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Blurb



Can a grumpy cowboy overcome the battle of his best friend when he falls for his curvy little sister?                 


I have a secret. A secret that could destroy my dreams and everything I’ve worked for.
Emily says she can help me. Her smile, soft touch, and seductive curves promise me the life I deserve. We sneak around together, like the long shadows cast across the dusty land, secretly allowing our passion to unfold wherever we can… whenever we can. 
Our feelings for each other grow. I’m obsessed. 
Her protective older brother lends a hand to save my family’s legacy. But all I can do is think about his sexy, plus-size sister. Despite the forbidden relationship that threatens to be exposed, my best friend does everything possible to save my ranch. 
But then he finds out what I’m doing to his little sister in the worst way possible. 
The Harrison cowboys are bred tough, and when I’m forced to choose between my heart and my best friend, there’s nothing I won’t do to take it all.

Wildheart Ranch is a new filthy-sweet, high heat series by short romance author, C.H. James. This series features rugged cowboys who fall hard, fast and forever. 






CHAPTER ONE

Emily


One tiny look and I can already feel the excitement in my panties.   
That’s all it’s ever taken with Mike Harrison. 
A striking blue-eyed gaze that drops to my lips and sets my body on fire. 
It’s just a simple glance. At least, that’s how other people might see it. I giggle against Mike’s chest, holding him close as we escape the burning rays of sun, our legs stumbling as we slide into the old storage barn at Wildheart Ranch. 
He looks away and rubs a hand over the back of his neck. Just seeing that pulse in his neck is enough to wake my nipples into rising peaks, needy and desperate for his warm touch. A prickly stack of straw bales rises high in the barn, each perfectly square bale stacked neatly so they almost meet the old wooden beams above us. The smell of dry grass fills my lungs as we move into a small, secluded groove where a section of bales have been removed.
Mike leans in closer, his scruffy hair smelling like sweat and hard work.  
“No one will see us in here,” Mike grunts, his breath explosively hot against the bare skin beneath my open collar. 
He dips to my neck and teases me with a slow, subtle exhale that pricks my skin.
I swallow down, gripping his shirt and pulling him closer. “Just kiss me, Mike. Kiss me.” 
He growls and our mouths collide. 
Yes. Fuck yes. 
I sink into the kiss, my mouth opening to allow that sweet taste I’ve been craving all afternoon. Watching Mike with my brother, Wyatt, standing in the paddock, chatting about the livestock and whatever else they dribbled on about was torture. 
“Mike,” I breathe, opening just to say his name before sealing my mouth tight around his tongue. “I’ve been waiting for this all afternoon.” 
He dips his head, so it crashes against mine. “Are you wet for me, baby?” 
My bottom lip draws into my mouth, and I nod ever so slightly. A wicked glare hits me straight in the eyes and I feel my body react with heat. Mike’s hand unbuttons my jeans, and he quickly slides the zip down, diving a hand between my thighs to cup my pussy. 
“Emily, you hear me when I tell you how fucking much I need this pussy? Huh?” Mike’s gravelly voice is strong and heavy. “I crave your body. I need to feel you.” 
“Yes,” I breathe, biting his neck. 
It’s about all I can manage. Mike’s thick fingers are circling my clit, rubbing through my panties in a way that has me gripping his broad shoulders, my legs shooting up so I’m standing on the very tips of my toes.
It’s a better angle this way. 
Fuck. So much better. 
Mike grunts in my ear, shifting my panties to the side so his fingers slide through the slickness between my legs. A finger nudges at my entrance and I drop down, bending my knees so I’m filled with that burning feeling I crave every single day. 
That feeling my body has been longing for since my brother’s best friend left my ranch yesterday. Everyone was too close then, there were too many eyes. We couldn’t touch each other. We could barely move in a way that even allowed us to get close to each other. 
Mike’s masculine, rugged scent wafted towards me all day yesterday, torturing my heart, my soul, my body. 
But now, this is my reward. 
“Oh, Mike…” 
He fucks me with a long finger, curling deep inside me in that specific way he does. A second finger slides in and I’m not sure it’s enough. He hits the spot every single time. Every. Single. Time. Leaving me aching, desperate to feel more of him.  
“Yes…” 
My nails dig into his shoulders and I feel myself on the edge already. Steadying myself, I bring one hand to the back of his neck, plunging my fingers into his thick hair. I rock against him. Fuck. I can feel the heat of my pussy about ready to explode. 
Mike kisses me, his rough stubble scratching my skin. The kiss is intense and messy - just like it always is. Hours upon hours of pretending nothing is going on will do that to you. Hiding the simmering passion that has our tongues, lips and teeth fighting for the upper hand is tiring, but when we reach moments like these… fuck.
It’s totally worth it. The ultimate release. 
Pleasure beyond anything I’ve ever felt before. 
I’ve dreamed about moments like this ever since I was eight years old. Well, perhaps not exactly like this. A sheltered life in the small South West town of Falls Creek maintained my innocence for a little while, but I’ve wanted Mike ever since I was old enough to realize why my body did weird things whenever he was around.  
For as long as I can remember, I watched him and my older brother ride horses around the ranch. I kept my distance, admiring Mike’s growing physique as he transformed from schoolboy to one hell of a cowboy. 
My body started to react to him. Fuck. He drove me so wild I could barely control myself. My sexuality was defined by one man and despite being a bigger girl who thought a man like Mike Harrison was way out of my league, my appetite for him has never faltered. 
That’s when I knew my brother’s best friend might just have ruined me for other men. 
“You like that, huh, baby?” Mike’s voice vibrates against me. 
He pushes a third finger inside, slowly filling me with his big, thick hand. I rock against him, moaning with hooded eyes ripping across his handsome face. So fucking good. 
Mike watches me whimper at his mercy before guiding me around so I’m turned around against the stack of haybales. I arch my back and press up on my elbows, panting and moaning for more. Mike slides my jeans all the way down, splits my ass cheeks with two big hands that cup my plump backside, and drops to his knees. 
