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      “What’s up, cuz?” Shane Wilson asked as he leaned back in his office chair, his cell phone to his ear. He was grateful for the excuse to take a breather from reviewing the current week’s accounting that sat on his desk. It was the one thing he hated about running the twenty-seven-hundred-acre cattle ranch he owned with his husband, Tucker. Shane would rather be outside, doing manual labor instead of crunching numbers. With Tuck’s dyslexia, though, dealing with all the invoices was ten times more difficult for him, so Shane took care of the business end of things. But he only had to go through the stacks of paperwork on Monday and Thursday mornings. Thanks to their office staff, Shane labored alongside Tuck and the ranch hands for the rest of the week and loved every minute of it.

      “Hey, Shane,” his cousin, Quinn Alexander, responded from somewhere in San Francisco. “Did you replace your housekeeper yet?”

      That was just another thing on Shane’s ever-growing “shit I gotta do” list. Hannah Gilman, the ranch’s seventy-year-old housekeeper—actually, house manager was a better description—had begun to feel the effects of her advancing age. She’d reluctantly retired recently after two and a half years working in the three-thousand-square-foot main house on the Red River Ranch in Hazard Falls, Kansas. Rheumatoid arthritis had started making routine tasks difficult for her, and she’d finally agreed to move in with her daughter’s family in Oklahoma. While Tuck and Shane were definitely missing the older woman, the one who seemed to be suffering the most was the men’s six-year-old daughter, Arianna. The little girl was still reeling from the death of her mother a little over twenty-six months ago, and now, she’d lost the woman who’d been like a grandmother to her. At least Hannah could call Arianna several times a week to chat.

      As odd as it was to some, Tuck, Shane, and Arianna’s mother, Sarah, had been in love with each other—as in a three-way relationship. Shane and Tuck had both fallen for the beautiful blonde who’d captured their hearts, but they’d also fallen for each other. Hazard Falls was a small town, and there’d been some obnoxious gossipers who’d ridiculed their unconventional marriage at first, but over time that had lessened as people had gotten used to the idea. There were others, though, who still referred to them as “those perverts,” among other things, however, Shane, Tuck, and Sarah had learned to ignore them. While the three hadn’t been able to make their ménage union legal, they’d found a way around the laws. Shane and Sarah had gotten married before the local magistrate. Then they had a separate ceremony, which included exchanging vows with Tuck. Both Sarah Edelman and Tucker Jones had willingly taken Shane’s last name. After that, they had a lawyer draw up their wills, powers of attorney, and other paperwork to make sure if something happened to one of them, the other two would be taken care of financially and have a full say in any medical decisions. Unfortunately, a time had come when the latter had been necessary.

      The threesome had six years of marital bliss—and one adorable child—before Sarah was diagnosed with Stage 4 pancreatic cancer. It’d been so advanced and aggressive that by the time it was discovered, Sarah succumbed to the disease only eleven weeks later, leaving behind two devastated widowers and an almost five-year-old little girl.

      Propping his feet up on the corner of the desk, Shane answered Quinn. “No, we didn’t. We’ve had a couple of inquiries and even hired one for a few days, but they weren’t right for the job for one reason or another. Not many women have the experience to help run a ranch with fifteen workers to feed two or three times a day, plus keep the house clean, and watch Arianna when she’s not in school. A few had been more interested in getting into mine and Tuck’s bed, and that’s not gonna happen. Why?”

      “Well, I’ve got a client looking to make a fresh start where no one knows her.”

      Shane’s brow furrowed. Quinn was a US Marshal with the Witness Security Program—or, as most people called it, the Witness Protection Program. He relocated people who had to start their lives over after testifying in court or helping law enforcement investigate someone they knew—someone who probably wanted them dead. Quinn found them new places to live and gave them new identities. “I’d love to help, cuz, but I can’t have a woman hiding out here and possibly have someone show up looking to kill her—not with Arianna here.”

