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        In Blessing, Texas, children are vanishing, striking fear in the town. U.S. Marshal Camila Garcia arrives undercover after the Feds get wind of the mystery. Even though suspects themselves, Sheriff Jordan Nash and Deputy Ely Austin join her in hunting down the kidnapper.

      

        

      
        As desire and passion complicate their pursuit, another child disappears, unraveling a web of secrets that goes back decades. In this suspenseful tale of love and loyalty, duty blurs with human need, challenging the trio’s mission. How will they uncover the truth and keep the tempting marshal from slipping away when the case is over?
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      “Excuse me, ma’am, you’re under arrest,” a man’s voice said.

      Whirling around, Camila Garcia gazed at him. “What for?”

      The man was barely old enough to have peach fuzz on his chin.

      “For being too damn beautiful,” he said with a smirk.

      Did men really believe these kinds of lines worked on women? Maybe back in her mother’s day, but she’d seen too much in her short time as a law officer to accept this kind of bullshit line.

      “What are you going to do about it?” she said, wondering how far he would take this.

      Camila was here in Blessing attending her brother’s wedding and also doing some undercover work. She’d come from the U.S. Marshal’s office in San Antonio. This little town was known for having two men marry one woman. She’d read up on the history at the local law library at SMU University where her brother, one of the grooms, had put her through college. Even her friend Lily knew about Blessing, having lived here the first eight years of her life.

      Only one man married the woman, but they shared everything. She couldn’t imagine a man sharing another woman, but then, hell, she had trouble keeping one man satisfied. Keeping two would be impossible.

      Another man walked up. “Franco, what are you doing?”

      Another one of the Nash brothers. Though she didn’t think he was in law enforcement.

      “I’m arresting this woman for being too beautiful,” he said, getting out a pair of handcuffs.

      Her eyes narrowed and she wondered if he would be brave enough to try to use them on her.

      What he didn’t know was that she was trained in the art of hand-to-hand combat and she could put him on the ground in a matter of seconds and use his handcuffs on him. That plan she liked.

      Men pulled stupid tricks on women. Tricks that often landed them on their backside when they were around her. The last man had landed on his ass after trying to pull her to his car. She’d handed him his balls while she drop-kicked him to the ground. Don’t ever try to play an officer of the law. It never worked out well for you.

      The second man gazed at her. “She is a pretty one. How do you know the bride and grooms?”

      Now that was a good question, and if they were smart, it would scare these two idiots off. “I’m Trevor’s sister.”

      The man chuckled. “Oh, that could be trouble.”

      “You’re damn right it could be,” she said, walking up to him and laying her fingers on his chest. He was way too young to be a peace officer with his face full of not-quite-man fuzz. He was a handsome one. It was a shame he couldn’t come up with a better line.

      If he was going to try to arrest her, he better get started.

      “Franco, maybe we should find another suspect,” the other young kid said, his eyes widening with fear.

      “No, I like this one,” he said. “She’ll do quite nicely.”

      Camila smiled like she was drawing her prey into her lair. These two had no idea what was about to go down.

      “You’re under arrest,” Franco said, his voice cracking.

      Frankly, she liked her men older. With experience. She wasn’t interested in training a group of underlings.

      She felt him slip the handcuffs around her wrist. “And what do you plan on doing with me?”

      “We’re going to take you home, spread you out on the bed, and lick every inch of your beautiful skin.”

      She wanted to laugh, but that would hurt their young manly feelings. They would spill their load before they could get off first base.

      Glancing back at the guests dancing the night away, she made sure no one was paying them any mind.

      With trained ease, she slipped off the cuffs, spun around, and took the man to the ground. She slapped them on him, and before the other man could run, she snared his leg and had him grounded next to his friend.

      She sat on his back, his wrists in her hands.

      “Now, gentlemen, tell me how many times you’ve played this little game of yours and how often it works.”

      They were both silent as they lay on their stomachs in the grass.

      “Uh, we’re sorry. A lot of women like it,” the youngest man said.

      “Well, as a peace officer, I don’t,” she said.

      A tall, handsome man wearing a cowboy hat and dressed in jeans came around the corner and shook his head. “What have you two idiots done now?”

      They glanced up at the man and groaned.

      “They’re pretending to be officers and they were going to arrest me,” she said.

      The man gazed at her, his dark eyes traveling along her body. A heat she’d not felt in a long time caressed her.

