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      Stevie Jorgenson leaned against the bar stool, hiking her heel up behind her to hang on the metal rung. She’d been here at the Brass Rail Saloon, for the better part of an hour—it was her relaxation. She came in after her day was done, had a couple of bourbons, beat a few guys at pool and strutted home—hopefully with a few extra dollars in her pocket. She preferred playing for a buck and a drink, which usually meant she drank for free and made a little money.

      Picking up the drink from the oak-covered ledge next to her, she sipped the fiery bourbon and closed her eyes as the warmth slid down her throat and settled low in her belly. Man, she loved that feeling, it made her feel alive.

      Laughter erupted across the bar, boots stamped on the scarred wood floor, and the oak door slammed. A slow smile slid across her face. The place was finally filling up, which meant she’d be shooting some pool soon. She eyed the small group that had walked in—four men and a woman. They pulled up to a tall table on the other side of the half wall where she stood. She didn’t recognize these folks, which wasn’t unusual this time of year; the Derby brought in loads of new faces. The group was clearly friends as they jovially teased and taunted each other while their drinks were served. She kind of envied that. She had a couple of close friends, but these days they didn’t get together much. Toni had gotten married about ten years ago and had three adorable—but very busy—children.  She was running from dance class to band practice to baseball and back around again. They spoke on the phone often and about once a quarter they managed a night out when Toni’s husband, Al, managed to wrangle the kids to give her some girl time.

      The woman had a small build, long dark hair and dark eyes, and was exotic in a wholesome sort of way. Tomboyish. She wore jeans, a long deep blue T-shirt that hugged her slight curves and she wore what looked like Army boots. She had a colorful full-sleeve tattoo on her right arm of red roses. It was stunning.

      One of the men seemed to be her man as he hung his arm around her shoulders in more than a casual way. His sandy brown hair was laced with silver, and he had a deep scar on his forearm. Then he leaned in and kissed her, and the way they looked into each other’s eyes afterward made Stevie’s stomach clench just a bit. She sipped the warm amber liquid in her glass and let the fire settle the churning.

      A large blond man, easily six foot four or five and broad as a barn, seemed almost shy as he stood with the group, but yet, held himself slightly aloof. His hair curled at the collar and was long around the ears. He was either growing it out or sorely in need of a cut. His blue eyes held intelligence but he seemed a bit unsure of himself.

      The smaller man of the group wore short, cropped blond hair and had the most stunning blue eyes she’d ever seen. His easy laugh and jolly disposition made her smile, and she watched with rapt attention as he teased the other man in the group. Now that one—mmm. He was fine. Mighty fine.

      Six foot two or so with dark, sultry eyes and hair. Silver strands glinted in the light when he turned his head. He jovially nudged the shorter man with his elbow and laughed. Oh my! His full lips lifted and the dimples popped out. On both sides. Yowza! He glanced her way and the look he laid on her damn near melted her panties. Holy hell! He nodded, then picked up his drink, and she couldn’t stop watching his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed the amber liquid—the same color as hers, incidentally—in his glass. He probably drove a big-ass pickup truck and a motorcycle. He’d look killer driving either.

      “Another one, Stevie?” the bubbly waitress, oddly named Schmoo, loudly chirped.

      She turned to her right and assessed Schmoo. She had bright, curly-red hair and freckles strewn across her nose and cheeks. She wore bib overall shorts and white socks pushed down to the top of her brown, construction-type boots. The younger woman looked twelve; but, of course, she had to be older to serve alcohol, but damned if you could tell.

      “Yep. Why is everyone so late getting here today?”

      Schmoo looked around as if she’d just noticed the bar was emptier than usual.

      “Carnival pulled in a while ago, so you know…” She shrugged her shoulders. “Folks love to go gawk at the carnies. They’ll be around soon.”

      Schmoo strutted away as if she were a dancer, light on her feet—even in boots.

      Stevie smiled as she watched the red curls bouncing about her head. That girl could put you in a good mood just looking at her.

      “You shooting or just holding up the wall?”

      Before she could grasp the situation, her nipples puckered to sharp points, and moisture gathered between her legs. She turned to see the tall, dark drink of water standing in her space, shadowing her from the light. He smelled heavenly, like expensive aftershave and the combination of the aroma and the deep, slow, sultry voice rose the gooseflesh on her arms.

      She swallowed to moisten her throat. Then swallowed again, because just being this close to him did funny things to her. “Shootin’. For a buck and a drink. Last pocket,” she managed to say, proud of herself for not stammering.

      He nodded once and bent to slide his four quarters into the pool table coin slot. Pushing in and releasing, the loud crack of balls hitting the rails and rolling toward the end signaled it was playtime. She watched as his muscles straining under the gray T-shirt bunched and flattened as he gracefully pulled the pool balls from their landing place and laid them into the triangle. He stood and rearranged the balls sorting the solids from the stripes and bunching them together with his hands. She couldn’t stop looking at the way his thick, long fingers danced across the balls.

