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The Desperadoes Series

Book Three

A fiery eruption of solar flares disintegrates most of Earth’s human population, frying electrical grids around the world and thrusting everyone into a cold, harsh land where only the strong survive.
Passionate ménages with some of the fierce men of the Durango gang have always made Eve Wright’s body hum with sizzling arousal. Secretly, she loved three men, that is, until she suffered a head injury and forgot them. Now her memory is returning with a carnal vengeance and she knows of only one way to relieve her naughty frustrations...by returning to the men she once loved.
When Eve shows up at their hideout, Kayne, Riley, and Maddox are pleased she wants them to help her remember what they once shared. Their hot looks, tender touches, and scorching pleasure-pain will leave Eve tangled in an erotic storm that threatens to break her heart and give up a gut-wrenching secret.
Reverse Harem Ménage Amour: Erotic Futuristic Sci-Fi Western Ménage a Quatre Romance, M/F/M/M, post-apocalyptic. Please be aware of some coarse language.
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Eve Wright hugged herself as the cold, early-morning July mountain breeze whispered against her body. Dressed only in a pair of heavy-duty work boots and a thick wool blanket that reached her ankles, she carefully stepped along the rock-riddled pathway that descended into Stanley Glacier Valley. Casting quick glances behind her, she surveyed a rock plateau strewn with straggly, twisted pine trees where the Durango Gang hid during the summer months. 

Nothing moved back there, except the white, puffy clouds in the crisp blue sky and a rock rabbit that whistled in fright the instant it saw her. It scurried quickly away across the endless array of craggy gray rocks. 

She’d left Riley Raine and Maddox Burns sleeping soundly back there after a passionate night of sex with them. Below her, hidden in one of those rocky outcrops was Kayne Durango, leader of the gang. It had been his turn on lookout duty last night, so he hadn’t been in camp. Subsequently, he’d missed out on the scorching ménage with Riley, Maddox, and herself. She’d missed Kayne’s company, and now she wanted some one-on-one action with him.

Kayne was the oldest of the three at thirty-eight. Maddox was thirty and Riley twenty-eight. She was twenty-five and too old to follow their orders when they told her not to leave camp without an escort. She knew it was dangerous because of the grizzly bears and the wolves that were starving due to the aftereffects of the Catastrophe. But animals didn’t scare her. 

What did frighten her were the powerful emotions she’d developed regarding the three hardened men who consisted of the Durango Gang. Not long ago, Kayne had said the gang might be expanding. She didn’t like that idea. With more men entering the gang, she worried about her being shared with other men. Sure she would have a say in it, the men had after all asked her first if she wanted to join them in the gang, and she’d known what was required of her. Three guys were plenty of action for her, and unknown to them, each man now owned a piece of her heart. 

It was hard not to love the desperadoes. They’d rescued her from a pleasure house in British Columbia shortly after the Catastrophe. They’d taken her into their gang, fed her, clothed her, and kept her safe from the roaming cannibal gangs and other unscrupulous characters that took advantage of people who’d suddenly found themselves desolate and desperate following the Catastrophe that had fried Earth’s electrical grids and disintegrated a good amount of Earth’s human population. In return, she’d given them access to her body, and not long after, she’d secretly given them her heart.

Bastards. 

Yes, she was in love with all three men. Men who most likely viewed her only as a sexual object. She wanted to know how they truly felt about her, but the last thing she wanted to do was to tell them that she loved them. If she told them, then she may end up making a fool out of herself, if they didn’t reciprocate her feelings. 

She sighed and shook her head at such schoolgirl silliness. 

Yeah, they showed her they appreciated her during their lovemaking sessions. They made sure she was always the first to come, and they certainly treated her with tenderness. Actually, they showered her with too much tenderness at times. Sometimes they treated her as if she were some easily broken doll, who needed pampering and looking after. Their concern for her safety and her happiness had been fine in the beginning. Lately, it wasn’t enough for her. Lately, she realized she needed something from them. She needed something permanent.

“Why are you out here alone?” Kayne’s angry voice snapped at her from behind.

