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	 Chapter One 
	Charly Wynn’s mouth dropped as Drake Strong stormed into her hotel room past Heath, who was still very naked. 
 	Drake’s face spoke volumes to her about the storm that clearly was brewing inside his head. Who could blame him? 
 	Even the room’s air smelled of sex.
 	Drake headed straight to her. His eyes narrowed, causing a shiver to shoot up her spine. Heath closed the door and came up behind him.
 	Still in the bed, Charly pulled the covers up to hide her exposed breasts. 
 	If guilt had hands, she would’ve been strangling from its boney fingers the instant her eyes locked on Drake’s. But it didn’t. She would have to live with her mistake. “I don’t know what to say.”
 	“Bro, this is none of your business.” Heath grabbed Drake’s arm.
 	He jerked away from Heath’s hold and glared daggers at him.
 	“Chill for a second.” Heath pulled on his jeans. “Hear me out before you—”
 	“Shut the fuck up.” Drake’s gaze locked back on hers. He reached out and touched her cheek. 
 	Charly felt a single tear fall from her left eye down her face. If she could’ve found a rock right then, she would’ve rushed to get under it. What was it about the Strong brothers that made her lose her head and make such idiotic choices? “I’m so sorry.”
 	“Charly, you aren’t…” Drake’s sad tone broke her heart. He removed his fingers from her face, twisting around and facing Heath. “You asshole!”
 	Heath’s demeanor darkened. “Better back off. You know not to push me.” 
 	Drake stepped up right in front of Heath, as if daring him to throw a punch. “And you know what I’m capable of.”
 	“Guys, don’t,” Charly pleaded. She’d learned that in Wilde, the norm was for men to share women, but these two weren’t in the sharing mood—not one damn bit. 
 	Without glancing away from Heath, Drake said to her, “This is between me and my brother.” He placed his finger in the center of Heath’s chest.
 	Heath scowled but didn’t budge. “She’s at the center of this. You and I both know that. Move your hand off me or I will break every finger.”
 	Jessie might be able to handle loving more than one man, but she couldn’t. Her heart was ripping in two as these brothers were surely about to go fist-to-fist.
 	Drake kept his finger in place. “Give it your best shot.”
 	“I can’t take any more of this.” Feeling confused and guilty, she covered her face with her hands. “I’m the one to blame.” 
 	“Charly, it’s gonna be okay,” Heath said softly. “Back off, Drake. We can work this out.”
 	She looked up in hopes they might and saw Drake curl the hand not on Heath into a fist.
 	In a whisper that sounded more like a threat, he said, “I love her. You’re not going to fuck that up like last time, Heath.”
 	She shoved the guilt aside, embracing her anger at the stupidity of these two cowboys. “Stop acting like complete idiots.”
 	“Charly, let me handle this,” Heath commanded without turning away from Drake. 
 	“No way. I leave this to you guys and I’ll have to call for an ambulance.” 
 	Drake uncurled his fist and removed his other hand from his brother’s chest. The tension was still high between them, but seemed to be a bit less, if only a bit.
 	“Thank you,” she said to Drake.
 	“This fucking sucks.” He shook his head.
 	“You need to cool off, bro.” Heath took a step back and grabbed his shirt off the chair. “There’s more here than you know.”
 	“I know enough about you to see through your scheme.”
 	Charly stood up, making sure to wrap the blanket modestly around her body. “Drake, I’m so sorry.”
 	He turned back to her, his eyes softening some. “This isn’t your fault, honey. Not one bit of it. Wilde is new to you. I get that. You know we share our women. It’s our way. What you don’t know is that Heath isn’t to be trusted. He’s to blame. Not you.”
 	“What do you mean?” she asked.
 	“This asshole and our eldest brother, Tobias, worked it out to get me out of the way so he could take you to Malibu, not me.” Drake glared at Heath. “Deny that?”
 	Heath didn’t answer him.
 	Confused, Charly felt her heart pounding hard in her chest. “Is that true, Heath?”
 	“Sweetheart, there’s more here than you know.”
 	“You keep saying that.” Her anger and confusion was back and whirling together inside her. “You guys are too much. I’ve been such a fool.”
 	“Don’t say that, honey.” Drake reached out to touch her again, but she leaned back.
 	“Don’t. Just don’t.”
 	He nodded. 
 	Heath offered, “Charly, you don’t understand everything.”
 	“You can say that again. I told you both before, your ways aren’t mine. I can’t even imagine how Jessie is going to build a life with your cousins, but I pray she can. I just can’t see that happening for me. Ever.”
 	Heath came around to the other side of the bed. “Baby, relax. We can work this out. I promise.”
 	“I don’t believe you. You both say you’re all about sharing. In this town a woman gets to love and be loved by more than one guy. It’s all nice and neat and wrapped up in a bow.” She closed her eyes and felt the tears fall down her face. “And yet, here you two are, brothers, who are filled with so much jealousy…I–I just...can’t bear it.”
 	Drake’s tone came out softer than before. “Charly, I shouldn’t have—”
 	“Just go. Both of you. Please.”
 	“Baby, give us a chance to work this out.” Drake sat down by her on the bed. “Heath’s the one who fucked this up, not you.”
 	“You’re just confusing me. This is crazy. It’s like you both have your hands on my heart and are playing tug-of-war with it. I have feelings. Please…I–I…”
 	Heath touched her shoulder. “Shh, baby.”
 	She opened her eyes wide and jerked away. “Don’t. Touch. Me. Not now.”
 	He pulled his hand back. “Okay, sweetheart.”
 	“You both say you love me.” She wiped her eyes. 
 	Drake’s eyebrows shot up, and he turned to Heath. “You told her that?”
 	“I did. It’s true. You?”
 	“Same.”
 	“And now we all see the problem.” Trembling emotions whipped through her, shaking her to the core. In the back of her mind, she’d even fantasized about being with these two and their other brothers. Had it been Jessie’s wedding that had tricked her into believing in such a foolish fairy tale? 
 	“There’s no problem for you, honey.” Heath was dressing. “This is between me and Drake.”
 	“He’s right, sweetheart.”
 	“No. You’re both wrong. You guys aren’t cut out for sharing with each other any more than I am cut out for being shared. So, if you truly love me, then please let me be alone.” 
 	“Okay.” Heath cupped her chin, fixing his green eyes on her. “But not for long.” He stepped back. “Ready, Drake?”
 	Drake glared at him, but the anger she’d seen when he’d first entered the room seemed to be tamped down. He bent down and kissed her on the forehead. “I’ll be back.”
 	“We both will,” Heath added.
 	Charly watched as the two men who had changed her forever exited the room. As the door shut behind them, she fell into her pillow, sobbing. Since taking the detour through Wilde, her life had become a fucked-up mess. She’d found love in the tiny Nevada town, but not the traditional white-picket-fence kind of love, not by a long shot. How could she have fallen so hard, so fast? She didn’t know, but the truth of that fact was seared into her heart. 
 	I love both of those cowboys.
 	The violence of her crying shook her entire body. 
 	She continued weeping for some time, until there were no more tears left in her. As Charly wiped her swollen eyes, remorse took root, spreading its deep, dark, and so-very-lonely thorns. 
 

 	* * * *

 
 	
 	Heath walked down the stairs to the hotel lobby with Drake close and still seething. Convincing his younger brother to help with the plan wasn’t going to be easy, not one damn bit. 
 	Just as they hit the bottom step, Drake stopped abruptly. “Don’t think you’re off the hook.” He glanced over at Kyle, who was working behind the reception desk. 
 	“Hey, guys. Everything okay?” Kyle asked.
 	“We’re fucked. Totally fucked. This prick…” Drake motioned at Heath. 
 	Kyle’s eyebrows shot up. “What’s up between you two? Is this about Jessie’s cousin?”
 	“He took…” Drake shook his head, clearly returning to the façade all the brothers continued to maintain since Gabby. Everyone in Wilde thought of the six Strongs as inseparable, a unit. Not true, but definitely the image the family projected to their neighbors.
 	“Don’t leave me in the dark, Drake. What?”
 	“We’re fine, Kyle.”
 	The guy turned to Heath. “Please shed some light on this for me.”
 	“Like my brother said, we’re fine.”
 	“You assholes. Is this about your stupid game?” Kyle shook his head. “Is Jessie’s cousin the latest victim?”
 	He was getting painfully close to the truth. 
 	Heath nodded. “We’ll see you later, Kyle.”
 	“I don’t know how you guys can fight over women and still be as close as you are. It’s a miracle that you haven’t killed each other by now.”
 	“It’s only a game, Kyle.” Drake walked to the entrance and looked back. “It’s always been only a game.” That was the old familiar lie they’d all played up in town. 
 	“You are a bunch of assholes, if you ask me.” The phone rang, and Kyle turned his attention back to his work.
 	Drake walked out the door without looking back.
 	Heath followed. “Wait up.”
 	“Why? I have nothing to say to you.” Drake clearly was about to erupt. 
 	“We need to talk, but not here.”
 	“Talk? I’ve got a better idea.”
 	Heath couldn’t blame Drake for not trusting him. He’d given his younger brother plenty of reasons not to. “We’re both going to lose Charly if we don’t switch gears.”
 	Drake lifted his gaze up to the second story of the hotel as if willing himself back into Charly’s room. Then he sighed. “Let’s go to the Horseshoe. Norma’s will be too busy with the breakfast crowd, and what I’ve got to say needs to be for your ears only.”
 	Per the usual Strong-brother way, his younger brother wanted to keep the old rift private. How long had this painful war being going on? Years. Heath missed the old days when he and all his brothers had been inseparable.
 	Heath nodded. “I could use a drink.” 
 	He remembered when his brothers had his back and he had theirs. Now, after what he’d done with Gabby, things had gone from bad to worse, though most in town wouldn’t have known it. The six of them had never discussed how they would act but had fallen into the current pattern of public pretense and hushed hostilities. 
 	“Me, too. I’m sure the overnight miners are headed home to sleep by now. We should have the place to ourselves.”
 	They crossed Main Street and walked into the bar. Drake had been spot on that the Horseshoe would be vacated. The only person in the entire place was Carol, who was wiping down tables. Though only a year younger, she looked a bit like her sister, Shelby, Austin’s secretary. But Carol wasn’t attractive like her sister, not one damn bit. In fact, she was the kind of woman that Heath steered clear of. Too nice. Too nosy. And never to be trusted.
 	She looked from her work and grinned. “Hey, fellows.” 
 	Heath nodded. “Hi, Carol.”
 	“Hey,” Drake added.
 	“Guys, sit anywhere you like.”
 	Heath took a seat at one of the booths farthest from the bar. 
 	She walked over to their booth with a definite flirty gait. “I’ve got a fresh pot of coffee about done. You two want some?”
 	“Something harder this morning.” Drake sat across from him. “Jack straight up.”
 	“Same here.”
 	Carol walked away, leaving the two brothers alone.
 	The guilt that had been with him since bedding Gabby was heightened whenever Heath was around one of his younger brothers. He’d fucked up. Sure, he’d had good intentions, but that didn’t matter. He’d lost his brothers, but even more than that, his actions had driven a wedge between the six of them, dividing them into what most didn’t ever see—two warring sets of brothers.
 	Best to face the music head-on. “Drake, do you love her?”
 	“You already know the answer to that.” His younger brother’s eyes narrowed. “Isn’t that why you’re fucking up my life again?”
 	Like a guilt-seeking missile, Drake’s words hit him straight in the gut, detonating the ancient pain inside Heath.
 	Carol came back, carrying their drinks. “Here you go, fellows. Want to start a tab?”
 	Drake didn’t acknowledge her, fixing him with an accusing stare. 
 	Heath looked up at her. “A tab would be great. We’re going to need a few of these.”
 	She cocked her hip to one side, sliding her hand down her waist. “Seems like you two need someone to listen to your troubles. I wouldn’t mind helping you out.”
 	“No,” he stated in his most Dom voice. Carol, despite her puppy dog pretense, was a pain-slut regular at The Master’s Chambers, so he knew she would respond to direct orders better than some vague request. “Make yourself scarce, now. We’ll let you know when we need more.” 
 	Her too-thin lips curled up, making her overpainted face look even horsier. Then Carol snapped to attention. “Yes, Sir.”
 	When the woman was out of earshot, Heath turned back to Drake, who was still glaring at him. 
 	Heath grabbed up his glass with the liquid amber and downed it in one swallow. The burn down his throat helped him to focus his thoughts. How to make Drake understand that he wanted to renew what they’d lost so long ago because of what he’d done with Gabby?
 	“If we can let the past go, I think we have a chance—”
 	Drake pounded the table with his fist. “A chance for what, Heath?”
 	If he had even a razor-thin chance of convincing his brother to come on board with his idea, now was the time to come clean.
 	“Drake, just hear me out.”
 	“Why the fuck should I? You’ve done it again. You’ve wormed your way into Charly’s bed.”
 	“Give me a chance to explain.”
 	“Hell no.” Drake leaned across the table. “You think I will ever be able to trust you after all that has happened between us?
 	“You mean the Gabby incident?”
 	“Don’t try to be fucking evasive with me, Heath. You may be the master manipulator in town, but I have your number. In fact, I’ve had a clear view of what kind of brother you are ever since I walked in on you screwing my fiancée. That kind of betrayal doesn’t just go away.”
 	“I know. I just wanted to show you guys what a gold digger she was, Drake. That’s all.”
 	“Well, it worked really well. Good for you, bro. Can you imagine how that made the three of us feel?”
 	“What’s it going to take to get you to trust me again, Drake?”
 	“Nothing comes to mind. Too bad you don’t have a time machine to stop yourself from fucking Gabby.” 
 	Right or wrong, Heath knew what he’d done had worked. Gabby was out of his younger brother’s lives for good. He’d do it again. “I did what I had to do. Any chance we can fix this between us?”
 	Drake cocked his head to the side. “Way too late for that, bro.”
 	Of course he was right, but that didn’t stop him from hoping for forgiveness. “I know it is. But is it too late for us to…for me…to make amends?”
 	“I don’t know, Heath.” The edge in his tone softened a bit, which gave Heath a peek at the light at the end of the impossibly long tunnel.
 	“I miss you guys, Drake. I miss my brothers.”
 	“I do, too.” He sighed. “Fuck, Heath. Maybe you can fix things with Dax and me, but Seth is another story. Dax and I were on the fence with Gabby, but Seth…well, he was in deep. You crushed him that night.”
 	Heath tightened his jaw. He was glad Gabby was gone. She’d been bad news from the start, but the younger brothers had been incapable of hearing the truth. The only solution he could come up with was to show them. Foolishly, he’d thought their brotherly bond would be unshakeable and that once the dust had settled, things would go back to normal. They hadn’t. In fact, the younger three brothers had delivered their own brand of retribution. Incorrectly thinking that Tobias and Nate had a part in the Gabby betrayal, the three had seduced Felicia, the woman the older brothers had been sharing back then. Strongs had a natural inclination for stubbornness and havoc.
 	“But what does this have to do with Charly?” 
 	“Drake, I love her, too.”
 	“Then we have a much bigger problem, bro.” He lifted his glass and drank every drop of his whiskey. “I am not going to give her up, and I bet you won’t either.”
 	“What if neither of us had to give her up?” 
 	Drake’s eyebrows shot up. “How’s that even possible?”
 	“I’ve given that a lot of thought. I’ve come up with a plan that will give us the woman of our dreams and gives me back my brothers.”
 	“You’d need a miracle for that.”
 	“I have one. Her name is Charly Wynn.” 