“I want to taste you,” he growls, inhaling my wetness with a long, slow breath.  
He breathes me in, his tongue slowly swirling over me with lazy circles that make my body shiver with pleasure. 
I grip whatever I can. Fuck. My hands scrunches the straw bales as I tremble, my knees shaking with the burning inside my body getting closer and closer. 
Mike has consumed my heart. I can’t see anything ever changing that, why would it when he makes me feel like this? 
The only problem is, I’ve never told him how I truly feel. 
He’s a handsome cowboy. A grumpy, growly stud who owns the land he walks on. He moves with a swagger, a confidence that oozes the honor and class that every Harrison brother glows with.
Mike is desired by women all over the surrounding ranches. 
And for me, letting a man like that have my body is one thing, but revealing my deepest desires is a whole another thing completely. 
I breathe out, controlling the rippling ache in my belly.
This is just sex. 
The fall out when Mike finds his one true love will be devastating to my heart. I try not to think about it. Will I survive losing him? Maybe. But the shattering of my heart is a problem I will deal with another day. 
For now, I’ll continue to shove that thought far, far away and enjoy this for what it is. 
“Fuck, Emily,” Mike grunts, a hand sliding between my legs. “You’re so soft, so silky.” 
“It’s all for you,” I whimper.
I glance over my shoulder to see Mike ripping his red plaid shirt off, a devilish stare in his eyes as it locks at the swell of my pussy. His broad chest is glistening in the soft light of the barn, a trickle of sweat beading amongst the light smattering of hair across his hardened pecs. 
My heart tightens. “I need to feel you, Mike.” 
I glance to the bulge in his pants, and he unzips them. “You want me to fuck you?”
I nod. “Please.” 
He plants both his hands on my hips, and I’m set on fire when he squeezes. Hard. I moan with every touch and he slaps my ass, shuffles in closer, still holding me with every determined move. His enormous hands make my body tremble, and the way he squeezes me so tightly. He always gets that shiver skittling up my spine, driving me wild. 
Mike yanks my hands and pulls them behind me, locking them in place in the small of my back. I fall down so my face is pressed against the rough bale. Prickly grass digs into my cheeks and I close my eyes, waiting to feel that hardness sliding inside. 
The hard, hot length of his erection brushes against my clit. With one hand holding mine in place, he grips himself and glides inside. He hisses out a breath and starts rolling his hips, slowly working himself inside me with the perfect motion that has me moaning louder. 
He’s big, too. 
Long and thick, always rock fucking hard.
But he’s ever so soft and velvety whenever he thrusts into me. It feels so good. So fucking good. I tell myself he’s been custom-made to fit me because that’s exactly how it feels. 
Not that I’ve got anything to compare it to; Mike is my one and only. He doesn’t know that either, I’ve never told him and don’t plan on doing so any time soon. 
“Fuuuuuuckkk,” Mike growls.  
I’m so wet. I’m probably dripping down my thighs at this point.
He reaches forward, cupping my tits after ripping my shirt open, popping a few buttons so they fall to the ground beneath us. My heavy breasts warm his hands, flowing over the heat of his palms as my body tightens with every pounding thrust he drives deeper and deeper.
My podgy belly is flapping around, as the sweet smell of my arousal fills the air. I hate the way I jiggle when he fucks me, but Mike always grips my flabby gut, too, ensuring I feel beautiful across every inch of my body. 
I’m a big girl. A proper South-Western cowgirl.
You know, the ones with big tits. The wide hips and giant, plump asses that wobble with every step. 
He’s aware I’m insecure of my body, and the first few times we were together were hard. Standing buck-ass naked in front of my brother’s best friend? 
Yeah, tell me a scarier fucking nightmare. 
But with Mike, it didn’t matter. 
My internal screaming quickly escaped with outbursts of pleasure. Mike devoured every inch of my curvy body and with every day that we’re forced to hide the secret of our burning desires for each other, the harder it gets. 
“Fuck, I love these tits.’ Mike drags a thumb over my nipples. “This body. You drive me wild, baby. Fucking wild.” 
He slaps my ass and I swear the ground is shaking. Slowly, he’s working me to a climax that’s begging to escape. A powerful emotion floods my body. It’s more than lust. It’s deeper, more intimate. I know exactly what it is, but I’ve perfected the way I just bite down and force that deep feeling back down. 
I have to. 
If I want to keep this connection, keep doing this with Mike, I can’t expose my true feelings. 
Not yet. 
“Shit, baby, I’m gonna come,” Mike gasps, grabbing my love handles with a hard squeeze. 
I push my hips back, needing him to fill me. He rams his cock deeper, deeper. I need his warmth and he’s chasing that finish line with a searing pace that has me biting on my wrist. I need to feel his scorching heat inside me. 
Just when I feel his cock twitch, a loud crash echoes from somewhere behind the haystack. My neck snaps to meet the noise. My eyes grow wide and another crash pairs with a thumping sound that makes my stomach sink.  
Mike stops moving. His hips still.
Fuck. 
That wave of warmth that nearly escaped my body rolls somewhere back inside of me. 
“What was that?” Mike whispers harshly. 
He pulls himself out and yanks his pants up, eyes so wide his brows are lost somewhere in his hairline.
“Mike, it’s ok,” I turn around, my eyes pleading. “It was probably just something falling over in the tool shed.” I step in and grab the tented part of his jeans, licking my lips. “Let’s finish-”
“I should go.” 
Mike’s blue eyes flash at me. It’s the same look he had when he hid in my closet a few months back. We thought our secret had been exposed that night when Wyatt stormed in my bedroom. But my brother hasn’t ever said a word. If he suspects something, we wouldn’t know it. 
But ever since, Mike hasn’t risked getting caught. 
And apparently today is no different. 
He presses a quick kiss to my forehead, and I can only watch as he stumbles out of the door, sliding his shirt back on and quickly dashing across the field and out of sight.
I lean back, adjusting my clothes and straightening myself out. My clit is still throbbing against my panties as a thumping against the walls rattles the old timber sheeting in the barn. Just as I make my way out of the barn to head to my vehicle, I see the silhouette of my older brother trotting back up the path toward the main house of Wildheart Ranch.
Phew. 
I'm definitely not ready to tell my brother I’m in love with his best friend after all.