      He turned and caught her gaze with his, and the burning in her stomach had nothing to do with the bourbon this time. The man was positively smoldering. She walked to the other end of the pool table, as much to break as to put some space between her and the dark, mysterious man breathing the same air as she. She leaned down, eyed her mark and cracked the cue with the white ball, sending the colorful balls in all directions, but not dropping anything into a pocket. Shit.

      She nodded to him. He smirked then proceeded to bend over the table and sink three balls into various pockets. All solids. The sting of not getting the first ball in was tempered by the sight of his fine ass as he smoothly draped his form over the table. She’d bring this one to his knees later when she stripped for him and proceeded to have her way with his body. Yep, that was her new plan now. Pool didn’t hold the same appeal anymore. She’d been celibate for far too long now, and it was time to have a little fun. She sent up a silent prayer, Thank you, Lord, for bringing someone interesting into Bourbonville.

      The game continued, mostly in silence, unless one or the other of them needed to call a pocket. Their subtle mating dance, preening and stretching before each other, was the only other thing going on in the room. Her attention was constantly diverted from her game as she watched his panther-like movements stalk the table and sink each ball in one by one. He always watched the exits as he stood and before he bent, a quick glance telling her he was probably military or ex-military. Always vigilant.

      His scent floated over her once more as he walked past, leaned down, and sunk the eight ball into the last pocket. He laid his cue on the table and slowly turned to her as he crooned, “I’ll take bourbon – Ethan’s new blend.”

      Their eyes met, and the heat climbed her body, staining her cheeks as a shiver ran amok to the tips of her toes. Damn. He wore a slight smile on his face as his dark eyes raked over her face and her breasts before landing on her lips. The intensity of his stare made her nipples pucker again, and her breath came in spurts. His expensive-smelling cologne floated over her, and she had a hard time moving. She wanted to squeeze her thighs closed, but that would be obvious. Then he spoke, and the deep, rich tone damn near made her lose it.

      “Sam. My friends call me Mac.” He held his hand out to her, and it took her a few moments to come back to earth.

      “Stevie. My friends call me Stevie.” Her hand grasped his and her fingers wrapped around his firmly, pumping twice before stopping. The heat of his hand ran up her arm, and she shivered.

      “So, Stevie isn’t short for anything?” he teased. A slow smile slid across his handsome face. His deep brown eyes twinkled in the dim light of the poolroom.

      Her heartbeat raced, and the air left her lungs when she heard his low chuckle.

      “Yes.” Her voice cracked. She swallowed and tried again. “Stephanie.”

      He nodded his head once, never looking away from her, then released her hand. The loss left her wanting more. His gaze slid down her body, and it felt like the hot lick of a tongue. When his eyes made the trip back to hers, he leaned against the pool table, resting his fine ass on the edge, and crossed his arms over his chest.

      She managed a smile with her trembling lips and nodded once as she found a way to make her feet move toward the bar to buy his drink.
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      Well fuck me, he thought as her hand wrapped around his, her soft fingers firmly grasping his. The difference in size was amazing, and the soft texture of her skin felt like a satin glove over his hand. The crisp blue of her eyes reminded him of the summer sky—clear and exciting. The whites of her eyes were bright, with no telltale signs of sleep loss or sitting at a computer all day. Watching her dip and stretch that sultry body over the table had him ducking behind a tall bar top table more than once, especially when she leaned over toward him and her blue, button-up blouse showed him the sexy cleavage of her voluptuous breasts. When he drew close to her, the scent of peaches filled his nostrils and made him think of clean and wholesome. But the way she looked at him was anything but wholesome. And he imagined he looked at her the same way.

      He sat on the edge of the pool table and watched the fine sway of her ass as she walked to the bar, pulling money from her back pocket as she made her way across the scarred wooden floor. She chatted with the bartender, Ethan Hastings, one of the bar’s owners, turned to lock eyes with him, then turned away again. Ethan chuckled, his blue eyes darting around the room as he poured drinks—never missing a beat. Stevie picked up the two glasses of Bourbon and walked toward him, her ample breasts swaying slightly.

      Their fingers brushed as he took his drink from her hand, and her pupils grew making her baby blues deepen. Her mouth opened and he thought he detected a sigh. Perfect! He hadn’t been laid since he’d rolled into this town three months ago—dry spell over.

      He held his glass up, “Salud,” then tapped it to hers and sipped.

      He watched over the rim as she drank down a healthy mouthful, her eyes slid closed, and a soft smile graced her face. When her eyes opened she looked straight into his; her expression changed from serene to humorous as her smile widened.

      “I love feeling the warm slide,” she admitted. The quality of her voice reminded him of Kathleen Turner—low and smoldering.