 


	 Chapter Two 
	Dax rode his horse, Tuxedo, along his favorite stream on the ranch Drake, Seth, and he would own one day. 
 	“Good boy.” He patted his ride’s muscled neck. 
 	The open spaces suited Dax. Wilde was a small town, but for him, it was actually too big. Riding under clear, crisp skies, he felt most like himself in the saddle on his black-and-white paint. Together, he and Tuxedo had covered every inch of this land many times. Repairing fences, moving livestock, hunting, fishing, or running off poachers suited him just fine. Whatever reason or excuse he could find, Dax always jumped at the chance to get out here.
 	Today’s reason was about a possible trespasser. 
 	The tracks he was investigating were not from an animal’s paws. They were human. That wouldn’t have been strange if the prints had been from boots—cowboy or hiking—but they weren’t either. 
 	Who the hell would be way out here in athletic shoes? Not poachers, at least not smart poachers.
 	Spotting the last set of tracks, he pulled on the reins. The ground here was rocky, so he’d have to pick up the prints upstream by the ancient pine trees that his dads dubbed “The Three Sisters.” Still rocky, but more dirt to disturb than right here.
 	This wasn’t the first time someone wandered onto one of the Strong ranches. One of the little-traveled county roads bordered some of the northern parts of the property. A young couple from New York were the last foolish travelers he’d rescued. They’d rented a Winnebago for their honeymoon and decided to take a detour onto the ranch. When he’d found them, they were out of water, out of gas, and at each other’s throats. 
 	I wonder if they are still together. Not a big believer in forever, he doubted it.
 	Dax had come from the south, leaving his truck and Tuxedo’s horse trailer by the stock tank back there. Other than small ATVs, vehicles weren’t the best mode of transportation here.
 	“I hope we find whoever left these tracks alive, Tux.”
 	The horse’s ears perked up. Someone was coming.
 	Dax pulled his Beretta .45 Colt out of its holster. Once he heard the sound of a horse galloping toward him from the south, he holstered his weapon again. Whoever was approaching was family or friend, not the trespasser he was tracking.
 	Drake, his twin, came into view. “Hey, bro. Dads told me you were checking on something out here. What’s up?”
 	“Found some tracks.”
 	“Likely some halfwits again.”
 	“That’s what I’m thinking, though I’ve only found one set of tracks. Might just be one halfwit. Size-eleven athletic shoes.”
 	“Unbelievable. Male, obviously.” Drake took off his hat and wiped his brow.
 	“Or a woman who would be a perfect match for Sasquatch.”
 	His twin raised an eyebrow. “You’re not doing it again? You need to give Pete a break, Dax.”
 	Drake was referring to his ongoing practical joke on the man who owned the local casino and was the only resident minister of Wilde. 
 	“And why should I? It’s too much fun. Besides, who knows if Bigfoot isn’t wandering around our land?” Dax burst into laughter. God, he loved pulling pranks, especially on Pete. The guy deserved some payback, after all.
 	“If I ever find what you use to make those tracks, I’m going to burn it.”
 	“But you’ll never find it, Drake. So, why are you here? Are our dads checking up on me?”
 	“No. Got a favor to ask of you.”
 	“Spill it.”
 	“I’m going to Texas to look at some cattle our dads are thinking about buying.”
 	“Go. Seth and I can handle things here.”
 	“I know the two of you can handle the ranch.” His twin sighed, which was unusual. “But that’s not what favor I need. I want you to keep an eye on Charly for me while I’m gone.”
 	Charly Wynn. The girl had twisted Drake into a pretzel. He was gone on her. Dax couldn’t blame him. Ever since the night Drake, Seth, and he shared Charly, Dax couldn’t get her out of his mind.
 	“Done.”
 	“I’m serious, Dax. Heath took her to Malibu.” Something in the way Drake was acting didn’t sit right with him.
 	Still, Dax wasn’t about to let the older three get an advantage with Charly. She was too sweet, too kind, and fucking sexy as hell. “I’ll do it. I won’t let her out of my sight, Drake.”
 	

 	* * * *

 
 	
 	Charly stared at her cell by her half-eaten breakfast of egg whites and wheat toast. Since Heath and Drake had left, there’d been no word from either of them, which crushed her heart. They’d done what she’d asked and left. Now, she regretted it, though it was the best course for all of them.
 	Instead of longing for a call from Heath or Drake, she should get back on track with her plan for Malibu. That thought only added to her anxiety. Though she’d been told it could be up to four or five days before she heard back from the hiring manager, Charly expected to hear sooner. She’d been happy with the interview, leaving it really confident that the job offer would be coming soon. But no call had come. Patience wasn’t something that came easy for her.
 	Carlotta walked up with a pot of coffee. “Vould you like me to top you off, my dear?” Her accent was endearing, though one couldn’t quite place its origin.
 	Norma’s was quieter than she’d seen it before. In fact, she was the only customer in the place. She guessed that was probably normal for the diner since it was past ten in the morning on a weekday.
 	Charly covered her cup with her hand. “No thanks. I didn’t know you waited tables, too.”
 	“De gal scheduled for dis shift has a sick kid to deal vith. So, here I am. Vant some company?” The woman sat without waiting for an answer. “Better. My feet, dey are killing me. You look sad, child. Vat’s troubling you?”
 	“Nothing.”
 	“My dear, your eyes are swollen from crying, I bet. Talk to me.”
 	“I need to buy some better makeup.”
 	The woman smiled. “Charly, you look great to the untrained.”
 	Besides her so-called psychic talents, Carlotta’s observation skills were clearly better than most. 
 	“I’m waiting on a call about a job. Just a bit jumpy about it, that’s all,” Charly lied.
 	Carlotta’s eyes narrowed. “Very odd.”
 	“What?”
 	“That you vould lie to me, Nevada’s most-renowned mind reader and fortune-teller.”
 	Charly laughed. “I suppose that was foolish.”
 	“And not da most foolish ding you’ve done since arriving in Vilde, I bet.”
 	Images of Heath and Drake in her hotel room flashed in Charly’s mind. “Keep this up, and you’re going to make a believer out of me, Carlotta.”
 	“I can see by your aura how heavy your heart must be.” She patted the back of Charly’s hand. “You’re stronger dan you dink, my dear.”
 	“Far from it. I’m only brave when I feel safe. When I don’t, I’m a total mess.”
 	The glass door opened, jingling the bell.
 	Charly looked in the direction of the entrance and saw Drake entering the cafe. Her breath hitched in her lungs, and her heart raced in her chest. 
 	He looked directly at her and then headed straight to her booth. She frowned as she watched the man’s steps. He wasn’t Drake, whose gait was more meandering and casual. The cowboy marching her way was Dax, his twin. The memory of being with him, Drake, and Seth came into focus in the back of her mind. She looked down at her cell, trying to will her trembles away. The last thing she needed was another Strong brother to deal with.
 	“Come by de liquor store tomorrow, my dear.” Carlotta stood up. “You need anoder reading in da vorst vay.”
 	“Hello, ladies.” Dax tipped his cowboy hat.
 	“Sit anyvhere you like.” Carlotta waved her arm at the empty restaurant.
 	His lips curled up into a way-too-sexy grin. “I’ll sit with Charly.”
 	“Dat’s one less table for me to clean, if she doesn’t mind.” The woman’s eyebrow shot up.
 	“Fine with me, but I’m not staying much longer.” Why was her body reacting to Dax’s proximity with shivers and warmth? Because “crazy” was her middle name, of course.
 	Dax scooted into the booth opposite her. “Where are we headed today, sweetheart?”
 	“We’re not headed anywhere.” I don’t need another Strong to get inside my head or my heart.
 	He grabbed her hand, and her heart skipped a beat. “That’s not quite right, kitten. I’m your shadow until Drake comes back from Texas.”
 	“Don’t call me ‘kitten,’ please.” Charly smiled at the cowboy and pulled her hand free of his grasp.
 	“Sure.” He leaned back in the booth. “How about ‘pet,’ ‘doll,’ ‘sugar,’ ‘baby,’ ‘angel,’ ‘cutie pie,’ or the oldie but goodie ‘honey-bunch.’”
 	She couldn’t help but laugh. “You’re too much.”
 	“I have a whole list, hot stuff. Shall I go on?” He grinned.
 	“You are the mischievous one of the six of you. Isn’t that right, Dax?” She looked down at her cup but didn’t take a sip. The little coffee left in it had to be cold. “‘Charly’ works fine.”
 	“Then we agree. Kitten it is.”
 	She frowned but actually liked how the word vibrated off his lips. Rather than seeming derogatory, his tone sounded kind and affectionate. “At least it’s better than ‘cutie pie.’”
 	Dax rubbed his chin. “Maybe I should reconsider my pet name for you.”
 	“Please don’t. I can live with ‘kitten’ if you must.”
 	“Oh, kitten. I must. I very much must.”
 	Charly’s cell buzzed. She looked at the screen, and her heart leapt in her chest. The number she saw was from Malibu.
 	“Everything okay, Charly?” Dax asked, clearly concerned.
 	“Shh. It’s about a job.” She clicked the “talk” button. “Hello. This is Charly Wynn,” she said in the most professional-sounding tone she could voice.
 	“Hello, Charly. This is Doctor Gayle Swenson.”
 	Charly crossed the fingers of her free hand that wasn’t holding the phone. “Hello, Dr. Swenson. I’m glad to hear from you.” With this call coming so soon after her interview, she hoped the job was already hers. “How may I help you?”
 	“Let me get right to it. I hate to be the one to tell you, but the position is no longer available.”
 	Her eyes welled with tears, but she held them at bay. “I’m sure you had some amazing candidates. I appreciate—”
 	“Charly, we didn’t hire anyone new for the job.”
 	“I don’t understand.” Her mind spun with a slew of worry.
 	Dax moved to her side of the booth and put his arm around her. His eyes narrowed, letting her know he was more than a little concerned. 
 	“The person who was vacating the position has decided to stay another year before retiring.”
 	Charly felt her panic take a seat in the middle of her gut. “I see.”
 	The Center shouldn’t have asked for the interview until they were certain they had a job to offer. Now almost broke, her car still in the shop, and her mother’s bills piling up, she was all out of options.
 	“Her husband was laid off from his job, so retiring isn’t possible at this time for Sally.” Dr. Swenson seemed to be justifying their screwup.
 	She wanted to scream and call Dr. Swenson a complete and utter bitch. But on the slim chance this Sally person might change her mind or get hit by a bus, she didn’t. “I understand.”
 	“I’m so sorry that this went as far as it did, Charly. You were the top of our list. We would like to keep your resume on file in case another position comes available at the Center. That is, if you don’t mind.”
 	Charly knew that would be a long shot. The Thompson and Carlton Renewal Center didn’t have openings often. “Thank you. That would be great.”
 	Dr. Swenson said a few more things that Charly could barely register. Her world had just collapsed. Continuing to sound enthusiastic for the BS the doc was feeding her wasn’t going to last a second longer.
 	“Dr. Swenson, thank you for letting me know.” Trembling, Charly was grateful for Dax’s encouraging squeezes. Rather than prolong the conversation with the good doc, she lied, “I’ve got an appointment in five minutes. I’ll be in touch.”
 	“So will we, Charly. Good-bye.”
 	“Bye.” She clicked the red button and then couldn’t hold her emotions in check any longer. She sobbed. Life was about to get really tough.
 	Charly had the faintest awareness of Dax guiding her out of Norma’s and back to her hotel room. She cried the entire way. It came from deep inside her like an unstoppable flood of fear, anxiety, and even shame. How was she going to tell her mother?
 	Dax waved at the guy behind the counter and led her up the stairs. In a complete fog, she let him take charge. 
 	“Kitten, let me have your key.” 
 	About to fall apart, Charly fumbled it out of her purse and handed it to him. He opened the door. She ran to the bed and fell on it facedown, wailing into her pillow. She’d put all her eggs in a single basket, a basket with an egg-eating weasel named Sally. 
 	She heard the door shut and then felt Dax crawl onto the bed next to her. 
 	He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her hair. “I’m here, kitten. Everything is going to be okay.”
 	But it wasn’t. Charly had just counted the last of her money. Thirteen dollars and twenty-six cents was all that was left in her purse. She didn’t want to think about her bank account, which was likely already overdrawn. Her mother’s disability check wouldn’t deposit for another two weeks. That thought sent her into another round of uncontrollable sobs.
 	How had she screwed up so completely? She didn’t even have enough gas money to get out of the state, let alone back home to New York. If she was honest with herself, coming to Jessie’s wedding had been a fool’s detour. Sure, it was great to see her cousin, but if she’d stuck with the plan to take the bus, though ridiculously more than two and a half days of travel, it would’ve cost less than it had taking her car.
 	“Talk to me, Charly. What was the call about?”
 	She sniffled. “Did Drake tell you about my job interview in Malibu?”
 	He nodded.
 	“I didn’t get it.”
 	“Their loss.” He stroked her hair. “You’ll land something soon, I’m sure. What can I do to help make you feel better?”
 	She thought about asking him to leave, but being alone wasn’t something she wanted. Not now. “Just hold me.”
 	“My pleasure, sweetheart.” He pulled her in tight. His body felt like a castle’s stone wall that kept out enemies.
 	The only enemies she dealt with on a day-to-day basis were bill collectors. Her mother’s illness had drained what little savings they’d had after her dad got sent to prison. Hopelessness racked her insides, and she suffered another round of sobbing. Dax cradled her through it all.
 	Exhausted from the tears, she finally fell asleep in his arms. 