CHAPTER TWO

Mike


“Come to the bar with us tonight,” Ethan, my younger brother says, shovelling a spoon of bright green peas in his mouth. “You look like hell. You need a drink.”  
“Or twenty,” Lucas says, shovelling spoon after spoon of potato in his mouth. 
I shoot the twins a threatening glance. “I’m fine. Just tired.” 
And my balls are fucking blue. 
I swallow my food, gulping hard before downing half of the contents of my beer in one go. It stops my thoughts about Emily leaving my mouth. I can’t think about her right now. Hiding our relationship is the fucking hardest thing I’ve ever had to do – and two weeks ago I pulled a calf from a laboring heifer – so that’s saying something. 
But I’m not even sure it’s a real relationship. 
Is it? 
What Emily and I have is pure, unadulterated sex. It’s raw. Primal and passionate. I’ve never had sex with a woman like her and don’t plan on doing so any time soon. 
Just thinking about sliding into Emily’s panties is making me harden up, so I turn my attention to my dumbass brothers who are still taunting me from across the table. 
They’re muttering something to each other, giggling like schoolgirls. 
“Tired of not getting any,” Lucas teases, nudging Ethan with a stupid smug grin on his dumb face. 
I fight back the urge to lay it all out on the table. I could correct them. Tell them I’ve got sex whenever I want it, just so long as I can find a secret place to give Emily anything she wants.
But I’m not about to tell my brothers that I was balls deep in the woman of my dreams less than an hour ago.
I know their maturity level, and revealing the town’s biggest secret wouldn’t be wise. 
They laugh as Mama passes the bowl of potatoes around, clipping the twins on the ear along the way. Grampa Sam makes a weird noise from his chair, growling at his plate as he mumbles to his carrots. My father is wearing the same scowl he always has. I feel like the same look is permanently imprinted along my forehead these days. 
That’s why we all call him Grampa. He’s a grumpy old bastard and even if we can get the ranch back to how he had it when he was in his prime, I still doubt he would bare us with the gift of a smile and a pat on the back.
Perhaps Cole would get one.  
My older brother has always been the shining light of the family. Our saving grace. Or so he would have us believe. He only makes himself known when there is something to disapprove of. Or when someone who needs to be told how disappointing they are or shoved around.
“More pork, dear?” Mama Harrison clamps the tongs together and loads a generous helping of fresh pork on Leah Thompson’s plate. I look down at my own and see two tiny slivers. “You deserve extra tonight. After all your hard work.” 
Leah smiles at Mama. “Thank you, Mama.” 
Cole grips his new fiancés leg and leans across for a kiss. I feel a twitch of jealousy in my belly. At first, I think it’s because I want more pork. But then I see Cole lean in for a kiss and Leah’s nose presses up against his. Their lips meet and I focus back to my plate just so I don’t have to see the smile on my big brother’s face. 
If only it was that easy. 
“How did you go today?” Cole asks, his lips barely leaving Leah’s as he glares across at me. 
He’s been bitter towards me ever since I screwed up a few weeks back. Our relationship has always been this way, though. Mama has always said as kids, Cole and me would be playing trucks one minute, laughing and getting along, and when she looked back the next minute, we would be wrestling in the dirt, kicking and punching each other into submission. 
“Yeah, fine.” I poke at the carrots on my plate. “I helped Wyatt with some stuff at the Williams’ ranch.”
“You been there all day again?” Cole grunts, his head shaking as his brows draw together. “The herd at the Williams’ ranch certainly have healthy rumps. The price they’re getting at auction is incredible. Maybe you can get some tips from your buddy, Mikey.”
Don’t fucking call me that.
I choke on the hunk of pork now lodged in my throat. “Yes, they have healthy rumps.” I grin, picturing my favorite Williams’ rump. Emily’s big, round ass is so damn perfect I almost cried myself to sleep last night. Seriously. “Big and juicy, that’s for sure.” 
Cole gives me a sideways look, probably surprised by the hint of a smile on my face. 
I’m pretty sure he knows something about me spending so much time at the Williams family ranch is off. I can only come up with so many lies about being with my best friend before my dishonesty starts falling flat. 
“Great idea, Cole,” Grampa Sam grunts, a chunk of creamy mashed potato stuck to his top lip. He aims his fork at me, a hard look in his wrinkled eyes. “You need to get Wyatt around here. If he’s doing as well as you boys suggest he is, you might learn something.”
“For sure, Dad,” Cole nods, switching his gaze between me and our father. “Especially after losing Bessie last week.”
I try to still my eyes, not allowing them to roll. “I’m doing my best. I’ve told you, it’s not easy without proper care.”
Grampa Sam shares a look with Cole, both of them raising their brows to each other. 
“So do your job,” Grampa Sam says, demanding the end of the conversation with the exploding look he shoots over the table. 
I shake my head, focusing on the pile of food that my fork is dancing around on the plate instead. 
