagination. He wanted to please her. Wanted her to love all that they did tonight.


  Nathan kissed her inner thigh, turned his head, and licked the seam of her pussy ending at her clit, just as Gabriel took one pert nipple into his mouth. That got a reaction. Her back arched, and the sweetest moan came from her lips.


  Gabriel moved to her other breast, and Nathan took another taste, sucking her clit between his lips this time. Her legs drew in, her knees lifted and half closed. He pushed his palms along her upper inner thighs, keeping them open. He contemplated what should happen next in their very first seduction.


  Given her recent past, she deserved to be pleased instead of controlled. He decided that instead of playing hardball dominator first off as he normally did, demanding complete acquiescence and utter power over every movement during sexual encounters, he’d keep the bound nature of this first encounter loose and easy. They’d earn some trust first before demanding a darker scenario.


  Instead of manacles or lined handcuffs, he’d use cloth loops and simply tell her not to move her wrists from them. She’d have the additional knowledge of being able to escape.


  Gabriel released her nipple and looked over his shoulder. The question in his eyes was easily deciphered. He wanted to know the seduction plan and what Nathan wanted to do to her tonight.


  “Put her wrists in the loops on the headboard.”


  Eyes narrowing at first, Gabriel soon smiled and turned to take care of the task. Now he also knew Nathan didn’t plan to play hardball dominator first thing tonight.


  At the foot of each bed corner were more loops. Nathan took care of fastening her ankles in those loose straps, enabling her legs to stay wide and apart, but if she needed to, she’d easily be able to escape the bonds. He inhaled deeply. The scent of her arousal made him hungry. Hardball dominator or not, he planned to enjoy every second of their time together.


  “Get something to use as a blindfold.”


  She turned her head suddenly, her eyes bright with concern, but tried to be brave. She licked her bottom lip once before tucking her sweet tongue back inside her mouth.


  Jesus.


  Gabriel grabbed a black silk scarf from the nightstand and secured it around her head, hiding her view.


  Nathan slid from the bed and went to the chair to watch. His friend also removed himself from the bed, grabbed a condom, and put it on before returning to the bed and the waiting Suzanna.


  Gabriel would be much gentler. He would seduce her slowly and completely. Nathan didn’t think he currently had the capacity for a gentle seduction. So he watched. He waited for his turn, plotting and planning what he’d do once Gabriel had romanced her for the first round of pleasure this evening.


  Round two would be dramatically darker, much different, and probably not quite as tender. However, he hoped she’d let him finish so she’d fully understand and enjoy his decadent desires.


  Chapter Six


  


  Whatever Suzanna had expected would happen, didn’t. At least not yet. Her wrists were looped, barely, in two soft fabric strips that she could easily get out of, but she didn’t. The blindfold was a little scary, but just as soon as Gabriel had placed it over her eyes, both of them got off the bed.


  So she waited with uncertainty coating her fragile nerves. They’d given her a safe word. She wished she could test it once, like a trial run, to ensure they really would stop. However, she didn’t want to lose out on what might be an amazing night with two spectacularly sexy men. Then again, why would they give her a safe word as a way out and then not honor it? She tried to relax another notch.


  To her left, she heard one of them rustle near the chair. Had someone sat down over there? Was one of them planning to watch instead of participating? On her right, she’d heard the nightstand drawer open, the sudden tear of paper, and soon after, someone joined her on the bed. She suspected it was Gabriel but wouldn’t know for absolute certain until he kissed her.


  Even blindfolded, Suzanna felt confident she’d be able to tell each man apart by their distinctive kiss. Obviously, Gabriel and Nathan tasted different. But also, Nathan was much more aggressive. She very much liked the difference of tender sliding into decadent from Gabriel and wickedly reckless from the start with Nathan.


  A warm mouth closed over the tip of one breast, taking her breath away. The seductive pull of his lips sent a zing of desire straight to her pussy. Her hips shifted on the bed almost of their own volition, but in order to keep the restraints in place, she couldn’t move very far. The tactile feel of the soft sheets against her bare ass was totally amplified. The loss of her vision really did seem to heighten all her other senses. A deep inhale only registered her own scent of arousal.


  She was wet. She was ready. She wanted some wicked, hot sex.


  Suzanna moaned when a finger grazed her clit. Her knees bent, or rather they tried to, but the restraints kept her in place. Lips kissed a path to the other breast to play as the finger moved from her clit to penetrate her pussy. She moaned again.


  The busy mouth soon moved away from her nipples and traveled south to her clit. She’d never had a man go down on her until Nathan had licked his way there a short while ago. The very idea of it happening again sent her pulse rate into the sky.


  How many licks would it take to get to her center this time? Maybe one, or possibly one and a half?


  The sudden rustle to her left made her turn her head. When Nathan kissed her mouth, jamming his tongue between her lips, she knew that Gabriel was the one making his way to the space between her legs.


  One second after Nathan engaged her with a kiss, Gabriel clamped his mouth around her clit and sucked hard. He then released her and slid his tongue deeply into her pussy. The volcanic kiss with Nathan continued and became more and more aggressive.


  Someone pinched her nipple. Gabriel sucked on her clit again. This time he didn’t stop. Suzanna suddenly felt his fingers invade her pussy. Her clit throbbed with unrealized pleasure. She was fast coming to a pinnacle she’d never experienced quite like this before.


  Wanting to scream, Suzanna started to turn her head to break the kiss, but Nathan wouldn’t let her. If anything, he increased the ardor of the kiss to well past perilous levels. Another pinch to her nipple combined with the steady sucking on her clit made her belly tighten. She was about to come. No. She was about to come hard.


  The fingers pumping inside her pussy suddenly shifted. One of them traveled to her rosette. She sucked in a breath, which was difficult with the amazing kiss in progress.


  Every nerve ending in her body was on high alert. She hadn’t felt anything close to this in her life. And she wanted it. She deserved it.


  By damn, she intended to enjoy every single second.


  A finger eased slowly into her rear channel. Nathan’s tongue curled and tangled around hers with expert care, keeping her busy and building her arousal. Gabriel pushed his fingers inside her body. Two in her pussy, one in her ass. The feeling was nothing short of astounding.


  Her desire ratcheted up another notch. She was so close.


  Trembling, and on the edge of the most profound climax of her lifetime, Suzanna launched over the edge of abandon and into oblivion. The orgasm consumed her body and soul. Her back arched. Nathan finally broke the kiss, but kept his lips on her face. Her chin. Her jaw. She screamed so loud when she climaxed, likely she was heard at the saloon several miles away.


  Gabriel’s magic fingers pumped in and out of her body as wave after wave of bliss pounded through her limbs. Nathan kissed her neck, her shoulder, the sensitive place beneath her ear. As her climax receded, Gabriel moved away. She tried to catch her breath as her pussy still pulsed.


  “I love the way you sound when you climax,” Nathan whispered.


  In her dark, visionless state, she was still panting but smiled her response and eventually managed a whispered, “Good.”


  Nathan pressed his mouth to hers once more. This time a tender gesture she didn’t expect. She was so used to having him overwhelm her senses each time his lips pressed to hers. He finally broke the sweet kiss. He bussed her cheek once more quickly, and then left the bed.


  Gabriel returned, climbing back onto the bed, and soon crawled over her. She felt his legs slide along her inner thighs. The wiry hair on his chest brushed across her sensitive breasts, making her nipples tingle and perk up.


  He lowered his mouth gently to her lips. She tasted the musky flavor of her own pussy juices. Even after the most epic orgasm in her life, suddenly she was charged up for more. She wanted penetration. As if reading her mind, Gabriel rubbed his cock back and forth along her mound. Then the tip slipped between her legs. He drew his cockhead along the slick edge of her pussy lips. She inhaled deeply, finding it difficult to concentrate on kissing when he was about to thrust inside.


  All of a sudden he broke the kiss, and she felt him push the scarf from her eyes. She blinked, trying to adjust to the light.


  Focusing in on his face, she narrowed her eyes in question. He smiled, and said, “I want to watch your eyes when I push my cock inside you for the first time.” His cock rested at the entrance of her pussy.


  “Okay. I’m ready for you.”


  He nudged forward, pushing inside just a little ways. He felt enormous.


  She sucked in a little breath. “Although, you’re kinda big, aren’t you?” she whispered.


  “Nah, about average.” He slid deeper into her slick pussy.


  Suzanna pushed out a mouthful of air, never once moving her gaze from his intense stare. “Well, you feel pretty huge to me.”


  “Yeah?” He thrust hard and fast all the way inside her body. “And here I just thought you were tight.” He pulled out and slammed inside her again.


  “Oh, God.”


  “Too hard?” he asked, pausing with his cock halfway out.


  “Not at all. I’ve just now discovered that I like it hard. Do it again.”


  “With pleasure.” He thrust deeply again, and again, and again. He kept up a rigorous regimen, fucking her like she’d never been fucked before. She liked it a lot.


  Where had these men been all her life?


  The rhythmic penetration felt so good her eyes wanted to roll back in her head with rapturous pleasure, but she fought to keep up their steady, dual gaze. He never once looked away. His expression became even more focused. He fairly pounded in and out of her pussy with his wide, satisfying cock. She loved every single thrust.


  When he pushed his hand between them and started stroking her clit with his thumb, she moaned with pleasure. Her eyes narrowed, almost losing his gaze. Each rub of his thumb against her clit with the accompanying thrust of his cock swelled her arousal higher than before.


  Slam. Stroke. Rub. Slam. Stroke. Rub.


  Suzanna lifted her hips in tandem with his thrusts as if it would help to make him go deeper. Three more strokes of his thumb and she climaxed again. Her back arched of its own accord, and she broke the steady gaze they’d shared. Wave after wave of ecstasy pounded through her body from core to limbs. Her pussy clamped down on his thrusting cock, prolonging her unrelenting orgasm. She didn’t think the pleasure would end, and she didn’t want it to.


  “Fucking amazing,” he whispered. “You are fucking amazing.” Gabriel stiffened and growled as he continued to pound hard inside her for several more strokes.


  When he finally stopped moving and slumped on her, they were both panting like they’d just run for their lives. His face soon buried against her throat, his breath caressing her skin. Suzanna didn’t want to move. She’d never been more satisfied. Never.


  Gabriel lifted his head and kissed her chin. He then slid his body away, dislodging his cock, and left the bed. She wasn’t alone for two seconds before Nathan joined her, scooting next to where she still had her wrists and ankles loosely bound. He was close, but not close enough that he touched her. She glanced at his face. His expression filled with unrequited lust. She couldn’t wait to know what he planned to do next.


  “Is it your turn?”


  Half a smile formed on his beautiful lips. “In a minute or two.”


  “I’m ready for you.”


  “Good. I hope that remains true.” The lustful half-smile turned wicked.


  “Are you going to blindfold me again?”


  “Possibly.”


  “Don’t you want to look in my eyes for our first time?”


  “I’m more interested in your obedience during our first time.”


  “Obedience?”


  He leaned closer. “I want to control every move, every breath, and every sound you make. My promise is to ensure your ultimate pleasure during our first time together.”


  She knew her eyes widened. A streak of fearful lust ran down her spine.


  “I’m not used to the word obey.”


  “That’s about to change.”


  Gabriel returned. He kissed her soundly on the lips and then crossed to the chair on her left to watch whatever happened next.


  Less than ten minutes later, Suzanna was re-tied up with softly lined manacles circling her wrists. Her arms were strung up loosely above her head, but the tether had some stretchy give if she pulled hard enough. She rested on her knees in the center of the bed, completely naked and also blindfolded. To say a strong dose of fear didn’t circle around her heart once she was finally in place was the understatement of the century. She listened to each and every rustle and noise.


  She waited for Nathan. Waited for him to touch her. Talk to her. Do anything to her. Thus far, nothing had happened.


  After what seemed like an hour, but was probably only a couple of minutes, Nathan quietly asked, “What do you want?”


  “What?” she replied with surprise. The blindfold seemed to make her hard of hearing all of a sudden. He climbed onto the bed. She felt the movement, and the heat of his nearby presence.


  “What do you want?” he asked again, very succinctly but in a near whisper. The breath of his words brushed across the shell of her ear. He’d moved much closer. She felt the warmth of his naked body press against her side. His rigid cock rested against her hip.


  “Tell me what you want.”


  Her brow wrinkled. She wasn’t sure what was going on. What did she want? Well, she wanted sex. Dark, wicked, never-before-realized sexual gratification, please. Wasn’t that why they were here? She wasn’t certain what he was asking or what response he expected.


  “I don’t know,” she said slowly.


  Suzanna heard the sharp sound of his palm smacking her ass cheek before the sting registered. And when it did, she sucked in a short breath in shock. The warm flesh of her paddled backside sent a frantic message to her pussy, desperately requesting more.


  “What do you want?” he demanded.


  “I want…I want…” To turn the other cheek?


  “I don’t know,” she answered once again, this time in a firmer voice. And then she waited expectantly.


  He swatted her other ass cheek with a fast, solid clap. The tingle now warming the other side of her butt made a sudden rush of moisture coat her lower lips in grateful satisfaction. Another frenzied message came from between her legs. More. More. More.


  The lack of a view most definitely played a part in the dark pleasure saturating her limbs. Her clit throbbed and pulsed with hearty arousal. She so wanted to be touched there. She might climax with a single touch as a result of the two smacks on her ass. Unbelievable.


  Had Nathan looked into her soul to discover something she hadn’t even known about herself?


  Expecting a repeat of his question, Suzanna was wholly unprepared for two of his fingers to penetrate her pussy. He pushed in and out a few times, gathering copious amounts of her pussy juice. The invasion was not unwelcome, but now he knew how wet she was, too. His grunt of amused satisfaction left her breathless and wondering what would happen next.


  The wide fingers exited her body. A sound like he’d licked his lips came next.


  “Tasty,” he whispered. The idea that he’d sucked his fingers coated with her essence filled her imagination. The musky scent filled the nearby space she couldn’t see.


  He pressed his mouth to hers with a tender kiss. The fragrance of her arousal grew. He kissed her jaw. Her chin.


  “What do you want?” he asked once more.


  I want you to warm my ass with your hand until I come. I want you to hold me down and fuck me like you’ll never get enough of me.


  The sudden spark of an idea grew in her mind. He kept asking her what she wanted. She’d been unprepared. The word “obedience” circled once in her head. Maybe she did know the answer he sought. She took a deep breath and exhaled again with the words on the very edge of her tongue.


  “What do you want?” he asked again, one hand dropping to rub her still-warmed butt cheeks.


  “I want you to tell me what I want,” she whispered slowly and reverently.


  There was a sudden and expectant pause in the very air around them. His hand fell away from her ass. It felt like he moved to face her. She sucked in a deep breath, unsure if her answer was right or wrong.


  Nathan grabbed her face with his rough fingers. His mouth pressed hard and fast to her lips. He thrust his tongue expertly inside with demanding force. It went on and on. The kiss was a blistering one. She could hardly catch her breath. Could hardly wait for what happened next. He released her after several pulse-pounding moments. Must have been the correct answer. She smiled to herself and relaxed a notch.


  “I’ll tell you exactly what you desire. You want me to spank your ass several more times because the very idea of my palm warming your tender butt cheeks makes you so wet and horny you want to come crazy hard after each smack.”


  Good God, he was reading her mind.


  “But you won’t, because if you climax before I give you permission, why then I’ll punish you with an even longer spanking, forcing your further pleasure to be delayed. After which, you’d then love it if I fucked you hard and deep with my wide cock. I’m going to enter and fuck your pussy from behind so I can go even deeper. You love deeper. And because you really want nothing more than to feel your tight, hot pussy squeezing around my rigid dick with a hearty, rhythmic pleasure as you climax screaming, I’m going to let you come right before I fuck my own amazing pleasure from you.”


  His words were having quite an impact. Her clit was throbbing like her libido was whispering in his ear the things he should say that would make her the most crazy-hot and aroused.


  Suzanna trembled with lust as he spoke. Seriously, if he even reached out to put his finger anywhere near her clit, she was going to come. But then he’d spank her harder and further pleasure would be delayed. A wave of anticipation spiked at the very idea. She didn’t think one whit of enjoyment would be delayed. She almost swooned.


  With her focus completely on her clit, she was once more unprepared for him to lower his mouth and suck hard on one nipple. The sharp, blissful pang felt as if the tip of her breast had a love connection with her pussy. Juice gushed forth. Her clit swelled, completely ready to go.


  His mouth moved to her other nipple and sucked hard.


  She cried out. Almost came. Wanted it so much. Likely it didn’t matter what he did next—suck her nipple, smack her ass, touch her clit or push his cock all the way inside her pussy. She was a heartbeat away from another epic climax wherever he touched her.


  


  * * * *


  


  Nathan wanted to come so dearly, he wasn’t sure he could get his cock all the way embedded inside her pussy before blowing his wad like a teenage boy having sex for the first time. His mouth currently wrapped around one pert, sexy nipple, he’d never in his lifetime been so sexually frenzied before.


  And certainly not with someone he’d only met less than one day ago. She may not be experienced with this lifestyle, but she was learning at an accelerated velocity. Her voice echoing the words, “I want you to tell me what I want,” reverberated in his head. Perfection.


  The delicious anticipation of sinking his cock into her tight body gave him a small measure of control.


  He needed it.


  Suzanna, fragile, sweet and so trusting, had his heart and libido wrapped firmly around her little finger. She was at the edge of the most powerful of pleasures. He could smell her imminent passion. Clamping down on his own ready-to-fire-off libido, he gained another modicum of power over his lust and set out to do what he’d promised.


  He released her nipple and carefully made his way to her side.


  “I know you’re close, but don’t come yet,” he murmured. “Trust me, it will feel so much better if you wait just a little bit longer.”


  “Okay,” she whispered in a ball-tightening, breathy voice he’d never tire of. Seriously, he wasn’t sure he ever wanted her to leave, and he hadn’t even fucked her quite yet.


  He’d planned to heat her ass with several more warming slaps, but only managed two on each cheek before moving in behind her, his cock leading the way.


  She trembled and her breathing was a bit erratic, but he figured she was trying to hold it together and not come. He rested a chin on one shoulder and pressed his rigid body against her back. His cock slid effortlessly between her silken thighs. The randy beast poised at the entrance of her pussy lips like he couldn’t hold back any longer. But he would.


  Nathan reached around her body, forearm resting against her breasts. His other hand went to her pussy. She was dripping wet. He gathered some natural lubrication on two fingers.


  “Relax, and let me in, darlin’,” he whispered, and inserted those two juicy fingers into her rosette. Only one at first, and then the other soon after.


  “Oh.” She sounded surprised with each insertion, but didn’t fight him at all. He pushed both fingers in and out of her rear entrance a few times to allow her to get used to the pressure. She started panting, again adding a nice moan of pleasure that charmed him.


  The tip of his cock pulsed against the opening to her hot, wet pussy. His cockhead breached the entrance to nirvana. He wanted to fuck her wildly, but clamped down on his libido.


  He took a short breath for strength, and thrust hard inside her feverishly tight pussy. Exquisite pressure greeted him the further he moved within her constricted walls. He rammed his dick all the way inside.


  “Oh God,” she whispered. Her pussy clamped down hard on his cock just once.


  “Not quite yet, darlin’, just a few seconds more.” He buried his face at the base of her neck, inhaling the sweet fragrance of her hair deeply into his lungs. He pressed several kisses to the back of her neck. She trembled in his arms with each connection. Her breathing was erratic. She was on the pinnacle’s edge.


  Bound, blindfolded, panting for my touch…


  As this was their first time together, he spent a couple of seconds just taking it all in—cock buried deep in her pussy, fingers shoved between her ass cheeks, the pungent fragrance of sex swirling with her enticing scent.


  Nathan withdrew his cock, slammed inside her pussy hard once more, and then dropped his free hand between her legs to flick her clit. She startled and trembled against him, trying so hard to obey.


  “Let that unbridled joy of orgasm release, darlin’, whenever you’re ready for it,” he whispered softly. He then started thrusting his cock deep and hard. His eyes slid shut as if the rapture of his own experience would also be enhanced in the darkness.


  He rubbed her clit less than a handful of times before she stiffened, arched against him, and shrieked like a banshee in heat. Music to his ears.


  She screamed, “Harder. Faster. Nathan. Please,” over and over again. Each plea added speed to his already thunderous heartbeat.


  His voice grated out, “Fuck. Fuck,” in response.


  Dark, erotic pleasure, insatiable and ravenous, climbed vividly within his soul. The pressure of her pussy squeezing his cock with each wave of her climax drove his hips bucking inside even harder, even faster. His greedy dick fairly swelled to bursting with the pleasure of each stroke, driving his arousal to epic levels.


  When his climax finally arrived at long last, Nathan stiffened, grasping her close and holding onto her like his buoy in a raging, orgasmic storm. He was grateful she had the ability to keep him from sliding to the bed in an unconscious, satiated heap.


  Legs unsteady, Nathan sucked in a deep lungful of air and tried to get his heart to stop hammering in his chest. “Jesus, darlin’ what did you just do to me?”


  She laughed all of a sudden. “I’m not sure, but when can we do it again? I liked it.”


  He pulled his cock and fingers from her carefully, kissed one shoulder, and promptly fell sideways on the bed, trying to even out his breathing. “Give me a minute or two.”


  Gabriel climbed onto the bed. Nathan pointed to her bindings and blindfold, gesturing for his friend to release her bonds. He was currently too spent for the task. Fucking epic amazing sex of the decade made him want to demand a ring of yellow-and-black crime-scene tape be put around his gratified body until he could come back to life.


  Stick a fork in me, I’m done.


  Once her blindfold was off, Suzanna’s blinking gaze found his. Gabriel released her wrists. She kissed him heartily on the lips, and then climbed onto Nathan’s prone body and plastered his mouth with a post-orgasmic kiss he’d never forget.


  Their lips parted. “That was absolutely amazing,” she said quickly and then resumed the delectable kiss.


  “I thought so, too,” he remarked several lip-smacking moments later.


  Gabriel took her into his arms while Nathan stumbled away from the bed to clean up.


  When he returned, Suzanna was asleep and curled half on top of a smiling Gabriel.


  “Guess you wore her out,” he said in a whisper.


  Nathan nodded. “Well, she nearly sent me to an early grave, so we’re even.”


  “What a way to go.” Gabriel laughed.


  “Exactly. Fuck, that was indescribable.” Nathan brushed a lock of hair away from her eye and tucked it behind one ear. The concealer had smudged during their foray into the ultimate carnal passion. Likely from the scarf masking her eyes during the exceptional experience.


  The small bruise beneath her eye stood out even in the low light. For as good as he felt after the most incredible sex in memory, Nathan knew he would never let anyone touch her again if he had a say in her future. He was surprised to learn that he wanted one.


  “I don’t know where she came from, but I really want her to stay.” Gabriel said the exact words he was thinking.


