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  What to Know Before You Read


Mountain Storm is meant for adults and contains explicit and graphic sexual scenes and language; themes of grief, death, mental illness, PTSD, depression, violence, stalking, kidnapping, attempted murder, gun violence, and disturbing imagery. It is this author's intent to never cause harm or distress with her words. If ever you feel there should be a warning about any subject or scene in her work, please reach out to her through her social media or email so she can evaluate and consider your concerns. 

https://linktr.ee/dawnlove








  
  Stance on Generative AI


No part of this book has been knowingly created by generative AI. It is this author's stance that generative AI is detrimental to human creativity and hurts human artists and their endeavors. As such, no part of any of her work - writing, photography, narrating, cover design, editing, proofreading, illustrating, or any other service, will be knowingly crafted by generative AI. This author only uses creators she trusts to have and put forth the same values with their work. If, however, some portion of the work she has hired out is ever found to have been created by using generative AI at any time, she will do everything within her power to immediately make corrections and re-hire her work out to other service providers with the same ethical values she holds. 
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  For those who have or are weathering their storms alone: 

You are strong. You are resilient. You are needed.

You are loved.
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  "Be thou the rainbow in the storms of life. The evening beam that smiles the clouds away, and tints tomorrow with prophetic ray."

- Lord Byron








  
  Chapter One


Blaze pressed the button that activated the pulley system to bring the black and white target close to where he stood so he could remove the paper silhouette and take a better look at his results on the shooting grid. Pleased with what he saw, he labeled and rolled the practice paper, rubber banded it, and added it to the small pile of others on the table in front of him. Then he began the slow and methodical procedure of taking apart and cleaning the array of guns he’d used during his practice session. 
Michael “Blaze” Blaisure had been coming to the practice range almost daily for the past two weeks and at least twice a week in the three and a half months before that. Yes, he wanted to keep his skills sharp, but he had a test coming up and he was determined to ace it.
He’d already been offered a deputy’s position on the local police force in the quiet little town of Durbin, West Virginia, nestled at the base of the Alleghany Mountain range in Pocahontas County. Hell, he thought as he continued his clean-up, he’d pretty much been offered that position before he’d ever had the thought of becoming a cop, much less enrolling in the Police Academy.
So, for the past four months he’d made the trip to “The Hill,” where he spent Monday through Friday at the Academy. He studied, he trained, and he was evaluated. He passed his background check and drug tests, and now the countdown was on. In a matter of days, he would be a Police Academy graduate - top of his class. And when he passed his final test, one given by his newly found friend, Sheriff Stephen Kaminski, he would officially be a member of the Sheriff’s Department.
Over the past year and a half his life had been through more changes than he could count. He’d left the military, crashed into the side of a mountain on a cold and snowy day, and fallen into a pot of gold with the woman who had found him, unconscious and bleeding with the ass of his truck a foot off the ground and head-first in a ditch.
Through therapy and the healing love of a good woman, he’d faced some of the demons that had chased him. He had given some of them their walking papers and had been slowly learning how to deal with the rest of the fuckers. 
When he left the military, the mountains had called to him, and he answered that call with the gut instinct that it was time to return to his roots. He bought property there with intentions of building a house, a home somewhere, something he could call his own for the first time in his life. But instead of building his dream home, he found his dream and his home in and with the woman he'd fallen for.
He came to the mountains to find peace, to find a place where he could be by himself and reflect on his life. He came looking for a place where he could learn to handle all those demons. Instead, he found Lexi. And when he did, the thought of living a solitary, introspective life no longer made sense. She was his peace and her love had brought a sense of healing he never thought he would achieve. She was the match to his soul. She held his heart, his joy, and his future.
Lexi Lane, the beautiful and sexy siren of the country music world. She’d made a huge splash on the Nashville music scene several years before, had become famous almost overnight, and then had disappeared in a heartbeat when tragedy struck and ripped her perfect world to pieces. She’d escaped to West Virginia and found a safe haven in the home she’d built on the top of her mountain. Within that mountain haven, she’d slowly dealt with her own demons and was, bit by bit, opening herself to the world again.
She was his everything, his angel, and he hoped it wouldn’t be long until they tied the knot and made it official. To others, it might seem as if they’d moved too quickly, but to them, it had all been a natural progression. Others might think they needed to slow down, to get to know each other better, but to them, they both had found out the hard way that time has no meaning in the grand scheme of things. Sometimes, seizing the day and taking a leap into the unknown can bring about the brightest of futures and the most perfect of unions.
You could take your time in getting to know someone, plan every detail of your life with them, and then, in a matter of moments, have your entire world turned upside down and ripped apart. You could stand for freedom and justice and put your life on the line time after time only to lose the person closest to you in the blink of an eye. In a flash, your path in life might suddenly change direction, and many times when that happens, you're left reeling without a road map to guide you along the way.
No, in their minds, it was best to take leaps when they were presented because you just never knew what the next moment, the next day, or next week, might bring. It hadn’t taken long for them to declare their love for each other, and when they'd done so, when they'd taken their leap, it had been together; heart to heart and soul to soul. 
It hadn’t been easy to leave her each week to train on the hill, only seeing her beautiful face on the weekends. In fact, the first two weeks of the academy he thought he would lose his fucking mind. After all they’d been through the prior spring, he now wanted nothing more than to just spend some carefree time with her. They needed some time without some crazy-ass people shooting at them and trying to tear them apart, some time to relax into a routine with each other. 
When the opportunity to join the Sheriff’s office presented itself, and he'd had a little time to think it over, he’d decided that he liked the idea, that it would not only give him some direction with his life professionally, but that it would be something he would excel at. His military background and special forces training were exactly what the Sheriff had been looking for. 
When he’d pulled up the Academy website to see what it would involve and to gather logistical information, he’d seen that a new class was getting ready to start. Never one to let grass grow under his feet, he’d jumped at the opportunity, and with Lexi’s full and unwavering support, had enrolled immediately.
Now, he’d finished his Academy training, and though he knew without a doubt he would pass the test the Sheriff would give him in the morning, he wanted one more practice session. He’d always wanted to be the best, to excel at whatever was in front of him, and this test was no different. He needed to be as perfect, and as accurate as he could be, and that need was making him edgy.
Thinking of the best way to handle that edginess, he smiled mischievously. Then he gathered his guns and ammo, the results of his target practice, and made his way out to his truck. As he started the engine, his phone’s Bluetooth connected, and country music came pouring from the speakers with a familiar and comforting twang. Soon he was singing along with Travis Tritt about it being a great day to be alive and daydreaming as he imagined hugging and kissing the red-headed beauty that would be waiting for him when he got home. 

