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​​​​​​Chapter 1: Coming Home

“You've skipped out on me for the past three years, Julia. There's no way you're making excuses this time!” Alice, standing with her arms crossed, chastised her lifelong friend. 

“I didn't “skip” out on you, Alice. I was hundreds of miles away...at school,” Julia tried to reason with her friend, though she knew her efforts were pointless. Once Alice knew what she wanted, there was nothing that could stand in her way. And as much as that put Julia on the losing end of countless arguments, she couldn't help but admire her friend's strong personality. 

Alice didn't respond; she continued to stand there, arms crossed, staring determinedly at Julia, knowing full well it would only be minutes—maybe even seconds—before her friend caved and, like always, gave into Alice's persistence. 

“Alright, fine. I'll go with you. But you're going to owe me big time,” Julia gave in. But, she figured she might as well try to bank some payback—it might help her wiggle out from under Alice's obstinate stare next time. 

“Yes! You and me, tomorrow. The most exciting event of the year...the final day of the rodeo!” Alice cheered while Julia fought with everything she had not to cringe. 

It wasn't that Julia had anything against the rodeo, she just never really understood all the hype. She'd been dragged to every rodeo around since she was old enough to walk. And as far back as she could remember, all that came to mind were a bunch of cocky cowboys and cowgirls, all certain they were the best in the world—even after falling flat on their rear ends in the middle of an overcrowded stadium.

But Alice loved it. The crowds, the excitement...the seemingly endless stream of hot, hard-bodied cowboys she couldn't help but chase after. And Julia had to hand it to her friend; while Alice might not be conventionally beautiful, her vivacious personality landed her an ample share of cowboys to ride. Julia had envied her friend on that front, too, on more than one occasion. Julia's tall, slim frame, ample breasts, delicate, feminine features and her fiery auburn tresses landed her plenty of appreciative looks. But, something in her shy, more reserved character must have warned them off. Of course, the fact that her daddy was the wealthiest rancher in the state—maybe even the entire southern states—seemed to make her even more unapproachable. 

Whatever the reason, she'd gone away to college three years ago still a virgin—something her new friends on campus had been quick to inform her was unheard of these days. They'd teasingly sought to rectify the situation, dragging her along to every social hangout and party in the area. It had been awkward at first; suddenly thrust among a multitude of strange faces. And all the men who used to stare appreciatively from a distance now crowded around her in hordes, thanks to her well-meaning new friends. Before long, she felt her shyness give way a little at a time. So many of the people that she met were genuinely interesting people and every one of them had a different story to tell—about their backgrounds, their aspirations, what lead them to their current place in life. 

It was all those interesting people who had inevitably altered Julia's career path, shifting to an undergraduate degree in psychology mid-way through her first year in college. It was also a select few of those interesting people who had introduced her to the carnal pleasures she'd been missing out on. Though, looking back now, she questioned her decision to offer up her virginity to a stranger in some bedroom at a frat party. But it wasn't like the few relationships she'd engaged in after that were much more than casual sex at a college party. She was just a hot body for a short-term fling to take the edge off in between study sessions. 

But as much as they were using her for convenient sex, she couldn't be too angry. In truth, she'd been using them as well; inferior imitations of a man who starred in every one of her fantasies. Ethan, the horse wrangler who'd come to work on her father's ranch when Julia was just a teenager. He was the man she imagined every time one of those college boys touched her. In her mind, it was his lips kissing her; his hands caressing her body; his fingers making her moan and tremble; and when her college boy would thrust deep inside her, she couldn't help but wonder what it would feel like to be laying beneath Ethan in that moment. 

“Earth to Julia,” Alice's words broke into her thoughts and she blushed lightly, realizing she had no idea how long she'd been tuned out of whatever conversation Alice was carrying on. 

“Sorry, Alice. I think my brain's still a bit in burn-out mode after two many years of studying,” Julia tried to cover quickly. She had only been home a few hours, and with the hustle and bustle around the ranch over the rodeo, life was certainly chaotic at the moment. It seemed as plausible an excuse as any. 

“That's OK. Just make sure your head's in the game tomorrow,” Alice replied, a conspiratorial glint in her eyes. 

“Um, what game?” Julia had to ask, though she wasn't sure she wanted to know the answer.

“Roping, of course. You've told me all about the little college boys you hooked up with at school. You're no longer little, innocent Julia. So it's time to apply what you've learned to the big leagues and help me rope us some cowboys. Just some breakaway roping, don't worry. I want them tied down just long enough to ride them,” Alice teased.

Julia laughed, picturing Alice in the middle of the stadium, lasso in hand and all the eligible cowboys circling restlessly. “If anybody could get away with it, you could Alice. I'll certainly be there to cheer you on.”

“Oh, I bet you've become quite the roper. So, we'll see about that,” Alice conceded, not willing to put the subject to rest but putting it on the back burner instead.

“OK, I've gotta run,” Julia glanced down at her watch. She'd barely had more than a few minutes with her dad. He'd stopped her on her way out of the house, eliciting a promise that she'd be there for dinner this evening. 

“Dad and I are having dinner at home tonight,” she rolled her eyes as she spoke. But in truth, she'd missed her father terribly during the time she'd been away at college and she was looking forward to some one-on-one time with him. She hugged Alice quickly, darted out the door and twenty minutes later she was pulling up the winding front drive to the home she'd known her entire life. 

She raised an eyebrow as she pulled into her parking spot, curious over the suspicious number of vehicles parked in front of the house. Somehow the quiet “dinner with dad” she had been expecting had transformed into a less than private affair. “That, or Dad has suddenly taken an interest in picking up a rather eclectic mix of cars,” Julia thought aloud. 

––––––––
“It's not so bad,” she thought, surveying the vehicles around her; eleven or twelve cars meant that the gathering couldn't be so large, after all. She'd been to frat parties with twice as many people crammed into a single dorm room. 

Julia steeled her shoulders and slid out of her car. She'd been hoping for a quiet opportunity to catch up with her father, but she could handle an evening of old friends, too. She smoothed her short sundress down over her thighs and fidgeted with the low neckline. She'd thrown on the simple, modern dress to head over to Alice's earlier, but she figured her conservative father would rather his daughter not put her breasts on display for the neighborhood. But given that she didn't keep a stash of sweaters or a nun's habit in the trunk of her car, hiking up her neckline was the best she could manage at the moment. She checked her look as best she could in her side mirror, tugged on her dress's hemline one last time and headed up the front steps to the door.  

Wrapping her fingers around the door's handle, she took a deep breath and waltzed gracefully into the front foyer. She recognized most of the faces almost instantly; ranch workers, neighbors, old family friends. She greeted each of them kindly, playing the gracious hostess until the crowd broke off into smaller groups, all chattering amongst themselves. Her father approached a moment later, sporting an expression that bordered somewhere in between happiness and chagrin. 