  “Me, too. I proclaim that our home can be her quiet safe haven for as long as she wants to remain.”


  “Good. I agree.”


  Nathan brushed a kiss on her forehead and snuggled against her sleeping form. He sandwiched her against Gabriel, knowing he’d protect this woman with his life. He also wanted to learn every detail about her history, and then convince her that a future with them was the best idea possible.


  Sleep didn’t come easily as he pondered what he’d do to the man who’d marked her face. They’d meet one day. Of that he had no doubt.


  Nathan made a silent personal vow to make the prick sorry for what he’d done.


  Chapter Seven


  


  Gabriel roused when the phone rang at the ungodly hour of 5:33 a.m. He’d never claimed to be a morning person. One eye squinting at the clock, he groaned and picked up his cell phone. Holding it up to his ear he said, “What the hell?” for his early morning greeting. Hearing his own gravelly, barely audible voice, he then cleared his throat before listening again.


  “Hey, this is Dylan. Sorry to call so early, but there was a break-in at the garage. I thought you should know immediately.”


  “You’re shitting me.” Burglary at the shop was not what he wanted to concern himself with. Suzanna shifted against him and sighed in her sleep. Both he and his cock—already sporting morning wood—wanted her again. “What was stolen? Jesus. Is the place a complete mess?” He pictured all manner of pandemonium, chaos, and disorder. The distasteful vision of all the customers’ vehicles being trashed and wrecked along with the expense of repurchasing entire cases full of very costly automotive tools times five for all the stalls in the garage fueled Gabriel’s imagination.


  “Well, the thing is, I don’t actually see anything missing. At least nothing obvious. And the place isn’t a wreck. The cars parked inside last night are exactly as they were when I left. Sorry to alarm you on that score.”


  “So then is the office a wreck? The safe broken into?”


  Dylan paused. No sound came through the line. “Well…ah…no. The office is also untouched as near as I can tell.”


  Gabriel closed his eyes. “Okay, then tell me, how do you know there was a break-in?”


  “Someone took a crowbar to the side door at the far end of the garage stalls. I didn’t even see it until I opened the shop a few minutes ago and went into the bay.”


  He squinted at the red numbers of his alarm clock again. “Why didn’t the alarm go off on the side door, and better yet, what are you doing there so early?”


  “The alarm was probably disconnected on that door before I was ever born, and I’m here early because I wanted to get to work on your friend’s car. I pulled in a favor and had our parts supplier overnight the water pump. It’ll be here by early this afternoon. I should be finished by close of business tonight or at the very latest by tomorrow first thing. Which is also why I had your friend’s car inside the garage.”


  The one time when he didn’t want Dylan to be so efficient, the man was performing automotive miracles. “You didn’t have to do that, but thanks.”


  “Sure, boss. Happy to.”


  The two or three more days he’d thought he had to spend with Suzanna and Nathan were about to evaporate. Unless he could convince her to stay on.


  “Look around and make sure nothing is missing. Take a really close look at all the vehicles and ensure nothing is blatantly disturbed. Notify the police and have them stop by to make a report. I’ll need it for the insurance.”


  “Sure thing, I’ll take care of it. The bay was full. We had five cars inside last night, but they were all locked up, and the keys were in the safe.”


  “Have those other four customers check their cars carefully when we return them.”


  “Got it. Should I have the local police call you?”


  “Only if they insist.”


  Dylan laughed. “Does that mean you won’t be in today?”


  “Only if you insist.”


  He laughed again. “I’m good. You don’t have to babysit me.”


  “And I’m grateful, Dylan. I really am.” Gabriel closed his eyes. “Call me when you’re done with Suzanna’s car.”


  “Will do.”


  “If it isn’t ready until tomorrow morning, that’s still earlier than I expected. Thanks for going above and beyond the call.”


  “Sure thing.”


  Gabriel hung up, pushed out a sigh, and decided perhaps it was a good thing that her car would be ready soon. She’d really taken up the better part of his thoughts since he’d met her on the side of the road. Focused attention on one woman was an activity he wasn’t used to, but could certainly get in the habit of, if she were interested.


  “Did something happen with my car?” Suzanna asked in a sleepy, sexy voice.


  “No. Your car is fine.” And about to be fixed much sooner than I’ll be ready to let you go.


  Gabriel got back under the covers and snuggled next to her. His arms wound around her middle. He buried his face at her throat. His cock pressed into her belly like an unfulfilled beast even though he’d been so thoroughly satisfied last night. Those rampant thoughts focused primarily on his ever getting enough. He wasn’t sure he could.


  He’d never been with anyone like her. There was something about sex with someone unfamiliar to their lifestyle that made the experience all the richer. Inherently more enjoyable. Completely unforgettable. And since this was the first such occasion in memory that they’d shared a novice, Gabriel found he was loath to let Suzanna out of his life so easily.


  Pressing his lips to the sensitive space he knew existed beneath her ear, Gabriel listened to the soft moans she made as he kissed her. He made a trail to her mouth, and five seconds later, their tongues were dueling wildly out of control. He rolled on top of her, unable to stop himself from seeking the skin-to-skin contact.


  When his cock started burrowing between her legs, he almost couldn’t stop moving forward. The moment the tantalizing feel of her slick, hot pussy grasped his dick, he realized he wasn’t wearing a condom. The feeling of flesh on flesh was stupendous. He froze in place, the first half of his cock pressed within her body, the remaining half wanting to join the party. It felt so fucking amazing, he wasn’t sure he could withdraw without having his cock turn on him.


  Suzanna moaned, suddenly shifting her hips in such a way that eased his entry inside. He didn’t need it to be easy.


  “I need to get a condom.” His voice tight with constraint, he was barely able to hold his composure and not just fuck her wildly until they both climaxed.


  She pushed out a deep breath, her body shifting away from his. His cock tried to follow her anyway, until he clamped down on his lust.


  “Oh. Sorry. I completely forgot.”


  “You aren’t the only one.” He retreated only long enough to secure protection, and then he went right back to where he was.


  Being embedded in her hot, slick pussy made his brain dizzy with pleasure. He thrust his cock inside as deep as he could go. Slipping his arms beneath her back, he leveraged an even deeper penetration. Her hands were positioned over his shoulders. Her fingernails suddenly dented the skin on his back. His spine arched in pleasure as he made his next hard thrust.


  Ten points of added persuasion, courtesy of her nails, made his dick sink harder and faster into her pussy. Gabriel glanced to his left. Nathan—still flat on his stomach—hadn’t moved since their previous sexual adventure, but his eyes were now open. He watched with careful attention as they fucked with unbound ferocity.


  Suzanna moaned. Together they moved in perfect rhythm. She liked deep and hard. Each shift of her hips drew him deeper, harder, and with faster thrusts inside her body.


  Gabriel slipped a hand between them and fingered her clit. He stroked her three, maybe four times before she shrieked in pleasure, soon calling his name over and over with breathy enthusiasm. He was undone. His next thrust pounded intensely and pushed him right up next to a precarious edge—an edge he dove over in grateful satisfaction.


  The rhythmic pressure of her pussy squeezing his cock and the continuous subtle moaning sent Gabriel’s pulse straight up. He was barely finished with this round and already wanted another.


  He pressed his face into her throat, kissing her, inhaling her utterly seductive feminine scent, and falling in love with her. The unfamiliar emotion scared him just a little. But not as much as the thought of her leaving forever once her car was repaired.


  Gabriel couldn’t sleep as he pondered the dilemma of how he’d ever let her go.


  


  * * * *


  


  Suzanna woke again a couple hours after the wonderful early morning sex with Gabriel to find herself all alone in bed. She sat up and looked around. On the chair next to the bed were her things from the trunk of Gabriel’s car.


  She inhaled, and the scent of coffee and bacon assaulted her senses. Her stomach growled even though she rarely had more than a cup of coffee for breakfast. Then again, last night she’d only had a glass of wine and lots of sex for dinner. Her tank was empty.


  She slipped naked from bed, briefly stopping in the bathroom to take care of business and rinse off in the shower very quickly. She dried off and found a man’s shirt in the closet to put on, before letting her nose guide her to the small kitchen. With an air of wanting to be more sexually free, she didn’t button the oversized garment.


  Nathan stood barefoot in front of the stove with a spatula in one hand tending to strips of bacon in a skillet. He was clothed only in a pair of very sexy jeans. Suzanna was starving, and yet if the choice was food first or sex, she would probably beg him to fuck her.


  “Good morning,” he said without turning toward her.


  “How did you know I was standing here?”


  He glanced over one shoulder with a sardonic smile in place. If he was surprised that she only wore an unbuttoned men’s shirt, he didn’t let on.


  “Besides the fact that you just spoke, I heard the water running in the bathroom a few minutes ago, and finally, the floor creaks a little by the kitchen door.” His lusty gaze traveled the length of her body before landing on her face again.


  Suzanna, feeling particularly like a wanton sex kitten at the moment, stretched her arms up and rested both palms on the frame of the door, giving him full visual access to her frontal nudity. After getting some rest and all the amazing sex from the night before, Suzanna found herself very aroused.


  “Ah. Well, last night you seemed to read my mind, so I thought perhaps we had a psychic connection. Can you read my mind right now?”


  He put the spatula down and turned around to face her. She literally sucked in a short breath of appreciation when she saw his ripped and perfectly sculpted bare chest with a sprinkling of hair between his flat brown nipples. He smiled and watched as she overtly displayed her half-naked body to him. Leaning a hip against the counter, he crossed his arms over his chest.


  “I’d say you’re hungry.” His gaze zeroed in on her breasts for a moment before returning to her eyes.


  She nodded. “Excellent. You’re right. I’m so hungry that my stomach thinks my throat was cut, but you look so amazingly good shirtless that I’d forgo breakfast to have sex with you on the kitchen floor right now.” She scanned the area wondering if his ample height would make sex uncomfortable for him in the space.


  “Is that so?”


  “Absolutely true.”


  “But don’t you think you need to eat and revive your strength for such strenuous activities?”


  “Probably, but in this moment, I’d rather come first.” The obstinate tone in her voice surprised her. She wasn’t usually so demanding. At least not in the area of sexual desire and satisfaction. Given Nathan’s obedience proclivities, he likely wouldn’t play.


  “Okay, then.” He walked forward three steps, fell to his knees, and promptly buried his face between her thighs. His tongue found her clit one second later, licking repeatedly with several firm, powerful strokes.


  “Oh my God,” she said and almost crumbled to the ground. Her knees went weak, and she trembled even harder with each powerful rub of his tongue over her pulsing clit.


  Suzanna had experienced more orgasms the night before than she had in the past year, but Nathan licking her clit filled her with a longing as acute as if she’d been celibate for years. His hands gripped her hips as the tip of his strong tongue shifted off of her clit and brushed across her pussy lips.


  He pulled away only long enough to say, “Open your legs wider,” before resuming the sensuous assault. She widened her legs, and the lustful sensation he brought about intensified.


  Strips of bacon sizzled and popped in the frying pan across the room. The sight of Nathan on his knees ready to please her made her greedy libido sizzle and pop, as well.


  She gripped the doorframe, her fingers aching from the effort to stay upright. But the pleasure was so magnificent. A glance down to see his dark head moving between her thighs sent her heartbeat thundering in her chest in rapturous fervor.


  He reached a hand up and pinched one nipple. She shrieked in delight. A streak of heat wound from her breast to her clit in a second. Three solid licks later, she climaxed hard with another quick shriek and soon panted like she’d just run a mile. Waves of pleasure crashed through her body, tingling outward all the way to her fingertips and toes. Just as she was about to fall to the ground, Nathan pulled away, got to his feet, and slung his arms around her waist, keeping her aloft.


  She slumped into his frame as he held her tight. “Okay…give me a couple minutes…to get myself together…and then I’ll be ready for breakfast,” she managed to whisper between breaths.


  Nathan chuckled. He also picked her up into his arms and carried her back to bed. “Maybe you should stay between the sheets, darlin’. Let me bring you something to eat on a tray. Once you have your strength back, we’ll talk about my needs this morning, and best of all, you’ll already be in bed to acquiesce to my decadent desires.”


  “Whatever you want,” she murmured. And she meant that, too.


  Suzanna flattened on the surface of the sheets, arms out, breathing finally under control, wondering how she’d gotten so lucky as to find herself in this perfect place. Hidden away and feeling completely safe for the first time since she’d run, Suzanna contemplated how long she’d get to stay here.


  How long would Nathan and Gabriel want her to remain tied to their bed? They’d said to take as long as she wanted, but she didn’t feel comfortable taking advantage of them. Which was not to say she wanted to leave Enclave either.


  As she’d been traveling this northwesterly direction away from her home, Suzanna had stopped in an Internet café to search further for specific places to go. She read about the recreated and fairly authentic Old West Town housed on the west side of Enclave. The place sounded like fun and she’d been drawn to it. She’d certainly enjoyed seeing a bit of it last night.


  The saloon had been very interesting. It had been one of the reasons she’d headed in this direction. Enclave had, in fact, been a possible destination. After breaking down and meeting Gabriel, fate had determined her stop last night. Maybe she’d stay here for a while. She could purchase an official ticket and get a better visit of the intriguing historical town.


  What was wrong with wanting to sightsee a little as she escaped? Losing herself in a crowd of people at an amusement park had seemed like a great idea. But then again, she’d been a little sleep deprived at the time.


  Nathan arrived in the bedroom with a tray. She scooted up, resting her back against a pillow. He placed a feast on her lap. Her gaze landed on the coffee and orange juice first. Bacon, cooked perfectly, buttered toast, and what looked like a cheese omelet were artfully arranged on a thick, dark blue plate.


  “Thank you very much. This is great. But I rarely eat so much for breakfast.”


  “Well, lucky for you it’s past noon. So you can eat up.”


  “What?” Suzanna glanced at the alarm clock for the first time since waking. Sure enough, he was right. 12:38 p.m.


  “Okay, then. I guess I can eat.” She took a sip of OJ and looked into his face. “Aren’t you going to have some?”


  “I already had something to eat.” He grinned. “It was very tasty, too.”


  “Besides that.” Licking her to orgasm didn’t qualify as a meal.


  “I ate earlier with Gabriel. He had to go take care of something at the auto shop.”


  “With my car?” She hadn’t even asked how much that would cost her yet. She had some funds, but likely her credit card was about to take a sizable hit. And she’d just about fully paid it down, too.


  “No. Something else. Speaking of something else, will you tell me about why you wanted to hire me as your bodyguard?”


  She shrugged and chewed on a piece of toast. She was uncomfortable talking about her dreadful past with men, and especially the most recent humiliation that sent her running. “It’s not important.”


  His piercing gaze didn’t move from her face. “I have plenty of time to listen. I’d really like to know.” His gaze went to her eye again. She’d reapplied the concealer, but it wasn’t like he didn’t know the mark was there.


  Suzanna picked up a piece of bacon and took two bites while he patiently waited before asking, “What if I don’t want to tell you?”


  “Then I’d want to know why.”


  She pushed out a sigh. “Because I feel foolish about it.”


  “Do not blame yourself for what that prick did to you. Not ever. I mean it.”


  She smiled at the ferocity of his statement. “Okay. I’ll just give you the quick synopsis.”


  One eyebrow quirked, but he said, “Proceed.”


  She shook her head, resigned to tell him a vague story with no details of what had transpired in her past. “I had a very possessive boyfriend in college…” She stopped speaking and looked up at the ceiling. “No, that isn’t accurate. He was never my boyfriend. I went on one blind date with this guy, turned him down for any further dates, and ultimately he refused to take no for an answer.”


  “A stalker?” he asked.


  She nodded. “There were those who termed him a stalker. That time in my life was very trying for me.” She didn’t elaborate any further, but continued without revealing the ultimate end to that tragic part of her past. “Once I finally got rid of him, I spent quite a long time alone. Years, in fact.


  “Recently, I became…” She paused for the right word. Disheartened? Despondent? Melancholy? Completely pessimistic about life? “Well, I guess I was lonely. I was tired of doing everything all by myself. Everywhere I went there were couples in love or groups of happy friends, and meanwhile, I sat alone. Always. So one day, I let my guard down and went out with a guy who I knew had been interested in me. He seemed so…” She shrugged. “Nice. My asshole man detector must have been off line, if I ever even had one, because I was totally mistaken about him being in any way a nice guy.


  “And truthfully, he did start out very charming. Unfortunately, he also accused me of infidelity, slapping me in the face hard enough to put me on the ground when I wanted to end things. An hour’s worth of tearful sorrow and regret later, he finally left after I agreed to meet him for lunch the next day. Instead, an hour after he left my apartment, I packed my laptop and a bag and left town. I hopped in my ancient car and ran it into the ground trying to get far enough away for him to lose interest. I’m hoping he doesn’t also have any stalker-like qualities, or the money to chase after me. Or else I’m screwed.”


  “Why the drastic run-away scenario? Why not just call the police? He assaulted you.”


  “Been there, done that. The restraining order I had was useless to keep the college guy from following me. He just pursued and waited patiently at the minimum distance allowed by the order. Whenever I moved to a new place, the restraining order had to be reissued. Personally, I felt like unless he beat me up in front of a solid, indisputable witness, like the local police commissioner, or killed me and left a boatload of evidence behind, there wasn’t much they could do.”


  “I thought stalker laws were stricter these days.”


  “Depends on where you live, I guess. And admittedly, it’s been a few years since I went through this at college. I truly hope the laws are better now. But I’m personally not ready to test it or take any chances.”


  “So the whole, ‘been there, done that’ remark, what did you mean? Are you talking about the college stalker guy?”


  “Yes. I was afraid Marcus would end up being like the guy back in college. Back when I was running from place to place trying to escape, I used to dream about hiring a bodyguard. If I had the money.” She didn’t tell him that she’d discarded the idea because she’d gotten someone to take on that role in order to help her back in college. The volunteer had ultimately paid the price for helping her with his life. Or more accurately with the quality of his life. Suzanna would never ever let that happen again.


  As attracted to Nathan as she was, Suzanna would also not allow anyone to hurt him because of her choices. Never again.


  Nathan was quiet for a long time, his gaze focused away from her face and on the throw rug next to the bed, pondering her very brief story. “I’d like to volunteer as your bodyguard.”


  “What? Why?” Absolutely not.


  He frowned, and his sharp gaze went to the small, colorful bruise beneath her eye. “If I’m standing in front of you, he won’t be able to mark your face. I promise.”


  “Or if I stay away long enough, he’ll lose interest and leave me alone anyway. You don’t have to be my bodyguard.”


  “Too late.”


  “No. Nathan. Please.”


  “I love it when you say please.” He grinned.


  How did he soften her so easily? “Then listen to me. Please don’t get involved in this. I don’t want anything to happen to you because of my stupid problems.”


  He laughed out loud and gave her an incredulous look. “Seriously, you’re worried about me? Have a little faith, darlin’, because very few people mess with me.”


  She reached out and wrapped her hand around one hard bicep. “Even so, I’d never be able to live with myself if something happened to you because you were protecting me.”


  His expression softened. “I understand.”


  “Do you?”


  He placed his large hand over hers, sandwiching it against his arm muscle. “Yes. However, I will never allow him or anyone else to strike you in anger if I’m close enough in proximity to stop it. So deal with it.”


  She pushed out another long sigh. “Okay. I get it.” She really did, but she also wouldn’t be responsible for anyone else getting hurt trying to protect her. She still woke from nightmares after what happened to her college roommate’s brother. He’d also tried to protect her from the possessive stalker and paid way too high a price for his chivalry. Sometimes being tall and having a lot of muscles didn’t help. Especially when matched against a speeding two-ton vehicle.


  If she ever got wind that Marcus knew she was in Enclave, she’d simply run again. She’d go fast and hard and far, far away so that Nathan and Gabriel would never be endangered.


  “I have one more subject for this afternoon. It’s of a sexual nature.”


  Suzanna was ready for that. After the amazing incident in the kitchen this morning, she owed Nathan a blowjob or something to reciprocate. “Oh, good. What sort of sexual subject did you have in mind?”


  “Butt plugs, their function, and use,” he said with a sardonic grin.


  Chapter Eight


  


  Gabriel strolled into Enclave Auto whistling a joyful tune as if he’d just spent the night in ménage wonder, fucking a beautiful woman to his heart’s content with Nathan’s help.


  Which was exactly what he’d been doing. Even the early morning phone call from Dylan hadn’t dampened his mood, because of the early morning quickie sex with a woman he was falling in love with. The idea of loving her didn’t even strike a single note of fear into his heart.


  He never thought he’d say those words even in the privacy of his own mind, much less mean them with all of his soul.


  Gabriel wanted to continue the relationship with Suzanna for as long as possible. He wanted to introduce her to double penetration sex with Nathan’s help. Maybe they’d never have to have an online breakup.


  Dylan was seated at the desk in the office area in front of a pile of paperwork when Gabriel walked in. “What’s up?”


  His mechanic sighed. “There sure is lots of paperwork involved for a break-in that was probably just kids screwing around.”


  Gabriel laughed. “Yep. What did the police say?”


  “Not much. They poked around a bit, but with nothing missing, they just left after doing a cursory report, which won’t be ready for a minimum of ten working days, by the way.”


  “Maybe I’ll just not report it to the insurance and make the minor repairs myself.”


  “Already did that, boss.”


  Gabriel snorted. “I’m not your boss, Dylan. You’re worth twice what I am.”


  “Maybe so, but I like being incognito here. I appreciate the opportunity to just simply be your lead mechanic.”


  “Whatever. If you’re happy, I’m happy. I came in to check on Suzanna’s car.”


  “Right. Well, the water pump for your girlfriend’s car came in with the morning mail, which was faster than I expected. Unfortunately, the paperwork took longer than I planned on, so I’ll have it up on the rack lickety-split and finished by tomorrow mid-morning, or if needed I can stay late and have it by seven or so tonight.”


  “Really? Wow.” He then shook his head. “Don’t work late tonight. Tomorrow morning is plenty fast enough.”


  “Okay. So are you going to tell her it’ll be ready tomorrow, or keep her chained to your bed for a couple more days?”


  “Maybe both,” he said with a grin. “Seriously, no overtime today. Tomorrow is still earlier than expected. And don’t prepare a bill for her either.”


  Dylan’s smile grew. “Gonna do some trading, are you?”


  Gabriel rolled his eyes. “No. I’m not gonna do some trading. I don’t exactly know her financial situation. I don’t want to burden her with a huge car expense if she’s strapped.”


  Dylan put his palms out as if gesturing for no explanation. “You don’t have to explain anything to me, boss. I just work here.”


  “Fuck you.” Dylan liked to keep his excessive financial status a big fat secret, but Gabriel understood why he did it. The wealthy cadre of owners of the Old West Town amusement park had considerable adversaries, not the least of which was occasionally the less fortunate trying to relieve them of their excess money.


  Gabriel had certainly had his share of that over the years.


