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	Charly Wynn isn’t about to settle down in Wilde. She’s got her own plans, though her heart seems to be going another direction. The more time she spends in Wilde, the more entangled with the six Strong brothers she becomes.
	Ever since meeting Charly, Seth Strong can’t get her out of his mind. He vows to make her see that he, Drake, and Dax are perfect for her. Time is running out before Charly leaves Wilde, and him, forever. But Seth won’t let that happen. Somehow he will convince her to stay with him—whatever it takes.
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Chapter One
	Seth Strong compressed the gunshot wound in Charly Wynn’s chest. His heart pounded harder and faster than it ever had in his entire life.
 	There was no exit wound, which meant the bullet was still lodged inside her. Hoping to keep her lung from collapsing, he applied pressure on the wound when she inhaled and let up when she exhaled.
 	He looked at his eldest brother, the only other person within sight. “Call Doc, Tobias.”
 	His brother nodded, though clearly shaken from seeing the woman he’d obviously fallen in love with get shot. Tobias wasn’t paralyzed by fear but, in his typical fashion, was ready to act.
 	Seth continued, “Have him send the ambulance. She needs to be transported to Elko’s hospital ASAP.”
 	“Got it, bro. You just keep doing what you’re doing. I’ve got this part.”
 	Seth hadn’t been surprised when Tobias had arrived at the barn with Charly. His brother had been calm at first, unlike the trembling treasure by his side. Charly’s nervousness had only added to her incredible beauty.
 	He’d been such an ass, not even dismounting when Charly and Tobias had approached him.
 	As secretive as all of them had tried to be with him, he’d known for some time about Heath’s stupid plan to try to corral all the brothers, including him, into getting Charly down the aisle to the altar. Trying to push her away to save himself and Charly from inevitable heartache had been his reason for being such a prick to her. Now, seeing Charly’s blood soak his fingers, he wished he could take it all back.
 	“She’s going to be okay?” his brother asked, frantically placing the call.
 	“She’s gotta be,” he answered, hearing a tinge of panic in his own voice. His EMT training told him the chances for this woman, who’d turned his life upside down and sideways the second she’d come to town, was at best a coin toss.
 	Charly had lost a lot of blood, and her breathing was erratic. It seemed to him that the bullet had come within a fraction of an inch of being instantly fatal. His gut clenched at the thought, which was strange for him, since the reason he was perfectly suited to work emergencies in the first place was his ability to be dispassionate during a crisis. Why was he having trouble keeping his head now? Because the person he was helping wasn’t just anyone. This was Charly.
 	“Fuck. I got Doc’s voice mail.”
 	Seth looked around the barn. He’d been all alone when Tobias and Charly had arrived. They were on their own. Pressing his hands on her wound seemed to be working, as her bleeding slowed. “Call Dad Greg. He can find him.”
 	“Dad, there’s been a shooting.” Tobias spoke fast but clearly. “No. Not an accident. We’re at the main barns, and Charly has been shot. I can’t get ahold of Doc. Seth and I will meet you in town and we can drive her to Elko’s hospital. Make sure everyone knows. They can meet us in Elko.” Tobias clicked off the phone. “Is it safe to move her, Seth?”
 	“Yes. You’ll have to lift her carefully, and I’ll keep my hands on her wound. The tricky part will be getting her into the backseat of my crew cab.”
 	“Tricky or not, we’ll make it work, bro.”
 	“Yes, we will. Go open the back door so we can get her in without stopping. I’ve got a blanket that I can use to keep her wrapped up in.”
 	Tobias ran to the truck to get it set for her.
 	Seth looked down at the unconscious Charly. He’d been holding his breath without realizing it. Damn it, man, focus!
 	Deliberately, he inhaled and exhaled as calmly as he could muster.
 	He and Tobias had covered her with their own bodies after the first and only gunshot. They’d scanned the perimeter, readying for another attack. But they never saw the shooter, and no other shot came. Whoever had fired the gun had obviously taken off, likely believing they’d hit their target. For an instant of crazed anger, Seth had thought about chasing down the motherfucker but had forced himself to stay and help Charly instead. She needed him.
 	Tobias crouched down on the other side of Charly and placed his arms under the back of her knees and her shoulders. “Ready?”
 	He nodded.
 	Tobias lifted her up, and Seth kept his hands on her chest. Their dual effort worked to keep her stable. Cautiously, they walked with Charly between them to his truck.
 	Please, God, let her live.
 
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Seth, Tobias, and Dad Greg carried Charly into the ER at the Elko Hospital. Since Dad Greg had called ahead, two orderlies were ready to rush her to the back.
 	Seth started to follow them, but was stopped by Nicole, the on-duty triage nurse.
 	Being an EMT for the past several years, he’d gotten to know Nikki and many of the folks who worked at the tiny hospital. She was one of his favorites, until now.
 	“Step aside, Nikki. This is my case. Besides, I always help and you know it.”
 	She placed her hands on her hips. “She’s only a case to you?”
 	He glared at her. “I’m going back there.”
 	“I can tell by the look on your face, Seth, that there’s more to this young woman than you’re saying.” The redhead’s eyebrows shot up. “Right?”
 	“Doesn’t matter.” He tried to step around her and head to the swinging doors that led to the room where Charly was with the ER staff.
 	But Nicole once again stepped between him and the doors. “No you’re not. You’re too close to this girl. You know as well as I do that you’ll only be in the way, Seth.”
 	Tobias stood behind the gatekeeping nurse and sent him a wink. Then he tapped Nikki on the shoulder, and she turned around, giving Seth a chance to rush to the doors.
 	When he entered the room where Charly was, he shuddered, and his heart jumped up in his throat at what he saw.
 	God, no!
 
 	He couldn’t see Charly, since Dr. Champion, who was a personal friend, and a nurse and two orderlies surrounded her. They looked to him to be conducting CPR. Had her heart stopped? Dread blew through him, chilling him to the bone.
 	The doctor waved him over. “We could use your help, buddy.”
 	But he couldn’t move. He felt as if he were frozen in place.
 	Dr. Champion held up some strips of cloth that had been Charly’s top just moments ago and handed them to the nurse. The staff hadn’t been conducting CPR on her, but had been cutting off her clothing, which he knew full well was standard procedure for trauma patients. His legs nearly failed him as relief swept through his body. Her heart was still beating.
 	Nikki stepped through the swinging doors and grabbed his arm. “You need to come with me, Seth Strong.”
 	“Nurse, let go of him,” Dr. Champion barked. “I need his help.”
 	“Yes, sir,” Nikki answered. Then in a low tone, she told Seth, “You better keep your cool. That girl’s life may depend on it. Got me?”
 	“I will, Nikki. I swear.”
 	“You better.” She turned around and went back into the waiting room.
 	Seth stepped up beside the doctor and looked down at Charly. Seeing her lying naked on the stretcher with the gunshot wound in clear view, his emotions went into overdrive. But that was an indulgence he couldn’t allow himself. He needed to quell his fears and operate in a sober, professional manner for Charly.
 	“Her lung has collapsed, Seth. Remember when you and I worked on that teenager who got gored by that bull? Same thing here.”
 	Seth did recall. “She needs a chest tube?”
 	“That’s right.” Dr. Champion took a scalpel and made a small incision near Charly’s armpit. “Seth, you operate the suction and the water seal. Nurse, you feed me the tube.”
 	As he, Dr. Champion, and the nurse inserted the plastic into Charly’s chest, Seth thought back to the teenager with the collapsed lung. The chest tube didn’t work for him. The kid had died twenty-four hours later.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Tobias watched Nikki, the nurse who Seth had spoken with, walk back through the swinging doors.
 	“You can’t be Seth’s brother,” she said.
 	“Why not?”
 	“You’ve got dark hair and eyes. He’s got blond hair and blue eyes.”
 	“Don’t know what to say to that. We are brothers though.”
 	She smiled and then turned to his dad. “And it’s obvious where you get your good looks. You must be their father.”
 	“Yes, I’m Greg Strong and Seth is my son.” Tobias could see the worry on his dad’s face.
 	“How is she?” Tobias asked. Charly had been so pale and still when they’d moved her from the truck.
 	Dad Greg put his arm around his shoulders. “Tobias, she’s in good hands. Your brother is back there. He’ll make sure she’s okay.” His dad turned to the nurse. “It’s Nikki, right?”
 	“Yes, sir.”
 	Tobias had never seen this curvy nurse in Wilde before. She must’ve been from Elko. Still, he’d noticed how friendly she’d been with Seth. He wondered what kind of relationship the two had.
 	“And I’m Tobias. Can you tell us how Charly Wynn is doing?”
 	Before Nikki could answer, the entrance door swung open, and his brothers ran into the waiting room frantically.
 	Dad Greg swung around and motioned them over. “These are my other sons, Nikki.”
 	Tobias saw the surprised look in Nikki’s eyes as she seemed to realize all six of the brothers were there for Charly. “Mr. Strong, are you any relation to Miss Wynn?”
 	Dad Greg nodded. “In a way, yes. She’s the cousin of my nephews’ wife.”
 	“Close enough. All I can tell you, Mr. Strong, is Dr. Champion is taking care of her. He’s the best in Northern Nevada. Be patient and I’ll try to find out what I can for you.”
 	His dad nodded. “Thank you, miss.” He turned back to Tobias and his brothers. “Boys, let’s have a seat and wait for news. There is nothing more we can do right now.”
 	Tobias knew what his dad was trying to do. He was trying to calm them. It wasn’t working. He wasn’t about to be calm until he knew Charly was okay.

 


Chapter Two
	Seth watched the orderlies take Charly to get an X-ray of her chest.
 	Dr. Champion patted him on the back. “Great job, Strong. I think that girl is going to make it.”
 	“She has to make it, Doc.” Though he normally played his cards close to the vest, right now, Seth didn’t give a damn about doing that.
 	“Is she your woman?”
 	“In a way, yes,” he answered frankly.
 	“Ah. You folks from Wilde are something else.” Dr. Champion rubbed his chin. “I can’t imagine how you guys up there can share a woman. My two brothers and I are really close, but I’m too possessive to even think of trying such a thing.”
 	“It’s not easy, but don’t knock what you don’t understand.”
 	The doctor nodded. “Well said. I’ll keep a close eye on your girl for the next forty-eight hours. Her vitals look good. Her lung function is holding. Once I get the X-ray back and see where the bullet lodged I’ll know whether she’ll have to have surgery or not. My guess is that she won’t. I suggest you go home, but I’m betting you won’t listen to me.”
 	“You’d win that bet, Doc.”
 	“Suit yourself. I’m going to grab a bite in the cafeteria. Care to join me?”
 	“Can’t. I need to go talk to my dad and my brother and give them an update about Charly.”
 	“Which brother?” Dr. Champion had met all Seth’s brothers once, long ago.
 	“Tobias, but I’m sure the rest of them have shown up by now.”
 	The hunting trip with the doc, who had only been a med student at the time, had been a blast, but it had occurred before Seth had ever met Gabby. Likely, the doc thought things were still all smiles and good times between Seth and his brothers. Of course they weren’t. Not after what had happened.
 	Dr. Champion patted him on the back. “Let’s go talk to your family.”
 	“Before we do that, I want to say something.” He stuck out his hand for the doc. “Thanks for saving her, Alex.”
 	“She’s not out of the woods yet, Seth.” Dr. Champion took his hand and shook it. “I couldn’t have done it without you. You being on the scene and reacting so quickly when she got shot saved her life. Do you know who shot her?”
 	Every muscle in Seth’s body tightened. “No.” But when I do, that man will never draw a breath again.
 	With Dr. Champion following behind, Seth walked through the swinging doors and found that not only were his brothers and Dad Greg waiting for them, but so were the rest of his family members, taking nearly every seat in the place.
 	Thankfully, none noticed them at first, giving Seth a moment to pause before facing their deluge of questions.
 	His mom, flipping through a magazine, sat between Dad Greg and Dad Grant. Aunt Mary, wringing her hands, sat between Uncle Dillon and Uncle Craig. Uncle Daniel stood behind them, looking at his cell. With Austin and Denver on either side of her, Jessie’s eyes were closed, clearly worried about her cousin. The rest of her husbands—Jackson, Phoenix, and Dallas—sat across from her with their backs to him. Even their granddad, Pappy Jack, was seated in the room, waiting.
 	Seth’s brothers were all gazing at the large flat screen on the wall of the waiting room, but none seemed to know what was really on the channel. They were obviously out of their minds with anxiety.
 	The only seat empty in the place was the one next to Heath, so Seth decided to lean against the wall instead of sitting down.
 	Tobias spotted them first, and jumped to his feet. “How is she, Doc?”
 	“She’s stable,” he answered.
 	Seth’s entire family came to their feet and surrounded him and Dr. Champion like a swarm of worried bees. He listened to the doc give the update about Charly’s situation in calm and comforting tones.
 	“So, you won’t be removing the bullet?” Jessie asked. “Isn’t that what’s normally done, Doctor?”
 	“Only in the movies. Like I told Seth earlier, I’m pretty certain your cousin won’t have to have surgery.”
 	As Dr. Champion finished telling his family about Charly’s prognosis, Seth looked at the entrance and saw Sheriff Davis walk in along with the sheriff of Elko County.
 	Dr. Champion continued, “Once I see the X-ray, I’ll come out and see you.”
 	“Thank you, Doctor,” Jessie said. “Charly’s mother should be here in a few hours.”
 	“She will?” Heath asked.
 	“Yes, Michael sent his private jet for her once we got word about the gunshot.”
 	“Speaking of the gunshot, I’d like to ask a few questions,” Sheriff Davis said.
 	“I get why you’re here, but why is Byrd here?” Uncle Daniel frowned. “This is a Silver County issue.”
 	“I’m here as a courtesy,” Sheriff Byrd stated flatly. “Besides, the victim was taken to my county, Wilde.”
 	“Only because we don’t have a hospital in our county.”
 	“Not my problem.”
 	“That’s enough.” Pappy Jack’s voice was commanding, and everyone immediately quieted, including Sheriff Byrd and Uncle Daniel. “This is about Charly not about any bad blood you guys have between each other.”
 	Seth turned to Sheriff Davis. “Have you found the shooter or not?”