      Ah, yes, his cue. He leaned forward and whispered, “I’ve got another warm slide I think you’ll enjoy just as much.” This time there was no mistaking the shiver that slithered down her body, his eyes instantly slid to her breasts, and he saw the peaked nipples slightly through her bra. She was going to be fun.

      Her voice deepened. “I’ll bet you do,” she husked. “I think you’ll enjoy it just as much as I will.”

      His nostrils flared, and he breathed in deeply, inhaling the peachy scent and quickly growing impatient. “Let’s go.”

      Her smile widened. She kicked back the remaining spirits and gracefully set her glass on the half wall. Her brows raised as she stared into his. A slow smile spread across her face, mocking him, maybe daring him. He didn’t need more than that. He slammed back his drink, set his empty glass next to hers, then glanced back at his friends and waved. Stevie took his hand in hers and led him through the poolroom and down the short hallway to the back door. Stepping from the dark bar into the late afternoon sunlight caused him to blink. He briefly glanced around and saw no vehicles in sight, the back lot nothing more than enough space for three cars, at most, and the dumpster area. The dark wood siding would need a coat of paint in the next year or so, but the air smelled oddly fresh—like laundry detergent.

      He eagerly followed without speaking, his need growing as he hungrily watched her ass moving with each step, hampering the long strides he wanted to take to anywhere, so he could slide into her. She glanced back once, her blonde hair swishing over her shoulders, a sexy smile opening her lips. Her hand squeezed his and tugged him forward as if she were more eager than he. Highly unlikely.

      They crossed the alley, their footsteps crunching on the gravel. The late afternoon sun still brightened the sky, and the halo that formed around her head caused him to chuckle.

      She looked back, “What are you laughing at?”

      He shook his head. “The sun cast a halo around your head.”

      She laughed, and it was akin to a perfect melody. His stomach twisted. “Honey, I’m no angel,” she silkily replied, and he stumbled.

      She giggled and tugged harder. Reaching into her front pocket, she pulled out a key attached to a little horseshoe. She held it up for him to see then pointed to an upstairs apartment, a little wooden deck protruding from the red brick building. She unlocked a door and stepped inside. “Turn the lock behind you please.” She let go of his hand as she climbed the stairs. Nice view.

      He turned, twisted the lock and followed just far enough behind that her derriere was directly in front of his face. The old wooden steps creaked and groaned as his weight moved from one to the next, the little enclosed staircase lit only by the windows situated every fourth step or so. No decorations brightened the area; nothing made it feel like a home.

      She unlocked the door at the top of the steps and stepped into the apartment. He was pleasantly surprised as he entered behind her. The light tan walls were decorated with pictures of beautiful purebred horses; one of them running along a fence line, three professionally framed photos of horses standing at the grandstand, a ring of roses slung around their necks, their nostrils flared as the pride in their eyes gleamed back at him. She set her key on the oak table, and he couldn’t help but notice the crystals embedded into the horseshoe. Her apartment smelled like fresh laundry soap and fabric softener.

      “You need something to drink?” she silkily asked.

      He turned to her and watched as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. He was mesmerized by her nimble fingers, and she made short work of each one. “No,” was all he could manage.

      He pulled his gray T-shirt from his jeans and swiftly pulled it over his head. Draping it over the back of one of the upholstered kitchen chairs, he leaned down and untied his work boots, watching as she did the same. She finished first and pushed her boots toward the wall under the picture of a sprawling ranch surrounded by horses.

      Standing, she unhooked her bra, a slow sexy smile gracing her face. She let it fall to her hands, then slowly turned and walked to a door and disappeared into another room. Damn.

      He fumbled with his boot laces, finished pulling them from his feet, shoved his socks into his boots and followed the sexy siren calling him from the other room. His motor was revved to a hundred miles per hour.
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      Breathing deeply and working to control her emotions, Stevie stepped into her bedroom, excited to be held by a man—kissed and touched and made to feel like a woman again. She shouldn’t have gone this long without this feeling, but there simply hadn’t been anyone interesting enough in the past three years for her to explore. Then she saw Mac and something came over her—foreign, dizzying, and completely consuming. To say he turned her head would be an understatement.

      She unzipped her tan dress pants and slid them over her hips. She stepped from the pooled fabric on the floor and bent to pick them up, keeping an ear turned toward the kitchen. She heard his pants hit the floor and his footsteps coming toward her. The gooseflesh that rose on her arms at the sound of his voice as he stepped into her bedroom surprised her again.

      “You are a sexy woman, Stevie,” he rumbled as he took the three steps to reach her. His warm, calloused hands gripped her shoulders and pulled her into his nearly naked body. The ridges and shadows made by the abs he sported and the dusting of dark hair across his chest gave her a thrill she’d barely experienced before. She placed her hands on his chest and ran them down each of the ridges until she reached the waistband of his briefs. She toyed with the waistband sliding her fingers partially under and sliding them around his
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