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Prologue
 
 
Over her shoulder, Jessie watched as the firm-jawed, handsome cowboy dismounted his horse before taking determined strides toward her, and it didn’t take a genius to figure out that she was in big trouble.
“Easy does it,” he said, wrapping his large hands around her waist to gently help her down from the horse’s weathered saddle.
“I was just trying to get Sammie’s attention. Who knew he’d gallop off like that?” she defended.
“You didn’t think a blood-curdling scream would scare Sully? Every horse on this trail could’ve been spooked from the high-pitched noise that came from your throat.” His lips formed a resolute line as he angled his head toward her. “Did you read the important information on riding horses that was given out with the welcome packet?”
“I want to, but I’m completely exhausted by the end of the day…”
“This is the third time I’ve asked you to read that brochure. Since most of our guests don’t have much knowledge about horses, we put those riding rules together for your protection as well as our animals. Both you and my gelding could’ve been seriously hurt. As a matter of fact, everyone on the trail was in danger when he reared back on his heels before taking off.” With swift dexterity, Trent took her by the wrist and glanced around the grounds, before heading toward a tree stump. “This oughta do just fine,” he said, planting himself on the short, thick wood.
“W-Why are you sitting down? Aren’t the others waiting for us?”
He firmly grasped Jessie’s hand and pulled her close before staring her straight in the eye. “I’m gonna haul that pretty bottom of yours over my knee. Right here and right now.”
She tried to get free from him, but he managed to intertwine his leg around hers, trapping her in his strong hold. “Are you crazy? What if someone comes looking for us?”
“If anyone from the riding group catches a glimpse of me tannin’ your naughty hide, I think it would be the least of your problems at that moment,” he added nonchalantly, tugging her blue jeans and panties down to the middle of her thighs.
Her face radiated a bright shade of crimson as he bent her over his lap. And though he was much stronger, she still attempted to get away, squirming and writhing over the stiff denim fabric covering his thighs. “Noooo. Don’t do this. Please let me go!” she pleaded and yelped.
But he held onto her waist with steeled determination. “I promised to spank your bare backside the next time you broke the rules, and I’m a man of my word,” he scolded with a grim expression. “Now hold still, and take your lickin’ like a big girl. You deserve it, and you know it,” he continued, his heavy hand bouncing from one tender cheek to the other.
“Fuck!” she screamed out. “That hurts!”
“You know better than to talk like that, young lady,” he firmly advised in a low gravelly voice before his open palm landed another sharp chastisement to her fluttering buttocks. The sight of her blushing red bottom had his aching erection practically bulging out of his pants, but in the quick minute that he spent gazing at her shapely ass, Jessie’s moxie kicked into high gear, and she sprang upward, trying to break away from his grasp.
“Be still,” Trent warned, repositioning her hips over his thighs, securing his leg over hers. “And how many times do I need to remind you about that disrespectful language?” he added in a stern tone, watching her pert, round globes vibrate with each swift smack. She peered up at him, her eyes brimming with tears as she wiggled and jerked trying to get free, but determined to keep her in place, he shifted her back over his knee with one hand and continued to swat her reddened rump with the other.
“Please stop! I can’t take anymore!” she shrieked, thrashing about, shamelessly exposing her wanton pussy in the process.
“Shh, shh, relax, little lady. You know your pride is hurting more than your roasted backside,” he soothed, caressing his palm over her well-spanked behind while lustfully enjoying a clear view of her moist womanhood. As she stopped crying and her breathing returned to normal, he pulled her up onto his lap and ran tan, thick fingers through her shoulder-length strawberry blonde hair.
“I’m assuming my princess never received a spankin’ like that from her daddy,” he whispered, folding her head under his chin.
Jessie’s sad, wet eyes closed, her face glowing with heat. “He was never around long enough to punish me.”
“Maybe it’s what you’ve always needed,” he said, raising her chin with one finger.
Embarrassment bloomed in her cheeks while her sex dripped with desire onto his jeans. “A spanking or a daddy?”
His demeanor was gentle and inviting as he pressed his forehead to hers. “Both.”
Just hearing his answer caused her eyes to sparkle with possibilities. “But you don’t look old enough to be my daddy.”
While shifting her into another position, his smile wobbled as he gazed at the soaked stain on his dark blue jeans from her obvious arousal. “I don’t think age has anything to do with someone looking after all your needs, missy. Do you agree?”
After a shivering inhale, she finally managed a gentle, “Yes, sir.”
“I’m takin’ a shine to that answer.” He kissed her tearstained cheek before squirming to shift his weight from side to side, attempting to readjust the fevered ache between his legs. “So how does it feel to be cared for?”
“My bottom burns, but the cuddle is awfully nice,” she said, eyeing the bulge practically bursting out of his zipper.
“When we get back to the ranch, I’m gonna to take a cold shower, while this beautiful, cherry-red hind end of yours spends some time poking out of a corner in my room.”
She traced the length of his hard cock with her short fingernail. “Come on, Trent. You can’t be serious.”
“Oh, but I am,” he maintained through a crooked smile. “And we both know it’s not in your best interest to bait me right now, darlin’.”



Chapter One
 
 
Three days earlier
 
“Remind me one more time where we’re going, please?” Jessie facetiously asked her twin sister, buckling the seatbelt prior to takeoff.
“The place is called the XR Dude Ranch, just outside of Tucson, Arizona. I did a lot of research on luxury dude ranches, and this one looks fantastic. Beside horseback riding and hiking, they also have all the bells and whistles: outdoor heated pool, home-style hearty meals, and a spa. It seems they’ve carved out their own little niche in the market.”
“But seriously, Sammie, what in the hell are we going to do there for two weeks?”
“Really? And I thought you’d be happy fly fishing fourteen days in a row,” she retorted with a smirk. “Not to mention the bonus that you’ll be two thousand miles away from Ben Levy.”
“I don’t see any benefits of a vacation like this,” Jessie snorted. “Why couldn’t you have booked a place in Maui? Then I’d be six thousand miles away from that asshole.”
“Because I’ve wanted to ride a horse my entire life, and the cowboys in their advertisement looked like the ones at the top of my bucket list! Plus, it was my turn to pick the vacation spot. Remember taking turns? We learned how to do that in kindergarten.”
“For God’s sake, is this adventure a result of those ridiculous romance books you’ve been reading?” Jessie grabbed her armrests and held on for dear life as their plane rolled down the runway gathering speed.
Jesus. I hate flying.
“I hope you took something to help with the flight, because it’s no secret that you’re a white-knuckle flyer,” Sam noted casually before switching on her e-reader.
She nodded and leaned her head back. “I did, but it hasn’t kicked in yet. So, go ahead and enjoy reading one of your silly fantasy stories while I tremble in fear and utter terror on this Godforsaken plane.”
Sam let out a sigh of exasperation before setting her Kindle aside. “So, my dear sister, how is it that a successful, intelligent young attorney such as yourself can be so afraid of flying? We all know the statistics show that it’s much safer to travel in the air than on the ground.”
Jessie’s slim fingers drummed on her thighs. “Let’s see, if this plane took a nosedive in the ocean—who would miss me?”
“Well, besides me, Ron would miss you, but since we’re your siblings, I’m not sure that we count,” Sammie rejoined, stifling a giggle.
“Thanks so much for making a point about my lack of friends. But it’s not because I’m unfriendly—I just don’t have time. You know my work takes precedence over everything else.”
“Maybe you just need to prioritize your life. I’d think it would be difficult to cultivate friendships while your nose is stuck in a stack of legal briefs. Of course, you did come up for a breath of air once in a while to take crap from that scumbag…”
“Okay, I hear a lecture emerging, and I’d like to make a vacation rule. For two weeks, let’s not talk about my ex-boyfriend.”
“If you meet a handsome cowboy on this vacation, there won’t be a need to bring up that asshole’s name. Did I mention the information on the range owner’s website came complete with full photographs of several hunky-dunky lookin’ cowboys?”
“A couple of times. For God’s sake, Sammie, you have a one-track mind,” Jessie said, rolling her eyes. “But on the bright side, your Western accent is improvin’!”
“We’re both twenty-eight-year-old single and successful attorneys. I see no reason why we can’t have a little fun now and then. Jesus. You work seventy-hour weeks and rarely make time for yourself.”
“You have a point, but I seriously doubt that I’ll find Mr. Right on a dude ranch. Unlike you, I’ve never had a yen for a cowhand.”
“I’ve heard they’re an acquired taste, but you never know,” Sam teased. “Now can I get back to my book?”
Jessie nodded and tilted her seat backward. As the plane suddenly jerked, her fingers returned to the black vinyl armrests in a death grip, and her mind began to race…
Sammie has a point. Beside my brother and sister, I don’t have any friends—all I have is a bunch of acquaintances. The job is great, but Manhattan just isn’t my cup of tea.
As the aircraft rose above the clouds and settled, her eyelids fluttered and lowered.
All I’ve ever wanted was to enjoy my life with people who love me, just the way I am.
 
* * *
 
Jerking her head upward as the plane hit the runway with a thud, Jessie turned to Sam. “We’re here already?”
“Yep. And though there was an abundance of snoring, the entire flight crew and I thanked God for that Dramamine you took. Oh, and don’t forget about the time change,” she reminded, pointing to her watch.
“You’d make a fabulous camp counselor,” Jessie joked. “So, what now, my fearless leader?”
“They’ve sent a van to pick us up and someone will be waiting down by the baggage claim.”
Jessie’s smile was lopsided as she rubbed her hands together. “Oh, good, I’ve always wanted to see my name posted on a sandwich sign.”
“This is going to be our best vacation ever,” Sammie stated, ignoring her sister’s snarky attitude. “I can feel it in my bones.”
“It’s probably just the flu. I hear it’s going around,” Jessie deadpanned.



Chapter Two
 
 
“Look how rustic this place is. I’ll bet you never pictured yourself riding a horse on a dude ranch!”
Jessie peered around at the Western-style furnishings in the cabin and crossed her arms. “Nope. Never did. Not once had I ever imagine myself on a vacation where they don’t have phones or televisions in the room. Who decorated this place… someone from Little House on the Prairie?” she joked, tossing her large, suede Kate Spade tote on the polished oak desk.
Sammie held her hand out. “Cellphone, please.”
“Okay, now I know you’ve lost your mind.”
“Seriously, the owners frown on the use of smartphones of any kind. We can check them for messages in the lobby at the end of each day, and of course, the rules change if you end up with an emergency of some sort. But they don’t want their visitors texting, e-mailing, or surfing the web all day.”
“I brought my laptop. Are you telling me there’s no internet here? What if someone in our family tries to get in touch with us during the day?”
“Ron has the main number of the ranch in case he needs us, and we haven’t heard from our father since he married his little slut, so it’s probably safe to say that he’s pretty much done with us.”
“When I think about how he had that other family in California, my skin crawls. Jesus. How did Mom not know that?”
“I’m sure she did, kiddo. Which might be the reason we always seemed like a burden to her.” Sammie angled her face to the ceiling and sighed. “Come on, we’ve been through that sad tale a thousand times. Let’s not do the doom and gloom thing on this trip. We’re here to enjoy ourselves, remember?”
“Right. Without internet or television,” Jessie muttered, her cornflower blue eyes narrowing into slits.
Bobbing her head, Sammie took a deep breath and twisted around, drinking in their new surroundings. “We’ll drop our smartphones and laptops off at the desk when we pick up our welcome packet. We’re supposed to read every word to familiarize ourselves with the rules of the ranch.”
Gathering her reddish-blonde hair to pull it into a ponytail, Jessie pursed her lips. “This is going to be a real blast. I can hardly wait.”
 
* * *
 
Sammie’s face lit up with excitement. “Hey, Jessie, isn’t this the best? We’re going to saddle up together. Who would’ve thought that two girls from New York would be standing here on a ranch in Arizona?”
“I don’t think this is a good idea,” Jessie said to her sister while peering up at her chestnut-colored horse with a look of disdain.
“Remember, this was on your bucket list, not mine.” Twirling the reins around her fingers, she stared at her surroundings through hooded eyes as her horse turned his head and snorted her way.
Nothing but dust, a barn, stockades, and animals. I should be drinking a spicy Bloody Mary by the pool.
The beautiful horse brushed his hoof back toward her, kicking up a cloud of dust. Disgusted, Jessie coughed, hacked, and waved her hand at the brown grime that hovered in the air. Applying a quick slap to his rear end in retaliation, he responded by turning his neck to grunt at her. But just as she reached down to dust off her white T-shirt, a tall, dark-haired, handsome man grabbed her wrist and promptly led her out of the corral.
“Hey, what in the hell do you think you’re doing?” she asked, stumbling along two steps behind him as they entered a barn.
“Did you not read the information about our horses that was in the welcome packet?”
“Not every word, but I skimmed over it,” she countered, releasing her wrist from his grasp.
As the good-looking man removed his black Stetson and tossed it onto a bale of hay, Jessie watched the muscles in his large, tanned biceps move. “Am I missing something?”
Kicking the tip of his boot into the ground, his square bristled jaw flexed while his heavy brown brows knit together. “We expect our horses to be treated with the utmost respect. There are specific rules listed in the brochure that you were asked to read.”
“I have no idea what you’re talking about…”
His dark hazel eyes tangled with hers. “If you had studied the packet, you’d know not to smack one of our horses on his rear end for no reason.”
“He kicked dirt on me. I was just reprimanding him.”
Casting his face toward the roof, the handsome muscular man crossed his arms and tried to hide his crooked smile. “I assure you, Sully didn’t mean anything by it,” he said, just before one eyebrow arched. “And you can consider this a friendly warning. The next time you decide to break a ranch rule…”
She stood posed with hands on her hips. “You’re threatening me?”
After angling his head toward her, he spoke slowly in a quiet but stern voice. “I’m gonna bend you over my knee, young lady.”
Jessie stared down at the ground as an unusual sensation fluttered deep in her belly. No one had ever spoken to her like that, and she found it difficult to look the six-foot-four robust man in the eye. “Are you insane? Is this your idea of a joke?”
There was a determination in his tone, and she watched as he patiently leveled his gaze at her. “No, I’m dead serious. There’s a reason we have rules around here.”
She squirmed with embarrassment at the scolding she’d just received by the handsome stranger and peered up through her long bangs at him. “I-I’m sorry. It was just a reflex. I didn’t mean anything by it.”
For God’s sake, did I just admit that I’d done something wrong? Who does this crazy cowboy think he is?
A faint smile tugged at the corner of his lips. “Apology accepted. And if you’re still interested in riding Sully, I’d be happy to take you on a tour of this fine piece of land.”
Nervously placing a few errant strands of auburn-blonde hair behind her ear, she took notice of his grand stature along with every muscle bulging out of his tight black T-shirt. “Besides threatening the owner’s guests, are you also in charge of personal tours?”
He held out a large callused hand. “I’m sorry, we haven’t been formally introduced yet. My name is Trent. Trent Reynolds.”
“I’m Jessie Woods.” Her cheeks reddened as she remembered seeing his name on the back of the brochure. “Jesus. You own this place with your brother,” she said through a sheepish grin as she accepted his firm handshake.
As their hands remained clasped together, his voice softened. “Come on, let’s go get Sully, and we’ll get started.”
They had just walked out of the barn toward the pack of other riders, when Sam spotted her sister and immediately darted over. “Jessie, where were you? Our guide is ready to go.”
Her mouth was open to answer, but Trent lifted the black Stetson off his head and broke in. “It’s my fault, miss, I needed to talk to Jessie in private. Please accept my apology for delaying everyone’s ride.”
“And who might you be?” Sam asked in a flirty tone.
“I’m Trent Reynolds, I own this spread with my brother, and you two are sisters, right?”
“We’re fraternal, not identical twins. Although some people have a hard time telling us apart,” Sam stated as she eagerly stuck her hand out.
Trent twisted his head from one girl to another. “I do see the difference, now. One of you smiles a bit more,” he teased.
As Jessie’s face flushed, she decided to change the subject. “Mr. Reynolds offered to give me a personal tour.”
Sam threw a quick wink to her sister. “No problem, I’ll catch up to you guys later,” she said, trying to hide a smile before heading back over to her horse.
“Let me talk with Pete for a minute, and then we can be on our way.”
“Pete’s your brother, right?”
Trent’s eyes twinkled. “Yep, but I’m two years older.”
Jessie nodded and pursed her lips as he walked off.
I can’t believe I’m going on a private riding tour with a cowboy who just threatened to spank me. Jesus. Did that man just call me ‘young lady’?
Lost in thought, a gentle nudge to her shoulder knocked her forward a step. Startled, she turned to find herself nose to nose with the copper-colored horse.
“Sully is ready, and so am I,” Trent said, cupping his hands together to offer her a step up. “Here, let me help you.” As Jessie placed her booted foot in his hands, he swung her up over the saddle and handed her the reins. “All set?”
She nodded, blinked twice, and felt the blush return to her cheeks.



Chapter Three
 
 
Standing in line at the evening barbeque, Sammie loaded up a rack of ribs on her plate, while Jessie placed a smidgeon of salad on hers. “Please don’t diet while we’re on vacation, darlin’,” she teased in her best Western accent. “Y’all need to have some fun and grab some grub.”
Thinning her lips, Jessie reluctantly stuck her fork into a piece of fried chicken and dropped it on her plate. “Satisfied, y’all?” she mocked.
“What is the matter with you? Ever since we got here, you’ve been moping around. Didn’t that little excursion with your hunky cowboy improve your mood?”
The two of them carried their plates off to the far end of a picnic table and sat down. “Just to be clear, he’s not my cowboy,” she said, raising a sculpted eyebrow. “And I’m still trying to process things that happened with my ex.”
“Spoken like a true trial attorney,” Sammie retorted, taking a bite of ribs.
“Just so you know, Ben did text me. He wants another chance.”
“Are you kidding? When in the hell did that happen?” she asked, narrowing her eyes. “You aren’t supposed to have that phone in your possession unless it’s an emergency.”
“Calm down. I received a text from him shortly after we landed and Ben said that he’s still my boyfriend, I just had to take him back, and he won’t take no for an answer. Can you believe the nerve of that sleazebag?”
Sam picked up a short, buttered ear of corn and pointed it in Jessie’s direction. “It almost sounds like a threat. You know I never liked that hot-headed creep. Maybe your breakup was for the best.”
“I know and I’m sorry for bringing that bastard’s name up. We agreed not to talk about him on our vacation.”
“Right. So, let’s change the channel. You didn’t give me the dirt on your date with that handsome cowboy.”
“You’re making too much of this. It was just a ride around the ranch.”
“It must have been a long one… you were rubbing your butt when you got back to the room,” she joked.
Jessie put her fork down and pointed an index finger at her sister. “Okay, if I tell you something, you have to promise not to share it with anyone.”
“Remember me? I’m supposed to be your best friend.”
“You’re also a blabbermouth,” she cracked, inclining her head.
Sammie laughed and nodded. “Very funny. Besides the fact that I promise to keep my big trap shut, I don’t have anyone to share gossip with around here, other than Pete. Although you should know that I intend to get to know him better. Much better.”
Jessie let out a sigh of exasperation. “Jesus. Your man chasing is going to get you into deep trouble someday.”
“Around these parts, I believe the correct term would be cowboy chasing. And, by the way, a little flirtation never hurt anyone. So, what’s the big secret?”
She drew in closer to make sure no other guests were eavesdropping. “Sam, I swear if you tell anyone …”
Her fingers twisted in front of her mouth, like a key turning a lock. “Scout’s honor.”
“You were never a Girl Scout.”
“Whatever. Spill, please!”
After darting her eyes from left to right, Jessie moved in tight. “He threatened me with a spanking.”
Sam dropped her fork. “What?”
“Remember when you lost sight of me just before my private tour with the cowboy?”
As Sam nodded, her jaw unhinged.
“As though I was a small child, Trent led me into the barn and scolded me for swatting Sully on his rear end. I told him it was just a reflex. The damn horse kicked dirt on me.”
Batting her eyelashes, Sam cocked her head to the side. “Now I want the whole story, and I’ll accept nothing but verbatim.”
Jessie hesitated, trying to conjure up his exact words. “He warned me that if I ever did that again, he’d bend me over his knee.”
“Jesus. A cowboy who spanks. You know, I pay good money to read stuff like that!”
“I should’ve figured I’d get that kind of response from you,” Jessie said, rolling her eyes.
“Did he threaten to pull your pants down?”
She shook her head and stifled a giggle. “Stop it. Now you’re just talking crazy.”
“Okay, let me get this straight. You were so overwrought by this spanking threat that you decided to go on a private ride with him?”
“He introduced himself and asked politely.”
“Ah, a charmin’, spankin’ cowboy. Now, the plot thickens.”
“Don’t get too excited. Remember, we’re from New York and he lives on this ranch in Arizona. Let’s not make a novel out of a short story.”
“Well, that attitude that will certainly keep you from corralling anyone… excuse the pun,” Sammie stated, pointing her fork in her sister’s direction. “But if I were you, I’d certainly give it a shot.”
Licking her lips, Jessie smiled at the suggestion.



Chapter Four
 
 
Jessie tapped her foot to the country western band that was playing, watching intently as her sister flirted with Pete across the room. Sitting quietly, trying to read their body language, she felt someone saddle up on the bench beside her.
“You seem awfully interested in what they’re talking about. Is lip reading one of your specialties?” Trent asked, tilting his head in her direction.
She coughed a couple of times, embarrassed that she had been caught spying on them. “This band is making it really difficult for me to concentrate.”
The dimple in his cheek was prominent as he flashed a huge grin. “I agree, the music can be quite a distraction when you’re trying to nose in on someone else’s private business.”
The corners of Jessie’s mouth tugged upward into a wry smile as she swiveled to face him. “So, where’s your ten-gallon hat? I almost didn’t recognize you without it.”
“Since we consider this gathering a formal occasion, I decided to leave it at home.”
“I see you’re also wearing a new pair of jeans, too. Impressive,” she joked, looking downward.
Trent’s body swayed to the beat of the music. “Would a girl from New York like to dance with an old cowhand like me?”
Jessie shrugged her shoulders. “I’m not much of a dancer…”
“Not at all?”
“Well, I do like to watch ballroom dancing. Have you ever seen Dancing with the Stars?”
As Trent smiled, the edges of his eyes crinkled. “I know what you’re talking about, but we don’t have time to watch much television around here. Every now and then, I’ll catch a bit of national news…”
“Oh, so you do have a TV set? Because there isn’t one in my room.”
“We’re not as archaic as you might think. It’s just that there’s so much work to do, and we like to keep on our toes for the guests.”
“You certainly do have a way of making us feel special,” Jessie quipped, squirming on the bench.
His eyes darkened as the muscles in his strong jaw tightened. “If you’re referring to my warning in the barn, for that I won’t apologize. We write up those rules because the horses are an important part of our big family. We have a deal, you see, they take care of us and we take care of them.”
“I understand, completely. And I promise to read that brochure as soon as this party ends and I’m back in my room.”
“You’ve promised that before, and I can’t stress the importance of reading that packet, enough. But rather than lecture you, maybe we could enjoy a walk together since it’s such a beautiful night.”
As Jessie nodded, Trent took her hand, helping her to stand. “Come with me, I want to take you someplace special.”
 
* * *
 
She loved the warmth of his fingers threaded through hers and held on tight as they leisurely strolled around the grounds. “My God, you could use a few more lights around here.”
“I wouldn’t suggest sauntering outside alone at night. Especially since there’ve been coyotes spotted in these parts.”
“Excuse me?” Jessie let go of Trent’s hand and backed up into his wide chest as she looked from side to side. “Are you kidding?”
He let out a large belly laugh and threw his arms around her. “Somewhat, but you do have to be careful. There are wild animals and snakes around this area.”
“Snaaakes?”
Jessie screeched as a shiver ran through her. “I can’t believe you live out here.”
“They won’t bother you, if you don’t bother them,” he said, interlocking his fingers through hers. “Stay with me, we’re almost there.”
Off in the dark space, she heard a sound of rippling water, and followed him down a slight incline until they stood beside a small pool that was fed by a stream. “It’s just a tiny watering hole, but sometimes I’ll come here at night. You know, just to contemplate things.”
“Can I ask what you think about?”
“Mostly, how lucky I am to make a living doing what I love.”
“It’s so peaceful and beautiful around here.” Jessie twirled in a circle, bending her head backward to look at the bright stars that flecked the velvety midnight blue sky. “If you don’t mind me asking, how did you become the owner of this property?”
“When my parents started out, it was a working ranch rather than a place where people vacationed. But ten years ago, Mom and Dad were in a car accident. It was raining, and a drunk driver lost control on the road,” he said in a quiet voice. “No one survived.”
She stood stunned. “God, Trent, I’m so sorry.”
“Thanks. They say time heals, but we’ve never stop missing them.” He knelt and moved his hand through the water, splashing it to the side. “Since then, Pete and I made a decision to turn this spread into a guest ranch. Our parents poured their hearts and souls into this land, and we want others to enjoy it, too.”
“You and your brother seem close.”
“He’s my best friend. There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for him.”
“When she took her first trail ride, Sammie didn’t know that her guide was your brother. And in fair warning to Pete, when my sister sets her sights on something, she stays focused. She’s like a dog with a bone.”
Trent chuckled. “It seems like they might have a lot in common. My brother is definitely a persistent man.”
“Should I assume he’s also a stickler for rules?”
“He is. As kids, we were taught to be grounded in principles and believe in adhering to a basic value system. Naturally, we expect our guests to do the same.”
“Really? So, is there a special someone in your life who also follows those important standards?”
I can’t believe I just asked him such a personal question. How cheesy was that?
“Nope, I haven’t been involved with anyone for quite a few years. But it’s probably for the best, given the time that it takes to run this place.” Shifting his weight from side to side, he seemed a little uncomfortable to ask her the same intimate question. “How about you? Is there someone waiting for you back home?”
“Not anymore. I just broke up with my boyfriend, and Sam promptly dragged me out here right after that. In full disclaimer, my sights were set on a five-star resort—somewhere exotic, like Maui. Of course, my sister’s intentions were good. And so is her intuition.”
“Hopefully, you’re happy with her vacation choice.”
“I am. This area is beautiful,” Jessie stated in a tremulous tone as she shivered in the cool air.
Wrapping his arm around her shoulder, Trent immediately pulled her in close to keep her warm. “Well, I hope this is the best resort you’ve ever experienced. In fact, I’m going to make that my personal pledge to you. And to let you know I’m serious, if your two-week stay isn’t memorable, I’ll refund your money.”
She laughed. “Oh, that won’t be necessary.”
“Too late—my mind is set. Come on, your sister is probably starting to worry about you.” Trent reached again for her hand to begin the walk to the main lodge. “I’ll see you to your room unless you want to return to the dance. But I imagine things might be winding down about now,” he said, checking his watch.
“No, I’d rather go back to my cabin. It’s been a long day.”
 
* * *
 
After a long, enjoyable stroll, they finally returned to her door and found a ‘Do Not Disturb’ note hung on the knob.
Jessie’s shoulders slumped as she stared in disbelief at the homemade sign. “Jesus. I’m going to kill her. What am I going to do now?” she whined, whirling her body around to meet his smiling eyes.
Trent’s head wavered from one side to the other as he chuckled. “Well, I guess your sister wasn’t too worried, since you were with me. Come on, I’ll get you settled somewhere safe and sound.”
“Do you really think she’s with Pete? They’ve only known each other a couple of days…”
He nodded. “My brother took a fancy to her the day you two arrived.”
 
* * *
 
“Pete, please take that silly hat of yours off, I want to see more of your dark, wavy hair,” Sam purred, through a lopsided smile.
“Come on, darlin’, don’t you want to sleep with a real cowboy?”
“Mmm hmm, and you are in tiptop shape.” Her eyes traced a line from his muscular pecs to the bulge of his thick cock that was pressing with a fevered urgency against the stiff blue fabric. “Why is it that I’m in a T-shirt with no panties on, and you’re still dressed?”
“I think we can remedy that situation.” Touching his mouth softly to hers, he captured her with a delicious, hungry kiss then quickly unzipped his dark jeans and yanked them down.
Her head tilted as she watched his fully hardened length sway while he climbed toward her onto the mattress. “Ooh, you’re going commando. I like that.”
As Pete pulled her to his chest, the broad tip of his pre-cum-moistened cock grazed her warm, smooth belly. “If your backside hurts too much from riding all day, I’d be very happy to see you on your knees,” he said, his lips curving into a wicked grin.
She rolled over, lifting her hips along with her eyebrows. “Like this, cowboy?”
“Uh-huh.” The sight of her beautiful round cheeks poised in the air was almost too much for him to bear. Pete’s voice was raspy and his breathing ragged as he moved closer to lick her pussy while savoring her sweet wanton scent. “Head down, ass up a bit higher, little lady,” he groaned through a wobbly grin and reached over for his wallet on the nightstand. Flipping it open, he produced a shiny packet.
“Always prepared, I see,” Sam noted.
“If you’re referring to a Boy Scout, I’ve never been one of those.” Immediately, he ripped the foil packet open with his teeth before rolling it down over his steeled erection. “God, I can’t wait to taste you,” he said, bending over to circle her clit with his tongue, licking a trail from her vagina to her velvety bottom hole. After he rounded the silky rim slow and carefully, he spoke in a slow, gravelly tone. “Don’t you move until I’m done, girl.”
She sucked in a sharp gasp as her muscles fluttered. “Are you crazy? I’m not going to be able to stay still. You’re giving me the chills!”
“I’ve been dreaming about this sensuous ass for days and intend to give it all kinds of attention. Damn it, Sammie, just give me another minute while I get to know every inch of you,” he growled, kissing each smooth cheek before biting tenderly underneath in the sensitive crease. Savoring the moment, he rubbed his thick, silky crown over her soaked pussy, finally positioning himself inside. Slowly, she rocked back and forth encouraging him to seat himself fully.
“Please turn that beautiful face of yours. I want to see your eyes when I fuck you into the next world,” he whispered.
Compliantly, she peered over her shoulder at him. “My God, Pete. Deeper… I need you deep inside me.”
Moving his fingers, he rubbed her slick, bulbous clit while he drove his stiff cock in and out of her soaked sex with long rhythmic strides. Gasping, she nodded her head violently as he finally pressed his thumb down on her aching button. “Please don’t stop! I’m going to come now.”
“Let it go, Sammie girl. I’m comin’ with you.” With his hands holding firmly onto her hips, he gave one final thrust as her clitoris pulsed hard measured beats, and stilled right before his surging shaft exploded with a cadenced force into her hot depths.
When their chests stopped heaving, he carefully withdrew his softened penis and she unfolded her body to a side position on the mattress. Gently spooning behind her, his body warmth was a comforting sensation, and she drew in a deep cleansing breath before releasing an audible, satisfied sigh. After looking over her shoulder to gaze into his smiling green eyes, she returned to curl underneath his large strong arm. “Hmm, my first rodeo,” she joked.
His ribcage rumbled with a deep laugh as he laced his fingers in between hers. “Jesus. You are one wild filly from New York City.”
Instantly, she sprang upward to peer over at the clock on her nightstand. “My God, it’s almost midnight. Is it safe to assume Jessie’s sleeping at your brother’s place?”
“Trust me, darlin’, if things weren’t working out between them, they would’ve been bustin’ your door down by now.”
 