Damn him. How had he managed to sneak up on her like that? She hated when he did that. For Pete’s sakes, she’d just looked behind her a second ago and hadn’t seen a thing, except that rock rabbit.

She whirled around and came face-to-face with the tallest man in the gang. At six foot two inches to her five feet seven inches, he didn’t intimidate her with his size. What did intimidate her was the wild patter of her heart every time she looked at him. 

Startled by Kayne’s sudden appearance, she misstepped on a loose rock and teetered. Before she could fall over, he reached her in a split second, grabbed her around the waist, and hurled her off her feet as if she were a feather floating on the breeze. 

Oh, he smelled so heavenly. Always did. Outdoorsy smells. The scents of tart pine and crisp creeks and of the Alberta Rocky Mountain wilderness. Wild man. In bed and out.

He lifted her and she curled her arms around his neck and held on as he carried her the fifty or so feet to a nearby protrusion of rocks. There, he gently placed her on the ground and glared at her, anger snapping like a forest wildfire in his light blue eyes.

“I don’t know how many times I have to tell you not to wander away from camp on your own, Eve.”

Despite his anger, she could only smile at him. He looked so sexy with a five o’clock beard shadowing his cheeks and square chin. She could tell by the dark shade of circles beneath his eyes he hadn’t slept while on duty last night either. He would be tired. She didn’t care. 

She dropped the blanket.

He swore softly.

His gaze raked over her body, from the tip of her head to her pert breasts, then down along her slightly plump tummy, lingering on her shaved pussy, before scooting along the length of her long legs. He grinned when he reached her boots. 

“I’m glad you find my attire amusing. Maybe you should fuck me with my boots on,” she teased.

“Maybe I should just fuck you, colt,” he breathed. Colt, his nickname for her due to her long legs. “Obviously, that’s why you’ve come down to me,” he continued.

“I missed you last night,” she admitted, liking the way his eyes flared in surprise at her confession.

“What? Didn’t Maddox and Riley give you a good enough time? I could hear your purrs and your screams from down here.”

“I want all three of you together. You guys have spoiled me.”

He quirked an eyebrow. “So? Why do you want me to fuck you here? Alone?”

She shrugged her shoulders and shivered as the cold breeze began to wrap around her. 

She ached to reach out and start unbuckling his belt. Ached to dip her fingers beneath his pants and cup his swollen balls. But she knew their latest enforced rules. Don’t touch them unless they wanted to be touched, because she would only be a distraction. So, she kept her hands to herself waiting for a sign he wanted sex.

One day though, one day she would touch them whenever she wanted. Screw their rules.

“Because...” She wanted to say because she loved him, but she kept her mouth shut. “I don’t want you to feel left out.” She said the first thing that came to her mind.

He chuckled, his eyes going a darker blue than usual, and she couldn’t stop the whimper from escaping her lips as he reached up and brushed his finger over the tip of her right breast ever so gently. The tender touch had her yearning for more. 

“Eve, I need to rest for tomorrow’s job.” 

Weariness drenched his voice, and disappointment shifted through her. For weeks they’d been planning a heist on a bank in a town on the other side of the mountain range. The plan was to ride all night, hit the bank first thing in the morning, then head in the total opposite direction and take a few days ditching the posse before riding back here.

“So...rest. Afterwards.”

She could see the instant his mind changed. She’d never told him, but it always showed in his eyes. First the sign flared as restlessness, followed by a moment of panic, then he succumbed to wanting her. She ached to capture and tame that tension and his split second of terror. Wanted to know what frightened him so much about letting himself love her. The guys had never shared their experiences on the day of the Catastrophe, and the couple of times she’d brought it up, they’d stared warningly at her to remain silent.

But she’d told them her story. Of how she’d been on a freelance photo assignment at a zoo, snapping shots of a newborn whale at a window in an underground pool. When she’d emerged into the daylight, the heat wave had disappeared, and it had actually been cold and windy. It hadn’t taken her long to discover no one had been around. It had been eerie at first. She’d thought maybe an animal had gotten loose and everyone had been warned to get out and somehow she’d missed the warning. Then she’d become quite panicky when she’d realized people had just simply disappeared. 

Kayne’s coarse voice snapped her out of her thoughts.