      [image: ]
The bright sun glinted off the polished wood of the baby grand piano as it filtered through the leaves and branches of the tall oaks that surrounded the yard, and through the floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out upon the gorgeous view of the mountainside. The two-story A-frame cabin was large and spacious and was designed so that it appeared to grow naturally out of the land on which it was situated. The long and winding gravel driveway that invited visitors to the house was barely visible through the fullness of the tall trees and lush vegetation that grew in abundance from Spring through Fall. The land that made the backdrop for the house rose in the air behind it, a slow and steady climb from yard to mountain that quickly turned into more rugged terrain the closer you drew to the top.
And once you reached that top, the view was unhindered no matter which direction you looked. You could see vast beauty for miles and miles, and it was absolutely breathtaking.
Lexi sat at her piano playing through the melody that had been running through her mind for the past few days. Her auburn hair was piled high on top of her head in a messy bun accentuated by a Number 2 yellow pencil jutting from the base of the knot. Deep in concentration, she never noticed when first one, and then another, of her wavy curls slipped from the knot to rest against her neck.
As she played the melody she added the bass line, then gradually began building harmonies to fill out the skimpy sounding measures of music, giving it fully rounded richness the melody alone was lacking. Each time the notes reached her ears with the sound she was seeking, she pulled the pencil from her hair and scratched out the results onto line after line of staff paper.
The day had been a hot one for late August, and after only a short time outside weeding her flower beds, Lexi had sought the coolness offered by the central air conditioning unit currently keeping her home at a comfortable seventy-two degrees. The spaghetti strap tank top she wore still showed faint signs of perspiration as it clung to her curvy body. The light freckling across her shoulders had darkened throughout the summer as she’d worked outside maintaining her yard and grounds. And when she hadn’t been working, her tan had been intensified by the breaks she had taken to just enjoy the peacefulness of her property, lazing completely naked in the sunshine. 
In her mind, there wasn’t much better, nothing quite as sumptuous, as stretching out on a blanket on the ground and letting the sun warm each and every part of your body. Connecting with the earth, the sky, and the sounds of nature always made her feel more enlightened and alive – at peace. And the look that her man had given her the first time he’d seen her after the sun had bronzed her skin and darkened her nipples, had made her heady with sensuality.
With a satisfied sigh, she played the final chord of the song she was writing and used a foot pedal to sustain the note while she quickly wrote down her most recent changes to the song. Then she went back to the beginning and started adding in the words, the lyrics that had been resonating in her soul as she'd composed, her rich alto voice filling the room with velvet tones as it echoed throughout the studio. 
When she had the song just as she wanted it, she took a deep breath and stepped over to her recording equipment. She turned dials, she pressed buttons, and she adjusted levers, and then with the equipment capturing every note, she began to play and sing one more time. When the last note ended and the room was silent once more, she walked over to the equipment and stopped the recording. Then, holding her breath as she anticipated the outcome of her efforts, she hit the playback button so she could hear the results of her hard work.
There’d been a time when she thought she would never play or sing again – when even humming had been too painful. But when Blaze had come into her life, portions of herself that she thought were gone forever had returned to her bit by bit. Now, she was playing and singing better than she had before she’d left Nashville, before her fiancé and her parents had been taken from her in tragic accidents.
Concentrating on her work, she closed her eyes and let herself get lost in the sound and feel of the words and music as her song poured from the speakers once more. 

