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Chapter One
	Charly Wynn stood on the sidewalk at the corner of Main Street and Coyote Lane in Wilde, Nevada, taking in the beauty of her surroundings. This town was small, really small. Being from the Bronx, she’d never imagined that she would ever like such a quaint town, but she did. Really, it had little to do with the town and everything to do with six sexy cowboys.
 	The Strongs had captured her heart. At least three of them had. Drake had been the first. He’d been so kind and patient, helping her overcome the memories of college where a football player had tried to rape her. God, Drake was actually more than the first of the brothers to win her over. He was her first lover, period. And what a lover! He knew just how to touch her, kiss her, and make her feel so very feminine and wanted. Heath, too, had taken over her thoughts and will. Different from Drake, but oh, so very masculine, the guy had manipulated his way into her life. The trip to Malibu with him had flattened her, causing her to surrender to him. Dax had the charm and humor that never failed to make her smile. The guy knew how to pleasure a woman. But it was his honesty and possessiveness that thrilled her. Each of them had confessed their love to her, but she hadn’t said it back, though she knew she did love them.
 	She spotted Carlotta heading her direction. The minute the woman saw her, Carlotta made a beeline straight to her.
 	“My dear, how are you dis fine day?” Carlotta asked.
 	Charly stopped and smiled, deciding a lie was probably the best way to handle the question. “Just great.”
 	Carlotta frowned. “Don’t tell fibs to a psychic, Charly. Vee alvays know.”
 	She shrugged. “Can anyone ever fool you?”
 	The woman placed her hand on Charly’s shoulder. “Only von had ever fooled me. The bastard von my heart and left. Child, vee need to have a reading.”
 	“I know. I’ve been busy.” Charly wasn’t much of a believer in tarot cards, but the last time she’d had a reading done by Carlotta, it had been pretty accurate.
 	“Vhat are you doing right now?”
 	“Um…”
 	“Remember, don’t lie. I’ll know.”
 	Charly giggled. “Nothing. I’m free.”
 	“Perfect. Let’s go to my liquor store.”
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Wearing a white turban with a large jewel in the center, Carlotta sat across from Charly. A crystal ball sat to the woman’s left. In front of her were tarot cards she’d dealt onto the table.
 	“Charly, dis is da Celtic Cross spread. I choose dis one when a client desires deeper and varied insight. Perfect for da complex and difficult questions.”
 	“Then that’s the spread for me. I’m juggling three cowboys.”
 	“Doesn’t sound too bad to me, my dear.”
 	“Well, it is. Really bad, actually.” Her cowboys were part of a divided house. Even though this was Wilde, where plural marriages were the norm, she could never have all three of them.
 	Carlotta pointed to the card at the center of the spread, covering what she’d called Charly’s significator. “Dis position is da atmosphere of da current situation. Here is da Nine of Cups. Vhen reversed like dis, its meaning is conceit and vanity. Vhen dealing vith romance, dhere is an arrogance and hesitation.”
 	“I’m not sure about that, Carlotta. I’m not arrogant. I’m confused.”
 	“Perhaps, my dear. Perhaps. But arrogance can mean dat you are holding on to old beliefs, old vays, not trusting your heart.”
 	Charly felt the sting of the truth of Carlotta’s words.
 	“Let me move on, child.” She touched the card that was sideways on top of the Nine of Cups. “Here is da obstacle. Dis is da Hermit.”
 	Charly looked at the card. An old man with a walking cane held out a lamp that glowed yellow.
 	“Da Hermit is about vithdrawing from relationships to hear da inner voice. It is a need of understanding.”
 	“That all sounds good, right?”
 	“Sounds good, but is not good for da situation. Actually, it is likely a distraction or excuse. Again, choosing logic instead of passion. Let’s move on. Look here, Charly.” Carlotta pointed to the card on top of the spread. “Dis is da Two of Vands.”
 	The card had a tall man looking over the sea. He held a staff in one hand and a globe in his other. To his side was another staff.
 	“Dis card represents da best you can achieve vithout a dramatic change in your direction or plans. Dis is da Two of Vands and is reversed. It predicts an erosion of power and a cloudy future. It suggests dat you have been caught off guard by someding and dat your mind is cloudy.”
 	“Spot on, Carlotta.” Charly thought about the call from the Center in Malibu. She’d put all her hopes and dreams in that place. Now with that off the table and no money to speak of, she was more than wigging out. She was a total mess.
 	Carlotta patted her hand. “You must change course, my dear. Vhatever you are dinking to do, you must turn da odher direction.”
 	“What else do the cards say, Carlotta.” Charly glanced down at the remaining cards. They looked dark and foreboding. One card had a woman blindfolded and tied to several swords. Another had a dead body on the ground, also with swords, but unlike the previous card, these were buried in his flesh. The scariest card to Charly was of a tower being hit by lightning and two people falling to the ground.
 	Carlotta scooped up the cards and shook her head. “Doesn’t matter, my dear. I’m certain you vill change your course. You must. Your future happiness depends on it.”

 


Chapter Two
	Nate Strong patted the black horse’s muscled neck. “We did good, boy. Real good.”
 	The sun was long gone as he led his horse to one of the smaller sheds in the barn complex on the main ranch.
 	He saw a few men milling together outside the largest building. Last year, his dads had it built for the family, the three foremen, and for the most loyal hands who’d been on the Strong payroll the longest.
 	Nate had turned down his parents’ offer of a bigger stall in the state-of-the-art facility, deciding to stay put in the old barn with only six stalls, not twenty-eight. In the new space, Nate would have to deal with more people than he cared for.
 	Besides, Joker was definitely better company than most humans.
 	He led the old boy through the short center aisle of the barn out the back to the circle pen for the cooldown.
 	The two of them had covered a lot of miles today, getting the Brangus heifers that Drake had bought in Texas to The Lazy Blue, the northwest section of the main ranch. There was plenty for the new herd to graze on back there until they dropped their calves in the spring.
 	“Hey, bro.” Heath led his horse, Yoda, into the pen.
 	Nate felt sorrow for the beast. Such a name didn’t suit an Arabian Champion, but his idiot brother was a Star Wars fan through and through. Every horse Heath had ever owned was named after some character from the movies. Hans Solo was still kicking, but too old to be more than a pleasure ride these days.
 	“Got any plans?” Heath asked as he walked Yoda around the fence.
 	Nate noted Joker’s puffing was lessening. Another ten minutes or so and he could take his horse in the barn and get his saddle off. “Not yet. I was thinking about heading over to the club.”
 	By club, he meant the local BDSM sex club, The Masters’ Chambers, owned by their cousin Austin Wilde. Wailing on a pretty little sub’s ass always helped to work out the kinks in his back and neck after a long ride.
 	Heath was cooling down Yoda perfectly. One thing Nate admired about his brother was his ranching skills. Heath was almost as good a cowboy as he was. Almost.
 	“Hey, take Joker, and I’ll fill up the water trough.” Nate handed Joker’s reins to his brother, who began leading both horses around the pen.
 	Nate turned on the hose, filling up the metal with cool water. There didn’t need to be much in it, since both Joker and Yoda had their own water buckets in their stalls. But routine dictated that after the cooldown, the horses got a drink and a carrot. Silly, but his dads had taught his brothers and him since they were very young that good horses made a ranch and deserved to be treated well. The water-and-carrot ritual had been a part of the Strong way for generations.
 	“Want to join me at the club?” Nate asked his brother.
 	“No thanks.” Heath sounded more serious than normal. “Have you given any more thought to my plan?”
 	“You mean the Charly Wynn plan?” Nate turned off the hose and got the big carrot out of his jacket’s pocket. “Heath, I know you. What’s your game?”
 	“No game, Nate. I swear.” Heath led Joker and Yoda to the trough. “They’re cooled down.”
 	Since he could see both horses were breathing normally, Nate took Joker’s rein from Heath. Both animals lowered their heads into the trough and began drinking the cool water.
 	“Nate, spend some time with Charly.” Heath was holding Yoda’s carrot reward in his left hand. “You’ll see. Dax and Drake are already on board.”
 	Heath clearly liked playing puppet master, but Nate wasn’t about to let his brother pull his strings. “So, if your plan works out—and that’s a mighty big if—we’re going to spit in the face of tradition?”
 	Tradition in Wilde meant three. Three men, one woman. Jessie and the Wilde brothers were the exception to the rule. If Heath was able to get his brothers in on his crazy plan, the town would be in an uproar.
 	“When have you ever given a damn about tradition, Nate?”
 	He chuckled. “You got me there. Like I’ve always said, tell me the rule, and I’ll be happy to break it.”
 	Heath gave Yoda his treat. “You’ve lived by that mantra ever since I can remember.”
 	“Here you go, Joker.” Nate placed the carrot at his horse’s mouth, and he gobbled it up fast. Nate looked at Heath. What was his game? Playing a lovesick fool wasn’t his brother’s norm, but he had always been shifty like a fox.
 	“I just don’t see a day when the six of us are going to walk down the aisle with Ms. Wynn, especially not Seth. Do you think he’s ever going to let you off the hook about Gabby?”
 	Heath’s demeanor darkened, clearly from old guilt. He didn’t answer, but led Yoda into the barn.
 	Nate hated that he’d brought up the past. Fuck. He’d stepped in it now.
 	Guiding Joker into the barn, he thought about how the horrible split had occurred.
 	The day Heath had bedded the younger three brothers’ fiancée with his successful Hail Mary pass, two things had come out of it. First, he’d won, saving Drake, Dax, and Seth from the gold-digging bitch. Second, all six of them had lost—lost each other. The trust and love was gone. Now, they were forever locked in the ridiculous battle of three and three.
 	Nate couldn’t imagine anything better than a day when all the old hurts were healed and forgiven, but he also couldn’t see it actually ever happening either.
 	Heath unbridled his horse. “Tell me you’re not the least bit interested in Charly, and I will cut my losses and move on to Tobias.”
 	As his mind brought up an image of the gorgeous woman, Nate knew he couldn’t. And why not? She was his type, all the way. Her submissive tendencies, curvy body, and adventurous mix were something he couldn’t turn down. He’d shared women many times with Heath and Tobias, so it was natural for them to bed Charly the other night. But the moment he’d tasted her skin, the Dom in him had snapped to attention, and the man in him had followed.
 	Still, it was much more than her curves that had hypnotized him. The girl’s innocence and honesty were like unbreakable cuffs on his will. Not good. Not good at all. He gave little credence to following one’s heart. Nate wasn’t sure he even had one in his chest. If he did, his would be a tricky bastard, loitering in dark corners and smoking cigars. And love? Not a big believer. And love at first sight? Hell, no.
 	But why the fuck could he not stop thinking about Charly Wynn?
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Charly sat at a table in Norma’s Diner, stuffed from the King Cakes she’d had for breakfast. Heath Strong sat beside her, sipping his coffee. “Seriously, you and your brothers aren’t going to let me have even a single minute alone?”
 	“You’ve got the full picture.” Heath took a bite of his bacon.
 	Hers was only half eaten.
 	Drake, Dax, and Heath were worried about her dad ambushing her in Wilde. Truthfully, she was, too. Jessie had cut her honeymoon short just to deliver the message about her dad looking for her. Charly hadn’t seen him in years, but her sharpest memories of him weren’t positive. Armed robbery was just one of his many offenses, though it was the one that had actually landed him in the penitentiary.
 	“Shift change,” Heath announced, looking toward Norma’s entrance.
 	“What are you talking about?” She turned and saw Nate Strong in the doorway. Feeling overcome with so much attention, she snapped, “You mean he’s going to take over your babysitting duties?”
 	He nodded, waving Nate over.
 	“Listen, cowboy. My father hasn’t showed up in two days, which is typical. He’s not coming. I’m sure one of his upstanding buddies has detained him. Hell, he might be back in jail for all we know.”
 	Nate walked up to her. “Until we do know for sure, pet, you’re going to have to deal with us.”
 	“You think so? Just wait and see what I’m capable of, buddy.” Something about Nate made her nervous and warm. “Once I get my money for my car, I’m outta here.”
 	He cupped her chin. “Not on my watch, you’re not. Understand?”
 	His strong demand sliced her like a hot knife into butter, but somehow she was able to protest, trying to shake her head free from his hold.
 	Nate smiled and grabbed her hair, never releasing her chin. “You keep this up and you’re going to be sorry. I’m not as soft as my brothers are.” He leaned down and pressed his lips to hers, sending a shiver up and down her spine. His kiss was powerful and possessive. His tongue swept into her mouth, causing her toes to curl. Unable to resist, she melted into him.
 	When he ended the kiss, she nearly fell off her chair.
 	Nate turned to Heath. “I’ve got it from here, bro. Dads want you up at The Three Sisters.”
 	“What for?”
 	“One of the hands found more tracks. Some dumb-ass is probably stuck somewhere up there.”
 	“Listen, guys. I really am okay by myself.” Charly looked back and forth from one brother to the next. “Why don’t both of you go find out about who is on your ranch?”
 	Nate took her hand and squeezed. “Right now, you’re my priority, pet. There will be no more arguing.”
 	She opened her mouth to object, but no words came out. So instead, she picked up her coffee and took a long sip.
 	Nate nodded and winked. Then he turned to Heath. “Better get on it. Dads want to get a full report by nightfall.”
 	“I’m on it.” Heath wrapped his arms around her. “Sweetheart, I’m going to miss you, but I trust Nate to keep you safe.” Then he kissed her softly and left.
 	Charly’s head was spinning. She was already in love with three Strongs, and now she was clearly in awe of Nate Strong’s rugged good looks and teasing brown eyes. She just couldn’t let herself fall down the rabbit hole again. She knew the score. Maude, their mother, had made it clear. Either she chose the younger three brothers or the older three brothers. That was what was expected. But Charly knew there was an even better choice, though it would crush her. She could just walk away.
 	“Why don’t you get yourself something to eat, Nate? I need to make a phone call.”
 	His eyebrows shot up. “Trying to get rid of me already, sweetheart?”
 	Her cheeks burned. How could he read her so easily and so quickly? “No. Not at all.”
 	“I doubt that, but I am hungry. Bacon and eggs would hit the spot.” His large hand came down on her shoulder, squeezing her slightly. “Don’t try to sneak out. I’ve got my eye on you, pet.”
 	She watched him walk to the counter to place his order with the waitress. God, the man got to her. His six-foot-four muscled frame in tight jeans had her nearly drooling. But it was more than his body that drew her in like a moth to the flame. His demeanor and confidence added to the burn in her heart. She knew that resisting him would be next to impossible. She wondered why. What was it about him that made her react so?
 	Charly took out her cell phone. She wanted to get her mind on something else other than Nate.
 	For the fifth time, she punched in the mechanic’s number. Harry and she had settled on a price for her car. He was supposed to bring her the cash, which would get her a bus ticket back to her mother. But he’d never showed. Once again, she got his voice mail.
 	She was about to leave another message, when Michael walked into Norma’s.
 	“Hey, good looking.” He waved at her.
 	Ending the call, Charly turned to Nate. The cowboy nodded in recognition of Michael. Clearly, Jessie’s ex had become a sort of local celebrity. Everyone in Wilde seemed to know who Michael was.
 	Michael sat down at her table. “Just the person I’ve been looking for. What’s up?”
 	“I don’t want to bore you with all my troubles.”
 	“You’re kidding, right? You know I care about you, sweetie. Lay it on me.”
 	Charly really did like Michael. Although he was a billionaire, his Peter Pan antics and charm had never failed to win her over. “Okay, you asked for it.”
 	“Yes, I did.” He reached for her hand and squeezed. “Seriously, kiddo. Tell me what the problem is. Maybe I can help.”
 	“I didn’t get the job in Malibu.”
 	He frowned. “I’m sorry, Charly. They’re idiots, of course.”
 	“Actually, some of the greatest minds in my field run the Center.” Charly knew that all she would have to do was ask and Michael would give her money. But she never would. Her pride was too strong. But she did appreciate his sympathetic ear. “The woman I was supposed to replace decided to stay.”
 	“Well, that’s not fair,” he said as he folded his arms over his chest.
 	Michael’s childlike response made her grin. “Maybe. But I’ve got to figure something out.”
 	“Before you make any hasty decisions, hear me out.”
 	She asked, “About what?”
 	“Your bad luck is actually my good luck, if you’ll help me out, Charly.”
 	“With what?”
 	“I thought you’d never ask. You know I’ve fallen in love with this town.”
 	“I think the whole state of Nevada knows that.” Michael had been on the front page of more than one gossip rag over the years. His crazy parties around the globe always drew much notoriety. No wonder. His sycophantic friends included the rich, famous, and infamous. “Once the tabloid folks find out that you’re in Wilde, this place is going to be covered with paparazzi trying to hunt you down.”
 	“That’s why I need you, kiddo. Before the sharks show up, I’m jetting down to George’s annual party in Turks and Caicos.”
 	“The movie star?”
 	Michael rolled his eyes. “I don’t understand why everyone is swooning over George’s Oscar nomination. It’s not like he won.”
 	“He’s gorgeous, you fool.”
 	“Not my type.” Michael laughed. “Seriously, I’d like to hire you.”
 	Charly pointed to the center of her chest. “Moi?”
 	“Oui, chérie. I’m interested in opening up a gay resort somewhere close.”
 	With her lack of funds, she needed a job. “So what would I be doing?”
 	“Your first job will be finding the right location for this project of mine.”
 	“Michael, I have two degrees in psychology. I have no expertise in real estate. You could hire the best. Why me?”
 	“I trust you. That’s enough for me. How does five grand a week sound to you?”
 	Charly smiled. “Don’t be ridiculous.”
 	His eyes widened. “I’m not. Six? Seven?”
 	“Be serious, Michael.”
 	“Okay.” He held up both hands. “Who knew you could be such a tough negotiator? Name your price, Charly.”
 	She realized that Michael wasn’t kidding. But there was no way she would take advantage of him. “I’ll give you one week for one grand. Take it or leave it.”
 	“That’s not enough, kiddo.”
 	“Did you hear me? Take it or leave it. That’s the deal.”
 	Michael extended his hand. “Deal.”
 	Charly shook his hand. “Now, tell me more about what you’re looking for.”
 	“You’ll know it when you see it.” He leaned over and kissed her on the cheek.
 	“Hey, bud.” Nate walked up with a plate full of food. “You sure you’re gay?”
 	“God, yes, but I love ma chérie.” Michael winked and left.
 	Nate glared at him as he exited. Was this cowboy actually jealous? She shouldn’t be happy that he might be, but she was.