“Turn around,” he breathed. “Put your hands on the rock.”

Excitement lashed her, and she did as he instructed. 

He would take her. Hard and fast. Like a rutting animal. That’s what she wanted this morning. That’s why she’d come to Kayne. Her breathing grew rough as she heard the rustling of his clothing as he undressed behind her. 

“I don’t think there’s any need for foreplay, is there, Eve?” he asked a minute later, his voice gravelly and husky.

She shook her head and gasped as a hand dipped between her spread thighs and he sunk a finger into her vagina. Then he withdrew. She heard him slurping his tongue around the arousal juices on his finger.

“Nice. Sweet and wet for me, aren’t you, colt? Well, maybe I’ll just make you a bit wetter? Maybe I’ll drag out what you really want.”

Damn him. 

She shook her head and cried out as he sunk his hands into her shoulder length hair. He twisted his fingers through her hair until a slow burn of pain seared through her scalp. Her arousal notched up a few degrees. She liked getting her hair pulled and Kayne knew how to do it just right.

“Maybe I should take you in the ass, huh?” he whispered against her ear, his hot breath blasting her right cheek. Then he sucked an earlobe into his hot mouth, his teeth nibbling until she felt the bite of fiery pain there as well.

She moaned softly, acknowledging to him how much she liked what he did to her. She liked pain with her sex. Not brutal pain, just mild enough to fire all her senses, and Kayne certainly did a wonderful job.

“Take me any way you want me, Kayne,” she breathed. 

“Condoms?” he said against her ear.

“Right boot,” she replied, her voice a husky whisper.

Damn, she’d forgotten about the condoms in the heat of the moment. Before she could reach for them, he’d moved away and his fingers dipped into the side of her right boot. He dug around, not finding them. In a moment of despair she thought that maybe she’d lost the condoms on her way down here to find Kayne? Impossible, she’d tucked some packets deep in there before heading out of camp.

He swore softly, dug deeper, and pulled out. He must have found them for his breaths came faster. She heard the rip of foil and smiled at his growl. The wild sound of it sent shockwaves of more arousal coursing through her. She loved that growling noise. It seemed to come from somewhere deep inside his chest. From past experience she knew he made that sound when he couldn’t get the condom onto his swollen shaft fast enough.

She wanted to tell him to hurry but knew her urging would be fruitless. If he tried to speed things up, he’d just tear the condom. The condom ripping had happened a couple of times already with him. He’d made it no secret that none of the gang wanted to bring kids into this type of lawless environment. The unpredictable weather following the Catastrophe made people struggle to find food on a daily basis, so she totally understood their reasoning.

Unless of course, if one joined the gangs running rampant. Gangs, like the one Kayne had created. These guys robbed banks, held up trains for gold, or stole money being transferred between companies from the Pony Express riders that rode like the wind from the west coast to the east coast and vice versa delivering messages, carrying gold and other valuables, and dodging death. 

Survival did that. Made people do things they’d never think they were capable of doing. And she was one of them. She’d never thought she would ever become an outlaw, a woman wanted for robbery and murder, even though she’d never murdered anyone. But the rich had a way of getting rid of the people who robbed them and framing them for murder was an excuse to hang her and the desperadoes she rode with.

Eve cried out, her dismal thoughts vanishing, as his finger pressed between her labia and he stroked her clit with firm pressure. Wild sensations lashed her. She almost came, but then he moved his finger away. She groaned in frustration.

“Easy, babe. I’ve got you covered.” She heard the chuckle of amusement in his otherwise strangled voice. 

She jerked as a hand branded her abdomen. He pulled her back a little toward him and then hesitated before holding her firm. She braced herself as he groaned and pressed his engorged cock into her sopping wet vagina.

“You’re always so nice and tight for me, aren’t you, Eve?” he breathed. He nuzzled his stubbly chin against the crook of her neck and shoulder, the bristles rubbing erotically against her tender flesh.