      “I would never put your daughter in danger, Shane—I’m not a thoughtless ass.” He could almost hear Quinn’s eye roll through the phone. “Paige no longer has anyone after her other than the fucking press. Her husband was found guilty of running a multi-million-dollar Ponzi scheme and sentenced to twenty-five years last week. He committed suicide the next day by hanging himself in his cell. All their assets have been frozen while the courts determine the awards to his victims. Paige knew nothing about what he was up to. When she did find out, she went straight to the feds. Without her, it might’ve been a few years and dozens more victims before he got caught. She filed for divorce after his arrest and wants all his victims to be reimbursed before she sees a cent of what might be left over—which won’t be much at all. Anyway, she wants to get out of San Francisco and start over in a place where no one knows her and isn’t looking at her like she’s to blame for what the rat-bastard did. As I said, the only people who might try to track her down are a few jackass reporters, and even they’ll forget about her after the next big scandal hits.”

      Staring at the ceiling, Shane let out a sigh. “I don’t want to sound like… I don’t know... a reverse snob, I guess, but it seems like you want to send us a high-society, city chick who’s used to having her own maids and chefs, Quinn. We need a cook, housekeeper, and part-time babysitter, not someone who’ll want to call in a delivery order for every meal, need to ask how to use a vacuum, and pull her hair out when Arianna starts playing twenty questions.”

      A horn blasting made Shane realize Quinn was driving somewhere. “I wouldn’t have called if I didn’t think you all would be a good fit. She’s from a small town in Nebraska, so she knows what it’s like to drive an hour to the closest Walmart. She went to college on a full scholarship. Otherwise, she and her parents would never have been able to afford it. That’s where she met her husband. She’s got a bachelor’s degree in business and had her own interior design company. Unfortunately, her husband’s name was on the paperwork since he’d fronted the startup money, so that was seized too. I’m telling you, Shane, she’s a nice woman. Her folks are dead, and she doesn’t want to return to her hometown in disgrace. Paige just wants to find someplace where she’s not front-page news anymore so she can figure out where to go from here. You can set it up on a trial basis. If it doesn’t work out, I’ll help her move on.”

      Again, Shane’s eyes narrowed. “This isn’t on the clock, is it?” As far as he knew, Quinn wasn’t taking on any new cases. After fourteen years with the US Marshals, he was going into the private sector, where there would be far less stress. It hadn’t been a decision made lightly since he’d needed six more years to get his full pension, but he feared the job would kill him before that rolled around.

      “Not anymore. I had her in protective custody until she testified against him. The FBI was worried he’d try to put a hit out on her. After he was found guilty and then killed himself, she no longer needed to be in the program. I’m just trying to help her out, and after our conversation the other day, I thought if I sent her to you, it would solve everyone’s problems.”

      Shane mulled it over for a few moments. His trust in his cousin was what finally swayed him. “All right—on a trial basis, though. I’ll tell Tuck about her later. How soon can she be here?”

      “Is tomorrow afternoon too soon?”

      He snorted. “You bastard—you knew I was going to say yes, didn’t you?”

      A hearty chuckle came over the line. “I wasn’t a hundred percent certain, but pretty damn close, yeah.”

      Dropping his feet to the floor again, Shane sat up. “What’s her last name? I’m gonna Google her and find out what you’re getting Tuck and me into.”

      “Merritt—two Rs and two Ts. First name is P-A-I-G-E. She’s thirty-five. And don’t hold her husband’s crimes against her. Like I said, she knew nothing about what he was into and turned him in as soon as she did.”

      He jotted down the name and age as he heard the front door open and slam shut. Seconds later, a blonde-haired, dark-eyed tornado came racing into his office. “Daddy! Look what I drew in art class,” Arianna exclaimed, holding up a piece of white paper with a multi-colored drawing on it.

      Seconds later, Tuck’s sister, Lila, stuck her head around the door jamb, saw Shane, and mouthed, “I have to run.”

      He nodded, and she disappeared again. Holding up a finger, he smiled at his daughter. “Hang on, sweetie. I’m talking to Uncle Quinn.”

      “Hi, Uncle Quinn,” the little pipsqueak shouted, causing both men to chuckle.

      “I gotta go,” Shane said into the phone. “As you obviously heard, Arianna just got home from school. Tell Carson we said hi.” Carson Matthews was Quinn’s fiancé.

