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        This is for me and all of you out there who love their fictional men to be big, sexy, and 100% alpha.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ***Warning***

          

        

      

    

    
      I’ve never put a warning at the start of a book before, but this time I feel like I need to, so here goes.

      This book contains an over the top, jealous, unreasonable, possessive asshole.

      If you consider unapologetic alphaholes unacceptable, or feel their behavior is in someway abusive, then this isn’t the book for you.

      If, however, like me you love a guy who is so obsessively in love with his girl that he will snarl, demand, punish, and fuck her until she gives herself to him completely, then read on and welcome to the world of my Montana Mountain Men.
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      “Welcome to Wake Up and Go Go, what can I get you?” I ask, trying to hide the weariness from my voice.

      “Cappuccino to go, extra shot, extra foam,” the guy says absentmindedly as he taps at the screen of his cell.

      I busy myself making his drink, blinking hard and forcing my eyes open wider as I try to keep myself awake. My shift should have ended at three today, but my asshole boss didn’t bother to turn up, so here I am still serving coffee nearly fourteen hours after I got here.

      I wouldn’t mind if this was the first time I’d ever had to work more hours than what was on my schedule, but it’s not. In fact, it’s not even the first time this week, and it’s only Wednesday. Owen, my boss and the owner’s son, always puts me on the early shift so he doesn’t have to get up and open the shop at six am, but then he conveniently forgets that he’s supposed to be here to take over from me in the afternoons too.

      “Two fifty please,” I say, yawning as I hand the coffee over the counter to the customer and take the five-dollar bill he’s holding out for me.

      “Keep the change,” he says not bothering to look at me as he turns to leave, his cup to his lips before he even gets out the door.

      “Thank you,” I call after him as the door swings shut.

      Sighing, I grab a cloth and make my way over to a newly vacated table, grabbing the empty cups and wiping the table clean. I make my way back behind the counter, drop the cloth into the small sink beneath it, and carry the cups to the huge dishwasher in the back. Stacking the mugs in the plastic tray, I pull the clean load from the steamy dishwasher and swap it for the tray of dirty, sliding the clean tray into the rack to dry.

      The bell on the front door dings. “I’ll be right with you,” I call, quickly washing my hands and drying them on a towel as I rush back to the front of the store. “Welcome to Wake Up and Go Go, what can I get you?” I ask without looking up.

      “Large black coffee, please, and a bear claw if you have one,” a gruff, familiar voice says.

      Snapping my head up, I’m met with the sight of Beau Barnett. There’s perfect and then there’s Beau; at well over six-feet tall, he towers over my diminutive five-feet one inches. His hair and beard are dark brown, his skin tan from working outside all day. His arms are muscled and huge, and I have to hold in the desperate sigh that always fights to escape whenever I’m near him. I can imagine myself in his arms, held in his warm, sexy embrace. I can picture what it feels like to be beneath him, surrounded by his massive body, pinned down, completely at his mercy. In fact, that’s one of my recurring dreams.

      Only he has no idea who I am, none at all, which is kind of ridiculous given how small the town we live in is and the fact that I’ve lived in the house next door to his family home my entire life.

      He clears his throat and I jump into action. Spinning away from him, I place a mug under the expresso machine, twisting the grinds valve free and emptying it before refilling it and setting the machine to brew.

      While it hisses and whistles, I place the last bear claw, the one I’ve hidden all day just in case he came in, onto a plate and slide it onto the counter, then I switch off the machine and place the mug of freshly brewed coffee next to the pastry.

      “That’s five fifty, please,” I tell him, bracing myself as I lift my eyes and look up into his glorious face. Beau has the face of an angel and the personality of a caveman. His cheekbones are high, his jaw square and always tensed, his hazel eyes intense and full of annoyance.

      Just like always, he grunts his thanks, handing me a ten and waiting while I open the till. “Here you go,” I say, placing his change in his hand and trying not to sigh at the calluses and lines that are etched into his skin.

      Beau is a real man, with a real job. He works hard up in the mountains for the logging company he started after he got back from college years ago. I always think a man’s hands say a lot about him, and Beau’s say he’s not afraid to get them dirty and pitch in, even though he employs a huge crew of guys to work for him.

      My mom used to say that lips could lie, but hands always told the truth. She said Dad’s hands were one of the things she loved most about him, that every line and groove showed how hard he worked to provide for us. Beau could wear a suit, he could sit in a warm office all day down in town, but instead he’s here most days in muddy jeans, flannel shirts, and worn work boots.

      Grunting his thanks, he drops his change into the tip jar, picks up his coffee and pastry, and heads for the same table he always sits at by the window.

      Trying not to stare at him, I busy myself, dragging my exhausted body around the counter to where all the creamer and sugars are laid out in tubs. I tidy the mess, throwing all the empty sachets into the trash, then fill all the tubs back up from the spare stock that’s stored in the cupboard below.

      Stifling another yawn, I glance up at the clock. Only thirty minutes till closing, then I’ll finally be able to go home and fall into bed before I have to get back up at five am tomorrow.

      “That useless waste of space didn’t bother to turn up again then?” Fred, one of the regulars, asks as he places his empty mug onto the counter.

      “Nope, he should have been here at three, but he sent me a text saying he was sick,” I tell him quietly. Owen is a pain in my ass, but I don’t like to bitch about him, especially where the customers can hear. The only reason I’m saying anything to Fred is because I’ve known him for years.

      “That boy needs a kick in the nuts. You need to quit, Bonnie, you’re too good for this place, I’ve been telling you that for years.”

      Smiling, I reach out and pat Fred’s arm. “I don’t mind working here, plus it’s not like there’s hundreds of opportunities for a twenty-one-year-old with nothing but a high school diploma,” I tell him.

      “You should have gone away to that fancy college, like you planned,” he scolds me.

      “You know why I didn’t, Fred, Mama got sick and now my daddy needs me.”

      “Your daddy is a cantankerous old coot, he’s more than capable of looking after himself, plus your brother’s there,” Fred says with a scowl.

      “Caleb has his own family to take care of, and Daddy might be cantankerous, but he needs me,” I say, lifting the mug from the counter and turning to take it into the back.

      “You want me to wait till you lock up?” Fred asks.

      “No, I’ll be fine, there’s plenty of streetlights and my car’s right out front,” I say, flashing him a grateful smile as the old man grabs his stick and hobbles toward the door.

      “See you tomorrow, Bonnie,” he calls.

      “Night, Fred,” I call back, smiling to myself as I stack his mug in a fresh tray, ready to go into the dishwasher as soon as the last customer leaves.

      When I make my way back out to the front of the store, another table of customers has left, and it’s just me and Beau.

      I’ve been working here since my senior year of high school, back then it was only part time, after school and on weekends. I was headed for Utah State, all set to leave home and make my way in the world, then all my plans got derailed when my mama had a stroke. In an instant, all my college plans fell to the wayside and I stayed home to care for her, until a massive heart attack took her from us a little over a year ago.

      When Phil, the owner of Wake Up and Go Go, offered me full time hours, I couldn’t see a reason why not to accept the job. So here I am twenty-one, no college degree, living at home with my daddy, and working a job I like for a boss I hate.

      Beau lifts his gaze and spots me staring at him like the lovelorn idiot I am. I’ve had a crush on him since I was about thirteen years old. I remember my mom, taking me over to his family’s home to visit with his mom. Beau’s the oldest of seven kids, all boys, and he was the first guy I ever thought was beautiful. But when I was thirteen and forming one serious crush, he was already in his thirties and I was nothing but an annoying kid. His dad died when he was still in high school, so all the brothers stepped up to help pay the bills and look after their mama. One by one they all went away to college, but they all moved back home and either started their own businesses or went into partnership with one of their brothers.

      It’s always surprised me that they haven’t moved on and out of town since they lost their mama, but they all still live in the house they grew up in, one big happy family.

      Darting my eyes away from him, I busy myself behind the counter, cleaning and organizing ready for the morning. The only good thing about Owen not bothering to show up is I won’t have to spend the first thirty minutes of my shift tomorrow cleaning up all the mess he didn’t bother to tidy up tonight.

      Maybe Fred’s right, maybe it is time for me to find another job. Phil is a great guy, but his son is a douche, and honestly, I can’t keep working fourteen-hour days just because Owen can’t be bothered to show up.

      When the coffee machines are all cleaned and powered down, the grinds refilled ready for the morning, and the new milks labelled and stocked for tomorrow, I cash up the till, placing the money, plus the daily sales report into the safe. I take the trash bags and dump them in the huge dumpster just outside the back door, grab my coat and purse, and head back to the counter.

      Just like every night I work, Beau is waiting at the counter the moment the clock turns eight thirty, I take his plate and cup from him. “Thank you,” I say, rushing them into the back and stacking them in the almost empty tray that’s waiting to be slid into the dishwasher. Closing the door, I turn on the machine, then knock the lights off and close the door to the kitchen behind me. I go to grab my cleaning rag, but Beau is already cleaning the small table he was sitting at, his body bent over as he wipes it vigorously. “Oh, you didn’t need to do that,” I tell him.

      “It’s fine,” he grunts, not even looking in my direction as he ambles back over to the counter and drops the rag into the sink that’s already full of cleaning solution. “I’ll wait while you lock up,” he growls.

      “Oh, there’s no need,” I tell him, unable to look at him, just in case my eyes confess how much I want him, how many of my dirty dreams star him.

      “I’ll wait while you lock up.”

      There’s a finality in his voice that I don’t bother to argue with, he waits every day, no matter how much I protest, so I pull on my jacket, hang my purse over my shoulder, and head for the door, flipping off the lights as I walk outside. He follows me, waiting at my side as I turn the key in the lock and then drop it into my purse. “Thank you,” I murmur awkwardly as I sway on my feet, wanting to talk to him, to tell him I think he’s beautiful, to ask him to kiss me, to take me home and make love to me. But of course, I don’t, I just smile a little uncomfortably and head for my car that’s parked just a few feet away from the door.

      “You working tomorrow?” he asks, shocking me a little.

      “Oh, err, yeah I’ll be here bright and early to open up.”

      “You’re opening up after working all day today again?” he asks, his brow furrowing.

      “Yep,” I say, trying to hide the confusion from my voice. This is the most Beau has ever said to me in one go. He’s here every morning the moment I open the doors, and every night till we close up. I know he works long hours up on the mountain, so why would he be shocked that I’d be working a full day, then be back again tomorrow?

      “You’ve worked more than one fourteen-hour day this week, you should be off tomorrow,” he says lowly.

      I laugh. “It’s fine, plus the extra money is always good. Marnie is in tomorrow, so I’ll be finished by three,” I say with a shrug, stepping up to my car and sliding the key into the lock. My old Toyota corolla does in theory have central locking, but it stopped working a few months ago and I haven’t had a chance to take it down to the garage to have them fix it yet.

      “You should take that into Bay, he can fix it for you,” Beau says, nodding to my car.

      “I will as soon as I get a chance,” I tell him, opening the door and sliding inside. “Good night,” I call.

      “Good night,” he says with a gruff nod, waiting as I turn my engine on before turning and heading for his truck.

      Rockhead Point is a small town at the bottom of the little base mountain range. It’s a beautiful part of the world, popular with tourists who take a trip to climb the local peaks and trails. My family’s property is about twenty minutes out of town, up the twisting roads that traverse the base of the mountain. I can practically hear my bed calling me the moment the sign for the Williams ranch comes into view. My daddy’s family have owned this land for a hundred years, but my dad was the first to farm it, and now the Williams ranch is known for the best cattle in the entire state of Montana. When my dad’s health meant he couldn’t work out in the fields anymore, my brother Caleb took over the physical day to day running of the herds, while Dad interferes where he can and runs the offices.

      Caleb lives on the other side of our property in a house he and my dad built together when Caleb got married to Maggie, my wonderful sister-in-law. Mom and Dad had Caleb when Mom was just eighteen and I didn’t come till twenty-two years later, so my two nephews Noah and Olly are closer to me in age at fifteen and sixteen than my brother is at almost forty-three.

      I love my brother, but we’re not close. He was already moved out of the house and married by the time I was born; and to him, I’m an annoyance that for some reason he feels responsibility for. Since our mom died, he’s tried to parent me, even though I’m more than old enough to look after myself, which has left us with a lingering resentment that hangs between any relationship we could have.

      At the moment, we’re speaking only because we don’t want Dad to know there’s any animosity between us, but in the rare moments it’s just Celeb and I, we fall back into a stunted silence that I have no idea how to break.

      Just like I knew they would be, the lights in the house are bright and calling me home. This house and land is my sanctuary. As a kid I grew up helping around the ranch, grooming the horses and mucking in to help if we were short-handed, just like my mom did. Since she passed, I’ve tried to step into her shoes where I can, baking cakes and treats for the ranch hands that live in the bunkhouse, offering an interested ear to anyone who has any issues, and generally trying to do as much of the things she did for this place as I can.

      Parking my car, I turn off the engine and climb out, waving to Derek, one of the ranch hands, as he leads his horse into the barn, before I turn and climb the steps to the house. The smell of the chili I put in the crock pot this morning before I left for work fills the house, and my stomach groans appreciatively as I kick off my shoes and hang my jacket and purse on the hooks by the door.

      “Hey Daddy, I’m home,” I call out as I pad toward the kitchen.

      “Hey sweetie, how was work?” he calls out, his old gravelly voice surrounding me in a warm embrace without him even being in the same room.

      “Long. Owen didn’t bother to turn up again, so I worked the whole day on my own,” I tell him, pulling a mixing bowl from the cupboard. Grabbing the ingredients for an easy corn bread from the pantry, I pull my mom’s apron from the back of the door and slide it on over my clothes.

      “That kid wouldn’t know a hard day’s work if it hit him in the head,” Dad grouses as he joins me in the kitchen, sliding into a seat at the worn wooden table to chat to me while I cook, just like he did every day with my mom.

      Working quickly, I turn on the stove, greasing a pan and pushing it to the side while I mix together the bread batter, doing it all with practiced hands, just like Mom taught me to.

      “You should quit that good for nothing job and go to college, your mom’s gone and there’s nothing holding you here,” Dad says, scolding me softly.

      “Nothing except you and my home,” I say rolling of my eyes.

      “I’m an old man, but I’m more than capable of looking after myself,” he growls.

      “Well maybe I like looking after you,” I tell him with a wink, setting the bowl to the side as I grab some chicken out of the freezer ready to prep tomorrow’s dinner.

      “I could just get take out,” Dad laughs.

      “You hate take out,” I laugh.

      “I hate you looking after me even more.”

      “Oh, close your mouth, old man,” I snap. “I’m not just cooking for you, I have to eat too, and right now I need to get this corn bread in the oven so I can go take a shower while it cooks,” I say, leaning down and pressing a kiss to his weather-worn cheek.

      “I love you, Bonbon,” he rasps, wrapping his arm around my shoulder and pulling me in for a hug.

      “Love you too, Daddy.”

      Five minutes later the cornbread is cooking, and I’m stepping into my bedroom and closing the door behind me. My room is a strange mix of childish and grown up. My favourite ragdoll is still on the shelves, next to my winner’s trophy for the third-grade talent show I sang in. But alongside it are a selection of very adult romance novels, that I’m sure would make half the rowdy guys in the bunkhouse blush if they read them.

      My tiny twin bed is gone, replaced with a full that’s pushed up against the wall, the comforter a pretty duck-egg blue that clashes with the pink walls my mom and I painted for my twelfth birthday that I haven’t ever got around to changing.

      My bathroom is a jack and jill that connects with the room that was Caleb’s before he moved out, but as we’ve never lived in the same house it’s always just been mine, as the bottles of products, hairbrushes, and makeup can attest.

      In everyday life I’m organized and tidy, in my personal space I’m a bit of a slob, so the bed’s unmade, the bathroom in need of a clean, my clothes strewn haphazardly where I’ve thrown them toward the hamper and missed.

      I add tidying up and doing some laundry to my to do list as I strip out of my jeans and work t-shirt and fling them toward the other clothes. Turning on my shower I step under the warm stream of water, sighing as the heat instantly relieves some of the exhaustion in my muscles. With mechanical movements I wash my body, then shampoo and condition my hair, reluctantly turning off the water and stepping from the shower once I’m finished.

      Drying myself quickly, I wrap my hair up in a towel and turn to glance at myself in the mirror. I take a moment to assess. I look like my mom, dark hair, dark eyes, and creamy skin that goes red the moment I’m out in the sun. My friend Cora calls me petite, but I think that’s just a nice way of saying short. I don’t hate the way I look though; I’m fit and reasonably slim with enough curves to look like a girl, but not enough to look like I eat more of the pastries than sell them at work. Pulling on a long-sleeve t-shirt and plaid pajama pants, I pause only long enough to slide my feet into my warm fluffy slippers as I head back toward the kitchen.

      Dad’s still at the table and Caleb has joined him, bottles of beer in front of them both as they talk about cows and grazing. Ignoring my brother, I check on the cornbread, pleased to find it perfectly cooked. Grabbing some bowls, I ladle chili into two of them, sliding one in front of Dad and offering the other to Caleb.

      “No thanks, I already ate,” he says dismissively, barely glancing at me.

      Inhaling patiently, I pull the bowl to my spot on the table, tip the bread out onto a board and cut it into chunks, burning my fingers in my haste to grab a piece and dip it into my chili.

      “Sit down, you’ll give yourself indigestion eating like that,” Caleb snips.

      “I’m fine, just hungry,” I say quietly, moving to the refrigerator and pulling out a bottle of beer for myself before I take my seat at Caleb’s side and start to eat.

      “Beer?” Caleb questions derisively.

      “Yep, I’m twenty-one and having a beer with my dinner,” I tell him, not even glancing in his direction.

      “You let her drink beer?” Caleb asks my dad, as if I’m a ten-year-old who’s stolen a bottle and drinking it out the back.

      “She’s an adult, she can handle a couple of beers if she wants them,” Dad tells him, pulling his bowl of chili towards himself and spooning some into his mouth. “Bonbon, I think your chili might actually be better than your mama’s was,” he praises.

      “Thank you, but we both know it pales in comparison with hers,” I say, dipping my bread into the thick, spicy sauce.

      “I need to get going, I promised Olly I’d take him out for a drive tonight, he’s got his driver’s ed test tomorrow,” Caleb says, pushing back from the table.

      “Night,” I mutter, lifting my gaze and finding his disapproving eyes looking between me and the solitary bottle of beer in front of me.

      “Make sure you don’t have more than one if you’ve got to work in the morning,” he chides, patting Dad on the shoulder as he passes him and leaves.

      Biting my lip to hold in the scathing obscenities I’m desperate to shout at my stupid judgmental brother, I inhale sharply.

      “He means well,” Dad says quietly.

      “Sure he does,” I reply as calmly as I can muster.

      “He just forgets you’re not a child.”

      “He forgets he’s my brother,” I say sharply, lifting my beer to my lips and taking a pull of the cold, crisp liquid.

      Dad makes a sound of agreement, although the words never actually cross his lips. Then we fall into our normal, comfortable silence as we both finish our dinner. “I need to get to bed, I’m opening up again tomorrow,” I say, taking our empty bowls and loading them into the dishwasher I insisted we had installed in the kitchen back when Mom first got sick.

      “You work too hard,” he says.

      “You can never work too hard,” I tell him, parroting the expression I’ve heard him say a thousand times in my lifetime, as I turn and smile to him over my shoulder.

      “Good night, Bonbon.”

      “Night Dad,” I say, blowing him a kiss as I make my way back toward my bedroom where I fall into an exhausted, dreamless sleep.
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      It feels like a minute later that my alarm is buzzing and chirruping next to my head. Reaching over, I grab my cell and silence it, only to be woke again by the second alarm that I have set for five minutes after the first. Blinking my eyes open I glance to the window, hating that it’s still dark as I drag my tired body from beneath my warm sheets and pad into the bathroom.

      The bathroom light seems to amplify the dark circles beneath my eyes, and I look away as I wash my face and brush my teeth. Grabbing my hairbrush, I tease out all the knots and then twist my hair back into two braids. It’s not exactly my most sophisticated look, but it’ll keep my hair out of my face all day while I’m working.

      I don’t bother with makeup, just rubbing a little lip balm over my lips as I head back into my bedroom and toward my closet. I yawn as I pull out a pair of ripped skinny jeans and a Wake Up and Go Go t-shirt. The black t-shirt is a men’s small, shapeless, and extremely unflattering, especially due to the fact that the words Go and Go seem to rest conspicuously on my tits, making it seem like my nipples are poking out of the circle in the letter O.

      Pulling on fresh underwear, I dress, grab my cell, and make my way out into the quiet house. The clock in the kitchen says four forty-five am, and in the next half an hour the ranch will be alive with everyone starting work for the day, but for the minute, it’s just me and few moments of silence.

      Just like I knew he would, my dad took what was left of the chili over to the bunkhouse and then washed the pot and left it ready to use, so I make quick work of throwing the raw ingredients in for a batch of creamy chicken casserole that will be cooked and ready to eat for dinner tonight.

      Turning on the oven to preheat, I unload the clean dishes from the dishwasher, throw together a couple of batches of banana muffins, and slide them in to cook as I fill the coffee pot and set it to brew. The guys who live in the bunkhouse have a full kitchen, but the foreman and head ranch hands usually come in to meet with Caleb and Dad most mornings, so I always make sure there’s something Dad can offer them to eat when I’m at work.

      Living on a ranch my entire life, getting up early is the norm and even if my alarm hadn’t jolted me awake, I’d still have woken up at this time, always having gotten up with the birds. The moment the coffee pot is half full, I lift it out the way and quickly slide my mug under the stream of hot, black coffee, swapping it back for the jug when it’s full.

      Grabbing the creamer from the refrigerator, I splash some into my coffee then slide it back into the door shelf. Picking up the Greek yoghurt, I close the refrigerator as I spin around taking down a bowl and the packet of granola from the shelf.

      Spooning some yoghurt into my bowl, I sprinkle some granola over the top, then add a handful of fresh blueberries.

      “You need a proper breakfast, not that new age hippie crap,” Dad says as he shuffles into the kitchen, lifting a mug from the hooks and filling his cup from the freshly brewed pot.

      He always looks old and frail first thing in the morning, when his joints are still stiff and his steps stilted, and it’s times like this that I remember he’s not as young as he was. He was nearly thirty when he and Mom had Caleb, over fifty when they had me, and now in his seventies, the agony of losing my mom shows in every line and wince of pain.

      “I have banana muffins in the oven, but there’s bacon and eggs in the refrigerator if you want a hot breakfast,” I tell him sweetly, ignoring his barb about my own food choices.

      “What time are you working till today?” he asks me, sliding into his chair at the table across from me.

      “Till three, Marnie’s on the rota today,” I tell him, between mouthfuls.

      “You should quit, it’s not like you need to work, you do so much around here we could pay you a full-time wage,” he suggests.

      “I need a real job, not one you created for me because I’m your daughter,” I tell him.

      “It would be a real job, you could work with Caleb, you know as much about this ranch as he does.”

      I scoff loudly. “And I’m sure Caleb would be just over the moon with that.” Shoveling my last spoonful of breakfast into my mouth, I swill out the bowl and spoon and slide them into the dishwasher, then grab a cloth and pull the muffins from the oven before I head into the hall.

      I can hear my dad muttering in the kitchen, but I ignore him, sliding my feet into my sneakers and pulling on my jacket and purse before heading back into the kitchen. Turning the muffins onto a cooling rack, I press a kiss to my dad’s cheek before I leave the house, climb into my car, and head back down the mountain.

      By the time the lights of town come into view, my mug of coffee is empty and I feel almost awake and ready to face the day. This early, Main Street where Wake Up and Go Go is situated, is almost empty, so I easily slide my car into the spot right outside the store.

      Just like he does every day, Beau Barnett parks his truck next to my car before I get a chance to open my car door, his silent presence almost overwhelming when he’s so close. Even after eight years, I still turn into the blushing, gawping teenager I was the first time I realized I had a serious crush on the oh-so-perfect Beau. You’d think by now, at twenty-one, I’d be worldly and mature enough to at least talk to him, but no, apart from polite small talk, I freeze whenever he’s near me.

      “Good morning,” I tell him, my voice so bright I’m almost shouting at him.

      “Morning,” he growls, his brow low, his eyes dark and sultry as he follows me to the door, waiting for me to unlock it, then pushing it open as I step inside and turn on the lights.

      “Take a seat, I’ll get the machine turned on to heat up,” I tell him, just like I do every day. Sometimes I wonder if he sits and chats with Phil or Owen, or Marnie if they open up instead of me, but it’d be odd for me to ask them about him without making it obvious that I’m obsessed with the oldest Barnett brother.

      As I go about switching on the coffee machine and getting everything else set up for the morning, I covertly watch Beau from the corner of my eye. He’s dressed in work trousers, the kind that have reflective orange patches half way up the leg, and a gray, thermal, long-sleeved shirt that hugs his thick, muscular chest and toned waist. His hair is disheveled and just a little too long, so it hangs sexily in his eyes, and his beard is full and thick. I feel a tiny whine fall from my lips as I just stare at him.

      In my mind, if I could just speak to him, he’d instantly see past the age gap, my insignificance, and general awkwardness, and fall head over heels in love with me. I’ve lost count of how many daydreams I’ve had about finding the courage to sexily strut over to him and sit down in his lap. To feel his strong arms band tightly around my waist and hold me to him, while his fingers cup my cheek and he kisses me like I’m the most important thing in the world to him.

      Of course, in reality, Beau has the pick of every available woman in town. He is Rockhead Point’s most eligible bachelor, and the town’s women are just lining up to take their shot with him. Last week I heard he took Amber Hammond out for a drink, she’s beautiful, thin with fake boobs that are persistently perky and always playing peek-a-boo from her top.

      Apparently, he’s never had a serious girlfriend, or at least not since high school when he was hot and heavy with Mary-Ann Wilkes. She still lives in town and is married to one of Beau’s friends, they have six kids and she teaches fourth grade at the school, so I doubt he’s still pining for her.

      The Barnett brother’s relationship status is a constant source of gossip for the townsfolk of Rockhead Point, and once a week on a Monday morning I hear all about it when Gladys, Sylvie, and Jane Gladstone all congregate in the coffee shop for their weekly catch up. The sisters are all in their sixties, but nothing happens in this town that they don’t know about and they loudly share their gossip titbits over coffee and cake.

      “Black coffee?” I call to Beau once the machine is to temperature.

      “Please,” he answers, not lifting his gaze from the cell phone in his hands.

      Sighing wistfully, I make his drink and deliver it to his table, opening my mouth to speak, then slamming it shut when he doesn’t even lift his head to acknowledge my appearance at his side. Here I am, silently lusting over the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen, and he can’t even find enough manners to lift his head and thank me for bringing him his coffee.

      Without a word, I slide his cup onto his table and silently walk back to the counter. Phil has a fresh order of pastries delivered to the shop each morning, but if it’s quiet I sometimes throw a few batches of muffins into the oven. So, ignoring Beau’s oblivious presence, I head into the kitchen and whip up four batches of muffins, one Blueberry, one corn, one chocolate chip, and one of my famous snickerdoodle muffins that the customers always seem to go mad for. The ding of the bell signals the door being opened, and I rush to the front of the store just in time to watch Beau’s massive form retreating down the street to his truck and spot his ten-dollar bill waiting on the counter.

      The rest of my day passes in a blur, a coach load of tourists all arrived desperate for caffeine and snacks at a little after ten, and the rest of the day seemed to be just as hectic. Before I know it, it’s three in the afternoon and I’m ready to get home and maybe take a soak in my tub, but Marnie is mysteriously absent.

      Grabbing my cell from my pocket I click into my messages and find one from Owen.

      
        
        Owen – Marnie is sick, I need you to stay till close.

        

      

      Muttering profanities beneath my breath I type out a reply.

      
        
        Me – I stayed till close yesterday and Monday, my shift ends in five minutes, if you want me to stay, I want double time for the rest of the day.

        

      

      Teeth gritted, I watch as the three dots blink on, then off again as I wait for a reply.

      
        
        Owen – Time and a half.

        Me – Double time or I’m kicking everyone out and closing up for the day.

        Owen – Fine double time.

        Me – Nice doing business with you.

        

      

      Smiling wryly, I slide my cell back into my pocket and get back to work.

      By the time eight o’clock rolls around I’m regretting my decision to stay till close, no matter how much money I’ve earned. My living expenses are low living with my dad, but my car is old and before the worst of the winter weather hits us, I’d like to be able to buy myself something a little more reliable. My dad would buy me a new car if I’d let him, but it’s important to me to stand on my own two feet wherever I can. Plus, Caleb already treats me like a child, if he finds out Dad’s bought me a car, I’ll never hear the last of it.

      With fall in full bloom, the town’s had a steady flow of tourists here to see the picturesque mountain views and glorious sight of the trees all in fall color. In a couple of months’ time, the winter sports tourists will descend upon the town, and every other customer will be carrying brand new ski’s and expensive snow gear that they just bought.

      Rockhead Point isn’t as big as some of the other ski resorts, but what it lacks in black runs, it more than makes up for in small town charm.

      When the bell over the door chimes, I look up expecting to find Beau Barnett here for his evening coffee and danish, but instead I find an unfamiliar face. The man who just entered the shop is almost as tall as Beau, but instead of dark and brooding, he’s blond, his build lean beneath an expensive looking suit, a crisp white dress shirt and a crimson red tie.

      His eyes find me, and instead of dismissing me and immediately moving to the coffee menu behind me, they linger, looking me over for a moment before a wide smile spreads across his full lips. “Hello, love,” he says, striding up to the counter, reaching up to tousle the hair that’s fallen across his forehead.

      “Welcome to Wake Up and Go Go, what can I get you?” I ask with a smile.

      “A latte and a companion for dinner,” he says, lifting his eyebrows in question as he rests his elbows on the counter and leans in to me, his smile so wide and compelling I feel a little dazed.

      “The latte I can help you with, the dinner companion, well I’m sure Fred would be happy to join you,” I laugh, gesturing to where Fred is nursing a cup of coffee, all of his attention focused on the crossword he’s been working on for the last hour.

      A burst of laughter comes from the guy, throwing his head back with mirth just as the bell above the door rings again and an angry looking Beau strides in, his expression black and foreboding.

      “I’m Dan,” the man says, holding his hand out to me across the counter.

      “Bonnie,” I tell him, reaching out and placing my hand in his.

      “Well, Bonnie, as much as I’m sure Fred would be riveting company, I think you’re probably more my speed. So, will you do me the pleasure of joining me for dinner?”

      Before I have chance to answer, a gruff and very loud throat being cleared disturbs us.

      “I should probably get back to work,” I tell Dan. “A latte, anything else?” I ask, turning to start his coffee.

      “Your number?” he asks playfully.

      Ignoring him I make his coffee, sliding it across the counter as soon as it’s done. “That’s three dollars, please,” I tell him.

      Pushing a ten toward me, he smiles. “Keep the change,” he says with a flirty wink as he picks up his coffee and moves down the counter to where a handful of stools line the shallow shelf that runs along the wall of the coffee shop.

      “Hi Beau, the usual?” I ask, when Dan has gone and Beau steps up to the counter.

      “Please,” he says gruffly, his attention diverted between me and Dan. “Who’s the guy?” he asks, shocking the hell out of me and almost making me drop the cup in my hands.

      “What?” I ask, disbelieving that Beau Barnett is actually engaging me in a conversation that involves more than two words that aren’t coffee and please. “Who?”

      “The guy,” he growls.

      “I don’t know, his name is Dan,” I ramble, my hands shaking a little as I fill his cup with black coffee and place the bear claw I saved for him onto a plate, pushing them both across the counter toward him.

      “You need me to get rid of him?” Beau asks, a hint of violence lacing his tone.

      “What? Of course not, he’s a customer,” I say, shocked by his very strange behavior.

      His expression darkens and he glares at me, then slaps a bill down on the counter, before picking up his drink and food and storming over to his table. Incredulous I stare at after him, what the hell has gotten into him? I wonder.

      “So, dinner?” Dan asks, sliding his coffee along the shelf until it’s resting on the very edge of the counter.

      “It’s a meal, usually eaten in the evening,” I tease, with a smile.

      “It is,” he agrees. “And tonight you’ll be eating it with…” he trails off, waiting for me to fill in the blanks.

      “My dad and maybe my brother,” I say nonchalantly.

      “You live at home?” he questions.

      Not answering, I turn the question back to him. “You’re from out of town?” I ask.

      “I’m actually thinking about moving here, I’m living in Seattle at the minute, but my company is looking into the Montana market and considering opening a branch here.

      “In Rockhead Point?” I ask.

      “I own a sporting goods company, so expanding into small towns where there’s a busy all year-round tourist trade is good business,” he tells me.

      I nod, like I’m in complete agreement, when really I’m internally rolling my eyes. A big chain sporting goods store opened up a branch in Rockhead Point a few years back. It closed within twelve months.

      What bigwig corporations never seem to understand is that people visiting small towns, do so for the small-town charm, not to visit the same chain stores they can shop in back home. They love that McCarthy’s sporting goods has everything they could ever need as well as local knowledge, a friendly atmosphere, and a thousand recommendations for paths, trails, and ski routes.

      “So, dinner?” he asks again.

      “I like it,” I say with a smile. “It’s not as good as breakfast, but it’s better than lunch.”

      Somehow his charming smile gets even wider. “I like it too. If you wanted, we could do both, dinner, then breakfast,” he suggests with a flirtatious wink.

      Giggling, I shake my head. “I don’t think so, but thank you.”

      Clasping his hands over his heart dramatically, he gasps. “You wound me, but I won’t give up, I’m staying in town for the next few days, maybe you could give me the guided tour instead.”

      “I’m working till the shop closes,” I say with a smile, enjoying his playful flirting. I actually don’t remember the last time anyone flirted with me. The majority of the guys in town my age are away at college or already married. Plus, it’s difficult to find a connection when you’re constantly comparing them to the perfect but unreachable man.

      My eyes drift over to Beau’s table, I’m expecting to find him ignoring me like he usually does, but instead his piercing hazel eyes are looking back at me, his lips tipped down into a scowl.

      “What time does the shop shut? I can wait,” Dan says, pulling my attention back to him.

      “We actually close in half an hour, but like I said I have dinner plans with my family,” I tell him.

      “See you tomorrow,” Fred calls as he shuffles toward the door.

      “Bye Fred,” I call back, stepping around the counter to clear Fred’s table. I take his dirty cup into the back, then return to the counter where Dan is still sitting.

      “So, Bonnie, are you a townie?” he asks.

      “Rockhead Point born and raised.”

      “This must have been a great place to grow up, a safe community, knowing all your neighbors?” he asks, his chin resting on his fist, all of his attention devoted to me.

      Sighing, I glance through the window at the town beyond. “It actually was. I love it here, I can’t imagine ever wanting to live anywhere else,” I tell him.

      “I know I’m being incredibly forward and probably coming off as a total creep, but are you single, Bonnie?”

      A blush fills my cheek with how blatant he’s being, but I like it. I know literally nothing about him other than his name, but it’s so nice to have someone be interested in me. I’m sick of stupidly pining over a guy who is so far out of my reach it’s ridiculous. If Beau had ever done anything to encourage my childish crush, then perhaps I wouldn’t feel so stupid still harboring feelings for him so many years later. But the truth is, I doubt he’d care if I stripped naked and gave him a lap dance.

      “Is this how you pursue a girl in the big city?” I tease.

      “No,” he laughs. “I actually don’t remember the last time I saw a girl worth pursuing. But you didn’t answer my question. Are you single?”

      “What would you do if I told you I was taken?” I ask.

      “If you had a boyfriend or a husband you were serious about, you’d have shot me down the moment I asked you out,” he says, reaching out and running his finger over the back of my hand.

      “It’s eight thirty,” Beau announces loudly, startling me and making me snatch my hand away from where Dan was touching me.

      “What?” I ask, my voice a little breathless.

      “It’s eight thirty, shop’s closed,” Beau says again, striding over to the counter and placing his empty mug and plate down, muscling Dan out of the way as he does.

      “I should go,” Dan says, glaring at Beau for a second before he looks at me, his lips turning up into a playful smile. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Bonnie, are you working tomorrow?”

      I nod, and he knocks the top of the counter with his knuckles. “Then I’ll see you tomorrow.” With that, he looks at Beau again, smirks, and leaves, the bell over the door tinkling as he goes.

      I’m not even slightly ashamed to say I watch him leave, his perfectly tailored suit, clinging to his tight ass in all the very best ways. It takes me a minute to realize Beau is still at the counter, his expression more of a glower now, his brow furrowed, his eyes narrowed.

      Clearing my throat, I force a polite smile to my lips. Grabbing his plate and mug I slide them toward me. “Was there anything else I can get you?” I ask, when he just stands there glaring at me.

      “I’ll wait while you tidy up,” he snarls.

      “There’s no need, I can lock the door while I clean up,” I tell him, hating how uncomfortable him speaking to me makes me.

      This guy has been the object of every dirty fantasy I’ve ever had, his is the face I see every time I touch myself and make myself come. He is literally my fantasy man in flesh, but now he’s actually looking at me, I have nothing to say that doesn’t include me offering to serve him food or drink.

      “I’ll wait,” he hisses through clenched teeth.

      The tone of his words makes me feel chastised, like I’ve somehow done something wrong, but I have no idea what it could be. Beau and I aren’t friends, we don’t even have friends in common, other than perhaps my brother, but I don’t even know if Caleb knew Beau in high school.

      I want to argue with him, but instead I find myself nodding. “Okay,” I say, my voice barely above a whisper, then I scurry into the back to get on with my clean up duties.

      When I’ve loaded the dishwasher and stacked the clean trays, I take the trash out to the dumpster, then head back into the main shop to turn off the coffee machine and get set-up for the morning. I’m half expecting Beau to be gone, but instead, he’s waiting at the counter, his arms crossed across his huge chest, his expression still dark and brooding.

      “I just need to clean the tables, there’s really no need for you to wait,” I babble.

      “I already cleaned the tables, and I told you I’ll wait,” he says, his voice full of warning not to push him on this.

      An unexpected heat bubbles to life in my core, usually I don’t feel it unless I’m in bed at night, my hands inside my pajama bottoms, fantasizing about him kissing and touching me. His angry voice and black expression shouldn’t be turning me on, but it is. Even though he’s being a bossy dick, this is the most he’s ever spoken to me.

      More heat rushes to my cheeks and I quickly turn away, switching off the machine and refilling the grinds ready for the morning as fast as I can. I don’t understand why I’m reacting this way to him. I’ve wanted him to notice me for so long, and now he’s here and I’m acting like a teenager with a crush, which I suppose I basically am, except I’m twenty-one and not a teenager anymore.

      Rushing to the back I grab my purse and jacket, and then stride out to the front of the store, trying to look unaffected and calm, even though I’m neither of those things. “Thanks for waiting, I’m all done now,” I say on a rush, darting to the door and holding it open.

      Without a word he follows me, pausing just outside the door while I turn off the lights and lock up.

      “You shouldn’t be talking to strangers,” he says, his voice a low rasp.

      “What strangers?” I ask perplexed.

      “That douche in the suit.”

      “He’s a customer, I have to talk to the customers,” I say, unbelievably confused.

      “He was flirting with you,” he says bluntly.

      I shrug. “Maybe.”

      “So, you need to stay away from guys like that,” he growls angrily.

      “Why? And what kind of guy is he? He wasn’t asking me to marry him, he was flirting a little and asking me to dinner,” I say.

      “The kind of guy who’s not for you,” he warns.

      His words and the tone of his voice instantly gets my hackles rising. I might be in a seriously unrequited mythical relationship with this guy, but that doesn’t give him the right to tell me what to do. I mean we’re not friends, we’re barely acquaintances. I’m just the girl who gets his coffee. “Excuse me,” I snap, arching my eyebrows and daring him to explain what the hell he thinks he’s doing.

      “What would your daddy and Caleb say if they saw you flirting with a guy like that?” he snarls, taking a step toward me.

      “Are you serious?” I cry. Did Caleb put him up to this? Is that why he never utters a word to me, but always waits while I lock up and get into my car? Did my brother ask him to spy on me?

      “Am I serious about you staying away from douchebags like that guy who was asking you to go back to his hotel and ride his dick? Hell fucking yes I’m serious,” Beau hisses angrily.

      “Look, I have no idea why Caleb asked you to spy on me or whatever. But I already have one pain in the ass brother who insists on treating me like a child, I don’t need another one. I’m an adult, with a job. I can vote, get married, have babies, move to another country should the mood take me. That also means I can flirt, date, and screw anyone I want, so you can stop keeping an eye on me and tell my asshole brother to mind his own business,” I shout, before stomping to my car, opening the door, and driving away without even glancing in Beau’s direction.
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      “Fuck,” I hiss beneath my breath, as I watch her tail lights disappear into the distance. Rushing to my truck I climb in and turn on the engine. My tires screeching in protest as I pull into the street, accelerating to catch up with her.

      I don’t know if she realizes I follow her home whenever she drives home in the dark. My house is on the property right next door to her family’s ranch, and even though she’s been driving that route for years; the roads can still be treacherous once the sun goes down.

      Keeping an eye on Bonnie Williams has become a bit of an obsession. It started one day about a year ago. I drove past the coffee shop she works in real early one morning and she was there alone, opening up. Something stopped me from just driving away, and before I even knew what I was doing I was in the shop ordering a coffee and watching her.

      That wasn’t so bad, there’s nothing wrong with being neighborly and keeping an eye on the too beautiful girl who was alone and vulnerable.

      Then the next day I saw her closing up the shop, not paying any attention to what was happening around her, not checking that she was alone, that no one was watching her.

      The next evening, I waited till closing time to drive past the shop, just to check on her, and there she was alone again, so sweet and young and beautiful. I felt compelled to stop in and wait till she closed up to make sure she was okay, protected.

      My mama was friends with her mama, and I told myself I was just doing the right thing, taking care of her, making sure she was safe. But that was nearly a year ago, and yet here I am, leaving my house early every morning and following her down the mountain, then waiting while she gets set up, and then coming back every night half an hour before closing to see her safely back to her home.

      She’s always been beautiful, but the last few years she’s matured into one of the most stunning women I’ve ever seen. She’s tiny, barely more than five foot, she’s so petite I reckon I could span her waist with just my hands. Her hair is a rich brown, hanging to her shoulders, though she rarely wears it down at the shop. Her features are refined, like a perfect china doll, except her lips that are sinfully full. But she’s half my age, and Caleb Williams’ baby sister. I’m not obsessed with her, I’m just being nice and looking out for her, because that’s what folks do in Rockhead Point, we take care of our neighbors.

      Keeping her tail lights far enough ahead of me that she doesn’t realize I’m following; I think about everything she just yelled at me. She thinks Caleb asked me to keep an eye on her. I fucking hate Caleb, always have ever since high school, he always acted so fucking superior because his daddy owned a ranch. His parents are good people, but he always came across like an uptight asshole and I doubt much has changed over the years.

      She thinks I’m trying to act like her big brother. A laugh falls from my lips, echoing around the silence of my truck. She couldn’t be any further from the truth.

      I’m forty-three years old, but I’ve never had any real interest in settling down and starting a family. I know that there’s plenty of women who’d be interesting in fulfilling the role of my wife, should I go looking, but I’ve just never been interested. When my daddy died, I became the man of the house. It became my responsibility to look after my mama and my brothers, so that’s what I did.

      I went away to college at my mama’s insistence, but I worked my ass off and graduated early, then I came back home and did what was expected of me. I started a business in town and looked after my family, just like my daddy would have wanted me to do. I made sure all my brothers got degrees too, and then the seven of us took care of our mama until she passed.

      Rockhead Point may not seem much to some, but this is my home. Since I started keeping an eye on little Bonnie Williams over a year ago, I’ve found myself losing interest in the other women in town. I still go to the bar with my brothers, and occasionally I find a willing companion to share a bed with for a night or two. But for women closer to my age there’s a lot of biological clocks a ticking and I have zero interest in becoming a father. I’m good in bed, and those I do indulge in for a while, never go unsatisfied, but most women want to catch me and I don’t have any interest in being caught.

      The road curves round to the right and I pass the entrance to my home, slowing down as I follow Bonnie’s clunker of a car winding around the bend and then accelerating onwards towards her family’s property. After another few hundred yards, I watch as her blinker turns on and she slows, driving onto the lane that leads up to the main house. Just like I do every other night, I drive straight past the turning to her drive and then make a U turn a little further along the road before making my way back to the turning that’ll take me to my house.

      Our squat, wooden ranch style home, is wide and sits in the middle of the huge plot my parents bought when they first got married. My daddy built this house himself after my mama told him about the house she’d seen in her dreams, filled with boys who looked just like him. She loved this place, and they filled every wall and window and door with the love they had for each other and for us boys.

      My parents were perfect for each other in every way, I’ve never known two people be so in love. Sometimes I wonder if that’s why me and my brothers haven’t ever found women and settled down, because if we can’t have a love like our parents shared, why bother settling for less.

      Parking my truck behind Bay’s mustang, I kill the engine, leaving the key in the ignition, and climb out, heading toward the brightly lit up house. It’s nearly nine o clock, so all of my brothers are probably home, and as I push through the door the noise assaults me.

      Bay and Teddy are sprawled on the couch, Xbox controllers in their hands as they duke it out playing Call of Duty, or whatever popular game they’re playing at the moment.

      Cody is sat at the big dining table, blueprints spread out in front of him as he makes notes in a notepad. Granger waves a greeting at me from where he’s stood in the kitchen, a knife in his hands as he chops something for whatever he’s cooking tonight, while Huck sits on the counter stealing bits of food and eating them.

      “Hey,” I call to them all, as I untie my boots and place them in their spot by the door, shucking out of my jacket and hanging it above my boots.

      A chorus of hellos call back to me and I make my way through the room to the kitchen, looking down into the pan Granger’s dropping onions into. “Where’s Penn?” I ask.

      “Gone out to get laid, he’s been complaining that his balls were full all fucking day,” Bay calls from behind me.

      “Please tell me he’s not fucking crazy Roxanne again?” I ask.

      “Yep, that girl is a fucking nightmare, you know he found her stabbing holes in a condom the other month,” Huck says with a grimace.

      Pulling my cell from my pocket I shoot him a quick text.

      
        
        Me – That girl is crazy! If you can’t keep it in your pants at least make sure you double bag it, I don’t want my first niece or nephew’s mama to be her.

        

      

      He replies a moment later with a ‘no glove no love’ gif, and I roll my eyes and shove my cell back into my pocket. I’m the oldest at forty-three, Bay’s next at thirty-nine, Cody’s thirty-seven, Granger two years younger than him, Huck at thirty-four, Penn thirty-two, and Teddy the baby at thirty. But no matter how old we all are, we’re all still stupid fucks, and a text to remind him not to do anything idiotic with a girl we all hate isn’t over stepping.

      “Did little Bonnie Williams get home okay?” Granger asks with a knowing smirk.

      “Yeah,” I say gruffly.

      “What’s up? She figure out you’re stalking her?” he laughs.

      “Keeping an eye on her when she’s all alone in that store at the ass crack of dawn and at night isn’t stalking her,” I growl. “Would you just drive past and leave her all alone in that place? Anyone could walk right in off the street and attack her.”

      “Why don’t you just have a word with Phil?” Teddy says. “This is Rockhead Point, but I suppose she is pretty vulnerable there. If he won’t do anything, then let Caleb know, it’s his sister, not yours.”

      “I’m not trying to be her fucking brother,” I hiss angrily.

      “What the hell’s gotten under your skin?” Granger asks, turning his attention away from whatever he’s cooking and toward me.

      “Nothing,” I say, my teeth clenching as I think about the way she was flirting with that fucking guy.

      “Bro, you look like you’re ready to murder someone, what the fuck’s going on?” Huck asks, jumping down from the kitchen counter and turning to face me.

      “Nothing,” I growl.

      “Yeah, sure looks like nothing. What’s happened?” Huck asks.

      “Nothing, there was just this guy—” I start.

      A chorus of jeers and yells burst from my brothers as Teddy jumps up from the couch and points at me. “Yes,” he shouts triumphantly. “I had September,” he cries.

      “What?” I ask, confused.

      “We’ve had this pool running for nine months now and I called it, I said it’d be September when it happened,” he declares jubilantly, a wide smile on his face.

      “When what happens?” I ask, annoyed with whatever the fuck is going on.

      “When you realized you were in to little Bonnie Williams,” Granger says in a sing-song voice.

      “Shut the fuck up all of you. I’m not into her, she’s barely twenty-one,” I argue.

      “Sure, right,” Bay laughs. “So why don’t you tell us what happened to get you all growly?” he taunts.

      “I’m not growly,” I growl.

      They all laugh and I sigh, rolling my eyes at them.

      “What happened?” Huck asks.

      “Nothing. I went into the shop tonight, just like I do when she’s closing up on her own, and she was talking to this guy. Big city type, expensive suit, you know the kind,” I tell them.

      “She making out with him? Is he her boyfriend?” Bay questions.

      “No,” I spit, as anger bursts to life inside of me.

      Bay laughs giving me a knowing look. “That bother you, bro, that she might be getting it on with the city slicker?”

      “She wasn’t making out with him. They were just flirting,” I say through clenched teeth, my hands forming tight fists at my sides.

      “So she was flirting a little, if you’re not into her, what do you care? She can do what she wants, fuck who she wants, she’s all grown up now,” Cody taunts, from his seat at the table.

      “She’s not fucking him,” I growl.

      “She could be. She could be on her way back down the mountain to meet him in his hotel room,” Teddy suggests, his tone light.

      “No, she couldn’t,” I say angrily.

      “She can do whatever the fuck she wants, she can kiss, fuck, suck whoever she wants. She’s legal, single, and beautiful, what’s to stop her?” Bay says.

      “No, she fucking can’t because she’s mine,” I roar.

      “Pay up mother fuckers,” Teddy yells. “Hundred bucks from you,” he points at Bay. “Hundred bucks from you,” he points at Cody “And you and you,” he says pointing to Granger and Huck.

      With my eyes wide I just stare at my brothers, startled by my own revelation that doesn’t seem to be as shocking to them as it is to me. As they continue to chatter around me, passing around money for a bet I was apparently oblivious to, I start to freak the fuck out.

      Turning, I head for my bedroom, ignoring their calls as I leave. The moment I’m inside my room, I close the door behind me and slump down onto my bed. What the fuck is happening? I’m a forty-three-year-old man having a fucking crisis because apparently, I’m into little Bonnie Williams. Fuck, I need to stop referring to her as little. It’s bad enough that I’m twice her age, I can’t keep thinking of her as little Bonnie Williams when my dick is twitching at the thought of her being mine.

      Mine.

      Bonnie is mine.

      How the fuck did I not know I felt this way? The others all knew it, so how have I been so blind? Allowing myself to think about her, a surge of want crashes into me, so fucking strong and primeval, I’ve never experienced anything like it before.

      I want Bonnie. No, I more than want her. Seeing her today flirting with that guy flipped a switch in my head and unleashed all of the feelings towards her that I must have been ignoring for the last year. Taking a moment, I examine my actions toward her and finally consider them. Since the very first time I saw her alone in the dark, outside that shop, I’ve had an almost irrational need to protect her. I thought I was just being a good citizen, that I’d do the same for any woman who was in a vulnerable position. But now I realize that I wanted to protect her, I wanted to make sure she was safe and taken care of.

      For a year I’ve stalked her every morning, I’ve sat in that fucking coffee shop while she quietly worked, then gone back again to check if she was there every night, just to protect the woman that apparently I’ve decided is my property.

      Bonnie is mine.

      A sense of overwhelming rightness settles inside my chest, that’s immediately followed by a growing sense of anger. Today, my woman was flirting with another guy. He touched her and asked her for her number, he asked her out.

      Grabbing whatever’s immediately next to me, I throw it across the room, listening to whatever it was smash against the wall, then fall to the floor. “Fuck,” I yell, lifting my hands to my hair and pulling at the strands.

      “You okay, bro?” Teddy asks, pushing through my door and taking a step into my room.

      “I fucked up,” I admit.

      “What did you do?” he asks, moving to the bed and sitting down next to me. Teddy might be my youngest brother, but the thirteen-year age gap hasn’t made any difference to how close our relationship is.

      “She’s barely Twenty-one,” I say, sighing wearily.

      “So?”

      “So, I’m too fucking old for her. If we had a sister, would we let her date a guy twice her age?”

      “Probably not,” he laughs. “But she’d probably do it anyway if she liked the guy.”

      “I don’t think I’ve said more than six words to her in the last year,” I confess.

      “What?” he barks.

      “I follow her down the mountain every day, wait while she opens the shop and sets everything up, I have a cup of coffee, and then I leave once the sun starts to come up. Then I drive past on an evening, and if she’s there I stop, I get a coffee and a bear claw, and I wait till she’s done cleaning up, watch her lock up and get in her car, then I follow her back up the mountain,” I tell him.

      “You don’t talk?”

      “I ask her for a coffee, I tell her I’ll stay while she locks up, that’s it,” I confess with a groan.

      “Dude,” he laughs.

      “She’s mine,” I growl, feeling that sense of possession right down to my soul. “I didn’t know it till I saw her with that guy today, but she’s mine. I’ve been unconsciously laying claim for a fucking year and I had no idea.”

      “Is she even interested in you?” he asks with a chuckle.

      “She stares at me,” I tell him, shrugging.

      “Thank fuck no woman can resist a Barnett brother,” he says with a wink.
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      My alarm seems to go off the moment I close my eyes, and I roll out of bed still half asleep. The annoyance I felt after talking with Beau last night followed me into my dreams, and as I blink my eyes open, I’m still irrationally angry with him.

      In some hidden vat of hope in my heart, I’d thought that maybe he came to the coffee shop to see me, but his little speech last night officially ruined that ridiculous illusion I’d crafted for myself. The only reason he was there was as a favor to my brother, because even though I’m twenty-one, apparently, I can’t be trusted to look after myself.

      Stomping into the bathroom, I wash my face and clean my teeth, pulling my hair up into a messy bun on top of my head. I dress in a soft, black jersey skirt that ends mid-thigh, with black pantyhose covering my legs, and my usual Wake Up and Go Go t-shirt, knotted at the back on my waist to give me at least some semblance of a shape beneath the tent of a shirt.

      Padding out to the kitchen, I turn on the oven to preheat and mix a quick batch of scones, putting them in the oven while I throw the ingredients for a rich, cheesy mac and cheese into the crock pot and set the timer to turn on a few hours before dinner. It’s not exactly gourmet, but who doesn’t love mac and cheese. By the time Dad enters the kitchen, I’m pulling the scones from the oven and tipping them onto the cooling rack.

      “Coffee, Bonbon?” he asks, pulling down two mugs before I even reply.

      “Thanks,” I say, grabbing a hot scone and breaking it in half before taking a big bite. The heat immediately burns my tongue and I fan at my mouth, pushing the cakey dough around my mouth as I chew.

      “You never could wait for them to cool,” Dad says with a chuckle, adding creamer to my coffee before placing it down in front of me.

      “They taste so good straight out the oven,” I say, taking another bite.

      “You feelin’ better this morning?” he asks.

      “I’m fine.”

      “Want to talk about it?” he asks me casually as he sips his coffee.

      Sighing, I shrug. “Not really. I found out Caleb asked one of his buddies to keep an eye on me at work. I don’t know why he can’t just accept that I’m an adult. I know he’ll always see me as his baby sister, but he sent Beau to babysit me and it just sucks,” I tell my dad.

      “Beau? Beau Barnett?” he asks.

      I nod.

      “Caleb and Beau aren’t buddies, sweetheart.”

      “What?”