She kept quiet. She liked feeling the way the pleasure mounted when one of the guys, or all of them, had sex with her. She loved being inside the pleasure. Wrapped in it. It made her forget everything about the Catastrophe. But sometimes she was glad the disaster had happened. For if it hadn’t, she would never have met these guys. Hell, if the Catastrophe hadn’t happened, she’d still be slugging it away as a freelance photographer, instead of being thoroughly fucked by three guys on a daily basis.

Kayne held her tighter as his swollen shaft sank into her vagina. She gasped as her muscles clenched around the thick intrusion. Gasped again as he pressed harder and her muscles gave, allowing him a deeper penetration. 

One hand slid off her abdomen and came upward, his fingers finding her right nipple. He tweaked hard. Pain mixed pleasantly with pleasure as he rolled her nipple between callused fingers. Bursts of heat snapped through her breast. He moved himself against her upper back, his chest pressing her forward until her other breast rubbed against the cold, rough rock. 

She bit back a curse as the roughness shot seductive pain through her nipple. Oh shit, she’d be raw later on. But she loved the friction of the rock on one nipple and the tweaking of his fingers on the other.

Her palms pushed against the rock, and she braced her elbows, holding her body safely away from the rock face so that when he started to thrust, she wouldn’t go crashing into it. 

He pressed his mouth against her neck, his tongue lapping at her skin as he withdrew his cock. She moaned as he thrust into her, his swollen shaft touching off a maelstrom of nerve endings that had her gasping with surprise and delight. The coiled need inside her grew, twisting into her pussy like an erotic snake. Sensual waves shuddered through her, tightening her body. 

He stroked into her. Impaled her. Withdrew. He thrust into her again, and her pussy muscles wrapped tighter around him in welcome. 

His rhythm grew bolder, rougher. Faster. 

She undulated and accepted his heavy girth as he sank into her wet vagina again. She loved the thickness and the heat of him as he plunged in and out. His movements became desperate, and she knew he was holding back, waiting for her to come.

She just needed a few extra plunges. Her palms tightened on the rock surface. He’d let go of her nipple and both his hands were now palming her abdomen. He held tight as he fucked her. She leaned her upper body a tad closer to the rock wall, allowing her nipples to rasp against the craggy surface with a little more pressure. She gasped as the rock snapped a delicious pain through her tender flesh. 

Oh yes! She could feel the climax coming. Could feel it grabbing hold of her. Against her neck, his mouth sucked without sympathy. Pain and pleasure spiraled together as his teeth nipped her tender skin. Oh baby, she’d have a nice hickey there for the other guys to see.

He pumped harder. The combination was exactly what she needed, and she was flying into the climax.

She twisted her head sideways, gasping, wanting his lips on hers as she came. Thankfully, he obliged. His mouth melted over hers in a quicksilver burst of loving tenderness. His tongue plunged into her mouth, unraveling a new array of quivering sensations that literally left her breathless.

For a few beautiful, sensual moments, they were together. He was hers. She was his. Their souls intertwined, and Eve sailed into the happiness and pleasure she so much craved.

* * * * * *
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KAYNE DURANGO DIDN’T want to withdraw from Eve’s taut, succulent vagina after the lovemaking. Wanted to keep his cock buried deep inside her, but he knew daylight was burning. He needed to get in some heavy-duty sleep if the gang were to carry out their plans of bank robbery tomorrow morning. The last thing he needed to be doing was fucking Eve. And with his being buried inside her, feeling the aftereffects of her climax with her pussy muscles teasingly clenching his cock, he wanted to do her again. And again.

Not good.

Oh hell, whom was he kidding? She was that good. But she was more than a sex toy to him. She’d started out as a toy for them, but somewhere along the way, she’d turned into something more. She’d turned into a woman he could love. If he allowed himself to. And he wouldn’t.

She moaned as he withdrew quickly from her. He tried to ignore that she melted against the rock, her bare legs shaking from the aftersex. Just looking at her cute, rounded ass sent another shaft of hunger through him. But he forced the need away, slipped off his wet, slicked condom, tied it off, and tossed it aside.

He made a grab for his pants and underwear near his feet and found himself looking at her again. The sight of her nakedness sent yet another shaft of hunger screaming through his entire system. His blood roared hot through his veins yet again.