  “No, thanks. I’ll just get back to work.” He sidled out to the garage, heading in the direction of Suzanna’s vehicle parked at the far end of the work bays. The ’80s band Dire Straits’s song Money for Nothing blared overhead from the garage speakers, belting out a tune extolling something he knew for a fact that Dylan didn’t agree with. He didn’t believe chicks were ever for free. And that was probably why he liked being undercover here.


  Since he was the best mechanic Gabriel had ever seen, the arrangement worked out well for them both. He glanced at his watch. Tomorrow morning didn’t give him much time to convince Suzanna she was welcome to stay with them even after her car was repaired.


  He briefly pondered the idea of giving her a true statement for the work and asking her to stay until it was paid off, but he didn’t want her to feel pressured financially. And it was possible she had ample funds to pay off whatever invoice he gave her. That plan could backfire if she were hiding wealth like Dylan did on a day-to-day basis. And to be fair, he did, as well.


  Gabriel spent very little time looking over the paperwork from the break-in determining quickly that it wasn’t worth it to turn this over to his insurance.


  The bell on the door sounded. He looked up to see Cindy entering the office. Her expression said she was on a mission that wouldn’t be easily thwarted. Fuck. This can’t be good.


  “Gabriel,” she said civilly, but only barely. “Where is your new girlfriend?”


  He stood slowly from the desk. He had to stop himself from announcing, “She’s at my house.” Instead he started with, “Why do you ask?”


  She crossed her arms with attitude. “There was a man at the Enclave town tavern last night searching for a woman. He had a fuzzy picture of someone who looked a lot like your new girlfriend. He said she was his wife, and she’d disappeared mysteriously. He was looking for her and seemed very concerned about her welfare.”


  Gabriel huffed. “Well, Suzanna isn’t married. It must be somebody else the man was looking for.” Shit. He hoped the guy Suzanna was running from hadn’t sent someone looking for her.


  “You met her on the internet.” Her tone was indignant. “She could very well be married, but just not telling you.”


  Gabriel was about to do something he’d tried to avoid. Which was pick a fight. “Doesn’t matter.”


  “Why not?”


  “Because I care about her, Cindy. And I don’t care what some strange man in a bar says. She’s not married. At least not yet.” The implication that he was planning to propose marriage hung in the air between them. He probably shouldn’t have said it but figured it might get Cindy to back off.


  Cindy’s eyes widened in shock. “What? You barely know this woman. You only just met in person yesterday. You’re thinking about marriage?”


  “All I’m saying is that I know her well enough that I trust her. And besides, what makes this any of your affair?”


  “Because. Because.” She shook her head with certainty. “Just because. We’re friends and I care about you.”


  It was time to let her down as gently as possible. If Suzanna stayed, he didn’t want her character assassinated by Cindy and her fanciful notions at every turn.


  “Listen to me, Cindy.” He walked closer but kept an arm’s distance. “I know you’ve entertained the idea of us being a couple. I’ve tried to assuage you of that notion.” Cindy didn’t know he shared women with Nathan. She also didn’t care for Nathan, at all. She’d never understood their close friendship. Gabriel didn’t actually want her to. Her brother, on the other hand, understood very well Nathan and Gabriel’s sexual life, which was the main reason he didn’t approve of his sister’s fairly overt crush.


  She huffed. “I’m not interested in you, Gabriel. I just don’t want you to fall for the wrong woman. Especially if she’s lying to you.”


  “Is that so? And you have no interest in me whatsoever?”


  “I do not. I wouldn’t marry you if you were the last man on the planet.”


  “Good to know.” He didn’t believe her but didn’t voice the same words in return. Some things were better left unsaid. However, if he crooked his finger, Gabriel figured Cindy would race to his side, unfortunately. “Here’s the thing. I love Suzanna. I expect my future is with her. So don’t spread unfounded rumors. In fact, don’t say anything about her at all, okay?”


  Cindy inhaled deeply and exhaled just as intensely. “Fine.” She made a motion in front of her lips like she was locking them and throwing away the key. If it were only that simple.


  Likely even if he broke his cardinal rule and actually married Suzanna, Cindy would still never realize the truth. Given the petulant depth of expression on her face, even a fiftieth anniversary celebration of their enduring love likely wouldn’t convince Cindy that he and Suzanna were in love. She didn’t remark further. She turned on her heel and left, slamming the door upon her retreat in obvious resentment.


  Gabriel didn’t care about her anger. He should have told her his feelings long ago. A sexy vision of Suzanna came into his head. So instead of worrying about Cindy, he pondered his affection for the delectable woman he’d left asleep in his bed this morning. Did Suzanna have any affection for him? Did she love him? He should ask her. If he uttered the word love, would she balk, run, or would he find a spike of sultry interest in her beautiful eyes? And what would Nathan say? Remembering the look on his best friend’s face as he and Suzanna fucked early this morning, Gabriel thought that maybe Nathan would express his unending love and devotion as well. Stranger things had happened.


  Interestingly enough, even the idea of getting married to Suzanna didn’t strike fear all the way to his soul like it usually did with other women. Maybe he’d simply needed to find the right woman. Maybe he finally had.


  His cell phone beeped, signaling a text message.


  It was Nathan letting him know that he and Suzanna were headed out of the house for the afternoon, additionally noting their destination. The Old West Town park was closed to the public today. But not to the owners. Apparently, Suzanna wanted to see Nathan’s blacksmith shop.


  Maybe Gabriel would join them for some rip-roaring, old-fashioned fun. Glancing down at the insurance paperwork, he made an easy decision. In fact, it wasn’t even a difficult choice.


  If Suzanna wanted to see Nathan as a blacksmith, perhaps Gabriel would dress up in his usual Old West Town costume and surprise them.


  


  * * * *


  


  Nathan leaned in closer to Suzanna and inhaled deeply. The mere scent of her made his cock harden and pulse with unrestrained desire.


  “Stop sniffing me,” she said with mock derision. He heard the amusement in her tone and smiled inwardly. Glancing over his shoulder, Nathan wondered if Gabriel was on his way. He hadn’t responded to the text. Probably he couldn’t hear anything while in the garage if any vehicle work was being done. He’d join them when he could, if he was able.


  “No. I like the way you smell. You’ll just have to get used to it.” He bent closer and drew her delectable scent into his lungs once more. “Fucking awesome.”


  She giggled, a sound that endeared her to him more and more with each moment he spent in her company.


  He was currently in his favorite place. The forge at his blacksmith’s shop in Old West Town wasn’t lit and didn’t have a roaring fire burning, but the lingering scent of past fires still hung in the air around them. During the days when tourists visited, he spent hours at a time hammering on cherry-red-hot metal bars, forming them into horseshoes and other rustic nineteenth-century items that were then sold at the tourist souvenir shop near the front gates of the park.


  She shifted in her seat, drawing his attention. “Stop squirming around.”


  “Whatever. You know that this is a little uncomfortable, right? Not to mention the fact that I’d much rather feel something else there. I want the real thing.”


  “You’ll get the chance for the real thing soon enough, darlin’, I promise. Just be patient.”


  “Patience is a virtue I don’t currently possess.”


  “Too bad. I’m not going to ream your ass with my extra-large cock until you’ve stretched a bit. Don’t test me on this.”


  She turned to him with eyes widening as if he’d crushed her feelings and scared the pants off of her at the same time. Her mouth trembled as she said, “So if I test you again…will you…spank me?”


  The words were barely out of her mouth before she grinned at the same time his cock pulsed, wanting to go straight to rigid fuck mode. “Stop that.”


  She glanced down at his cock trying to escape the confines of his nineteenth-century breeches. “Okay then, there’s something I’d really like to do. Come closer.”


  “No. Not yet.”


  “You can just push me against a wall or bend me over something and fuck me. It’ll be easy because I’m not wearing any underwear.”


  “I’m aware.”


  “How do you know?”


  He leaned closer and breathed in her scent. “Every single time I sniff the air around you, I can smell your arousal.”


  In a sweet, prim voice that matched the nineteenth-century period costume she wore, Suzanna suddenly asked, “Would you like me to wrap my lips around your cock and suck, so as to relieve some of the pressure? Because I’d be happy to do that for you.”


  “You are a wanton woman.” His gaze on her face intensified.


  “Yes. But you and Gabriel are the ones who’ve seduced me to this place.” She looked very happy with herself. He was so attracted to her. Meanwhile, his cock fairly chewed through the front of his pants wanting to answer her earlier question with a resounding, “Fuck yes! Suck me dry!”


  He was about to turn her over his knee and paddle her ass, but there was a noise at the back of the room. The dead bolt to the back of the blacksmith shop suddenly released, the door opened wide, and Gabriel stepped inside, interrupting the seething sexual innuendo floating around.


  It was about damn time he got here. Nathan was ready to get the sex party started. He’d been waiting for an audience. As much as Gabriel liked to watch, Nathan really loved to be watched. It was an added component that fired his arousal during any sexual scenario. He hadn’t wanted to start until Gabriel got here to see him fuck her pussy raw while the butt plug stretched her ass for a future double-penetration scenario. Anticipation over that vision would twist around in his mind until acted upon. He couldn’t wait.


  Suzanna turned and saw Gabriel’s costume. Her beaming expression, already outshining the sun, brightened even further. “Hello, kind sir. Are you by chance the sheriff around these parts?”


  “No, ma’am. I’m currently a deputy. But I wield the same power when the sheriff is off duty.”


  “Where’s the sheriff today?”


  “Oh, he’s at home since the park is closed to outside visitors today.” Gabriel approached them, the spurs on his boot jangling as he walked along. A grin widened his mouth. “Which means, as highest-ranking deputy at hand, I am in charge right now.”


  Nathan had been showing Suzanna some of the things he did as a blacksmith during the week when he worked in town. And another reason he’d waited for Gabriel to join them.


  Suzanna had been very intently interested for about the first thirty minutes or so, and then she’d started trying to tempt him with sexual favors. Earlier, he’d demanded that she keep a butt plug inside her ass today so that she would stretch out for double-penetration sex. She had also wanted him to fuck her, but he decided to wait. He loved the anticipation of being with her knowing they’d be fucking wildly sometime during the day.


  There was a fantasy he’d nursed over the years that he’d never done before with any other woman. He wanted to bend Suzanna over a piece of equipment in his forge and take her hard and fast. Maybe he’d tie her to the anvil. His cock throbbed at the idea.


  Nathan nodded once at Gabriel. “Good. You’re finally here. Someone needs a spanking.”


  Suzanna sucked in a surprised breath, turning away from Gabriel.


  “Is that so? Are you going to redden her cheeks or shall I?”


  “She’s been so very naughty I think we both should take a turn.”


  “Really?” Gabriel turned to her. She was primly seated on a bench where he’d put a cushion to protect her from the hard iron of the simple design. Iron-hard was also the rigidity level of his dick. It was time to act out some fantasies.


  “Kendall’s not anywhere on the premises, right?”


  “I looked around in all the usual places. The guard says we’re the only three here today besides the regular workers tending horses and such.”


  “Who’s Kendall?” Suzanna asked. “Isn’t he the one you asked about staying at the saloon yesterday?”


  “Yes. He’s the one in charge of the day-to-day operations of the park.”


  “Why would he care what we do here behind closed doors on a day the park isn’t open?”


  “In theory he doesn’t care about behind-closed-doors on any day, but he’s always afraid of scandal tainting the park. This is a fairly family-oriented theme park. He prefers us to spend our sexual time at our homes or the designated places behind the compound walls.”


  “Doesn’t he know it’s more exciting to break the rules and think you’re about to get caught?”


  “Maybe, but I’ve locked the doors to this place. No one should bother us. We should be safe enough. And don’t change the subject. You need a spanking. I’d like to watch Gabriel give you one.”


  She turned to Gabriel. “He’s right. I’ve been very naughty. I really need to be punished.”


  “And then I plan to fulfill a unique personal fantasy.” Nathan’s cock swelled at the picture in his head of a half-dressed Suzanna gripping the anvil as he pumped his cock into her tight pussy from behind.


  “What fantasy is it?” she asked with eyes bright and wide filled with arousal.


  “You’ll find out later.”


  Gabriel helped her up from the iron bench. She made a noise and put her hand behind her. “What’s wrong?” Gabriel asked.


  “Nathan demanded some stretching for me today. I’m not used to having anything inside me. I just didn’t want to lose the butt plug.”


  “You’ve got a butt plug inserted right now?” Gabriel’s eyes widened as if surprised.


  She leaned in. “Yes. But I’d rather have a cock there.”


  Nathan leaned in. “No. You’re not ready yet.”


  Gabriel kissed her forehead. “He’s right. Have patience.”


  “Not the ‘patience’ speech again. I’d like to put a note in that I disagree.”


  Nathan sighed tolerantly. “And hence why the spanking is in order. She’s been quite vocal about her desire to be ass fucked. But you and I both know she isn’t stretched enough yet.”


  Gabriel nodded in understanding. He seated himself on the iron bench and reached a hand out to her. “Let’s get to it then. Lift your skirt, pull your panties off, and get facedown on my lap,” Gabriel demanded in a stern voice.


  “Sorry. I can’t do that,” she said with a mischievous smile in place.


  “You really want to be punished, don’t you?”


  Her grin widened. “Yes, I do. However, I’m not wearing any panties, so I can’t pull anything off, now can I?”


  Gabriel grabbed her wrist, pulled her facedown over his lap, and lifted her skirt to reveal her bare, beautiful ass. He then smoothed his hand over her cheeks, and readied his punishment.


  Crack. His first clap against her ass pushed a lovely moan from her lips. Her eyes slid shut, and her head lowered. Each subsequent slap made more and more seductive moans escape from her sweet lips. And with each sultry echo, Nathan’s cock got harder and harder.


  After five smacks on each cheek, Suzanna groaned in what sounded like utter pleasure, whispering, “So good,” over and over again.


  Nathan found he lacked the control to wait any longer to fulfill his fantasy. Grabbing her hand, Nathan pulled her from Gabriel’s lap and led her to his anvil.


  “Put your hands up here,” he commanded. She reached out and placed her hands along one side. He pulled the bottom edge of her skirt up and tucked it in the belt at her waist. With her bare ass revealed, still rosy from her spanking and butt plug visible, Nathan unbuttoned the opening to his breeches. Cock in hand, he sheathed himself quickly and shoved his cock into her pussy until he could no longer move forward.


  Her back arched, she moaned, but her fingers also came away from the anvil.


  “Do I need to chain you down?” he asked roughly. “Because I will.”


  “No.” She shook her head and put her hands back in place.


  Gabriel came over to the opposite side of the anvil and grabbed her wrists. He’d keep her in place.


  Nathan pulled his cock out halfway then slammed inside her hard once more. Fuck. She felt so amazing. The scent of half-burned coal and cherry-hot metal blazed through his memory. He’d never again work in here without thinking about Suzanna bent over with wrists held down on his anvil as he fucked her hard. It might be a detriment to his ornamental-souvenir-horseshoe production, but it was completely worth it.


  Nathan left his cock completely embedded inside her and started unbuttoning the front of her dress. He’d selected this one because, once unbuttoned, it would pull down and reveal her upper body. Gabriel could watch her breasts bounce and sway as Nathan took her hard.


  Once the buttons were released, he pulled the dress off her shoulders. Gabriel let go of her wrists long enough for her to pull her arms out of the sleeves instead of trapping her arms down, which was also a good way to go. Maybe next round.


  Gabriel rounded the anvil and bent his head to suck her nipples. She moaned, and he felt her squeeze his cock with her pussy muscles.


  “If you come before I tell you to, I’ll blister your ass,” he whispered fervently.


  Her only response was a groan and the barest of nods. Her fingers were buried in Gabriel’s hair as he took turns sucking on first one pert tip and then the other.


  Nathan gripped her hips, using the smallest of thrusts to withdraw and go deep. Soon he reached down, grabbed the butt plug, and moved it in and out of her ass a couple of times. That got an immediate reaction. And then another as her pussy squeezed his cock again.


  “Oh God, I’m so close,” she murmured.


  “Too bad. Hold it.” Nathan had only the barest control over his libido. Images of watching Gabriel fuck her this morning filled his mind, followed quickly by the memory of shoving his tongue in her pussy earlier and bringing her off. The bandana he had around his neck would make an excellent blindfold.


  “You need to be blindfolded, darlin’,” he said suddenly. He untied the fabric and fastened it around her head. Now she couldn’t see.


  Gabriel lifted his head and moved away from her glistening nipples. He suddenly pulled handcuffs from the back of his belt. Nathan’s cock pulsed at the sight of them, and at the visual of Gabriel snapping them shut on her wrists.


  Cock still stuffed deeply in her pussy, Nathan bent her closer to the anvil. There was a hook there where he fastened the chain between the cuffs next. She held on lightly to the iron surface as the handcuffs dangled.


  The softness of the back of her thighs rubbed against his legs in sensuous wonder. His cock was rigid and somehow harder than he’d ever remembered it being.


  Suzanna never once balked at the blindfold, the cuffs, or even the butt plug now stretching her ass. Nathan pulled back slowly and slammed forward.


  Her only response was a satisfied grunt. Nathan didn’t bother hiding his grin of approval. He furrowed his fingers through her locks at the back of her head, grabbed a firm fistful of hair, and started fucking her pussy like a berserker. She sounded like she was about to scream and climax by the time he slid his free hand around to her small, sensitive flesh, stroking until he heard her moan again.


  The second his middle finger stroked across her clit, she reacted.


  Nathan pounded three more thrusts deeply before whispering, “Suzanna. Come for me. I want to hear you scream my name.”


  As if she only waited for permission, Suzanna stiffened immediately, her back arched, and the sweet sound of her surrender was heralded to the rafters in the form of a keening high note. The moment she climaxed, Nathan sent a final thrust deeply, resulting in the most profound orgasm he had ever conceived of. She did shriek his name a couple of times, making the experience even more gratifying.


  Unfortunately, also on the heels of Suzanna’s rapturous scream and the subsequent shriek of his name came an unwelcome noise from the front door. What sounded like a fist pounding was followed immediately by Kendall’s very unhappy-sounding, overloud voice, calling out, “Nathan? What’s going on in there?”


  Chapter Nine


  


  Suzanna didn’t even hear the pounding on the front of Nathan’s blacksmith shop until she felt Gabriel move his hands from her fingers. She hated to lose the connection, but then she heard a stranger’s voice asking what was going on inside. Crap.


  Nathan continued to stroke his cock deeply inside her body for several seconds before he also seemed to notice they were no longer alone. She realized she’d just been screaming Nathan’s name to the rafters in orgasmic delight.


  The person outside the door likely knew exactly what they were doing in here.


  Panicked at being caught while still half-naked and all the way fucked, Suzanna squirmed against Nathan. He stilled her with a whispered, “Don’t move.”


  Another knock sounded. “Hey. I know you’re in there,” came the disgruntled-sounding voice again. “Stop what you’re doing and open this door right now.”


  “Damn it,” Nathan whispered under his breath. “To be continued later,” he added, and kissed her ear. He slowly pulled his cock from her at the same time that Gabriel removed the handcuffs. She pulled the blindfold away herself to see Nathan quickly fastening his pants, and Gabriel trying to help her get re-dressed. He’d grabbed the upper part of her dress and helped get her arms back in the sleeves, then started at the bottom of the row of buttons as she started at the top.


  Half a minute later, Nathan walked over to the door as Suzanna was securing the final button on her old-fashioned dress.


  He unlocked the wooden door but didn’t let whoever was out there inside. “What the fuck, Kendall?” she heard as Nathan walked out of his blacksmith shop to greet the man outside. He secured the door behind him again, hopefully keeping her a secret. But only if the guy outside was deaf. So probably not.


  Gabriel grabbed her hand and led her to the back of the blacksmith shop. There was a small room with a desk, a chair, and not much else. “Just in case they move inside, let’s tuck in here until Nathan finishes his conversation.” He gestured for her to take the chair, while he leaned a hip on the edge of the desk.


  “I feel sort of naughty right now. We almost got caught red-handed.”


  Gabriel only grinned and then shrugged. “No. We did get caught red-handed.”


  “Even though that last orgasm was really great, I’m not going to lie. I’m still pretty wound up and excited right now.” She pressed a kiss to his mouth.


  “Is that so?” Gabriel seated himself on the desk and pulled her forward until she was lodged between his legs. “Me, too.”


  “Really? What can we do about that?” She dropped her hand to his cock, visibly outlined in his homespun-looking pants. The holstered six-shooters slung around his hips were the epitome of sexy nineteenth-century cowboy deputy.


  She wanted to strip naked and have him take her on the old-fashioned desk. Or perhaps she’d drop to her knees and suck his cock first, and then lure him into fucking her on the desk.


  Suzanna squeezed his immense shaft once more. He hugged her tight and kissed her like he never wanted to let her go. Waking up in their home this morning was the first time in a long while that she hadn’t felt fear as her first inkling of thought for the day to come. She had no doubt that they would keep her safely tucked away in secluded bliss. At least until her vehicle was repaired. She actually hoped it would take a week to fix her car. Or even longer would be fine.


  Because she wanted to stay with them. She wanted to live with them. Being with Gabriel and Nathan was the first time she’d felt at ease and safe and loved.


  Did she love them? A no-brainer. Yes. She did. It was crazy to be so attached to men she barely knew. But each moment she spent with them made her happier and more content than she’d ever been in memory.


  Perhaps she’d consider relinquishing the life she’d constructed and relocate here. Was that crazy? Possibly. But it didn’t matter. In this particular moment, she sought gratification.


  She pulled her lips from his mouth to press more soft kisses on his chin, throat, and the opening of his shirt. Meanwhile, her hands traveled lower. She brushed his stiff cock through the fabric of his deputy costume. They were old-fashioned wool pants, with a button fly easily opened. She had her bare hand on his cock in no time.


  Gabriel shifted on the desk. “Damn, you’re fast. Even I can’t open these pants that quick.”


  “Maybe I’m just motivated. And I want to suck some cock. Oh, look, here’s one.” Suzanna dropped to her knees, pulled his thick shaft through the new opening in the front of his pants, and put her mouth over his rigid dick. Gabriel groaned an appreciative sound but didn’t stop her from her quest to suck him hard and make him come.


  His hand soon rested gently on the back of her head. His fingers threaded through the loose strands of her hair. If he expected to pull her head away before he came, he was in for a surprise. She wasn’t stopping until his cum shot down her throat.


  The butt plug still jammed up her ass made for interesting maneuvering as she sucked. She was so afraid of dropping it or losing it. Just the memory of Nathan inserting the butt plug earlier made her hot and bothered. With Gabriel’s cock in her mouth, she felt even more amazing. Her pussy clenched in anticipation. She couldn’t wait to have sex with the both of them. Double-penetration sex was at the top of her list of things to do before leaving Montana.


  Suzanna wasn’t leaving until she tried it at least once. In fact, the idea of simply remaining here was growing on her. It was sad to think she hadn’t left too much behind escaping from her last residence, but she liked it here better. Especially the company.