      “I don’t think your brother and Beau have said more the two words to each other since they left high school. If Beau told you he was keeping an eye on you for your brother, he was lying to you.”

      “He didn’t tell me that,” I say confused. “I just assumed it. He comes in every morning in time for me to open the shop, then he stays and waits while I close up on a night time. He said something last night about it not being safe for me to close up on my own. He sounded so much like Caleb that I assumed he’d asked him to watch me,” I say thoughtfully.

      “You know what they say about assumptions,” Dad says with a smirk.

      “Yeah yeah,” I laugh, rolling my eyes playfully at him. “I gotta get to work, fingers crossed Owen might actually turn up for once today.”

      “Fingers crossed,” Dad says warmly.

      Kissing him on the cheek, I grab my purse, slide my feet into my favourite pair of cowboy boots, and head out the door, thoroughly confused.

      Climbing into my car, I start the engine and turn up the heat, the fall morning’s crisp and cold as I traverse my way down the mountain and into town. Wake Up and Go Go is one of the first stores to open on a morning, with a couple of the local diners starting breakfast at seven for the early morning hikers. I love the way the empty streets seem silent and lifeless at this time of the day. In a couple of hours, they’ll be a hive of activity with people milling in and out of the shops and restaurants.

      Inhaling slowly, I try to process what my dad said. Caleb and Beau aren’t friends, and he didn’t ask the delicious, growly mountain man to keep an eye on me. If that’s true, then why did he act like an overprotective sibling yesterday when Dan flirted with me?

      Shaking my head, I try to come up with a reason for his behavior, but in the end, nothing makes sense. Beau and I have zero relationship or even acquaintance, our moms were friends, but it’s not like our families are close, despite us being neighbors.

      My mind is a confused mess as I pull into my parking spot right outside the store, absentmindedly climbing out of my car and locking it, before making my way to the storefront and searching in my purse for the key.

      “Morning,” a gruff, low voice says from behind me, startling me enough to spin around, my hand clutched to my chest.

      “Oh my god,” I shriek as I look up, and up some more to finally stare into Beau’s beautiful face, half hidden by the early morning darkness. “What are you doing sneaking up on me like that?” I snap.

      “I didn’t sneak, I pulled up right behind you,” he growls. “You need to start paying attention to what’s going on around you, I could have been anyone and you didn’t even realize I was here.”

      My mouth falls open in shock as I stare dumbfounded at him. “This is Rockhead Point, Beau, the crime rate here is almost zero, it’s one of the safest places I could be,” I cry, unlocking the door and pushing it open.

      “It’s only safe until it’s not,” he snarls, lifting his arm above mine and holding the door open.

      “What does that even mean?” I ask incredulous.

      “You’re a beautiful woman, alone in the dark. None of the other stores are open and you’re not even paying attention to what’s happening around you. Some predator could be watching you, just waiting for a chance to attack you, to hurt you.”

      “If someone was watching and waiting for me, they could just as easily attack me in broad daylight,” I cry. “Plus, I’m not some helpless little damsel, I know how to defend myself, I’ve taken self-defense classes and my daddy taught me how to take down a guy the moment I was old enough to need to know. I live on a ranch with thirty ranch workers and I’m the only woman,” I shout.

      His lips purse and I can see the visible tick in his jaw where he’s grinding his teeth together. I wait for him to say something, but when he doesn’t, I push past him, turning on the lights and heading for the back, my movement stilted and angry.

      Going through the motions, I turn on the coffee machine to heat and start to set up the counter for the breakfast rush that will start in about an hour. I have time to bake something, but cakes only taste good when you cook them with love, angry baking is never as tasty.

      Beau glares at me for a moment, stepping just inside the door, pausing as if he plans to say something, but then he drops his eyes and moves to his usual table and sits, angrily brooding.

      Ten minutes pass while I busy myself doing nothing in the back, actively avoiding being in the front of the store with the guy who has barely spoken to me before yesterday, but is now royally annoying the hell out of me.

      “Can I have my coffee?” Beau calls from the front.

      Inhaling sharply, I stomp out from the kitchen, stopping when I spot him standing at the counter and not at his table like I was expecting. “What are you doing here, Beau?” I ask bluntly, before I even realize the words are coming from my mouth.

      “I was hoping for a coffee,” he says with a self-deprecating smile that makes my core heat, even though I’m trying to keep my annoyance strongly fixed in place.

      “You know that’s not what I mean,” I snap.

      “I…” he trails off, clearing his throat. “I just wanted to make sure you’re safe. My mama and your mama were friends—”

      “Oh my god, are you serious?” I shriek, interrupting him. “I am not a child. I don’t need protecting.”

      “Bonnie,” he starts.

      “Oh, you do actually know my name then?” I hiss.

      “Of course—”

      “Just go, Beau. I have the right to refuse service to any customer, and right now I am too pissed at you not to spit in your coffee, so go, you’re not welcome here today,” I snap, turning my back to him and petulantly ignoring him.

      I’ll admit that being childish while trying to drive home the point that I’m old enough to be responsible for myself isn’t the greatest decision, but I’m too angry and frustrated to care.

      His sigh is audible and I close my eyes, waiting to hear his retreating footsteps and the bell over the door chime. But it doesn’t come, and when I turn around he’s still here, sitting at his usual table, his expression dark.

      Ignoring him, I head for the kitchen again, angrily mixing a batch of cookies, purely so I don’t have to go back out there and deal with him. I have no idea why after a year of nothing but polite disinterest he’s suddenly decided to talk, but I don’t care. Between Caleb’s constant refusal to treat me like his equal and now Beau’s, I’m too pissed to care.

      When the bell dings, I exhale, glad that he’s finally gone. Only when I peer tentatively around the kitchen door, there’s a customer standing at the counter and Beau is still sitting sullenly in his seat.

      “Good morning, welcome to Wake Up and Go Go, what can I get you?” I ask.

      “Could I have three triple espresso’s please?” the tired, harried looking woman asks.

      “Of course, can I get you anything else?”

      “That’s everything, thanks,” she says.

      I ring up her total in the till and she hands me a bill, as I set the machine to brew, quickly making her drinks and sliding them into a paper cup holder for her.

      “Have a nice day,” I tell her, and she smiles, carrying her drinks out the door and into the early morning sun that’s just crawling over the horizon.

      My gaze falls to Beau, still sat at his table, his eyes firmly fixed on me. “You calmed down yet?” he asks.

      “Seriously?” I ask, my eyes wide.

      Standing up from his seat, he stalks over to me, walking straight around the counter, his height towering over me, making my body perk up with attention at his closeness.

      “I’m not gonna apologize for looking out for you, Bonnie, so you can get that idea out of your beautiful fucking head,” he growls, not stopping moving forward until my back is pressed against the counter and his chest is almost pressed against mine. “I didn’t know why I felt so compelled to make sure you were safe until yesterday, when I figured it out pretty damn quick. I’ve been waiting for you; I just didn’t realize it. You’re right, you’re an adult and you’re capable of looking after yourself, but I protect the things that belong to me,” he says, his voice a low, sexy murmur as he bends down and locks eyes with me.

      “What?” I ask breathily, his words not making any sense.

      “I want you, baby girl,” he rasps.

      I feel my lips part in shock as I try to understand what he’s saying. He wants me? That’s absurd. He’s never shown an ounce of interest in me before, and until today, I genuinely thought he didn’t even know my name, and now he’s saying he wants me, that I’m his property.

      The bell over the door dings and I push at his chest, trying to move him away from me. Reluctantly he steps back, his eyes boring into me with an intensity that I’ve only even fantasized about.

      “I need to go to work, but I’ll be back later,” he says with a growl, reaching out and palming the back of my neck, his grip firm as he leans down and presses a soft kiss to my lips.

      Releasing me, he turns and leaves, flashing me an inscrutable look as he disappears out the door.

      Hannah Lawrence stares at me, her eyes wide as she looks between me and a retreating Beau, her cheeks reddening a little as she clutches her basket full of pastries to her chest. Hannah is in her early thirties, pretty, with a lovely curvy figure that she enjoys displaying with low cut shirts and skin tight jeans. She makes no qualms about the fact that she’s looking for a husband, and I know that any of the Barnett brothers would fit the bill.

      “You and Beau?” she asks, incredulity etched across her face.

      “No,” I say, shaking my head in denial.

      “No,” she agrees. “He’s not for you, honey, he’ll eat you alive. I’m much more his speed,” she tells me with a wink.

      Exhaling slowly, I force a smile to my lips. “Are those today’s danishes?” I ask, trying to divert the conversation away from whatever just happened with Beau.

      “They sure are,” she says, stepping forward and placing her basket onto the counter.

      The morning passes in a rush, with a walking tour group stopping off at the shop for refreshments before their guide ushers them off up the high street. Pushing all thoughts of Beau to the back of my mind, I decide to write off whatever this morning was as an aberration on his part.

      Maybe he needs his morning coffee much more than I realized, and that’s why he behaved so out of character. By lunchtime, I’m convinced that’s the only reasonable explanation, and that I imagined the heat in his eyes and the way my body smoldered when he touched me.

      I’ve spent so long wanting him, that I’ve created this fantasy scenario in my head that couldn’t possibly be true. This morning must have been purely innocent on his part, and I’ve just built it up to more than it actually was in my head.

      By two in the afternoon, I’ve come to the conclusion that my crush on him has gotten entirely out of control. It’s time to move past my juvenile obsession with him and find someone to date. I’m twenty-one and I’ve never even had a boyfriend, because no one could ever compare to him. If I want people to treat me like an adult, I need to start behaving like one, and dating and having sex are things adults do. Sure, I’ve never felt any kind of sexual attraction to any other guys, but that’s because I was putting road blocks up to stop myself from even trying.

      The bell dings and Dan strolls through the door, wearing yet another sharply tailored suit. “Well, hello there, beautiful Bonnie, I was hoping I hadn’t missed you,” he says smoothly.

      “Hi Dan,” I say with a smile. “What can I get you?”

      “Your number, dinner, and possibly forever. But I’ll start with a latte,” he says with a wink.

      A laugh falls from my lips and I glance away, enjoying his playful, harmless flirting.

      “One latte coming up,” I tell him, turning and making his coffee with quick efficient movements. “Here you go,” I say, sliding the cup toward him.

      The moment I speak, he lowers his cell, sliding it back into his pocket and giving me his full attention. “So, about that dinner?”

      “I have plans tonight.”

      “And tomorrow?” he asks, his brow arched in question.

      “Tomorrow’s my day off,” I tell him.

      “So you’re free?”

      Pausing, I let my eyes rake over him. He’s cute in a preppy businessman way. Nothing like Beau, but maybe that’s a good thing. I’ve been telling myself all morning that I need to get over this thing I have for him, and Dan could be the perfect way to do that. He’s a stranger, he doesn’t live here, this could be a quick fling to help me get in the mood to find an actual boyfriend.

      “I’m free,” I say slowly.

      “Will you let me take you out for dinner?” he asks, his eyes twinkling with mirth, making his already attractive face look boyish and endearing.

      “Sure, why not.”

      His lips spread into a wide grin as he pulls his cell from his pants pocket. “Give me your number and I’ll text you once I book us somewhere to eat.”

      Taking his cell from his outstretched hand, I type my number into it and hand it back to him. He taps at the screen and my cell immediately starts to buzz on the shelf beneath the counter. “Just checking,” he says. “But now you have my number too.”

      “You thought I’d give you a fake number?” I laugh.

      “I hoped not,” he says with a shrug and an ‘aw shuck’s’ smile.

      Several customers walk into the shop, and Dan takes his coffee to the stools at the far side of the counter while I serve them. The moment I’m finished, he saunters back over to me, leaning forward and brushing his fingers over my knuckles. “I’m really glad you agreed to go to dinner with me. You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve seen in a very long time.”

      A heated blush fills my cheeks and I look away, a little uncomfortable with his praise.

      “Wow, beautiful and she blushes,” he says, amusement lacing his tone. “Rockhead Point just got a whole lot more interesting.”

      “Hey there, Miss Bonnie,” Bay Barnett says loudly, making me jolt back from Dan.

      “Hi Bay, what can I get you?” I ask, smoothing down my shirt as I turn to serve him.

      His expression stiffens as he looks between me and Dan. “The biggest cup of coffee you have please,” he says, his eyes on Dan, his lips pursed into a straight line of disapproval.

      When he looks back to me, his eyes ripple with an emotion I don’t understand. “Have you seen my brother today?

      “Which one?”

      Scoffing lightly, he leans forward. “Beau.”

      I freeze, unsure what Bay could be getting at. “He came in when I first opened this morning, yeah,” I say, keeping my voice as neutral as possible.

      Bay smiles at me, nodding slightly as he pulls his cell from his pocket and starts to tap at the screen. When he doesn’t say anything else, I turn and quickly pour coffee into a large mug and slide it across the counter to him. Reaching into his pocket he pulls out a bill, just as his cell rings loudly. Bay’s smile is so wide I almost smile with him, like his is so compelling you just can’t help but want to join in.

      Lifting his cell to his ear he says. “Bro.”

      I try not to listen to his conversation, although there’s a prickle of apprehension that runs along my spine as his eyes turn and he tilts his head looking at me, before turning to Dan and assessing him.

      Bay talks in single monosyllabic answers, not moving away from the counter. Glancing at Dan I find him arching his eyebrows at me in confusion, but I just shrug. Dan reaches out his hand, wrapping his fingers around my wrist and gently urging me to move to his side of the counter when it becomes obvious that Bay isn’t planning on moving.

      “So, I know you agreed to dinner, but can I convince you to be my tour guide before then? You could show me around town and point me in the direction of a nice restaurant for our date,” he says.

      Before I have a chance to respond to Dan, Bay lays a hand on his shoulder. “You must be new to town. I’m Bay Barnett,” he says loudly.

      Clearing his throat, Dan leans back, releasing his hold on my wrist as he turns to address Bay. “Dan Clements, and yes I am new to town. I’m actually considering buying property in the area, so I thought I’d come visit. I’m pleasantly surprised by how appealing the local attractions are,” he says, glancing at me before turning back to Bay. “I take it you’re a local?”

      “Born and bred, I own the mechanics shop just a way’s down the street with my brothers, my family’s land is right next door to Bonnie’s daddy’s ranch,” Bay says.

      “A mechanic,” Dan says nodding. “How are you with European cars? I’m in a rental at the minute, but when I move here, I’ll need someone to maintain my Porsche.”

      “I prefer good old American cars, but I know my way around a Porsche,” Bay says a little coldly.

      I part my lips to speak, just as a furious looking Beau barrels through the door of the store. His eyes quickly move from me to Dan and back to me. Without breaking stride, he marches straight behind the counter, lifts me off my feet, and carries me to into the kitchen, slamming the door closed behind us.

      “Wha—” I start to say, but before I can form the word, Beau’s lips are on mine, his tongue forcing his way into my mouth as he kisses me.

      I’ve been kissed before, but never like this. Beau’s still holding me off the floor, his one arm curled around my back and pinning me to him, while his free palm is wrapped possessively around the back of my neck. His lips assault my senses, devouring mine like I’m his own personal plaything.

      I stay unmoving for a second, so shocked that I don’t react to his manhandling of me, or the way his tongue has invaded my mouth, like he’s trying to learn every inch of me. A little too late, I lift my hands and push at his chest, but he only growls, kissing me harder. His grip on the back of my neck tightens as he tilts my head so he can deepen the kiss.

      I wish I could say I don’t react, that I stay still and unresponsive, but that’s not the case. On instinct, I kiss him back, earning another growl from him as I move my tongue against his, sucking on his lightly, as my fingers curl around the fabric of his shirt.

      The moment I fully embrace his touch, he pulls back, his expression dark, his eyes glittering with anger. “Obviously this morning I didn’t make myself clear. I want you, Bonnie, and from the way you’re grinding your little wet pussy against me, I know you want me too. I don’t share, baby girl. I’m a possessive, unreasonable, jealous mother fucker, and the moment you kissed me back you became mine.”

      Blinking past the raging lust that’s dimmed my vision and centered my focus to only my body and the way it feels to be kissed by Beau, I stare up at him. “What?” I ask.

      “You’re mine, baby girl, all mine, and I don’t share. Today you get a free pass, because I didn’t make things clear to you. That’s my fault, I should have told you how it was this morning. But now you know.”

      “Know what?” I cry, so confused I can barely make sense of his words. “I’m yours? What the hell does that even mean?”

      Walking us to the stainless-steel kitchen counter a few steps behind him, he lowers me down, so my butt is on the edge. Then without releasing me, he steps forward, parting my legs and positioning himself between them. Keeping his palm on the back of my neck, he drops the one from my back, bracing himself on the cool metal surface as he leans down so his face is only a few inches from mine.

      “What don’t you get, Bonnie? I want you, and you want me. Tell me I’m wrong,” he growls.

      “I…” I trail off. I know I should deny it, tell him I don’t want him, but from the triumphant expression that crosses his face he already knows the truth.

      “You’re mine now,” he purrs, pressing a kiss to the side of my neck. “Mine to kiss.” his teeth find the sensitive hollow where my neck meets my shoulder and sink down into the flesh. “Mine to touch,” he coos, pressing a soft kiss to the spot he just bit. “Mine to own.” Lifting his face, he presses his lips to mine again, kissing me hard and fast, before pulling back and looking at me with a smoldering intensity that makes heat gush between my legs where his groin is pressed hard against mine.

      “I don’t like getting texts from my brother telling me my girl is flirting with some douche from out of town. But that was my fault for not getting things settled before I left this morning. I’ve got to go back to work, but I’ll be back later so we can talk some more,” he says, lifting me off the counter with ease and carrying me out of the kitchen. He stops behind the counter where I was before he manhandled me, leans down and presses another possessive kiss against my lips. Then he turns and walks away, slapping his brother on the shoulder as he heads out the door.

      Staring dumbfounded at his back, I know my lips are kiss swollen, my eyes wide and lust drenched. “What just happened?” I ask no one in particular.

      “You said you were single,” Dan snarls, his tone unhappy. “Apparently that was a lie.”

      “It wasn’t a lie,” I say, turning to look at him and ignoring Bay’s displeased expression. “It’s not a lie. I am single.”

      “No, she’s not,” Bay says. “She’s my brother’s girl, so back the fuck off.”

      “I am not Beau’s girl,” I protest a little too loudly, garnering the attention of the customers sitting at the tables closest to the counter.

      “So, dinner?” Dan asks, his expression wary and a little angry.

      “Is off,” Bay answers for me.

      “Dinner is still on,” I say, ignoring Beau’s annoying brother. “I don’t have a boyfriend and I’d still like to go to dinner with you, Dan.”

      A pleased smile spreads across Dan’s mouth, and he nods. “Good, I’ll text you,” he says, standing from his stool.

      “Okay,” I say with a small, flustered smile.

      With a nod, he leaves, and I keep the smile on my face until he’s out the door. The moment he’s gone from view I let it fall from my face, and turn to a scowling Bay. “What the hell was that?” I demand.

      “Oh, you’re gonna get it,” Bay crows, shaking his head. “Beau is gonna lose his mind if you go on a date with that dude.”

      “What I do, and who I date, is none of Beau’s business. It’s not your business either,” I hiss. “I swear, I preferred the day before yesterday when you Barnett boys only spoke to me to ask for coffee. You need to check the water up on your property, because something is messing with your minds the last couple of days,” I shout, throwing my hands up into the air with frustration when Bay just laughs.

      “Get out,” I cry, pointing at the door. “Until you all get back to your senses, you and all your family are banned from this shop,” I shout.

      Bay’s laugh follows him all the way out of the door.

      Closing my eyes, I inhale sharply. The Barnett’s have all lost their minds, they need to go see a doctor. Beau is kissing me and telling me I’m his, Bay is tattling on me to his brother, then trying to tell me what to do, like his opinion is in some way important to me.

      My cell beeps, signaling a text, and I roughly grab it from the shelf below the counter and tap the screen bringing it to life.

      
        
        Owen – I’m sick, I need you to cover till closing today.

        

      

      Seeing red, I don’t even consider my actions as I pull up his number and hit call, he answers on the second ring.

      “Yo.”

      “Owen, my shift finishes in fifteen minutes, if you’re not here I’ll close the shop. I mean it, I’m going home, so either get here to take over or find someone else to work,” I yell.

      “I’m your boss, you know,” he says, his tone icy.

      “Then I quit,” I shout.

      “What?” he gasps. “Calm down, I’ll be there in ten.”

      The line goes dead and I slam my cell back down to the counter, closing my eyes and tipping my head back as I pull in long, slow inhales.

      Owen arrives ten minutes later, and I don’t say a word as I grab my jacket and purse and leave.
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      Fucking perfect.

      Bonnie is fucking perfect.

      Her mouth, her body, the way she ground her wet cunt all up against me. She’s perfect. I never thought I’d want a girlfriend; I wouldn’t have called myself the settling down kind. But seeing her flirt with that guy did something to me. For the very first time, I feel like having a marriage like my mama and daddy did might be a possibility.

      Until yesterday I didn’t know that I’d been waiting on Bonnie for the last year. She’s too young, probably a little too sweet for me, but I want her all the same. This morning I didn’t make myself clear and she was justified in getting a little mad with me.

      She’s mine.

      After the scene I made in the coffee shop this afternoon, I’d be surprised if there was a soul left in town who didn’t know Bonnie and I are together now. That’s fucking perfect, because it saves me from having to spread the news that she’s most definitely unavailable to anyone who might have been thinking about trying their luck with her.

      Lifting my axe, I bring it down into the trunk of the tree in front of me. I could fell it much easier with a chainsaw, but there’s nothing better to relieve anger than chopping down a tree the old-fashioned way, with a sharp axe and some brute force.

      Getting that text from Bay, telling me that Bonnie was planning to meet up with the douche from yesterday, infuriated me. I didn’t even stop to think before I was in my truck and barreling toward town. Thank fuck I wasn’t on the mountain and it only took me a few minutes to get to her. At least now that dick saw me claim her, and he saw the way she let me.

      Her flirting with him and agreeing to a date was my fault, I didn’t explain properly what it means to be mine, but she gets it now. My dick twitches at the thought of her naked beneath me, her cunt wet and desperate for me. I check my watch. it’s barely five but I can’t wait any longer. The store doesn’t close till eight-thirty, but I can sit and wait for her, I’ve been doing it for over a year.

      Slinging my axe over my shoulder, I salute the amused group of loggers that have been watching me hack at a hundred-year-old pine for the last twenty minutes, and head for my truck. The trees we’re felling today aren’t too far off the beaten track, so I drove myself back out here after my visit to Bonnie earlier.

      I can’t wait to get my hands on her again, the small touch I got earlier stemmed some of the want, but I’m eager to feel her grind her pussy all over me again as soon as possible. It takes me almost an hour to get down off the mountain and into town. Pulling into a space a little way down from Wake Up and Go Go, I climb out of my truck and stride down the sidewalk. Glancing through the window I expect to find her beautiful face, smiling as she works but instead, there’s a sullen looking Owen Morris leaning over the counter, his cell in his hand.

      “Where’s Bonnie?” I ask brusquely.

      “She finished at three,” he says without looking up from the game he’s playing on his cell.

      Frustrated, I turn and leave, stomping back to my truck. Pulling my cell from my pocket I go to text her, only to realize I don’t have her number. The thought startles me. Two days ago, I had no idea how much I wanted her, hell, I barely spoke to her. I don’t have her cell number because we don’t actually know each other. I’m barreling towards happily ever after with this woman, and I can’t even call her to tell her.

      Climbing into my truck, I turn on the engine and drive back up the mountain, passing the turning to my home, and for the first time ever, turning onto the Williams ranch. The main house comes into view at the top of the driveway, and I smile when I see the neat as a pin, cape cod style house. Unlike the traditional low ranch homes that are common in this area, like the one my family and I live in, this house is painted white with red shutters hanging beside the windows. It’s a feminine house, with flower boxes beneath the windows full of fall flowering plants.

      Slowing to a stop, I park my truck behind Bonnie’s Toyota and stride up to the front door, rapping against it with my fist.

      Mr. Williams, Bonnie’s dad, answers the door, his eyes narrowing a little when he sees me. “Beau?” he asks. “Beau Barnett?”

      “Yes, sir,” I say politely. “Is Bonnie in?”

      “How are you, son?” the older man asks, stepping outside and pulling the door closed behind him.

      “I’m well thank you, sir. How are you keeping?”

      “I’m old. I don’t recommend it. But I’m okay apart from that,” he says with a laugh. “What exactly do you want with my daughter?” he asks bluntly.

      “I was hoping I could take her out to dinner,” I say equally as bluntly.

      “She mentioned you’ve been watching out for her,” he says shrewdly.

      “Yes, sir,” I say, letting a hint of impatience tinge my voice. Now I’m this close to her, the fact that her father is keeping me from getting to see her is starting to piss me off. I’m not some wet behind the ears teenager he can intimidate, and he needs to know that right off the bat.

      “What are your intentions towards my daughter?” he asks.

      “I plan to marry her,” I tell him honestly.

      His mouth falls open and he stares at me, obviously shocked, then he starts to laugh. “Well good luck with that,” he chuckles, opening the door to the house and stepping back inside.

      He doesn’t invite me in, but he doesn’t slam the door in my face, so I take that as an invitation and step through the doorway into the warm house. The smell of food hits me the moment I enter. I’m not sure exactly what is cooking, but I can smell cheese and bacon and a faint hint of bread.

      “Bonbon, you’ve got a visitor,” Mr. Williams shouts, as he walks down the hallway and toward a room at the back of the house.

      “Who is it?” Bonnie calls back.

      Her voice sounds like it’s coming from the direction Mr. Williams is moving in, so I close the front door behind me and follow after him, catching up to his slower stride in a moment.

      “Hey baby girl,” I say as I enter the kitchen.

      Her head snaps up and I expect to see lust or happiness on her face. Instead, her cheerful expression evaporates and her lips twist into a scowl. “What are you doing here?” she snaps, glaring at me.

      “I came down to the coffee shop but Owen said you’d left. We need to finish our talk,” I tell her.

      “I’ve got nothing to say to you right now, Beau,” she snaps. “Like I told your brother, you and any other Barnett in town are banned from Wake Up and Go Go till you get your heads back on straight. I don’t know what’s gotten in to you in the last couple of days, but whatever it is, you need to get yourselves settled down before you’re welcome again.”

      Mr. Williams snorts, shuffling over to a worn wooden table and lowering himself into a seat. “Beau was hoping he could take you out for dinner,” he tells his daughter with a smirk.

      Her hands still on the dough she’s kneading, and she looks at me with so much confusion on her face that I just can’t help but go to her. She stiffens as I curl an arm around her back and pull her to me, while her daddy just watches, clear amusement etched across his face.

      “What are you doing?” she shrieks.

      “Saying hello,” I whisper, as I press my lips against hers, swallowing her shocked gasp.

      Her lips stay frozen and unmoving for a long second, then her mouth moves, slowly at first as her fingers lift to my arms, gripping me tightly. Within a moment she’s kissing me back, just like she did earlier with that tentative enthusiasm that has me smiling against her lips.

      Mr. Williams clears his throat, and I reluctantly pull myself away from her. “Let’s go grab some dinner, we can talk,” I say quietly against her ear.

      She tenses against me a moment before she lifts her hands up and shoves at my chest. “Let me go,” she hisses.

      Sighing, I loosen my hold on her, not letting her go, but giving her a little space.

      “What is wrong with you?” she cries, her expression incredulous. “Why do you keep kissing me?”

      Laughing lowly, I press my lips against the side of her neck. “Baby girl,” I coo.

      “Don’t baby girl me,” she shrieks, batting me away from her with flailing hands. “Daddy, I can’t believe you’re just sitting there laughing while he manhandles me,” she shouts at her dad, who is still just watching with clear amusement on his face.

      Without even a moment’s hesitation, I bend down and hoist Bonnie off the ground and over my shoulder. “Excuse me, sir, I need a moment to talk to your daughter in private,” I tell Mr. Williams. I don’t wait for him to agree, I just turn and walk out of the kitchen while Bonnie kicks and writhes, slapping and punching at my back as I carry her away.

      She’s so tiny, I restrain her almost completely just by spreading my palm wide over the back of her thighs, then reaching up and squeeze her butt. “Stop wiggling unless you want me to drop you,” I warn.

      “I want you to put me down, then I’m going to shoot you in the balls right before I call the hospital because you have clearly lost your mind,” she rants, still trying to kick and hit me.

      Opening the front door, I carry her down the steps and toward my truck. Pulling her off my shoulder I pull the door handle, and climb in still holding her, her back to my chest as I slide into the seat. It’s a tight fit, but I manage to get behind the steering wheel with my arm still banded around her waist, even as she claws me with her nails and tries to break free.

      Pulling my door closed, I hit the button for the lock. “Stop,” I snap, loud enough that she immediately stills, turning her furious red face toward me.

      “Beau, I swear to god if you don’t let me go right this second, I will call the cops and have you arrested for assault,” she screams in my face.

      Scowling, I tilt my head from one side to the other stretching the muscles in my neck. “Baby girl, I don’t appreciate you screaming at me,” I tell her.

      “Well I don’t appreciate you sexually harassing me,” she screams.

      “Bonnie, you want me just as much as I want you. I might have been a blind idiot this last year, but I wasn’t blind enough to miss the way you look at me. Even as pissed as you are right now, I bet if I was to put my hands in your panties your cunt would be wet and dripping for me.”

      Her gasp is so loud I chuckle. “I’m more than willing to prove it to us both if you want,” I say, sliding my hand from where it’s banded around her waist and slowly gliding down towards her heat.

      “No,” she cries, her hand slapping down over mine to stop its progress.

      With another chuckle, I move my hand back up to where it was, then reach around and turn the key that I left in the ignition, bringing my truck to life.

      “Where are we going?” she asks panicky.

      “My place.”

      “Why?”

      “So we can talk in private,” I tell her simply, shuffling her over so she’s still in my lap but her legs are straddling one of mine.

      “I don’t want to go to your place, and I really don’t think we have anything to talk about,” she snarls, still fighting to free herself from my hold, even though I’m already driving down her driveway and toward the main road.

      “Just settle down, we can get things sorted for real, then you can stop acting like I’m a felon,” I laugh.

      “Settle down,” she cries, “are you serious? You’ve lost your mind, that’s literally the only thing I can think of that explains you behaving like a madman.”

      She scratches at my hold on her, stabbing her fingernails into my arm the entire ride to my house, getting more and more frustrated when I don’t release her and laugh at her instead.

      “I’m not going in that house with you, Beau Barnett,” she screams when I slow to a stop outside the house.

      “Sure you are, baby girl,” I say, unlocking and opening the door. It takes a little maneuvering when she’s still kicking and flailing, but I manage to climb out and fling her over my shoulder without even breaking a sweat. She’s so tiny, I doubt there’s anything she could do to actually hurt me.

      “Put me down you fucking asshole, I’m gonna get you arrested, then have you thrown in a mental ward with huge Russian orderlies twice your size. I’m going to kill you for this, Beau, I don’t know what you think gives you the right to manhandle me, but there’s thirty ranch hands back at my place who are going to take turns kicking your ass if you hurt me, and that’s only after my daddy shoots your dick off and my brother makes you eat it.”

      I ignore her cursing up a blue fit, and stride into the house past my brothers who all laugh as they watch me go.

      “Help me,” she screams to them. “One of you stop your brother, he’s lost his god damn mind,” she cries.

      “I told you, you were gonna get it,” Bay calls back as I walk into my room and shut the door behind me.

      Slowly I lower her to the ground, and she takes a moment to push the hair away from her face before she looks up at me, her face red and scowling. She looks so god damn sexy that I can’t help but look her over. Her chest’s heaving up and down, making her high, perky tits bounce, her tiny hands are clenched into fists at her sides and her tight black skirt has ridden up a little, giving me a flash of the tops of her firm thighs.

      “Come here, baby girl,” I coo, taking a step towards her as she steps back.

      “Beau, I am gonna hurt you if you touch me again,” she hisses, like an angry kitten.

      “Bonnie, you’re so tiny and perfect there’s nothing you could do that’d cause me any damage. Look at me, honey, I’m a big guy.”

      Her eyes look me up and down, and I can’t help but tense my muscles to show off how big and ripped I am. Doing a manual job, cutting down trees all my life, has left me fit and well-muscled. I don’t stare at how pretty I am in the mirror all day, but I’m not oblivious to the fact that I have the type of body women appreciate.

      Inhaling sharply, she smooths down her skirt, unties, then refastens her hair back into a messy pile on top of her head, and then moves. She smiles up at me sweetly as she closes the distance between us. When’s she’s almost within reach, she tips her head back. “Beau.”

      “Yeah, baby girl?” I say, waiting for her to touch me.

      “Stay the hell away from me.”

      Her foot meeting my balls pushes the air out of me in an umph sound as my knees give way and I crumple to a heap on the floor at her feet, my hands cupping my poor injured dick and balls protectively.

      “I really have no idea what’s going on with you the last couple of days. This all seems really out of character for you, not that I know you well enough to really assess that. For the last year I’ve seen you most days and you’ve never manhandled me, or been even mildly flirty or inappropriate, so yeah all this,” she gestures between us and to the room around us. “Is freaking me the hell out. We don’t know each other, we’re not friends, we don’t hang out or talk about anything other than coffee.”

      I grunt, unable to form words.

      “I am not yours, Beau, I’m not your baby girl, or your honey or whatever. I’m the girl that serves your coffee, that’s all.”

      Then she steps around my prone body and walks out.
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      Glaring menacingly at Beau’s brothers that are all congregated in the lounge room, I stride straight towards the front door. “You’re all assholes and you should be ashamed of yourselves,” I say, turning around and looking at them each in turn. “Your brother carts a woman in here who’s shouting for your help, and you don’t even question if I’m okay before you let him cart me off into his bedroom. Your mama would be disgusted with you all,” I hiss angrily, as I throw the front door open and leave before any of them have a chance to speak.

      Beau’s truck is parked just a little way from the front door and I stomp over to it, climb in the driver’s door and then shut it behind me, clicking the door lock button, before I finally exhale a shaky breath. I’m not scared, I wasn’t at any point, not even when I was in Beau’s bedroom with him. I know he wouldn’t hurt me or do anything I didn’t want him to. But this day from start to finish has been absolutely insane.

      The man I’ve been crushing on for almost a decade kissed me today. He called me his. He acted like him manhandling me and barging into my home was the most natural thing for him to do in the world, and no one apart from me seems even slightly bothered by it.

      He kissed me.

      He kissed me!

      That’s something I’ve been fantasizing about for years, and… It. Was. Epic. The way it felt to have his mouth on mine was so much more than even my imagination could produce, and butterflies jump to life in my stomach just thinking about it.

      I should be excited about this, and if today had just been a normal day and Beau had asked me out and flirted and then kissed me, I would be. But instead, he went from ignoring me for a year, to ordering me around like he had the right to tell me what to do, to kissing me and telling me I’m his in a millisecond.

      In less than twenty-four hours he’s destroyed the romantic fantasy I’ve had of him and replaced it with this pig-headed neanderthal.

      Turning the key in the ignition, I thank god that our neighborhood is safe enough that everyone leaves their keys in the car, rather than risk losing them. The truck’s engine bursts to life and I move the seat forward so I can reach the accelerator, and I peel off down the drive, leaving a shower of gravel in my wake.

      I drive quicker than I should, but I don’t want to give him time to recover and come after me. I just stole his truck, so at some point he’ll have to come get it back, but right this second I just need to get away from him. Pulling onto my drive, I veer off to the right instead of heading for the main house, and a few minutes later I pull up at my brother and sister-in-law’s home.

      Their house is a cute log cabin, and I slow to a stop, abandoning Beau’s truck behind Maggie’s SUV and make my way to the front door. My brother and I have a tempestuous relationship, but I have nothing but love and affection for his wife Maggie and my nephews.

      Lifting my fist, I knock on the door, and a moment later Noah opens it in a dirt-streaked football jersey and pants. “Hey Auntie Bon,” he greets, pushing the door wide and letting me step in before he pulls me in for a hug. Noah’s only sixteen, but he already tops six foot and towers over my much shorter frame.

      “Hey Noah,” I say, leaning into him for a brief moment before my nose wrinkles. “Jesus, dude, you stink, go take a shower,” I cry, playfully pushing away from him.

      “I just got back from football practice, coach made us do suicides in all our pads,” he says, lunging forward and trying to stick his armpit against my face.

      “Ewww,” I cry batting him away. “Where’s your mom.”

      “I’m in the kitchen,” Maggie calls.

      “I’m gonna go get washed up before dinner,” Noah says still laughing. “Are you staying to eat with us?”

      “Nah, I have mine and Grandpa’s dinner already done. I just wanted to visit with your mom for a little while,” I tell him.

      “Okay, I’ll see you later. You’re coming to my game next Friday, right?” he asks.

      “I’ll try, it just depends on work,” I say, waving him off as I head toward the kitchen.

      “Okay, love you,” he calls, as he turns and runs up the stairs.

      Maggie and Caleb’s house is warm and homely. Since Mama died and Caleb started being a douche, I don’t come here that often, but I try to catch up with Maggie and the boys at least once a week before my brother gets home from work.

      “Here.” Maggie hands me a glass of wine the moment I step into the kitchen, and I take a sip as I walk straight up to her and into her familiar, comforting arms.

      Hugging me back, she presses a kiss to the top of my head before pulling back and looking at me with those sisterly eyes she’s been using on me for as long as I can remember. “What’s the matter?” she asks, knowing something’s wrong just from one glance.

      “It has been one hell of a day,” I tell her, stepping back and plopping my butt down onto one of the stools at her island counter.

      Lifting her wrist up she glances at her watch. “Cal won’t be back for at least an hour, so why don’t you start with whose truck that is you drove up here in and go from there.”

      “That is Beau Barnett’s truck,” I say, lifting my wine to my lips and taking a healthy gulp.

      Her eyes go wide for a minute, but she doesn’t ask any questions, waiting for me to continue.

      “I told you that Beau comes into the shop most days, right?”

      She nods.

      “He gets there the same time as me and waits while I get everything set-up, he has a coffee, then leaves. On a night, he gets there thirty minutes before close, he has coffee and a pastry, then waits for me to close up and leaves. Same thing every day.”

      “He does that every day?” she asks.

      “Every day that I’m there, at least for the last year anyway.”

      “Why would he drive all the way down into town for coffee twice a day? His crew are logging further up the mountain than us, he’d be going in the wrong direction,” she says, placing a lid on a pot, then coming to sit on the stool next to me.

      I shrug. “I don’t know. We don’t talk. He asks for coffee, then sits and either plays with his cell or just sits and drinks.”

      “It’s just the two of you and you don’t talk at all?”

      “Nope. I tried talking to him a few times, but I get nervous and ramble and he just grunts, so I gave up.”

      “But you’ve had a crush on him for years, you need to use the time to get to know him as adults—”

      Lifting my hand up into the air I interrupt her. “Oh, I’m not done,” I tell her.

      Her lips twitch into a smile and she gestures a zipped lips motion.

      “So yesterday a really cute out of towner came into the shop, we flirted a little, and then when Beau turned up at his usual time just before closing, he started glowering at us. He interrupted and he was all snarly and weird. At bang on eight thirty, he tells the guy the store’s closed and practically kicks him out.”

      “What?” Maggie gasps.

      I tell her about Beau telling me off for flirting with the guy and me accusing him of keeping an eye on me for Caleb.

      “Beau and Caleb aren’t friends,” Maggie says. “They hated each other in high school, and to be honest I don’t think they’ve said anything more than polite hellos in the last twenty years.”

      “Dad said the same,” I confess. “Anyway, this morning he turns up and straight away he’s trying to tell me what to do, saying he needs to look out for me, then he told me he wants me.”

      “What?” Maggie shrieks.

      “Yep, no explanation, just I want you.”

      “Oh my god,” she bounces excitedly. “He wants you. Why aren’t you more excited? You’ve been half in love with Beau since you were thirteen.”

      “Oh, I’m not done telling you about my day yet,” I say, my smile forced.

      Lifting her wine glass to her lips she nods for me to continue, her rapt attention all focused on me.

      Taking a drink of my own wine, I savor the flavor for a moment before I start talking again. “Okay, so sexy out of towner came back into the shop today, he asked me out and we flirted a little. He was still there when Bay Barnett came in for a coffee. He overheard us talking, then five minutes later Beau comes barreling into the shop.”

      “Oh, my, god,” Maggie breathes.

      “He barged straight behind the counter and picked me up, carried me into the kitchen and kissed me. He was going on about me having a free pass for flirting with that guy because he didn’t make it clear that I was his.”

      “His,” she whispers.

      “Still not done.”

      “This is better than a tv show,” she giggles.

      “I’m home, making bread, and there’s a knock at the door. Dad goes and then comes back a few minutes later with…” I trail off and look at her expectantly.

      “Beau?” she asks on a shocked gasp.

      “Beau. He kissed me right there in front of my dad, then he slung me over his shoulder and carried me straight out the house and daddy didn’t say a word, he just let him take me.”

      “He slung you over his shoulder,” she sighs wistfully. “Caleb used to do that to me.”

      “This isn’t sweet, Mags, he kidnapped me. He locked me in his car and took me to his house, to his bedroom.”

      Her expression sobers. “He didn’t hurt you, did he? He didn’t do anything you didn’t want him to?”

      “He kidnapped me,” I cry indignantly.

      “But did he hurt you?”

      “No of course he didn’t hurt me,” I admit quietly. “Apparently he’s decided that I’m his, and I’m just supposed to be grateful and go along with it now he’s decided that I’m his girl.”

      “But you want to be his girl. You’ve wanted to be his girl since you were too young to even understand what being his meant. I don’t really see the problem,” she laughs.

      “The problem is, that he’s ruined my fantasy of him. He’s supposed to be sweet and romantic and swoony, not growly and alpha and obnoxious. He doesn’t get to just decide I’m his when he hasn’t uttered a word to me except ‘can I have a black coffee and a bear claw please.’”

      “So, what happened at his house? Why are you in his truck?”

      “I kicked him in the balls, then I stole his truck,” I tell her matter of factly.

      “You did what?” she asks on a burst of loud laughter.

      “He was being a dick. I told him to stop manhandling me, I told him I didn’t want to go to his house. I told him I wasn’t his, and he wasn’t listening, so I kicked him in the balls and I left. I wasn’t going to walk all the way over here, so since he kidnapped me, I kidnapped his truck.”

      “Jesus, Bonnie,” she says, shaking her head, laughing.

      “I told off his brothers too. They were all there, I asked them for help and they just ignored me, so I told them their mama would be disappointed in them, right before I marched out the house.” Maggie dissolves into another peel of giggles, so I roll my eyes at her and stand up, heading for the bottle of wine she left by the refrigerator.

      Filling my own empty glass back up, I top hers up too, then place the bottle next to us on the island counter.

      “So what are you going to do?” she asks when her giggles have finally subsided.

      “Nothing. I banned Beau and his brothers from the shop and I don’t see him any other time. I have a date with Dan tomorrow night.”

      “Who’s Dan?”

      “The sexy out of towner, he asked me out and I said yes.”

      “But you never say yes,” she says, visibly shocked.

      “Yeah well, I’d already decided it was time I got over this stupid crush I have on Beau and moved on. Dan’s cute and he looks damn good in a suit,” I say a little shyly.

      “But what about Beau?” she asks.

      “What about him? He can’t just decide we’re a couple without asking me, or speaking to me.”

      The back door opens and Caleb strides in, silencing us, as Maggie turns to watch her husband, love beaming from her.

      “Hey honey,” she calls.

      “Hey,” he says, eyeing me curiously as he strides over to kiss his wife. “Bonnie, what are you doing here?” he asks, when he looks up at me.

      “Caleb Elijah Williams, that’s no way to greet your sister,” Maggie scolds him, angrily.

      “I didn’t mean it like that,” he says, instantly cajoling her. “It’s just been a while since you’ve been for a visit is all,” he says, a coolness filling his eyes when he looks back to me.

      “I just popped up to say hey, I should get back, Daddy will be ready for dinner and he won’t eat without me,” I say, sliding from my seat and placing my wine glass in the sink.

      “No,” Maggie cries, “Olly hasn’t even emerged from his room yet. Why don’t you stay and eat with us, Cal can go get your dad and we can all eat together.”

      “I already made dinner, but thanks, maybe another night. Tell Olly I said hey.”

      “You could stay, if you want,” Caleb says.

      “No, like I said, I already cooked. See you later, Mags,” I call, as I hurry to the front door and leave, listening to Maggie berate my brother as I close the door behind me.
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      With my teeth gritted in pain I watch as Bonnie walks away from me and into the lounge room where all my brothers are. “You’re all assholes and you should be ashamed of yourselves,” she shouts. “Your brother carts a woman in here who’s shouting for your help and you don’t even question if I’m okay before you let him cart me off into his bedroom. Your mama would be disgusted with you all.”

      The entire house is stony silent for a minute until I hear the front door opening, then the roar of my truck’s engine. Slowly I pry myself up off the floor, my balls throbbing, the pain radiating up from my groin to my stomach. Collapsing back down into a heap, I suck in sharp gasps as I try again, rolling to my knees when Granger walks in, his face wincing in sympathy for my predicament.

      “So, I guess that’s didn’t go that well?” he asks.

      I shake my head, not capable of forming words.

      “She took your truck.”

      I nod, glad that she didn’t walk at least. Pulling in a slow, painful breath I push up to my feet, grabbing hold of the end of my bed for support as I wait for the worst of the pain to fade.

      “Did she actually kick you in the dick?” he asks.

      “Yep,” I say, my voice rough.

      “You want me to give you a ride up to the Williams to get your truck, or do you think she’ll kick you again if you go near her?” he asks, amusement lacing his voice.

      “I’ll be looking out for it next time. I thought she was too sweet to do that to a guy. I know better now,” I rasp, pushing fully upright and tentatively releasing my hold on the bedframe. Walking stiffly and slowly I follow Granger out of my room and into the lounge room where all of my brothers’ wince in unison at my fragile state. No guy likes to see another get kicked in the balls, it’s like we’re all linked via the universe and they feel my pain too.

      “I didn’t see that coming,” Bay admits. “I mean she was cussing like a sailor, but I wouldn’t have guessed she was a kicker. Although it’s not really surprising with how angry she was, like a pissed off kitten.”

      “She ripped us all new assholes too for not stopping you. I like her,” Huck says with a grin.

      “Come on, let’s hope she went home and hasn’t taken your truck for a joy ride into the lake,” Granger laughs, whacking me on the back and making another surge of pain shoot through my poor abused balls.

      It only takes a few minutes to drive the distance between our house and hers, but when I pull up to the drive my truck’s nowhere in sight.

      “You want to drive about a bit, see if we can find her?” Granger asks.

      “No,” I shake my head. “I’ll head in and wait for her; she’s got to come home at some point.”

      “Your funeral, if it was me, I’d give her a few days to cool off,” he says, shaking his head.

      “Nah, I’ve just got to remember that the kitty cat has claws. Now I know, I’ll be fine,” I shrug, climbing out of Granger’s car and slapping the roof as I walk with a slight limp up to the house.

      Knocking on the door, I carefully rearrange my sore balls in my jeans, then step back a step just in case Bonnie opens the door and takes another flying kick at me.

      “Beau,” Mr. Williams says, as he opens the door and smirks at me.

      “Hey Mr. Williams, your daughter stole my truck, I take it she’s not come home yet?”

      His laugh is loud and full of undisguised mirth. “Come on in, son.”

      Following him down the hallway and into the kitchen, I take a seat opposite him at the table when he offers.

      “Beer?” he asks, shuffling over to the refrigerator and pulling out two bottles.

      “Sure, thanks,” I say, taking the bottle from him when he hands it to me.

      “So, I take it she didn’t appreciate you hauling her out of here over your shoulder?” he asks, hiding his smile behind his bottle of beer.

      “She kicked me in the balls, bitched out my brothers, and then stole my truck,” I admit.

      “God that girl,” he sighs. “She’s so much like her mama, she nailed me a few times in the balls over the years.”

      “Something to look forward to,” I mutter under my breath.

      We chat amiably about everything except Bonnie for the next thirty minutes, until I hear the unmistakable sound of my truck pulling up outside. The door opens a few seconds later and Bonnie marches into the room, freezing to the spot when she sees me sitting at the table.

      “Seriously,” she hisses angrily.

      “I invited Beau to stop for dinner, you made enough to feed an army again,” Mr. Williams says, surprising me.

      “I’ve had a rough day, I was actually planning to have an early night, you can help yourself to dinner, it’s in the crock pot,” she says, turning on her heel as if she thinks I’m going to let her run.

      “Baby girl, sit your ass down and eat dinner with your daddy,” I growl, up and out of my chair and at her back a second later. She tenses when I touch her, but I hear the soft sigh that escapes her mouth when I nuzzle my lips against her neck. “I’m sorry for kidnapping you. Your dad invited me to stay and I’d really like to eat with you guys, so come sit down. Please.”

      At the word please she relaxes a little and exhales. “Fine.”

      “Thank you,” I whisper, turning her chin with my fingers and pressing a soft kiss to her lips. She doesn’t fight me when I turn her in my arms so I can kiss her properly, only a slight sound of protest falling from her when I pull back and guide her with a gentle arm around her back toward the table.

      “Put me to work, how can I help?” I ask, not wanting to piss her off.

      “There’s BBQ pork in the oven, could you pull it out and tear it, so we can have it with the mac and cheese?” she asks.

      “The bread’s in the oven too, I finished it after you left with Beau,” Mr. Williams tells her.

      “Thanks Daddy,” she says, leaning down and hugging him quickly as she passes on the way to a crock pot that’s sitting on the counter by the back door.

      I make myself busy, grabbing the cloth that’s hanging on the hook and pulling the rich BBQ pork from the oven. Finding a drawer, I grab two forks and get to work shredding the meat that falls apart the moment I touch it. Bonnie appears at my side, checking what I’m doing, before placing two large bowls of mac and cheese down next to where I’m standing. She disappears and returns a moment later with a bowl with a smaller portion, and proceeds to pile up the pork on top of the mac in each bowl.

      When she’s done, I grab one of the larger portions and slide it in front of her dad, then go back and grab the other two bowls, nodding for her to go sit, as I slide one in front of her and take the seat next to her.

      “You want another beer, Beau?” Mr. Williams asks.

      “Sure,” I say, “You want me to grab them?”

      He nods, obviously amused with the way I’m acting.

      “Baby girl, you want a beer?” I ask.

      “Yes please.”

      Grabbing three bottles I hand one to Bonnie’s dad, then one to her, before I take my seat next to her again. The food is delicious, but we eat in silence until our bowls are empty and I can’t take it any longer. “Is there somewhere we can talk?” I ask her quietly.

      Her sigh is audible and pained. “Beau—”

      “Bonbon, why don’t you and Beau go visit in the den while I clear up,” Mr. Williams says, pushing up from the table and collecting the dishes.

      Taking the opportunity, I reach for her hand and coax her toward me. “Come talk with me. Please.”

      Reluctantly, she lets me pull her away from the kitchen and our audience. I pause, waiting for her to point me in the direction of the den, although I’d rather do this in her room with a bed. Rolling her eyes, she points to the door closest to the front door and I eagerly tow her towards it, pulling her into the room and closing the door fully behind us.

      The moment we’re alone, she rips her hand from mine and takes a pointed step away from me, crossing her arms over her chest. “Look, Beau, today has been by far the weirdest day I’ve ever had. If it was April instead of October, I’d think you were playing an April fool’s prank on me.”

      “How long have we known each other?” I ask.

      “We’ve been neighbors my entire life,” she says with a shrug. “But we’re not friends, I don’t actually know you at all.”

      Smiling, I take in her defensive posture, I’d lay money on the fact that she doesn’t realize crossing her arms like that makes her tits look even perkier. My mouth waters with the desire to pull up that stupid black t-shirt and explore her lush body beneath.

      “Why are you looking at me like that?” she questions, her voice a little shrill.

      “How am I looking at you, baby girl?” I ask lowly.

      “Like I’m a steak and you’re a carnivore.”

      Ignoring the obvious response, I tilt my head to the side and look at her. “Are you attracted to me, Bonnie?”

      “How is that relevant?” she snaps.

      “Answer the question, honey, are you attracted to me?”

      “Of course I am,” she says with a nonchalant shrug. “Name me a single woman in town who isn’t attracted to you. You know what you look like, Beau.”

      “I think you’re the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen,” I admit.

      “So you think I’m pretty, that’s sweet of you, but it doesn’t explain you going from silent and brooding yesterday, to insane today,” she cries.

      “I told you that I want you, Bonnie,” I tell her, starting to feel a little exasperated.

      “So this is about sex?” she questions, her cheeks staining a little red.

      Taking a slow step toward her, I smile. “I want to fuck you, baby girl, I want to feel your plush beautiful body beneath mine, I want to watch as I make you come, and listen as you scream my name.” I pause, barely an inch from her. “But that’s not all I want.”

      “Then what do you want?” she whispers breathily, her pupils dilated, her chest heaving up and down.

      “I want to own you,” I say a second before I press my mouth to hers. Her lips part and she opens for me, her small hands tentatively reaching for me as she presses her palms to my chest. Nipping at her bottom lip, I suck on her tongue, then invade her mouth, kissing her like she’s mine. Because she is, even if she doesn’t understand it yet.

      After a second, her body melts into mine and I lift her off the ground, my hands beneath her ass as I encourage her to wrap her legs around my waist. Her legs move instinctually, the she freezes and her hands that had been gripping me tightly start to push me away.

      Reluctantly I let her slide back down my body, making her feel how hard my dick is as I hold her close, not letting her run away from my touch.

      “What happened yesterday?” she asks, lust and confusion both clear in her voice.

      “I pulled my head out of my ass long enough to see what my brothers realized nearly a year ago.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “I saw that douche flirting with you, and it drove me crazy. After you got in your car, I came home, so fucking angry and aggravated, and then I realized that the reason I was so pissed is because you’re mine and no other fucker gets to touch, or flirt, with my girl,” I confess, pulling her in to feel my hard dick press against her stomach.

      Instead of grinding on me, like I was hoping she would, she freezes.

      “So yesterday you saw Dan flirting with me and got jealous?” she asks slowly.

      “I don’t need to be jealous, baby girl. You’re mine and we both know it.”

      Her head tips to the side and she licks at her lips, her jaw tensing a little. “So, what you’re telling me is that you had no idea you had any interest in me until another guy showed interest, and then you realized that you wanted me. Because someone else does?”

      Nodding, I lean in and press my lips against the pulse point at her neck. “I don’t want you because he does. I’ve always wanted you; it just took me seeing you with the dickhead to realize it.”

      She leans back, pulling herself away from my touch. “So, if Dan hadn’t have been there last night, if he’d have asked me out at lunchtime instead of closing, we wouldn’t be having this conversation?”

      “Does it matter? You’re mine, Bonnie.”

      “Am I?” she asks a little shrilly. “Because honestly right now I feel like a toy that was just hanging around in the toy box overlooked, until someone else decided they wanted to play with it. Then you decided that I was the ultimate toy, and laid claim to it.”

      “That’s not how it was,” I tell her.

      “Well that’s sure as hell how it looks from here, and honestly, Beau, as hot as you might be and for as long as I’ve fantasized about you wanting me. If the only reason you discovered you liked me is because someone else showed some interest, then no thanks. I’d rather stay a single virgin for the rest of my life,” she shouts.

      Her words take me by complete surprise, and when she shoves me as hard as she can I release her, not following when she throws open the door and darts from the room. She’s a virgin? How the hell did that happen? How does a girl who looks like Bonnie get to twenty-one without some guy claiming her virgin pussy?