      “I will. I’ll also talk to Paige and let you know what time to expect her—I’ll get her on a flight tomorrow, and one of you can pick her up at the airport. Once you all are sure she’s staying, she’ll send for the rest of her stuff. Say hi to Tucker and give Arianna a hug for me. And, Shane... thanks.”

      “You owe me.”

      Disconnecting the call, Shane pushed his chair back from the desk and pulled Arianna into his lap as she began to chat about her day. She was the spitting image of her mother, and he was so grateful to have her in their lives. She was Sarah’s legacy. They didn’t know if her paternal DNA had come from Shane or Tuck, and neither man felt the need to find out. As far as they were concerned, she belonged to both of them, just as they belonged to each other.
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      Paige Merritt finished packing the two suitcases she was taking to Kansas and set them on the floor by the door. Kansas. In one way, it was weird heading back to small-town life after living in San Francisco for the past seventeen years ever since she’d left Nebraska for college and never looked back. On the other hand, though, she was kind of looking forward to it. Anything to get away from the press dogging her every move, trying to get an exclusive, and the dirty looks she got practically everywhere she went. Some were from those who thought she’d known what her husband had been doing and had been turning a blind eye to his crimes, while others looked upon her like she’d been a rat for turning her husband in to the feds.

      All Paige wanted to do now was go where no one knew her or what her husband had done. It was one of the reasons she’d taken back her maiden name. It didn’t stand out as much as Winthrope did—as in California Governor Kyle Winthrope, Myles’s uncle, although the older man had managed to distance himself from his brother’s family years ago. Kyle and Peyton, Myles’s father, had had a falling out in their twenties and had rarely spoken since. Even though Myles loved to exploit the fact he was a blood relative of the governor, Kyle had barely acknowledged the relationship, especially after his nephew’s arrest.

      With her parents gone, and no siblings or children, Paige didn’t have any familial ties left—Myles’s family hated her for turning him in—so she had nothing keeping her in San Francisco. Nor did she have any reason to go back to Nebraska. The “friends” she’d thought she had in California had turned their backs on her, except for Marcella Hartford, who’d worked for Paige for years.

      Paige had felt awful when the FBI had seized her interior design business, along with all the other assets she’d shared with Myles, because her twelve dedicated employees had suddenly been without jobs. Thankfully her name had still carried some weight before the whole sordid story about the Ponzi scheme had hit the papers, and she’d been able to help most of them find jobs within the same field. Marcella had been with Paige from the day she’d opened the doors of Zen Spaces, and the two had become fast friends. She’d been Paige’s moral support throughout the whole trial, having been worried sick while Paige had been incommunicado during her time in protective custody. At least she had one friend who’d stuck by her. Two, if she counted Quinn Alexander, the US Marshal who’d been in charge of her protective detail.

      Talk about sin on two legs. Too bad Quinn was gay and in a long-term relationship with his boyfriend—not that Paige had been interested in getting involved with another man after what she’d gone through with Myles. Nope. Celibacy was in her immediate future until she found somewhere to settle down and get past the insane zoo that had become her life over the past eighteen months. Even though Paige was no longer in the Witness Security Program, Quinn had helped her out once again, going above and beyond the call of duty.

      After stopping by Marcella’s condo, where Paige had been staying while trying to figure out the next stage of her life, to check on her yesterday morning, he’d called her several hours later with a job offer. His cousin’s cattle ranch in Kansas needed a house manager/cook/nanny. Shane Wilson and his husband, Tucker, were the parents of a six-year-old girl, and the woman who’d helped take care of them had resigned for health issues, and they hadn’t been able to find someone to replace her yet. Paige would look after the little girl during the day when she wasn’t in school while the men tended to their ranching duties. The job gave Paige the weekends off, although she wasn’t sure what she’d do with herself in the small town of Hazard Falls, population 3821, according to the latest census reports she’d found online. It was actually bigger than the town she’d grown up in. Johnsonville, Nebraska, currently had about fifteen-hundred people living there. Paige had been surprised the Wilsons wanted her to start tomorrow, but there wasn’t anything holding her back from getting on a plane in the morning. Since she didn’t have many options and couldn’t afford to live in San Francisco much longer, she’d jumped at the offer, although she and her new employers had never even met or, much less, spoken over the phone.