“I hope you're not too mad, sweetheart. So many people were excited to have you back that I couldn't deny them an opportunity to welcome you home,” he explained.  

“It's fine Dad. Really it is,” she assured him, wrapping her arms around him to confirm her statement. He sauntered off a moment later, drawn into some argument over tomorrow's events and Julia wandered over to the living room window, taking in the quiet scene outside. 



​​​​​​Chapter 2: Reigniting Desire

“Remember me Julia?” a smooth, masculine voice affirmed, coming to stand behind her a few moments later.

She didn't recognize the voice, but the sexy timbre and the stranger's nearness sent shivers down her spine. 

“I don't believe we've been introduced,” she replied, turning around to come face-to-face with an attractive wrangler. “Jeez, that was lame,” she thought to herself but tried to shake it off quickly. Something about him did look incredibly familiar.

“Oh, but we have. I started here just a few months before you left for college. Traveled the circuit a bit with one of your dad's wrangler's too. We may not have had the opportunity to spend much time together, but I've certainly heard plenty about you,” he responded easily. Julia's dad had been known to prattle on about his daughter incessantly on occasion, and she assumed that must have been what the stranger had been referring to.

“Then it seems I should apologize for my father's prolific praise of his precious daughter.” She was back on her toes. 

“The apology is quite unnecessary. Your father wasn't the one with the prolific praise,” he reassured her huskily. Though instead of offering any reassurance, his statement only served to peak her curiosity.

But before she could inquire further, her attention was drawn elsewhere. The front door had opened and from across the living room, she could see the entrant clearly. It was her cowboy. Well, not really hers at all, but the one she'd fantasized over since she was a teenager. 

But, her recollection of him had apparently waned since she'd left for college, or somehow he'd gotten even more attractive over the past three years, because her fantasies didn't compare to the man who stood just a few yards away from her now. His dark hair was cropped a bit shorter than it had been and his five-o-clock shadow emphasized his perfectly chiseled jaw and highlighted his crystal clear blue eyes. Below the rolled-up cuffs of his button-up shirt, every muscle exposed was immaculately defined as if he'd been hand-carved to perfection while she'd been away. Julia couldn't help but wonder if every other muscle in his body had been chiseled so perfectly. 

She watched as her father approached him, reaching out a hand in welcome. Ethan smiled and grasped his outstretched hand, a smile spreading across his face as the two conversed easily. 

The stranger in front of her followed her gaze and he smiled knowingly. “So, the feeling's mutual, is it?” he spoke, but Julia was so distracted by the man with her father that she couldn't process what the stranger was saying. 

“You're being rude, Julia,” she chastised herself silently, forcing her attention back to the attractive man in front of her. 

“Then I don't know which one I should want to know more; your name or the person you've been speaking to,” she teased, jumping right back into the conversation all the while fighting the urge to follow every movement Ethan made in the room. 

“Well, I'll simplify your conundrum then,” he smiled. “I can tell you that my name's Michael. But, I'm afraid I can't share with you who I've been speaking to. It's a secret,” he gestured conspiratorially, moving a finger to cover his lips. The movement drew Julia's attention there, and her mind couldn't help but wander to what those lips could do to her body right then. 

“Wow! Head out of the gutter,” Julia reprimanded herself. Ethan was going straight to her head already.

And then she remembered Michael; the cute, young cowboy her father had hired on Ethan's recommendation. “Wow!” she thought. He'd been a good-looking guy three years ago, and he'd apparently grown into a very attractive man while she'd been away. 

“You know, Michael. It isn't polite to keep secrets. Besides, I think secrets are for children. Do I look like a child to you?” she queried seductively, leaning toward him. “So much for staying out of the gutter,” she acknowledged wordlessly.

“No Julia. You most definitely don't look like a child,” he replied, bridging most of the remaining distance between them. His dark eyes held hers and she almost forgot that she was standing in the middle of her living room, surrounded by a crowd of people. 

“Michael,” a deep, sensual voice spoke sternly. She'd know that voice anywhere.

Michael backed up a little from Julia, smirking as he turned to look at Ethan. Thrown off by his sudden nearness, she turned to him wide-eyed, her lips parted slightly. “Ethan,” she breathed.

His jaw hardened and she could see his hands clench from the corner of her eyes but, as he spoke, the seductive timbre of his voice was the same as she remembered. She had no idea how one man could have such influence over her body, but even the sound of his voice drove her wild, arousal settling deep within her and making her throb with desire.

“Hey Jules. I haven't seen you in a long time.”

“Hi Ethan. It's good to see you again” she spoke, feeling every fiber of her body respond to him and hoping vehemently he'd see her differently now.

“Shouldn't the guest of honor be out there mingling with the other guests?” he queried like an overprotective big brother, unhappy to see a new boy too close to his baby sister.

“Just great,” she thought dejectedly. He'd seen her as nothing more than a little girl when she'd left for college, and his viewpoint of her obviously hadn't changed. Oh, but if she could just show him...

“Oh, don't worry. I'm mingling plenty, thanks. In fact, I've already made a new friend,” she replied, motioning to Michael while wishing like a petulant child that she'd see some flicker of jealousy in Ethan's eyes. But his expression didn't change. She held his gaze while he stood there silent for a moment. And then he seemed to force his attention elsewhere, turning to her new friend.

“We've got an early start tomorrow, Michael. I suggest you call it an early night,” he told him, remaining still until he was relatively certain Michael had acquiesced.

“Damn!” Julia fumed silently. “All revved up and nowhere to go.” Ethan had no interest in her and now he'd gone ahead and made sure she couldn't have the attractive, hard-bodied man next to her.

Ethan nodded briefly to them both. “See you around,” he told her, a hint of a devious smile turning up the edges of his lips knowing he'd effectively squelched any plans she'd been hoping to make for the night.

He turned then and made his way back to the front door, Julia watching his retreat until he'd disappeared from her view.

“Wow. You've got it bad, don't you?” Michael joked, recapturing her attention. He started moving in toward her once again, looking into her eyes as if he were trying to discern something there. 

“I don't know what you mean.” Julia immediately felt like a talking cliché, but Michael changed the subject, seemingly letting her off the hook.

“So, how do I talk you into ditching this party?” his tone turned seductive, obviously not as deterred by Ethan's obscure warning as she'd thought.

“But aren't you having a good time?” Julia teased, feigning innocent, as his hands moved to rest gently against her hips.