      The thought is so baffling that it takes me a full minute to realize I’m alone in the den, and Bonnie is gone. “Fuck,” I hiss from behind clenched teeth. Her being a virgin shouldn’t be such a turn on, but knowing that I fully plan to marry her, being the only guy who’ll even get to touch her, to feel her tight cunt clamp down around my dick, is a hell of a fucking turn on.

      Inhaling sharply, I reach down and adjust my junk so my hard on isn’t quite as visible as I march back out of the den and toward the kitchen. “Bonnie,” I yell.

      “She’s gone to bed,” Mr. Williams tells me when I reach the kitchen. He’s at the sink, swilling our bowls and loading them into the dishwasher. “If I were you, I’d leave her be tonight, she’s only going to get angrier if you go after her again.”

      “She’s pissed at me, I don’t like leaving while we’re arguing,” I tell him.

      Turning to look at me, his expression is earnest. “Me and Bonnie’s mama never went to sleep on an argument. But she also taught me to pick my battles. Give her tonight to calm down and come see her tomorrow.”

      With a sigh, I nod, reaching up and rubbing at the back of my neck with my fingers. “Okay, maybe you’re right. This is so messed up, but can I have her cell number, at least then I can text her.”

      Mr. Williams chuckles. “Sure, it’s there on the refrigerator, I keep losing that damn cell she got me, so she pasted her number up there for me,” he laughs.

      “Thanks,” I say, quickly saving the number into my phone.

      “Beau, I don’t know you that well, but your parents were good people and I think you and your brothers probably take after them. That’s why I’m warning you real nice with my words. Don’t hurt my daughter, don’t play with her heart, or mess her around, because if we have to have this conversation again, we’ll be doing it with my gun in your face, right before I get my boot in your ass,” he threatens, all hint of amusement gone from his expression.

      Holding back my smirk, I nod as solemnly as I can muster. Mr. Williams and I both know I could kick his ass with both my hands tied behind my back, but Bonnie is his daughter and I totally get his need to warn me.

      “See you later, Beau.”

      “See you later, sir.”

      “You can call me Hal,” he says.

      “Night Hal,” I say, turning and making my way to the front door, pausing for a second at the stairs, before I open the door and leave.
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      “Asshole, asshole, asshole,” I hiss, pacing my room as I surreptitiously listen for the sound of footsteps on the stairs. “Stupid fucking, sexy asshole.”

      How dare he tell me that he only realized he wanted me because he saw another guy showing me some interest. I’m nothing more than a toy to him. He only wants to lay claim because deep down he’s a toddler who doesn’t want to share something he perceives as his.

      An angry tear rolls down my cheek and I bat it away. I’ve always hated that I cry when I’m angry, it makes me look weak, when really I’m just so frustrated that it’s cry or scream, and screaming feels counterproductive when I don’t want him to come up here after me.

      The worst thing is that I’ve been crushing on Beau for so long, that not only has he annoyed the hell out of me for behaving like a moronic three-year-old, but he’s also shattered all my fantasies about what it would be like if he were to suddenly fall in love with me. Beau, to me, was a little like a celebrity crush, so far out of reach that it was okay to indulge in this image I’d created for him. Only now he’s actually real and in my house, eating dinner with me and my dad and just ruining everything.

      Flopping down onto my bed, I clench my eyes tightly shut and try to think about anything but him and the way it felt when he kissed and touched me. Somehow from the moment he barreled into the shop this afternoon, scooped me off my feet and carried me into the back, I’ve been teetering between wanting to ride his dick like it’s my own personal playground, and wanting to rewind to the time before he realized I existed.

      I hate him for shattering all my childish delusions of him, but I love how big and firm and just plain huge he is in real life. I felt how turned on he was when he lowered me to the floor. I swear he dragged me over his dick extra slow just so I’d feel him.

      When my mom first got sick when I was a senior in high school, I’d just started dating Billy Danes, he was sweet, but shy, and a linebacker on the football team. We’d only been going out a few weeks when I got that call to say she was in the hospital, and then the rest of the year was a whirlwind of graduating while helping Mama with her rehab and caring for her. Billy was really nice when he told me he wanted to break up and I understood why; but losing that year of going to parties and dating really changed things for me. When everyone else my age was getting ready to go off to college to experiment and grow up, my mama was dying and my life was thrown into turmoil all over again.

      Since she passed, I’ve been too busy to really think about boys, and I always had the fantasy of the oh-so-perfect Beau Barnett at the back of my head to fall back on.

      Now Mr. Perfect is offering himself to me on a plate and suddenly I’m not interested. What the hell is wrong with me?

      Slapping a hand over my eyes, I shuffle up my bed, grabbing the comforter and wrapping it around myself. Maybe if I go to sleep this will all have been a bad dream. My cell beeps from inside my shirt, where I shoved it in my bra when I drove back from Maggie and Caleb’s earlier. Pulling it free, I click into the message from an unknown number and read.

      
        
        Unknown – Hi Bonnie, this is Dan from the coffee shop, if you’d still like to, I’d love to take you out tomorrow night. I never got my tour, so maybe I could pick you up at seven, and you could show me around a little before we try the cute looking French restaurant on the corner?

        

      

      I read and reread the text, waiting to feel something, only all I feel is apathy for Dan. Sure he seems like a nice enough guy, but if I compare him to Beau he simply pales in comparison. “No,” I say aloud, reprimanding myself. I need to learn to stop doing this. I can’t compare every guy to the version of Beau I’ve created in my head, especially when he’s proved today that he’s nothing like my fantasy of him.

      Dan is hot, he looks damn good in a suit, and he didn’t need to see me with someone else before he showed his interest in me. Saving his number in my cell, I quickly type out a reply.

      
        
        Me – Hi Dan, I’d love to go to dinner with you. Seven is fine, but I’ll meet you down in town as I live a ways up the mountain and it’s not the easiest place to find if you don’t know your way around the roads.

        

      

      His response is almost immediate.

      
        
        Dan – Great, where shall we meet?

        

        Me – How about outside Wake Up and Go Go, I’m not working tomorrow, but it’s right in the center of town and I can give you the tour of the highlights from there before we go to dinner. The restaurant on the corner is actually a steakhouse, but the food’s great unless you’re a vegetarian.

        

        Dan – Perfect, I love a good steak, I’ll call and make reservations for us. I’m really looking forward to this Bonnie, see you tomorrow.

        

        Me – Me too Dan, see you tomorrow.

        

      

      Pressing send, I drop my cell to the bed and force a smile to my lips. Dan is sweet and he seems thoughtful, much more my type than he-who-shall-not-be-named is, and I’m actually almost looking forward to dinner tomorrow, it’s been ages since I ate anything I didn’t cook.

      The sound of Beau’s truck’s engine roaring to life shatters the calm that was fighting to take control, and I hate that I glance out the window to watch him leave. His stupid, massive truck ambles off down the drive, no shower of gravel in his wake. He’s not stalking off; he’s just slowly leaving.

      I’m angry that he’s driven me to hiding in my bedroom, but damn if I’m still sad to see him go. Apparently, it’s not as easy to let go of the fantasy as I want it to be.

      Exhaustion weighs down on me and I crawl out of bed and head to my shower, dumping my clothes on the floor as I let the hot water wash away some of my stress. By the time I’m clean and dry I feel marginally better. Beau may have spoiled the persona I spent eight years creating for him, but on the bright side, who actually gets to make out with their first crush?

      This is like Tom Cruise and the girl from Dawson’s Creek all over again, she had posters of him on her walls when she was growing up, but unlike her I won’t get dragged down by my unrealistic fantasies

      No, all this crap with Beau has to stop, he decided to like me on a whim, and he can decide to forget me just as easily. In the meantime I’ll let Dan, sweet, normal Dan, take me out, and maybe I’ll fall head over heels in love with him.

      Naked, I pad from my bathroom to my closet and grab a baggy nightshirt. I found this online store that sells these amazing plaid nightshirts made of the softest material. They’re snuggly and far too warm for the summer, but now that Fall is officially here, they’re perfect.

      Lifting my comforter, I straighten the bed, then crawl back into it, sighing wearily as I lay my wet, tangled hair on the pillow. I know I should find a brush and tame it, but instead I lift my head just enough to finger comb it, then twist it into an easy braid before I let my head drop down again.

      My cell beeps, and sighing I glance at it lit up on my nightstand. If it’s Owen telling me he needs me to work tomorrow, I really am going to quit, it’s my only day off this week and I fully intend to take it.

      Braced, I lift my cell up and swipe the screen to bring it to life. Instead of the text from Owen I’m expecting, there’s one from an unknown number. For a second I wonder if it’s from Dan, but I know I saved his number under his name. Clicking into it, I swallow thickly when I read the contents.

      
        
        Unknown – Hey baby girl, I know I pissed you off pretty good, but my daddy always told me never to go to bed on an argument. If I thought it wouldn’t make you even more angry, I’d be there in your room with you right now, but I know you’re not ready for that, so a text is going to have to do. It might have taken me a year to accept how I feel about you, but I knew a long time ago that you were meant to be mine. The first time I drove past the shop and saw you there all alone, you called to me, drawing me in like I was a fish on a hook. I might not have known exactly why I kept coming back to watch over you every morning, and all the nights you closed up, but I did know that I wanted to keep you safe, to protect you. That guy was the catalyst that made me admit how much I want you baby girl. But you being mine, is nothing to do with him, it’s just about me and you. I know you need some time right now, so I don’t expect you to talk to me, but please Bonnie, please tell me you forgive me, at least for tonight. Don’t go to bed mad baby girl. Beau xoxo

        

      

      Exhaling, my breath catches in my throat. It’s like he’s two different people, the alpha caveman, using his size to manhandle me, then the sweet guy who doesn’t want me to go to bed mad. I have no idea what to think, or feel. Physically, he’s everything I dreamt he’d be, he’s big, hard, and he kisses like it’s the last time he’ll ever get the chance.

      But all this ‘mine’ ridiculousness, when he’s never even asked me out on a date is absurd. Putting my cell back onto the nightstand, I plug it in to charge and resolve just to ignore him. Closing my eyes, I exhale, forcing my body to relax, to melt into the mattress and let sleep take me under. After a couple of minutes my eyes snap open and I reach for my cell, typing out a message, my fingers moving so fast, I’m sure most of the words barely make sense.

      
        
        Me – I am mad at you! You can’t just decide I belong to you without even asking, that’s not how real life works. You haven’t said a word to me outside of ordering coffee in a year, and now all of a sudden you’re invading my work, my home, and trying to railroad my life. You don’t know me and I don’t know you, we’re practically strangers. If you’ve decided you like me, then try asking me out and seeing if I’m interested before declaring to the world that I’m yours. It’s been a long day, so I’m going to sleep. I forgive you for tonight, I just think it’d be best if you stayed away from the shop for a while.

        

      

      The moment I press send I feel both better and worse. The sensible part of my brain knows that keeping my distance from Beau while this attraction he feels fades, is the best thing for us both. The illogical part of my brain is screaming, this is your crush, the guy you’ve wanted obsessively since you were thirteen years old. I suppose if he stays away and he still wants me, then maybe he could ask me out, if he stays away and suddenly realizes that I’m not what he actually wants, then it’s better than us getting involved and me getting hurt. Resolved, I turn my cell to do-not-disturb and fall to sleep.

      My dreams are hampered with erotic images of Beau Barnett, and when I wake up the next morning my body is tight and needy from hours of sexual fantasies playing on a loop round and round in my head. For someone who hasn’t ever had sex, I certainly know how to imagine myself doing all sorts of naughty things with Beau, and last night we did everything.

      Today is my day off, but I usually get up with my dad to make breakfast and then lend a hand on the ranch if I’m needed. My dad is always telling me I don’t need to, but it was what my mom always did. This morning though, I don’t think I can get up and be around my dad when I’m this much on edge. Beau has starred in many of my sex dreams, but I’ve never woken up feeling this unsatisfied before.

      Sliding my hand between my legs I find my clit and circle it, as I imagine how it would feel to have his dick pressed against my core, how it felt to have his lips on mine, his raspy, sexy voice in my ear telling me I was his. I pretend my fingers are his as I stroke and tease myself, barely swallowing down his name as I come, my stomach tensing as pleasure consumes me. When my orgasm fades, I exhale, tension melting from me as I feel every muscle relax. A part of me knows that I shouldn’t be using him as spank bank material now that he’s real and not just a hot guy who I’ve never spoken to, but when I close my eyes and think of what turns me on, it’s always him my mind envisages.

      Inhaling slowly, I close my eyes and smile, shaking my head at how ridiculous my life has gotten. My eyes go heavy and I let myself fall back to sleep.

      When I wake up again, the sun is fully up and I jolt upright amazed that I’ve slept for so long. Grabbing my cell I see that it’s after ten and I have several texts and a couple of missed calls. Flopping back down to the bed I sigh, rubbing at my blurry eyes and click into the messages. The first is from Beau last night, just a few minutes after I replied to him.

      
        
        Beau – Agree to disagree, see you soon. Sweet dreams and think of me baby girl xoxo

        

      

      A surprising burst of excitement pulses through me at his words. My body is still tingling with arousal despite my nap, and I instantly remember how it felt to be in his arms. Physically I want Beau, I think I always will.

      Forcing myself to get out of bed, I shower, washing away the evidence of how he affects my body, and dress for a day on the ranch in comfy skinny jeans, and a tank with a thick woolen fisherman’s jumper over the top. I pull my hair back into a braid to keep it out of my face, and make my way to the kitchen.

      In my absence this morning, Dad has baked some scones, and the coffee pot is full, the rich aroma filling the kitchen with its comfortingly familiar scent. Grabbing a cup, I fill it and take one of the scones before making my way to the ranch office that adjoins the house. Dad built it on about ten years ago when Mama complained about his paperwork piling up in the den, now it’s where Dad is based during the day.

      Sliding my feet into my well-worn work boots I head out of the back door, crossing the few steps to the office and walking in. Dad is on the phone, his head bent over a map, the phone cradled between his ear and shoulder. The sight makes me smile. Work is in my daddy’s blood and when he became physically unable to be as active out on the ranch, I worried that he’d feel redundant, but even though he hates getting older, I think he secretly loves bossing everyone else around from behind his comfortable desk.

      “Morning sweetheart,” he says when he lifts his head and finds me standing in the doorway.

      “Morning, sorry I overslept.”

      Waving me off with a flick of his wrist, he places the phone down on his desk and gestures for me to come inside. I slide into the seat in front of his desk like I’ve done a thousand times before. “What do you need me to do today?” I ask him.

      “You should go enjoy yourself,” he chides.

      “I enjoy working on the ranch, so put me to work,” I say staunchly, arching my eyebrows in challenge.

      Laughing, he shakes his head softly. “Barber could use some help riding the fences out on the west field.”

      “Perfect, I’m going out tonight so I’ll throw you something together for dinner later.”

      Shaking his head, he scowls. “I can look after myself, Bonnie, and Maggie invited us both for dinner tonight, so I’ll take her up on it and let her know you’re busy,” he says with a wink.

      “Okay, I’ve got my cell, I’ll ride out and catch up with Barber.”

      “Stay safe, sweetheart,” he says, already lifting his phone back up as I climb out the chair and head for the door.

      Finishing my coffee, I drop my mug off in the kitchen before I head for the paddock to grab my horse, Vali. She’s a beautiful strawberry roan quarter horse, bred and born on the ranch and gifted to me on my sixteenth birthday. Still to this day, she’s the best present I’ve ever received. We have a lot of horses on the ranch and I’ve been riding since the moment I could walk, but Vali is the first horse I’ve ever had from a foal. I backed and broke her myself, she’s mine and I don’t allow anyone else to ride her.

      The moment she sees me she whinnies her greeting, and immediately ambles across the paddock toward me. Not bothering with a halter, I open the gate and she strolls through, following me like a dog as I walk back toward her stall. Her soft velvety nose pushes against my arm and I turn and stroke her, cooing to her about how beautiful she is and how much I love her.

      When we reach her stall she wanders inside, turning around and nudging me for the apple she knows I’ll have for her. Pulling one from the crate outside the door I feed it to her and she chomps away happily as I groom her, brushing her soft coat and combing her mane and tail. When she’s shiny and gleaming, I leave her in her stall and go to grab her tack from the tack room at the end of the barn.

      She’s exactly where I left her when I return, just like I knew she would be, and I snicker as one of the newer ranch hands looks at me quizzically. Vali and I share a bond and she’s incredibly well trained. I don’t need to tie her up, because she knows she’s supposed to stay in her stall and she will. Sliding a blanket numnah onto her back, I slide her saddle on and tighten the girth, then I slip her bridle onto her head, pressing a soft kiss to the fur on her face before I lead her from the stall and out into the yard.

      Patting her neck, I check her girth, then place one foot into a stirrup and propel myself onto her back in one smooth movement. Sliding my palm across her shoulder I give her a little scratch, then I gather my reins, slide my right heel back, and she immediately moves forward into a loping walk.

      Waving in greeting to the ranch hands that I pass, I make my way onto the trail that leads to the west field, pushing Vali to a trot, then to a canter as she flies across the pasture, eating up the ground, until I spot Barber on his huge chestnut gelding up ahead.

      “Hey teenie”, he calls when I reach his side.

      “Hi Barber, Dad sent me out here to help ride the fences,” I say, ignoring his use of the annoying nickname I received when I was eight years old and chasing round after my daddy trying to help.

      “Great, you want to go up or down?” he asks.

      “I’ll go up, it’s been a while since I’ve been out to the peak,” I tell him.

      “Okay, meet back in the middle, mark any holes that you spot,” he tells me, handing me a roll of bright yellow tape.

      “I know the drill,” I say, rolling my eyes.

      “Force of habit, teenie,” he laughs, kicking his horse into action and racing off to the right.

      “I hate that nickname, Barbara,” I call after him, pushing Vali into a canter and flying off to the left. When I reach the end of the fence, I pull Vali to a stop and slide from her back, taking a moment to enjoy the spectacular view. The peak provides a perfect view over the mountain vistas that surround our little town and I stare out, so grateful to live somewhere so beautiful.

      My cell vibrates in my pocket and I pull it out, remembering that I didn’t bother to check the rest of my messages or missed calls after I saw the one from Beau. I have two messages from my closest friend, Cora, both telling me I work too hard and demanding I join her for a girls’ night out.

      There’s a missed called from Owen that I ignore, and a new text from Beau.

      
        
        Beau – Good morning beautiful, I hope you slept well and had dirty dreams about me. I did about you. My favourite was when you were riding my dick, your head thrown back as I made you come while you screamed my name. I can’t wait to see it in person. Have a great day baby, I’ll pick you up at eight xoxo

        

      

      An instant blush fills my cheeks as I check around me to make sure no one can see what he put. Then I chide myself for being so ridiculous, I’m in the middle of a field miles away from the ranch. A heat spreads through my core, because the dream he just described was part of the dirty slide show that circled through my own dreams last night. I can so easily imagine straddling him, impaled on his long, thick cock while his huge hands lift me up and down his length.

      My clit starts to pulse, swelling in eager anticipation, and I swallow thickly as I read and reread his words. His dirty text is done without preamble, he just straight up told me how he wants to fuck me, and I want to be angry, to be pissed by how high handed and caveman this is. But the truth is, that I want exactly what he’s describing, and I want it with him.

      My fingers pause a hair’s breadth above the screen of my cell. I want to reply, but I have no idea what I’d say to him. My hot, achy pussy wants to tell him to get his butt over here so we can re-enact both of our dreams, but the rest of me knows it’s just not that simple.

      If I lived in a city, where I could have him screw me six ways from Sunday and never see him again, I’d be halfway back to the ranch by now. But here in Rockhead Point, population – small enough that everyone knows everyone, I can’t have a simple one-night stand. Not that I really want that anyway.

      I stand for a few moments contemplating what to reply, and then decide just not to. I have no idea what to say to him anymore and I don’t think informing him I have a date with another guy tonight would go down particularly well, so I just slide my cell into my pocket, jump back onto Vali and get to work.

      By the time the sun has started to set, I’m the kind of exhausted that only comes from a day out on the ranch, riding and mending fences with the wind in my face and the fall sunshine at my back. I love this feeling, it’s completely different to the exhaustion I feel after a day at the coffee shop. That’s just tiredness, this is a happily, peaceful weary from knowing I’ve contributed.

      Stripping Vali of her bridle and saddle, I brush her down and set her in her stall with some hay for the night. Barber waves as he heads towards the ranch hands’ living quarters and I walk over to the house.

      “Hey Daddy,” I call, when I step through the backdoor and into the kitchen.

      “Hey Bonbon,” he shouts back from the den.

      Making my way to him, I peer around the doorjamb and find him with his feet up on the couch, a show playing on the tv.

      “You have any problems with the fence?”

      “No, a few holes, but Barber and I got them sorted,” I tell him.

      “Good,” he nods, his attention going back to the tv.

      “I’m gonna go have a soak for a while before I go out. Do you need anything?” I ask.

      “Nope, I’m leaving in a few to go eat with Maggie, Caleb, and the boys.”

      “This early?” I ask, glancing down at my watch, “it’s barely five.”

      “Yep, Maggie has a conference call with someone in Japan at some godforsaken hour of the morning, so we’re eating early so she can sleep for a few hours before she has to get back up again.”

      “Jesus, I love that woman but she works crazy hours.”

      “She does,” he chuckles.

      “Okay, have fun at dinner, tell Maggie and the boys I say hi.”

      “Will do,” he says with a dismissive wave.

      Climbing the stairs to my room, I head straight for the tub and turn on the taps to fill it. Adding some rose scented bath salts, I strip out of my clothes and slide into the tub as it fills, resting my head back as I sigh contentedly.

      Grabbing my cell from where I left it on the side of the tub, I click into my current book and lose half an hour in a story where a female hunter has a harem of four guys; a vampire, a werewolf, a male hunter, and an angel. It’s epic and filthy, and the perfect distraction as I soak the aches from my muscles.

      Beau’s text me a couple more times during the day and I click into them, unable to delete them even though I know I should.

      
        
        Beau – I missed seeing you this morning xoxo

        

        Beau – Wear a skirt tonight, I dreamed about eating your perfect pussy last night and I can’t wait to taste you in my mouth. I want to lick your clit until you’re squirming and begging me for my fingers or cock, then I’m going to bend you over and fuck you hard until you come on my dick.

        

        Beau – Stay with me tonight.

        

      

      I didn’t reply to any of them, even though I wanted to. Despite his sexy, tempting words, he still hasn’t listened to what I told him last night. He can’t just declare we’re together, or that we’re going to have sex, or that I’m suddenly going to sleep over at his house. I think him telling me he’s going to pick me up at eight was his way of asking me out, but asking requires a question, not a statement.

      Climbing reluctantly from the bath, I dry myself, rub moisturizer into my skin, and slide on some underwear as I stand in my closet and try to decide what to wear. The restaurant we’re going to isn’t fancy, but it’s nicer than jeans and boots. Grabbing my electric blue skater skirt, I slide on black sheer pantyhose with tiny black dots on, then pull the skirt over the top. I pair it with a super soft, black cold shoulder sweater and my black suede over the knee heeled boots.

      Drying my hair, I curl it into soft waves that fall just below my shoulders and add some makeup, with a smoky eye and nude lips. Sliding gold loops through my ears, I give myself one last check in the mirror and call it good.

      I’m much more comfortable in jeans and a hoodie than I am in skirts and makeup, but it’s nice to make an effort every once in a while. Taking my cell out, I snap a selfie and send it to Cora. She immediately texts me back.

      
        
        Cora - #HOTSTUFF

        

      

      Smiling, I palm my cell and head downstairs. My dad left a while ago, so I grab my good purse, shove my cell, lip gloss, and pepper spray into it, before picking up my car keys and heading for the door. It’s almost six-thirty, so I climb into my car and start the drive back down into town. Butterflies burst to life in my stomach, but I don’t know if it’s nerves about meeting Dan, or that Beau might turn up at my house expecting me to be there. A thrill of excitement ricochets through me, perhaps if I’m not there waiting on him like a good little pet, he might get the message, or maybe he’ll be over his crush by now and he won’t come at all.

      By the time I park my car outside Wake Up and Go Go, I’m nervous. I haven’t been on a date in years, the last one was in high school, and it consisted of a movie, then making out in his car. I really don’t think this one will be the same. Dan appears at my door the moment I kill my engine and opens it for me, smiling widely.

      “Hi Bonnie,” he says, holding out a hand to me. Tonight, he’s dressed in slim fitted navy-blue chino’s, a burgundy wool sweater, and tan boat shoes with bare feet. The lack of socks confuses me. Why would you wear leather shoes with bare feet? He looks good, but it’s obvious from his outfit that he’s an out of towner. His hair is artfully disheveled in a sexy rumpled way that makes me want to brush it out of his eyes so I can see his handsome face.

      “Hi Dan,” I say with a smile, taking his hand as I look up into his GQ model face. High chiseled cheek bones and a defined jaw, he’s a truly beautiful man and I can’t help but wish I was attracted to him. He’s gorgeous, and I should be drooling over him, but there’s something missing that I fear might be the lack of working hands. With my palm in his, he helps me from the car, his hands soft and smooth.

      Soft and smooth. That shouldn’t be a turn off, but there’s just something about a man having hands that are rough and lined, hard-working hands that gives me a warm and fuzzy feeling deep in my soul.

      Dan’s hands are neat and probably regularly manicured. His nails are perfectly shaped and round, he’s polished and clean cut, and I don’t know why that doesn’t seem to work for me, but it just doesn’t.

      Pulling my hand free the moment I’m standing on the sidewalk, I busy myself locking my shit-heap of a car—that absolutely no one would want to steal—just so he can’t try to hold my hand again. “So,” I say when I turn around, my fingers wrapped tightly around the strap of my purse. “What kind of tour are you looking for?”

      “The kind that means we get to stroll and chat for an hour, I booked us a table for eight. Until then, show me around this little town of yours,” he says flirtily.

      “Okay, well then let’s go,” I say moving forward. He falls into step at my side and within minutes I’ve relaxed. I’m not attracted to Dan, but I like him, he’s fun and flirty, although I get the feeling he probably behaves like this around all women. We stroll along main street and I point out random tidbits of town history and the things Rockhead Point has to offer, while he nods and laughs and flirts with me.

      By the time we’ve circled back to Rochelle’s, the restaurant we’re having dinner at, I’m relaxed and smiling and really enjoying myself.

      “Actually, I found some really attractive properties, can I show them to you and you can veto if it’s in a rough neighborhood or whatever?” he asks.

      “Sure,” I say as we follow the hostess to our table. “But you do realize our little town doesn’t really have any rough neighborhoods, right?”

      Dan pulls out my chair for me and I sit, thanking him quietly as he takes his seat opposite me. We’re at a prime table, right in the window, overlooking the small courtyard seating they’ve laid out which is lit up with twinkle lights and flickering candles in hurricane jars.

      “Hi Bonnie, what can I get you guys to drink?” our waitress Claudia asks, she’s one of Rochelle, the owner’s, daughters and was the year above me at high school.

      “Hi Claudia, could I get a beer, please?” I ask.

      “I’ll have a gin and tonic, Bombay sapphire if you have it,” Dan says.

      With a smile she hands us each a menu and then leaves.

      “This really is a small town isn’t it,” Dan says with an amused laugh.

      “It really is,” I nod. “Not many people leave and if they do, they usually come back. This place isn’t a lot, but it is home and it’s got a charm that pulls you in.”

      “Did you go away to college, then get lured back in then?” he asks.

      “Nope, I was due to start college then my mama got sick, so I gave up my place to stay home and take care of her.”

      “You didn’t re-enroll after she got better?” Dan asks.

      “She did get a little better, then she had a heart attack, she died over a year ago,” I say, clearing my throat.

      “I’m so sorry,” he says, his eyes showing genuine sadness.

      “Thank you,” I say clearing the emotion from my throat. “Now it’s just me and my dad at home, and my brother, sister-in-law, and nephews live on the other side of our property.”

      “Your family own a ranch?” Dan asks.

      “They do, ranching’s been in our family for generations, but the Williams ranch was started by my daddy, he built the house we live in, and he and my brother built the house my brother lives in with his family,” I tell him, pride brimming from my voice.

      “Wow, my dad’s an orthodontist,” he says with a grimace.

      I laugh and he joins in as a waiter arrives at our table with our drinks. “Hi Bonnie,” he says.

      “Hi Derek, the beer’s mine.”

      He quickly places the glass of beer in front of me and the tumbler full of clear liquid in front of Dan. “You ready to order, or do you need another minute?”

      Realizing I haven’t even opened my menu I quickly pick it up and start to scan the choices. Working long hours means I rarely have chance to eat out, so my eyes devour all the delicious sounding foods.

      “I think we may need a minute,” Dan says, and Derek leaves with a smile. “So, what’s good here?”

      “Rochelle is an amazing chef, so everything is good, I think I’m going to go with a walnut and pear salad, then the sea bass,” I tell him.

      “The pork loin stuffed with mushrooms sounds amazing,” he says, his eyes fixed on his menu.

      Derek returns and we order our food. “So, show me these properties,” I say, lifting my beer and taking a drink as he pulls out his cell.

      For the next fifteen minutes he shows me the houses he’s short listed, all of them were built recently, with little to no character in an area we call secondhomeville, because the majority of people who own them only use them during the winter season and on occasional weekends.

      Derek delivers our appetizers and we make polite chitchat, not covering anything too personal, strictly first date material all the way.

      “So that big guy at the coffee shop?” Dan asks.

      “What about him?” I ask dismissively.

      “You sure he’s not your boyfriend?”

      “No, he’s not, but what makes you ask that?” I ask carefully.

      “Well because he just barged into the restaurant, he’s coming this way and he looks seriously pissed.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            8

          

          
            Beau

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Pulling my cell from my pocket I check for the hundredth time to see if she’s replied to any of my texts, but she hasn’t. I’m antsy to see her, I don’t like the way we left things last night, I don’t like thinking she’s mad at me and that this thing between us isn’t settled. To me it’s obvious, she’s mine and we’re together, but for some reason she doesn’t seem to think it’s that easy.

      I don’t do girlfriends, the last time I did, I was a wet behind the ears high school senior dating a cheerleader. That’s not to say that Mary-Ann wasn’t a nice girl, but when we broke up and she immediately started dating my buddy, Brad, I was happy for them both. They’ve been married almost twenty years and have a brood of kids.

      I haven’t been a fucking monk; I’ve indulged in women the last twenty odd years when the mood’s taken me. Snow bunnies in the winter and out of towners in the summer are always up for a quick fling with a fit, attractive townie. But I never date, I just fuck. Bonnie is the first woman I’ve seen myself having anything permanent with, and now I know she’s attracted to me, I just don’t see what the problem is.

      The age gap could be a sticking point, but she hasn’t mentioned the twenty-two-year age difference at all. For some reason she seems really hung up on the fact that I haven’t asked her out on a date. But really, who the fuck cares about dates when we’re talking about forever? When I saw her, really saw her with honesty in my eyes, I knew she was it for me. She’s my chance at a future filled with real, raw, brutal love, so dating seems inconsequential to me. I’m ready to hand her my heart on a platter, and she wants to make small talk over wine and steak.

      Apparently, I want to make her happy more than I care about my own dignity, that’s why I’m in slacks and a button down when I park my truck outside her house and make my way to the front door. I told her I’d pick her up at eight, and I’m right on time as I lift my hand and rap at the door.

      “Beau?” Hal says when he opens the door.

      “Good evening, Hal, I’m here to pick up Bonnie,” I say, pulling at my uncomfortable collar.

      “She’s not here,” he says, confusion lacing his tone. “I thought she was out with you.”

      “What? I told her I’d be here to pick her up at eight. Where’s she gone?”

      “No clue, she just said she was eating out tonight, I assumed you were going out on a date. Her car’s gone, so did she think she was supposed to meet you at your place?”

      Pulling my cell from my pocket I check it again, but there’s still no texts or missed calls from her. “I told her I was picking her up. I’ll give her a call and see where she’s at,” I tell him, walking away from the front door as I lift my cell to my ear. It rings several times, before her answerphone message plays in my ear and I end the call.

      Turning back to Hal, I find him watching me, a concerned expression etched across his weathered face. “She didn’t answer. Maybe we got our wires crossed, she’s probably at my place waiting for me,” I say to placate him. I know she’s not at mine, but I don’t want to worry him by telling him I have no fucking clue where his daughter is. “I’ll go find her, then I’ll give you a call and let you know she’s with me.”

      Hal nods, disappears into the house for a minute, then comes back and hands me a slip of paper, “that’s the house number and my blasted cell phone too.”

      “Thanks,” I say, taking it from him and immediately turning for my truck. Climbing in I start the engine and peel away from the house, driving a little too quickly down the drive and onto the highway.

      The advantage to having six brothers and living in a town this small, is that when you need to find someone you can just engage the Barnett brothers telephone tree, and that’s what I do now. Instead of making six calls, I just hit dial on the video chat app and invite the family group. Within seconds, I’m looking at all of my brothers’ faces as I slide my cell into the holder on my dash.

      “Beau, what’s going on? You okay?” Granger asks.

      “Bonnie’s gone AWOL; I was supposed to pick her up to take her out tonight but I just got to her place and she’s not here. Her daddy thought she was with me, so now he’s freaking out. Where you all at?” I ask.

      “Bay and I are home,” Teddy says.

      “I’m still at the garage,” Penn says, but the camera is moving and a moment later I recognize the office at the back of the shop.

      “Cody and me will head into town, see if she’s here,” Huck says.

      “No need, I’ve got eyes on her,” Granger tells us.

      “What? Where is she?” I snarl.

      “She’s just walked into Rochelle’s, looks like she’s on a date, bro,” Granger chuckles.

      “Hell fucking no, the guy blond, from out of town?” Bay snaps.

      “I didn’t get a good look, but I don’t recognize him, so he’s not from round here,” Granger says.

      “That little…” I trail off, my teeth grinding together so hard it actually hurts.

      “What the fuck, Beau, I thought you had things settled with Bonnie?” Penn hisses.

      “Me too,” I growl.

      Glancing at my cell, I see my brothers’ faces reflected back at me, all of their expressions a mix of concern and amusement. They think it’s funny that I’m panting after a girl who apparently hasn’t got the memo, that when I claim a woman, I don’t fucking share.

      We all stay on the video chat, but no one really speaks as I do the twenty-minute journey into town in ten minutes. Abandoning my truck in a side street, I find Granger on the street opposite Rochelle’s.

      “He’s here,” Granger says into his cell and I hear a chorus of “okay’s” and “don’t let him kill the guy” before he presses a button and slides his cell back into his pocket. “You good?” he asks.

      “Nope,” I seethe.

      “I’ll wait, make sure your crazy ass doesn’t get arrested,” he laughs, slapping me on the back as I stomp towards the restaurant and my infuriating woman.

      Claudia, one of Rochelle’s daughters, smiles at me as I throw open the restaurant door, but when she sees my face her smile falls away and she just steps aside without a word. It only takes me a moment to spot Bonnie, and the soon to be deceased Dan from the coffee shop, sitting at a table together.

      Staring at her, I take a moment to forcibly unclench my fists and inhale sharply. I’m managing to stay pretty calm until Dan lifts his head and looks at me. Surprise and then fear flashes across his pretty boy expression. His lips move and Bonnie’s head snaps around to look at me.
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      “Oh fuck,” I whisper, as Beau saunters across the room towards us.

      “Bonnie?” Dan asks, warily.

      “Baby girl, did you misunderstand my message? Cause I told you I’d pick you up at eight. I never mentioned you coming down into town, or inviting someone else to join us,” Beau asks, his voice deceptively calm, in spite of how obviously angry he is.

      “Beau—” I start.

      “Bonnie?” Dan questions.

      “I don’t think we’ve been introduced properly,” Beau says, holding out his hand to Dan. “I’m Beau Barnett.”

      “Errr Daniel Cheshire,” Dan says, taking Beau’s hand and wincing slightly when Beau’s paw like fist crushes Dan’s in his grip.

      Beau releases Dan and immediately turns to me, he steps toward me, lifts me from my chair and sits back down, pulling me into his lap, his arm banded round me in a steely grip a second later.

      “Beau,” I hiss. “I’m on a date, what are you doing?”

      “What did I tell you, baby girl?” he asks, his fingers gripping my chin tightly and forcing me to look at him.

      “Beau—” I start, but he interrupts me again.

      “I told you that I’m a possessive, unreasonable, jealous mother fucker. So I suggest you say goodbye to Dan, tell him you’re not even slightly fucking interested in him, and walk out of here with me.”

      “What the hell gives you the right—” his lips on mine silence me. His kiss is angry and bruising and so utterly consuming, that without even realizing I’m doing it I kiss him back just as harsh and furiously.

      “That’s what gives me the right,” he growls against my lips when he pulls back just enough for us to breathe. “The fact that I’ll bet your pussy is wet and dripping for me right now, that’s what gives me the right.” His fingers collar my neck, firmly enough that I can feel his possession, but not hard enough that he’s restricted my breathing. “The fact that you’ve been grinding up on my dick and that you didn’t even notice that your date left a few minutes ago. That’s what gives me the mother fucking right. You. Are. Mine.”

      I part my lips to argue, but his grip on my neck tightens, warning me not to. His hands drop to my waist and he lifts me off his lap, his fingers holding my wrist like he’s worried I’m going to make a run for it.

      Standing, he drops some bills to the table and then releases my wrist to wrap his palm around the back of my neck. He guides me with his firm grip on my nape out of the restaurant, ignoring the stares of every person in here who watches us leave.

      Once we’re outside and on the sidewalk, Beau starts to guide me in the opposite direction of my car. “My car’s outside the coffee shop.”

      Ignoring me, he continues to walk, pushing me along with him.

      “Beau,” I snap, ducking out of his hold and turning to face him. “My car’s over there,” I point.

      “I don’t give a fuck about your car,” he snarls.

      “Well I do, I can’t just leave my car in town.”

      Huge hands grab me and he hauls me off the floor and over his shoulder yet again. “Beau,” I screech.

      “Bonnie, just shut the hell up. I swear, woman, you were put on this earth to drive me fucking crazy. We’re leaving your car here and you’re coming with me. You can kick and hiss and scream like an angry kitten all you fucking want, but the end result won’t change. And don’t think kicking me in the balls will give you the chance to run away this time, you played your hand too early and I’ll be looking out for those tiny lethal feet of yours.”

      “I need my car to get to work in the morning,” I say, not even bothering to fight him this time as I hang over his shoulder, hoping that my ass isn’t on display to the whole town.

      “I’ll drive you to work in the morning,” he hisses, lowering me to my feet at his truck and opening the passenger door for me.

      Climbing in, I smooth down my skirt and wait while he walks around to the driver’s side and slides in. As soon as he closes the door, he pulls his cell from his pocket and taps at the screen before lifting it to his ear. “Hi Hal, it’s Beau. I’ve got her, she’s fine, there was just a little confusion over where we were meeting is all, nothing to worry about. She’s gonna sleep at my place tonight so don’t wait up for her.” He pauses for a second listening, then says, “Okay… Sure… I will… Night Hal.”

      “Was that my dad?” I ask incredulous.

      “Yep,” he replies, starting the truck and pulling onto the street.

      “Why are you calling my dad? And why are you telling him I’m staying at your place tonight? I want to go home.”

      “I’m calling him, because when I turned up at your place to pick you up tonight and you were nowhere to be found, he was worried,” he says curtly, the muscles in his jaw tense as he keeps his eyes on the road ahead, not even glancing in my direction.

      “I want to go home; can you take me home please?”

      “No.”

      “No?” I echo.

      “No,” he hisses through gritted teeth.

      Stunned at his blatant refusal I fall silent, watching the mountain roads meander upwards until I spot the familiar turn off for the Barnett property. We slow to a stop in the same place he parked the other day and I consider refusing to get out of the truck, or stealing it again, but as if he’s reading my thoughts, he pulls the keys from the ignition and smirks at me as he opens the door and climbs out.

      Sighing, I open my door too, resigned to the fact that Beau isn’t going to let me go home just yet. As if just remembering that I left the restaurant before really eating, my stomach lets out an embarrassing growl.

      “If you’d been where you were supposed to be, we’d have eaten by now,” Beau smirks.

      “Look—” I start.

      “I don’t want to hear it, Bonnie. Right now, I’m a second away from taking you over my knee and spanking your ass until you can’t sit down for a week. So just be quiet and let me calm down,” he warns, reaching for my hand and taking it in his huge one. He pulls me from the truck and closes my door before leading me across the drive and to the front door.

      “You’re scaring me, Beau,” I tell him, pulling against his hold.

      “You think I’d hurt you?” he gasps, spinning around to look at me, horror filling his expression.

      “No,” I tell him truthfully. “But I think you’re real mad right now, and your brothers proved the other day that they won’t step in to help if you get out of hand.”

      “After the new assholes you ripped them all yesterday, I’m pretty sure that they’d kick me out and have you move in so they can worship at your feet right now. But if you actually think you’re in any danger, that I’d hurt you, or make you do something you don’t want to…” he trails off as if the idea is physically painful to him. “Well, if you honestly feel that way, I’ll take you home right now.”

      Unable to hold eye contact with his piercingly intense gaze I look away and shake my head. “I know you wouldn’t do anything like that to me, you’re just really big and really angry and I don’t really know you,” I confess with a shrug.

      Soft fingers caress my cheek and I cautiously lift my eyes to find a much less scary Beau looking down at me. “Then give us the chance to get to know each other. Stop running from me and spend time with me instead.”

      His fingers pull me to him, and soft, full lips find mine. This kiss is so different from the others, it’s not possessive or claiming, it’s soft and sweet and cajoling. It’s an enticement and an entreaty all in one and I’m helpless to resist. No one could resist a kiss like this.

      “Come on baby girl,” he coos, taking my hand gently in his and towing me to the door.

      I allow him to lead me, still slightly dazed and thoroughly enamored with this odd, sweet mountain man. Warmth hits me the moment we cross the threshold into the house and the sounds of people surround us.

      “Hey Bonnie,” Teddy calls from the couch, smiling at me when I turn in his direction.

      “Hi Teddy,” I call back.

      “Ted, if she asks you to, I want you take Bonnie home, regardless of what I want. Okay?” Beau tells his brother.

      “Sure thing. Bonnie you just holler if you need me, okay?” Teddy says, his expression becoming more serious.

      “Thank you,” I say quietly, some of the tension melting from my shoulders now I have an escape plan if I need it. Beau leads me to his bedroom and I let him, very aware in this moment of the huge size difference between us. Beau really does look like a giant, with his huge palm wrapped around my fingers, his body so much bigger than mine that I have to tip my head back to see his face.

      A tremor of fear creeps through me. I don’t think he’d physically hurt me, but his size intimidates me. Living on a ranch I’m usually surrounded by big guys, but Beau makes them all seem like dwarfs with how broad his shoulders and back are.

      Pushing open his bedroom door, he steps inside, holding the door open and towing me into the room before he closes the door behind us. This time I take a moment to look around, taking in the warm sage green walls and worn wooden floors. His bed dominates the space, huge and made of scrapped logs, curving and meandering as they did when they were trees growing in the forest.

      The bed is high, so high that I don’t think I could get onto the mattress without a step. His bedding is simple, a soft gray, with darker pillows, and a sage green quilt folded and laid across the bottom.

      Scanning my gaze around the room, I spot a bathroom through a partially open door, and a closet through another. A gray rug covers half the floor and there’s a small gray love seat under the window. Matching bedside cabinets and a dresser are pretty much the only other furniture. The room is sparse, but somehow epitomizes Beau perfectly.

      “What the fuck were you playing at, going out with that guy tonight?” Beau growls, startling me and pulling me from my perusal of his space.

      “I was thinking that Dan was cute,” I reply bluntly.

      “You don’t get to date other people, I don’t share,” Beau says, not quite shouting, but his tone is lethal and cold.

      “And does that mean you don’t get to date other people too? Or is this fictional thing you’ve imagined between us all one sided?” I barb, crossing my arms across my chest defensively.

      “The only woman I have any interest in is you,” Beau answers immediately.

      I wasn’t expecting him to say that. For some reason I assumed he’d blow me off, be vague and non-committal. That he’d be a typical guy and want to keep me on a leash, but still be able to do as he pleased.

      Closing the distance between us in a single stride, he curls his arm around my back and yanks me to him, my chest slamming against his a second before he kisses me. My head starts to spin, and my body feels weightless as his mouth takes mine in a kiss that’s so freaking amazing, I feel like I’m floating.

      His free hand tangles in my hair, gripping it tightly at my nape and pulling. He moves me into the position he wants me in, then pushes his tongue into my mouth almost aggressively. The bite of pain mingles with the sensation of flying, and it’s like fireworks go off behind my eyes. I don’t know what’s happening to me. I’m not orgasming, it’s more cerebral than physical. It’s like he flipped a switch and made my fantasy into a real-life waking dream.

      I’ve imagined him kissing me like this before, but my mind’s creations pale in comparison with the real thing. His chest is solid beneath me, his beard tickly against my cheeks. He’s so tall that he has to lean right over to touch his lips to mine, my head bent back, his firm grip supporting the base of my spine when he maneuvers me into the position he wants.

      My fingers are gripping the fabric of his shirt and I’m holding on tight while he devours me, ruins me, owns me.

      He’s owning me with a simple kiss, and all while we’re both fully dressed.

      “Mine,” he rasps when he tears his lips from mine.

      I don’t know what to say, he’s literally rendered me speechless. He doesn’t let me go, but he straightens, allowing me a little breathing space.

      “I want you, baby girl, in my bed, in my life. I want you and I know you want me too. I can see it when you look at me, I can taste it on your lips when you kiss me back like I’m your man, and I can smell it on your sweet, wet pussy when you’re turned on. We’re inevitable, Bonnie, we have been since the first time I drove past you, all alone and unprotected in the shop. I claimed you that day and you’ve been mine ever since.”

      “I…” I trail off, unsure what I want to say. Yesterday I was confused by him, then furious at him. Today he steamrollered my date, dragged me from a restaurant, and then kissed me like I was his entire reason for being.

      “Dinner. Let’s eat, then talk,” he says, releasing me for a moment as he grabs his cell and taps at the screen, before sliding it back into his pocket. “Food should be here in thirty minutes.”

      I nod, because I have no idea what else to do. The urge to flee has gone, but I’m not sure if that’s because I want to be here, or just because my legs are weak from his kisses and I’m pretty sure I’ll fall over if I try to run.

      His smile is blinding, and he lifts me up and kisses me quickly. “You want to watch a movie?”

      “Err, sure.”

      Lifting me off the ground, he spins and places me on his huge, ten-foot-high bed. “Your bed is enormous,” I say, immediately regretting making any comment about the size of anything when I’m this close to him.

      “I’m six-foot five, I don’t fit in normal size beds, so I bought some logs back from work and Granger built this one for me. He built the cabinets and dresser too.”

      “It’s beautiful, it makes my full seem like a twin.”

      “This is a California king, but I wouldn’t mind squeezing into a full with you,” he says with a chuckle. Climbing onto the bed he pulls me to him, not allowing any distance between us like we’ve done this a thousand times before.

      “You don’t have a tv,” I say stiffly, my body tense, even though it felt like my bones had melted into his when we were kissing just a few minutes ago.

      Grabbing a remote I hadn’t noticed before; he presses a button, and a screen starts to lower from the ceiling. The lights dim and the Netflix menu screen flashes in vivid color in front of us.

      “This is a roll out screen and an ultra 4k projector, the picture quality is amazing,” he says, his fingers rubbing a gentle path along the side of my breast. “What movie did you want to watch?”

      “Pride and Prejudice,” I say, holding in a chuckle, waiting for him to recoil in horror, but instead he just searches for the show and presses play. While the very familiar title credits start to roll, I glance up at him and find him staring back at me, his eyes heated while his tongue passes over his full bottom lip, wetting it.

      Thirty minutes later there’s a bang on the door, and Beau pulls his arm from beneath me and climbs off the bed. Pulling open the door, he speaks quietly to who I’m assuming is one of his brothers, then reaches out and takes a white takeout bag from whoever is out there. Closing the door behind him he turns back to me. “I didn’t know what you liked, so I got us a little of everything. Yung Chow Pork, chicken alfredo, Taco’s, Burgers, and some chocolate brownies.”

      “What no pizza?” I ask.

      “I can order pizza if that’s what you want.”

      “No,” I cry, “I’m just teasing. That all sounds great.”

      “You sure?” he asks.

      “Absolutely sure. I’m just gonna use the bathroom first,” I say, shuffling towards the edge of the bed. “Jesus, I’m like six foot off the floor,” I mutter.

      His huge hands wrap around my waist and he lifts me off the bed like I’m weightless, placing my feet on the floor. “It’s just through there,” he says, gesturing in the direction of the half open door, I spotted earlier.

      “Thanks,” I mumble, suddenly unable to meet his eyes. The bathroom is small, with a shower stall, toilet, sink, and not much else. But it’s immaculately clean, with all of his things neatly organized and spicy scented soap in the dispenser.

      After peeing, I wash my hands and take a quick second to freak out. I’m in Beau Barnett’s bedroom. Beau Barnett’s bedroom. This is all my teenage fantasies come to life, only rather than spoiling the illusion like he has been doing up until now, his kisses are so far above what I imagined that I feel childish for not considering how powerful his touch could be.

      Pushing the door open, I step back out into his room and find him laying out food boxes across his bed. Watching him place the selection of meals onto the comforter, I barely suppress a giggle. “Are we inviting all your brothers to join us?” I ask.

      “Hell no,” he growls, reaching for me and reeling me into his arms. I go willingly, lost in my fantasy again as his hand cups my jaw and his lips find mine. “Let’s eat, baby girl, before I lose interest in the food and decide to eat you instead,” he rasps against my lips.

      I swallow thickly, unsure if I want to rip my clothes off and let him devour me or run for the hills. My desire for him is so potent I feel lightheaded, but it’s all fictional, all a fabrication in my own mind. Every ounce of want I feel for him is one hundred percent physical, because I don’t know him.

      “Eat,” he prompts, turning me in his arms and lifting me back onto the bed again.

      “You need a ladder for this bed, it’s so high,” I say, kicking off my boots before shuffling across the comforter.

      “It’s not that high, you’re just tiny. You’re what? Five foot?” he laughs.

      “I’m five-foot one, it’s a perfectly normal height,” I argue.

      “My baby girl is a midget,” he chuckles.

      Rolling my eyes, I take the bottle of beer he hands me and then eye up the food, my stomach growling appreciatively at the spread.

      “Don’t stand on ceremony, dig in,” he motions.

      We eat in companionable silence, both of us taking a little of each thing he ordered and filling our plates with a smorgasbord of foods from around the world. Once we’ve finished, he takes the leftovers, rubbish, and our plates and disappears from the room.

      Exhaling slowly, I slide cautiously down from his ridiculous bed and slide my feet into my boots. I’ve just finishing pulling them on when the door opens and Beau walks back in, his eyes instantly moving to me.

      “What are you doing?”

      “I’m getting my boots on. I have work in the morning, I need to get my car.”

      “I told you I’d take you to work.”

      “Beau.”

      I’m lifted from the floor a moment before my back hits the mattress, and the boots are ripped from my feet and thrown across the room. “No, baby girl, I haven’t even gotten started with you yet. You’re not going anywhere.”

      “Beau,” I gasp as he slides me up the bed and follows me, caging me in with his huge body above me.

      “I want to hear you say my name while I make you come,” he growls, as his mouth lands on mine and he parts my lips with his tongue.

      His kisses distract me, while his hands start to roam my body, sliding from my waist, up along my ribs, and leaving a tingling excitement on every place he touches. I part my legs without thought and he grinds closer to me, his body barely pressing against mine, only touching in the place my body craves him most. Heat pools between my legs and I have to fight the urge to lift my hips and press myself into his dick.

      I’ve imagined myself in this position a million times before, his body above mine, his dick hard for me, my sex wet and eager as he takes my virginity. This all feels like a dream, but it’s nothing like the things I imagine when I’m asleep. His hands are bigger, spanning my ribs and the underside of my breasts as he rubs a thumb over the pebbled peak of my nipple. His kisses are more desperate, making me hum and moan with pleasure, and the weight of him above me is both better and more than I could ever have expected.

      His lips leave my mouth and kiss a path down my jaw to my neck, as he slides his hand underneath my sweater, pushing up the fabric until I feel the cool air hit my stomach and breasts. I see stars when he finds my nipple beneath the fabric of my bra and pinches it between his thumb and forefinger, causing a sharp tug of pain that burns to a heat, making the breath pant from my mouth in a moan of pleasure I’m not expecting.

      “You like that, baby girl?” Beau asks, his voice gravelly as the heat of his mouth seals over my other nipple, sucking it hard until my body is alight with sensation. I try to speak, to tell him that I more than like it, but the only sounds I’m capable of making are moans and pants of pleasure.

      “Oh yeah, be loud, baby, let me hear you,” he growls, sliding his hand down my body until he reaches the hem of my skirt and confidently pushes it out of his way. Moving his hand, he cups between my legs, grinding the heel of his hand against my clit.

      “Oh god,” I gasp, my legs closing instinctively.

      “Part your legs, let me in,” he snarls, and I do as he asks, eager for more. “Good girl. I’m gonna make you feel so fucking good. This is my pussy now, and I’m going to take real good care of it.”

      I hear the fabric of my pantyhose rip, then feel the sharp tug on my panties as he tears them in two and pulls them down my thighs freeing my feet, before he chucks them to the side and focuses all of his attention on the space between my thighs.

      “Fuck, so fucking pink and wet and perfect,” he growls, sliding a finger along my sex. I jolt in shock at how amazing his touch feels as his tongue follows the path of his finger and I arch up from the bed, a strangled cry falling from my parted lips.

      This feels amazing. How the hell have I gotten to twenty-one without being touched like this? The closest I’ve ever gotten is a few over the clothes gropes Billy got in on our first few dates, but we never even got past second base before my life got much more complicated than boys and dates and sex.

      “Beau,” I cry, when he licks a path from my entrance all the way to my clit, circling and flicking over the bundle of nerves that has never been touched by anyone but myself. Without answering he doubles his efforts, licking and sucking and doing something that feels so freaking good I lose complete control of myself, shouting his name and bucking my hips up to his face. My orgasm sneaks up on me, coming out of nowhere and crashing over me like a tsunami. My entire body tenses and I slap my hand against his head pushing him away then dragging him back as a wave of heat consumes me, making every nerve in my body pulse with awareness.

      “Oh god, Beau, oh fuck,” I scream.

      Soft chuckles vibrate against my inner thigh. “Fuck, baby girl, there’s not a soul in this town who didn’t just hear you screaming my name. I want to hear it again, come for me again,” he demands, nipping at my thigh as he pushes one long finger into me.

      “Ohhh,” I gasp, feeling myself stretch around the invasion.

      “So fucking tight. This pussy is mine now, baby girl, no one gets to see it or touch it. Mine. I don’t share, I won’t share. Not with you. You belong to me now,” he rasps, as he fucks me with his finger and licks me until I’m screaming his name again and convulsing around him.

      When he finally lifts his head, I watch in a haze as he sucks his fingers into his mouth and smiles at me. “Perfect,” he whispers.

      My head falls back against the comforter as my body melts with relaxation. “Fuck,” I pant, my chest heaving up and down even as my body tries to become one with the mattress. My eyes fall closed and I’m vaguely aware of his soft chuckle and the rustling of fabric as he drags my skirt from where it’s bunched up around my waist.

      “Let’s get comfy,” he whispers, pressing his lips against mine. I taste myself on his tongue, it’s not an unpleasant taste, but it feels unbelievably intimate to be kissing a man who just had his mouth on my pussy.