* * *
 
“This place is so cozy,” Jessie remarked as she and Trent finished off a short tour of his ranch home.
“It was our parents’ house, of course, but I’ve done some redecorating. I’m glad you like it, especially since you’ll be spending the night.”
“Don’t get your hopes up too high, I intend to do a lot of sleeping while I’m here,” she teased.
Rolling his eyes, he sighed. “Oh, thank God you do have a sense of humor,” he said, leading her into the living room. “If you’d like, I’ll start a fire and we can talk for a while.”
Jessie followed close behind his large stature. “I am tired, but that sounds awfully comfy.”
Grabbing some logs from the stone hearth, he placed them in the fireplace and lit a match, erupting a flame around the short stack of wood. “There, that should do it.”
Sitting down on the couch, she reveled in not only the flames before her, but also in the warmth of his body as he pulled her close to his burly chest.
“So, should I assume that you believe in a relationship where the man is dominant?”
“Okay, that came out of nowhere,” he said, backing up to meet her bright blue eyes.
“You threatened to spank me when we were in the barn. Remember?”
“Ahh, yes.” Trent’s lips thinned and his pupils dilated. “Some rules around here are dangerous to break.”
“And it sounds like you have plenty of consequences for breaking those rules…”
His head inclined toward hers. “You didn’t face consequences with your daddy when you were a little girl?”
Finding it difficult to respond, she gazed down at the hardwood floor. “Never. Although, sometimes I wish he had s-scolded me.” She was going to use the word ‘spanked,’ but was too embarrassed to even utter it.
Trent’s eyes sparkled with curiosity. “Because…?”
“I don’t know, maybe it would’ve shown that he loved me.”
“And is it possible that maybe you’d still like to feel as though someone cared enough to discipline you?”
Jessie leaned her head on his broad shoulder and sighed. “Why is such an astute man like you still single?”
“For one reason or another, my relationships just haven’t worked out, although most of them ended quite amicably. Living on a ranch isn’t for everybody, as you can only imagine.”
“At first, I didn’t think this type of vacation was going to be my cup of tea. But now, I’m finding it quite stimulating,” she joked.
His grin was wide as he raised an eyebrow. “Looks like I might not have to refund your money, after all.”
Jessie held her hand up in the air and returned the smile. “Hold it right there, cowboy, the jury’s still out on that one.”
“Is that the lawyer in you talking?”
“Whoa,” she said, recoiling. “I don’t remember mentioning what I did for a living.”
Trent laughed. “Honest, I wasn’t snooping. It was on the questionnaire that your sister submitted before coming here. We like to personalize the vacations as much as possible, and she filled out a personal profile on both of you.”
“Sammie is such a blabbermouth. So, what else did Miss Talking Barbie tell you?”
“That you’re coming off a rather bad relationship.”
She exhaled a long, cleansing breath. “God dammit. Wait until I get my hands on her tomorrow morning. I’m going to choke her until her eyeballs bulge.”
“Jess,” he scolded in a low tone. “That’s no way for a lady to talk…”
“Sorry, I forgot I’m sitting here with Mr. Rules.”
“Yep. I sure have lots of those,” he said as his eyes glittered. “And since I also have a sense of humor, this one last time, I’m going to give you a pass on the language. Come on, it’s late. Let’s get you settled in for the night.”
She followed him down the hall, used the bathroom, and put on a large T-shirt that he’d set out for her on the pillow. Sitting on the edge of the bed in his guest room, her short legs dangled over the side as she looked around the small area, and she wished she’d had a cellphone to call Sammie. And then a slight rap on the door abruptly interrupted her thoughts. “Are you dressed, Jess?”
“Yep. Come on in.”
Trent opened the heavy wood and peeked inside. “That shirt is way too big, but it was the softest thing I could find for you to wear. Now, let’s get you tucked in,” he said, strutting toward her.
“Are you kidding? You’re really going to tuck me in?” Her question was obviously rhetorical as she watched him lift the blue fuzzy blanket for her to crawl under.
“It can get a little chilly in here at night,” he advised, pulling the covers up underneath her chin. “There. Now you’re snug as a bug in a rug. So, is there anything else I can get you before I turn the light off?”
The tiny, childlike voice that erupted from her throat caught her by surprise. “I’m fine.”
He nodded, swiveled and took two quick steps before flicking the switch.
“Cowboy?”
His broad figure silhouetted against the dimly lit wall in the hall as he grabbed the doorknob and stuck his nose back into the room. “Yes?”
“Do you think Sammie is worried about me?”
“I’m sure my brother has assured her that you’re safe with me.”
“You’re probably right,” she agreed, nodding. “Thanks for taking me in tonight.”
Trent dipped his head and winked. “My pleasure. Sleep tight,” he said quietly, closing the door.
 
* * *
 
After waking up in a strange room, Jessie rolled over to stare at the illuminated alarm clock dial on the end table.
Jesus. It’s only 5:15, and I’m wide awake. What am I going to do here so early in the morning?
After shifting her eyes from one side to the other skeptically peeking out of the blanket, it was obvious that her brief contemplation would come to an abrupt end as the aroma of coffee brewing and bacon frying encouraged her to toss the covers. Making a pit stop in the bathroom before heading toward the kitchen, she rounded the corner and found her new handsome husky friend bent over the stove flipping some flapjacks.
“Good morning, sleepyhead. You must’ve slept well. You’re getting a late start today.”
“Are you kidding? It’s only five-thirty. Even when I’m working, I don’t get up this early.”
“Though this is a vacation ranch, there are still plenty of chores that Pete and I have to do around here. And we need to take advantage of as much sunlight as possible,” he said, turning on the oven to keep the pancakes warm. “But not without a good breakfast to get the day started.”
“Just coffee, please, I don’t eat breakfast,” she stated politely, attempting to stifle an incoming yawn.
Trent pursed his lips in disapproval as he poured coffee into a large cup for her. “Do you take cream and sugar?”
“Nope. Black is fine.”
After handing her the steaming mug, he walked over to the oven, flipped the hotcakes over onto a plate and picked up a few slices of cooked bacon. “Sit down, Jess while I get you some butter and I’m warming up the syrup…”
“But I just told you …”
“No buts, young lady. It’s going to be a long day, and you need to sit and eat a proper breakfast.”
“Imagine that. Another rule around here,” she mumbled under her breath along with a dramatic eye roll. Shuffling her way over to the table, Jessie finally sat down, took a sip of her coffee, and spread butter onto her pancakes before pouring a small amount of syrup on them. As she chewed the delicious, flaky delicacy, her face lit up. “Oh, my God, you can cook for me anytime, cowboy! These pancakes taste so fucking good!” she exclaimed, pointing her fork at the stack.
His eyes darkened as he spun around. “Excuse me? What did you say?”
Jessie instantly stopped chewing and swallowed hard, cupping a hand over her mouth. “Oops, I swore again. I’m really sorry.” Remembering his spanking threat, her brow wrinkled as she saw his lips whiten, forming a straight line. “You wouldn’t dare.” She put her sticky fork down onto the table as she watched him angle his head. “Would you?”
“You were warned, little lady,” he said, inching toward her.
“But that wouldn’t have happened if you hadn’t prepared this delicious breakfast,” she defended, scrambling for a last-minute, logical debate. “Jesus! Can’t we talk about this?”
No sooner had Jessie’s last words escaped from her throat, her jaw dropped in disbelief as he stood in front of her, closing the distance between them. Instantly she jumped up, but he was quicker, securing his arm around her waist as he promptly sat down on a chair and flung her across his knees. “How many times do we need to discuss the fact that your language is not acceptable?” he asked while placing her backside in a prominent position. “You know where I stand on that subject, and why you’re about to have your bottom toasted.”
In a split second, his nimble fingers eased her white T-shirt upward, right before his large hand down came crashing down across the center of her pink panty-clad rear end.
“Oh, my God, that hurts! Please don’t do that. I promise to watch my language from now on!” she pleaded through clenched teeth. Though she’d never been so embarrassed in her life, there was something seductive about being in his control, and her heart skipped a beat as a shameful desire curled deep in her core.
Obviously, Trent was paying no attention to her melodramatic pleas. Instead, as he raised one leg to tip her ass up higher, the elastic on her cotton panties rose while his palm connected with the lower half of each bright pink, protruding globe.
“Hey!” she screeched, trying to pull the soft fabric down over her bottom. “That’s not fair.”
“Move that hand this minute, or I’ll shuck your underpants down,” he warned, patiently waiting for her to comply before highlighting his next words in a strict tone. “Right now, young lady.”
“But you can see my…”
Trent’s husky voice lowered a notch. “Yes, I’m totally aware of what’s reddening in front of me.”
Good Lord. He’s watching my sizzling cheeks poke out of my panties!
As the fiery burn spread across her skin from his unyielding palm, Jessie’s eyes brimmed with tears of embarrassment, and she writhed and wiggled trying to get free from his strong grip.
“Please stop,” she begged. “It hurts! My God. That hurts!”
“I’m sure it does, and I hope your spankin’ was memorable,” he scolded, landing a few more brisk swats onto her rosy ass before smoothing and patting the tender inflamed area.
There was something oddly erotic about being bent over his rock-hard thighs and she basked in the feel of his strong hand caressing her stinging behind. As she sniffed back the tears and her ragged breathing returned to normal, he sat her down on his lap while straightening the moist gusset of her underpants into place.
“And the next time you break the rules, missy, those panties will be dangling from your ankles while your pretty bright red bottom is prominently displayed in that corner. Am I making myself clear?”
Gazing through blurry vision at the floor, she listened to his warning as he tucked her head under his strong bristly jaw before his voice changed from strict and staccato to a tone that was low and inviting. “It’s embarrassing for a grown woman to be spanked like a little girl, isn’t it?”
Jessie’s thoughts were whirling in her brain as she tried to compose herself, knowing that the heady scent of her arousal was in the air. “I’m just not sure what to make of all of this,” she finally said in small, high-pitched voice.
Smiling, he drew her into his brawny chest and gave her a loving squeeze. “‘Yes, sir’ would also be an acceptable answer.”
“Yes, sir,” she parroted, wondering how she was ever going to be able to look this man in the eyes again.
“Do you have a middle name, Jessie Woods?”
“My given name is Jessica Nicole,” she managed, wiping a stray tear from her heated cheek with the heel of her hand. “You mean my sister didn’t fill in that part of the profile?”
His eyes glittered as he cracked a smile. “Even a sore fanny doesn’t seem to dull that spunk of yours,” he said, threading his fingers through her silky hair as he kissed the top of her head. “What a beautiful name for such a beautiful girl …”
The sound of a key in the back door interrupted their thoughts. Startled, she stared up at him and yanked the T-shirt down to her knees.
“Uh-oh,” he muttered under his breath. “It looks like we have company. Why don’t you go splash some cold water on your face, sweet pea?”
Nodding, she jumped off his lap and made a dash down the hallway without saying a word.
“Good morning! Is anybody home?” Pete yelled in a clear, crisp voice as he and Sammie sailed through the doorway.
Trent stifled a grin as he pulled a tray of pancakes from the oven. “I’m in the kitchen and just rustled up a hot breakfast. Have you eaten?”
“Nice place you have,” Sammie complimented, pivoting around. “And please tell me my sister slept here last night. We probably shouldn’t have assumed that she was with you…”
Jessie walked into the kitchen, crossing her arms. “Well, it’s a fine time for your concern, my darling sister,” she mumbled facetiously, throwing an eye toward Trent. “Good thing this cowboy was with me when we came upon your Do Not Disturb sign. Homemade, classy, and quite original, I might add. Too bad you didn’t have any crayons—it would’ve been a nice touch.”
“Sorry about that. I guess we got carried away…”
“I knew my older and much wiser brother would take good care of you. Hey, check out this spread, Sammie,” Pete said, rubbing his hands, walking over to the stove. “Shall I set the table for two more, or are we overstaying our welcome?”
Trent’s smile was wide. “Of course, you can stay. Hand me a couple of plates and I’ll fill them for you.”
“Your face is a little puffy this morning,” Sammie whispered, closely assessing her sister’s skin. “Did you eat too much salt last night, or did he finally make good on his spanking threat?”
As Jessie’s nose pressed against her sister’s, she narrowed her eyes into slits. “Sit down, eat your damn pancakes, and I’ll explain later,” she mumbled through clenched teeth.



Chapter Five
 
 
Tapping his foot impatiently on the polished floor, Ben Levy waited for his duffle bag to come down the turnstile.
For God’s sake. Did Jessie really have to run off like that?
Looking up at the overhead baggage display, he suddenly realized that his bag was now arriving at a different location.
Fucking airlines! There’s nothing I hate more than flying!
Swerving his head around, he instantly took notice of several other people grumbling at the inconvenience, and together, like a bunch of zombies, he and the rest of the malcontents trailed down to Baggage Claim Area Three. After spying a row of open seats, Ben decided to plunk himself down to wait until the damn thing started to turn.
This must be what purgatory feels like.
With the hope of discouraging anyone from sitting next to him, he threw his long arms around the empty seats on either side of the maroon vinyl chairs and proceeded to stare outside the large picture window in front of him. Watching the waves of heat emanating from the pavement, he marveled at how hot it was outside.
Why on earth would Jessie want to come all the way across the country to some fucking make-believe horse ranch? Her cunt of a sister must have arranged this vacation in hell, just so she could get her away from me!
Gazing down at his arm, he admired his colorful sleeve tattoo with a skull prominently displayed at the top. It was quite a work of art, and he loved showing it off.
I can’t wait to whisk my girl away to a white sandy beach for some blazing hot sex. Did Jessie really think I’d give up on her that easily?
Ben was six feet tall, boyishly handsome, and weighed in at one hundred seventy-five pounds. With sandy hair and copper brown eyes, there weren’t too many women who could resist the well-built muscular owner/instructor at the local Cross Fit gym. Jessie didn’t share his obsession with fitness, but she always took good care of herself, and Ben had spotted her immediately in a class that he’d taught.
Man, she was a fine-looking chick with one hell of a body.
Setting aside his physical admiration, there was also something alluring about her that he hadn’t quite put his finger on in the beginning. It seemed she possessed an inner innocence that went against the grain of her tough as nails exterior, and he had decided to make it his business to find out what made her tick. After a few classes and plenty of individual attention on his part, they developed a casual friendship, and when the time was right, he finally asked Jessie out to dinner.
After a few weeks, Sam started to attend his classes, and it was obvious she didn’t like him from the get-go, but he never understood why. In his mind, he figured either his career wasn’t upscale enough for her, or perhaps she was just jealous of her twin sister and wanted him for herself. Either way, when introducing him for the first time, Jessie presented Ben as her boyfriend, and he
grinned at the memory, but the corners of his mouth eventually curved downward as he also remembered the proverbial shit finally hitting the fan.
The problem started when a new student had joined one of his classes. At first, he hadn’t paid much attention to her—after all, Jessie was taking the same class and he didn’t want to get caught leering at the new woman. But each Wednesday, there she was, front and center, and Claudia was gorgeous. The tall, sexy woman had beautiful Mediterranean features that highlighted her Italian descent
and her full, buxom chest seemed to be getting closer to his face with every lesson.
He knew it wasn’t his imagination, the woman was practically throwing herself at him, and to make matters worse, she lived nearby.
One afternoon when Jessie was absent from class, Claudia persuaded him to come see her apartment.
As they walked the short distance to her place, a little voice in his head kept telling him to turn around, but he was never good at listening to his conscience. And neither was his fevered cock.
When they reached her apartment door, she put the key into her lock and without any warning, whipped around, threw her arms around his neck and planted a firm, full kiss on his mouth. Struggling to find the doorknob while in that position, she finally opened her door and dragged him inside, never once retreating from their locked lips. After closing the door behind them, she curled her dark, polished index finger, enticing him to follow her to the bedroom, shattering any last shred of his willpower. As they approached the large unmade bed, Claudia pushed him backward, lifted her black spandex workout shirt up over her head, and unhooked her sports bra. His jaw dropped in awe and delight as he watched her heavy breasts bounce freely, just before he lost all control of his lecherous mind.
For the next hour, they fucked like animals in the wild, and it felt good to get that lust for his new student out of his system. After all their urges were finally satisfied, she casually walked him down to the street level, and they ended their brief time together with a smoldering final kiss. Unfortunately, Jessie’s sister had been making her way to the gym and spotted them together, sucking tongues. Realizing they were being watched, he peeked over Claudia’s shoulder, pushed her aside, and broke out into a sprint, dodging oncoming traffic to run after Sam. Out of breath, he finally caught up to her wanting to explain what she’d seen, but all she did was flip him the finger and storm off. Surely, that bitch wasn’t going to keep this to herself, and his relationship with Jessie was eternally doomed. The next day, he certainly expected to get the cold shoulder from them in class, but worse than that, they were no-shows. Forever.
He had called and sent texts to Jessie for days. At first, she had ignored his efforts, but finally answered with abrupt words. The cunt had issued a restraining order against him! All he wanted was to present his case and was determined to have his day in court, so to speak. He was not used to being ignored—and her ridiculous legal tantrum was inexcusable. Who did Ms. Highfalutin think she was, anyway? Everyone made mistakes in their life, and he was determined to be forgiven. Come hell or high water.
Hearing a loud buzzer, he shook his head as if to break his mind from the trance, and glanced up as luggage started to tumble onto the revolving turnstile. Spotting his black bag, he shoved an elderly couple out of his way, grabbed it and checked the ID tag twice,
just to make sure it was his. Damn! His nerves were getting the best of him, and the OCD he lived with was obviously alive and well.
Ben moved off to the side and hesitated, trying to collect his thoughts. Here he was in Tucson and needed a plan. It was a miracle that he even knew where they were. Jessie had blabbed to her friend at work about where she was going, and as luck would have it, the woman happened to be an old buddy of Claudia’s.
Small world and all that, right?
Having the name of the ‘resort’ made it easy to Google, and after checking it out online, he found that it was owned by a couple of lame-looking cowboy brothers, wearing ridiculous black Stetson hats.
Jesus. Everyone knows that these dude ranches aren’t owned by ‘real cowboys.’
He smirked, thinking about how his Jessie would truly detest such an environment. If he’d learned one thing about her, he knew she wanted to be treated like a princess and he had hopes of whisking her away from such a miserable spot in the desert to a five-star resort that would win back her heart. Yep, he was going to be the white knight on the horse, and he’d take her away from this hot hell-hole filled with dust, snakes, and God only knows what else.
With his daydream of rescuing Jessie complete, he cracked his knuckles and pulled his cellphone from his pocket to locate an Uber app.
“Don’t worry, my little darlin’,” he said, his Western accent heavy and facetious. “After a night in a local motel, your Prince Charmin’ will be checking into the XR Dude Ranch tomorrow mornin’.”



Chapter Six
 
 
“Just how serious do you think this is getting between Sammie and Pete?” Jessie slyly asked as she and Trent stood side by side washing and drying dishes together in the large kitchen of his ranch house.
“Since you’re both her sister and confidant, I’d assume you’d know exactly how she feels about my brother. So, is this casual conversation, or are you trying to extract secret double-knot spy information from me about how he feels about her?”
“At first I thought her attraction to him might’ve been the result of reading too many erotic cowboy romances,” Jessie admitted through a wobbly smile, placing the clean cutlery back in the drawer. “But now I’m starting to believe that she’s really falling for him, and I don’t want to see her get hurt.”
Trent carefully placed the last bowl in his plastic dish drainer and filled a large crusty pot with soapy water to soak. “Don’t you think it would be best if we stayed out of their business? The last time we left them, they seemed to be getting along just fine and were happy as clams in each other’s company. But I have a much bigger concern right now, kitten. Can I share what’s on my mind?” he asked, taking the red plaid gingham dishtowel from her to dry his hands.
After gulping, her shoulders raised. “Sure, go ahead,” she mumbled, her voice filled with trepidation.
“You didn’t eat much of your dinner. Was the chili too spicy for you, or are you on a diet?”
Jessie sighed a heavy breath of relief, thankful that it wasn’t a personal question about her failed relationship with Ben. “Trust me, it’s difficult to watch my weight when Sam’s around. She loves to eat and gets all upset when I deprive myself. And speaking of food, I’m not an expert on chili, but shouldn’t there have been beans in it, cowboy?”
“Ahh, the great bean debate goes on,” he said through a wide grin. “I like it with and without kidney beans, but to be safe, I decided to forgo them in case you weren’t a fan of legumes. Anyway, to me, it’s all about the spice. If it’s not spicy, I can’t call it chili con carne.” He tightened his lips and swatted her lush buttocks with his large palm. “Come on, we both know that all this banter about beans isn’t really what’s troubling us. Is there something important on your mind that you’re not sharing?”
“Ow! Was that supposed to be playful?” she yelped, pivoting to face him, her hands reaching back to rub her stinging behind. “Jesus, was that your hand or a paddle?”
“Look, whatever went on between you and your ex is your business, and if the time comes that you want to talk about it, I’ll be here to listen. But don’t even think about lying to me because I already know that you’d threatened him with a restraining order before you left New York.”
Her eyes hooded as she crossed her arms. “Sammie’s mouth obviously overflowed again. For God’s sake, when have you two had that much time alone for her to spill that kind of information?”
“She didn’t tell me. My brother is sleeping with her, remember?”
Jessie’s lips pursed. “Right. My sister with the loose tongue.”
“I don’t want to spoil our night with conversation about your ex-boyfriend. But if he causes you any more trouble, I want to know. Understand?”
She lowered her head and stared at the floor. “You want the truth?”
“I do…”
“I’ve been checking my phone at the end of each day, and I already heard from Ben a couple of times this week.”
Trent cupped her chin in his large hand. “And…”
“He wants to get back together. To be honest, he said he’s not taking no for an answer, and I’m a little nervous that he’ll come looking for me.”
He tilted her face to meet his hazel-green eyes. “The man sounds like a bully, and I don’t like what I’m hearing. But you know, you’re safe here.”
“I can’t hide out on this ranch forever…”
“You aren’t hiding out, you’re supposed to be enjoying yourself on vacation. And right now, you seem tired, kiddo. How about if we change your mood a bit before we turn out the lights?”
Her head angled to the side. “What are you suggesting, cowboy?”
“I’m thinking you need some old-fashioned relaxation. I could read to you. Has anyone ever read a story to you before bed?”
Jessie’s eyelashes lowered. “No. Not in the house I grew up in.”
“Well then, I believe you might be in for a treat. Get cozy under the covers, and I’ll be right back with a good mystery.”
“My God, you own a Kindle, cowboy? I’m impressed.”
“I do, my sweet sassy girl, but tonight I’m going to read to you from a real book that is printed on paper and has a glossy hard cover. You know, just like we used to own in the olden days,” he joked in a Western accent.
 
* * *
 
“Can’t you make up a story instead of reading one?” Jessie nagged, pulling on the hem of his denim shirt as he stood beside the bed.
Trent sighed and arched a brow at her before putting the book down on the end table. “Okay, but let me think about this for a minute,” he said, sitting on the edge of the mattress while rolling up his sleeves.
She giggled and leaned forward onto her elbows. “You look like a stern daddy when your eyebrow shoots up like that.”
“Let’s get you snug under the covers, and I’ll start the story. Would you like it to be a historical cowboy tale?” he asked, helping Jessie get comfortable, fluffing a pillow behind her.
“That’s fine, but don’t make it scary,” she implored, taking his hand, guiding him onto the bed next to her.
“I understand, sweetie, it seems you’ve had enough creepy events in real life.” He pursed his lips and put a finger to the dimple in his chin. “Let’s see. Once upon a time, there was a naughty little girl named Jessie who needed a spankin’ almost every day.”
She narrowed her eyes and crossed her arms. “I don’t think I’m going to be amused by this one.”
“Now, now, you can’t give opinions until you’ve heard the plot.” His eyes sparkled, watching her squirm under the covers.
“Did Jessie have a last name?” she asked, tilting her head to the side.
“This beautiful woman didn’t need one. She was famous and everyone knew her.”
“Like Cher and Pink?” she asked enthusiastically.
“Yep, just like them, sweet pea. But she was an attorney, not a singer and she lived on a ranch in Arizona with her daddy.”
“All attorneys have last names. This doesn’t sound like a realistic story.”
“That’s why they call it historical fiction,” Trent whispered before clearing his throat, trying to look serious. “Jessica Nicole Woods, if you don’t listen quietly, Daddy can’t concentrate on making up the tale.”
She rolled her eyes.
“Let’s see. Jessie was respected by everyone who worked on the ranch, but she doubted their affection and would do naughty things to get their attention. Unfortunately, her daddy would have to take her across his knee and give her bottom a good spankin’, so she would know how much he cared about her.”
“What kind of things did she do?”
“Sometimes she would say bad words or roll her eyes disrespectfully.”
Jessie paused and instantly regretted rolling her eyes earlier. “Did her daddy ever let her misbehavior slide?”
“Sometimes, but he felt it was important for her to know how much she was cherished.” He winked and gently raised her chin with one finger to bring her face closer.
“Just like I wished my father would’ve treated me?”
“Exactly, sugar. But now I’m here to make sure you feel safe and loved.”
“Is that the end of the story? It’s kind of light in the plot.” She lifted her shoulders and sighed dramatically.
Reaching over to his nightstand, he pulled open the drawer and removed a hairbrush. While tapping the flat, square end on his palm, he stared into Jessie’s eyes and watched her pupils dilate. “I’m not sure how riveting this storyline can get, but your daddy’s willing to make it much more realistic if his naughty little girl thinks it’s necessary.”
She gulped. “Maybe next time we should read a Nancy Drew mystery.”
“I think your blatant disrespect earned a few swats on that little fanny of yours.”
Jessie crossed her eyes. “Don’t you have a funny bone, Daddy?”
“My sense of humor is just fine, thank you. But I have the feeling my little one’s bottom needs some attention right now. Let’s get this over with, so we can go to sleep. You’ll feel much better in the morning. Get into position, please.” His tone was low and composed.
She looked at him with an incredulous expression. “But you already spanked me today…”
“Do you want to find out what happens if I have to ask twice, Jessica Nicole?” he warned in a stern tone.
Crawling across his muscular thighs, she submissively lifted her ass as her cheek rested against the cool fitted sheet.
He raised her cotton nightgown and patted her backside. “This is how naughty little girls get punished by their daddy.” After picking up the brush, he smacked each side of her wiggling rump.
“Ow! Come on, that hurts!”
“Maybe you should be more respectful to your daddy when he offers to tell a story even though he’s tired from working on a ranch all day.” He swatted her a second time with the brush and watched as a matching pinkish hue formed on each globe.
“I’m sorry, Daddy. Can I have a hug, please?” she asked, waving her buttocks to rid herself of the burn. When his head bobbed up and down once, she rubbed her stinging hind end and crawled into his strong arms.
“Did that help with your mood, my sweetheart?” He kissed the top of her head and smiled.
“You know me too well.”
“A good daddy always knows when his baby girl needs undivided attention.”
 