      [image: ]
Blaze closed the front door behind him and set his duffle bag down as he tugged off his heavy shit-kicker boots, tucked the laces inside, and placed them on the mat next to Lexi’s sneakers. Raising his arms over his head and then backward to stretch out his back and shoulders from the lengthy drive, he made his way down the hall to Lexi’s studio. When he heard her recorded voice echoing through the speakers of her sound system, he leaned against the open doorway, crossed his arms over his chest, closed his eyes, and smiled as he immersed himself in the beauty of her sound. 
When the song stopped, he walked into the room and slipped his arms around her from behind, leaning forward to nuzzle her neck. “Mmm…There you are.”
She leaned her head back against his shoulder. “Hey there.”
He began placing kisses along the line of her neck, across her jaw, “Damn, I’ve missed you, Lexi!” And when she turned her head, she met his lips with her own. Passion met passion, and hands began to roam. He cupped her breasts through the thin material of her tank top and then looked down at his hands and fingers as they molded the swells, and his thumbs brushed her puckered nipples.
“That right there is a sexy sight. Watching my hands teasing you, seeing the physical confirmation of how much you want me, how much you want me to touch you, how much you want me to please you, makes me want to pound my cock into you.”
“Blaze…” The breathy moan she released with his name sent sexual need straight to his cock, hardening him instantly.
“I know I just got here, but I need you, Lexi. I need to feel your heat as I pleasure you. I’ll truly be home when I’m inside you, Angel.”
She turned in his arms and locked her hands behind his head. Then looking up into his chocolate brown eyes she offered herself, “Take me. Fill me. I’m yours, Blaze. Welcome home…”
She jumped, wrapping her long legs around his waist and he caught her, holding tightly as he walked to the piano bench and sat down with her in his lap. He peeled her tank top off over her head and leaned forward to bury his head between her breasts. With rounded perfection in each hand, and his thumbs teasing her nipples, he turned his head side to side, kissing each swell and the valley between.
Then he took a nipple in his mouth, teasing the tip to stiffness, sucking it in and releasing it with an audible pop of his lips before turning to her other nipple and doing the same. Her hands held his head against her breasts, caressing the baldness he preferred, and tracing his scalp. His hands moved to the waistband of her flimsy cotton shorts, then lower and when he found her wet, arousal all but pouring from her, he growled his pleasure. Then reaching between her legs with both hands, he grabbed the thin material and shredded it, exposing her panty-less pussy and all its dripping glory.
"Fuck, Lexi. I want inside you so badly, but I need a taste. I need to taste your sweetness, Angel.”
She nodded her head in agreement and he picked her up and carried her around to the side of the piano where he laid her down gently. Then he pushed back her legs, exposing her fully, and once more moaned loudly, deeply, as he slowly lowered his head and drew in an arousing breath, filling his lungs with her sweet and heady aroma.
Her arousal glistened and his tastebuds tingled. He licked up one side of her pussy and then the other, slowly, teasing her before diving into her center. Honeyed liquid filled his mouth, and he drank from her like a man dying of thirst before working up to her clit. The taut bundle of nerves protruded from her body in excitement, and he grinned as he sucked it in.
His tongue circled in one direction before teasing her and circling back the other way. Quick flicks of the tip of his tongue that made her body tremble were quickly followed by long, slow, licks using the full width to being her pleasure. And when he felt her orgasm begin to rip through her body, he sucked once again, sending her soaring. The growl that rumbled from deep within his chest vibrated against her pussy and as the sensations overwhelmed her, her eyes rolled back in her head and she floated, lost in blissful abandon.
His cock throbbed behind his jeans, and he reached for the button, then looking up at Lexi, he saw that she’d propped herself up on her arms so she could watch him undress. Amusement lit his eyes followed immediately by lust. “Like what you see, Angel?” 
“You’re such a tease, Michael Blaisure!”