 


	 Chapter Three 
	Charly awoke. The lamp on the desk was the only light on in her hotel room, but it was enough for her to realize she wasn’t alone. 
 	Dax was leaning on one elbow, gazing at her. “Hey, kitten.”
 	He was under the covers with her. At the very least, he was naked from the waist up. The rest of him under the blanket was likely naked, too.
 	“Hey.” Like him, she wasn’t wearing anything. Clearly, he’d undressed her after she’d passed out from the crying. “What time is it?”
 	“Doesn’t matter.” He had such a sexy voice, similar to his twin but a bit deeper. “You need to rest more.” He reached out and moved her hair out of her eyes.
 	“Dax, I’m glad you stayed.” She must’ve looked like a mess to him. Her eyes felt swollen.
 	“Me, too, sweetheart.” 
 	An image of her mother appeared in her mind. How would she pay for her mother’s medications next month? Her supplement covered the biggest percentage of the cost, but the remainder had always been picked up by Charly. She covered her face with her hands, trying to block out the anxiety exploding inside her once again.
 	Dax cupped her chin. “You’re thinking too much, kitten. Fuck Malibu. Things will work out. You’re smart. You’re honest. Charming. Beautiful.” He leaned in and kissed her, and the image of her mom disappeared.
 	Charly knew where this was headed. Drake and Heath had stolen her heart. Letting Dax, another Strong cowboy, this close was foolish, no doubt, but she needed his unspoken offer. More than that, she craved it. With a clearer head, she might’ve been able to resist her body’s urges, but not now, not after all that had happened. Besides, she’d already had sex with Dax. All she must do was keep her heart in check. This could be just sex—friends with benefits. 
 	With his calloused hands, Dax caressed her body, causing heat and buzzing to spread through her. He could’ve fucked her while she’d been passed out, but he hadn’t. Instead, the cowboy had chosen to make her comfortable, keep her safe, and stay with her. 
 	“Thank you, Dax.”
 	“For what, kitten?” Dax’s fingers glided over her shoulders like little massage therapists, working out every bit of tightness they discovered.
 	Charly loved his touches, and her mind began to quiet, pushing her worries away. She laid back on the mattress and enjoyed the sensations he was bringing to life in her body. Urges shot through her, making her warm.
 	He kissed her again, deeper and more intense than before. His lips tasted warm and delicious. Her toes curled as his hands moved to her naked breasts. 
 	She moaned into his kiss when he pinched her nipples, providing her with passionate stings. Her clit began to throb, and her pussy dampened.
 	Dax ended their kiss. “You’re hot as hell, kitten. Feel this.” He grabbed her hand and shoved it to his cock, hidden under the covers. He was rock hard. “You’ve done this to me. I’ve been suffering since the moment I saw you in the diner. Now, you’re going to pay.”
 	Feeling brazen, she wrapped her fingers around his nine-inch monster but was unable to encircle all its thick girth. 
 	“That’s perfect. Squeeze my cock, Charly.”
 	Charly obeyed and was rewarded by a wicked growl from deep within his chest. “You like this, cowboy?” she whispered.
 	“Kitten, you’re a naughty little thing, aren’t you?” he teased. “You’re going to find out what kind of animal I can be in the bedroom.”
 	“Show me, Dax.”
 	“You just waved the red cap at the bull, sweetheart.” Dax dove onto her neck with his mouth and covered her D-cup mounds with his hands. He sucked on her neck and gently massaged her breasts until she was mad with desire.
 	She wrapped her arms and legs around him. The ache in her pussy grew. “Dax…that feels…so…” Her thirst was too great, too powerful to resist. “Please, make love to me.”
 	He whispered wickedly, “Kitten, more to come. Much more. I’m going to enjoy having your pussy wrapped around my dick, but first, I want you thrashing under me and begging for more.”
 	Dax kissed her again, and she gazed into his dark brown eyes. So like his twin, but different. The same kindness was easy to see, but there was also a devilish charm. He smiled, and a hot sensation shot through her. She wanted Dax to take her right then, her need too great to resist.
 	As his tongue swept into her mouth, she closed her eyes, swamped by his fervor. His rough edges and wild nature called to her to surrender. He made her feel beautiful and so very feminine.
 	Her body trembled as his hands drifted down her sides, tickling her ever so slightly. Her skin felt electric, and her pussy got even wetter. “Please, Dax. Don’t make me wait. I need you to make love to me now.”
 	He laughed. “So, you want to run this show, kitten?”
 	She’d overstepped some line but didn’t know what. “That’s not what I mean.”
 	“That’s exactly what you meant, but that’s not how I roll, sweetheart. I see that you can be a bit bratty at times.”
 	“Bratty? I don’t understand what you mean.”
 	“You’ll learn, soon enough. Let me make it clear to you who is in charge, kitten.” Dax swallowed her right nipple and pressed on her clit, creating a mix of pleasure and pain that sent her to the moon.
 	Yes, he’d warmed her body up, but now, he was burning her to the core. Her lips vibrated as a moan escaped from her mouth. 
 	Dax devoured and pinched her throbbing nipples. Moistness dripped from her pussy, and a shiver shot up and down her body.
 	“Who is in charge, kitten?” he asked, the edge in his voice so easy to detect.
 	“You are.”
 	“Whenever we’re having sex, you may call me Sir or Master. Got it, sweetheart?”
 	“Yes, Sir.” Something about his confidence and demands were getting to her on a different level. With him in charge in the bedroom, she didn’t have to worry about a thing. She didn’t have to try. And that was getting her ever so damp between her thighs.
 	Dax shifted down a bit on the bed. He kissed her belly and parted her thighs with his hands. 
 	Tingles rolled through every inch of her. Charly’s breath caught in her chest as he laved her navel. Suddenly, she thought about Drake and Heath and froze. After almost coming to blows, those two had left her alone in the hotel. Was she creating another wedge between brothers by making love to Dax?
 	She choked out, “Dax, we shouldn’t. Drake and Heath are already at odds, and I’m the cause of that.”
 	“Shh, kitten. Not now. Heath caused that, not you. It happened a long time ago. I’ll tell you all about it, but right now, I want you out of your head with lust.”
 	What was it about him that undid her completely? “You promise we will talk later?”
 	His lips curled up, and he nodded. “Of course, sweetheart. Now, sit back and get ready for a wild ride. That’s an order.”
 	She gave him a mock salute.
 	“I’m going to definitely have to deal with your inner brat, kitten…but not tonight. Now, I want to touch you, kiss you, taste you, make you feel good.”
 	Wanting the same thing, she looked down at the cowboy between her legs and touched his hair. “Yes. Please, Master.”
 	His eyebrows shot up, and then he smiled broadly. “You don’t even know what you’re saying, but I sure do like the sound of it.”
 	“That makes me happy, Sir.”
 	He kissed both of her thighs. “Perfect. I can smell your need, kitten. Such a sweet aroma.”
 	Heat flooded her cheeks, and sparks danced along her skin. She watched him gazing at her pussy like it was something priceless.
 	“This pussy”—his fingers parted her folds, and his thumb grazed her clit, making her delirious—“is so cute.” It wasn’t as if he were talking to her any longer, but that his inner thoughts were bursting out from the awe he felt at what he saw.
 	His touches and words mixed together to create a marvelous brew that made her feel dainty and excited. She’d never felt so proud of her body than now. And Dax had been the cause of it all.
 	“You are soaked, kitten. Good girl. But I’m going to make you even wetter. I want to drown in your sweet juices.”
 	With one hand, Dax reached up and began massaging her breast again. With the other, he fingered her pussy. Her back arched up from the bed from the wild sensations he was creating inside her. Heat engulfed her, and she covered the breast that he wasn’t touching with her own hand. 
 	He pinched her left nipple, and she followed suit, though lesser so than he. The sting shot from her breasts down to her channel like a lightning bolt of desire. When Charly felt the tip of his tongue touch her clit, she couldn’t stay still, wiggling under him.
 	“That’s it, kitten. Go wild for me.”
 	“Y–Yes, S–Sir.” She fisted the sheets as he sent a digit into her pussy and licked at her clit. 
 	Like a live wire, Charly’s entire body seemed to be firing hot from Dax’s delicious torture.
 	“You’re really tight, kitten. I love that.”
 	Her body was sizzling, and she began to pant. Under his expertise in the bed, her worry had fled, leaving only a blazing frenzy to be stretched, filled, and possessed by Dax.
 	He put another finger inside her and captured her clit between his lips. She nearly fainted from the mouthwatering misery.
 	His digits went in deep, spreading out her pussy’s interior to make room for his mammoth cock. “Damn, woman. You’re quite a morsel. I’m thirsty for your passionate water.”
 	Without another word, Dax began swallowing her juices, sucking, licking, and nibbling on her swollen folds. His tongue danced its way over her most sensitive flesh, and though hard to believe, she got even wetter.
 	Instinctively, she wrapped her legs around his neck. The little encouragement worked wonders, and he feasted on her like a hungry lion would its prey. And her temperature and desire rose to the unbearable.
 	“Please,” she gasped. “I need you, Sir.”
 	“Yes, you do.” Once again he kissed her thighs. “Getting close, kitten. I can tell. Let’s see if I can push you over the edge.” With those words, he devoured her pussy, setting her insides on fire.
 	Suddenly, her climax erupted from her, venting a myriad of hot, trembling sensations through her body. Her thoughts were seductively hazy, and her womb clenched and flamed. Dax pressed on her clit with his tongue, providing the perfect friction and pressure. She trembled uncontrollably as another orgasm blew through her.
 	“God, yes! Yes!” Her nerves ignited more shivers and more electricity through her body. The blast of sensations shot through her like a cannon, and her pussy tightened, released, and tightened again.
 	Dax didn’t let up on his oral torture. Just as one climax began to subside, he would evoke another from her with more laves to her pussy and clit. Multiples never felt so good, and he knew just what to do to keep her going higher and hotter. 
 	After what seemed an eternity of this, Dax stopped his masterful tongue bathing of her pussy. He rolled off the bed and pulled a condom out of the front pocket of his discarded jeans. 
 	She wanted to call a halt to this, but couldn’t. The lust he’d awakened in her would not be fully satisfied until his cock was seated deeply inside her channel. Transfixed by his every move, she watched him sheath his dick.
 	Dax got on top of her, and she felt his hard-on pressing on her weeping sex. “Time for my kitten to feel my cock inside her sweet cunt.”
 	He wasn’t asking her for permission, causing her to pant for more from her take-charge cowboy.
 	Without hesitation, Dax guided his cock into her pussy, causing her to gasp. He was so big and monstrous. He slowly pierced her sex, taking time to claim each inch of her, stretching her beyond the limits she thought possible.
 	“God, I’ve wanted this, Charly. So much.” Dax filled her completely with one final thrust, making her gasp.
 	She closed her eyes, savoring the feel of him inside her and the joy at his confession to her. 
 	He kissed her forehead. “You’re incredible, sweetheart.”
 	She chewed on her lip, then panted, “I–I’m glad you’re h–here, Sir.”
 	He began plunging in and out of her pussy with his dick, releasing a deluge of desire in her. Wrapping her legs around him, she let herself go, grasping hold of her want, her instinct, and her need.
 	Dax increased the rhythm of his deep thrusts. Her womb began to tighten, and her clit throbbed mercilessly. She thrashed under him like a wild woman, need flooding every part of her. Her breathing changed to panting. Her heart thudded in her chest like the hooves of a racehorse on the track. Faster and faster, he slammed into her. Deeper and deeper. 
 	Her rational mind was shoved aside as raw impulse took her wholly. She clenched his dick with the inner walls of her pussy.
 	“Fuck, kitten. That’s so good.”
 	Pleased and craving more of his praise, she tightened around his shaft as hard as she could.
 	He grabbed her wrists and shoved them to the bed, pinning her in place. He looked to her like a man insane with lust. “I want you to come first, kitten. Understand?”
 	She nodded, feeling so tiny and feminine.
 	“Good girl. Let go now.” He began thrusting into her at just the perfect tempo. “Tell me how it feels to have my dick inside your pussy, kitten.”
 	“G–Good.” Her insides were oscillating fast and furious. A million sensations, natural and powerful, crushed her deeply.
 	“Come for me, kitten.” 
 	With his hands still holding her wrists, writhing under him felt crazy and amazing. Then her womb convulsed, and shivers took hold of all of her as her orgasm lambasted through her body, causing her to scream and scream and scream.
 	Lusciously addled, she wrapped her legs around him as his own need clearly was taking him over. His momentum became crazed and rushed. Suddenly, he sent his cock even deeper into her pussy in a single, powerful thrust.
 	“Fuck!” he yelled. 
 	She could feel his cock pulsing inside her as he came. 
 	Dax released her wrists and let his entire weight cover her, pinning her in a different way. His ragged breathing warmed her ear. Her own body was a humid puddle as her climax continued to provide tiny, delightful eruptions, each lesser than the one before. Thankfully, he kept his cock inside her pussy, allowing her to enjoy their physical connection longer.
 	“Dax?” she whispered.
 	His breathing changed, strengthened. “Yes, kitten.”
 	“Thank you.”
 	He leaned up and gazed down at her. “We’re not done, sweetheart.”
 	“But you came?”
 	“And I will come again. Didn’t I tell you that you’re not in charge here?”
 	She giggled. “Yes, Sir.”
 	“That’s my girl.”
 	After her cowboy lover finally relented and fell asleep with her securely in his arms, Charly realized she’d opened up another Pandora’s box with him. She shouldn’t have let him make love to her, but thank God he had. Now, she could deal with what to do next about her financial situation and not completely fall apart. That thought got her anxiety stirred back up, and she felt her shoulders starting to ache. 
 	I can’t do anything tonight that will get me out of this difficult situation. 
 	Enjoying the simmer that remained from having sex with Dax tonight, Charly snuggled more tightly into the sexy cowboy’s sleeping frame.
 	Tomorrow, I’ll face whatever I must. Now, I just want to enjoy the fantasy. 

 