Damn, but she looked so feminine. Her skin was creamy white, and her body was nice and soft compared to his hard muscles. She had a curvy figure. Pleasant wide hips. Her midback-length, slightly wavy golden-brown hair shone with strands of sunny highlights beneath the early morning sunshine. 

The good living with the gang had made her healthy. It had taken away the haunted, frightened, lost look from her eyes, and her luscious body was a bit curvier, too. He attributed it to good food. The guys made it a point to make sure she ate as much healthy food as they could get into her. Most of the time they refused to eat themselves until she ate a good portion of a meal. That blackmail always worked.

She’d been too thin and frail when they’d taken her into the gang from that pleasure house where she’d forced herself to work. Within two weeks of being with the gang full-time though, she’d started to look womanlier and less stick-thin, starving girl. Yeah, he liked the look of more meat on her frame. She looked real good standing there panting from the rough, quick sex.

When she turned to face him, he didn’t miss her slightly parted lips, the sounds of her excited pants as she stared at him with twinkling blue-gray eyes. He lowered his gaze and moaned softly at the sight of her swollen breasts and her reddened nipples, pert and proudly erect from the stimulation of the rocks. He knew she wanted to go for another round. So did he.

The erotic sight of her, standing there, her mouth swollen and red from his kisses, the sensual way her eyes were glazed from the sex, had him feeling crazy to get into her again. 

Going totally instinctual, he moved in front of her and loved the surprised widening of her eyes as he tenderly pushed her back against that rock surface. Bending his head, he took her mouth in a furious kiss that told her she should make no mistake that he was about to fuck her again. Thinking she belonged to him and the rest of the gang sent a shaft of pleasure deep inside his bones.

He splayed his hands onto her waist, and she in turn curled her arms around his neck, dragging him deeper into the intoxicating kiss. He thrust into her wet vagina, his cock sliding in so deep, he swore he’d never been so far inside of her. He groaned as her vaginal muscles tightened around his shaft and sucked in a hot breath at the taut feel of her satiny, damp pussy muscles clenching his cock. 

For a split second, a warning snapped through his mind. A warning that told him he’d forgotten something, but the sexy noises of her continued moans and whimpers snatched the warning away. He became lost in those erotic sounds she made. He answered with his groans, his primal side telling her she belonged to him at this moment. Not anyone else. Just him.

She arched herself against him, her hips gyrating, her pussy clenching tighter as she moved in such a sensual rhythm that he couldn’t stop his thrusting even if he’d wanted to. And he didn’t want to. She was so damn lovely. His awareness of her was too damned good.

He felt heady. Drunk on those carnal sounds she made. He thrust harder and lost himself in the arousal. He strained to get further inside of her and thrust deeper. He felt her pussy clench and heard her cry out as she exploded.

In a painful lightning-quick discharge, he released himself into her.

Yeah, she belongs to you now, some devilish voice echoed in the back of his mind as he spilled his seed.

She will belong to you. Forever.

* * * * * *
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EVE WINCED AS HER SENSITIVE nipples chafed painfully against the tight clothing she wore. Not for a moment did she regret the unprotected sex with Kayne. After their sex session, he’d been unusually silent as they’d sat together on a nearby boulder and he’d shared his rations of hardtack with her for breakfast. She’d wanted to ask him why he was so quiet but thought better of it. The last thing she wanted was to be a nosy woman. 

If something were on his mind, then he’d have to open up and tell her about it. His quietness had continued again after Maddox showed up to take over lookout duty for Kayne. Maddox hadn’t commented on finding Eve with Kayne. Hadn’t said anything about her being wrapped in nothing but a blanket either. Or that her neck had one mother of a hickey on it, if the heated sore area she felt were an indication.

It was normal for her to be shared. However, she noticed Maddox was tensed up, too, probably thinking about the all-night ride ahead of them. 

After saying their good-byes, Kayne and she had trudged up the rocky trail back to the seclusion of their camp hidden in the craggy pine trees to find Riley awake and cracking eggs onto a skillet placed over a small, virtually smokeless campfire. When he’d seen them arriving with her attire, he’d grinned like a Cheshire cat, commenting on how good she looked in a blanket and boots and one gorgeous hickey. 