  She grasped her hand around Gabriel’s shaft at the base, squeezing hard as she laved attention with her tongue.


  “You need to slow down,” Gabriel said through what sounded like clenched teeth. The fingers locked between strands of her hair tugged at her scalp, but she wasn’t deterred.


  She didn’t say anything but increased the pressure and rhythm of her sucking.


  “Fuck, Suzanna. You’re about to get a mouthful,” he whispered.


  Exactly my plan.


  Suzanna angled her head to look up at him. His neck bent, and the seductive gaze he sent in return practically blistered her eyeballs with its intensity. She sucked harder.


  He groaned, closed his eyes, and promptly stiffened. Jets of his hot, salty cum flooded her throat a moment later.


  She swallowed twice before realizing that they were no longer alone. She didn’t see but instead sensed someone standing behind her in the doorway.


  


  * * * *


  


  Nathan stepped outside of the blacksmith’s shop without allowing Kendall inside. “What the fuck do you want?” he asked in a surly tone. He’d barely had a chance to enjoy the afterglow of the amazing climax with Suzanna blindfolded, handcuffed, and clinging to the anvil before being interrupted.


  Kendall’s expression, first seemingly angry, shifted to a smirk. “Interestingly, Nathan, you smell like sex. What were you doing in there? As if I didn’t already know.”


  “None of your business.”


  “Not true. Everything that happens in this town is my business.”


  “The park is closed. There are no patrons about to come in and catch me doing anything.”


  “So what if the park is closed?” Kendall shook his head. “If you want to have sex in a place other than your house safely behind compound walls, then fuck her in your backyard. Or better yet, use the round house and fuck to your heart’s content with my blessing. But do not bring strangers inside the park ‘open or closed’ and tempt fate.”


  “You need to relax, Kendall.”


  “Maybe I do. But you need to stop bringing women inside the park perimeter to fuck them.”


  “When did I ever bring a woman inside the park to fuck them?” He grinned in spite of the fact that was exactly what he’d just done.


  Kendall actually cracked a smile. “Do you mean when beyond today?”


  “You don’t know that was what just happened.”


  “Oh? Then why did I just hear a sultry feminine shriek of your name several times?”


  “What can I say, Kendall? She likes to scream my name on occasion.”


  “You’re so full of shit.”


  “Which I’ve never denied. Besides, you can’t tell me with a straight face that you haven’t thought about handcuffing Jocelyn to the bars of the jail cell at the sheriff’s office so as to have your wicked way with her as Logan cheers from the sidelines seated on the cot in the same cell.”


  Kendall’s eyes narrowed and the muscles in his face softened as if he now pictured what Nathan had just spouted off with to make his point. “Stop putting ideas like that in my head.”


  Nathan laughed. “No. But if I ever catch you having sex in the jailhouse, I will give you such shit for the rest of your days.”


  “You’ll never find me doing anything like that in this park,” Kendall murmured. However, his attention to the current conversation seemed to go into a quiet period of contemplation.


  Nathan tilted his head to one side. “Never say never, Kendall. Absolutes always come back to bite you in the ass.”


  He snapped his focus back. “I’ll keep that in mind. Make sure you keep what I said in mind, too.”


  Nathan’s head was suddenly filled with a vision of Suzanna and a trip to the round house. He did love being watched. Maybe he’d suggest it tonight.


  The round house was a shared building behind the compound walls where those wanting to be watched having sex or those wanting to watch sex could have those associated desires fulfilled.


  Inside, there was one central room with a large bed in the center and what looked like many mirrors all the way around the inside walls for any manner of sexual activity. Surrounding the large chamber and behind the mirrors were several smaller rooms with two-way mirrors built as voyeurs’ windows ensconced behind the glass. To watch or be watched.


  Perhaps he’d make a phone call or two and ensure an audience later this week. Perhaps he’d save double-penetration sex for then. The building was soundproofed so the couple or trio or more having sex didn’t know for certain if anyone watched them but had to assume the likelihood.


  “By the way, Zane has the schedule for the activities and availability at the round house,” Kendall added with a smirk.


  “Stop reading my mind.”


  “Stop making it so easy.”


  “What are you even doing here today?”


  He shrugged. “With Logan and Jocelyn gone, the house seems too quiet.”


  “Is that why you’re so cranky? Because you need to get laid?”


  Kendall didn’t respond about his love life. “I could ask you the same thing.”


  “I’m not cranky. And as a matter of fact, I don’t currently have a problem getting laid.”


  “Remember last month when you pulled a gun on my current nemesis and pain in the ass, Reggie Bender, at the saloon?”


  Nathan shrugged but remembered that little prick quite well. “He was the problem back then, not me.”


  “Agreed. However, your behavior was a little over the top.”


  Nathan smiled. “He had it coming. What’s your point?”


  “You’re acting out of character.”


  “I disagree.”


  “Nathan,” Kendall said with exasperation then looked to the sky as if seeking guidance.


  “Fine, Kendall. I hear you. No more fucking strange women in my blacksmith shop.” Because Suzanna was not a stranger or strange woman. He chuckled to himself.


  He shook his head. “Not good enough. No fucking any women in your blacksmith shop, strange or familiar.”


  “Jesus. You’re killing me, Kendall.” Nathan smiled, as Kendall had read his mind. Suzanna was no longer a strange woman. He wanted very much to keep her.


  “Good. Then my work here is done.”


  Nathan waved good-bye to Kendall, slipped back inside his shop, making certain to lock the door, and headed toward the bathroom in the back of the place. Along the way he heard moaning noises coming from his small office. He smiled. What were they doing in there?


  As he got closer, he heard the end of Gabriel’s relaxed-sounding statement, “Fuck, Suzanna. You’re about to get a mouthful.”


  Nathan glanced into his office in time to see Gabriel stiffen in climax. Suzanna, with her mouth wrapped around Gabriel’s cock, swallowed all that he gave her.


  Suzanna released Gabriel’s dick and startled as she looked over one shoulder toward the doorframe where Nathan watched her.


  Gabriel slouched half on his desk and half against the wall, replete as only a really great blowjob can deliver.


  “That was the best fucking blowjob I’ve ever had,” he whispered.


  “Good to know,” Nathan said from the doorway.


  She stood and caught Nathan’s gaze with an intense one of her own. “You can be next.”


  “Great. I’d love to participate in your amazing blowjob program. Unfortunately, I just promised Kendall I wouldn’t fuck women in my shop anymore. I’m fairly certain that means no blowjobs, either. Perhaps we can reconvene back at our house and continue our sex fest there.”


  “That’s fine, but it won’t be as much fun as doing it in here.”


  “Maybe, but there is something else I’d really love to do.”


  “What’s that?”


  “Take a long, hot shower with you. Now that I have a mental picture of you bent over my anvil as I fuck you until you scream my name repeatedly, I’d like to continue the fantasy by scrubbing your body clean.”


  She brightened. “Excellent idea.” Her sultry voice lowered an octave when she added, “Then I can wash your cock right before I get it all dirty with my mouth again.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Gabriel could hardly get his legs to move after the amazing blowjob Suzanna had delivered. Gratitude suffused him at her generous act, but a calm serenity he hadn’t ever had with women also formed somewhere in the neighborhood of his heart.


  His former nickname, “Love-’em-and-leave-’em Gabe,” had been well deserved once upon a time. Growing up with a stepmother, who’d badgered his father into submission over every single facet of what Gabriel considered his father’s miserable browbeaten life, had left a bitter taste in his mouth regarding permanent relationships.


  While he had been more circumspect in his affairs the past few years, he still hadn’t ever contemplated with any seriousness a permanent one. At least until Suzanna. Maybe because she didn’t have that look in her eye that said, “I want to grind you under my heel for a lifetime,” like he’d noticed with a few others from his past, starting with his horrible stepmother.


  Whatever that indefinable thing was that made him soften with Suzanna only grew stronger the moment he came in her mouth. Crude, but he meant it as the highest compliment. Her generosity and lack of an agenda where their relationship was concerned only endeared her to him more each minute he spent in her company.


  He wanted her. He wanted her to stay with them. Her failure to promise them tomorrow made him want her even more. Perhaps that was her ploy. Maybe she would pretend to be disinterested until he craved her beyond all else. But his gut said she wasn’t trying to trick them into anything long-lasting.


  Suzanna and Nathan were talking, but he barely paid attention to their conversation.


  “You can be next,” Suzanna said.


  “Great. I’d love to participate in your amazing blowjob program.” Nathan had said more, but Gabriel stopped listening in order to think up ways to convince her to stay with them.


  Just as he got his senses back into gear, they’d decided to head back home and take a long, hot shower. Which was a grand idea.


  His cell phone beeped all of a sudden with a text from Kendall.


  I know you were in the blacksmith shop, too.


  Meet me in my office.


  “I think I’m about to receive a personalized lecture from the ‘sheriff’ about sexual activities not being allowed in the park even when it is closed.”


  “What’s up his ass anyway? For the record, I didn’t tell him you were inside.”


  “I know.”


  “He’s only guessing that you were here.”


  Gabriel nodded. “Right. I get it. But I want to ask him something anyway, so go on ahead and I’ll catch up with the two of you. Don’t tire her out before I get there.”


  “No promises.”


  Gabriel took a deep breath, fastened his breeches again and headed to the sheriff’s office.


  Expecting the door to be open, he strolled right in and saw Kendall seated behind the desk where Zane had been last time he’d been here. The only difference was that Kendall wasn’t dressed in costume.


  “What do you want?”


  “Hello to you, too.”


  “Fine. Hello. Now why have I been summoned?”


  Kendall folded his arms across his chest. “Why are you wearing your deputy costume on a day off, I wonder?”


  “None of your business.”


  He closed his eyes momentarily then said, “I simply wanted to give you an equal lecture about bringing women into the park for sexual purposes. Because I know you were in the blacksmith’s shop with Nathan and a woman.”


  Gabriel laughed. “No you don’t. You’re just guessing. And I forgive you. Could I get a favor from you now?”


  Kendall’s expression went from amused to incredulous to indignant in three short seconds. “What the fuck? You want a favor now, too? Forget it.”


  “Come on, Kendall. When was the last time I asked you for anything?”


  “Two days ago when you wanted to bring your new girlfriend inside Old West Town to stay at the saloon.”


  “And you said no, so that shouldn’t count against me.”


  Kendall threw his hands up. “Are you touched in the head?”


  “No. I just need a favor.”


  He sighed deeply, drilled a most impressively delivered fury-filled stare his direction, and then lowered his head when it didn’t work. Gabriel expected to incite his curiosity if nothing else.


  “What do you want?”


  “I’d like to talk to your brother, Clay, about something.” He’d talked to Clay when he’d visited, after the gunfight in the streets. Gabriel knew that Clay had lots of contacts who could aid him in the information he wanted. And he trusted him.


  “Clay? What do you want him for?”


  Gabriel didn’t want anyone to know what he was up to, so he asked, “Do you really want to know?”


  Kendall squinted and promptly ran a hand over the top of his head. “Actually, not really, no.”


  “Good. Can you give him my number and have him call me?”


  “Sure. Today?”


  “Yes. Right now, if he’s available.”


  “I’ll see what I can do.” Kendall retrieved his cell from his pocket.


  “Thanks. It’s much appreciated.”


  “Whatever.” He grumbled and made a show of being a forceful asshole, but Kendall was a good guy. Trustworthy. And so was his brother, Clay.


  Gabriel exited the sheriff’s office, just as the call from Clay came in. He was able to ask his questions and get Clay working on this favor before he ever got back home.


  Once he arrived, he headed toward the sound of running water. He got there in time to see Suzanna’s head bobbing over Nathan’s cock seconds before he roared his climax.


  Gabriel gave him a moment to collect himself before sticking a head in to comment. “Worth the price of admission, am I right?”


  Nathan opened his eyes and said, “Fuck, yes. Best blowjob ever.”


  The beautiful trill of Suzanna’s laughter sailed out with the steamy air. “You both make me happy.”


  “I’ll be right in to join you.”


  “Bring condoms. I only have one in here. And I’m about to use it as soon as my strength comes back.”


  “Right.”


  Gabriel had no more than stepped away when his phone beeped. Was that Clay already with the information he sought?


  No. Instead, Dylan’s number came up on his cellular display. He answered, “Hey, what’s up?” But he figured he knew already.


  “I’m finished with your girlfriend’s car, but I won’t expect her to come and collect it until tomorrow at the earliest, right?”


  He pushed out a sigh and glanced into the shower stall at the two of them moving against each other in a decadent display. “Right. Thanks, Dylan.”


  Gabriel should tell her about her car, but another look at them fucking and he decided the car-repair confessions could wait. He wasn’t ready for her to have an excuse to leave. At least not until he made a pitch for her to stay in Montana instead of running further.


  His cock had gone bone hard when he’d seen the final few moments of Suzanna giving Nathan a roar-worthy blowjob in the shower. Stepping outside only to gather more condoms, he should have ignored his phone.


  By the time he returned, Suzanna faced the tiled shower wall and Nathan was fucking her from behind. Her arms were above her head, and Nathan’s hands covered hers, as if to keep her in place. Five thrusts later, he stiffened and groaned.


  Gabriel entered the shower and took Suzanna into his arms when Nathan released her. Her belly and breasts were cold from resting against the tile wall.


  “You’re warm,” she said and wrapped her arms around his waist.


  “Have you had enough shower sex yet?”


  “Why?”


  “I’d like to take you to bed for further carnal pleasures.”


  “No problem.”


  “But first I’d like to wash your hair. We’ll consider it foreplay.”


  “Okay.”


  Gabriel lathered shampoo into her beautiful, soft locks, then conditioner, and finally rinsed it all out. There was something acutely sensual about scrubbing her scalp with his fingertips as strands of wet hair wrapped around his knuckles.


  Nathan watched them but didn’t participate.


  Once they dried off and slipped between the sheets, Gabriel was ready to take her. He wanted to possess her. Wanted her with a fierceness he’d never felt before.


  He started with his face between her thighs, licking her pussy and sucking on her clit. He soon brought her to a loud hip-rocking climax before releasing her to climb over her body. He then mounted her missionary style to complete the fantasy swirling in his mind. Something about staring at her as he entered her became his new favorite thing. She always looked at him with wonder as if she couldn’t believe they were so good together.


  The need to convince her to stay with them even though her car was about to be fixed grew inside his mind. He made love to her as if he’d never see her again. Slow. Powerful. Meaningful.


  Her legs wrapped around his hips after he pierced her pussy with the first stroke. He entered unhurriedly, carefully, watching her eyes the entire time, until his cock was fully seated to the hilt in her pussy.


  “Now that I have you where I want you—”


  “Satisfied and filled with your rock-hard cock, you mean?”


  “Exactly.” He maintained his position. The words screaming in his head needed to be let out. “I’d like for you to stay with us.”


  “What?”


  “I have it on good authority that your vehicle will be repaired and ready for you by tomorrow morning. However, I’m in no hurry for you to take your leave.” As if to punctuate his thought, he withdrew from her pussy halfway and thrust forward again, completely filling her.


  Her lids dipped as if she enjoyed the feeling as much as he did. “Will you stay for a while longer with us?”


  “I suppose so. I’m not in a hurry to go anywhere.”


  “Excellent.” He pulled out and pushed in slowly once again. “You’re welcome to stay here with us as long as you want.” He continued fucking her slowly, feeling her pussy squeeze his cock as if her previous orgasm was just now waning. The amazing intimacy of their low conversation with his careful thrusting made him glad she’d come into their lives.


  Each time his cock pressed into her hot, slick pussy, she made a low, satisfied sound.


  Nathan joined them on the bed. He simply watched, but the heavy, lusty look in his eyes said he wasn’t through with her yet.


  Gabriel felt her legs tighten on his hips. He’d stopped moving. When he resumed his thrusts at a faster clip, she moaned each time he went a little bit deeper, a little bit harder. Pressed together from hips to chest, Gabriel found it difficult to think about her ever leaving. He dropped his head and kissed her neck, her face, her lips.


  The succulent flavor of her shower-fresh skin made his cock pulse with pleasure even as he thrust within her pussy at a steady rhythm.


  Her arms wrapped around his torso, her fingers trailing down his spine before she hugged him tight. Her lips landed on his neck, the sudden kiss so viscerally arousing, his strokes sped without conscious effort. She scratched her nails deliciously down his back from shoulders to hips. The feeling instigated the ensuing climax he wasn’t ready for, roaring through him almost without warning.


  Pleasure spun through him, starting at his spine and rushing along his cock. He stiffened and pressed his dick inside her pussy in one last firm, deep stroke as he groaned his release against her hair, trying to remember how to breathe, and if he’d ever been so content.


  With his next breath, Gabriel very nearly said the words, “I love you, Suzanna.” He’d never said those words to another woman.


  Clearing his throat instead, he then considered the unexpected realization that if the words had escaped, he likely wouldn’t have had any regrets.


  Love? Marriage? Forever? Was he alone in the glow of these unexpected yet passionate feelings?


  Chapter Ten


  


  Suzanna entered Enclave Auto’s office the next morning with trepidation in her soul. She didn’t have a lot of money and hoped the bill wouldn’t be more than she’d estimated she could afford. Gabriel had dropped her off and gone to do an errand. He said he’d be right back when she’d shooed him away. He’d wanted to accompany her, but she’d deflected him and said she needed to do this for herself. He’d already assisted her well above and beyond the call of duty.


  “Can I help you?” the mechanic asked without looking up from the desk where he sat before several neatly stacked piles of paper.


  “I believe my car repair is finished. Gabriel Wallace told me he talked to someone named Dylan. Is that you?” She glanced at the chest level of his coveralls but didn’t see a name stitched anywhere.


  He finally took his gaze off of the stack of papers centered before him. “Yep. That’s me.” His gaze settled on her face. He seemed to recognize her but asked, “Which car is yours again?”


  “The one that got towed in the other day with the smoking engine needing a new water pump.” Amazed with her off-the-cuff barely understood knowledge of what was wrong with her car, she felt like she sounded really great.


  “Oh, sure. You’re Suzanna, right?” He stood and grabbed a clipboard from a hook on the wall behind the desk.


  “Yes. Suzanna Creighton.”


  He grabbed a pen and noted something on the front page. “Your car is still in the bay, but we’ve finished the work.”


  “Oh? Why is it still inside? Is something else wrong?” She hoped they hadn’t discovered anything else broken or in desperate need of repair. Her faithful old car was almost ten years old. And while she depended on it, she also didn’t want to put a whole lot of money into it.


  “Not that I know of. I just need to have you check something for me. I don’t know if Gabriel mentioned it, but we had a little break-in here a couple of days ago, and your car was inside at the time. For insurance purposes, I just need to have you fill out and sign a release paper for me ensuring that nothing is missing from your vehicle, okay?”


  “Okay.” Like she had any idea what went on her car. “I hope you mean personal items, because the entire engine could be missing and I wouldn’t suspect a thing until my car didn’t start.”


  He laughed. “Don’t tell any untrustworthy mechanics that or they might rip you off.”


  She grinned. “Note to self: Pretend to be an automotive genius while having my car serviced. Got it. Thanks.”


  Dylan laughed again, displaying perfect, straight, white teeth. While he was very attractive with his spiky dark hair and bedroom brown eyes, Suzanna also suspected he was a bad boy. On the back of one hand she saw part of a tattoo at the edge of his wrist, but not enough to tell what it was. His coveralls hid the shape of his body, but she could see enough muscles to suspect that he never wanted for company of the female persuasion. From her perspective, and just like Cooper at the saloon, he didn’t have the same magnetic attraction like Gabriel and Nathan did. Delighted to discover that there were many attractive men she could resist, Suzanna realized how much she enjoyed being with the two men she was involved with currently.


  Once she retrieved her car, she planned to follow Gabriel home, park her car immediately in the backyard, and stay for a few more days. It was the perfect place to hide out. She’d already decided to stay as long as they wanted her around. Tonight she would demand that they give her double-penetration sex. The memory of the large-sized butt plug stretching her ass while she slept made her pulse spike. She planned to make an empty threat and swear to leave if they didn’t satisfy her newly discovered desires.


  They’d removed the butt plug this morning for her visit to pick up her car, promising to put it back the moment she got home. But she wanted one of their cocks inside her instead. She would insist upon it. The thought of another cock filling her pussy at the same time made juice trickle even now. Smiling to herself over her lusty plans for the evening hours, Suzanna followed Dylan out of the office.


  They went into the large work area where two out of the five bays had cars on lifts in the air as if poised for flight. The place was surprisingly quiet for the moment, but she suspected the calm wouldn’t last long. Her car was in the end slot next to an older beat-up vehicle that looked like it had seen better days. She immediately felt better about her own car.


  Coming alongside it, she smelled the faint aroma of pine tree air freshener. She stifled a quiver. A distasteful memory surfaced with that scent. She really hated that fake smell.


  Dylan scanned another paper from the clipboard then flipped the page. He then opened the driver’s door, leaned in, and popped the trunk.


  “Check the trunk for me, okay? We did have your vehicle locked, and the keys were in the office safe, but I just want to make sure.”


  “Of course. No problem.” She walked to the now-open trunk and looked inside. There was a crowbar and a first aid kit. There was also a pink towel that had probably fallen from her gym bag long ago, but nothing else.


  “Looks fine to me.”


  “Excellent.” He shut the trunk lid and moved along the passenger side of her vehicle.


  “I don’t think I had anything else inside here.”


  “Okay. If you’d just check the glove box and make sure, I’ll have you out of here in no time.”


  “Great.”


  He reached for the door handle, but one of the other mechanics called out. “Hey, Dylan, can I talk to you for a minute? It’s important.” The man looked seriously upset about something. He looked at her a couple times as if he expected to be scolded for interrupting.


  “Be right back,” Dylan said.


  The two launched into a discussion she didn’t hear due to a loud noise from two bays over. The new mechanic pointed to her car a few times and finally shrugged.


  Dylan looked like he had really bad news.


  “What’s wrong?”


  “Unfortunately, one of my mechanics dislodged your GPS transmitter when your car was up on the hoist. It was in sort of an unusual place. Anyway, he put it back, of course, but we aren’t certain if it was damaged from the fall. I’m truly sorry, and we’ll absolutely replace it if it no longer works. Can you check it out?”


  “I don’t know. What’s a GPS transmitter?” She laughed. “I hope I don’t have to act like an automotive genius around you.”


  Dylan narrowed his eyes. “No. However, there was a GPS transmitter attached inside your rear passenger wheel well. Usually people put them inside the car so they don’t get as easily damaged.”


  She shrugged. “So does that GPS thingy come with the car? Because I really don’t know what you’re talking about.”


  “Most cars these days can be tracked through On-Star, if the model is new enough. However, sometimes people buy an inexpensive transmitter and attach it to their late-model cars so that, if it’s ever stolen, it can be tracked.”