	 Chapter Four 
	Charly leaned up on the bed’s headboard. Using the remote, she turned on the TV. 
 	She heard Dax turn on the shower in the hotel room’s bathroom. She’d insisted he go first, refusing his offer of a dual shower. She was too spent for anything beyond washing off. Clearly he was ready for more.
 	Still trying to avoid reality, she clicked around the available stations. The cable service was dismal. Four stations only. What she settled on was surprising to her. Though Wilde was a very tiny town, it actually had its own local channel. The program currently on was some kind of local auction. The voice of the host sounded familiar. He gave great details about the like-new fishing gear on the screen. The current bid for lot eleven was at sixty-five dollars, a small fortune to Charly in her current budget crisis.
 	The show cut away from the fishing gear, and a face she knew appeared on the screen. It was the minister who had performed Jessie’s wedding—Pete. How many jobs did the guy hold in this town? A bunch, apparently.
 	“That’s all for this week’s Trading Post. Next week we’ve got some saddles that will come on the block, some antiques from the estate sale of the Hawkins family. But the big news is Mrs. Masters bought herself a new Chevy Silverado, so she is ready to part with her 1972 El Camino. We’ve all seen her driving the red darling to Norma’s. It’s in mint condition, folks. So, you definitely don’t want to miss next week’s auction. That’s all for now.” Pete winked and waved. “See you at the tables.”
 	Though the production was amateurish, Charly smiled at how sweet it was. Something about this small town’s ways got under her skin in a good way.
 	The screen changed to white with the following message in black:
 	“This station is supported by: Wilde Mining Company, The Wilde Family, The Strong Family, The Hawkins Family, The Masters Family, and the Hart Family. Also by the good people at Sneaky Pete’s Casino, Norma’s Diner, The Masters’ Chambers Club, The Ladies Tea Room, The Stanley Funeral Home and Cryogenics Lab, and by grants from the chambers of commerce of Wilde, Vice, and Bandit’s Hideout. And by generous donations from you, our viewers.”
 	Charly heard the shower cut off but didn’t want to stop watching the TV. Once she left the bed, she would have to start dealing, and right now, she didn’t want to.
 	When the sponsor’s names faded from the screen, images from the area popped up for her to enjoy. Northern Nevada was beautiful, stunning even. The slideshow ended, and the station’s call letters materialized in front of her eyes. KINK. She giggled at the humorous name the broadcasting gurus of Wilde had chosen. But the name wasn’t the only ironic thing about the station. When the jingle came on at the top of the hour with the melodic harmonies of several studio singers, Charly busted out laughing. 
 	“Every Nevadan knows, yes they know, wherever you are, whatever you need, KINK Is Nevada’s Key to the world. We’re always here for you. K–I–N–K. Channel three.”
 	“Hey, did you see what the last bid was for Kyle’s fishing gear?” Dax came out of the bathroom with a towel around his waist and nothing else.
 	“What? Oh, the auction. Not sure whose it was, but there was some fishing stuff Pete was showing at the end.”
 	“And the bid?” He let the towel drop and gave her a view of his incredible, now squeaky-clean, male body. 
 	Charly closed her eyes and rubbed her forehead, pretending to try to remember. But the real reason was that she needed to get on with facing her demons and not rush back into his arms to pretend her world was just fine as wine.
 	“Doesn’t matter. Kyle put a reserve on it. Dumb-ass. Our auction is more garage sale than anything of merit, kitten.”
 	“Kitten.” God, I love when he calls me that.
 	She opened her eyes and saw he was wearing his jeans and socks. “I think the bid was sixty-five dollars.”
 	“Hell, that’s my bid from last week. I think I’ll call in a dollar increase. That’ll get Kyle all hot and bothered.”
 	“You’re a devil, Dax.”
 	“Don’t you know it?” he asked, jumping on the bed next to her.
 	“I do. But seriously, I have to get dressed. I’ve got things I have to do today.”
 	He brushed the hair out of her eyes. “The first thing is to get some food in that pretty middle of yours, kitten.”
 	She was about to protest when her cell went off. Dax grabbed it from the nightstand and shamelessly looked at the screen.
 	“Not Drake.”
 	“You’re too much. Give me that.” She held out her hand.
 	Her cell buzzed again.
 	“I will, but only because I want to,” he stated, obviously to make a point. “No secrets, kitten. Not with me.”
 	Buzz. One more and the caller would hear her voice mail. 
 	“Okay. Fine.” Charly couldn’t help herself, responding to his over-the-top alpha bravado more than she should. “May I have my phone?”
 	He smiled and handed it to her. 
 	The caller ID on screen read “Mom.”
 	Buzz.
 	She clicked the green button but was too late. “Damn it.”
 	“Sorry, sweetheart.” 
 	Panic exploded inside her, followed by growing irritation. “Time for you to go, cowboy.”
 	“Chill, kitten. You can call your mom back.”
 	“Yes, I can. Please. I want to talk to her in private.”
 	He narrowed his eyes but finally nodded. “Okay. I’m headed over to Norma’s. Be there in fifteen minutes. I’ll order for us.”
 	She knew there was no sense arguing with him. Unlike his twin, Dax had a stubborn streak a mile wide. “Yes, but I’ll need an hour.”
 	“Women. Fine. An hour. Gives me time to check in with my dads and see what’s going on at the ranches.” He finished dressing just as her cell phone chimed, indicating her mother had finished her message.
 	“Thank you, Dax. Really. For everything.”
 	“More to come, kitten. Much more.” He opened the hotel room’s door to the hallway and glanced back at her. “One hour. Don’t be late. You don’t want to make me angry, right?”
 	She smiled and saluted. “Yes, Sir.”
 	“That’s my girl.” He exited the room, closing the door behind him.
 	Rather than check the message, Charly called her mother right back.
 	“Charly? I just left you a message.” Her mother’s voice sounded weak, which crushed her.
 	“Mom, is everything okay?”
 	“Yes, honey. I’m fine. I just wanted to check on you. Any word from the center?”
 	Like a knife to her gut, that question sliced her in two. “Not yet,” she lied. Her mother didn’t need to worry about anything but staying well. “How are you feeling today?”
 	“Better than normal. Mr. Leukemia seems to be slumbering the past few days.”
 	Her mother had personified her illness long ago, likely as a way of coping with the constant pain. “And Kim is coming by to check on you?”
 	“Every day, honey. She told me to tell you she’s got all her fingers and toes crossed for you to get that job.”
 	“Tell her ‘thanks’ for me.”
 	“I sure will, honey. She’s a treasure.”
 	“She sure is.” Kim had moved in six months before Charly left for college. Her own mother had died from cancer, and she’d kind of adopted Charly’s mom, thankfully. 
 	“I guess Jessie isn’t back from her honeymoon yet?”
 	“Not yet.” Charly longed for her cousin’s ear. She needed someone to talk to about the lost job and much more.
 	“I bet you hear from Malibu before she gets back. Kim told me that she’ll help you pack us up for the move, Charly. If Mr. Leukemia behaves, I might be able to help, too.”
 	Charly’s throat tightened up. “Let’s wait until we know, Mom. Okay?”
 	“Sure thing, honey. I can’t wait for you to come home, though. I miss you, baby.”
 	“I miss you, too, Mom.” Charly felt the tears well up in her eyes. “I need to go. I’m meeting someone for breakfast this morning.”
 	Her mother sighed. “Sweetheart, be careful out there. You don’t need to fall into the same trap as your cousin did. Not that I’m saying five men is a bad thing for her. But for you? Well, that would never work out, honey.”
 	Images of Drake, Heath, and Dax swirled in her head. “Don’t worry about me, Mom. Love isn’t in the cards for me.”
 	“Not yet, but someday, honey.”
 	“We’ll see. I really have to go, though. I’ll call you later.”
 	“Charly, you sound upset. Is everything okay?”
 	“Mom, I’m fine.” She was about to start sobbing and couldn’t let her mom hear that. “I promise to call you tomorrow. I love you.”
 	“I love you, too, baby.” It was clear by her mother’s tone that Charly hadn’t fooled her one bit.
 	Charly hit the disconnect button and fell into her pillow, sobbing violently.

 


	 Chapter Five 
	Dax walked into Norma’s Cafe, bustling with locals. Seth sat at the booth farthest from the entrance. He looked to be in one of his foul moods. Didn’t matter. He needed Seth to go back and check on the trespasser issue at the ranch. He’d left that bit of unfinished business after Drake had put him on the task of being Charly’s sidekick and bodyguard.
 	“Sit anywhere you like, sir.” He didn’t recognize the new waitress carrying the coffeepot. 
 	She was definitely an outsider, which wouldn’t have set well with the former owner of the diner. But Norma was long gone, having left Wilde after Samantha, her crazy, homicidal daughter, died in the Old Wilde Mine. Carlotta had changed very little about the diner, save hiring outsiders to run the place. Thankfully, the cooks were still local and knew how to make King Cakes. The waitress’s nametag read “Mackenzie.”
 	Normally, he would’ve chatted up the good-looking woman, but his thoughts remained fixed on the curvy beauty he’d left back at the Cactus Hotel.
 	“I’ll sit with him.” Dax pointed at Seth. “Just a cup of coffee for now.”
 	“No breakfast?” Mackenzie asked.
 	“A lady will be joining me here later. I’ll eat with her then.”
 	“Sure thing.” The woman nodded, walking through the crowd, filling empty cups. 
 	Dax noticed several of the local men gaze at her ass. Mackenzie was new meat and, if she stayed in Wilde, she would get quite an education in the next several weeks.
 	He headed to Seth’s booth, but was stopped by the Masters twins.
 	“Hey, buddy. We haven’t seen you at our club in a while,” Wade said.
 	“First, it isn’t your club just because your last name is the same as The Masters’ Chambers. It’s Austin’s club. Second, I think he’s considering changing the name of it.”
 	“He wouldn’t,” Wyatt barked.
 	“He’s joking, bro. Aren’t you?” his twin asked.
 	Dax liked the Masters brothers. They were four years older than Drake and him, but the four of them had bonded despite the age difference, likely because of sharing the twin kinship.
 	“Maybe. I’ll keep my ears open for any clue from my cousin once he gets back from his honeymoon.”
 	“Thanks, buddy. Seriously, why don’t you join us tonight at the club? We’ve got our eye on the new waitress. Wouldn’t you like a piece of that?”
 	“Not tonight, fellows. Besides, I don’t think either of you are her type.”
 	“Asshole.” Wade laughed. “Wait and see.”
 	“Have fun.” He walked up to Seth, who didn’t acknowledge his arrival. “Mind if I join you, bro?”
 	“Sure. I bet you’re starving after your night with Charly.” Seth sounded a bit envious, which was a good thing.
 	“Who knows?”
 	“It’s Wilde. Everyone knows, Dax.”
 	“Don’t tell me that mom has gotten out her Cupid bow and arrow already?”
 	“She wants grandchildren. Can’t blame her.” He lowered his voice and smirked. “Our other brothers won’t ever settle down.”
 	The acrimony toward their older brothers was ever present in Seth. Sure, the six of them worked the livestock together and took care of things on the ranch, but whatever brotherly love Seth had felt for Tobias, Nate, and especially Heath was long gone.
 	“Where is mom?”
 	“She’s over at the Stanleys’ getting the contracts signed.”
 	“Crap. It’s that time already.” 
 	The Stanley cousins—Ezra, Reuben, and Barnaby—and their wife, Josephina, weren’t native to Wilde, but had lived there long before Dax had been born. Like so many, they’d discovered the town years ago, after leaving Alabama behind, and had set down roots. Their family structure worked perfectly here. Though, according to stories Dax had been told, it took a little time for the locals to warm up to their unique business services, everyone did eventually come around.
 	“Yes it is, bro. Every room at the Cactus is going to be filled with eccentrics, crazies, and the curious, looking for a chance at immortality.”
 	The Cryogenics Convention’s sweepstakes’s grand prize of a free whole-body freezing did attract quite a crowd. Four bodies of previous winners were stored at the facility with five others, who’d also won the prize at past cons, still on their feet with hot blood in their veins.
 	“And this is the tenth year. I overheard mom on the phone with Josephina a month ago. They’re planning to blow the top off of the event to celebrate.”
 	Seth rolled his eyes. “How many stiffs are at the Stanleys’ cooler? You took the tour, didn’t you?”
 	“That was a long time ago, Seth. I did graduate, you know.” Mrs. Stanley taught high school biology. To pass her class, every student had to go on the tour of the funeral home and lab. 
 	“You’re good at numbers. Estimate. Besides, didn’t you go to Mr. Blackwood’s freezing service?”
 	Dax was ready to change topics. Seth could often be so morose that it got creepy. “There has to be at least sixteen locals who have taken the big chill. I’d guess another fifty or so stored in the outsiders’ section of the facility. Time to plan our getaway now during the con, bro.”
 	“For sure.”
 	Carrying a fresh pot of coffee and a cup, Mackenzie stepped up to their booth. “Here you go.” She placed the cup in front of Dax and poured the hot liquid into it. “Cream?”
 	“No. Black.”
 	“How about you? Refill?” she asked Seth.
 	“No thanks.”
 	“I’ll bring you two menus when your lady shows up.”
 	“That’ll work. Thanks, Mackenzie.”
 	She didn’t acknowledge him at first, then touched her nametag. “Ah. Right. That’s my name. And you are?”
 	“Dax Strong. This is my brother Seth.”
 	“Nice to meet you guys.” She left them, filling cups along the way back to the kitchen.
 	Seth leered at the girl as she walked away. “I think we should get to know her, bro. Don’t you?”
 	Dax looked at his watch, noting how much time Charly had left before he fetched her. “Not interested.”
 	His brother’s eyebrows shot up. “That doesn’t sound like you.”
 	“Well, it is. I’m watching over Charly while Drake is out of town checking on cattle in Texas. That’s all I’m focused on at the moment.”
 	“More than that, I bet. She’s gotten to you just like she did with Drake.”
 	“I don’t know about that,” he lied, not ready to confess anything until he sealed the deal with Charly for good.
 	“Fuck.”
 	“What’s your problem?”
 	“Not one goddamn thing.”
 	“I care about her, yes. Marriage? Who knows?” But Dax was already imagining a life with Charly by his side. Sure, Drake was on board, but Seth? Could he ever be? 
 	“Bro, I’m happy for you and Drake. I really am.”
 	Dax bristled. “That sounds like you’ve already made up your mind to split. Hasn’t the plan always been for the three of us to share?”
 	“Plans change. I’m not ready to settle down, bro.”
 	“Seth, give Charly a chance. She’s incredible. Smart. Sexy. She’s no pushover but has a submissive heart. And more. She’s perfect for us.”
 	“You’re fucking in love.” Seth smiled. 
 	Despite his grin, Dax sensed the familiar sadness and loss inside his brother. “Maybe. I just don’t know. Besides, if she is the one, you should be happy for us.”
 	“I’m happy for you. But like I told you earlier, I’m not ready to commit to anyone right now.”
 	Same old tune from him. I wish he could let go of the past. “Settling down is still a long way off, Seth. Even for me. A long courtship may be how we move forward with Charly. She is an outsider.”
 	“We’ll see.” Seth slid out of the booth and stood. “No promises. Keep an eye on her, Dax. No matter what, don’t let the other three get to her.”
 	“I won’t. I promise.” Dax looked at his watch again. It wouldn’t be much longer before Charly was sitting in front of him. “I found some tracks over by the middle stream. I’m betting it’s another driver who got turned around.”
 	“I’ll check it out. You take care of your girl.”
 	“Thanks, bro.”
 	“Later.” Seth nodded, heading out of the diner.
 	Though Dax hadn’t spoken the words aloud, just thinking about Charly drove him wild. His need to possess her, the woman of his dreams, was all consuming. He’d never been in love, not even with Gabby, so he wasn’t certain that his feelings constituted the big L. 
 	Still, he wasn’t sure what else it could be if not love. The best way to find out if what he was feeling might be the big L would be to spend more time with Charly, which he would gladly do. 