 


Chapter Three
	Nate patted Joker’s neck and gazed at Charly atop Majesty, his mother’s Appaloosa mare. When Charly had told Nate about her new job working for Michael, Nate realized he knew just the right spot for the resort. Even better, the land he was thinking of was best accessed by horseback. It was the perfect chance for him to spend some time alone with Charly. Now two hours into the ride, Nate was amazed by how comfortable she looked in the saddle. Any passerby would’ve thought Charly was a native to ranching, not the Bronx.
 	“Have you been lying to me, pet? You obviously know more than a little about horses.”
 	“Did Joker tell you that?” She smiled. “I’m from the Bronx. We adapt fast.”
 	“I bet.”
 	“Just watch.” She urged Majesty into a gallop.
 	Nate laughed and kicked Joker into high speed to catch her. This little lady has some lessons to learn. Within earshot of Majesty, he whistled the signal that he knew would get the result he desired.
 	His mother’s horse slowed to a trot.
 	“Come on, Majesty. They’re gaining on us.”
 	Nate whistled again, and Charly’s ride stopped. “Come on, Joker. Let’s show those girls who really is in charge.”
 	“No fair, Nate,” she said as he rode up beside her.
 	“I’ll show you how unfair I really can be, pet.”
 	He leaned in and kissed her. Her lush lips tasted like honey, so very sweet. He placed his hand at the back of her neck and pulled her in tighter.
 	Just being near her had him acting a fool, and he didn’t know why. The Doms at The Masters’ Chambers would’ve certainly laughed their asses off at his high-school-lovesick-boy act. He didn’t care. He wanted Charly more than he’d ever wanted anyone before in his life. It wasn’t sudden or instant, but a slow-growing burn that had begun the moment he’d met her. Crazy? Yes. But insanity might be a nice state for him, at least for tonight.
 	Though Nate hated to end their kiss, the sun would be going down soon, and he wanted to be at the cabin before dark. “Charly, look around. This is the part of the property I wanted to show you.”
 	Her long eyelashes fluttered. “Uh…what?”
 	“Sweetheart, we’re looking at property for Michael’s gay resort. Remember?”
 	“Yes.” She closed her eyes.
 	He loved seeing her off kilter and flushed. “Hard to see the landscape with your eyes shut, Charly.”
 	Her eyes popped open, and she nodded. “Wow. This place is beautiful.”
 	It was. The mountains to the left scraped the sky with their snowy peaks. To their right were cliffs. A long waterfall from the rocky walls shot into the lake beside them, sending spray into the air that looked like jewels in the light of the setting sun. He’d never thought anything could be as beautiful as this place until he’d seen Charly.
 	“Is that building on the property?” She pointed to the cabin about a quarter mile away.
 	“Yes. In fact, we are about in the center of what is for sale.
 	“Who in the world would sell such a place? This needs to stay just like it is forever.” The awe in her tone was obvious. God, she actually understood what he’d discovered here long ago. This was his favorite spot on the entire planet. He’d only saddled up Joker and Majesty for this ride to get time alone with her. He’d packed a dinner for the two of them and planned on taking her to the vacant hunter’s cabin for the night. Now, Charly’s reaction to the land was opening up his eyes to how incredibly fantastic a woman she was.
 	“The Masters family owns this land and puts it up for sale every so often with a ridiculous price tag. I got my parents to make a run at it a few years back, but their offer wasn’t ever countered. The deal never gelled.”
 	“You’re not serious about me showing this to Michael, are you?”
 	“I wouldn’t have before today, but I’m rethinking my take on him. Do you think I should?”
 	Charly tilted her head to the side. God, the woman looked so sexy. After a bit of time, she nodded. “Maybe. How many acres are part of this listing?”
 	“Eight hundred sixty-two.”
 	“Let me think about whether or not we should tell Michael about this.”
 	Nate liked when she said “we,” which clearly included him and her together. “The only way I would even consider helping him get this for his project is if he would be respectful to this place.”
 	She nodded. “There can’t be any buildings here.”
 	“Right, pet.” He worried that there might come a day when some developers would take the Masters family up on their crazy sale price for the land. Once the transaction was complete, there would be nothing that could be done to save the pristine place. The profit motive would spoil the beauty he and Charly were surrounded by. If he could get the right investor with the right resources to see things his way, he might actually save the land he loved so much. Michael might be that man. “Now, if he wants to create an eco-friendly vacation for gays with tents and such, I’ll help him in any way I can.”
 	“That’s a wonderful idea, Nate. Maybe you should be the one working for him instead of me.”
 	“No way. I’m great in the saddle, not behind a desk. You hungry?”
 	She touched her stomach. “I am, but do we have time to eat? Shouldn’t we be getting back?”
 	Game on, Ms. Wynn. Nate dismounted. “Let me worry about when we head back. You worry about making your billionaire buddy get on board with our idea.” Holding Joker’s reins, he came over beside Majesty. “Ready to dismount?”
 	She didn’t answer, but was off the beast in a flash. “What’s on the menu, cowboy?”
 	He pulled her to him. Her little surprised gasp made his cock harden. “You’ll see, pet. You’ll see.”
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Charly looked at the first stars that began dotting the sky as the light of the sun, now below the mountains to the west, faded to a thin line of orange on the horizon. “I can’t believe how beautiful this place is, Nate. I’ve never seen the sky look like that.”
 	He touched her cheek, causing her to turn her attention to him. “I’m glad you like it here.”
 	“Like it? That doesn’t even graze the tip of how I’m feeling right now.” Charly moved her empty dish next to the boots she’d removed earlier. Then she patted the blanket that Nate had brought and stretched out for them for their alfresco dinner. “This is better than any five-star restaurant in Manhattan. I’d choose here over any of them. That’s a fact. I love it here.
 	His lips curled up slightly. “I can see that you do, sweetheart.”
 	There was a hint of amusement in his tone that seemed odd to her. But instead of making her mad, it actually made her giggle. Was her silliness due to the wonderful meal, the sweet wine, or just being with Nate? Charly wasn’t sure, but she couldn’t seem to stop smiling.
 	She spotted the empty bottle of wine and the four empty beer bottles that dotted the blanket. “I drank a whole bottle of wine all by myself?”
 	“You did, pet. You okay?” Nate stroked her hair, making her feel deliciously dizzy. The air was only a bit cool, which was good, since she was burning up with desire.
 	“I’m okay. Just a bit fuzzy. Where’s this cabin you were telling me about?”
 	Nate didn’t answer but pulled her close. “You’re safe here, Charly. You understand that?”
 	She gulped, and then nodded. Her heart sped up in her chest. Ever since her first night in Wilde, she’d submitted to the lusty ways of the brothers again and again, and God help her, she’d loved each touch, kiss, and pleasure the Strongs had dished out. Each time, her mind quieted to a whisper and her body intensified to a scream.
 	Nate kissed her once again, sending a shiver down her spine. She felt his right arm come around her back and his left hand slide up her thigh until it almost touched her sex, almost. The torture drove her insane. His tongue shot over her lips, and she felt his hot, manly breath in her mouth.
 	He continued kissing her as he began to unbutton, unzip, and unfasten whatever was holding her clothes in place. He removed her top first, tossing it to the side. Then her jeans were discarded. More of her clothes were ditched, until all she had left on were her pale-pink panties.
 	She wanted to try to stop him, tell him they should wait. But the rabbit hole of desire was getting bigger and more demanding. They were both about to fall through it, and she didn’t have the willpower or logic left inside her to protest.
 	She wiggled under him on the blanket that he’d spread out for their picnic. Her lips throbbed from the kisses he’d given her with his amazing, vexing, delicious mouth. His muscled weight on top of her was making Charly moan and tremble.
 	“You’re so…” He gazed at her in a way that made her heart skip several beats.
 	“I’m what, cowboy?” She wasn’t an idiot. She realized what the brothers were doing, passing her one to the next in their game of dating. Charly felt like a baton in a relay race, but she didn’t have it in her to stop any of them. Damn foolish? For sure, but she needed these men.
 	“Sexy. Smart. Passionate. Caring.”
 	Every one of Nate’s words sent a tingle through her. Like his three brothers before, Nate was hitting the gas pedal. She’d already been with him the night Heath had brought Tobias and him to her room at the hotel. Then, she’d been swamped and more focused on Heath than the other two. Now, she was completely focused on him.
 	Nate kissed her neck. “Words are cheap, pet. Let my hands do the rest of the talking on your beautiful body.” He massaged her breasts, raising her temperature several degrees and causing her pussy to dampen.
 	And then logic slammed into the back of her forehead like a sledgehammer. Having sex with another Strong brother wasn’t going to fix anything. She still needed to get some cash in her purse and find Harry so he could give her the money he owed her. She was still dealing with no job prospect once this little project for Michael petered out, and she still needed to get out of Wilde.
 	“This is not going to work, Nate,” she whispered, looking up at his lusty dark brown eyes.
 	His face darkened to a dangerous shade. “You’re overthinking things again, pet. That’s not going to work. If you don’t get out of your head and just feel, I’m going to ditch this romantic crap and get down to business.”
 	The only word that punctuated itself into the center of her consciousness was “romantic.” She’d never imagined the tough Dom she’d met in her hotel room that night could be romantic. Knowing that he was trying so hard for her melted away any resistance she might have had. “Nate, so this ride to view this place was a kind of date?”
 	“Let me show you what I mean, pet.” Nate pulled her panties off her. “You’re nice and wet.” She felt her cheeks heat up as he shoved the damp pink fabric to his nose.
 	As he inhaled deeply, her jaw dropped. Still, it made her feel wanted.
 	“Damn woman, you smell so good.” His words transformed her shock into a tingly desire.
 	Charly watched him fold her panties into a nice little package and place them in his jeans’ pocket. Clearly, he had no intention of giving them back to her.
 	Nate leaned down and rubbed her nipples with his fingers until they were aching and so very taut, and then he swallowed her right nipple while he continued to pinch her left one with his thumb and forefinger. A million hot, shivering sensations ripped through her body.
 	When his lips hit hers, she felt her clit begin to throb and ache. His kiss was so demanding, so urgent, that passion rose like a flame inside her. Turned on and lost to her desires, Charly let go of all her worries and just felt the deliciousness of his touch. She may regret it later, but for now, she had to have him.
 	When Nate ended their kiss, his fixed stare made her hot with an aching want and an uncontrollable passion that could only be answered with the completeness of his filling her body.
 	“Please, Nate. I need you inside me.”
 	“Not yet, pet. I have many pleasures to give you before we reach your orgasm.” As his hands moved down her sides to the curves in her waist, he grinned wickedly. “I’m not stopping until you are completely crazed and begging for more.”
 	Charly wiggled up into him, trying to tease him into action. “You know, it isn’t fair that I’m naked and you’re still wearing all your clothes.”
 	“I never said this was going to be fair, pet.” He kissed both her breasts lightly.
 	The touches of his lips were so soft on her nipples. She craved more and arched her back so that her chest pressed up into his mouth. Nate growled and began sucking on her nipples ferociously, which only made her want him more desperately than ever.
 	Charly thrashed under him as his tongue lapped at her nipples. Her hands clawed at his back, and her legs wrapped around him.
 	Nate moved down her body, kissing along the way. He reached around until he held her by the ankles. Then he parted her legs wide, moving his hands from her calves to her thighs until his fingers were only inches from where she really wanted his touch, his kiss, and more.
 	“Your skin is so smooth.” He feathered his lips on the inside of her thigh, increasing the desire deep in her clenching pussy.
 	She wanted so bad to touch his cock, imagining how it would feel inside her body. Since she couldn’t begin to reach him in their current tangling, she grabbed his head and pushed it down on her weeping sex. He obliged her by clamping her hard clit between his teeth, sending her to a delirious, steamy state. She didn’t want this to end, but as her approaching orgasm began to throb deep inside her body, she screamed with the ultimate pleasure of release.
 	Nate’s head came up from between her legs. He moved up her body and pulled her close as she continued to shiver from the immense climax he’d given her. His light kisses melted her heart, and her former wish to escape Wilde seemed to be fading in his embrace. She couldn’t explain the longing that had been born this night with Nate, but fantasy or not, she definitely was dreaming of what it would be like to stay.
 	“Sweetheart, I’m going to wrap you in the blanket and gather up all our stuff. Understand?”
 	She nodded, still swimming in the shudders of her orgasm.
 	In no time, he had her bundled up in the soft cover, their items stashed away in the saddlebags, and the two horses’ leads tied to his belt. Then he hoisted her up, cradling her entire weight in his arms.
 	She took a deep breath. “I’m okay now. You can let me down.”
 	“Not a chance, pet.” He started walking, keeping a tight hold on her.
 	“Where are you taking me?”
 	“To the cabin.”
 	“That’s too far for you to carry me.”
 	He smiled. “You do realize what I do for a living? Carrying your tiny body is like a walk in the park for me.”
 	“Thank you, Nate.” She leaned into his muscled frame and closed her eyes, relishing in being held by him. God, he was built like a thick wall of bricks.
 	“For what, sweetheart?”
 	“For calling me tiny.”
 	He didn’t say another word the rest of the way, and his breathing never became labored. How strong was he? Very much, obviously.
 	“Open your eyes, pet.”
 	She obeyed. They were already at the log cabin. It was even more beautiful close up.
 	The rustic flavor was evident, but it also had a sweet style that appealed to her. Keeping her lifted in his arms, Nate tied the horses to the hitching post at the front of the porch. How he could manage that wasn’t apparent to her, but he did and with ease.
 	He carried her into the little house, which was just as charming inside as it was on the outside. But the only thing she could focus on was the simple king-sized bed, with its soft blue comforter and plush pillows. It was so inviting, and she felt tingles grow in her body at the thought of being next to Nate.