He began lowering his jeans and his long, rock-hard cock bobbed in anticipation. “You love every minute of it. Now,” he grabbed her, easily lifting her off the piano, and she wrapped her legs around him once more, “let’s tease each other.” He sat back down on the piano stool and holding her by the hips, raised her until her body was perched over his cock, then he watched as her pussy lowered onto him, his shaft disappearing inside her, inch by glorious inch.
When she surrounded him, taking his breath with her tightness, he held her in place, basking in the heat that radiated from her core. Her hips tried to rock against him, but his strength won out as he relished the tightness that made his heart race as they joined together. As he savored, her hands began roaming his chest, his shoulders, and his well-defined biceps, doing one of her favorite pastimes, tracing the tattoos and scars that covered him. He liked to say he was a walking coloring book, and she whole-heartedly agreed, continually fascinated by the designs he bore on his skin.
It seemed that no matter how many times she looked at him, no matter how many times she traced each and every line, following the colors and shapes, she found something new. It wasn’t only his tattoos that mesmerized her. No, this man, the man who held her heart, intoxicated her from the top of his bald head to the tip of his toes. 
He finally released her and they began moving as one, their bodies coming apart and meeting time after time. When her head fell back and the breath backed up in her lungs, her inner walls began to clench around him. He stilled his body so he could experience her orgasm, so he could feel the pleasure they brought each other, but he wasn’t done. No, he was a long way from having his thirst for her quenched. 
He let her ride out the waves, let her catch her breath, and then he rose and walked to the edge of the room, bracing her back against the wall. Then his hips started pumping inside her once more and he set up a punishing pace. 
When at last his cock began to stiffen, and the teetering edge of his impending orgasm gave way and pushed him over the cliff, he let go of the thin rope he’d been clinging to. As he let go of that rope, he grabbed onto Lexi for dear life as his cum shot out in hot jets, filling her to overflowing. 
He rested his head on her shoulder and kissed her neck while his body pulsed and throbbed, buzzing with pleasure. She was his lifesaver when the seas got rough, the glowing lighthouse in his darkness, and the safe harbor that he knew would always be waiting for him.
Home. She was his home no matter where they were, and he was home at last.
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Three days later Sheriff Stephen Kaminski stood with his wife Sandra, arm around her waist, as they mingled amongst the cadets and families waiting for the graduation ceremony to begin. A mixture of anticipated excitement rippled through the crowd with a healthy dose of pride and accomplishment.
“Are you ready for this, Blaze?”
“Yes, sir, Sheriff!”
“Good. I can tell you that we’re certainly ready to have you on staff. Losing one of my deputies to the State Police has had us short-staffed for too long. I took this position as a retirement job, and I can tell you that I’ve been putting in many more hours than I had intended when I signed on. For that matter, Deputy Shaver has been too. We're both looking forward to having a regular day off again. Now,” he turned to Lexi, “the better question may be, are you ready for this? Being a LEO wife can be a difficult thing to do.” He tightened his hold on his wife's waist, hugging her a bit closer as he thought back over the difficult years they'd gone through together.
“Yeah, I think so.” Lexi looked up at Blaze, pure love written all over her face. “I mean, I know it isn’t going to be easy to be waiting at home while he’s at work. I know there are going to be times that his job is a breeze and there are going to be times that his job will be extremely dangerous, but I have the utmost faith in him, his incredibly sharp mind, and his abilities. If it makes him happy, gives him some of that purpose and direction he was looking for when he left the military, then I’m behind him all the way.”
Blaze hugged her close and kissed her cheek, then before they had a chance to say anything further, all the cadets were asked to take their seats so the ceremony could begin. When the time came for him to cross the stage and accept his honors, he saluted with pride. And when he looked out into the audience and met the tear-glistened, green eyes of the woman he loved, he knew that the next chapter of his life had fully begun.