 


	 Chapter Six 
	Knowing Dax was waiting on her at Norma’s, Charly descended the hotel’s stairs in a dash with still twenty minutes to spare from his cutoff time. 
 	When she hit the bottom step, she saw his mother, Maude Strong, entering the front door. The lady held on to her purse with one hand and several folders with the other. 
 	“Hello, Mrs. Strong.”
 	“Hun, please call me Maude.”
 	“I’d be happy to. Thank you.”
 	Just then, a strong gust of wind blew through the open door into the lobby, causing Maude to lose her hold on the folders. They fell to the floor, their paper contents spilling as another sudden blast carried sheets far and wide through the space.
 	“Damn,” the woman stated flatly, shutting the Cactus’s front door. “What a mess.”
 	“Let me help you, Mrs.…I mean Maude.”
 	The Strongs’ mother winked. “You got a deal, Charly.”
 	It took them fifteen minutes to gather up all the paper, leaving her only five to meet Dax’s deadline. 
 	“I think we got them all, hun.” Maude sat down on the sofa in the lobby and patted the empty spot beside her. “Come talk to me for a minute. I’m just not ready to sort all those papers back into the correct folders.”
 	Norma’s was right across the street, so she could sit for a minute or two.
 	Charly sat next to Maude. “I’d be happy to come back and help you with that task, Maude.”
 	“Would you?” She sounded relieved. “I’ll pay you if you do.”
 	Pay? Charly flinched at the idea. Why did everything come down to money her whole life? Her anxiety shot up at the thought of how little of the green stuff she had left. But taking Maude’s money would be more like taking a handout than getting a paycheck. She would never be like her father—ever.
 	“It would be my pleasure to help you out, Maude.” 
 	The door opened, and two men and a woman walked in with a bunch of suitcases in tow. 
 	Maude looked at the reception desk. “Where the hell is Kyle?” She turned to Charly. “Hold on a sec, hun.”
 	Suddenly, Charly thought about her own hotel stay. Sure, her cousin’s husbands had taken care of that for her for being in their wedding. But the wedding was five days ago. Now the bill was most certainly hers. 
 	Maude stood up and greeted the group. “Welcome to the Hotel Cactus.”
 	“Thank you,” the three said in unison. 
 	The woman giggled. “I can’t believe we’re actually here.”
 	“You mean Wilde, hun?” Maude asked.
 	“Yes.” The woman scanned the room as if looking for some enemy, and then in a hushed tone asked, “Is it true?”
 	Maude laughed. “You don’t have to whisper in Wilde, kiddo. It’s true. Just ask my two husbands.”
 	“I told you, Charlotte.” The guy closest to the girl smiled. 
 	“Yes, you did, Carl.” The woman looked straight at Maude. “This is our fifth anniversary, ma’am. The three of us, I mean.”
 	“Well, that’s wonderful, hun.”
 	“We’re from Tulsa,” Charlotte rattled off. “Carl’s an attorney. Ted works for the city. I’m a surgical nurse. We keep a very low profile at home.”
 	“I bet,” Charly chimed in. She wondered how many people in plural marriages were living in secret around the country.
 	Kyle appeared from the door behind the counter. “I’ll check them in, Maude.”
 	“Good deal. Put them in the Rita Hayworth suite.” Maude turned back to the newlyweds. “Kyle will be happy to help you.”
 	As the trio stepped up to the counter to check in, Maude sat back down. “Now, let’s have a chat.”
 	Charly looked at the time on her cell. “Can I get a rain check on that, Maude? I’m meeting your son at Norma’s, and if I don’t go now, I’ll be late.”
 	“Which son?”
 	“Dax.”
 	“Good choice, Charly, though I might’ve picked my older boys for you if I got to do the choosing. Hold on a second, hun.”
 	Charly’s first thought was to tell Maude to mind her own business, but she realized that Maude knew the ways of Wilde and she did not. And Charly already felt terrible about the problems she’d caused between Drake and Heath. Maybe Maude had some insight into their underlying problem that she could share.
 	Maude pulled out a cell phone from her purse. She hit a number in her contact list. “Dax. This is your mom. I’ve got Charly with me. Yes, I know. She’ll be over shortly. No. This is girl talk. Son, don’t push me. I’ll send her over in ten minutes or less, I promise. Love you, too.” She clicked the phone off. “Now, where were we?”
 	“You’re too much, Maude.” A chat with the Strong matriarch might be just what Charly needed to clear her head. Besides, she really liked the woman’s odd charm.
 	“So I’ve been told many times. So what do you think of my boys, Charly?”
 	Charly believed Maude, being the six cowboys’ mother, might know more about them than anyone else. “Well, I’ve spent some time with all of them, actually three more than the others.”
 	Her eyebrows shot up. “Which three, hun?”
 	“Drake, Dax, and Heath.”
 	Maude sighed. “That’s too bad. Choosing is going to be hard for you, I bet.”
 	“Oh no. I’m not interested in any of them as a boyfriend.” Charly shook her head to support the lie. “Don’t get me wrong, they’re great. There’s just no future for me in Wilde.”
 	“I’m not so sure about that, hun.” Maude grabbed her hand. “If you change your mind and decide to stay, you may only choose three of my boys for something permanent. That’s how it works here.”
 	“I’ve heard. Jessie and her guys are the only exception to the rule.”
 	“Right. It’s hard enough for me with two. I can’t imagine how she’s going to do it with five.” Maude’s tone softened. “You might be falling for Heath and the twins, but that’s not going to work out either.”
 	Charly sighed. “For the sake of argument, let’s say I was wanting to pursue something more with those three. Why can’t that be?” But she already had a good idea about that.
 	“There’s several reasons, hun. One, we’ve set up the division of our land holdings into two sets, with our three older boys getting one of them, and the younger boys getting the other.”
 	“Wills can be changed, Maude.”
 	“True. Still, they’ve been raised since they were old enough to know how we expected them to divide up. The twins and Seth will share a wife, and so will Nate, Heath, and Tobias. I know that must sound strange to you, not being from here.”
 	“Yes, it does. Why can’t they make up their own mind how to divide up into three?” Charly let herself relish in the possibility of Drake, Dax, and Heath forming a new Strong team—Team “Charly’s heart belongs to these guys.”
 	“I suppose that might work under different circumstances. But it won’t with my boys. The biggest obstacle for such a thing to happen is a mystery to my husbands and me. Though they try to hide their dislike for one another, we know. It kills us as parents to see them like that. Thankfully, the younger three have each other to rely on, and likewise the older three, too.”
 	“Do you have any clue what caused this rift?”
 	“None of my boys have ever confessed what drove them apart, but I suspect it was over a woman. I think you’re terrific, hun, but I couldn’t bear seeing my boys grow even further apart. Do you understand what I’m saying here?”
 	“Clear as day, Maude.” Charly couldn’t blame the woman for being so open. Like her, she’d seen how Drake and Heath had reacted to each other. “Seriously, I’m not interested in your sons.”
 	“I’m sorry, Charly. I know I’ve overstepped here, but I just didn’t want you to get hurt.”
 	She liked Maude, very much. The woman was one of the most genuine people she’d ever met. “I know and I thank you for your honesty.” She stood. “I’ll be back to help you with the filing, I promise. I also have a few questions for you.”
 	Charly wasn’t about to talk about her bill now, but later she would have to. 
 	“Sure, hun. Take your time and enjoy your breakfast with Dax.” 
 	“I will.” Charly headed out the door. 
 	When the door to the Cactus closed, she stopped. First, she would have to set Dax straight about there being no future together. Then Drake, followed by Heath. Those thoughts swirled in her head like bats on a cloudy night. She’d never felt such utter sadness in her whole life. No tears fell. She was all cried out, though if she’d had even one drop left inside her, it would have sent her into a sobbing fit right there on the street.
 	Charly sighed and headed for the cowboy waiting for her.
 	Her financial worries weren’t the only things at the bottom of the hole she’d fallen into. Her crushed heart was there, too.
 	

 	* * * *

 
 	
 	Dax sat alone in the empty cafe. The new girl and a cook were in the back, chatting away. The place had thinned out quickly, as most of the customers had been miners grabbing a bite before heading off to their shift down the big hole.
 	Despite his mother’s instructions, Dax was on his feet about to storm over to the Cactus when Charly walked through the front door of Norma’s. 
 	“Over here, Charly.” He waved at her.
 	She nodded and headed to him. “Hey, Dax.”
 	He wrapped his arms around her.
 	“Dax, don’t, please.”
 	“Kitten, I’ve been away from you for well over an hour. I deserve a kiss.” He leaned in to taste her lips, but she turned her head, offering her cheek instead. “Bullshit.” 
 	“Please, Dax. Here me out,” she choked out. 
 	She was obviously suffering from a pile of unspoken worries. But her inability to trust him was killing him inside. He would earn her trust, whatever it took.
 	Dax reached up and grabbed a fistful of her hair. “Look at me, Charly.”
 	“Stop. People will see.”
 	“Let them.” Though he knew only Mackenzie and one cook were in the back, and were unaware of what he was about to do to Charly, he would’ve done the same thing if the place had been packed. People in Wilde had seen much worse. “I said, ‘look at me.’”
 	“Yes, Sir.” Her lips trembled, giving him a little hope.
 	He wanted to turn her around, away from the darkness swirling in her pretty head. “Your bottom is going to be bright red for what you’ve just done.”
 	“What have I done?” She pursed her lips, making her resemble a petulant schoolgirl to him.
 	“For starters, you turned your head. Oh, and you didn’t arrive on time.”
 	She whined, “But your mother called you and told you I’d be late.”
 	“So?” 
 	“Isn’t that enough for now?” She was strong in so many ways, but he sensed the submissive streak in her. 
 	“What did I tell you when I left you alone?
 	“I had an hour.”
 	“That’s right. And you disobeyed me.”
 	“I–I didn’t mean to, Dax.”
 	“Until I say otherwise, sub, you call me ‘Sir,’ starting now.”
 	“B–But—”
 	He shoved Charly into the booth, moving in next to her, locking her in place with the wall and his body. If she tried to crawl under the table, then his gloves would come off. He doubted she was that bratty. 
 	“No talking. Nod if you understand me, sub.”
 	She obeyed, and that gave him some hope.
 	“That’s better. Best for you to start doing what I say, sub, right when I say it.”
 	She’d been fine when he left her back at the hotel after her mother’s call went to voice mail. Dax had left, believing she was safe and secure. Had her mother said something to upset her? Had his? 
 	Whoever the culprit, he would have his work cut out for him to get her back in the right state of mind. He needed help with this, but Seth was long gone. He thought about calling the Masters twins to meet him at the club, but then he saw Drake walk in. Mackenzie told him to pick a seat, but after he spotted him, his twin marched to his booth.
 	Drake’s eyebrows shot up when he looked at Charly. “What’s up?”
 	“She’s not supposed to talk yet. How was your trip?” He was back earlier than Dax expected.
 	“It was fine. We decided to handle the price negotiations over the phone, so I was able to come back on an early flight this morning. Good thing, too. It looks like things here are moving along. So, you’re running protocols with her now?” Drake asked.
 	“As much as I can. She’s still untrained, but I’m one helluva a Dom. I know how to reach a sub like her no matter how little she’s been exposed to.”
 	“I know, bro. I’ve seen you at The Masters’ Chambers before.”
 	“Speaking of the club, that gives me an idea. You in?”
 	“Absolutely.”
 	“Sub, we’re leaving. I know just the place to punish you.”
 	Charly opened her mouth, clearly to disobey his command and voice her disagreement. But just as fast as it had flown open, she shut it.
 	He left the booth, grabbed her arm, and jerked her up on her feet. 
 	Drake threw a ten dollar bill on the table, and the three of them headed out of the cafe. “What’s our girl done, Dax?”
 	“She’s out of her mind with way too much worry. She also turned her head when I tried to kiss her.”
 	Drake nodded. “Sweetheart, you shouldn’t have done that.”
 	“No, she shouldn’t have.”

 