 


Chapter Four
	Nate placed Charly on the bed. He gazed into her sea blue eyes, causing his dick to harden. He wanted to drive her wild, so he began to unbutton his shirt slowly and sent her a lusty wink.
 	Her eyes widened. She seemed mesmerized by his private show for her, which fueled his own desire to possess her completely. He continued teasingly removing each article of clothing. When she absentmindedly licked her lips, his hunger went into overdrive.
 	Hoping to torment Charly more, he asked, “You like what you see, pet?”
 	As he pulled down his jeans, she gasped.
 	Her eyes drifted down to his white briefs. Her cheeks got bright red as she looked directly at the outline of his cock. Unable to control his urges any longer, he ripped off his underwear and went directly to her sweet pussy. He sucked and bit at her tender flesh and was thrilled when she started panting. Her juices tasted so sweet and warm. Her trembling thighs on his cheeks told him that his tongue bath was working on Charly just like he wanted. Hoping to drive her even madder with desire, he worked over her swollen folds with his fingers and mouth.
 	“Oh, God,” she moaned, which released the beast inside him.
 	He captured her taut clit between his teeth, delivering a bit of pressure.
 	She screamed.
 	Then, before he could stop her, Charly sat up and twisted around so she was laying the opposite direction. Her hands found his cock and she pulled him into her mouth, sucking wildly. The frenzy of their sixty-nine joined them in unexplainable hot madness. He’d never felt such passion, ever. The more he lapped up her cream, the harder she sucked. This flurry went on and on until it was impossible for him to contain himself any longer.
 	He buried his face completely into her cunt, which was spasming from her intense orgasm. As she frantically sucked on his cock, Nate knew now was the time to feel her pussy tighten around his cock. He flipped around and entered her body. As he moved deeper into her sweet flesh, he relished the feel of her insides clenching and unclenching tightly on his dick.
 	“O–Oh…yes…” Her words were the final straw that sent him over the edge.
 	Every muscle tightened as he shoved his cock in for one final plunge deep into her pussy. He came hard and intense inside the woman who had snared him completely. He pulled her in tight and held her close as sweet exhaustion filled him with joy. Savoring the physical connection to Charly, he kissed her hair as she continued to shiver in his arms.
 	But his feelings for her were more than physical. She had captured his heart. He could never let her go. She was his. Convincing her of that fact wasn’t going to be easy, but he would do whatever it took to make sure she understood.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	“How many nights will you be in town, Mr. Jones?” The guy behind the counter looked like he’d just stepped off the set of a Western movie.
 	“I’ll need the room for a couple of nights only.”
 	The man typed on the keyboard and then passed him a key. “You’re on the first floor in the John Wayne suite, Mr. Jones. If you go down the hallway to your right, it is the fourth door on the left.”
 	“Perfect.”
 	“I hope you enjoy your stay at the Hotel Cactus, Mr. Jones.”
 	He thought about asking the guy about the woman’s whereabouts, but didn’t. Though he’d been sweating bullets ever since arriving in the tiny town, there still was plenty of time to find Charly Wynn for their upcoming meeting.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Charly took another bite of her bagel, which Carlotta had graciously ordered for her after learning it was one of her favorite breakfast choices. She appreciated the woman for the gesture.
 	She looked over at Nate, who was finishing off his mouthwatering stack of King Cakes. God, we didn’t use a condom. What if I’m pregnant?
 	As he put the fork down on the plate, he looked up at her with his dark brown eyes. “I don’t know how you can eat that, pet.”
 	“I would love to eat those every morning, but my bottom loves them, too.” She wondered how to bring up the lack of protection with him.
 	He reached over and grabbed her hand. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about your body. I love to touch all your curves and especially your gorgeous, sweet ass.”
 	“Nate, you got a second?” someone from the other side of the diner called.
 	Charly turned and saw a table of cowboys.
 	“Sweetheart, give me a minute. Let me find out what these guys want.”
 	“Okay.”
 	As he headed over to the men, she spotted Harry, the mechanic from Elko, walking into the diner. Hoping he’d brought the money for her car, she smiled and waved him over.
 	He nodded and headed to her table. “Hey, Charly. Everything going okay with you?”
 	“Not exactly, Harry. I thought you were going to bring me my money the other day.”
 	He frowned and sat down. “Heath’s got your money. I figured he would’ve already given it to you by now.”
 	Heath? “Why the hell does he have it? I thought this was between me and you.”
 	“He and Drake came to Elko the other night and asked for it. Heath said he was going to give it to you himself.”
 	Charly thought there was more to what Harry knew than he was sharing.
 	Nate stepped up to the table. “Hey, Harry. What are you doing in Wilde?”
 	The mechanic uttered in response, “I was kind of looking for Michael.”
 	Charly snapped, “Sorry to interrupt, but I must find Heath right now.” Though she was curious why Harry wanted to meet up with Michael, she let it go. There were much bigger issues she had to deal with at the moment. “Nate, do you know where Heath is?”
 	“Not for certain, pet.” His eyebrows shot up. “You okay?”
 	“Just peachy!” She pulled out her cell and dialed Heath’s number. Voice mail, damn it. “Do you have any idea where he might be at this hour?”
 	“A couple. What’s going on?” Nate asked.
 	“He’s got something of mine, and I want it now.” She stood up, fuming inside. “I don’t like being tricked.”
 	Nate put his arm around her. “Neither do I, but I know what my brother is capable of, sweetheart. Let’s go find him.”
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Nate drove his truck through the cattle guard of the southeast section of his parents’ land. He looked over at Charly’s hands, which were curled into fists so tight that there was no color left in them.
 	She had been getting more and more pissed off during this trip. Each stop at Heath’s normal haunts with no sign of him had clearly fueled her agitation. Now, she obviously was furious.
 	Nate couldn’t blame her, knowing what a fucking manipulator Heath could be.
 	What in the hell has he done to her? Once he found out, his brother might find himself stretched out on the ground with several broken bones. He’d thought about asking Charly what had happened, but given her current state, he knew it was best to let her be.
 	As they rounded the corner, he spotted Heath riding Yoda. Charly must’ve seen him, too, because she cursed under her breath.
 	The moment Nate parked the truck, she jumped out of the cab, and he followed.
 	“Where’s my money, asshole?” she demanded.
 	Heath dismounted and said, “Sweetheart, hold on a second. I couldn’t find you.”
 	“What the fuck have you done, Heath?” Rage rolled through Nate.
 	“This has nothing to do with you,” Charly said. “Stay out of it, Nate.” Then she turned to Heath. “Couldn’t find me? Bullshit. I spoke with Harry. You already had the money before you and I were together with Drake and Dax the other night. Why in the hell didn’t you give it to me then?”
 	“You’re right. I did have the money then.” He paused, and then said, “I was so caught up in the moment, I forgot.”
 	Nate knew his brother was lying, but didn’t know why. “What money are you talking about?”
 	Again, Charly snapped. “I told you to stay out of it, but if you must know, it’s the money that Harry paid for my car so I can get the hell away from you guys.”
 	Fuck. She’s ready to bolt.
 	It all made sense now to Nate. Heath’s powers of manipulation did come in handy. Clearly, he’d kept her money to stop her from leaving Wilde. “Bro, the jig is up. You might as well stop lying to her.”
 	Heath’s eyes widened. “What do you mean?”
 	“Yes. I want to know, too.” Her tone told Nate that she was about to crack.
 	“Tell her why you kept the money, Heath.”
 	He shrugged. “I couldn’t bear for you to leave. You know how much I love you.” Then he sighed. “I knew that if I handed you the money, you would be gone.”
 	Charly closed her eyes and shook her head. “I’m so confused. I can understand why you did what you did, but it doesn’t change anything, Heath. I must leave…or my heart will be ripped apart.”
 	Nate heard the panic and fear in her voice. He knew that if he didn’t act now, Charly would definitely leave and never come back.
 	“Now what do we do, Nate?” Heath asked, obviously confused. “She knows, and it didn’t change a thing.”
 	Nate looked at both of them. “Bro, it’s time we do things my way.”