  “Wait a minute. Are you saying that someone was tracking my car?” Terror filled her mind, body, and soul. Fuck. Had Marcus been tracking her since she left? Her brain went directly into fight-or-flight mode. All she could think about was running so Gabriel and Nathan would be safe.


  Dylan shook his head. “No. I’m not saying that at all. I’m saying that when you brought the vehicle in, there was a GPS transmitter in the rear passenger wheel well that we accidently dislodged and might have broken. I can’t speak to anyone tracking you. Not at all. It might have been on the vehicle when you bought it, unless you got this car brand new.”


  “No. I bought it six years ago.” Suzanna looked around her immediate space as if her worst nightmare was about to unfold and crush her. She turned and stared out of the garage, looking, searching anywhere, everywhere for Marcus’s car. She saw nothing to indicate he was anywhere nearby.


  She whirled back to Dylan and pegged what must have been a completely panicked look in his direction. He looked concerned when she asked, “Listen, how does it work, this GPS thingy?”


  Clearing his throat first, he said, “The signal from the transmitter is individual. It can be tracked with a computer or a smart phone—” She closed her eyes. He paused and asked, “Hey, are you okay? You look like you’re about to have a heart attack.”


  Suzanna took a deep breath and calmed down. She opened her eyes again. “I’m fine. You’re probably right. It was likely on the car when I bought it. It probably fell off because I’ve had this car for over six years, and it was already four years old when I got it.”


  “We have the serial number information from the GPS unit itself. We can check to see if it’s still active.”


  “How?”


  “You have to replace the battery after a few months if the transmitter isn’t wired to your car battery. This one wasn’t. Which means it’s highly unlikely it would still be working after six years with the original batteries.”


  She breathed out a sigh of relief. “Okay. Yes. Please check. That would be great.” She was embarrassed to have had what amounted to a panic attack in front of Gabriel’s mechanic friend. He’d find out and she’d have to explain in detail how utterly foolish she’d been.


  Dylan nodded to the other mechanic, who took off toward the office, presumably to check the status of the alien transmitter on her car. He then looked down at his clipboard.


  “While he checks it out, is it okay if we take a look inside your glove box for anything missing? Then we can finalize the insurance paperwork.”


  “Sure.”


  He opened the passenger door for her, and she slipped sideways into the seat, putting her fingers on the opener for the glove box right before the heavy, cloying scent made her gag.


  She pulled on the glove box handle as the horrid smell filled her lungs, socking her in the head with ugly memories. The glove box popped opened as if it were connected to a jack-in-the-box spring. Several things flew out at her. She screamed bloody murder and scrambled out of the car like it was possessed when she saw the bountiful batch of pine tree air fresheners spill forth like an army of angry, ravenous fire ants on a quest to devour her tender flesh.


  Every person in the loud shop stopped what they were doing and looked in her direction.


  Her entire body shuddered with displeasure. Once again she felt completely idiotic to be terrified of a stupid car freshener. Her voice trembled as she pointed and said, “Those were not in my car when it was towed here. I…hate those things. Please, can you get them out?”


  “Of course.” Dylan calmly led her away from her car with speed in his step. He gestured for a nearby mechanic to remove the reviled objects from the glove box.


  Unfortunately, the stench of them would linger forever, reminding her of the worst time in her life. Every single time her college stalker had relocated her, after she’d uprooted herself to run and hide in a new place, he would torment her and announce his presence by breaking into her car to leave a lone pine tree freshener dangling from her rearview mirror.


  Every single fucking time.


  The innocuous shape of an evergreen tree was forever burned into her brain as a profound symbol of terror.


  But that was over. She’d survived. She didn’t have a stalker anymore.


  Unless Marcus had applied for the job. Bastard. Because if it wasn’t Marcus, then a ghost was taunting her.


  She couldn’t stop trembling. Couldn’t operate her cell phone. Couldn’t remember Gabriel’s or Nathan’s phone number, even if she could stop shaking long enough to press buttons. Hating to feel so weak, she tugged on Dylan’s sleeve. “Can you please call Gabriel?”


  “Of course.” He led her back to the office.


  Her legs were only as sturdy as jelly as they walked. She hadn’t realized how worried she’d been about Marcus tracking her down and finding her until the evidence was placed in front of her. And the tracker wasn’t even the conclusive proof she believed. Perhaps the GPS had been on the car since she purchased it years before.


  But the sharp scent of pine brought it all home.


  The pine trees were a cruel reminder of her past.


  And Marcus knew she didn’t like them.


  He’d gotten particularly irritated one night when she’d ridden in his car and asked him to remove the tree-shaped freshener, but she hadn’t explained their significance. That had actually been the first fight they’d had that made her reconsider their future relationship.


  The mechanic who’d accidentally dislodged the GPS transmitter was leaving the office as they stepped inside. He whispered to Dylan as they entered. But she heard him anyway. “It’s still active.”


  And that meant she was being tracked.


  Only Marcus would do that. Who else would care?


  Inside, Dylan had her sit down. He pulled a cell from his coveralls and called Gabriel. All he said was, “It’s Dylan. Get over here pronto,” and then he hung up.


  “I’m sorry to be so dramatic. It’s really foolish. I was just a little surprised by the…the…you know…the…stuff in there.” She couldn’t even say the words pine tree air freshener out loud. She inhaled a deep breath once more, trying desperately to calm herself and also clear the hated scent from her lungs.


  He squatted down next to her. “No problem. Listen, I was about to panic because I thought something got damaged from a client’s car while in this shop. If something was put inside your vehicle while locked up here, that’s a totally different thing. You have every right to be upset about someone possibly tracking you and then taunting you with something that obviously bothers you so much.”


  She nodded, grateful that he didn’t require a lengthy explanation of her hatred of pine-tree-scented air fresheners. “When was the break-in?” she asked.


  He looked thoughtful. “Actually, the first night your car was here.”


  She closed her eyes and dropped her chin to her chest. If she had been tracked since she left, it was a miracle he hadn’t found her. Was it Marcus? It had to be. Had he tracked her down to fulfill his promise to slap the shit out of her for daring to leave him? Or had her college stalker risen from the dead to resurrect his former torturous plan to drive her insane?


  No. Kevin was gone. Dead. Never coming back to chase her down. She pushed out a long sigh and tried to assess her rational brain. She repeated in her mind what she knew was true. Kevin is dead. Kevin is dead. Kevin is dead. She’d seen for herself that he’d been reduced to a mangled mess on a slab in the morgue. Sad, yes. But also freeing.


  Standing in the freezing room all those years ago, all she’d felt was staggering relief. The endless feeling of being hunted was finally over. Even now the feeling of guilt at her relief swept in. She tried to shake that off without result.


  Marcus had to be the one who’d done this. Beyond the unexpected scare of finding the tracker came the fury of the pine-tree message. Fucking bastard.


  But then her concern shifted to the two men she’d been having sex with every chance she got since her arrival in Enclave. What would he do to Gabriel and Nathan if he found out about their recent very sexually involved relationship?


  Would he try to beat the shit out of them, too? Would he attempt murder? Damn it.


  The bell above the door jingled as someone entered quickly.


  Suzanna looked up to discover it wasn’t Gabriel here to rescue her from the ghosts of her past, the abusive man she’d abandoned, or her vivid imagination.


  Instead, it was unfortunately a familiar someone with a furious expression, and headed straight for her.


  


  * * * *


  


  “Where is Gabriel?” was the curtly toned question Nathan heard when he answered his phone.


  “Why do you need to know?” he replied just as tersely back to Kendall.


  “Is he with you or not?” Kendall asked.


  “No. He’s not. Would you care to leave a message? Beep!”


  “No message.” Click.


  The mysterious call from Kendall looking for Gabriel seconds after he left with Suzanna was likely what put Nathan on edge. Kendall refusing to leave a message with him led quickly to speculation of what the call was about. And also a likely added culprit in the odd and super edgy way he felt. He tried to ignore the elusive but growing anxiety, however it didn’t work. The pervasive dread currently living in Nathan’s soul would not be subdued. Was he secretly worried that she’d leave them? Maybe. But he didn’t think that was what she planned.


  He went and checked her room to discover her computer still plugged in and charging. Her suitcase still stood in the corner. But Nathan knew she wouldn’t leave her computer behind. A modicum of relief settled within him. She’d come back at least to secure her laptop. But the dread continued. What was bothering him?


  Nathan returned to the start of his angst. Why hadn’t Kendall left a stupid message? Why hadn’t he demanded one? The better question was, why the fuck hadn’t Nathan gone with Suzanna and Gabriel in the first place? He knew why. It was because he hadn’t wanted to crowd her. She wanted to be so independent about her financial affairs. He understood that. But now, he was miserable in his unknowing state of torment. He felt out of the loop.


  She had wanted to go by herself but needed a ride. She even insisted that even Gabriel had to leave her at the auto shop alone to deal with the bill. But this annoying and uneasy feeling crept into his body soon after and was eating him alive.


  When he couldn’t take any more, Nathan hopped in his truck and left the compound on likely a useless quest headed toward Enclave Auto to determine if his sixth sense was off balance. Maybe, maybe not. But the sudden need to find Suzanna and determine she was safe became paramount.


  Was she in trouble? The memory of the bruise still visible beneath her eye this morning put him into action. Better to crowd her and be wrong than give her the freedom to be abused by a cowardly ass wipe ever again.


  Nathan accelerated and arrived at Gabriel’s auto shop in record time. The altercation between Suzanna and the other person he saw in the office both surprised and alarmed him. Surprised because he hadn’t expected to be right about Suzanna being in danger. Alarmed because he knew the identity of the adversary she faced.


  Gabriel was going to go ballistic when he found out Cindy Rooker was involved in a fight with Suzanna. Dylan was in close proximity to them both, and the look on his face said he’d rather be anywhere but where he was between two women about to launch into a big fight. He could tell from the posture of their bodies that this verbal battle was seconds from becoming a physical match.


  He hurried inside and immediately stepped between the two women. His back to Cindy, he faced Suzanna and said, “Is there a problem here?”


  “I’d say so, yes.” Suzanna, eyes flashing with anger, looked up at him. Her mouth was a thin line of fury, which actually turned him on. And was also totally inappropriate for the circumstances, but holy shit, she looked good all ready to do battle in this looming altercation.


  Nathan felt a hand on his shoulder squeeze hard. “This doesn’t concern you, Nathan. Leave us be.”


  He turned and glanced over one shoulder at the also-fuming-mad Cindy. He nodded his head in Suzanna’s direction once. “She concerns me. What’s your interest here?”


  Cindy’s whole countenance changed. She stiffened and ignored his question. “Why does she concern you? I thought Gabriel was all in love and stepping out with her.” Her tone was accusatory. Stepping out? That was an odd phrase implying cheating. Did she suspect the ménage relationship between he, Gabriel, and Suzanna, but not understand how it worked?


  Gabriel had once mentioned that Cindy somehow had the notion she was his protector because she had a huge crush on him. Her passionate feelings for Gabriel were legendary locally. Nathan told him over and over again to make his disinterest clear, but looking at her now he understood that she might not ever believe it.


  “Gabriel introduced us, and now she’s my friend, too.” Nathan turned to face Cindy. “She’s allowed to have more than one friend, if I’m not mistaken. Maybe you should calm down a little bit.” Those words were likely a dangerous thing to say to someone who was so riled up, but the statement was in fact true. She needed to take a pill and calm the fuck down.


  She inhaled deeply. Her eyes widened to a wild, sort of angry, accusatory state. “Don’t tell me what do to! And don’t tell me to calm down!” She jabbed a finger in Suzanna’s direction. “She’s the one who needs to explain some things.”


  “You’re not my keeper. I do not have to clarify anything to you,” Suzanna said. She started coming around his side to face Cindy again.


  Nathan put a hand out to keep her next to him instead of in front of him.


  Cindy totally ignored both Nathan and Dylan as if they were no longer in the room. She focused a sneer at Suzanna and said, “Admit it. You’re a married woman. You have a husband who’s sick with worry about you, but you’re sleeping with Gabriel like you’re single and fancy-free. How dare you? He could get hurt. Why don’t you go back home where you belong?”


  Suzanna pressed against his outstretched arm. “Let me tell you how I dare. My life is none of your fucking business.” Suzanna advanced another step forward. “And another thing, my marital status is also none of your fucking concern.”


  “Did you hear that? She doesn’t even pretend to deny that she’s married,” Cindy said in an overloud voice, and raised her arms as if vindicated by Suzanna’s non-answer.


  Dylan stepped forward at this point. “Cindy, let’s go outside. Come on.”


  “Why do I have to go outside? She’s the one who’s the problem here.”


  “No. She’s not. In fact, she’s a customer, and you’re harassing her. I’m asking you to leave quietly.” He moved in between the three of them, facing Cindy. Nathan slid his fingers around Suzanna’s arm and tugged her away from the other two people.


  At first she yanked her arm out of his light grasp and gave him a look that would have melted sand into drops of glass. But her expression changed quickly to one of deference. She pushed out a long, calming breath, and her gaze went to the floor.


  She didn’t protest when he grabbed her arm again, and together they backed up a few steps.


  “I’m sorry,” Suzanna murmured under her breath.


  “You don’t have to say you’re sorry,” Nathan said in a low tone. “And I suspect you aren’t.” Her lips pursed as if quietly agreeing, and then she sent her gaze to the floor.


  “I don’t see why I have to leave,” Cindy grumbled again as Dylan guided her to the door and persuaded her to leave the office.


  When the door closed and they were alone, Nathan stuck his finger under her chin and brought her gaze back up to his face.


  “Are you okay?”


  She kept her focus on him. Her gaze wasn’t intense. She just stared. Maybe she waited for him to lecture her. He wasn’t going to. Cindy was the problem. Suzanna reacted appropriately. Although he was curious as to why Cindy was so certain she was married.


  Pondering this incident, he watched as tears suddenly welled in her eyes. One drop went over her lower lid and splashed on her cheek. She didn’t make a sound. Didn’t move to wipe the tear away. She just stared at him.


  “No. I’m not okay.” She sniffed, broke their eye contact, and brushed the heels of her hands across her cheeks. Nathan wanted to wrap her up in his arms, carry her away, and keep her safe from the shitty world at large forever. And that sort of sappy, romantic gesture was so far out of his comfort zone, he stiffened in the realization of his honestly sappy romantic feelings for Suzanna.


  “What can I do?” he asked. I’ll do anything.


  “Nothing.”


  “Not anything? Not a single solitary thing? Not even kiss something to make it better?” Good God Almighty, he’d become a raving romantic sap.


  She cracked a smile and then laughed a bit. “If only you could kiss this and make it better. Actually, once Dylan deals with ‘Her Royal Highness of Nosy’ I need to gather my things and hit the road.”


  Nathan smiled at her assessment of Cindy and almost missed her declaration of leaving.


  “What? Hit the road? You’re not leaving us, are you?”


  “I am.”


  “Why would you do that?” He was truly baffled.


  “I never intended to stay here forever.”


  “Last night you said you wanted to settle down and stop running. You said you were going to hang around. I know I was sexually spent at the time, but my hearing it still very good.”


  “Yesterday doesn’t matter. Today is a brand new day. And just because I want something doesn’t mean I get to have it.” More silent tears welled up and splashed her cheeks. She brushed them away quickly.


  “What happened today to make you change your mind?”


  She shook her head. “I don’t want to talk about it.”


  “Is what Cindy said the reason—”


  Nathan stopped talking when she glared at him, and said, “My car is fixed, and I need to get going. That’s all.”


  “No. That’s not all.” She moved to go, but Nathan stopped her. “Don’t go, Suzanna. Don’t leave us. At least wait and say good-bye to Gabriel before you go.”


  He glanced out the window at Cindy still arguing in the parking lot with Dylan. Through the glass, Nathan watched as Dylan finally threw his hands up, did an about-face, and walked away from her. She didn’t follow him but looked as mad as a hornet that’d just lost its nest.


  “Sorry, but I’ve already stayed here too long. I don’t have time to wait.”


  “What does that even mean?” He was sincerely confused. Last night she’d been so…acquiescent. So relaxed. So ready to stay and live with them for a while in secluded sexual decadence. Something had definitely changed. Underlying her sudden need to leave, she seemed a bit frightened.


  “Nothing. Listen. I’m sorry, but I need to go. And you need to let me go. Tell Gabriel,” she paused and sniffed once. “Tell him I appreciate what he did for me. What you both did for me.”


  “Tell him yourself.”


  “No. I’m leaving right now. Good-bye, Nathan. It’s been enlightening. I don’t have any regrets.”


  Nathan was about to tell her that she’d left her computer back at their house, but Dylan entered the room and said, “I’m really sorry that she was harassing you.” He crossed to behind the office counter and grabbed a clipboard.


  “No problem.”


  “Sign here.” Dylan handed her the clipboard. She turned away from Nathan to sign it as if she couldn’t entertain the idea of any further discussion to convince her to stay.


  Nathan did not like the feeling of having been dismissed. Not at all.


  He wasn’t going to let her leave his life in an instant. Not after falling so completely in love with her. And he’d tell her the three words he’d never said to another woman if only she would agree to stay.


  Chapter Eleven


  


  Gabriel drove to a popular café after dropping Suzanna off at Enclave Auto, and also receiving a message from Clay that he had the information requested from the day before. However, he just sat in his car in the café’s parking lot to make the call.


  He knew he didn’t have much time but wanted to be out of earshot when discussing the errand he’d sent Clay on.


  “Thanks for getting back to me so quickly.”


  “Sure.”


  “What did you find out?”


  “Well, you really picked a winner.” His sarcastic tone of voice made Gabriel highly doubt that statement. Clay told him concisely and in chronological order every detail of his requested data.


  “Interesting. Can I get a hard copy?”


  “I already faxed it to the number you gave me. But please don’t flash the information around. And most importantly, you never heard of me if you get caught in possession of it.”


  Gabriel closed his eyes and hoped that Suzanna didn’t find the material by accident. That would be just his luck.


  “Right. No problem. Thanks, Clay. I owe you one.”


  “Good. When I get the urge for another private shootout in your Old West Town, you can return the favor by talking Kendall into it for me.”


  “Good enough.”


  He’d barely hung up when his phone buzzed in his hand. “Hello.”


  “It’s Dylan. Get over here pronto.”


  Luckily his car was still running. He jammed the gearshift into drive and made it to his shop in record time.


  In no particular order, he took in the whole scene of people and the varying attitudes at Enclave Auto. He saw Suzanna, Nathan, Cindy, and Dylan all with varying expressions of anger, disgust, worry, and dread.


  Suzanna was inside the office with Nathan. Her arms were crossed. She looked seriously determined. Nathan was leaning into her as if trying to dissuade her from doing something appalling. Cindy stood outside the office and had righteous indignation written all over her posture. She stared daggers through the front window at Suzanna every five to ten seconds across the span of several feet of parking lot.


  Dylan exited the office just as Gabriel put his vehicle in park, and looked like a man wishing for the simpler things in life.


  “What the fuck is going on here?” Gabriel asked as he slid from his car. Dylan was the closest to him and took several steps in his direction.


  “Really glad you’re here, Gabriel.” His relief was short lived when one of his mechanics drove Suzanna’s car out of the bay and brought it to the front of the office.


  “Crap. I should have told Mike to keep the car inside. Nathan doesn’t want her to leave.”


  “She’s leaving?”


  Dylan nodded. “That’s what she said.”


  “Why?”


  “We found an active GPS tracker on her car that she didn’t know about.”


  “Fuck. Someone’s tracking her?”


  “Looks that way. Also, during the break-in we had, it looks like someone put something inside her car to upset her. And it really disturbed her.” The special emphasis in his tone put Gabriel further on edge. Dylan wasn’t prone to theatrics.


  “What was left in there?” He pictured a severed horse’s head or some other gruesome, blood-spattered body part callously left behind to frighten her. His anger level increased, making the acid in his stomach roil.


  “Um…actually…it was a whole bunch of those pine air fresheners shoved in her glove box. But she freaked out when she opened it up and saw them. I mean, it truly scared her, Gabriel.” Dylan’s sympathetic tone also held an underlying sense of anger on her behalf. “Whoever did this to her should answer for it. And for the record, I’d be delighted to help if you need me in that endeavor when you find the son of a bitch.”


  “Thanks.”


  They’d been walking and talking. Gabriel watched as Nathan followed Suzanna to the car. He was shaking his head, but she turned her back, opened the car door, and slid behind the wheel.


  Before she even started the car, she slapped her hand over her mouth, and exited. Falling to her hands and knees next to the open door, she doubled over in the parking lot as if in extreme pain. Nathan immediately squatted next to her and put his hand on her back.


  “What the fuck is going on?” Gabriel asked and headed in Nathan’s direction. Dylan followed along.


  By the time he got within earshot, he heard the wrenching sound of her crying. She started shaking as if the end of days had come early, seeking personal retribution all the way to her very soul.


  Gabriel also lowered himself closer to her level. “Suzanna, honey, are you all right?”


  Her head lifted. Her unwavering tear-filled gaze steadied on his face. “No. I’m not all right. I’m never going to be all right.”


  “What happened?”


  His short question made her face screw up into even more agony. She covered her face with one hand and sobbed.


  Cindy approached. She pointed her finger at the crouched Suzanna and said hatefully, “Serves you right for what you did. I hope you suffer—”


  Nathan stood and broke in before she finished. “Get out of here. I mean it. Leave right this second or I’m not sure I can be held accountable for my actions.”


  “You don’t…scare me.” But her voice hitched in the middle of her taunt.


  “Then you aren’t as smart as I thought you were. Go away. Now.”


  Her mouth compressed into a thin line. “Fine, I’m going. But mark my words. She’s not worthy of your generous sympathy. When you find out about her, you’ll see that I was right all along.”


  Gabriel also stood and turned to her. He didn’t say a word, but Cindy’s mouth tightened further in anger. She stumbled backward a step or two before turning and marching over to her car. Moments later her rear tires squealed as she exited the auto shop parking lot.


  Suzanna slowly got to her feet. She pushed out a trembling sigh and handed her car keys to Nathan. “I can’t drive this car.” She shook her head and sniffed. “Maybe never again. That smell—”


  “You don’t have to. Ever again.” He handed the keys to Dylan and whispered something to him. He got into the vehicle and drove it behind the auto shop.


  Her head turned, and she stared at the mountainous western sky. She looked for all the world like she’d have to recover quite a lot of ground within herself just to come up to the level of despondent.


  “Will you go back home with us?” Nathan asked.


  She shrugged. “I don’t want to.”


  “Why not?” Gabriel asked. He moved closer to her.


  She sniffed, and more silent tears spilled onto her cheeks. “There is someone after me. I don’t want you or Nathan to get hurt because of me. I couldn’t stand that. Not again.”


  Suzanna sent her gaze down the street. The rooftop of the Enclave motel could be seen. Earlier when they’d passed by, she’d commented on the full parking lot.