 


Chapter Three
	Charly’s mind swirled with images of the Hotel Cactus burning, of Darren Blue outside her room, and of Seth atop a horse. Had any of it actually happened, or was she only drifting in some imaginary haze?
 	“I think she’s awake.” Tobias’s voice wasn’t from a dream. He was actually with her.
 	She opened her eyes and saw all the Strong brothers surrounding her.
 	“We’re here, sweetheart.” Drake touched her cheek.
 	“I’m confused,” she admitted, realizing she was in a hospital. Then she felt pain in her chest.
 	“What’s the last thing you remember, honey?” Nate asked her.
 	“I don’t know. It’s all mixed up in my head.”
 	Seth stepped up beside Nate. “More importantly, how are you feeling?”
 	“My chest hurts, Seth.”
 	“On a scale of one to ten, how’s your pain?”
 	“A four or five,” she said, trying to be tough, though it might’ve actually been a six or seven.
 	“I can tell by your grimaces it’s more than that, Charly.” He hit the call button.
 	A female voice came over the speaker. “Yes?”
 	“Nurse, Charly is awake and needs something for pain.”
 	“I’ll be right there.”
 	“Seth, you were on a horse, right?” Charly asked.
 	“Yes, I was. What else do you remember?”
 	“That’s the last thing I...wait. Did I fall down?” She couldn’t clear her head for some reason.
 	“You did,” Seth answered.
 	“Did I trip? I can be a bit of a klutz.” She tried to sit up, but the pain in her chest kept her from it.
 	“Easy, honey.”
 	“Did I land face first and hit my chest on a rock or something?” She moved her hand up her body, trying to discover what contraptions she was attached to.
 	Nate spoke softly, “Relax, sweetheart.”
 	Charly couldn’t relax. Besides the IV in the back of her hand, she discovered a tube that was under her arm. “What’s this?”
 	“A chest tube,” Seth stated calmly, moving the hair out of her eyes. “Your lung collapsed, Charly. There are still some bubbles in it, so the doctor needs to leave it in.”
 	Panic ripped a wide path through her body, causing her to tremble. “Why? What happened?” And then it all came flooding back into her mind. Seth had been on his horse. She had gone to see him to talk about Heath’s idea, her dream, of the six brothers and her forming a family. Seth hadn’t been receptive at all, and his temper had flared. Then it had happened. She’d been shot.
 	“Here we go.” The dark-headed nurse pushed her way to the side of Charly’s bed. “You know, gentlemen, we’re breaking hospital rules allowing so many of you in her room at one time. There should only be two of you in here.”
 	Seth shook his head. “We’ve got this covered, Pamela. We all wanted to be here when she woke up. We’ll keep it to two from now on.”
 	“Thanks, Seth.” Pamela turned to Charly and smiled. “This’ll help you rest, Ms. Wynn.”
 	As the nurse sent the medicine into the IV tube, Charly shook her head. “I was shot.”
 	“Yes, sweetheart,” Seth answered. “But you’re fine now. You’re going to be okay. I’ll make sure of that.”
 	“We all will,” Heath added.
 	“Who shot me?” she asked as the medicine took hold of her, softening her pain and making her eyelids so very heavy.
 	“We don’t know, but we will find out,” Seth answered, with a tone that told her he meant business.
 	“Gentlemen, you do need to pick who stays and who leaves. You’ve got five minutes.” Nurse Pamela walked to the door. “The patient needs her rest.” Then she exited into the hallway.
 	Charly tried to force herself to stay awake. “My...mom...does she...”
 	Seth leaned down and gently kissed her on the lips. “She’s on her way, sweetheart.”
 	He kissed me! As the medicine pushed her over the edge into slumber, one last thought spun in her head. Maybe I can have it all.

 


Chapter Four
	Charly looked at the two Dr. Champions, father and son. Both men were quite attractive, the older having a full head of gray hair while the younger’s locks were a gorgeous black. Both men’s eyes were a deep green.
 	The son was listening to her breathing through his stethoscope.
 	Her mother stood beside the elder doctor. Her hair had grown out since her last round of chemo and was dark and curly. Charly hadn’t seen her look so healthy in years. Her mom’s illness was in total remission, which was the best news ever for Charly.
 	Her mom had flown in on Michael’s private plane and had stayed with Charly in her room. Besides her mom, Seth was also in her hospital room listening intently to the doctors’ words.
 	Charly still couldn’t believe her mom seemed to be dealing well with the idea of her seeing six men at one time. The five-foot woman had more to her than most casual observers might believe.
 	“Deep breath,” young Dr. Champion said.
 	Charly inhaled deeply and felt a twinge of pain left over from her once-collapsed lung. The chest tube had been removed yesterday, and the IV had been removed this morning.
 	“Exhale,” he ordered.
 	She did.
 	Dr. Champion nodded and removed the stethoscope from her chest. “Excellent. You’re doing great, Charly. I’m going to send you home with some antibiotics and some pain pills.”
 	“I don’t think I’ll need them, Doctor. The pain is so slight now.” She was more grateful about being released than anything else.
 	“Charlene, listen to the man with the medical degree,” her mom stated firmly.
 	The elder Dr. Champion held up his hand apparently to quiet her, but then he winked at her. “Thanks, Connie, but the patient does have a say in her own care.”
 	“Hush up, Wayne.” Her mother’s cheeks turned red.
 	The younger Dr. Champion smiled at Charly. “Parents can be trouble, don’t you agree?”
 	She looked at his dad and her mom and wondered what was up between them. Was there a budding romance between these two that had happened while she’d been in the hospital? “That’s for sure, Doc.”
 	He nodded. “I still want you to have some pain pills just in case you need them. I’ll make sure they are low dosage, but you might need them at night. I want you to rest. Okay?”
 	“You sign my release, Doc, and I’ll do whatever you say. Three days in the hospital is about all I can handle.”
 	“You got it, Charly. I want you back in my office in a week.”
 	“She’ll be there, Doctor.” Her mom grabbed her hand and squeezed. “Her fellows and I will make sure of it. Thank you so much.”
 	“Wasn’t all me, Mrs. Wynn.” The younger Dr. Champion pointed at Seth. “He’s the reason she’s doing so well.”
 	Charly smiled. “Thank you, Doctor, for all you’ve done.”
 	Both Dr. Champions nodded and left the room.
 	“Yea, I get to leave.” She sighed. “Getting any kind of real rest in a hospital is impossible. Nurses keep coming in to check your vitals, give you meds, and ask you questions. I’m thankful for all everyone did for me here, but I really could use a good night’s sleep.”
 	Her mom kissed her cheek. “We’ve got that all worked out for you, baby girl. We’re taking you to Seth’s place. He and I are going to take care of you.”
 	Charly wasn’t sure that was the best idea. Sure, Seth had kissed her the night she’d arrived at the hospital, but she also remembered how he’d been before the gunshot. She didn’t want his sympathy. That was no way to start a relationship. “I think I would rather go to a hotel, mom.”
 	“Sweetheart, you do remember the Cactus burned down?” Seth asked, a hint of concern in his voice.
 	“Of course, I do. I’m sure Elko has a hotel. My mom and I can stay there.”
 	Her mom shook her head. “No, Charlene. The shooter hasn’t been found yet. He likely thinks you’re… I can’t say it.” Her mother’s eyes glistened with tears. “I don’t know what I would’ve done if something worse had happened to you, baby girl.”
 	This was quite a turnaround for Charly. She’d been her mother’s caregiver for so long that it felt odd to have her mom taking on that role for her. But it did make her feel good. “Mom, I’m okay. Everything turned out just fine.”
 	“For now.” Her mother’s tone sharpened. “You will not argue with me. I know you’re an adult, but right now, you need to be taken care of. I’m happy to do it, but I need help. Who better than the man who saved you, the man who is a certified emergency medical technician?”
 	Seth stepped up beside her mom and looked down at her with a smile. “Charly, listen to your mother. We want to keep you off the grid and out of sight until this guy is found. He’s probably miles from here, but we don’t know that.”
 	“Do they know who he is yet? Someone who had it in for my dad?” Her jaw clenched as she recalled the letter her father had written her before he’d been murdered. “Do they think the killer is responsible for the Cactus’s fire, too?”
 	“They do,” he answered.
 	“Where are your brothers?” she asked, wondering if they were on board with this whole idea of her going to Seth’s with her mom.
 	“They’re all out looking for the shooter, sweetheart.”
 	“What about Heath? Is he still a suspect?”
 	Seth turned away, clearly uncomfortable with the subject of Heath.
 	Her mom shook her head. “Heath is in the clear, honey. Even the state fellows agree with the sheriff about that.”
 	“Someone broke into his garage and got the antique spark plug to try to set him up.” Seth took a plastic bag and gave it to her mother. “These are her clothes, Mrs. Wynn. Would you like me to help get her dressed?”
 	“I’m not an invalid, cowboy.”
 	“Hush up, Charlene. No thank you, Seth. I think she and I can handle it.”
 	She was relieved that Heath was no longer a suspect, but something still didn’t make sense about the whole situation.
 	“Why did the killer want to set up Heath and not someone else?”
 	Seth shrugged. “Who knows? In my opinion, Heath was the obvious choice, but the sheriff thinks he was only a random pick by the killer to pin his actions on. It would’ve worked, too, but we found enough evidence to prove Heath’s innocence.”
 	Obvious choice? He isn’t letting go of his grudge with Heath about Gabby. Not yet, anyway.
 
 	“What kind of evidence, Seth?”
 	“I found some strange cigarettes not available in Wilde around the crime scenes, both at our ranch and near the hotel. Heath doesn’t smoke.”
 	“None of you Strongs do.”
 	“That’s right, sweetheart. There were the remains of some tennis shoes the bastard had tried to burn. It’s not much, but it was enough to clear Heath.” Seth’s face darkened. “Also, it’s a start on finding the person who shot you.”
 	Michael walked into her room carrying flowers. “Charly, I ran into Dr. Champion by the nurses’ station, and he told me you get to escape this place. Good for you.”
 	“I’ll check with the nurse about a wheelchair for you, sweetheart,” Seth said.
 	“I bet I can walk out of here, cowboy.”
 	“Not on my watch, honey. Besides, it’s a hospital rule.”
 	Charly loved how protective he was of her. He’d saved her life and now he was still taking care of her.
 	“I bet Nate would be happy to break that rule.”
 	“Probably. He’s never been much of a conformist. I’ll do the same, but that means you will leave here over my shoulder. It’s your choice, honey. Wheelchair? Over my shoulder?”
 	He really was impossibly sweet. And she had no doubt he would carry her out over his shoulder without any qualm.
 	“Fine. Wheelchair.”
 	“You got it, sweetheart.” Seth left.
 	“Damn. I would’ve picked over his shoulder,” Michael said with a wicked wink.
 	Charly ignored that comment. “Michael, I have some info on properties for you. I actually had some stuff written up but it burned in the fire.”
 	“Charly, you concentrate on getting better, okay? The Wilde Gay Dude Ranch Project can wait.” He turned to her mom. “How are you, Mrs. Wynn?”
 	“I’m doing well, Michael. How is Harry?”
 	“Harry? My auto mechanic?” Charly asked.
 	“The one and only,” Michael answered. “He’s doing well.”
 	Her jaw dropped. “You mean you two are an item?”
 	“Well, we are seeing a lot of each other, if that’s what you mean.”
 	Charly laughed. She’d never seen Michael look so happy. “You devil.”
 	He leaned in and whispered. “Actually, I’m seeing him and his two brothers, Charly. If you and Jessie can handle such a thing, so can I.”
 	“I heard that, young man.” Her mom shook her head. “I don’t know how any of you do it, but I wish you the best, especially my baby girl.”
 	“Mom, you’ve talked to all the brothers?”
 	“I have. They are all in love with you, Charlene. Even Seth, though I sense he’s still holding back for some reason. Is there some issue between him and Heath?”
 	“There is, mom. A big issue.”
 	“Well, honey, I think you and he will have some time to work through all that while you are at his house. I’ll be there, but I will make sure you have time alone. I think you will need that.”
 	“That, and a miracle, I’m afraid.”
 	Michael kissed her cheek. “Charly, look at you. You’re here. That’s a miracle. You have six cowboys in love with you. That’s a miracle. Your mom is in remission. Miracle. And from what I’ve seen these past few days, she has stolen the heart of one very distinguished doctor. Not really a miracle, but more about her sexy appeal.”
 	“Wayne and I are just friends.” Her mother blushed and shook her head. “You are a devil, Michael, just like Charlene said.”
 	The light she saw in her mother’s eyes thrilled her. Gone was the pain of the long fought battle with illness, and in its place was excitement and joy.
 	“I am, but I know miracles when I see them, Mrs. Wynn.” He gazed at Charly. “You are a miracle, honey, and you deserve it all. Seth will come around. Just wait and see.”
 	Charly loved Michael’s optimism and prayed he was right about Seth.