My appetite was already weak. Eating the same thing every single night will do that. Meat from the pasture and vegetables that have been frozen and reheated. Pile it up and layer everything with a sprinkle of salt, wash it all down with the cheapest beer a big family like ours can afford.
I try to be grateful. 
I get it. The daily struggle at Wildheart Ranch is real. 
Slowly, our food supply is dwindling. The deep freezers in the barn are running low. Five hungry boys and their parents will do that to a supply big enough to feed an army. 
Years ago, we were giving produce away because we had too much. The freezers were overflowing. The Harrison family made a name for themselves, and we’ve helped out many ranchers in the years gone by.
“What’s for dessert, Mama?” Zachary beams, swiping a hand over his mouth. 
Mama looks across the table, big eyes looking tired. “Citrus tart. As always, dear.” 
I see Zachary’s shoulders drop as he falls back in his chair.  
The tart isn’t bad. Buttery crust, silky-smooth filling with a flavor so deep and rich that if you don’t drink anything, it will hang around for the next hour. No doubt about it, Mama has perfected the recipe. 
It’s fucking delightful.
But the changing extremities of the weather are starting to take their roll on the ranch. Not only that, but everyone is in a bad mood. The smiles of our childhood are lost amongst the pressure of surviving. Six generations before us had it good, and giving up this ranch isn’t an option. 
We’re the Harrison’s of Wildheart Ranch. 
This is our home. This is our legacy. This is what we fight every single fucking day for. 
Jesus Christ. I’m starting to sound like my father. 
I do my part, just like we all do. Taking care of the herd and all the other livestock is my responsibility. But we’ve lost one too many cows recently. The heat behind the sun is becoming too much. The stress of the drought isn’t just affecting the family, it’s starting to rip every last ray of hope from our livestock too. 
“I’ll get dessert,” Mama Harrison says.
She disappears into the kitchen to fetch the pie, and everyone is busy chatting. Cole’s eyes are locked on Leah as she tells him about the plan for tomorrow. Even I can admit she’s been a great addition to the ranch, the work she’s doing here is changing the way we think. 
But seeing my brother spoon yellow citrus-flavored filling in her mouth? Watching him shift in his seat, slowly moving in to eat the piece he’s purposefully mashed against her cheek, spilling it all over her face so he can mop it up with a big fat tongue and an open mouth that practically closes over her entire head?
Fuck. 
That shit makes my gut wrench in a way it never did before. 
I dive a fork into my citrus tart and devour every last crumb. Quickly. Warm chatter explodes around me, booming laughter slowly taking over as Cole slides from the room, heading up the old staircase with his girl, hand in hand. 
They kiss and giggle the entire way. They can’t keep their hands off each other. They’re so freaking happy I can’t control the jealousy burning right through me. 
My stomach rolls, the image of Emily’s dark brown eyes appearing at the bottom of my plate.   
It’s getting harder to hide my feelings. I want to tell Wyatt that I’m so fucking deeply in love with his sister. But after everything he’s been through… after the war and all the trauma that’s caused him... He’s finally getting to grips with his life back on the land and I don’t want to be the reason to drag him back down again.
To make things worse, now I have a brother who’s settling down. He’s happy and on the road for a long life with Leah at his side. Everyone from school is either married or partnered up, deeply in love with someone they can shout out to the world about. 
I don’t begrudge any of them. 
They’re my family and friends. Of course they deserve their own happiness. 
But the bottom line is, I’m approaching an age where I thought I would be settled down by now. I don’t need a daily reminder of the fact that yet another year has passed by and I’m still here, all alone. 
No one to share my pissy-little slice of citrus tart with. 
“Thanks for dinner, Mama.” I push up off the table and give Mama a kiss on the cheek. Just like I always do. “I’m beat. I’m heading to bed.” 
“Early start tomorrow, son,” Grampa Sam says. The look on his face tells me he’s not asking. That was a command. “Get that water trough fixed up, too. We can’t afford another one-”
“Yes, Grampa. I’m sorting it.” 
I shove my chair back under the table, grab a new beer and trudge upstairs. It’s dark by the time I shower and slip into bed. I’m exhausted, but that aching throb in my balls is begging to be relieved. Thankfully, whenever I close my eyes, I can see that big, plump ass of my favorite cowgirl. 
“Fuck, Emily,” I groan, diving down the sheets to grip myself. “God, yes.” 
I’m too lazy to bother reaching for a towel, instead I focus on the vision of her full tits, her perfectly soft skin and the way her eyes gleam at me. My breath catches when I let go, imagining the dark shading of her areoles as I mess myself to the thought of telling my best friend’s sister how deeply in love with her I am.
I drift off to sleep, hoping, praying that somehow, tomorrow, I can find time alone with Emily Williams.  