	 Chapter Seven 
	Looking at the twin cowboys right in front of her got Charly’s pulse racing. 
 	Drake and Dax were mirror images of each other in every aspect. They’d both removed their shirts, allowing her to see their eight-pack abs. Such male perfection didn’t seem possible in rural Nevada, but here they were with hard cocks outlined by their jeans and lusty eyes gazing at her.
 	Drake walked up to her and cradled her chin. “Trust me, love. You’re going to love this.”
 	“This” was a session in a private room at The Masters’ Chambers that Dax had set up just for her punishment. She deserved whatever he had in store for her. Though she’d not been the cause of the turmoil between the younger brothers and older ones, she certainly had added fuel to the fire, having slept with both sets.
 	“Stop coddling her, bro. Stick to the protocols.” Dax looked totally at ease in the room. He moved around the space, adjusting one thing and then another, until he clearly was satisfied. “She’s got to be punished.”
 	Dax picked up a mean-looking paddle that gave her cause to worry.
 	When the three of them had walked into the club, her eyes had felt like saucers. There hadn’t been many people there, likely due to the midmorning hour. Still, there had been enough for her to get an eyeful. On the biggest stage, two men had paddled one woman’s ass without mercy. The scene had gotten tingles firing through her body and her curiosity growing, but she hadn’t been ready to be on display then.
 	Even now, Charly doubted she would ever step foot on any of the club’s many stages. She needed to get out of Wilde, away from the Strong brothers. But Dax had ordered her to not speak. Why did she obey him so quickly and so utterly? She wasn’t sure, but still she remained silent.
 	“Let me tell you how this works, since you’ve earned quite the punishment from me. We’re going to raise the stakes, kitten.” Dax place the cuffs at her feet next to the bench on which they would restrain her. A shiver went up her spine, and heat spread to her every nerve ending. Why was her body already responding? Her mind was a storm of a million concerns and doubts. 
 	Drake removed her clothing in a flash, leaving her with only her panties. 
 	The air of the room caused her now-naked flesh to prickle and flame. She was grateful that Dax had locked the door, though knowing there were club patrons just on the other side of it added to her already-rising anxiety.
 	“Time to release her from silence, bro.” Drake’s gaze made her tremble.
 	“I agree. Sub, you may speak. But remember to address us as Sir or Master. Understand?”
 	“Yes, Sir.”
 	“Did Dax teach you about safe words, pet?” Drake’s voice was more commanding than she’d ever heard it before, and its deep tone shook her to the core.
 	Charly shook her head, fearing if she spoke aloud, her voice might actually shake. Heath had taught her about safe words the night they were with Tobias and Nate, but she didn’t think she should mention that.
 	“Pick one word to let us know we’re pushing you to the very edge of your limits. Do you understand what that means?”
 	“I think I do, Sir.”
 	“You got a word in mind?”
 	She tried to come up with one, but couldn’t. Her brain was too muddled.
 	“She’s too mixed up for that now, Drake.” Dax cupped her chin, causing her heart to thud in her chest. “Think of a traffic light, kitten. What are the colors on that?”
 	“Red, yellow, and green, Sir.”
 	“That’s right. And what does the color green mean on a traffic light?”
 	“You may go through the intersection, Sir.”
 	“What about red?”
 	“Stop.”
 	“And yellow?”
 	“Slow down or caution is what it means, I believe, Sir.”
 	He leaned down and feathered her ear with his lips. “That’s where you learn to trust us, kitten, under your traffic light. You control it. When we are pushing you too hard, just change the light to yellow. If we really screw up, make us hit the brakes and scream red. We’ll stop everything right then. Got it?”
 	“I think so, Sir.” Those were the same instructions she’d gotten from Tobias.
 	“What state are you in now, kitten?”
 	“Green.”
 	Drake nodded. “If you need to say either red or yellow, sweetheart, do. We’re all learning about each other here. There is no shame for you. Dax and I are responsible for making sure not to push you beyond what you can take. That’s not your job. Understand?”
 	“Yes.”
 	His lips turned up at the sides. Then he reached out and pinched her nipples, evoking the first stings but not the last, she was sure. Her tiny bits of flesh throbbed, and the ache in her pussy grew.
 	“You need to address me as ‘Sir,’ pet, while we’re in the club.”
 	She chewed on her lip. Had she bitten off more than she could take, not resisting these two? Maybe. But she’d promised to obey the—what had they called it?—protocols. If she said “yellow,” that told them she was reaching her limit, and they would back down. “Red” would stop them completely.
 	Drake released her nipples, and as the blood returned to the tips, the pain did as well. “Do you understand how this is going to work now?” 
 	“Yes, Sir.”
 	Drake kissed her cheek. “We’re going to get you out of your pretty head. Now, bend over this, baby.”
 	The bench was triangular in shape and padded. Her cowboys helped to guide her on the bench into a position that very much reminded her of the yoga pose called Downward Facing Dog. When Dax pulled her panties off, her pussy got so wet. 
 	“Look at her ass, bro.” Drake sounded like a man who’d just won the lottery, and that thrilled her. “So gorgeous.”
 	“Wait till we get it nice and pink. That will be beautiful.” Dax used the cuffs to attach her hands and ankles to the bench, locking her in place. “Tight enough, sub?”
 	“Yes, Sir.” Charly considered shouting the word that would end the whole thing. Was she crazy to want to go through with this? Probably, but her desire to submit to Dax and Drake was too intense.
 	“I hate to punish you, but you’ve given me no choice, kitten. I can’t have you turning your head and offering me your cheek as a substitute for your sexy mouth.” Dax rubbed her ass. “I bet you’re wondering why you’re so turned on by this scene.”
 	She nodded, thinking he might actually be reading her mind.
 	“You’re the kind of woman whose whole life has been about pressing forward, taking charge, and working hard. Right?”
 	“Yes, Sir.”
 	How could he see her so clearly? She’d never told him about her mother’s illness or her worthless father before. That combination had been the cause of her becoming who she was today—a woman who could never let up…or let go.
 	“Surrendering is hard for you, but it is your most basic nature.” Dax kissed her ass cheeks. “Today, we’re going to open you up to a million possibilities. We’re going to allow you to really feel and just be, kitten.”
 	“This is about you learning to trust, to let go.” Drake stroked her hair. “I’m going to blindfold you now.”
 	Imagining how she looked to the brothers with her ass up in the air, Charly trembled as he took away her vision. A variety of emotions and worries spread through her body. Would really surrendering to this moment work to unhinge her so she could welcome their promised pleasure?
 	“Time to get started, pet.”
 	Needles coursed through her. 
 	Smack. 
 	The sting came from one of her cowboy’s open hands slapping against her ass’s left cheek. Her clit began to throb, and her pussy dampened.
 	“Ready for more, pet?” Dax whispered in her ear.
 	“Y–Yes, Sir.”
 	Smack. 
 	Now her right cheek burned, too, spreading shivers through her body. Tears welled in her eyes, but she fought them back.
 	Smack. Smack. Smack.
 	Unable to hold back, Charly’s waterworks triggered. There was no denying her desire to be possessed completely and utterly by these two amazing men. Still, something nagging in the back of her mind would not give in. What was this obstacle she carried? Suspicion? Misgivings? Or just plain cowardice? Dax had been there for her when she’d gotten the news about Malibu. He’d held her and told her everything would be okay. Drake had been her first. No one had been so patient and understanding. So what was holding her back?
 	“She’s in her head, bro.” Drake tugged at her hair. “Trying to take the reins and beat the life out of the already-long-dead horse.”
 	Dax whispered in her ear. “Stop trying. Don’t let your pretty little head run through a bunch of ‘what-ifs’ or ‘buts.’ Just be, little subbie. Just be.”
 	Three slaps to her ass, more painful than the ones before, got her attention and quieted her overactive mind. The fresh soreness got her even wetter. More liquid rolled from her eyes.
 	“That’s my baby. So good.”
 	Smack. Smack. Smack. 
 	Hot sensations rushed through her body, settling in her clit, which ached and throbbed. Her normally busy mind shushed. All that remained was the pleasing pain and delicious surrender.
 	The blindfold was removed, and she watched them unlatch the restraints. 
 	Dax lifted her off the bench and into his arms. “You’re doing great, baby.”
 	She leaned into his chest, soaking it with her tears. “Thank you, Sir.”
 	“Time to practice and learn more, little subbie.” He set her down on her two feet.
 	Though her knees were wobbly, she remained upright.
 	Dax continued, “Some think the formality of this lifestyle is silly and has little purpose, but they’re wrong. Ritual helps to get the submissive back into the right frame of mind, away from the busy world outside. I’m going to start you off with kneeling properly. Once you’ve got it down, whenever Drake or I tell you to kneel, you will get into position immediately. Got it?”
 	He sounded like a passionate professor, and God knew, the more he instructed, the more she became his willing student. “Yes, Sir.”
 	Dax cupped her chin. “You’ll do great. Get down on the floor. Place the tops of your feet on the floor and rest back on your calves.”
 	The position wasn’t uncomfortable for her thanks to her years of yoga practice. She looked up at Dax, who was nodding as he studied her form. When she glanced at Drake, he seemed fixated on her pussy. Her cheeks warmed, and her breathing hitched in her lungs. 
 	“Spread your knees apart for me.”
 	Charly obeyed, realizing that this new position placed her mound on display.
 	“Excellent.” Dax sent her a wicked wink. He, too, was gazing at her pussy. “What a sweet little cunt. Put your hands behind your back and lock them together for me, pet.”
 	Unable to resist, she complied. Her breasts stuck out even more than normal.
 	“Love, lower your eyes,” Drake instructed. “Perfect. Dax, look at her.”
 	“Fuck. I can see.” His voice vibrated against her skin. He touched her cheek. “Look at me.”
 	She raised her gaze up and into his hungry eyes.
 	“You kneeling in this way pleases me. It shows your respect for me. Does it feel like that to you, little subbie?”
 	It did. Being on the floor at his feet felt right and good. She did respect him, and even more than that, she wanted to please him. “Yes, Sir. It does.”
 	“Good girl. We’re going to fuck you. You’ve earned that, sweetheart. But first, you’re going to suck on our cocks with that hungry little mouth of yours.”
 	She watched as both men slipped their jeans off. Dax stepped up, moving his cock right in front of her face, an overwhelming desire to please her two cowboys surged through Charly.
 	“Open your mouth wide, sweetheart,” Drake ordered.
 	She obeyed. Dax slipped his cock past her lips. He grabbed her hair and touched her cheek. “That’s my kitten. Use that sweet mouth.”
 	Charly wanted to please him, so she took more of his thick dick down her throat. The intimacy of having his cock in her mouth overwhelmed her, and she swallowed even more of his shaft until his pubes tickled her nose. 
 	“Fondle my balls, kitten.”
 	Once again, she obeyed, reaching for his heavy ball sac with her trembling hand. As his cock hit the back of her throat, she bathed his monstrous shaft with her mouth and tongue. Up and down his cock, she bobbed. 
 	“Feels so fucking good, kitten.” Each lusty syllable that rumbled from deep in his chest added to her dizzying desire. 
 	“You two look so hot like that,” Drake said beside her. 
 	“This sub has quite the mouth.” Dax was breathing heavily. 
 	He’d given her so much. They both had. How could she ever repay them? That debt would never be settled, but right now, Charly vowed to give each of them the best blow job they’d ever had. After she left Wilde, they might still remember her with a warm dose of fondness. She sucked hard on his cock as she continued bobbing up and down. 
 	Dax tugged on her hair, forcing her off his cock. “That’s enough. I’m not ready to come yet.” 
 	This cowboy clearly loved being in charge, running the show.
 	“My turn, bro.” As Dax stepped aside, Drake moved into the spot he’d just been standing in. He placed his cock in her mouth. She tasted the saltiness oozing from the head of his dick.
 	Like she’d done with Dax earlier, she swallowed Drake’s cock and sucked with all her might. She loved the reactions coming out of him. He was like a live wire that couldn’t stay still.
 	Also, like his twin, Dax pulled his cock out of her mouth. “That’s enough of that. I want to hold off on coming for now. I want things like this to last. Don’t you, love?”
 	Did he mean sex, or did he mean their time together? She didn’t know. “I’m enjoying this very much, Sir.”
 	Dax cradled her chin. “Time to fill your tight, little cunt with our cocks, kitten.”
 	“Here you go, bro.” Drake handed him a condom. She watched them both slip the rubbers on their dicks.
 	Dax picked her up, and she wrapped her legs around his waist and over his hips. In this position, she could feel the tip of his dick pressing on her mound. Urges exploded inside her like an uncontrollable fiery inferno.
 	Dax kissed Charly on the forehead, making her feel safe and sexy. Drake’s hands covered her breasts from behind, and he gently massaged them. He slid his hands down to her ass and she felt him apply lubricant to her backside. She couldn’t help but let out a little moan.
 	Soon, Dax’s fingers were fucking her in the back. Drake lowered himself down to a crouched position on the floor. She wrapped her legs tighter around Dax’s waist as he continued his digit’s assault to her ass. Now below her, Drake began laving her pussy with his tongue. This twin tag team was driving her wild with desire, but before she fell over the passionate edge inside her, they both stopped. Dax set her on her feet. 
 	She watched as Dax applied a generous amount of lube to his condom-covered dick.
 	In a flash, the twin cowboys hoisted her up in their arms between them. She wrapped her legs around Drake’s waist. His cock tip began racking her clit, and Dax’s dick was knocking at her back door.
 	“Take a deep breath, kitten,” Dax ordered from behind her.
 	She obeyed.
 	“Blow it out for us.”
 	She did.
 	“One more time. In—”
 	Once again, she did what was expected of her. It felt so right, so perfect to do so.
 	As she blew out the last breath, the brothers lowered her onto their dicks. As both cocks pierced her flesh, she sucked in a bunch of air, only to exhale it quickly. Stretched out and loving it, all she could do was hold on in this position. And she did, though just barely. 
 	Their combined thrusts into her pussy and ass coaxed more heat, more desire, more want out of her. 
 	“God, you are so tight, kitten.” Dax was holding up her thighs from behind.
 	Drake held her by the waist, and she had her legs and arms wrapped around him. In and out. Up and down. As the brothers continued to split her open, her insides began to tighten and her clit throbbed. 
 	Drake kissed her on the lips, and a shiver ran up and down her spine. “You like us fucking you this way, baby?”
 	“Oh yes. Very much, Sir.” She felt so light in their arms, and they matched each other’s rhythm perfectly.
 	“Squeeze our dicks with your pussy and ass, kitten,” Dax ordered.
 	Charly complied, tightening around their meaty beasts.
 	Dax whispered in her ear. “That’s it. Feels so good, doesn’t it?”
 	“Yes, Sir.” Being held up between these men had done the trick and pushed her over the edge. Nothing was stopping her from reaching an orgasm.
 	Dax’s command came from behind. “Come for us, kitten. Make us really proud.”
 	Like a match to a fuse, her body sparked red hot until finally little explosions began to fire everywhere in her body. Her lips trembled as her weeping sex clenched, unclenched, and clenched again. As Dax continued giving her ass his dick, her climax sent her to the moon.
 	Each of them came, too. Drake first, followed closely by Dax last.
 	How could she go on without them? She loved them both, but that clearly wasn’t enough for things to work out. Mr. Murphy’s Law was the overriding theme for her of late.
 	Maude had set her straight about what it would mean if she chose to surrender everything to the Strong brothers. 
 	Charly would never play a part in driving the six of them further apart, no matter how much her heart pushed her to take the chance. 

 


	 Chapter Eight 
	Back in her hotel room, Charly’s ass still stung from the punishment the twin Strongs had given her. They’d shown her that she did have more than an inclination for such sexual experimentation. She wanted to embrace the idea of going with Dax and Drake to The Masters’ Chambers again, but couldn’t. Maude’s warning about having to choose kept playing out in her mind. 
 	Enough of that. I’ve got to focus on how I’m going to afford a way out of this town and back to New York. 
 	Charly knew it was past time for her to stop wallowing in self-pity. Her dream job was no longer an option. She had so little cash left in her purse. Her credit card was maxed out, too. No luck trying to charge a bus ticket. Even if the mechanic did finally fix her fuel pump, she had no way of paying him. 
 	She needed a miracle. Suddenly, an idea occurred to her, though it pained her. Desperate times and such.
 	Before Charly could talk herself out of her plan, she picked up her cell and dialed the number.
 	“Elko Garage. How may I help you?” Harry’s voice came through loud and clear.
 	“Hi. This is Charly Wynn.”
 	“Hey, Ms. Wynn, your car is almost ready.”
 	She shook off her hesitation. There was no other choice for her. “Harry, you said the bill was going to run about three hundred dollars, right?”
 	“It’s actually two ten. I was able to save you some on my labor.”
 	“Thank you, but right now, I need cash. What would you give me for the car, Harry?” She’d had her old Ford for so many years it pained her to sell it. But she didn’t have any other choice.
 	“Mmm.” There was a long pause before he spoke again. “If you need me to bill you and pay later, that isn’t a problem, Ms. Wynn.”
 	Charly cringed. No way would she become her father, who took advantage of people’s generosity. “Thanks, but that isn’t possible. Make me an offer, please.”
 	It took a bit of convincing and haggling, but Harry did finally give her a price that she thought was fair. She could pay her bill at the Cactus for the past few nights, get a bus ticket back to New York, and still have about a couple hundred dollars left. Not enough to keep the bill collectors at bay, but still it was something.
 	“It’s a deal, Harry.” Now, I’m car-less. 
 	“Great. I’ll drive up to Wilde and bring you the check tomorrow.”
 	Though she wished he could come right then, it was almost six, too late for him to head down the road to Wilde. “That will be fine, Harry. First thing in the morning, I hope.”
 	“My boy and I are pulling a transmission in the morning. Do you mind if I get there around two?”
 	That would be cutting it close. The only bus that stopped in Wilde arrived at two twenty and left promptly at two thirty. “Please be here no later than two, Harry.”
 	“I’ll be there, Charly, with money in hand.” 
 	Though it would break her heart to leave Wilde and the Strong brothers behind, she must. I pray I can land something before mom and I are homeless.
 

 	* * * *

 
 	
 	After leaving the club, Dax had showered at his house, allowing Charly a little time to herself in her hotel room. He needed time to think, and she needed time to rest. The way she’d responded to Drake and him at The Masters’ Chambers had cemented his feelings for her. 
 	No way would he ever let her go. She was his to possess, to pleasure, to love, now and forever.
 	The digital readout of the time on his dashboard burned blue—6:41 p.m. 
 	Drake was going to meet up with them in the lobby. Then they all planned on having dinner together. Dax had thought about calling Seth to join them, but it was too soon for Charly, and for Seth for that matter, to get on board about something more permanent. For Dax, he was already on board and wearing the captain’s hat to sail to a future with Charly as his wife. If Seth couldn’t come around to his way of thinking, it would definitely be sad for Dax. If the best he could get was to share Charly with Drake for the rest of his life, that would still be amazing for him.
 	As Dax headed back to the Cactus to pick up the incredible woman who he couldn’t stop thinking about, a call came in on his cell from Drake.
 	“Hello.”
 	“Dax, we have an issue.” Drake sounded angry. “I just hung up with Harry.”
 	“Is this about Charly’s car?” he asked.
 	“More than that, I’m afraid. She’s trying to bolt.”
 	“No fucking way.” He felt his pulse begin to pound hard in his temples.
 	“She just sold her car to him. He’s coming up from Elko tomorrow to bring her the money. She insisted that he come no later than two.”
 	“So?”
 	“Dax, think. The bus gets here at two twenty.”
 	“Charly won’t be on it, I can assure you.” His head felt like it might actually explode. “Fuck.”
 	“We can’t just rush in on her like two angry Doms.”
 	“And why the fuck not?” Dax asked, though he suspected his twin was right. 
 	“We punished her just a few hours ago, bro. Now, she’s ready to leave Wilde and us behind.”
 	“What the hell is she so afraid of, Drake?”
 	“Time to change tactics, bro. We’ve spanked her until her skin was nice and pink. Now, we need to get under her skin and make her squirm.”
 	“I’m listening.”
 	“Softness is going to pay off for us, bro. I promise. I’ve got an idea how we can stall Harry. It’ll buy us a couple of days.”
 	“You better be right, Drake.” He hit the gas pedal, pushing his truck’s speed up past ninety. He had to get to Charly, had to make sure she was still in town, still his. “I won’t fucking lose her.”
 	“Me either. She’s the only one for me.”
 	“For us,” he corrected.
 	“I think you should go to her now. You’ve shown her you’re a big bad Dom. Now show her your other side.”
 	“I’m no pussy, bro.”
 	“No. Never said you were. But you’ve never been twenty-four-seven either, Dax. She needs to see that part of you, to feel that part of you.”
 	“And what are you going to be doing?”
 	“I’m going to get some help to make sure that money never gets here to Wilde.” 
 	