* * *
 
With eyes flashing wide open, Jessie’s breathing was labored and uneven as her heart pounded relentless beats inside her chest. Confused, she wondered if she’d just had a nightmare, or if someone was really trying to break into Trent’s ranch house. Either way, she must’ve screamed, because the next sound she heard was his heavy footsteps padding down the hall.
After turning on the hall light, he rushed into the room and gently lifted her in his arms. “What’s the matter, kitten?”
Peering up into the ribbons of green and brown in his caring eyes, she swallowed a lump in her dry throat, desperately trying to calm down. “Didn’t you hear someone trying to break in?”
“I think you were dreaming, cookie. I’m sleeping in the bedroom closest to the front door, and I didn’t hear a thing.”
Burying her head into his warm neck, her cheeks reddened with embarrassment. “Oh, my God… Am I going crazy? I thought…”
“Hey, hey, don’t be so hard on yourself. There’s always a possibility that there was a stray animal out there. Remember, I’ve lived here a long time and I’m used to hearing things bumping against my door in the middle of the night.”
“Even in my sleep I hoped it was a nightmare, but after hearing from Ben again yesterday, I was afraid that he might’ve jumped on a plane to come and find me. Do you think I’m being silly?” She took a moment to study his face. With his hair tousled and the dark stubble along his strong jaw pronounced, he looked magnificent.
“No, his text worried me too. There was something strange about it,” he said, pausing to choose his next words carefully. “Honestly, I’m happy when Pete sleeps with Sammie, so I can be closer to you. It bothers me when you’re not with me at night.”
“Could you please sleep in here with me? I promise not to be any trouble,” she uttered in a shy manner, her eyelashes lowering.
“I’m not sure that’s such a good idea,” he responded with a slight wink.
“Please!” she begged with tears in her eyes. “I’m scared, Trent.”
He tipped her chin with one strong finger and spoke in a firm, direct voice. “We’ve already been over this, Jess, remember? Your home is in Manhattan, and mine is out on a ranch in the middle of nowhere,” he said, his demeanor gentle and soothing. “We enjoy being close to each other, but sleeping together is another story. Long-distance relationships statistically don’t last long, and in case you’ve forgotten, you’re much younger than I am…”
“I don’t care about the statistics, or the difference in our ages. My God, I feel so safe with you. Even when you’re strict with me… even when you scold me.” As tears rimmed her sad eyes, Jessie knew her words sounded more like a little girl’s than those of a respected trial attorney, but just didn’t care at that moment.
“Jessica Nicole, my sweet darlin’…” There was a gravelly lust in his tone, his Western accent thick with a desire that she hadn’t heard before. And then he tilted her face up and kissed her, softly at first before fully capturing her mouth, his tongue tasting hers as his callused thumb swiped her hardened nipple through the thin cotton fabric.
“Please. You know we need each other.” Jessie’s breath caught in her throat, her voice barely audible.
“There’s not a condom in this house. I didn’t want to seem over-prepared…”
“It’s okay. I never went off the pill…”
A low growl came from deep within him as Trent stretched his back and yanked his white T-shirt over his head. After tossing it on the floor, he shoved down his gray sweatpants and promptly stepped out of them. The dim bulb from the hallway allowed her just enough light to see the hunger in his countenance.
Grasping the bottom of Jessie’s nightgown, he inched it upward and sat down on the bed. “This isn’t a game, darlin’. You’re going to be mine now,” he said in a clear tone, his hazel-green eyes darkening as they bored directly into hers.
“I can’t wait to be yours,” she answered in a whisper before his mouth descended onto hers with a fevered, possessive kiss.
Easing her backward, he separated her legs with one knee and cupped her soaked sex with his large palm. Pressing a thick digit in between the swollen, wanton lips of her pussy, he teased her slippery clit with a fingertip and watched her eyes close as she reveled in his velvety touch, grinding herself against him as he thrust deep into her cunny. With her cheek rubbing onto the mattress and her hips bucking, begging for more, she fervently urged his finger to go deeper. The distinct aroma of her arousal was heavy in the air as her juices flowed mightily and finally, her knees bent upward, lifting her bottom off the bed. Even in the softly lit room, she could see the edges of his mouth curve slightly as the tip of his finger lightly brushed over her tight rosebud.
“Ahhh.” Though it was embarrassing to admit, she loved being touched there, and her body stiffened as he lightly pushed the pad of his thumb into her snug anus.
“I want this naughty hole to be mine, too,” he whispered, pulling backward. “Not now, but soon, my sexy kitten.”
Inhaling a shuddering breath, she watched with hungry eyes as he stroked his rigid, reddened shaft.
“It feels like you’re ready for me to be inside you, precious girl.” Spreading her thighs with his sturdy warm hands, he rubbed his stiff penis up and down her wet entrance while closing his lips around her engorged rigid nipple to lick and gently suck. He shifted his mouth to her other breast, and a chill jolted straight to her clenching womb as his thumb returned to tickle her tender rosette. Trent’s pupils dilated watching her face radiate with a mixed cocktail of embarrassment and arousal.
“What else turns my baby doll on?” he whispered.
“Oh, God. I fucking need you inside me right now!” she moaned.
“Manners,” he chided in a low tone, slowly stroking the long line of her neck with the tip of his finger. “I want you to ask like a polite little lady.”
“Please fuck me into the next world, cowboy,” she begged, arching her back, her clit fluttering with need, her pussy pulsing in anticipation.
 
* * *
 
With the agility of a large cat, he moved quickly, taking hold of her wrists to pull her arms straight out to each side. With feral dark eyes locked onto hers, he needed her to know how serious this was for him. He wasn’t a man who plotted strategies to get women into his bed. His feelings for her were genuine, and she was about to become his.
Positioning his erection at the entrance of the swollen slit of her sex, he watched as Jessie’s legs spread wide and her hips tipped upward, begging him to sink into the depths of her hot, soaked core. After lifting his face to gaze into her eyes, Trent’s lips finally seared onto hers with a possessive passion, his thick penis edging forward into her tight capsule with strokes building slow and deliberately. His strides became steady and deep as he seated himself completely, again and again, while her moans morphed into groans until he felt her clench and pulse around him. He watched with lustful eyes as she finally threw her head back, and as her hips rotated, he felt the friction of her throbbing cunt rubbing mercilessly against him. Thrusting into her one final time, his pelvis pressed firmly against hers, and he shuddered as she squeezed convulsively around his hard, surging cock.
Inhaling breaths of gasping completion, she smiled as her eyelashes flashed open, and as they stared at each other lovingly, his heavy seed pulsed deep inside her. In silence, she waited patiently until he softened within her drenched cunny, and as he kissed her nose, she couldn’t help but smile.
“So how does it feel to be one with your man?” he asked, the edges of his eyes crinkling as he returned the genuine smile.
“Like I died and went to ranch heaven,” she joked in a whisper, wrapping her arms tightly around his burly warm body.
His brow wrinkled as he kissed her forehead. “Was I too rough, counselor?”
“Uh-uh. I like it like that, cowboy.”



Chapter Seven
 
 
Walking through a pair of oak doors that opened into a rustic lobby, he noticed a large stone fireplace off to the side.
I hope to God the idiots who own this place aren’t going to burn a fire in there tonight. It’s going to be at least a hundred degrees today.
As he approached the front desk, standing behind the counter was a blonde receptionist donning a white-brimmed cowboy hat and a name tag that identified her as Karen. She flashed a broad, toothy grin in his direction as he reached into his back pocket for his wallet.
“Welcome to the XR Ranch, are you here to check in, sir?”
“Yep. Ben Levy is my name.”
Karen typed some information into her computer station and stared at the screen. “Yes, sir, Mr. Levy, we have your reservation here for just three nights, is that correct?”
He nodded as she tilted her head and continued with light conversation. “That’s not really enough time to enjoy everything this ranch has to offer. Are you sure you wouldn’t like to extend your stay a few more days?”
His glare was intense and unsettling. “No. That will be just enough time for me, thank you.”
Karen sighed. “Okay then, three nights it is,” she said before returning to type on her keyboard.
He leaned an elbow on the desk and twisted at the waist to take in the unfamiliar surroundings. Pivoting on his heels, he noticed a large painting above the mantel of the fireplace that featured an older couple. Walking closer, he zeroed in on the inscribed gold plaque: Mac and Kate Reynolds. Ben scoffed at the portrait before turning to have another glimpse at the receptionist who was still typing. After sauntering back to the desk, he impatiently tapped long fingers on the wooden surface while his eyes spied another framed picture. This one was of two young boys wearing cowboy hats, and there was a small tile underneath that identified them as Trent and Pete Reynolds.
Ah, they must be the moronic owners.
Looking off to the side, he spotted a large man dressed in jeans and a denim shirt bending over a counter sorting through some mail who resembled one of the boys in the photo.
“Mr. Levy, here is the key to cabin number thirteen,” Karen stated, pulling a map out from underneath the counter. “You’re here,” she continued, circling the gray building on the map with her marker. “Now, if you follow this road just about two hundred yards, your place is there on the right.” He watched intently as she drew a black line from the reception lodge to his cabin. “Shall I have Jake, one of our ranch hands, help with your luggage and get you settled in?”
Ben reached for his bag and jutted his hand up in the air. “I’d rather find it on my own,” he snapped.
Karen’s grin was crooked as she slid his key across the counter. “I hope you enjoy your stay with us, Mr. Levy. Oh and by the way, we prefer that you leave your cellphone and laptop here at the front desk.”
His eyes narrowed and blazed with indignation. “What did you just say?”
“We think being without your technology helps with the experience. Things like that didn’t exist in the Old West, and we want our guests to enjoy the full flavor of their visit. If you remember, it was spelled out on our website when you booked your reservation. But don’t worry, you can always retrieve your belongings right here in the lobby, should the need arise. We just ask that you return them the next time you pass by our entrance.”
“I don’t have a laptop,” he lied, reluctantly handing her his smartphone. Ben began to walk away, then abruptly turned toward the desk to face Karen. “Ah, excuse me, miss.”
“Yes, Mr. Levy?”
“I’m scheduled to meet up with a couple of friends, Jessie and Samantha Woods, and was wondering if you could tell me their cabin number.”
Karen reengaged with her terminal. “Yes, sir. They’re here, but I’m not at liberty to give out that type of information. If you’d like, I can send a messenger to tell them you’re here.”
He motioned her off with one hand. “Don’t bother. I’ll find them on my own.” Sneering inwardly, he started back toward the front doors and exited.
After busying herself with some of her other duties, Pete Reynolds walked up behind her. “Did I hear that man’s name is Ben Levy?”
“Yes, sir, do you know him?”
Pete’s eyes darted toward the front window and watched as the arrogant man rolled his luggage down the road toward his cabin. “No, but the name is familiar.”
 
* * *
 
Pete set a bottle of Dos Equis down on the table next to the chaise lounge. “Whew, you’re lookin’ mighty hot in that black swimsuit, girl. I’m surprised you’re not surrounded by a herd of cowboys.”
Peering over her Dolce & Gabbana tortoiseshell sunglasses, Sam displayed a long, exaggerated eye roll. “That’s probably because they’re all out roping cattle,” she joked, gazing into his emerald green eyes. “Now, if you’ll forgive me, I think I’ve baked enough on this side.” As she turned over, Pete sat down next to her and gave her half-covered backside a swift swat. “I hope you’ve slathered on plenty of SPF fifty sunblock because you’re not accustomed to the strong rays we have down here,” he warned.
Sam rubbed a hand over her smarting hind end, before twisting her heated face to the side. “Before you applied that love pat to my ass, there wasn’t any red on my skin,” she retorted in a matter-of-fact tone.
Pete gave her a discerning gaze and sighed before signaling one of the lifeguards. “Throw me some sunscreen, my man.” After catching a tube of lotion in his hands, his voice lowered a notch. “Here, young lady, let me put this on for you.”
Her head immediately whirled in his direction. “I don’t remember anyone appointing you as my daddy.”
He angled his mouth close to her ear. “Cut the sass and don’t argue with me. You’re not used to the intense sun here in the West,” he whispered before his lips curved upward. “You know, you’re not too old for a spankin’ over my lap. And I’ll bet everyone at this pool would just love to watch…”
Though the threat made her blush with embarrassment, Sam’s heart skipped a couple of beats at the idea of being taken across his muscular thighs. “Go ahead and lather me up,” she uttered quietly.
“Well, well, well. Is that flushed face from the heat, or the thought of a good ol’-fashioned bottom warming?” he asked, his eyes sparkling at the possibility of tanning her bare hide while caressing the back of her thighs.
“Should I feel special, or do you give all your guests this kind of undivided attention?” she countered, reaching for her bottle of beer on the table.
Trying to hide his smile, Pete lowered the brim of his hat before applying the thin lotion to her soft shoulders. “It’s been a long time since I’ve kept company with such a special lady.”
Planting the cold beer bottle up against her cheekbone, Sam carefully turned over. “Damn, it’s hot out here. Your body must be melting in that denim shirt and those stiff jeans,” she said, checking out his physique with a wide grin. “Tell me, cowboy, are you here to enjoy my company, or were you appointed as my guardian angel for the day?”
“Honestly, something happened this morning that unsettled me a bit,” Pete admitted, darting his dark eyes around the pool.
She waved her hand dismissingly. “My big, strong cowboy is nervous? Surely you jest.”
“This is not the time for a cheeky attitude, missy,” he scolded, shaking a stern finger in her direction.
Sam’s head slowly turned as she lowered her sunglasses to meet his eyes. “Tell me what’s going on.”
His back straightened as he crossed his arms. “That Ben Levy fellow you mentioned the other night. What does he look like?”
Sam abruptly sat up in her seat. “Jesus. Why do you ask?”
“About a half hour ago, a man with the same name checked into the front desk.”
“That wackadoodle is here? Are you sure?”
“I happened to be in the reception area when he signed in.”
Grabbing Pete’s large forearm, she pulled him closer. “There are probably hundreds of men in this country named Ben Levy, right? Wait. Do you have security footage of people checking in? Maybe I can sneak a peek just to make sure it’s him.”
“Besides it being illegal for me to show you that video, I don’t think it’s going to be necessary.”
Sam pivoted on the chair and put both feet on the ground as she nervously grabbed his hand. “Did you get a look at his arm?”
He inclined his head. “It was decorated in a colorful sleeve tattoo. And there was a large skull at the top of it. Does that ring a bell?”
She cupped her hands around her heated cheeks. “Shit. I can’t believe he’s here.”
“My receptionist sensed a bit of an attitude from him, especially when he asked about you and Jessie. He said y’all were friends.”
“Friends we are not. He scared my sister out of her mind, and I’m not going to let him do that ever again.”
Pete took his hat off, fanned his face, and swiped his brow with the heel of his hand. “So, what’s the background on him?”
“I caught the bastard cheating on her. One night on my way to the gym he owns, I saw him thrust his big, ugly tongue down some other woman’s throat. He wanted to explain, but do you think an explanation was really necessary?” Sam started to pack her things into a large tote. “Maybe Jessie and I should just head back to New York.”
“Whoa, hold on there,” Pete objected, taking her hand in his. “Quite frankly, I’m a little disappointed that you don’t have trust in me or my brother. We’d never let anything ever happen to either of you.”
She sat in silence for a moment. “Of course, we trust you, but I brought Jessie all the way to Arizona so she could get away from that slime ball. I just can’t believe he found us.”
Pete sat down next to her and gave her thigh a tender squeeze. “Sam, listen to me,” he said, raising her chin to make eye contact. “Jessie will be just fine. Trent and I will make sure of it.”
“You can’t be by her side twenty-four hours a day,” she protested, peering into his dark green eyes.
“I checked his reservation, and he’s only scheduled to be here for three days.”
Her teeth worried her bottom lip. “How am I going to tell my sister about this?”
“Tell me about what?” Jessie asked as she approached from behind.
“H-He’s here,” Sam stuttered, whirling her head around.
“Who’s here? What’s going on?” Jessie bit out, her eyes darting back and forth between the two of them. “Someone please talk to me.”
Pete’s strong fingers slid through his wavy dark brown hair. “It seems your ex has shown up on our doorstep.”
Jessie’s face swerved to meet her sister’s. “Jesus. Are you sure? How’s that possible?”
“Pete was in the lobby when he checked in. I hoped that their new visitor was not the same man we all know and hate, but then he described that tattoo on Ben’s arm. By any chance, did you spill to your administrative assistant where we were going?”
“Jesus. It never occurred to me that she’d tell anyone.”
Sam’s brow furrowed as she narrowed her eyes. “And you call me Chatty Cathy,” she mumbled. “Maybe she’s his new girl. He probably picks up someone new to fuck every week.”
“Language,” Pete growled, tilting his head to glower at her.
“How come I didn’t get an invite to this meeting?” Trent joked, approaching with outstretched hands.
Pete stood ramrod straight and crossed his arms. “Brother, we have a situation on our hands.”



Chapter Eight
 
 
Trent pulled a chair out for Jessie to sit at his kitchen table. “Would you like an iced tea? I just brewed a fresh pot this morning.”
“I’d rather have a dry martini with two olives, if you don’t mind.”
“Come on, do you really think that drinking vodka at two in the afternoon will solve anything?”
“It’s five o’clock in New York,” she retorted through pursed lips.
“Touché. But while we’re here in Arizona, my suggestion would be to table the attitude. Have you forgotten the spankin’ you received on the trail ride yesterday because of your blood-curdling scream? Believe me, I don’t need any extra encouragement to warm that lovely bottom of yours.”
Jessie leaned her crossed arms onto the table and dropped her head. “Sam and I should’ve gone to Hawaii. Ben would’ve been too cheap to travel that far.”
After filling a couple of tall glasses with ice, Trent took a round pitcher of brewed tea from the refrigerator. “I hope you don’t mind that it’s already sweetened,” he said, pouring the cool amber liquid into the glass before seating himself across from her.
“Thanks. I love it prepared this way.” Her smile was sincere as she brushed her long bangs to the side. “I didn’t really mean that crack about Hawaii. Do you believe it’s fate that Sam and I came here?”
“I don’t know if it’s ever a good idea to run from your problems, Jessie. But I can’t deny that I’m happy you’re here with me.”
She took a sip of her iced tea and swallowed twice, sensing that he was about to ask for details of her failed relationship with Ben.
Jesus. I can see the damn glint in his eyes. Here it comes…
“I’m not in the habit of prying, but my brother was absolutely no help with filling in the missing links. So, I need you to be straight with me. Obviously, the man with the restraining order issued against him is here looking for you,” he said, repeatedly touching his thick fingertips together.
Staring at his concerned face, she hoped he couldn’t see through her cheeky façade. “Can you imagine? And he trailed us across the country without telling me that he was coming. I’d say that raises a red flag or two. What do you think?”
Trent’s smile was patient. “Ah, ah, ah… calm down, kitten. I’m just trying to understand what’s happening here, and you’re becoming sassier by the minute.” He inclined his head and pursed his lips, musing over the situation. “How dangerous is this man?”
Exasperated, she threw her hands in the air. “Can’t you just tell him to leave? It’s obvious that he came here to make trouble.”
“I’d like to agree, but you’re not giving me anything specific to chew on. And it certainly might help me make better decisions if I knew what kind of person we were dealing with. I understand he was unfaithful, but that’s not a reason for a protective order. Now I need you to be straight with me, baby girl. What’s going on?”
Jessie fingered the rim of her icy drink and took a few gulps. She knew the right thing would be to tell him the whole story, but needed to put up a tough front. Her vacation was off to a great start with this handsome cowboy, and she wanted him to see her as a strong woman, not a fragile little girl who was afraid of her ex-boyfriend.
Trent slowly leaned forward and spoke in a low, quiet tone. “I’m not trying to judge you, Jess, I’m just trying to keep you safe.”
Putting her glass down on the table, she leveled an intense gaze at him. “He probably couldn’t wait for me to leave New York because it made the chase more exciting for him. He loves a good game of cat and mouse.”
“Cat and mouse?” he repeated in a quiet voice. “That’s an odd perspective to put this in.”
“Can’t you just accept the fact that Ben is a rat, and I’ve had my fill of him?”
He tilted his face toward hers. “I could, but we both know there’s a lot more to this story than you’re telling me. You are a smart, strong, intelligent woman. And I don’t believe you would’ve issued a restraining order without a good reason.”
Settling back into her chair, she drew in a deep breath. “Look, our dad was never there for any of us, and we just always seemed to be a burden to Mom. My brother, sister, and I worked hard to get where we are in this life. The kind of upbringing we had comes with a boatload of issues.”
Trent’s brow furrowed as he continued to probe. “And where does Ben fit into all of this?”
“I was searching for some stress relief and started working out in his gym. One thing led to another and we began dating. It had been a while since I’d been with anyone, and things heated up pretty quick,” Jessie said, holding out her glass for a refill. “Do you really want to hear the torrid tale of me and my ex?”
Ignoring her comment, Trent took two large steps and pulled the glass pitcher from the refrigerator. “Would you like some fresh lemon? I have some sliced and forgot to offer it before.”
Jessie managed a smile. “No, thanks. I like it plain.” She inhaled another deep breath and pressed her lips into a straight line, waiting for him to sit down before continuing.
After taking a seat, he leaned forward and tenderly smoothed a stray hair around her ear. “Jess, it’s okay,” he reassured her, stroking her cheek. “Just tell me the truth.”
“From the beginning, I sensed that Sammie didn’t like Ben, but she never uttered a word against him. My sister was always trying to be supportive of my needs. She just wanted me to be happy.”
He interlocked his fingers behind his head and reclined in the chair. “Go on…”
“Everything began fairly normally. We went out to dinner and saw a few movies together like regular couples do,” Jessie said casually. “I remember introducing him to Sam as my boyfriend even before we talked about being in a relationship. And he seemed to like his new status. But then things began to change…”
Trent sat up straight and crossed his arms. “How?”
“He suddenly became possessive. If I looked in another guy’s direction, he would go nuts. There was an obvious emotional hold he wanted to have over me. It’s difficult to describe. I guess I’d never had anyone who cared about me in that way, and even though I was afraid of him, deep down, I was afraid to let him go.” Her eyes lowered as she swallowed a large lump in her throat, willing herself not to cry.
Trent’s hands fisted at his sides, but he remained measured. “Did he abuse you physically?”
“No, it was more emotional. He would degrade me in front of Sam and my friends, and then on the way home, I’d receive a lecture about how he was the only one who could ever put up with me. Ben was always trying to change me, mold me into some vision of what he wanted rather than who I am. The problem was, I’d been so insecure within myself, that a piece of me believed he was right to try and do that. At least that’s what my shrink thought.”
“So, you saw someone professionally after the breakup?”
She nodded. “I became obsessed with things he’d said to me, and played them over and over in my mind like a tape-recorded message. Hardly a day went by without his threat to leave me and even though we didn’t live together, it was as if he’d made me his prisoner. I didn’t want to be with him, but I was afraid to be without him. It was my fault for baring my soul to that man. Ben knew all my insecurities and pushed every button I owned to control me.”
Trent slid his warm hands across the table to hold hers. “How did you finally break away from him?”
“Sammie saw him with another woman and couldn’t wait to tell me. It was just what I needed to be snapped back into reality. The best thing for me was to make a clean getaway, so I never gave him a chance to explain or make amends for how he’d treated me.” Jessie’s eyes filled with tears.
Trent got up from his chair and rounded the table to kneel in front of her. “I can’t imagine how difficult it was to tell me all of that. You must know by now how much I love being with you. How much I want to see you happy…”
She closed her eyes tight before trying to focus on his handsome face through her tears. “I feel so safe when I’m with you.”
“It would be my honor to take care of you while you’re here, sweetie. Of course, only if that’s something you’d like.” He smiled and lifted her chin to gaze into her wet eyes. “Because you know I live a life of rules,” he reminded, arching an eyebrow. “And I will not hesitate to spank your naughty behind for breaking them.”
Jessie raised her head and wiped her eyes with the heels of her hands. “I’ve never been taken care of by a gentleman.”
“I know, kitten, I know,” he whispered, rubbing his cheek on hers.
Inhaling the pheromones in his musky scent, she couldn’t decide if she’d rather be ravaged by him on his kitchen floor, or swept off her feet like a princess in one of the old Disney films she’d seen. Feeling small and vulnerable, Jessie licked her lips and willed herself back to reality. “What am I going to do?” she mumbled through a cracked voice. “We can’t ignore the fact that he’s here.”
Trent thumbed a moist streak of black mascara from underneath her eyes while gathering his thoughts. “Listen, if he keeps calm and acts in a civil manner, there isn’t much we can do about him staying on the ranch. Pete checked his reservation, and he’s only reserved a room for three days. The good news is that we’re booked solid after that, so he can’t extend his stay.”
“I haven’t seen the whites of Ben’s eyes since I slapped a restraining order on him,” she said quietly, knowing she hadn’t told Trent the full rendition of that drama.
“And someday I hope to hear the entire story of why he deserved to be served a court order,” he rejoined. “Seriously, kiddo, it doesn’t take a genius to figure out that an important piece of this puzzle was left out. Am I right?”
She shook her head at first, but then slowly nodded, reluctantly.
“Soon, I hope you’ll trust me enough to tell me the whole truth about Ben. But for now, young lady, I’m not letting you out of my sight.”
“Does this mean I can move in with you?”
He brushed his knuckles across her cheek. “We’ll be attached at the hip,” he assured along with a subtle wink.



Chapter Nine
 
 
Trent strode down the road with gusto past a few guest quarters and then stopped short to think for a minute. He knew it was important to go into this unannounced visit composed and level-headed. After his conversation with Jessie, he was certain that this man was someone who needed to be watched closely. At all times.
His knock was loud and purposeful. Heavy footsteps followed and then the door swung open, revealing a tall, muscular man wearing a lopsided smile. “Can I help you?”
“Mr. Levy?” Trent asked, regarding the stature of the man who stood in front of him.
“Yes.”
Without hesitation, he extended his hand. “I’m Trent Reynolds, one of the owners of this ranch. May I come in and have a word with you?”
Ben accepted the hearty handshake, opened the door fully and stretched his arm across the threshold. “Please come in. It’s a pleasure to meet you, and may I compliment these wonderful, rustic accommodations. Can I offer you something to drink? I packed a little scotch and certainly don’t mind sharing.”
Trent crossed over in front of him, entering the sitting area. “No, sir, this isn’t a social call.”
Ben poured himself two fingers of J&B into a small glass tumbler. “I’m sorry to hear that because I hate drinking alone. Please… let’s sit outside. As you know, the view from the porch is spectacular. Plus, I prefer the warmth of the dry desert air to this chilly air conditioning.” Ben pulled open the sliding glass door and motioned for Trent to precede him out back.
Wondering how long this man could keep the obviously fake smile plastered across his face, Trent sat down on a folding chair and waited for Ben to sit across from him before breaking the deafening silence. “Mr. Levy, I…”
Holding up his hand, he spoke through a wobbly smile. “Please call me Ben. I was under the impression that people here in the Southwest were usually informal and somewhat unassuming.”
“Of course,” Trent responded, his tone reeking with indifference. “Unfortunately, I’ve had complaints from a couple of our guests …”
As he dramatically pointed a finger at himself in surprise, Ben’s lips curved downward. “You’ve had a complaint about me? Mr. Reynolds, I haven’t been here long enough to cross paths with any of your guests. Are you sure they aren’t confusing me with someone else?”
“No, I’m quite certain. Specifically, I’m referring to Jessie Woods and her sister Samantha. And, may I remind you that playing possum has never been deemed a manly posture. So maybe you should end the charade right now.”
Relaxing in the chair, Ben took a sip of his scotch and closed his eyes as he seemed to savor the complex blend of alcohol on his tongue. “I’m not sure what you’ve been told, but I’m certainly not here to cause any trouble for them or anyone else. After all, I’m on vacation,” he retorted through a wicked grin.
Trent’s steely stare continued as he frowned and inhaled a long, deep breath. Jesus, the games never end with this guy. “What I’ve been told,” he said, pausing for effect, “is that you’d traveled two thousand miles for no other reason than to harass Jessie because of your past relationship.”
Ben put his glass down and rubbed his hands together mockingly. “Ooh, this is such a friendly ranch. Sounds like you get close to your guests rather quickly. Do you know them intimately as well?” Ben’s dark eyes became hooded and his voice lowered an octave. “Since y’all are so chummy around here, may I call you Trent?”
Though the hair on the back of his neck stood straight up, his answer was cool and collected. “If you’d like.”
“Tell me, have you ever had a girlfriend that you were in love with, Trent?”
He cocked an eyebrow.
“Well, okay, I’ll just presume you have. You see, I was a bad boy during my relationship with Jessie and did something that I’m not proud of. I had a weak moment that I’ll profoundly regret for the rest of my life. Has that ever happened to you, my friend?”
“I’m not perfect,” Trent admitted curtly. Or your friend.
“Well, then, I suppose we have something in common…”
“Stop right there. I doubt there is very little that we share.”
Ben put up his hand defensively. “Hey, man, I didn’t mean to offend you. What I’m trying to say is that I came here to make peace with Jessie.”
“Really?”
“You’re probably thinking that I should’ve waited for her to return to New York. But I just couldn’t allow the bad feelings to fester any longer. Can you blame me for jumping on a plane in hopes of repairing the damage?” Ben took a deep breath before continuing to ramble. “I know it sounds desperate, immature, and maybe even needy. But I just couldn’t help myself, I still love my girl.”
Jesus. This man is crazier than Jessie said he was. No wonder she’s afraid of this looney tune. Trent stood and glared at him incredulously. “So, your grand plan was to come here, blindside Jessie with your presence, tell her how sorry you are, and hope that she’ll finally forgive you?”
Ben’s eyes took on a strange appearance. “Sounds pretty lame, huh? I spent six hours muttering to myself on the plane, and I think the people in the seats next to me were getting annoyed. But I traveled this far for some type of closure, and I’m ready to take the risk of having to return home with my tail between my legs.”
Trent attempted to hide the disdain he had for this man and watched him shuffle to his feet.
This dude is lying to me.
“Hey, maybe you could help.”
Recoiling, Trent spoke in a low, quiet voice. “As part owner of this ranch, I only have a concern for the comfort and safety of my guests, and this visit was to ensure that no one will be harassed or harmed in any way. Do I make myself clear?”
“I came with nothing but goodwill in my heart and an appreciation for your hospitality.”
“Certainly, you’re perfectly welcome to stay for the length of your reservation, but I’m going to ask that you steer clear of Jessie and Sam. I’m guessing the restraining order she has against you is still in effect. Is that correct?”
As Ben nodded, Trent watched the fire of audacity burn in the man’s copper brown eyes.
 