CHAPTER THREE

Emily


I can’t help but smile and lift my nose to draw in the sweet smell of the warm afternoon air. My hair is flailing beneath my helmet, flowing in the breeze as I race across the vast expanse of our ranch on the back of my favorite horse, Sable. The sound of her strong legs clopping alongside Wyatt’s pure white Quarter Horse is enough to shake the dusty earth.  
“Is this freedom or what?” Wyatt says loudly, smiling into the sun. 
I grin, gripping the reins tight. “Pretty amazing.” 
Wyatt shifts on his horse, pulling back to steady the pace to a gentle trot. I do the same, easing Sable back and settling my backside on the saddle. 
I look out across the land, beyond the sagebrush and cacti that’s slowly invading our paddocks. The rugged mountains of Falls Creek stretch high in the sky, off in the distance like a framed piece of artwork, the perfect backdrop for the yellowing landscape of my family ranch.
We’ve been working all day. The bright blue sky meant we had no way to escape the heat, but it also created more work. We filled the water troughs multiple times, ensuring the livestock had cool water. There was irrigation to be fixed, fences that required mending and broken posts to replace.
I glance to my brother. His light blue shirt is dirty, a dirty brownish tinge mixed with sweat patches that darken the fabric under his arms.
“I think it’s time for a beer, don’t you?” I say, unclipping my helmet and removing it. 
“No doubt about it, Em.” My brother smiles, his eyes crinkled. “It’s like you read my mind sometimes, you know?”
“I think you deserve it,” I admit. “The ranch is looking fantastic. We couldn’t have got it thriving like this without you.” I hold my hand out and Wyatt gives it a brotherly squeeze. “Glad you’re back to your usual self, big bro.” 
Wyatt’s blue eyes flash at me before he looks away. I recognize the look on his face. It’s that distant look that causes his face to blank over, the blood to rush from his cheeks. It’s like he’s reliving it all again and that thought alone makes me scared. I’ve seen his darkest days, at least, the ones he’s had at home. I will never know what he went through in the military, but I see the pain and scars it’s left behind almost every day.
“I’ve been chatting with Mike,” Wyatt says, the sudden declaration making my stomach drop. 
Suddenly, I’m alert to the fact my brother has randomly brought up his best friend. The best friend that I’m currently sleeping with. Not to mention desperately in love with. And have been ever since he offered support one lonely night when it all became too much. 
“The Harrison’s are really struggling, did you know?” Wyatt’s strained voice drifts in the muggy heat of the evening. “Mike was telling me he’s lost six cows this year. Six!” 
Wyatt’s eyes pop as he glances my way. I’m just trying to control my chest from exploding, sucking in subtle deep breaths to control the rapid beating inside my chest. The mere mention of Mike has me squeezing my legs together. 
“I know,” I breathe, swinging a leg over Sable to land on the hard ground. “They’ve had it tough. We did what we could for them, you know, after everything Sam and Margaret did for-”
Wyatt jumps from his horse and looks at me. “Ma and Pa. It’s ok – you can say their names, Em.” 
I nod, swallowing hard. 
I’ve been extra careful to avoid any topics that might trigger Wyatt’s depressive episodes. He’s been doing so well, after months and months of not leaving his bedroom. After our parents died in a tragic car accident almost a year ago, for a while there, the day-to-day of the Williams family ranch was a gigantic weight sitting purely on my shoulders.   
I’m glad my brother has recovered enough to stand by my side again, but with every day I hide my secret from him, I wonder if I’m risking sending him back into that deep, dark cave he’s worked so hard to escape from. 
Wyatt settles the horses to one side, and we walk together to the fence that separates the sheep from the cattle. The roughly cut grass is dry beneath my boots, crunching with every step we take as a warm breeze floats across the land.
“We’ll need to get this fixed up,” Wyatt says, crouching to his knees as he surveys the rusty steel wire fence. “I’ll head into town and place an order for some new stuff. Add that to the list of jobs for next week.”
I look down the line of the fence. “Better get some new posts, too. They all look like they’re about to split.” 
Wyatt nods, stretching to his full height. He removes his hat and glances to the herd who are moving closer towards us, hope filling their eyes at something fresh to eat. 
“Poor things,” I say. “They haven’t had fresh feed for weeks.” 
Wyatt grunts as his eyes lock on mine. “You need to trust me. I told you; they don’t need greens. A healthy, balanced diet comes in the form of vitamins, minerals and rich proteins. This new recipe is helping them thrive. Look at them, Emily.” 
Wyatt throws a leg over the fence, stepping over to the first cow. A deep, low rumble echoes through the fields as he pats the black and white dairy cow on the head. 
“Bright eyes. White all around the iris.” Wyatt slides a hand over it’s back. “Filled with milk, see.” 
He dips beneath the cow and locates the soft pink skin on the underside of the belly. Wyatt tugs the udder, ignoring the grumble of the heifer above him. 
I can’t help but smile at the way Wyatt has changed his ways ever since applying his trade in Iraq. He’s transformed himself as a person, and despite returning home with scars so deep I’m not sure they’ll ever fully disappear, he’s also grown into a man I’m proud to call my brother. 
“OK.” I hoist one leg to rest on the fence, leaning my elbows on my knee. “I trust you, Wyatt.” 
He grins and steps over to me. “Believe me, there’s no nutrients left in this soil. Look at this dried up old grass. If we feed them from the earth alone, we’ll end up like the Harrison’s.” 
I hum a muffled response, watching a small herd of dairy cows surround Wyatt, forcing him back over the fence. He scrambles sideways, almost falling to the ground when his boot catches on the wire hanging off the fence. 
I laugh as he straightens up and brushes down his shirt. 
“So have you told Mike about your new cattle feed?” I ask, secretly enjoying saying his name. 
Mike. Mike. Mike. 
I try not to picture his face, but fuck, I miss him. 
It’s enough to act cool whenever his name is mentioned, but to spend all day long wishing he was here... wishing I could see his smile… his bright blue eyes and the way that dimple appears just above the curl of his lip whenever he laughs.
He’s so damn gorgeous I could just squeeze him.  
“I’ve just been keeping tabs on whether my experiment is working for now.” Wyatt shakes his head, distracting me from picturing Mike as if he’s right there in front of me. “It’s only been six weeks. I am happy to risk my own herd, but I’m not about to be held responsible for killing another rancher’s livestock. Especially one who is struggling like the Harrison’s.” 
“Well Mike is taking it pretty hard,” I say, the words leaving my mouth without even thinking about it. Wyatt’s eyes flash at me, a frown creasing his forehead. “…from what you’re saying that is.” 
I swallow hard, my shredded old boot twisting in the dirt. 
“Maybe you’re right, Em?” Wyatt cups my shoulder and smiles. “We should help them out. The way Mike chipped in while I was…”
“Unwell.” 
“Yeah…” Mike nods. “Let’s put it that way… unwell.” 
Wyatt let’s out a long breath and looks towards the big red house in the distance. We’ve spent our entire life here, growing up together. I know this place means just as much to Wyatt as it does to me.
“If it wasn’t for Mike and the Harrison boys checking in with you every day, helping out wherever you asked…” I hold my giggle. Mike certainly helped wherever I asked him to. “Who knows, maybe this ranch wouldn’t be in such good shape?” 
I try to nod casually, wrapping my arms around my chest as if it will hold everything in. 
I’m not about to tell my big brother that Mike spent most of his time buried balls deep in his little sister, am I? He helped out with the odd job, of course he did. But a part of me wants to reveal everything else that happened during that time.
The talking. The laughing. The heat.
If all that was out in the open, then maybe, maybe then I’d know how Mike truly feels about me. Is this just some fantasy I’m living out or does Mike actually have feelings for me?
“I might drop into Wildheart on my way to order this stuff. Mike needs our help, and dammit, you’re right, sis,” Wyatt says, adjusting his wide-brimmed hat so it shades the setting sun from his eyes. “Don’t drink all the beers, I’ll be home in a few hours.”
He jumps on his horse and trots away. 
My heart is hammering inside my chest. All this talk about Mike and Wildheart Ranch has me on edge and I know the best way to calm down is with a long, relaxing shower. 
I settle Sable back in her enclosure and close up the barn doors. The sky is turning that beautiful bright orange color that filters inside as I head towards the bathroom. I undress and slide my phone from the pocket of my jeans, tapping the screen as I wait for the water to heat up.
As if my fingers as separated from my brain, I look down and see I’ve automatically opened the message trail with Mike. I grin, reading through the last few messages we exchanged this morning over breakfast, wishing each other the best day. 
A warm feeling floods my body as I check the temperature of the water. It’s perfect, so I step to place my phone on the basin, out of the waters reach. 
As I do, I catch sight of my naked body in the mirror.
Without thinking, I slide the camera on my phone and snap a picture of myself. 
Instantly, I feel sexy. 
How unusual. 
My nipples are hard, my core warm. I position myself in a few different poses, eventually settling with one hand cupping my heavy breast, a thumb and finger pinching my nipple in the exact same way Mike does when his giant, calloused hands search my body. 
I smile, trying my best to look sexy as I click the photo and hit send.
If I can’t be with him, at least now he’ll know just how he makes me feel every waking moment. 