He didn't respond but his eyes met hers then. His fiery gaze told her that Michael wanted to do so much more; to move in closer, to touch her more. And given the arousal coursing through her veins in the wake of Ethan's unexpected appearance, Julia was just as sure she would have been an equally enthusiastic participant. To feel Michael's lips pressed against hers; his hands meandering away from her hips; it might just help to assuage the arousal that was seeking to set her ablaze. 

As always though, even the sexy and desirable Michael would be yet another substitute for the man she craved perpetually. But, while Michael had no more interest in her than the pleasurable ride she could offer—just like any of her college substitutes—this seemed a little more complicated. Michael wasn't some college boy hundreds of miles away from home. He worked on her father's ranch...he worked with Ethan and rode the circuit with him, too. They had to be fairly close friends, no doubt. But her arousal spoke louder than her common sense at the moment.

“It sounds like you have a busy day tomorrow. Shouldn't you be getting to bed?” she continued flirtatiously.  

“Only if you come with me,” he leaned in a little closer and her body swayed toward him. She was so tempted to say yes; to give her body the release it was demanding in that moment. 

“Julia!” her father called from across the room, motioning for her to join him. She exhaled heavily, taking a step back from Michael. 

“I suppose we'll just have to pick this up later,” he whispered, a wry smile pulling up the corners of his lips. 

Michael turned to go, but Julia remained where she was, inhaling and exhaling in an attempt to compose herself. First Ethan interfering and now her father. The fates seemed to be conspiring against her tonight. 

She forced herself to walk calmly toward her dad, feigning a look of interest as he introduced her to a newcomer to the area; a decrepit widower who leered at her surreptitiously. She listened as the newcomer prattled on about the woes of owning a new ranch. And she was eternally grateful when her father announced—what seemed like ages later—that it would be best to wrap things up for the night, knowing tomorrow would be a long day for many of the guests.

The crowd made their way out the front door within moments and Julia escaped to her bedroom shortly after. Ensconced behind closed doors, she breathed a sigh of relief. She wandered across the room, stripping off her dress and tossing it on her still-unpacked suitcase. Clad in a satin bra and thong, she paced the room, trying to walk off the night's frustrations.  

The curtains at her window had been left open by the cleaning staff and she moved to close them. Peeking outside first, she caught sight of movement across the yard. The lights surrounding the training pen were still lit and she could make out a figure moving inside, guiding a reluctant horse around the pen. His confident gait; the gentle but firm way he handled the horse; she would recognize that tall, broad, muscular figure anywhere. “Damn,” Julia whispered the curse.

It had to be nearly midnight by now, but thanks to the bright glow cast by the overhead lights, Julia could make out the tight fit of Ethan's casual T-shirt, straining against his taut muscles as he moved. She watched, and a plethora of fantasies bombarded her anew; she imagined him in her bedroom now, stripping off his shirt and jeans, and using his expert hands to pleasure her in ways she could only imagine while she sampled the taste of every inch of his skin with her lips. 

“Calm down, Julia,” she chastised herself, realizing that she could already feel her wetness beginning to soak her thong. There wasn't some college boy nearby to scratch her Ethan-driven itch anymore. Hell, she wasn't even sure if she'd remembered to pack her vibrator in her suitcase. Julia laughed aloud, thinking about how worldly she'd become in comparison to the naïve youth she'd been when she'd left home. And yet, just a glimpse of Ethan had her randier than an inexperienced adolescent. 

She tried to tear her gaze away from the scene out the window, but her body fought her. Instead, her hands moved, seemingly of their own volition. She traced the upper swells of her breasts, gliding lower with every pass until her fingers grazed her nipples and she moaned softly in response. One hand cupped her breast, squeezing gently while the other moved lower, skimming her ribs, trailing over her stomach, and then lower until her fingers found her satin-covered clit. Sliding the fabric out of her way, she rubbed gently at first, watching the man below and imagining his fingers were touching her. Julia's pace increased, rubbing faster as her head rolled back in pleasure. But her eyes remained on the cowboy outside, imagining all the wicked things he could do to her body, and her orgasm built quickly. She was almost there...

The figure looked up. But, caught in fantasy and pleasure, it took Julia a second to respond. When she did, her hands dropped to her sides and she scurried away from the window, her cheeks blazing in embarrassment. “Oh God. What was I thinking?!?” she whispered harshly. 

But, maybe Ethan hadn't had time to figure out what was going on in the window. The dim light in her bedroom may have obscured his view. She'd probably moved long before his eyes could make out the indecent scene. She clung on to the tentative relief the thought brought and laid down on her bed, hoping to drift off before she could over-analyze the scenario a gazillion times. And though riled up even more than before, she was more tired than she had realized. Her eyes began to flutter close the moment her head rested against her pillow and she drifted off quickly. 

Julia awoke just as the sun was beginning to lighten the sky. She'd never been able to drag herself out of bed without her alarm. But after a restless night plagued with images of Ethan in every possible scenario her aroused brain could conjure, her body was simply too revved up for sleep. She blushed as one particularly vivid dream came flooding back to her; Ethan standing bare-chested in the training ring as she stood before him. His eyes were fixed on her body as she grazed along her curves. He groaned as her hands moved lower, and his moan sounded feral as he watched her slide her fingers deep inside her wet slit... 

She sat up suddenly and hopped out of bed, trying to erase the fantasy from her mind. As she stood, her thoughts were drawn elsewhere; Alice would be at the house early, no doubt, at which point she was expecting the two of them to head out together for the final day of the rodeo. Reluctantly, Julia rummaged through her luggage, searching for her favorite dress. It certainly didn't look fit for a rodeo, but she didn't care. The cream-colored, crepe-de-chine masterpiece had a halter-style neck and a low-cut back that plunged to her hips. And the A-line skirt of the dress brushed softly against her thighs, making every movement a sensual experience. 

Julia laid the dress on the bed and made a dash for her ensuite, stripping off her bra and thong and turning on the shower faucet. She stepped beneath the rainshower head and then sighed at the delicious feel of the hot water cascading down her naked body. But, she forced herself to move swiftly, and less than ten minutes later she was back in her room, sliding the soft fabric of her dress over her still-damp skin. She dabbed on a seldom-used lip gloss to accentuate her rose-hued lips and ran a brush through her hair before checking her reflection in the mirror. Satisfied with the woman looking back at her, she hurried downstairs, hoping to rush through breakfast before her friend showed up and dragged her off for the day.



​​​​​​Chapter 3: Tempting Fire

Alice had insisted on arriving for the big day early—hours early. And as they wandered around, Alice filled her in on all that she'd missed over the past three years. Of course, given that they'd talked or emailed at least a few times each week the entire time, Julia already had a pretty good idea of each and every tidbit of information her friend had to share. Which meant the majority of her attention was free to wander around the growing crowd of people; children hyped up on sweet treats, teenagers gathering in cliques, young men and women flirting, parents and grandparents carrying on conversations while surreptitiously keeping an eye on their youngsters. She loved watching the myriad of social interactions. 