 


Chapter Five
	Looking out the floor-to-ceiling windows at the mountains off in the distance, Charly sat on the sofa in Seth’s house. His place was minimalistic in style but had warm colors he’d chosen for the walls and furnishings.
 	“I bet your mother is having a blast, sweetheart,” Seth said, handing her a hot cup of coffee with just the right amount of cream.
 	“With Jessie and Michael, of course she is.” Her cousin had arrived early at Seth’s house with hot, fresh cinnamon rolls. Once everyone had finished the breakfast, Jessie had insisted Charly’s mom go with them to the planning meeting for the Cryogenics Convention. Her mom had hesitated, but after Michael and Charly had urged her to go on, she eventually relented. “I’m sure they will show my mom a good time.”
 	“Dr. Wayne Champion is one of the committee chairs this year,” Seth said. “Did you know that?”
 	“Is everyone in this town trying to set up my mother?” she asked with a laugh. If her mother did start seeing the elder Dr. Champion, wouldn’t that be a good thing? Of course it would.
 	“Wilde does have more than its share of matchmakers, honey.” With his own cup of java in one hand and a satchel in the other, Seth sat down next to her. She felt the familiar shiver that rolled through her whenever he was so close. He sat the satchel to the side and took a drink from his cup. She wondered what might be in the satchel but, when he grabbed her hand, quickly forgot about it. A spark shot up her arm from where he held her fingers in his.
 	What were they talking about? How could one touch make her forget everything? Matchmakers and her mother. That’s right. “I can see that. Everyone seems to be in on the plan with my mother and Dr. Champion.”
 	He removed his hand, and she instantly missed his touch. “Michael told me privately that he and Jessie planned on getting her to stay at the Wilde Mansion tonight. Said she needed to hang with her own generation for a night or two. Good idea, don’t you think?” He gazed at her with his mesmerizing eyes.
 	She shrugged. “Maybe I should head over there, too.”
 	“Not a chance, Charly.” Seth’s tone didn’t leave room for her to argue. “The killer is still out there. You are here until he’s found.”
 	“Haven’t you ever heard of unsolved murders? This might never be resolved, Seth. Do you expect me to be your prisoner from now on?” She’d been staying at his house for five days. He’d been so good to her, making sure she was comfortable, recovering, and safe. She felt like her old self because of him.
 	“If that’s what it takes, then yes.”
 	She sighed, imagining what it would be like to stay with him here into her old age. Not her dream future, that was for certain. Seth hadn’t made a single move to even kiss her. It was driving her crazy. Sure, her mother had been with her at his house but, as promised, had given her and Seth plenty of time alone. She’d gone to bed early every night. But nothing more than him checking her vitals came. No kiss. No embrace. Nothing.
 	“I’m well, Seth.” Time to cut her loses, though her heart was protesting in her chest. She didn’t need to be able to read minds to know he wasn’t into her. If he had been, he would’ve kissed her again. She’d been foolish to think his kiss in the hospital was anything more than an expression of sympathy. He might actually care for her, but only as a friend, nothing more. “I can go somewhere else. You don’t have to house me any longer. I can go to one of your brothers’ places. They can take over the duties as my bodyguard.”
 	He frowned and cupped her chin. Her shiver ramped up into a bundle of trembles. She waited for him to say something, but he didn’t.
 	She was about to pull away when he leaned in and planted a full-on, possessive kiss on her lips. Oh my God! This is no sympathy kiss.
 	As his tongue slipped past her lips, Charly’s heart came alive in her chest, pounding hard and fast. Seth’s arm came around her back, and he pulled her so tight her breasts pressed against his chest. His manly power made her feel safe, tiny, and so very feminine. In the back of her mind a warning shot went off. Sure, she’d wanted to spend time with Seth to convince him to come around and let go of old hurts, but this? Was she willing to go through with this and risk everything?
 	Even though her toes curled from the sensations he was igniting inside her with only his kiss, she needed to hit the brakes. Her hands shot up between them, and she pushed against his frame.
 	He released her mouth and stared at her with a frown. “What’s wrong?”
 	“I can’t do this, Seth. I’m not a yo-yo.”
 	He grinned, which strangely made her weak in the knees. “What the hell does that mean?” he asked with a laugh.
 	“A week ago you didn’t give a damn about me. I get shot and now you want me. I don’t need your sympathy, cowboy. I’m a full-grown woman who can stand on her own two feet.” Though at present, she wasn’t sure about that given his kiss had turned her legs into overcooked spaghetti noodles.
 	“I see.” His tone told her he wasn’t buying it. “What’s your safe word, Charly?”
 	“What?” Her nerves went into overdrive. Surely he’s not wanting to—
 	“Your safe word. Now!”
 	“I–I don’t remember,” she confessed. Her head was spinning with a million thoughts, but what word she’d chosen with the other Strong brothers failed to come to the forefront of her consciousness.
 	“Choose one for us,” he commanded.
 	“Umm. Right now?” she asked, trying to stall.
 	“Yes, sub. Right now.”
 	Though she was trying to slow things down with Seth, he wasn’t having any of it. He’d taken the reins, and she couldn’t find it in her to take them back. She’d only been with him once, with Drake and Dax. Now, she had a chance to be with him alone. Every instinct inside her screamed for that to happen.
 	“I’m waiting, sub, and I don’t like to wait.” He tugged on her hair.
 	She scanned her brain for the word she’d chosen before. Then it came to her. “I’ve used the colors of a traffic light before.”
 	“That’ll work, sub. Describe your state now, using the colors.”
 	“Okay, Seth. I’m—”
 	He tugged harder on her hair, jerking her head back.
 	“What did I do wrong?” she asked, though her body was already warming up to his demands.
 	He smiled and cupped her chin. “You will address me as ‘Sir,’ sub.”
 	“Yes, Sir.”
 	“And your state is...?”
 	“Green, Sir.”
 	“Good. You will follow my every command during this training, understand?”
 	“Yes, Sir.” Everything inside her wanted to be with him, feel him, surrender to him. Turning back was no longer possible for her. In too deep and hoping her fantasy would become a reality, she lowered her eyes, hoping he would be pleased by her act of submission.
 	“You told me you felt like a yo-yo. Well, that’s exactly how you’ve treated me. You bat those gorgeous eyes at me, making my cock get rock hard. Then I kiss you and you try to push me away. I’m not good with receiving mixed messages, sub.”
 	She thought about telling him he might not be good at receiving them but he was certainly good at sending them. Better to bite my tongue off before I say that to this Dom.
 	“So, I must punish you for teasing me,” he stated flatly.
 	Trepidation inched through her, but past her anxiety was a deep-seated craving.
 	Seth continued, “What kind of punishment should I give you?”
 	He wasn’t asking her, and it was clear he already knew what kind of punishment he wanted to give her. Still, he was having fun drawing it out, making her wait and shiver.
 	His hand touched her shoulder and squeezed. “The first thing that I want to happen is for you to strip for me, sub. That’ll help me make up my mind. Do a good job and I might not make you suffer too much.”
 	“Yes, Sir,” Charly choked out. “I’ll do my best.”
 	He gently stroked her hair. “I know you will. Now, stand up and give me a show.”
 	She instantly obeyed, rising to her feet while he remained on the sofa.
 	Looking down at what she wore made her cringe. While she was in the hospital, her mom and Jessie had gone shopping to replace her wardrobe, which had burned in the fire. They’d bought her plenty of clothing, but only basic items. She was still in the flannel pajamas they’d selected. There wasn’t anything sexy about them. How in the world was she going to give her cowboy Dom a striptease in these?
 	“You’re making me wait again, sub.” His eyelids narrowed into a clear warning that he was losing patience. “Not good. Not good at all.”
 	I’ve got to work with what I have. Think sexy. Be sexy. Tingles danced over her skin as she lowered her flannel pants to her knees and then pulled them back up again. His eyes zeroed in between her thighs. She had slipped on some pale-pink panties and a bra after her bath this morning. They had some sexiness to them, definitely more than her oversized pj’s. She thought about ripping the flannel off, but thought better of it. Think burlesque, Charly. Getting a man on the edge of his seat had more to do with the tease than anything else, she believed. With that in mind, she unbuttoned the top half of her pj’s as slowly as possible, which wasn’t hard since her hands were shaking.
 	She glanced at Seth. His fingers were curling and uncurling, from fist to open hand and back again. She was getting to him, which got to her. Her body was tingling and getting really warm.
 	She opened the flannel top to reveal her bra to his fixed stare, and then she closed it fast. His nostrils were flaring, and she could see the bulge in his jeans growing. Wiggling her hips slightly, she once again slipped down her PJ bottoms, but this time stepping out of them, leaving her lower half covered by only her panties.
 	Out of the corner of her eyes, she saw Seth lick his manly lips. Now, even her sex began to tingle. Again, she flashed him her bra, and again, she closed her top around her breasts.
 	“Nice tease, sub,” he growled. “Very nice indeed.”
 	His words went deep into her, igniting a ton of sensations. She felt dampness between her legs, which spurred her to take off the top and throw it into his lap. His smile was her reward.
 	Standing in front of him in only her bra and panties, with Seth fully clothed in a T-shirt, jeans, and boots, put her at quite the disadvantage. She didn’t care. Being exposed and vulnerable with him only added to her desire.
 	His eyebrows shot up. “Are you done, sub? Am I going to have to rip off your underwear for you?”
 	Though the idea of him doing just that was quite exciting, she wanted to finish what she’d started. “No, Sir.”
 	She unfastened her bra and lowered it down her arms. When it fell to the ground, she covered her mounds with her hands. Then she looked up at him, seeing the impact her striptease was having on him. He had moved forward on the sofa and was literally sitting on the edge of his seat, which made her giggle.
 	“Something funny, sub?” he asked with a grin.
 	She shook her head and removed her hands from her breasts, allowing him full view of the upper half of her naked body.
 	“Very nice, pet. Those are the most gorgeous tits I’ve ever seen. And your nipples are like little berries. I can’t wait to suck on them. Now, what about those panties?”
 	“These, Sir?” Charly asked, trying to continue the illusion she had any skill at stripping.
 	He nodded, and then his demeanor changed from observer to director, and a sexy, dangerous one at that. “Take them off, now.”
 	She didn’t go slow, willing to obey his every word. Instead, she was out of the pale-pink fabric in a flash.
 	“Get on your tiptoes, sub.”
 	Again, she obeyed, but wasn’t sure why he’d asked her to do that.
 	He stood up and walked behind her. “Stay on your toes, pet.”
 	When she felt his hands cup her ass, a tremble rolled through her and her sex got even wetter. His control and force stoked a roaring fire inside her. From the moment she’d met him outside the chapel on the night of Jessie’s rehearsal, she sensed he could blow the doors off her most secret places. Can I close them once he’s done with me? She didn’t think so, but refusing him anything at this moment wasn’t even conceivable.
 	“Time for your punishment, sub.” He lifted her up in his arms, and she leaned into him.
 	She found it odd when he carried her to one of the breakfast table chairs. He pulled it out with his foot and sat down, keeping hold of her. Then he shifted her body across his lap facedown with her ass sticking up. In that position, she could feel his cock through his jeans. Instinctively, she ground her pussy into him.
 	His hand came down on her naked ass, delivering a delightful sting. “No you don’t, sub. I’m in charge here, not you. Understand?”
 	“Yes, Sir.”
 	“What state are you in?”
 	“Green, Sir.”
 	“Excellent. Now, for your punishment. You know you deserve this.”
 	She nodded, ready to feel him slap her bare bottom again. Her heartbeat raced in her chest.
 	Without warning, he slapped her ass again, this time with a little more bite. Slap. Slap. Slap. Her backside began to warm up, and she chewed on her lower lip, fighting back tears.
 	“What’s your state, baby?” Seth patted her ass gently with his open hand.
 	“G–Green, S–Sir.”
 	“I have more for you, pet. You think you can handle it?”
 	“Yes, Sir,” she answered, wanting to please him.
 	“That’s my baby,” he said with obvious pride, making her even wetter. Then he slapped her ass, delivering several sensational smacks that sent her into a trancelike state. His smacks landed on different spots on her bottom, warming all her flesh.
 	Tears rolled down her cheeks.
 	Seth pressed his lips to her ass. “Beautiful,” he whispered.
 	Even more than his slaps, his tender kiss on her ass caused her pussy to ache and her clit to throb. Every nerve ending in her body sparked like a bonfire. Her mind remained in that dizzy, warm space he’d created for her. Gone were all her worries. The only things left inside her were desire, want, passion.
 	Seth’s hand came between her legs and pressed on her puffy folds. It was explosive, calling forth something deep and hidden inside her. His thumb pressed gently on her clit, causing her to gasp.
 	“Come for me, baby,” he commanded, sending his fingers into her channel. “I can feel your emotion, your pleasure. Let yourself fall.”
 	With only his hands, he was able to push her over the edge and into ecstasy. Her womb convulsed, and she screamed, “Yes! God, yes!”
 	Seth pulled her body close and kissed her hair. “Close your eyes, sub.”
 	As the clock ticked away, her tremors slowly began to subside, but only a little.
 	“I’m going to apply some cream to your ass, but keep your eyes closed, understand?” Seth’s tone rumbled deep in his chest and filled her with awe.
 	“Yes, Sir.” She wondered if she had fallen victim to his sexy, commanding tone. Or did he have deeper feelings for her beyond his Dominant initial lust?
 	She felt his large hands cup her ass, making her shiver, and then the silky cream he rubbed on her stinging flesh, which cooled the burn nicely.
 	“What state are you in, pet?”
 	“Green, Sir.”
 	“Good.” He gently pulled her arms behind her. “Clasp your fingers together.”
 	She obeyed and felt something cold and metallic encircle her wrists. Handcuffs.
 	He lifted her off his lap and to her feet. “Open your eyes.”
 	She obeyed him and saw the satchel on the table with some of its contents spilling out. There was a tube of lubricant, some condoms, and a butt plug.
 	Oh God! Does he mean to use that on me, too?
 