      A knock on the spare bedroom door had Paige looking up to see Marcella. “All packed, I see.” When Paige nodded, the other woman continued. “Are you sure you want to do this? You know you can stay here as long as you like.”

      Standing, Paige closed the distance between them and hugged her friend tightly. “I know. But I think it’s best for me to leave California… at least, for a little while. Maybe when the press stops knocking on your door, I’ll come back, but for now, I need to get out of here.” Somehow, several reporters had figured out where she was staying, and they’d been hounding her for an interview following Myles’s conviction and suicide. She was still in shock he’d hanged himself in his prison cell using some pieces of a shirt he’d ripped and tied together. But she also wasn’t surprised. Despite all the evidence to the contrary, Myles had thought he’d be found innocent or, at the most, receive a slap on the wrist—parole with time served during the trial. Mentally, he never would have survived a twenty-five-year sentence, even in the cushy federal prison he’d been sent to.

      Leaning back far enough to look Paige in the face, Marcella smiled. “Well, then, since it’s our last night together for who knows how long, let’s break out a few bottles of merlot and French kiss the pillows.”

      Paige threw her head back and laughed. “You’re on. It’s the most action these lips will see for a long time.”

      Arm in arm, the two women walked out to the living room to toast their friendship, and Paige couldn’t help but wonder if it were the last time they’d ever do so.
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      “Night, Papa.” Arianna kissed Tuck’s cheek after he’d squatted down for her.

      He hugged her tightly before releasing her. “Night, pumpkin. Don’t forget to brush your teeth.”

      “I won’t.”

      Tuck watched her skip out of the extra-large kitchen and head for the stairs before returning to the dirty dishes piled up in the sink and on the counter. It was his night to clean them while Shane read Arianna a few bedtime stories, and Tuck would rather be doing anything else but the dishes. The two men had been swapping the cooking and cleaning chores since Hannah had left for Oklahoma two weeks ago, and Tuck hoped his husband found someone to replace her soon. For the past fifteen days, breakfasts on the ranch had consisted of cold cereal, followed by fried bologna or peanut butter and jelly sandwiches for lunch, and steak or chicken and baked potatoes on the grill for dinner. That was the extent of the culinary talents of any of the men who lived and worked on the Red River Ranch. The one woman they’d hired to replace their elderly housekeeper had lied about her cooking skills, which they’d discovered during the first meal she’d attempted to prepare. Tuck had thought the fried pork chops she’d made couldn’t get any worse than looking like burnt hockey pucks until everyone tasted them. Apparently, she’d mistaken a bag of powdered sugar for flour. That, topped off with raw potatoes, which she’d forgotten to turn the oven on for, had been the dinner from hell. Needless to say, she was fired, but not before she’d come on to both Tuck and Shane.

      Rolling up the sleeves of the long-sleeved T-shirt he’d donned with sweatpants after a shower before dinner, he turned on the faucet, grabbed a sponge and the bottle of dish soap, and began scrubbing. As he worked his way through the dirty dishes, utensils, and glasses, he thought back to when Sarah had been alive and doing the dishes hadn’t felt like a boring chore. Every night, after Arianna had gone to bed, Sarah had washed the dishes while Shane and Tuck had dried and put them all away. They’d chat about how their day had gone, what was new in the small-town rumor mill, and any other topics that came up. More often than not, the work had turned into play. Sometimes Sarah flicked water and suds at her husbands, or one of them snapped a towel at someone’s ass or any other silliness, and it wasn’t long before they moved the fun into their huge primary bedroom.

      Damn, he missed Sarah. Two years felt like two months to Tuck. He didn’t think he’d ever get over the loss. If it hadn’t been for Shane and Arianna, he doubted he would’ve gotten out of bed those first few months, and then he probably would have drunk himself to death, as his grandfather had done years ago.

      After forcing the depressing thoughts from his mind, Tuck was scrubbing the last of the forks and knives when strong, masculine arms wrapped around his waist, and he felt a hard, sculpted chest against his back. Goosebumps pebbled over his skin as his husband kissed and nibbled on his neck. Tuck’s arms went slack, his hands dropping below the waterline in the sink, as he tilted his head to the side, giving Shane better access. Moaning, he shifted his hips, rubbing his ass on Shane’s stiff erection and wishing there weren’t two layers of clothing between them. The two men were the same height and general weight, but that’s where the similarities between them ended. Tuck’s longer, dark-brown hair and hazel eyes were courtesy of his British and Canadian heritage, while Shane’s dark Irish and Greek DNA gave him his black hair and chestnut eyes.