 


Chapter Five
	Ever since arriving at The Masters’ Chambers, Charly couldn’t stop trembling. She stood between Nate and Heath in the dressing room at the sex club.
 	“Sit, pet,” Nate commanded, pointing to one of the long benches in the space.
 	She obeyed.
 	Without a word, the two men went to different lockers. They opened them up and gave her a private show. Removing their shirts, they revealed their naked chests, which was so pleasing to her eyes. In no time, they were transformed from cowboys into badass Doms. Wearing only boots, jeans, and leather chaps, Nate and Heath looked so powerfully male.
 	Nate stepped in front of her and tugged on her locks, making her tingle inside. “You will do what we say, every word. Understand, sub?”
 	Shivering, she said, “Yes, Sir.”
 	“Let’s get her out of these clothes, Heath.”
 	“My pleasure, bro.” Heath moved behind her and cupped her ass.
 	The two cowboys removed her shoes, jeans, and top, leaving her with only her bra and panties.
 	Nate walked over to a shelf with tons of sandals. “Here’s your size.” He took a pair of them and walked over to her.
 	“I don’t want to wear a stranger’s sandals.”
 	He reached out and pinched her right nipple through her bra with his free hand. “You’ll do what I say, when I say it, sub.”
 	“Yes, Sir.” Every part of her wanted to surrender to this cowboy who oozed confidence and demanded obedience.
 	Heath leaned in to her ear, and whispered. “The sandals are for everyone. They’re sanitized after every use.”
 	“You’re spoiling her, bro. She’s got to learn to trust us.”
 	“I know. But she’s new to this, Nate. Give her time.”
 	“We don’t have time, buddy. You saw how she was earlier.” Nate handed the sandals to her. “Put these on, sub.”
 	Wondering what he meant by “we don’t have time” but not daring to ask him, she nodded and obeyed.
 	Nate pulled her to her feet and looked her up and down like an MRI scan. “You look perfect, pet.”
 	“I’m glad, Sir.” She looked down at her feet.
 	He cupped her chin. “Look at me, sub.”
 	Charly gazed at him and saw the corners of his mouth curl up slightly, making her warm inside.
 	“Here are the rules, pet. Heath and I are the only people in your world right now. We’re going to walk through the club, and you’re going to see lots of people milling around. You will not talk to any of them. You will not look at any of them. Understand?”
 	Hearing what he expected of her was easing her worry, and she was more than willing to comply. “Yes, Sir.”
 	“Let’s go.” He walked in front of her and out the door.
 	She followed quickly with Heath behind her. With each step, her temperature rose as she recalled the spanking she’d received from Dax and Drake here at the club. That had awakened desires in her she hadn’t known existed. But was she only avoiding the inevitable? Surrendering her body was easy. Giving these men her heart was the impossible part. Still, she couldn’t seem to refuse Nate anything. He’d taken charge the moment they’d found Heath, and he clearly wasn’t ready to give up any authority he’d claimed.
 	As they headed down the hallway, Charly kept her eyes locked on Nate’s naked back. As expected, there were many patrons milling around. They came to the wide expanse where several stages were set. A couple had scenes going on that she saw out of the corner of her eye. On one stage a woman had three men working her ass over with little leather crops. Another held a man on all fours licking his Domme’s leather boots.
 	The music was loud and raucous, vibrating Charly’s body. Wearing only her bra and panties and the sandals Nate had given her, she trembled, wondering if anyone was looking at her. And still, Nate walked on.
 	They made several turns, going down one hallway after another.
 	She saw Kyle, the guy who worked at the hotel reception desk, sitting at a table with a phone and clipboard on its surface. He and the desk were to the side of a red velvet rope that led to another hallway.
 	He stood. “Hey, fellows.”
 	Nate nodded to him. “Hey.”
 	“Hi, Ms. Wynn.”
 	Charly smiled but didn’t say a word, remembering Nate’s instructions.
 	Nate looked at her, and then turned back to Kyle. “I’ve reserved the dungeon for tonight.”
 	“I just got the call from Austin.” He handed Nate a key and unlatched the red rope, pulling it to the side. “The room is ready to go. There’s only four or five in the bleachers, waiting for a show.”
 	She gulped. People would be watching them. “Nate, I’m—”
 	He turned and frowned. “What did you call me, sub?”
 	Her jaw dropped. She’d displeased him, and that killed her. “Um…sorry, Sir.”
 	Nate did not look away from her as he told Kyle, “That’s fine. But don’t let anyone else in.”
 	“I might drop in after my shift change if you’re still going.”
 	Nate spun around. “I said no more people, Kyle. That means you, too.”
 	Kyle grinned. “Your party, Nate.”
 	Her heart pounded hard in her chest as anxiety punched her insides.
 	Nate went down the corridor to the last door on the left. He inserted a key and pointed to her to enter.
 	“Sir, I’m not sure about doing anything in front of people. Couldn’t we do this alone instead?”
 	“Trust me, sub.” His tone was softer than before. “You will love being on display. This is good practice for you before I show you off on the main stage in the big room.”
 	He wants to show me off? That thought thrilled her to no end. Fighting back her worry and grabbing on to her desire, she stepped gingerly ahead and found herself on a landing with stairs leading down. Heath and Nate joined her, and Nate shut the door behind them.
 	Heath smiled. “Go down the stairs, Charly.”
 	She couldn’t move as her nerves jumped up and down.
 	“Sub, either say your safe word or obey us.” Nate’s eagerness was evident by his wicked smile.
 	He had planned the evening. When they’d found Heath and she’d gotten her money, she’d been ready to go straight to the bus station to buy a ticket away from the Strongs, even though she knew her heart would rip in two. Her mind had been adrift in a storm of doubt and fear, but the moment Nate had exerted his authority over her, her thoughts quieted, if only a bit. Clearly, he’d prepared something for her tonight that he thought might clear her mind even more and allow her a chance to feel real pleasure.
 	Looking at him and Heath together in their leather chaps, she found just enough courage to push her fears aside, and she began to descend the stairs.
 	Nate stepped around and ahead of her. Heath followed behind. She thought that they were acting more like bodyguards than Doms. Perhaps the two roles were one and the same in the club.
 	As they came to the bottom of the stairs, she looked at the wooden door. It looked ancient and foreboding. Nate opened it and walked into the room beyond. She followed, though her fear began clawing at the back of her mind again as she scanned the room.
 	It was dimly lit. All the walls were black. There were all kinds of contraptions in the place, clearly meant to restrain subs. Several metal tables were covered with sexual toys, including vibrators, paddles, whips, cuffs, and more that she didn’t recognize. Her body began to warm, but her palms began to sweat. She could end this with a single word. They’d promised her that.
 	“That’s for you, sub.” Nate pointed to the center of the room to what looked to her to be a kind of bench, though it was oddly shaped, bending up in the middle.
 	Then it dawned on her. This was just like the bench that Drake and Dax had placed her on before. It was used to aid in spanking subs. Like me? She was trembling like a leaf. Then she heard someone cough behind her. She looked back at the door and realized there was a landing with seating above it. The audience! Her safe word rushed to her lips, but she bit it back. She couldn’t see any faces, thank God, but it was wickedly thrilling that they were here to see her.
 	Though her misgivings whispered in her head, she recalled how Nate had been with her on their ride together looking for land for Michael’s project and how tender he’d been with her at the cabin. This was just another side to him, and she wanted to experience it. She’d already discovered with his other brothers that exploring sexual fantasies called to her, especially this type of play. If things got to be too much, too difficult, she reminded herself that she had a safe word that could halt everything.
 	Nate slapped her ass, still barely covered by her panties. “Hook her up on the bench, Heath. I’ll choose a paddle.”
 	Heath led her to the bench and whispered in her ear. “You’re doing great, baby.”
 	“I’m very nervous,” she admitted.
 	“All part of it, little sub.” Heath rubbed her back with his rough fingertips. “You’ll love it. Nate is quite skilled at this.”
 	“What about you?”
 	“I know what I’m doing, too.” He guided her facedown on the bench. “I’m going to restrain you, Charly, with some cuffs on your wrists and ankles, okay?”
 	“Stop coddling her, Heath.” Nate stepped next to the bench, carrying a large black paddle. “You’re acting like a pussy instead of a Dom.”
 	“Keep talking like that and this pussy is going to kick your ass, bro.”
 	“That’s better. Now, let’s get our pet into subspace, shall we?”
 	“Yes.” Heath locked her onto the bench with the cuffs as he’d told her he would.
 	Suddenly, she realized what position they’d placed her in. My ass is pointed directly at the people watching from the landing. The thought sent a shiver up and down her spine. When Nate pulled her panties down to her ankles, that shiver became a nine on the earthquake Richter scale, heating every inch of her skin.
 	“Let’s get started,” Nate announced.
 	She curled her hands into fists, bracing herself for what was to come. Why was she trembling with desire already? Though Charly wanted to believe that having them slap her ass with the paddle and their hands would fix everything, she knew better. God help her, she still craved this moment of solace, quietness, and pleasure that they promised. She would let today’s worries wait for her to pick them up tomorrow. Tonight, she just wanted to feel.
 	“How many licks from the paddle are you going to give her?” Heath’s tone held a hint of concern, which pleased her very much.
 	“Bro, this sub is way too much in her head. Best to keep her guessing.”
 	“I don’t know about that. She seems present to me,” Heath argued.
 	“She’s here some, but most of her is juggling too many thoughts and doubts.” Nate feathered his mouth against her back. “Obey every word, sub. Understand?”
 	She nodded. The anticipation of what he was about to do to her ass sent a jolt through her.
 	“I can’t wait to turn her sweet ass into a pretty pink.” Nate touched the paddle to her ass. “Feel this, pet?”
 	It felt cool, smooth, and so very dangerous. She squeaked out, “Yes, Sir.”
 	She heard some whispers from the people watching, but instead of filling her with fear and shame, they ignited her flesh.
 	“You want it bad, sub. Excellent.” Nate tugged on her hair. “Try not to cry out, understand?”
 	“Yes, Sir.” She was vibrating like a live wire of expectancy.
 	Nate swung the paddle, landing it on the middle of her ass. The sting the thing left caused her eyes to well up and her pussy to dampen. She chewed on her lip, which worked to keep her from crying out. Charly wasn’t sure how long she could hold back and obey his command, but she vowed to do her best to try.
 	“Good job, pet,” Nate praised, making her tingle with pride.
 	“Thank you, Sir.” Her hesitations began to melt away.
 	“Don’t get too relaxed, sub. We’re not done. You understand that?”
 	Trembling, she answered, “Yes, Sir.”
 	“Heath, you go a round.”
 	Out of the corner of her eyes, she watched Nate hand the paddle to him.
 	“You trust me, sweetheart?” Heath asked.
 	She nodded.
 	He kissed both of her ass cheeks, which made her pussy ache.
 	“Brace yourself, baby,” he commanded.
 	She curled her hands into fists, still restrained by the cuffs on her wrists.
 	Whack. Whack. Whack. Whack.
 
 	So many wild sensations expanded inside her, causing her nipples and clit to throb. The burn to her ass released the tears in her eyes, but she held back her gasps, remaining completely silent.
 	“Good job, Heath. Look at the beautiful color you’ve made her ass. Can you make her even pinker?”
 	“I can.”
 	Whack. Whack. Whack.
 
 	Her toes curled as heat flashed through her body. She thrashed on the bench, held in place by the cuffs.
 	Heath’s lips feathered across her ear, sending a shiver down her back. “You’re doing great, sweetheart.”
 	Her heart fluttered in her chest, and she squeezed her legs together, hoping to quell the cravings that were threatening to drive her mad.
 	“Too soon to tell her that, bro.” Nate patted her ass. “She’s still in her head.”
 	Heath asked, “Can you take more, little sub?”
 	“Damn it, Heath,” Nate grumbled, a hint of worry in his tone. “We have to be firm with Charly right now. Can’t you see that?”
 	“You handle things your way. I’ll handle things my way.”
 	Charly had mixed feelings about how they wanted to proceed. This was like having two bosses with completely opposite styles, like a “good Dom, bad Dom” approach. In other circumstances, it would’ve worked for her, but knowing how split all the Strong brothers were in regards to her, it only sent her mind into a dark place.
 	“Fuck. You were lying to her just a bit ago. Why, Heath?”
 	“She would’ve taken the money and bought a bus ticket out of here is why.”
 	Nate’s tone softened. “Exactly. We either get her turned around here and now, or when we’re finished, she’ll still leave us.”
 	“Fuck, you’re right.”
 	Charly heard the pain in her two guys’ voices. She’d been so concerned with protecting her own heart that she hadn’t given any thought to theirs.
 	“Master Heath,” she whispered.
 	“Yes, love.”
 	“I can take more. I want more. I need it.”
 	“Sweetheart, I can’t let you leave.” Nate kissed the back of her head. “You do need this. You’ve got to trust us.”
 	“I’m trying, Sir.”
 	“I know you are, but you’re holding on to doubt with both fists. Spanking your ass raw will help you to let go. Do you understand?”
 	“Some.”
 	His fingers went up and down her back. “I’m going to use my hand now, sweetheart. Count them for me.”
 	Spank. The slap was firm and intimate, causing her pussy to clench.
 	“One.” She trembled inside and out.
 	Spank. Spank. Spank. Each crash of his hand to her bottom overwhelmed her more and more until she was dizzy with desire.
 	“Two. Three. Four.”
 	Spank. Spank. Spank.
 