 	Seth stood up and moved behind her. He reached around her and pinched her nipples, making them throb and her body burn. He went back to the table and reached under it. Then he pulled out what looked like a metal bar with leather loops on either end of it.
 	He knelt down in front of her. “Spread your legs, sub.”
 	As delicious surrender exploded inside her, she complied.
 	Seth attached the loops to each of her ankles, requiring her to spread her legs even wider, about a foot and a half apart. Her pussy got even wetter.
 	Seth stood, looking her up and down. His scan seemed to be a mix of investigation, admiration, and lust. As he circled Charly, his fingers grazed every inch of her body, and her trembles intensified.
 	“I want to put a butt plug in that perfect ass.”
 	He grabbed up the tube of lubricant and then moved behind her again. She heard him pop the lid open, followed by a squeezing sound. His fingers slicked up her ass’s entrance. She looked at the black plug he meant to put in her ass. It looked enormous, and her nerves went into overdrive.
 	“What state?”
 	She confessed, “Yellow, Sir.”
 	“Honest. Very good, sub.” He removed his fingers. “Tell me why.”
 	“That toy looks too big for my bottom, Sir. I’m a little apprehensive.”
 	“A very normal response. Trust me, the plug will fit inside your ass. It will stretch you, pet, but the pain will soon become pleasure. And with your legs wide, you actually will have to clench down a bit to keep it in place, which I want you to do.” He gently rubbed her back, softening her worries. “I know what I’m doing. Surrender to me. You won’t regret it. Once the plug is firmly inside you, I am going to fuck that tight, gorgeous cunt. The sensations you will experience are going to overwhelm you completely.”
 	Charly’s nipples and clit throbbed. The combination of his words and his caresses made her hungry for the pleasure he promised.
 	“What state are you in?” he asked.
 	“Green, Sir. I’m green.” She could hear the desire and hunger in her own voice.
 	He nodded, apparently satisfied with her response. She remained quiet and calm on the outside, hoping to meet his expectations. Her insides were another story, booming with excitement and nervousness. She felt delectably antsy as he kissed the middle of her back.
 	She desired a certain forever, one with Seth and all his brothers, including Heath. Her detour through Wilde had changed her in so many ways. Actually, the Strongs had shown her so much. She needed all six of her cowboys.
 	“Where is your head, pet? You’re drifting.”
 	“Yes, Sir. I am,” she admitted.
 	“Stay with me, pet. Don’t worry.”
 	“Yes, Sir.”
 	“You can’t imagine how much you mean to me.” He cupped her ass.
 	She shivered from the words he spoke and the feel of his hands on her flesh. “Seth, I care for you, too.”
 	“I know what I’m doing. I will never harm you.” He probed her ass with his lubricated fingers. “This space we create together is not about anger or working out issues. This is about feeling, getting lost in pleasure. Understand?”
 	Her eyes filled with happy tears. “I think so, Sir.”
 	“Good.” He continued claiming her backside with his long, manly fingers. Her body and mind swirled as the intensity grew inside her.
 	She began to believe things were actually going to work out the way she dreamed.
 	When Seth placed the massive butt plug between her ass cheeks, an electric current shot through her, sizzling every cell in her body.
 	She closed her eyes, readying for the monstrous interloper to enter her from behind.
 	“Pet, pain is only a vehicle for you and me. I know when to hit the gas and when to hit the brakes. Trust me.”
 	A tingle surged through her pussy. “I do trust you, Sir.”
 	She wanted him, wanted to surrender to him, wanted to get lost in the sensations of his making. A fiery force of need tore through her.
 	“Breathe, pet,” he commanded.
 	She obeyed, taking a very deep breath, hoping to soften her nerves a bit.
 	“Exhale for me, sweetheart.”
 	Again, she complied. His control of her locked in tight, where now even her breathing bent to his will. It was a good place, a safe place for her.
 	She gasped as the tip of the butt plug slipped past her ass’s entrance. Instinctively, her fingers curled into fists, and she shifted forward just a bit.
 	“You’re doing great, doll. Now, push back into the plug for me. Do the best you can, okay?”
 	She nodded and looked over her shoulder at him. He smiled and her pussy got even wetter. On her tiptoes, she began to rock back and forth into the toy. Slowly, she took it deeper into her body a fraction of an inch at a time.
 	Seth placed his hand on the center of her back. “That’s enough. Let me handle this from now on, honey. One more really deep breath.”
 	She heeded his instruction.
 	“Perfect. Now blow it out really fast.”
 	Turning her head to the left, she expelled every cubic millimeter of air in her lungs. Without fanfare or warning, Seth seated the butt plug into her ass.
 	Her legs quivered, and she chewed on her lower lip to fight back the sting the toy delivered. She would’ve fallen to the ground if Seth hadn’t placed his hands under her arms, keeping her on her feet. His act added to her sense of security and release.
 	Without removing his hands, Seth shifted from behind her to directly in front of her.
 	His fixed gaze sent a hot tremble through her body, and her pussy dampened even more. Her body tightened around the toy in her ass, and her clit began to throb.
 	“Very nice, pet.” Seth leaned in and kissed her, not gently or sweetly, but with an urgent ultimatum. His lips demanded surrender. He shoved his tongue into her mouth, staking his claim even there. His fingers conquered more of her body, coercing a thousand tiny tingles on her skin that submitted to his every touch.

 


Chapter Six
	Seth enjoyed seeing Charly lost to her desire. He kissed her tender neck, inhaling her sweet scent. Reaching behind her, he unlocked the handcuffs and removed them from her wrists. He wanted to drown in her juices while her tiny hands tugged on his hair.
 	Rubbing her wrists, he asked, “This feel good, pet?”
 	Her lips trembled as she nodded, making his cock harden even more. God, his immense lust for her clawed at him to rip off his own clothes and send his dick into her tight, sweet pussy. Didn’t matter. He needed to keep control of his prize and of himself in order to win Charly completely. Mercy wasn’t coming. Not for her. Not for him.
 	Stoking her fire, he kissed his way down her body a fraction of an inch at a time. He kissed both her arms down to her fingertips. Her shivers spurred him on. He touched her cheek.
 	“Open your mouth for me,” he ordered.
 	Like a sweet little soldier, she did.
 	He sent his middle and index finger into her mouth. “Suck, pet.”
 	She closed her eyes and tightened her lips around his digits. Her cheeks hollowed out beautifully.
 	His balls got so very heavy. With his free hand he pinched her nipple, delivering what he knew to be just the right amount of sting to make her even hotter. Her cues, both her body language and soft moans, let him know she was lost to her own passion and want.
 	He removed his fingers from her mouth
 	She opened her eyes, which looked to be filled with one question—what’s next? She was clearly crazed and on the edge.
 	Time to push her into overdrive. He knelt down in front of her, kissing the inside of her thighs gently, while resting his hands on the curves of her sides. He smiled when she sent her fingers into his hair. He nipped the soft flesh of her thighs with his teeth. She moaned and tugged on his hair as if each strand was a rein.
 	Ravaging her gave him immense satisfaction, but also pushed him to the very brink of insanity. He tamped his own lust down. His prize would come later. Now, he wanted to taste the masterpiece of her pussy. He licked his way around her vagina, keeping clear of her most sensitive areas. With each circular pass, he moved his tongue in closer and closer. She pressed her hands hard on the back of his head, obviously trying to move him into a position that would begin to satisfy her overwhelming need.
 	“Don’t forget, baby, I’m the master here, not you.”
 	“Y–Yes, Sir,” she panted.
 	“I’m going to use my tongue like a paintbrush on your dazzling cunt, which will be my canvas tonight.”
 	“P–Please,” she breathed.
 	He slid his hands down Charly’s sides to her inner thighs, enjoying the feel of her supple flesh. The little shakes of her body urged him on to run his tongue up and down her swollen folds. Lapping up her sweet, warm juices made him rabid with lust. Parting her reddening pussy lips with his fingertips, he sent his tongue into her divine depths. He glanced at her clit, which was poking out wonderfully, letting him know how much she was suffering with want.
 	No mercy, Charly. None.
 
 	He kissed the little bud of nerves gently while sending a finger into her tight pussy. Then he delivered little tender nips on her clit with his teeth. She jerked on his hair as her inner fire clearly flamed higher and hotter inside her gorgeous body.
 	Capturing her clit with his lips, he pressed ever so lightly. She was ready in every way to receive his cock, and God help him, he was more than ready to take her. In a flash, he removed the leg spreader from her ankles.
 	“You feel that toy inside your ass, pet?”
 	“Yes.”
 	“It’s staying inside you while I fuck your pussy, understand?”
 	“Yes, Sir.”
 	He lifted her up in his arms and carried her to his bedroom.
 	He lowered her down onto his mattress. Wide-eyed, she looked up at him.
 	“You’re mine, Charly.” He began removing his own clothing. “From your gorgeous hair to your cute little toes, you’re mine. All of you.”
 	Still shivering from his oral torture, she smiled sweetly, igniting even more lust inside him. He put on a condom and crawled on top of her. Her body felt amazing under his. This was a physical domination, but what he really desired was more. He wanted all of her—body, soul, mind, will.
 	Her breathing was rapid and full of heat.
 	“I want to feel you grip my cock with your cunt, pet. Clench it hard.” He thrust his dick into her pussy, and like the perfect sub she was, Charly tightened her channel around his shaft. Her tiny cunt felt incredible, squeezing until an insane hunger took hold of him. “That’s my girl. I feel you.”
 	“I feel you, too. Seth, I need you so much.”
 	“Yes, you do, baby. More than you even know.” Moving his hands to her hips, he thrust his dick deep into her pussy.
 	Wrapping her legs around his middle and wracking her fingernails into his shoulders, she began to whimper.
 	Continuing to send his cock in and out of her body, he commanded, “Tell me what you’re feeling, pet.”
 	“So good...too much...God. Hard.” She closed her eyes, seemingly struggling with finding the right words to describe the deluge happening in her body.
 	“Open up to me, Charly. Do it. Let me have all of you.”
 	Her knees parted slightly, allowing him to grind even deeper into her wet pussy.
 	“I feel you, Seth...deep...inside.” Her words came like little gasps.
 	The time for mercy had arrived. “Come for me, baby.”
 	“Yes. God. Yes.” Her body bucked under him as her back arched off the mattress again and again.
 	His balls unloaded into his cock, which throbbed with an intensity he’d never felt before. Then he shot his seed just as Charly screamed his name over and over. It was the sweetest sound he’d ever heard in his entire life.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	The killer dumped the body of the man he’d hitched a ride with in Flagstaff about a quarter mile off of Highway 93.
 	He climbed back into the guy’s Honda Accord and hit the gas. Too bad the man wasn’t willing to go all the way with him to Wilde. Listening intently to the police scanner he’d bought earlier, he grinned. Lucky for him, the local law enforcement in Nevada was loose-lipped on the radio.
 	He knew he had to approach the tiny town with extreme caution, but he must finish what he’d come to do.

 