  “The motel still has no vacancies. I can’t drive my car. I’m trapped here. But I’m scared that I’m going to get someone hurt if I stay. I don’t want to drag anyone down with me. And especially not the two of you.”


  Nathan pushed out a long sigh. He then reached into his pocket and retrieved his keys. “Here are the keys to my truck. There is a full tank of gas in it.” He grabbed her hand, put the key fob there, and wrapped her hand back around it. He then pulled his wallet from his back pocket and withdrew a stack of bills. “Here is some money. It’s only a few hundred dollars, but it will get you out of town in any direction you choose.” He lifted her other hand, put the cash there, and folded her fingers around the money. “If you really need to go. You can go. You are not trapped.”


  Gabriel was about to protest his unexpected actions. He didn’t want her to leave. He didn’t want her on the run with someone after her.


  Nathan closed his hands over hers and held them in place. She lifted her face to his, and they stared at each other for several seconds before he added, “However, if you’d rather, we will take you back to our place—that you’ll remember is behind very tall and secure compound walls and which is also on a very secluded piece of property within—and let you consider further options. We will support either decision you make.”


  We will?


  Gabriel was glad those two words stayed inside his head. But he did not want her to go. Not ever.


  


  * * * *


  


  Suzanna broke the intense gaze with Nathan by closing her eyes. He was giving her an out. Gabriel moved closer. She felt his hand at the small of her back. With the two of them surrounding her, she’d never felt so safe in her life.


  They’d offered choices. Ones she knew they didn’t really want her to take.


  “He’s right. Whatever you decide to do, we’re with you. But I’d be lying if I said I wanted you to leave.”


  She pulled her hands from Nathan’s loose grasp, opened her eyes, and looked down into her palms. She should go. She should take this generous offer and get out of town before Marcus showed himself. And he would show up sooner or later. Of that she had no doubt.


  “Thank you so much for understanding.” She sniffed again, embarrassed to be so emotional over her fears. “I’d like to go back to your house for now. I’ll lay low for a few days and think about what I’d like to do this time, instead of reacting in the usual knee-jerk fashion. That’s what I always end up doing, and then I have to live with it. Although, I will also say that the gut-reaction move that brought me here was the best idea I’ve ever had.”


  “I’m grateful that you trust us. We’ll figure this out.” Gabriel rubbed her back gently.


  Dylan returned. “I parked it out back, but I’ll keep it inside at night.”


  “No. Leave it out. It doesn’t matter now.” Marcus could waste his time and put whatever he wanted inside. She wouldn’t be lured out until she was ready. He could just wonder where she was.


  She tightened her fists around both the key and the money briefly before handing them back. “Thanks for this.” She stared into his eyes with adoration she couldn’t control. Hero worship was an unfamiliar concept, but now she had it for both Gabriel and Nathan.


  “Are you ready to go back to our place?” Nathan asked.


  Suzanna nodded. She didn’t have the capacity for more. She was wrung out. Had experienced the full range of emotion starting from all the way down to all the way back up.


  “Yes.” Thinking about going back to their home made her remember the first time they’d gone there. And the sex. She planned to ensure that the double-penetration sex she’d wanted was a component in their near future. But first she needed to calm down and sort a few things out. And she needed to make a better plan than running away from the two men she’d fallen in love with.


  What would she do in the short term? What would she do in the long term? What else would Marcus do? What could he do?


  All of a sudden, an unexpected fury ignited in her belly. Currently it was set to a low simmer, but it was there, and the flames of anger grew with each passing moment. She wasn’t stupid enough to disregard Marcus or his probable actions, but she was also quite a bit less afraid of him now that he’d shown her what he was capable of. Bastard.


  Fear diminished in favor of her newly generated backbone. Animosity grew in place of the alarm that had consumed her for days. A new thought crowded her mind. How dare he do this to her?


  Gabriel left the auto shop first and headed to their house, mentioning he had to take care of something. So she rode back with Nathan this time in the truck he’d offered to just give her to run away in.


  Belted in and slumped in the passenger seat, Suzanna gazed at Nathan’s amazing profile. A serene sigh exited her lips, inciting a quick glance from him in her direction.


  “What’s up?”


  “You were just going to let me drive away in this truck?”


  He laughed. “Yes.”


  “You don’t like this truck?”


  “I love this truck. I had to custom order this vehicle and wait weeks for delivery.”


  She reached out and stroked her fingers down his forearm that was leaning on the center console. “Thank you.”


  “You’re welcome.” He glanced at her and asked quietly, “Will you let me be your bodyguard?”


  She shrugged. “Actually, I’m starting to feel like maybe I don’t need one. Like maybe he should be worried about me for a change.”


  The corner of his lips lifted in a half-smile and made her want to drop her panties to the floor. “Will you tell me why the air fresheners in your car made you so upset?”


  She shrugged. “I suppose so. Remember the guy back in college?”


  “The stalker guy?”


  She nodded. “When things intensified, and he kept showing up everywhere I was at school, I got a restraining order, but he still wouldn’t stop following me. So I moved. I left college, practically in the middle of the night, and moved to another city well away from where I’d been.”


  “Let me guess. He found you.” Nathan’s gaze remained fixed on the road in front of them.


  “Yes. And after only a few months, too. I came out of my super shitty job one afternoon, got into my car, and there was a pine tree freshener dangling from my rearview mirror.” She physically shuddered at the memory. “I had a bad feeling, and when I looked out my side window, he was right outside my car.” She shook her head, trying to dispel the memory and the accompanying fear.


  “I yelled at him regarding the distance of the restraining order, but he only smiled and said that it didn’t apply in this new city. And then the act of following me in the new place started all over again. It was like it was his job to find me. I moved again, and again. But so did he. Each and every time, as his special way of letting me know he’d found me, he placed the dreaded pine tree freshener in my car.” She hung her head in memory of all those horrible times. Just as she would begin to believe she’d gotten away from him, that stupid pine tree would send her running in panic and fear.


  “How many times did you move?”


  “Eleven times in two years.”


  He shook his head and made a sympathetic noise. “Harsh. What made him stop?”


  She didn’t say anything for quite a long while, finally whispering, “He died.” She didn’t explain. Didn’t elaborate. Maybe the horror of that day shown on her face and kept his curiosity at bay.


  “I see. So how did the current ass wipe you’re hiding from discover your aversion to the decorative air freshener?”


  “One day he came to pick me up for a date and there was one dangling from the rearview mirror in his car. Through clenched teeth, I asked him to please remove it. He asked why, but I didn’t want to explain. He refused to take it out of his car because I wouldn’t tell him why it needed to go. Actually that was the first off feeling I got about him. He was so insistent that I explain myself. Practically crazed at the time. Although, perhaps my feelings about it made his perseverance worse than it was.” She shook her head at the memory.


  They’d arrived at the gate to their compound. Nothing made her feel safer than entering and watching the gate slide shut behind them.


  Inside their home, she went to the basement apartment.


  Seeing her computer still plugged into the wall charger made her roll her eyes at herself.


  Nathan said, “I knew you’d be upset if you forgot your computer.”


  “I wouldn’t have gotten far without it.”


  She heard water running. Heading for the lavish bathroom, she soon discovered Gabriel running a bath for her in the oval marble tub next to the room she’d claimed as her own.


  He held up two plastic squeeze bottles. “So do you want jasmine- or orange-blossom-scented bubbly water?”


  Suzanna smiled. “Jasmine.”


  He squeezed a bit of pinkish, thick liquid under the faucet stream, and a flurry of bubbles cascaded across the surface with the ferocity of the pounding water.


  She couldn’t think of the last time someone had run her a bath. And a bubble bath? Never.


  Nathan helped her slip out of her clothing. Gabriel kissed her once gently, and then helped her step into the tub.


  The warmth of the water seeped into her body at mid-calf, as the bubbles surrounded her lower legs. She held on to Gabriel’s hand until she lowered herself completely into the relaxing bath. Dunking her head underwater felt amazing. The scent of jasmine cleansed her lungs of the reviled odor previously residing there. She inhaled deeply several times and allowed the comforting warmth of the water to ease her tense muscles.


  “Want some alone time?” Gabriel asked. He was squatted next to the tub. Nathan towered above her, watching with a penetrating stare like she was his next morsel of food. She liked it.


  “No. I don’t want to be alone.” She cast a gaze around the size of the tub. It was big enough for four people. “In fact, why don’t you join me in here?” She laughed. “Unless the jasmine scent is too girly for you to endure.”


  “Not hardly,” Gabriel said and stood up quickly. They both started peeling their clothing off like it was a race to the death.


  Gabriel sidled up next to her, slipping an arm beneath her back. Nathan slid into the opposite end of the tub, tangling his long legs with hers. She felt secure once more. Maybe for the first time in a long time. Nothing bad would happen if they were with her.


  She rested her head on Gabriel’s shoulder and stared at Nathan’s passive expression. “I should tell Gabriel what I told you,” she said quietly.


  “Only if you want to,” Gabriel responded.


  Suzanna took a deep breath and told him all the things she’d told Nathan in the car on the ride here. Neither one of them said a word while she spoke. The fright of her college stalker, the seemingly endless moving, the lonely years she endured once he was gone, the foolish mistake with Marcus, and her journey to Montana were all revealed.


  She continued, wanting to get more of her past out and away from her soul. “And it all started with one stupid blind date in college. My college roommate had Kevin in one of her classes, and he seemed nice. He asked her to set up the date between us.


  “We met for coffee, and I could tell pretty much after talking to him for the first five minutes that he wasn’t for me. No spark. Nothing in common. So I made up an excuse, and left the date early. But he kept following me everywhere and asking me out again and again.”


  “So you only went on one date with the guy?” Gabriel asked.


  She nodded. “The worst part came later. My roommate felt horrible about him chasing me every day, so she had her very tall, weight lifter brother visit from a neighboring college to tell Kevin to leave me alone. And he did stay away, but not for long.” She shuddered recalling the memory.


  “What happened?” Nathan asked.


  “A few days after they ‘talked,’ my roommate’s brother was struck by a hit-and-run driver. Both of his legs were broken. He lost his football scholarship. To this day he still walks with a cane.”


  “No one could pin it on Kevin, right?”


  She nodded again. “I felt horrible, even though my roommate and her brother never blamed me. Not surprisingly, Kevin resumed hounding me the very next day.”


  It was so cathartic to admit everything. Well, almost everything. To share and let go each and every detail of her tragic past, held bottled up for so long, was like a release of sorts. And she was spent afterwards. The only information she held back was specific details about Kevin’s death. She snuggled against Gabriel.


  He kissed her forehead when she stopped talking. “May I ask a question?”


  “You want to know what happened to Kevin.”


  “If you’d like to share. I’m just curious.”


  Nathan stroked his fingertips from her knee to her ankle. “You’ll feel better if you get it all out.”


  She nodded. He was right. Best to get it all out once and for all. She’d never done that even in the privacy of her own cocooned world the last several years.


  Suzanna tilted her gaze to the ceiling and started talking before she even realized she was ready to speak. The words tumbled forth without effort. “The day Kevin died was the worst day of them all.


  “I had just finished moving away from ‘discovered city number ten’ to ‘hopefully impossible to find place number eleven.’ Because it always took me a while to feel safe before I contacted my parents again, I didn’t find out that they had died until it was almost too late to go to the quickly arranged funeral. My parents had both been killed in an automobile accident during a very bad snowstorm. They were trying to get my father to the hospital after he had experienced chest pains.


  “I barely made it to the funeral for them both set up in my hometown. I was beside myself with sorrow, convinced that all my moving around had caused the episode with my father and led to his death. My head was filled with the most visceral guilt, and as I was walking away, there he was at the edge of the cemetery watching me. Kevin had followed me, naturally, because that’s what he did. That’s all he ever did.


  “In my utter, inconsolable grief, I did the opposite of what I usually did. Instead of running, I approached him. I was so furious that he’d invaded my final moments with my parents. I marched close enough to touch him and slapped his face a couple of times. All the while I screamed at him, unleashing eleven moves’ worth of rage. I blamed him for my parents’ deaths. I blamed him for my not being with them. I blamed him for causing my father’s heart attack.


  “The whole time I was spewing my wrath, he had this insipid expression on his face. Like he was humoring my bad mood. I swear that in that moment, if I’d had a weapon, I would have used it on him. He waited patiently for me to stop yelling, which also annoyed me. And in a completely calm and totally rational tone, he said that with my parents being gone, we could be together. He would take care of me. He loved me. That it was better that my parents were gone. They stood in the way of our happiness. Of course, he was insane.


  “It was in that very moment that I realized the cat-and-mouse existence I lived would never end. My life would forever be on the run. But what else could I do? I moved away from him. He followed me shouting all manner of crazy plans he had created for our future. I sped up my steps. He stayed on my heels. I ran. And he chased after me. Because that’s what he did.


  “He pursued me across the length of the cemetery, yelling at me the whole way. He screamed that my parents wouldn’t stand in the way of the two of us anymore. So in a panicked moment of utter despair, when I saw a busy roadway up ahead of me, I decided to end it all.


  “I was out of my head with grief and hopelessness. I just wanted it to all be over. I wanted my pain to go away. So I ran into a busy street. I stepped right in front of a panel truck. In that moment, I wanted to die.


  “But the truck saw me at the last second, twisted his wheel sharply to miss me, and mowed Kevin down instead. He was right on my tail, and died instantly. I didn’t even realize he’d been hit at first.


  “I stood there in the middle of the road crying forlornly because the truck hadn’t killed me so as to put me out of my misery. The police took me to the station for questioning. They held me for a few hours. The truck driver had told them Kevin was chasing me, but he didn’t see him in time. Once the police learned about our extensive history, they let me go. And suddenly, it was all over. The running, the chasing, the moving was done. The endless terror of Kevin finding me yet again was done. But unfortunately, not only was I all alone, the guilt I developed was devastating. I felt like not only had I caused my parents’ deaths, I’d caused his death, too.


  “And then I didn’t believe he was really dead. I was afraid that it was an elaborate hoax. I got the detective handling the case to take me to the morgue to view his body late one night. I had to make sure he was really gone. And it worked a little. But while I felt overwhelming relief that it was finally over, the guilt remained.


  “After settling my parents’ estate, there was a little bit of money left over. I moved—again—to another new place, started a new life, and I spent the next five years completely alone.”


  She stopped talking, sobbed a little at the memory of her parents, and then splashed warm water on her face, rubbing her eyes with her fingertips to ease the ache.


  “I’m sorry that happened to you.” Nathan shifted in the water. “But thanks for telling us.”


  She shrugged. “I should thank you two for letting me get it all out. I’ve never been able to confide in anyone. I feel like a tremendous weight has just been lifted off of my shoulders.”


  She closed her eyes and let the joy of unburdening herself soak into her bones. She felt so good. She wished she’d done this sooner. Maybe she wouldn’t have lost the last several years to solitude.


  Suzanna’s mind shifted to other things. Gabriel’s naked, wet body was pressed along her side. She nuzzled his neck, suddenly wanting to be even closer. She cupped a hand across his cheek, pressing a kiss to his jawline. The prickly feel of a day’s growth of whiskers tingled her lips.


  Her hand dropped to his chest, to his belly, to his cock. Her fingers folded around his substantial erection jutting up partway from the level of sudsy water. He hardened quickly in her hand as she stroked him.


  He didn’t stop her. He didn’t say a word, just let her touch him. Nathan also watched them. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed his cock also swelled, grew, and broke through the water’s bubble-strewn surface with an impressive erection of his own.


  After the mad rush of words that emptied her soul and released the carnage of her past, came a feeling that she wanted something new to fill the void. She wanted new memories. She wanted to feel good. She wanted to trust. She wanted a new life. She wanted these men.


  “I want…something.”


  “Name anything, and it’s yours,” Gabriel whispered.


  “I want you both. Tonight. Right now.”


  Chapter Twelve


  


  Gabriel sent an inquisitive gaze to Nathan the moment Suzanna said, “I want you both. Tonight. Right now.” They knew exactly what that meant. They’d been preparing her for double penetration. There was only one question burning in his mind. Is she ready? Did Nathan believe she was ready?


  His friend lifted one shoulder in half a shrug. Gabriel took that to mean yes. He didn’t want to push her, but she seemed determined.


  She shifted and sat up in the water, fading fragrant bubbles sliding off of her shoulders. They hadn’t been in the tub long enough for the water to cool too much, but he already felt the cool air on his wet skin above the water line. It did not hamper his lust, or chill his ardor. He desperately wanted to give her new memories to overwrite the ones she’d told them about.


  He pulled her onto his chest. Her mouth found his as her pert breasts slid across his chest, making his cock even harder than it already was. The kiss was aggressive and passionate. She was hungry. And he was desperate to give her what she needed. So he let her lead the way.


  Nathan watched from across the span of water. He wasn’t sure if his friend would agree to double penetration without her being bound. They’d never shared a woman unless she was trussed.


  Suzanna crawled over his body, her pussy in line with his cock. He reached over his head, grabbed a condom he’d laid out as he’d drawn her bath, and managed to sheath himself before she impaled herself on his cock. She inhaled deeply when his cock hit the end of her pussy. It was all he could do not to grab her hips and pound inside of her.


  Seated deeply, she gazed down at him and smiled. She then looked over one shoulder at Nathan. “I’m uncertain how this works exactly.”


  “Usually, you’d be bound and positioned squarely on one of our beds. But perhaps we’ll both do something new tonight.” He lifted out of the water to his knees and reached for a condom and the lubrication needed. “Flatten yourself on Gabriel and ready yourself for me.”


  “I’m ready,” she murmured and pressed her luscious breasts into Gabriel’s chest.


  “We’re about to find out for certain. And if you aren’t ready, I expect to hear a certain word from you, is that clear?”


  “Yes.” She smiled and pushed her body harder into Gabriel’s front. She felt amazing hugged against him, waiting for Nathan to pierce her ass with his cock. With his own dick fully buried in her tight pussy, he took shallow breaths, trying not to release every time she shifted slightly. Nathan was getting her ready for his wide cock.


  Gabriel found both of her hands and laced her fingers between his. He drew his hands up over their heads, giving the illusion that she was slightly bound for the sake of what he knew Nathan preferred.


  “Brace yourself, darlin’. Here I come to fill you up,” Nathan said quietly.


  


  * * * *


  


  Nathan grabbed Suzanna’s slippery hips and guided his cock to her lubricated rosette. He wasn’t certain she was completely ready but understood her need to fill her mind with new memories. He just wanted this to be a good one.


  The tip of his cock disappeared into her ass. The mere sight almost made him tremble with desire and the need to conquer her. She didn’t make a sound as he breached her rear hole with his wide cock. The fit was tight, due in part to Gabriel already being fully buried in her pussy, but he carefully moved forward slowly. She pushed out a breath, her face pressing to Gabriel’s shoulder.


  His friend had secured her hands above her head in a gesture he very much appreciated. While he usually always demanded completely bound compliance before embarking on double-penetration sex, this was different. This was special. He couldn’t name any other woman he would ever have done this for except Suzanna.


  Easing his cock forward inch by delectable inch into her unbelievably tight ass, Nathan realized maybe for the first time the swell of love he had for this incredible woman. He loved her strength. He loved that she’d come into their lives. He couldn’t imagine not having her in their future.


  The pressure on his cock was extreme. “How does it feel, Suzanna?”


  She sucked in a deep breath. Her eyes popped open. “Like dark, burning pleasure. Like nothing I’ve ever felt before in my life.”


  “Is there any word you want to say?”


  “Two words, actually.”


  He paused. “What words?”


  “Don’t stop.” Her hips pushed back on him. He thrust forward a bit without realizing his cock intended to move. She groaned, sounding a bit surprised, but also smiled as he pushed deeper inside her body.


  Once he was finally seated, he bent over and kissed the center of her back. “Can you feel me, darlin’?”


  She laughed and then groaned again. “Oh, I feel you all right.”


  “Want me to pull out and give your virgin ass a break?”


  “No. Not until you climax screaming my name.”


  And then he laughed. “Touché.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Suzanna, doubly penetrated with Gabriel’s huge cock wedged in her pussy and Nathan’s unbelievably wide dick thrust up her ass, was about to have an epic orgasm.


  Gabriel kept her fingers threaded through his and nudged his hips in a way that told her she needed to move on him for this amazing sexual experience to continue. She found a rhythm that worked.


  Nathan withdrew his cock slowly and then thrust gently inside again. She cried out half in pleasure, half in pain, but she was determined to fully experience double-penetration sex. The mere idea had her libido quaking in near release mode. Her clit was a single stroke away from the most intense and amazing climax she had ever dreamed of. Each time she moved against Gabriel, her clit almost but not quite got the stimulation needed to go off. And she didn’t want to come so quickly anyway. She wanted this to last.


  She had never imagined the amazing possibility of having two men within her body until meeting Gabriel and Nathan. Now with both of them moving erotically inside her, she couldn’t think of how she’d live without them. Her entire body, mind, and soul were all aroused by this pleasurable connection.


  “Don’t come yet,” Nathan whispered.


  “I’m really trying not to,” she said, hearing the tremble in her voice.


  “I can still smack your ass if you misbehave.”


  The idea of him spanking her wet, sudsy ass made her tighten her pussy and fight off the urge to let go. She groaned in response. Gabriel also groaned. “Your pussy just squeezed me.”


  Nathan reached around her body, and his finger dipped between her belly and Gabriel’s.


  “Wait,” she said breathlessly. If his finger even barely touched her clit, it would be over.


  “No.” His hand wiggled its way directly to her center. Suzanna closed her eyes and tried to focus on not coming if he touched her. Likely a useless effort anyway.


  His finger grazed the edge of her clit, and her pussy pulsed in reaction. She quivered in delight. She didn’t come, amazingly enough, but one more stroke and she would lose it, then scream the walls down like a banshee gone mad.


  Nathan’s fingers brushed over her mound. A single stroke of his finger blazed across her clit, and the orgasm she’d held back would not be contained. Her body was alive with sensation from fingertips to toes, from clit to core and every nerve in between.


  His next hard rub ensured the release. Suzanna stiffened, climaxed, and shrieked all at the same time. The bathroom tiles echoed her release, and the next thing she felt was Nathan’s stinging smack low on her ass. The pulse of pleasure that created furthered her ecstatic response. She sucked in a deep breath and screamed once more as he delivered three successive slaps, reddening her butt cheeks, one then the other, then repeating it until she didn’t think she could experience any more gratification.


  She was wrong.


  Once she climaxed, Nathan started fucking her ass with harder and deeper penetrations. Each thrust made her move on Gabriel. He still held her hands above her head, but he also managed to lift his hips and engage in the rhythmic seesaw action within her pussy and ass.


  Suzanna could only close her eyes and simply experience the exquisite movement. Each push and pull within brought new and more powerful satisfaction. Nathan growled her name twice. His rigid cock pushed deeply into her ass one last stroke.