      My eyes refuse to open when he finally pulls away from me, I’m too orgasm drunk, too sated and relaxed to move. I’ve made myself come, but it’s never felt like that, and if I was a smoker I’d have a cigarette in my mouth to go with the smile I can feel on my lips.

      His weight leaves me for a moment and I know I should get up, get dressed and leave. But even opening my eyes feels insurmountable when all my body wants to do is bask in my post orgasm glow, sleep, and then maybe ask Beau to make me come again.

      “Open your eyes, just for a minute, then you can go to sleep,” Beau purrs, his voice all soft and gruff.

      I do as he asks, forcing my eyes open and find him above me, his eyes bright and maybe happy? “Come here,” he says, lifting me and pulling my top up at the same time. Before my brain can even question why he’s undressing me, he’s pulling my sweater free from my hair and removing my bra.

      I part my lips to ask what he’s doing, but then he effortlessly drops an enormous t-shirt over my head, feeding my arms though the sleeves like I’m a child. My gaze drops to the soft gray shirt, then moves to him. I’m surprised to find he’s shirtless too and only wearing navy blue lounge pants that sit so low on his hips I can see the fabled v of muscles that go from his hips and point down towards his dick. His large, hard dick that’s tenting his pants and practically waving at me.

      A jolt of lust hits me so hard my limp body perks up in excitement, but before I can even think about seeing what his dick looks like in real life, he’s lifting me again and pulling back the comforter before he drags me into his chest and covers us both up.

      I’m in bed with Beau Barnett. I’m not dreaming or creating some elaborate X-rated fantasy. I’m actually in Beau’s bed, wearing what I’m assuming is his shirt, curled up against his bare chest after he gave me the two most amazing orgasms of my life.

      “Sleep, baby girl,” he whispers, stroking my hair with one hand as he holds me tight, his other hand spread wide across my bare ass cheek under the hem of his shirt.

      Maybe another girl would protest. Maybe someone else would insist on getting dressed and leaving after the high-handed way he steamrollered my night. But I’m not that girl, and instead of fighting him, I fall head first into this real-life living fantasy, sliding my arm across his stomach and closing my eyes.
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      She looks like a sleepy little kitten all curled up against me, her hair messy and sexily rumpled against my arm as she sleeps draped across my chest. I fucking love this. I can still taste her on my tongue, the smell of sex still clinging to us even hours later.

      I’m forty-three years old, tonight wasn’t the first time I’ve eaten a woman’s pussy, but fuck I’ve never experienced anything like watching Bonnie come for me. She’s loud, so fucking loud, screaming my name when she came, her face so fucking glorious in that moment that I almost shot my load just from watching her.

      My dick is still hard from wanting to slide into her hot, tight, wet cunt, but I need her to be all in before I fuck her. She’s mine already, but the shit she pulled tonight proved that she’s going to test me and my patience until she’s one hundred percent confident that we’re permanent, and I suppose I can understand that.

      Or maybe, I can tolerate it might be more appropriate. I wasn’t lying when I told her was possessive and unreasonable. I’m the eldest of seven siblings, I learned a long time ago that if you don’t want to share something you have to keep it close and hold it tight, and that’s exactly what I intend to do with Bonnie. She’s my property now and I won’t let her go, even if she thinks she wants me to.

      The urge to fuck her until she screams that she belongs to me and only me, is fighting for supremacy. My inner caveman is craving her submission, not in a fifty shades way, I don’t want her to call me sir or get on her knees—unless she’s sucking my dick. But I want her to understand, to really know and feel that she’s my woman, and if I have to do that with my cock in her virgin cunt or a ring on her finger, I’m prepared to do whatever it takes to own her completely.

      The sun will be up in a few hours, but I promised Bonnie I’d take her to work, even though all I want to do is keep her here like this for the rest of the day. We didn’t really get a chance to settle anything last night. She wanted to leave, and I made her come until she was nothing but a boneless mess, then I stripped her and put her in my shirt, and we slept. We still need to talk; she still needs to understand the rules of being mine and she needs to tell me if she has any rules for me. I’ll do whatever she needs, as long as it’s not staying away from her or not touching her, those have become impossible for me now.

      Pushing back her hair from her cheek, I allow my hand to slide over her ass, loving the way I can cup her cheek in my palm. “Baby girl,” I whisper against her hair, as I let my thumb dip between her cheeks, gliding over her asshole and down to her cunt that’s slick and hot.

      “What are you dreaming about?” I ask, stroking my thumb through her wetness and then dragging it back up to squeeze her cheek a little.

      She stirs in my arms, a small sound escaping her as she moves her hips, lifting her leg and curling it over mine, parting herself and offering her pussy to me while she sleeps.

      I shouldn’t, but I can’t help but push my hand between us, cupping her cunt, loving how she moans with pleasure the moment my fingers part her sex.

      “Beau,” she gasps, her eyes flickering open.

      “Good morning, beautiful girl. Your cunt is so wet, tell me what you were dreaming about?” I rasp, pushing one finger into her. She’s so tight, so fucking tight that if I didn’t already know she was untouched before, I’d have known the moment I touched her last night.

      I’m not going to lie, I fucking love it. I want to be the first, I want to be the only one to see her and feel her. My dick will be the only one she knows, the only one she’ll ever know, and damn if that doesn’t make me desperate to take her, to claim her.

      Gently, I slide my finger slowly in and out of her, circling her clit with my thumb. Her hips roll and she pushes me in deeper, riding my finger with tentative movements. Lifting her chin with my free hand, I lead her lips to mine and kiss her, swallowing her gasp. Her hips instantly still and I leave my finger buried in her cunt, but stop moving.

      After a second’s pause, she stops kissing me and I pull back, smiling down at her as her eyes fully open.

      “Good morning.”

      Her eyes go wide for a second, and she glances around, taking in my room. Unable to resist, I rub her clit and she moans. “Your cunt is so hungry for me; it knows who it belongs to. Were you dreaming about me?” I ask, continuing to slowly fuck her with my finger while I rub at her clit.

      “Beau,” she pants.

      “I love the way you say my name when my fingers are in your pussy. Tell me what I was doing in your dreams to make you this wet and I’ll do it for you now. Was I fucking you with my fingers, my tongue, or my cock? Was I in your pussy, your mouth, or your ass? Tell me and I’ll make your dreams come true, baby girl.”

      Her hips roll and she pushes herself onto my finger a little deeper, but she doesn’t speak, her lips parted in a silent gasp.

      “Did you dream about me being hard and rough, or soft and slow? Are you a dirty baby girl who wants to be spanked and tied up? You deserve a spanking after what you did last night.”

      Her eyes sparkle a little, and a smile forms on my lips. “Sweet Jesus, you like the idea of being spanked, don’t you? I like it too,” I whisper, a moment before I take her lips with mine.

      She kisses me almost desperately, and I suck on her tongue and bury my fingers in her hair. Pulling back, I cup her cheek softly and smirk at her. “Roll onto your front.”

      Pausing, she sucks in an audible breath and then moves, turning slowly onto her stomach.

      My dick is so hard I swear I go lightheaded from the sudden rush of blood to my groin, all I want to do is part her legs and slam into her. But I know I can’t. Instead, I climb over her, straddling one of her legs. Running my hands along her thighs I squeeze her ass cheeks, then push the shirt she’s wearing up onto her back, exposing her ass to me. I swallow thickly at the sight in front of me. Smooth, creamy skin, and just the hint of her pink pussy between her thighs.

      Grabbing one of her cheeks roughly I squeeze hard, cupping her pussy with my other hand, before sliding two fingers gently into her. I wait for her to tense, or tell me to stop, but instead she moans and lifts her hips off the bed begging for more.

      “Your cunt is so fucking tight. Do you like being full of my fingers?”

      She doesn’t speak, and I release her ass cheek and slap my palm down onto her experimentally.

      Her moan is almost pornographic.

      “I asked you a question,” I say, spanking her again a little harder this time. “Do you like the way it feels when I fuck you with my fingers?”

      “Yes,” she gasps.

      I spank her again and she jerks, pushing herself deeper onto my hand and moaning loudly.

      “Does this spanking feel like a punishment, or pleasure?” I ask, spanking her other ass cheek this time.

      “Both,” she pants.

      “You’re my dirty baby girl, aren’t you? Tell me what you were dreaming about,” I demand, fucking her a little faster with my fingers, curling as I try to find her g-spot.

      “You were…” she trails off as I hit her again, her skin tinged pink in the spots I’ve struck.

      “I was what?”

      “You were fucking me.”

      “How?”

      “Bent over the bed,” she cries, her hips moving and lifting, seeking more of either my fingers or the spanking, but I’m not sure which.

      “That’s how you want me to take you? Bent over my big bed while I slam into you from behind?”

      “Yes.”

      “Was I spanking you too?”

      “No, but I want you to,” she gasps, her fingers raking at the sheets.

      “Get onto your knees,” I order.

      Pushing onto her knees, she rests her elbows against the bed to support her.

      “Good girl,” I praise, my thumb finding her clit as I continue to fuck her pussy with my fingers.

      “Ahhh,” she cries, her hips jerking as I push her towards an orgasm that I wish I could watch.

      “That’s it, baby girl, you know what I want.”

      “Beau,” she rasps.

      She’s close to release, I can feel the way her cunt it tightening around my fingers, so I press against that spot deep inside of her, rubbing and pinching at her clit as I smack her ass with my open palm.

      When she comes, she screams my name so loud there’s no doubt that if my brothers weren’t awake, they are now. Her breathing is nothing more than panting gasps, and I smile, sliding my fingers out of her and lifting them to my mouth as she collapses back to the bed.

      Reaching down I spank her ass three times in hard succession and she mewls, part pain, part pleasure. Laying down beside her, I run my palm over her pink ass and chuckle. “I’ve never spanked a woman in my life, but I gotta say if you’re into it so am I, seeing your skin all pink like this is making my dick even harder than it already was.”

      “Oh god,” Bonnie groans and it’s not a sexy groan, it’s worry, or something that sounds a lot like it.

      Grabbing her around the waist, I roll to my back and drag her on top of me, shuffling up the pillows a little so she’s straddling me. She buries her head into my shoulder and I pry her up, forcing her to look at me.

      “What’s the matter? Did I hurt you?” I ask, horrified at the thought.

      “No, you didn’t hurt me.”

      “Then why are you hiding from me?” I ask, cupping her chin.

      “Because you just spanked me.”

      “So?”

      “And I really liked it,” she says, cringing.

      A soft chuckle escapes from my lips. “I liked it too,” I say with a shrug.

      “I’m a freak.”

      “No, you’re not. It’s not like I tied you up and burnt you with candles or anything, it was just a bit of harmless fun. It was hot, baby girl, and if you’re up for it, I want to do it again. Hell, I might even take you over my knee next time. Fuck, the thought of you naked, over my knee while your ass turns pink and your pussy drips with how wet and turned on you are is fucking hot,” I rasp, my dick somehow getting even harder with the image that just flashed into my mind.

      “Beau,” she says, with that edge that I’m starting to learn is the prelude to her saying something I know I’m not going to want to hear.

      “Bonnie, I want you, I think it’s pretty fair to say you want me too. Unless you’re married, or taken, I can’t think of a single thing you could say to me right now that would make an ounce of difference to what’s going to happen between us. I’ve never claimed a woman as mine, but you are. I can’t have it any other way, I won’t have it any other way.”

      “This is just too sudden. I need some time, some space,” she says, moving to climb from my lap.

      “No. You don’t need time, or fucking space, what’s the point in fighting the inevitable?”

      “You don’t just get to decide you want me and I don’t get a choice in it.”

      “Maybe if you didn’t want me just as much that would be true, but this thing that’s happening between us, neither of us get a choice in that. It’s fate or destiny or fucking kismet, I don’t know. But whatever it is, it’s real and raw and happening. We should have talked about this last night and I wish we had more time now, but I promised I’d get you to work,” I tell her, hating that I don’t have time to make her come again, to make her realize that we’re perfect for each other.

      “What time is it?” she asks, panic lacing her voice.

      “Just before five, we’ve got time, you won’t be late,” I assure her.

      When she climbs off my lap, I reluctantly let her. “This bed is ridiculous,” she snaps as she slides to the floor dramatically.

      Following her off, I grasp her around the waist and pull her back into my chest, banding my arm across her stomach and pressing a kiss to the side of her neck. “You won’t think it’s so stupid when you’re naked and bent over it.”

      “I can barely climb on, it’s so high,” she snaps, pushing at my arm.

      Lifting her, I cross to the bed and bend her over it, her feet almost off the floor, only her toes still touching. Parting her legs, I press my hard dick against her cunt and grind a little. “I think it’ll work perfect, baby girl,” I growl against her neck, then bite her.

      Her moan is low and a little desperate, and I love the fact that I made her sound that way. Sex is usually always fun, but sex with her is going to be mind-blowing I can already tell.

      As fast as I got her into this position, I release her again, lifting my eyebrows in challenge as I grab the hem of my shirt she’s wearing and slowly start to lift it.

      “What are you doing?” she questions, slapping at my hands and trying to pull the fabric back down.

      “Helping you get ready, like any good boyfriend should,” I say with a wink.

      “I’m naked under this shirt, although I don’t remember getting undressed,” she says with a pointed glare.

      “Did you want to sleep in a bra all night?” I ask smugly.

      “I can get undressed all by myself. In the bathroom,” she snaps.

      “That’s not happening,” I laugh.

      “Beau,” she hisses.

      “Not happening,” I say, shaking my head.

      “Why do I have to get naked when you’re wearing pants?” she shrieks.

      Pushing my pants down, I kick them to the side, feeling her eyes on my rock-hard dick when it bobs up and hits my stomach.

      “Holy fucking shit,” she whispers, her gaze fixed on it.

      “It’ll fit, don’t worry,” I smile, reaching down and grabbing my cock in my hand, giving it a little tug.

      “I’d heard the rumors, but still,” she gasps, staring at it.

      “There’s rumors?” I ask amused.

      “You’re huge, like huge. I’m tiny, that’s just not going to work. No,” she says, finally lifting her eyes from my cock and staring wide eyed up at me, her head shaking slowly.

      “It’ll fit, baby girl, I promise. I’d give you a demonstration but we need time for that, time that we don’t have right now.”

      This time when I grab the hem of the shirt she doesn’t protest, just lets me pull it up and over her head leaving her completely, perfectly naked. Like this she looks even tinier, full breasts, a tiny waist and a round peachy ass, still pink from the spanking.

      A bead of precum drips from the head of my dick and I grip my length, fighting the urge to rub one out and coat her perfect skin with my seed. “You want to shower here or at home?”

      “Home,” she says, spotting her clothes that I folded and placed on the loveseat and rushing over to them.

      Amused, I watch as she searches for her panties that aren’t there.

      “No panties, I ripped them and your pantyhose last night. I chucked the hose, but I’m keeping the panties as a prize,” I smirk.

      “Great, so I’m doing the walk of shame in a short skirt and no panties. Perfect,” she sighs, quickly pulling on her clothes.

      “No,” I growl, closing the distance between us and yanking her to me. “There’s no shame in staying at your man’s house and him taking you home to get ready for work. Don’t make what happened between us last night and this morning sound fucking cheap,” I warn.

      Staying silent, she stares up at me and I can’t help it, I lean down and kiss her, not caring that I’m still naked and that my dick is trying to work its way up her skirt.

      Melting into me, she kisses me back like she’s as desperate for me as I am for her and after too long, but nowhere near long enough, I pull back, sighing. “I don’t want to stop, but we have to, baby. Let me get some clothes on and we’ll go to your place so you can get ready.”

      Releasing her is harder than it should be, but eventually I move, pulling on boxers, then my work clothes. When I turn back, she’s completely dressed, her legs bare beneath her boots. “Did I tell you how beautiful you looked yesterday? I love those boots, but next time you wear them for me, not some other fucker with a death wish.”

      She opens her mouth to talk, probably to argue, but I don’t let her, grabbing her hand in mine and towing her from my room and into the living room. My brothers and I are all early risers, so the kitchen and living room is full, and all of them turn to look at us as I lead Bonnie to the kitchen.

      “Morning Bonnie,” Teddy calls.

      “Morning Teddy,” Bonnie says quietly, her gaze fixed firmly on her feet.

      Lifting her chin, I kiss her softly. “No shame, baby girl,” I remind her.

      “Here you go,” Granger says, sliding two brown bags towards me, one says Beau on it, the other Bonnie.

      “Thanks,” I say taking them.

      “Why does that bag have my name on it?” she asks.

      “It’s your lunch.”

      “You made me a bagged lunch?” she asks incredulous.

      “No, Granger made you a bagged lunch, it was his turn,” I say, handing her a thermal cup with her name on it too.

      “Do you do this for every woman who sleeps over?” she asks my brother.

      Granger glances at me, then to Bonnie, his brow furrowed. “Bonnie, you’re the first woman who’s ever slept at this house apart from our mama.”

      “What?” she asks, confusion lacing the slightly shrill word.

      “We don’t bring women to our home,” Teddy says from where he’s eating a bowl of cereal at the dining table.

      “I don’t understand,” Bonnie says.

      “This is our home, not some fuck pad. We wouldn’t disrespect our mama’s memory by bringing home any random woman we wanted to screw. We all agreed a long time ago that we’d only allow the women we were planning forever with to come here,” I tell her simply.

      “But, I’m…” she trails off.

      “Forever, baby girl,” I say, pressing another too quick kiss to her lips. “But we gotta go, else your gonna be late for work.”

      “See you later,” my brothers chorus as I pull a very shocked Bonnie from the house and out to my truck.

      “You okay?” I ask, as I lift her into my truck and buckle her seat belt, ignoring her when she tries to push me away so she can do it herself.

      “No, I’m not. Your brothers made me a bagged lunch with my name on it.”

      “One of us makes a bagged lunch for everyone, every day we work,” I say with a shrug, smiling to myself as I pull onto the road and head towards her house.

      “This is all too much.”

      “It’s only lunch, Bonnie,” I chuckle as I turn onto the ranch’s driveway, the sun just starting to creep over the horizon.

      “It’s not just lunch,” she shrieks, her eyes wide and full of panic as I pull to a stop outside of her house.

      “Calm down, you need to get ready for work.”

      Her eyes flash to the house and she nods, fumbling with her seatbelt, then bolting from the car the moment she gets her door open. Calmly I follow her, letting myself into her house and heading for the kitchen.

      “Morning Hal,” I say, as I slide into the chair opposite his at the kitchen table, my thermal coffee mug in my hands.

      “Morning Beau,” he says with a nod.

      We both turn as a flustered Bonnie bursts into the room wearing only a robe tied tightly at her waist. “I have to put dinner on, she says, rushing from one side of the kitchen to the other.”

      “What you making?” I ask.

      “Err,” she says, shoving her head into the refrigerator. “Daddy do you want pot roast or short ribs?”

      “I can sort dinner later, sweetheart, you go get yourself ready for work, you seem a little fraught this morning,” Hal tells her.

      “No, I put on dinner every morning, that way if Owen doesn’t bother to show we have dinner ready for when I get home,” she snaps, pulling a rack of ribs out.

      “Stop,” I say, jumping up from my chair and going to her. Reaching around her from behind I take the food from her hands and place it on the counter. “Go get ready for work and I’ll sort dinner.”

      “I…” she starts.

      “Just calm down,” I say pressing a kiss to the side of her neck. “I know how to prep ribs for the crock pot, we have it all the time at home, so let me take care of this for you.”

      “Are you sure?” she asks, turning to face me.

      “Absolutely,” I say, dipping my head to kiss her.

      “Okay,” she says, glancing at her dad, then back to me before she scurries out of the room.

      I busy myself pulling out a pan and searing the meat while I chop some onions and add stock, sugar, garlic, and all the other ingredients into the crock pot, then place the ribs on top and put the lid on.

      “You’re good for her,” Hal says, shocking me by speaking when he’s stayed silent until now.

      “Good at pissing her off at the minute,” I laugh, filling the sink with suds to wash the pan, knife, and chopping board I’ve used.

      “She’s trying to do everything her mama did, she won’t let me help and she’s working full time as well. She needs someone to take care of her,” he tells me, his eyes shrewd.

      “Okay, I’m ready,” she announces, as she marches into the room in skin tight jeans with her work t-shirt tied in a knot at her back so it leaves an inch of skin between her jeans and shirt that I have the overwhelming urge to lean down and lick with my tongue.

      “See you later, Hal,” I say, waving at the man whose eyes warm with love the moment they fall on his daughter.

      “Bye Daddy, don’t work too hard,” Bonnie says, pressing a kiss to her dad’s cheek before she turns and heads towards the front door. She’s in my truck with her seatbelt buckled before I have a chance to get my hands on her again.

      “What time are you supposed to finish work today?” I ask, as she unlocks the door of the coffee shop.

      “Three in theory, but more than likely close. Owen doesn’t enjoy working and his dad won’t fire him, even though he knows he’s a waste of space,” she says absentmindedly.

      “Text me and let me know.”

      “Why?” she asks, turning to look at me for the first time since I climbed out of my truck.

      “So I know if I need to come to the shop or straight to your place.”

      “Why would you do either?”

      “Baby girl, that’s a stupid fucking question,” I say, reaching over and grabbing the back of her neck with my palm. “If you’re closing, then I’ll come wait while you lock up, same as I’ve been doing for the last year. If you’re not then I’ll come straight to you at home.”

      Her brow furrows and she look’s both confused and a little annoyed as her lips purse together. “Maybe I have plans tonight.”

      “Do you?” I ask.

      “I might.”

      “What plans?” I ask, starting to get a little annoyed too.

      “Cora wants a girls’ night out,” she says tartly.

      “After you’ve worked a fourteen-hour day?” I ask with an arch of my brow, a smirk slipping onto my lips.

      “Fine, so I don’t have plans, but you shouldn’t just assume I don’t,” she snaps.

      “I’m sorry,” I say, barely restraining my grin as we both step into the shop. “What do you want for breakfast. I’m going to order us something from Granny Annie’s and have Herb bring it over,” I say, pulling up the number for the diner on the other side of town that’s open twenty-four hours a day.

      “Don’t you have to go to work?” she asks, pausing by the coffee machine she just turned on to heat up.

      “Not till after we’ve eaten, you know what time I normally leave. Plus, I need to feed you first, I never thought about us not having time for breakfast. You distracted me with that perfect pussy of yours,” I tell her, rounding the counter and backing her against the wall, claiming her lips with mine.

      “Beau,” she whines breathily. “You really can’t keep coming back here and kissing me.”

      “Watch me. I won’t let a stupid fucking counter stop me from getting to you,” I say, dipping my head to hers again, my hand sliding along that tantalizing strip of skin at her waist.

      She moans against my mouth and I reluctantly pull back. “Let me feed you. What do you want for breakfast?”

      “French toast with strawberry butter, please,” she says, her eyes unfocussed, her body soft and pliant against mine.

      Stepping away from her, I pull up a stool at the counter rather than sitting at my usual table and watch her as I call through our food order to Granny’s. It comes quickly and I pull up a stool next to my own and make her sit and eat with me.

      “I’ve got to go, baby girl,” I tell her reluctantly when we’ve both finished eating.

      “Okay,” she says, taking the trash from our breakfasts and dropping it into the can beneath the counter. “Thank you for breakfast.”

      “You’re welcome,” I say. “Now come here.”

      “Why?” she asks.

      “So you can kiss me goodbye,” I tell her, loving how her cheeks pink a little.
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      “Beau—” I start.

      “Bonnie, get your butt round here and kiss me goodbye before I come round there and redden that ass again,” he warns, his voice rough and full of promise.

      My mind fills with how it felt when he spanked me this morning and made me come. Heat pulses in my cheeks as I blush, embarrassed and turned on by how much I liked it. Slowly I force my feet one in front of the other as I make my way from behind the counter towards him. When I reach him, I press my palms flat against his huge, hard chest and kiss him chastely on his cheek.

      “That’s how you kiss me after I made you scream my name this morning?” he asks archly, yanking me into him and taking my mouth in a rough, claiming kiss that makes my head spin and my nipples pebble in anticipation.

      “Jesus, that’s some kiss.”

      My eyes snap open, and I tear myself away from Beau’s hold and spin to see Hannah standing in the doorway, her eyes wide with shock, a knowing smile spread across her lips.

      “Hannah, hi,” I say a little too loudly.

      “Morning Bonnie, Beau, I’m sorry to interrupt.”

      “You weren’t,” I say too quickly, rushing towards her and almost dragging the basket from her arms.

      “You were, but it’s fine, I’ve got to go to work anyway,” Beau laughs, coming up behind me and curling one of his huge hands across my stomach. “See you later, baby girl, text me and let me know what time you’re finishing.”

      I nod absently, looking anywhere but at him. His fingers pinch my chin and he tips my face back, forcing me to look up at him. “Text me or call me,” he growls.

      “Okay,” I nod.

      “Kiss me,” he orders.

      “Beau.”

      “Kiss me,” he orders again, the stubborn look in his eyes warning me that he’ll keep me like this until I comply.

      Pushing up onto my tiptoes I press my lips to his, planning to make it quick, until he palms the back of my head and kisses me deeply and thoroughly, not releasing me until I’m breathless.

      “Behave,” he whispers, pressing a quick peck against my lips before he lets me go, then turns and leaves.

      “Hell, I think I’m pregnant just from watching you two,” Hannah laughs. “How long have you pair been together, and how the hell have you managed to keep it quiet for so long?”

      “We’re not together,” I say quickly.

      “You kiss all your customers like that then?” she asks, with a knowing smirk.

      “No. I. We. It’s complicated,” I say with a sigh, turning my back on her to take the basket behind the counter. Filling the display as quickly as I can, I pass the basket back to her and then pretend to be busy filling the bean grinder, hoping she’ll leave rather than stay and try to talk some more.

      “Well I can’t say I’m not shocked, but good on you,” she says. “You caught the uncatchable, the white whale, and if what Misty Connors says is true, he has a seriously huge moby dick,” she laughs. “See you tomorrow, Bonnie.”

      I don’t turn around until I’m sure she’s gone, then I exhale slowly, closing my eyes, ready to kill Beau for kissing me like that in here where anyone could see us. Rockhead Point is a small town and Hannah is a gossip, there won’t be a soul left this side of the mountain who won’t know about Beau and me kissing by the end of the day.

      By the time the clock hits twelve I’m tired, starving, and pissed off with Beau. My cell phone has six unopened text messages from him, but I’m too annoyed with him to even look at them. Every Rockhead Point resident who’s come in for coffee this morning has asked me about Beau and my supposed relationship. Some were genuine well wishes, others were from women who all wanted to know if he was officially off the market. More than one of them asked me to confirm if the rumors about the size of his junk were true.

      When the bell above the door rings, I look up and find Cody Barnett smiling at me as he saunters in.

      “Hey Bonnie,” he says with a smile that’s incredibly like his older brother’s.

      “Didn’t Beau tell you? I banned the entire Barnett family from the shop a few days ago.”

      “He didn’t mention it, no,” Cody smirks. “But he did ask me to tell you to reply to his texts.”

      “Is that the only reason you came down here, to bug me for your infuriating brother?” I snap.

      “Nope, I came for a coffee and a lemon bar too,” he says. “I need something sweet to go with my lunch, did you eat yours yet? Granger always puts in oatmeal raison cookies and they’re too healthy to feel like a real treat.”

      “I haven’t had a chance to eat yet, it’s barely twelve,” I say on a sigh.

      “You’ve been here since six, haven’t you? How can you not be starving yet?” Cody asks, horrified. “What time’s your lunch break?”

      “I’m here on my own so I don’t normally take a lunch break, I just eat when it gets quiet enough for me to nip into the back. What sort of coffee do you want?”

      “A latte please, with an extra shot and almond milk if you have it,” Cody says.

      I busy myself making his coffee and ignore my cell when it starts to ring, buzzing against the shelf that it’s sitting on under the counter. Placing a lemon bar into a paper bag, I push them both towards Cody. “Four seventy-five please.”

      “No family discount?” he asks with a grin.

      “No, you’re lucky I didn’t spit in it,” I warn.

      “You should answer his texts or call him, he said he’s coming down here if he doesn’t hear from you in the next ten minutes,” Cody says, leaning over the counter and lowering his voice, “and I don’t think you want all these nice customers hearing what the rest of us heard last night and this morning if he decides you need to remember who you belong to,” Cody says with a wink.

      My mouth falls open and heat pulses in my cheeks; I blush so violently I’m worried my skin might actually burn from the heat. “Y…youuu,” I stammer. “You heard?” I force the words past the huge lump in my throat.

      Cody doesn’t speak, he just smiles.

      Mortified tears fill my eyes, and I cover my mouth with my hand to stifle the whimper that I can feel on my lips.

      “Hey,” Cody says, his amusement dissolving in an instance. “Hey, I was only teasing. Why are you upset?”

      “I’m not. I’m fine,” I insist, holding my hand up to stop him when he starts to move to my side of the counter. The bell on the door chimes and I pull in a shaky breath, curling my arm across my stomach to hold in all of my unwanted emotion. “I have a customer, enjoy your coffee,” I say stiffly to Cody, looking past him to the group of tourists that just came inside.

      “Bonnie, I’m sorry, I was just teasing. I don’t want to leave when you’re upset,” he pleads, worry and anxiety etched across his face.

      “I’m fine, but I need to work,” I tell him. “Next please,” I call, forcing him to step aside when the group approach the counter.

      “I’m sorry. I’ll see you later,” Cody calls, but I ignore him, eagerly greeting the stranger as Beau’s brother leaves.

      When I’ve served the last customer, I pull my cell from below the counter and type out a text to Beau without bothering to read the ones he’s already sent me.

      
        
        Me – I’m working! Stop texting me, stop calling me. Don’t come down here, and stop sending your asshole brothers in here to spy on me.

        

      

      With a flourish, I shove my cell back under the counter and pointedly ignore it as it starts to buzz, stopping, only to start again a moment later.

      It’s barely twenty-five minutes later when the door bursts open and a very angry, muddy Beau storms towards me, a laughing Teddy trailing behind him.

      “No,” I shout, as he barrels across the shop, not even pausing as he comes behind the counter, grabs me, and physically drags me into the kitchen, slamming and locking the door behind us.

      “Beau, no, get the hell away from me. You can’t just come into my work and lock me in here with you. This is my job, this isn’t okay. You need to stop coming here, and you need to stop sending your brothers here too,” I shout, ripping my arm free from his grip and moving as far away from him as I can get in the small industrial kitchen.

      “Why are you upset? Cody said you were crying,” he demands, his huge frame taking up so much of the space that my chest feels tight.

      “I want you to leave, let me out of here and go away,” I say tightly.

      “Is this ‘cause he teased you about hearing us?” he demands. “He was just giving you shit, that’s what we do with each other, he wasn’t being an asshole.”

      “You’re all assholes,” I cry.

      “Why am I an asshole, what did I do?” he asks incredulous.

      “Are you serious?” I say, throwing my hands into the air dramatically. “First you kiss me like we’re about to start fucking on the floor when Hannah was here. Then I spent all morning answering questions about our non-existent relationship and refusing to tell women if your dick is as big as the rumor mill says it is. My cell has been buzzing every twenty seconds, and when I don’t reply, you send your brother down here to tell me to answer my goddamn cell phone. Then he tells me that not just him, but all your brothers apparently heard us last night and this morning. And now, even after I very specifically told you not to come down here, here you are, bursting into my work and locking me in here with you. That’s why you’re an asshole. I’m so embarrassed and mortified, Beau, and I need you to just go away and stay away and keep the rest of your family away from me too,” I scream, hot angry tears streaming down my face.

      The smirk that had started to curve along his lips falls away when he sees my tears, and in an instant he’s across the room and batting away my protests as he pulls me into his huge chest and hugs me to him, smoothing the back of my hair down with his hand.

      “I won’t apologize for kissing you, I don’t give a fuck who sees us. I want them all to know, this whole fucking town, the entire world. But please stop crying, I don’t like seeing you cry,” he says, carefully pulling me away from his chest and sealing his lips against mine.

      I can taste the salt of my tears in my mouth but I kiss him anyway, his touch distracting me from how mad I am at him for putting me in this situation. His hands cup my face reverently, our kiss soft and gentle and persuasive. It feels like he’s apologizing to me, even though he’s already said he’s not sorry.

      Parting my legs with his own, he pushes his huge, firm thigh between my legs until my sex is pressed against it, my clit tingling even from the lightest friction. One of his palms grips my ass and he moves his leg, grinding it slowly against me.

      A soft moan slips from my lips and I feel him smile against my mouth as he slides his tongue against mine, teasing me. His hand on my ass tilts me as he presses against my clit, while his tongue caresses mine and his free hand tangles in my hair, pulling till it’s almost painful.

      I don’t know how it happens, I didn’t even know it was possible, but I feel pleasure building inside of me and I gasp, my chest heaving from the wonderful growing balls of sensation.

      “That’s it, baby girl, come for me. Let me make it all better,” he growls against my lips, as he uses his grip on my ass to move me back and forth against his leg.

      “Scream, shout, whatever you want. I’ll swallow the sound, I won’t let anyone hear,” he promises, kissing me so hard I barely remember to breath as my orgasm peaks, crashing over me in waves of pleasure that make me wrap my arms around his neck and cling to him while my lips part. Just like he promised he would, he swallows every sound I make, kissing me while I gasp and cry, until my body goes lax and he pulls me into him, slowly lowering his leg away from my tingling core.

      “I don’t like to be ignored, baby girl. I know you’re working, I am too, but the next time you ignore me I won’t come down here and make you come, I’ll bend you over the sink and make your ass red with my hand, then I’ll fuck you, without letting you come,” he threatens, his eyes sparkling with excitement. “All I’ve been able to think about all morning was how pink your skin went when I spanked you and how wet you got. I thought I knew what turned me on, but knowing you loved it is one of the sexiest things I’ve ever seen.”

      “Beau,” I say on a weary sigh.

      “I’m sorry about my brother. Cody feels fucking awful for upsetting you. I wasn’t thinking about who was listening to us last night, or this morning, all that was on my mind was how beautiful you looked, how sweet your pussy tasted and how perfect it was to hear my name on your lips when you came.”

      “Look—” I start.

      “No. This is happening, baby girl, we’re an us, it’s a done deal, and the sooner you accept that the better. You want me, you want this, so I don’t really know why you’re fighting it. When I text, you reply, when I call, you answer, and I promise to do the same. If you’re pissed at me, tell me, but don’t fucking ignore me again,” he warns, his voice becoming steely and cold.

      “I—”

      “Tell me you hear me and you understand. I mean it, Bonnie, let me hear the words.”

      “I understand,” I hiss from behind gritted teeth. “But now, you listen to me and hear what I’m saying. I’m not at your beck and call. When I’m working, I don’t check my cell every three seconds, and I don’t plan to start just because apparently you had ten million things to say to me that you think are more important than anything I could be doing.”

      He nods slowly. “I get that.”

      “Also stop sending your brothers down here. Honestly knowing they apparently heard every noise we made, I never want to see any of them again.”

      “Don’t say that, they don’t care, and I promise they’ll never mention it again. You’ll love them once you get to know them properly,” Beau cajoles, pouting a little and making my heart skip a beat with how adorable he looks.

      “And for another thing, you can’t just barge into my work and make me orgasm to stop me from being pissed with you,” I cry, shoving at his chest.

      He doesn’t even sway and I scowl at him for being so big. “Baby girl, there’s nothing that’ll stop me from getting to you. If you’re pissed, I’ll make you forgive me, if you’re sad, I’ll make you happy, if you’re happy, I want to be the reason for it. I warned you I was an asshole, just know that I’ll always fix it and if that means kissing you, or fucking you, or making you come until you’ve forgotten why you’re mad at me, then that’s what I’ll do.”

      Rolling my eyes, I fight to hide how his words have softened me. I was so angry at him and his stupid brothers, and all it’s taken is for him to make me come and a few sweet words, and I’m a puddle of fantasy dazed mush. Only never in my wildest dreams did I imagine him like this. I never imagined him sweet, or stalking me, or using my body as a weapon. I never dreamed he would be like this, and for the very first time this feels almost real, and that scares me and excites me in almost equal quantities.

      “I’ve got to go, coming down here to take care of you isn’t getting any work done,” he grins.

      “Oh my god!” I cry, searching for my cell. “How long have we been in here, who’s watching the shop?”

      Rushing for the door, I shriek when Beau catches me around the waist and spins me around, pinning me to his chest as he collars my neck and kisses me quickly. “Teddy’s watching the shop, he worked as a barista when he was in college, that’s why I bought him with me,” Beau says. “Now kiss me,” he demands.

      “I’m not at your beck and call, remember,” I say.

      “Kiss me,” he orders, swatting my ass with his palm.

      “Oww,” I moan.

      “Kiss me,” he says again.

      “Fine,” I snap, rolling my eyes before I tip my chin up and press my lips to his.

      He deepens the kiss, turning it from something sweet into something heady, then he pulls away and groans. “I’ve got to go.”

      “Then let go of me,” I say, fighting and failing to keep the smile from my lips.

      “Don’t want to,” he whines, burying his face into my neck and nipping at the skin playfully.

      “I have customers to serve and you have trees to cut down.”

      “Fine,” he says on a dramatic sigh, taking my hand and leading me to the door which he unlocks and opens.

      Heat fills my cheeks as I let him lead me back into the main shop, but instead of finding people staring at me, I see Teddy behind the counter flirting with a pretty female tourist as he slides a takeaway cup towards her and takes the money she offers before she waves at him and turns to leave.

      “You pair made up?” Teddy asks, with a warm smile.

      “Yeah, we’re good,” Beau tells him, pulling me into his side and pressing a kiss to the top of my head.

      “Then we need to head back up the mountain, Riley got a flat in the grab, so he’s asked us to load up a new tire for him and he’ll change it up there so they don’t have to stop cutting,” Teddy says, walking from behind the counter.

      “I’ve got to go, baby girl.”

      “Okay,” I nod.

      “Kiss me,” he demands, lifting my chin.

      Pushing onto my tiptoes I press my lips against his again, waiting for him to deepen the kiss. He doesn’t disappoint, pushing his tongue into my mouth and kissing me like I’m indisputably his. When he pulls away, I sigh dazedly, and he just smirks in response.

      “What time are you working till?” he asks.

      “Not sure yet, Owen’s supposed to get here at three.”

      “And what are you gonna do when you find out what time you’re finishing?” Beau prompts.

      “I’ll probably turn my cell phone off completely and leave you guessing,” I laugh.

      His fingers dig into my side tickling me, and I squeal and laugh. “Fine, I’ll text you,” I relent, just to get him to stop.

      “Good girl. See you later,” he says, pressing a kiss to my lips a second before he releases me and heads to the door.

      I don’t even fight the smile that’s on my face as I watch him go.
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      My grin doesn’t leave my face the entire way from town back up the mountain to grab the spare tire we need on the job site; nor when I pull my truck to a stop on the half-felled shift of trees we’re working in today.

      Bonnie is a pain in my ass, she’s also the most perfect women I’ve ever encountered. She’s not meek, but she’s not cocky either. She’s the perfect blend of both. She calls me on my shit, and has no problem shouting at me when she’s pissed, but she’s still oblivious to just how obsessed I am with her and how much power that gives her over me.

      Normally I’d be in the crew with the guys, supervising and pitching in to help make sure we hit quota for the day, but I’m so distracted with memories of Bonnie in my bed, her ass in the air, the small whimpers and moans she made while I finger fucked her into a screaming orgasm, that I know there’s no way I can stay safe around falling logs and fucking chainsaws.

      “You’re so fucking whipped and it’s been, what? Three days,” Teddy laughs, slapping me on the shoulder as he pulls on his safety equipment ready to get back to work.

      “Three fucking days,” I groan. “She owns my ass and she’s completely fucking clueless. She still thinks this is a choice for me, it’s not, it’s a compulsion. She’s so utterly mine, I couldn’t stay away if I tried.”

      Her text message comes through at three fifteen and I smile to myself as I click into it.

      
        
        Bonnie – Owen’s not coming so I’m here till close. I don’t need a babysitter and I’m more than capable of locking up on my own. If I tell you not to come will it make any difference?

        

      

      I reply immediately.

      
        
        Me – No difference at all, save me a bear claw and have a kiss ready for me, I’ll be there same time as normal xoxo

        

        Bonnie – Worth a try, see you later x

        

      

      Like a kid getting his first note off a girl, I preen at the kiss she’s put at the end of her text. I’ve never been a needy guy until her, now I crave her attention, needing to get as deep under her skin as I can before she tries to run from me again. I told her I was possessive, unreasonable, and jealous, but she makes all those feelings seem amplified. I want all of her. All her attention, all her time, all her affection, I want it all, and even thought I know it’s too much, too soon, I just can’t stop.

      Counting down the minutes until I can go to her, I force myself to stay in my office until the last minute, rather than head down into town to stalk her at work. She’s already been pissed at me once today, and I might have smoothed things over with the orgasm I gave her earlier, but I don’t want to push her too far when I have to convince her to stay with me again tonight.

      Exactly thirty minutes before the coffee shop shuts, I climb into my truck and head down into town. She’s smiling at a customer when I push through the door, and jealousy rages so hot and so fast through me that I have to blink to see through the red haze that’s coated my eyes.

      Forcing a relaxed smile onto my lips, I stride up to the counter, not punching the dickhead customer she’s talking to in the face as I wait for her to turn her attention to me.

      “Hey,” she says, still smiling when she looks at me.

      “Hey baby girl,” I rasp, fighting to keep the unbidden anger from my voice. “You got something for me?” I ask, raising my eyebrows in question.

      “I don’t think so,” she says playfully.

      “Get over here,” I growl, chuckling as I curl my arm around her back and pull her to me, my palm finding her ass when I see the asshole customer is watching. “Kiss me,” I demand, grinning smugly when she lifts up and places her lips on mine.

      Reluctantly letting her pull away from me, I stay by the counter drinking the coffee she makes for me and eating the pastry she saved for me as she closes down the shop, turning off the coffee machine and cleaning down the counters.

      Once the last customer leaves, I lock the door and clean off the tables, doing what I can to help while she loads the dishwasher in the back. I consider going back there, but I don’t trust myself not to get her naked if I do, and I refuse to fuck her for the first time in the back of a coffee shop.

      “You about done?” I ask.

      “Yep I think so, just need to grab my purse,” she says happily, disappearing into the back again and coming out a moment later with her purse and her cell in her hand.

      I follow her out, just like I’ve done almost every day for a year, and wait at her side while she locks the front door.

      “You really didn’t need to wait,” she says.

      Rolling my eyes, I grab her chin and kiss her.

      “Night,” she whispers.

      “Come on, we can eat at your place then you can pack a bag for tomorrow.”

      “What?” she asks, her eyes narrowed, her head shaking.

      “We can’t sleep at your place, we’ll never fit in your bed, plus I’m pretty sure your daddy will shoot me if you make as much noise tonight as you did last night,” I laugh.

      “I didn’t…” she trails off.

      “You didn’t what?” I question.

      “I didn’t know you wanted to see me again tonight,” she says, pulling her keys from her purse and gripping them tightly in her hands. “I’m kind of tired and I have work again in the morning, I usually make muffins or scones for the guys on the ranch in the mornings, and I have to prep dinner for me and Daddy,” she rambles, edging backwards towards her car.

      “Okay so we’ll eat at yours, I’ll make some cookies while you go pack some stuff, and your dad can come have dinner with us and my brothers tomorrow night because it’s my night to cook,” I tell her, taking her keys from her hands and leading her over to her car and opening the door.

      She opens her mouth to argue, but I kiss her, silencing any protest she might have been about to say. “I’ll follow you home,” I tell her, sliding her key into the ignition before I head to my truck.

      She still looks bewildered twenty minutes later when I park my truck behind her car outside her house. Smiling, I drape my arm across her shoulders and walk us both up to the house, opening the front door for her. Following her in, I kick off my boots in the hall and trail her to the kitchen where Hal is sitting at the table nursing a beer, the radio playing the Rat Pack in the background.

      “Hey Daddy,” Bonnie says, greeting her dad with a kiss on the cheek before she crosses to the crock pot.

      “Hey sweetheart, how was work?” he asks.

      “It was fine, Owen was too sick to come today, I think that’s the fifth stomach bug he’s had this month, he should probably go see a doctor,” she says sarcastically, as she grabs some potato’s and fills the sink with water.

      “Evening Beau, you eating with us?” Hal asks.

      “Yes, sir,” I tell him, following Bonnie to the sink. “You go pack some stuff, are these potatoes for mash or fries?” I ask, taking the knife and peeler from her hands and nudging her to the side with my hip.

      “Mash, I was going to do some corn to go with it as well,” she says, looking up at me with a slightly confused and unsure expression again.

      “I can do that,” I say with a nod, kissing her quickly then dropping the potatoes in the sink, not turning to watch her leave, even though I want to.

      “How’d you feel about eating with me and my brothers tomorrow night?” I ask Hal. “We take it in turns to cook, and tomorrow’s my night.”

      “What you making?” he asks.

      “Meatballs, my mama’s recipe,” I tell him, peeling then slicing the potatoes into the pot.

      “Sounds good to me,” Hal says.” You want a beer?”

      “Thanks,” I tell him. Setting the water to boil as I peel the last of the potatoes and add them to the water. Grabbing another pot, I add corn and fill that with water too. “Bonnie mentioned she usually makes muffins or scones for the ranch workers in the morning, would cookies be good for a change, that way I can make them tonight and she doesn’t have to worry about it in the morning.”

      “I’ve told her over and over she doesn’t need to cook for the guys, but her mama did it, so she insists on doing it too,” Hal sighs.

      “Hal, I’m gonna be honest, I’m planning on taking Bonnie back to mine again tonight, so if whipping up a batch of cookies means she comes guilt free, then I’ll make fucking cookies. Hell, I’ll pay to have treats delivered every day of the god damn week,” I snarl.

      “Flour’s in the pantry, I’ll grab the chocolate chips,” Hal says, nodding at me approvingly as he pushes up from his chair and reaches down a huge yellow ceramic mixing bowl from a shelf.

      Making cookies for a load of ranch hands with my girl’s dad is by far the most surreal experience of my life. I don’t remember the last time I baked, probably with my mama when I was a kid. The fact that I’d do this every day if it means having Bonnie in my bed every night, is a startling realization that makes my heart beat a little quicker.

      The potatoes are almost done by the time Bonnie walks back into the kitchen, wearing tight black yoga pants and a sweater that’s falling off one shoulder. Her feet are bare and her hair is wet, it’s by far the most casual I’ve ever seen her look and my dick twitches in approval. Normally I don’t look at what a woman’s wearing unless she’s practically naked, but with my girl I can’t stop looking. Dressed like this, so relaxed and comfy, I just want to pull her into my arms and hold her. I also want to strip her naked and fuck her, but I want to snuggle with her afterwards as well.

      Sliding the tray of cookies into the oven, I pull the potatoes and corn from the stove and drain them. Adding milk, butter, and some salt to the potatoes I mash them while Bonnie tosses the corn in some butter and pulls three plates from the cupboard.

      Being with her is so new, but it already feels right, comfortable. She isn’t high maintenance or difficult, being normal and domestic with her feels good, because this is the life I want—her, morning, noon and night. I want to eat and sleep and just be with her for the small insignificant things as well as the big dramatic moments.

      I add mash to each of our plates, while she piles ribs on top and places some corn on the side. Passing her, I curl my arm around her and pull her lips to mine, kissing her quickly as I grab us each a beer, then slide Hal’s plate to him before I sink down into the chair next to hers.

      “Did you pack a bag?” I ask.

      “I can’t—” she starts to say.

      “Beau and I made cookies for the guys, although I’ve told you they can fend for themselves, and he invited me to join you for dinner tomorrow,” Hal says, looking pointedly at Bonnie over the rib he has in his fingers.

      “Daddy,” she starts then pauses.

      “Honey, you’re twenty-one years old, at your age, your mama was married to me and we had Caleb. I might be an old man, but I’m not senile,” he laughs.

      Bonnie’s cheeks turn red and I stifle a chuckle. “Pack stuff for tonight and some extras to leave at my place,” I tell her.

      “Why?” she asks, her brow wrinkled in confusion.

      “Because I don’t want you to live out of a bag when you stay at mine. Granger’s building you a dresser to match mine and I’ll make room in the closet for you,” I tell her.

      “Why?” she asks again, the furrow in her brow so deep now I could slot a pencil in it.

      “Isn’t it obvious,” I smirk.

      She frowns at me for a moment, then returns her attention back to her food. Getting up I pull the cookies from the oven when the timer goes off, then quickly finish my meal with my arm draped across the back of her chair.

      Hal waves us both off when we offer to tidy up. “You cooked, I clean,” he says, wrapping up the leftover ribs.

      “I’ll help you pack,” I whisper against her neck, enjoying her slight shudder in reaction to my closeness. Taking her hand, I lead her out of the kitchen, towing her in front of me when we reach the stairs so I can follow her to her bedroom.

      The room isn’t how I imagined it would be, the walls are pink, and honestly, it’s a bit of a mess; piles of clutter dotted here and there with clothes thrown into a pile in the corner. It looks like the room of a teenager, and for the first time I’m aware of just how young she is. I’m in my forties and she’s twenty-one, practically a baby in terms of life experience. A voice in the back of my head tells me that I’m too old for her, but I flip it the metaphorical middle finger and instead turn my gaze to look at her.

      She’s beautiful and all mine, I won’t give her up now, even if I should. Lowering myself to her bed I sit and watch as she pulls out a backpack from her closet and starts to add clothes to it.

      “You’ll need a bigger bag than that,” I tell her.

      “I don’t know why I need to bring extra stuff, I’m only staying for one night, which I’m not sure I actually agreed to anyway,” she rambles.

      “Every night,” I tell her.

      “Every night? What the hell does that even mean?”

      “I want you at mine, in my bed every night, and that’d be easier if you had clothes there.”

      “I’m not moving in with you,” she shrieks.

      “Why not?” I ask simply.

      “Because we’ve only been dating for like a day, we haven’t even been on a proper date yet,” she yells.

      “And why is that?” I snap. “It’s because last night when we should have been out on our first date you were having dinner with someone else.”

      Her eyes turn solemn and she lowers her gaze like a chastised child. “This is all moving too quick. Maybe we should just take a little time—”

      “No,” I growl. Reaching for her, I yank her to me, spinning us when she’s in my arms, and lowering her to her bed, pinning her down with my body. “No thinking.” I kiss her. “No time.” I kiss her again. “Just us,” I tell her, lifting her arms and encouraging them to wrap around my neck as I devour her mouth, persuading her with my lips and tongue to be in the moment with me.

      I expect her to take a second to react, but instead she lifts her head and kisses me back, curling one of her legs over mine. My dick jumps to attention, eager to be closer to her pussy now she’s pressing it against me.

      “You can’t just kiss me senseless every time I disagree with you,” she says a little breathlessly against my mouth.

      “Why not? I like kissing you much more than I like arguing with you.” I smile.

      Her sigh is loud, and a mix of weary and amused. “Beau, why now? If what you said about wanting me for a year is true, why have you finally decided to relentlessly pursue me now?”

      “I’m forty-three, baby girl, you only just turned twenty-one a few months ago,” I tell her, pressing a soft kiss to the side of her mouth, hoping to distract her.

      “I can’t change my age,” she shrugs.

      “I know,” I admit, sighing. “I think subconsciously I was just waiting for you to at least be able to legally drink,” I wince, hating how that sounds, but feeling how truthful it is.

      “If you think I’m too young, then why are you here?” she snaps, her soft hold on my neck changing as I feel her tense beneath me.

      “When I saw that guy flirting with you, I just knew I couldn’t wait anymore. I couldn’t risk losing you to someone else when I’ve always known you were meant to be mine,” I confess.
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      His eyes look almost vulnerable for the first time since he told me he wanted me. I should insist he give me some time, some space; this thing between us is moving at warp speed, but in this moment when he’s looking at me like he is now, I don’t want space. I want him to kiss me, I want him to take me to his huge bed and claim me as his. I’m a twenty-one-year-old virgin. Until now I’ve just found it inconvenient, but I’ve been unwilling to have a one-night stand with someone in town that I’ll have to see in the street for the rest of my life. Now I’m glad I haven’t ever slept with anyone else, because I want my first to be him.

      No matter what he says, this thing between us won’t last forever, but for however long I hold his interest I want to be his wholeheartedly. Then when this is done and we both move on, at least I’ll know I made the most of the time I had with the man I’ve wanted since I was old enough to understand what a crush was.

      Wrapping both of my legs around his back, I lift my hips and push my sex into his very hard dick. “I’m old enough to know I want you,” I whisper a moment before I kiss him, my bravado only lasting for a second.

      His hips roll and his dick hits my clit, making a gasp burst from me. The moment my lips part he thrusts his tongue into my mouth, his hips rolling in unison with his tongue and making my skin tingle in anticipation for how he’s going to fuck me the moment we get to his.

      Tearing his mouth away he pulls back, pushing my legs from around him while he breathes heavily, his dick so hard I can see the bulge clearly through his pants. “Get your stuff,” he rasps, reaching down and adjusting his dick as his wild eyes stare at me. “Now,” he snarls. “I’m not going to fuck you with your daddy downstairs.”

      Climbing off my bed he stalks to my closet and rummages around in the back, eventually pulling out the wheeled carry-on case that I’ve only ever used once when Maggie took me to New York for a weekend trip for my eighteenth birthday. Without thought, he starts ripping clothes from hangers and shoving them into the case. He crosses to my dresser and opens my underwear drawer, grabbing handfuls of cotton panties and bras and throwing them haphazardly in.

      “Stop, what are you doing?” I cry, laughing as I lift the case onto the bed, trying to see what exactly he’s put in there.

      “I’ll buy you whatever we forget; just get your toothbrush and whatever girly shit you need and let’s go. If we don’t, I’m gonna forget that we’re in your pink childhood bedroom and fuck you in that tiny bed of yours.”

      “I don’t need half of this stuff,” I argue, but he silences me when he grabs my hand and shoves it against his very hard dick, thrusting a little into my palm.

      “Feel that? My dick is so hard, so fucking desperate to get into your cunt I’m losing my god damn mind, so just do as your told and grab your shit,” he snarls, anger lacing his words. Grabbing the back of my neck he squeezes, pulling me to him as his lips descend on mine and he kisses me passionately, almost frantically.

      When he releases me, I cross to the bathroom, grabbing the bits I need and shoving them into the case. I scan the room, spotting my charger which I shove into the case and then zip it closed.

      Beau snatches the case from me and lifts it in one hand, grabbing my hand in the other. Almost dragging me from the room, he guides me down the stairs and then back towards the kitchen. “Go say goodbye to your daddy,” he orders, releasing my hand.

      “Daddy, I’m gonna stay at Beau’s tonight,” I say a little sheepishly.

      “Okay honey, we’re all set for the morning with the cookies Beau and I made, so I’ll see you tomorrow night for dinner,” my dad says, pressing a kiss to my cheek.

      My jaw drops and I stare, expecting him to be at least a little scandalized at the idea of me sleeping over at a guy’s house, but he doesn’t even seem that shocked. He did say earlier that he was old, not senile, but I’m his only daughter, and Beau and I only just started dating. I suppose I stayed there last night and he never mentioned it, but I don’t know what Beau told him when he let him know I wouldn’t be coming home. “Okay, well, night,” I say a little dazed.

      “Night honey, night Beau,” Dad says, filling a cup with coffee, his back to us.

      “Night Hal, I’ll text you what time for dinner depending on what time Bonnie finishes,” Beau says, grabbing my hand again and leading me towards the front door.