Chapter Seven
	Charly sat on the back porch of Seth’s house sipping coffee. Her mom sat next to her reading a book. Seth was inside, talking on his cell to one of his dads. He’d been an amazing lover. God, he knew how to make her really feel and let go.
 	The Malibu job wasn’t even on her radar any longer. Her heart now belonged in Wilde with her cowboys. But would reaching for the future she dreamed of end in disaster?
 	She wasn’t quite sure where Seth stood on her most important issue—if he would willingly share her with his other brothers, including Heath.
 	Her mother looked up from her book. “You look like you had a really wonderful evening, baby girl. But something is troubling you. What is it?”
 	I swear the woman can read minds. “I’m the one who asked you a question first.”
 	She shrugged. “Really?”
 	“Yes, really. Stop avoiding the question, mother, put the book down, and answer me.”
 	Her mom grinned. “What was the question again, honey?”
 	Charly laughed. “I wanted to know what time you got home last night.”
 	“I am an adult, Charlene, but if you must know, I got in around three twenty.” Her mom put her nose back in her book. Without looking back up, she added, “And that’s all I’m going to say about my evening with Dr. Champion. Some things should be kept private.”
 	“Young lady, I should ground you,” she teased.
 	Her mother shrugged and winked. “I didn’t know I had a curfew.”
 	Charly loved seeing her mother so happy and healthy. “When are you going to see him again, mom?”
 	“Wayne?”
 	“Of course.”
 	“He wants to take me to Elko for Chinese tonight. I told him it depended on how you were feeling.”
 	“I’m fine and fully recovered. Go. Have fun.”
 	“I think I will. Besides, I want you and Seth to have more time alone, too. Did you two have a nice evening?
 	She nodded. “Last night with Seth was really nice.” More than nice. The cowboy clearly knew just which of her buttons to push to give her over-the-top pleasure.
 	Her mom put her book down. “I’m noticing a little extra-special smile on your face, baby girl.”
 	Charly turned to her mother. “Maybe so. It is a beautiful morning.”
 	“Let me refill both our cups and we can talk about this beautiful morning, the sunshine, and the breeze.” Her mother leaned forward and grinned. “Or we could talk about the man who is really responsible for your smile.”
 	Charly loved seeing her mom loaded with such energy. She decided to tease her a bit about who was responsible for her extra spark. “I’ll agree to that if we can also talk about Dr. Champion.”
 	Her mother’s cheeks turned pink. “Wayne and I are just friends.”
 	“Friends with benefits?”
 	“Hush up, Charlene.” Her mother stood. “I need more coffee if we’re going to talk about this.”
 	“You started it, mom.”
 	“And I’ll finish it, too,” she said with a laugh, and then went back into the house. She returned quickly with a fresh pot of coffee and a plate of blueberry muffins.
 	Charly stared at the baked goods in disbelief. “Did you bake these?”
 	“I did, sweetie. When I got up, you and Seth were already out here, so I decided to whip these up.”
 	“You haven’t baked for me in years.” Charly grabbed up one of the muffins and inhaled its sweet aroma. “This is quite a treat.”
 	“For me, too.” Her mom filled their cups and then sat down. “I’ve always loved to bake but just haven’t been able to until now. Wayne got my records and went through them all. He says all my numbers look great. I’m in full remission,” she said, wiping her eyes.
 	Charly grabbed her mother’s hand and squeezed. “It’s a miracle you deserve.”
 	“Thank you, sweetheart. You’ve been so good to me. You’re such a wonderful daughter. You deserve all your dreams, too.” Her mom took a bite of the muffin in her hand. “This is really good, if I do say so myself.”
 	Charly sampled her blueberry treat. It was perfectly moist with just the right sweetness. “You can make these for me every morning from now on, mom.”
 	“I’d love to do that for you, honey. By the way, where is that sexy EMT? I bet he’d love one of these, too.”
 	“He went inside to take a call from his dad, but he’s never far away from me, Mom.” Charly sighed. “Until they find this killer, he won’t ever leave me alone.”
 	“What about his brothers?”
 	“They’re out working leads with the sheriff.”
 	“It’s easy for anyone to see how much those boys care about you, Charlene.”
 	“I know they do, but I’m not sure this will work out the way I want. I still hope it will, though.”
 	“Sweetheart, don’t make the same mistake I did. My whole life I settled.”
 	“What do you mean?”
 	“Do you remember Mr. Brown?”
 	Charly nodded. “The guy downstairs who owned our building?”
 	“That’s him. Well, after your dad got sent to prison, Mr. Brown lowered my rent by half.”
 	“That’s amazing. He was always really sweet to me, Mom. I remember him helping me fix my bike.”
 	“That’s the kind of man he was.” Her mom gazed off in the distance, but it was obvious she was seeing into the past. “When the divorce was final between your dad and me, Mr. Brown asked me out on a date.”
 	Charly’s jaw dropped. “Where did he take you?”
 	“He didn’t. I turned him down. I wanted to go with him. I really did.”
 	“Why did you turn him down, Mom?”
 	“Mr. Brown was rich, college educated, handsome. He had everything any woman would want. I was a single woman with a child, a GED, and an ex-husband who was a criminal serving time in the pen. I didn’t trust my heart, and I didn’t believe I deserved such a man.”
 	“That’s crazy, Mom. You were beautiful and sweet. You deserved all your dreams.”
 	“And so do you, baby girl.”
 	“Mom, it’s not the same thing. Sometimes Seth seems totally into me. Other times he seems completely distant and cut off.”
 	“But do you love him?”
 	Seth had saved her life. He’d rarely left her side in the days since the shooting. He cared for her in a way no one ever had before. She’d gone to him the day she was shot to find out where he stood, but there was no question in her mind how she felt. She confessed, “I love Seth with all my heart.”
 	“Hello, Seth,” her mom said, looking past her to the back door of the house.
 	Turning her head, she gazed into his eyes. Had he heard her say she loved him?
 	“What smells so good?” he asked.
 	“My mom’s blueberry muffins.”
 	“Would you like some, young man?” her mom asked him.
 	“Yes, I would.” He took a seat and grabbed three of the muffins.
 	Charly’s insides were shaking. She wasn’t ready for him to know her true feelings. “Did your dad have any news?”
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	“Dad Grant had an update, sweetheart,” Seth said, taking another bite. Trying to play it cool with Charly, he put on his best poker face, which was really difficult at present. Hearing her say she loved him meant everything to him, but there was still unfinished business that needed to be handled before he told her his true feelings.
 	“Spill it,” Charly’s mom demanded.
 	“Yes, ma’am. Dad Grant said the sheriff is on his way here. They think they’ve figured out who the killer is.”
 	“Well,” Charly said impatiently. “Don’t leave us in the dark.”
 	“I’m not. Dad hasn’t been told yet. Sheriff should be here any minute. He has some questions for both of you.”
 	“Us?” Her mom frowned.
 	“Why would he want to question me and my mom?” Charly asked.
 	“Not sure, sweetheart. Maybe the killer is someone you two know.”
 	Shaking her head, her mom said, “I didn’t know any of Charles’s shady partners. He always kept that part of his life separate from us.”
 	“I don’t know why the sheriff wants to talk to you either, Mrs. Wynn, but I’m sure we’re all about to find out.”
 	“Seth, please call me Connie.”
 	“Okay, Connie. I’ll try to remember.” He heard a vehicle heading down his long gravel driveway. Likely, it was Sheriff Davis’s truck, but just in case it wasn’t, he would be ready. Standing, he said, “Let me see who that is. You two stay put.”
 	“Will do, Seth,” Connie said.
 	He walked into his house, pulled his gun belt and pistol out of the gun cabinet, and headed to his front door. Opening the door, he saw Sheriff Davis behind the wheel of his Ford pickup.
 	Seth could see by the look on his face that the news he brought was troubling.
 	“Good morning,” the lawman said.
 	“Morning, Sheriff. Did you catch the bastard?”
 	“Nope. But we do know who he is now. Where are Charly and her mom, son?”
 	“The girls are on the back porch. Follow me.”
 	He led the sheriff to them.
 	“Hello, Sheriff,” Charly said.
 	He tipped his hat to her and then to her mother. “Ladies. Mind if I join you?”
 	“Not at all. Have a seat.” Mrs. Wynn pointed to the plate that held the rest of her blueberry muffins. “Would you like some? I made them this morning.”
 	“No thank you, ma’am,” the sheriff answered. “But I do have some news and some questions for you both.”
 	“Don’t leave us in the dark, Sheriff. What’s the news?” Charly asked.
 	“The person responsible for the murder of your dad and Sam Winters, and for the fire at the Cactus, is your half brother, Charly.”
 	Charly shook her head, clearly confused.
 	Mrs. Wynn frowned. “Did Charles cheat on me?”
 	“No, ma’am. Preston Cromwell is older than your daughter by a few years. He’s British, so I assume he was conceived before your ex-husband came to the States. Preston’s mother was Gayle Cromwell.”
 	“Mom, dad had another family?” Charly asked.
 	“That’s why I’m here, young lady. I want to know what you and your mother know about Preston and his mother.”
 	Her mom shook her head. “Charles never told me about another wife or child.”
 	“Well, from what we’ve found out so far, your ex was never married to Gayle Cromwell. What do you know about his life before you were married, Mrs. Wynn?”
 	“Not much. Charles did tell me that he and his parents were estranged. He’d only been in the States a few months when he and I met.”
 	Seth’s anger welled up about the motherfucker who had shot Charly. He vowed to find the guy and make sure he never hurt her or anyone else ever again. Tamping down his rage, he asked, “What else do you know about this fellow, Sheriff?”
 	“Not much. Sam Winters’s widow went through his e-mails and found one from Mrs. Wynn’s ex. Charles Wynn asked Sam to be a tour guide in the area for him and his son. Mr. Wynn had found out about Charly’s relationship with you and your brothers and wanted to investigate more. Since we found the letter, we don’t believe he wanted to harm her, but you fellows might’ve been in his crosshairs.”
 	“What about Preston’s whereabouts? Are you or the state agency any closer?”
 	“Some. The FBI is involved now. They’re working with Interpol to get a confirmation that Preston is in the country. On the plus side, they found Charles Wynn’s gun in a trash can in Flagstaff, Arizona, so we believe whoever the killer might be isn’t in the area any longer. I’m betting that gun is the weapon he shot you with.”
 	Seth breathed a sigh of relief. Still, he wasn’t about to let Charly out of his sight, but he might accompany her on an outing to town. Maybe Norma’s. She’d been pressuring him to get out, claiming a bad case of cabin fever.
 	“Sheriff, I’m so confused. I never knew I had a brother. Did he know about me? And why would he want to kill my dad? Or me? It doesn’t make any sense.”
 	“Motive is something we’re still trying to flesh out, Charly. Like I said, we’re waiting on Interpol and they’re supposed to give us more details on his background. Once I get that report, I will share it with you and your mother.”
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Preston flipped his laptop open at the local library in Kingman, Arizona. Clenching his jaw tight, he logged onto the free access Internet. Had it only been an hour since everything had changed for him?
 	Pamela, one of the nurses he’d flirted with in Elko, had rung his cell. The information he’d charmed out of her during the call had displeased him, forcing a change to his plans. Canceling his flight back to London had been necessary.
 	He’d worked too hard to win the fortune he deserved to leave this one loose end. Both his parents were dead, and his grandparents, too. He had only one family member left alive, and she was a half-wit, even with her degrees.
 	He didn’t suffer fools.
 	Though he never went to university, in primary school, his IQ had been recorded at genius level. How the hell had someone as incredible as him come from the DNA contributions of the deadbeat thug Charles Wynn and the drunken slut, Gayle Cromwell? He’d pondered that question for years and had finally come up with the only explanation—an evolutionary leap. His sister clearly had been born without the same advantage as he, remaining in the simpleton genetic cesspool of their parents.
 	His mother had died when he was thirteen of a drug overdose. Cow. He hadn’t shed a single tear.
 	Killing his moronic grandparents had been so easy. The British authorities had ruled one death as an accident and the other as a suicide. A push down the stairs for the old bastard and a couple of handfuls of pills crushed into a cup of tea for his bitch had done the trick.
 	Here in the US, things had been much more complicated.
 	He’d planned on murdering his long-lost father straightaway. A brilliant strategy, but finding his dad in a motel room carrying a gun had demanded a change of plans. Thinking on his feet, he’d told Charles about the inheritance, hoping to get the guy to let his guard down. It worked but only up to a point. There was no way he was going to share his fortune with Charles Wynn or anyone else for that matter. Besides, there was no doubt that his father would squander every pound. He had to wait for a better opportunity to present itself, and lucky for him, it finally had come.
 	Hoping to glean something useful, he clicked on the most recent news program from Wilde’s TV station. A gorgeous female newscaster popped on the screen. She droned on about a knife fight that had occurred in Bandit’s Hideout, the hometown of Sam Winters.
 	Things had gotten even more twisted when Charles, worrying about approaching his precious daughter, had reconnected with Sam, a prison buddy, to get a little recon about the area and about Charlene.
 	Preston grinned, remembering how shocked his dear old dad had been when learning Charlene was running with six local men, all brothers. Fucking slut!
 	The two assholes, his dad and his buddy, wanted to ambush the brothers on their own land, to rough them up and get them to leave Charlene alone. Their idiotic plan had given him the opportunity he needed. He’d killed the two fuckers and set up one of the Strongs.
 	As if on cue, the lady newscaster switched to the story of the double homicide. “According to Sheriff Davis, the two victims have yet to be identified. They are working every lead...”
 	“Of course they have no leads. I’m too good.” He sighed, recalling his earlier misstep. There’d been no casualties from the blaze at the Hotel Cactus he’d set. So, he’d been forced to change tactics once again.
 	Modifying his grand design didn’t thrill him, but was vital.
 	Shooting his sister Charlene had been so easy. He’d seen the bullet had hit her in the chest. She’d fallen to the ground. In his mind, the job had been done, and it had been time to leave. Had he been wrong? Was there still unfinished business left in Wilde? With what Pamela had told him, he knew it was likely.
 	As the news program came to an end, he closed his laptop. It wasn’t what was said on the show that gave him pause, but what wasn’t said. No mention of Charly or her shooting. That meant he needed to be very cautious returning to Wilde. Law enforcement, no matter how bumbling, would be on guard. Not a problem. His gifts of charm and cunning had served him well for his entire life. In godforsaken northern Nevada, his superior intellect would ensure success that he would ultimately receive the inheritance he was due. He would take great satisfaction killing his sister. Mr. Darwin would praise him for ridding the world of another fool.