CHAPTER FOUR

Mike


“Another fucking day as a cattle rancher,” I grunt, sweeping the hay in the bottom of the cattle chute. “Sweeping, smelling…” I lift my boot and kick a fresh cow pat from the bottom of my shoes. “… stepping in shit for days.” 
The deep chuckle of my younger brother comes from somewhere behind me. “You still grumbling over there? I’m just about done and you’re just gettin’ started!” 
I stand tall, looking over the steel structure that we’ve been cleaning for the past three hours. The metal is fucking hot, the blazing sun heating it so it’s almost impossible to touch without thick gloves that make my hands sweat like a cow in heat. 
Zachary is smirking, standing there with a bottle of lubricant in his hand. “Blah, blah, blah… All you do is whine these days.” 
“If you don’t shut your mouth, I might just squeeze that bottle up your ass. See how chirpy you are then, chief.” 
Zachary rolls his head back with laughter. “Do that and all these moving parts will be all stiff and worn down… just like you, old man.”
“Fuck off,” I grunt, holding a hand to the pain shooting up my spine. It’s all banter and jokes, but seriously, my fucking back is killing me. “I’m too old for this shit, man.”
Getting the cattle chute back up to scratch is an important task, especially when we’re having awful trouble with the herd. Cole won’t get off my back, but his temper is probably warranted. I’m responsible for losing over six grand worth of livestock in the past two months.
For a ranch struggling to scrap every last penny from the barren land, that’s a whole lot of money. 
“You nearly done?” Zachary calls out, sticking the nozzle of lube between the hydraulics on the latch of the head gate. “I’m thirsty, man. I’ll fetch us some drinks.”
I grab the sponge and finish washing down the thick layer of dirt caked on the inside of the chute. 
“Bring my phone back with you,” I shout to Zachary. “And I want two beers!”
Zachary waves me off and disappears behind the cattle shed. 
To be fair, I have let go of the maintenance side of things around here. I’ve been so focused on feeding and watering the stock, ensuring their pasture is free from disease and pests that by the time I’m done, all I want to do is hop in my truck and drive down the road to see the only thing that makes me smile anymore.
Emily. 
“Here bro,” Zachary appears at my side just as I finish squeezing the muddy water from the floor of the chute. “Nice and cold.” 
I grab the beer and clink it against his. “Cheers. Thanks for your help today, man.” 
Zachary gives a nod of his head. “All good. Just so you know, these beers are coming out of your quota though.” 
“Fuck off they are.” I thump his arm with a closed fist. “We’ll be able to convince Ethan he’s had his share. We’ll dock it from his supply. Did you get my phone?” 
He plucks it from his back pocket and holds it out. I go to grab it, but he pulls it back against his chest and looks at me. “Since when did you change your password?” 
“Stay the fuck out of my phone,” I say, glaring at the smug look on his face. 
Zachary leans back against the steel structure that looks almost brand new. Even if I do say so myself.
“I just wanted to see what Emily Williams is doing sending you a picture message,” Zachary says, tilting his beer into his mouth. 
My skin feels like I’ve just had a bucket of ice tossed over me. I reach out and go to grab my phone, but Zachary tucks it under his arm and jumps back. 
“Give it to me!” I shout, hoisting myself up on his shoulders. “Now! Or I’ll beat the shit out of you.” 
Zachary’s laughing as he falls to the ground, tucking my phone underneath his chest. I lay a fist into his ribs and his laughing changes to a mixture of amusement and pain. I yank him up by his shirt, ripping it as I toss him aside and grab my phone from the dust on the ground. 
“Great,” I huff, swiping the screen. “Now it’s covered in fucking muck, you moron.” 
Zachary is curled in a ball, still smiling despite holding his chest and groaning with agony. 
“You and Emily, huh?” Zachary teases. “As if we didn’t already know…” 
My body feels like someone has just jammed a cow prod up my ass. I’m doing my best to control the burning of my cheeks, but the look on my little brother’s face is making it hard to control my emotions. 
“Don’t be so fucking stupid. I’m helping her out with the ranch, dickhead.” 
I force a leg out, kicking dust at Zachary as I type the new password in. Fucking lucky I did change it, because the moment my screen flashes open, I’m staring at Emily’ perfect fucking tits. 
Jesus Christ. 
My jaw drops and suddenly I’m not pissed off at my brother for being such a dick. Hell, it’s hard to feel anything when I’m gawking at the image of the most beautiful woman in the world.
She’s smiling at me, her dark hair pulled to one side, the chocolatey rich darkness in her eyes locked on mine. Her gaze is like a warm hand coasting over my skin and for a moment, I forget that she’s naked in the picture because I’m too lost in the heavenly luxury of her eyes. 
Her cheeks are rosy red, plump and so fucking adorable. I can see she’s in her bathroom, one of our favorite spots. The way her smile makes her whole face brighter, it distracts me from the large swell on her chest, those perfect, shapely tits that I can’t get enough of.   
My heart skips a beat. 
No. 
Like, it actually skips a beat. 
Is this an invitation? Do I go over? She’s always talked about having a code or something to tell each other that we’re available. A password or something that would be inconspicuous if someone else ever saw it. 
That’s why I’ve changed the lock on my phone. 
We’ve almost been caught one too many times, and right now, with the smug smirk on Zachary’s face staring up at me as I feel the rise of my cock stirring in my jeans, I’m beginning to think this might be Emily’s way of telling me… come over. 
“Have my beer.” I rush to Zachary and drop the bottle to the ground. “Clean up my bucket and all the other gear. I have to go.” 
Zachary snatches at the beer as it crashes beside his hand and starts frothing out of the spout. “Wait! No, this is your fucking job, asshole! You clean it up… YOU CLEAN IT UP!” 
Speeding ahead, I push my phone in the back pocket of my jeans. “Thanks, bro! I owe you!” 
I slide into my truck, my heart racing. Finally, I get to see her. I fire the engine and reverse the pickup out, narrowly missing a chicken who’s escaped the enclosure again. My foot hits the floor and I glance to the rear-view mirror, seeing a smattering of feathers fluffing in the trail of dust I’ve left behind.
It’s not long before I hit the road and start speeding towards those perky nipples. She wants me. She wants me. I’ve been dreaming about this all day long. Thinking about her touch, how soft she is and the things she can do with that devilish mouth of hers. 
My foot presses harder on the pedal.
I shift in the seat, gripping my erection to tuck it in the band of my jeans. Giant cacti and other bushes line the side of the road, but everything is quickly racing by, a blur in the whirlwind of my mind. 
A few minutes pass and just as I stem the flow of blood to my cock, I’m squinting at a bright orange truck that’s coming towards me. I know that truck. We speed past each other and a horn blares loudly. 