 	* * * *

 
 	
 	With Drake by his side, Heath pounded on Harry’s front door.
 	The mechanic opened his door slightly, a pistol in his hand. “What the fuck are you two doing here at this hour?”
 	“We’re here for Charly’s money for her car.” Heath was in love with Charly. There was no way he was letting her leave.
 	“She sent you?” He lowered the pistol.
 	“Not exactly, Harry,” Drake admitted.
 	“Why don’t you both come on in, and let me hear what you have to say?” He opened the door wide and motioned them inside.
 	Harry led them to the kitchen, which was neat as could be. “Sit.” He pointed to the kitchen chairs and pulled out a half-full bottle of Maker’s Mark. “Drink?”
 	Heath nodded and took the seat next to Drake.
 	“Are you guys still trying to corral her?” he asked, pouring liquid into three highballs. 
 	“One of us is working on that as we speak.” Heath thought about Dax. Heath and Drake hadn’t told Dax the full plan, but he would be brought in on it soon enough. What was needed was more time.
 	“I’m not sure I want to get involved in this again.” Harry handed Heath and Drake each a glass before lifting his own. “To love.”
 	Heath and Drake raised their glasses and clinked them with Harry’s. Then they all took a long swig of the warm amber liquid.
 	Heath enjoyed the burn as the whiskey coated his throat. “She’s the one for us. I swear.”
 	“That might be true, buddy. But you and Drake have already dragged me into these shenanigans with Charly Wynn. I didn’t come out unscathed. She still doesn’t trust me.”
 	“Let us worry about Charly’s trust, okay?” Drake took a big swallow of the bourbon, draining his glass.
 	Harry downed the rest of his whiskey and filled his glass back up. “You’re going to have to convince me. Another?”
 	Heath drained the last of his glass, pushed it in front of Harry, and nodded. He’d drink all night if it meant keeping that escape money out of Charly’s hands.

 


	 Chapter Nine 
	A knock pulled Charly from her thoughts. She would be leaving Wilde, as well as Drake, Heath, and Dax, tomorrow. Sure, her heart would never survive, but there wasn’t another alternative for her.
 	She opened the door of her hotel room at the Cactus. Dax stood in the hallway with several bags of what her nose detected was dinner. “I thought we were going to meet Drake in the lobby and go to the Horseshoe Bar and Grill.”
 	“Plans changed, kitten.” He kissed her on the lips, making her toes curl.
 	God, she wanted to tell him about her plans. But what good would that do? He’d only convince her to stay by paddling her ass until she surrendered. A wonderful idea, but not a practical one. She had to get back to New York and her mother. There she could clear her head and figure out how to find a job, any job.
 	“I hope you like Mexican food.”
 	“Boy, do I.”
 	“I’ve got homemade tortillas, fajitas, salsa, black beans, the works.”
 	Her stomach answered him with a growl.
 	“I heard that, kitten. You are hungry.”
 	She took a deep breath. “I guess I am.”
 	He prepared a plate for her of a little bit of everything he’d brought. “Sit on the bed, sweetheart. You like Dos Equis?” He pulled out the six-pack of Mexican beer.
 	“I’ve never tried it, but I do like beer.”
 	He pulled out another bottle of something she had tried before. “Tequila? Really?”
 	“Just a couple of shots, kitten. Good for the appetite.”
 	“I’ve heard that about wine but not tequila.”
 	His lips curled up wickedly. “I’m not talking about food.”
 	Oh boy! I shouldn’t take him up on his offer. That would be foolish since I’m leaving tomorrow. Her heart was ripping apart, though. Tonight was her last night in Wilde.
 	“You got shot glasses?” she asked.
 	“Straight from the bottle, baby.” He took the top off the container and took a long swig. “Yes. So good.” He handed her the bottle. “This will put hair on your chest, kitten.” 
 	“I don’t think you’d like that, Dax.” She giggled. “I haven’t done this in ages. And when I did, there was salt and limes.”
 	“I’m a bit of a purist when it comes to tequila, but I did bring salt and limes in case you weren’t.” He produced the aforementioned items from one of the brown bags.
 	Hoping to shock the unshakable Dax, she shook her head, put her lips on the bottle, and tipped it up for a big sip. The liquid blazed down her throat, warming her up like a blazing fire on a cold winter night. 
 	“I’m impressed, kitten. You’re a purist, too.”
 	“I wasn’t before tonight, but a girl can learn.”
 	“That’s what I’m hoping for. Now, let’s eat.” 
 	They devoured the meal in no time. It was delicious and filling. A couple more swigs of tequila had Charly relaxed and soft around the edges. 
 	“You stretch out on the bed, sweetheart. I’ll clean up.” 
 	“Sounds like a plan to me.” The little buzz from the tequila allowed her mind to take a break from all the current pandemonium in her life. 
 	Dax threw the empty bags away and packed up the leftovers, placing them in the little fridge under the TV. When he was done, he began pulling off his clothes.
 	“Wait a minute.” She sat up. “I’m not sure we should do this again.”
 	“I am, kitten.” He threw his clothes in a pile on the chair by the lamp. “I’m very sure that we should.”
 	“Can we talk first?” she asked, feeling her eyes widen at the sight of the sexy, naked cowboy. So beautifully male and dangerously handsome. His body was ripped from head to toe. And just under his eight-pack was his nine-inch monster, hard as a rock. 
 	“No.” He walked over to the bed, looking down at her with a smile crossing his sensual lips. “Talk after? If you surrender to me, then yes.”
 	What little resistance was left in her evaporated the second she saw him grin. He wanted her now, and knowing that fact made her insides sizzle. 
 	If she only had tonight with him, why not make a memory?
 	Dax leaned over and kissed her, and tingles spread through her body. Never releasing her lips, he crawled on top of her. As his tongue invaded her mouth, sweeping away all her hesitation, his hands began undressing her. He pulled her top over her head and continued to kiss her into a savory dizziness. Her lips felt swollen from his mouth’s assault. She felt liquid seep from her pussy.
 	“Sit up for me, kitten.” Dax guided her into an upright position. He removed her bra in a flash, tossed it to the floor, and cupped her mounds. “I can’t get over how perfect your breasts are.”
 	Charly knew she should be holding back, but the burn of tequila in her belly and the desire to feel Dax once again inside her pussy kept her moving forward on this path. Final destination—a broken heart.
 	“You’re back in your head, kitten. I can tell.”
 	“I’m stunned. I wouldn’t have guessed you could read minds.”
 	He brushed her hair out of her eyes. “Not minds, just one mind. Yours.”
 	“That’s not fair. I’m at a disadvantage because I can’t read your mind.”
 	“I like you at a disadvantage, kitten.” Dax looked like he might actually drool. “I like you in that state very much.”
 	Charly felt him pinch her nipples, sending a delightful sting from both her breasts through her body. She moaned, getting even wetter.
 	Dax licked her throbbing tips. “Time for me to suck these gorgeous tits.”
 	“Please. I want that,” she begged, fighting back the tears of good-bye.
 	“You are so beautiful, Charly.” His eyes were filled with lust and awe.
 	“So are you, cowboy. So are you.” A tear fell from her left eye, and she tried to wipe it away before he noticed. 
 	Too late. “What’s this? Why are you crying?”
 	“No reason. Just enjoying being here with you now.”
 	He clamped down on her nipple with his teeth. She yelped, and he released the tiny bits of throbbing flesh. “Kitten, I’m here. You need to be handled with care according to some. That true?”
 	“I’m not sure what you mean.”
 	“Are you able to get off this way?”
 	“Yes. I think so.”
 	“I don’t think so, kitten. I can tell that you’re burning up inside.”
 	She nodded. “And you’re hard for me.”
 	He laughed. “Only every second since I met you.”
 	He pulled off her jeans, tossing them next to her discarded bra. Then she felt his warm hands glide up her legs. He dragged her panties down to her ankles, but not off.
 	“I’d prefer cuffs, but your silky underwear will keep your legs together some.” He sat up and looked her up and down. “Nice. Very nice.”
 	His total confidence and lusty state washed over her like a warm cloth. As he gently massaged her breasts, Charly licked her lips. His calloused hands felt so wonderful that she couldn’t imagine not being able to enjoy his touch ever again.
 	“You’re the prettiest thing I’ve ever seen, kitten. I can’t get over how perfect you are.”
 	Charly sighed. “Hardly. I’m overweight. My breasts are too big for my height. I have—”
 	His index finger touched the middle of her lips, stopping her from voicing the rest of her diatribe. “Don’t ever talk about yourself when I’m around. Tonight might be about caresses and not spankings, but if you say another negative word about yourself in my presence, I swear I’ll bend you over may knee and paddle your ass until it’s black and blue. Understand?”
 	She trembled, anxious and hot from his words. “Yes, Sir.”
 	He winked at her. “Don’t think I’ll treat you like this every night, kitten. You and I both have other needs that will only be satisfied another way.”
 	Charly nodded, though she knew there would be no other nights with him. “But this is nice, Dax. I’m enjoying this. Are you?”
 	“Hell, yeah. I’m burning up inside to plow into your stunning, tight cunt, dripping like a juicy, sweet mango.” His fingers grazed the slit of her pussy, pulling a moan out of her throat.
 	Dax shifted down the bed, landing between her thighs. “Gotta taste your cream, kitten. I’m going to lap up every drop.”
 	His lurid talk got her so turned on. Each syllable was like hot sparks igniting her desire to a rolling, roaring flame.
 	Dax grabbed her thighs and guided her legs over his shoulders. “You’ve got the cutest pussy I’ve ever seen.” His hot breath warmed her soaked pussy. “You want me to taste your juices, kitten?”
 	“Please, Sir. I’m dying for your tongue on my pussy.”
 	“Time for my sweet dessert.” Dax ran his tongue up and down her pussy, causing her to gasp aloud.
 	The more he tormented her mound with his tongue and lips, the more she creamed herself. She’d never been this wet before. When he covered her slit with his open mouth and teased her clit with his fingers, her womb began to clench down. 
 	Dax sent his tongue down between her puffy vaginal lips, and she shifted her hips to press her pussy more firmly into his oral assault. 
 	Charly shot her hands up around his neck, scraping his skin with her nails. 
 	When his tongue hit her throbbing clit, she screamed, “Oh God, Dax.”
 	He used his fingers to spread her pussy’s slit wider. He licked her into a delirious state of oblivion.
 	Her back arched off the mattress as he used his tongue to fuck her and his little fingers to enflame her clit to her max.
 	“God, yes!” she screamed. “I’m coming!”
 	Dax’s hot breath hit her sensitive flesh like heat-seeking missiles. “Drown me with your cream, kitten. Cover my face with your juices.”
 	Her womb began to spasm as her climax crashed through her body like a million falling domino pieces. Waves of ecstasy rolled over her body. Charly closed her eyes as the shivering sensations took her higher and higher.
 	Dax continued his oral torture for some time, giving her one orgasm after another. She screamed, fisted the sheets, panted, and racked her nails in his flesh. After her last climax, she wasn’t sure she could take more of his wicked lips and lusty tongue. 
 	Finally, he did relent, crawling up next to her. He got behind her and pulled her into a spooning embrace. “You were something else, kitten.” 
 	“This is too much for me, Dax.” Already things had gone too far for Charly with this cowboy, but she still liked being held by him in the bed. His naked frame against her back made her feel secure and safe.
 	“I know, baby.” He stroked her hair. 
 	When she’d gotten the news that the job in Malibu was no longer an option for her, Dax’s understanding and comfort softened her heart. Though the best course for her would be to walk away, she just couldn’t. Already in love with two Strongs, and falling fast for another, she needed to know more, even if there was very little hope of her having the incredible life that her cousin now had. Maude knew some, but surely Dax knew more. He had to.
 	She twisted around in the bed until she could look him directly in the eyes.
 	“I get that everyone expects you, Drake, and Seth to marry one woman. I also know that Tobias, Nate, and Heath are supposed to marry another. What I don’t understand is why you younger guys are so angry with the older ones, and vice versa.”
 	He sighed under what was apparently a heavy weight. “It’s a long story, Charly.”
 	Seeing the pain in his eyes, she hated to push him, but saw no other choice. Her heart was likely destined to be crushed, but she wanted to know if she had even a glimmer of a chance at happiness. “Enlighten me, cowboy.”
 	“All six of us were very close at one time.”
 	“That’s hard to see now, Dax.”
 	“I know. There was a trust that was unshakeable between us back then.”
 	“Until?”
 	Dax leaned back and rested his head on the pillow. He stared up at the ceiling. “None of us ever talk about this anymore. It’s like we’re all pretending it never happened.” He closed his eyes and continued stroking her hair.
 	She snuggled into him, hoping to soothe some of the pain the memories were stirring up in him. Still, she needed him to continue his story. If she could understand what had ripped them apart, maybe she could find a way to bring them back together. She owed them that at the very least. 
 	“But something did happen, Dax. I can feel it whenever you six are together. Sure, most people would never know how much hurt is between all of you, but I know.”
 	“That’s for sure, sweetheart.” He cradled her chin in his calloused hands. “I hate that you’re having to deal with all this.”
 	“You’ve told me that I’m going to have to choose between the older brothers and you younger brothers, right?”
 	“One day. Yes.” He kissed her cheek. “I’m going to win you, Charly, whatever it takes.”
 	She wanted to tell him that he’d already crossed the finish line on that one, but couldn’t. It wouldn’t be right, especially since she had no prospect for a career in Wilde—and no future. Tears welled up in her eyes. She couldn’t bear to think about leaving, not now. Foolish or not, she would put those thoughts aside for another time. Right now, she wanted to figure out how to help the men who’d captured her heart.
 	“Help me understand why. I know that you and your brothers aren’t toe-the-line kind of guys. So, don’t try to feed me the line about the town’s unspoken expectations of a max of three men to one woman. I want the truth.”
 	“Seth introduced us to Gabby. She was older than him by two years. Drake and I got on board pretty quick.”
 	“Gabby? I thought you guys hadn’t ever been serious with a woman before?”
 	“Like I said, we act as if it never happened. Drake, Dax, and I were engaged to her.”
 	That bit of news shocked her. “When?”
 	“Drake and I had turned twenty-two, so about five years ago.”
 	Realizing there’d been a woman in the younger Strongs’ lives who had been much more than a fling for them got a double portion of jealousy boiling inside Charly. “You were too young to get engaged.”
 	He nodded. “That’s what the older brothers thought, too. Even our parents were not really keen on us getting engaged, but they came around.”
 	“What happened to her? Why didn’t you get married?” She wanted to ask more, but couldn’t find the courage. Had he been in love with Gabby? Had Drake and Seth? Of course, they had to have been. Why else would they have asked her to marry them?
 	“Everyone came around except Heath. He never let up on the three of us, saying Gabby was a no-good gold digger. It got really heated. We were all stupid. I wouldn’t say it was love, but it was something. He finally did prove to us that he was right.”
 	“How?”
 	“Heath is a manipulator.”
 	She shook her head. “Boy, do I know that.”
 	“He knew that Gabby would jump at the chance of getting a bigger piece of the Strong pie. We found them in bed together.”
 	“Oh my God.” No wonder Heath had been so sullen when talking about the brothers. What kind of guilt was hidden under his normal, carefree demeanor?
 	“Seth took it the hardest of the three of us. Though Heath had been right about Gabby, we all felt betrayed by him. Like a bunch of idiots, we thought one good turn deserves another. We got in the pants of the older brothers’ current squeeze at the time. That’s how our stupid competition got started. Whatever woman they go after…so do we.”
 	Charly sat up. Was that all she’d been to these brothers? “Thanks for telling me this, Dax. It clears up a lot for me.” She needed him to leave before her tears started to fall. A game was all she was to them.
 	Dax pulled her back down into his arms. “Baby, you’re missing the point. You’re not Gabby or any of the others who have fallen victim to our bullshit.”
 	“You say that, but how can I be sure? Why am I different?” Anxious shivers rolled through her. She chewed on her lower lip, fighting back her tears.
 	“You’re nothing like Gabby, sweetheart. You have—”
 	A knock at her hotel room door startled her.
 	“Shh.” Dax put his finger to her lips. “Whoever it is will go away.”
 	Part of her wanted the interrupter to vacate the hallway quickly so that Dax could finish what he had been about to tell her. Another part prayed they would stay so that she might avoid her heart being flattened by what he would say.
 	“Charly?” Jessie’s voice came from the other side of the door.
 	Confusion shook her, and she looked at Dax. “They’re back from their honeymoon already?”
 	“We’re not done here,” he informed quietly.
 	Another knock.
 	“We have to be for now, Dax. She may need me.” 
 	What could’ve happened during Jessie’s trip with her five husbands that could’ve cut it so short? Had her cousin’s dream turned into a nightmare already?
 	Charly got out of the bed and put on her robe. When she got to the door, she looked back at the cowboy in her bed. “Jessie, give me a second.”
 	“Sure.”
 	She motioned for Dax to gather his clothes up and to go to the bathroom.
 	He mouthed the word “why.”
 	“Please,” she whispered.
 	He shrugged but did what she’d asked, heading to the bathroom with his clothes in his arms.
 	When he was out of sight, she cracked her hotel room door open.
 	Jessie looked somber with her arms folded in front of her chest. Austin and Denver stood behind her like two bodyguards.
 	“What in the world are you doing here, Jess, and not on your honeymoon with your guys?”
 	“Your dad is coming to Wilde, Charly.”
 	She felt her jaw drop. “No way.” How long had it been since she’d seen him? Twelve years. He’d been sent to prison on the very day she’d turned thirteen.
 	“Your mom called me. She didn’t want you to be alone when he showed up.”
 	“This is…damn it.” Charly’s mind spun with a million thoughts. 
 	Why was he coming? She’d made it clear on her last visit to the prison five years ago that she didn’t want anything more to do with him. He’d let her and her mother down too many times.
 	“He’ll be here tomorrow morning.” 