      “Jordan Nash,” he said, stepping toward her and helping her up off the kid’s back. “Sheriff of Blessing, Texas, and this one is my stupid younger brother. The one beside him is my deputy’s stupid younger brother.”

      She shook the man’s hand, the heat spiraling up her arm and down into her center.

      The Nash family had a long history of being peace officers in the little town. But she was investigating suspected corruption.

      And she wasn’t one to put up with anyone disrespecting the law or using it to their advantage. Not with her credentials as Marshal Camila Garcia.

      This was her suspect. The man she was here to investigate. When a child went missing and the law officers were the last to have seen them, it threw suspicion on the lawmen and their office. It was time to find out what happened to five-year-old Rena Taylor. The child had been missing for over three months.

      “Do you want to file charges against these two?” he asked seriously.

      Staring down at them, she grinned and wanted to put the fear of God into them. “Well, they were going to spread me wide and lick every inch of my beautiful skin.”

      The kids on the ground groaned.

      “I think he’s a little too young to be making those kinds of promises,” the sheriff said. “Hell, the boy is in college, but his maturity level is junior high. And obviously, he hasn’t learned the art of talking to a woman.”

      She laughed. That was true.

      Another man came around the corner and shook his head.

      “Kyle, I swear I’m going to take you out behind the barn. What did he do now?”

      Jordan turned and shook his head. “He and Franco were harassing her.”

      The man gazed at her and she returned his stare. He must be the deputy – the other man she was to investigate.

      “Deputy Ely Austin,” the man said, holding out his hand.

      “Marshal Camila Garcia,” she said. “I’m Trevor’s sister.”

      The two men’s brows rose as they stared at her.

      Why did she like these two lawmen? They were her prime suspects. Yet they were strong with muscled forearms and faces that were so damn good-looking.

      “I’m here for the wedding, but I’d love to visit your office.”

      The two men glanced at one another and frowned. “When?”

      “Now,” she said.

      She could tell from their expressions that they were interested in more than just letting her tour their offices.

      “Let’s go,” Jordan said. “The wedding is over and the reception has reached that stage where I like to leave.”

      A smile spread across her face.

      “I’ll follow you,” she said.

      “No, why don’t you ride with us? We’ll come back later and get your car.”

      She wasn’t afraid of them. After all, she could take down a big man with ease. And she had her trusty pistol in a garter beneath her dress.

      They were lawmen and even if she was going to investigate them, she did appreciate their big beefy arms and the way they carried themselves. Their smiles were warm and friendly, though she wondered if this was just a guise. It was her job to find out.

      Besides, if her brother could get married and share a woman with another man, she might even be agreeable to trying out these two handsome lawmen. But first their office.

      What was the draw with two men for a woman? Besides the obvious oral sex. It just seemed so perverse, and yet she was curious.

      “Let’s go,” she said, walking toward the cars. “Oh, wait, what about your brothers?”

      Jordan laughed. “They’re just fine where they are. Might be good for them to learn not to play that stupid trick.”

      “Especially on a beautiful woman like yourself. They made promises they couldn’t keep,” Ely replied. “But we will be more than happy to make certain you have everything you need.”

      She licked her lips. Was she getting into something more than she bargained for? There were two of them to her one self. But she wasn’t afraid. And it had been a long time since a man had gazed at her the way these two were.

      And it had been even longer since she’d enjoyed the company of a man between her legs.
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      No wonder his younger brother acted like a fool around this woman. She was so damn gorgeous and smelled like heaven. Opening the door to his truck, she climbed up into the cab. The slit in her dress revealed a long, luscious leg and he noticed a pistol tucked into a garter.

      He glanced into her sapphire eyes.

      “I never leave home without it,” she said almost daring him.

      “As a marshal, I would think not,” he said and shut the door. A law woman. Heat spiraled through him.

      Ely climbed into the cab’s back seat.

      The woman was muscled in all the right places, and it was obvious she had specialized in training and lifted weights.

      And his dick had hardened the first time he’d seen her at the wedding. In fact, he’d gone in search of her, wanting to get to know her. Imagine his surprise when he’d found his younger brother lying on the ground in handcuffs. That boy still thought with his dick.

      Opening the door, he couldn’t help but wonder why she wanted to see his office. Sure she was in law enforcement, but in the town of Blessing, his job was kind of boring most of the time.

      The office was small and cramped and they didn’t even have it open twenty-four hours. Sure there was an emergency number and someone on call, but they didn’t keep anyone in the sheriff’s office unless there was a prisoner in the jail.