 


Chapter Eight
	Seth leaned up on his elbow and looked down at Charly, who was still asleep and thankfully naked. Once her mother had left last night, he’d swept Charly up in his arms again and carried her back to his bedroom.
 	Thank God for Dr. Wayne Champion keeping Mrs. Wynn busy. It allowed Seth a chance to get busy with Charly. Making love to his dream girl for the rest of his life would be his ultimate pleasure.
 	He gazed at her perfect curves. They were what had caught his eye the moment he’d seen her, but what had won his heart was the very essence of Charlene Wynn, the woman he would do whatever it took to win for himself and his two younger brothers.
 	Her eyes opened. She smiled, and then yawned.
 	“Hi,” she said in a breathy tone that made him instantly hard. “How long was I out?”
 	He kissed her cheek, enjoying her scent of jasmine and honey. “Long enough for me to enjoy watching you doze, sweetheart.”
 	She reached up and touched his chest. “Seth, I want to thank you for saving me.”
 	“I think Dr. Champion had more to do with that than I did.”
 	“Of course I’m thankful for what he and all the staff in Elko did for me, but I’m not talking about what happened after the incident.”
 	He liked her choice of words, calling the shooting “the incident.” In an odd way, it kept the horrific memory at arm’s length, emotionally speaking. He couldn’t shake seeing Charly fall to the ground. Like a movie clip playing over and over, it filled every second of his day and night in the back of his mind. “Baby, we don’t have to talk about this right now.”
 	He knew he was overly protective with her. Given what he’d learned from the sheriff about her psycho brother being spotted so far away from Wilde, perhaps it was time to settle back a bit. Sounded easy, but was actually quite difficult for him. Maybe if he used her words for the worst moment of his entire life the next time his gut clenched and his temples pounded with the playback of...the incident, he could find a way to relax.
 	She leaned into his chest. “You and Tobias reacted so quickly when the gunshot rang out.”
 	Fuck! Changing the name of the tragedy didn’t soften anything in his mind. He pulled her in tight and squeezed. “Honey, let’s talk about something else.”
 	“No.” She pulled away from him, and her eyelids narrowed. “I’ve put this off long enough, fearing what you might say or do. No more. It’s time. I could’ve died, Seth.”
 	“Yes, you could’ve. But you didn’t.”
 	“That’s right. But something did change inside me, Seth. Now that I carry a bullet inside my body, likely for the rest of my life, I have a new perspective on things. I’m not going to stall when I need to talk about something. You know what I mean?”
 	He considered going full-on Dom with her, but resisted. That wasn’t what she needed at the moment, even if he hated where this line of conversation was likely headed. “I’m listening.”
 	“I want to talk about you and Heath and what happened in the past that ripped you two apart.”
 	His old wounds ached. He hated that Heath had gotten into the mix with her. “You’ve heard about all that.”
 	“But not from you. I want to hear your side of the tale.” She touched his face. “Please.”
 	He sighed. Digging up old bones wasn’t something he cared to do, but he couldn’t deny her this one request. “My side? You may not like what I have to say.”
 	“Maybe not, but I still want to know how you feel about what happened.”
 	“Heath betrayed me. Hell, not just me, but all of us.”
 	“Us?”
 	“Me and my brothers. We were close. All of us. Heath fucked us all over.”
 	“When he slept with Gabby?”
 	Ancient rage welled up inside him. “Goddamn right, when he fucked Gabby and made sure I saw them in the bed together. I wanted to marry her, make her mine forever.”
 	Charly’s eyes widened, and then she looked down at her toes. “You were right. We shouldn’t be talking about this right now.”
 	He cupped her chin. “Look at me.”
 	She did.
 	“You opened up this topic, and by God, I’m going to finish it.
 	“You don’t have to do that. I know more than enough.”
 	“No you don’t. Did you know that Heath and I were really close?”
 	She shook her head.
 	“Actually, I was closer to him than all my other brothers, not that I cared for any of them any less. It was just that he and I had so much in common. We liked to fish and hunt more than our other brothers. We’re crazy about Mexican food and have a wicked addiction to West Coast rap.”
 	“Then why can’t you forgive him, Seth?”
 	“I know you think a life with all six of us would be a bed of roses, but, baby, those roses have thorns—a ton of them.”
 	“Yes, I was hoping for that life, Seth.” She shook her head and closed her eyes. “It’s true, God help me.”
 	He grabbed her hands and squeezed. “You don’t understand. Even if Heath and I could bury the hatchet, his nutty idea would never work. This town is open to a lot of things, but six men and one woman is more than even they can stomach.”
 	“That’s not what your parents think, cowboy.” She pulled her hands free of his. “You should talk to them. They’re not afraid of bucking old ways of thinking.”
 	“Charly, there’s more to this than you know. You’re new to Wilde. You can’t really understand.”
 	“I understand plenty.” She swung her legs off the bed and leaned down, scooping up her discarded clothes from last night.
 	“Listen to me.”
 	“Why? You’ve made it really clear how you feel about everything, Seth.”
 	He touched her shoulder, and she turned and faced him. Tears were streaming down her cheeks. God, he hated how this was making her feel. But she had to know the truth.
 	“I know this is hard for you, and I really wish there was a way to make it easier. You want the truth and you deserve to hear it. My brothers and I were all close a long time ago. But we aren’t now. Even then, we were split—three and three—by our parents, the ones who are suddenly open to a six-and-one relationship. That’s their way of grasping at any chance that things will heal between their sons, especially between Heath and me.”
 	“What’s wrong with that?”
 	“Nothing, I suppose, except there is no way it would last, sweetheart. If I agreed to share you with Heath and the others, it might rock along for six months, even a year, but then it would end. That’s a fact. There’s too much bad that has happened to get over. I would end up losing you.”
 	Charly closed her eyes and shook her head.
 	He stroked her hair, praying she would really hear him. “I know you care for my older brothers, but I promise you that being with me, Drake, and Dax would make you happy. We would cater to your every need and whim, baby. And best of all, our new family—you and us—would last for the rest of our lives.”
 	“I can’t, Seth. It’s not possible. I’m in love with your older brothers, too, including Heath.”
 	“Sweetheart, you’ll see I’m right. Heath and I can barely be in the same room at the same time.”
 	Charly’s eyebrows shot up, and the hint of a smile appeared on her face. She leaned in and kissed him. Had he reached her, helping her to see what was possible and what was not? He hoped he had, but something about her demeanor told him he still had his work cut out.

 