 	“Five. Six. Seven.” Her ass felt like lava. Nate’s slaps never landed on the same spot twice. Her thoughts and worries hushed as a myriad of sensations whirled inside her.
 	Spank. Spank. Spank. Spank.
 	Softly, she whispered, “Eight. Nine. Ten.” Taking a deep breath, she pushed back the outburst at the back of her throat. She wanted to obey his earlier command to not cry out. “E–Eleven.”
 	Nate continued his delicious torture. Spank. “Get.” Spank. “Out.” Spank. “Of.” Spank. “Your.” Spank. “Head.”
 	Charly couldn’t count any longer as the walls inside her burst into a million pieces. Nate’s spanking had sent her into a state of calm and muted stillness.
 	Spank. The last slap of his hand released her cries and all her anxiety. Heath and Nate unlatched her cuffs and pulled up her panties. Every inch of her shook, and her tears dropped to the bench like a waterfall.
 	“You okay, sweetheart?” Heath asked.
 	“Yes, Sir.”
 	Nate lifted her up into his arms. She gazed into his eyes, wrapping her arms around his neck.
 	“You trust us, pet?” he asked.
 	“I trust you with everything, Sir,” she answered shakily, tasting the honesty of each syllable on her lips.
 	He carried her back through the door with Heath following behind. She heard a few comments from the crowd that she’d forgotten was present during her spanking. Most of the spectators said the scene she and her two cowboys had given impressed them. A few others voiced a desire to see more. And one thrilled her. “What a gorgeous sub.”
 	As Nate carried her up the stairs, she leaned into his muscled chest. “Where are you taking me, Sir?”
 	“Somewhere private where Heath and I can really have our way with you, pet.”
 	As desire exploded inside her, she closed her eyes, focusing on the wonderful heat she felt on her ass and drifting into the mental haze Nate and Heath had given her.
 	She heard a door shut and opened her eyes. Nate sat her down on a bed. It was covered in the softest silk she’d ever felt. Heath was lighting candles. There were no spectators here. This was for just her and them.
 	She watched Nate remove his clothes and toss them to the corner. His massive, ripped torso was pure cowboy perfection. She wanted to prove to them how strong she was, how brave.
 	“I can take more, Sirs. I really can.”
 	Nate smiled. “Pet, you’re not in charge. Understand?”
 	“B–But…”
 	He placed his fingers to her lips. “Shh. I know when you need to feel the kiss of my paddle. Right now, you’re in a perfect state, sweetheart. Time to reward you with something different. I want to feel your tight, sweet cunt around my dick. Heath, you good to claim her pretty ass?”
 	“Hell yeah.”
 	Her body heated with their filthy talk about her and their promise of filling her up with their cocks.
 	“First, we need to apply some lotion to her ass.”
 	“I’m on it, bro,” Heath said. She heard the snap of a bottle top opening.
 	He removed her bra and panties in a flash. As his hands applied the cooling cream, she felt her clit tighten.
 	“Thank you, Sir.” She gazed into Heath’s eyes and felt a warm tingle spread over her.
 	“You’re welcome, my love.” He, too, stripped off his clothes, piling them in another corner. She felt the breaths hitch in her chest as he rolled out a condom on his thick, erect cock.
 	Nate got on the bed next to her, his hard-on wrapped up already. “You’re so beautiful, sweetheart, and you’re mine. Understand?”
 	At least for this moment, Charly knew it was absolutely true, so she nodded, relishing her splendid suffering.
 	He kissed her, pressing his lips possessively against hers. As his tongue shot into her mouth, a hot shiver blasted through her, causing her pussy to ache. He tortured her wonderfully with his mouth for what seemed to be forever until she felt like a warm puddle of sensations next to him.
 	When Heath crawled on the other side of her, she gasped for joy. Being sandwiched between two of her men was utter bliss. Their hands skated over her skin like warm breezes, gently caressing until her entire body was covered in tingling goose bumps. When Heath kissed the back of her neck, she let herself fall into the dream that it would work out between her and all the brothers. Somehow, someway, they would have all she hoped and prayed for—a life, together. A future she’d never conceived of before but now craved beyond measure.
 	Nate pinched her nipples and began sucking on her breasts until rational thought was impossible for her. Warm blasts zipped through her, and her nipples ached as he bit down on them with just the right amount of wicked pressure.
 	As her passion shot up, her heart thudded like a hammer in her chest.
 	Nate shifted down until his head was between her legs. She could feel his hot breath on her mound. “Let’s get our sub revved up, Heath.”
 	“Agreed.” Heath kissed his way down her back until his mouth was at the center of her backside.
 	He parted her ass cheeks, and she felt his tongue hit her backside entrance, making her even more delirious. When Nate began bathing her pussy with his mouth and fingers, she lost all control and pulled his head in tighter, crazed for release.
 	The dual-tongue action sent her to the moon, and she got even wetter.
 	“That’s it, pet. Drown me with your sweet cream.” He pressed on her clit with his thumb, causing more sparks to fire inside her pussy.
 	Nate spread her legs even wider with his hands while licking her swollen folds faster and faster, filling her with an insane rush of want.
 	“I can’t take much more, Nate.”
 	“Pet, I know better.” He captured her clit between his teeth and bit down just to the edge, delivering a sting that shot down into her pussy until even more moisture seeped out of her slit.
 	“I’m begging you. I must have you inside me.”
 	“Hear that, Heath. She’s begging.”
 	“I like the sound of that, bro.” She felt Heath apply lube to her ass, which was almost too much to take, almost. He slipped in a finger, stretching to make her ass ready for his cock. That thought had her panting and thrashing. Two cocks filling her up. Her need felt intense and overwhelming. At that moment, she believed, even more than air to breathe, she had to have them fill her insides up with their cocks.
 	Another of Heath’s fingers went into her ass, and she whimpered. Her inevitable orgasm was close. Her head swam in a warm haze of desire.
 	“She’s ready, Nate.” Heath’s tone seemed filled with hunger and danger.
 	Nate sent his fingers into her slit and bit tenderly down on her clit again. Quickly, he moved up her body until his cock was pressing against her mound. “You want us, don’t you, pet?”
 	Her desire demanded to be quenched. “Yes. Please, Sir.”
 	He rolled onto his back, pulling her on top of him and shifting his body until the head of his cock was positioned perfectly to enter her pussy. He thrust his dick into her channel, and warm explosions shot through her. When his cock was fully seated inside her, she gasped. He was massive, filling her pussy up totally.
 	“Get inside our sweet ass, Heath. Do it now.”
 	“My pleasure.” He got on top of her and guided his dick into her ass. “Nice and tight, sweetheart. Don’t forget to breathe for me.”
 	She took a deep breath, holding it in her lungs until the pain backed down. In a flash, the sting melted away, leaving a single powerful pang of need.
 	“You’re both inside me,” she panted.
 	Heath licked the back of her neck. “You ready for more, baby?”
 	“God, yes…please.”
 	Nate began a slow motion into her.
 	Out of her mind with desire, she whispered over and over, “Y–Yes. Yes.”
 	Heath thrust his cock into her backside with steady, slow strokes. With each pass, he went deeper into her.
 	In and out.
 	She moaned and thrashed as Nate and Heath seemed to synchronize their strokes. “Oh, God.”
 	“I’m loving the feel of your pussy’s grip on my cock, pet.” Nate’s eyes seemed to burn with lust.
 	She clenched her insides as tight as she could.
 	His eyes widened, and his strokes sped up. “Fuck, that feels good.”
 	“Back here, too, bro.” Heath kissed the back of her head as he continued pounding her from behind. “God, I love being inside her sweet ass.”
 	Her body rocked between them, taking her to the very brink of her lusty lunacy, a place free of logic and rules. Lost to her urges, she shifted her hips forward and back, vacillating between them.
 	“Fuck, I’m coming!” Heath yelled behind her.
 	“Come for us, little sub,” Nate ordered, sending his cock even deeper into her with a single, powerful thrust.
 	Frenzied and hot, her climax exploded inside her. The spasms in her pussy made her shudder and scream as waves of sensations swamped her completely.
 	As her trembles shook her to the core, she swam in the intensity of this wonderful moment between Nate and Heath.
 	Heath nibbled on the back of her neck. “I love you, sweetheart.”
 	Nate kissed her. “That goes for me, too, pet.”
 	Even though Maude’s words that she would have to choose one day rang in her ears, Charly knew she would forever belong to Nate and Heath, as well as Drake and Dax, too.
 	Whimpering, she rested her forehead on Nate’s shoulder, dousing him with her tears.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Stroking his cock in the dark corner of the club, he brought up the image of the scene he’d watched earlier with the two cowboys and their woman. The bastards had taken her away before the good part, but not before he got to see her ass turn a bright pink from their paddling.
 	Charly Wynn was a fucking slut.
 	Wait till I get my hands on you, bitch.

 


Chapter Six
	On the bed in the hotel room next to Charly, Nate tenderly squeezed her. She had dozed for about twenty minutes, and he’d enjoyed feeling their naked bodies entwined. He’d brought her back from the club by himself, since Heath had some errand to run.
 	“I’m going to get your bath ready.” Nate sat up. “What temperature do you like, pet?”
 	She giggled. “Hot and steamy, Sir. Just like you.”
 	He cupped her chin. “If anyone is hot and steamy, Charly, it’s you. You were incredible at the club.”
 	“I was?”
 	“Yes, sweetheart. Now, you stay here and rest until I come back.”
 	She gave him a mock salute. “Aye, aye, captain.”
 	He left the bed and went directly to the bathroom. Adjusting the temperature of the water for Charly’s bath, he thought about Heath’s plan. She might actually come around to the wild idea, but it would take time and a firm hand. He’d seen how panicky she’d gotten when they’d found Heath. The only way he was able to calm her anxiety was to take her to the club and get her ass nice and pink. The spanking helped to quiet her mind and feel pleasure.
 	The steam wafted up from the water in the deep soaker tub. He plunged his hand into the bath and was satisfied with the level of heat. Once there was enough water in the tub, he turned off the faucet and stood. He walked into the bedroom and saw the woman who had captured his heart and soul.
 	She smiled at him, and her sea blue eyes sparkled. “Thank you for preparing my bath.” She swung her legs off the bed.
 	“No, pet. Don’t move.”
 	“What did I do wrong?”
 	“Absolutely nothing. Let me take care of you.” He grinned, putting his right arm around her lower back and cupping her ass with his hand. He lifted her small, petite body with ease, pulling her close into his chest. She wrapped her arms around his neck and leaned her head into him.
 	He took his free hand and gently inserted his fingers into her luscious pussy. She moaned, and his dick hardened. Without removing his teasing fingers, he went into the bathroom with her in his arms. He stepped into the tub and lowered himself and Charly into the water, turning her softly until her breasts pressed against his chest. He leaned into her, touching her soft lips with his mouth.
 	“Pet, you were great at the club. You gave me your trust, which is the best gift you could give me.” Nate knew it was time to put the rough stuff aside for something softer because that clearly was what she needed. Sure, she trusted him with her body, but now he must get her to trust him with her heart.
 	Nate took the sponge on the side of the tub and put some soap and water on it. He squeezed it onto her back, letting the mixture drip onto her silky skin. Washing her back with caressing strokes, he gazed into her heavy-lidded eyes. God, she’s so beautiful.
 	He moved the sponge down to her precious butt, being mindful that she was still tender down there from the spanking at the club. As he continued to stroke her body, she rested her head on his shoulder. Charly’s breaths deepened and slowed. In no time, she drifted off to sleep from the magic of his light touches and the heat of the water.
 	Nate relaxed with her, enjoying the feel of her soft body. He stayed immersed with her until the water cooled.
 	He woke her with a gentle kiss.
 	Her eyelashes fluttered. “Hi,” she said with a breathy whisper.
 	“Pet, I’m going to stand and lift you out of the tub.”
 	“Okay.”
 	Helping Charly to her feet, he grabbed a large, fluffy towel and began drying her off. When he was sure she was warm and dry, he dropped the towel to the floor and got a bottle of lotion. He warmed the lotion between his hands and then massaged her body.
 	She looked at him lovingly and started to caress him.
 	“No, pet. Just relax.”
 	Nodding sweetly, she smiled and let her arms fall to her sides.
 	He’d never felt such strong emotions before. Pleasing her for the rest of his life would be all he needed to be happy. He considered telling Charly how much in love he was with her but knew that now was not the time. If he uttered those three words, all the progress he’d made with her would vanish, even though he believed she already was in love with him, too. She just wasn’t in a place where she could say it back to him yet.
 	This is a time for just feeling. No words.
 
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	As Nate applied more of the silky lotion to her skin, Charly’s mind drifted. No one had ever given her such tenderness without expecting something in return. She couldn’t understand her feelings. She’d been so upset a few hours ago, and now she felt completely peaceful and happy. Am I falling in love with Nate? I just need to talk to Jessie. She will understand this…better than anyone.
 	She looked into his dark brown eyes. “I have to call my cousin, Nate.”
 	His eyebrows shot up. “What’s wrong?”
 	“I can’t explain my feelings about you and your brothers.”
 	He smiled. “Try.”
 	“I can’t, but Jessie will understand. I must talk with her.”
 	He nodded. “I think that’s a very good idea, pet.”
 	He must already know how I’m feeling. God, help me, I do love him. But this is hopeless. I will never be able to choose.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Sipping on a beer, Nate sat on one of the large boulders in Austin’s Japanese garden just outside his house. He had to admit his cousin had created quite a tranquil space here. The pond, stream, and plants were meticulously placed, and the whole scene was a work of art to behold.
 	Charly and Jessie were inside talking. And Austin and his four brothers were out back grilling steaks and enjoying each other’s company.
 	Hearing the five Wildes’ laughter made Nate hope that the rift between his own brothers would be healed one day.
 	He heard a truck approach and set the can down. Though he was expecting Heath and the twins to arrive, with Charly’s dad still on the loose, he remained on guard.
 	He relaxed when he saw Heath’s pickup through Austin’s open gate.
 	As his three brothers approached, he asked them if they wanted a beer.
 	“I do,” Dax nodded. “I’ve been riding fences since early morning.”
 	Drake didn’t answer but headed directly to the cooler at Nate’s feet.
 	“Why did you call this meeting, bro?” Heath asked.
 	Drake handed beers to Dax and Heath. “Where’s Charly?”
 	“Inside, talking with Jessie.” Nate held his finger up to his lips in the universal sign of quiet. In a low voice, he said, “She probably can’t hear us, but what I have to say, I don’t think she needs to hear yet.”
 	“Spill it,” Dax demanded.
 	Nate took a long sip on his beer before speaking. “We’ve got quite the task ahead of us if Heath’s plan is going to work, but I believe it can because of Charly. I’ll be honest, Heath. I didn’t believe you were really in love with her when you told Tobias and me your plan about trying to heal the wedge between our brothers. After I saw how you reacted to her about the money for her car and what you did for her at the club, I know you love her.”
 	“I do, with all my heart,” replied Heath.
 	Nate turned to Drake and Dax. “What about you two?”
 	Drake spoke first. “She’s the only woman for me.”
 	Dax nodded. “I love her, too.”
 	Nate was thrilled to hear their confessions. “I’m in love with Charly, too. But she’s not from Wilde. Our way of life would’ve been hard for her even without having to deal with six brothers who are split three and three.”
 	“Does she love you, Nate?” Heath asked.
 	“I believe she does, though she’s never said it. And I think she loves you guys, too. But we can’t push too hard for her to admit that. You understand, right?”
 	“Yep,” Heath answered. “If we do press her, she’ll run.”
 	Nate looked at each of his three brothers. Then he said, “The more time she spends with us, the easier it’s going to be for her to believe that a future in Wilde is possible. Earning her trust won’t be easy, but it can be won.”
 	“This is all fine and dandy, but you guys still haven’t addressed how we’re going to get Seth on board with this idea.” Dax downed the rest of his beer and got another out of the cooler.
 	“Seth will have to be put on the back burner for now,” Nate said.
 	“What do you mean?” Drake asked.
 	“Tobias needs to be on board before we tackle Seth, and that’s going to be tough.”
 	Drake shrugged. “I thought you were going to be harder to convince than Tobias, but you turned around quick.”
 	“True, but when Heath told Tobias and me this plan, I saw how our elder brother reacted. He’s not going to be as easy as any of you think. He’s all about the rules. Going against a long-held, accepted tradition of three men and one woman being the max for a new family in Wilde will be next to impossible for him.”
 	“What a fucking mess,” Dax grumbled. “Who in the hell started this archaic tradition in the first place?”
 	Drake nodded. “We’ve always been taught that love is the most important thing in a family. The outside world’s rule of one man and one woman is bullshit, but how are we much better if only our cousins get to break tradition?”
 	“You’re right, guys,” Nate agreed. “It’s time to shake up this town, and we Strongs are the ones to do it. I believe our next step is for the four of us to make love with her—together.”
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	“Good boy, Zeus.” Tobias led his horse to the stream for a much-deserved drink of water. They’d been riding for several hours.
 	The tracks had ended about a mile back. He’d been working half circles, looking for any sign of more impressions on the ground. So far, he hadn’t spotted any.
 	At first, he’d thought that Dax was right about who might’ve left these on the ranch. Now, he knew better. This wasn’t some lost traveler unaware of his surroundings. No, this person had taken time to backtrack and to rake away his footprints with some branches. Why? Sure, they’d had poachers from time to time, but they usually would hunt one night and be gone by morning. The one who made the tracks had actually started out in tennis shoes and had switched to boots.
 	Looking to his left, Tobias saw something that filled him up with dread.