      “Okay,” Dad calls, just as Beau ushers me outside and towards his truck.

      This time when he lifts me into the seat and does my seatbelt up, I let him, as eager to get to his place as he is. Neither of us speaks as he drives a little too quickly down my driveway, onto the road, and then up his driveway, skidding to a stop outside his house.

      Fumbling with the seatbelt, he throws open my door, easily unclipping me and scooping me up into his arms, my case in his other hand.

      “Put me down,” I cry. “You can’t carry me in, your brothers will see.”

      “Don’t give a fuck,” he growls, kissing me to shut me up as he pushes through the front door and makes an immediate b-line for his room. He ignores his brothers who all stay stoically silent, not even saying hello, as he carries me into his bedroom, slamming the door behind us.

      Lowering me to the floor, his lips find mine as his fingers grasp the edge of my shirt, peeling it up and over my breasts, only tearing his lips from mine so he can pull my shirt free of my head and throw it to the floor.

      “These fucking tits,” he growls, cupping my bra clad breasts in his huge palms.

      I watch mesmerized as he opens his mouth and sucks my nipple between his lips, a wet patch forming on the lace. “So fucking perfect,” he whispers reverently, as he releases the clasp at the back and slides the straps of my bra down my arms, letting it fall to the floor as soon as my nipples are revealed.

      “Jesus, baby girl,” he rasps as his teeth clamp down on my sensitive peak, and I cry out in pleasure filled pain. “Tiny, pink, and fucking delicious,” he moans, allowing his tongue to dip out and lave at the tip.

      The heat of his lick mixes with the cool air, I suck in a startled breath as my nipples pebble and goosebumps break out across the skin of my breasts.

      “Naked, I need you fucking naked, I want to look at you,” he growls.

      His fingers slide into the waistband of my leggings and he pulls them down, taking my panties with them as he kneels on the floor, lifting my feet free of the fabric that he discards to the side. Still fully dressed, he rolls back onto his heels and looks up at me, his eyes raking over my exposed skin with a predatory gleam.

      “You’re mine, baby girl, every fucking inch. I was an asshole before, but now you’re giving yourself to me, giving that perfect fucking pussy to me I’ll be a thousand times worse. I won’t give you an inch of space, I won’t give you time, or let you run; you belong to me now, my property, and I won’t ever give you up,” he warns as he licks a path up my inner thigh, parting my legs as he does.

      His tongue finds my clit and my legs almost buckle, but his palm on my ass holds me up, even as he squeezes roughly. Burying his face in my sex, his tongue laps lazy lines from my clit to my entrance, dipping inside me a little deeper each time until he’s fucking me with his tongue. He tortures my clit in a rhythm that has my fingers tangling in his hair and willing him to do more, to give me more friction or more penetration, just more.

      “You want more, baby girl?” he laughs.

      “Yes,” I pant.

      A finger pushes inside of me, and I cry out a little at the shock of the invasion and how different it feels to have him inside of me while I’m standing up. “So tight,” he says against my mound. “I need to stretch you out so my dick doesn’t tear you to bits.”

      A second finger slides into me, making me feel full and achy as he slowly, carefully fills my sex while his tongue finds my clit again.

      His palm on my ass tightens, as my legs threaten to give way again when he scrapes my clit with his teeth. “You’re so tight, I can’t wait to fill you with my cock. Just watching your lips part with my fingers is driving me crazy. I want to watch you take my dick, I want to watch your cunt spread and stretch when I claim it,” he tells me, pushing a third finger into me and making me wince when my muscles protest the invasion.

      “Relax, take my fingers so I don’t hurt you when you take my dick. I can feel the barrier, you saved your virginity for me, didn’t you? Twenty-one and never been owned. You knew you were mine, didn’t you?” he demands as he pushes his fingers into me deeper, and a pulse of pleasure bursts inside of me.

      “Yes,” I gasp, as his tongue moves in time with his hand, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

      “God, Bonnie, your cunt is spread around my fingers and your arousal is running over my hand, you’re dripping wet, your cunt is weeping with need for me. My big dick is going to slide straight into you, I’m going to own you from the inside out, and you’re going to scream my name and beg for more.”

      His dirty words mixed with the cascade of pleasure he’s giving me, all culminate in an orgasm that makes my legs give way as I scream his name and squeeze my eyes shut while the world becomes hazy, and all I can feel, and see, and smell is him.

      When I open them again, I’m lying on his bed watching as he hurriedly strips out of his clothes, his dick so hard the head looks painful and red, liquid dripping from the tip. Reaching down he grips the length as his eyes find mine. “Do you want my dick, baby girl?” he asks, his voice pained.

      I nod, and he growls in frustration. “Tell me,” he demands.

      “I want it, I want you to fuck me,” I cry, parting my legs instinctually.

      Closing the space between us, he crawls onto the bed, lifting my knees up and pushing my heels to my ass, spreading me wide for him as he positions himself between my thighs.

      Grabbing my hand, he wraps it around his dick, hissing when I touch him. “Guide me into you, show me you want it,” he orders.

      His dick is hot and smooth, the head wet with precum. Adjusting my grip, I guide him down to my sex, pausing when the head touches my entrance. “I want to watch,” he says, his voice strained.

      I feel his fingers at my sex, parting my folds and spreading me wide as the head of his dick breaches me.

      “Fuck,” he groans, and I feel the intense stretch as my pussy expands to allow him in. “Baby girl, your cunt is stretched so fucking wide, I can barely get into you,” he says as his eyes lift to mine, hooded and full of more desire than I’ve ever seen on a man before. “I’m gonna do this quick, I need to be inside you,” he warns a second before he thrusts deep into me, taking my virginity in one quick movement.

      I hiss through parted lips, my teeth gritting as my sex feels like it’s being ripped apart from the invasion of something far too big. I’m painfully full, and the urge to push him away almost overwhelms me.

      “That’s it, Bonnie, just breathe, I’m sorry for hurting you, but you’re mine now. Just relax and the pain will go,” Beau pants against my lips, kissing my jaw, my cheek, my lips, not moving an inch.

      “It hurts,” I gasp.

      “I know, but it’ll only be this time, I promise there’ll be nothing but pleasure after tonight,” he soothes, pulling my breast into his mouth and sucking on one nipple while he toys with the other, pinching and teasing it between his finger and thumb. “You feel perfect, so hot and wet and unbelievably tight, my dick’s in heaven,” he rasps, moving his hips ever so slightly, pulling out a tiny bit, then sliding back in again tentatively.

      “I’m going make all of your dirty dreams come true, I’m going to take you from behind bent over the bed just like you fantasized about. I’m going to make you come in a hundred different ways until this pain is erased from your memory, and all you’ll know when my dick is inside of you is pleasure,” he tells me, his movements becoming more intense as he pulls out further, pushing all the way back into me in long, smooth thrusts, distracting me with his lips and fingers.

      Letting my eyes close I cling to him, my legs wrapping around his back as he fucks me confidently. His hand slides between us to play with my clit, his thrusts speeding up. It still hurts, but it’s more of a dull ache that I ignore when he rubs and circles my clit until I feel the familiar stirrings of an unexpected orgasm.

      “I’m almost there,” he warns, “but I want you with me, I want you to come with your pussy full of my cock.”

      His teeth clamp down onto my neck and I come, a kaleidoscope of colors filling my vision as I tense, curling into his huge body. His thrusts become jerky, his dick feeling somehow even bigger as he slams into me once, twice, then comes on a groan, his lips finding mine and kissing me as if I’m everything he ever wanted and needed.

      “Are you okay?” he whispers against my mouth, his voice raspy and gruff.

      “I’m okay,” I answer, feeling a little dazed, the pain returning between my thighs now that my orgasm is starting to fade.

      “Thank you.”

      I don’t know what to say so I stay quiet, pulling him a little closer and burying my face against his damp neck. He’s so much bigger than me, I feel sheltered and protected beneath him, not ready to let go as I squeeze my arms around his neck and my legs hook around his hips a little tighter.

      Chuckling, he turns his face and kisses me softly. The edge of desperate possession is gone, leaving just a sweetness behind that I love almost as much as when he’s growly. “I don’t want to, but if I don’t get my dick out of your sweet cunt I’m going to be ready for round two, and I don’t want to hurt you.” I can hear the reluctance in his tone as he lifts my arms from around him and slowly pulls out of me.

      I hiss in pain as his dick slides free, my eyes following him as he gets up from the bed and disappears to the bathroom. The water turns on and a moment later he strides back into the room carrying a cloth.

      “I don’t like seeing you bleed, but I fucking love knowing I was your first,” he says, carefully wiping my tender sex and cleaning my thighs, before he wipes the blood I hadn’t noticed on his dick.

      My eyes widen as I lie still and let him tend to me, I’ve read about guys doing this in the books I love, but I never imagined a man would want to take care of me like that in real life.

      “I don’t want you to shower yet, baby girl, I like knowing you smell like me and sex,” he tells me with earnest eyes.

      Nodding, I agree, my eyes falling to the patch of blood on the sheets beneath me. Following my gaze, he looks at the blood and a smile spreads across his lips. “All mine, and I’m not even slightly ashamed to say that I fucking love knowing my dick’s the only one that’s ever been inside of you, the only one that’ll ever be inside of you.”

      Lifting myself up onto my elbows, I shuffle up the bed a little, feeling the tinge of pain that comes from moving. We’re both still naked, his dick still hard despite us just having sex, but oddly I don’t feel uncomfortable being like this with him.

      “Go pee, baby girl,” Beau says, pulling me from my revelry.

      “What?”

      “I read somewhere that girls need to pee after sex so you don’t get a UTI,” he tells me, his face stern. He holds out his hand to me and I take it, letting him pull me from the bed.

      “You read it?” I ask.

      “I read it,” he says with a shrug, “so go pee.”

      Smirking, I arch a brow at him. “I don’t need to pee.”

      “Well go try,” he says, turning me towards the bathroom, smacking my ass to propel me forward.

      A laugh bursts from my lips as I pad naked into his bathroom, closing the door behind me. Sitting down on the toilet, I shriek when the door opens and the walks in. “What are you doing?” I cry.

      “Why did you shut the door?”

      “Because I’m using the bathroom,” I shout.

      “So?” he says, placing the things I hadn’t realized he’d got in his hands down on the counter.

      “So maybe I’d like a little privacy,” I say incredulous.

      “Baby girl, I’ve seen you naked, licked and touched most of you, and I just had your virgin blood all over my dick,” he laughs, boosting himself up onto the counter, his dick bobbing between his legs.

      “What are you doing? Get out I can’t pee with you watching,” I hiss.

      “You are so fucking cute,” he laughs.

      “Out,” I cry, pointing to the door.

      “Fine, but don’t get used to it, I don’t want us to hide anything from each other,” he announces, leaning down and kissing me before he leaves.

      After using the toilet, I wipe, grimacing when it hurts, then wash my hands. After a few minutes on my own, it feels odd to walk naked back into his bedroom, even though I was perfectly comfortable a few minutes ago. Inhaling sharply, I pull back my shoulders, put on my metaphorical big girl panties, and make my way back into his bedroom.

      His back is to me as he leans over the bed, his perfect ass on display as he tucks the corner of a clean sheet onto the mattress. I consider going to help, but honestly, I’m enjoying watching, so I stay quiet and admire his round ass as he does such a domestic task completely naked.

      “You just gonna watch?” he asks, amusement lacing his voice.

      “I was planning on it,” I admit.

      Tucking the last corner into place, he picks the pillows up from the floor and drops them back onto the mattress, then he turns to look at me and crooks his finger. “Come here, baby girl.”

      Sighing, I smile a little and walk to him, happy when he picks me up off the floor and kisses me. My body aches in places it’s never ached before, but being here with him is unequivocally worth it.

      His kiss is lazy and soft, and I love it as he hums happily against my lips. I’m flying through the air a second later, my back hitting the mattress with a thud. A giggle bursts from me and I turn to glare at him, only to find his lips spread into the widest grin I’ve ever seen on his usually serious face.

      Grabbing the comforter, he fluffs it in the air, letting it settle over me and across the rest of the mattress. “What do you want to drink? I’ll go grab us something.”

      “You going like that?” I ask, my eyes dipping down to his still semi hard dick.

      “Wasn’t planning on it, although it wouldn’t be the first time my brothers have gotten an eye full of my cock,” he smirks, crossing to his dresser and pulling out a pair of basketball shorts.

      “Did you pack me any pajamas when you decided to transplant half my clothes here?”

      “If we’re in bed I don’t want anything between us,” he says with a frown.

      “What if I’m cold?” I ask, arching an eyebrow at him.

      “Then I’ll warm you up? What do you want to drink? You hungry? I could see what we have for dessert.”

      “Water’s great and no I’m fine, thank you. I should get my work clothes out the case to hang for tomorrow,” I say, throwing back the comforter.

      “I already unpacked for you. The top two drawers in my dresser are yours until Granger finishes yours, and I’ve hung the rest of your stuff in the closet,” he says easily, like it’s the most normal thing in the world to give me two drawers and space in his closet on day two of whatever this is that’s between us.

      I don’t have any experience with guys and relationships, I certainly haven’t ever shared space with a man, or been serious enough to leave clothes at each other’s homes, but this feels really quick. In fact, everything with Beau seems to be moving at a hundred miles an hour, and I feel like I’m just holding on and letting him take me wherever he wants us to go.

      “I’m not moving in with you, Beau, no matter what you think in that head of yours. It’s far too soon to be considering that, like a year or two too soon,” I tell him, needing to enforce some boundaries before he moves the rest of my stuff in without telling me.

      “I’ll make you change your mind,” he says with a wink, then he turns and slides out of the door completely unperturbed.
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      I’m losing my motherfucking mind!

      My dick is still hard, even though I know I can’t touch her again tonight. She was so fucking tight I didn’t know if she could take me, but her pussy was the perfect fit, strangling my dick so every thrust felt like heaven.

      The need for her hasn’t lessened at all, in fact I think I actually want her more now I know how it feels to be inside of her. She was a virgin when I carried her into my bedroom tonight, and now she’s indisputably mine, claimed in the most carnal way that makes my chest swell with caveman pride.

      Her body is the most perfect sexual playground imaginable, and my dick’s excited to get started teaching her all the ways she can give and receive pleasure. She keeps telling me this thing between us is too much, too quick, but for me it’s not moving quick enough. I know she’s it for me, so what are we waiting for. I want her in my life, in my bed. I want to marry her and breed her, I want her belly swollen with my kid, and I want to take care of her for the rest of our lives.

      I meant it when I warned her I wouldn’t allow any space between us once I’d fucked her, she’s a compulsion, my obsession, and I have no intention of allowing any distance between us. I want all of her time, all of her attention, I want all of her and I’ll take it, because she gave herself to me willingly and I own her now.

      Huck raises an eyebrow at me when I pad barefoot and naked, except for my loose shorts, into the kitchen.

      “Don’t say a fucking word. You didn’t hear anything; you have no fucking clue what me and her were doing. If any of you fuckers make her cry, I’ll make you bleed,” I warn in a low voice to make sure she can’t hear.

      “Then we need to sound proof your room,” Huck says with a knowing smirk. “She’s loud.”

      “Cody, what do we need to do to soundproof my walls and door,” I ask, turning to look at him.

      “I’ll find out,” he says. “Can I go apologize for today?”

      “Hell no. No one goes anywhere near my room when she’s here. She’s for my eyes only. You can apologize in the morning,” I snarl, a little louder than I intended.

      “Jesus fucking Christ, you’re really gone for her, aren’t you?” Penn asks, his eyes wide with shock.

      “Course I am, she wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t. I’m going to marry her, she’s gonna be the mama of your nieces and nephews,” I say with complete confidence.

      My brothers all fall silent, varying degrees of shock etched across their faces.

      “I’m happy for you, bro,” Teddy says. He might be the youngest, but he’s also the least jaded by women.

      “Thanks,” I say, grabbing two bottles of water from the refrigerator. “Have we got any Tylenol anywhere?”

      “There’s a bottle in my bathroom cabinet,” Granger says, jumping up from the couch and crossing to his room. He returns a moment later, and I take the painkillers from him and offer my shellshocked brothers a wave as I head back to my bedroom and my girl.

      When I slide back inside, my eyes go immediately to the bed and I scowl when I see she’s wearing clothes. “Why have you got dressed?”

      “Because it felt weird to be in here naked with your six brothers on the other side of the door,” she says with a shrug.

      Rolling my eyes, I climb into the bed next to her and immediately start pulling the clothes she’s put on, off.

      “Beau,” she giggles.

      “No clothes, I want nothing between us.”

      “You have shorts on,” she argues, as I pull the panties she’s now wearing down her legs and fling them across the room.

      Pulling my own shorts off, I fling them in the same direction as her panties. “Now we’re both naked,” I say with a smirk.

      “You’re crazy,” she giggles.

      “Here, take these,” I tell her, shaking two Tylenol into my hand and holding them out to her.

      “Why?”

      “Because you’re gonna be sore, baby girl,” I tell her, offering her one of the bottles of water as well.

      “Oh.” Her cheeks turn pink as she takes the tablets from me and swallows them, washing them down with the water.

      “Why are you embarrassed?” I ask, pulling her into my chest. Her naked breasts are pressed against me and I breath out slowly, thinking about everything except Bonnie to stop my dick from getting enthusiastic. I’d love to fuck her again, hell I’d like to gorge on her, but if I do I’ll hurt her, and I promised her nothing but pleasure.

      “Because you cleaned me up, told me to pee, and now you’re bringing me pain killers. It’s embarrassing how clueless about all this stuff I am,” she says quietly, her arm sliding along my stomach until it’s curled over me.

      “I love that I’m your first. The thought of anyone else touching you makes me so fucking crazy,” I confess, holding her a little tighter as a wave of jealousy ploughs through me.

      “You’re so weird. Surely it’d be better if I had some experience and knew how to make it good for you.”

      “No,” I snarl. “I don’t fucking want that. I don’t ever want to imagine you with someone else. You’re mine and I don’t share, ever. I’ll lose my mind if anyone ever touches you.”

      “Calm down, you just took my virginity, you know that you’re my first,” she laughs.

      Rolling her beneath me, I rest my hands on either side of her head. “I’m serious, don’t even joke about belonging to anyone else.”

      “I’m yours,” she says, smiling as she rolls her eyes.

      “Yes you are,” I growl, pressing my lips to hers.
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      Waking up with her tempting body pressed against mine is both a blessing and a curse. I love that she’s here with me, that her body has sought me out in her sleep, but my dick wants inside of her tight pussy again and it’s taking everything I have not to part her legs and take what’s mine.

      “Morning,” she murmurs sleepily, her arms stretching as she unfurls from beside me.

      “Morning baby,” I whisper, pulling her back to me when she tries to move.

      “I need to use the bathroom,” she whines, wriggling against my hold.

      Reluctantly I release her, watching as she rushes to grab the shirt I pulled off her last night, dragging it over her head before scurrying into the bathroom and shutting the door. Unable to resist, I wait a second, then stride naked to the door, pushing it open and walking straight in, smiling to myself when she shrieks at me.

      “Beau, I’m peeing, get out.”

      “I already told you, no space, no distance,” I warn seriously, leaning in and turning on the shower to heat.

      “This is ridiculous,” she hisses.

      “No, this is us,” I laugh, leaning down and pressing a kiss to her scowling lips.

      “This is you, you weirdo,” she sighs.

      Her expression is full of resigned amusement, but she doesn’t protest when I pull the shirt she just used to hide her body from me up and over her head.

      “Hurry up, we need to shower so we have time for breakfast before work,” I say, turning and leaning against the counter to watch her.

      “So shower, I can be done quick,” she says.

      “We’re going to shower together,” I tell her, my eyes heating as she stands, her perfectly naked body on display.

      “Together?”

      Crooking a finger at her, she quickly flushes and washes her hands, then slowly moves toward me. I reach for her the moment she’s close enough and lift her, placing her under the stream of water, then follow her in, wrapping my arm around her waist and pulling her back against my chest.

      Again, I notice how tiny she is, her head only coming to my chest. Sliding my hand up I watch my huge palm cover her breast, cupping and gently squeezing her. “Are you sore?” I rasp a little desperately against her ear.

      She shakes her head without speaking and I slide my hand down between her breasts, over her flat stomach, and between her legs, cupping her mound as I enjoy the sight of my hands on her sex. Her pussy is covered in a neat patch of dark hair, but I’d love to see her bare and exposed to me. Parting her folds with my finger, I slide it down to her entrance and carefully push just the tip inside of her.

      “You’re wet already. Did you dream about me touching you again?” I purr against her neck, pressing my lips to her wet skin.

      Her legs part a little but she doesn’t speak. Pushing my finger in a little deeper, I try to read her body, feeling her tense a little, before she relaxes. “Does that hurt?”

      “A little, I’m tender,” she answers softly.

      “I don’t want to hurt you,” I say, slowly pulling my finger out of her.

      “No,” she says, her hand covering mine to stop me. “It’s a nice pain.”

      “A nice pain?”

      “Yeah, like when you spanked me,” she whispers, her cheeks coloring pink again.

      I slide my finger slowly back into her until it’s completely inside of her velvety soft heat and she groans slightly, lifting up on her toes, before she settles back down onto her feet fully again, her pussy clenching around me.

      “Tell me what you dreamed about?” I order, slowly fucking her with my finger as I part her sex with my other hand and rub at her clit. Her head falls back against my chest, her lips parted as barely audible pants come from her.

      “I…” she starts, trailing off when she moans softly.

      “Did you dream about me?”

      She nods.

      “Was I touching you?” I ask, allowing my movements to become faster and more intense as her arousal coats my hand, and her pants and moans become more audible.

      She nods again.

      “Was I fucking you?”

      Her shoulders tense and her cunt clamps down on my finger as she comes on a silent scream, her body convulsing as shudders wrack through her, her fingers griping my wrists tightly as she rides out her orgasm with my finger still deep inside of her.

      “I want to fuck you so bad,” I whisper against her ear. “I want to force you to bend over while I fuck you hard from behind. I want to make you so wild that you beg for it harder, beg for me to make you scream.”

      Her body trembles as her chest hitches up and down with ragged breaths. “Yes,” she breaths.

      “Not right now, baby girl, I don’t want to hurt you and if I take you like I want to, I will. As soon as you’re healed up I will though, I’ll fuck you so hard you’ll feel it with every step you take. You’ll feel my claim every time you move.”

      Inhaling slowly, I force myself to calm down. I could take my dick in hand and rub one out, I could get her to do it for me, but I want the next time I come to be inside of her. So instead I grab the body wash, squirt some into my hands and slowly wash every inch of her, taking my time cleaning her pussy and ass while she blushes a beautiful shade of pink. “Tip your head back,” I order as I grab the shampoo she bought from her house and lather some into her hair, guiding her head to wash it out before adding conditioner and doing the same again.

      “Let me do you,” she says, turning around until we’re chest to chest.

      “You have no idea how much I want your hands on me. But if you touch me right now, I’m not going to be able to stop myself from fucking you and I can’t, so next time, next time you can touch as much as you want, but for today I just can’t,” I rasp, grabbing the shower gel and washing as quickly as I can, while the devious little witch smirks at me, her eyes watching my hands move over my arms, my chest, my dick.

      Once I’m done, I turn off the shower and quickly wrap a towel around my waist, then hold out one for her. She goes to take it from me, but I wrap it around her, then pull her into my arms and kiss her. “This is how I want every morning to start,” I tell her, reluctantly pulling away from her mesmerizing lips when the alarm on my cell phone starts to chime. “Come on, baby girl, we need to get ready for work.”

      Sighing, she tucks the towel around her more securely, then takes the one I offer her for her hair, twisting it up into a pile on the top of her head. She follows me when I pad back into the bedroom, using the towel to dry her wet skin as I head for my dresser.

      Drying myself, I pull a pair of black boxers from the drawer and pull them on, tucking my semi hard dick inside and willing it to calm the fuck down. I grab some socks, pants, and a thermal top and throw them to the bed, then open the drawer I put all her underwear in. “What panties do you want? Cotton or lace?”

      “You know it’s weird you rooting through my underwear, I can get it myself,” she says, looking at me like I’ve actually gone crazy.

      “Cotton or lace?” I ask, holding up a pair in each hand.

      “Cotton,” she says, rolling her eyes and shaking her head.

      “Which bra?” I ask.

      “The white one,” she answers, not bothering to argue.

      Closing the drawer, I start towards her and she holds up her hand, a stern expression on her face. “If you try and help me put those on, I’m going home. I’m serious.”

      “I’d hunt your ass down and drag you back here over my shoulder,” I smirk.

      “You’re a barbarian.”

      “When it comes to you I am.”

      Snatching her underwear from my hands she drops her towel and quickly pulls them on, looking unsure before she opens my closet door and peers inside. “Jesus, Beau, did you even look what clothes you grabbed before you shoved them in the case? You bought me two work shirts and the tiniest pair of shorts in my closet. Any chance you picked up any pantyhose when you ravaged my underwear drawer?”

      Fastening my pants, I open the drawer again and pull out a pair of black pantyhose, holding them out for her to see.

      “Thank god,” she says, taking them from me and sitting down on the loveseat to pull them on.

      Pulling my thermal over my head, I take a sweater from the closet and turn back to find her doing up the shortest pair of booty shorts I’ve ever seen in my life. “What the fuck are they?” I snarl.

      “These are the only bottoms you packed me,” she hisses.

      “You can’t wear them. Hell fucking no.”

      “It’s these or panties, because this is all you packed when you decided to shove random stuff from my closet in a bag,” she says through gritted teeth.

      “There is no fucking way I’m letting anyone but me see you in those shorts, you can almost see your pussy they’re so small,” I shout.

      “You cannot see my pussy and I don’t have a choice. This is all I have and I have to be at work in thirty minutes.”

      “It’s not happening, baby girl, change,” I order.

      “Into what exactly?” she demands, turning to glare at me, her arms crossed across her chest.

      “What about those leggings you wore last night?”

      “You can see straight through them in the daylight, I only wear them around the house where no one can see me.”

      Shaking my head, I look her up and down again. “Bonnie if anyone sees you like that, I’ll lose my fucking mind. I’ll kill someone when I cut down the wrong fucking tree because I’m so distracted thinking about assholes staring at your ass all day. Call in sick, I don’t normally work on a Sunday anyway, we can take the day off and spend it naked in bed,” I coax.

      “I can’t call in sick. I’m not sick, plus who would open the shop? I doubt Owen would even answer his cell if I called him this early on a Sunday morning. They’re not so bad,” she says, tying a knot in the back of her shirt to stop it from covering her ass and making her look like she’s not wearing anything at all.

      “Turn around,” I demand.

      “What? Why?”

      “I want to see how bad it is.”

      Shaking her head, she turns around and looks back at me over her shoulder. The shorts are fucking tiny, so small I can see the curve of her ass cheeks.

      “Hell no. Get your shoes on, I’m taking you home so you can change, we’ll eat at the shop again,” I growl, snatching one of my hoodies from the closet and pulling it over her head. The fabric swamps her, the arms dangling several inches past her fingers, the hem almost to her knees.

      “I’ll be late if I have to go change.”

      “I’ll drive fast,” I hiss, shoving my feet into my boots. “Come on.”

      With a scowl etched across my face, I barely acknowledge Penn, the only one of my brothers who’s up this early on a weekend, as I stalk through the living room, snatching our bagged lunches from the counter and towing Bonnie along behind me, my hand gripping hers tightly.

      “Hey Penn,” she calls in greeting as I march us towards the front door, needing to get her out of those indecent shorts and into something that’s not going to haunt me for the rest of the day.

      “Get in,” I snarl, lifting her into my truck, when she hesitates.

      “Beau, you’re being ridiculous,” she laughs.

      “Do you want to be the reason someone dies today?” I growl.

      “No,” she giggles.

      “Then you need to change.” Circling my truck, I climb into the driver’s seat and crank the engine, launching us down the driveway far too quickly, leaving a hailstorm of gravel in our wake. Bonnie’s still giggling when I skid to a stop outside her house. “Go change quickly and burn those fucking shorts, if I ever see you wearing them anywhere except our bedroom, I’ll spank your ass, and not the sexy fun kind of spanking, the kind that hurts,” I hiss, my fingers gripping the steering wheel so tightly my knuckles are white.

      Shaking her head and still laughing at me, she slides from the truck and rushes to the front door disappearing inside the house. I know I should go in with her, but we just don’t have time for her to be naked around me. I won’t be able to resist laying claim to her and leaving her smelling like sex and me with how riled up I am at the minute.

      I’ve never felt jealousy before and it’s a weird fucked up sensation. Dan isn’t a threat anymore, but the idea of anyone seeing what’s mine, of a guy looking at her and wanting her, wanting to take her from me. The idea makes me feel violent.

      When the door opens again, my gaze drops to her legs and a relieved breath bursts from me when I see she’s in tight black, ripped jeans. They still show off her toned legs and perfect ass, but I can’t dress her like a nun just because I hate the idea of anyone wanting her.

      She’s still wearing my hoodie, her hair twisted into two braids that make her look even younger than she really is. My dick is hard again, or maybe it just never went soft, and I’m out the truck and moving towards her before I even realize what I’m doing.

      “Thank you,” I say against her lips as I lift her off the floor and kiss her hard. She wraps her legs around my waist and kisses me back as if she’s as desperate for me, as I am for her.

      Groaning, I reluctantly pull away. “Sure you don’t want to call in sick, I could have you naked and in our bed in less than ten minutes?” I ask, rolling my hips and pressing my rock-hard cock against her core.

      “I can’t,” she says with a sigh, running her fingers through my hair.

      “You are a fucking siren, you’re far too tempting,” I rasp, opening her door and placing her gently onto the seat of the truck.
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      An hour later, Beau presses one last kiss to my lips and finally leaves, his intense eyes watching me through the window until his truck pulls away from view. Sighing, I lean against the counter and take a moment to try and process everything that’s happened in the last few days.

      Beau Barnett has somehow managed to barge into my life and completely take over. It seems unfathomable that four days ago he was just the growly, sexy star of my childish dreams, and now I think he’s my real-life boyfriend. Although I can hardly call him a boy, Beau is all man.

      Last night he took my virginity. I had sex for the first time with Beau Barnett. Beau freaking Barnett. This morning I’m sore, each step reminding me that his dick was inside me last night. I have a feeling he’d love knowing that. He’s unexpectedly intense, in fact, intense doesn’t accurately describe him. Maybe crazy might be a better description.

      He went from silent stranger, to calling me his, in what feels like the blink of an eye and I’m struggling to catch up, even while I’m enjoying the ride. I keep asking for time and space and he keeps refusing. When I get mad, he just chases harder and I’m struggling to remember why I should fight, when being with him feels so good.

      The morning passes in a haze of customers, but I don’t feel present, my mind is on Beau. My body aches, but it’s not unpleasant. I’m not a virgin anymore and I feel different, maybe it’s the lingering effects of the orgasm he gave me in the shower this morning, but my skin feels tingly, my stomach in knots, and I’m eager to see him. I miss him and it’s only been a few hours.

      He warned me that he’s an asshole, that he’s jealous and overbearing and possessive. He’s trying to take over my life, but I miss him and I have no idea what that means. I can’t allow myself to fall in love with him. Beau isn’t the type of guy you hang your future on. He’s in his forties, he’s had his pick of women all his life and has chosen not to settle down, a silly twenty-one-year-old with a crush won’t change that for him, and I need to keep reminding myself of that.

      I need to force time and distance between us no matter what he says, because if I don’t, when this all ends I’ll be a mess. Firming my resolve, I pick up my cell and type out a text to Owen.

      
        
        Me – My shift ends at one-thirty today. I have plans and can’t stay late. Bonnie.

        

      

      A customer comes in, so it’s five minutes later when I next get a chance to look at my cell.

      
        
        Owen – see you at one-thirty.

        

      

      Smiling, I put my cell back on the shelf and reach for the brown bagged lunch Penn made for me this morning. Or I’m assuming it was Penn as he was the only one who was up when Beau dragged me out of his house, not giving me a chance to do anything more than wave and say a quick hey.

      Opening the bag, I smile at the contents. A turkey, salad sandwich, a bag of pretzels, a baggie full of grapes, and a cupcake with a note stuck to the front of it. Pulling the note out, I can’t help but smile.

      I’m sorry about yesterday, what I said was thoughtless and I never meant to upset you. Please forgive me. Cody xoxo

      Smiling to myself, I glance at the shop, making sure that all the customers look happy, then I step into the kitchen and eat the lunch Beau’s brother made for me as if I was part of the family. Suddenly the urge for distance doesn’t seem so important after all.

      Owen strides through the door at exactly 1.29pm. “I’m here, what plans do you have that are so important?” he asks, his gaze annoyed.

      “I’m only on the rota until one-thirty, Owen, I’m not cutting out early, I’m just working the hours I’m employed for,” I say, stomping into the back and grabbing my purse and Beau’s hoodie. I tried to get him to take it with him this morning, but he insisted I keep it.

      “Bye,” I call, not bothering to look back at my asshole boss as I stride out the door and skid to a stop when I remember that Beau bought me to work this morning, and I don’t have a car to get home.

      Pulling my cell from my pocket I dial my dad’s number and he answers on the second ring. “Hey honey, is everything okay?”

      “Hey Daddy, I finished on time, but Beau brought me to work, so I don’t have my car, could you come pick me up?”

      “Sure honey, I’ll be there soon,” my dad says, and I can hear the smile in his voice.

      “Thanks, I’ll walk up to Cora’s mama’s place, so come grab me from there.”

      “Will do, see you soon.”

      “Thanks Daddy,” I say, ending the call and sliding my cell into my jeans pocket. The wind whistles along the sidewalk, and I pull Beau’s enormous hoodie on as I walk up towards the clothes shop Cora’s mama owns and Cora works in. The bell above the door dings as I push it open and step inside, browsing the racks of pants and dresses while Cora rings up a sale on the old-fashioned brass register.

      “Thanks for your business, please come again,” Cora tells the lady as she passes her the bag with her purchase in. She waits until the customer leaves the shop before she turns to me, a manic smile across her lips. “Beau Barnett. Beau Barnett,” she screeches. “You lucky, lucky bitch. Tell me the rumors are true, is he hung like a horse, is that why you’re walking funny,” she shouts at me.

      “Cora,” I hiss, glancing around the shop to make sure we’re alone.

      “I don’t give a fuck who hears you snagged moby dick, this is epic. Did you take a picture? Can you take a picture? I need to see it. Maybe you could get him to do one of those plaster molding things for his dick, then you can get a dildo made that’s exactly the same,” she yammers, talking so fast I can barely understand her.

      “Cora,” I shout.

      “What?” she says, almost bouncing on the spot with her excitement.

      “Calm down.”

      Her head tips to the side and she studies me for a minute. “Oh my god, it isn’t true is it?” she says sagging with disappointment. “You’re not with him at all, are you?”

      “No, I am with him, or at least I think we are. Honestly, I have no idea, he’s kind of crazy, but in an adorably sweet way,” I confess.

      She screams, actually screams, grabbing my hands and doing that excited thing girls do when they bounce up and down on the spot. “Why aren’t you bouncing?” she asks after a moment.

      “Because I’m not ten,” I say with a sarcastic shrug.

      “What’s the matter? Does he have a tiny dick, is the sex bad? You have had sex, haven’t you?” she asks, her eyes dramatically wide.

      “I’m not talking about his dick with you,” I say.

      “Oh my god, it’s tiny isn’t it?” she gasps, her shoulders sagging in visible disappointment.

      Glancing from side to side I check again to make sure were alone. “I don’t have anything to compare it to. But it seems big,” I whisper.

      “Yes,” she cries, throwing her head back and thrusting her fists into the air. “I knew it, I knew that many rumors couldn’t be wrong.”

      “Shut up,” I hiss, fidgeting with the sleeves of Beau’s hoodie.

      “What’s the matter? You’ve had a crush on him for years, why aren’t you jubilant, swinging from the chandeliers while you have wild monkey sex?” she asks.

      “I am happy, well, sort of anyway, it’s all just a lot,” I say.

      “A lot?”

      “Yeah, Beau is… well he’s not what I was expecting,” I admit.

      “What like he’s freaky in bed, or he has bad personal hygiene? Come on, Bonnie, give me something,” she begs.

      “He’s just really full on,” I confess on a quiet exhale.

      “Full on,” she repeats backs to me.

      “Yeah, he ignored me for a year, then the other day a switch flipped and he just steamrollered his way into my life. He shows up at work and my house and he just won’t take no for an answer. I was on a date, and he turned up and scared the guy off and dragged me out of there. He’s just a lot, and I don’t want to let myself get carried away.”

      “Why not? Beau is the type of guy you get carried away with,” Cora says enthusiastically.

      Rolling my eyes, I shake my head. “Everyone in town knows that Beau Barnett doesn’t date. He has sex with women and that’s it. I’m okay with that, I plan to enjoy it while it lasts, but I refuse to be the silly little girl who pins all her hopes and dreams on a guy who doesn’t do happy ever after. He does orgasms, good ones, but they don’t become relationships, they’re just really great while they last.”

      Cora’s eyes go a little downcast, but she nods, forcing an understanding smile to her lips. “You know what we need?”

      “What?” I ask.

      “A girls’ night out.”

      “Of course we do,” I say mockingly.

      “We absolutely do. A few cocktails, a little dancing. You can stay the night at my place and then you can walk to work the next morning,” she says, her face brightening with the idea of a night out.

      “Actually, that sounds great,” I say shocking myself as the words leave my mouth. Cora’s nights out tend to consist of several pitchers of cocktails, dancing on tables, and then going home with Mitchell Holstead, her douche ex who just won’t go away. The last time we went out was to celebrate my twenty-first and I can almost still taste the fake banana flavored alcoholic milkshakes she convinced me wouldn’t give me a hangover.

      “Really?” she gushes excitedly.

      “Yes, really,” I nod.

      “Yay. Well how about on Friday you bring a change of clothes to work with you, we can have dinner together, then hit up Barney’s just in time for happy hour.”

      A little of the stress I’m feeling melts away and I nod. “Sounds perfect.”

      Glancing out the shop window, I spot the big white truck with the ranch’s logo pull to the curb outside. “My dad’s here, I’ve got to go, I’ll speak to you tomorrow, okay?”

      “Okay hun, speak to you tomorrow, love you,” Cora calls.

      “Love you too,” I call back, blowing her a kiss as I step out onto the sidewalk and cross to the truck, pulling open the door and sliding inside. Opening my mouth, I start to greet my dad, only to find my brother sitting behind the steering wheel.

      “Oh, Caleb. Err, I was expecting Dad,” I say quietly.

      “He had to take a call, so he asked me to come instead,” Caleb tells me, not even bothering to glance in my direction as he pulls away from the curb, turning to head back up the mountain.

      The air inside the cab becomes thick as the silence stretches between us. Caleb and I have never been close, but it’s only been the last couple of years that our relationship has become so strained we can’t even make small talk with each other.

      “So, you and Beau Barnett?” Caleb finally says, breaking the awkward quiet.

      “I guess. It’s not serious,” I reply quietly.

      “He’s too old for you.”

      Glancing towards him I expect to see some kind of expression on his face, but all I find is blank indifference. Swallowing down the words to tell him I’m an adult, I stay quiet, waiting to see if my brother has anything else to say to me.

      “He’s just toying with you. He fucks women, not immature twenty-one-year-olds. I don’t know what he’s playing at, but I’ll speak to him,” Caleb says bitterly.

      “Caleb, who I have sex with is absolutely none of your business,” I seethe. “I might only be twenty-one, but I stopped being immature the moment Mama got sick. I grew up really quick when that happened. I don’t know if you noticed, but I quit school and got my G.E.D so I could stay home and look after her. I’m not a silly little girl who has zero responsibilities and childish notions about life. I have a full-time job; I work on the ranch on my days off. I look after the house and Daddy, plus do all the little things Mama did that we all just took for granted, like baking for the ranch hands every day and making sure the store rooms are all stocked all the time. I pay my own way; I don’t take handouts or rely on Daddy to look after me. I don’t know what the hell you think gives you the right to treat me like I’m some indulged little princess when I’m anything but. I have never expected you to take care of me, nor have I ever asked you to. You are my brother, not my keeper, my father, or my parole officer, and you won’t speak to Beau because you don’t get to have an opinion on my life.”

      “You’re my little sister,” he starts.

      “Am I? Because you don’t treat me like I am. You don’t speak to me; you talk down to me. You refuse to acknowledge that I’m an adult, and you make it so obvious that I’m unwelcome in your life that I have to visit with my sister-in-law and nephews while you’re at work, because if I’m there when you get in, you make it clear that you don’t want me in your home.”

      “That’s—” he starts again but I interrupt him.

      “Look I don’t want to argue with you, it’s counterproductive. I know where I stand and that’s okay, but you don’t get to comment on my life, my choices, or my relationships, sexual or otherwise.” Caleb pulls the truck to a stop behind two other ranch vehicles and I unclip my seatbelt and open the door, eager to get away from this awful encounter with my brother.

      “Bonnie.”

      “Look, Caleb, don’t worry about it. Like I said, I know where I stand and now you know where you stand too. Thanks for the ride.” Closing the door behind me, I make a beeline for the house, not even glancing back in my brother’s direction.

      Throwing open the back door, I stomp into the kitchen and grab a bottle of beer from the refrigerator. It’s probably too early to be drinking, but spending time with my brother seems like a justifiable reason for an afternoon beer.

      Beer in hand I stomp through the house and up to my bedroom, flopping down onto my bed like a hormone ridden teenager. I’m still wearing Beau’s hoodie and it’s warm and so comfortable, that when a wave of exhaustion crashes over me I roll to my side, pull the hood up over my head and close my eyes.

      My bedroom door crashes open, jolting me from sleep and making me shriek in fear as a furious looking Beau explodes into the room, his eyes blazing with anger, his jaw tight. “Where the fuck have you been?” he shouts.

      “What?” I ask sleepily, pushing the hood off my head and blinking at him.

      “I’ve been texting you and calling you all fucking afternoon, then I panicked and drove down to the shop only to find Owen there and you gone. How the hell did you get home? Please tell me you didn’t fucking walk,” he bellows.

      “Of course I didn’t walk, it’s miles. I finished on time, realized I didn’t have a car, and called my dad for a ride. What the hell is wrong with you?” I snap.

      “Why didn’t you call me?”

      “Because I was asleep,” I say sardonically.

      “No, why didn’t you call me for a ride,” he snarls.

      “Why would I?” I ask confused.

      “Because I’m your man. I drove you to work, I come get you from work. I can look after my fucking woman,” he snarls angrily.

      Blinking slowly, I look up at him. “You’re mad because I didn’t call you for a ride?”

      “No. I’m mad because I didn’t know where you were, I’m mad because you haven’t replied to my texts or answered my calls all afternoon, and I’m crazy mad that you called your daddy instead of me.”

      “You’re definitely crazy,” I say beneath my breath.

      “Bonnie,” he hisses, saying my name like a warning.

      “Beau,” I smile.

      His sigh is so loud, that I can’t help but giggle.

      “It’s only been a couple of days; you don’t think you’re taking this all a bit far?” I ask.

      “No, I fucking don’t. I think you’re not taking it far enough,” he says as he climbs onto my bed and crawls over me, pushing me to my back and parting my legs with his. “Now kiss me,” he orders.

      Lifting my head, I press my lips to his, letting him take over the kiss like I knew he would the moment we’re touching. His tongue parts my lips and invades my mouth, learning each detail as if he’ll never get the chance to do it again.

      Everything Beau does is intense, or at least everything he does with me and to me is. He’s all or nothing, literally, and even though I love the way he makes me feel when he touches me, being with him is exhausting.

      “You should have called me,” he says when he finally pulls away.

      “You were at work somewhere on the mountain, it would have taken you longer to get to me and you would have had to stop working. My dad was closer and he sent my brother, it’s not a big deal.”

      “I didn’t know where you were.”

      “You don’t need to know where I am. I’m an adult, I can go where I please and do as I please, I don’t need to ask permission from anyone,” I say, pursing my lips as I turn my head away from him and glance out my bedroom window.

      “Of course you don’t need permission, that isn’t…” he pauses, pushing my face back to look at him. “That’s not what I’m saying, I was just worried, you didn’t have your car and—”

      “You’re unreasonable, jealous, and possessive,” I say, listing off the things he keeps warning me about.

      “Exactly,” he smiles coyly.

      “What time is it?”

      “Just after five.”

      “Wow I’ve slept all afternoon.”

      “Why? Are you sick?” he asks quickly.

      “No, I’m just tired and I got into it with my brother on the ride home. Dealing with him is more tiring than dealing with you,” I laugh.

      “What’d he say to you?” Beau asks angrily.

      “My brother and I don’t really get on too well. He thinks I’m still a child and tries to treat me like one. The other day he didn’t think I should drink beer, today he doesn’t think I should be having sex with you, he’s always got lots of opinions on my life,” I say tiredly.

      “You discussed our sex life with your brother?” Beau asks slowly.

      “No. I just told him it was absolutely none of his business who I had a relationship, sexual or not, with.”

      “I’ll have a word with him, I don’t want him upsetting you,” Beau mutters.

      “No you won’t.”

      “He needs to know he has to answer to me if he does something to upset you,” Beau snaps.

      “Jesus Christ, how did I end up surrounded by idiot men,” I grumble. “You won’t speak to my brother, because it’s none of your business, just like you’re none of his business.”

      “Of course he’s my business,” he snarls.

      “Why? How is he?”

      “Because you’re mine, so anything that involves you is my business.”

      Rolling my eyes, I glare at him. “That’s ridiculous, it’s only been a couple of days.”

      “Baby girl, you’re starting to piss me off. I don’t give a fuck if it’s been a day, a year or a fucking lifetime. You’re my business, everything you do, say, feel, that’s my fucking business, and by saying that it’s not; you’re fucking cheapening what’s happening between us.

      My anger dissolves in an instant and guilt replaces it. He’s so earnest, so intense and passionate, and I’m being dismissive. Even if I have my doubts that this will last, it’s unfair of me to treat him like he’s not important. “I’m sorry. That was thoughtless, I’m just not used to having someone other than my dad to share my life with.”

      “Well now you have me and I want to be the person you go to, the one you call when you need something. I won’t sit and watch from the outskirts of your life; I need to be your world.”
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      Her eyes widen and she looks at me with so much confusion on her face. “You want to be my world?” she asks quietly.

      “Your entire world,” I nod, pressing my lips to her jaw.

      I wait for her reply, but when one doesn’t come, I kiss her quickly and jump up from her bed. “Are you showering here or at home?” I ask.

      “Your place. I need to get changed though; I smell like coffee.”

      “You get changed and I’ll pack you some more stuff. Are you working tomorrow?” I ask, walking over to her closet and looking through the clothes.

      “I’m at work tomorrow, then I’m off Tuesday and Wednesday unless Owen calls me in to cover for him,” she says, her feet on the floor as she sits on the edge of her bed and pulls my hoodie over her head.

      “So, I get you all day Tuesday and Wednesday?” I ask.

      “I usually help out on the ranch on my days off. Don’t you have to work?” she asks, not looking at me as she strips out of her shirt, leaving her in just in her tempting bra and tight jeans.

      “Come on, baby girl, I want to spend some time with you, I’m the boss, I can take a couple of days off to spend with my girlfriend. Stay with me Tuesday and Wednesday, we can sleep late and have unadulterated alone time with no interruptions and no five am wakeup calls,” I coax.

      “I can’t, I still have to bake for the ranch hands and make dinner for my dad, I’m supposed to ride the fences with Barber—”

      “Who the fuck is Barber?” I growl, the shirt in my hands falling to my side as I spin around and glare at her.

      “He’s the ranch second, I’ve known him my entire life,” she says, her brow furrowed in confusion.

      “How old is he?”

      “I don’t know, a few years older than Caleb,” she shrugs, walking past me and taking a soft black, long-sleeve thermal from her closet and covering her fantastic tits.

      “You and he?” I ask, the words tasting bitter on my tongue.

      “Oh my god, no,” she shrieks, clearly appalled at the thought. “His wife used to babysit me.”

      “You ever had a thing with any of the guys that work on the ranch?” I ask through gritted teeth.

      “What? No, of course not. My daddy would fire them on the spot, he tells everyone who comes for a job that I’m off limits, plus most of them are twice my age.”

      I relax a little, then remember that I’m twice her age. She lives on a property with thirty fucking horny men and my baby girl is hot as fuck. They might have stayed away while she screamed ‘the boss’s virgin daughter’, but the moment they realize she’s not so untouched anymore I can guarantee they’ll be crawling all over her like flies. The thought makes me want to pack all of her shit and drag her down to city hall to get a ring on her finger, to make sure the entire world knows she’s mine.

      She watches while I take hanger after hanger out of her closet, folding the clothes into a pile on the edge of her bed.

      “What are you doing?” she asks, walking to my side and peering at the ever-growing mound of clothes I’m creating.

      “Packing,” I say, not looking at her.

      “I told you I’m not moving in with you. I only need one set of work clothes and a couple of sets of comfies. I’ll just come and grab anything else I need before I go out on Friday night.”

      “We’re going out Friday night?” I ask.

      “No. I’m going out Friday night,” she says, taking the clothes I’m folding and carrying them back over to her closet.

      “Where the fuck are you going on Friday?”

      “Out with Cora, dinner, then drinks and dancing.”

      “Hell fucking no,” I hiss, turning my back on the clothes as I spin around to face her.

      “I wasn’t asking permission,” she shrugs.

      “Good, because I’m not giving it. Who the hell is Cora?”

      “Cora Cunningham, I think her brother was in Penn’s year at high school, her mama owns one of the boutiques in town,” she says distractedly, pulling a tiny red dress from her closet and holding up against herself.

      “You’re not going out, I thought we could go on a date this weekend, dinner, then a movie, then you can tell me about one of your dirty dreams and we can see about making it come true,” I coax, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her back to my chest. “We could even start with that one that ends up with you bent over my bed, helpless while I fuck you from behind.”

      A shudder runs through her and I chuckle lowly against her neck.

      “You like that idea, don’t you, baby girl? I like it too,” I rasp, bending forward and making her body fold at the waist as I slide a hand between her thighs, cupping her sex.

      “Beau,” she gasps.

      “Your perfect ass, naked and ready to be spanked. I bet I could make you come so hard with my dick buried deep inside you from behind and my hand on your ass, making it red.”

      “I already told her I was going,” she says, her voice thick with want.

      “Then cancel, tell her you’d rather be riding my dick. I bet she’ll understand.”

      “No, I can’t, I made plans, you don’t get to derail them by tempting me with sex,” she says, her voice a little stronger as she pushes against my hold on her.

      My fingers work at the button of her jeans, popping it open to allow my fingers to slide inside. Pushing beneath her panties, I slide my fingers between her wet folds, barely able to move inside her tight jeans.

      “Beau,” she gasps, in what I think is supposed to be a warning tone.

      “Yeah, baby girl,” I coo against her ear, moving my fingers in further until I can just get a single fingertip inside her pussy.

      “You can’t manipulate me with orgasms to get your own way.”

      “Can’t I?” I ask, pushing my finger in deeper.

      A barely audible gasp falls from her lips and I smile, working a second finger into her and curling, trying to find her g-spot.

      “Oh god,” she whimpers.

      “Say you’ll stay home and I’ll peel your jeans down and make you come with my tongue,” I challenge.

      “No,” she moans.

      “I want you with me, no space, no distance,” I remind her.

      “I’m going out,” she stubbornly argues.

      “Fine,” I say through gritted teeth, pulling my hand free of her jeans, leaving her wet and needy.

      “Why are you stopping?” she cries.

      “Because I need you naked to properly convince you,” I tell her, returning to her closet and pulling out more things.

      “Are you serious?” she asks, her eyes narrowed. “You started this, come finish it.”

      “No. How would you feel about me going on a boys’ night out?”

      “If you’d already made plans then I’d be fine with it,” she says, taking the hangers from my hands and putting them back onto the rail.

      “You would?” I question, shocked.

      “Of course I would. I’m not your keeper, you can do what you like, I wouldn’t expect you to change your life for me.”

      Baffled, I stare at her. She really isn’t into me the way I am her, because the thought of her out drinking in a bar full of guys drives me fucking crazy.

      “Fine, whatever,” I mumble, grabbing an overnight case and a backpack from the back of her closet, and shoving the clothes I’ve already folded into them. I grab another couple of handfuls of underwear and shove them in too, zipping the bags up and almost dragging her from her room.

      “Stop, wait,” she says, yanking her hand from mine. “I need to get my makeup and some stuff from my bathroom.”

      Snarling beneath my breath, I watch as she disappears through a door, reappearing with a small makeup bag, a couple of bottles of product, and a hair dryer.

      Her eyes lift to mine and she purses her lips. “Look you’re obviously pissed at me, so maybe I should just stay here tonight. I don’t want to argue with you and I’m not going to change my mind. I work at the ranch on my days off and I don’t bail on plans with my friends, and you won’t convince me otherwise.”

      “That’s not happening. We’re going home, I’m not fucking happy about you going out, I want to spend time with you, but if I’m losing you to the ranch Tuesday and Wednesday and you’re going out on Friday, then I’m having you every night, including this one. I don’t want to argue either, so you can either walk with me, or I’ll carry your ass out of here, your choice.”

      “You’re being kind of an asshole,” she says stoically.

      “I warned you that I was,” I reply easily. “Walking, or going over my shoulder? Pick.”

      “How about I have my daddy kick your ass out and tell you to go fuck yourself?” she asks tartly, her brows lifting in challenge.

      “He can try, but I’m not leaving here without you. I’ve got a feeling your daddy will respect that.”

      “I don’t think I like you that much right now,” she snarls, trying to be fierce, but just looking like that hissing kitten again.

      “That’s okay, I’ll change your mind when we get home.”

      “If you force me to go to your place, your ass is sleeping on the couch,” she warns.

      “Your ass is going to be naked and in our bed, I sure as shit plan to be in there with you,” I tell her seriously.

      Her eyes narrow and she glares at me. “You’re an asshole.”

      “Walking or riding?”

      “Walking,” she spits, shoving past me and stomping away, her ass swaying with every sassy step she takes.

      I follow her through the house, out the back door, and round to an office at the side of the house that I hadn’t realized was there. Pushing open the door, she walks straight in, letting it close in my face. Opening the door, I lean against the doorjamb, saluting Hal when he glances from his daughter to me.

      “Daddy, the asshole is insisting I go to his place again tonight. He’s threatened to carry me out over his shoulder if I refuse to go. You got anything to say about that?” she asks him, her arms crossed tightly across his chest.

      “What time for dinner tonight?” he questions.

      A laugh bursts from my lips and I rush to smother it with my hand as Bonnie turns her annoyed glare on me.

      “Are you serious?” she screeches.

      “Honey, I’m not a stupid man. I was married for nearly forty years, I know better than to get in the middle of an argument between a man and his woman, even if that woman is my daughter. Now if you’re scared, or worried, or hurt, then I’ll shoot him right now, just say the word. But if you’re just mad, then the two of you need to sort that out together. Take your car, Beau won’t stop you from leaving if you really want to. Will you, Beau?” he says, lifting his gaze to mine.

      “No, sir,” I reply respectfully.

      “Now what time for dinner? I’ve been looking forward to those meatballs all day.”

      “About seven, but you come on over whenever you’re ready,” I tell him.

      Bonnie marches past me, not even bothering to turn her furious expression in my direction as she barges back into the house, grabs her car keys, and leaves through the front door, climbing into her car without bothering to check if I’m following.