Then she saw him. Ethan had already spotted her and he stood still, about ten yards away, his eyes seemingly fixed directly on her. She should have been expecting to see him today; he'd ridden the circuit often enough when she was a teenager. He'd stopped competing her final year of high school and she'd assumed that he was done with the rodeo. But, somehow she just knew that he was there as a competitor and the thought of him being thrown from some bucking beast made her nauseous. 

Realizing Alice had paused, Julia tried to feign nonchalance, hoping her friend wouldn't notice where her attention had been drawn. No such luck. Alice spotted Ethan immediately. 

“Hey, isn't that your dad's wrangler? I didn't know he was competing this year. Did you?” she queried.

“I had no idea...Dad didn't say a word...” Julia stumbled through a reply.

She cringed as Alice grasped her hand and started pulling her in his direction. It wasn't until they were nearly upon him that the man standing next to Ethan turned and she recognized Michael easily.

“Great. Let me guess. They're best buds, right?” Julia queried dryly to herself. 

“Oh,” Alice started happily. “Look at that. One for you and one for me. You used to have the hots for your dad's cowboy, right? I get the other one then,” she whispered with a conspiratorial grin, not waiting for Julia's response.

And then they were there, standing directly in front of Ethan and Michael. After the window incident, Julia couldn't force herself to meet Ethan's gaze. She'd convinced herself last night that he wouldn't have had a chance to see what she'd been doing, but it seemed too much to put her assurance to the test today. She peered up at Ethan, finding her tongue to make the introductions, and she gasped almost imperceptibly, finding his eyes ablaze with desire. 

Avoiding eye contact, she stumbled awkwardly through the introductions. “Hi Ethan. Michael,” she nodded to each of them. “This is my best friend Alice. Alice, this is Ethan Jensen and Michael...” Julia trailed off, realizing she didn't know Michael's last name. 

“It's good to see you again, Julia” Michael replied in the same seductive voice he'd used on her the evening prior. 

“And it's nice to meet you, Alice,” Ethan spoke politely, though Julia was somehow certain she could feel his eyes on her.

“So, you're competing?” Julia tried to infuse her query with enthusiasm, but it fell short.

“Don't worry, Jules. I wouldn't leave your dad without his best wrangler.” He smiled then, obviously amused by her concern.

Alice spoke up before Julia could reply. “What do you say you boys join us for the fireworks show later?” she inquired brightly.

Ethan hesitated briefly, but Michael was quick to fill the silence. “Sounds great. We'll catch up with you after the events.”

“You're better at roping than I thought,” Alice teased once they were out of earshot. 

“You've got to be kidding. Ethan thinks of me like a baby sister. That's all,” Julia insisted.

“Oh, I'm fairly certain he doesn't look at his sister the way he was looking at you. Then again, that other one was looking at you the same way, so maybe I'm just getting my signals wrong.” 

Alice was silent for a moment—an unusual occurrence in Julia's experience. And then, “Darn it! I guess that means I've still got some roping to do,” she smiled, feigning frustration. 

“Trust me, Alice. You've definitely got it wrong with Ethan.”

They'd reached their seating section in the stadium by then. “We'll see,” Alice replied simply, and then she turned her attention to locating their seats. 

Julia tried to relax and enjoy the events, but she found herself increasingly anxious over Ethan's competition. She'd been so worried, realizing that he was competing, that she didn't have the nerve to ask exactly which event he was competing in. But she knew; bull riding. It's what he'd always done and she couldn't imagine him making a change now.

She'd seen the way he worked with the wild, unruly stock of animals her father had purchased. It was where he thrived; the look on his face as he worked patiently, endlessly with the same stubborn horse. Julia had watched plenty of wranglers and ranch hands get fed up, and sometimes just downright angry, with an unruly animal. But she could recall countless times as a teenager she'd hid nearby the training pen and watched Ethan. He never lost his patience and he never gave up. It was one of his qualities that she'd admired most. Heck, she wouldn't be surprised if he could lull the bull into submission in the stadium—though that obviously wasn't the point of the event.

The rest of the competitions went by in a blur, though she managed to focus briefly in the middle of the steer wrestling competition as Alice set her sights on a particularly handsome cowboy and elicited Julia's assistance in cheering over top of the rest of the crowd. 

She waited with baited breath as the bull-riding event got underway, and she was quite certain that Ethan's eight seconds had to be the longest, most tortuous eight seconds ever. But he moved perfectly, staying atop his bucking bull beyond the mandatory time and dismounting almost gracefully as the rodeo clowns moved in to distract the riled up animal. 

And Julia's assessment of his ride had been correct, the judges later coming back with a score of 96 points—a score she'd never personally seen equaled by another rider. But seconds later, “Where are we going in such a rush?” Julia inquired as Alice grabbed her hand, yanking her from her seat and pulling her along toward the exit. 

“Don't you think a few congratulations are in order? You do want to congratulate your cowboy, don't you?” she probed suggestively.

“He's not my cowboy Alice. Besides, I don't think he'll be heading out of the stadium any time soon,” Julia responded matter-of-factly. 

“Well, maybe not. But, I saw my ride for the day heading out just a minute ago.” Alice confessed, and Julia smiled, remembering her enthusiasm over the steer wrestler and knowing her friend was never the type to let a good opportunity—or a good ride—get away. 

She let Alice pull her along, finding her cowboy of interest in about two minutes. Alice didn't hesitate. As soon as she'd spotted him, she headed straight for him, introducing herself and Julia easily. He was pleasant enough and the perfect choice for Alice; a wrangler from a few cities away who would be heading back home tomorrow. His initial interest in Julia was blatantly obvious until he realized by her deliberately reserved character that he was barking up the wrong tree. It didn't hurt that Alice happened to mention her enthusiasm over “Julia's cowboy's” bull-riding win. He was happy then to focus all his attention on Alice, ensuring he'd have an enthusiastic partner that night. Julia followed the pair around, chiming in with an occasional comment to lend her support to Alice. But finally evening approached. 

They met up with Ethan and Michael, Julia swinging her arms around Ethan's neck in a congratulatory hug as he approached from the stadium. “Wow! Big mistake,” Julia thought to herself, pulling away quickly. His body seemed to set hers ablaze everywhere she came in contact with him. The two were silent for a moment as Julia tried to recompose herself quickly. Michael chuckled, likely recognizing her reaction but she started off, leading the group toward the fairgrounds before he could make a comment.