 


Chapter Seven
	“You’re living here?” Charly asked Jessie.
 	She sat with her cousin on the floor on one of the four pillows in Austin’s home. Just like his garden, the interior of his house was Asian in theme and very sparse.
 	“Most of the time. I’m actually more of a nomad, bouncing between each of my husbands’ homes. Thankfully, my guys are building me a house. One big enough to accommodate all of us.”
 	“That’s terrific.” Charly had visited Jessie’s in-laws’ place. It was massive and beautiful. She imagined her cousin’s new home would be stunning. “Better make a few extra bedrooms for babies.”
 	“Stop teasing me.” Jessie smiled. “Jackson is ready to start a family right now.”
 	“What about the others?”
 	“Absolutely, but they are happy to let Jackson make the case for them since he’s got the law degree.”
 	“What about you?”
 	“I’m ready, but I’m not telling them yet. If it happens, I want it to be a surprise.”
 	Charly’s jaw dropped. “Are you off the pill?”
 	Jessie’s eyes twinkled. “Guilty.”
 	Charly grabbed Jessie’s hand, knowing her cousin had lost her mother at a young age. “You’re going to be an amazing mother.”
 	“That’s exactly what your mom told me after she told me about your dad getting out of prison.”
 	Charly’s gut clenched. “I don’t think he’s coming.”
 	“Thank God.”
 	“I know.” Part of her was afraid to see her dad, and the other part actually wanted to see him, though that was definitely the smaller part.
 	“I’m just glad you have your own set of bodyguards just in case he does show.”
 	“That’s what I want to talk to you about, Jess.” Charly shifted on the pillow and leaned forward. The worry she’d been pushing down clawed its way free to the forefront of her mind. “I’ve made a royal mess of things.”
 	Jess asked, “How?”
 	She breathed deeply, and then confessed, “I’m in love with four of the Strongs, and I could even see myself falling for the other two as well. Wow. That’s the first time I’ve said it out loud. Crazy, right?”
 	“And the problem with that is…”
 	“For one thing, the folks in Wilde don’t frown on you and your guys for marrying beyond the max of three guys and one woman, but anybody else…well, it wouldn’t go over well.”
 	Jess shrugged. “I remember Maude and Mary saying something about it before, but who cares? If you love them and they love you, screw the idiotic protocols.”
 	Charly loved her cousin’s support. Jess had always been there for her. Even though they’d drifted apart long ago due to heading off in different directions, more than anything else, Charly knew neither of them would let that happen again. Being an only child, Jess was the closest thing to a sister she would ever have and clearly the reverse was true for Jess.
 	“If that was the only issue, Jessie, I would agree with you.”
 	“What other issue is there?”
 	Charly told her what she’d learned from Dax previously about the rift between the brothers because of Heath sleeping with the younger set’s fiancée. “So you see, it’s impossible.”
 	Jess took both her hands and squeezed. “Charly, I thought the whole idea of me being with five men was completely ridiculous and idiotic. That just doesn’t happen in real life. But it did. The impossible happens here.”
 	“That sounds nice, but that isn’t how it works.”
 	“It did for me, Charly. It can for you, too.”
 	“Believe me, I wish it would, but I just can’t figure out how it can. I can’t choose one set over the other. I just can’t. Besides, I need to get back to mom, Jess.” Charly hated to give up, but what else could she do? “My detour through Wilde with the Strong cowboys has been amazing, but I’ve avoided what I must do for too long already. There are bills and rent and all sorts of things that need my attention. Real life sucks, but it must be dealt with.”
 	Jess came around the table and put her arm around her. “This is hard, I’m sure. But sometimes detours become the destination. Follow your heart, Charly, and I believe everything will work out.”
 	Though she hoped Jessie’s prediction was true, Charly’s doubt was stronger than her belief, and she felt her heart began to ache.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Nate sat across from Charly in one of the booths at the Horseshoe Bar and Grill. She ate her chicken-fried steak slowly. Her mind seemed a million miles away, which concerned him.
 	Ever since leaving Austin’s place, she’d been a bit withdrawn. He’d even considered taking her back to the club instead of her hotel, but had decided against it. Sure, she clearly was releasing her inner sub to him, but it still would take time and patience to win her absolute trust and sweet surrender. So, Nate hadn’t veered from what he and his brothers had agreed on at Austin’s.
 	“How’s your food, pet?” he asked.
 	“It’s good. Thank you.”
 	“I’ve got another property to show you, sweetheart.”
 	“Okay. But after that, I’d like to go back to my hotel. I want to get something written up for Michael.”
 	“When’s he coming back?”
 	She smiled. “Day after tomorrow, I believe.”
 	He could hear the underlying sadness in her voice, though she was trying to mask it. Fuck!
 	As much as he wanted Heath’s plan to work, he just couldn’t see how it ever would. Even if Tobias finally did join in on this insurgent strategy, Seth would never come around no matter how hard they tried. There was just too much bad blood between them, especially with Seth and Heath. Why had he let himself fall into this hole with Heath and the twins? Because he missed the way things had been with him and his brothers before Gabby had fucked everything up.
 	“Aren’t you hungry, Nate?” she asked. He could see she was still deep within her own thoughts. Losing her forever wasn’t off the table, yet.
 	“No. Just beer for me.” The way he’d been acting was foolish and unlike him. But that had to change regardless of the consequences.
 	He saw that Charly’s tea glass was empty, and there was no sign of any staff to refill it. “Let me take this up to the bar for you, pet.” He grabbed her glass.
 	“Thanks, Nate.” Again, he heard her veiled anguish, crushing him flat. “If possible, another lemon would be great.”
 	“You got it, sweetheart.” He stood and walked through the crowd to the bar.
 	Time to accept the reality and lay out something that will actually work with Charly. One, he must let go of the fantasy that she would ever be okay with marrying six men. Clearly, she was okay with being shared by more than one man in the bedroom, but taking it to the altar wasn’t even on her radar. She was from the outside, not Wilde. Two, he had to accept the fact that he and his brothers would never be like they were. Heath’s plan would have to be set aside. Finally, he had to change his methods. Charly was for him. He’d never even considered the one-man-with-one-woman arrangement for himself, but now he most definitely did. Not ideal, but obviously the only way to proceed. He even imagined leaving Wilde and his family behind if that was what it would take to make Charly his.
 	“Nate Strong, how in the hell are you?” The voice jerked him from his thoughts.
 	He turned and looked at the man who had been his hero for his entire life—Deuce Biggs. He reached out and shook the man’s hand. “Welcome home, buddy.”
 	The old man tipped his hat. “Glad to be home.” Deuce was over sixty years old, six feet two, and gray-headed.
 	A native of Wilde, Deuce had hit the rodeo circuit full tilt long before Nate had been born, but came back to town every so often for brief stays.
 	The man had won three national championship buckles, two in calf roping and one in saddle bronc riding.
 	Everyone in town looked up to and admired him, but Nate was his biggest fan.
 	“How long are you in town for, Deuce?”
 	“That depends, son.” He waved at the bartender, who instantly recognized him.
 	“On what?”
 	“If the woman I left behind will take me back.”
 	“Carlotta?” Nate knew that the two of them had had a fling years ago. “I thought you two were done?”
 	The bartender smiled and pushed over a frosty mug and pitcher of beer in front of Deuce. “On the house, Mr. Biggs.”
 	“I appreciate that, kid, but not necessary.” The old cowboy placed a Benjamin on the counter of the bar. “Another pitcher for my friend here, okay?”
 	“You got it, Deuce.” The bartender whirled around and began filling up another pitcher.
 	“Nate, who’s the little filly you’re with? She’s a doll.”
 	“She sure is. Charly Wynn.”
 	“Not local?”
 	Nate shook his head.
 	“Good for you, son. Good for you.”
 	Nate smiled. “They say I can read minds, but, Deuce, you’re still the best.”
 	“A man in love isn’t hard to spot, Nate. And you’re completely gone.”
 	“Back to you being back for Carlotta. Are you quitting the circuit?” Deuce no longer competed, but he was still deeply involved with the Professional Rodeo Cowboys Association. His guidance and instruction were sought after by some of the best competitors in the country.
 	“Nope. I love it, boy. It’s in my blood.”
 	Nate shook his head. “I’m not following. You just said you’re here for Carlotta.”
 	“I am.” Deuce downed the entire mug and poured more beer into it. The bartender brought another pitcher and mug and filled up Charly’s tea glass. “Thanks, son. Keep the change.”
 	“Thank you, Mr. Biggs.” The guy moved to another customer.
 	“Do you need to take your lady her tea, Nate?”
 	“In a minute. Tell me about you and Carlotta first.”
 	Deuce shrugged. “She came to town when I was just turning eighteen. She’s older than me by one month, but don’t tell her I told you. I fell hard and fast. So did my brother.”
 	Nate was shocked. “You had a brother?”
 	“Yes. He was a year older than I.”
 	“What happened?”
 	“We wined and dined her. It was quite the whirlwind romance.”
 	Nate bet Carlotta was quite the looker in her day. “So, why didn’t you two marry her?”
 	“We would’ve but my brother was killed in a freak accident. Some idiot fired a gun and our prize longhorn got spooked and gored him in the chest. Carlotta felt guilt for not predicting it, and I just was buried by grief. She insisted that I let her do a reading on me.”
 	“She’s got some kind of gift, I know. I had her read my cards back in high school and everything she said happened.”
 	“I know. It was the same for me.”
 	“What did your cards say, Deuce?”
 	“I could have it all if I had the courage to take it, or I could have a half life if I didn’t. I chose the latter, Nate.”
 	“How?”
 	“I didn’t believe I could love her enough to keep her happy. I had always thought me and Ace would share one woman.”
 	Nate nodded. “That’s my dilemma, too.”
 	“Son, what’s troubling you?”
 	“I’m afraid I’ve got to choose Charly over my brothers.”
 	The old man latched his big hand on Nate’s shoulder. “You’re not getting what I’m saying at all, are you?”
 	“I thought I was. What am I missing?”
 	“Carlotta told me something during my reading I’ve never forgotten. She said that though life had dealt us a difficult hand, that didn’t mean we couldn’t honor Ace’s death and have an amazing life together. Son, you can have it all. Sure, this girl is not from here, but why settle for second best? Do whatever it takes to have your dream. Hell, your brothers are all above ground.”
 	“What if second best is all there is, Deuce?”
 	“Damn, you sound defeated already.” His hero shook his head. “I know I’ve been gone awhile this time, but you sure don’t seem like the Nate I knew.”
 	Nate gulped down some beer. Why had he given up so easily on Heath’s plan? Sure, Charly was confused and skittish, but that didn’t mean she would be forever. Tobias and Seth? The plan might work, but only if they tried. “You’re right, Deuce. I’m going for it. What’s your plan for your girl?”
 	“I hope it’s not too late for me.”
 	“You ask her, I bet she’ll say ‘yes.’”
 	“She’s built quite the life for herself here in Wilde. I’m asking her to leave this all behind.” Deuce took another long drink of his beer. “God, I’ve never been so nervous about anything in my life.”
 	“Love does that to a man, Deuce.” Nate decided that he would follow through with Heath’s plan. He wanted to have it all, and by God, he would do whatever it took to get the woman of his dreams and get all his brothers back.