Chapter Nine
	Charly’s insides were quaking, though she was trying to hold it in. She didn’t want to tip off Seth about what was about to happen.
 	“About done, baby.” Seth flipped their steaks on the grill.
 	“Can’t wait.” For the steaks or the guest about to arrive.
 	Sitting on the back porch, she looked up at the stars, though her attention was on sounds more than sights. Still no truck approached. Surely he was coming.
 	She’d gotten her mother and Jessie in on her conspiracy that had come to her this morning while talking with Seth.
 	Actually, his words had been the inspiration of her plan. “Heath and I can barely be in the same room at the same time.”
 	Like a thunderbolt, it came to her what she needed to do.
 	Seth hadn’t told her he loved her, but his actions had definitely let her know he did care for her. Heath had confessed his love. She was already halfway there.
 	Her training and degrees would take her and the two brothers the rest of the way. Call it an intervention or mediation or counseling or all of the above, but she was about to put her years of university to the test. On the line was her heart, but by God, she was willing to risk it. Even if Seth and Heath couldn’t see a way clear to forming a family together with her, if they could see past their old hurts and renew their brotherly love, it would be quite gratifying. But of course she prayed for her own dream to come true, too.
 	“You need another margarita?” Seth asked.
 	She looked down at her empty glass. Even though a clear head might be desired for the job ahead of her, she couldn’t resist another. “Yes, please.” A little courage from Miss Margarita might be helpful.
 	Seth winked at her and walked to the table with the pitcher of light-green, icy yumminess. He filled her glass. Then he pulled a beer out of the ice chest. “You want to eat inside or out?”
 	“Out,” she answered.
 	He walked back to the grill. “Good choice.” Pulling the steaks off the grill, he placed them on the platter he’d brought. “I’ll get these inside and plate them up with the baked potatoes and rolls.”
 	“Sounds wonderful, cowboy.”
 	Seth walked into the house, and she let out a long sigh.
 	Where was Heath? Why wasn’t he here yet? Then her ears picked up on an engine sound that was slowly getting louder. It had to be the cowboy she’d asked to come under the pretense of being ready to change temporary residences and leave Seth’s home behind. Guilt swept through her, fanning a lack of confidence in her plan. What had she been thinking? A disaster of her making was about to happen.
 	Seth walked out carrying their meal. He tilted his head to the side. “Stay here.”
 	“Wait, Seth. I know who it is,” she confessed.
 	“That’s not Dr. Champion’s car that just parked in front of my house, baby. That was a truck.” He sat the plates down on the table and grabbed his holster with his pistol that rested on the ledge by his back door.
 	“Heath is here. I invited him.”
 	Seth’s face darkened, but he didn’t say a word.
 	“You can put the gun down, cowboy.”
 	“Not until I know for certain it is my brother and not yours.” His tone was sharp and made her uneasy. He stepped off the porch and went around the house to the front.
 	This plan of mine is doomed before it begins.
 	In no time, Seth and Heath returned, both looking at her with accusing eyes.
 	“Spill it, Charly,” Seth demanded.
 	She opened her mouth to say something pithy, but instead not a single word came out. What could she tell them that would change anything? Nothing. She’d been lost to the idea that getting them together might soften their anger at each other.
 	Heath frowned. “We’re waiting, Charly.”
 	Normally hearing these men say her name made her weak in the knees, but now her body was as rigid as an iceberg. Not just her body, her mouth, too. What could she say that would make them understand why she’d attempted this failed arbitration? She hated seeing them tear each other apart when it was clear they still cared for each other deep down. Her heart now had a hole that would never be filled again. She wasn’t just losing Seth and Heath. Drake, Dax, Nate, and Tobias would no longer be in her life. There was no way she could choose some over others, no matter the mix. One, two, three, or even five of the Strongs would not suffice. Plus, she could never do what Gabby had done to them. What kind of woman was she? Seth told her he still loved the woman.
 	Seth moved next to her. “I think she’s drifting.”
 	“You’re right about that, bro,” Heath said.
 	“Guys, I’m sorry. This was a terrible idea.”
 	“And she’s back.” Heath stepped to the other side of her.
 	“Not completely,” Seth added. “I know what she needs. You game, Heath?”
 	“Yes, I am.”
 	Was she hearing them correctly? They’d just agreed to work together to top her. And they sounded happy to do it. Had her plan actually worked?
 	Her hands shook as Seth tugged on her hair.
 	“You’ve been really bad, pet,” he said.
 	“I didn’t mean to trick you two.”
 	“But you did. You told me you were ready to move,” Heath said. “Was that a lie, too?”
 	The bitter taste of guilt filled her mouth. “I’m sorry.”
 	Even that confession wasn’t completely true. She wasn’t sorry. She was thrilled that her plan had worked and that these cowboys, who had been at each other’s throats ever since she’d arrived in Wilde, were actually about to work together. Strange. It didn’t really make sense, but the human psyche was a mysterious thing. What they were proposing—more like demanding—wasn’t what she’d planned for the evening. Still, perhaps this unorthodox therapy might open them up in ways she couldn’t have done on her own. She would willingly take whatever they dished out if it meant they might find common ground. It was a start, and hope sprang up inside her.
 	“Let’s take her inside.” Seth hoisted her up in his arms, and she leaned into his chest. “You’re going to be punished for lying to us, pet.”
 	“I know, Sir.”
 	He carried her into the house with Heath following close behind.
 	When they came to Seth’s bedroom, he placed her on the bed. He went to his closet and pulled out a large suitcase. He set it beside her on the mattress and opened it up. Inside the case were lots of sex toys.
 	Heath leaned over, looking into the suitcase. “Very nice, bro. I can see why you’re sought after by so many subs at the club.”
 	Jealously bubbled up inside her. She couldn’t bear thinking of Seth being with any other woman.
 	Charly watched as Seth pulled out two dangerous-looking paddles. “Is this only about punishment, Sirs?”
 	Seth leaned down and grabbed a fistful of her hair. “You need to be punished, baby.” His tone was gentle even if his actions were harsh. “Take your licks bravely and you will earn a reward.”
 	She watched him place a box of condoms and a tube of lube he’d pulled out from the suitcase next to the paddles.
 	“I will be brave. I promise.” Giddy beyond measure, she couldn’t stop smiling.
 	Heath touched her cheek. “God, you’re something else, sweetheart.”
 	Seth went back to his closet and disappeared. The space was larger than she’d imagined. When he came back out, he pulled an odd-looking piece of equipment that reminded her of a massage table, though it was bent in the middle into a kind of upside-down V. She’d seen one like it at The Masters’ Chambers. Her cowboys had restrained her on a bench like this before they’d spanked her.
 	In a flash, Seth positioned it by the bed. Her anxiety ground into her like a drill, but her excitement kept her worry in check, if only a bit.
 	“Let’s get started, bro,” Heath said.
 	“Absolutely.” Seth stared at her with the most commanding eyes she’d ever seen, and a shiver ran up her spine. “Stand up.”
 	She jumped to her feet fast, hoping to please him.
 	The corners of his mouth curled up. So did Heath’s. God, this is actually going to work.
 	Together, they stripped her roughly, and more than a few of her top’s buttons popped off. Even her bra and panties were destined for the trash bin after they tore them to bits. Their severe handling made her shiver violently. Though she actually craved the promised paddling, she also feared it in an odd way.
 	Shamelessly, her two cowboys looked her up and down. She braved a quick glance between their legs. The tents in both their jeans told her they were hungry and ready to devour her.
 	Seth pointed to the contraption he’d pulled out of his closet. “Lean over the horse.”
 	It’s called a horse. How appropriate for a cowboy Dom.
 	“Stay focused, sub,” Heath demanded. “Seth gave you an order and you’re making us wait.”
 	“Sorry, Sirs.” She complied and leaned over the upside-down V. “Like this?”
 	“Exactly.” Seth clamped the restraints on her wrists and ankles. “Perfect.” He voiced the last word with what sounded to her like awe, which vibrated down to her pussy, delivering a delicious ache.
 	In her current physical state, her ass was the highest part of her body, a vulnerable yet not uncomfortable position. The padding of the horse softened things a bit. She grinned, thinking how few therapists would go to such extremes to aid their patients. But these two weren’t her patients—they were two men she’d fallen completely in love with.
 	It pained her to see Seth and Heath so at odds. She couldn’t imagine how their parents felt having seen their once-loving sons clashing for so many years. She’d brought Seth and Heath together under pretense, but her intentions had been pure. Not entirely true. Yes, she wanted to aid in their healing so they could once again be in harmony with each other, but the selfish motive of getting Seth to agree to sharing her with Heath and the others was also the reason for the great risk.
 	With a feather-like touch, Heath rubbed her ass. “What a beautiful ass. It’s going to look amazing when it turns pink.”
 	“Same protocol, pet. Colors.”
 	“Yes, Sir.” She turned her head and looked at him out of the corner of her eyes. His intensity flowed from him to her like an overwhelming flood.
 	Seth looked at Heath. “Green. Yellow. Red. Got it?”
 	“I know it, bro. Shall we get started?”
 	“Absolutely. She’s been extremely naughty. I don’t tolerate lying, do you?”
 	“Never.”
 	Hearing them talk civilly with each other gave her a feeling of awe. She could imagine repeating this event with Seth and Heath, over and over, for years to come.
 	Seth caressed her neck and face with his fingers, increasing her temperature several notches. “You’ve earned what is about to come. You lied to us. We don’t want that to happen again, do we?”
 	“No, Sir.” She regretted her trickery of both of them. “I shouldn’t have lied.”
 	“I believe you mean it, pet.” Seth picked up one of the paddles. “Still, I want to make sure you won’t do it again. Ever. Understand?”
 	“Yes, Sir. I wish I hadn’t angered you. I really am sorry.”
 	Seth leaned down so that his face was next to hers. “Charly, I’m not angry. I was at first. I don’t like being lied to. But that’s gone now. I understand why you did this.”
 	“So do I,” Heath chimed in. “We can’t blame you, sweetheart.”
 	“But I can’t let you have a pass on this. Even though I will never punish you in anger, I will punish you. Trust me. Tonight, you will feel pain. More than you felt before. It’s for your own good, pet.”
 	“I know, Sir.”
 	“Time to spank that beautiful ass of hers, brother.”
 	Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Heath pick up the other paddle.
 	Seth stroked her hair. “Yes, it is time.” He kissed her cheek, and then he moved out of her sight. Heath remained in front of her, rubbing her back with his free hand.
 	She vibrated from head to toe.
 	Whack! Seth struck first, landing the paddle on the middle of her ass. Tears welled up in her eyes, but she didn’t cry out.
 	Whack! Whack! Her shame rocked her to the core and filled the sides of her face with heat. Still, the stinging in her ass sent a vibration through her, making her pussy clench and causing her clit to throb.
 	Staring down at Heath’s boots and knowing Seth stood behind her made her feel safe and secure, in an odd way. Then it hit her—this was the first time she’d been intimate with these two sex-on-sticks cowboys together. Sure, she’d had sex with them separately on more than one occasion, but never side by side. The realization astonished her and filled her with joy. Perhaps her approach had been wrong, but it was clearly working.
 	Seth continued slapping her ass, never landing the paddle on the same spot. She couldn’t hold back her tears, which were a mix of regret and satisfaction.
 	Whack! Whack! Whack!
 	Her thoughts softened as their punishment sent her closer toward a trancelike state.
 	Heath leaned down and placed the paddle in front of her eyes. “See this, sweetheart?”
 	“Yes, Sir.”
 	“I’m going to use this to teach you a lesson you won’t forget. Your lips are too beautiful to let lies slip past them.”
 	His boots disappeared from view, and Seth’s came into view. They’d switched positions.
 	“You want your punishment to end, right?” Heath asked.
 	“Yes, Sir.” Her heart thudded in her chest, and her throat tightened. Doubt shot up inside her. Did they plan on only spanking her tonight? Oh God, no. If they didn’t make love to her together then all she’d done to get them here was for naught.
 	“What state are you in?”
 	Her lips trembled. “Green, Sir. But I–I...” Her tongue suddenly wouldn’t cooperate as nerves got the better of her.
 	“What do you want to say to us, pet?” Seth asked.
 	“I’m so sorry for what I did. Really I am.”
 	“Don’t hold back, love.” Heath caressed her ass. “Tell us.”
 	She blurted out, “Are you going to share me tonight?”
 	Silence.
 	She closed her eyes as tight as possible as her heart began to shred into a million pieces.
 	“Where are you, pet?” Seth asked, his voice softer than before.
 	“Here, Sir.”
 	“I’m not asking about your physical state. Where is your head?”
 	“Away.”
 	“What state are you in?” he asked.
 	“I guess I’m yellow,” she confessed.
 	“Listen to me, Charly. Really listen.”
 	“Okay.”
 	“Heath and I didn’t react to your question correctly. That’s our fault.”
 	Heath said, “We should’ve read your tone and body language better.”
 	“You’re right about that,” Seth continued. “Sweetheart, you were jumping ahead to your reward before your punishment was complete. That was why I hesitated answering you. That’s all.”
 	“Can you answer me now? Please.”
 	“Yes, pet. We will make love to you once you’ve earned it.”
 	“That makes me so happy,” she whispered.
 	“Heath needs to deliver some slaps to your ass, pet. You lied to him, too. What state are you in now?”
 	“Green, Sir. All green.”
 	“Good girl,” Heath said. His spanks were softer than Seth’s had been. “Will you ever lie to us again?”
 	“No, Sir.”
 	“She’s learned her lesson, bro.”
 	Seth unfastened her wrist restraints, and Heath undid the ones on her ankles. Then Seth lifted her up in his arms and placed her gently back on the bed.
 	Heath placed his paddle into the suitcase.
 	Seth followed suit, putting his paddle into the case, too. He closed and latched the sex toy container. Then he pulled it off the bed and placed it on the floor out of the way.
 	“You really want us to make love to you, pet?” he asked.
 	She nodded.
 	He smiled, warming her from head to toe. Turning to Heath, he asked, “Shall we?”
 	“She’s earned it, bro.”
 	“Yes, she has.”
 	How long had she waited for this moment to be with these two warring brothers? Now, it had finally arrived. For the very first time, she saw the future she’d dreamt of as possible. This was the first step to it coming true. Seth and Heath were more alike than even they knew. She could see it. They were intense, powerful, and confident men. What could be sexier?
 	Watching them strip off their clothes made her heart pound faster in her chest. Their fixed stares made her tremble. Both her cowboys had muscles that would make any woman drool. Even their stomachs were ripped. As her eyes drifted to their massive cocks fully erect, her desire flamed higher.
 	The impatient Heath crawled next to her first. As his fingers played with her nipples, she held her breath for a moment. Her tiny bits tightened, and her pussy dampened.
 	Seth got on the bed on her other side. His lips feathered her neck. “Tell me what you want, pet?”
 	Dizzy with desire, she confessed, “I want you and Heath.”
 	Seth kissed a trail down her body. He started with her shoulder then moved down her arm. Each spot where his lips and tongue landed ignited a new sensation that shot through her entire body, and she got even wetter.
 	Heath licked her nipple and palmed her other breast, driving her mad with want. “Are you wet, sweetheart?”
 	His brazenness flooded into her, and more moisture seeped from her pussy. “Yes, I am.”
 	Seth kissed the soft spot under her arm, giving her a wonderful shiver.
 	Heath nipped at her breasts’ tips, sending her even higher and making her hazy with want.
 	As Seth positioned his head between her legs, sending a hot breath over her mound, and Heath sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, a sense of warmth and safety rolled over her. She needed them to fill her in every way. Being with them was what she’d craved for so long. She touched Heath’s face with one hand and the top of Seth’s head with the other to ensure this wasn’t a dream.
 	“This is really happening.” Her heart soared.
 	Heath kissed her into silence. His tongue swept into her mouth, filling her with even more heat. Her heart raced in her chest, and her toes curled.
 	Seth dotted her thighs with little kisses of his own, warming up her lower half. “Let’s give her a tongue bath she’ll never forget, Heath.”
 	“Excellent idea.”
 	The two rolled her on her side, and Seth remained a breath away from her pussy. Heath kissed his way down her back until his manly lips landed on her ass, still stinging slightly from their earlier joint paddling.
 	As Heath parted her ass cheeks with his large hands, Seth licked her swollen folds, drenching her with dizziness. When Heath’s tongue landed on the tight spot of her backside as Seth pressed gently on her clit, she slipped below the surface of steamy sensations. Her insides tingled and tightened.
 	“Are you enjoying our bath, love?” Heath asked.
 	“God, yes.” As they continued brushing her pussy and ass with their tongues, a massive pulse shot through her body.
 	“She’s close, Heath.” Seth’s voice seemed heavy with lust. “Drown me in your juices, pet.”
 	She closed her eyes and wiggled between them like a live wire.
 	“Come for us, love,” Heath commanded, then continued licking her most intimate spot on her ass.
 	When Seth captured her clit with his lips, tightening down on the throbbing flesh perfectly, her orgasm exploded deep inside her. Spasms shook her body, and her pussy clenched and unclenched and clenched again. She writhed between them, tugging on Seth’s head, pulling him in tighter between her thighs.
 	Their delicious torture continued on and on, keeping the ride of her life from ending.
 	As Heath began applying lubricant to her ass, even stronger desire—to have her two cowboys inside her body—consumed her.
 	“Take a deep breath, love,” Heath commanded from behind her.
 	She obeyed, and he sent a finger into her ass.
 	Seth donned a condom, adding to her excitement. This is really going to happen with Seth and Heath. Oh my God.
 	Heath added another finger, and the sting came and went quickly, leaving only agonizing urgency. “She’s ready, bro.”
 	Seth stood, leaned down, and lifted her off the bed. “Wrap your legs around my waist, pet.”
 	His hands remained on the back of her thighs.
 	“Yes, Sir.” She also placed her arms around his shoulders, steadying herself.
 	Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Heath roll a condom down his erect dick.
 	Seth smiled, and then he lowered her body down just a bit until the head of his cock pressed on her mound.
 	Heath came up behind her and placed his hands on the curves of her sides. “You know the drill, love. Keep breathing.”
 	She obeyed, feeling his cock slip between her ass cheeks until the tip of his dick hit the tight spot.
 	Needy shivers undulated through her. Her clit ached, and her pussy got even wetter.
 	“Time for your reward, pet.” Seth lowered her down until his thick dick pierced her sex.
 	Heath thrust his cock into her ass, giving her a twinge of pain but even more wonderful pressure. Her two cowboys filled her completely, possessed her entirely, and pleasured her beyond measure. Tears streamed down her cheeks.
 	“You okay?” Seth asked tenderly.
 	She nodded, unable to answer aloud at that moment.
 	He kissed her, capturing her lips with his own. Without releasing her mouth, he thrust into her again and again, while Heath slammed his cock into her ass. Her two men enveloped her and took her to the very brink, and still she held on, not wanting this to ever end.
 	They continued pummeling her pussy and ass with their cocks until she finally plunged into a million shivering sensations. Every cell inside her fired hot, bursting like the Fourth of July. Her pussy pulsed violently.
 	Seth released her lips and closed his eyes. “Fuck.” She could feel his cock pulse inside her channel as he released his seed.
 	Heath, too, sent his cock deeper in a final powerful thrust into her ass as he came inside her.
 	Steam shot through her like exploding geysers. Her body seemed to have a mind of its own, writhing wildly between Seth and Heath.
 	She closed her eyes as her cowboys placed her back on the bed. They each crawled to the spots where they’d been earlier, Seth on her left and Heath on her right.
 	Her mind quieted, but her hope grew. Had this crazy ambush she’d dreamed up actually worked out? She turned her head to Seth and saw something in his eyes that troubled her.
 	Had he changed his mind any? She didn’t expect a full one-eighty, but she did hope for some change of heart in him. Was her sexy, stubborn cowboy still hardened to a new possibility, a new dream, a new future?
 	Seth smiled, and her worry faded a bit but not fully.

 


Chapter Ten
	Seth cracked open the eggs and let them land in the hot pan. He placed the bread in the toaster. The freshly cooked bacon was draining on the paper towel.
 	Charly walked in wearing one of his T-shirts. Her grin, which normally thrilled him, gave him a much different response now. “Good morning. Where’s Heath?”
 	“He left several hours ago while you were still sleeping.”
 	The grin was gone, replaced by a frown. “Something wrong, Seth?”
 	“Let’s eat breakfast first before we talk. The steaks I cooked for you last night had to be thrown out this morning.”
 	“I’m sorry about that, but I’m not taking a single bite of your breakfast, Seth Strong, until you talk to me.”
 	He pulled the pan off the heat. The eggs were cooked medium just like she liked them. He’d learned so much about Charly during her stay with him—more than just how she liked her food prepared. She was a fan of dance music, which he’d never cared for. He let it play nonstop in his house for as long as she wanted. She enjoyed a bath in the morning and a shower at night. Some might think that a waste of water, but he didn’t mind indulging her. And even though it had been incredibly difficult for him, last night had been necessary for Charly.
 	“Talk to me,” she said, her obvious impatience brewing hot inside her.
 	“Sit,” he commanded, pointing to one of the chairs at his kitchen table.
 	She shook her head but still complied.
 	He took the seat opposite her. “You sure you’re ready to hear what I have to say, sweetheart?”
 	She nodded, but he could see the worry in her eyes.
 	“Making love to you last night was amazing, pet.”
 	“For me, too.”
 	“But you need to understand it was a one-time event.”
 	“Why? You and Heath got through your BS.”
 	“No, we didn’t. We shared you. That’s all. You needed us. We both could see that. You were wound tight, and it was the only way for you to let go.”
 	She leaned forward. “Can’t you see what a wonderful step that was for you and for Heath? You worked together. You found a way to share me. I’m not saying there isn’t more to uncover and get through. This may be a long journey, but the destination is worth the trip, cowboy.”
 	He thought about grabbing her hands, but knew better. She needed to mull over what he had to say without any distraction. “Charly, my issue with Heath will never be solved by sex. In fact, it will never be solved. Sure, I can share you with him for a night, but never for a lifetime. I can never trust him again. Do you understand what I’m saying?”
 	Her eyelids narrowed. “I’m not an idiot, Seth. I speak English quite well.”
 	He knew her sharp tone was nothing more than a defensive act. Inside she was hurting, and really bad. He hated it, but she deserved to know the truth. “You need to see that Heath’s plan is nothing more than a fantasy.”
 	“Maybe so, Seth. But it is my fantasy.”
 	“Sweetheart, I wish it could be different, but I can’t let go of the past. Heath can’t either. Trust me.”
 	She stood and glared down at him. “Funny to me that you and your brothers expect me to divide my heart in two. It’s so easy for you to take care of what you want, what you need. What about me? What about what I need? What I want?”
 	“Baby, I want to be there for you for the rest of your life but this is impossible. You have to know that. You will eventually have to choose. It’s inevitable.”
 	“No, I won’t. There’s no way I will have to choose. I’m not going to be another wedge between you guys. I fucking hate what Gabby did to you six, but I will have none of it. So, you have my decision. It’s all of you or none of you. Got it, cowboy?”
 	She didn’t wait for him to answer but stormed back to the guest room.
 	Fuck!
 