Her aching feet were grateful when she finally reached an empty space of grass on the field, sliding down to the ground as gracefully as she could. She kicked off her shoes and settled on the grass, willing to sacrifice the cleanly state of her favorite dress to avoid one more moment on her feet. Leaning back on her elbows and wiggling her now-free toes, she closed her eyes and sighed in relief. Neither Ethan nor Michael had moved a muscle, watching her reclined figure, her slender thighs peeking out from the hem of her dress as she descended to the ground; her breasts pressed against the constraining fabric of her bodice as she leaned back.  

Julia opened her eyes to find the two men staring at her intently. Ethan's jaw was clenched and he diverted his gaze elsewhere. She couldn't help but wonder if she'd piqued his interest or perhaps she'd just imagined the look in his eyes. She turned her attention to Alice, who winked at her conspiratorially before turning her attention elsewhere. 

Michael took a seat to Julia's left, sidling close to her shamelessly. Ethan hesitated for a moment, his hands clenched in fists as she'd seen them the previous evening. As he moved to sprawl out on the ground next to Michael, Alice caught his hand. 

“Come sit over here so you can tell me all about how you managed to get so good at riding,” she insisted

Alice sat down next to her steer wrestler, leaving a gap between herself and Julia just large enough for Ethan's well-muscled frame. His knuckles turned white as he took a seat between the women, moving so carefully that he avoided making contact with Julia entirely. He had never been this uncomfortable around her before—at least not that she could remember. But as the group began chatting quietly, his tension seemed to subside, joining in the conversation easily after a moment.

Everyone quieted as the fireworks show began, but Julia remained painfully aware of the men on either side of her; one who she was quite sure wanted her naked and willing beneath him, and the other who seemed he would rather be as far from her as possible. She tried to focus her attention elsewhere, taking in the sensational palette of colors exploding and raining down from the sky. But, it wasn't nearly as fascinating as the responses of the people surrounding her; old men and children alike clapping heartily in response to every loud boom, the crowd-wide murmur of “oohs and aahs” in response to the most impressive explosions. By the time the show was finished, Julia figured she'd probably spent more time watching the crowd than the fireworks; it was always a more interesting show to her anyways. 

The small group's conversation resumed as the crowd around them began to disperse. Nobody seemed to be in a hurry to leave. Michael sprawled out on his side next to Julia, leaning on his elbow as he recounted some of his top rodeo stories—epic wins, big losses, and even the time he and Ethan locked themselves out of their rig. 

“Of course, we were already behind schedule. It took us so long to get the damn door open that there was no point in making the trip—missed the whole, damn event,” he laughed, and everyone in the group joined in.

Alice stood after the laughter had died down, pulling her steer wrestler to his feet. Julia looked up at her inquisitively. 

“I think we're hoping to head out for the night,” Alice answered Julia's unspoken question as she smiled wickedly. “You boys don't mind taking Julia, do you?” 

While Alice was eliciting a ride home for her friend, the double innuendo of the statement was painfully obvious. Even knowing Alice, Julia couldn't believe her friend's brashness. She stared up at her wordlessly, but Alice's comment had changed the atmosphere, seemingly charging it with sexual energy. Julia could suddenly feel the body heat radiating from the men beside her, and her own body began to tingle erotically in response. 

“I certainly don't mind taking her,” Michael's husky response and sexy grin made Julia think he wasn't joking. And when he moved his hand to her thigh she was quite certain he was absolutely serious. Her breath caught and she turned to look at him 

“Do you mind taking her?” he turned to Ethan, goading him.

Ethan didn't respond but Alice's smile widened before she turned away, walking back toward the parking lot with her steer wrestler. Julia fought to ignore her body's response to Michael's touch, struggling to remember the conversation that had been taking place before Alice's swift retreat. But just then, his hand began to move, sliding higher on her thigh ever so slowly, and pulling the hem of her dress with him as he glided along. Julia moaned quietly. 

She heard Ethan's groan from the other side of her, and she turned her head quickly to find him getting to his feet. He stared at her for a moment, though the dimly lit surroundings made it impossible for her to discern the expression on his face. He turned abruptly and began moving quickly in the direction Alice had left just a moment before. 



​​​​​​Chapter 4: Feral Fields

“What's the matter with him?” she queried when he was a few yards away, though she suspected that Ethan simply wasn't happy to see somebody's hands on his little sister.

“You still don't know, do you?” Michael's eyes met hers, his fiery gaze searching for the answer. 

“Don't know what?” Julia replied. But as she spoke, Michael's hand reached the top of her thigh and he hovered there. Julia wasn't sure what possessed her in that moment, but she didn't pull away. Instead, she spread her thighs slightly—just enough to let Michael know that she didn't want him to stop. She'd never been so bold in her life, encouraging a near-stranger like this in the middle of an empty field. But she'd spent nearly every minute since she'd arrived home on fire, frustratingly aroused, and her body wasn't going to pass up the opportunity to take the edge off. She couldn't help it. 

Michael remained still, and she parted her legs a little more, encouraging his hands to move where she wanted them. A smile tugged at the corners of his lips in response to her enthusiasm. 

“He wants you,” he answered her easily. “He's wanted you for as long as I've known him.”

Julia shook her head, certain he had no idea what he was talking about. But before she could reply, Michael's hand started to move once again, sliding the hem of her dress higher to her hips. He groaned loudly. No doubt, he had expected to find more layers of fabric there but instead his movement had exposed her smooth, naked pussy. His eyes met hers one more time, giving her one last chance to object. But it was Julia's turn to smile, letting him know this was precisely what she wanted. He didn't hesitate then, thrusting two fingers deep inside her wet slit. The way his eyes remained locked on hers made the experience even more arousing. Julia realized quickly that Michael wasn't some clumsy, inexperienced college kid—he knew exactly what he was doing.

She moaned as his fingers slid in and out of her, slowly at first and then increasing his pace as she moaned louder. Her body writhed in pleasure and she could feel her orgasm building deep inside her. Michael's eyes turned to watch as he fingered her pussy and Julia's gaze followed, enthralled by the erotic scene. 

Suddenly, a figure in the darkness caught her attention. She hadn't heard a sound as he'd approached, but Ethan was there, standing above her. It was too late. She was too far gone, her orgasm just seconds away; her body refused to stop. Her eyes met Ethan's and the desire, so blatantly evident in his eyes, sent her over the edge. Her back arched and she moaned loudly, as her pussy began to spasm around Michael's fingers. 

Michael withdrew, noticing for the first time that they weren't alone. And before the aftershocks of her orgasm could subside, a blush crept across Julia's cheeks. She was on her knees, moving to stand in a hurry and stumbling for something intelligent to stay to explain away what Ethan had just seen. Before she was on her feet, he caught her beneath her arms, pulling her up almost gently. She expected him to be angry, ranting about the inappropriateness of her wanton behavior. But he didn't say a word. He looked at her for what felt like an eternity as she waited for the verbal onslaught.  