  
  Chapter Two


The aroma of bacon frying wafted through the house and woke him early on the morning of his first official day on the job. Smiling and happy because she’d made the effort to send him off on a high note, he rolled onto his back and stretched then looked down to where the thin sheet formed a perfect tent over the stiffness of his cock. He glanced quickly out the bedroom door as he wondered how receptive she would be to him walking downstairs naked and taking her on the kitchen table. 
While he knew she’d be open to it, there were other things to consider. He glanced at the clock, calculated the time for sex, shower, breakfast, and the drive down the mountain. With a sigh, he decided that might be pushing it a bit. He didn’t want to be late on his first day, and if he got his cock in Lexi, he might not stop for a long while. Instead, he walked into the bathroom, turned the shower on to warm up the water, and turned on some 90’s hard rock to get his blood pumping. 
He was almost done with his shower when he sensed her presence. With his head leaned back under the spray as the last of the soap bubbles traveled down his body in slick rivulets, he felt her hands grab onto his hips and her mouth begin to lick and tease one of his nipples, tugging gently on his barbell piercing. His cock was instantly hard again.
“Mmm…Good morning, Lexi.”
She smiled against his chest as she began kissing her way down his body. “Not yet it’s not…”
He opened his eyes and looked down at her as she worked her way toward his cock, taunting him as she went. When she licked the bulbous head of his hard length and then traced the thick veins that pulsed beneath his skin, his heart skipped a beat, “Oh! Well, then…by all means, let’s make it a good one.”
On her knees while the hot water rained down, she gently cupped his balls as she licked a droplet of pre-cum from the tip. She looked up into his warm chocolate eyes as she did, a mischievous grin tugging at the corners of her mouth. Then she began to torture him by taking him in excruciatingly slow, bit by bit. Her tongue teased and taunted as she sucked him down as far as she could, then she opened her throat and slid to the base. He gasped and groaned in ecstasy. 
She held there as long as she could before coming up for air, her gag reflex tripping lightly. And when she did, she grinned up at him once more and repeated her pleasureful play. Again her tongue traced the veins of his cock as his blood pounded beneath the surface, pulsing and throbbing in time with his rapid heartbeats. When she took him in again, she began to set up a rhythm, sucking back up his shaft and immediately going back down the full length of his cock. 
It didn’t take long for him to reach the pinnacle of pleasure. When he did, one palm slammed the wall of the shower to try to steady himself while the other hand tangled in her wet hair. He tugged gently at the roots of her hair as he held her in place and plunged his cock as deep as it would go, and with her lips suctioned around him, he came, filling her mouth with hot streams of cum. 
He released her, and when he did, she looked up at him with a teasing light in her eyes. She swallowed and continued sucking, licking all the cum from his cock and making his knees weak.
“Oh, God! No. No more! I can’t take it, babe!” The agonized chuckle that escaped him had him feeling and sounding slightly insane. She released his cock with a giggle and kissed the tip. Then he joined her on the floor of the shower and pulled her into his lap, hugging her tightly to him.
“Now, it’s a good morning.”
“Lexi. Every morning with you is a good morning. This just makes it better.”
“I made you breakfast.”
“Mmh hmm, I smell bacon and coffee, and I think I smell something sweet.”
“Cinnamon rolls.”
“Oh, I smelled that, too, but I was talking about this.” With one long finger, he pushed inside her pussy, her overflowing arousal allowing him to slide in easily. He pulled out and then slid in two fingers, working her, working her g-spot. When he pulled his fingers out once more, he placed them against his lips and looking her in the eye, licked her from his fingers.
“Yeah, that’s the sweetness I smelled. So tasty! I need more of that!”
The sexy laugh that escaped her made his heart flipflop with happiness and contentment. “Well, that sounds amazing, but if we do that, you’re going to be late. You know that you can never stop with one orgasm.”
“True. Very true. Raincheck for tonight when you’re hard-working man gets home from the trenches?"
"Oh, definitely! I'll be ready and waiting for you to have your wicked way with me, Deputy.”
“Perfect!”