* * *
 
The tall, boyishly handsome man with short sandy blond hair poured himself another glass of scotch and sat down in the corner rocking chair. After staring mindlessly at a framed painting of an orange and red-streaked desert sky, he pulled out a one-hit pipe from his pocket, lit it up, and drew in deeply before blowing out a long stream of light gray smoke. It had been a bit risky for him to travel on the plane with weed in his suitcase, but he knew he would require some personal entertainment during his down time on the famous dude ranch in the vast, barren Arizona desert.
This place is a hideous hell hole.
Chuckling out loud, he couldn’t believe that he’d followed Jessie to this ridiculous so-called ‘ranch resort.’ It wasn’t so much that he couldn’t live without that strawberry blonde bitch, but he didn’t like her carrying on just fine without him. And to make matters worse, it appeared she’d been throwing herself at the cocky cowboy in charge.
Once a slut, always a slut.
Squinting at the partially filled baggie, it was obvious he should’ve brought more reefer, but since he’d only planned to stay for a few days, he decided to pack light. Taking a moment to revel in the effect of the strong weed, intimate memories of Jessie surged throughout his mind. As he closed his eyes to reminisce, he rearranged himself in the chair and thought about watching some porn while relieving the fevered ache between his thighs. Bending forward to retrieve the slim computer from his opened suitcase, he turned it on and plopped back down into the chair.
“I can’t believe that fucking lame receptionist wanted to confiscate my laptop. Like I’d ever tell her I brought one with me. Hopefully this Godforsaken joint has free internet,” he muttered through a smug grin.
Smiling, he opened the lid of his Netbook and typed in his password on the keyboard to log in. But when he tried unsuccessfully to connect to the internet, he swore through clenched teeth. “Fuck! What the hell am I supposed to do here for three days without a Wi-Fi connection?” he shrieked, throwing his laptop on the bed.
Jesus. I can’t stay in this Godforsaken cabin one more minute.
After standing up straight, his eyes darted from right to left. With a maniacal, crooked smile on his face, he walked over to his black bag and pulled it up onto the portable suitcase valet.
Rustling through his clothes, he picked out a silky long-sleeved black shirt and a pair of dark denim jeans. After stepping into his brand new brown leather dingo boots, he adjusted his mirrored aviator frames and spoke out loud with a raspy twang. “That court order stated that I needed to stay away from Jessie. It never mentioned her cunt of a twin sister.”
 
* * *
 
“So, how did it go with the king of the slippery eels?” Jessie asked, pouring herself a cold glass of chardonnay at the kitchen counter.
“In some creepy way, the man seemed cool, calm, collected, and charming,” Trent said, moving her hair out of the way to kiss the back of her neck.
“Right. They say that about serial killers, too. Don’t they always seem like the shy boy next door?”
“Let’s not get carried away, kitten. I don’t trust your ex-boyfriend and didn’t appreciate the cold stares, but he hasn’t done anything evil yet.”
“Want to join me? I believe it’s five o’clock,” she sang rhetorically, handing him a glass of white wine.
“Honestly, I could use something a little stiffer, but this will do for now.” After clinking glasses together, they each took a sip.
Jessie’s head tilted toward him. “Unnerving, isn’t he?”
“It’s hard to put my finger on it, but there’s just something not right about that man, and I don’t want you anywhere near him unless someone else is around to keep you safe,” he warned, setting his wine tumbler on the coffee table before getting comfortable on the couch. “Either way, I’m glad you’re staying here, and so far, there have been no complaints from our siblings in the peanut gallery.”
“I just hope Pete doesn’t mind sleeping in our cabin instead of his own house. Do you think he feels inconvenienced?”
“Are you kidding? I’ve never seen him happier. My brother has very few material needs.”
She sighed and slowly rimmed the glass with her fingertip. “I’m really sorry for putting you in this position, Trent…”
“Come here, little girl,” he said, taking the tumbler from her with one hand and pulling her onto his lap with the other. “I have a better position for us to be in…” He lowered his lips to hers and sealed his thought with a gentle kiss.
“Ooh, I like being called your girl.” After rubbing noses with him, she snuggled into his broad chest. “You know, I could get used to this kind of treatment, cowboy. I always feel so safe and content when I’m with you…” But her breath hitched in her throat as his nimble fingers deftly slipped underneath her skirt and behind the gusset of her underpants to tease her soaked cleft.
“I want to be inside you, right now,” he groaned, his voice thick with arousal as his erection bumped against her through his zippered jeans.
“And where would you like to have me tonight, cowboy—in the living room, or on the kitchen floor?” She tried to spit out the words evenly, but as he pressed deeper into her sodden pussy, it became difficult for her to speak.
“Hmm. I’d like to see my little love on her elbows tonight. With her back arched. Presenting her delicious bare round ass to me. The room is optional.”
“Jesus, Trent,” she whispered, demurely lowering her eyes to the floor. “It’s always seemed like it would be so sexy to be taken there, but I’ve never been in that position
before.”
“I’d never ask you to do anything you weren’t ready for, baby doll…”
Slowly, she maneuvered off his lap and held out her hand. “I’m ready,” she cooed.
 
* * *
 
His palms were firm and confident as he guided her shoulders toward the bed and raised her hips up high. “I want your chest down and ass in the air.” After sliding down her panties, he shimmied the short white jean skirt up to her waist, and with the heels of his hands, spread her buttocks wide. His smile was lopsided and his erection throbbed mightily as he stared at her trembling, delicate ring of flesh.
After pulling in a lungful of air, her voice trembled as she moved her head to the side. “Oh, God, you’re really going to do this.”
“I’ll be as gentle as I can, angel,” he said, unscrewing a tube of lubricant. After slathering his stiff member with the heavy gel, Trent firmly rubbed the tip of his forefinger onto her tight crinkled entrance. And as he watched her cheeks flush with an anxious excitement, his lips curled upward into a wolfish grin. “I’m going to push all the way inside to make sure your naughty hole is nice and slick for me.”
“Please go slow—it’s my first time,” she whimpered.
“I know, darlin’, take a deep breath, relax and let me in,” he instructed, sliding into her virginal crimped opening. At the same time, he managed to slip his other finger into the slit of her sex, all the while rounding and rubbing her fleshy button to take her mind off the impending pain.
“Oh, God,” she bit out with a gasp as his bulky forefinger journeyed deep into her anus. While carefully exiting from her snug rosette, he felt her pussy clench from the movement and he grinned with delight.
“Okay, it’s time to push something thicker into your sexy bottom now, and it will be uncomfortable at first,” he warned, brushing the broad wet purplish head of his penis over her tiny furrowed opening before easing inside.
“Are you kidding?” she whined, her moans turning into loud groans. “It fucking hurts! Why in the hell would anyone do this?”
“There will be none of that,” he scolded in a raspy voice before applying a hard slap to her raised behind. “Come on, kitten, push back on it like you did a minute ago, when it was only my finger in between your luscious full peach,” he directed. “It felt good, didn’t it?”
“But your cock is bigger than your finger. A lot bigger!” she wailed, her eyes pooling with tears. “I don’t think you’re going to fit…”
“Now, now, now, it’ll fit just fine.” His tone lowered a pitch as he continued to tease her clit, causing it to harden and pulsate. “Just stay with me, sweet girl. Once I press all the way in, it will feel good… I promise,” he said with a trembling inhale, watching her delicate dusky anus swallow up the breadth of his shaft. And after he finally seated himself as far as he could, he drew out just to her slippery rim, only to press back in again.
“Jesus, you feel so good, so tight.”
Lifting her ass, she bucked her hips into each deep-rooted thrust and her whines eventually turned into breathy pants as her fevered muscles pulsed and clenched against his warm flesh. Watching as she took in his full, hardened length, he reveled in how she had finally joined him to savor their intoxicating, heady ride together.
With a brisk smack to her fluttering behind, he pulled out slow and dramatically, before roughly sinking his rigid penis even deeper into Jessie’s sensitive bottom hole.
“Oh, God, Trent. Fuck me hard!”
Grabbing her hips, he basked in the sight of his glistening cock repeatedly disappearing in between her soft, plush mounds. “Jesus, I’m going to come right now,” he said breathlessly, pinching her swollen throbbing clit in between his merciless fingers.
“Ahh!” Her breath caught in a harsh gasp as her sex gushed and beat mightily under his firm hold.
Tossing his head back, he quietly groaned as his surging shaft stilled before spurting heavy bursts of sperm into her darkest depths. Finally, after the wild wave of their orgasm crashed and rolled out to sea, her thundering heart began to slow down and his labored breathing returned to normal.
Jessie lowered her hips to the mattress as Trent pressed his lips to the crown of her buttocks. Crawling up beside her, he inclined his mouth close to her ear and whispered, “I’m so glad you’re here with me.”
“That makes two of us, cowboy.”



Chapter Ten
 
 
Rounding the corner of a trail near her cabin, Sam kneeled on one knee to admire a blooming cactus. As she reached out to touch one of the beautiful orange flowers, a familiar gruff voice startled her from behind.
“Hello there, Sam. Fancy meeting you out here in the desert.”
“Damn it,” Sam yelped as she pricked her finger and whirled her head to meet his wicked eyes. “What the fuck are you doing here, asshole? I thought you were told to keep your distance from us.”
“You always did have a dirty mouth,” he retorted, clucking his tongue. “And who has the authority around here to tell me what to do?” Ben’s glare was icy, his tone churlish.
She wanted to seem confident as she returned his unfriendly stare, but her throat tightened in fear at the thought of being alone with him. “Trent Reynolds. I believe you’ve met him… he owns this place,” she uttered, taking one step backward.
“Ah, yes. I remember him. He’s the one who resembles Hoss straight out of the old Bonanza reruns,”
he snorted. “But Mr. Bronco Buck never said I couldn’t take a walk on one of the scenic trails, and running into you out here is completely coincidental.” His dark gaze veered over to her hand. “I’m sorry if I caught you off balance. Is your finger still bleeding?”
As Sam sucked on her sore fingertip to alleviate the sting, she narrowed her eyes at him. “Thanks for your concern, but I’ll be going back to my cabin now.”
As she tried to edge her way past him, he reached out and grabbed her arm. “Come on, Sam. Can’t we have a conversation like civilized folk?”
Instantly, she jerked away from his strong hold. “I don’t think there’s much to say. My sister doesn’t want to be anywhere near you, and I don’t blame her. Why can’t you leave well enough alone?”
“Look, I just want to talk to her…”
“If it had been up to me, Jessie never would’ve dated you in the first place.”
His eyes darkened, boring straight into hers.
She took another step backward, his haunting leer sending a shiver throughout her body. “This discussion is over. I’m leaving now…”
But he brazenly stepped in front of her. “No. Not until you hear me out. You don’t understand…”
Sam swallowed a couple of times and gawked at the tall, muscular man in front of her.
God, I wish Pete were here.
“What exactly is it that you have against me? I don’t get it.”
Boldly, she pointed her finger in his direction. “I know your type. You think you’re God’s gift to women, and so normal relationship rules don’t apply to you. That was my first instinct and I’m sticking to it.”
“Ahh, I see. You have instincts,” Ben said mockingly before inhaling a deep breath. “Despite what you believe, I have the utmost respect for Jessie and never intended to hurt her. Shit happened… that’s all.”
“Are you kidding? How about you couldn’t keep your dick in your pants? Isn’t that right, ass wipe? So, why don’t you do us all a favor and go back to New York like a good little boy?” Jesus. Did that courageous speech just spill out of my big mouth?
His face reddened as he clenched and unclenched his fists right before Pete came from behind and squeezed what appeared to be a tender muscle in Ben’s right shoulder.
“Am I interrupting something important?” Pete asked before staring directly at Sam. “And I don’t think you’re supposed to be wandering around by yourself, young lady. Am I right about that?” Loosening his grasp on Ben’s shoulder, he quickly straightened out his shirt sleeve. “Sorry about that, dude. I didn’t mean to get carried away.”
“What the hell?” Ben shrieked, massaging the searing pain in his upper body.
Ignoring the question, Pete sauntered over to stand next to Sam. “Are you all right, kiddo?”
“I’m fine. I was just taking a short walk on this trail when I ran into him. Do you need an introduction?”
“Now, where are my manners, Mr. Levy. We haven’t been formally introduced. I’m Pete Reynolds… Trent’s brother. I hear you had the pleasure of meeting him yesterday. As you know, we run this spread.”
“Yeah, I met him. It was a real pleasure,” he muttered under his breath.
“Right. Well, just so you know, there aren’t any secrets between us. And I do believe that my brother asked you nicely to leave Jessie and Sammie alone.” Pete returned his attention to his girl. “Unless, of course, you wanted to continue your conversation with Mr. Levy.”
“No, thank you. We’re finished.”
“Good. So, it’s all settled. Now, if you don’t mind, I’ll be escorting Sammie back to the ranch. Oh, I hope it’s not out of line for me to call you by your first name. Is it, Ben?”
He glowered at him.
“Awesome,” he said facetiously, clasping his hands together. “Will you be needing an escort to help you return to your cabin? After all, we wouldn’t want you to get lost.”
“Is this like some lame high school double date?” Ben interrupted, seething with anger. “What the hell is going on here? Are you and Jessie really getting laid by a couple of imitation cowboys? Is there a slut of the year contest you’re trying to win on this vacation?”
“You’ll find that we don’t take kindly to rudeness on this ranch, Mr. Levy. Now, if you’ll excuse the two of us, we’ll be heading out,” Pete said calmly before placing his hand at the small of Sam’s back to steer her down the path. “As I’m sure you’ve surmised by now, I am not as patient as my older brother. You have a good day now, Ben,” he added as a smirk lifted the corners of his full lips. “And watch out for the snakes. They’ll sneak up on you when you’re not looking.”



Chapter Eleven
 
 
Peering over at the illuminated red numbers on the clock next to the bed, Jessie noticed that it was a little after seven in the morning. Since Trent was in the habit of leaving for work by six-thirty, she was finally alone in the house. When he had risen from the bed that morning, Jessie had displayed some realistic-sounding sleep noises, giving the illusion that she was off in dreamland, and as anticipated, Trent hadn’t disturbed her.
I can possess the talent of sounding like an approaching freight train when it’s necessary.
He liked to prepare breakfast in the morning, and if she was up early, they would talk about their plans for the upcoming day. She didn’t want to lie to him by omission, and thought it would be best not to share her agenda that morning. Naturally she’d decided not to consult Sammie with her scheme, because if she had, the plan would’ve been doomed from the beginning.
My sister can’t help it if she’s a blabbermouth. The girl comes by it quite innocently.
Sitting on the edge of the bed, Jessie stopped for a minute to think. The week had truly been an eye opener, and her new relationship with Trent was absolutely a gift from heaven. Had she known what was waiting for her on this side of the Mississippi, she would’ve traveled out West long ago. Fate was imminent sometimes, but rarely had it ever been kind to her or Sammie. Luckily, some angel had been watching over them on their vacation. So, why was she determined to tempt fate by having the final word with her ex-boyfriend?
Because he’d played with my head. For the last time.
Sailing into the bathroom, she made a quick pit stop and then returned to the bedroom to stand in front of her open suitcase before choosing a casual walking outfit, which would include gym shorts, a T-shirt, and some hiking boots.
It’s important to look like I’m just outside for an innocent stroll on the trails.
Slowly, she laced up the sturdy tan leather boots before meandering into the kitchen and finding a note on the table.
 
Hope you had a good sleep after your tiring day. Since we didn’t have breakfast together, I thought you might want to enjoy a quick bite. I have fond childhood memories of my mom serving us Pop Tarts with a cup of hot tea. It’s not nutritious by my standards, but it is sugar-coated and delicious. Be good, and I’ll come to check on you after I make my morning rounds. Trent
 
“Under that stern cowboy coating is a sensitive, sweet man,”
she mumbled, chomping down on the iced pastry while sipping on some lukewarm orange pekoe tea.
After blotting her mouth with a napkin and wiping up the countertop, she grabbed her dark Oakley sunglasses and walked out the back door. Reaching the end of the lane, Jessie cupped a palm over her eyes and peered both ways before taking off in a sprint. Even though Trent’s quarters diverted from the main part of the ranch, it still wasn’t more than a quarter of a mile until she came to where most of the guest cabins stood. But just to be careful, she’d stop and occasionally pivot on her heels to make sure no one was nearby.
These Reynolds men have a habit of showing up when you least expect them.
No more than ten minutes after she’d started, Jessie spotted the cabin she’d been searching for. It was Ben’s cabin. Number thirteen.
Because she’d only concocted this little escapade in a moment of restless sleep the night before, a decision hadn’t been made as to what she was going to say to that rat. And it also wouldn’t hurt to get the lay of the land before coming up with a solid scheme of how to approach him.
Okay, maybe this plan was a bit undercooked.
Before continuing down the pavement, she hesitated one more time, knowing that Trent would be furious with her for doing this alone. Again, she quickened her pace and tried to appear as if she was out for nothing more than an innocent, brisk walk down the road. Rounding the corner for a second time, she finally stopped in front of cabin thirteen and bent over as if she was tying her shoe. But glancing up, she noticed there was no activity inside.
The asshole is probably still sleeping.
Continuing her stroll, she hastily decided to circle around and approach from behind where the cabins backed up into the desert. She made a quick right, turned the corner, and raced past the other guest cottages. Spotting a curve in a flanking trail that just so happened to come near the patio of Ben’s quarters, she slid over onto the path, hoping that it would seem a lot more innocent in case she got caught. Her mind continued to race, thinking of reasonable excuses to be walking in that area.
Nearing Ben’s quarters, she searched for a good spying angle. The corner of the cabin had a sliding glass door to the left that opened to the rear patio and a window with a blind to the right. The slats were only slightly drawn. Glancing at the ground prior to proceeding, she thought it would be helpful to see if there were any potential trip hazards or more important, any small cacti.
Jesus. This is not the time for a clumsy accident.
Feeling confident, she tiptoed over to the corner and placed her spine up against the wall. Jessie’s breathing became labored and her thundering heart felt like it was about to jump out of her chest.
This is crazy. What am I trying to prove? That I’m not afraid of him? That I’m not a fragile, frightened little girl?
After easing toward the window with the open blind, she edged her head closer and quickly peeked in.
Good lord, he’s up.
Wearing only gray sweatpants, Ben was sitting at the table drinking from a white mug and appeared to be gawking at a laptop. Rolling her eyes skyward, she wondered what the hell he could be staring at with no internet connection. Fortunately, his back was to her so there was no chance she’d be noticed.
With her nose practically pressed up against the window, she watched him peck away at the keyboard and imagined that typical self-righteous look in his eyes. Though the man successfully hid his arrogance from friends and coworkers, Jessie knew him better than anyone.
What the hell is he typing? Maybe I should just confront him and get this all over with.
After turning to brace herself against the wall, she closed her eyes and tried to muster up some courage.
It’s just silly standing around imitating a secret agent. You need to suck it up and go to the front door and tell that asshole how you feel.
With her mind ultimately made up, she took a deep breath and swiveled. But before her right foot hit the ground, someone grabbed her from behind, abruptly pulling her backwards.
Jesus Christ.
A small squeal escaped her throat as she pivoted and came nose to nose with Trent who knelt on the ground in front of her. “Shh, Jessie, what are you doing here?” he growled in a hushed voice.
“I-I’m not sure. I was walking around the cottages and got lost…”
“And you just so happened to end up
here behind Ben’s cabin?”
Jessie’s head whirled from one side to the other. “I’m near his cabin? Really? Imagine that!”
“Alright, young lady, you’re coming with me. I can assure you it will take much less time traveling home than it did for you to arrive here.” Taking her by the wrist, Trent stood up straight and briskly led her back to his house. But as they left the vicinity in a hurry, neither one had noticed Ben’s haunting eyes in the window watching them trek vigorously down the front road.
 
* * *
 
“Do you understand how dangerous it was to stalk that man?”
“I know, and I’m really sorry,” she answered in a contrite tone.
His eyes darkened as he lifted her chin with two strong fingers. “We had an agreement. You weren’t to be anywhere near him without another person to keep you safe.”
“I know. I remember.”
He paced back and forth in front of her, continuing his speech. “And should I assume you deceived me by pretending to be asleep this morning, so you wouldn’t have to share your grand scheme?”
Jessie decided it was in her best interest to be silent.
“Well?” he barked.
Staring at the floor, she prayed that his lecture would be over soon. But he wasn’t anywhere near finished.
“If you want to be taken care of, I’m going to need your trust that I’ll make the best possible decisions.” Trent stopped abruptly and took a deep breath before exhaling slowly. “Right now, I’m not sure you want to be sheltered, darlin’. So, how about if I head out for a while and calm down while you ponder this situation?”
“Please don’t leave me alone. I’m sorry for what I did today. But I probably would’ve chickened out after taking another good look at him through the window…”
His arms folded across his massive chest. “You didn’t think he would’ve seen you peering inside his cabin? Jesus, Jessie, what were you trying to prove? Do you really want to have a face-off with that lunatic? I have responsibilities on this ranch, and need to be able to trust that you won’t put yourself in danger every time you get the chance. You’ve earned a bright red bottom, young lady,” he growled as he took her by the hand and led her into his bedroom.
Standing by the bed, she peered up at him with sad eyes. “I don’t know what possessed me to do such a stupid thing…”
His gaze was dark as a muscle twitched in his strong, square jaw. “Take your shorts off,” he snapped in a sharp tone.
A chill ran down her spine as she quickly obeyed, lowering the thin fabric to her thighs.
He twirled her around and administered a loud smack to her soft behind. “And take those panties down, too.”
Her eyes welled up with tears as she slid her clothing to the floor and removed each piece. But she knew it was more from the embarrassment of being treated like a child, than the fear of her impending punishment.
Taking hold of her wrist, he walked her to the other side of the room and pointed toward the bare wall. “Your nose… shall remain… in this corner… until I get back.”
Jessie’s lower lip quivered. “Are you serious?”
“As a heart attack,” he warned before calmly walking out of the room.
Jessie stared at the empty wall through blurry eyes. There was a storm swirling inside her, and she really needed a good release.
God, I just need to let it go and stop worrying what everyone thinks of me.
Anxiously, Jessie stood and shuffled from one foot to another for what seemed a long time. Finally, she peered over her shoulder and saw his large frame standing in the doorway. And then he strutted over to the bed and sat down.
“Come over here, right now.” His voice was controlled, but firm.
When Jessie saw that he was tapping a leather belt on his thigh, she stopped and her tummy flipped.
Nonchalantly, Trent gazed up at the ceiling. “Do I need to count?”
Shaking her head, she ran over to him.
“Have you made a decision yet?” he asked, lifting her onto his lap.
“Yes, sir.” She hugged him, tears brimming in her eyes. “I’m sorry for being dishonest,” she whispered in his ear.
“Darlin’, I need to make sure you never pull a stunt like that again. Do you understand how much you mean to me?” he said, hugging her tight.
“I do. I’m so sorry.” Her pupils dilated as she watched him lay the supple black leather on the bed.
After sliding her off his thighs, he pulled a cushion from the bedroom chair, placed it on the edge of the mattress and arranged her hips high over it. As Jessie’s neck turned, her mouth fell open as she saw him slowly reach for the belt. Placing the buckle in his fist, he doubled the implement and stared into her wide eyes.
“Face forward and put your hands in front of you. There’s no need to see what’s going on—it’s only important that your naughty bottom feels the lick of my strap.”
As she swiveled her head toward the mahogany headboard, he put his hand on the small of her back and wasted no time getting started.
The first bite of the leather snapping against her flesh sent a piercing cry from her lips and her body bucked upward as she imagined a red stripe imprinting on her fair, delicate skin. “Please, please stop! I’m sorry!” she begged through her sobs, rising to the tips of her toes as the second loud crack was applied to the smooth contour underneath her bottom.
“I. Hope. You. Learned. An. Important. Lesson,” he bit out slow and firm, punctuating each carefully measured word with the red-hot sting of the pliable belt.
But instead of answering, she rolled from one side to the other while trying to protect her burning backside with a wavering palm. “Oww! It hurts. It hurts!”
His large hand caught both of her wrists and held them to the small of her back. “It’s supposed to. Now, lie down and take your punishment. I’m not finished,” he scolded in a calm voice, landing two more cracks onto her fiery flesh.
“Oh, God. Please!” she howled in a high-pitched plea.
“Are you ready to tell me what you’ve learned?” he asked in a quiet tone.
Jessie’s small voice was barely heard through all her sniffling and crying. “That you care about me, and are trying to keep me safe. I should’ve never tried to deceive you.”
“Your punishment isn’t over, sweet girl.”
“Oh, God. There’s more?” she uttered in between breathy gasps.
He stood her up and snapped his fingers, motioning for her to return to the corner. When she didn’t move, he turned her around and spanked her blistered behind twice with his rock-hard, resolute palm. “You’ll go back to the corner right now. Don’t move or speak until I give you permission.”
With her flushed face hung low, Jessie quietly slipped to the other side of the room. She’d often wondered why her sister was aroused reading those erotic spanking novels. And finally, she had the answer to her question. The fire Trent had just ignited on her ass had sent her pussy into a gushing, flaming inferno and her head swiveled in the hope that she’d see a burning desire in his eyes to fuck her senseless. But unfortunately, his expression was telling another tale. Nope. He wasn’t done punishing her yet.
Jesus.
“Push your backside out and spread your cheeks,” he growled in her ear.
While compliantly cupping her hot buttocks with shaky hands, she heard him open a drawer and she jumped as the tip of his lubricated finger touched the sensitive ring of flesh at her shivering furrowed entrance.
“Naughty girls who deliberately put themselves in danger,” he said calmly while pushing a steeled, heavily lubricated tip in between her soft mounds, “get their bottoms disciplined on the inside, too.”
“Dear God, what is that?” she groaned in a fractured voice, her flushed face feeling like it might burst into flames from embarrassment.
“Face forward and take your punishment.”
“You’re insane!” she whimpered in between heavy breaths.
His warning was stern and adamant. “Behave yourself, missy. Take a couple of breaths and bear down. I want this deep inside you.”
Blowing out an amplified rush of air, she shivered as Trent moved the cool, smooth tool in and out of her bottom hole, and her clit fluttered with an uncontrollable urge as he stretched her anus, fucking her slowly with the metal instrument. Finally, as Jessie’s tight muscles relaxed and her tender channel accepted it, he twisted and seated the hard object into the depths of her ass.
“Why don’t we have a quick review, so there’s no misunderstanding between us,” he deadpanned, giving a tug on the base of the steel plug. “The next time you plan to put yourself in danger or try to deceive me in any way, I’ll plant this device deep into your hind end and then strap your luscious globes until they are good and rosy. That way, you will have a clear reminder of your naughtiness in between your tight little buttocks. And there it will stay, just where it is right now. All day. Have I made myself clear?”
She shuddered as the strange mixture of pain and desire surged throughout her body.
“Answer me respectfully, young lady.”
“Yes, sir,” she whispered in a raspy voice.
With his bulging erection pressing frantically against his jeans, he ground against her hot, bare cheeks, slid the warm, smooth device out of her ass and teased her needy soaked lips with two firm fingers. As he pushed them deep into her drenched sex, she rose up on the balls of her feet and clenched her muscles around him, praying that he’d take her wanton, slick pussy right then and there.
 
* * *
 
“Jesus, you’re flowing like a river, but it wouldn’t be a punishment if I pressed my hard cock into you right now,” he whispered, aroused that his discipline stimulated her deeper than he’d imagined. After setting her tender behind down on his rough jeans, her crying finally slowed to soft hiccups as she buried her face in his neck. Smoothing her strawberry blonde hair around her ears, he rocked her slowly as they sat on the bed together.
“Everything is going to be all right, my sweet Jessie,” he purred, kissing her wet cheek.
She nodded. “I can’t remember the last time I cried like that.”
“Sometimes it’s good to have a release,” he said, exhaling a long sigh.
Crawling off his lap, she lay down on the cushiony duvet. “I know what would really make me feel better…”
“Your backside is supposed to be stinging inside and out,” he scolded, turning at the waist to meet her eyes.
“It’s still sore, and I’ve learned my lesson. Have I been forgiven?”
“I shouldn’t pleasure you so soon after a punishment.” Trent shook his head, admonishing himself as he kissed her belly and slid his tongue down toward her shaved mound, hoping to arouse the fever between her thighs. Watching Jessie’s skin shiver with delight as she compliantly parted her legs, the corners of his mouth curved upward as he slowly slid inside her plump wet pussy. The spicy note of her intoxicating scent of arousal made his cock swell with a shuddering ache and he wanted… no, he needed to push his hardened length deep into her, but instead he decided that it would be just as fulfilling to hear the love of his life scream with ecstasy from his tongue fucking her with wild abandon.
While Jessie ran her fingers through Trent’s dark wavy hair, he stroked her slick nether lips with his fingertip, watching her labia swell like the ocean and basked in the hope that the crest of her orgasmic wave would be heightening quickly. Bending his face close to her smooth, silky sex, he tenderly blew warm breath on her drenched skin as she quietly twitched and mewled.
“Hush. If you don’t settle down, young lady, I will take you across my lap. Now, do you want your pussy licked or that beautiful bottom of yours smacked again?”
Jessie tried to relax, but when he traced her soaked seam up and down and circled her clit with the tip of his tongue, her back automatically arched as she tried to wriggle closer.
Chuckling, Trent knew that his spanking threat had aroused her even more and he delved a little deeper into his girl’s gushing wet slit, skillfully gliding around her bulging bundle of flesh, marveling as it swelled and shuddered from under its sensitive hood. He knew it embarrassed her to make groaning noises when she was about to come, but as he began to lick and nibble, igniting a delicious new stream of nerve endings, a satisfied moan managed to escape from deep in her throat. Continuing to wash his flattened tongue over her swollen folds, she finally found it impossible to hold back and released a soft whimpering cry as an earth-shattering orgasm overtook her small body, shaking it to the core as he relentlessly continued to suck on her throbbing clitoris. When Jessie couldn’t take one more minute, she finally grabbed each side of his head with both of her hands and tried to push him away, giggling uncontrollably.
“Please stop, I can’t take any more,” she screamed with pleasure.
He licked his lips and smiled, rolling her over to one side. “Take a nap, my little kitten, and have wonderful dreams,” he whispered, moving his front to her back. “I’m not going anywhere.”
 