My neck twists around to confirm that Wyatt is behind the wheel. 
He speeds past, honking and waving his hands in the air. When I look over my shoulder, he has slammed his brakes on and is skidding to a stop. I slow down, watching in the mirror as he pulls to the side of the road, an orange light flicking to signal his movements. 
My chest sinks as I press the brake and slowly turn around. Fuck. I drive towards the orange truck parked a few hundred feet away, pulling the sunshade down to shield the changing angle of the setting sun. 
I roll my window down and park beside him.
“Mike, my man!” Wyatt is bursting with enthusiasm, a broad grin spread across his face. “I was just coming to see you!” 
I gulp down. “Great minds think alike, huh?”
My stomach does a weird flip. It’s not the first time I’ve lied to my best friend about the fact that I wasn’t actually going to see him. 
Yes. I am a terrible person.  
“Well, I was thinking about seeing if you wanted to head to the Dusty Tavern and grab a beer?” Wyatt says, his arm hanging out of the window. “Me and Emily have been talking… I’d like to run some stuff by you.” 
Talking? Talking?! Talking about what? 
Fuck. There goes my stomach again. 
“Uh…” I choke out, my throat dry. “Yeah… yeah… sure. A beer sounds good, man.” 
Wyatt nods his head, that smile that evaded him for so long stretching even wider. 
“Alright, partner,” Wyatt beams, slapping a palm to the steering wheel. “It’s a race! Ready, set, go!” 
Wyatt plants his foot and a wave of dust and rocks scatter against the hood of my truck. My pickup fills with dirt and tiny rocks as I roll the window up as quickly as I can. By the time I can see again, Wyatt has disappeared from sight.
I step on the gas, though I’m not in a real hurry to catch up.  
Is this the moment? Him and Emily have been talking… He needs to run something by me? What the hell is all that about? 
Fuck. 
My head starts to race. It’s more like panic, actually. But it’s not until I settle on an old bar stool beside Wyatt that I see those gleaming white teeth smiling back at me. And that’s right about when the real pain settles in the pit of my stomach. 
“What took ya’ll so long?” Wyatt teases, sliding a beer in front of me.
I chuckle, peering around the bar. “I had to get my windshield fixed. Some asshole rained a whole bunch of rocks at my truck and busted the glass.” Wyatt’s face falls flat, but I give him a playful shove. “Just joking, man.” 
Wyatt laughs and holds his glass up to me. He doesn’t look pissed off. He’s certainly not acting like he’s mad at me. Or like he’s just been delivered the news that his best friend has been driving his sister up a wall for the last two months, and I mean that in a fucking good way.  
In fact, Wyatt looks happier than usual. 
Almost the happiest I’ve seen him since he returned home from Iraq. 
I clink glasses with him and take a moment to look around the bar. The air is thick with the smell of whiskey and cigar smoke, the gentle rumble of murmuring from dozens of patrons, all drinking and chatting with friends.  
“Man, it’s been so long since we’ve been here together,” I say, watching guys who look way too young set up a game of pool. 
Wyatt nods, taking another sip of his drink. “That’s for sure. We had some good nights here.” 
The walls of the old Dusty Tavern are still adorned with the same vintage posters that were there when Wyatt and I snuck in for some reckless underage drinking. They’re more yellow and weathered now, but everything in the bar stills reeks of the early twentieth century. Some old photographs of cowboys and gunslingers of past generations are opposite us, the rich, dark wood of the bar separating me and the picture of my great-great-great grandfather and his wife. 
Wyatt twists on the stool, aiming his broad chest directly at me. Suddenly I’m wishing more than ever he didn’t serve in the military. He was always a big guy; broad shoulders and strength that stands up to us Harrison’s brothers. But after a few years in training, he’s even bigger now. 
And for some weird reason, I’m only just noticing. 
This is it. This is the moment I’ve been dreading. 
“Listen, man,” Wyatt breathes, a long, drawn back breath making him look even bigger. “I know things have been tough for you lately…” 
The butterflies in my stomach are flapping like crazy.
“…but Emily and I have been chatting this afternoon.”
I place my drink on the bar and grip the neck of the bottle. Maybe it could be my weapon when he lashes out? His face has changed, maybe I got too ahead of myself? That smile was fake. This really is it. 
We’re busted. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 
“Listen, Wyatt. I can explain.” 
Wyatt’s face softens in a way I never foresaw whenever I played this scene out in my head. For days, weeks, months I’ve had imaginary conversations in my mind. Trying to predict his reaction when I revealed just how in love I am with his sister. How much she means to me. How far I would go to make sure he’s ok with it. 
“You don’t need to explain anything, Mike.” Wyatt pulls my heavy gaze to his. “Really. I understand how tough it is. After everything I’ve been through, I’ve had to learn to let stuff go. You can’t hold onto things for too long. You do that, and they’ll circle round and round and round in your head until you can’t see anything else.” 
I nod slowly, unable to move my mouth. Is this real life? Is he really giving me a free pass?
“Wyatt, seriously, you don’t know how much that means to me,” I say, slapping a hand on my friend’s shoulder. 
I go to open my mouth again, but I can’t believe my ears. 
He’s just going to let it go? Emily and I are finally free? We can be happy whenever, wherever we want? Holy shit. He’s actually accepting that I’m in love with his sister? 
Maybe that explains the picture Emily sent. 
“So let the lost cattle go, ok?” Wyatt leans in, his blue eyes laced with sympathy. “Shit happens. I can see it’s been bringing you down, but it’s not your fault, man. It’s time to move on, and I’m gonna help you.” He slaps me on the shoulder, his eyes twinkling. “You have Emily to thank for this, but I’m going to help the Harrison family out.” 
The emotion in my throat suddenly dries up. “Wh-what?” 
Wyatt’s beaming smile almost rips a hole in my chest. “You’ve seen my new diet, right? You’ve seen my cows – they’re thriving, man, thriving. Now, I want to help you. We want to help you, me and Emily.” Wyatt grabs his glass and tilts it at me, his brows waggling. “You can thank my sister later, she’s the one who convinced me to start giving back to those who helped keep our ranch running.” 
He gestures to my glass and I grab it, clinking it against his. “I don’t know what to say, Wyatt.” 
He winks. “Just say thank you. We’ll get started on setting things straight at Wildheart first thing tomorrow. Those starving young cows of your will be as happy as the pigs soon enough, my man. I’ll bring Emily too, she’s a big help and knows all about my set-up.” 
I gulp down the slow fizz of my beer. It burns my throat but doesn’t ease the pain. 
Just as I thought my life was about to get a whole lot easier, now I’m going to be spending an entire day with the love of my life, all while her big brother watches over my every move. 