      I follow close behind her as she drives from her place to mine, deliberately not blocking her in, and parking my truck behind Penn’s. Grabbing the two bags I packed for her, I climb out and make my way over to her car, opening her door and offering her a hand to help her out.

      Ignoring me, she climbs out on her own, and I smile at the attitude she’s throwing at me right now.

      “You gonna stay mad at me all night?” I ask.

      “Probably,” she says, spitting the single word answer at me.

      Chuckling, I take her hand, tightening my grip on her when she tries to pull away from me, and lead her into the house.

      All of my brothers are home except Bay and Granger, and they call out in greeting to us.

      “Your brother’s being an asshole, so I’m warning you now if you stop me from leaving if I try to, I’ll kick all of your asses,” Bonnie threatens.

      “What did he do now?” Teddy asks, getting up and coming towards us.

      “He’s being a dick because I told him I have plans on Friday night,” Bonnie tells him.

      “You got another date?” Teddy laughs.

      Snarling, I glare at my brother, which only makes him laugh harder.

      “No, I have a girls’ night planned with my friend,” she says, pulling her hand free when I loosen my hold on her.

      “Where you planning on going?” he asks arching an eyebrow at her.

      She shrugs, “not sure, probably dinner then to Barney’s for cocktails and dancing.”

      “You planning on wearing a dress and getting drunk?” he asks.

      “Probably.”

      “I’m not surprised he’s pissed then, if I had a woman who looked like you, I wouldn’t want her ass out on her own either,” he tells her.

      “Me neither,” Huck calls from the couch.

      “Have you considered that kind of caveman attitude is why you’re all single?” she asks archly.

      My brothers crack up laughing, and even I let out a low chuckle. “Give me your stuff and I’ll go put it away.”

      “What, you’re not dragging me to your room to try and get me to change my mind?” she asks, clearly surprised.

      “No, get yourself a beer and we can talk later,” I say, leaning down and pressing a kiss to the side of her mouth, pleased when she doesn’t pull away from me.

      “Can I just have a soda or something instead? I have a bit of a headache.”

      “I’ll grab you one,” Teddy answers, jumping up and opening the refrigerator. “We’ve got grape soda, Pepsi, and watermelon coolers.”

      “Watermelon please, they’re my favourite,” I hear her say just before I push into my room and quickly unpack her clothes, hanging her stuff next to mine in our closet. I put all of her makeup in the bathroom, then grab a couple of Tylenol for her and make my way back into the living room.

      She isn’t where I left her, instead she’s on the couch next to Huck, her eyes on the screen as she looks to be kicking his ass on Call of Duty. Smiling at how good it is to see her comfortable with my brothers, I grab a bottle of water for myself and make my way to the couch.

      Lifting her up, I sit back down in her spot and position her on my lap. Banding my arm around her waist, I encourage her to settle back against my chest, watching her annihilate my brother at his favourite video game.

      “How did you get so good at Call of Duty?” Huck asks, when the battle they were playing ends.

      “My nephews love it, I got them the console for Christmas a couple of years ago and we used to binge play a couple of times a week,” she shrugs, sitting up and reaching for her bottle of watermelon flavored soda.

      “Here,” I say, handing her the painkillers I’ve been holding. “For your headache.”

      “Thanks,” she says, taking them and swallowing them down.

      “I need to go start dinner,” I whisper against her ear.

      “You want me to help?” she asks, her attention on the battle that just started on the screen.

      “No baby girl, you carry on kicking my brothers’ asses,” I chuckle. “I’m glad you’re not mad at me anymore.”

      “Oh, I’m still mad, I’m just pretending everyone I kill in the game is you, it’s surprisingly effective,” she tells me, standing up and waiting for me to move.

      Snatching the controller from her hands, I spin her around and collar her neck with my palm, watching her pupils widen with desire. Pulling her towards me, I claim her lips with mine, kissing her punishingly hard until she literally melts into me, her fingers clinging to my shirt, her body fully pressed against mine. “You can fantasize about killing me all you want, but I won’t apologize for wanting you all the time. No space, no distance,” I whisper against her lips.

      Without waiting for a response, I release her, hand her back the controller, and head for the kitchen.
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      Dinner is fun, I can tell my brothers all already adore Bonnie, and Hal easily fits into the group, especially when he starts telling stories about the antics he and my dad got up to when they were younger. I hadn’t realized they’d been such good friends, but Hal has endless anecdotes that has all of us laughing.

      We chat easily, and Granger even ends up asking Hal’s advice about an issue with his carpentry business. It’s late when Hal finally gets up and says he has to go, and both Bonnie and I follow him to the door, while my brothers all shout goodbyes to him and Bay reminds him about dinner tomorrow night with us all again.

      “I’m not sure what time I’ll be back tomorrow, I made Owen work the last couple of days so he’s about due a week or so off,” Bonnie tells her dad.

      “Okay honey, don’t you worry about me,” Hal says with a smile.

      “Tell the guys I’m sorry they won’t have any baked goods tomorrow, I totally forgot to make anything before we left,” she apologizes.

      “Honey, I’ve told you a hundred times that you don’t need to bake for them,” Hal assures her.

      “I got you covered,” I say, grabbing the pink box full of muffins I bought in town before I had to go hunt Bonnie down earlier, and hand it to Hal.

      “What are those?” Bonnie asks.

      “Muffins. I wanted you to have a night off, so I ordered them from Hannah and picked them up on my way to the coffee shop to pick you up.”

      Her eyes soften and she leans into me, resting her weight against me as her arm curves around my middle.

      “See you tomorrow, Beau. Love you, honey, be safe.”

      “Night Daddy, love you too,” she says softly, not protesting as I turn her away from the door and towards our room.

      “You bought muffins for the ranch guys so I didn’t have to cook?” she asks sweetly the moment I close the door to our room behind us.

      “You work too hard,” I say with a shrug. “Plus, I don’t want you doing sweet stuff like that for a bunch of horny guys,” I admit with a smirk.

      When she laughs, I brace myself, but it’s soft and indulgent even though she pretends my caveman behavior infuriates her. “That was very sweet of you,” she whispers.

      “Does that mean I’m not on the couch?” I ask, grabbing her and hauling her into my body, letting her feel how much I want her.

      Her smile fades a little, and I curse myself for speaking and not just taking advantage of her lush, willing body.

      “You don’t get to control my life,” she says.

      “I don’t agree with that,” I tell her simply, spreading my palm wide over her back, stretching one finger down beneath the waist of her pants.

      “You’re impossible.”

      “Probably, but I think that falls under asshole, or maybe unreasonable. Either way, I warned you,” I quip, rolling my hips subtly and letting my cock grind against her sex a little.

      “I’m not your property that you can just do what you want with.”

      “Wrong again, baby girl, you’re mine and I can do whatever I want. If you’ll just let me, I’ll make sure every moment between us is filled with so much unadulterated pleasure, you won’t want even an inch of space or a moment of time. You belong to me, Bonnie, and I take care of my property, sometimes that’ll mean me making you come until you beg me to stop, other times that’ll mean protecting you, because you’re too fucking important to risk,” I confess, my voice barely a whisper as I allow my free hand to slowly lift the hem of her shirt, inching it up and over her breasts until I can pull it over her head and throw it to the floor.

      Her chest is rising and falling, her lips parted slightly as if she’s thinking about arguing, but can’t quite make the words form. She wants everything I’m taunting her with, even if she can’t admit it yet. She wants to belong to me.

      “I don’t…” she starts.

      “Don’t lie to me, or to yourself.”

      Her eyes narrow a little, but I collar her neck with my hand, not squeezing, just allowing her to feel my possession. “Turn around,” I order, letting my palm slide as she turns, so my hand is still at her throat, even though her back is now to my chest.

      Pressing a kiss to her nape I slowly let my palm glide down between her breasts, then curve around her ribs to unclasp her bra and push it off her shoulders letting it fall to the floor. I cup one of her tits, pinching her nipple between my finger and thumb before I allow my fingers to trail a path between the valley of her breasts to the button of her jeans.

      Unbuttoning it, I reluctantly release my hold on her throat and bend down behind her. I start to peel her pants down her legs, holding her steady while I pull them from her feet, until she’s standing before me in just her panties, her breasts swaying with her audible breaths.

      Finding the sides of her panties, I pull them down roughly and sink my teeth into the soft flesh of her rounded ass. Shrieking, she darts to look at me over her shoulder and I smirk wickedly at her as I pull her ass cheeks apart and lick a path from her dripping core all the way up to her ass hole, loving how she clenches when I find her puckered hole.

      “Step out of your panties and turn around.”

      She acts without thought, kicking her panties to the side, and turning around, putting her pussy at my eye level from my position on the floor. The small neat patch of hair between her legs is wet with her arousal, and I reach up and stroke my finger through it.

      “I want to shave you. I want to see your cunt when I’m eating and fucking you. It’ll feel better when I touch you, you’ll be more sensitive.” Parting her folds, I circle her clit with my tongue, loving how swollen she already is.

      “Okay,” she nods, her voice cracking as her fingers land on my head, tangling in my hair.

      Rising from the floor, I scoop her up and lay her down on the bed, her ass at the edge, her legs dangling. “Stay there,” I order, striding purposefully to the bathroom and collecting everything I need.

      “You want to shave me now?” she gasps.

      “Put your feet on the mattress and let your knees fall to the side.”

      “Beau, I can do it.”

      “But I want to, and you’ll let me,” I rasp, squirting shaving foam into my hand before I spread it gently over her cunt.

      She gasps shakily as I run my razor over the lips of her sex, removing the small patch of hair. I part her folds wide, making sure she’s clean and hairless. With a warm washcloth, I clean her skin, then rub soothing lotion into it, before I press a kiss to the top of her mound, blowing a stream of cool air down her pussy to her ass then back up again.

      “Oh,” she whines, fidgeting.

      “Your pussy is so fucking pretty,” I coo, allowing a finger to follow the path of my breath, spreading her arousal that’s pooling at her entrance. “Did you dream about me doing this to you? Did you dream about me fucking your greedy cunt with my fingers and my tongue?” I ask, before I fill her with my finger, fucking her once, twice with it before pulling it free and stroking up to her clit, circling it and coating it with her cream.

      “Oh god, that feels…” she cries, her feet struggling to find purchase on the edge of the mattress.

      Lifting her I place her further up the bed, eating her smooth pussy until her hips are bucking up, pushing her eager cunt into my face, begging me to make her come.

      Shedding my clothes, I follow her onto the bed, lifting her hips off the mattress and replacing my fingers with my cock, sliding all the way into her tight sex with ease.

      “Sweet Jesus, baby girl, your cunt is unbelievable,” I rasp, pulling her on and off my dick, rolling my hips and fucking her slow and deep.

      “Oh fuck, Beau,” she gasps, lifting her hand to her mouth and biting down on the side to stifle her cries of pleasure.

      “I want you to come with my dick inside of you,” I demand, finding her clit, rubbing and pinching until she pushes her heels under her and starts to meet me thrust for thrust.

      “Faster,” she begs.

      “No, like this, feel me filling you, stretching your cunt, owning you,” I tell her, rubbing her clit in slow circular motions in time with my thrusts.

      “Beau, please.”

      “Stay home with me on your days off and I’ll fuck you however you want. Slow and deep or fast and carnal. I’ll use your mouth, your hand, your tits, your pussy and your ass, there won’t be an inch of you that I haven’t touched, kissed, or fucked. By the time the sun rises you’ll have come so many times you’ll be begging me to stop.”

      “No. Make me come now. I need to come,” she pants, her eyes closed tightly as she chases her completion.

      Grabbing her hips, I make my thrusts shallower, taunting her by not giving her the friction she needs to orgasm.

      “No, fuck me, Beau, fuck me. Please, please, please,” she begs.

      I try to resist her pleading, I want her to agree to stay home, but when she clenches her cunt around me, I lose my ever-loving fucking mind and slam into her, filling her completely and triggering her orgasm.

      She screams my name, her sex muscles flexing and releasing around my cock as I fuck her hard, dragging her off the mattress and slamming her onto my length over and over again until my dick explodes, filling her with streams and streams of my cum.

      With a grunt I fall forward, stopping myself from crushing her as I kiss her, swallowing her gasps and moans while her cunt continues to pulse around me. Grabbing a handful of her hair I pull, tilting her head back so I can deepen the kiss, claiming her mouth and forcing her to allow me to take control.

      She acquiesces easily, allowing me to kiss her how I need to after I lost control of her body and mine. With a hand beneath her back, keeping my dick inside of her, I roll us until she’s spread across my chest, my dick still twitching. Sliding her slowly up and down my dick, I milk the last of my cum, holding her in place as I push the hair from her face, and tip her chin so I can kiss her again.

      “Fuck, baby girl, that was…” I start, not even sure how to explain how fucking amazing sex is with her.

      “Unbelievable,” she says, flopping languidly against my chest.

      “Fucking unbelievable,” I rasp, smoothing her hair down her back and letting my palm settle on her ass cheek, slapping it playfully. “Mine,” I growl.

      “Caveman,” she laughs.

      “Yours.”

      “Mine,” she says, spreading her palm out over my chest, covering my heart.

      I’m not sure when we fall asleep, but the moment I wake up I push back into her again, feeling this overwhelming urge to mark her as mine, to claim her in the most primal way.

      “Beau,” she cries, her voice sleepy as I fuck her awake.

      “Want you so bad,” I say against her cheek as I lie on top of her, grabbing her thigh and lifting it around my hip so I can get deeper inside of her. She comes twice before I finally follow her over the edge, and I carry her to the shower with my dick still lodged deep inside of her.

      Letting the water clean all of her arousal from her sweet pussy, I eat her in the shower, loving how she clings to me as she comes again, her body literally wilting against me, spent when she finally stops gasping and shuddering.

      I carry her from the shower after washing and conditioning her hair, placing her on the bed as I grab her underwear and help her put it on. She yawns like a sleepy kitten as I help her into the rest of her clothes, brushing her hair for her, before carrying her into the kitchen and lowering her to one of the stools at the breakfast bar.

      “Jesus, Beau, what did you do to the poor girl?” Bay asks as he presses a kiss to the top of Bonnie’s head.

      A growl escapes my lips, but Bonnie slaps me, yawning again before she turns to my brother. “He’s trying to orgasm me into a coma so I agree to spend my days off here instead of working at the ranch,” she says tiredly.

      “Did it work?” I ask against her ear, nipping at her lobe.

      “No, I’ll just take a nap when I get home this afternoon,” she tells me with a sleepy smile.

      “Don’t you work full time at the coffee shop?” Cody asks, wrapping his arm around her and pulling her in for a hug as he places a cup of coffee in front of her.

      “Yep,” she nods, lifting the cup to her lips and humming appreciatively.

      “But you work on the ranch as well?” Cody asks, lacing his own coffee with sugar.

      “I don’t officially work on the ranch, but I help out when I can. You can never have too many pairs of hands on a property as big as ours,” Bonnie says, between sips of her coffee.

      “How come you don’t just take a job in your family’s business then if you’re working there anyway?” Huck asks, a piece of toast in his hands.

      “Because if my dad gives me a job then I didn’t earn it, plus I enjoy working at Wake Up and Go Go, and at the shop I don’t have to deal with my brother all day.”

      This isn’t the first time she’s mentioned that her and her brother don’t get on that well. I’m incredibly close to all my brothers and always have been, the idea of not wanting to be around them is unfathomable to me. When I started my logging company, I’d hoped they’d all want to join me so that we could all work together, but I understood when some of them wanted to pursue other passions. For me there’s nothing better than being out in the woods all day.

      “You and Caleb aren’t close?” Cody asks, his face openly distressed and pretty much expressing how I feel.

      “We’ve never been close, he was already moved out and living with Maggie when I was born, but things have gotten even worse since our mom died. He thinks I’m a childish burden that he’s somehow responsible for, and he resents me even though I’ve never given him any cause to feel that way. I’ve given up on having a relationship with him, but I’m still really close with my sister-in-law Maggie and my nephews,” she says resignedly.

      “Well now you’ve got six new brothers,” Teddy says, coming from behind me and scooping Bonnie into a huge hug.

      Her face turns red as she blushes, but I’d swear she likes the idea of gaining a whole new family.

      “Aww I’ve always wanted a sister,” Huck laughs.

      “Jesus, I can barely cope with one control freak, the rest of you have to be on my side,” she laughs.

      “I’m not a control freak,” I say stalking toward her.

      “You’re a caveman,” she says, lowering her cup to the counter and eagerly taking the muffin I offer her.

      “We’re Barnett men, just like our daddy and grandaddy,” I tell her. “You should just get used to it now you’re one of us.”

      “Or you could just get used to the fact that you don’t get to control me,” she barbs, smiling mischievously at me from beneath her thick, dark lashes.

      “You keep pushing me, baby girl, and I’ll take you back to bed and remind you again just how in control of you I am,” I threaten against her ear, smiling to myself when she trembles beside me.
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      Brushing my teeth, I slide my feet into my sneakers, grab the hoodie Beau loaned me the other day, and head back into the living room. The sight of him and his brothers makes me smile. I’ve only just started to get to know them all, but what’s obvious is how close they all are. Having always had a somewhat unsettled relationship with my brother, I’m both envious and shocked that the Barnett boys seem to genuinely enjoy one another’s company.

      Every time I’ve been here, they’ve almost all been here too, hanging out, taking turns doing the chores and generally just being a family. I do that with my dad, but just the thought of living in the same house as my brother makes me feel claustrophobic and stifled.

      The guys all look similar enough that it’s obvious that they’re brothers, they all share the same dark hair, dark eyes, and rugged stature, although Granger and Teddy are more leanly muscled than Beau and Penn who are the biggest of them all.

      Beau glances up and sees me leaning against the doorjamb just watching them. Crooking his finger at me he motions me over, and I go, my body drawn to him like a magnet. His warm palm slides up the back of my thigh and under the hem of his hoodie to settle on the skin at the base of my spine.

      “You look adorable in my sweater,” he laughs against my neck, soothing his teasing words with his lips against my pulse.

      “It’s warm.”

      “Want me to take you to work today? I’m going there anyway,” he suggests.

      “No, I need my car just in case Owen decides to show up, plus you’re supposed to be working.”

      “I want to check that junker over,” Bay calls from the kitchen. “Leave your keys in the glove box, and I’ll pick it up and give it a once over while you’re at work.”

      “It’s fine, there’s nothing wrong with it,” I say, and suddenly find seven stern faces all glaring back at me with the exact same expression.

      “Let me know what needs doing to it,” Beau says to Bay, ignoring my protests as he scoops me off the floor and kisses me.

      “I don’t get a say in this, huh?” I ask, batting at his chest in an attempt to get him to put me down.

      “Nope,” he tells me popping the letter P on the word, swinging me around to each of his brothers in turn, who all press a kiss to my cheek and wish me a nice day.

      “Don’t forget your lunch,” Granger says, holding out two brown bags, one with my name and one with Beau’s written on them.

      “You don’t have to make me lunch,” I tell him, letting go of Beau’s neck with one hand to take it.

      “You’re one of us now, everyone gets a lunch, let me know if there’s anything in there you don’t like” he says with a small smile.

      “Thank you,” I tell him, feeling a little choked up with all the acceptance Beau’s family is offering me so effortlessly.

      “Come on, baby girl, or you’re gonna be late,” Beau says, smacking my ass playfully as he strides to the door, depositing me on the floor at my car. “Keys?”

      Rolling my eyes, I drop my keys into his hand and he opens the door, inserting them into the ignition.

      “I’ll follow you down,” he says, pinching my chin between his thumb and forefinger and pressing his lips to mine.
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      My day flies by, and before I know it the sun has dipped below the ground and Beau is pushing through the door to the shop, his gruff expression gentling when it lands on me. He closes the distance between us in an instant, ignoring the customers who are eating and chatting, his attention solely on me.

      The moment he’s close enough, he snatches me forward engulfing me in a tight hug, his face pressing into my neck as he holds me. “Fuck, I missed you,” he rasps against me, his hot breath warming my skin.

      “Bad day?” I ask, rubbing soft circles across the back of his head.

      “Just long,” he sighs.

      “Why don’t you go sit down and I’ll bring you a coffee over.”

      “Can you sit with me?”

      “I have to start cleaning up, the sooner I get done, the sooner we can go home.” The word home slips out of my mouth without thought, but the moment I say it I realize that I’m starting to think of him as home. As much as his bull-headed behavior drives me a little crazy, I enjoy the time I spend with him. I never thought I’d want a guy who was so overwhelming, but I’m finding that I actually like the fact that I can rely on him to be overbearingly present. In the four days since he started pursuing me, I’ve come to expect him to monopolize my routine, and I don’t think I hate it.

      “I don’t want to share you with your dad and my brothers tonight,” he groans.

      “It’s only dinner, then you can have me all to yourself,” I whisper. “Is there a tub anywhere in that big ole house of yours?”

      “Yeah, there’s a tub in the bathroom off our parents’ room, why, you want to have a soak?”

      “So much,” I groan. “Food, bath, then bed.”

      “I like that plan, no space, no distance tonight.”

      The last customer leaves quickly, and Beau helps me tidy and clean and get the shop set back up for the morning when Marnie is opening. I don’t notice until we step outside that my car is missing. “Beau, my car’s not here,” I exclaim.

      “It’s at the shop with Bay. One of the joints on your front suspension was worn almost through, he said you’re lucky it hasn’t sheared off. He’s ordered one in for you, but he says it’s not safe for you to drive till it’s fixed. He’s bringing one of the loaners home for you to use till yours is ready.”

      “Oh, well how expensive is the part?”

      “Nothing.”

      “Car parts aren’t free, Beau,” I snap.

      “They are to you,” he replies easily, opening the passenger door and holding it while he waits for me to climb in.

      “Fine, I’ll talk to him about it later,” I say archly, sliding into the truck.

      “You do that, baby girl,” he laughs, leaning over me to clip in my seatbelt, pushing my hands away as I try to do it myself.

      I must fall asleep on the way home, because the next thing I know, Beau is gently lifting me from the truck outside his house.

      “I can walk,” I croak sleepily.

      “I can carry you,” he says simply, and I don’t argue, resting my head against his chest and letting my eyes fall closed again.

      I wake up some time later, naked in Beau’s huge bed. The lights are dimmed and his comforter is covering me, cocooning me in warmth. I can hear the sounds of voices from outside, and my stomach growls as the scent of food fills my nose.

      Stretching, I reluctantly push the covers away and climb off the stupidly high bed, padding over to the dresser and pulling out one of Beau’s huge t-shirts. I don’t have any pajama’s here, but his shirt comes to my knees and I put one of his hoodies over the top, pull on some panties, and call it good.

      Pushing the door open I take in the scene before me. My dad is sat at the huge dining table with Beau and his brothers, all of them are laughing, the food spread over the table family style, huge bowls being passed from person to person. They all look happy and relaxed, and it’s nice. My mama always made our house a home, she completed our family and made everyone’s flaws just that much easier to tolerate because she was just such a warm, wonderful person. Since she died, my dad and I have lived quieter lives, we’re so similar that we rarely argue, but I’ve missed the big family meals where we all got together and were loud and happy.

      Smiling, I pad further into the room. Penn spots me first. “Hey sleeping beauty,” he teases.

      “Hey,” I say, moving towards the table, the wooden floor cool beneath my bare feet.

      There’s an empty seat between Beau and my dad and I slide into it, looking at Beau first, then to my dad. “Hey Daddy,” I smile.

      “Hey honey, you sick? You don’t normally take naps?” he asks.

      “Just tired I guess, I’m fine,” I assure him.

      “You work too hard. I don’t want you on the ranch these next two days. I know you want to help out, but if you’re getting sick you need to take care of yourself,” he says sternly, using his ‘dad’ voice.

      “I’m not getting sick,” I insist, spinning to glare at Beau. “Did you put him up to this?”

      Beau’s eyes harden in warning before he shakes his head.

      “Beau hasn’t said anything to me. I can see with my own eyes how tired you look,” Dad interrupts.

      Inhaling slowly, I rub at my temples, noticing how exhausted I really am. “Maybe you’re right, a couple of days off might be good. I actually don’t remember the last time I had one.”

      “Good, and I don’t want you worrying about cooking for me or the ranch hands either,” he insists.

      “You’ll eat with us here,” Beau tells him, like it’s the most obvious thing in the world.

      “I would enjoy that, thank you, Beau,” my dad says.

      Huck offers my dad a platter of pork chops, and I rest my head against Beau’s shoulder. “I’m sorry,” I whisper.

      “Kiss me,” he whispers back.

      Tipping my head up, I lift my lips to his, but wait for him to close the distance between us. The kiss is sweet and soft and ends too soon, but by the time I blink my eyes open, all of the hardness has disappeared from his expression and a soft smile has replaced it. “Forgiven,” he whispers.

      We eat delicious pork chops, homemade slaw, rice, and green beans, then a rich buttery apple pie that my dad bought round for dessert. It’s loud and messy and fun. My body is tired, but my soul is happy as I watch my family merge so easily with his. After dinner, we all slob down on the sofa and Huck convinces my dad to play video games with them. We play bowling and tennis and hula hooping on their Wii console, laughing and being silly until it’s after midnight and my dad insists he has to go.

      “Thank you all for a wonderful evening,” my dad says, the grin on his face bigger than I’ve seen since my mom was alive.

      “Night Hal, see you tomorrow,” Penn calls out as I jump up from Beau’s lap to walk my dad to the door.

      “I actually have plans with Caleb and his family tomorrow night,” Dad says.

      “Wednesday then,” Penn tells him.

      “Well okay then,” Dad agrees easily.

      “Night Dad,” I whisper, curling my arm through his as he makes his way to the door.

      “Make sure she relaxes tomorrow,” Dad tells Beau.

      “I will,” Beau replies easily. “See you for Wednesday for dinner.”

      “Night Honey, night all,” my dad says, pressing a kiss against my cheek as he heads for his truck and leaves.

      “Come on, let’s get you to bed,” Beau yawns, scooping me up from the floor and into his arms.

      “Night guys,” I call to everyone.

      There’s a chorus of nights from them all, but we’re already in Beau’s room with the door shut behind us.

      “Thank you for tonight.”

      “What did I do?” he asks, stripping out of his clothes and kicking them to the side as he reaches for his hoodie and pulls it up and over my head.

      “For inviting my dad for dinner again and making him feel so welcome.”

      “You don’t have to thank me for that, we all like your dad.”

      “Well it means a lot to me,” I admit, climbing up into bed and pulling the covers over me. “So, is it always like this, or are you guys being like this because I’m here?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Well you’re seven adult guys, you’re all here, all the time, and you seem to spend all your time together. You said that you don’t bring women here, although the fact that I’m here shows that sometimes you break that rule. I mean you have labelled mugs, take a bagged lunch every day, and take it in turns to cook, surely you’re not like this all the time?”

      “We’re close, we always have been. We go out, we have friends and do things independently. But we like to hang out together, I guess our family has always been tight. Cody started the labels; he likes order and precision, and we have a rota so all the chores are split up equally. I already told you that this is our home and we won’t disrespect that by using it as a hook up place. You’re the first exception to that rule because you couldn’t be any further from a hook up. You’re forever, baby girl, you’re permanent.”

      I don’t really know what to say, so instead I wrap myself around his body and nestle into the nook in his shoulder, resting my cheek against his warm skin. His arm curls around me, and before I even realize it, I’m fast asleep.

      Beau must have turned my alarm off because when I wake up, sunlight is streaming through the sides of the drapes. I’m no longer on his chest, instead I’m the little spoon to his big, his huge body pressed against my back as he breathes softly in my ear.

      I’m warm and comfortable and I can’t think of a single good reason to move from this spot, so I close my eyes and let myself fall back asleep. The next time I wake up, it’s from the feel of fingers stroking my hair. The pillow beneath me is Beau’s stomach and my arm is resting on top of his hard dick.

      Twisting a little, I look up to find Beau sitting up in bed, his chest bare, his muscles looking even bigger than ever as he watches the tv, his fingers moving absentmindedly through my hair.

      “Morning,” I say a little groggily.

      “Morning baby,” he says, smiling down at me, his gaze soft and indulgent.

      “What time is it?”

      “Not sure, late, you needed the sleep,” he smiles, his voice still rough with sleep.

      “Your bed is so comfy, I don’t remember the last time I slept for so long,” I say on a yawn, stretching my arms up above my head.

      Beau catches one of my hands and presses a kiss to the palm. Rolling over I crawl up his body until my chest is flush against his and press my lips to his mouth. His hand slides around my back, his palm warm and comforting. I can feel the hardness of his dick against my stomach, and I push my hand between us and take hold of his length.

      He hisses softly against my mouth as I slowly start to jack him, gently working my hand up and down his dick while he kisses me deeply.

      “This is my favourite way to wake up,” he groans, pulling away from our kiss.

      “Mine too.”

      Before I have time to realize what he’s doing, his hands move to my waist and he lifts me up, spins me around and settles me back down again, my hands braced on either side of his legs, his dick pointing upwards towards my mouth.

      Warm breath blows against my sex, a moment before his tongue finds my slit, licking and sucking voraciously. His dick twitches and I lean forward and take him in my mouth. I’ve never given a blow job before, but I’ve read about them and I understand the basics. Sucking him in as far as I can, I swirl my tongue around him, feeling his movements pause as a long groan vibrates against my pussy.

      Feeling emboldened, I wrap my hand around the base of his cock and start to slide my lips up and down his dick, sucking and licking as I do. His dick is too big for me to take that much of him, but I try moving in sync with his fingers as he fucks me while he flicks my clit with his tongue.

      Allowing his dick to pop free of my mouth, I drag the flat of my tongue to run from the base to the tip, lapping the bead of precum from the head as he moans.

      “Too good,” he rasps, lifting me away from his cock and spinning me around again, repositioning me with his dick at my entrance as he guides me down until I’m sitting in his lap, my pussy full to bursting in this position.

      “Oh,” I cry, my sex feeling almost painfully stretched.

      “Ride me,” he growls, “I want to watch you come.”

      Strong hands grab my waist, holding me so tightly I think he may leave a mark as he lifts me up then slides me back down his dick again.

      “Oh god,” I cry as his dick hits the spot inside of me that makes shockwaves of heat burst to life in my core.

      Slowly to start, he helps me ride him, pulling me down hard each time and hitting that spot over and over with each thrust.

      “Plant your feet on the mattress,” he pants.

      Bringing my legs forward I plant my feet down, and this time when he lifts me up his dick almost slides free, only for him to slam me back down, making me shout out as sparklers of mini orgasms blink into life, only to disappear just as quickly.

      “Come for me, Bonnie, show me how good it feels,” he rasps, the sound of his voice making my skin pebble with anticipation.

      Once, twice he lifts me then fucks me down onto his dick, on the third time my orgasm explodes, splintering into a thousand orgasms that light up every one of my nerve endings and freeze the air in my lungs, making the pleasure the only thing that sustains me. Sensation blinds me and tears fill my eyes as waves and waves of incandescent ecstasy consumes me.

      I’m vaguely aware of him coming, his body tensing, the heat of his orgasm filling me, but it’s minutes later before I become completely aware of my body and surroundings.

      “Jesus, baby girl, it just keeps getting better,” Beau rasps against my ear. Our chests are pressed together, our skin damp, our breaths panting in unison.

      “I…” I trail off, not even sure what I planned to say.

      “It’s never been like that, never,” he says as if he’s trying to answer the question I hadn’t even thought about asking, but needed to know the answer to all the same.

      “Never?”

      “Never.”

      Sighing, I rest my head on his shoulder, loving the way I can feel his heart racing against me.

      “Can we stay in bed all day?” I ask.

      “I wasn’t planning on letting you get out,” he laughs.

      So we do, we shower together, then get back into bed, only getting out again to get food and use the bathroom. It’s the best day ever. We have sex three more times, until I’m sticky and rung out from the sheer quantity of orgasms he’s given me.

      By the time we hear his brothers start to get home, I’m slumped against him, my body wonderfully sore. “Your brothers are back,” I say, my arm flung across his waist.

      “That’s okay, it’s not my turn to cook.”

      “We should get up.”

      “Why?” he asks, rolling us so I’m pinned beneath him, his dick nestled against my pussy.

      “Because I can’t take any more sex,” I laugh.

      “You too sore?”

      “Yes, you wore my pussy out, I can’t take any more orgasms.”

      His chuckle is pure sin and I can’t help but smile up at him.

      “I’ve had the best day.”

      “Me too,” he says, leaning down to kiss me softly.

      A knock on the door has us both looking towards it as if we can see who it is without it even opening.

      “Hey love birds, get dressed and get out here, we’re going out tonight,” someone shouts.

      “Out?” I question.

      Beau shrugs. “You want to?”

      “Where we going?” I ask.

      “Where you going?” Beau shouts.

      “Mo’s,” they shout back.

      “What’s Mo’s?”

      “Oh, baby girl, you are going to love it.”

      It turns out that Mo’s is a warehouse in the next town over. The moment we all walk through the door, everyone in the place cheers their greeting like the Barnett brothers are heroes returning from war. Almost everyone we pass on the way to the small bar set up in the corner stops us to say hello, the guys slapping hands and patting backs, the women strutting over, shoving their tits out and preening.

      A few give me confused side long glances, no one questions me being there, but I suppose seeing Beau with a woman wouldn’t be a shock to anyone.

      “Good to see you boys,” the woman behind the bar says in greeting. She’s probably late thirties, tattoos covering her shoulders and running down both arms, her boobs are pushed together and peaking enthusiastically out of her very tight tank top. Her hair is a mass of blonde curls, piling into a ponytail on the top of her head, and she has gold rings on every one of her fingers and several bangles on each wrist. She’s an odd mix of bohemian and rock chick, but it works on her.

      “Well you’re new,” she says, when her eyes fall on me.

      “Hi I’m Bonnie,” I say, offering her a little wave.

      “Hey Bonnie, I’m Linda,” she says. “What you doing with this bunch of reprobates?”

      “This is my girlfriend,” Beau says, dropping his arm over my shoulder and pulling me into his side.

      “Is that right?” Linda asks, eyeing me a little more critically, her gaze swinging around the bar as she smirks and scoffs. “You want the usual to drink? What about you honey, you got ID? You barely look eighteen.”

      Offering her a stiff smile, I pull my ID from my cell and flash it to her. “I’ll have a beer please.”

      “Well twenty-one, I’ll be damned,” she mocks.

      “Linda,” Beau says, not bothering to hide the warning in his tone.

      Ignoring him, she pulls eight beers and slides them across the bar towards us. The guys all take a drink and Penn hands one to me as he drops some bills onto the bar and turns, putting his back to Linda who scowls.

      “Let’s go find a booth, I’ll sign us up,” Huck says, leading the way to the other side of the warehouse where large booths are situated along the wall.

      “Sign us up for what?” I ask.

      “You’ll see,” Beau smirks.

      We manage to claim a large booth in the back corner, and Beau ushers me in first so I end up in the middle with Beau on one side of me and Cody on the other. It doesn’t take long for the first person to swing by our table to say hello, and for the next hour there’s a circulating queue of people coming to visit with us. Almost every other one is a woman, or group of women, who all flick their hair and push out their tits vying for one of the brother’s attentions.

      A familiar face stalks up to the table and immediately sets herself down in Penn’s lap. “Hey sexy,” she purrs against his lips, a moment before she kisses him.

      I straighten in my seat, shocked. Penn never mentioned he had a girlfriend to me, although it’s not like we’ve spent a lot of time together. I Just assumed he would have said something, or Beau would of when I’d asked about women being at their house.

      “What you doing, Roxy?” Penn asks, his voice conveying annoyance, not affection, which shocks me.

      “I wanted to see my man, I’ve barely seen you all week,” she whines.

      “I’m not your man. You agreed this was just fun, but it’s over, I told you that,” Penn says, his one arm stretched across the back of the booth, his other holding his beer. She’s draped over him, her boobs pressed up against him, her one hand curled around his neck, the other tangled in his hair, but he’s noticeably not touching her.

      “I know you’re mad about that thing with the condom, but we’re meant to be together, I was just helping nature along,” she coos, pressing kisses to his mouth and jaw as she speaks.

      “Roxanne, stabbing holes in condoms is fucked up. I knew you were nuts when we started screwing, but even for you that’s taking things to a whole new level of crazy. I’m done, so why don’t you go try your luck with Cole Smith, he’s always had a thing for you, I bet he’d even let you ride him bareback if you gave him the chance. You could be married and pregnant by Christmas if you wanted,” Penn says coldly.

      “Come on now, baby, don’t be like that. Don’t be mad. Come on out to the parking lot and I’ll make it all up to you,” she says breathily, leaning in and pressing her lips against his ear. “I’ll let you fuck my ass; I know how much you like it.”

      “Jesus, Roxanne, get some self-respect. He’s not interested, you were a fuck, nothing more,” Granger snaps coldly.

      “Fuck you, Granger, Penn loves me,” she screeches.

      “Hold the fuck up. I am not in love with you,” Penn laughs.

      “I know you love me, stop pretending just because your brothers are here,” she cries.

      “Roxanne, you came onto me in a bar, you begged me to fuck you. You suggested a friends with benefits arrangement, told me you didn’t want a man, said you liked your independence. I’ve never even stayed the night. I come over, we fuck, then I get dressed and leave. What about that set up makes you think I’m in love with you?” Penn asks derisively.

      “It’s been six weeks, you’ve never stayed with anyone for that long, we’re committed,” she says, standing from his lap and turning to face him, her hands planted on her hips.

      “I’m committed to a quick fuck on a Thursday night. On Tuesday’s I see Franny, and weekends when Liz is in town I sometimes head over to her place. Six Thursday’s honey, that’s all I’ve given you,” he says with a shrug that makes me cringe and feel bad for Roxanne, even though she’s obviously crazy.

      The sound of her palm hitting his cheek echoes around the room, but Penn barely blinks. Slowly he turns back to look at her. “Get the fuck away from my table and my family, Roxanne, I don’t hit women, but I’ll sure as shit get you thrown out on your ass.”

      “Fuck you, you asshole,” she cries as she stomps across the bar on her spiked heels.

      “Wow,” I say.

      All eyes turn to me and I realize I probably said that a little louder than I meant to.

      Beau laughs, his palm resting on the back of my neck, rubbing soft circles against my skin. “Thank fuck for that,” he says, lifting his beer to Penn, who taps his glass against Beau’s

      “I’ll drink to that harpy not being the mother of my nieces and nephews,” Teddy laughs.

      “Amen,” Huck adds, tapping his glass to Teddy’s.

      “Are you okay, Penn?” I ask.

      “I’m fine. Good riddance to crazy fuck buddies,” he chuckles.

      The guys all raise their glasses, so I do too, toasting as they all praise Penn for getting rid of her.

      As I sit and watch, a thought crosses my mind. Will that be me someday? Will I go from having Beau’s undivided attention, to suddenly being the girl who won’t go away? Just imagining it makes my chest hurt. Roxanne was hurt, maybe a little insulted by Penn’s dismissal, but I’d be broken if Beau treated me like that. That’s what he’s done to me already and it’s only been a couple of days, imagine how destroyed I’ll be in a month’s time.

      “You okay?” Beau asks, his fingers tracing a line along my jaw.

      “Yeah, fine,” I tell him, bringing my beer to my lips and drinking so I don’t have to speak.

      The brothers all chat and I stay quiet, lost in my own thoughts. I like Beau, probably a little too much, and I know he likes me, at least enough to pursue me the way he’s been doing. But is the reward of enjoying being his right now worth all the heartache I’ll feel when he finds someone new to obsess over? I know that Beau’s not a monk, he sleeps with women, lots of women I’d guess, given how amazing he is at sex. But is this his MO? Does he find a woman he’s attracted to, then chase her until she allows him to consume her? Am I the first girl he’s behaved like this with or am I just the most recent in a long line of previous obsessions?

      Lost in my own doubts, I don’t notice the man with the clipboard approach the table until Beau is squeezing my nape to get my attention. “Penny for your thoughts?” he asks, smiling softly at me.

      “Sorry I was in a world of my own,” I reply, forcing a brittle smile to my lips.

      “Come on, it’s our turn.”

      “Our turn?” I ask.

      “Come on, Bonnie, you’re gonna love it,” Huck laughs.

      All the others are already out of the booth standing and waiting for us, so I shuffle after Beau, taking his hand when he reaches for me. He leads me through the warehouse and into what looks more like a barn than an industrial unit. The floor is covered in straw, and bales form walls that create a barrier between the people and what look like targets.

      The noise of metal on concrete startles me and my eyes follow the sound. That’s when I realize what the targets are for. “Axes,” I say.

      “Axe throwing, baby girl,” Beau says, grinning mischievously as he follows his brothers. He leads me to a sectioned off booth where a range of targets are set out, some closer, some much further away than the standard distance most people are throwing.

      “You’re a lumberjack, surely that gives you an unfair advantage,” I comment, noticing that most people are only just about hitting the target, and none seem to be getting the center circle.

      “That’s why we’re in this booth, where the targets are a bit more challenging,” Beau tells me.

      The guy with the clipboard gives us a brief safety talk, but he’s mainly talking to me as it’s obvious that the Barnett brothers are regulars.

      Cody steps up first, picking an axe, then stands with his legs shoulder width apart, pausing, then flinging the axe with so much force it rocks the closest target as it lands perfectly in the center circle. One by one the guys all throw, Teddy, Huck, and Beau all hitting dead center on the furthest targets, while the others all use the closer ones. When it’s my turn I stretch my neck from one side to the other, pick out an axe and step forward. I can feel Beau behind me, but he doesn’t do that typical guy thing where he shows me what to do, instead he just waits.

      Shuffling my feet apart a little, I try to copy the stance the guys all took. Eyeing the closest target, I inhale, exhale, and throw. “Woo-hoo,” I shout, throwing my fists into the air when the axe hits the target and sticks in the circle just outside of the center.

      “Hell yeah.”

      “Woo.”

      “Yeah, baby girl,” the guys holler at once, as Beau scoops me off the floor and into his arms, his lips descending to mine as he kisses me excitedly. “That was awesome,” he praises.

      By the time I’ve thrown the axe ten more times, my arms ache from throwing, and my cheeks ache from smiling so much. Not once did the guys treat me like a girl, they didn’t baby me, or talk down to me. They treated me like I was one of them. Bay was shit talking me, Huck threw me over his shoulder and spun me around, just like he did Teddy when he hit the furthest target away, and Beau… Well Beau kept his hands on me, touching me in some way the entire night, like he wants to make sure that everyone knows I’m his.

      I don’t really know anything about how he behaved with the other women he’s had relationships with, but somehow, I don’t think it was like this. Maybe I’m wrong, maybe this is all just wishful thinking, but I think that maybe I mean more to him than they did.

      Excusing myself, I head for the bathroom, desperate to pee after four beers and an awful lot of jumping around. The ladies’ room is basic, but I use the toilet, and head for the sink to wash my hands. The door opens and in walks Amber Hammond, the last women Beau was apparently dating.

      “Bonnie,” she says coolly.

      “Hello Amber,” I reply, washing my hands quickly, then reaching for a paper towel to dry them.

      “Did I hear right? Are you here with the Barnetts?” she asks, a smirk etched across her lips.

      Amber’s closer to Beau’s age than mine, I’m not sure exactly how old she is, but definitely past thirty. She’s tall and curvy, with large breasts that I heard a rumor were fake, and enough makeup that she might well have applied it with a trowel instead of a brush. She’s still very pretty, but it’s a hard beauty.

      “Yeah that’s right, the guys are teaching me to throw axes,” I say, throwing my paper towel in the bin and heading for the door.

      “Oh, now I did hear a rumor about you being Beau’s girl of the moment. He’s a bit old for you isn’t he, sweetie?” she sneers. “I had my turn a few weeks back, but I wouldn’t mind taking another ride on the pony if you know what I mean,” she laughs.

      Smiling politely, I step forward, waiting for her to step aside.

      “A word of warning, don’t let him convince you it’s something more than it is. Beau’s a great catch, but he isn’t looking to be caught. He’s a fantastic fuck, Jesus the things that man can do with his dick,” she pauses, smiling to herself. “But he’s not for keeps, especially not for a sweet young thing like you.”

      She pats my cheek, then smiles down at me like I’m just the cutest, most pathetic thing she’s ever seen, and steps out of my way, crossing to one of the cubicles and going inside. A part of me wants to shout at her, to tell her that she’s wrong, that he does want to be caught. By me. But the problem is that I don’t know how true that would be. Because wasn’t I thinking the exact same thing earlier that she just obnoxiously warned me about? Wasn’t I thinking about how I was just the most recent conquest in a line of women that Beau’s slept with?

      Dazed and more confused than ever, I step back into the room. The guys are still throwing, laughing as they try to out-do each other. Suddenly I really need a drink, so instead of going back to the group I head into the bar. Linda is serving a customer, so I wait, stepping forward when it’s my turn.

      “Well hello again, you lost your boyfriend?” she chuckles derisively.

      “He’s happily throwing axes,” I tell her. “Can I get a Vodka cranberry and a shot of tequila please.”

      Her eyebrows raise, but she pours the drinks, filling a second shot glass and holding it toward me. I lift my own shot glass and tap it against hers, pausing when she starts to speak.

      “To big dicks and the men who know exactly what to do with them.”

      Blinking, I lift my gaze to hers and see her smirking knowingly at me as she throws back the shot, then slams the glass down onto the bar. Without saying a word, I drink my shot too, managing not to grimace when the tequila hits the back of my throat.

      Dropping a twenty to the bar top, I pick up my vodka cranberry and walk away. Two women who’ve had sex with the guy I’m dating, gleefully informing me that we’ve all played with the same equipment, in one night. Fun fucking times. Crossing through the warehouse I glance at all the women, and wonder how many others here have become a notch on Beau’s bed post. The thought makes me feel a little sick. It’s one thing to know your current sexual partner has a past, it’s an entirely different thing to be surrounded by the other women he’s fucked, especially ones he was fucking just a week before he started fucking me.

      Vomit rises in my throat as all the warnings they give you in health class come back to me. When you have sex with someone, you’re sleeping with every one of your partner’s ex-partners, every time you have sex, and Beau and I have been having sex A LOT. I was a virgin and tonight suggests that he was, or should I say is, a man whore. We haven’t even been careful. He’s been coming inside of me. I could have an STD by now.

      “Oh god,” I say aloud, covering my mouth with my hand.

      “What’s going on, Bonnie, are you okay?” Beau asks, suddenly at my side, his expression full of concern.

      “Are you clean?” I blurt out. Thank god my volume is set to low, because the words tumble from my mouth with zero preamble.

      “Excuse me?” he asks, blinking, shocked.

      “I just had a run in with two separate women who commented on the size of your dick and your expertise in using it. I know you weren’t some kind of forty-year-old virgin before we started dating, but it’s just dawned on me that we’re not exactly being super careful, and you were fucking another woman a few days before you first fucked me,” I blurt, cringing as each word rolls from my tongue.

      “Who?” he demands.

      “What?”

      “Who talked to you?” he snaps.

      “Amber and Linda,” I tell him, my brows furrowed. “But that’s really not the important bit here. The important bit here is you assuring me that you’re clean and disease free, because I’m an idiot who didn’t listen in health class, and now I’m freaking out.”

      “Of course I’m clean. I double wrap every fucking time,” he growls.

      “Well that’s not exactly true is it, because you’ve never used anything with me,” I point out, lifting my glass to my lips and downing the contents.

      Taking my hand, he steers me from the middle of the room to a darkened alcove, turning me so my back is pressed against the wall. “Listen to me, baby girl. The first time I have ever had unprotected sex is with you. I never forget, I never risk it, I never get my dick near a pussy without two fucking condoms on. But I refuse to have anything between us. I should have told you that, but I thought you understood that none of my usual rules apply with you.” He stops talking and runs his knuckles gently over my cheek. “Are you... Are you on the pill?”

      I nod, and I swear he looks almost disappointed.

      “I haven’t seen you take it.”

      “I get the jab.”

      He sighs, his lips clenched tightly. “I can’t change the past. I’ve fucked other women,” he shrugs. “But I’m sorry you got ambushed tonight, we can leave if you want?”

      “I don’t want to ruin everyone’s night, maybe I should just go,” I suggest, not wanting to sound like a whiney nagging girl.

      “No,” he snarls. “You go, I go. No space, no distance. Even if I’ve fucked up or pissed you off.”

      “You haven’t done anything, this is all on me,” I hurry to say.

      “I’d be losing my fucking shit if two guys you fucked wanted to compare notes.” His eyes fall closed and his jaw tenses, like he’s imaging the scenario actually happening.

      “Well, it’s probably good that I have zero conquests then, isn’t it?” I don’t mean the words to sound snarky, but they do.

      Jaw still tight, his eyes fly open and he dips his chin. “We’re finished anyway, let’s just get the guys and go.”

      “No, I’m not gonna be that girl. Let’s just get a shit ton of shots and get drunk, might as well give myself a reason to feel sick,” I tell him, pushing past him and heading back for the bar. “Can I get a bottle of tequila and eight shot glasses, please?” I ask Linda when I reach the bar.

      “Honey, I don’t think—” she starts.

      “Well then it’s probably a good job that I’m not asking you to think then, isn’t it,” I retort. “Now, can I have a bottle of Patron and eight shot glasses.”

      Scowling at me, she glances behind me at where I’m assuming Beau is standing, then grabs a new bottle of tequila from the shelf behind the bar and places it on a tray, adding eight shot glasses and sliding it forward. “He’s paying,” I nod my head back to Beau, lift the tray, and walk away.

      The rest of the night is lost at the bottom of a bottle of tequila.
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      Relief fills me when I stir awake and feel Bonnie’s naked body next to mine. Last night was an absolute shit show, culminating in my baby girl throwing up in the bathroom, while I held her hair back and she expelled about half a bottle of Patron.

      She had shot glasses filled by the time I got back to the throwing booth last night. She didn’t make a scene, didn’t shout, or scream or cry, she just got ass faced drunk with my brothers. Being the only sober one, except for Granger, meant that I ended up with Bonnie over my shoulder while I tried to strong arm Bay and Penn out of the bar, and Granger herded Cody, Teddy, and Huck.

      I almost wish she’d made a scene, at least then I could have carted her out of there and forced her to understand that she’s so much more than any other woman I’ve ever looked at. Instead she acted like nothing happened.

      Sunlight is pouring through the drapes, so it’s late, but I don’t know what time it is, and I’m not sure where my cell ended up when I had to carry Bonnie to the bathroom so she could get sick last night. I can hear movement in the living room, it doesn’t surprise me that the guys were in no fit state to go to work today, but I’d rather we have the house to ourself so we can talk about everything that happened last night.

      “Hey,” she croaks, stirring beside me.

      “Morning, how’s your head?”

      “Not too bad so far. Tequila doesn’t usually leave me with too much of a hangover,” she says, rolling onto her back and slowly opening her eyes.

      “You want some coffee?” I ask.

      “I need to brush my teeth first, my mouth tastes like ass,” she chuckles. “But yes, coffee and food, I’m starving.”

      Nodding, I press a soft kiss to her forehead and climb out of bed, pulling some sweats on before I head out into the living room. Teddy is sitting at the breakfast bar, his head pressed against the counter as he nurses a steaming cup of coffee. Cody is passed out on the couch still fully dressed, and Bay is sitting in a chair clutching his head.

      “How we all feeling?” I ask, shaking my head at the state of them.

      “Like I’m too fucking old to be sucking down a bottle of tequila on a Tuesday night,” Bay groans.

      “That’s because you are too old. The others gone to work?” I ask.

      “Granger has, no one else I don’t think.”

      Crossing to the coffee pot I grab two mugs and fill them, adding creamer to Bonnie’s and stirring.

      My bedroom door opens and I glance up, worried for a minute that she might not realize that the others are still here and be out here naked, but she’s in long furry socks and one of my t-shirts that fits her like a dress. “Morning,” she chirps far too cheerfully.

      “Urgh,” Teddy groans.

      “You hungover?” she asks Teddy, giving him a quick hug as she passes.

      “How are you not?” he rasps.

      “I’m twenty-one,” she shrugs, then laughs, dancing over to me and taking the mug of coffee I’ve made for her.

      “Urgh, fuck off with your youngness,” Bay hisses, then clutches his head again.

      “Jesus, call yourself men,” she laughs, opening the refrigerator and pulling out a carton of eggs and some bacon. “Eggs and bacon will set you straight.”

      I don’t get a moment alone with her for the rest of the day, she cooks for all of us, the smell of frying bacon tempting Huck and Penn from their bedrooms, both of them green and hungover. Then she cleans up and baits Bay into a deathmatch on Call of Duty, which descends into an all-day video game fest. Bonnie fits in with us all so well, but I don’t want to share her, I want to talk to her, make sure she knows that she’s not just another woman I’m fucking, that she’s mine, that she’s everything. I want to take her back to bed and show her with my body that she’s different, only she doesn’t give me the chance. In fact, she finds every excuse possible not to have the conversation that we really need to have, and before I know what’s happening it’s seven-thirty and Hal is knocking on the door.

      “Hey Daddy,” she calls as soon as her dad walks into the house.

      “Hi honey. Jesus it smells like a brewery in here,” Hal laughs.

      “Yeah we hit the tequila pretty hard last night,” she giggles. “These guys are all showing their age, you should have seen the state of them all this morning.”

      “Hey, you weren’t so pretty when you were throwing up last night,” Bay says, pointing at her with the spatula in his hand.

      Shrugging, she jumps up from the couch and dances over to her dad, pressing a kiss to his cheek. “I’ll be back in five, I need to jump in the shower real quick.”

      Contemplating following her, my eyes flit to Hal’s and I realize I can’t, no matter how much I want to. So instead I offer him a drink, grab a bottle of water for myself, and then sit down and make small talk with my girl’s dad.

      Dinner is fun, Hal ends up telling us a story about the first time he ever drunk tequila, and the hours pass quick with us all reminiscing about drunken nights and crazy vacations until Hal says he needs to go home.

      “I should probably stay at home tonight, I don’t have any work clothes here and I haven’t done any laundry in a week,” Bonnie says, jumping up from the table.

      “What?” I cry.

      “You’ve had me here for two days straight, Beau, I need to go home and do some laundry. I need to whip up a batch of something for the ranch hands and go check on my horse,” she tells me, her tone perfectly calm and rational.

      I don’t feel perfectly calm and rational. In fact, something inside of me is screaming that if I let her leave she’ll never come back again. I know it’s insane to think that, but I can’t help but feel like we’re in the middle of an argument, even though she doesn’t seem angry in the least.

      Pulling her to me, I lean down and whisper against her ear. “Baby girl, stay with me, I’ll do a load of laundry for you, then we can get up early and make something for the ranch hands if you want to. I don’t want to sleep without you,” I try to coax.

      “I’ll stay with you tomorrow night,” she placates me dismissively, pressing a kiss to my cheek as she darts into our room, coming back a minute later carrying a backpack, her feet already in her boots.

      Hal’s eyes look from Bonnie to me and back again, his brow furrowing.

      “Hal you coming for dinner tomorrow night? It’s my famous pot roast?” Cody asks.

      Hal looks at Bonnie again, then shakes his head, “Thanks for the offer, but maybe another time.”

      My heart starts to race, can he see it too? Can he see this thing between us that she won’t let me fix? Is that why he doesn’t want to come to dinner, because he doesn’t think Bonnie will come, that she won’t want to be here with me?

      “Well thanks for dinner, I’ll be seeing you,” Hal says, turning and making his way for the front door.

      As if my brothers can sense it too, they all look at me, and I just shake my head and follow Hal out.

      “Night Beau,” he says, holding his hand out to shake mine.