* * *
 
Quickly, the tall man put on a T-shirt and ran out the front door of his cabin. Off in the distance he could see Trent towing Jessie by the wrist.
Ooh, the cowboy seems totally pissed.
As he discreetly followed them down the road, Ben was within a hundred yards or so when he spotted the two entering what he assumed to be Trent’s ranch-style home.
Advancing to a side of the house that faced away from the road, he peered around trying to spot a good place to begin his reconnaissance. As he drew closer, he could faintly hear voices and cocked his head trying to gauge the direction they were coming from. Quietly staying within the shadows, he worked his way to a small window and crouched below it. What he heard blew his mind.
My God, he’s reading her the riot act. And she’s calling him sir? What the hell is that about?
And then there was silence. Slowly he raised his head upward, careful to not make any noise. All he wanted was a quick peek.
Did I just see that right? Nah, it can’t be.
He rubbed his eyes with the heels of his hands and blinked a couple of times, trying to focus.
Finally, he stood up straight next to the window and stared.
She’s naked from the waist down, facing the corner of the room.
Ben’s breathing was labored and heavy. He’d never considered himself a voyeur, but in his wildest dreams, this wasn’t at all what he’d expected from his ex.
Jesus Christ. His tongue swept over his dry lips.
Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Trent entering the room. Backing up, Ben splayed himself against the side of the house. He was nervous, but at the same time excited. Even through the window, he could hear the cowboy barking instructions. Anxious to see how the scene was about to play out, he poked his head around the edge of the window, and in disbelief, watched as Jessie crossed the room to position herself on the cowboy’s lap. Their tone became quiet, so he couldn’t hear all that was being said. But what happened next had his aching rod tenting his pants.
This is un-fucking-believable.
After removing a large cushion from the nearby chair, Trent bent her over it, prominently displaying her bare bottom high in the air. Without further conversation between them, he took a strap in hand, doubled it, and disciplined Jessie’s ass thoroughly until it was bright red. Ben’s nose almost touched the window as he watched him punish her before directing her to return to the corner.
What in the hell is going on?
Adjusting the hard wood between his legs, he tried to focus.
I need to get the fuck out of here.
After crouching close to the ground, he immediately began to scurry away. When he finally reached a safe distance from the house, he stood erect and resumed a normal walking pace.
Nobody would ever believe what I’ve just witnessed.



Chapter Twelve
 
 
The sun had just risen in the sky when Trent walked out of the bathroom, holding a razor in one hand and a can of shaving cream in the other.
Rolling over on the king-size mattress, Jessie smiled at the handsomely rugged man heading toward her. “Whatcha doin’ up so early, cowboy? I thought Pete was going to run the ranch today, so you could watch my every move until that rat gets on the plane tomorrow.”
“Yep, my brother and a couple of other guys are going to cover for me at work. So, until your ex rolls his suitcase out of the lobby and into an Uber, you and I will be like paper and glue.”
“And I’m happy to have you as my personal bodyguard. But, let’s get back to the traveling barbershop in your hand. Do you really need to shave on your day off? I love your face when it’s got that dark, masculine stubble on it,” she purred, leaning onto the feather pillow with a sigh.
He grinned like a wolf, tilting his head forward. “In full disclosure, darlin’, this new disposable razor and nice-smelling emollient aren’t for me… they’re for you.”
“W-Whoa, wait a minute. I hope to God you’re intending to shave my legs, because there are only two other areas I shave regularly, and your target is probably not under my arms…”
“I know you like the lower half of your sex to be clean-shaven, and it looks adorable that way. But if you really want to be my little lady, I think your pussy needs to be completely smooth and bare. From the top to the bottom,” he said with a wink.
“Okay, it sounds like there are more rules for me to be aware of. Maybe you should share them before you proceed to shear me like a sheep.”
Trent set down the shaving kit and sat on the edge of the bed. “You’re absolutely right, kitten. I guess I’ve been so busy wanting to take care of you, we never really talked about indulging in the kind of lifestyle I’m interested in.”
“I’m assuming corner time and being spanked is a big part of it,” she mumbled, arching an eyebrow.
“Yes, but there’s so much more. I want to take care of you like a daddy would. Not just in the form of discipline, but also in events you might’ve missed out on when you were a kid. Being read to in bed, bubble baths, picnics…”
As Jessie sat up, she nodded excitedly. “Playing Marco Polo in a swimming pool, going to barbeque dinners and amusement parks.”
“Exactly. All the fun things you missed out on when you were a kid. But there should also be more of the emotional moments,” he said, angling his head in her direction.
“Like?”
He folded her small hand inside his large ones. “Being taken care of when you are sick… feeling safe when you’re scared.”
“I just might like this idea of yours. But for now, it all needs to stay between us. My sister would have a field day with that kind of information.”
“My brother already knows the type of relationship I’m looking for, so let’s hope he doesn’t talk in his sleep.” Picking up the can of shaving cream, he shook it vigorously and pressed the plastic top, spraying the thick lather in his hand. “Now, come out from under the covers and slide those panties down, missy.”
 
* * *
 
“I can’t believe you’re doing this. Little girls don’t need to be shaved,” she moaned with a deliberate eye roll.
“Stop fidgeting, young lady,” he scolded, lathering her reddish-blonde cropped mound with a lavender-scented emollient cream. “And then we’ll play after I shave you.”
“Jesus, Trent. Is it necessary to remove all of it? Can’t we leave some stubble on top?”
As he held the disposable Gillette razor
upward, the blade sparkled as the morning sun reflected off the polished steel through the large picture window. “I want your adorable kitty to be soft and smooth the next time you’re face down over my thighs,” he stated with a mischievous grin. “Did you know that while you’re over my knee, I get a wonderful view of your glistening nether lips?”
“The first time you tossed me across your lap, I figured you had a bird’s-eye view. But is it necessary that my mound resembles a bald eagle?” she whined as he repeatedly glided the cutting instrument over her white pristine skin with broad, deliberate strokes. “You know, it would be a lot easier if I had it professionally waxed.”
“Stop wiggling and behave yourself. If you don’t stop this nonsense, the next time I shave you, there’ll be a carved piece of ginger root protruding from your little hind end. That’ll give you something to squirm about.”
“Do we really have to turn this into such a production?” she muttered with mortification, noticing that his smiling hazel eyes were focused on her gushing slit. “Of course, without the drama there wouldn’t be much fun for my dominant cowboy, right?”
“Dominant cowboy,” he mouthed while narrowing his eyes. “I think someone’s been secretly reading her twin sister’s erotic spankin’ books.” Quirking his brow, he shook a lathered finger at her. “Maybe you should try and let your mind wander to another place. You’re lookin’ a little too hot and bothered for a brand-new blade to be so close to your slick, swollen pussy.”
“Fine! Maybe I could lie here and carve a piece of that delightful ginger plant you’re dying to push into my ass.”
Trent put the shaver down and lifted her ankles into the air. “Now, now, now! You know very well what happens when that attitude surfaces, Jessica Nicole,” he scolded, landing two sharp smacks to her bare behind.
“Ahh! Okay, okay! I’ll behave!” She closed her eyes, and immediately stopped her sassy demeanor. “I’m sorry, sir. Please continue.”
Deep in concentration, he pursed his lips together and returned to carefully shaving the borders of her sodden sex. “And when I’m done shavin’ this adorable kitty, you’ll roll over onto your knees and put your head down. I want to make sure it’s also smooth in between your delectable cheeks.”
She giggled and crossed her eyes. “You are crazy, cowboy.”
His hand remained on her inner thigh as his face rose to show her just how serious he was. “I want that rosebud of yours nice and silky when I rim my tongue all around it. Has anyone ever licked that sweet little naughty hole of yours?”
“No, never,” she said as an involuntary shiver bolted through her body at the idea of his sexy suggestion.
He winked as his eyes focused on her swelling, saturated labia. “Hmm. I think someone likes the idea. A lot.”



Chapter Thirteen
 
 
“Jess, are you ready to get your boots on? I’ve never been late for one of our events.” There was an authoritative tilt to Trent’s voice as he raised the cuff on his denim shirt to check his watch.
Without missing a beat, Jessie entered the room and twirled around, displaying her new outfit. “How do you like it?”
Trent stood with hat in hand as his eyes glittered. “Jess, you’re going to be the prettiest lady at the barbeque.”
“It’s so cool that you bought this outfit for me,” she said, brushing the wrinkles out of the cotton fabric. “At first I thought it was amusing that you wanted to dress me, but now I understand the method to your madness in choosing the red-fringed shirt. It’s easier to keep an eye on me in the crowd if I’m wearing a bright color, right?”
“There will be a lot of people at the party tonight, sugar. And after all that you’ve been through with Ben, I’m feeling a bit overprotective.”
She snapped her fingers. “Oh, wait—I forgot something,” she yelled, running back to the bedroom. Trent grinned, watching Jessie return with a large tan hat. After placing it on her head, she tilted the brim and cocked her face to the side for an opinion.
“Damn, girl, you look good enough to eat.” Twirling her around, he brushed his hands over the blue jeans that hugged her finely sculptured rear end and gave her a playful smack. “I plan to dine on every ounce of you when we get home,” he warned with a wink.
“I’m going to hold you to that promise, cowboy.”
 
* * *
 
One of the highlights of the XR Ranch experience was the bi-weekly large cookout that featured a western band and a bonfire, offering their guests an opportunity to interact with each other in a party atmosphere. Walking toward the big flame and the bright lanterns, Trent and Jessie approached the party with wide grins as they held hands.
“Where have you been, brother?” Pete yelled out over the din of the band, standing at the entrance with Sammie.
Trent nodded in Jessie’s direction. “It can be a bit different getting ready for this event with a lady in the house.”
“You might be late, but you’ve never seemed happier,” he said before extending his hand toward the crowd. “Can you believe this turnout? It might be one of our best ever!”
Trent eyed the guests as everyone began moving to the beat of the music and couldn’t help but think of how proud their parents would’ve been to see the ranch become such a success. Placing his hand around Pete’s shoulder, he gave him a quick squeeze. “Thanks for giving me an opportunity to watch over my girl today.”
 
* * *
 
Off to the side, Sam and Jessie eyed up each other’s clothing. As a contrast to Jessie’s blue jean outfit that Trent chose, Sam wore a short white skirt, brown boots, and denim shirt highlighted by a red bandana. “I love the white hat, Sammie,” Jessie said, adjusting the brim. “Hey, who would’ve imagined that after only a week, this place could seem like home to me. I feel like there’s an atmosphere of… I don’t know… security and sincerity. So much has changed in our lives, so quickly.”
“Uh-huh, you’re probably right, Jess, but you know me—I don’t like to overthink much.” Just as she finished her remark, she nudged her sister’s shoulder and swiveled her waist to the right. “Speaking of familiar, did you see who’s here?”
As Jessie scanned the crowd, the corners of her lips suddenly dropped.
Fuck!
Across the row of tables near the bar, there stood Ben talking to a woman while casually drinking a beer. “Jesus. He’s dressed in black from head to toe. Well, the outfit certainly suits his dark personality. God, how am I ever going to avoid running into him?”
“Stick close to Trent and Pete and you’ll be just fine,” Sam reassured. “That whacko seems to have attached himself to that little blonde filly in the corner, so maybe he won’t bother you.”
Is there really such a thing as safety in numbers?
 
* * *
 
As the aroma of barbequed ribs and chicken wafted throughout the air, Trent mingled into the crowd with Jessie on his arm, welcoming guests to the cookout. Spiraling their way through the smiling faces, several of the guests raised a glass of alcohol, showing their appreciation for such a fun evening. Yet with all the commotion, he was keenly aware of Ben’s presence.
“How are you doing, kiddo?” he asked, staring into her round blue eyes.
“Are you asking if I’m enjoying the evening, or worrying about the presence of you know who?”
“I was wondering if you’d noticed him standing in the corner.”
“I can’t stand that smug expression on his face. And did you see him cornering that blonde bombshell?”
“The poor girl doesn’t know what she’s in for. I almost feel like we should warn her.”
“I wish someone had advised me to steer clear of him.”
Jessie watched Ben kiss the woman’s hand. “Uh-oh, here he comes,” she whispered, tipping her head in his direction.
“You throw a nice little shindig, Trent,” Ben called out as he angled his beer bottle toward the two of them.
“I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself, Mr. Levy. Especially since this will be your last night with us.”
“Aww, and I thought we were on a first-name basis. Well, you do have a good memory, my man. It is my final day here, and though I tried to extend my stay, it seems your ranch is all booked up.”
Trent cracked his knuckles.
“I’m glad business is good for you, but Jessie and I haven’t had the opportunity to chat yet,” he snapped, his dark eyes darting in her direction. “It seems my new cowboy buddy also serves as your bodyguard.”
“I don’t believe we’re buddies,” Trent responded matter-of-factly.
Ignoring his comment, Ben put his arm around Jessie’s shoulder. “So, do you think we could sit down for a while? You know I don’t usually bite.”
With two fingers, Trent plucked Ben’s hand from Jessie’s arm. “She is with me this evening, and since you’re departing tomorrow, my guess would be that your conversation won’t be happening any time soon. Beside all of that, weren’t you served with a protective order?”
“God only knows why you think this is your business, but I’ll answer the question. Because the restraining order was served in New York, it’s not going to hold much water here in Arizona.” Ben took another swallow of his beer, closed one eye, and pointed his amber bottle in her direction. “Come on, Jess, is your protector also speaking for you, these days?” he slurred.
There was an obvious agitation in Trent’s demeanor. “Mr. Levy, although it’s early, you seem to have had enough to drink. Perhaps for your own safety, I could have someone escort you back to your cabin.”
“Well, I did have a head start in my room with four fingers of scotch instead of two…”
“It might be time to call it a night then,” Trent stated forcefully as Pete and Sammie sailed over to see what was going on.
“Mr. Reynolds, I’m perfectly capable of making my own decisions without some cowboy watching every move I make. Unlike someone else I know,” Ben added as his neck swiveled toward Jessie.
Immediately, she narrowed her eyes. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
Ben teetered back and forth from one foot to the other. “Let’s just say I know what happens around here when a certain someone gets out of line.”
Jessie incredulously looked at Trent.
“I saw your tuchus up in the air getting cracked with a belt yesterday afternoon. Were you punished for trying to come see me earlier? Is that what happened? Were you a naughty little girl getting spanked on your bare bottom?” he mocked in a singsong tone.
“Tuchus?” Pete mouthed to Sammie.
Trent’s face reddened with anger. “Mr. Levy, I’ve done my best to be polite and considerate, but I’m now insisting that you leave before this gets out of hand.”
“Really? I’m out of line? Are you going to spank me too?” Ben stuck his chiseled chin out, daring for retaliation.
“Okay, this meeting is now over,” Pete interjected, standing between the two men. “Do you and I need to take a stroll, Mr. Levy?”
Ben surveyed the small crowd that was gathering and held his hands up playfully in phony surrender. “All I wanted to do was talk to Jessie and that obviously isn’t going to happen,” he said, his eyes darting from one person to another. “After I finish my beer, I’ll say goodbye to my new beautiful blonde friend and be on my way. No hard feelings.”
Pete watched both men intently and waited patiently for his brother to respond.
Though Trent tried to appear composed, his teeth were gnashing together. “I think it would be best for everyone if you left now.”
“Fine,” Ben muttered indignantly. After setting his bottle down, he surreptitiously winked at Jessie and headed in the other direction.
Trent took her hand, enfolding it in his. “Jess, are you alright?”
“I’ll feel much better after I watch the Uber driver speed down the road with him in the backseat of the car.”



Chapter Fourteen
 
 
One final time, Ben strutted into the main lodge to check out. After he approached the front desk, he impatiently drummed his fingers on the counter.
“Are you ready to check out, Mr. Levy?”
“I guess you could say that.”
Karen’s lips curled slightly into a disingenuous smile. “Well, I hope your few days with us were pleasant.”
“More eye-opening than anything else,” Ben muttered, reaching for his wallet. Locating his American Express card, he slid it across the counter and slowly raised his head to meet Trent’s eyes.
“Mr. Levy, can we assist you with any transportation arrangements?” His tone was abrupt and businesslike.
“Well, well, well. Look who’s here to give me the grand sendoff. If it isn’t the cowboy with his life-size picture on the wall.”
“Why don’t you take a short break, Karen. I’m happy to handle this,” Trent said quietly, picking up the AMEX card.
“Yes, sir, Mr. Reynolds,” she squeaked out, scurrying off.
“Hmm, does everyone around here call you sir?” Ben goaded.
Entering his card number in the computer, Trent ignored the comment. “Will you be needing travel arrangements?”
“I’ve already taken care of that, thank you. My Uber driver should be here in just about a minute.”
With a nod, he watched Ben’s bill exit the printer and pushed it toward him. “You might want to review this, to see if it’s accurate.”
“It’s fine,” Ben countered, scanning it quickly.
Trent glowered at him as he handed back his card. With a quick glance out the window, he noticed a car pull up to the curb in front of the lobby and his gaze darkened as he turned to meet Ben’s eyes. “That’s probably your ride, Mr. Levy. And since we won’t be seeing each other any time soon, let me take this opportunity to wish you a good trip to New York.”
Ben’s grin was lopsided in response. “Since we seem to be competing for the attention of the same woman, we just might meet up again. As they say, stranger things have happened.”
“I doubt it. Now is there anything else I can do for you?”
Snickering, he pulled out the handle on his rolling suitcase. “Let us not forget that Jessie will return to New York next week, and that should put you two thousand miles away from her. She does work for a prestigious law firm and they’re all waiting for her.” Ben waved his hand high in the air as he walked away.
Trent’s knuckles turned white, gripping the edge of the counter. What an asshole.
 
* * *
 
Jumping out of his Uber ride, Ben saluted a friendly goodbye to the driver. “Damn, it just cost me one hundred bucks to catch a ride to the airport,” he whispered to himself, watching the car drive away.
But it’ll all be worth it. Real fucking soon.
Approaching the automatic double doors, his grin was crooked as he watched them open to a bustle of activity.
Hmm. Now which direction should I be heading in?
As he traveled to the left, his eyes wandered past several displays for departing flights, searching for just the right voluminous neon sign. Finally, he stopped short, and his face lit up like a Christmas tree.
Ahh, just what I need. A long line of rental car companies.



Chapter Fifteen
 
 
Trent got into bed with Jessie and nuzzled up behind her. “Even though Ben left this morning, I still want to keep a close eye on you,” he said, his finger trailing down the small of her back to tease the crease of her bottom cheeks.
“Jesus. Come on, Trent,” she whined, squirming and wiggling as his warm hand separated her thighs and pressed against the slit of her swollen, drenched pussy.
His protective tone changed quickly to a low growl. “Why is your sex so wet? What have you been doing?”
Caught like a rat in a maze, her cheeks blushed scarlet. “I honestly wasn’t expecting you until lunch.”
“There will be no pleasuring yourself, young lady. That’s like stealing happiness from me. Do you understand?”
“Yes, sir,” she eked out as he took her soft buttock into his hand and gave it a purposeful squeeze.
“I’m serious. And if I find those fingers wandering again, I’ll spank that gorgeous bottom of yours until you can’t sit. Are we clear?”
“As a bell,” she mumbled, hiding her best eye roll. “Don’t you ever sleep in, cowboy?”
“Not on this ranch, darlin’. I’ve already collected the eggs and milked the cows this morning.”
“I happen to know you don’t have any chickens and this isn’t a dairy farm.” Her sigh was heavy as she rolled over to meet his gaze. “Are you sure he’s gone? Did anyone actually see him leave?”
“Yep. Karen was at the desk this morning when he paid his bill, and Pete wanted to watch him load his bags into the trunk, but I won the coin toss last night. Our snake of a customer slithered off the ranch at seven this morning to catch his flight back to New York, and I couldn’t be more relieved.”
Jessie yawned and stretched her arms wide. “Aww, I guess that means you won’t be my bodyguard anymore,” she mewled. “Is there another cowboy on this ranch I can hire for that task?”
He rolled her onto her belly and raised her nightshirt. “Nope. This is a job I’m enjoying and plan to keep for a long time, baby girl,” he said, landing a hefty smack on each upturned globe. “In fact, I’m going to head over to the stables right now, but when I’m done, I thought we might have some fun and take a swim together.”
“Jesus. Not so hard. That hurts,” she muttered, rubbing the sting on each tender cheek. “So, your baby brother is going to give you another day off, eh?” she asked facetiously.
“Since this is your last week here, Pete and I worked out a plan, so we could have more time with you and Sammie. Today is our day to splash around, and tomorrow they can have the afternoon alone together. Sound good?”
“Sure, that’s fine. How about if I do a few things before meeting you later?”
“Until Ben’s plane takes off, which should be in another hour, I don’t think it’s safe for you to wander around on your own. Why don’t you hang out here, and meet me at the pool for lunch at noon? And remember, I’m a man of my word when it comes to keeping promises,” he said with a wink.
“I know. I get it,” she muttered, turning to glance in the mirror at the pink handprints on her bare ass.
 
* * *
 
Walking into the sizable swimming area, Jessie quickly found a table and set her large nylon tote on the chair as a waiter approached. “Mr. Reynolds just stopped by to say he’ll be back shortly to join you, Ms. Woods. Would you like to check out a menu while you wait for him? Can I bring you an iced tea, perhaps?”
“Please call me Jessie,” she responded with a smile before glancing around the pool. “Why am I only seeing adults at the pool? Where are the kids today?”
“When the pool is open, we usually have adult swim time every other hour. But today the kids are on an all-day excursion riding horses, so the adults can have the pool all to themselves.”
“Cool idea,” she agreed with a nod. “You can leave the menus, but hold off on the cold drink. I’d like to stick my toes in the water for a bit.”
The waiter shifted his eyes nervously around the pool. “I-I don’t know if that’s such a good idea, ma’am. I was given strict instructions to seat you and take your drink order. Why don’t you wait a few minutes before taking a dip?”
“Let me guess. You were hired to be my babysitter until he gets here?” she quipped, folding her arms.
“I’m only following orders.”
“I understand,” she said, sliding her hands to her hips. “Is he paying you by the hour to keep me occupied? Will there be crayons and a coloring book in my future?”
“Behave, young lady.” Trent’s low tone beamed in from behind. “This hard-working gentleman is just helping me out here.” Pivoting toward the waiter, he nodded and took the menus. “Thanks, Phillip. I appreciate you watching out for her. Give us a minute to look at the specials, please.”
Jessie waited patiently for the waiter to leave before opening her mouth. “Sammie and I have another week to spend here, and I don’t want to feel like I’m in hiding. This is supposed to be a vacation, not the witness protection program.”
“I know, I know,” Trent soothed. “But I don’t completely trust that ex-boyfriend of yours. Just because he left doesn’t mean he’s done stalking you in some other way…”
“Do you actually think he’s hired someone to follow me?” Jessie rolled her eyes. “Really, cowboy, you’re giving him way too much credit. Ben’s in the business of toning bodies, for God’s sake, and you’re acting like he’s the head of a mafia family.”
“The man’s also a certifiable nut, which he’s proven over and over. Do I need to remind you that he was watching us through the window of my house the other day?”
Her face reddened as she swallowed hard. “No reminders necessary.”
“Even though his plane is currently in the air to New York, I’m making it my personal business to keep you safe and sound…”
“And how do you intend to continue your mission when Sammie and I leave this ranch?” she asked, pursing her lips.
He traced his finger down the side of her cheek and grinned. “Let’s worry about that next week, counselor.”
“Fine. And just for the record, tell Phillip I prefer to color with markers,” she said with a wink.
 
* * *
 
Jessie clung on to Trent’s muscular, tan shoulders as he cradled her close while bobbing up and down in the water. “Hold on, sweet pea, this is going to be a rough ride through these waves,” he said, angling his mouth to her ear.
“This is so much fun. My father never took us to the pool, but I used to watch other daddies play with their kids on the weekends.”
He smoothed her wet hair back and kissed her forehead. “We have the whole week to play together, kitten, and I plan to make every day memorable.”
She hugged him tight, wishing she had more than a week left of vacation time. “Want to watch me go down the slide?”
“You’re a mind reader because that was going to be my next suggestion.”
Jessie nodded and doggie paddled her way over to the steps. But as she reached the wall, she noticed a drain pumping water into the pool, and there wasn’t a soul around at that moment to get in the way of her plan. With legs bent and spread, Jessie quickly positioned her cunny in front of the spraying jets, resting her feet on the smooth tile of the pool.
“Jessica Nicole Woods!” Trent barked from the deep end, making his way toward her.
“I thought you were getting out of the pool to watch me. Why are you still in here?” she asked over her shoulder, angling herself close to the filter for just a bit more friction.
He clenched his teeth and tilted his mouth toward her ear so no one else would hear. “If you don’t move your body, you’re going to be one sorry little lady.”
She threw her head back and shut her eyes as her pussy thrummed. “Come on, you said we were supposed to have fun today.”
“Don’t test me, Jessie. If you keep this up, I won’t hesitate to spank your sweet bottom,” he warned in a strict but quiet tone. “In front of everyone.”
She wiggled and waved her ass. “Come on, just give me one more minute. This feels sooo fucking good!” The powerful underwater spray pulsed forward onto her eager, delicate kitty, and as she repositioned herself closer to the gushing jet, a husky moan escaped her from her throat.
“I’ll show you how much fun I can be, young lady.” Reaching around Jessie’s waist, he pulled her off the wall and positioned her onto the middle rung of the ladder. After she climbed out of the pool, he led her to the chair and helped towel her dry.
She stood beside him and shrugged. “You were the only one who was watching. No one else was paying any attention.”
“What if someone figured out what you were doing? Do you think it was wise to pleasure yourself in front of all those people?”
“Women do it on the sly all the time,” she admitted with a giggle. “Are you really that upset with me?”
His eyes darkened. “We just talked about your wandering fingers habit, and you promised not to do that anymore while you’re here. Is your naughty bottom really desiring that much attention?”
“But my fingers weren’t wandering,” she brazenly teased while wiggling the digits on both hands.
“All right. I can see you’re not taking this conversation seriously, so we obviously need to have it in private. Let’s go back to the house where I can make more of an impression on you.” He rubbed her hair with the towel before giving her dripping legs the once-over. But when she bent over to pick up her tote bag, he landed a loud smack onto her wet buttocks with his large, firm hand.
“Hey,” she yelped, pulling down the elastic over her backside. “There are other adults at this pool.”
He inclined his head toward hers. “I know. And that’s just a small sample of what’s to come.”
 