His mouth came down on hers as he pulled her hard against the long length of his body. His tongue plied against her lips, coercing them to part for him, and she opened, too overwhelmed to resist even if she had wanted to. Her tongue darted out to meet his and he groaned. She wrapped her arms around him, her fingers entwining in the hair at the back of his neck, but he pulled away abruptly.

“You're not a teenager, Julia. God, you didn't look like a teenager when you were one. And now...” he whispered harshly. She didn't know how to respond. This was the man she'd fantasized about for so long, but never did she think he had any interest in her. 

“When I saw you there, standing in front of your window. I could see your hands...your fingers moving...”

Her blush deepened, remembering back to the previous night, but the thought of him watching her, like he had just a moment before, sent arousal coursing through her veins anew.  

Fingers brushed against the back of her thigh, her dress sliding out of the way once again. Michael's fingers began to slide along her wet slit, teasing her lips. And then he was still, hovering at her entrance. Julia's body moved of its own volition, trying to force his fingers to do more. 

Ethan's expression changed then. He no longer looked conflicted; he'd given up fighting against what he'd apparently wanted for so long. His eyes held hers as his hands moved slowly down her body, stopping at her hips. She waited for his exploration to continue, but he remained there. A devilish smile tugged at the corners of his lips as she realized what he was doing. Michael's fingers stopped teasing, sliding deep inside her once again but Ethan's hold on her kept her still, preventing her body from moving in response. 

“You look incredible,” Ethan whispered to her just seconds before his mouth came down on hers once again. 

She whimpered, kissing him with a wild fervor she didn't know she possessed. Moaning loudly, her nails dug into the backs of his shoulders as Michael fingered her faster. It took no time at all; just seconds later her orgasm rocked her body and she screamed, the sounds muffled by Ethan's mouth. Michael withdrew from her pussy, but his hands weren't gone for long, running up and down the front of her thighs, over her waist, her ribs, to squeeze her tits through her dress. 

Ethan's hands had released her hips and they moved around Julia's body, finding the zipper at the top of her back and pulling it down. He moved so slowly that she could hear the individual teeth of the zipper as he unzipped her dress, and her anticipation grew tenfold with every inch. Just a little bit longer and the zipper would no longer hold her dress in place. It would fall to the ground, exposing every bit of her naked body. He'd reached the small of her back and he met her gaze once more, this time his eyes were searching for something. She nodded, knowing that he was seeking her approval, making sure once last time this was what she wanted. He lowered the last inch of the zipper and let go, his eyes glued to her body as the dress slid down her curves to pool at her feet. 

Something inside Julia snapped; some restraint that had somehow held her back all this time. She knew exactly what she wanted and she knew she could have it right now. She reached for the hem of Ethan's shirt and pulled it off over his head swiftly, and then her fingers were at the waist of his jeans, fumbling with the button and zipper as quickly as she could. Pulling them down his legs, his cock sprung free and she remembered back to her thought the previous evening; now she knew for sure that he must have been chiseled to perfection. 

“Lay down, Ethan,” she told him in a sultry voice she'd never heard, and he complied easily.

She was on her hands and knees seconds later, her lips poised against his massive cock. She took him in eagerly, sliding up and down slowly, trying to force as much of him in her mouth as she could. She could hear Michael's clothes hit the ground and she turned her head to see the muscled body of the sexy, young cowboy and she moaned appreciatively. He moved behind her and she could feel his fingers spreading her lips, sliding along her wet slit. But in the next second, his fingers were gone, and instead he pressed his hard dick against her entrance. 

“I want to fuck you, Julia,” Michael whispered.

She bobbed up and down on Ethan's cock, waiting to feel Michael fill her pussy, but he remained there, driving her wild with anticipation. She writhed, but he moved with her, refusing to give into what she wanted just yet. Suddenly, she forced her body back against him, and as the head of his cock slid inside her pussy, he couldn't hold out any longer and he thrust forward, filling her up. She sucked Ethan's dick faster as Michael slid in and out of her pussy slowly. 

Moments later, Ethan pulled out of her mouth, watching as he shot his load all over her lips. She moaned, visualizing the erotic scene she was involved in, and Michael increased his pace, fucking her harder, faster, making her moan louder with every thrust. Ethan slipped out from beneath her, moving to her side for a better view. His fingers moved to her clit, rubbing fast. She thrust her hips back against Michael, forcing his dick deeper inside her and yet another orgasm rocked through her body. Her spasms sent him over the edge; he withdrew from her pussy just as his cock began to erupt, covering her in his cum.  

She wasn't left to recover for long as Ethan laid back down on the ground, pulling her with him to straddle his already-rock hard cock. She suffered a moment's hesitation at the sheer size of him but this was Ethan. She'd wanted this for so long. There was absolutely nothing that was going to get in her way now. She lowered herself onto him, feeling his cock stretch her to her limits as she slid down. But, she took in to the hilt, moaning loud in response to the incredible sensation of being so full. Michael reached for her tits, cupping them in her hands while his fingers squeezed her nipples. At the same time, Ethan grasped her hips, helping to guide her pace as she rode. 

Michael moved a hand to her clit, rubbing her as she bounced up and down on Ethan's cock. She steadied herself with one hand against Ethan's chest and grasped Michael's dick with the other, sliding along his shaft to make him hard once again. As she fucked Ethan faster and faster, her pace on Michael's cock increased until all three of them were moaning loudly. Julia's orgasm drew near, and she could tell the two men were close as well. Her pace became frantic, her tits bouncing wildly as she reached the end first, screaming as she started to cum. Michael was next, moving to shoot his load on her tits. Ethan pulled Julia against him a moment later, his mouth covering hers as he thrust hard one last time, cumming deep in her pussy. 

She remained there for a moment, trying to catch her breath while taking in the incredible turn of events. It was still so new; still hard for her to believe that Ethan had wanted her all this time. She rolled next to him, leaning her head against his chest as she drifted off to sleep right there in the middle of the field. Her eyes fluttered open sometime later as Ethan shook her gently. 

“What do you say we get dressed and we'll take this back to my place?” he suggested. She looked back and forth between Ethan and Michael, both men wearing the same devilish grin. 

“I've waited to have you for so long, Jules. There's no way I'm done with you yet,” he continued huskily. And to her surprise, Julia's arousal level grew exponentially in seconds, despite the hours of naughty sex that had taken place already. She couldn't wait to find out what else the night had in store. 
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​​​​​Chapter 1: Discovering Temptation

“I'm never going to date again!” Sarah swore vehemently, standing in the middle of their hotel room, objecting to her best friend Callie's insistence on a “girl's night out.” “I'm going to join a nunnery, stave off men altogether. So I most certainly have no interest in hanging out at a bar where there will be scumbags aplenty,” she insisted petulantly. 