      Grasping the hem of Tuck’s shirt, Shane whispered, “Lift your arms.” When he followed the directive, Shane pulled the shirt up and over his head, then tossed it onto the counter next to the sink. Arianna must have fallen asleep during story time—she was a deep sleeper—because Shane pushed Tuck’s sweatpants and briefs down to his knees. Letting his husband take the lead as he preferred, Tuck stood there. As expected, Shane knelt behind him and kneaded his ass cheeks before separating them. Tuck’s eyes fluttered shut, his hands gripping the edge of the sink for support, when Shane’s tongue rimmed his asshole. A hand snaked around Tuck’s hips and grabbed his stiff cock, pumping it in time to the wet, thrusting tongue.

      Shane had been bisexual since his teens but was the only same-sex lover Tuck had ever had. It’d come as a shock to Tuck the night he’d realized he wanted his new ménage partner as much as he’d wanted the woman they’d been sharing. His attraction to the other man was something he’d fought for several weeks before finally giving in to Shane’s seduction. The resulting full-ménage relationship was far better than anything Tuck could have imagined. He’d realized much later that Shane’s reasoning for suggesting they join forces in pursuing the woman they’d both wanted was because he’d also been lusting after his foreman. The successful ranch had been in Shane’s family for five generations. Tuck had been the foreman for two years before Sarah had moved into town to take a teaching position at the local elementary school. His sister also taught there and had invited the newcomer to the traditional barbecue that was held every fall at the Red River Ranch, where Sarah had caught the eye of several men from Hazard Falls. Thankfully, the ones she’d fallen in love with had been Tuck and Shane.

      Pain shot through Tuck when his husband bit his ass cheek. “Where’d you go, Tuck? Because it wasn’t here with me.” Shane stood, dragging his calloused hands up Tuck’s sides. “Hmm?”

      Tuck knew better than to lie—Shane had a way of seeing right through him, and it would only cause an argument. “Just missing Sarah.”

      An uneasy silence filled the air. Tuck felt tension build up in his lover’s hands and knew he’d just ruined the intimate moment. When Shane removed his hands from Tuck’s skin, he pulled his sweatpants back up and turned around to face him. The pain he saw in his husband’s eyes almost did him in.

      “Am I not enough for you?”

      Tuck’s eyes widened at the surprising question. “What?”

      Taking another step back, Shane ran a hand through his hair as an exasperated expression stole over his face. “I mean, I miss Sarah too—there’s not a day that goes by I don’t think of her—but damn it, Tuck, I’m still here, and I need you. I need you to be my husband in every sense of the word. I’ve tried to give you time… but… shit, enough is enough. I’m sick of you just going through the motions where I’m concerned. It’s been over two fucking years, and I get the feeling you’d rather be up in that cemetery with her than here with me and Arianna.” Somehow, he’d kept the volume of his voice low enough so as to not wake their daughter, but there was still plenty of anger behind his words.

      Shit. Tuck hadn’t realized his inability to stop grieving for Sarah had negatively affected Shane and their relationship. Part of him understood where his husband was coming from, but the other part was pissed Shane had been able to move past their shared loss. Tuck grabbed his T-shirt and pulled it back on. “What do you want me to do? Forget about her?”

      Quickly closing the distance between them, Shane cupped Tuck’s jaw with his hands. “No, I don’t want that at all. Neither one of us will ever be able to forget about Sarah. But we both have so much more living to do before we join her, and I want to enjoy that time while we have it. Do you remember the last night we had with her?”