 


	 Chapter Ten 
	Dax gazed at Charly, who thankfully had finally drifted off after crying for a good hour. She’d told him all about her deadbeat dad. The early years had been good. Then things changed. It didn’t take much for Dax to put together a pretty clear image of Charly’s father. He was a thug, a bully, and a thief. He wasn’t about to let the guy within ten feet of Charly.
 	A quiet knock on the door didn’t wake his sleeping beauty, thankfully. He’d called Drake in case he needed backup. 
 	He opened the door and was shocked to see Drake wasn’t alone. Heath was standing next to him.
 	“What the fuck is he doing here?”
 	“That’s a long story, bro, but one that I think you need to hear now.”
 	“Tonight’s not a good night for that.” Dax had the key to Charly’s room in his pocket. He stepped into the hall, pulling the door gently closed.
 	Drake put his hand on Dax’s shoulder. “Tonight is the perfect time.”
 	“Just hear us out,” Heath said.
 	“All right. I’m listening.”
 	Heath pulled out a wad of bills from his jean pocket. “I got the money from Harry. It’s payment for Charly’s car.”
 	Dax turned to his twin. “You’ve been working with him on this?”
 	“Yes.” Drake turned to Heath. “Tell him.”
 	Heath sighed. “I’m in love with Charly, too.”
 	Rage rolled through him like thunder. “Bullshit. This is just like the time with Gabby.”
 	“No, Dax. It’s not.” Heath seemed to be telling the truth. “I didn’t love her. Gabby was trouble with a capital T. I knew that Seth was too blinded to see her for what she was. You and Drake were too young to know better.”
 	“You expect me to believe this line of crap from you?”
 	“Answer me this, did you love Gabby?”
 	Dax knew he didn’t, even back then. Seth was the one who seemed lost to her charms. When Drake stepped in line and joined in on the marriage train, Dax had agreed to share the woman, hoping that given enough time, he would eventually fall in love her.
 	“No, Heath. I didn’t love Gabby, but Seth did.”
 	Heath nodded. “He might have loved her, but I think Seth was more entranced by her than anything else. She would’ve ripped our family apart. Last I heard she was on her fourth marriage, living the high life in Chicago, having taken her first three husbands to the cleaners.”
 	“You might’ve meant well by what you did, Heath, but how you went about it did actually rip our family apart.” Dax recalled how he and his five brothers were with each other before Heath took Gabby to his bed. He longed for those better days.
 	Heath closed his eyes and nodded. “Yes. I’m to blame.” He opened his eyes, and Dax could almost see the guilt he carried “I know that.”
 	“Why couldn’t you have left it alone?”
 	“Dax, I wish there’d been another way, but for the life of me, I don’t think you three would’ve given her up unless I had done what I did.”
 	“That’s ancient history, guys.” Drake pointed to the closed door. “In there is Charly, our future.”
 	“Our future?” Dax was confused.
 	“Heath has a plan that will shake things up in Wilde. Even our parents are going to be floored by it. But, Dax, if we don’t try, we’re going to lose not just Charly, but our brothers, too.”

 	

 

 	* * * *

 
 	
 	Charly looked at the clock again. It was seven thirty at night. She’d tried to call Harry several times, but he’d never answered. He wasn’t coming with her money.
 	She’d talked to her mother and to Jessie a couple of times during the day. No sign of her father anywhere in Wilde or in New York. 
 	She’d felt like a prisoner in her own hotel room. Well, not quite like a prisoner. More like a princess in a tower surrounded by three bodyguards. Her old, faded pj’s didn’t lend themselves to that fantasy, but she was at least comfortable.
 	She’d thought about getting dressed, but didn’t, not seeing the point of it if she wasn’t ever going to leave her hotel room. 
 	Drake was dozing off in the chair. Heath was pacing by the window. And Dax was with her on the bed, watching whatever was on KINK Channel Three.
 	“Fellows, my dad is clearly not coming today. I think you can all go home.”
 	Dax pulled her close. “What makes you think we aren’t home, kitten?”
 	Drake sat up, clearly awake now. “Listen to him, sweetheart. I’m the twin with the looks. He’s the one with the brains.”
 	Charly shook her head. “I don’t understand any of this. You three can’t share a woman. Everyone knows that. Even your mom.”
 	“We love our mother, baby.” Heath moved next to her on the bed. “But she’s dead wrong on this.”
 	“But what about what happened with that Gabby woman? How can you guys ever overcome that?”
 	Dax kissed her, making her dizzy. “With you, kitten. We can overcome anything with you.”
 	Her heart began to leap for joy in her chest. “You mean you three might be willing to share a woman?”
 	Drake sat down on the end of the bed. “Not just any woman, sweetheart. Only you.”
 	Charly couldn’t believe her ears. Were they serious? She turned to Dax. “What about Seth?”
 	“You let us worry about him, kitten. Nate and Tobias, too.”
 	She tried to make sense out of what they were telling her, but her mind was muddled. The day had drained her of mental resources. Her three protectors kept her in her room the entire day, with one of them bringing food for each meal. “What now?”
 	“Since we’re in the clear, I’ve got an idea I think you will like, kitten.” Dax’s deep, lusty tone warmed her up.
 	“I like where you’re headed, bro.” Drake grabbed her ankles. 
 	“He is the smartest of the two of you.” Heath ran his hand up and down her arm.
 	Charly felt her pulse race. “Let’s just talk for a whi—”
 	Using his lips to silence her, Dax pressed against hers. She felt Heath’s mouth on her neck and Drake’s fingers on her legs. 
 	When Dax released her lips, he looked over at Heath. “You should taste her lips, brother.”
 	“My pleasure.” Heath cupped her chin, pulling ever so gently until she faced him. 
 	“I guess there’s no stopping you three.” Charly’s body buzzed in anticipation for the ride the brothers were taking her on tonight. “I should just let you have your ways with me.”
 	“Smart woman.” Heath nodded. He devoured her mouth with his, sweeping his tongue past her lips. Tingles spread over her skin like wildfire.
 	“Let’s get Charly out of her pajamas.”
 	The three brothers had her completely naked in the middle of the bed. Once again, Dax pressed his hot, searing lips to her mouth. She shivered from head to toe.
 	Drake bathed her legs with his tongue, sending delightful jolts up and down her spine. 
 	Heath swallowed one of her nipples, sucking hard on the throbbing tip. He pinched her other nipple, adding to her ever-increasing ache. 
 	When Drake licked his way up to her pussy, she was crazy with desire. The moment his tongue grazed her clit, her pussy got so very wet.
 	Heath continued suckling on her left nipple, releasing his hold on her right one. His hand wandered down her body, providing a delicious tickling torture.
 	Dax shifted down and swallowed the nipple that Heath had pinched into a throbbing mass. 
 	With three cowboys sucking and licking her breasts and pussy, Charly became delirious with want. The more their tongues bathed her, the more her body burned. 
 	She was about to come when all three guys stopped torturing her with their mouths.
 	Heath spoke first. “Time to stretch out your tight, pretty ass, baby. And get it ready for my dick.”
 	“First, let’s glove up,” Dax said.
 	“Right you are,” Drake agreed.
 	With the speed of fictional superheroes, the three brothers each undressed and donned a condom on their own thick cock.
 	He touched her cheek. “Now, about getting your ass ready to take my dick.”
 	Charly gasped as the cowboys flipped her, landing her facedown on the bed.
 	Heath applied a generous amount of lube to his hands, and a few more drops to her backside entrance. Then he fingered her ass, pushing past the tight ring, stretching her out until she was thrashing against the bed.
 	Dax whispered in her ear, “Kitten, I want you to come with my dick inside your pussy.”
 	“I want to feel those lush lips around my dick tonight.” Drake squeezed her thighs.
 	Her passion turned to mania. She had to have them, all of them, inside her. “Please, take me now.”
 	“Kitten, we’ve let you suffer enough.” Dax hoisted her off the bed. 
 	Heath moved to the center of the mattress, placing several pillows under his head until he was in almost a sitting position. With Drake’s help, Dax lowered her ass down onto Heath’s cock. When she felt it hit her tight spot back there, she sucked in a roomful of air. 
 	“Breath, baby,” Heath instructed.
 	The head of his dick split her ass wide, moving past the ring. As the twins lowered her more, Heath’s big, thick cock stretched her out, filling her to the very max. Her whole body rested on his muscled frame, her back to his chest.
 	In no time, the pain vanished, leaving her unhinged and wanting more.
 	Dax got on top of her, his nine-inch beast filling up her weeping sex. 
 	He pumped into her pussy a few strokes, and heat and hunger took her completely over.
 	Drake moved to her side. “Turn your head this way, sweetheart.”
 	She obeyed.
 	He placed the fat head of his dick on her lips. “Bathe my cock with your mouth, love. I want you to swallow every drop.”
 	“Yes, Sir.” She parted her lips, and he slid his shaft down her throat. She could taste the salty slickness of the precursor of the bigger flood to come. 
 	“Shit, she’s working that pretty mouth on my dick.” Drake’s hands pressed at the back of her head. “Good girl”
 	With what seemed like shameless fury, Dax drilled her pussy with his dick. Heath, too, seemed to be lost to his lust, shoving his cock up into her ass.
 	The brothers invaded every inch of her pussy, her ass, and her mouth, filling her to the impossible. She sucked hard on Drake’s cock, clenched her pussy around Dax’s dick, and tightened her insides to squeeze on Heath’s shaft in her ass.
 	Being consumed, pleasured, and possessed by the three men who had captured all of her heart sent her into a spinning state of a million sensations ripping through her entire body. While continuing to thrust his cock into her pussy, Dax worked his hand between their bodies until one of his fingers found her clit. Her ache became intolerable. 
 	Dax shoved his dick to the hilt inside. His body got so rigid, and she felt his cock pulse in her pussy as he came. “Fuck!”
 	Heath plowed into her ass, shooting his seed with a final unintelligible “Uhh!”
 	Drake rumbled, “Coming…” His seed shot down her throat.
 	Charly couldn’t hold back. Fiery balls of heat exploded inside her, each leaving a wake of uncontrollable shivers. Her womb began to convulse, and her body burned. 

 


	 Chapter Eleven 
	“Are you awake, kitten?” Dax asked.
 	“I am,” Charly whispered, hoping not to disturb the other two cowboys in the bed with them. Drake and Heath were still out cold. Though the bed was a king, it could barely contain the four of them. She wondered how Jessie and her men were going to compensate. Would they have a bed made, or would they just shove two kings together? My mind sure can fixate on the strangest things.
 	She’d actually been awake for more than an hour. The sun wouldn’t be up for another two.
 	The room was completely dark, save the light from the digital clock radio. 
 	She felt Dax’s hands on her sides. Even in the dark, the cowboy seemed to have a sixth sense. “Charly, I know you’ve got a lot on your mind, but you’re not alone. I’m here. I’ll always be here. If and when your dad shows up, I’ll handle him. Trust me.”
 	“I really do trust you, Dax. So much. You’ve opened me up in ways I didn’t think possible. I’m crazy about Drake and Heath. And now I’m crazy for you. But I’m not sure that’s enough.”
 	“Shh, kitten. You’ll see. I never knew love was even possible for me. I’m too cold and too controlling. But you, sweetheart, have shown me that it’s not only possible, but it has really happened for me. I’m in love. Head over heels, like a teenage boy. I’m in love with the most amazing woman in the world. She doesn’t believe in herself. Not yet, anyway. But she will. And when she does, she’s also going to believe in love, too.”
 	“I want to believe, Dax. I want to with all my heart. But I keep thinking about Seth. Isn’t it hard to cast him aside from what you guys planned for years?”
 	“Kitten, let me let you in on a secret. We’re about to turn this town upside down. You’ll see. You’re at the very center of it.”
 

 	* * * *

 
 	
 	The man finished covering the two graves of his victims. He’d buried both bodies just a few feet down to ensure their eventual discovery by the authorities. It probably would be after some wolves got to them, but what the hell, might as well be dinner for a few canines. 
 	There should’ve been only one grave to dig, but he’d learned a long time ago that things didn’t always go as one planned. A man had to be flexible if he was going to survive in the world. So, he’d cooked up a new plan after having to off victim number two.
 	It would take time for all the pieces to fall into place, but the payoff would be well worth it. Very well worth it.
 	He wiped his brow and looked around the land. The sky was clear, and the air was crisp. He’d burned his athletic shoes after being nearly discovered by one of the owners of this ranch. 
 	The guy had come within fifteen feet of where he was hiding. If his other brother hadn’t shown up, there would’ve been three graves to dig, not two.
 	The Strongs sure did have a nice piece of property with this one. Yes, indeed. Too bad they’d gotten hooked up with Charly Wynn. Life was about to get very complicated for them, and for her.
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