It really wasn't all men that Sarah was exasperated with, but rather the string of men she'd managed to attract who should have come with warning signs, like “Scumbag King,” “Super Sloth,” or “Lying, Cheating Dirt-bag.”

“I'm not trying to find you a husband, Sarah...just a good lay. Or hell, a little flirting is fine with me,” Callie explained patiently. “You've been out of the game for months now. And I get it, you had some bad luck. But, it's time to get back on the horse—at least long enough to take one out for a ride.”

Bad luck was an understatement in Sarah's opinion. In the past three years since graduating from college, she'd wound up dating a gambler who had maxed out her credit cards behind her back, and a deadbeat who, it turned out, was not a video game designer as he had said, but rather a fanatical video game player. The latest in her string of “bad luck,” a  compulsive cheater who couldn't keep it in his pants—even in the midst of her twenty-fifth birthday celebration. She'd darted off to her bedroom to look for a sweater and ended up finding her sister riding her boyfriend like he was a bucking stallion. 

“Is this the line for pony rides?” Sarah had asked dryly before turning around and walking out of the house. 

She wasn't angry at her sister; Liz hadn't known the scumbag was her boyfriend. But, she had decided in that moment she'd had enough of dating, accepting that she was simply not destined to wind up in a normal, healthy relationship. In the months that had followed, she'd stuck to her determination, avoiding places where men and women often went to hook up, and dedicating herself to proving she was the best ER nurse any hospital had ever seen. That was, until Callie had proposed a girls-only getaway to the Sunshine State. Well, it was really more of a demand than a proposal, calling in a favor Sarah owed her from years before. 

And so, there she was in the middle of an over-the-top, deluxe suite at the Boca Raton Resort, arguing with Callie over the itinerary for their first night in Florida. Sarah was content to indulge in a little pampering at the resort's spa, but Callie seemed to be making it her mission to get her laid. Certainly abstinence was not the most satisfying of lifestyle choices she could imagine, but Sarah had managed to make do, becoming intimate friends with the trusty vibrator that occupied the top drawer of her bedside table—and currently, the left inside pocket of her suitcase. Unfortunately, she already knew who was going to win the current itinerary debate; Callie was just far more stubborn than she was. 

“Fine, we'll go to the bar Cal,” she breathed resignedly. “But that doesn't mean I'm agreeing to anything other than a few hours out with my friend.”

Callie beamed triumphantly, instantly rummaging through the suitcase she had laid out on her bed. She pulled her hand out of the overflowing pile of clothing a moment later, thrusting an ivory-colored scrap of fabric at Sarah. 

“This isn't mine, Cal.” Sarah's tone was suspicious, wondering what her friend was up to now. The scrap barely looked like it was comprised of enough fabric to cover her tall, slim frame. And given that Callie was at least two sizes bigger than Sarah, there was no way Callie had packed this for herself.

“It is now. I saw it when I was shopping for my own getaway wear, and I knew without a doubt it would be perfect on you. Sarah, you spend far too much time all covered up. It's time to show off a little skin, 'little black dress' style,” Callie explained. 

“You don't often hear about the 'little ivory dress',” Sarah replied dryly. 

“Precisely. Every other woman out tonight will be wearing some variation of the same black dress. You, on the other hand, will absolutely stand out from the crowd a mile away.” 

The stubbornness in Callie's tone told Sarah there was no point in arguing here either. Breathing another resigned sigh, she headed off to the suite's exquisite marble bathroom with the ivory scrap clenched in her hand. Once behind the closed door, she pulled her t-shirt off over her head and slid her jeans off her long legs. Slipping the dress on, she realized it was worse than she had originally thought. The daringly low back draped open to her tail bone while the plunging neckline nestled intimately between her ample, pert breasts. There was no way to wear a bra with this particular garment, and so she closed her eyes, breathing deeply as she unhooked the clasp and let it fall to the floor. Following the line of the dress down her body, she was relieved at first to see that the hemline of the dress fell nearly to her knees, but spying the long slit that ran all the way up to her hip banished any remaining hope of modesty. 

Smoothing the fabric down to cover as much as the dress would allow, she turned then to see the result in the tall mirror on the back of the door. Sarah's full lips parted as she gazed at the emerald-eyed woman staring back at her in the reflection. Her long, auburn tresses framed her soft, feminine features while the ivory dress emphasized her breasts, her thin waist, the gentle flare of her hips and the long length of her trim legs. She'd spent so much time in scrubs and casual wear, she'd entirely forgotten about the beautiful, desirable woman hiding beneath. Callie walked in then, not bothering with the ceremony of knocking. 

“Wow! Now that's what I'm talking about,” she exclaimed, obviously taking pride in her own contribution to unleashing the sexy siren in the mirror. 

“A couple inches less fabric, and this thing would be illegal,” Sarah responded, recovering from her shock. 

“Perhaps, but it is perfectly legal, I assure you. Except, you have to put these on,” she replied, a pair of strappy, high-heeled sandals dangling from her fingers. 

Sarah cringed. It wasn't that she couldn't walk in the damned contraptions; she just found that flats were a whole lot more comfortable. But she'd used up all her fight already and lost, so she reached for the strappy tools of torture and slipped them onto her bare feet. At least the heels weren't ridiculously high—two and a half or three inches, maybe. But that was more than enough for Sarah given that she already stood five feet and seven inches tall on a slouchy day. She noticed Callie's outfit then, a simple black A-line that fell mid-thigh. It was deceptively risque, Sarah realized, noticing that the majority of the torso was made of a tightly woven mesh fabric that upon closer inspection, left very little to the imagination. 

“I thought black blended in too much?” Sarah quipped.

“Sure I wouldn't mind a ride of my own, but tonight is all about you.” Callie's reply sounded lighthearted enough, but there was genuine concern in her best friend's tone. And while a moment ago, Sarah might have been tempted to balk and bow out, her friend thought she was helping, and that was more important than a little trampling on Sarah's sense of modesty. 

“Alright,Cal. Let's get this over with,” Sarah smiled to cover up the reluctance her phrasing implied. 

And the two were off, opting to take a cab to a much-talked-about bar only three blocks away to avoid a treacherous walk; while Sarah's heels were manageable, Callie had opted for five-inch stilettos that she wasn't certain would carry her the distance. 

As they entered the bar a few minutes later, Sarah glanced around, admittedly impressed by the scene that greeted her. She didn't frequent bars often, and based on her limited knowledge from movies and television, she was half-expecting to walk into a crowded room filled with uncouth, beer-bellied men and sleazy women parading around in daisy dukes and plaid shirts tied at the abdomen and revealing an ample amount of cleavage. Sarah blushed lightly, realizing she was likely the most scantily clad woman in the establishment. But, she knew she didn't look sleazy; the exquisite fabric of her ivory dress and the way she carried herself spoke volumes. 