 


Chapter Eight
 	Tobias dismounted. The thing had been clearly mangled by wolves, but it was still recognizable as a human arm. Had the man he’d been tracking lost his life to an unfortunate accident?
 	Tobias bent down and studied the remains, and then he looked around as far as he could see. About ten yards to his left were two graves that had been dug up by wolves. The man hadn’t been alone. But why had he only seen one set of tracks?
 	When he walked over to the graves, he knew why.
 	This wasn’t some accident that had occurred. This was cold-blooded murder.
 	The bullet casings surrounded the graves and made the cause of death crystal clear.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Charly looked at Nate by the bar. He was talking to an older gentleman and seem to be entranced by him. In fact, several patrons of the Horseshoe were coming up to the man and greeting him. She’d never seen him before, but clearly he was popular with the locals.
 	She turned and saw Grant and Greg Strong, Nate’s two dads, walking to her booth. Even with the added years, the two men’s handsome faces reminded her of their six sons in so many ways.
 	Grant asked, “Mind if we sit down, Ms. Wynn?”
 	Charly glanced over at Nate with his back to her booth, unaware of her new guests.
 	“Please do, Mr. Strong.” She wondered what they wanted to talk to her about.
 	“Call me Grant,” he said, taking a seat across from her.
 	“I will if you and Greg call me Charly.”
 	Greg sat beside his brother. “I bet you’re wondering why we wanted to talk to you.”
 	“It did cross my mind, I must admit.”
 	“We heard about you looking for property for Michael,” Grant said. “Nate’s shown you a few properties, right?”
 	“Yes, he has. He’s been a great tour guide. In fact, he’s taking me to see one more.”
 	Greg nodded. “We have a piece of property we’d like you to look at as well.”
 	“You’re selling some of your land.”
 	“Not exactly. There’s some land adjacent to one of our ranches that the bank is about to foreclose on.”
 	“How would you know that?” she asked.
 	“We’re both on the board,” Greg offered.
 	Grant winked. “Inside scoop, if you know what I mean, Charly.”
 	“Why don’t you buy it for yourselves?”
 	“We’re considering it, but we’re not ready to tie up that much of our cash,” Greg informed.
 	“How much land are we talking about?”
 	Grant said, “Two sections.”
 	She shook her head. “A week ago I had no idea that a section meant six hundred and forty acres in real estate lingo, but now I do. Michael isn’t interested in going into ranching, gentlemen.” At least, I don’t think so.
 	Grant held up his palm. “We get that, but hear us out. He’s looking for a pristine place to put his gay resort. There are several prime locations on this land. Let him parse out a few acres for the facilities, another fifty or so for pleasure riding and such, and then he can lease us the rest of the land.”
 	“Sounds interesting.”
 	Greg continued, “Additionally, we’d gladly help him get horses and whatever else he needs to get his project up and running.”
 	She smiled. “I’d like to see it.”
 	“See what, Charly?” Nate asked, setting her glass of tea down in front of her.
 	“Hey, son.” Greg stood.
 	“Dads, why are you two bothering my girl?”
 	Charly’s cheeks heated
 	“I like the sound of ‘my girl,’ Nate.” Grant got to his feet.
 	Greg patted him on the shoulder and looked at her. “So, our older sons have the leg up with you?”
 	Her heart sank at the reminder of the impossible decision everyone seemed to want her to make.
 	“Cut it, dads.” Nate glared at them.
 	Both of them looked stunned. Grant said, “No harm meant, Charly.”
 	Greg added, “Sorry, if we stepped out of line.”
 	She smiled, though her insides were cracking. “No harm done. I would like to see that property, though.”
 	“Property?” Nate’s eyebrows shot up. “What property?”
 	“Your dads told me about some land that is about to get foreclosed on that Michael might be interested in for his project.”
 	“Where?”
 	Greg offered, “It’s the old Sims place, son.”
 	His eyelids narrowed. “That’s the property that the Masters twins bought. You’re going to pull the rug out from under them.”
 	“Son, they were too strapped to buy it in the first place. Their mother needs them working on the family ranch, not some side project. Besides, we plan on leasing it from Michael if this deal works out.”
 	“God, you two can be ruthless.”
 	“That’s ranching, son.” Greg tipped his hat to her. “Charly, a pleasure. We’ll be in touch.”
 	“Young lady, you must come to the house for dinner.” Grant smiled broadly. “I’ll check with our wife and see if tomorrow would be good.”
 	“That sounds wonderful, sir.”
 	“It’s Grant. Remember.” He winked.
 	She watched Nate’s two dads walk out of the Horseshoe with the words “our older sons have a leg up” ringing in her ears.
 	Nate touched her cheek. “Pet, don’t let those two old cowboys ruin your mood.”
 	She looked down at her hands. “It’s not them that have done it.”
 	He placed his hand on her chin and lifted. She looked into his eyes and felt tears begin to well up in hers. “Then what is it, Charly?”
 	“This whole town wants me to choose three of you. I just can’t.”
 	“I’m not asking you to. We have a plan. You’ve got to trust us.”
 	“Plan? Your mother told me the scoop. Three men is the max. Not four. Not five. And especially not six.”
 	“Fuck their rules, pet.”
 	“So you guys want me to marry all six of you, is that it?”
 	“Simply put, yes.”
 	She rolled her eyes. “I’ve heard about what happened with Gabby. Even if Tobias got on board with this, how in the world would Seth?”
 	“Let us worry about that, sweetheart.”
 	“No. I can’t. This is my life we’re talking about, my heart. I’m not trying to be selfish, but, Nate, the deeper I fall into this the more painful it will be to me when this ends. And it will end. You guys love Wilde. I see it on all your faces. It is home. I’ve come to love it, too, but it can never be.” Her heart raced in her chest as her panic and dread spun inside her. “I’ve hit a setback on my job prospect in Malibu, but I will be a counselor one day, and eventually will get my doctorate. There’s no place for me here.” Tears fell down her cheeks. “I…can’t do…”
 	“Sub, that’s enough,” he said quietly but firmly.
 	She snapped her mouth shut, unable to refuse him.
 	“That’s better. Now, listen to me, Charly Wynn. You are worrying about things that you don’t have to. Stop it. Maybe you’re right about Seth, but maybe you’re not. One thing for sure is I love you, and I will not let you go without a fight. You’re right that there are lots of things to work through, but you must leave that to my brothers and me. Will you?”
 	She closed her eyes tight. “I’ll try, but—”
 	“No ‘buts.’ Now, let’s go look at the property I promised to show you.”
 	Still full of doubt, she stood. “Okay.”
 	Deep inside, she knew that one day she would have to leave Wilde and the brothers behind. It was clear to her that even their parents expected them to follow suit with a three-man max with one woman. Impossible. There were no miracles handy that would grant her a future in Wilde with the Strong brothers. As soon as possible, she would have to leave, taking her broken heart with her.

 


Chapter Nine
	Charly sat quietly in Nate’s truck as he drove them through the cattle guard. Though this place could be gotten to in a truck or car, she missed riding Majesty. There was something calming for her when in the saddle.
 	As they rounded the corner on the dirt road, her jaw dropped at what she saw. In the middle of the road stood Heath, Drake, and Dax, all in their typical cowboy attire.
 	“What are they doing here?”
 	“You’ll see, pet.” Nate parked the truck, and her heart began to thud in her chest.
 	Heath opened her door. “Hey, sweetheart.”
 	“Hi,” she said meekly. “What’s this all about?”
 	He winked, leaned in, and kissed her. Her toes curled, and her heart sped up.
 	Dax and Drake came up behind.
 	“Time to unwrap our present.” Dax stroked her hair.
 	Nate stepped next to Heath. “Yes it is. Charly, I hate how much worry you’ve been toying with in that pretty little head of yours.” He tugged on her hair. “Time for you to surrender. Understand?”
 	She trembled as a shiver rolled through her body. “Yes, Sir.”
 	Slowly, the four cowboys removed all her clothing. The cool air hit her skin, causing gooseflesh to pop up.
 	“You bring everything?” Nate asked Heath.
 	“I did.” He pointed to a blanket that was spread out on the ground.
 	Charly saw it was covered with all kinds of sex toys, some of which looked a little frightening.
 	Nate nodded his approval. “Which tree did you set up?”
 	“Right in front of your truck.”
 	Tree? What did these guys have in mind?
 	Nate walked over to the tree, which had a couple of large silver rings attached to them. He grabbed them and then did a chin-up, though he had to bend his knees to do so. The branch bent down only a little from his full weight, but the rings remained tight in the branch.
 	He came back to the ground. “Perfect. Let’s get her ready.”
 	“Ready for what, Sir?” she asked timidly, feeling anxiety and excitement swell inside her.
 	He walked over to her. “Impatient? Trust me, pet. You’ll love this.”
 	Drake led her to the tree. He attached cuffs to her wrists, raised her arms above her, and attached the clamps dangling from the cuffs to the rings on the tree. Even though her arms were up, her feet still touched the ground comfortably, though she couldn’t take a full step in any direction.
 	She looked at her four men. Each had captured her heart. Why did she so quickly go down this path, obeying Nate’s every word, when she knew it only led to eventual heartache for her and for them? The best course would be to say her safe word and end this. Did they think making love to her would change everything? Sure, it changed her. She was more willing to be with them than ever before, but what about everyone else in town?
 	She closed her eyes and whispered to herself, “Fuck-fuck-fuckity-fuck.”
 	“What was that, pet?” Nate said.
 	She opened her eyes and saw him frowning. Her cheeks burned hot. “Nothing, Sir.”
 	“Lying won’t be tolerated, sub.” Nate held a blindfold in his hand. “You just earned yourself ten smacks. Now tell me.”
 	Her heart ripped apart. How could she tell him what she feared? He would only tell her to not worry and let him and his brothers take care of things, but that wasn’t possible for her. All her life she’d struggled alone, attending college, making sure her mom was cared for, handling everything. Letting go wasn’t easy for her. Besides, she wasn’t an idiot. These cowboys were dreaming if they thought the people of Wilde would ever accept what they hoped for.
 	Nate pinched her nipples, causing her to yelp. “Tell me, sub. Now.”
 	“I want this, Sir. I do. I want to make love to all of you again. I want you to show me more ways to make my body respond.” She looked directly into his beautiful dark eyes. “But I don’t believe we can ever have a future together. Not with all that is against us.”
 	“The sweet truth.” Nate turned to Heath. “Hear that, bro?”
 	Heath nodded.
 	“Time to get you to a real place of trust, pet.” He covered her eyes with the blindfold.
 	Eight hands began caressing her body, and tingles spread through her. Every inch of her was touched gently.
 	“What do we start with, Nate?” An image of the speaker filled her mind. Drake, the one who had been her first, spoke in a tone that was filled with apparent lust.
 	“The paddles,” Nate answered.
 	A shiver ran up and down her spine at the promise of a spanking. But what else did he have in mind? What else would he use on her?
 	Nate’s lips touched her ear. He whispered, “Time to get you out of your head, sweetheart.”
 	“You good, Charly?” Heath asked.
 	“Damn it, Heath,” Nate grumbled. “Not this soft stuff again. This is way too important to fuck up.”
 	She took a deep breath and said, “I’m good, Sir.”
 	“I know,” Heath whispered. “Nate has a soft side, too. Don’t let him fool you.”
 	She nodded. She’d seen that side of him the first time they’d been together at the cabin.
 	She felt someone cup her breasts, and her nipples began to throb.
 	“You’re even hot to the touch, sugar.” She felt Dax press his lips to hers, while gently massaging her chest.
 	“Fuck, guys. Listen to me.” Nate’s tone told her that he was extremely frustrated. “We have to get her out of her head. The tender stuff is going to have to wait.”
 	“Who died and made you general, Nate?” Drake asked. “Charly, is what Nate has planned for tonight what you really want?”
 	“You’re all pussies. Goddamn it.” Nate’s anger was shooting up to the max.
 	He had given her relief from her fears once before, and she wanted him to do it again. So she answered, “Yes. I want what Nate has planned for me.”
 	“See. We talked about this at Austin’s. Why are you guys waffling now? You’re just confusing her more. Fuck.”
 	“We’re not, bro. Lead on,” Heath said.
 	They’d discussed doing this at Austin’s when she’d been talking with Jessie. That thought sent her mind reeling.
 	Nate sighed. “Charly, you deserve better than this. I had this all worked out.”
 	“Sir, I trust you. I’m glad that Heath, Drake, and Dax are here. They make this easier for me.”
 	He kissed her, and she melted inside. “I’m breaking so many protocols, pet. But I can’t help it. You’re more than I ever knew was possible.”
 	His words made her shiver with delight.
 	“Now. Back to why we are here.” Again, he pinched her nipples.
 	She moaned as she felt the pinch travel all the way to her pussy.
 	“Each of us is going to spank you, understand?”
 	She nodded. The idea of her cowboys all slapping her ass had her wiggling in the cuffs. This was so much more than sexual experimentation for her now. She craved their firmness, their possessiveness, and their pleasure.
 	“First up is Dax,” Nate announced. “Give her five licks to her pretty ass. You count them, sub.”
 	“Yes, Sir,” she answered.
 	Whack. The sting sent a hot shock through her body, and her clit awakened.
 	“One.”
 	Whack. This one was harder than the first, and caused a little vibration to ignite in her pussy.
 	“Two.”
 	Whack. She felt the liquid seep from her slit and her cheeks get even hotter.
 	“Three.”
 	Whack. Her ass burned and her desire sprung up.
 	“Four.”
 	“Last one from me, sweetheart,” Dax said.
 	Whack. This one landed high on her right cheek, delivering a delicious ache.
 	“Five.” She chewed on her lip, feeling like Eve after eating her apple. The only difference for her was she had four Adams, not one.
 	“Drake, you go next,” Nate ordered.
 	“I’d like to use my hand, bro. I want to feel her tender ass.”
 	“You’re call. Keep counting, little sub.”
 	God, she liked when he called her thought.
 	Slap. Slap. Slap.
 	All her worries were still present but muted a bit. “One. Two. Three.”
 	Slap. Slap. Sensations rolled through her, and her pussy dampened.
 	“Four. Five.”
 	She felt Drake kiss her lower back. “You’re doing great, baby.”
 	“I’m next,” Heath announced. “And I, too, am going to use my hand, not the paddle.”
 	“Pussy Dom,” Nate said, but his tone clearly let her know he was only teasing.
 	“Ready, sweetheart?”
 	“Fuck, Heath.” Nate’s tone changed. “Punish her or don’t.”
 	She grinned. “I’m ready, Sir.”
 	“Brace yourself.” Heath patted her ass softly.
 	“Those can’t be your five?” Nate said with disgust.
 	“I’m not new to this, bro. Here they come, sweetheart.”
 	Like a machine gun he delivered every smack, one right after the other.
 	The burn on her backside rose several degrees, but somehow she was able to choke out, “One. Two. Three. Four. Five.”
 	She felt the tears flow down her cheeks, a bit from the sweet stings the three had given her but most from being so happy to be with these wonderful men.
 	Nate said, “Better, but not there yet, pet.” She felt him slap her mound, and she shook from head to toe. “Before I give you my punishment, I’m going to put a clamp on your clit.”
 	She trembled, worried about what it would feel like. “Will that hurt me, Sir?”
 	“You’ll feel some pain but also pleasure. This will get you closer to where I want you.”
 	She wasn’t sure exactly what he meant by that, but continued to trust him with her pleasure.
 	His hand threaded through her pussy. “I want your cunt weeping with sweet cream, pet.”
 	As if he’d spelled it from her, she felt the liquid seep from her slit, soaking his fingers.
 	“That’s my girl.” He fingered her clit until it was throbbing. “You’re ready for the clamp, pet.”
 	“I am?”
 	“Trust me.” She felt the clamp tighten on her tiny bundle, delivering a maddening ache.
 	“Oh my God,” she whimpered. Then she began to pant.
 	“Tiny moans from those beautiful lips. I’ve never heard anything sweeter.” Nate sounded like he was awestruck, which pleased her very much. “You’re doing so well, sub, I’m going to let you choose what I use on your ass.” She felt his hand cup her ass. “You want me to use these?” He removed his hands and placed something she believed to be a paddle against her backside. “This?” The paddle was taken away, and then she felt something different entirely. “Or this crop, which kisses flesh differently than a hand or paddle does?
 	Curious about the latter, she answered, “The crop, Sir. Please.”
 	“Excellent choice, little sub.” She could almost hear the smile in his voice. “I’ll be giving you ten. You lied to me. Remember?”
 	Her guilt shot up, and she felt the fire in her cheeks. “Yes, Sir. I’m sorry.”
 	She felt him cup her chin. “I know, sweetheart, but you must be punished.”
 	“Yes, Sir.”
 	“Plus, this will get you into a state that will rest that busy little mind of yours.”
 	She craved that more than anything. “Thank you, Sir.”
 	“Count for me, pet.”
 	Thwack. The crop landed in the middle of her ass’s left cheek. It felt like a lava dart on her flesh. “One.”
 	Thwack. “Two.” This one struck her on the lower part of her right cheek. Tears fell freely from her eyes.
 	Thwack. Thwack. Thwack. She sobbed, and her thoughts began to become still. All she could focus on was the delicious pain. “Three. Four. Five, S–Sir.”
 	“Five more, pet. Just five more.” Nate rubbed her ass with his free hand. “So beautiful.”
 	Him calling her ass beautiful filled her with joy.
 	Thwack. Thwack. Thwack.
 