      Tuck bit his bottom lip and shut his eyes to keep back the tears he felt forming. Shane wasn’t asking about the night before Sarah had died. Instead, it was the night before that. They’d brought hospice in a few weeks earlier to help manage her pain. A hospital bed had been set up in one of the spare bedrooms, so the nurses and aides could tend to Sarah’s needs at any hour. Meanwhile, Shane and Tuck caught what sleep they could in the primary suite, in between work and caring for Arianna. Sarah had been so thin and weak toward the end, and it’d been painful for her loved ones to see her like that. The night before she’d slipped into a coma, she’d asked her husbands to carry her into their bed for a little while so that she could lie with them on either side of her. She must have known it would be the last time. Shane had carefully picked her up, carried her into their room, and placed her in the middle of the extra-large king-sized bed they’d all shared while Tuck closed the door behind them. It’d been difficult for Sarah to speak for long periods of time, but somehow, she managed.

      

      “Promise me something?” Sarah’s voice was low and raspy with fatigue and the effects of the morphine.

      Climbing onto the bed, Tuck stretched out as close to her as he could without hurting her. The pain medication had helped, but she was still suffering. Her pale skin was almost translucent, and she bruised easily now that the cancer had ravaged her body. Her hair had been gone for the past few weeks, and she wasn’t wearing one of the scarves she used to keep from frightening Arianna.

      Tuck barely got his words past the lump in his throat. “Anything, baby.”

      “What, sweetheart?” Shane asked as he laid down on the other side of her and stroked her cheek, his eyes filled with the same despair Tuck felt. They didn’t have much time left with her, and it was ripping both men to shreds.

      She licked her dry lips, barely wetting them. “Promise me you’ll stay together. Don’t miss me so much that you lose sight of each other. Someday, if you find someone who makes you both happy and is good to Arianna, don’t be afraid to let them in.” Tuck opened his mouth to say that would never happen, but she lifted a weak hand to stop him. “It won’t mean you loved me any less—I know that. You both have so much love to give each other, and if that spills over to someone else, I’ll understand. In fact, maybe I’ll send you someone someday. I want your promise you won’t let your grief stop you from living your lives to the fullest.”

      Through his watery eyes, Tuck saw tears rolling down Shane’s cheeks, and he couldn’t help the ragged sob that was torn from his own chest. Sarah reached up and cupped Tuck’s jaw, then did the same to Shane. “Please don’t cry,” she begged them, despite her own tears. “I love you both so much. If I knew back then how this would end, I still wouldn’t have changed a thing. Now, promise me… please?”

      

      They’d both made the vow—they would’ve given her the universe if they could—however, Tuck couldn’t imagine anyone else ever taking his beloved Sarah’s place. But that didn’t mean his heart was empty. Opening his eyes again, he found Shane staring at him, waiting for an answer. Tuck nodded. “Yeah, I remember—I’ll never forget it. I’m sorry if you think I want to be with her more than with you.” Grabbing Shane’s hips, he pulled him closer and leaned forward to brush their lips together. “Please, don’t ever think I loved Sarah more than you—Arianna, Sarah, and you each own a third of my heart. I love you so much. If you weren’t here, I don’t know how I ever would’ve made it this far after losing her.” He sniffled and blinked away a few unashamed tears. It wasn’t the first time he’d cried in front of his loving husband. “Please, don’t give up on me, Shane. I’ll try… I swear, I’ll try to get my head out of my ass.” Tuck kissed him again.

      Parting his lips, Shane licked Tuck’s mouth, silently demanding entry. Things heated up quickly again, reminding Tuck how explosive it’d always been between the two of them. Making love to Sarah had been mind-blowing, but her husbands had always been gentler with her. With each other, though, there tended to be a battle for dominance—sometimes Shane won, other times Tuck did. This time, though, the latter knew what Shane needed and let him take the lead.

      Tuck’s sweatpants were shoved down his legs again, but this time, when Shane went onto his knees, his mouth had another target. Tuck grabbed the counter behind him to keep himself upright as his cock disappeared between his lover’s lips. Wet, scorching heat surrounded him, and he almost came from that alone. Add in the suction when Shane took him deep, and he knew this would be fast and furious. Fingers dug into his hips, pinning him to the counter. Shane wanted complete control, and Tuck gave it to him. He thrust his hand into Shane’s hair without altering the pace of his bobbing head.