* * *
 
Standing under the steaming water, Jesse grinned at the memory of provoking Trent at the pool as she filled her palm with peach-scented shampoo. After her soapy fingers glided effortlessly over her scalp, she finally stretched her neck backward to thoroughly rinse her shoulder-length, reddish-blonde hair. But as she reached for the conditioner, she noticed as the bathroom door opened and she watched through the frosted shower stall as a tall man’s silhouette appeared.
“Trent, is that you?”
“Yep, it’s me. Are you finished showering? We need to talk.”
“Why do I get the idea this isn’t going to be lighthearted banter?” she asked, her eyes glued to his dark image beyond the etched glass.
What the hell did he just pull out of his back pocket? Stalling, she rinsed her hair one more time. “C-Can’t we chat while I finish?”
“Come out here now,” he directed in a stern but controlled voice. Sitting down on the covered toilet seat, Trent patiently waited for Jessie to rinse her body and turn off the faucet. As she walked out of the stall, he pulled her by the wrist and bent her over his lap with ridiculous ease.
“My God! I’m soaking wet. Are you nuts?”
He quickly grabbed a small ping-pong paddle that he’d brought into the bathroom with one hand and secured her tightly around her hips with the other. “Did you think it was amusing to pleasure yourself in public?” he asked, swatting her dripping buttocks with the rubberized implement.
“Ahh! Please don’t do that! God, it stings!” she shrieked.
“This is my resort and everyone knows you’re my girl.” He tapped each cheek once before popping them several times with the hard wooden object.
Wiggling and flopping around, she howled and hung on tightly to his knee. “Gahh, please! I’m sorry! I was just having some fun.”
Undeterred, he rained hard smacks down on one cheek and then immediately switched to the other. “Be still and take your lickin’, or I’ll take my belt to this wet backside.”
Her sensitive flesh felt like a swarm of bees had stung it as a red-hot burn spread throughout her ass. “Please stop,” she begged as her eyes pooled with tears. “Please! Please! Please! That damn thing hurts!”
“You deserve to have a sore bottom, and you know it,” he rumbled, peppering every inch of her hind end with crisp cracks.
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” she yelped through gritted teeth.
“What are you sorry for, Jessica Nicole?”
“I’m sorry I baited you that way,” she whispered, drooping over his lap from sheer exhaustion.
“What in the hell were you thinking?” He placed the paddle back down on the sink and briskly slapped her thigh with his callused palm.
“I knew you were watching me,” she admitted as her tears flowed freely. “And I just wanted to see how you’d react.”
Trent smoothed his hand over her hot moist skin and swiveled her body to position her in his lap. “You should understand by now that when I say I’m going to do something, I’ll carry that promise through.”
She nodded and squeezed her swollen eyelids tight.
“And I’ve warned you about the consequences of pleasuring yourself, but you decided to test me anyway. In public, no less! What’s going on?”
Avoiding his questions, she threw her arms around his neck and nuzzled into his chest. “You’re soaked,” she managed between sobs.
“Shh, shh, it’s okay, peanut, I don’t mind,” he said, cradling her head under his chin. “But we need to have a serious talk.”
Her tone was tremulous as she tried to speak. “It’s an awful feeling to constantly crave attention. I’ve always felt invisible and my therapist believes that I think negative attention is better than having none. I know I’m too old to be acting this way, but just can’t seem to stop.”
“I’ll give you plenty of attention, baby doll, but when you act like an insolent child, your bottom is going to pay for it,” he whispered, rocking her back and forth. “How many times do I need to remind my little one how much I adore her?”
She hiccupped and rubbed her face against his. “I know how you feel about me,” she said, wondering if he’d noticed that her sodden sex was gushing all over the dark, stiff fabric covering his thighs.
Trent’s voice was gravelly as he shifted the zipper on his jeans, trying to find a more comfortable position for his obvious erection. “You need to learn there are consequences for your actions, sweet pea. I’ve been much too lenient with you.”
Her eyelashes lowered, hoping he was done disciplining her.
“Let’s get you dried off and into something comfortable. And then you’re going to tell me the real reason you slapped a restraining order on Ben.”
She wiped her wet cheeks with the backs of her hands. “Do we really have to do that now? He’s finally out of my life…”
“Yep, and I want the whole truth this time, young lady.” As she stood to reach for a towel on the rack, he lovingly patted each side of her reddened buttocks. “Understood?”
“Yes, sir.”
 
* * *
 
Dressed in a robe, Jessie sat on the bed watching Trent. His hands were stuffed in his pockets as he nervously paced the width of the room.
“I’m not a legal expert, but I figured Ben must’ve done something terrible for you to acquire that kind of a protective order.”
“He wasn’t smart to threaten me in a text, but it did give me proof.”
He swiveled his head to meet hers. “You kept saying how desperate he was to have you back, but what did he actually say?”
Nervously, she cleared her throat and gave him a sideways glance. “Does it really matter? God, I hate reliving this.”
“I need to know exactly what we’re dealing with. Ben’s gone from this ranch, but it’s making me nervous that you’re returning to New York next week…”
Her shoulders slumped as she hung her head. “He said if I didn’t give him a chance to explain why he was with that girl, he’d take me from my apartment in the middle of the night and no one would ever find me,” she uttered in a wobbly voice, forcing the fragmented words from her mouth.
Trent stopped dead in his tracks. “Jesus Christ.”
“I know it sounds crazy that I’d be so afraid. My apartment has a double security bolt and we have dependable doormen who work around the clock to keep everyone in the building safe.”
“Of course, you did the right thing to alert the authorities,” he said, lowering himself to one knee in front of her.
“There’s more.” She looked down, trying to hide the tears welling in her eyes.
He gently tilted her chin, calmly raising her face to meet his. “Tell me, baby girl.”
She shuddered, trying to release the thought that had been choking her with fear. “His last words were, ‘And then you’ll finally be invisible.’”



Chapter Sixteen
 
 
“So, you fessed up to Trent. Well, thank God for that,” Sammie said, pouring herself a steaming cup of coffee. “Since he already knew about the restraining order, for the life of me, I couldn’t figure out why you couldn’t tell him the whole story.”
Jessie stirred the cream into her coffee and sighed. “Every time I envision that text Ben sent to me, my throat closes up and my heart starts hammering. It’s a terrible feeling to experience a panic attack, and I just need to be done with the past. I’m tired of it haunting me. I’m tired of being afraid.”
“I know, but your cowboy is trying to keep you safe out here. Don’t you think he needs to know how dangerous Ben is?”
Her head rose along with her sculpted eyebrows. “Between Trent and Pete, how could I not feel safe? Besides, that asshole is probably back in New York staring in someone else’s window by now.”
“Do I get any credit for not spilling all the beans to Pete?” Sammie asked, cracking a smile. “It was the least I could do after blabbing about the restraining order…”
“Even though I complain regularly about those loose lips of yours, you know I’d never hold a grudge,” she said, taking a sip of her coffee. “By the way, have I thanked you recently for bringing me to this ranch resort? Talk about being on a journey…”
Sammie playfully rolled her eyes and put down her mug. “Maybe you better hold off on buying that Hallmark card until after you’re done watching each of them ride a bull…”
“Excuse me?”
“Didn’t Trent tell you that the rodeo is in town? When I first met Pete, he mentioned that they participate in this show every year.”
Her lips pursed. “Un-fucking-believable.”
 
* * *
 
Jessie listened carefully to Trent’s plans and scrunched her freckled nose. “Is this going to be safe? After all, you’re not a spring chicken,” she joked.
“Darlin’, Pete and I have been participating in this kind of night for the past eight years, and our only opportunity comes when the rodeo is in town. Our guests seem to love it.”
“I’m sure they do, but you could get seriously hurt,” she chided, her demeanor brimming with concern.
“Jess, I appreciate that you’re worried about me, but a few bumps and bruises have been the worst problems we’ve faced so far. After all, we have clowns to protect us.”
Taking on a new attitude, her hands traveled to her hips. “Are you riding bulls or is this a circus we’re talking about?” she continued, clearly not amused.
Trent’s hazel-green eyes were smiling. “Let me explain. There are clowns around just in case the rider is bucked off. And when we’re ready to dismount, they distract the bulls away from us so we don’t get gored. Does that help paint a better picture?”
“Gored? Good God!” she shrieked.
Trent put his hands on both of her shoulders. “It’s okay, sweet pea. You need to trust that I know what I’m doing.”
“Fine. But just so you know, Sam is much more excited about this event than I am.”
He pulled his boots on, attached the spurs, and peered up at Jessie’s nervous expression. “I just love how you and your twin sister are alter egos of each other.”
“We’ve always been different. She’s a devil-may-care kind of personality while I’m more of a worrier…”
“But it’s cool how you complement each other,” he broke in before chuckling. “Pete and I are complete opposites.”
“Are you kidding? You two were made from the same bossy mold,” Jessie said, pointing an accusing finger in his direction.
His smile was deliciously wicked. “Ooh, so now I’m bossy, eh?”
“Don’t even try to change the subject,” she implored, her hands outstretched in frustration. “Come on, the thought of you getting hurt today scares me.”
“I’ll make you a promise. If things go terribly wrong, I’ll never do it again.”
“You could get yourself killed!”
“Then I’ll never ride another bull again. See? I always keep my promises, counselor.”
“That’s not funny, cowboy.”
 
* * *
 
Jessie nervously picked at her nail polish, waiting for the first rider to mount the bull.
“Are you okay, Jess?” Sam asked, her lips forming a tight line.
“I’ve chewed my poor nails down to stubs. And how are you handling this?”
“I’m a bit nervous, but Pete insists it’s a lot of fun. He even wanted to know if I’d like to try it.”
Jessie’s eyes widened. “Please tell me you aren’t seriously considering it.”
“Can you ever chill? They also have some little baby bulls for training—not like the big, bad Brahma bull. He told me I’d have to wear a helmet and other protective gear. Who knows? Maybe I’ll give it a go.”
Jessie surreptitiously cleared her throat. “Trent was right.”
“Uh-oh. Have you two been talking about me?”
“He thinks we’re a good match. You know, kind of a yin-yang sort of thing.”
“My theory on life has always been that it’s meant to be lived and not just walked through. I don’t like to spend much time contemplating the future or dwelling on the past. And we both know you ingest a lot more antacid tablets than I do.” Though her focus was on Jessie, something in her peripheral vision caught her attention. “Hey! Pete and Trent are waving at us.”
Jessie swiveled her neck to focus on the guys, who were standing about twenty feet away. Trent blew her a kiss before pointing to a large sign across his chest with the number two on it and immediately pointed a finger to Pete who wore a number one. Dramatically, her attention returned to her sister. “Jesus, they’re going first?”
“Yep. And Pete said that the professionals will follow after.”
“I just can’t believe that you’re okay with all of this!” Jessie bit out.
“They have on chest protectors, chaps, and gloves. Come on, kiddo, enjoy yourself and stop worrying so much.” Sam’s grin was wide as she pointed down at the small field. “Look! They’re sending in the clowns.”
“How in the hell do you know so much about a rodeo?”
“I’ve only watched it on television, but I love these guys. They’re the kind of dominant men you usually only read about in romance novels. Come on, tell me what were you thinking when Trent strapped on those chaps. I can’t believe you didn’t get a little damp down south from it. I damn near jumped Pete’s bones when he came strolling into the living room fully dressed.”
“Jesus, do we have to talk about this?”
Sammie giggled and waved her hand. “Sorry. I’m just sayin’.”
The guests started to cheer when they heard the announcement that Pete Reynolds was to be the first rider. After throwing his legs over the massive animal, he grabbed the rope and cinched it around his right hand with several loops. The cowboy assisting him patted his back and Pete gave the nod for the go-ahead. The stall gate flung open, Pete dug his spurs in, and the bull named El Diablo roared out of the enclosure. Everyone in the crowd rose to their feet, and Jessie clapped her hand over her mouth in fear while Sam began jumping up and down, cheering.
El Diablo
came out of the chute with a fury. His hind legs bucked with ferocity as he twirled around doing a three-hundred-and-sixty-degree rotation, and it was obvious that Pete was hanging on for dear life. But then, within just a couple of short seconds, the crowd watched as his large body was hurled through the air, heavy groans rang out from the stands, and instantly, the clowns ran out and surrounded the bull to deflect his attention.
“My God, he’s hurt,” Sammie muttered to Jessie, watching Pete stagger to his feet holding his wrist.
“Wait! Is he smiling?”
Pete grinned, picked his hat up off the ground, and raised a hand in the air. With cheers, everyone stood and returned the sentiment with a large applause. Hustling El Diablo
off to the side, the clowns finally brought him through the exit that led to the corral, and Jessie watched closely as Trent put an arm around his brother while whispering into his ear.
Once again, the announcer’s voice reverberated as he introduced the next rider. Trent raised his hat in the air to acknowledge the crowd and whirled around to see Jessie. “Sam, I can’t watch,” she said, her eyes blazing with terror.
“Come on, he wants you to. He’ll be okay, you’ll see.”
Going through the same routine as Pete had done just a moment before, Trent jumped into the chute and landed on top of his competitor, Black Mambo. And minutes before he was about to be let loose, he twisted in Jessie’s direction, giving her the thumbs up.
As she looked down at the two-thousand-pound beast, Black Mambo
turned his horned head and snorted.
“Sam, that animal just glared at me.”
“Come on, get a grip,” she teased, rolling her eyes. “You’re hallucinating.”
“I’m telling you, that beast grunted at me, and it’s a bad sign. I don’t like this. Not one bit.”
Black Mambo stormed out of the chute with obvious determination to buck Trent off his back. And even though his body went into a frenzy of contortions, the strong cowboy stayed solid. Jessie tensely rattled her feet on the ground and grabbed one of Sam’s hands, her nails digging into her sister’s delicate skin.
“Ow, that hurts! Stop that! Are you crazy?” she yelped.
“I can’t help it! I’m nervous!” She didn’t want to watch, but couldn’t help keeping a vigilant view with one eye open. Trent had told her that a successful ride had to last eight seconds, so she started counting:
One Mississippi… two Mississippi.
After the horn finally sounded, he tossed his hat in the air and jumped off the massive bull. The clowns raced in to allow some space between him and the discouraged animal… and then the crowd went wild with excitement!
Leaping up and down, Jessie was relieved that it was over. “Sam, he did it! I can’t believe it! He’s fine, just like you said he would be!” Continuing to spring up and down, she wrapped her arms around her sister, squeezing her tight.
As Trent made his way out of the arena, the rest of the cowboys slapped him on the back giving their hearty congratulations. And after the announcer’s voice boomed over the noisy crowd declaring a score of seventy-five, everyone went crazy with cheers and applause.
“Is that good?” Jessie asked Sam.
“You bet!” she yelled along with a hearty high-five to her sister.
The two finally settled back down in their seats and let out long exhales. “I’m glad that’s over!” Jessie confessed.
“What’s over?”
The girls spun around and there stood Trent. He was dusty and dirty, but sported a huge grin across his face.
“Hey, cowboy, what a way to take down Black Mambo,”
Sam spit out before craning her neck around. “Where’s Pete?”
He held both hands up defensively. “Don’t get all worried, but he’s a little banged up.”
Her face immediately fell. “What do you mean by banged up?”
“It’s just a sprained wrist,” Pete uttered quietly, walking toward her. “Doc said I just need to keep it wrapped for now, but it’ll be fine.”
Flinging herself in his arms, Sam almost knocked him over. “Thank God it was only your wrist.”
Trent smiled and took the opportunity to hug Jessie, who immediately buried her head in his large burly chest.
“I could barely watch.”
“For a second, I thought that damn bull was going to get the best of me. But I hung on for dear life, and it might’ve have been my best ride ever. What do ya think, brother?”
“Sorry, Trent, the doc was wrapping my wrist while you were riding. Maybe I’ll catch the show in reruns,” Pete said, chuckling.
In the background, the throng was cheering as the next competitor had just been thrown off his bull. Trent scanned across the arena, grinning. “All in all, it’s been a good night!”
Sam winked at Pete. “Let’s get you home, cowboy. It’s time for Nurse Sammie take care of you.”
Trent gave Jessie’s waist a slight squeeze. “I’d like to go home and clean all this dust off. You want to join me in the shower?”
She stood silently, her intense gaze meeting his.
“Something the matter, sugar?”
Jessie’s shoulders rose. “Let’s have a conversation about this when we get back to your place.”
 
* * *
 
After Trent toweled himself off, he spied Jessie waiting for him on the bed, dressed in a T-shirt and panties. “Stay right there—I’m almost ready for our conversation,” he said through the open bathroom door while pulling on his navy sweatpants.
She nodded, inching herself backward until she was flush with the headboard. Watching him run fingers through his dark, wet hair, she tried to compose herself and stared at his handsome reflection in the mirror. “You strapped my bottom the other day for putting myself in danger. Do you remember?”
“As I recall, it was your bare bottom,” he corrected through a crooked grin.
“That’s not funny.”
“We’ve been through all this, Jess. You were stalking a man who could potentially do you harm…”
“And you didn’t think it was dangerous to ride a two-thousand-pound bull? You could’ve been hurt or killed.”
Scraping his fingertips along the dark stubble on his cheek, he pivoted and studied her with glittering eyes. “This is my ranch, and as the co-owner of this spread, I have certain functions. It’s my responsibility to supply entertainment for the customers.”
“This is such a double fucking standard,” she said, shaking her head.
“You always have the right to argue your case, counselor, and there will be times when I’ll agree with you, but…”
“But this won’t be one of those times, right?” she asked, peering down at the comforter.
The corners of his lips kicked up a sly grin. “Why don’t you join me on the edge of the bed and crawl over my lap to find out?”
Though trepidation was in her demeanor, she loved that sexy dominance about him, and her clit was already wet at the sound of his stern, velvety tone. “Why does it always have to be your way or the highway?” she asked, creeping toward him on her knees.
“Tonight’s lesson will be about speaking to me respectfully, and if you’re a good girl, there might be a pleasurable twist in it for you,” he commented with a wink, lowering her over his hard thighs.
“Will this be an erotic spanking? I don’t believe I’ve ever experienced one of those from you.” There was a tart, sarcastic tilt in her tone as her head swiveled to meet his eyes.
“Turn your face, sweet girl, there’s nothing for you to see.” He took painstaking care to position her, making sure her legs were dangling free over his knee. “Keep your hands out of the way,” he declared, cracking her ass twice with the flat of his palm. “And my suggestion would be to edit the smart-aleck comments. Of course, if you prefer, I could bring out a rattan implement to drive that point home, young lady. Has a cane ever met these luscious soft cheeks of yours?”
Jesus. She could almost hear the wolfish grin in his voice. “N-No, sir. Never.”
“If I were you, I’d try to avoid it,” he said, hooking his fingers into the elastic of her underpants before easing the pale pink cotton down her thighs. “And let’s spread these legs a bit.”
As his callused fingertips prodded her thighs further apart, Jessie’s cunny clenched at his tender touch. “I’m sorry for the language. I know you don’t like it when…”
“When my beautiful lady swears like a drunken sailor?” As his large hand slapped her ass, the harsh impact managed to cause a heat wave blossoming in her slick sex. Immediately, her eyes flew open from the sharp pain and she prayed to God that he couldn’t see how slippery her nether lips had become. Taking up a steady, deliberate pace, he rained brisk smacks down onto the center of both cheeks, the thundering crack of each blow making her flinch while her labia continued to swell and bloom. Though he was reprimanding her, there was something loving in his demeanor and a seismic tremor reverberated deep within her womb every time his palm connected sharply with her stinging buttocks.
“Have you figured out by now that I keep my promises?” he asked in a no-nonsense tone, his hand moving in a fast-paced rhythm from one inflamed globe to the other.
“Ahh, yes, sir. I know you do!” she eked out with tears in her eyes.
“And why do I punish you?” he asked, delivering four more loud cracks to her stinging skin.
As her body trembled, she raised her head and groaned after each strong swat. “Because you care about me,” she sobbed, unable to hold back the tears any longer. But just after his palm left her hot bottom, his nimble fingertips slid into the cleft of her saturated sex, and she gasped before exhaling a soft and labored, low-pitched moan.
“You are a bad, bad girl,” he admonished, delving deeper into her drenched, swollen skin. “Ahh, such a soaked and needy pussy. What do you think I should do about this?”
Moaning quietly as he rounded her fevered bundle of flesh, she raised her hips, urging his finger to go deeper inside her.
In an instant, his hand retreated and he smacked her sore rump. “If you’re greedy, you’ll get spanked, baby girl. And your backside is already bright red. My advice to you would be to behave yourself.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Does my little one need to be punished in here?” he asked in a matter-of-fact tone, spreading her juices around the delicate wheel of flesh with his wet fingertip.
“Oh, God! Oh, God!” she cried out as he massaged her hard bean at the same time his finger brushed over her shivering anus.
“Does your naughty hole need a new lesson today?”
“Ooh!” she hissed out, writhing under his skillful touch.
Gasping as he pressed inside, her face reddened from both embarrassment and lust at the anal intrusion, but no words escaped from her lips. He slowly released his thick finger to once again push it up in that forbidden area even further, with a bit more force.
“This, baby girl, is a reminder that I’m in charge. Now, close your eyes and concentrate on the way I’m disciplining you,” he instructed firmly, sliding his finger out to the edge of her puckered entrance, keeping the tip buried in her anus. “Are you paying attention, angel?” he whispered, pressing it back in again with a slow and smooth motion, his hand retreating for only a moment to land another sharp smack against her shuddering behind.
Her swollen slit dripped beneath her, soaking his sweatpants and she wasn’t going to be able to hold on much longer. With a guttural groan, she raised her buttocks, desperately wanting her bereft bottom hole to be filled again.
“Ask politely and I’ll allow you to come,” he said, returning to push deep into her trembling rosette while his other hand stilled within her clutching sex.
“Please, sir?” she managed through clenched teeth, her pussy pulsating from both the pain and pleasure. “Please!”
“Good girl,” he whispered, squeezing her vibrating bundle of nerves.
Her breath hitched as a wave of orgasmic pleasure washed over her, the pulse of her heart pounding strong and forceful while her clit throbbed mightily in the same measured beat.
“Does my girl like being spanked and satisfied at the same time?” he asked, massaging her fluttering flesh as it relaxed under his control.
“Yes, sir.” With a quivering inhale, she hid her flushed face in the comforter, the sexy comfort of his bulging erection underneath her. “What can I do for you?” she mumbled, her voice muffled by the blanket.
“For me?” He brought his mouth to her neck and softly kissed her pounding pulse point.
Jessie turned slightly, hoping to see the storm of need raging in his eyes. “May I get onto my knees and relieve that throbbing ache that’s about to leap out of your pants, cowboy?”
Receiving a wink of permission, she slid off the bed, positioned herself on the carpet in front of him, slid down the waistband of his sweatpants, and grinned as his thick shaft sprang out. Cradling his fevered cock in her hands like a long-awaited delicacy, she kissed the tip gently before lightly swiping the velvety skin with her moist tongue.
Passionately, he drew her to him as she gave loving attention to the purplish shiny head now gleaming from her saliva, and slightly tugged close to the rim with her fingers before taking the full swollen tip into her mouth.
“That’s it, my little kitten. Take it in. Take it all in.”
As he watched her every move, she held his stiff member and made a sweeping motion up and down the length of his growing erection with her soft lips, languidly laving over the silky rim before brushing over the breadth of his broad, ample hardness. Moving up and down his penis, she took him in completely but carefully, his tip barely touching the back of her throat. As his moans turned into full groans, she knew he was nearing an orgasm and tugged on him vigorously until the skin was tight and his cock was hard as a rock.
“Oh, God, I’m coming!”
She’d never swallowed before, but wanting to please him, she quickened the pace, her cheeks drawing inward from the sheer force of her suction.
“Fuck, Jess!” Trent closed his eyes as he began spurting heavy bursts of semen, and she gulped down every drop he had to give.
After licking his velvety, moist tip clean of the milky substance, she smiled as he scooped her up in his arms and kissed her softly, tasting his own saltiness.
“You seem tired, cookie. How about if I tuck my best girl in for the night?”
“Will you come to bed after you lock up the house, cowboy?” she mewled, lowering her flushed face as he pulled the sheet and fuzzy covers over her.
“I promise, darlin’, I’ll be right back.” Tilting her chin up to gently kiss her again, a slight moan came from her throat as his lips slowly moved over hers, relishing the sensation of her soft mouth. “I’ve been looking for someone like you my whole life,” he said quietly.
Stretching her arms around his warm, tanned neck, she spoke in a small, childlike voice. “Just the way I am?”
“I wouldn’t change a thing, princess. Not a thing,” he whispered, his loving gaze never leaving hers.
“Sometimes I feel like I’m dreaming this, and you aren’t real.”
His eyes sparkled as he winked at her. “Oh, I’m real, and you’re mine, remember?”
“Every minute of every day,” she cooed, her cheeks beaming a bright shade of red.



Chapter Seventeen
 
 
Jessie rolled over with a smile on her face and curled her toes, remembering the sexy scene with Trent the night before.
Jesus, that cowboy does love to see my cheeks turn the same shade as my ass.
As she resisted the urge to get moving, she heard someone rustling around in the kitchen, followed by heavy footsteps coming down the hall. As the door creaked open, she quickly shut her eyes and reveled in the hope that they would have some additional time in bed together. And then she felt a warm body slide under the covers next to her.
“Ooh, you’re home early, cowboy. Did you forget something?”
In a silent response, he tugged at her waist, pulling her into a spooning position. As always, just his presence made her feel so safe and secure, and she inched her bottom into his hips, feeling his hard manhood rubbing up against her.
“Mmm, shouldn’t you be roping some cattle right now?” she teased.
But instead of nuzzling her neck, like he usually did, she was roughly jerked against a muscled chest as she inhaled a quick whiff of familiar cologne.
Jesus Christ.
Lifting her head out of the covers, she peeked over at the mirror that hung on the wall across from the bed, and her body instantly jutted forward to escape his grasp. But as her mouth opened wide to scream, no sound was heard.
“Just like in your nightmares, eh?” Ben snarled in a gruff voice, yanking her body back toward him while clapping his hand tight over her mouth. “There, there, settle down, my little strawberry blonde beauty.”
Jessie’s mind reeled in fear as her heart thundered against her chest. “Y-You need to leave. Trent will be home any minute,” she muttered, her voice muffled beneath his palm.
As he clucked his tongue, a sinister smile spread across his lips. “Don’t be ridiculous. I’ve been watching this house for days, and your Western man moves like clockwork. Yes indeed, that cowboy of yours certainly is predictable! Every morning he’s up and out the door at six-thirty… on the dot. Did you know how dangerous it is to be that calculable, Jessie?” he asked with a maniacal chuckle. “Or would you prefer I call you Jessica Nicole?
Ooh, I just love how he uses your full name when he scolds you.”
Trembling, she edged back. “You need to leave.”
“And you need to behave yourself, young lady,” he mocked in a steely tone, as he reached into his pocket, quickly ejecting a long stiletto blade for her to see. “Don’t you understand, my darling? We could’ve worked through our problems when you held all the cards. But, as usual, you were being stubborn and unreasonable. And now, there must be consequences for your actions.”
“Please put that away,” she begged through a cracked voice while peering down at the long, gleaming switchblade.
“I’m sorry, does the knife scare you? Hmm, well, I suppose it should. Originally, I did intend to hurt you in his bed, but now I’m reconsidering. I’m having way too much fun frightening you. Honestly, it’s becoming one of my favorite sports.”
“If you go, I promise not to tell anyone you were here,” she said, her eyes brimming with tears.
“Oh, dear. Now you’re so upset that you’re lying to me,” Ben declared with a heavy sigh. “Okay, I’ll put the knife down while we chat. It seems to be making you nervous,” he continued in an unemotional tone, carefully setting the sharp steel on the end table.
Jessie’s eyes darted to the door as she considered making a run for it, but Ben’s chuckle was evil as he tightly gripped her arm. “No, you’re not going anywhere, darlin’. Not without me.”
“Let go. You’re hurting me!” she shrieked.
“Aww, I’m sorry, I thought you were into that pain and pleasure thing. But I guess there won’t be much pleasure for you anymore, will there? We could’ve been great together with that submission and dominance dance—if only you would’ve asked politely and called me sir,” he rambled, shaking a long finger at her. “What’s that old cliché? Hindsight is twenty-twenty?”
She tried to swallow, but the fear was strangling her.
Jesus, this is not the time for a panic attack. You need to stay calm and get through this.
“I can give you what you want, my sweet, if only you’d give me another chance. Would you like that? For us to be together again?” he cooed in a deranged voice.
The tears flowed down her cheeks as she started to sob. “I’ll do whatever you want. Please don’t hurt me!”
Ben grabbed the knife and held it in front of her face. “Liar!” he screamed. “Stop lying to me!”
Frantically, she bobbed her head up and down.
“I just want us to be like we were in the old days. Don’t you remember how much fun we had?” His eyes remained dark and intense, but his tone suddenly became cool and collected.
Oh, God! He’s delusional!
“I tried to explain what happened with that whore, but you wouldn’t let me.”
Attempting to regain her composure, she swallowed with some difficulty and decided it might be best to apologize. “I’m sorry. I really am…”
“That’s enough bullshit, you fucking cunt,” he barked, picking up the knife. “Now get that little ass of yours dressed, so we can leave.”
Jessie’s mouth contorted in terror. “You’re going to kidnap me?”
Lifeless, dark eyes stared straight through her as he inclined his head. “Would you rather I kill you?”
She made one last attempt to appeal to whatever shred of sanity he might’ve still owned. “If you leave now, we can forget this ever happened!”
Bringing the knife up to her neck, he touched the tip to her skin and spoke in a deep, calm voice. “Shut up and get dressed, bitch.”



Chapter Eighteen
 
 
“So, you have desk duty today, eh?” Trent asked rhetorically, strutting into the reception area. “Karen sounded terrible this morning.”
“She’s already started an antibiotic, and Denise is on her way over to relieve me. Can I get you a cup of coffee, sir?” Pete joked, tipping his cup at him.
“Yes, that would be lovely, asshole. And in case you don’t remember, I like it black.”
Pete hummed while he filled a large mug with the strongly brewed dark liquid and handed it to him. “Hey, take a seat for a minute. I want to ask you something.”
“Uh-oh, this sounds serious.” Sitting down on the tan leather bench, he drew the white stoneware to his lips and blew off the steam. “How’s your wrist feel?”
“Ahh, finally some concern from my big brother,” he said, absentmindedly playing with the rim of his cup. “The doc thinks it’ll be good as new in no time. After all, I’ve got a great live-in corporate attorney who likes to play nurse…”
“Yeah, sorry about the housing arrangements. I kind of got the better deal…”
“Well, that’s what I want to talk with you about. I’ve never seen you wrapped up with someone like this before. And it’s happened so quick. You’re breaking the house rules with this one,” he warned in fractured sentences, playfully shaking a finger at him.
Trent sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. “I know, and we said we’d never fall for a woman who lived so far away, but…”
“Jesus, they’ll be flying home to New York in a week.” He paused for a moment, studying his brother’s demeanor before dramatically inclining his head. “Are you in love with Jessie?”
“What the hell? You’re going to conduct a personal interrogation in our lobby? And by the way, I’ve seen the sparkle in your eyes when Sammie’s around, so don’t even deny what’s going on in cabin number three.”
Pete looked both ways and then at the main entrance door. “Is Jessie okay with the kinky stuff?”
“Jesus, keep your voice down. What if someone hears you?”
“We’re all alone, so just answer the question, dickhead. You know why I’m asking.”
He tipped his cup and winked. “She is.”
“Jesus, how lucky did you get?”
“I know. At first, she seemed to be vanilla, but she’s far from it. Tell me, are you really into Sammie? Could this finally be the real deal for you?”
Pete took a sip of his coffee, mulled over the question, and slowly put his cup down. “I haven’t found the right time to talk about the type of relationship I’m looking for.”
He grinned as his dark eyebrows rose. “You’re afraid to tell her? Who are you and what have you done with my assertive little brother?”
“To tell you the truth, the situation just hasn’t presented itself yet. And I hate to say this, but you look like a man who has already fallen head over heels. Jesus. You’re breaking all your own rules.”
His eyes flickered. “You’ve already mentioned that. And can you be honest for once in your life, instead of dicking me around?”
Pete shrugged his shoulders. “You know I’m not good at this heart to heart stuff.”
“God help me. For once, can you just give me a straight answer?”
“Why bother?” he admitted, licking his lips.
Trent smacked his hands hard against his thighs. “I knew it!”
“Listen, that psycho ex-boyfriend is probably already perched on your girl’s doorstep in Manhattan. And I know she has a successful career, but maybe the threat of him waiting for her there gives you a reason to convince her to stay here,” Pete said, leveling his gaze.
“Jessie’s much tougher than anyone realizes. You don’t get to be where she is without being strong on the inside.”
“Okay, this is something straight out of a Warner Bros. flick. Is it realistic for us to be in love with twin sisters?”
“Why don’t you Google it in your spare time, asshole? Come to think of it, this desk job is perfect for you with that sprained wrist—but some of us have real work to do,” he teased, putting his cup down.
 