      Right now, he had a case that kept him awake at night. A case that tempted him to kill the perp if he ever got his hands on them.

      With a sigh, he pushed the case out of his mind. Tonight he wanted to show Camila around their small jail and how a small-town sheriff and his deputy kept peace. And hopefully get to caress her smooth-as-silk skin.

      Oh yes, he wanted her in the worst possible way, and right now, the case would just have to wait.

      Starting up the truck, he tried to make small talk.

      “You said you were a marshal. Which office do you work out of?”

      “San Antonio,” she said. “I received my degree from SMU and then I applied to be a marshal.”

      There was a lot of training, a detailed application process, physical requirements, and screenings to even be accepted into the program. Not to mention a rigorous eighteen-week training program in Glynco, Georgia.

      At first, he’d been interested in the marshal’s office, but then he decided to stay in Blessing and be close to his family and this case that someday he was going to solve.

      “Are you happy about your brother being with Stacy?” Ely asked.

      “Of course,” she said. “I don’t understand two men sharing a woman, but if he’s happy, that’s all that matters.”

      Ely chuckled from the back seat and Jordan glanced at her quickly before he turned his attention back to the road.

      “Back when Blessing was just a dirt spot on a road between San Antonio and Fort Worth, there weren’t enough women. So the men agreed to share a woman between them. This way they could have a wife and children. It’s worked so well, that many in our little town have continued the practice.”

      The woman shifted in the seat and all he could think about was exploring her luscious body.  Her full rounded breasts, her tiny waist, and legs that seemed to go on forever.

      “Back then, I could understand it better, but today, why would you agree to the practice and not each of you find yourself a woman? There are plenty of us,” she said.

      How could he tell her without scaring her, because if he could, he wanted to show her everything.

      “Well, when two men are focused on giving a woman pleasure, the sounds of her moans as one man claims her and one man gives her an orgasm satisfy the woman and the men.”

      “And when one is taking her pussy and one is filling her ass, there has never been a better feeling for the men or the women,” Ely said.

      Jordan wasn’t going to tell her that just yet, but now it was out there.

      She gasped and whirled around to Ely. “But isn’t that painful?”

      “Not the way we do it,” Ely said. “Darling, you don’t know what you’re missing. Two men can satisfy a woman better than one.”

      Jordan did his best to focus on driving while they were having this conversation. What he really wanted was to show this woman how it was between them.

      “But what about the two of you? Are you gay?”

      They both laughed. “Oh, hell no.”

      “We don’t touch one another, only you,” Jordan said making it personal, letting her know he would love to touch her.

      She squirmed on the seat and Jordan hoped that was because her pussy was excited to hear them speaking of how they made love to a woman.

      Just then, they pulled up to the jail. It was midnight. The clerk had set the phone to ring to him if anyone called in. They had no prisoners at this time, so they would be all alone.

      As soon as he put the truck in park, Ely hopped out and opened the door for Camila.

      He took her hand and helped her out of the cab.

      Jordan was jealous of him getting to check her out. He wanted to help her out of the truck to see her naked legs and dream about her wrapping them around him as he drove his cock into her pussy.

      He walked to the building and unlocked the door. He held it open so Camila and Ely could walk in and then shut and locked it behind them.

      While Blessing was extremely safe, it was better that they didn’t experience any surprises or unwelcome visitors.

      He flipped on the lights and they walked back toward the back. “This is my office. Ely’s is next to mine. Then we have a clerk who logs in our prisoners and watches the office while we’re out.”

      He led her down the hall to the three jail cells.

      “Here is where we keep our prisoners when we have them. Most of our cases are DUIs, burglary, and an occasional car thief. Mostly kids who want to go joy riding and then realize what kind of trouble they’re in.”

      “No, rape, wife beaters, child molesters,” she said.

      His chest tightened. He didn’t want to talk about his case. It ate at him, and tonight he wanted it to be about pleasure.

      “Our town is very conservative. Our marriages may be different, but we don’t put up with that kind of nonsense.”

      It was partially true. Only the missing child case kept him awake at night.

      She smiled. “Gentlemen, you intrigue me. This town is unique.”

      He took her elbow and led her back to his office. If only he could convince her to go back to the house with him.

      “You know, I’ve always had a fantasy,” she said.

      Glancing at her, his heart began to beat rapidly.

      “What kind of fantasy?”

      “Of being fucked in a law office. Spread out over a desk. Taken from behind.”

      Dear God, she went right to the point.

      He glanced at Ely
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