Callie directed them toward a table off to the right of the room, insisting Sarah take a seat and get comfortable while she went to get the drinks. In truth, Callie likely didn't want Sarah ordering for them; they'd end up with colas or wine coolers at best. She gazed around the room, taking in the relaxed, upscale ambiance and the equally comfortable, upscale patrons. She noticed several surreptitious glances in her direction, but not one of them really caught her attention. Half the glances came from men already sitting across from women who clearly weren't impressed with the distraction she was providing. And then her gaze found a lone patron, sitting at least six or seven tables away. He didn't turn away in a hurry when her eyes met his, as the other men with appreciative glances had done. He met her gaze directly, desire flaring in his dark eyes. And though part of her wanted to look away, he held her there, mesmerized by the fiery heat of his gaze.

Callie returned just seconds later, and Sarah forced herself to avert her eyes quickly, not wanting to draw her friend's attention to the man across the room. Too late. Callie had followed her gaze before Sarah could look away and she was already looking over at the dark stranger. 

“Somebody have your attention?” she teased. “You've certainly got his,” she continued. “Damn, he's hot! Nice choice.” 

Sarah certainly couldn't argue; the stranger's obviously expensive, but casual shirt couldn't hide his broad, muscular chest, and the sinewy muscles of his arms told her that solid muscle likely covered every inch of his body. His dark hair was cropped short but in a way that made it appear impeccably styled. The strong line of his jaw drew attention toward his lips, the perfect fullness for a man, so much so that it made a woman instantly imagine them pressed against her body. 

“Yes, but I'm just looking around, Cal. That's all.”

“Here you go,” Callie held out a glass to her containing a pale orange, sparkling liquid before Callie downed the contents of a small shot glass she held in her other hand.

“I thought we'd start you off easy—just a mimosa,” she explained, motioning to Sarah's drink, as she held up the shot glass to the bartender, signaling for another shot already. 

Callie didn't drink all that often, but had consumed enough over the years that she could certainly hold her liquor better than her less experienced best friend. Sarah smiled and took a sip of her drink. She hadn't had a single drink since graduating from college, and even then she'd only had the occasional wine cooler or glass of champagne. But her current drink was delicious and so she sipped more quickly, enjoying the sweet taste and not thinking about the alcohol hidden in the sweetness.

“So, what do you think?” Callie asked a moment or two later.

“The drink? It's good, thanks,” Sarah replied easily, finishing off the final sip before raising her glass to signal another. It arrived quickly and she started to sip slowly, feeling the effect of the alcohol already winding its way through her extremities.

“Not the drink, Sarah. The hot guy who's barely taken his eyes off you since we walked in.”

“Oh. I don't think he's been staring exactly. And besides, I only agreed to the drinks tonight, remember?” 

“So, you don't mind if I give him a go?” Callie asked, though Sarah couldn't tell if it was an honest question or if she was trying to prod her into action. 

She glanced over at the man only to find his gaze on her as Callie had said. Though, to his credit, his eyes seemed fixed on hers, rather than on other choice parts of her body that were far more on display than usual. She hadn't intended to go man-hunting this evening, but for some reason she didn't relish the idea of Callie making a move and leaving the bar with him. Perhaps it was the alcohol directing her thoughts, but suddenly a night under—or on top of—the sexy stranger didn't sound like such a bad idea. 

“Come on, Sarah. You know you want him. Hell, just watching the way he's looking at you is making me wet! What's the worst that could happen? We're only here for a few weeks, right? After that, we leave Florida—and all the men here—behind us and go back to ordinary life.” 

Callie's argument didn't sound so unreasonable at the moment, and she certainly wasn't the only one whose body was responding to the man across the room. So, mustering up every ounce of courage she possessed, Sarah smiled devilishly, conceding to her friend and her own traitorous body. She stood, leaning down to kiss her friend on the cheek, and then realizing that the action probably hiked up her skirt, leaving her thighs entirely on display. Shaking her head to dispel her worries over modesty, she turned around then.

“I won't wait up for you,” Callie whispered as Sarah started to make her way across the room, feeling the alcohol gently spreading through her body as arousal began to course through her veins. His eyes were on her as she closed the distance between them, stopping in front of the stranger's table.


​​​​​Chapter 2: Into the Fire

Nico hadn't been able to take his eyes off the woman since she'd walked into the bar. He'd seen plenty of beautiful women before, but this one was something different. She was gorgeous, elegant, graceful...innocent. As revealing as the dress she wore was, he had a feeling she didn't make a habit of flaunting her assets on a regular basis. And when he'd met her emerald gaze, he knew he was right. The innocent temptress; it was absolutely captivating. As he watched her glance over the crowd, he knew he would catch her attention, like prey drawn to a predator. And given the way he wanted to devour her in that moment, it was an apt analogy. 

“Would you mind if I joined you?” she queried, surprised by how calm...seductive, her voice sounded even to her own ears.

“I wouldn't mind at all. Given the number of eyes following your every move, I would be quite honored if you joined me.” The deep, husky timbre of the stranger's voice sent tiny tremors of pleasure through her body. 

She slid into the seat across from him easily, only then realizing she'd brought her drink with her across the room. She sipped once more, fortifying her nerves.

“I'm Sarah,” she offered, reaching her hand out across the table in greeting, and then instantly feeling a little silly for the cordial move. But then, she relished the excuse to touch him, though she knew it would only serve to fuel her desire to touch him more.

“It's a pleasure to meet you, Sarah. I'm Nico,” he replied, grasping her hand in his. 

Yup, she'd been right. The feel of his skin against her soft flesh forced the arousal that had been coursing through her to settle between her legs, setting her most intimate zone ablaze. Reluctantly, she forced herself to pull her hand away, placing it in her lap and resisting the urge to assuage the throbbing need so close to her fingers.


























​​​​​Chapter 3: Parting Ways



















​​​​​Chapter 4: Foiled Passion




















































​​​​​​Chapter 5: Reigniting Desire






























​​​​​​Chapter 6: Delving Deeper











































​​​​​​Chapter 7: ​Thwarted Hunger






































​​​​​​Chapter 8: Close Calls




























​​​​​​Chapter 9: Flying High




















​​​​​​Chapter 10: Passion Overflowing





































​​​​​​Chapter 11: Deadly Secrets























​​​​​​Chapter 12: Where Angels Fear to Tread






























​​​​​​Chapter 13: In Satan's Grasp
































​​​​​​Chapter 14: The Devil's Advocate
































​​​​​​Chapter 15: Touching Heaven
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