      Slamming his eyes shut, Tuck gave into the sensations bombarding him. Shane’s hand pushed Tuck’s shirt up, and knowing what the silent demand meant, he grabbed the back of it and shed it once more. Shane would make Tuck come on his abdomen. He was so close and wasn’t too proud to beg. “Please… oh, God, Shane… suck me harder. Shit! I’m gonna blow!”

      He tightened his grip on the edge of the counter as his balls drew up closer to his body. Shane’s mouth was replaced by his hand, squeezing and pumping hard. Tuck’s breathing and heart rate were out of control. The orgasm hit him with such intensity it was surprising he managed to stay on his feet as cum shot out onto his abs and chest. When Tuck had nothing more to give, Shane took a swipe of the semen in his hand before spinning his husband around to face the counter. Tuck’s lungs were still heaving for air when wet fingers lubricated his hole, almost viciously, moments before they were replaced by Shane’s cock. Groaning, Tuck leaned over and pushed back against the invasion. It wasn’t long before Shane was buried deep inside and began to fuck him as if their lives depended on it.

      “Shit… so fucking tight. I love this ass… it’s mine.” Shane growled—a beast claiming his mate—as he pounded into him. A hand slapped across Tuck’s ass cheek. “Fucking mine!”

      With each thrust, the distance between Tuck and the counter diminished until he was up against it, his hands now flat against the tiled wall above the sink. He would have bruises on his hipbones in the morning but didn’t care. He needed this… they both did.

      Shane rammed into him, paused, then withdrew and did it again. The third time, he stayed deep and bit Tuck’s shoulder to keep from roaring with his release.

      Still trying to catch his breath, Tuck took Shane’s weight as the man collapsed on top of him, chest to back, gasping. Closing his eyes and reveling in the afterglow, Tuck hoped to make good on his oath to get his head and heart back into their marriage. He didn’t know what he’d do if he lost Shane too.
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      Pacing the hallway near the security checkpoint of the small airport, Shane waited for Paige Merritt’s puddle-jumper to arrive. It was four hours west to the Denver International Airport, the closest major hub to Red River Ranch, so Quinn had booked her on a ten-seater plane to Garden City, which was just under an hour’s drive to the south. That was the thing about Hazard Falls, it took forever to get anywhere from there. Hell, the closest Walmart and McDonald’s were about thirty-five minutes away.

      His mind flittered back to breakfast a few hours ago. After what’d happened in the kitchen last night, Shane had never gotten around to telling Tuck about their new house manager. So right before the ranch hands started strolling into the huge dining room with its twenty-seat, honey-stained, oak table, Shane had mentioned it as he poured milk into Arianna’s bowl of Cheerios.

      
      “By the way, we have a new housekeeper starting today.”

      Tuck’s gaze shot to Shane’s before he set down the two orange juice cartons he’d retrieved from the refrigerator. “Yeah? Who? I didn’t know you found anyone else to interview.”

      “Does she know how to make pancakes?” Arianna asked, her face lighting up at the prospect.

      Shane chuckled at his daughter. “I don’t know, but I’ll ask for you, pipsqueak. Now hurry up and eat. I’ll drop you off at school on the way to Walmart and then the airport.”

      Standing on the other side of the table, Tuck raised an eyebrow at his husband. “Airport?”

      “Yup. To pick up the housekeeper. Quinn called yesterday and had someone interested in relocating. Thought she’d be perfect for us.” While he’d been talking, his gaze went everywhere but to Tuck’s face. He knew without looking the man was scowling at him.

      “One of his clients?”

      That growled question said that the first thought Tuck had was the same one Shane had had while on the phone with Quinn. Finally, his gaze met Tuck’s. “Former. She’s no longer with the program, and no one is looking for her.” That’s all he’d say about how Paige knew Quinn in front of Arianna. “I trust him, and I checked her out on the internet. She’s just trying to put a failed marriage behind her and start over. She’s got small-town experience and can cook and run a house. What more do we need to know?”

      His stare dared Tuck to argue with him. Ever the pessimist, it wasn’t often Tuck agreed with Shane on large issues without having all the facts and weighing the pros and cons for several hours first before making a decision. But they were out of local options for filling the position. “I told Quinn it would be on a trial basis. If she doesn’t work out after a week, we’ll start looking for someone else. Okay?”

      Relenting but
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