  Gabriel stiffened beneath her and cried out something unintelligible. As she did her best to just breathe in and out and keep from sliding beneath the water in a satiated heap, Suzanna relished the feeling that this was the best possible sex she’d ever hope to have.


  She never wanted to relinquish what was between the three of them.


  Nathan relaxed against her. He soon brushed a kiss in the center of her back. She then felt his whiskered jaw press into her spine a moment as if to rest and gather more strength before moving.


  Ass cheeks still tender from the spanking, Suzanna groaned in appreciation of the recent double-penetration experience. Her muscles, internal and external, all sang with the utter joy of exquisite release.


  “That was amazing,” she said, after finally catching her breath.


  Nathan stirred behind her. He kissed her back again and withdrew. She slid sideways off of Gabriel and loosened her hands from his. He didn’t move. Just stayed on his back in the now-cooling water.


  Nathan stood, rivulets of water streaming off his massive, muscular body like a satisfied sex god ready to go conquer the rest of the world. Suzanna was a little in awe of him. And a lot in wonder of how she felt about him. Gabriel stirred next to her. He kissed her mouth as Nathan exited the large tub.


  Gabriel pressed her into the side of the tub, licking and sucking on her sensitive lips until she thought she’d come again from his sultry, engaging mouth. He finally pulled his lips from hers with a groan.


  “Are you ready to get out?”


  “No. I’d rather stay here for a while. Is that okay?”


  “Of course.” Moving to his knees, he pulled the drain plug and turned the faucets back on high. “Let’s warm this water back up.”


  She nodded. “Don’t go far. I’m not ready for you to leave yet either.”


  “Be right back.” He dropped one last kiss on her forehead before stepping from the massive tub. He passed Nathan on his return trip. This time Nathan sidled up next to her. He grabbed the plastic bottle and squeezed it beneath the rush of water flowing from the faucet. He secured the drain plug again, and the level of warm, bubbly water slowly rose over her sated body. She rested her head on Nathan’s shoulder and promptly dozed off, waking only briefly when Gabriel climbed back in and nestled against her other side.


  Sandwiched between them, she knew the fragrance of jasmine would always bring her directly to this joyful memory.


  For even as relaxed and wonderful as she felt, it wasn’t long before her mind was lured to the difficulty she had yet to resolve. Suzanna hardened her determination.


  With Nathan and Gabriel at her side, she felt invincible for the first time in her life.


  Marcus would not break her.


  In fact, he was the one who’d better watch out.


  


  * * * *


  


  Gabriel carried a half-sleeping Suzanna to bed well before the sun set. After the memorable sex in the bathtub, he decided that he’d do everything in his power to ensure she remained with them, and furthermore never feared anyone ever again.


  Once he settled her beneath the sheets, he and Nathan exited the basement apartment and went upstairs.


  Nathan snapped his fingers as if he’d just remembered something. “Did Kendall ever get a hold of you?”


  “No. I think he left a message, but I got busy with Suzanna at the auto shop. Why?”


  “He called earlier looking for you but didn’t leave a message.”


  Thinking of Kendall made Gabriel suddenly remember the information from his brother. He headed for the den to collect the paperwork Clay had faxed earlier in the day. In the wake of all the drama, followed soon after by the amazing sexual calisthenics, he’d almost forgotten about the stuff Clay had found and sent to him on one Marcus Lloyd. Scumbag extraordinaire.


  He checked the machine and found nothing. No paper waiting for him. Damn it. Had Nathan found it? When would he have had the time? Hadn’t he come in with Suzanna?


  Nathan followed him into the den. “What are you doing?”


  “I’m looking for something. Did you take something off of the fax machine?”


  “Nope. What was on the fax?”


  Gabriel looked over his shoulder in the direction of the stairs down to the basement apartment where Suzanna now slept, before answering, “I got Kendall’s brother, Clay, to dig up some dirt on the scumbag following Suzanna. You know, the guy who hit her.”


  “How’d you find out his name?”


  Gabriel held his face even, not wanting to admit a hint of any impropriety, and said, “Accidentally saw an e-mail from him on her computer.”


  Nathan smirked. “Really? It was an accident? Huh.”


  He huffed. “Yes. She asked me to plug her computer into the wall charger this morning for her before we left for the auto shop, and on the screen I happened to see his full name and e-mail address.”


  Nathan’s expression bordered on a smirk. “Okay. So what did Clay find out?”


  “That he’s a jerk and he’s about to be in trouble for possible insider trading for an incident with the financial company where he works.”


  The house phone rang before he could elaborate more. “Hello.”


  “Hey, it’s Kendall.”


  “Nathan said you called. What’s up?”


  “A fax for you was sent to the park’s office.”


  “What? How’d that happen?” Gabriel closed his eyes and tried to remember the number he told Clay or if he even gave him one at all.


  “You gave Clay the wrong fax number.”


  “Shit.” The information Clay had provided wasn’t supposed to be circulated. “You didn’t read it, did you?”


  “Some of it, sure. Whoever this asshole is, I’d punch his lights out given the opportunity.”


  Gabriel didn’t disagree, but said irately, “That fax is addressed to me.”


  “And you sent it here to me. You’re just lucky I was here to receive it instead of the office worker that would have found it tomorrow morning when the park opened up again.”


  He couldn’t argue with that. “You’re right. Thanks for grabbing it. Can you bring it here to the house?”


  “No. I’m waiting for a delivery to the park. You want it? Come and get it yourself.”


  “Fine. I’ll be there in a few minutes.”


  Gabriel turned around and saw Suzanna framed in the doorway wearing only his unbuttoned shirt and a smile. She leaned a hip against the doorjamb.


  “Where are you going?” she asked.


  He studied her and reevaluated his priorities. She looked good enough to eat whole. “I have to pick something up at the park.”


  “Is the park open today?”


  “No. Not until tomorrow.”


  “Excellent. So if we went there all together, what other places could we explore, besides the blacksmith’s shop?”


  They both laughed. “Kendall might come unglued if the three of us were together anywhere on the premises.”


  “What he doesn’t know…” she said, and then laughed. “Now that I’ve been thoroughly satisfied and, as a bonus, had a short nap, I have my second wind.”


  “And what would you like to see, if we all go to the park?”


  “The sheriff’s office where you work as the deputy.” Gabriel suddenly had a powerful vision of her spread eagle and handcuffed to the bars in the jail cell as Nathan fucked her wildly and completely.


  “I’m not sure that’s a good idea.” Gabriel didn’t want to prick Kendall’s anger while he held important information. He also didn’t want her to know he’d looked into the guy she was running from.


  “Sure it is. What’s the advantage of working in a historical town if you can’t sneak inside whenever you want to and show your eager houseguests all that you do there?”


  He and Nathan exchanged a look between them. Nathan’s laidback expression meant that Gabriel would have to be the villain in this scenario in order to keep her away.


  Twenty minutes later, the three of them were headed to the park by way of the underground tunnel. They used a golf cart to carry them to the secret entrance near the Old West Town bank. They could walk to the front where Kendall waited in a few minutes.


  Gabriel had asked Nathan to keep an eye on her so he could get the fax without her seeing it. A dual purpose, as he didn’t want to upset her or make Kendall’s brother angry.


  Nathan stepped out onto the wooden sidewalk of the currently deserted town, immediately pinned her to a wall next to the windows of the bank, and planted his mouth on hers.


  Gabriel laughed. “You two have fun now. I’ll meet you at the sheriff’s office in fifteen minutes or less.”


  He hurried down the street and through the open employees’ door to the front section of the park, expecting to see Kendall off loading a truck in the parking lot for the early morning park openers to then disseminate whatever was brought in.


  Instead, he saw a delivery truck with its doors wide open, several boxes still stacked inside, and a dolly resting flat on the ground. Rounding the end of the vehicle, he was surprised to see what looked like the truck’s driver sprawled face-down in the dirt next to another familiar figure.


  Kendall was on his back next to the other man, unconscious and bleeding from his head.


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  Nathan knew he’d incur Kendall’s ultimate wrath if he so much as kissed Suzanna on the cheek as they stood just inside the first open jail cell of three located in the sheriff’s office. But he couldn’t help himself. He didn’t plan to go too far. He had promised no sex, but he didn’t promise not to bring Suzanna off with his fingers.


  “You know what I’d love to do right now?”


  She smiled. “I’m going to guess that you would like to tie my wrists to the bars, put a blindfold in place, and take advantage of me. Am I close?”


  “You’re reading my mind.” He looked over one shoulder out the cell door, eyeing the open doorway leading to the main part of the sheriff’s office. He could see the very top corner of the outer door leading to the street from this angle. If Kendall or anyone came in from the main Old West Town street, he’d be able to see the door open from this position.


  “I thought we weren’t allowed to have sex here in the park anymore.”


  “True. However, I can think of so many things we can do that don’t involve actual penetration. For instance, I never promised I wouldn’t play with your nipples, or your pussy.”


  Nathan looked again, calculating the distance from this jail cell all the way out to the outer door. He’d have about three to five seconds warning to move away from whatever he decided to try and get away with before getting caught. Totally worth it even if they did get caught.


  He pushed Suzanna gently into the bars separating one cell from the next one. “Face away from me, grab the bars, and widen your legs. I want to play.”


  Without hesitation, she grasped two bars, leaving several feet between her hands, and also moved her legs shoulders’ width apart. His cock went from zero to granite in thirty seconds. He pressed his stiff dick against her butt, and she immediately pushed back. This only made his cock harder and more ready to fuck.


  He reached around and squeezed her perfect breasts, then slipped his hands beneath her shirt. Unhooking the front-closure bra and dislodging the cups, he then covered her breasts. He massaged them, and they tightened in his palms, the peaks digging into his flesh.


  He lowered his mouth to the back of her neck and nibbled the sensitive skin below one ear. She moaned. He pinched her nipples, and she moaned louder. Reaching down, Nathan skimmed one hand between her belly and her jeans on a path to go under her panties. The moment he reached her clit and stroked a single digit over it, she stiffened. A rush of breath came from her lips.


  Nathan drove his fingers deeper to gather some juice. Once he’d coated two fingers, he carefully removed them and drew them to his mouth to suck her essence. He kissed the back of her neck. The scent of her perfume mingled with the musky flavor of her pussy made his cock pulse again. She moaned when he lingered and placed several more exuberant kisses along her neck beneath her ear. They’d just had sex a couple of hours ago, and he desperately wanted her again. Wanted to hear her cry out in climax.


  Nathan pondered the repercussions of Kendall finding him here fucking Suzanna against the bars of the jail, when a sudden stray noise came from somewhere behind him. He started to glance at the door, wondering what happened to his three-second warning.


  The sudden blast of pain exploding at the back of his head interrupted his last conscious thought—that at least Kendall hadn’t caught them fucking in the sheriff’s office—before utter blackness followed.


  


  * * * *


  


  Heart hammering in his chest, Gabriel rushed to Kendall’s side expecting to find his friend dead.


  “Kendall,” he said in a hushed whisper, looking around for the perpetrator. Kendall groaned, and moved. The good news was he wasn’t dead. The bad news was Gabriel didn’t see anyone lurking around that might be responsible. One of the main park entrance doors was ajar. Did someone have access to the park?


  Grabbing his cell phone, he dialed 9-1-1, and asked for help and an ambulance. The operator probably would have asked him to stay on the line, but he hung up before she could. He called Nathan’s cell phone.


  “Pick up, pick up,” he murmured under his breath as it rang and rang and rang. Not wanting to leave Kendall in the dirt, he dialed again and moved a few steps toward the open door. He hated to leave Kendall behind, but the parking lot gate was already unchained to let the police in, and the fact that Nathan wasn’t answering disturbed him more.


  While it was possible he was sexually occupied with Suzanna, and decided not to interrupt by taking a phone call, Nathan rarely let his phone go to voice mail. More likely he’d keep fucking her and simply answer his cellular with heavy breaths between words so Gabriel could listen in.


  The wail of sirens on the wind gaining volume was the only thing that got his legs moving toward the Old West Town sheriff’s office. A last glance down at Kendall and he headed straight for the open door to the park leading toward main street.


  The trip on foot seemed to take twice as long as when he’d headed to the front of the park. Instead of coming down the main street of the park, Gabriel made his way along the backside of the town’s businesses until he got close to the sheriff’s office. He heard voices, and was fairly certain that one voice on the wind was a woman’s. Relief poured through him.


  He found the sheriff’s back door unlocked and ajar. Troubling, but the possibility that Nathan and Suzanna had come in this way was probable.


  “I just wanted him to love me, Nathan. I’m not ashamed of that,” Gabriel heard a woman say in a loud voice.


  It wasn’t Suzanna. The familiarity of the voice confused him. What was she doing here?


  He rounded the corner to the hallway where the jail cells were. Two out of the three were closed, and locked with occupants. Nathan was hunkered down on the floor of the first cell. The woman in the next cell was not Suzanna, and Gabriel got a bad feeling in the pit of his stomach when he confirmed the identity of the voice.


  Cindy, sporting a swelling eye, a bloody lip, and a very frightened look, was in the jail cell next to Nathan.


  


  * * * *


  


  Suzanna was taken completely off guard when Nathan collapsed behind her. At first, she thought the groan and his pushing her against the bars was a part of his seduction plan. Until she heard a muffled noise above her head and he’d fallen to the floor behind her, she hadn’t realized they weren’t alone anymore.


  She saw Cindy first, but soon Marcus stepped into view. With a shovel grasped in one fist, wearing a fury-filled expression, he sneered. “One down, one to go.”


  Her first reaction was one of fear, but on the heels of that came wrath. She gave Marcus a dirty look and squatted down next to Nathan, calling his name softly. He didn’t respond. He didn’t move. She bent her head closer, discovering that he was, at least, breathing. Her most ardent fear now realized, Suzanna knew she should have more emotion than simple rage coursing through her veins, but she was so angry that Nathan had gotten hurt because of her.


  “You didn’t have to hit him.”


  Marcus stood over her, ignoring her remark. “I’ve been looking for you, Suzanna. We need to have a talk. It’s long overdue.”


  She sprung up to her feet, unwilling to let him tower over her or think she was afraid. But she was fearful of Nathan’s head injury. She had felt a sizeable lump on the back of his head after carefully exploring his scalp. “Let me call someone to help him. And then we can talk all you want.”


  Cindy spoke for the first time. Her anxious expression was unexpected. “Why did you have to knock him out?”


  “He stood in my way of me getting to my wife.”


  Her gaze cast to Cindy when she said, “Except that I’m not your wife.”


  “A trifling detail,” he said with a shrug of one shoulder. “And one that was necessary to enact my plan.”


  “Wait a minute.” Cindy gave him a narrow-eyed look. “She’s not your wife?”


  Suzanna ignored her. “I’m not going to date you, Marcus. You hit me in the face hard enough to leave a mark, and I then left town. I thought you were clever enough to get the hint of what my intentions were. I don’t ever want to see you again.”


  Cindy turned and faced Marcus, growing concern etched on her face. “But I only helped you because I thought your ‘wife’ was going to hurt my friend.”


  Marcus lifted a hand to Cindy’s face. He brushed a thumb along her cheek. “I must thank you for helping me find Suzanna.”


  “I only did that because I thought you were already married to her.”


  Suzanna pushed out a sigh. She stood up and walked to the door of the cell. Being trapped inside made her nervous. Even though she hated to leave Nathan’s side. “He lied to you. He’s only here because I broke up with him.”


  Marcus laughed. “You’re so naïve and foolish, Suzanna. That’s not the reason I tracked you here. I wouldn’t soil myself with someone like you, unless I had an incredibly good reason.”


  She glared at him. Her fury was complete. “Then what do you want?”


  A sinister grin surfaced, and in a quietly dead tone, he said, “Retribution.” He then backhanded her so fast, she saw stars before she ever saw his arm move. Her head rocked back with the momentum of his strike. She fell hard against the bars, knocking the back of her skull into a horizontal piece of metal hard enough to make her black out instantly for an undetermined length of time.


  When her eyes opened again, she was slumped on the floor outside the three jail cells. Marcus had shut the door of the cell she and Nathan had been inside together.


  Cindy was doubled over. Suzanna watched as a drop of blood fell from her mouth to her shirt, as Marcus shoved her into the next open jail cell beside the one he’d just deposited Nathan in. He was still sprawled on the floor, not moving. She dearly hoped he was still breathing.


  “Nathan!” Suzanna called out. “Nathan! Can you hear me?” Suzanna managed to stand up, sort of, but her legs wobbled, threatening to collapse if she so much as tested a single step for her capacity to travel.


  “Why are you doing this? I can’t believe I helped you.” Cindy sounded very frightened. She’d just learned the hard way, as Suzanna had, that Marcus wasn’t the man he seemed to be initially.


  Marcus ignored Cindy’s heartfelt pleas of regret and muscled Suzanna out of the jail cell area and into the main part of the sheriff’s office. He pushed her out of the front door, down the wooden sidewalk headed toward the opposite end of the main street, and away from the front of the park entrance.


  Her head throbbed like a son of a bitch. “Where are you taking me?” she finally asked as they passed opposite of the saloon.


  “To the church at the end of town. I have a surprise all planned for you.”


  Suzanna hoped he didn’t expect to get married. Was that the going rate for retribution? After breaking up with him in a message, and turning him down for further dates in the future, she warranted a life sentence in unwanted matrimony?


  She stumbled down the wooden walkway past all of Old West Town’s charming storefronts headed to the little white clapboard church at the far end of town. They stepped down into the dusty street. Instead of going up the well-worn wooden steps, Marcus steered her toward the side of the building.


  “Where are we going?” Suzanna was still weak in the knees. The fast pace he’d kept while moving through the town hadn’t helped her gain any strength.


  “I told you already. I have a surprise for you.” He wrenched her arm and yanked her along faster toward the back of the church and the small cemetery she knew resided back there.


  Suzanna hadn’t really been paying attention to her surroundings in lieu of keeping conscious and on her feet, but all of a sudden, she noticed an alarming thing.


  Marcus carried a shovel in his other hand. That was likely what he’d bashed Nathan’s head with back at the jail. Was he about to kill her and bury her alive? Had he already dug the grave that would be her final resting place? Suffocating beneath the earth was the only other death she feared. She stopped moving, planting her heels firmly in the hard scrabble dirt next to the path they travelled along.


  “I’m not going back here.” As if her life depended on it—and it likely did—Suzanna tried to turn and run in the opposite direction. This only angered him.


  “Damn it, stop trying to get away.” He dropped her arm, reached up, and grabbed a fistful of her hair. Her eyes watered and she cried out when he yanked hard in the opposite direction she was moving. “You need to stay right with me. You have a date with destiny.”


  “Perhaps. However, I do not have a destiny with you.”


  “Of course not, bitch. I wouldn’t fuck you if yours was the only cunt available on the planet. But you do need to be punished. I’m here to see justice done.” Dragging her by her head, he pulled her further toward the cemetery. She managed to remain on her feet to keep from having her head plucked bald as he pulled her toward the back of the church.


  If she had a knife she would have given herself a new haircut just to get away from him. “Punished? For what? What did I ever do, you fucking crazy bastard?”


  They rounded the corner of the back side of the church. Suzanna had her eyes closed, partly from the pain of her hair being yanked on and partly because she expected to see a recently dug open grave waiting for her as the new occupant.


  Marcus finally stopped moving. “For what you did to my little brother.”


  Her brain stopped. Who? His little brother? What the hell?


  She opened her eyes. He’d moved his face next to hers. The maniacal grin made her heart pound faster and harder. “Please let me go. I don’t know your brother. I didn’t do anything to him.”


  “Not true, bitch!” He twisted her around, still gripping her hair in his fist, and pushed her the final few steps toward the small cemetery behind the church. “You killed him. And now you’re going to pay for it.”


  Turning to look at where he was pushing her, Suzanna suddenly shrieked in panic and slammed her eyes shut again. No. Can’t be true. The moment her gaze focused on the scene, she saw the abhorrent face. It was attached to the figure of a man waiting next to the nearest gravestone.


  It was Kevin.


  Chapter Fourteen


  


  Nathan woke with a start. The sound of a woman crying echoed and faded. And had something just buzzed? Before he took his first conscious breath or identified either of the sounds, colossal pain throbbed a rhythm in his skull. He grunted, and slowly climbed onto his hands and knees. However, he regretted it the moment he got balanced on all four limbs. “Jesus. God. Almighty. Why does it hurt to fucking blink?”


  “Nathan?” a cautious-sounding female voice whispered from somewhere close. Had she been the one crying? He hadn’t even realized there was anyone else in the room. He didn’t remember what had happened or why he was on the ground.


  He lifted his head and saw Cindy behind bars in front of him. “What are you doing here?”


  Tears streaking down her cheeks, she said, “I’m sorry, Nathan.”


  His phone started vibrating again, relieving him of the chore of figuring out why she was sorry or why she’d been crying. Buzz. Buzz. The whisper-soft noise still made his head throb. He pushed the button to stop the noise, and pulled the phone off of his belt to look at it. Gabriel had called three times in the past five minutes. Lifting to his knees almost made him pass out again. He grabbed the edge of the jail cell’s cot to balance himself.


  “How long have I been out?” he asked Cindy.


  “I don’t know. A few minutes maybe.” She sniffed once.


  “I feel like I got hit by a truck.” He rotated his neck in a circle, but didn’t feel better.


  “Someone bashed you in the back of the head,” Cindy said quietly.


  He took a closer look and noticed blood at the corner of her mouth. Before he gathered the words or the wherewithal to ask her what happened, Suzanna’s face registered in his brain.


  Fuck. “Where’s Suzanna?”


  Cindy sniffled again. “He’s got her.”


  “Who does?”


  “Marcus.”


  “Is that the fucking prick who hit her in the eye and sent her on the run?” Nathan glanced at Cindy’s mouth and wondered if Marcus had hit her as well.


  “I don’t know. Marcus came to town shortly after I saw Gabriel with Suzanna on the side of the road. He was showing a picture of a woman who looked like her to several regulars at the bar in Enclave. He told everyone she was his missing wife. I felt sorry for him.”


  “What did you do?”


  “I helped him.”


  “What did you help him do?” Nathan was afraid of the answer.


  “He told me that he saw her car at the local auto shop and worried that she’d had an accident. He sounded so upset about her. I…I believed him.” Her tone was dejected and sad. “And I helped him locate her.”


  “How?”


  “I told him that I was certain his wife was seeing Gabriel.”


  “And? What else?”


  “And that he worked here at the Old West Town. Earlier this morning, I tried to call her to have her meet me, but she didn’t respond or call me back. When we came to the front of the park, we saw it open and a delivery being made. Kendall was on the phone with Gabriel. We heard that he was on the way over. Marcus hit both Kendall and the driver over the head. He made me come with him to find Suzanna.”


  “Where are they now?”


  She shrugged.


  “Best guess.”