      I take his hand, hating that he seems like he’s saying a permanent goodbye. But instead of just a handshake, I feel the key in his palm. Looking up I see the knowing look in his eyes and I instantly relax. Unless I’m really fucking wrong, Hal just gave me a key to their house. He gave me the means to come to her, and with it he just gave me his complete seal of approval. No father would give their daughter’s boyfriend a key to the house knowing I was going to crawl into her bed tonight if he didn’t see exactly what I felt for her.

      Bonnie might be blind to what’s in front of her, but her dad can read me clearly. Exhaling slowly I nod, flashing him a grateful smile. “See you soon, Hal.”

      Bonnie steps past me, searching for her car and finding it missing still. “Where’s my car?”

      “It’s still in the shop, Penn bought you the GMC Terrain for you to use till yours is fixed,” I tell her, grabbing the keys from the bowl by the door and handing them to her.

      “Oh. Err okay, are you sure it’s okay for me to drive this? It’s a lot newer than my Toyota,” she laughs.

      “It’s fine,” I assure her, reaching her and pulling her into me. What I don’t tell her is that the GMC isn’t a loaner, it’s the car I bought for her when Penn told me how much work the Toyota needs to be safe to drive up and down the mountain with my woman in it. But right now, when she’s leaving me probably isn’t the time to tell her this, so instead I kiss her.

      Taking her lips with mine I devour her, telling her with this kiss all the things she hasn’t given me the chance to say to her today. I kiss her until her body melts against mine, her nipples pebbled and pressing into my chest, her hands clinging to me. “Don’t go,” I whisper.

      “You coped all the other nights before we got together, you’ll cope again tonight,” she sighs, pulling away from me and moving to the car, climbing in, and leaving.

      I watch as she drives away, not looking at the key in my hand until her tail lights are disappearing from sight. Hal Williams gave me a key to his home, because he knows there’s no way I can stay away from her tonight. I don’t know if he sees it in my eyes, or maybe he can just sense it from the way I am whenever Bonnie is near, but he gave me a key and his blessing all without saying a word.

      Sighing, I slide the key into my pocket and walk back into the house, closing the door behind me.

      “What’s going on? Why isn’t she staying?” Huck asks, a little accusatory.

      “We’re in an argument.”

      “Even more reason that you shouldn’t have let her go,” Teddy says, his voice more serious than I’m used to hearing from my baby brother.

      “What would you have had me do? You want me to lock her in our room and refuse to let her out?” I snap.

      “What are you arguing about?” Granger asks, always the most perceptive one of us.

      “She had run ins with Amber and Linda last night,” I confess, sighing as I slump down into the couch.

      “Amber who?” Penn asks.

      My brothers all crowd around me, just like I knew they would. Maybe to other people it’s a little weird how close we are, but it’s just always been this way for us. Some people hate their siblings, but my brothers are my best friends, they’re my confidants, my cheering squad, and the ones to call me on my shit when I need it. They’re my family, and family is everything.

      “Hammond. We hooked up a few weeks ago.”

      Bay sucks in air through his teeth. “Bro, your last hook up confronted Bonnie. What happened?”

      “I’m not sure exactly, all Bonnie told me is that Amber and Linda both let her know that they’d fucked me. She’s pissed, but she won’t talk to me. I tried last night, but she grabbed a bottle of tequila and well, we all know how the rest of the night went,” I sigh.

      “You need to fix this,” Cody says, like it’s the most obvious thing in the world.

      “No shit, but she hasn’t given me chance and now she’s gone.”

      “You just gonna let her go? Mom and Dad never went to bed angry, that was one of the rules they lived by, I remember Dad telling me that when I was just a kid,” Teddy says.

      “Hal gave me this,” I smile, pulling the key from my pocket and showing them.

      “Holy fuck, is that a key to their house?” Huck laughs.

      “I certainly fucking hope so, ‘cause if not I’m gonna be making a whole heap of noise in a little while when I go over there,” I scoff.

      A little over an hour later, I place my bag onto the passenger seat of my truck and drive the short distance between my house and Bonnie’s. Parking my truck behind the GMC, I grab my bag and the house key Hal gave me, and make my way over to the dark house. It’s a little after midnight and the ranch is dark and quiet except for the sound of horses in the corral and stables.

      Quickly climbing the steps, I unlock the front door and step into the house, locking the door behind me and placing the key on the table by the door. Making my way upstairs, I listen for any sounds coming from Bonnie’s room, but it’s quiet, with no light coming from beneath her door. Turning her door handle I step into her room as silently as I can, the moonlight shining through her blinds illuminating her room enough for me to see her tiny body in the bed.

      Normally she’s a peaceful sleeper, but tonight she’s unsettled, tossing and turning as she mumbles incoherently. Placing my bag on the dresser, I quickly undress, then lift her comforter and try to crawl into her tiny bed with her.

      The moment I depress the mattress with my knee she jerks awake. “Beau?” she shrieks.

      “Hey baby girl, shuffle over so I can get in.”

      “What are you doing here?” she asks, her voice confused as she moves to make room for me.

      “No space, no distance. Plus, you’re angry, and neither of us should go to bed angry.”

      “I’m not angry,” she says, instantly denying it.

      “I’m sorry about what happened last night. I can’t change the fact that I have a past, but I should have protected you from it, or at least made sure you understand who you are to me.”

      She stiffens and I pause, confused about what I might have said to make her so tense.

      “So who am I?” she asks coldly.

      “You are everything.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      Rolling to my side so I can look her in the face, I cup her jaw with my palm. “I have never seen a couple as in love as my parents. They were each other’s worlds; they were the happiest people you’ve ever seen, and they loved each other just as much when they were finally parted as they did the day they got married. I decided a long time ago that if I couldn’t have a relationship like my mom and dad did, then there was no point having one at all. I grew up surrounded by love, they taught me what it meant to be married, what it meant to be in love and infatuated, and when you’ve seen that kind of once in a lifetime love, you realize that if you can’t have the real thing it’s better not to have anything at all.”

      “I—” she starts.

      “I’m forty-three years old, I’d given up on finding something like they had, until I saw you all alone in that coffee shop. You were so beautiful, but so young. Too young. I’ve fucked other women, Bonnie, but you are the only woman I have ever seen myself falling in love with. You are the only woman I have ever wanted forever with. The others got sex, an hour of meaninglessness, but I want to give you everything,” I confess, my voice ragged.

      “Everything?” she questions, the word shaky.

      “Everything,” I repeat. “No space, no distance, nothing between us, forever.”

      I wait for her to speak, to say something, but instead she kisses me and I can feel the understanding in her touch. I don’t know if she’s on the same page as me just yet, but my cards are on the table and she’s not running in the opposite direction.

      Her hands explore my face, my shoulders, my chest, until she reaches for my dick. Small hands tentatively grip me as she slowly starts to work me. I let her play, enjoying the feeling of her hands on me, but it’s not enough. Grabbing her wrist, I stop her, lifting her arms into the air as I peel her nightshirt up her body and over her head, dropping it to the floor as I pin her beneath me, my fingers finding her core and sliding inside of her.

      Gasping, her head falls back as her lips part, and a garbled moan falls from her. She’s so wet that my fingers fill her with ease, her cunt clenching around me as I rub at her clit, swallowing the sounds she makes.

      “I’m sorry, baby girl, I need my dick in you, I can’t wait,” I growl, pulling my fingers free and replacing them with my cock, feeling her muscles stretch around me as I fill her.

      “Oh god,” she moans, her hands finding my hair and pulling me down for a kiss as I slowly start to fuck her.

      Kissing her, I fill her pussy again and again, until she starts to tremor beneath me, her fingernails scoring my skin as her body is wracked with an orgasm that triggers my own. It’s not loud, sweaty, dirty sex, but it’s by far one of the most intense sexual experiences I’ve ever had. Her eyes are wide and bright even in the darkness as she looks up at me.

      “You’re giving me everything I never dreamed I’d get,” I whisper.

      Tears fill her eyes as she smiles.

      “Don’t cry,” I whisper, wiping the tears from her eyes.

      Sighing sweetly, she swallows. “I dreamed about you too you know. I just need to get used to it being real.”
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        * * *

      

      The shrill chirping of an alarm clock wakes me and I try to stretch, only to realize Bonnie is asleep on top of me, her body draped over mine in her tiny little bed. It’s still dark out, too early to be awake, but as I run my finger up and down the length of her naked back, she starts to stir.

      “Sorry sweetheart, we’ve got to get up,” I rasp, my voice full of sleep.

      “No, comfy,” she sleepily replies, burying her face against my chest.

      Chuckling lightly, I pull her hair away from her face and just stare at her for a minute. I’m so fucking glad I came last night, her bed is far too small for us both, but I needed to make her understand what she is to me, and I think now she does, or at least I think she’s starting to see.

      “Urgh,” she groans, her limbs slowly moving as she realizes that she’s using me for a mattress and pillow.

      “Did we sleep like this all night?”

      Shrugging, I smile. “Better than being alone, I’ll let you lay on me all night, every night if it means we’re in the same bed.”

      “Hmm,” she breaths, not even attempting to move.

      “We got to get up, don’t shower this morning, I want you to smell like me all day,” I rasp, dragging her up my body and kissing her.

      “Caveman.”

      “Your caveman,” I laugh, palming her ass and squeezing. “Up,” I say, landing a sharp slap on her ass cheek.

      “Hey,” she shrieks.

      “You love it,” I wink, lifting her up and following her, until we’re sitting side by side on the edge of the bed.

      Standing up, I grab my bag and quickly get dressed, grabbing my toothbrush and heading for the bathroom as she slowly pulls on underwear. “How did you get in last night?” she calls from her bedroom.

      “Your dad gave me a key,” I confess.

      “He did not,” she laughs.

      “He did, he knew I was coming one way or another, and at least with a key I didn’t have to wake up the whole house.” Washing my face, I smile when Bonnie walks straight into the bathroom, grabs her toothbrush, and starts to brush her teeth beside me. I follow suit, and for a moment we’re just next to each other, getting ready side by side. This is what I want every day, only not here, I want her in my home, my bed, my bathroom.

      “Move in with me.”

      Her toothbrush pauses an inch from her mouth and she turns to look at me, her eyes wide. “What?”

      “I want you to move in with me. If you don’t want to live with my brothers, I’ll build us a house that connects to the main house, or one next door, so we have our own space. You’re right next door to your dad and he can come eat with us every night, or every other night and we’ll come here on the other days.”

      She quickly finishes her teeth, wiping her mouth while her eyes stay on me, still wide and shocked. “It’s been a week, Beau, it’s too soon.”

      “Who says it’s too soon? Maybe for other people it would be, but maybe for us it’s perfect. I already missed out on a year of falling asleep with you and waking up with you, I don’t want to miss anymore. Our lives are already intertwined, what difference will it make if you move all of your stuff in with me?”

      Sighing, she shakes her head. “Ask me again in three months.”

      “Three months,” I exclaim. “How about three days?”

      Her laugh is sweet and soft. “I’ve never done this.”

      “Neither have I,” I tell her.

      “So, let me have some time to get used to all this, I’m a newbie. It’s gonna take me a little longer than you.”

      The urge to touch her is almost overwhelming, but she must read my mind, because she darts for the door to the bedroom laughing. “Oh no, I recognize that look already, you’re not gonna fuck a yes out of me,” she giggles.

      Smiling, I follow her back into her room, lunging for her and throwing her onto the bed, kissing and nipping at her neck as she giggles and playfully pushes me away.

      “Beau,” she shrieks, when I tickle her.

      Flipping her onto her stomach I sit on her legs, keeping her in place as I pull down her jeans and bite her ass cheek. “I don’t need to fuck a yes out of you, I could spank one from you instead.”

      “Don’t you dare,” she laughs, trying to buck me off as she giggles loudly.

      I smack my palm against her ass cheek, groaning a little when her creamy skin turns instantly pink. “Fuck, baby girl, I have no idea why that’s so sexy.”

      Her alarm blares to life and we both groan in unison. “To be continued,” I warn, pressing a kiss over the red patch of skin, before I pull her jeans back into place.

      “Promise?” she asks coyly, staring at me intently over her shoulder.

      “Promise,” I say thickly, climbing off her, adjusting my now hard cock in my pants.

      My dick is almost under control by the time we head into the kitchen and Bonnie sets the coffee machine to brew.

      “Pancakes and eggs?” I ask.

      “Oooh pancakes,” she coos enthusiastically.

      “That’s a yes then?”

      “Definitely a yes. I need to find something for dinner,” she says, opening the refrigerator.

      “It’s pot roast, Cody’s cooking tonight.”

      “I should—”

      “Nope, we’re going home tonight and we’ll convince your dad to eat with us too.”

      “I have plans,” Hal says, shuffling into the kitchen a little stiffly.

      “Who with?” Bonnie asks.

      “Clem and Brian, we’re eating at the bar and watching the game,” he tells her, pulling three mugs from the shelf as I add eggs to the pancake batter in the mixing bowl and stir.

      “Oh, okay,” Bonnie says, I’m gonna stay at Beau’s tonight then, I put the batch of cookies I made last night in the freezer, so you can just pull them out before you go to bed tonight for the guys for tomorrow.

      “Sure thing,” Hal says, smiling at me and winking briefly before he pushes a coffee mug across the table toward me.

      After breakfast I help Bonnie clean up, say goodbye to Hal, thanking him for the key, then trail her out of the house. She pauses in front of the shiny black SUV and spins around to look at me. “You coming to the shop?”

      Rolling my eyes, I sigh. “What do you think?”

      Smiling, she pushes up onto her tiptoes and kisses me quickly. “See you down there.”

      “Drive careful,” I warn her, turning and climbing into my truck as she pulls away in the new car she doesn’t know is hers yet.

      Twenty minutes later I pull my truck in beside the GMC and climb out. “How’s the car?” I ask innocently.

      “It’s so nice,” she gushes. “It has heated seats and it drives like a dream, I can’t believe Bay and Penn loan out a car like this to their customers.”

      “Your car’s a junker, you should scrap it,” I tell her, wondering how mad she’s going to get at me when I tell her the GMC’s already registered in her name.

      “I can’t afford something nice yet. My car’s okay for the minute until I save a little more cash,” she says, smiling wistfully at the SUV as she presses the button and it beeps and locks.

      Biting my lip to stop myself from blurting out that I bought her a car, I silently follow her into the shop, moving to take the chairs off the tables as she bustles about turning on the coffee machine and doing the other little tasks she does every other morning she’s here.

      “A car like the GMC is so much safer than your Toyota,” I mention as she refills the beans in the grinder and sets out milk jugs and cups.

      “I’ll definitely look at them once I’ve saved enough money,” she says dismissively.

      “Winter’s coming, I really don’t think your Toyota’s safe to be driving the mountain roads in the snow.”

      “I have chains to put on when it snows, plus I can always use one of the ranch trucks if the weather’s really bad.”

      “The Toyota’s not safe, I told Bay to scrap it and I bought the GMC for you.” The words are out before I can swallow them back down.

      “You did what?” she shouts, glaring at me, anger pouring from her in waves.

      “I bought the GMC for you; it’s already registered in your name. Your car was dangerous.”

      “You bought me a car?” she asks, slowly, like she’s trying to understand the words. “And where’s my car?”

      “It’s at the shop waiting to be collected for crushing.”

      “Tell Bay I want my car back,” she hisses.

      “No.” I shake my head, crossing my arms over my chest and staring her down.

      “Beau.”

      “No, baby girl, you can shout and hiss like an angry fucking kitten all you want, but when Bay and Penn looked your car over they found a load of stuff wrong with it. Bottom line, it was dangerous. The GMC is safer, it gets better mileage and you like it.”

      “I’m saving for a new car. Tell Bay to make the Toyota safe and it’ll do until I have enough money for something better.”

      “No,” I say, shaking my head again.

      “No?” she accuses.

      “No,” I say again. “I’m never going to be okay with you driving a death trap up and down this mountain every day. It’s dangerous, end of story. You’re my woman and I take that responsibility seriously. Would your daddy have let your mama drive a car that wasn’t safe?”

      “No of course not, but they were married and had been for thirty years.”

      “Then you should get why I’m not prepared to let you drive a car that’s dangerous. I’m not willing to risk your life just so you can be stubborn. The GMC’s yours, it’s all registered in your name, the paperwork is in the glove compartment.”

      “Beau you can’t just buy me a car,” she hisses, stomping her foot for impact.

      “Sure I can, I just did,” I shrug.

      “How much was it? I have five thousand dollars in my savings, I can give you that as a down payment and we’ll have to set up a payment plan for the rest.”

      I laugh so loudly and for so long that tears fill my eyes. “I’m not taking a fucking penny from you,” I exhale on an amused breath.

      “You can’t buy me a car after we’ve been dating for a week,” she cries, her hands on her hips.

      “I didn’t buy a fucking car for the woman I’ve been dating for a week; I bought a car for the woman who my entire world revolves around. I bought a car to protect the person who is everything to me. I bought a car for the woman I’m planning forever with. Your car was old and dangerous, I did what I had to do so that you can get to work safely and so I haven’t got to spend all day worried that you’re stranded or hurt. Now stop being a pain in the ass and just say thank you,” I snap.

      “Thank you,” she says, her eyes filled with earnest confusion. There’s so much more I could say. I could tell her that I’m in love with her, that I’m unhealthily obsessed with her, that I’m upset that she’s on contraception and not pregnant with my baby. Hell, I could tell her that I plan to marry her just as soon as I can get a ring on her finger.

      But the truth is that just because I’m ready to confess all of that, doesn’t mean she’s ready to hear it. So instead I stay quiet, cross the room to where she’s standing, and kiss her, telling her all my secrets in the silent way that all men in love do when they can’t use words.

      “Do you think Owen will show up today?” I rasp against her lips when I reluctantly pull away from her.

      “I doubt it, he’s on the rota to work this weekend, so it’s unlikely he’ll be here today or tomorrow,” she says breathily.

      “Okay, I’ll be in at the normal time to help you close up.”

      “I have to go home and grab all my stuff for tomorrow night.”

      “What stuff?”

      “A dress and makeup, I can’t go out with Cora in work clothes,” she laughs.

      I stiffen. “Can’t you cancel?” I ask, nuzzling my nose against her neck, inhaling her soft, fruity fragrance.

      “No, why would I cancel?” she asks, her tone confused as she pushes up onto her tiptoes and kisses me again.

      “Because I want you all to myself,” I growl playfully.

      “I want doesn’t get, and don’t think this whole car issue is settled, it isn’t.”

      “Baby girl, you have a great new car and I get to know that my woman is safe, that sounds pretty settled to me.”

      “Beau,” she snaps, her tone becoming impatient again.

      “I better get to work. Kiss me and tell me you’ll miss me,” I demand, smiling widely.

      “You are a pain in my ass,” she says, shaking her head a moment before she kisses me.

      “I can be a real pain in your ass,” I taunt, smacking her butt.

      “See you later.”

      “The service in this place is terrible, I got put to work, got shouted at for giving you a nice gift, and I didn’t even get a cup of coffee,” I drawl, pursing my lips in mock annoyance.

      “Maybe you should find somewhere else for your coffee then, now go to work.”

      “Tell me you’ll miss me,” I order.

      “I’ll miss you,” she confesses sweetly.

      Her smile gets soft, and I can’t help gathering her in my arms and kissing her again. “Bye, baby girl. Text me if you get to finish early.”

      “Bye Beau.”
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        * * *

      

      The shop is quiet with only one group of customers gathered around a small table in the window when I push through the door and make my way up to the counter. Bonnie smiles widely when she sees me and I stride straight up to her, cup her face, and kiss her. “Hey baby girl,” I rasp.

      “Hi.”

      “How’s your day been.”

      “Long and boring,” she says, wrapping her arms around my waist and resting her cheek against my chest. “How was yours?”

      “Busy, we started a new slice today, so we spent half the morning transporting all of the equipment up to the top of the hill, then the moment we started cutting, the grab blew two tires so we had to go back down to the yard and drag out spares and run them back up again. I haven’t stopped since I left here this morning,” I tell her, exhaling slowly as I enjoy the way she feels in my arms.

      “I’m sorry your day sucked, what can I do to make it better?” she asks sweetly.

      “You’re doing it right now. I can’t wait to get home, two full days with you and I hated not seeing you all day,” I confess, not caring how pathetic I sound. If I could I’d keep her with me all day. “Wanna come work for me?” I ask hopefully.

      “I’m not sure I’d be that good at cutting down trees,” she giggles.

      “So come work in the offices, or drive a grab, or something. Hell, you can give up work all together and just come keep me company all day,” I say, meaning every word.

      “And how exactly would I pay my bills?” she asks amused.

      “What bills? Your car is paid for, the house is paid for, we have a kitty for the utilities and food, and my company would pay for your cell phone,” I tell her seriously.

      “Beau, don’t be absurd; I have to have a job.”

      “Why?”

      “Because it’s the twenty-first century and women look after themselves now,” she says sarcastically.

      “Women can rule the entire fucking planet for all I care. But me and you, we do what works best for us. I don’t want to not see you for twelve hours a day, I fucking miss you. I make enough money to look after us both, so quit your job and let me indulge in you with no space and no distance. You get bored, or we run out of money, then you can go get a job,” I say with a shrug.

      Stiffly she looks away from me, inhales sharply, then shakes her head. “I’m just going to pretend that we stopped talking after you said you hated not seeing me all day, because we’re at my job, and you’re obviously crazy,” she laughs coldly.

      “Why?”

      “Because I don’t want to argue with you when you’re saying stupid things. You missed me, and I missed you, let’s leave it at that,” she says, her lips tensed into a firm line.

      “It’s the perfect solution—” I start.

      “Beau, enough. This morning you tell me you bought me a car; this afternoon you’re telling me you want me to give up my job so I can be with you twenty-four hours a day. This is all just too much, and to be honest you’re starting to freak me out. So enough, okay? Enough. Let’s just go back to being people who’ve been dating for a week. Two people who are getting to know each other with all the normal boundaries that new couples have.”

      Pulling out of my arms she turns to walk away, but I curve my arm around her stomach and pull her back into my chest. “I’ll drop it for now, baby girl,” I whisper, pressing my lips to the pulse point in her neck, feeling it race beneath my skin.

      “I’ll follow you back,” I say as I stand on the sidewalk behind her while she locks the coffeeshop door.

      “Just go on home, I need to go home and grab my stuff for tomorrow night, I’m going straight to Cora’s after I finish work.”

      “Can’t you get ready at home? I can drive you back down the mountain, then come pick you up once you’re done?” I ask.

      “No, it’s fine, I’m gonna stay at Cora’s.”

      “Fuck no, I’ll come pick you up.”

      “No, you won’t, I’m staying at my friends.”

      Biting my tongue, I wait for her to get into the GMC before I climb into my truck and follow her back to her dad’s, pulling up behind her.

      “I thought you were going home, I’m just getting my stuff and I’ll come over,” she says a little tersely.

      “It’s fine, I’ll help you pack up some more of your stuff. Since you took your laundry last night there’s hardly anything left.” Following her inside and up to her bedroom, I grab the big case I spotted at the back of her closet and throw more of her things in there, starting with her underwear.

      “I need some pajamas too, I can’t keep being around your brothers in just your shirts, I need clothes that cover me.”

      “Fine,” I say on a huff, throwing a couple of pairs of soft flannel pajamas into the case. “But you’re not wearing this shit to bed.”

      “At your age I’d have thought you’d appreciate a comfy pair of pajamas,” she laughs, disappearing into the bathroom and returning a few minutes later with a vanity bag and hair straighteners which she drops into the case, rolling her eyes at the pile of her clothes I’ve packed. “I’m not moving in,” she tells me.

      “Course not,” I say sardonically.

      Crossing to her closet she leans in, sliding the hangers across until she pulls out a tiny black dress. Lifting it up, she holds it in front of herself, glancing down, her eyes narrowing slightly as she assesses herself.

      “You’re not wearing that,” I snap.

      “What’s wrong with this dress? It’s cute,” she scowls.

      “It’s fucking tiny, your ass is going to be hanging out,” I growl.

      “It’s not that short, it’s past mid-thigh, plus I wasn’t asking for your opinion anyway.”

      “Baby girl, I’m fucking warning you, you are not leaving the house in that dress.”

      Inhaling slowly, she turns to look at me, her eyes glacial, warning me that she is not a happy fucking bunny right now. “Beau, I’ll wear whatever the fuck I want, and you better get that into your thick caveman skull right now.”

      “Bonnie you can wear this dress for me anytime you want,” I hiss. “But I don’t want any other assholes getting to see you in it.”

      Shaking her head, she hangs the dress over the closet door and leans down, pulling out a pair of sky-high black shoes and a tiny leather jacket.

      “Bonnie I’m serious,” I snap, thoughts of every guy in town seeing her in that dress and imagining what she’d look like naked filling my mind.

      “Fine,” she says sweetly. “I won’t wear the black dress.”

      Tension leaches from my shoulders and I open my mouth to thank her, when she reaches back into the closet and pulls out a bright red dress. This one is shorter and probably tighter, with cut out panels on the sides. “I’ll wear this one instead.”

      When she turns to look at me, the red dress held aloft in her hand, her eyes sparkling with unrestrained mirth, I have to inhale sharply to stop myself from ripping the dress from her hands and setting it on fire.

      “Bonnie.” Her name comes out like an animalistic sound, but she doesn’t heed the warning, closing the closet door and grabbing the shoes in her other hand. Waiting by the door, she arches her eyebrow, daring me to challenge her again.

      “Are we going to your place, or would you rather I slept here tonight?”

      Closing the case, I lift it from the bed and stalk towards her. “You’re not wearing that dress.”

      “My next option is those shorts you weren’t a fan of the other day,” she retorts, stepping out of her bedroom and sashaying down the stairs, out the front door, and to her new car.

      I follow her back to my house, scowling the entire time as I imagine how she’ll look in that fucking red dress. I don’t want her to go out at all, but I hate the thought of her being out without me, wearing something so tempting. Before, she was sweet little Bonnie Williams the virgin. But she’s not a virgin anymore and it’s impossible to ignore the sexy allure she exudes.

      Opening her car door for her when we arrive, I help her out the car, glaring poisonously at that fucking dress.

      Her laugh only angers me further. “You wishing you hadn’t commented about the black dress now?”

      “I’ll lose my fucking head if you go out in that. I don’t want you to go out at all. Ask Cora to come here, we can get take out, Granger makes a mean cocktail, you girls can hang out and she can stay over in the guest room.”

      “You sound like you’re trying to arrange a play date,” she hisses. “What is the problem? I’m going out with my girlfriend to a bar for a few drinks and some dancing. You’re making this an issue when it isn’t one.”

      “How would you feel if I was going out?”

      “I’d tell you to have a good night and to drink water before you go to sleep so you didn’t have a hangover the next morning. Because I’m not crazy,” she says pointedly.

      “I’m pretty sure I warned you I was crazy. You’re mine, Bonnie, and I won’t fucking share.”

      “Jesus, Beau, I’m not going out to find someone to hook up with,” she says rolling her eyes dramatically.

      “The fuck!” I yell, grabbing her and dragging her to me. “You think that’s fucking funny?”

      “You’re being an asshole,” she shouts, shoving at my chest in an attempt to free herself from my hold.

      “I know,” I shout back, closing my eyes and pulling in a deep breath.

      Sighing, she places her hand on my cheek, stroking softly. “Calm down and stop being crazy. I get that you’re this big, bad caveman, but it’s only a night out with my friend. If I wanted to hook up with other guys, I’d have been doing it for a while now and I wouldn’t be here with you. Whatever you’re thinking that’s got you all riled up, it’s in your head. Let’s go eat, because I’m starving, then you can make me scream your name as many times as you want until you feel better,” she winks, kissing me quickly.

      Slightly mollified, I turn her in my arms, and smack her butt, encouraging her to walk ahead of me. She pushes through the front door and into the house, that godforsaken dress hanging over her shoulder.

      “Hey guys,” she calls in greeting.

      “Hey,” Cody says from the kitchen, where the smells of roasting beef is fragrancing the air.

      “Well damn,” Huck says from behind us. “That’s one hell of a dress. You guys going on a date?”

      “No,” Bonnie laughs. “I’m going out tomorrow night with my friend Cora.”

      “In that?” Bay asks, his head popping up from the couch.

      “Yes. It’s called a dress; I think you might have seen one or two before. This one is red and pretty, but you can get them in all sorts of colors and fabrics,” she replies sarcastically.

      Bay’s gaze lifts to me and he arches his brow in question. “You’re letting her wear that?”

      Bonnie’s huff is so loud I bet you could hear it over at her dad’s house. “He isn’t letting me do anything, because I’m an adult and I don’t have to ask permission to choose my own clothes.”

      “Sorry, honey, but if you were my girl I wouldn’t let you out in a dress like that,” Teddy says with a shrug.

      “Are you all serious?” she asks incredulous, looking around at my brothers.

      All of them nod, agreeing that no way in hell would they be happy with that dress if she was theirs.

      “You’re all cavemen,” she shrieks, throwing her hands up into the air.

      “No, baby girl, we’re Barnett men. Po—”

      “Possessive, jealous, assholes,” she interrupts. “Yeah I’ve heard that one before. Gotta say, I’m starting to understand why you’re all single.”

      Chuckling, I reach out and take the fucking nightmare of a dress from her and head for our room. When I’ve unpacked her stuff, I find her in the doorway watching me. “I think I have more stuff here than at home now,” she says.

      “Good.” I laugh.

      Rolling her eyes, she shakes her head. “I’m gonna take a shower, Cody says dinner will be about fifteen minutes, he told me off when I offered to help.”

      “They like you,” I tell her.

      “I like them.”

      “Want me to scrub your back?”

      “No, I’m hungry and If you come help me shower, dinner will be cold by the time you let me go.”

      “Spoil sport,” I tease.

      Walking past me, she disappears into the bathroom and I hear the water being turned on a moment later. She hasn’t closed the door fully, so I follow her in, boosting myself up onto the counter and watching as her head tips forward and the water douses her naked skin.

      “I can feel you watching me,” she calls.

      “I can come touch if you want.”

      “Hungry.”

      “Me too, but I could have you for dinner.”

      “Stay out there,” she warns, pointing at me.

      “Tell me about Cora, have you been friends for a long time?”

      “Since middle school, she’s flaky and crazy. I love her.”

      “Has she got a boyfriend?”

      “No, she has a toxic on again, off again thing with her ex. I actually hope she meets someone new, then she’ll finally get away from Mitchell. He doesn’t care about her enough to commit, but he doesn’t want to let go either.”

      Her arms lift as she rubs shampoo into her hair, her tiny pink nipples dripping with soap suds as the water washes her hair clean. My clothes are off and I’m stepping into the shower with her before she has a chance to protest. I suck her nipple into my mouth as I part her folds and push two fingers into her all the way to the knuckle.

      A startled cry of pleasure falls from her lips and I fuck her with my fingers, relentlessly chasing down the orgasm I need to give her. When she comes, loud and quick, I pull my fingers out of her cunt and lick them clean, grabbing the back of her head and kissing her, letting her taste herself on my tongue.

      “So fucking sweet and all mine, I couldn’t resist,” I smile, grabbing the shampoo and lathering it into my hair, then I clean my body with soap, letting the water wash the suds away while Bonnie pants, her eyes still wide with arousal.

      We eat with my brothers, then I spend the rest of the night making her scream with pleasure as I show her again and again why she should stay home with me, instead of going out.
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      I wake up smiling but sore the next morning. Beau made it his mission last night to try to convince me not to go out, and although it didn’t work, I still thoroughly enjoyed his efforts. Repacking some underwear, my makeup, toothbrush, and my heels into one of the bags Beau transplanted from my closet, I turn to glance at my red dress that’s hanging over the closet door. I don’t really understand why he’s losing his mind about it, it’s fairly decent and not even that short.

      I start to zip up the bag, then at the last minute I cross to the dresser and steal one of his huge t-shirts, shoving it in my bag to sleep in tonight. I have pajama’s here now that I could take, but his clothes smell like him and even though I refuse to admit it out loud, I’ll probably miss him tonight when I stay over at Cora’s,

      Quickly braiding my hair, I slide my feet into my boots and grab my red dress before I head back into the living room. Beau, Bay, Granger, and Huck are all still at sitting at the kitchen counter, while Teddy is asleep fully dressed on the couch, and Cody and Penn are either still asleep or have already left for work. I’m surprised by how comfortable I am here with the guys. Since I shouted at them all the first time Beau brought me here, they’ve all been incredibly sweet to me. I’m not sure if that’s just because they’re nice, or if Beau’s threatened them to behave, either way being here is surprisingly easy.

      Bay pushes a cup of coffee and a bowl of oatmeal towards me. “Breakfast,” he says, eyeing my bag and the dress.

      “Thanks.”

      “You still going out tonight?” he asks.

      “Of course, why wouldn’t I be?”

      He snickers. “I thought my bro might have convinced you not to.”

      Scowling I glare at Bay, then look to Beau, but before I have a chance to speak Cody reaches over and punches Bay in the arm. “Shut the fuck up.”

      Bay spins towards Cody angrily, but at his words he stops, then his eyes widen and he quickly darts his gaze back to me. “Sorry,” he says quietly. “I’ll shut the fuck up now.”

      Huge hands wrap around my waist and Beau lifts me onto the stool he just vacated, then slides my breakfast along the counter toward me. “Eat,” he whispers, pressing a soft kiss to the side of my neck.

      For a moment we all sit in awkward silence.

      “I got the quotes back for the soundproofing, I’ll start with your room, then work my way round the rest of the house. Penn’s snoring keeps me awake,” Granger says in his quiet, calm tone that I’m surprised to find I’m becoming accustomed to.

      Though the Barnett men are all surprisingly alike in looks, they’re entirely different in personality. Where Beau is big, gruff, and intimidating on the outside, Bay is a charmer, and Cody is sweet, but forceful. Granger is a surprisingly peaceful presence, unlike Huck who is by far the loudest and most outgoing. Penn I’m still trying to figure out, but the baby of the family and the brother that’s the closest to my age, Teddy, is just happy go lucky and easy to be around.

      It should be weird for me to be here, literally surrounded by my boyfriend’s family, but it’s not. They’re a huge, incredibly close group, but I don’t feel like an outsider. A thrill runs through me. I always wanted to be close to my brother, even though he’s always pushed me away, even more so in the last few years, but Beau’s brothers all treat me like I’m already part of the family, and I can see myself gaining six brothers if things between Beau and I work out.

      Warmth washes over me as I glance at the scene around me. I can imagine this becoming my life. Beau already wants me to move in, but would I want to live in this massive bachelor pad with seven guys?

      Yes.

      The answer is effortless, yes, I can see myself waking up with Beau and then eating breakfast with our family. I can see myself hanging out with the guys if I get home early, I can see myself being happy in this loud home filled with love. The thought both thrills and scares me. Beau keeps promising me forever, but I just don’t trust that it’s true yet. My man wants all my time, no space, no distance, but I can’t think clearly when I’m with him, because the fantasy he’s offering me is just too perfect to turn down.

      He might not want me to go out tonight, but it’s exactly what I need, some space to process and see if I’m ready to take this huge leap with him. To decide if I’m ready to believe that this is real and not just the dream I’ve created in my head.

      When I’ve finished my breakfast, I load my cup, bowl, and spoon into the dishwasher and go grab my bag. Huck hands me a bagged lunch with my name on, and I smile. “Thank you, but you don’t have to make me a lunch,” I tell him, sliding the brown bag into my purse.

      Huck shrugs, “You’re one of us, you get a lunch,” he says.

      “Thank you,” I say, pressing a kiss to his cheek, then stepping back and heading to the door.

      “You not even planning on saying goodbye?” Beau rasps, catching me around the waist and pulling me into his lap.

      “I was coming back, I’m just gonna put this stuff in my car first,” I laugh, gesturing to my full hands.

      “I’ll take them, so you can say bye to everyone,” he says, taking my bag and glaring at my red dress as he pulls it from my hands and heads out the front door.

      “Bye guys,” I say awkwardly.

      “Bye Bonnie,” Granger says, pressing a kiss to my cheek.

      Cody and Bay take it in turns to hug me, and even Teddy gets up from the couch to encircle me in a bear hug. It’s nice. I’m still a stranger to them, but Beau’s brothers are treating me like family, while my own brother makes me feel like an inconvenient burden. “Bye,” I say, slightly shellshocked but smiling.

      Opening the front door, I step out and find Beau waiting beside the shiny GMC, his brow furrowed.

      “What’s up?”

      “I hate the idea of not sleeping with you tonight,” he says.

      “You’ll be fine, you won’t even notice I’m not there,” I assure him, closing the distance between us and pushing up onto my tiptoes to kiss him.

      His arms band around me the moment my lips touch his, and he lifts me up and kisses me like it’s our final farewell.

      “I’ll see you tomorrow night,” I say.

      “What?” his head snaps up and he glares at me.

      “I told you I help out on the ranch on my days off.”

      “Not this weekend, I’m kidnapping you till Monday morning,” he says seriously.

      “I have responsibilities, Beau, I let you convince me to take Tuesday and Wednesday off, but I can’t just ignore my commitments because we started dating,” I say, rolling my eyes and sighing.

      “I’m not asking you to ignore your responsibilities, I’m just asking for a little of your time,” he snaps.

      “Beau, I don’t want to argue with you, I’ll work on the ranch tomorrow day, then stay here tomorrow night with you. Okay?”

      “Where are you going tonight? Which bar?”

      I shrug, “I don’t know yet, we’ll probably end up at Barney’s”

      Beau grabs my ass, gripping it tightly, then spanking me twice in quick succession. “Or you could just stay with me tonight.”

      Rolling my eyes so hard it hurts, I shake my head. “Stop trying to manipulate me, I told you I’m going out and nothing you do is going to change my mind.”

      “You are a pain in my ass,” he growls against my lips, kissing me hard and fast.

      “Back at you,” I say, when he finally releases me.

      “Behave tonight, remember who you belong to,” he snarls angrily.

      “See you tomorrow night,” I whisper, kissing him softly and waiting for him to take over, which he does, deepening the kiss as he possessively holds me to him, my hair wrapped around his fist controlling my movements.

      “See you later, baby girl,” he says, reluctantly.

      “Bye,” I whisper, pulling away from him and sliding into my car. He watches me until the house goes out of view, then his truck appears behind me and follows me all the way into town.

      “Why say goodbye and then follow me to work?” I ask, when he climbs out of his truck outside the coffee shop.

      “Did you really think I’d let you open up on your own?” he asks, his expression saying the answer should be obvious.

      Smiling, I chuckle to myself, unlocking the front door and turning on the lights as Beau follows me inside. Thirty minutes later, I’m back clutched to his chest as he kisses me stupid.

      “Stay with me tonight,” he coaxes,

      “Tomorrow, I’ll stay with you tomorrow night.”

      “Tonight.”

      “Tomorrow. Go do something fun tonight, I bet you won’t even miss me,” I smile.

      “My dick misses you already. I’m hard for you, baby girl,” he taunts, grinding his dick against my stomach, teasing me with it.

      “I’m sure you and your dick will survive.”

      Lifting me off my feet, he rushes into the kitchen, placing me on my feet as his fingers work my pants down my legs just enough for him to push my panties to the side and thrust two fingers deep into my sex.

      A burst of pleasure-filled pain shocks me, and I gasp as he fucks me hard and deep with his fingers, his lips on mine as his other fingers find my clit, rubbing at the bundle of nerves as he fucks me, lifting me up onto my tiptoes with each thrust.

      I’m coming in the blink of an eye, the feeling crashing over me so suddenly I’m unprepared and my legs buckle. Beau swallows my scream with his mouth, kissing me as I tremble and shake with the intensity of the orgasm he just gave me.

      When the tremors start to fade, he pulls my panties and jeans back into place, then sucks his fingers into his mouth, smirking at me. “You taste fucking delicious.”

      I feel shellshocked and I can’t seem to make words form on my lips.

      “I got to go, baby girl, see you later,” he says, kissing me before smacking me on the ass and turning to leave, a shit eating grin etched across his face.

      The rest of the day drags, it’s busy, but the clock seems to be ticking backwards and by the time Owen saunters in at three forty-five, shocking the hell out of me, I’m exhausted and horny as hell. Beau has been sending me dirty text messages all day, and as if he knows I’m thinking about him, my cell beeps in my pocket just as I’m pushing through the door.

      
        
        Beau – I can still taste you on my tongue, my fingers smell like your pussy and I can’t wait to eat you again. Come home with me tonight and I’ll devour you. I’ll make you come so many times you’ll pass out from pleasure.

        

      

      A jolt of desire pulses through my core. He’s been doing this all day, just as my body calms, he texts me and I’m all riled up again just from his words. Torturing myself, I scroll back through the other texts he’s sent me today.

      
        
        Beau – My dick is rock hard and leaking for you. I want to see your cunt spread wide, while I make you come as you ride my cock.

        

        Beau – You belong to me, baby girl, later I’m gonna take you and own you. You’re gonna scream my name and come on my tongue, my fingers, and my cock until you pass out from all the pleasure I’m going to give you.

        

        Beau – No one gets to touch you but me, Bonnie, I could come just from watching you orgasm.

        

        Beau – I can’t wait to feed my dick into that smart mouth of yours, I can almost imagine how hot and wet your mouth will be, how sexy your lips will look when they’re spread wide around my cock.

        

      

      My core clenches again and I can feel how wet my panties are. I know what he’s doing, he doesn’t want me to go out tonight, so he’s trying to get me so riled up I’ll go find him and fuck him instead. It’s almost working, but I refuse to let him know he has that much control over me. I won’t allow him to dictate what I do and with who, and I’d rather he figure that out now and learn to deal with it.

      
        
        Me – You’re an asshole.

        

        Beau – I’d like to fuck your asshole baby girl; I’ll start with my finger and stretch you out till you can take my dick. You’ll love being so owned, I’ll take you in every hole, so I can claim you in every way possible.

        

      

      The thought of anal both terrifies and titillates me, but I won’t admit that to him. I only had sex for the first time a week ago, and at least for now I won’t allow anymore of my dirty fantasies to filter into my real life.

      
        
        Me – Your dick isn’t going anywhere near my ass.

        

        Beau – ha ha ha we’ll see. Tell me where you want my dick then. Stay with me tonight and I’ll do whatever you want, however you want.

        

      

      Feeling like teasing him a little, I reply as I walk down the sidewalk towards Cora’s mom’s store.

      
        
        Me – Anything I want?

        

      

      His reply is immediate.

      
        
        Beau – Anything. Tell me what you want.

        

        Me – It’s a little… dirty.

        

        Beau – Even better. Since I spanked you, I’ve been having a lot of dirty, kinky ideas of what we could do.

        

      

      Swallowing thickly, my fingers shake a little as I try to decide what to write. I was trying to turn the tables and tease him, but he’s shaken me with that last reply. He’s been thinking about dirty, kinky things he and I could do.

      
        
        Me – Tell me.

        

        Beau – I want to take you over my knee and spank you again until your ass is red and hot.

        

        Beau – I want to tie your arms and ankles down and fuck you while you’re helpless and all you can do is beg for more.

        

        Beau – I want to take your cunt, your mouth, your ass and cover you in my cum until you smell like me and everyone knows who you belong to.

        

      

      The air seems to leave my lungs as I read, it’s like he’s looked inside my head and stolen all of my dirty dreams. I’ve read a thousand sexy romance books and lived vicariously through the stories they told, but it wasn’t until Beau decided that I was his that I’ve had a chance to do some of the things I read about, and now this. Now he’s dangling yet another fantasy in front of me; offering me the chance to explore my sexuality with him.

      My cell rings in my hands and I exhale shakily, lifting it to my ear.

      “Hello.”

      “Have I freaked you out or turned you on?” he asks, sounded apprehensive.

      “Both,” I breathe.

      “Which bit turned you on?” he asks.

      “I…” I trail off, not sure if I should confess that all of it turned me on. This could be a test, if I tell him I want him to do everything he mentioned to me, he might think I’m a freak.

      “I know you enjoyed me spanking you. Do you like the thought of me dragging you over my knee, holding you down and punishing you with my palm on your ass?” he asks, his voice quiet and raspy.

      A tiny moan falls from my lips and I know I’ve given myself away.

      “Oh, fuck, baby girl, that turns you on as much as it does me, doesn’t it?”

      “Yes,” I confess shakily.

      “Have you finished work, come home, I can be there in ten minutes,” he growls, and I can hear the desire lacing his words.

      “I can’t,” I groan, really regretting having agreed to go out tonight for the first time.

      “You can, you can get your ass in your car and come to me now. I’ll punish you so good for making us both suffer like this.”

      “This isn’t fair,” I whisper, clenching my thighs together.

      “No space, no distance, baby girl, I never said I’d play fair, I’ll do whatever it takes.”

      “So, all of this is just so I won’t go out tonight?” I ask, suddenly upset that he isn’t a mind reader and it’s all just a ploy to get me to do what he wants.

      “Are you in your car? I’m in my truck, I want you so bad,” he rasps.

      “I can’t believe you,” I say, my voice catching. “You’re manipulating me.”

      “No, I’m just giving us what we both want,” he purrs.

      “No, you’re trying to get what you want. I’ll see you tomorrow, Beau.” Ending the call, I silence my cell and slide it back into my pocket. I’m not sure why I’m so upset, he warned me who he was, in fact he’s been telling me over and over that he’s an asshole, it’s just the first time since he dragged me to his house that I’ve really seen him behave like one.

      My cell starts to vibrate, but I ignore it and start walking again, realizing that I’ve been standing still in the middle of sidewalk. The buzzing in my pocket stops, then immediately starts again. Pulling it out I see Beau’s name on the screen and throw it into my purse, closing my eyes to fight the urge to answer it and shout at him. Arguing is stupid, it’s counterproductive and it always makes me cry. I’m an angry crier, and even if I’m furious the tears make me look weak.

      Beau isn’t my father, or husband, he’s just the guy I recently started dating. When I hear my cell start to buzz again, I pull it from my purse and answer it.

      “Hello.”

      “What the fuck, Bonnie?” he hisses.

      “What’s up?” I ask as nonchalantly as I can.

      “What’s up?” he snarls back. “What’s up is that my dick’s hard enough to cut steel and you’re hanging up and ignoring me.”

      “I’m not ignoring you, I answered, we’re speaking,” I say curtly.

      “Are you on your way?”

      “No. I told you I have plans tonight.”

      “Are you fucking kidding me right now?” he snarls. “Baby girl, get your ass into your car and come home.”

      “Sorry sweetie, I just got to Cora’s place. Have a good night, I’ll see you tomorrow,” I coo, with faux cheeriness, then end the call and throw my cell back into my purse.

      Inhaling sharply, I roll back my shoulders. I won’t let him manipulate me, and I’m mad that he tried to. He knows I have no experience being in a sexual relationship, and he still tried to use sex against me. Taking in a long, slow breath, I exhale and force all thoughts of him out with it. My shoulders relax a little and some of the tension falls away.

      My mama taught me to do this, she told me that living with my daddy sometimes made her so mad she just wanted to scream and shout and cry, but that men very rarely understand the complexity of women so she learnt to compartmentalize her anger until it faded. But she also told me that she replaced the sugar in all of my daddy’s food with salt for a solid month when he pissed her off, so maybe her anger didn’t fade, she just picked her time to show it.

      Breathing in again, I slowly exhale, then push through the door to Cora’s mama’s shop with a smile on my face. Cora waves when she sees me, her attention returning to the customer she’s serving when the lady asks her a question.

      I take a minute to look through the rails of clothes, strolling in and out of the racks of jeans, stylish fall sweaters, and tall leather boots. That’s when my eyes fall on an outfit mounted on a mannequin. The skirt is rose gold and sparkly, it should be gaudy and tacky, but paired with the simple backless black body suit that’s cut into a v shape at the front, but dips all the way down below the waist of the skirt at the back, it looks incredibly sexy and modern.

      The outfit is paired with simple black pumps and gold hoop earring, and try as I might, I just can’t tear my eyes away from it.

      “Here,” Cora says from behind me, startling me. “Go try it on, I actually had you in mind when I saw the new stock this morning.”

      Without protest, I take the clothes and shoes from her and head to the changing rooms. The moment I slide the skirt on over the body suit I know I have to have it; it skims my curves, accentuates my breasts and makes me feel sexy and beautiful. Sliding my feet into the pumps, I turn and look at myself in the mirror and smile. Sometimes there are clothes you want and sometimes there are clothes you just have to have, and this is one of those outfits.

      Pulling the curtain back, I step into the shop and find Cora waiting for me. “Holy shit, please tell me you’re having it, I mean you have to have it. I’m straight and I want to bang you when you look like that.”

      Laughing, I do a quick spin, smiling widely the entire time. “I love it, Cora, I don’t even care how much it is, I need this outfit.”

      “You do. You need it and it’s not too bad with my discount,” she shrugs.

      Quickly changing, she rings the clothes up, and I swallow as I hand her my card. “I’ve been doing a lot of overtime recently; I deserve a treat.”

      She nods, swiping my card before I can wince at the fact that I just spent over two hundred dollars on an outfit that will be completely underappreciated in the only decent bar in our small town. Cora’s mama pushes through the door just as she hands me my receipt and the bag full of my beautiful new clothes.

      “Bonnie,” she coos, sashaying towards me on six-inch heels. I’ve known Mrs. Cunningham my entire life, and I’ve never known her wear anything other than skyscraper heels. It doesn’t matter if she was manning a stall at a bake sale for six hours, working all day in her store, or doing the grocery shopping, she’s always dressed to the nines and in shoes that make my feet hurt just looking at them.

      “Hi Mrs. Cunningham,” I say, rushing over to hug her when she opens her arms for me.

      “I hear you girls are having a night out tonight? I hope that bag holds that beautiful rose gold skirt,” she asks.

      “The whole outfit, it’s just stunning,” I tell her.

      “Well Cora has the eye, she told me she planned to show it to you when we unpacked the stock this morning, and I agreed that it would be perfect for you,” Mrs. Cunningham says, smiling warmly at her daughter.

      “You’re early, Mom, I’m not supposed to finish till five,” Cora says, glancing at her watch.

      “I know, but I thought you girls deserved a treat, so I booked you both in for massages and mani-pedis, my treat,” she says, squeezing my arm.

      “Are you serious?” Cora shrieks.

      “Mrs. Cunningham,” I start to protest.

      “Hush, go, enjoy, you’re only young once.”

      “Thank you, Mama,” Cora says, launching herself at her mom.

      I lean in for a second hug the moment Cora releases her. “Thank you, Mrs. Cunningham.”

      “You both work too hard, have a fabulous time. Your appointments are in fifteen minutes,” she says, shooing us out of the shop.

      Cora grabs her jacket and purse and hooks her arm through mine as we excitedly spill back out onto the sidewalk. “This is perfect, exactly what we both need,” she says happily.

      “Your mom is so awesome.”

      “My sales have been epic this month, almost double this time last year. Since she started letting me source stock we’ve really been hitting a younger market and she’s over the moon,” she tells me almost shyly.

      “Cora that’s amazing, but it’s not exactly a shock, your mom’s right, you do have the eye.”

      “Thanks,” she says coyly, wrinkling her nose a little embarrassed.

      “I am more than happy to bask in your success, a massage is exactly what I need today.” I sigh as we spot Lux, the town’s best and only day spa, ahead of us.

      “Why? Has Beau been tiring you out?” she winks.

      “He’s an asshole, but I don’t want to talk about him today, he is tomorrow me’s problem. Today’s me wants to have a relaxing massage, get my nails done, then drink too many cocktails and dance until my feet hurt.”

      “Oh, we’re talking about Beau, but I’ll wait till we’re a few cocktails in,” she warns with a laugh. “But first let’s get pampered.”

      Miranda Millard is behind the counter, wearing a lilac-colored smock and black capri slacks, her hair pulled back into a tight bun that makes her face look a little startled. “Hi Bonnie, Cora,” she greets coolly. Miranda graduated the year before us and went away to school, only to flunk out of her freshman year and have to come back home. She already had a stick up her ass before then, now she spends all her time with her nose in the air thinking she’s better than the rest of us.

      “Hi Miranda, my mama booked us in for massages, and mani-pedis,” Cora tells her politely.

      “Yes, Cora you’re with Chantelle, and Bonnie we have you with David, here are your robes, if you’d like to go on through to the changing areas and get ready, your masseuses will collect you shortly.”

      Cora smirks at me, “Thanks Miranda.”

      “Thank you, Miranda,” I say quietly, taking the white fluffy robe she offers me, and stepping behind the desk and into the changing area.

      “Jesus the state of that girl, if she thinks she’s so much better than Rockhead Point why doesn’t she just leave,” Cora rants the moment the door closes behind us.

      “Shush, she’ll hear you,” I whisper yell.

      “I don’t care, she’s so far up her own butt I doubt she can hear anything anyway.”

      Laughing, I quickly undress, placing my cell into the little net valuable bags that are always in the robe pockets before putting the rest of my stuff into a locker and locking it, sliding the key into the bag with my cell. I don’t bother looking to see how many missed calls I have, I can already guess it’s a lot, but he can’t hunt me down when he has no idea where I am.

      A few minutes later there’s a knock at the door and Chantelle, one of the therapists, pokes her head around the corner. “You ladies ready?”

      “God yes,” I groan.

      “Perfect, we’ll do massages separately, then do mani-pedis together. If you want to come on out, David is waiting to take you down,” she tells us.

      Cora and I eagerly follow her out and I smile and wave at David who leads me off to a massage room. “Hey Bonnie, how are you?” he asks, as he opens the door to the therapy room and gestures for me to take a seat.

      “I’m good thanks, David, how are you?” David moved to town almost two years ago and opened the day spa. Back then we all assumed it would fail, but great treatments and fantastic facilities has not only kept the place open, but seen it thrive. With mud baths, Swedish hot tubs, and a fire and ice room, Lux pulls in both tourists and locals alike.

      “I’m awesome, I have a date later,” he smiles.

      “Oh, who with? Anyone I know?”

      Most people assume David’s gay, he’s very well groomed, plucks his eyebrows, and well, he owns and works in a day spa, but he’s not, he just enjoys taking care of himself and loves having his hands on women’s bodies all day. He and Cora had a bit of a friends with benefits arrangement for a few months a while back, but it petered out and now they’re just friends without the extras.

      “I’ll tell you if it goes well,” he smiles. “You look tense.”

      “It’s been a crazy few days,” I tell him with a weary exhale.

      “Okay, so how does an aromatherapy massage sound, maybe with a few crystals to help center you?”

      “That sounds amazing,” I groan. He offers me a few different choices of scented oils and I pick the one that smells like lavender. After he’s left the room, I lay down on the bed and pull the towel over me. When he comes back in, I allow myself to melt as he pushes all of the stress and tension from my muscles. By the time he’s finished I’m barely coherent, my body so relaxed I’m almost asleep.

      “Take your time getting up, I’ll go grab you a water,” he whispers, leaving me a puddle of goo.

      My body protests when I crawl off the bed and wrap myself in my robe again, I take the bottle of water David offers and hug him goodbye when he leads me to the nail room, where I flop down into one of the comfy chairs.

      Cora appears a moment later, and both of us nap while our feet are submerged into foot spas.

      An hour later we both emerge onto the sidewalk, relaxed and pampered. “Remind me to send your mama some flowers, that was exactly what I needed.”

      “Oh my, it was so good, I swear Chantelle has hands the size of a Russian weight lifter, but Jesus, she knows how to get every last bit of tension out of your muscles.”

      Three hours later, we’re primped and fluffed and barreling through the doors of Barney’s bar, just in time for happy hour. My outfit is sexy, my hair is down and falling in mermaid waves around my shoulders, and my makeup is mostly natural, with a heavy smoky eye that makes me feel like a femme fatale.