      [image: ]Lexi leaned against the frame of the open front door and with a contented smile on her face and a half-finished cup of coffee in hand, watched as Blaze’s truck disappeared down the driveway. She shook her head as she thought of how truly rotten he was. 
He actually let her believe that he would let her pleasure him and hold off until he returned home from work to return the favor to her. But as she’d stood up to leave the shower, he’d grabbed her, turned her to him, and had his mouth on her in an instant. The move had been lightning fast and she hadn’t seen it coming.
The combination of the move, his mouth and tongue, and the arousal that had already been coursing through her body had made her orgasm immediately. And while he’d complained about not having time for more, he’d made it perfectly clear that he’d never let her pleasure him and then walk away without receiving her own. She didn’t think he could be more amazing or that she could love him more.
She stepped back into the house and hurried to the kitchen to clean up from breakfast. She’d already seen to the animals, the goats and chickens she kept for milk and eggs, and once the kitchen was set to rights, she had to get herself ready for a long day of meetings. Granted, they were virtual, so that would help matters along, but the plans she’d been making on the sly would be getting more concrete in their undertaking today and she wanted to be on top of her game.
While Blaze had been away over the summer, she’d been writing again, composing, recording, and she now had a full dozen songs she was sending to the head of the record label in Nashville where she’d previously signed. She couldn’t wait to get his feedback.
She sighed as she thought of that time in her life – her time in Nashville before her world had crumbled around her. Night after night performing at local bars and praying that she'd

      [image: ]
      [image: ]




OEBPS/cover.jpeg
TWO

MOUNTRIN MAYHEM SERIES

DAWN LOVE





OEBPS/images/830a4d9f-b348-4a5d-a84d-c71e169df82a.jpeg
| SUPPORT
HUMAN CREATORS

Ad

e o&u@

IIIIIIIIIIII
nnnnnnn





OEBPS/images/c0e7c34b-03e3-4908-a023-fc100bf4caeb.jpeg
awn Love

=—r~o
ROMANCE AUTHOR





OEBPS/images/7b1e84a9-873f-4785-870e-d03341ddd4b3.png