 	Her pussy got even wetter as her mind drifted. She felt detached in a way, but also strangely focused and present at the same time. “S–Six. Seven. E–Eight.”
 	Sensations fired in her body like hot embers, and her clit throbbed mercilessly.
 	Thwack.
 
 	“Nine,” she choked out. She was sobbing and shaking, and loving every second of it. Nate had conquered her doubt and worry. Now, she was free to just feel and enjoy pleasure.
 	Thwack.
 
 	The last one hit her right in the middle of her ass, delivering a bit to both of her cheeks. She tried to say “ten,” but nothing came out of her mouth, as she was too overwhelmed by his punishment, too swamped by so many sensations rolling through her, and too engulfed in her surrender to him.
 	“Say it, sub,” Nate commanded. “Make me proud.”
 	Unable to refuse, she found the word and pushed it past her lips. “T–Ten, Sir.”
 	“I’m proud of you, pet.” She felt Nate reach around her and grab both her breasts and begin massaging them. “You’re perfect.”
 	He removed the blindfold, and she saw Drake, Dax, and Heath had removed all their clothing. They stood in front of her with wicked smiles on their faces and a thin layer of lusty sweat glistening on their muscled frames.
 	When she felt Nate’s erect cock press against her ass, she realized that he, too, had stripped off his clothes. She squirmed with delight at the pleasure these four gave her.
 	Drake walked up in front of her and kissed her. If she hadn’t been restrained to the branch above, she would’ve fallen to the ground from the weakness in her knees. His tongue swept past her lips, claiming the inside of her mouth.
 	Dax and Heath unclasped her cuffs from the rings in the trees and Nate hoisted her up into his arms. She looked down at the soft blanket that had been filled with all kinds of toys but now only had a few pillows, some condom packets, a vibrator, and a bottle of lubricant left on it, leaving no doubt what these four had in mind with her. Moisture poured out of her, and she got even hotter. Warm tingles spread through her body as Nate lowered her to the blanket.
 	Nate guided her onto her belly. “Pet, I’m going to get your gorgeous ass ready for my cock, understand?”
 	“Yes, Sir.”
 	He and Drake rolled condoms on their dicks.
 	Then Nate took the bottle of lubricant and began applying lube to her ass, stretching her out. Drake and Dax massaged her legs, and Heath stroked her hair. She’d never felt more treasured in all her life. Hearing Nate click on the vibrator and it begin to hum, she was mad with desire and fisted the blanket with her hands.
 	As the toy entered her, delivering a little pang, a sublime dizziness took hold of her. Nate continued sending it in deeper and deeper. He reached between her legs and fingered her pussy, sending her to the moon.
 	“Don’t come yet, pet. Not till I say, understand?”
 	She nodded and chewed on her lip.
 	Dax massaged her calves gently. “Our Charly is something else, isn’t she, fellows?”
 	“You got that right.” Drake sounded hungry and dangerous. “I, for one, can’t wait to sink my dick into her pretty little pussy.”
 	“And look at her mouth. It’s gorgeous and a perfect fit for my dick,” Heath’s voice was low and lusty.
 	Nate crawled on top of her, his weight easily restraining her, though she had no desire to leave until they’d had their way with her completely and utterly. She felt his dick press against her ass and, the best she could, shifted her hips back into him so that she could send an unspoken message of what she desired.
 	As if he’d read her mind, he shifted around on the blanket faceup while pulling her with her back on his front on top of him. With amazing skill, he positioned her body so that the head of his dick rested at the entrance to her backside.
 	She took a deep breath and let it out slowly.
 	Nate sent his cock into her ass, and she bit on her lip, relishing in the passionate pain. Her eyelids fluttered fast.
 	Drake got on top of her and guided his dick into her pussy. Her toes curled, and her womb tightened.
 	Heath positioned beside her until his cock rested on her lips. “Suck me, sweetheart.”
 	She parted her lips, and he sent his shaft down her throat.
 	Dax grabbed her hand and put it on his dick. “Pump my cock, baby.”
 	She wrapped her fingers around his thickness, feeling so full, so complete, so pleasured. Savoring the lovemaking of her four beautiful cowboys, her heart was bursting with emotion.
 	Happy to pleasure her men, she sucked hard on Heath’s cock and squeezed tightly on Dax’s cock. Sensations seared her insides as Nate and Drake continued to thrust their cocks into her body. Her climax began to well up from deep in her pussy.
 	“Come for us, pet,” Nate commanded under her, continuing to shove his dick into her ass.
 	Instantly, her body responded to him, and her orgasm shook her from head to toe. Her womb clenched and unclenched hard.
 	“Swallow my seed, sweetheart,” Heath ordered.
 	As a million nerves sparked to life in her, she sucked hard, hollowing her cheeks. As his hot liquid shot to the back of her throat, she felt Drake reach orgasm inside her.
 	“Fuuuck!” Drake yelled, shoving his cock completely into her pussy.
 	“Coming,” Nate growled behind her, and she felt him shove his cock into her ass in a single thrust.
 	Dax’s eyes closed and his hands curled into fists. “God, I’m about to come.”
 	Frenzied and so very hot, she released Heath’s cock, turned to Dax, and swallowed his cock. Instantly, he shot his load into her mouth.
 	Her mind drifted in the sweet place of satisfaction as her body continued to shiver from the amazing orgasm her cowboys had given her.
 	As Charly’s climax continued, Nate squeezed her, Drake kissed her, and Heath and Dax lay down on opposite sides of her. She loved being in the middle of this naked cowboy heap.
 	“Hey, here’s a thought,” Drake said after several minutes of heavy breathing. “We should bring Charly back here again. I like this tree.”
 	“I like that idea, bro.” Dax nodded. “Maybe we should even name it.”
 	“Why not?” Heath asked. “Why should Austin be the only one with a tree for his woman to enjoy?”
 	Charly’s jaw dropped. “There’s a tree for Jessie like this one?”
 	They all nodded.
 	“What shall we name the tree?” Drake asked.
 	Nate kissed her hair. “We’ll call it—Charly’s Tree.”

 


Chapter Ten
	Ted hit the talk button on his radio. “Yes, Sheriff. Two bodies. I’ve photographed the entire scene, and now I’m walking a wider perimeter for anything else pertinent to the case.”
 	“Damn,” Sheriff Davis’s voice came back. “I’m a mile out of Vice working a wreck. No way I can finish this up, get back home, hook up my trailer, load my horse, get to the gate, and then ride out before dark.”
 	“I’ve got it covered, Sheriff. I’ve bagged all the bullet casings and covered the bodies in tarps.”
 	“You sure you can’t ID them visually? You know some of those guys up in Bandit’s Hideout might’ve gotten involved in something over their head.”
 	“Not in the condition they’re in. What I can tell you is they are both male, average height and weight, one is middle age and the other I’d guess to be late twenties to early thirties.”
 	“This is a fucked-up mess. Wrap it up, head back, and we’ll start early in the morning.”
 	Sheriff Davis wasn’t coming tonight, which suited Ted just fine. “I’ll camp here to make sure the wolves don’t disturb any more than they’ve already done.”
 	“Suit yourself, son. I’ll call the state guys in the morning. I’ll be there bright and early.”
 	“See you then, Sheriff.” Ted liked his boss, but it had pissed him off when Sheriff Davis had wanted to pass on the biggest case that had ever hit Silver County. Norma Brown’s daughter had gone on a killing spree, and lucky for him the crime had been solved before Carson City got their boys to Wilde.
 	“Tobias, who else knows you found these bodies and graves?” he asked the cowboy who had brought him here.
 	“Right now, just you and me.” Tobias was removing the saddles from his horse and the one he’d gotten for Ted to ride out here.
 	Ted hooked his radio back to his belt and then put his gloves back on. How had the killer gotten out here? Vehicles wouldn’t work from the way they’d come in, but he wondered if they came from the other side of the property, if they might. He’d have to investigate that.
 	Ted continued his scan of the ground, circling the graves. “Lucky for us that I was working radar on Road 11-A.”
 	“Sure was.” Tobias looked beat. The guy had been on horseback most of the day, running these tracks. “The sun is going to be down for the night in another half hour. We better make camp.”
 	Ted spotted something that was out of place out here. He leaned down and peered at it.
 	“Find something, Deputy?” Tobias asked.
 	He nodded, getting out an evidence bag.
 	“What is it?”
 	Only one person in Wilde would have something like this.
 	He placed the item in the bag and sealed it shut. “It’s a spark plug.”
 	“Out here? That doesn’t make sense, Ted. You can’t get here by car.”
 	“This spark plug hasn’t been working for at least fifty years or longer.”
 	Tobias’s eyebrows shot up as he likely was coming to the same conclusion as Ted was about who was the owner of the antique spark plug.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Charly opened her eyes and gazed at Nate, who was smiling.
 	“Shh, pet. My brothers are all still asleep.”
 	She glanced around her hotel room. With his feet hanging off the edge, Drake was draped across the foot of the bed. Dax was in a big ball on the love seat. How the hell he could sleep that way, she had no idea. Heath was on the floor. He’d made a pillow out of her discarded clothes. Being with her four guys had been amazing. She’d never felt so treasured, happy, and calm. Maybe things would work out like Jessie had told her.
 	Softly, he said, “Sweetheart, what’s on your mind?”
 	“Why don’t you tell me? You seem to be able to read minds, cowboy.”
 	He cupped her chin, leaned in, and kissed her tenderly. She melted into his mouth.
 	“Let me tell you what is on my mind first. I love you, Charly Wynn.”
 	“Nate, I love you, too. I do,” she confessed, unable to hold back anything from him. “But is that enough? You and Heath are supposed to be with Tobias. Drake and Dax are supposed to be with Seth. I can’t choose between you. I love them, too.”
 	“I know you do, pet. I love my brothers, too. It will work out. Trust me.”
 	She was about to ask him how, but was interrupted by a knock on the door.
 	“Damn, you get more visitors to the Hotel Cactus than any other guest has before.” Nate left the bed and pulled on his jeans. Heath, Drake, and Dax were awake and dressing, too.
 	She tensed. “What if my dad is on the other side of that door?”
 	Nate brushed her hair with his hand. “Let us worry about that, pet.”
 	Another knock.
 	Charly pulled the sheet up to her neck.
 	Nate opened the door.
 	Sheriff Davis was standing there with his deputy, a couple of men in suits, and Tobias behind him. “Nate, is Heath here?”
 	Heath stepped forward. “I’m here. What’s this about, sheriff?”
 	“We need to take you in for questioning, son.”
 	“What about?” Nate asked.
 	“There’s been a double homicide.”
 	“Am I a suspect?” Heath placed his hat on his head.
 	Ted nodded behind the sheriff.
 	The sheriff shrugged. “Let’s just get back to my office and see if we can work things out.”
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Charly slipped on her shoes. “I’m dressed. Can we go now?”
 	“Sweetheart, give me a second to take a piss and then we’ll head over.” Nate went into the bathroom.
 	Dax and Drake had already gone to the sheriff’s office, which was exactly where she wanted to be—by Heath’s side.
 	Still reeling from the news the sheriff had delivered about Heath being a suspect in a double murder, Charly paced around her hotel room feeling her anxiety swell in her chest. There was no way her cowboy could’ve done such a thing. She wondered what made the sheriff think Heath was involved at all. What kind of evidence did they have? Who were the victims? When had they been killed? A million other questions ran through her head. She vowed to do whatever was necessary to help Heath.
 	Another knock on the door, softer than the earlier one, shook her.
 	Expecting one of the Strongs, Charly opened the door and was shocked by whom she found there.
 	Charly hadn’t seen him in years—the football player who she’d been responsible for sending to prison.
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