* * *
 
“Please tell me she’s here!” Sam shrieked, pulling open the heavy wooden door.
“Jesus, what’s wrong?” Pete snapped, jumping to his feet.
Trent rushed across the lobby. “What are you talking about? Jessie said that you were coming to the house for coffee this morning…”
“But she’s not there! Where in the hell could she have gone?”
“Now calm down, Sammie,” Pete said with a steady tone. “Maybe she took a walk. You know she’s done that before…”
Trent chimed in quickly. “How did you get into my home to know she’s not there? Jess always locks the door when she leaves.”
Sammie had tears in her eyes. “It was wide open,” she managed, her voice cracking.
“Jesus.” His stomach flipped, knowing Jessie was a stickler for locking doors. “Did you check the pool?”
“Yes.”
“How about some of the trails?” Pete asked.
“Yes, yes, yes! I’ve looked everywhere.” she screamed, her eyes darting from one man to the other.
“Did you try calling her?”
Sam stared at Pete in bewilderment. “With what? Remember the damn rules? Our phones are kept in this office, unless we need them.”
Trent put his hands up reassuringly. “Okay, let’s think this through. Is there anywhere she might’ve gone?”
Sam paced back and forth in front of the two men. “Jessie did seem a bit ticked off yesterday after you rode that bull. Maybe she went somewhere to be by herself.”
“Nah, we settled that issue before we went to bed,” Trent admitted, rubbing his temples. “Pete, go pull whatever security footage we have. Maybe we’ve got her on camera.”
“I’m on it,” he said, running to the office.
Trent raced behind the desk. “I’ll get your phone, Sam. And by any chance, would you have Ben’s number?”
“No, I deleted it. Why would you ask that?” Her eyes widened as they flickered with terror. “Oh, God, are you thinking that psycho is still here?”
“Look, I don’t want to believe that either, but right now nothing else seems to make any sense,” he said, returning with two phones in his hand. “And since he was texting her, his number must be in her phone…”
“But I don’t know her damn passcode,” Sam muttered, powering up Jessie’s smartphone.
Trent’s eyes slowly rose to meet hers. “Most people use something that’s easy to remember—like birthdays or addresses. And while you work on that, I’ll go call the police,” he said patiently, walking to the other side of the room.
“Hey, I’ve got something here,” Pete shouted, waving his phone in the air.
Sam spun on her heels. “Jesus. What is it?”
“That asshole is back.”
Her pupils dilated with fear. “Shit!”
“Our camera caught him driving onto the property shortly after seven this morning, and then leaving again about an hour later.”
“W-What about Jessie, was she in the car? Could you see her?” Sam anxiously asked, combing nervous fingers through her hair.
“Sorry, darlin’, I can’t tell that much from the video. But if I was a betting man, given the circumstances, I’d say she was probably with him.”
“Fuck!” Sam yelled, cupping a hand over her mouth.
Trent quickly approached them with a phone cradled in his hand. “Even if you file a report, there’s a chance that the police won’t start searching for an adult missing person right away, so after speaking with the duty sergeant, I left Dan a message to see if he’d help.”
“Who’s Dan?”
“He’s on the police force and a good friend of Trent’s,” Pete assured Sam, putting his arm around her.
“Show him what you found,” she urged with tears in her eyes.
While displaying the screen, he kept a close watch on Trent’s reaction. “That’s Ben coming in through the front gate, and look at the timestamp—it was about seven this morning.” Fast-forwarding the televised image, he continued, “See, there’s his car leaving around eight. I can’t make out whether Jess is with him, but I’m guessin’ she is.”
“He went to the airport, rented a car, and came right back. That cocksucker has been stalking her for two days.”
“I got the password! She used the last four digits of our phone number when we were kids.” Scrolling her way through a series of screens, Sammie finally yelled, “Okay, I’ve got his number!”
Trent fisted one hand at his side before stretching the other out. “I’m calling that asshole right now.” After dialing, he put the phone on speaker and held it in the air, so everyone could hear.
 
* * *
 
His phone rang three times before Ben stared at the screen. “Ahh, this must be your man on the white horse, Jessie,” he said, putting the phone to his ear. “How you doin’, cowboy?”
As Sam’s complexion turned ashen and her mouth opened, Trent quickly put a finger to his lips, signaling her to stay calm. “Ben, where’s Jessie? Please tell me she’s not hurt.”
“Oh, she’s doing just fine. We were about to sit down and have a nice chat… weren’t we, my little sugarplum?”
Trent squeezed and flexed his hand. “Put her on the phone, so I know she’s all right.”
“Aww, I’m kind of offended that you just can’t take my word, ol’ buddy. Especially since the reason we’re in this boat is because of you. You’re the one that’s brainwashed my girl. You’re the one that caused her to throw me to the side. But I figure that once Jess and I sit down calmly and talk about things, she’s gonna understand all of this and remember how much she really loves me. Then we’ll hop on the next plane back to New York, and leave you to carry on in this desert wasteland as you were before. All alone. By yourself. With your sad little dick in your hand.”
“You’re fuckin’ delusional…”
He clucked his tongue. “Now that’s not nice, Mr. Reynolds. Calling me names will not help the situation. For someone who runs a highfalutin resort, you have some Godawful social skills.”
“Ben, listen to me carefully. If you harm one hair on my girl, there won’t be anywhere on this planet that you’ll be able to hide. Do I make myself clear?”
“Now, there you go with the threats again. I don’t like it when people threaten me; it makes me do irrational things. And you wouldn’t want me to be irrational, would you, Trent? Oh, and one more thing, cowboy. She’s not your girl. She’s mine.”
Trent inhaled an agonized breath. “Okay, tell me where you are, so we can sit down and talk about this. If you do that, we’ll just agree to forget this whole thing happened and go our separate ways. Otherwise, I’m going to involve the police.” His mouth straightened into a hard line as he waited for a response. “Ben, are you still there?”
“You know what, cowboy?
Call whoever you want, and then you, your brother, and Jessie’s cunt of a sister can all go fuck yourselves.”
And then the phone went dead.
 
* * *
 
Sam’s face contorted with sheer terror. “What are we going to do now?”
Pete eyed Trent with a dark intensity. “They have to be somewhere nearby. We could just canvass all the motels in the area,” he offered, scratching the dark stubble along his jawline.
“No, that would take too much time. There has to be a better way.” Trent crossed his arms and strutted across the room. “Just give me a minute to think this through,” he mumbled through clenched teeth.
Posing a hand on her hip, Sam pivoted toward Pete and scowled. “Can’t we just go out and start searching for them?”
“Nah, Trent is right. It’d be like trying to find a needle in a haystack.”
She glowered at him with defiance. “Unless you two come up with something soon, I’m going out there on my own.”
Pete pulled her to his chest and inclined his mouth close to her ear. “You’ll do no such thing, young lady. I want you right here, by my side.”
With Jessie’s phone in one hand and his in the other, Trent approached them and spoke clearly so they could hear his conversation. “Thanks so much, I really appreciate that. I’ll be waiting for your call.”
Her expression transformed from fear into hope as she rushed toward him. “Was that Dan on the phone?”
As he slowly raised his head, his countenance was one of steely determination. “Yep. Like Pete said before, he’s an old buddy of mine who’s been serving as a detective in our police department for about twenty years. The duty sergeant that I spoke with told him my call was urgent, so he got back to me right away.”
“What did he say? Is he going to help us?” Sam’s arms were crossed and her foot tapped impatiently on the floor.
“After I gave the background on Ben, it occurred to Dan that he might’ve seen the bastard.”
Pete’s face angled toward his brother. “God, I can’t believe we could be that lucky.”
“He stopped into a neighborhood bar for a drink last night in Casas Adobes, and sat next to a man that fit Ben’s description. He mentioned there’s a Motel 6 right on that same corner, so the asshole might’ve gotten a room there.”
“Does he really think it was Ben?”
“Fortunately, that moron was wearing a T-shirt and his sleeve tattoo was a dead giveaway. Dan believes they can trace Ben’s cell phone number to his current location. Of course, that’s assuming he has it turned on.”
Sam looked like she was about to explode. “So, do we have to sit here and wait?”
“He said to give him about fifteen minutes.”
As Pete cleared his throat, his gaze traveled from Sammie to his brother. “Why don’t we drive over to the Motel 6 and check out the area. It can’t hurt to at least be heading down that way, can it?”
Trent’s eyes darkened as he stood and stretched his body to its tall, muscular height. “Okay, let’s go.”
 
* * *
 
The three of them drove to Jimmy’s, the small bar where Dan thought he saw Ben, and Trent parked the Jeep in the empty lot.
“Beside Motel 6, there must be ten different places he could be staying in. Jesus. This looks like the motel row of this town,” Sam commented through tense fingers resting against her lips.
Pete’s eyes remained fixed on his brother’s grim expression. “Do you really want to try and take that sleazebag without the police?”
Trent’s phone rang and he gazed down at the caller ID. “Thank God, it’s Dan.” He swiped the screen and secured the phone against his ear. “Where? Perfect. Thanks, pal, I owe you one. We’ll meet you there.”
“Well?” they chimed in together.
Trent pointed to the building next door. “He’s in the Motel 6.”
Pete cracked his knuckles as he peered out the window. “Okay, so now that we know where Ben is, are we really going to wait around for Dan? The police station he works out of has to be at least forty-five minutes from here.”
Trent’s eyes narrowed as he tapped a long, tanned finger on the steering wheel. “I have some rope in the back, Pete. Sammie, hold down the fort while we go get Jessie.”



Chapter Nineteen
 
 
“I’m not in the mood for your incessant chatter, counselor, so please keep your sassy mouth shut. I think it would be in your best interest to be a good girl and behave yourself. Do you understand what I’m talking about?” His tone was even and cool as he pressed the button to automatically release the four-inch switchblade and dramatically ran his finger along the edge of the smooth steel.
She nodded, her nervous eyes darting from the sharp implement to his calm expression while the back of her neck prickled with fear. “I do.”
Without warning, he grabbed a fistful of her hair. “You’ll be still and close those lips. It’s my turn to talk, now.” His fingers threaded through her thick tresses as he pulled her head toward his face. “You’re not his—you’re mine. And you have always been mine,” he whispered. “Can we finally agree on that?”
She gasped as her heart raced, her throat constricted with terror.
“Gulping doesn’t count, bad girl. Answer me respectfully, like you answer that fake cowboy.”
Jessie swallowed hard, trying to conjure up enough saliva to respond. “Yes,” she uttered, her voice barely audible.
His prominent jawline jutted out as his small, amber-shaded eyes darkened to a frightening shade of black. “I want more than that!” he hissed, yanking on her hair until her scalp hurt.
Her dry throat tightened as she struggled to answer. “Yes, sir.”
Ben leaned in close, his hot breath on her cheek. “Ahh, now we’re getting somewhere. See, that wasn’t so tough,” he said, making himself comfortable next to her on the bed. Rethreading his fingers through her reddish-blonde locks, he cocked his head to one side and regarded her frightened demeanor with a lopsided grin. “I don’t want to see any more of that attitude of yours, so let me make myself clear. If you don’t start complying immediately to my requests, I won’t spank your bare bottom like that bucking bronco boy does,” he whispered, his lips almost touching hers. “I’ll just kill you.”
Jessie’s eyes filled with tears. “I’ll do whatever you want. Just don’t hurt me,” she pleaded, watching the muscles in his unshaven jaw clench.
One sardonic eyebrow raised as his tone lowered a notch. “I never wanted it to come to this, but you’ve forced me to be stern with you,” he said, swiping his tongue over her tear-filled cheek. “Now, if you promise to be a good girl and willingly come to New York with me, I’ll put the knife down.”
She nodded reluctantly.
His eyes rose to the ceiling. “Oh, my, for someone who passed the New York State bar exam, you certainly aren’t that bright. Didn’t I just make the rules clear?”
“Yes, sir. I’ll come with you,” she managed to croak out.
His head waved back and forth. “Sorry, I’m still not convinced. The words were concise, but your enthusiasm leaves much to be desired. Maybe you should’ve taken a few acting classes while you were in law school.” His voice was deep and churlish as he brandished the knife in front of her face.
With her thoughts swirling, she inhaled and studied his evil eyes, wondering how she could get him to trust her. “Why are you hurting me? I said I’d come with you. What more do you want me to say?”
But as he held on tight, his lips thinned and whitened. “Are you kidding? This is all your fault. If you’d treated me with respect, like you treat that damn cowboy, I would never have been with another woman. And you had the nerve to serve me with a restraining order? I want an apology, young lady.”
She didn’t know how much time had passed, but surely Sam, Trent, and Pete would be looking for her by now.
I need to stall. I need to keep him engaged.
With that revelation, her attitude instantly morphed from desperate to contrite. “You’re right, Ben. I should’ve forgiven you right away. And I’m sorry for causing you all this trouble…” Out of the corner of her eye, she could see through the opened drapes, and prayed they would find her. “Have you made a plane reservation for us? I’d change mine, but I don’t have a phone,” she said, trying to disguise her fear.
After placing the knife on the bed, he reached for his smartphone and clucked his tongue. “That lovely resort you and your cunty sister decided to go to has so many damn rules,” he sang in a childish voice before switching to a deep monotone intonation. “Thank God this cheesy motel has Wi-Fi…”
 
* * *
 
Sam’s countenance blazed with defiance as her sapphire blue eyes narrowed into slits. “What? You can’t be serious!”
“I know Jessie is your sister, but we need you to stay safe in the car. That man is dangerous, and you’ll just be one more person we’ll have to worry about, my darlin’,” Pete insisted, smoothing a stray piece of auburn blonde hair around her ear.
“I can’t believe you’re asking me to stay behind while you go rescue my sister.”
His answer came fast and with resolve. “And I promise we’ll bring her back to you, safe and sound. Now, please promise me you’ll stay put.”
Sam scowled as he kissed her cheek.
“I mean it, missy, stay right here and keep the doors locked,” he directed, cocking a stern eyebrow before looking at his brother. “Okay, Trent, pop the trunk and I’ll get the rope.”
The two muscular men exited the car and keeping their heads down, they quickly approached the building, hoping that Ben wouldn’t spot them through a window.
“Remember, that man is a certifiable nut case,” Trent warned as they entered the motel lobby. “Who knows what he’s capable of…” But before finishing his thought, he watched Pete’s eyes light up, glancing over at the counter.
“Hey, I know that guy.”
Trent spun on his heel. “Who?”
“That man over there. He’s the daytime manager,” Pete said, strutting over to the counter.
His arms crossed and he stood ramrod straight, watching his younger brother shake hands with the tall man.
Jesus. He knows everyone in this small town.
After a brisk handshake, Pete returned to his brother’s side. “Thank God my old buddy Vic is someone we can trust.”
“Well, what did he say? Did he see them?” Trent was in no mood for a background check on the motel manager and was growing more impatient by the minute.
“I gave him Ben’s description, and he said the bastard checked in about four nights ago. After I explained why we were looking for him, he pulled up the screen and showed me where he’s staying. The snake specifically asked for a corner room that was out of the way.”
“Jesus. Did you tell him the whole story?”
“The abridged version, but don’t worry, the man’s an old shit kicker. He told me that there’s nobody in the room next to Ben because he’s staying in an end unit. I told him that Mr. Levy is probably not going to invite us in for tea, and after staring at the rope in my hands, he informed me that we’ll have to pay for any damages to the room.”
“Did he see Jessie?”
“No. And he hasn’t seen Ben since he checked in.”
“Wrecking the room is the least of our worries,” Trent pointed out nonchalantly. “Come on, let’s check around the rear entrance.”
Trent took the lead walking outside and brushed his back against the long length of the white stucco wall before poking his head around the corner. “His room is all the way down on the left, and we should be able to get close enough without being seen.”
“Then what? You don’t really have a plan, do you, big brother?”
“Of course, I have a plan. You’re going to storm the door, smartass,” he said quietly. “And then we’re going to knock some sense into that prick.”
Pete stopped suddenly and pivoted at the sound of heels clicking behind them. “Jesus Christ, Sammie! Didn’t I tell you to stay in the damn Jeep?”
“This is my sister we’re talking about and I’m not hiding out in the car,” she declared defiantly, running toward them.
“Christ! Can’t you follow one simple direction?” Pete scolded in a ragged, hoarse voice.
She crossed her arms, walking quickly. “Don’t try to argue with me—my mind is made up.”
Trent kept moving, his long strides leading the way. “Could we get this done and continue your domestic argument later?”
Pressing on, Pete and Sam followed close until Trent finally put his hand out for everyone to stop. After crouching underneath the ledge, he crawled toward the middle of the window and popped his head up. Jessie was sitting on the bed with her knees curled up underneath her chin, and Ben sat in a chair opposite her.
Trent lowered himself, once again to a stooped position. “We’re in luck. She’s on the bed a few feet away from Ben, and it looks like he’s on the phone. But his back is to me, so I can’t tell if he has a weapon on him.”
Sam crossed her arms. “Jesus. This is dangerous. What are you guys going to do?”
“We’re going to take him by surprise. Pete, do you think you can bang that door open with one kick?”
“The doors in this type of motel aren’t usually that sturdy. This should be a breeze.” Taking two steps backward, he jumped up and rushed toward the door. With one forceful kick of his heavy boot, the door gave way—but, unfortunately, the chain lock did not.
As Ben jumped up from the chair, his round eyes opened wide with shock while Jessie scrambled to the other side of the room. “What the fuck!” he screamed.
Pete quickly repeated the heavy blow and the door unhinged, flying forward. In a millisecond, Trent raced inside and pulled Jessie to the floor, protecting her with his large frame. His brother immediately bulldozed his right shoulder into Ben’s midsection, causing his muscular body to hit the wall with a loud thud, and after banging his head, the evil man’s sinister eyes glazed over as he slithered onto the floor.
From the open door, Sam saw her sister crouched by the window and ran over to see if she was alright. “Oh, God, Jessie. We were scared out of our minds.”
Jessie cried softly as Trent rocked her in his arms. “I didn’t know what he was going to do with me. One minute he said he wanted us to be together, and the next he was threatening to kill me. In his twisted mind, he believed this was all my fault.”
Thumbing her tears, Trent gently kissed her wet cheeks. “You’re safe now, Jess. He can’t hurt you anymore.”
Pete watched Ben’s head roll from one side to another. “This piece of shit is regaining consciousness. Trent, would you do the honors of tying him up while I make sure he stays down? I’d do it myself, but I’m operating over here with a wrapped wrist. Jesus. Why didn’t we bring a couple of zip ties?”
Trent’s cellphone pinged and as he stared at the lit screen, a wave of relief swept over him. “Good. Dan’s almost here.”
Ben’s eyes rolled around, obviously trying to focus. “I’m going to press charges against you two assholes,” he mumbled as Pete’s boot heel dug deep into his chest.
“Shut the fuck up!” Trent threatened as he grabbed both of Ben’s hands and wrapped the thick cord around them before repeating the same procedure with his ankles. “Move one more time, and we’ll throw you on a spit to barbeque your sorry ass.”
As he finished tying him up, a commanding six-foot-three, two-hundred-twenty-pound man loudly cleared his throat in the open doorway, and everyone in the room watched as Trent’s friend Dan Polizzano strutted in with a uniformed policeman trailing behind him. “It seems you guys got the party started without us. But since you wrapped him up into such a nice and neat little package, I’ll try not to complain.”
“Arrest these people!” Ben bellowed, rolling on the floor, trying to remove his restraints.
Dan strolled over and placed his foot on Ben’s thigh to stop his movement. “Was he armed?” he asked, patting him down.
“There’s a switchblade on the bed,” Jessie uttered through a cracked voice as she pressed her face into Sammie’s shoulder.
“Don’t touch it. Someone will be come to bag it for evidence.” Dan glowered at Ben and shook his head thoughtfully. “Mister, consider yourself lucky I wasn’t here when this all went down,” he said before reading him his rights.
Ben twisted his neck to give Jessie an evil stare. “I want a lawyer.”
“Don’t worry, we’ll make sure you have adequate representation,” Dan responded as he and the officer untied the ropes and cuffed him. “Nice zip-snare technique, boys, but my preference is handcuffs. Now, let’s get this perp down to the station, Officer Leland, so he can experience some of our home town Western justice.”
Trent turned his attention back to Jessie who was now trembling on the bed with Sam’s arms around her shoulders.
“And I know it’s been a long day, ladies and gentlemen, but we all need to make a trip downtown. I’m going to need a statement from everyone,” Dan added firmly as he and the policemen guided Ben outside to the patrol car.
Slowly, Trent kneeled in front of Jessie and enfolded her hands in his. “They’ll want you to tell them exactly what happened, sweetie. And then I’ll take you home.” As he and Sam walked Jessie over to the hole in the wall where the door used to be, Pete stood in the large opening, waving a piece of paper in his hand.
“What’s that, little brother?”
His grin was crooked as one heavy eyebrow shot up. “It’s a bill for the damages. With a lovely note attached from my old friend Vic.”



Chapter Twenty
 
 
“He’s obviously a very sick man, and I almost feel sorry for him.” Jessie’s voice quavered and tears dripped from her eyes as she sat beside Trent on the couch. “What would drive someone to do something terrible like this?”
Trent tenderly swiped his large thumb under her runny nose while desperately searching for the right words. “Dan thinks that something in his past probably left him scarred emotionally. By no means does that excuse Ben from what he’s done, but in his mind, somehow his actions were justified.”
“What’s going to happen now?”
“It seems he’ll remain in the county lockup for a couple of days until he’s arraigned and his attorney enters a plea. Of course, Ben will undergo a battery of psychiatric tests and hopefully will get the help he needs. There are all kinds of reasons for a person to possess sociopathic tendencies,” he said before pausing to study her reaction. “Did he ever mention anything about his family?”
“His father ran out on them when he was young, and Ben was constantly moaning about his mother. He complained that she was overbearing to the point of being suffocating. Of course, I never knew when to believe him because he loved to exaggerate about everything.”
Trent nodded. “I once read an article about a psychopathic mother who didn’t see her son as a person, but saw him as a personal possession. Any rebellion on his part to have independence was viewed as a betrayal, and she felt an overcoming need to cast the man into exactly who she wanted him to be.”
“Every day it becomes more and more clear why Ben liked tearing me down,” Jessie said. “It gave him an opportunity to reshape my personality to fit his needs.”
“I’m not a psychiatrist, but his agenda is beginning to make sense,” Trent agreed. “When he couldn’t emotionally manipulate you anymore, he decided to use force. Before we left the station tonight, Dan whispered to me that you probably weren’t his first victim. Sociopaths are intelligent, charismatic people who need to ‘win’ at all costs. When you decided to make a clean break, he couldn’t accept that someone was turning him down and became obsessed with bringing you into his world. He didn’t care how he had to do it and probably never thought about the repercussions.”
“Jesus, Trent. This is all my fault. I never should’ve told anyone where we were going on vacation. He wouldn’t have known we were here…”
He gently rubbed circles on her back and pulled her close to him. “You need to stop blaming yourself, kitten. The man was ill, and you certainly can’t take responsibility for his actions. Most important, I think your worries about him stalking you again can finally end.”
Jessie sat up and touched the deep indentation in his bristly cleft chin with her finger. “What doesn’t kill us makes us stronger, right?”
“I know you don’t see yourself as a strong person, but you’re one of the strongest women I know.”
Her head tilted in a shy manner as the corners of her lips straightened. “I’m not so sure that’s true, but I love that you perceive me that way.”
Inhaling a deep breath, he stared at her intently, wanting her to digest the importance of his next words. “Don’t you know that you’re the love of my life, Jessica Nicole? You are my whole world.”
Her smile was sweet as her eyes pooled with tears. “I love you, too, cowboy.”
 
* * *
 
“Why are you glaring at me?”
Pete’s gravelly voice lowered a tone as he sat down on the edge of the bed. “I asked you to stay in the car. We all knew there could be a physical confrontation with Ben, and you deliberately disobeyed me. What were you thinking, Sammie?”
“Who could think things through at a moment like that? It would’ve killed me not be involved in rescuing my sister.”
It’s now or never. The time has come to find out if she’ll accept me for who I really am.
His piercing eyes darkened, studying her defiant expression. “Did it slip your mind that Ben was the same man who made it his business to stalk you on our trails?”
Sammie’s chin instantly dropped, along with her gaze. “I knew it was dangerous for me to follow you guys, but didn’t want to be left behind.”
“Yes, well, maybe it’s time your behind learned a valuable lesson.”
Her countenance blushed with embarrassment as she angled her head. “You can’t be serious. I’m not a child.”
“You and Jessie are close. Surely, she’s shared what goes on between her and Trent…”
She pursed her lips and lowered her eyelashes. “Yes, but that’s your brother… not you.”
He cupped her chin and lifted it slowly. “Look at me, Sammie.”
She raised her head and spoke in a shaky voice that was barely above a whisper. “Are you like him?”
“My brother and I are different in many ways, but we’re both sticklers for rules. Being respectful to others and having a strong moral code is extremely high on our list. It’s how we’ve always lived.”
“Jesus. Did your parents live a domestic discipline lifestyle? I thought that way of life only existed in books.”
He pulled her to his body, giving her a gentle squeeze. “We didn’t have a name for it back then, but yeah, that’s how we were raised. My father was always in charge of our family, and it worked for us.”
“From what I hear, your brother recently took their way of life to a whole new level,” she taunted through a crooked grin. “There are contemporary terms for that kind of kink, and if I’m not mistaken, his rope-tying technique had a tiny BDSM touch to it …”
He laughed. “Just know that he loves your sister with his whole heart… as I love you.”
“And I love you, too. Which is why I haven’t made a dash for the door yet,” she chuckled nervously.
He gave her a subtle wink and tried to imagine what images were brewing beyond those deep stormy blue eyes, knowing she was doing her best to digest what was about to happen. And then he spoke in a slow and deliberate voice. “When you act like a stubborn child, I’ll treat you like one.” He tapped his thigh and tilted his head. “Now, let’s get this over with.”
The dark pupils in her sapphire blue eyes dilated with alarm as her brows knit together.
“In case there’s a shred of doubt in your mind, I’m taking your backside over my lap. You’ve obviously been needin’ this kind of attention for a long time.”
She gasped as his large callused hand grabbed her waist and flipped her across his knee. As he raised her flirty paisley skirt and saw that her bottom was bare, his eyebrow darted upward. “Ahh, perfectly prepared for a good tannin’,” he declared in a determined, serious tone.
Instantly, she strained her neck to stare into his persistent eyes.
“Turn around, and bury that red face into a pillow. I’m serving as judge and jury today, and you, little lady, are guilty as charged.”
“Jesus. I can’t believe you’re really going to do this,” she mumbled, her voice muffled by the cushiony fabric. “This is so embarrassing.”
“I asked you to stay put,” he scolded right before slapping his palm against the base of each bare, quivering cheek. “We didn’t know if that maniac had a weapon or not,” he growled, landing two more consecutive swats to the same portion of her luscious ass. She tried to reach back to stop him, but he secured her wrists in his large hand. “Don’t you dare, young lady. The only thing I want to sting tonight is your disrespectful behind.” And then he proceeded to smack every untouched portion of her smooth globes, watching as his handprints spread into a sea of red throughout her velvety skin.
“For God’s sake! Please stop! Oh, God, that hurts!”
“Shush. I know it hurts, and this spankin’ will continue until I’m sure you’ve learned an important lesson. Now, be still and contemplate how important you are to me.” With rapid fire, Pete applied the flat of his hand to the sensitive top on each of her thighs.
“I know it was dangerous, and I’m sorry, I’ve learned my lesson, damn it! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” she yelped, squiggling and scissoring her legs in a futile attempt to escape his strong hold, but after successfully lifting and repositioning her over one knee, he firmly draped his leg over both of hers, and four sharp swats instantly rained down onto her blushing buttocks.
“Now, now, you know better than to use that kind of language. I’d think with the amount of years you spent in college, you’d have a much larger vocabulary to choose from.”
“Good God!” she screamed. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry!” She sobbed and writhed over his strong lap, before making one last attempt to break away from his sturdy grasp.
“You’re going nowhere until I’m finished,” he scolded in a no-nonsense tone, landing a harsh slap across her bright red behind. “And stop clenching. I want that hide nice and soft when I tan it.”
“Please, Pete, I can’t take much more,” she begged through shuddering sobs while he shifted her hips back over his legs. After the last swats were administered to each side of her ass, she finally slouched over his muscular thighs in submission.
“That was your first spanking, wasn’t it?” he finally asked, running his fingertips lightly in circles over her blistered hind end.
“Yeah,” she answered through a shivering inhale.
“Come on up here.” As he pulled her to his lap with ease, Sammie’s heated face was wet from crying and the spicy scent of her wanton arousal was in the air. “Do you know why you have a sore bottom, Samantha Anne?” he asked while surreptitiously adjusting his zippered jeans.
She wiped her cheeks with the palms of her hands. “Yeah.”
“Would you like to try that response again? ‘Yes, sir’ is the preferred answer when you’re being disciplined.”
She nodded and spoke in a small voice. “Yes, sir.”
“I was raised not to put up with sass or disrespect from someone I love. Do you understand that?”
“Yes, sir. I do,” she mumbled, staring down at the erection jutting against her hip.
“Good girl,” he said, pressing his lips to the racing pulse in her neck. “And as much as I’d like to take this adorable red bottom of yours on the floor and bury my aching cock in between these delicious hot mounds…”
While grinding her needy, wet pussy onto his jeans, she seductively caressed the huge bulge pressing against his zipper with one hand in an obvious attempt to turn her discipline session into something sexy.
“But this night won’t end like one of those erotic romance novels you’ve been reading. The lickin’ you received tonight was meant as a punishment for disobeying my attempt to keep you safe. And you need to learn something from it!” he declared, though his eyes sparkled and his heart raced with a lustful desire. “Now let’s get you tucked into bed. I imagine you’ll be sleeping on your belly tonight.”