      Having this time with Cora was exactly what I needed, and I feel like a weight has been lifted from my shoulders. Glancing at her I can’t help but smile. Her fiery red hair is piled up on top of her head, tendrils escaping here and there, she’s wearing several gold chokers around her neck that sparkle and compliment her natural porcelain skin. Her simple white bandage top wraps around her breasts, strategic cut outs showing the tattoo she has across her ribs and ending just above the tight black pencil shirt that hugs her hourglass curves. She looks effortlessly hot, and if she wasn’t my best friend, I’d be forced to hate her for how beautiful she is.

      “Hey Barney,” she calls when we reach the huge, polished wooden bar that curves all the way along the back wall of the building.

      “Good evening, Cora, Bonnie, what can I get for you ladies tonight?” he asks. Barney’s in his sixties, the town’s secret keeper, the doler of unsolicited advice, and the owner of the best bar in town. He never seems to age and he mixes the best cocktails I’ve ever tasted.

      “Can I have a caramel apple martini, please,” Cora tells him.

      “I’ll have a cherry-rancher-tini, please,” I say.

      “And can we have four evil angel shots please too,” Cora adds a with a wicked smirk.

      “Oh my god, I’m gonna end up throwing up tonight, aren’t I?” I ask with a laugh.

      “Yes,” Cora cries, throwing her hands up into the air and shaking her ass to the upbeat country music that’s coming from the house band playing in the corner.

      “Girls, you be safe tonight,” Barney says with a wink, as he pours spirits into several shakers and quicky pulls together our cocktails, sliding them across the bar to us with a flourish.

      “We will,” both Cora and I chorus at the same time. In any other bar we’d probably have to be careful, but this is Barney’s place and filled with locals, people who we’ve known our whole lives. This bar is the only place in town that actively discourages tourists, so it’s about the safest place for us to drink a few too many cocktails and let our hair down.

      “I’ll put these on your tab,” he nods, then moves away to serve the next customer.

      “A toast, to a much needed girls’ night,” Cora says, lifting one of the shot glasses up and gesturing for me to do the same.

      “To girls’ night,” I toast, tapping my glass against hers before I throw the shot back, wincing at the burn as the liquor hits my throat. Grabbing the second shot I lift it in the air. “To stupid, controlling assholes,” I say.

      Cora laughs, then taps her glass against mine. “To sexy Barnett boys,” she winks, lifting the glass to her lips and swallowing the blue liquid down in one gulp.

      I down the second shot, coughing a little, then wince. “Wow, why does the second shot always burn more than the first?”

      “No idea, but it’s time to spill. What the hell is going on with you and Beau?”

      Sighing, I lift my cocktail up and take a long sip. “Honestly I don’t really know. We’re together, he says I’m his.”

      “Beau Barnett is your boyfriend,” she sighs dreamily.

      “He’s crazy, like certifiably crazy. He’s possessive and jealous and an asshole. He’s basically got me moved into his house, and he scrapped my car and bought me a new one without telling me.”

      “Wow, sounds terrible,” she dead pans. “Your hot as fuck boyfriend bought you a car, how awful.”

      “He’s taking over my life,” I confess.

      “And you don’t want him to? Are you worried? Should we be reporting him to the police?” she asks, escalating dramatically.

      “God don’t get me wrong, he’s great, and the sex…” I pause.

      “The sex?” she asks excitedly.

      “It’s better than anything I’ve ever even fantasized about.”

      “I knew it! He’s hung like a horse, isn’t he? I knew that many rumors couldn’t be wrong,” she gushes.

      Rolling my eyes, I wait for her calm down before I start talking again. “He says he wants forever,” I confess.

      Cora’s eyes widen for a minute. “Forever?”

      “We had a run in with a couple of his exes the other night. I know he has a past, but both of them basically told me the same thing. That he’s great in bed, but that it’s never more than that. He says I’m different, but I just don’t know if he’s only telling me what he thinks I want to hear.”

      “Why would he make stuff up. If all he wanted was sex, why go to all this effort to sweet talk you, it’s not like he’s hard up for offers of women ready to share his bed for a night or two,” she shrugs.

      “I don’t know, but he’s manipulative. He didn’t want me to come tonight, so he played on my inexperience and tried to use sex as a weapon to get me to do what he wanted.”

      “Well that’s a shitty thing to do,” she says, the smile replaced with a frown.

      “Half the time I think he’s being honest, the rest of the time I’m just not sure if he’s playing with me. This morning I was sitting in his house having breakfast with all his brothers, thinking how happy I was and how maybe I could see myself going all in with him. Then today he as good as told me that he’d do whatever he has to do to get me to do what he wants.”

      “Do you really think he’d let the entire town know you’re together, have your dad round to eat with his family, and move you into his home, if this was all just some elaborate game with him?” Cora asks concernedly.

      “I don’t know, I don’t think so, but I don’t know him that well, and since the moment he dropped the ‘I want you bomb’, he’s just been two hundred miles an hour, full speed ahead without looking back.”

      “I guess you have to figure out how much you want to be with him,” Cora says seriously. “I mean there’s definitely worse things than your boyfriend being super protective and possessive. If it were me, I’d like that, in fact, honestly, I’d love a man to dote on me and spoil me rotten.”

      “I…” I trail off unsure how to explain how I feel. “He’s so… I feel like I’m making it all up.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I’ve had a crush on him since I was thirteen, and now it’s actually happening and I like him so much and the sex is unbelievable.”

      “Why can I hear a but coming?” she asks.

      “But, he’s my first boyfriend, my first sexual partner, my first everything. I’m worried about getting really carried away and falling head over heels in love with him.”

      “But that’s a good thing. Being in love. Isn’t that what we all want?”

      “Is it?” I question.

      “Isn’t it? It’s what I want. I want what you have. I want a guy to lose his mind over me, to want me all the time, to become the center of his universe. Most guys won’t commit to anything more than a day in advance, and Beau is talking forever with you.”

      “He sent me all these texts today, all the things he’s fantasized about doing with me, to me,” I confess, embarrassed even as the words pour from my mouth.

      “Like what?” she asks, her eyes wide with anticipation.

      “We both found out that…” I cringe.

      “Oh my god, is it something really kinky? It’s not anything to do with feet is it? Because feet are gross.”

      Laughing, I slap at her shoulder. “Eww, no it’s not feet, it’s…” I lean in to whisper into her ear. “I like to be spanked, and he realized he likes to spank me.”

      “Wow, that is so hot,” Cora mouths.

      “You don’t think it’s weird? I had no idea that it was something I’d like, and then he did it just messing around and…” I trail off, letting her fill in the gaps.

      “It’s not weird, it’s sexy. The only guys I’ve hooked up with have only been interested in getting off. The closest I’ve gotten to fun sex was David, and that’s because we both knew it was just casual. What else did he tell you he wanted to do?”

      “Just stuff,” I say, feeling heat fill my cheeks.

      “Kinky stuff?” she whisper shouts.

      “A little kinky.”

      “Oh wow, Beau Barnett is kinky, that is so freaking hot,” Cora says, fanning herself with her hand. “He suggested all the kinky, dirty stuff just to stop you coming out tonight?”

      “I’m not sure, we haven’t really talked about any of it before, and well he spent last night trying to sex me into agreeing to stay in with him tonight and when that didn’t work, he send me all those texts.”

      “Sorry hun, but if that had been me, I’d have cancelled on you in a heartbeat,” she laughs.

      Laughing, I finish the last of my cocktail and place the empty glass back down. “I want it all to be true,” I confess softy. “I want him, I want the forever. But I just don’t know enough about guys and relationship to know if I’m being played or not.”

      “You deserve it all, sweetie, and for what it’s worth I don’t think he’s playing you. You’re not a pushover and you’re too strong a person to let him consume you. I think he’s in love with you, so just enjoy falling in love for the first time, and trust that sometimes dreams really do come true.”
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      From the booth I’m sitting in, hidden in the corner, I watch as she walks in through the door. I’d expected the red dress she’d taunted me with, but the outfit she’s wearing stops my breath in my lungs. Her legs are bare, the skin smooth and tempting. Her skirt is gold and shiny and so fucking tiny it’s almost indecent. But my eyes almost fall out of my head when my gaze lands on the black top. It’s like a second skin, hugging her curves as it wraps over the swell of her tits, dipping into a v and giving the world a glimpse of cleavage. Thin straps are hooked over her shoulders and the top is entirely backless, the fabric dipping beneath the waist of her skirt and revealing her entire back, her skin smooth and creamy and tempting.

      Her hair is loose, but it does nothing to distract from the fact that she’s half naked with far too much of her beautiful skin on display for anyone to see. Anger and lust swirl together in a myriad of emotions that makes my dick hard, and my fingers form into fists at exactly the same time. I’m rising from my seat before I even realize I’m moving, until Penn’s huge hand lands on my shoulder, pushing me back down, a stern expression on his face. “Calm down, you know storming over there isn’t going to help matters right now,” he says reasonably.

      If it was his woman dressed like that without him, I seriously doubt he’d be so fucking calm.

      A feral growl escapes from my lips, but I sink back down, hidden once again from her view. I can’t hear what she’s saying to her friend, but I watch as she downs first one shot, then another, smiling and laughing in a way I’ve never seen before.

      The girls grab their martini glasses from the bar and make their way to a small table almost directly opposite us, giving us a clear view of them. Thankfully it’s almost impossible to see into the booths we’re sitting at, which is why we chose to sit here in the first place.

      All six of my brothers are with me, some of them would have been here anyway, but after seeing how pissed I was when she left me hanging earlier, they all decided I needed to be supervised if I was coming down here.

      A normal guy would just let his woman enjoy her girls’ night, but when it comes to Bonnie, I’m not a normal guy. She provokes a reaction in me a thousand times more powerful than I’ve ever experienced before, and I’m not even attempting to fight it. Bonnie Williams is mine, completely and utterly mine, and what kind of a man would I be if I didn’t protect what belongs to me.

      I watch as the girls chat, wishing I could hear what they were talking about. Bonnie’s expression changes from happy, to concerned, to embarrassed, rolling through a series of emotions that make me hope to know her so well that one day I can tell what she’s thinking from across the room. The band starts to play a set, and Bonnie and Cora finish their drinks and quickly move to the dance floor. My girl sways her hips to the music, her ass moving in a sensual grind that makes my hard dick even harder.

      A waitress brings us another round of beers, and for a while I just watch Bonnie dance, content knowing that I can keep an eye on her without her knowing I’m here. She’s pissed at me, but I’m not sure why and I don’t like how it’s making me feel. The texts we were sending back and forth turned her on. My baby girl has a dirty mind. I wouldn’t really call myself strictly vanilla, but I’ve never been with anyone I was interested in exploring my kinkier side with, before her.

      Now though, I want to do every filthy, depraved thing my mind can think of with her. Spanking her ass and seeing how turned on it made her has flipped a switch somewhere deep inside of me and I don’t just want to fuck her, I want to pin her beneath me and ruin her for every other man in the world. I won’t let her leave me, but even if she wanted to, I want to ruin her, break her so her pleasure is wound so tightly that I’m the only one who can get her off.

      The thoughts swirling around my head are wrong and messed up, but I just don’t care, she’s mine. I’m the only one to feel her cunt from the inside, the only one who’s ever slid my fingers, tongue, and cock into her sex. I took her virginity, I claimed her and now she’s unequivocally mine, in the basest way imaginable.

      A waitress arrives at Bonnie and Cora’s side with four more shots and two more martinis. Cora leans in and speaks to the waitress, who gestures to Eric Mathieson and Brett Hanson who are leaning up against the bar and watching my girl and her friend dance. They raise their glasses to the girls and it’s clear that those motherfuckers just bought my woman a drink.

      The girls take the shots and raise them in toast to the guys, quickly throwing back one, then the other, before they each grab a martini glass and continue to dance. I reach out and stop the waitress as she’s passing. “I’ll cover the cost of those drinks,” I say, motioning to the girls.

      “They’ve already been paid for, Beau,” she laughs.

      “That’s my fucking woman and no one but me is gonna pay for her. Put all their drinks on my tab and make sure you tell anyone who asks to buy them a round that they’re taken,” I growl.

      Marnie or Marissa or whatever the fuck the waitress’s name is nods, sensing my barely restrained anger, and scurries off to the bar.

      “Bro you need to relax, there’s a vein pulsing in your head right now that looks like it’s about to explode,” Bay says, trying to soothe me. “She’s only dancing with her friend; she’s not flirting or looking for another guy. This crazy is all you right now.”

      “Is that little Cora Cunningham she’s with,” Granger asks.

      “Yep, only she’s twenty-one now, just like Bonnie is,” I growl, my eyes fixed on my woman’s ass as the tiny skirt she’s wearing barely hides her smooth, round ass cheeks. My legs start to push me upright, but another firm hand on my shoulder pushes me back down again.

      “Don’t be an idiot,” Huck growls, not looking at me, his eyes firmly fixed on the girls.

      No, not the girls, Huck’s eyes are on Cora, watching as she laughs and throws her hands up in the air as she dances.

      Fuck, I think my brother just found out he has a thing for my woman’s best friend.

      An hour passes and I watch, my gaze never moving from Bonnie as she laughs, drinks, and dances. Every male eye in the place is fixed on her, even though there’s plenty of other women in the bar. Bonnie and Cora are by far the youngest, sexiest, and most appealing, and my blood boils knowing others are seeing her like this, so free and relaxed. I want to keep everything about her to myself because I’m a jealous, possessive asshole, just like I keep telling her I am.

      After another thirty minutes I start to relax, she’s drinking a little too much, but she’s not sloppy drunk, just giggly and enjoying herself. My brothers are chatting, but I’m not engaged, all of my focus is on watching her. I’ve never seen her like this, never seen her relaxed and silly. I like it, and for now I’m happy to keep her safe without her ever knowing I’m here.

      “You finally chill the fuck out?” Penn asks, the amusement obvious in his voice.

      “You just wait till this is you,” I say, flipping him the bird.

      “Oh hell no. I’m not as crazy as you, bro. I’ll keep doing what I’m doing and enjoy the sex without the hassle,” he says confidently.

      “You planning to keep three girls in rotation forever? Just waiting till one of them comes knocking on the door telling you she’s making you a daddy?” I ask.

      “I’m just having fun; they all know it’s not serious,” Penn says dismissively.

      “Roxanne sure agreed it was casual, that’s why she was poking holes in the condoms,” Huck says, his expression as serious as mine.

      “I always take my own condoms and double wrap,” Penn says.

      “Dude, women like that are vipers, no pussy is worth ending up with someone like her as your baby mama,” Bay says.

      “Fine, I’ll find someone else to fuck,” Penn rolls his eyes.

      “Why don’t you start looking for more than a fuck. I had no clue what I was missing until I finally admitted how much I wanted Bonnie. She is everything to me, just like Mom was to Dad,” I say, turning my gaze back to Bonnie, only to find her and Cora dancing with Eric and Brett. “What the fuck?” I snarl, up and out of my seat before I can think about what I’m doing.

      I feel, rather than see my brothers follow me out of the booth as I storm across the bar to my woman and the guy who’s trying to grind on her ass. A red haze descends across my vision and I pick Mathieson up and throw him across the bar, my chest heaving up and down as I slowly turn to look at my woman.

      My woman, mine.

      “Baby girl, you want to explain why the fuck you’re letting some other guy grind all over your ass?” I growl menacingly.

      “Beau, what the hell did you just do?” she cries, her hands covering her mouth as she looks towards where Mathieson is just pulling himself up off the floor.

      “Don’t look at him, look at me and answer the fucking question, Bonnie.”

      “He asked me to dance and I said no, then he tried to pull me back against him, I was pushing him off when you attacked him,” she shrieks.

      “You’re my fucking woman, mine. No one else gets to touch you,” I snarl.

      “I told him no, I didn’t let him touch me,” she shouts back at me.

      “Bro,” Granger says, his hand resting carefully on my shoulder. “Cage the beast dude.”

      “I’m fine,” I say, shrugging his hand off me. “I just need to have a quick word with my girlfriend.”

      “We’ll keep Cora company, you go do your thing,” Huck says with a smirk, sliding his arm across Cora’s shoulders and guiding her away from me and Bonnie.

      “Come on,” I say grabbing Bonnie’s hand and towing her away from the others. “Barney,” I say when we get to the bar. He throws me a key and I keep pulling her behind me, ignoring her protests until we’re in Barney’s office with the door locked behind us.

      “Beau, you’re being an asshole right now,” she snaps, yanking her hand away from me and crossing her arms across her chest.

      “I don’t like seeing some other fucker thinking they can touch you,” I growl angrily.

      “I was pushing him off, I told him I didn’t want to dance with him. This isn’t my fault.”

      “I know that,” I shout, grabbing her and pulling her into my chest. “But you’re mine.”

      “So, you keep telling me,” she says, her voice slightly muffled against my shirt.

      “This fucking skirt is impossible,” I growl, running my hand over her ass, sliding my palm up her skirt until my fingers are running over the swell of her sex. “Are you fucking serious?” I cry, stepping back from her and pulling her skirt up. “Are you looking to get fucked by someone other than me tonight?”

      “What? Of course not,” she says incredulous.

      “Then why the fuck are you wearing a skirt this short and no panties?” I demand.

      “It’s a body suit, Beau, wearing panties with it is uncomfortable and the suit covers everything.”

      “It’s a scrap of fabric and some poppers baby girl. I can see your pussy,” I tell her, running my fingers across the black material that’s barely hiding her cunt from my view,

      “You can not,” she says dismissively, pushing her skirt back down.

      Pushing it straight back up again, I pull the two sides of the fabric until the poppers separate and her cunt is out and barely an inch from my fingertips. “Who does this pussy belong to, baby girl?” I ask, running my finger lightly over her smooth skin.

      “Me,” she replies, lifting her hips slightly and pushing her sex towards me.

      “Wrong answer. This pussy belongs to me and I won’t allow anyone else to see or touch it. I’m possessive about the things that belong to me, I don’t fucking share,” I whisper, parting her folds and dragging my finger through her wetness. “Are you wet for him? Did you secretly want him to feel how he affected you?”

      “No, I don’t even like him.”

      “Then who is all this cream for, baby?” I ask, dipping just the tip of my finger inside of her cunt.

      “You, I’m wet for you,” she admits, moving her hips and pushing me further into her.

      “Do want me to touch you?”

      “Yes,” she pants.

      “Do you want me to lick you?” I ask, pushing my finger a little further into her.

      “Yes, god yes. Please,” she begs.

      “Do you see now why this pretty pussy belongs to me?”

      “Beau,” she rasps. “I need more.”

      “Who owns this?” I ask, pulling my finger free and cupping her sex in my palm. “Tell me and I’ll give you what you want.”

      “You do, now touch me,” she pants.

      “Say the words,” I taunt, grinding the heel of my hand against her clit.

      “My pussy belongs to you,” she gasps.

      Blinking slowly, I look down at her and smirk. “Spread your legs.”

      She parts her legs without thought and I remove my hand, taking in the view of her pink pussy lips all wet and glistening. Bending down, I lick at her clit and shove two fingers into her cunt at the same time, smiling at the shocked, squeaking noise she makes.

      I fuck her roughly, flicking my tongue over her clit as she pulls at my hair, barreling towards an orgasm that ignites, making her cunt pulse around my fingers and a strangled cry fall from her lips. With my fingers still inside her, slowly pumping in and out, I rise to my feet. “Take my cock out,” I order.

      Her hands fumble with my zipper for a second, until she manages to lower it and my dick is free of its confines, precum leaking from the tip. “Wrap your hand around me,” I order.

      Covering her hand with mine, I guide her palm up and down my dick as I keep my fingers still buried deep in her cunt. My dick is weeping as she jacks me slowly at first. “Grip me tighter,” I tell her, and she immediately complies, her fingers tightening as she moves faster, her pussy still fluttering with the aftershocks of the orgasm I gave her.

      “So fucking good, baby girl. Lift your skirt,” I order.

      Still jacking me she pulls her skirt up and I shoot my load across her sex, lines of white cum dripping from her pussy lips and thighs.

      Chest heaving and panting, I pull my fingers out of her pussy, combining her arousal with my cum as I rub it into her skin. She moans as I collect some of my cum with two fingers and push it deep inside of her, then I collect more and rub it all over the tight ring of her asshole. Then I refasten the poppers around her soaked sex and pull it tight, so the fabric presses against her cunt and clit.

      Shoving my dick back into my jeans I look up to find her eyes are wide and lust filled. “Go back to your friend, dance, drink, whatever. But don’t forget who you belong to, baby girl. Feel it every time that fucking fabric rubs against your wet cunt that’s covered in my cum. Then when you’re done, I’ll take you home.”

      Her lips part and I can see the argument forming, but I arch an eyebrow at her. “If you argue I’ll take you home now. Either way, whatever happens you’ll be sleeping in our bed tonight.”

      She glares at me for a minute, then nods. “Fine, but no more attacking people.”

      “Don’t let anyone touch you and I won’t have to,” I say simply.

      Unlocking the door, I hold it open for her, taking her arm to stop her from running from me. Locking the door behind me, I wrap my palm around the back of her neck and guide her back into the bar, throwing the office key back to Barney as I escort her back to where Cora and my brothers are drinking shots in our booth.

      Sliding in next to Bay, I ignore his knowing smirk, taking a shot from the tray and hand it to Bonnie. She takes it and drinks it, her eyes narrowed, her smile still lust drunk but now showing a hint of annoyance.

      “You’re back,” Cora shouts, taking a shot and downing it as she clambers out of the booth. “Come on, let’s dance,” she cries enthusiastically, grabbing Bonnie’s arm and pulling her behind her as she stumbles over to the dance floor again.

      With a smug smile I turn and watch her, making sure she knows I have my eyes on her. Turning my way, she catches my eye and tries to scowl, but it never makes it to her eyes. Cora leans down and whispers in her ear, then pulls back and laughs loudly while Bonnie looks scandalized.

      Bonnie’s attention never strays far from me, even as her friend encourages her to dance, always whispering in her ear and laughing. Catching the waitress’s eye, I motion for her to come over, and order a round of beers for me and my brothers and cocktails for the girls, when she delivers them a few minutes later I wait until Bonnie looks at me and motion her over.

      She comes slowly, her toned legs striding across the dance floor, the hem of her tiny skirt swaying from side to side as she closes the distance between us. Lifting the two martini glasses up, I hold them out and her guarded expression softens a little. “Thank you,” she says, looking at me from beneath her long lashes.

      “You’re welcome. Did you eat already?”

      “Yeah we went to Giorgio’s before we came here.”

      “Okay, well I’m gonna order some sides for the table so they’ll be here if you need to soak up some of those shots,” I say, reaching out and rubbing my thumb over her exposed thigh.

      “Okay,” she whispers, sucking in a sharp breath as I allow my hand to slide up her leg and beneath her skirt.

      Crooking my finger at her, she leans in a little closer, and I turn her face so I can run my nose up her cheek and press my lips to her ear. “You smell fucking delicious.” Her pupils dilate and I smile. “Go dance, baby girl, I’ll be watching.”

      Two hours later the girls are still dancing, their hands thrown in the air, as the band plays its last set of the night. Barney’s shuts at one, but the band plays till the very last minute, letting the patrons close down the bar until there’s no more beer or fun to be had.

      After several more rounds of beers, I’m a little buzzed and glad Granger offered to be DD and take us all back up the mountain. My eyes fall to Bonnie again, watching as she reaches for Cora when her dancing become a little too enthusiastic and she stumbles to the side. Bonnie’s laugh rings through the sound of the music and the girls end up hugging, then swaying from side to side in a weird sort of hug slow dance.

      There’s only me, Bonnie, Cora, Huck, Granger, and Teddy left, the others all found women to hook up with and left a while ago. When the drummer hits the final note of the song, the music ends and a round of applause fills the air. Standing, I drain my glass, then stride purposefully across the bar to my girl, wrapping my arm around her back the moment I’m close enough and pulling her into my body.

      “Awww,” Cora coos drunkenly. “You two are so darn cute together.”

      “We’ll give you a ride home, Cora, Bonnie can grab her stuff before we go home.”

      “Ohhh, no we’re having a sleepover?” Cora pouts.

      “Not anymore, I’m taking her home, I want her in our bed where I can keep an eye on her,” I say, leaning down and nipping at Bonnie’s ear as my palm grabs a handful of her ass.

      “Schpoil schport,” Cora slurs.

      “You’re drunk, Peaches,” Huck says to Cora, a hint of annoyance in his voice.

      “Am not,” Cora petulantly retorts.

      “You’re slurring your words and swaying, you’re a hot fucking mess.”

      “What the fuck does it have to do with you? If I want to get sloppy drunk that’s my choice,” Cora snaps angrily.

      “Does your daddy know you’re behaving like this? Why the hell isn’t someone making sure you’re behaving yourself?” Huck hisses.

      “I’m an adult, I don’t schanswer to schanyone,” Cora says slowly, obviously trying to enunciate her words, but still slurring. She wags her finger at Huck, but the movement rocks her balance and she stumbles to the side, almost falling off her high heels.

      “Jesus, Peaches,” Huck says, rushing forward and scooping Cora off her feet and into his arms bridal style.

      “Hey, you big oaf,” she shrieks, bucking and almost toppling herself out of his arms.

      “Behave,” Huck snaps, throwing the girl up and over his shoulder, wrapping his arm over her thighs to stop her from thrashing around.

      Bonnie starts to giggle, slowly at first, then louder and more intensely, as Huck storms towards the exit, Cora, pounding her fists against his back.

      Pulling her cell out, she starts forward and I follow as she snaps photos and video of Cora going wild as Huck ignores her.

      “Enough,” he snaps, slapping his hand against her ass. “Behave yourself, woman, I’m taking you home so you can sleep off all the martinis.”

      “Did you just spank me?” she shrieks, then giggles. “Bonnie, he spanked me. I get why you like it.” Then she bursts into drunken laughter.

      I can feel the blush that fills Bonnie’s cheeks as I grab her ass and squeeze. “You been talking about all those things I promised to do earlier?” I whisper against her ear.

      The pulse in her neck flutters faster beneath my palm and I smile to myself.

      “I can walk,” Cora screams, thrashing again, her laughter faded.

      “Peaches, you can’t stay upright standing still, now get your ass in the van,” he says, opening the door on the Escalade and lowering Cora into the rear seats.

      There’s, a huff from inside the car, but Huck follows her in and I guide Bonnie into the middle row, dragging her onto my lap as Granger and Teddy get into the front seats.

      Silent and still blushing, Bonnie settles against my chest, not even protesting about me insisting she come home with me, as Granger starts the van and pulls away from the curb. Cora guides us to her apartment and Huck walks her in, returning five minutes later with a scowl on his face and Bonnie’s bag in his hands.

      “That fucking girl is a walking disaster, who the hell is watching out for her? She left her house key under the doormat for fuck’s sake,” Huck growls as he climbs back into the van and slams the door closed behind him.

      “Her brother’s apartment is in the same building,” Bonnie says.

      “Then he should know how fucking stupid it is to leave a key so exposed, anyone could break in,” he huffs, then falls silent, a scowl etched across his face.

      I glance down at my girl, then back to my brother, he’s staring at his cell, his fingers moving quickly across the screen typing a message. Teddy and Granger are chatting quietly in the front, not paying us any attention, so I slide my hand along Bonnie’s leg, being sure that I don’t lift her skirt enough for anyone to see.

      Her breath hitches, but she doesn’t speak, as I finger the wet fabric that covers her pussy. Sliding back and forth along her slit, I caress her through the fabric, teasing her but not giving her enough friction to do anything but wind her up.

      After a minute of me stroking her, she parts her legs, giving me more room to play, and I smile against her shoulder. Not giving her what she wants, I slide the hand that’s around her waist beneath the top of her skirt, fishing the material of the bodysuit and pulling it taught, feeling how it tightens against her.

      With my fingers I trace the side of her sex, feeling how the fabric has separated her folds, then I slowly rub circles against her clit. My finger, combined with the constant pressure of the fabric pulled tight over her pussy has her breathing becoming labored and I kiss her cheek, coaxing her to turn her head so I can swallow any noises she makes. Her hands are gripping my wrists tightly and her hips start to roll, but I don’t give her any more friction and by the time we pull to a stop outside the house, her legs are trembling.

      I carry her from the car and she doesn’t protest, burying her face in my neck and holding on as I march us into the house and straight into our room. Lowering her to her feet, I take a step back and cross my arms over my chest. “Strip,” I order.

      “What?” she says, blinking out of the lust filled haze my teasing in the car has given her.

      “You heard me, baby girl, strip.”

      She stares at me for a minute, then her hands move to the zip at the side of her skirt. She undoes it and I watch as the tiny skirt falls to the ground.

      “Lose the heels too,” I tell her.

      My eyes rake over her body, the black body suit hugs her tits, and my breath stutters when I see the fabric pulled taught between her legs. It’s dark, with moisture clinging to her cunt and barely covering the pink, wet flesh beneath.

      “Take it off,” I say.

      She pulls the poppers apart, then peels the fabric up and over her head, dropping it to the floor leaving her naked. I feast on the sight of her, her skin smooth and creamy, her tits full and perky, tight, tiny nipples pebbled and begging to be bitten. I leave her pussy for last, letting my gaze finally dip between her legs, biting my lip when I see how wet she is. The folds of her pussy are glistening and I can see the arousal on the insides of her thighs.

      “Touch yourself, show me how wet you are,” I tell her in a taunting tone.

      “Beau,” she whispers shakily.

      “You let someone else touch you tonight, baby girl, I need to know you belong to me right now,” I rasp, the words forced from my dry throat.

      Placing her hand on her stomach, she slowly allows her fingers to slide between her thighs, barely touching herself.

      “Push two fingers into your cunt,” I order.

      She faulters again, then does as I ask, gasping slightly when she penetrates herself.

      “Come here and show me.”

      She moves to me quickly, holding out her hand to me. Taking her wrist, I pull her fingers to my mouth and suck on them, tasting her pussy on her skin.

      “You taste so fucking sweet. Who’s all that delicious cream for?”

      “You,” she whispers.

      “And why is your cunt getting all wet for me?”

      “Because it belongs to you,” she tells me, her gaze steady as she stares at me, daring me to take control.

      “Good girl,” I whisper, then I snatch her into the air and throw her down onto the bed, following her down as I strip out of my own clothes.

      Her giggle is music to my fucking ears, and I lean in and nip at her neck as her arms wrap around mine. Kissing her, I push a hand between us and play with the wet folds of her cunt, teasing her entrance, barely dipping my finger into her, only to move away and play with her clit, and stroke her lips and her ass.

      I don’t stay anywhere long enough to do anything but tease, and she squirms, writhing for more.

      “Beau, please,” she begs.

      “You want me to fuck you, baby girl?”

      “Yes,” she gasps, parting her legs wide and inviting me in.

      “Tell me what you want,” I taunt.

      “I want your cock inside of me,” she tells me, all hint of shyness gone as she wantonly begs me to fuck her.

      “Like this, with me over you, your legs wrapped around my back?”

      “Yes,” she groans, throwing her head back as I circle her clit with the tip of my finger.

      Grabbing her, I flip her onto her stomach and part her legs, spreading her wide for me. “Or is this what you want, what you dreamed about, you on your stomach, ass and cunt in the air for me to eat and fuck while I hold you down, helpless beneath me.

      Thrusting two fingers into her sex, I groan when she’s even slicker than before. I know she’s fantasized about me taking her like this, but my words are affecting her too. My hand is soaking and I pull it free of her pussy and slap her ass cheek. “You’re dripping, naughty girl, you like being on display like this for me, don’t you?” I taunt, filling her with two fingers again, rubbing my thumb over her clit as I keep her pussy filled, and I spank her with my free hand, leaving a handprint that immediately turns pink on her perfect pale skin.

      Adding a third finger, I push her up the bed a little, so only her toes are touching the floor, and fuck her with my fingers. “ls this how you want me to fuck you, baby girl?”

      “Yes,” she moans, the single word guttural and desperate.

      “Then come for me. I’ll fuck you as soon as you come for me,” I taunt, plunging my fingers into her deeper and using my free hand to pinch at her clit. She screams my name, her body shaking with her orgasm. Pulling my fingers from her cunt, I replace them with my cock, filling her while her muscles are still fluttering from her orgasm.

      “Oh god,” she pants when she stretches to accommodate my dick that’s now fully sheathed inside of her.

      “Mine, Bonnie, you’re mine,” I growl, sliding my arm beneath her stomach and pushing her up the bed so her legs are hanging over the edge, her body beneath me, completely at my mercy.

      I’m not gentle with her as I pin her down, her cheek pressed into the mattress while I hold her down with my palm around the back of her neck. I’m careful not to hurt her, but firm enough that she can’t move. I slam into her soaked pussy again and again, while she comes on my dick, one orgasm barreling into the next as her cunt tries to strangle my cock.

      “One more, baby girl, scream my name, tell the entire fucking world whose property you are,” I snarl, slapping my hand against her ass cheek again and again until she’s chanting my name, screaming and panting as she convulses beneath me.

      I come with a roar, my dick twitching as I fill her with my cum, branding her from the inside out. She screams her release, her fingers desperately grappling for purchase on the comforter as her cunt clamps down around my cock so hard it hurts. Gradually slowing my thrusts, I let her milk my dick, feeling her muscles flutter around me as she twitches, shivering and moaning as aftershocks consume her.

      Once I’ve spilled every drop, I still, my dick still hard inside of her, not spent even after I just came. Her body goes lax beneath me, and for a minute I think she’s passed out, until she turns her sweaty face to me and smiles.

      I pull my dick slowly from her pussy, placing a palm on her back to stop her from moving while I watch my cum drip from her well used cunt. My dick twitches and I swear I almost come again just from the sight. “Fuck, baby girl, can I take a picture of you like this?” I ask, only half joking.

      “No,” she laughs, her voice raspy.

      “I want you again, my dick’s still hard,” I growl, flipping her onto her back and moving her up the bed until her head’s in the pillow. “Reach up and take hold of the headboard, don’t let go.”

      Her hands stretch above her head and she curls her fingers around the wooden spools. Pushing up onto my knees I grab her legs and split them wide, giving me the perfect view of her cunt, her lips a little puffy and coated in a mixture of my cum and her own arousal.

      “Lift,” I tell her, grabbing one of the pillows and shoving it beneath her ass, as I cup her pussy and slide three fingers straight into her sex, pumping in and out with ease. “Dripping wet and ready to be fucked again, aren’t you?” I growl, lining my dick up with her entrance and slamming all the way to the hilt in one thrust. Grabbing her legs at the ankles, I hold her as wide apart as I can, thrusting into her relentlessly.

      Her hand lets go of the headboard and I reach down and slap her clit. “Hands back on the headboard,” I hiss through clenched teeth, slapping her clit again when she moans indecently loudly.

      Spreading her legs a little wider, I lean forward, fucking her harder while she mewls and moans, thrashing her head back and forth, her tits bouncing as her chest heaves up and down.

      “You’re such a dirty, baby girl, aren’t you? Your cunt’s already full of my cum and you’re begging for more. Come on my cock, I want to feel you milk me again.”

      As if I’ve flipped a switch, she comes, her whole back arching up from the bed when she cries out, moaning and panting through her release. Unable to last a minute longer I slam into her once, twice, then explode, my dick twitching as I come inside her again.

      Finally spent, I release my hold on her legs and fall forward, kissing her and swallowing her whimpers. Her skin is damp, her pussy still fluttering around my dick, and I pull back, caressing her cheek with my fingers. “Jesus, baby girl.”

      “Oh my god,” she gasps.

      “Are you okay?”

      “I’m not sure,” she says, her eyes unfocussed.

      “Fuck I didn’t hurt you, did I?” My heart stutters in my chest, she was with me the whole way through, wasn’t she? Fuck, If I misread the signs, if I hurt her.

      “That was unbelievable, oh my god, I lost count of how many times I came,” she giggles.

      My heart starts again, a staccato thud that threatens to make my chest burst.

      “Was it everything you fantasized about?” I ask cautiously. I want her to say it was, but I don’t want this to be a one-time thing. Exploring this side of sex isn’t something I’ve done in the past, but I love it. I love being in control of her, I love talking dirty to her, and I fucking love spanking her ass. If this was just a one-time thing I’ll survive, but I really don’t want it to be. I want to help fulfil every dirty thought my baby girl has.

      “God, my imagination had no idea how good that would be. That smashed my dream out of the water,” she giggles, the sound so free my dick tries to twitch back to life. “How can you still be hard?” she asks.

      “Because my dick’s still inside of you. If you give me a minute I could probably go again, that’s how crazy you make me.” I’m full of shit, I need at least half an hour, but I’m not gonna tell my woman that.

      “No, I need a break, my clit has a pulse and I’m not going to be able to walk in the morning,” she giggles.

      Rolling us both to the side, I settle her against my chest, my softening dick sliding out of her, our cum slowly dripping onto my thigh. She sighs happily, curling into my chest, her arm wrapping around me as she rests her head against me. For a moment I just enjoy the silence, listening to the sound of her breathing, and she’s asleep before I have a chance to speak again. Dragging the comforter over us, I fall asleep with my woman, my Bonnie in my arms.
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      I wake up hot, surrounded by Beau, literally surrounded by him. His arms are around my back, his thigh over my legs, my face pressed into his chest. He’s not pinning me down, but I’m still completely immobile in a hug that feels like he’s worried I’ll run away.

      Blinking my eyes open, I tip my chin back to look up at him. His eyes are closed, and in sleep he looks harmless and almost angelic, something he can’t achieve when he’s awake because of how huge he is and his usually serious expression.

      My body feels deliciously sore, not painful, just stretched and used in the very best way. Last night was incredible. The way he touched me, spoke to me, fucked me, it was everything I’ve fantasized about and more. He was gentle, even while he was rough, and even if I’m not supposed to, I loved it.

      In the back of my mind, I know I should be angry with him still. He tried to manipulate me into not going out last night by using my fantasies against me. But if he was just saying what he thought I wanted to hear on those texts, what was last night about? He did that, he created that scenario and he seemed like he was enjoying himself, no I know he was enjoying himself. I mean he fucked me, then fucked me again.

      He stalked me on my girls’ night out. I don’t know how long he was there for, but he dragged me off and finger fucked me in an office, then jerked off and came all over my sex. That’s not normal behavior, or at least I don’t think it’s normal.

      Is Cora right? Should I be enjoying how intense he is instead of freaking out about it. Does it only feel overwhelming because I have nothing to compare it to? Maybe if I’d been with a load of disinterested guys who strung me along with fake promises, I’d understand how nice it is to have a guy who wants me and is open and possessive with that want.

      He told me I’m different, and maybe I am. Amber and Linda only told me he’d lose interest, they never mentioned how crazy he could get. Was it true when he said that I’m the only one he’s ever felt this way about?

      His arms tighten around me. “You’re thinking too hard, go back to sleep,” he says sleepily.

      “I have to go,” I whisper.

      “You’re not going anywhere,” he growls, all of the sleepiness gone in an instant.

      “You know I work on the ranch on my days off. I’m already late.”

      “Nope, not today, I texted your daddy last night and told him you wouldn’t be in.”

      “You did what?” I cry, pushing at his chest, trying to get free of his hold.

      “Calm down, I wasn’t sure how much of a hangover you’d have this morning,” he soothes.

      “It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve worked with a hangover, Beau. I told you I was working; you don’t get to pick my priorities just because they’re not a priority to you. Now let me go, I need to use the bathroom,” I hiss.

      “Bonnie.”

      “Let me go.”

      His arms loosen and I scramble free, dashing for the bathroom and a little breathing space. I should be expecting it when he follows me in, throwing the door open so hard it bounces off the wall with a thud.

      “What the fuck is going on?” he demands.

      “Am I seriously not even allowed any privacy in the god damn bathroom?” I shriek.

      “No space, no distance,” he says defiantly, crossing his arms while he stands in the doorway, completely naked, his dick semi hard and hanging between his legs.

      “This is ridiculous, even prisoners get to use the bathroom on their own.”

      “I make you feel like a prisoner?” he asks, shock clearly lacing his voice.

      “Right now, yes,” I cry.

      Turning, he leaves, grabbing the door and closing it behind him, leaving me in silence, that for some reason makes tears well in my eyes. Using the bathroom, I wash my hands, then pull in a long, slow breath before I open the door and step back into the bedroom.

      Beau’s sitting on the side of the bed, his feet on the floor, his head turned in my direction, his eyes bleak. “I make you feel like a prisoner?” he asks again, desolation lacing each word.

      “No,” I confess, grabbing his shirt from the floor and pulling it over my head. “Sometimes I just need a little space, you’re intense and I’ve never done any of this before, relationships are new to me.”

      His face screws up, like he’s trying to understand what I’m saying, then he nods slowly. “I’ll take you to the ranch, your car’s still in town,” he says quietly, taking clothes out of his dresser and pulling them on quickly. “You want breakfast?” he asks, his hand on the door, not looking at me.

      “No thanks.”

      He nods, then leaves, without even glancing back in my direction. How can we go from the most amazing sexual experience of my life, to stony silence and tense pain in such a short amount of time? Dressing quickly, I slide my feet into some sneakers he packed for me the other day and leave his room, my chest aching.

      Beau’s talking quietly with Penn when I walk into the living room and all of the guys are here again. They spend so much time together, it’s a little weird, but they all seem so close, so invested in one another’s lives. My brother and I have never had that kind of relationship.

      It feels like every eye in the room turns to me, but no one speaks as I make my way to Beau. “Coffee,” he says, handing me a thermal cup without making eye contact with me.

      “Thanks.”

      Turning, he moves to the front door and I follow, hating this tension that I’ve created which has now spread throughout his entire family.

      “See you later, Bonnie,” Teddy says.

      “Bye Teddy,” I reply quietly before leaving the house.

      The drive to the ranch is silent and tense. I want to say something to make it better, but I don’t know what to say, and clearly neither does he. When we pull up outside the house, I expect him to follow me in, but instead he just stays put, the engine still running.

      Pausing I wait for something, anything from him, but he just keeps his eyes down, looking at his hands on the steering wheel, waiting for me to leave. So I do, muttering, “Bye,” as I unclip my seatbelt, open the door and leave. I don’t realize that my heart has cracked in two until he pulls away from the house without looking back.

      I barely speak to anyone all day, riding the fences until the sun has dipped in the sky and my body is physically exhausted. Once I’ve finished feeding Vali and leaving her to bed down in her stable, it’s late and I head for the house, waving at all the familiar ranch hands I see. My heart stutters when I see my car parked out front. Beau or one of his brothers must have fetched it for me, because I’d told my dad that I’d get it tomorrow.

      My cell phone has been deathly silent all day. I’m used to Beau’s constant texts and calls, but today he hasn’t sent me a single message. Crossing to my car, I half expect it to be full of all the stuff Beau insisted I take to his place, but it’s empty and I don’t know why tears fill my eyes.

      The smell of food hits me when I step into the house, and following it is a sense of guilt that I’m not the one who cooked. Kicking off my boots by the door I pad into the kitchen and find my dad, Caleb, and my nephew, Noah, sitting around the table. All three look up when I enter the room.

      “Hey Aunt Bonnie,” Noah says, jumping up from the table and moving towards me with his lanky teenage stride.

      “Christ, Noah, stop growing, you’re too tall,” I tell him when he wraps me up in a hug, that I can’t explain how much I need.

      “Hey honey, how you got on today?” Dad asks the moment Noah releases me.

      “Good, Barber and I rode all the fences over on the west pasture and fixed all the holes we found, tomorrow we’re gonna do the pastures south of the river,” I tell him, sitting down next to him in mom’s chair.

      I don’t bother to acknowledge Caleb, but it’s okay because he doesn’t glance in my direction either. “I’m sorry you had to cook, I was a little late getting here this morning and I didn’t even think about prepping dinner.”

      “Too busy running around with Barnett to remember your responsibilities,” Caleb mutters beneath his breath.

      “I can cook, your mama taught me well. There’s campfire stew in the crockpot and cornbread in the oven,” Dad says, shooting a pointed glare in my brother’s direction.

      “I worked all day, Caleb, just like you did, I’m more than aware of my responsibilities,” I say to my brother, ignoring my dad’s attempt to diffuse the argument that’s brewing between me and my older sibling.

      “Maybe if you were sleeping in your own bed, not off screwing a guy old enough to be your father—” Caleb says, not bothering to be quiet anymore.

      “Caleb,” Dad snaps.

      “I am so sick of this,” I shout, pushing back from the table, my chair scraping across the floor loudly. “I thought you’d gotten the message the other day, but apparently not, so let me reiterate for you. My life is absolutely none of your business, you made that choice when you decided to treat me like an unwanted burden. I lost my mom too, you had her most of your life, I didn’t get long enough with her. I thought that loss would bring us closer, but instead it turned you into an asshole. You pushed me away, you made me feel unwelcome in your life, your family, and your home. It’s been over a year, back then I needed you and you weren’t interested, now it’s too late for you to give a shit. I have the world’s best dad, a great sister, and two kick ass nephews, but as far as I’m concerned that’s all the family I have left.”

      Chest heaving, tears spilling down my face, I rush from the kitchen, pausing at the bottom of the stairs. I could go to my room, cry a little, then sleep until I feel better, it’s what I’ve always done. But it feels hollow and lonely now. I don’t want to be alone; I want to be with Beau. I know that the moment he has me in his arms I’ll feel better, he won’t allow me to be lonely because we don’t have space and we don’t have distance between us.

      I’m out the house, my car keys in my hand, before I even realize I’m moving, but I know this is right. I want him, I need him, and I can’t wait to see him, I just hope he doesn’t turn me away. I hurt him this morning, and so he did what he promised me he wouldn’t let me do. He let me run, because I basically demanded it of him.

      It takes less than five minutes until I’m parking my car behind his, and dashing towards the front door. I should knock, but I don’t, I just let myself in, ignoring his brothers as I search for him. I find him on the couch, his expression solemn and sad. “Beau,” I half sob.

      He’s half off the couch and moving towards me as I break into a run, throwing myself into his arms, knowing he’ll catch me. “Shh, it’s okay, baby girl, what’s happened?” he coos, his arms holding me tightly as I wrap my legs around his back and cling to him, my tears soaking his shirt from where I’ve buried my face into his neck.

      “Hey, hey, what’s going on?” he asks, gently trying to pry my face up.

      When I just hold him tighter, I feel him start to move and a moment later he lowers us to his bed, cradling me to him as I hold him tight.

      “I’m sorry,” I sob.

      “What for?”

      “For saying I needed some breathing space. I don’t. I got into a huge fight with my brother and I needed you and I pushed you away,” I say on a rush.

      “I was coming for you, Bonnie, I’ve had to have my brothers stop me all day, but I was coming for you tonight, I couldn’t stand it any longer,” he rasps into my neck.

      “Really? I thought when you brought my car back that my stuff was going to be in it,” I confess.

      “Never. Don’t you get it, I love you. I couldn’t give you up even if I wanted to, you’re mine, forever, always. I won’t ever let you go.”

      He doesn’t stop me when I lift my face and look into his tormented eyes. “You love me?”

      “Utterly and completely,” he says seriously.

      “I love you too.” The words shock me, I hadn’t consciously decided to say them, but I know they’re true the moment they fall from my lips. “I love you too,” I say again, needing to hear the words.

      A wide smile spreads across his lips and then we move at once, ripping each other’s clothes off in a frenzy of hands, lips, kisses, touches, and I love yous.
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      I don’t understand how we went from the best sex of my life, to her telling me she feels like a prisoner. I make her feel like a prisoner. Me loving her is stifling her and I have no idea what the hell I’m supposed to do to make this better, to fix it.

      I wish I could give her the space she needs, but even leaving her at the ranch next door feels horrendous. My head and my heart are screaming that I need to keep her close, no space, no distance, that I’ll lose her if I let her leave me.

      I’m in love with her and she thinks I’m an obsessed asshole.

      The day is endless, each minute an hour long, each hour lasting at least a year. I’m barely restraining myself from driving over to the ranch and kidnapping her, when the front door flies open and she runs in, tears pouring down her cheeks, her eyes frantic until they settle on me.

      When she runs and leaps at me, I catch her, cradling her to my chest as my brothers circle around us, worried at what’s happened to make her this upset.

      Bonnie has no idea the impact she’s had on my whole family. My brothers love her almost as much as I do, she’s become like a little sister to them all, and right now they’re as worried as I am.

      Trying to soothe her, I hold her close, asking her what’s happened, trying to find out if she’s okay. When she doesn’t respond, only sobbing brokenly into my ear, I carry her into our room, laying her down on the bed and cradling her in my arms, surrounding her with my love for her.

      When she tells me she loves me too, my universe splinters into pieces, settling back into place with her in the center. “I love you,” I tell her as she scrambles to undress me, her hands frantic until we’re naked and lying face to face.

      Sitting up I pull her onto my lap, lifting her, then lowering her down onto my cock. Kissing her, I wrap my arms around her, until her breasts are pressed against my chest, as close as we can get. We rock, never parting, but allowing me to slide in and out of her slowly. This isn’t frantic, or desperate, it’s not fucking, or exploring a naughty fantasy, this is us communicating with our bodies how much we love the other.

      My heart swells as I feel hers beat in time with mine, she doesn’t let go of me, clinging to me as an orgasm slowly grows, crashing over us when we reach the peak together, our mouths fused, connected in every way possible.

      “I love you, Beau,” she breaths, her fingers running through my hair as I grip hers tightly. We stay like this, connected long after the glow of release fades.

      “I don’t want you to feel suffocated,” I confess.

      “I know. But I’ve never done this before, I’ve never been in love, never had a boyfriend. I just got overwhelmed, and sometimes I need time to breath and sort through my thoughts.”

      “I don’t know if I can give you that time,” I admit, hating that I sound like a fucking psycho.

      Sighing wistfully, she spreads her palm over my cheek. “Why not?”

      “Because I don’t want to lose you. I don’t want to give you time to run.”

      “But even If I run, I’ll always come back. I need you, Beau. I didn’t really realize until today just how much.”

      “How about I just agree to give you a head start,” I smile.

      “Till what?”

      “Till I chase after you.”

      Her giggle is the best sound in the fucking world.

      “Move in with me.”

      “Okay,” she nods.

      “Marry me.”

      Her lips part, but no sound comes out.

      “Baby girl, I am a jealous, possessive asshole, but I love you more than I even thought it was possible for one person to love another. I’m gonna fuck up, so are you, but if you run, I’ll chase you and I’ll fix whatever problems we have. No space, no distance, just me and you, and an epic fucking love story full of dirty make-believe and sexy fantasies. I want to get old with you, I want to have babies with you, and I want to spend the rest or our lives making every single one of your sweet, dirty, kinky dreams come true.”

      “Every single one?” she asks.

      “Every single one,” I agree. “Say yes, baby girl, and make the best dream I ever had come true.”

      A soft smile starts at the corners of her lips, spreading across her mouth. Her eyes sparkle and she says the most perfect word in the world.

      “Yes.

    

  







            Epilogue

          

          

      

    

    






Bonnie

        

      

    

    
      I said yes.

      Of course I did.

      Beau Barnett is the first boy I ever had a crush on, and the man I’ll love for the rest of my life.

      He’s overbearing, obsessed, and a pain in the ass, and in spite of, or maybe because of that I still want to marry him. His love consumes me, suffocates me and drives me crazy, but I know it’ll never fade. He’ll always chase after me, he’ll always find me and he’ll always take me home, because he’s my home, he’s my real-life dream come true.

      Everything didn’t suddenly become perfect the moment I agreed to marry him. He still hates me working so much, hates that I insist on going out on girls’ night outs, hates that I won’t give up work so we can be together twenty-four seven. But after we argue, we get to make up, and we both enjoy him trying to fuck me into doing whatever he wants. It never works, but it’s sure fun to keep trying.

      I moved into his house with his brothers the day after I said yes, and all the boys and my dad are working on the plans for the extension they’re going to build onto the existing home, so Beau and I can have our own space without him having to move away from his family. We also built a road between my dad’s property and ours, so now it’s only a quick walk or a ride in one of the golf carts we bought to see each other.

      My brother reluctantly apologized after Beau and I announced our engagement, but to be honest I don’t think we’ll ever get the type of relationship I’d like us to have. Luckily when Beau claimed me, he not only gave me himself, he also gave me six equally over the top, overbearing brothers, who all now think of me as a little sister. We’re one big, weird family, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.

      Everyone in our sleepy mountain town wanted a taste of the oldest Barnett Brother, but the only one he wanted was me. I thought he only saw the girl who brought him his coffee, turned out he knew exactly who I was—his.

      Now I’m the property of a mountain man, and instead of dreaming about him and what it would be like to be with him, we’re going to spend the rest of our lives making both of our fantasizes come true.

      

      
        
        The End

      

      

    

  







            Owned by The Mountain Man

          

          

      

    

    






Sneak Peek

        

      

    

    
      
        
        MONTANA MOUNTAIN MEN #2

        COMING SOON

      

      

      “Oh my god, I hate you so much,” I scream at the top of my lungs.

      “You’ve mentioned that,” he says, his expression impassive, like my words have zero effect on him at all. “The thing is; I don’t believe you.”

      Turning my back on him I head for the door, needing to get away from him and his annoying face and iron clad disinterest. Strong fingers wrap around my wrist and he yanks me back, pulling me off balance. I slam into his chest and he pins me to him, one hand on the base of my spine, the other tangled into my hair, holding me in place.

      “Let go of me,” I say, my resolve weakening by the second when I’m this close to him.

      “No.”

      “I don’t want you here,” I cry, forcing the words out.

      “Liar.”

      “Please just go.”

      “I can’t,” he says, his voice thick, the only outward sign that he cares about me at all.

      “Why not?” I plead.

      “Because I’ve tried, Peaches, and I just can’t leave you alone.”
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      This book has been the most fun to write. For over a year now I’ve had the idea of writing a series about a bunch of butch, rough mountain men, complete with axes, plaid shirts, and every other cliché you can think of, and here it is!

      Beau and Bonnie’s story has flown out of me so effortlessly and I’ve loved every minute of getting their story from my head onto paper so you guys can read it. Beau is such an asshole; I love him so much! He gives me such alphahole vibes, just like Echo did way back when, and he’s reminded me so much why I enjoy writing books about guys that are so consumed by their want that they sort of forget everything else.

      I want a real-life Beau (although I think my husband might complain a little lol) he’s ridiculously over the top, loves whole heartedly, and is honestly slightly oblivious to everything except his woman.

      Hopefully the Montana Mountain Men series will have at least seven books and each brother will get a chance to fall in love. I’m so excited to write about these guys and I really hope you go on this journey of deliciously OTT jealous possessive heroes with me.

      Time for some thank yous…

      Sarah, as always you’re my rock, you constantly support me, listen to me chat shit and with this series humor me while I tell you how much I love it. I couldn’t and wouldn’t want to do this without you.

      My wonderful editor Sarah, at the time of me writing this thank you, you actually haven’t read this book yet, but I have a feeling you’ll like Beau and I know you’ll make my words as close to perfect as we can both get them.

      Kerry Heavens of Rebel Ink Co, I love working with you and this cover is just so quintessentially Beau. Thank you for always knowing exactly what I want, I can’t wait to see what you create for the rest of the series.

      To everyone at Hudson Indie Ink, thank you so much for the continued support and for not blinking when I told you my next series was going to be seven smutty books about men with axes. You guys rock!

      Finally, last but by no mean least, to all my amazing readers, if you’ve made it this far through the book and you’re actually reading the acknowledgements, then this is a huge thank you to you. You guys have made my dreams come true by choosing and reading my books. I honestly can’t explain how much it means to me, so if you’re a new reader, or if you’ve been there since the start you are amazing!
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