 	 
 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Charly sat at Seth’s kitchen table with her mom, Jessie, Jessie’s husband Phoenix, and Michael.
 	She and Seth hadn’t said two words to each other since their conversation this morning. What was there to say? He’d made it clear he wasn’t budging off his ancient bitterness for Heath, and she’d told him she wasn’t about to choose no matter how much he and his brothers wanted her to. They were at an impasse. Stalemate. Clusterfuck.
 	“Baby girl, are you sure about this?” her mother asked.
 	“No. I’m not sure about anything anymore. But what else can I do?”
 	“My cousins are a bunch of idiots, if you ask me,” Phoenix said. “They need to get over their bullshit.”
 	“Honey, we all know that, but what can Charly do if they aren’t willing to compromise?” Jessie took her hands. “Come stay with us. Don’t leave town until they capture Preston.”
 	“I can’t stay, Jess. It’s too hard here, facing them every day. My heart is broken.” She closed her eyes and let the painful tears fall freely. “I just can’t do this.”
 	Michael cleared his throat, obviously having something to add.
 	“What do you want to say?” she asked him.
 	“Sweetie, you’re giving up too soon.”
 	“But I told you what Seth said.”
 	He nodded and grinned. “Yes, you did. My favorite line of his wasn’t about Heath or how he couldn’t let go of his old crap. Blah. Blah. Blah. The most important thing he told you was that he wants to be with you for the rest of your life.”
 	“Yes, but he also said forgiving Heath was impossible.”
 	“He’s a man, Charly. They can be stubborn, pigheaded, and petty, but they eventually come around, especially when they’re in love like Seth is with you. Trust me. You’re almost at the finish line.”

 


Chapter Eleven
	Seth looked over at Charly as she sat atop his mother’s horse. His girl looked very comfortable in the saddle. “Having fun, pet?”
 	She smiled and nodded, filling him with joy. He still couldn’t believe she hadn’t left his house for Jessie’s or even Heath’s. Their talk yesterday morning had been quite heated and difficult, but necessary.
 	He’d agreed to this pleasure ride to satisfy her cabin fever. There was no way he would take her to town until her homicidal brother was found.
 	“Where are we headed, cowboy?” she asked.
 	“You’ll see, pet. Be patient.”
 	She’d ambushed him and Heath, so it was his turn to ambush her. He hoped his scheme would convince her and his twin brothers what needed to happen. He’d called Drake and Dax, asking them to set up a picnic for Charly in order to discuss Heath’s idea of the seven-person family. He had no intention of agreeing to it, though he would talk about it briefly. His plan was to make believers of them of what was actually possible—a future with the four of them and no one else—by getting his brothers to join him in making love to Charly. Actions always spoke louder than words did for him.
 	 

 	* * * *

 
 	 
 	Charly saw Drake and Dax waving her and Seth over to what looked like a delicious picnic complete with a large blanket, a basket with lots of goodies, and a couple of bottles of wine. Their horses were tied to a tree loose enough for them to chomp on the clumps of grass at their hooves.
 	She turned to Seth. “You set this up, didn’t you?”
 	He held up one hand, keeping the other on the reins of his horse. “Guilty. I know you love fried chicken, mashed potatoes, green beans, biscuits, and for dessert, chocolate pie.”
 	“You devil.”
 	“You got that right, pet.”
 	“Hey, honey.” Drake held out his hand to help her off Maude’s horse.
 	“Conspirators, all of you.”
 	Seth left his saddle.
 	Dax took his reins and Charly’s. “Before you pass judgment, wait and see what we have for you, sweetheart.”
 	She pointed to Seth. “He already told me.” Not waiting for an invitation, she plopped down on the blanket. “Frankly, I’m starving.”
 	Her three cowboys laughed together, a sound she could enjoy for years to come.
 	“You heard the lady,” Dax said. “Let’s eat.”
 	After they finished the meal, they all sat quietly, enjoying the breeze and the buzz from the bottles of wine they’d drank.
 	Drake broke the silence. “Seth, are you ready to talk now?”
 	“Later. I promise.” Seth leaned in and kissed her on the neck. “I have a better idea, I think you’ll agree.” He pulled her into a thrilling kiss, causing her toes to curl and her heart to race.
 	When he ended their kiss, he looked at her with lusty eyes. “She’s beautiful, isn’t she?”
 	Drake and Dax nodded together.
 	“Wouldn’t you like to kiss her, too? To taste her sweet, lush lips?”
 	Her pulse pounded hard in her chest as Dax moved closer, capturing her mouth with his manly lips. Tingles spread through her body like wildfire. She closed her eyes, enjoying every bit of his kiss.
 	Drake took his place and pressed his mouth on hers. His tongue swept past her lips, and she moaned into him. Michael’s words floated in the back of her mind. “You’re almost to the finish line.”
 	“You look amazing together,” Seth said. “Get our girl out of her clothes. I’ve got some condoms and lube in my saddlebag I’ll get for us. Good idea, fellows?”
 	“Absolutely,” Dax agreed.
 	Drake chimed in, “Great idea, Seth.”
 	The twins stripped away all her garments, including her bra and panties. They meant business, and she wasn’t about to deny them. Seth came back with a box of condoms and a tube of lubricant. Her body quivered violently, despite the warmth of the evening air.
 	“Stretch out on the blanket, pet, while my brothers undress,” Seth commanded, remaining next to her.
 	Without hesitation, she obeyed.
 	While Seth’s hands wandered over her skin, tickling her slightly, she watched her twin cowboys. There was no fanfare, no striptease. They were clearly ready to possess her and didn’t waste a single moment shucking their clothes. Their massive cocks were hard and pulsing.
 	Drake crawled next to her, opposite Seth, and Dax went down between her legs.
 	Seth stood up and began removing his clothes. “Make her want it bad, guys.” Then he donned a condom.
 	Drake licked her neck, and Dax bathed her inner thighs, causing her cheeks to warm. She looked up at the brother obviously leading this charge. “What’s your plan, Seth?”
 	“To give you pleasure, of course.”
 	She knew there was more to it than that, but with the twins licking her into a crazy state, it just didn’t seem to matter at the moment.
 	Seth crawled back into place next to her and pinched her nipple with the perfect amount of pressure, causing her to moan.
 	Please let me cross the finish line soon.
 
 	Seth looked at Dax. “Taste her pussy. Her juices are hot and sweet.”
 	He nodded and moistened her swollen folds with his thick tongue, making her even wetter.
 	Seth sucked her nipple into his mouth, and Drake did the same on her other nipple. An electric shiver burned hot inside her.
 	“Roll over and face Drake, pet,” Seth ordered.
 	She obeyed and felt him lube up her ass with his probing fingers.
 	With Dax licking her pussy, Drake sucking her nipples, and Seth playing with her ass, she was on the edge of maddening desire.
 	Seth flipped a condom package to Dax. “She’s ready. I want to claim her ass tonight.”
 	“I want to feel her pussy around my dick,” Dax said, opening the foil and rolling the rubber down his shaft.
 	Drake kissed her. “Me? I want her gorgeous mouth to suck my cock.”
 	“Take a deep breath, pet,” Seth said, placing his big cock between her ass cheeks.
 	Still on her side, she answered, “Yes, Sir.”
 	He thrust his cock into her ass, and she let out the air in her lungs. He pumped several times into her until the tiny sting was gone, leaving only an immense thirst for more inside her.
 	“Let me pull her on top of me, Dax. That way you can have a better position to fill up her tight pussy.” Seth rolled onto his back, keeping his dick deeply seated in her ass.
 	“Can’t wait to fill her cunt up, bro.” Dax kissed her pussy before moving up her body. “Ready, sweetheart?”
 	She looked into his gorgeous eyes and nodded.
 	He shoved his dick into her pussy, hitting the spot inside her that made her pussy flood with liquid and made her body drown with shivers.
 	“Open your mouth, darling,” Drake commanded, positioning the tip of his dick against her lips.
 	“Yes, Sir.” She widened her jaw as far as possible.
 	He slid his cock down her throat, and she sucked on him as hard as she could muster. Tears rolled down her cheeks as their three cocks filled her utterly.
 	Seth drilled into her ass, heightening her pleasure. Drake thrust into her pussy until her entire body vibrated. Dax fed her his dick, making her delirious for more.
 	Her hands flew from one brother to the next. She had to touch all of them, feel them, make them know how wonderfully they tortured her.
 	Then she fell over the edge of desire and into a sea of climactic sensations—hot, searing, powerful, vibrating.
 	“Yeah.” Dax shoved his dick to the hilt inside her body, and she felt him come.
 	Drake’s eyes closed. “Swallow every drop, love.” His seed slid down her throat.
 	Seth thrust deep into her ass, and then he came.
 	These cowboys possessed her body, her very soul. Like their ancestors had done with the silver mine long ago, these brothers had staked their claim. She was theirs, always.

 


Chapter Twelve
	Charly sat across from Seth in a booth at Norma’s, waiting for their order of King Cakes. The picnic with him, Drake, and Dax still filled her mind. “You thought you could convince me and the twins to let go of my dream?”
 	He shrugged.
 	“Seth, you can sometimes be so transparent, especially for being such a big, bad Dom.” Michael’s words had become a kind of mantra for her of late. Almost to the finish line. Don’t give up. “Tell me about Gabby.”
 	“We’ve already been down that track, pet.”
 	“Not completely.”
 	He shook his head. “You’re quite the handful, baby.”
 	“I know. So like you told me once before, ‘spill it.’” She placed her hand on top of his.
 	“I love you, Charly.”
 	She was thrilled to hear him say it aloud, but she didn’t want to get sidetracked. “I love you, too. But you’re stalling.”
 	“I loved her. Heath fucked that up. End of story.”
 	“So you’ve been in love before. Good to know. What stopped you from going and looking for her?”
 	“I did. She was already married.”
 	“Things change, Seth. Who knows what’s going on in her life now?”
 	“You’re here. She’s not. End of story.”
 	“You’re still in love with her, aren’t you?”
 	Mackenzie stepped up with their breakfast. “King Cakes—one with bacon for the lady and one with a side of ham for the gentleman.”
 	“He’s no gentleman.” A woman’s voice came from behind the waitress.
 	Seth’s eyes widened when a gorgeous female with long blonde hair came into view. “Gabby?”
 	“In the flesh, sweetheart,” she said.
 	Seth’s gaze never left Gabby. “I can’t believe you’re actually here.”
 	The woman who had torn the Strong brothers apart turned to her and smiled. “Introduce me to your little friend, Seth.”
 	“Gabby, this is Charlene Wynn.”
 	“Nice to meet you, Gabby.” Oh my God, it’s her. “I’ve heard quite a bit about you.”
 	“Pleasure, dear,” the bitch said. “Apparently you have the advantage over me since I haven’t heard a thing about you.”
 	Seth had just told her that he loved Gabby. Could this be the end of my dream, my future? “Excuse me. I...uh...need to go to the ladies’ room.” Grabbing up her purse, she slipped out of the booth.
 	“Charly, wait,” Seth said.
 	“I’ll be right back. I promise.” She needed a minute to compose herself. As she stepped towards the ladies’ room, her mind spun with a million thoughts. What the hell was the woman doing back in Wilde? Wasn’t it obvious? She was back to get her claws into Seth and the others. Bitch!
 	Thankfully, the restroom was empty.
 	Her bad luck was holding firm. Gabby was in Wilde. “I’m not going to let you fuck with the Strong brothers again. You don’t know who the hell you’re dealing with, but you’re about to find out. I won’t go down without a fight.”
 	She entered one of the stalls and lowered the lid on the commode so she could sit down. She pulled out her cell. Her heart was thudding in her chest. She clicked on Jessie’s number, needing a friendly ear at the moment and some good advice on how to proceed.
 	No answer.
 	Then she clicked on her mother’s number. It rang twice.
 	She could hear something muffled in the background. Then she heard heavy breathing, but no one said anything. Panic shook her every fiber. “Mom, are you there? Are you okay?”
 	“Your mum’s here with me, Charly.” The man’s voice startled her. “Or should I say ‘sis’?”
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