Chapter Twenty-One
 
 
Jessie was busy spreading out large blankets all over the living room floor as the doorbell rang.
“It’s probably Pete and Sammie with dinner. I’ll get it,” Trent offered, walking out of the kitchen holding a stack of paper plates.
“This was such a great idea, Daddy. Can we bring the feather pillows into the living room?” she asked as he opened the door.
Pete raised one thick eyebrow. “Daddy,” he mouthed to Sammie as they sailed into the room holding two boxes of pizza.
Trent’s laugh was loud and lighthearted. “Of course, kitten, but try not to break any lamps while you hit each other over the head.”
The grin on Pete’s face was wide as he watched the girls disappear down the hall. “Why don’t you download the movie from Netflix and I’ll grab everything else we need.”
“Just so you know, we had to buy this one,” Trent whispered, laughing.
“I can’t believe they weren’t allowed to have sleepovers when they were kids. What kind of parents did they have?”
Thoughtfully, he ran thick callused fingers through his hair. “I swear these two were raised by wolves. There was no love in that house they lived in. Really, there ought to be a law…”
“Shh, here they come.” Pete grabbed a bunch of napkins and carried the boxes of pizza into the living room. “Okay, ladies—grab a paper plate along with a juice box and get comfortable. We’ll serve you a slice of this delicious pizza pie before we turn out the lights.”
Sammie’s brows rose as she made herself comfortable on the floor. “Are we gonna watch scary movies tonight?”
Pete’s head cocked to the side. “Trent suggested a Disney flick instead of a frightening one. After what Jess has been though, she’s had enough nightmares,” he said, glancing at his brother.
“Why don’t I smell popcorn? Are you going to make it later?” Jessie whispered to Trent.
“Of course, and I bought authentic red and white theater boxes to put it in. How does a root beer float sound for dessert, peanut?”
She nodded enthusiastically. “Sounds delicious, Daddy!”
As he positioned his fingertip on the light switch, he cleared his throat. “Everyone ready?”
Sammie watched the flat screen light up with colorful animation as she chewed and swallowed a large bite of pizza. “Oh, my God, this is Frozen with Elsa and Anna!”
“You’ve actually seen this? Jessie asked, grabbing a juice box. “Hey! Are you watching Disney movies behind my back?”
“I’ve never watched the entire movie, but I’ve seen clips and advertisements. There’s some great music in this one! You see, there’s two sisters, and one of them has magic powers…”
“Samantha Anne,” Pete scolded. “Let your sister figure out the plot herself.”
Jessie gulped and stared at Trent. “Are there going to be scary parts? Even kiddie movies have frightening scenes sometimes.”
Sam rolled her eyes. “Shush! You’re such a pain to watch a movie with!”
“Bossy bitch,” Jessie whispered under her breath.
“I hope your daddy washes that mouth out with soap and puts you to bed,” she mocked, placing a hand on her hip.
Trent shook his finger. “Okay, you two. That’s enough. Just watch the movie, or I’ll shut it off and you’ll both go straight to bed.”
Pete laughed. “I know you’ve always wanted to say that. It’s taken me a little while, but I’m finally catching on to this whole daddy thing.”
Trent winked at Jessie. “He can be a bit slow sometimes.”
“And so is my sister. As they say, there’s a lid for every pot.”



Chapter Twenty-Two
 
 
The four of them rode their horses down the trail toward the water as the sun was setting off to the west. “Couldn’t we have just ridden in the Jeep? My backside is still sore,” Sammie whined through clenched teeth.
Pete’s tone was low and velvety as he approached alongside her horse. “Naughty girls tend to have tender bottoms.”
“Excuse me, could you say that a little louder? I don’t think your brother heard every word.”
“It’s okay, he knows how you like to take me to the limit,” Pete said with an impish grin.
“The way you’ve been acting, Sammie, I’m surprised you can sit on that horse at all,” Jessie chimed in.
The ribbons of color in Trent’s eyes darkened. “Don’t get involved in their business, sweet pea.”
“I can’t remember having this much fun. It’s like cats and dogs living together,” she countered.
Pete leaned over to Sam and whispered under his breath, “Testing limits seems to run in your family. I think you and Jess are more similar than anyone thinks.”
“What was that?” Trent yelled.
“Nothing, brother. Lead the way.”
 
* * *
 
No matter how many times he’d seen it, Trent couldn’t take his eyes off the vibrant orange and red-streaked desert sky as they descended into the valley. But when several rocks rolled into their path, he noticed that the horses were nervously picking up their pace.
“Pull back on the reins just a bit, Jess.”
She nodded and after immediately following his instructions, her brown and white pinto slowed down. “Good girl,” Trent encouraged.
“Are you talking to me or the horse?” Jessie asked facetiously, rolling her eyes.
“What am I going to do without that smart mouth of yours around?” Trent asked, reaching to weave her fingers in his. “Do you remember this beautiful place?”
“How could I forget? It was the first time we held hands.”
“And I couldn’t imagine a better spot to have dinner on your last night at the ranch.” Continuing down the path, they approached the bed of a small creek that ran down the middle of the valley. The horses stopped in their tracks and everyone dismounted. “Pete, did you remember to bring the picnic basket?”
Shaking his head, he leaned into Sam. “Does my brother really think I’m an idiot?” Waving the basket, he answered in a singsong voice, “I guess you didn’t notice this bulky woven object I’ve been carrying since we left the ranch.”
“Just making sure,” he uttered in a serious tone, not looking behind him.
“Sammie, I believe he’s been thrown from a bull too many times.”
Ignoring him, Trent waved his arm in the air, directing them. “Over here, you guys!”
“He seems a bit distracted today, is he alright?” Sam asked.
Pete nodded, his lips curving up into a mischievous smile. “The man has a few important things on his mind.”
Jessie watched with curiosity as Trent threw several mounds of heavy checkered fabric onto the ground and began gathering firewood that had been stacked up in a pile. “I had a few of the hands help me out today, so we could build a campfire.”
As Sam and Jessie spread out the blankets, Pete strutted over to his horse and reached deep into the saddlebag, pulled out a bottle of wine, and waggled his eyebrows. “Does anyone care for some Pinot tonight?” he asked, diving back in for wineglasses. “Classy, right? Bet you all thought you’d be chugging straight from the bottle!”
Sam accepted a fancy stemmed glass from him and winked at her sister. “Just like I tell my clients, admit to nothing.”
“I suspect that’s exactly what Ben was told by his lawyer,” Jess retorted.
Trent started the fire and poured the sumptuous red wine into each of the glasses. “Let’s not ruin our last evening by talking about that dirt bag.” After he finished pouring his own, he raised his glass. “Here’s to the loveliest guests we’ve ever had at the ranch.” Everyone clicked their glasses together and took a sip. “Speaking of which,” he continued, “since you’ve both been here a full two weeks, we probably should discuss whether I need to refund your money.”
Jessie’s head whirled toward her sister. “Geez, let me mull that idea over for a minute. If I remember correctly, Mr. Reynolds promised me the best vacation ever. Was it good for you, Sam?”
“I don’t know… I’ve never had this much trouble sitting,” she deadpanned, narrowing her eyes at Pete.
“Let’s see. Besides being kidnapped, there’s a possibility that all of you could get arrested for trying to save me, and then there was that outrageous bill for the broken motel door. Should we really call this our best vacation?”
“As I recall, the only thing that we agreed upon was that it had to be memorable,” Trent added with a laugh. “And it certainly was, right, counselor?”
“Maybe we should write up some pros and cons before we leave in the morning. What do you think, Sammie?”
Cocking her head to the side, she playfully batted her eyelashes. “Sounds good to me.”
Pete put his wineglass down and stretched his tall body to full length before reaching his hand out toward Sam. “Let’s go take a walk and leave these lovebirds alone.”
“Watch out for snakes!” Jessie joked through cupped hands, watching Sam and Pete disappear down the trail before spinning around to face Trent. “So, what’s for dinner, cowboy?”
“Since it’s your last night on the ranch, I wanted it to be special,” he said, drawing a small box out of the picnic basket.
“That doesn’t look edible,” Jessie murmured as excited fingers pressed against her lips.
Trent cleared his throat as he shifted to one knee. “Jessica Nicole Woods,” he said, staring into the sparkle of her eyes that shined in the light of the campfire. “Would you do me the honor of being this humble cowboy’s wife?”
As a shaky hand raced to her chest, she watched him open the white satin box and coughed a couple of times, obviously trying to recover her breathing as he took the ring from the small pillow. In the glow of the fiery embers, he watched her eyes widen at the sight of the brilliant white diamond.
“My God, is this really happening?” Jessie uttered as her hand covered her mouth. “We’ve only known each other a couple of weeks…”
His tone was sure and steady. “Do you believe in kismet?”
“Y-Yes,” she managed, her voice quivering with excitement.
A smile played at the corner of his mouth. “I think we were meant to be together. Forever. Do you?”
“Yes, yes, yes!” Jessie squealed, throwing her arms around his wide shoulders, her chest heaving as she sobbed.
Holding her close, he wiped away the large tears from her cheeks and placed the ring on her finger. “The jeweler said we can always have it resized, but it looks like a perfect fit. What do you think, kitten?”
“Oh, Trent, it’s beautiful.”
He placed a soft kiss on her lips and swept her long bangs to the side. “Can you really be happy on a ranch in Arizona? It’s so far away from the big city you’re used to, and you have that great job…”
“Wherever you are will be my home from now on. Besides, what town in our country doesn’t need a little legal help?”
As Trent and Jessie entangled in a long embrace, Sam cleared her throat as she and Pete strolled into camp, instantly connecting with Trent’s intense gaze. “What did we miss?”
Jessie pivoted, bending her wrist in their direction. As the single stone shimmered in the light of the campfire, Sam dropped to her knees for a closer look, while Pete shook his brother’s hand. “Well, I see she accepted, old man.”
Jessie raised her head to meet Pete’s shining eyes. “Were you in on this?”
“Maybe just a tad,” he answered with a toothy grin. “After all, I loaded the picnic basket.”
“You’ve finally found what you’d been searching for your whole life,” Sam declared to Jessie before hesitating. “But what about your career? Of course, I’m only assuming Trent won’t leave Pete to run their ranch on his own.”
“I’m sure my clients can be switched to other attorneys in the firm. And who knows, maybe I can set up a small law office in this town,” she said thoughtfully.
Pete put his arm around Sammie’s shoulder. “And what will you do, my love?”
“What do you mean?”
“Will you really go back to Manhattan without your sister?”
“I don’t know—this is so unexpected. My work is there…” She spun to face Jessie with tears in her eyes. “Jesus. What am I going to do in that damn city without you? You’ll be two thousand miles away.”
Jessie spread her arms out, inviting Sam in close, and off to the side, Trent motioned his head toward Pete, handing him the picnic basket. With Sam’s back to him, he dropped onto one knee and spoke in a low, quiet tone. “I was hoping you might want to make this ranch your home.”
Twisting at the waist, her mouth flew open, but nothing came out.
“Will you marry me, Sammie? I’d never expect you to move your whole life without a commitment from someone who loves you. And this cowboy does love you with all his heart.”
Without any hesitation, Sammie flung herself into Pete’s arms. But as he grabbed her, the open box separated from his hand and ring went flying off into the cool night air.
“I love the idea of starting a new life with you,” she said, pressing her forehead against his.
“Okay, please tell me you saw where that ring went,” Trent whispered to Jessie as they got down on their hands and knees while Pete and Sammie tenderly kissed. After a brief search, he held his hand up in triumph. “Got it!”
Paying no attention to anything else going on around him, Pete lifted Sam up off the ground. “You’re the best thing that ever happened to me.”
Trent tapped his brother on the shoulder and handed him the ring. “Please keep a firm hold on it this time,” he directed through a wide grin. “At least until it’s insured.”
With a solid grip, Pete took the white gold solitaire diamond from his brother and slipped it onto Sam’s finger. “I guessed on the size,” he admitted, peering over his shoulder at Trent and Jessie who were beaming in the background.
 
* * *
 
After finishing the last piece of fried chicken in the basket, Trent cleared his throat to get everyone’s attention. “I hope you two don’t think you’re going to New York without chaperones.” Pulling out two printed boarding passes from the basket, he held them up high. “We’ll be sitting right behind you tomorrow on the plane.”
“Okay, now I know I’m dreaming.” Sammie’s neck twisted toward Pete as she cocked an eyebrow. “You’re both going to leave the ranch? Who are you leaving in charge?”
“We’ve been known to take a vacation before. This place runs like a finely tuned piece of machinery. Am I right, big brother?”
Trent laughed, tilting his head toward Jessie. “Well, in full disclosure, we’ll both be coming for the first week. Then Pete will come back to the ranch, and I’ll stay until you two are ready to return with me. After the drama with Mr. Levy, we’re not about to take our eyes off either one of you. Pete and I have done some research on the crime rate in Manhattan.”
Jessie’s arm stretched around her sister’s shoulder and drew her close. “Our brother is never going to believe this story.”
“Are you kidding? No one in the state of New York is going to believe this story,” Sammie said, laughing.



Chapter Twenty-Three
 
 
Trent peered up from his laptop to find Jessie standing in the dimly lit doorway of her small Manhattan apartment on the Upper East Side.
“We kissed goodnight over an hour ago, cookie. What’s wrong?”
“I’m so glad you stayed in New York an extra week while Sammie and I packed up our things to move. You’re the only reason my mind gets any rest. But I can’t sleep unless you’re beside me.”
“You know I don’t like to work on the computer until you’re tucked in for the night. But if you don’t stay in bed, I’ll never get these spreadsheets done for the ranch,” he said gently but firmly. “And I promised Pete I’d be finished with them before we got back.”
An acidic tone spilled from her mouth as she crossed her arms. “I’m not an idiot—I know you get more work done when you’re alone.”
“Come here.” Trent’s finger curved slowly and dramatically. He cleared his throat and angled his head to the side. “You’ve been on edge since we came to New York, sweetie. I can only imagine the kind of memories that this apartment holds, but you’ll be out of here in a couple of days…”
Jessie walked to stand in front of him and paused, her eyes darting to the ceiling. “If I was stronger, the situation with Ben never would’ve have happened. M-Maybe it was my fault…”
“You need to stop blaming yourself.” Drawing her into his lap, he hugged her tight. “When we return to the ranch, maybe you should start seeing someone professionally again.”
“I don’t want to talk about it with anyone, Trent. I just want you. I need you to help me feel better.”
He lifted an eyebrow and paused to contemplate his next words. “Fine, but let’s be honest with each other, young lady. We both know you’ve been testing me more than usual since we got here last week. At first I thought you were playing around to see if I’d spank you in this apartment building. With the walls being so thin in here, I had a hard time believing that you’d want your nosy neighbors to hear me discipline your naughty heinie. But now I’m getting the feeling this isn’t all fun and games. There’s something much deeper going on. Am I right?”
She shrugged and looked downward.
His fingers reached under her chin, pulling her face close to his. “Look at me and tell me what you need.”
“I don’t know what I need,” she whimpered, glancing sideways.
“Oh, I believe you do.” With a dark gleam in his eyes, he moved her off his lap and took her hand. Together, they walked down the short hall and entered her bedroom. Trent stepped behind Jessie and briskly smacked her hind end twice.
“Lie down on the bed,” he instructed in a low, stern tone.
He watched her every movement as she obeyed, contritely lowering herself onto the mattress. “Pull your nightgown up.”
After she raised the sheer white material only to the rim of her beautifully shaped bottom, he swatted both cheeks and bunched the fabric above the dimples of her backside, exposing white cotton bikini underpants. “You know better than that,” he scolded, punctuating each word with a sharp slap across her hind end.
“Ahh. That hurts!” She tried to guard her sensitive skin that was poking out from the edge of her panties, but he instantly took her wrists in one hand.
“Present your ass to me,” he directed firmly, placing her arms above her head. “And keep those hands out of the way.”
She wiggled her bottom and quietly moaned.
As he popped each reddened cheek again, his voice radiated with authority. “I said, raise it up.”
With a hiss between her teeth, she moved to her knees and hollowed out her back as he trailed one hand over her warm buttocks before slapping each cheek with the flat of his palm. Curling his fingertips into the elastic of her underpants, he quickly tugged them down, stretching the cotton across her separated thighs. As the barest glimpse of her pink pussy lips glistened in the dimly lit room, he inched his face closer to her sex, desperately wanting to lick the nectar of her fragrant arousal. But instead, he quickly stopped to focus and pulled a large pillow from the top of the bed. With only a couple of quick, agile movements, he had her body positioned over the doubled feathered fabric, and she compliantly kept her hands straight over her head, nervously clutching the duvet.
Swatting her cheeks with steeled determination, his fingers seemed to mold onto her flesh with each crack, leaving a stern imprint. “Lift your backside, young lady,” he directed, his voice dark with emotion. And as she did, his large hand came crashing down across her soft upturned ass.
“Jesus Christ!” she yelped, lowering her hind end.
When he turned his attention to her sit spots, her skin turned from a pastel pink into a full reddened hue and she kicked her foot against the mattress with each stinging sensation. As her eyes finally filled with tears, he gently caressed her fiery skin and pushed her hips up once again to gaze at her swollen, saturated sex. Her distinct sweet scent was filling the air and he wanted nothing more than to fuck her gushing cunt senseless.
“Does my naughty girl needs a good cry tonight?” he asked, his thick fingertips sinking deep between the lips of her labia, curving within her, making her moan.
“Groaning is not what I consider an answer, bad girl.” Again, he delivered another loud smack across the center of both buttocks before spreading them wide with the palms of his hands. Leaning forward, his cock ached at the sight of her dusky bottom hole, and after he touched the tip of his tongue to her quivering flesh, he pulled back to watch her sensitive muscles clench and pulse with need.
“At a loss for words, kitty cat?” he asked through a lopsided, savage grin.
“I need you inside me.” Her words rolled out in the form of a gritty groan in between short gasps while he swirled the whorl of her velvety skin and dipped his tongue into her nerve-filled rosette. Wanting more, her hips rose higher and he spanked her ass swiftly and deliberately again and again until her tears were about to flow. With one hand, he yanked down his gray sweatpants and his stiff, aching cock jutted out freely. Then, with a firm grip on her hips, he spread her wide open and pressed his seeping broad tip into her slick, fragrant entrance.
Raising her head into the air, she let out a small throaty cry.
“Do you want it rough tonight?” he growled, pulling his shaft out to the fleshy tip, before plundering into her shuddering depths again.
She softly moaned.
“Answer me, God damn it! I want to hear you say it out loud!”
“Fuck me!” she howled. “Fuck me hard!”
His fevered erection swelled inside her and she owned it as he drove deep into her soaked cunt over and over. With her back arched high and her hips bucking wildly, he took her to the edge as her sex squeezed tight around his hot cock.
“Turn your head, Jess. I want to see your eyes when you come for me.”
After meeting his gaze, her tears flowed freely as she came with an explosion, her heart pumping at a frantic pace while her clit pounded in rapid, heavy beats. Not able to hold on much longer, he erupted with the force of a tidal wave, finally filling her with thick ribbons of seed, and together their breathing was loud and ragged as they clung to each other, sliding off the mattress as one onto the carpeted floor.
He held her close to his warm body and gathered her into his strong arms. Neither of them spoke or moved for a long time. They just clung onto each other tight until she buried her face into his massive chest and sobbed.
“Let it go, sweetheart. Let it go.” He propped himself against the side of the bed and smoothed her damp, rose-tinged blonde bangs away from her forehead, rocking her, pressing his tender lips to her wet cheek.
“Will you stay with me until I fall asleep?” she mewled, hiccupping softly.
Gently capturing her mouth, he took his time to savor her taste on his tongue. “I won’t leave you. Not for a second.” With one arm under her legs, he scooped her up with ease and carried her onto the mattress, folding in close behind her, holding her firmly against his warm skin.
“I love you, cowboy.”
“And I will love you forever, my little kitten. Just the way you are.”



Chapter Twenty-Four
 
 
Six months later
 
Holding a mug of hot chocolate, Jessie stood in the doorway of Sammie’s office and cleared her throat. “Do you have a minute, counselor?”
“Come on in and have a seat,” she directed with one hand while closing her file with the other. “Who knew we’d be so busy in this small town?”
“I have to admit, it was never my dream to own a boutique law office, but Reynolds and Reynolds has quite a ring to it. Don’t you think?”
“Pete said the new sign we ordered is finally in and ready to be hung.” Sammie’s voice lowered a tone as she met her sister’s eyes. “Too bad we weren’t in business yet when they tried and convicted that scumbag.”
“When Ben was finally deemed capable to stand trial and we were called upon to give our depositions, it was probably best that we weren’t part of this town’s legal community yet.”
“I had a feeling his attorney would reach out for a plea bargain, but always thought he deserved more than ten years in the Arizona State Penitentiary.”
Jessie’s arms hugged her body. “My biggest concern was that our husbands could’ve had charges raised against them for capturing Ben the way that they did.”
“You know how impulsive our cowboys are, and there was no time to mull over the consequences. All we wanted was to bring you home safe. And the evidence of Ben taking you by force was overwhelming. The idiot had his nasty fingerprints all over that fancy gray pearlized switchblade cover…”
A chill ran through Jessie as she shivered at the memory. “I still have nightmares of watching him push the button to eject that gleaming steel stiletto blade. Jesus, I can’t get that man’s evil stare out of my mind…”
“Okay, this subject never fails to rattle my nerves, so we need to change the channel,” Sammie insisted, reaching into her leather tote. “And although we’ve seen it a million times, I brought our wedding CD with me today to make a couple of copies. Want to watch the ceremony while we eat our lunch?”
 
* * *
 
Sammie pushed the disk into the side of her computer. “Come on, Jess, stop perusing the refrigerator! Just grab me something to eat and let’s check out the ceremony.”
“I love the beginning. Our little brother did a great job panning the backyard for expressions from our guests, and remember those white and pink roses Pete hand-selected to weave into the trellis?” she said, handing her sister a spoon and a carton of yogurt.
“Shh, shh, it’s about to start…”
 
* * *
 
An intimate group of close friends were seated in white folding chairs as the happy couples entered the yard from the back of the house, holding hands. Jessie wore a traditional long white satin gown with a fingertip length lace veil secured by a small comb at the crown of her head. Sammie went with a casual look, rocking a short white sheath with lace overlay and multi-colored pastel flowers that adorned her shoulder-length strawberry blonde hair. Trent was handsome and striking as ever with a bit of dark stubble along his strong jaw sporting a charcoal suit, while Pete stood suave and clean-shaven wearing a navy jacket and matching pants. Both men chose traditional starched white shirts, but wore contemporary pink ties complete with white roses as their boutonnieres. After coming down the short aisle, they all carefully stepped onto a wooden rafter and stood before the judge under the freshly painted white trellis that had been decorated with pink and white roses.
Judge Logan cleared his throat and nodded to the guests before speaking in a serious voice. “We are honored to be in the presence of a beautiful wedding ceremony this morning. Trent and Jessie will exchange the vows they wrote, and then Pete and Sammie will share their pledges as they all join in a double ring ceremony promising each other love and support.” Turning to face the happy couples, his smile was wide and sincere. “The rings you exchange today are an outward and visible sign of your love and devotion to each other. The circle of the ring is a symbol of your love that is freely given. It has no beginning and no end.”
Trent stood in front of Jessie and slipped a gold ring on her finger. “I offer this ring to you as a sign of my love and commitment and the visible sign of my deepest joy that I am yours. I will never forget the responsibility I have undertaken today. I am charged with your well-being and will protect you every day to the best of my ability. Your life is literally in my hands, and I will never shy away from that authority. I promise to stay with you and support your needs and desires. I give you my love, my heart, and myself, now and for the rest of my life.”
After waiting for a cue, Jessie secured Trent’s ring on his finger. “Please accept this ring as the outward and visible sign of my deepest joy that I am yours. May our home be forever filled with peace, happiness, and love as we respect and honor each other. I promise to give you my love, my heart, and myself, now and for the rest of my life.”
Pete waited patiently for the judge to nod, before slipping the white gold ring onto Sammie’s finger. “Today, I give myself to you in marriage and promise to encourage you and inspire you, to laugh with you, and to comfort you in times of sorrow and struggle. I promise to love you in good times and bad, when life seems easy and when it seems hard. I promise to cherish you and always hold you in high regard. These things I give to you today and all the days of our life.”
There were tears in Sammie’s eyes when she finally placed the ring on Pete’s finger. “We pledge to each other to be loving friends and partners in marriage. To talk and listen, to trust, support, and comfort each other through life’s joys and sorrows. I promise to share your hopes, thoughts, and dreams as we build our lives together with love. These things we promise today and all the days of our life.”
At that moment, everyone joined hands and faced Judge Logan. He looked up at all of them and smiled before speaking. “By the power vested in me, by the state of Arizona, I now pronounce you husbands and wives.”
 
“And there wasn’t a dry eye in the yard as we kissed our brides,” Trent said, poking his head into the office as Sammie turned the video off. “I remember that day like it happened yesterday.”
Pete strutted in behind his brother rubbing his hands together. “Too bad we didn’t film the construction of our house, Sammie. The arguments you had with the maintenance workers would certainly be hilarious to watch someday.”
A mischievous grin played at her lips. “Me? Argue with anyone? Surely you jest, cowboy.”
“Speaking of maintenance, how’s the new paint coming along in our spare room, Daddy?” Jessie interrupted, standing with both hands in her pockets.
Pete leaned toward Sammie. “I can’t help but smile every time she calls him that.”
Trent sauntered over and put his arm around Jessie’s shoulder. “I’m so glad we can amuse you, little brother, but this time it’s not a figure of speech. I’m really gonna be a daddy,” he said, placing a gentle kiss to the top of her head.
“What?” Sammie screamed, swiveling to hug her sister. “Are you sure?”
The corners of Trent’s mouth lifted as his eyes sparkled. “It seems the local ob-gyn agrees with the three over-the-counter pregnancy tests she took.”
Jessie’s eyes pooled with tears at the thought of having a large loving family. “And I hate to rush you guys, but our baby is going to need a cousin.”
“You know, brother, twins are a distinct possibility here,” Pete advised, waggling his eyebrows.
Trent nervously cleared his throat. “I believe the spare room is large enough for two cribs, and it’s a good thing our babysitters live five minutes away in their brand spankin’ new four-bedroom home,” he retorted with each pointer finger simultaneously directed at Sammie and Pete.
Jessie’s glistening eyes darted around the room. “Well, we added a law office to this ranch, why not add on a childcare center?”
While holding up both hands dramatically as though a vision was coming to him, Pete bobbed his head. “I’ll have the sign made in the same wood and font as Reynolds & Reynolds, but we should make it playful and colorful.”
Sammie’s face lit up with excitement. “And the name of this new business we’re going to run?”
Trent tipped the brim of his large hat. “XR Dude Ranch Daycare has a nice ring to it. What do ya think?”
Pete’s shoulders raised as his lips pursed. “In my opinion, it sounds stilted and not too imaginative.”
Moving to stand in front of his brother, Trent crossed his arms and inclined his head. “Really? Shall I assume that you have a better idea?”
“How about The Reynolds Ranch Daycare?”
Sammie’s eyebrows went up. “There’s a certain symmetry to that!”
Jessie’s front teeth worried her trembling bottom lip. “Trent, I know this probably should be a private conversation between us, but does having a baby mean I’m going to lose my daddy?”
Taking her small chin in his large callused hand, he lifted it to stare into her tear-filled eyes. “Do you remember my vow to you? You’re mine to protect and love forever, young lady.”
Though her vision was blurry, she tried to focus on his intense gaze. “I’ll always be yours, cowboy,” she promised, her voice cracking with emotion.
 
 
The End
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