Riley enjoyed sex, and he’d told her many times that if he had his way, he’d be fucking her twenty-four-seven. And she always joked back, if she had her way, she’d want him to do just that.

To further her teasing, she’d given him a quick peek at her body, flashing her blanket open at him and closing it again. She wondered if he’d noticed her red, swollen nipples. If he did, he didn’t comment. She liked the look of arousal that flared in his dark brown eyes whenever he looked at her. Liked it even more when he slapped some extra butter onto the skillet and cracked a couple more eggs for her. Kayne’s hardtack had taken away her hunger, but with the scent of sizzling bacon and eggs sifting through the air, she’d suddenly felt famished.

She was just as hungry hours later as she waited at the grayness of dawn, white mist curling along the back alleyway of the bank in the small town. She held the reins of their horses while she waited for the three men to return. The Durango Gang had heard rumors about a bank that housed an abundance of gold bars that belonged to the Wolfe Gang. They were a new rival gang that had entered the Durango Gang’s territory several months ago. Kayne wanted those gold bars, and for weeks they’d scouted out all escape routes from town. They knew they wouldn’t be able to carry all of the gold on horseback, so they were just going to take what they could and run.

This morning, the four of them had waited patiently, seated on their mounts in the cold breeze behind a clump of trees, just outside of town, waiting for the mist to thicken so they could use it for cover. Then they’d ridden into town via a side street.

Now as she stood here in the alleyway, the mist began to lift, and despair clenched her insides. She hoped no one looked out a window and spied her standing here with horses. They’d most certainly get suspicious and call out an alarm.

According to Kayne’s investigations, the bank had never been robbed, and hopefully Wolfe wouldn’t be expecting anything. 

A good offense was the best defense, Riley always liked to say. Riley was their locksmith. He could quietly crack a lock within seconds. He could blow a lock up with explosives even faster. She hadn’t asked him where he’d acquired those talents, but she’d heard Maddox tease him once about Riley learning everything from an older brother who’d done some serious jail time for armed bank robbery in the days before the Catastrophe. There had been mention that Riley had no idea if his brother had survived the Catastrophe or not. 

So far, she hadn’t heard any gunshots. No noise was a good sign. Their many stakeouts of the town showed the Wolfe Gang usually left town on weekends to do their robbery jobs. This was Sunday morning, so the Wolfe Gang should be out of town.

She didn’t feel bad about robbing the Wolfe Gang or stealing from the rich, because most of what the Durango Gang stole went to those less fortunate. Went to those people who didn’t have the cutthroat attitude it took these days to survive. Unfortunately, she didn’t have that kind of attitude either and would probably be dead or would have killed herself had the Durango Gang not purchased her from the pleasure house when they had.

In her hip holster, she felt the heavy gun, but she didn’t feel comforted by it. She knew she wasn’t the greatest shot. Yeah, the guys had taught her how to shoot, but their shooting sessions had always turned into sex sessions. They’d always said she looked sexy holding a gun, and target practice ended up with her being the target and usually being triple penetrated. So, without enough of the shooting practice, she just didn’t feel comfortable with a gun in her hand.

She did kind of like her sore nipples though. After the guys robbed the bank and they got the heck out of town, she was going to make sure she had two guys sucking her tender nipples and another one of her men fucking her. She couldn’t help but grin to herself at the thought of looking down to watch two men at her breasts, their succulent mouths latched on to each of her nipples. That erotic sight was always so breathtaking, not to mention how wonderful their mouths felt.

Her smile widened when she remembered how awesomely sensitive her nipples had felt later on in the day yesterday. They had ached to the point where she’d actually asked Maddox, a paramedic before the Catastrophe and now their gang doctor, for some of that comfrey salve he liked to make to soothe injuries. After asking her what she wanted the salve for, she’d point-blank told him the truth. That her nipples were killing her after a rough bout of sex with Kayne.

He’d split a wonderful grin, flashing her even white teeth in a gorgeous smile that she couldn’t help but inhale sharply at how erotic his amused grin made her feel. He’d given her a small jar of the ointment, saying when they finished the bank job and evaded the posse, he wanted to see how good his product was working.