  “I don’t know. Somewhere in Old West Town. After I told him about the…um…cross words we had at Enclave Auto, I told him about Gabriel. He was very upset that there was possibly a new man in her life.” Cindy’s longing gaze went up in the air, and Nathan had no doubt she was thinking about Gabriel. “He told me that she might hurt any man she came in contact with like she had hurt him. He looked so dejected. I truly thought Gabriel was getting involved with a woman who was married. I only wanted to warn him.”


  “Why?”


  “I care about him.”


  Nathan felt obliged to explain something Gabriel hadn’t been able to bring himself to do. “Gabriel doesn’t think about you in a romantic way.”


  She sent a contemptible look his way. “Why not? Because you told him not to?”


  Nathan truly wanted to explain to her their lifestyle. However, Gabriel had always refrained because he didn’t want to hurt her feelings. Maybe she needed a dose of reality in light of recent events.


  “No. Because his sexual interests are at a different level than yours are.”


  “I don’t even understand what you’re talking about. A different level? What does that even mean? All I know is that if she had been married, he would have been upset.”


  “Perhaps. But she’s not married. And instead of finding another man, she found two men.”


  Cindy’s brows arched. “I don’t understand. What do you mean by that?”


  Nathan felt it was incumbent upon him to explain since he’d let the cat out of the bag, so to speak, regarding their lifestyle choices.


  “Gabriel and I live a ménage lifestyle. We have for a number of years. Regarding Suzanna, we share her.”


  Cindy’s eyebrows furrowed in confusion at first, and then her eyes widened. She swallowed hard. “I don’t believe it.”


  “You don’t want to believe it.” Nathan’s level of anger hit a new high. He stood up, testing to see if he’d fall on his ass, but he managed to stay level. “He’s been trying to spare your feelings for years as you make a fool of yourself chasing after him. In my mind, endangering Suzanna means you just lost the privilege of ignorance in the matter. Deal with it.”


  “I just wanted him to love me, Nathan. I’m not ashamed of that.”


  Nathan shrugged.


  A noise at the back entrance to the sheriff’s office made him want to rush out and investigate, but the ache in his head made him remain where he was. He didn’t want to lose consciousness again.


  “Nathan?” Gabriel called out in a low voice.


  “In here.”


  His friend came in slowly, checking the area.


  “We’re alone. Help get me out of here. He’s got Suzanna.”


  Gabriel fetched the jail cell keys from the other room. He opened the door and helped Nathan slowly exit the jail cell. He swayed as black spots covered his vision. Damn it.


  “Are you going to be okay?”


  Nathan willed his brain to function. He thought about Suzanna and how afraid she must be. He was supposed to be her bodyguard. He wouldn’t fail her.


  “I called for an ambulance. Do we need to go to the front of the park so an EMT can take a look at your head?”


  “No. I’m fine. I don’t need one. Let’s go find Suzanna.” A wave of nausea assailed him, but he tamped it down with a sheer force of will.


  Cindy stood up from her bunk. “You’re not going to just leave me here, are you? Unlock my jail cell.”


  He shared a meaningful look with Gabriel. His friend seemed to want him to decide her immediate fate.


  Nathan leaned hard against the door. “Fine.”


  He grabbed the keys from Gabriel, took two more stable steps to the door of her cell, and unlocked it. “Head toward the front of the park. Find the police. I’m sure you’ll want to press charges against the man who bloodied your face.” He turned away, unwilling to give her any more of his time. “We need to go find Suzanna. I have a really bad feeling that she needs us.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Suzanna’s legs literally folded beneath her the moment she saw Kevin’s face. Five years fell away, and she was right back to that terrified woman attending her parents’ double funeral and still on the run after eleven moves. Her eyes slammed shut, and she cried out in pain. “No! It just can’t be.”


  “Get up. Face him,” Marcus said with bile in his tone. He grabbed her hair again. She stood on wobbly legs, feeling like she would have not a single hair left on her head by the end of the day, if she lived that long.


  Waiting to hear Kevin’s simpering voice, she finally opened her eyes after several seconds. She focused in on the figure before her. It was creepy, but it also wasn’t Kevin.


  There was, however, a life-size model of him, complete with a pine-scented air freshener dangling from his outstretched hand in some sort of macabre display.


  Kevin is dead. Kevin is dead. She repeated the silent mantra to herself as she opened her eyes wider and studied the lifelike mannequin next to the gravestone. Out of the corner of her eye, she also saw the disturbing open grave with fresh dirt to one side a couple rows away. If he didn’t frighten her to death with the Kevin doll, he could still shove her into the hole and smother her.


  She glanced at the figure representing Kevin again. Her spine went rigid just looking at it. Marcus had put some sort of rubber mask on the head of the mannequin. It looked remarkably like Kevin, and was completely creepy regardless of her aversion to seeing Kevin. She looked away.


  Marcus had found a way to cover the original tombstone in the cemetery with Kevin’s birth and death stats. At least the death date was correct. She couldn’t speak to his beginning. A perverse memory intruded as she realized that the five-year anniversary of Kevin’s death was, in fact, tomorrow.


  She didn’t know any personal information about Kevin. It wasn’t as if they’d ever even had a relationship. He just started following her after one very short blind date. Then he wouldn’t stop no matter what she did. And there were other issues. The phone calls. The inappropriate gifts left in places he didn’t have legal access to. Like her car, and once, her apartment. She shuddered. That and the fact that he made it his job to follow her everywhere.


  “You’re lucky that I didn’t use a mask of his face after he was killed. We had to have a closed-casket ceremony, thanks to you.”


  “I didn’t do anything to him.” But she had. She’d ultimately led him to his death, in a nanosecond of fear and panic.


  “You promised to marry him.”


  She stiffened. “I most certainly did not! We had one blind date. That’s it. I turned him down for any further contact, and he started following me. He was a stalker. I had to get a restraining order against him. Several times. But it didn’t matter. He just kept at it. He kept after me.” Five years of pent-up anger rose quickly from her angry soul. She did feel guilt over his death, but she also hadn’t started it.


  Marcus began talking as if she hadn’t said a word. “After Kevin’s death, I spent many months trying to think up the perfect punishment for you, if I ever came across you. I looked in all the places you’d gone beforehand. It was just pure luck that I stumbled across you when I did. Although I had a bit a help from Kevin.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “He had quite a little journal hidden away about you. He predicted places you might go next. Probably why he found you so easily all those times. He was very smart about certain things. Like finding you. He had noted three places you might move next. I found you on my second try.”


  Suzanna hadn’t ever contemplated the notion of stalker notes on her life. But something else occurred to her. “Why did you go out with me in the first place? Has this all just been an elaborate plan to let me know who you are?”


  “Partly. But then my plans evolved.” He laughed. “At first, I was curious as to why Kevin was so enamored of you. You’re so ordinary. Honestly, I still don’t get it.”


  “Screw you.”


  Marcus laughed harder. “Actually, that was also on my list of things to do once I found you. However, you were not very cooperative, and honestly, I wasn’t sure that I could even get it up for you, if I’d actually gotten you naked and in my bed. But I might have made the effort if you hadn’t run off. And only because I wanted to fuck the girl who killed my brother right before I ruined your life.”


  “That’s pretty sick.”


  “It’s your fault. You drove me to in.” He glanced at his watch. “There are still three minutes left.”


  “Until what? You kill me? Or rape me? What’s on the agenda for today?”


  “Did you forget? The five-year anniversary of Kevin’s death is tomorrow. In three minutes it will be exactly twenty-four hours short of the five-year anniversary of his time of death.”


  She hadn’t forgotten, although this wasn’t a date she celebrated. It was just a day she felt extra guilty each and every year.


  “I’d intended to take you back to where he’d died to reenact this, but you fucked that up by running away. I couldn’t locate you soon enough with the tracker. Tell me the truth. Did you like the touch with the pine-scented trees? I was rather proud of that gesture.” He laughed again. She remained silent. No need to feed his ego.


  She thought she heard sirens from a great distance, but it was probably just wishful thinking.


  Marcus also glanced behind him as if searching for anyone about to help her. “When I surveyed this church area yesterday, it occurred to me that it might be fun to drop you four stories out of the bell tower in order to give you the same injuries as poor Kevin, but it wouldn’t have been nearly as satisfying as running you over with my car.”


  “You’re insane.”


  “Perhaps, but this is my show, and my sanity level doesn’t matter.”


  The sound of the sirens grew louder.


  “We may have to get started sooner.” He stared at her, and another evil grin surfaced. “I hope you’ll make this fun. I’d love to get a good battle out of you, before I bash your skull in to make it look like poor Kevin’s after the truck hit him.”


  The image of Kevin in the morgue surfaced. Suzanna took a deep breath and tried to keep up with his crazy logic. “What are you talking about?”


  The bells started ringing in the church. As they pealed a simple tune, Marcus stood. “It’s time. The bells only ring on the hour.”


  “What are you going to do?”


  “I figured you wouldn’t just stand still if I attempted to run you down with my car. So this will be the next best thing to inflict the same wounds Kevin endured.” He picked up a jagged hand-sized rock from a place right behind the gravestone.


  “Tell you what, I’ll even give you a ten-second head start.” His crazed grin dropped, and a lethal frown replaced it. “Because when I catch you, I intend to beat your brains out.”


  Suzanna wasn’t running ever again. She took two steps forward, balled up her fist, and punched him in the nose. The look on his face was priceless as blood spurted from his nostrils. He bent in half, but didn’t drop the rock.


  She went to kick him, but he grabbed her leg and threw her off balance.


  She fell backward and dropped to her butt on the ground next to the odious Kevin mannequin.


  Marcus straightened. He wiped his sleeve across his nose, smearing blood along his forearm, and pushed out a long sigh as if she were a child in need of punishment. “Good one.”


  Suzanna scrambled to her feet, grasping onto the gravestone to balance and put a minor cover between the two of them. Although being this close to the Kevin mannequin gave her the creeps.


  She suspected she’d just lost the gracious ten-second lead he’d intended to give her.


  A glance to her left, and she saw the church’s back door. She calculated the distance from where she stood. And she felt confident she could get there before he did, but if the door was locked, she’d be screwed. Her other options weren’t any better. There was lots of open ground past the cemetery, and her other option was to run into the open streets behind her in Old West Town.


  Marcus sniffed again and drew her attention.


  “Go ahead and run. Try to get away.” He tossed the large rock in the air and caught it. If he managed to hit her in the back of the head with it as she ran away, she’d go down hard and fast like a lemming diving off a cliff.


  She thought she heard her name being called but decided it was a fear-induced delusion. Nathan was unconscious, and Gabriel hadn’t had time to return, had he?


  Fury settled in her bones as she regarded Marcus with his cavalier expression, tossing a rock up and down.


  With one last thought of Nathan, Gabriel, and their safety planted firmly in her mind, she screamed at the top of her lungs and made her next hopefully surprising move.


  


  * * * *


  


  Gabriel ran toward the end of town. He didn’t see her. Didn’t see any sign of her. Had he taken her out of town? Were they even now speeding down a highway? There were literally four roads, one in each of the major directions out of town. No way to cover them all.


  Panic rode high in his gut. Nathan stumbled more than once as they traveled on either side of Old West Town’s main street.


  Nathan paused and screamed, “Suzanna!”


  Gabriel didn’t hear anything. He joined in. “Suzanna!”


  They continued moving down the street. Nathan stopped at his blacksmith’s shop and opened the door. He motioned Gabriel to keep moving as he disappeared inside. Gabriel knew he had a few weapons tucked away in there.


  From the direction of the church at the end of the street, Gabriel thought he heard something. He started his feet moving faster toward the sound.


  When he got to the church, he was at a dead run. He heard Suzanna scream at the top of her lungs and spurred his legs even faster.


  As he rounded the corner of the church, Gabriel saw Suzanna wrestling what looked like a mannequin with a rubber mask on. She moved quickly toward another man with his arm raised and a surprised look on his face.


  Suzanna shoved the mannequin at the man, just as he lowered his arm and struck her shoulder with whatever was in his hand.


  She screamed and stumbled backward, clutching her upper arm with one hand.


  Gabriel had grabbed his gun belt from the sheriff’s office. He drew his gun and shot it into the air. Boom. The sound reverberated across the cemetery, and lots of smoke rose around his head.


  As he moved closer, he saw that the guy, Marcus, had a jagged rock in his hand. He startled when his gun went off and promptly froze as Gabriel lowered his weapon toward the man’s chest.


  “Back up. Get away from her.”


  Marcus laughed, which annoyed the hell out of him. “Why? What are you going to do, shoot me?”


  Gabriel took several steps closer, but Marcus got a strangely amused look on his face. “I don’t believe that you’re carrying a real gun,” he said with a smirk. “That looks exactly like the fake gun I saw back at the sheriff’s office. Back where I popped that other guy in the back of the head with my shovel.”


  Gabriel cocked his gun and aimed for the center of the lunatic’s chest. “Are you sure you want to test your theory? Because it looks to me like you just brought a rock to a gunfight. I don’t believe this is going to end well for you.”


  “That shot in the air was a blank.” He lifted his arm again.


  “Maybe so,” Gabriel said with a nod. “But if I get close enough, it can still make a dent in your sorry ass, or your head if you choose.” Which was a blatant lie because he wasn’t even shooting a traditional weapon filled with blank ammunition.


  The weapon he held was nothing more than a sophisticated and very expensive cap gun. The sound was actually an amplified recording made to sound like a gunshot. It was very realistic for the things they did for the tourists, but nothing ever discharged from the barrel.


  The sound of a gun cocking to his right sent both of them looking to one side. Nathan stood there stock still, arm raised, with his replica Colt revolver in hand, cocked and ready to shoot.


  “But that doesn’t matter because the gun in my hand is genuine,” Nathan said. “Want to test me?”


  Marcus looked unsure for the first time since Gabriel had arrived on the scene.


  Unfortunately, Suzanna took that moment to get to her feet. This drew Marcus’s attention from Nathan back to her.


  “You are ridiculous,” she said with a laugh. Marcus frowned and advanced a step.


  “Stay away from her,” Gabriel warned. His gun wasn’t real, and even though Nathan’s was, he wouldn’t take the shot because he wouldn’t chance hitting Suzanna. She was too close to Marcus.


  She looked over her shoulder at him with a mischievous smile. What was that about?


  “Come and get me.” She backed up a step and then another.


  Gabriel watched in horror as Marcus took two steps forward and grabbed the gravestone with his free hand to catapult around it as he lunged at her. The rock in his fist was aimed for her head. She suddenly turned and leaped forward.


  Marcus screamed as if in frustration and went down in a heap behind the gravestone in Gabriel’s line of vision.


  He ran forward and saw that Suzanna had tricked him into leaping into the empty grave he’d dug for her. The rock in his hand was resting against his forehead.


  Suzanna threw her arms around his neck. “He knocked himself in the head with his own stupid rock when he fell. Guess he should have been more careful, huh?”


  Nathan approached them slowly, weaving between the headstones. “You scared the shit out of me, woman.”


  She turned as he came close and grabbed him as well. “I’m so sorry about your head, Nathan. Are you okay?” She threw her arms around him and kissed his face repeatedly.


  “I’ll live. Why did you go after him? I would have shot him if you hadn’t stood up.”


  She released him and took his face in her hands. “I know you would have, but I wanted to take him out myself. Can you understand?”


  “Yes,” he said, and holstered his gun. He then studied her arm where Marcus had bruised it and broken the skin with the idiotic rock he’d wielded.


  Nathan looked deeply into her eyes. “As your unofficial bodyguard, I’m very unhappy that he hurt you before I could put his ass down.”


  “Are you saying I should fire you?”


  “No. I’m saying you likely never needed a bodyguard in the first place. You just needed to learn the truth.”


  “What truth?”


  “That you can kick your enemies’ asses all on your own. Maybe I’ll hire you to be my bodyguard.”


  She laughed. “I promise I’ll never let anyone harm either one of you if I can stop it.”


  “It’s a deal.” She kissed Nathan and then Gabriel.


  “I love you, Suzanna,” Nathan said with reverence in his tone. Gabriel almost let his mouth fall open. His friend had never uttered that to another woman that he knew of.


  “I love you, too,” Gabriel admitted, also for the first time. “I hope you’ll consider staying with us now that you have a choice.”


  “There’s no place I’d rather be than right here with the two of you. I never thought I’d be able to say this and mean it, but I truly love the both of you. I can’t wait to discover a life with you.”


  Shouts from the direction of Old West Town’s main street filtered through their close huddle. Gabriel headed in the direction of the noise to lead the authorities to Marcus.


  Suzanna led Nathan to the church’s back set of stairs. They were both banged up a little bit, but Gabriel pushed out a sigh of relief. Marcus was caught, and they didn’t need to worry about him forcing Suzanna to run again. Their future looked amazing, since Suzanna agreed to stay with them.


  Hearing her say she loved him put a warmth around his heart that had never been there before. And no matter what happened, he’d never regret it.


  Epilogue


  


  Enclave, several weeks later


  


  Suzanna stared at her naked body in the mirror. She’d wanted to dress up in something wild, but they’d told her totally naked was best. She pondered what others would think when seeing her. Would they be unimpressed with her body? They told her she wouldn’t actually be seeing anyone, and they also couldn’t guarantee anyone would be watching her either, but she didn’t care. She just wanted to look sexy for her two remarkable men. That was the only important thing.


  They had brought her to a very special place on the property. It was a structure hidden away behind the compound walls called the round house.


  In the center of this place was a grand bed. She’d seen it a few days ago in preparation for tonight.


  “You look amazing.”


  “Thanks. But I’m just naked.”


  “But it’s the way I like you best.”


  “Every time I see you, whether dressed in a negligee or buck naked, I want to fuck you to a screaming orgasm before I do anything else.” Nathan came up behind her and smoothed his palms over her ass. Her butt cheeks, previously cool, warmed everywhere his hands went.


  “Too bad, you have to wait.”


  Nathan laughed, his mouth near her ear when he asked, “Says who?” He kissed the back of her neck. “I’m pretty sure I’m in charge tonight and you have to do what I say.”


  “Is that so?”


  “Unless you want a spanking.”


  It was her turn to laugh. Then she got very serious and said, “No.”


  “No?”


  “Not until we get there.”


  “Why?”


  “The idea of you spanking me with others watching makes my libido do a dance of joy the likes of which I’ve never felt before. You aren’t going to ruin that for me, are you?”


  He shook his head. He also lifted and rubbed her ass cheeks again with firm pressure. “But one or two warm-up smacks wouldn’t be out of line right now.”


  She batted his hand down. “Contain yourself.”


  His grin was sardonic. “That’s not really in my nature, darlin’. Besides, you do not make it easy.” He smoothed his palm over one ass cheek again and squeezed.


  Staring him straight in the eye, she said, “I never promised to be easy.”


  Both Nathan and Gabriel smiled at her with knowing looks.


  Minutes later she was led down a hallway to the large inner room with the huge bed centered inside. Above the bed was an iron-trellised canopy. From one rung, a set of velvet-lined manacles dangled.


  Her pussy moistened just thinking about where she was about to be. As they entered, she scanned the mirrored walls quickly. It was a little disconcerting to see so many versions of herself, but she put her focus back on the bed.


  They didn’t waste any time. Before she could even think about being nervous, she was on her knees in the center of the bed, arms bound above her, and blindfolded.


  In the darkness behind her blindfold, four hands well versed in bringing her pleasure began a seductive dance across her naked flesh.


  Suzanna knew the drill, and for all the power Nathan claimed to hold, she understood that she also wielded some control of her own. A finger stroked her clit until she started panting, barely able to keep from screaming the mirrored walls down around them. The finger stopped rubbing her just in time. She breathed out a hard sigh.


  One of them, Gabriel she thought, kissed the back of her neck with careful attention. Her head lolled back as he also massaged her shoulders. She loved being touched.


  Gabriel moved away from her, but it felt like he didn’t leave the bed.


  When she soon felt a tongue licking her clit, she knew it was probably Nathan and also that it wouldn’t be long before she sang a high note of pleasure. And further, that not if, but when she let loose, a vibrant spanking would ensue before her pussy stopped pulsing in delight.


  Two fingers plunged inside her pussy as Nathan’s lips suddenly sucked her clit hard and fast and repeatedly. She was already at the pinnacle of her capacity for holding off the epic orgasm about to launch in her body.


  The moment she convulsed and tilted her head back to scream, a hand landed on one ass cheek, sending her climax to a whole new level. Each stinging slap to her butt cheeks sent an additional wave of gratifying orgasmic bliss through her body.


  She lost track of time for a bit, reveling in the joy of release and sharing two men. When she came back to reality, Nathan was kissing her mouth like he wanted to devour her. Behind her, Gabriel lubed her ass and promptly sank his cock between her cheeks as Nathan kept her busy with a kiss that made her crazy and distracted.


  At least until Gabriel plunged forward and found a solid rhythm fucking her ass. Each deep, dark, burning stroke sent her libido sailing at a new level once more. Nathan broke the fervent kiss and soon pressed his cock at the entrance of her sopping-wet pussy. Gabriel stopped long enough to allow Nathan to thrust deeply inside.


  With expert care, they found the perfect rhythm of in and out as her passion grew once more.


  Gabriel whispered in her ear, “Are you thinking about all the people watching us fuck you?”


  Actually, she’d totally forgotten they were being watched. Having her eyes covered also protected her from that.


  Surprisingly, Nathan moved the blindfold, sliding the silky fabric over her head, and deposited it on the bed beside them.


  She blinked and gazed over his shoulder, first at one mirror and then another. Were people watching? Were they turned on? Did they like what they saw?


  Her libido thumped hard through her body with delight. Nathan squeezed a nipple and put her attention back on his face. His sardonic smile made her heart flutter.


  His hand went between them and stroked her clit. Her eyes widened with renewed arousal. As if by mental telepathy, the two of them moved in tandem, sending her to the very precipice of a powerful release.


  “When you come, scream my name,” Nathan whispered.


  “Scream my name, too,” Gabriel added in a low tone, pressing his cock deeply into her ass. Nathan’s cock thrust all the way to the end of her pussy.


  Suzanna took two more breaths, felt the weight of her orgasm upon her, and screamed unintelligible words similar to their names as she came and came and came.


  Before her pussy stopped squeezing Nathan’s cock, he grunted, shot his dick deeper than previously, and fairly growled. He pressed his mouth to hers for a devastatingly decadent kiss. Gabriel pumped his cock between her ass cheeks several more times and let loose with his own roaring orgasm. He kissed the back of her neck and then nibbled a few sensitive places, making her wiggle her hips in delight.


  Suzanna pushed out a gratifying sigh of satisfaction. She was happier than she’d ever been before. She had not one but two men who loved her beyond distraction, and even this morning’s horoscope gave her hope for her future.


  The stars have aligned perfectly for your happiness.


  Nothing will stop you from anything you desire.


  


  


  THE END
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