Eve was so deeply fixated in her thoughts that she didn’t detect movement or hear the soft footsteps until the intruder was almost upon her. Her hand sailed for her gun, and at the same time, she turned and came face-to-face with the wood-hard butt end of a rifle.

Pain cracked against her left temple, and a shower of silver sparks exploded behind her eyes. She tried to cry out a warning to the guys, but her mouth wouldn’t cooperate. Neither would her legs. Suddenly she found herself lying on the ground staring stupidly at several pairs of prancing horse hooves. Then everything went black.
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Chapter Two
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“Are you sure you won’t come the rest of the way with me? My instincts tell me you can trust them, C.J.,” Eve asked her friend for the fifth time in as many minutes as she embraced C.J’s thin frame for one final good-bye hug.

“No, I’m sorry, sweetie. You’ll have to do this on your own,” C.J. mumbled against Eve’s hair as she hugged Eve so fiercely, she feared her friend would crush her ribs. “But I’m going to miss you like crazy, Eve. Now go. Don’t look back. Never look back. Just go forward. Find your men.”

Emotions, thick and raw, blistered through Eve. As C.J. let go of her, Eve felt the cold wind sweep deep into her soul, and she wondered if she would ever be warm again.

Although C.J.’s face was mostly covered behind scarves that kept her tender scars from hurting, Eve could see tears in her friend’s dark brown eyes and couldn’t stop the cry of anguish from escaping her chest as C.J. pulled down one of her scarves and threw her a wobbly grin. Then C.J. turned and hoisted herself easily onto her horse.

Eve sensed she was losing a good friend, probably forever. She knew C.J. might disappear from the small cabin they’d been sharing, making sure Eve would never find her. C.J. hated men with a passion, and it had been hard for Eve to choose between remaining with the woman who’d saved her life a couple of years ago after Eve had been kidnapped and lost her memory or finding the three men who were now haunting her quickly returning memories.

They’d been men she’d forgotten, until recently. Men, who, it seemed, she’d once been in love with, if the raw physical pain of their absence was an indication.

“Will I ever see you again?” she shouted into the early morning wind as C.J. stared down at her with a forlorn look to her eyes. Her friend bit her bottom lip but didn’t answer.

Oh God. Was C.J. going to disappear on her?

An urgency like she’d never experienced before swept through her, and she couldn’t help but take the pleading route. 

“Trust me, C.J. Can you do that? Trust me. I promise you that I won’t bring them back with me when I come to visit or maybe even stay with you again if things don’t work out with them. Can you trust me?”

Again the woman shrugged her shoulders.

Shit.

“I don’t want to lose your friendship, C.J.,” she confessed.

To Eve’s surprise, C.J.’s eyes twinkled, and she blessed Eve with a lovely smile. She lifted her gloved hand and placed it over her heart. “You won’t lose me, sweetie. You’ll always be here. Now go. You need to ride like the wind and get there before the sun goes down.”

“What if they aren’t there?” Eve called out, stalling the inevitable.

“I told you. I saw three sets of tracks. Trust me, they’re there.” 

“But how do you know it’s them?”

“I just do. Now go,” C.J. shouted as another slash of wind whipped past them, a tinge of impatience ringing in her voice. She nodded her head toward the gushing green-blue-colored glacial river that would lead Eve to her destiny. Or at least she hoped. “Follow that river until you see the mountainside you described to me. Follow your instincts from there and you will find them. Trust me.”

Eve turned to gaze up the raging river and bit her bottom lip. Maybe she shouldn’t go after those men. She’d barely begun to remember them. They may not want her to be around them. They may not want to help her remember everything. For all she knew they’d gone on without her, maybe even replacing her?

She turned around to tell C.J. just that, but her mouth dropped open in a silent gasp. Anxiety slithered through her, and her tummy hollowed out as if she were on a runaway elevator.

C.J. was gone.

And Eve was alone.

* * * * * *
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THE JAGGED EDGE OF fear cleaved through Eve Wright as she urged her horse to run faster. Through the looming twilight, she strained her eyes to look for familiar landmarks
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