CHAPTER FIVE

Emily


I stand back and watch as Mike and Wyatt steady a large heifer, both of them yelling at each other, aiding the movement of the large beast so she slots perfectly into the chute.  
“Fucking hell,” Wyatt breathes, sweat dripping from his brow. “She’s a hefty one, this old girl.” 
Mike chuckles, shaking his head as he removes his hat. He wipes an arm across his forehead and looks at me. A hint of a smile creeps along his face, and despite the heat plummeting into the earth around me, the sight of his lips curling has a devastating effect on me. 
“She’s my pride and joy,” Mike says, steely blue eyes remaining locked on mine. “So goddamn beautiful, this girl.” 
He slaps a hand on the cow’s backside. But the way his gaze is locked on mine, unmoving and scarily still, makes me wonder if he’s really talking about the animal. 
Maybe I’m just wishing he would say things like that to me? 
It’s been a long morning, working alongside the man that makes my heat beat so rapidly, all while acting cool with my brother watching over our work.  
Mike moves around to steady the cow’s head. I feel him edge closer, the strong scent of his cologne teasing me as Wyatt inspects every inch of the animal’s body from the other side. 
I stuff that bubbly feeling in my belly back down, as I circle around Mike and draw in that strong, masculine aroma that sets my body on fire. The hairs on my arms rise. Mike looks down at me with a fierce gaze that lingers, it coasts over my skin, dipping beneath my shirt and across my chest as I move sideways around him.
Wyatt shuffles around the heifer, mumbling to himself. 
The tension is undeniable. Does Wyatt feel it? Or is it just me? 
I realize I’m standing extremely close to Mike when our fingertips almost touch. The dairy cow shifts her hoofs and we hold her steady, waiting for Wyatt’s next instruction.
Mike slides a single finger over mine and winks in a way that hits me directly in the chest. This. Right here. This is the kind of guy I’ve dreamed about having a relationship with. This is the guy, actually. 
We stare silently at each other. His blue eyes are mesmerizing, and I can’t look away. I want to stare into them all day, count the tiny speaks of the lighter shade of blue that appears whenever the sun shines. He’s so damn hot, hot enough to… shit. I don’t know. He’s hot enough for everything. 
“Just move her sideways a little,” Wyatt’s groans, grabbing the rear of the cow. “That’s it. Emily, move around! Shuffle, shuffle! There! Stay there!” 
I shift sideways, backwards, up and down. Eventually Wyatt is happy as I take up the position he demands. I look up. The cow’s big chest is above my head and it rumbles with a deep, angry sounding groan that makes it’s big, beefy body vibrate beneath my hand. 
“Easy girl,” Mike’s deep voice grunts above me. 
I look up. I didn’t realize I was crouched down under him. 
Great. Now I can see up Mike’s shirt. That will help the flush in my cheeks. 
He’s standing over me, steadying the cow with outstretched arms that make the hem of his shirt open up. I grip the front legs in my hands but all I’m thinking about is the smattering of dark hair across Mike’s chest. I can see the ripple of his firm stomach, each ridge teasing my eyes as I try to hold a one-thousand-pound beast steady and stop the flow of blood racing to my desperate clit.  
“Almost done, guys,” Wyatt says urgently, his boots scuffling in the dirt somewhere behind me. “One last check of her fat percentages and we’ll let her go.” 
“How is she?” Mike asks, his thick legs encasing me below him. 
If only I could turn around, I’d be face to face with his crotch. 
“Healthy. Not bad this one, Mike. Really good job raising her.”
I wriggle back, resting on my heels to balance better on the ground. I don’t mean to, but the height of my ponytail rubs against Mike’s jeans. His foot gives a twitch, so I move my neck again, concentrating hard to work out if that pressure at the top of my head was him pressing his hips further forward. 
I hold the cow’s legs, all while concentrating on what’s happening above me. 
I’ve nearly lost the ability to breathe. 
No matter how hot I think Mike is, I can only admire the passion he has for his work. Distracting him in a moment like this is probably not a wise move. 
I know the struggles of balancing everything all too well, and he seems to want the help my brother is offering despite how awkward moments like this might be for us. For a man with the weight of an entire family resting on his shoulders, Mike does a damn good job. 
Pushing aside my fantasies of ripping his jeans down right here, right now, whenever I’m with Mike, I get the sense that he’s a man that won’t give in easily. 
He’s a fighter. An old-school battler, in every sense of the word. 
“Just move in a bit closer, Mike,” Wyatt says. “Hold her steady for one last minute, man. You’ve got this. Good job, you guys, good job.” 
I swear I hear Mike chuckle as something glides across the back of my head. I’m one-hundred percent certain that was his groin rubbing against me. It had to be. His sturdy legs bend and another slight pressure nudges me. 
Fuck. How is this turning me on so much? 
His hips thrust, teasing the burning desire flooding my body. Oh my. This man is the most stunning, playful man I’ve ever met. But this, this is next level. We can’t be doing this right here, my brother is literally feet away from us. 
And that’s when I feel it – he’s hard as stone behind me.
Wyatt’s boots shuffle in front of my eyes and I know he can’t see anything Mike is doing. The big girl separating us from his view is doing a great job at hiding Mike’s playful adventure. The thrill is driving my body wild. My nipples are so fucking hard, my throat tight with every short breath I take. 
I don’t think I’ve ever been this turned on.  
My weight shifts back, and I can’t help the quiet giggle that tickles my chest when Mike slides a hand down and hooks a finger in my mouth. I bite down, closing my eyes and sucking his finger as he swirls it against my tongue. Heavy breathing starts to build in my chest, slowly escaping in short, shallow pants that make my belly fill with excitement. 
“Almost there…” Wyatt says from the other side of the beast.
Mike leans down and slips a hand in my shirt, quickly grabbing my chest with a hard squeeze. I melt into his warm touch, the feeling of his rough, callused hands roaming my body with my brother standing so close makes my panties drenched. 
“Alright, Emily, you can let her go.” 
I stand up, not wanting this to be over. As my knees straighten to my full height, I turn on the spot and realize Mike is still holding the cow steady, his arms locked either side of my head.
“Kiss me,” Mike mouths, the words barely audible. 
I shake my head. 
Mike nods. 
Holy shit. I’m so fucking wet. 
My hands find his chest. His very broad, massive chest. I want to lean in and draw those lips in my mouth, but what if we’re caught? Wyatt is literally two feet away from us, the only thing stopping him from seeing the seductive look his best friend is giving me is the thick, perfectly healthy chest of a cow blocking his sight.
My nails scrape across Mike’s chest and before I know it, my lips are locked on his. I open my mouth instantly and he doesn’t waste any time. His tongue plunges in my mouth, taking me, consuming me right here on the spot. 
I want this moment to last forever. I’m not sure I can pull back. 
More. I need more.
“All done!” 
Mike’s arms collapse at his sides and I step to the back, swiping my wrist over the wetness gathered on my lips. My sleeve removes any blissful taste of Mike that escaped our kiss and Mike’s arms drop, freeing me from his perfect chamber of seduction.  
“You’re a real life saver, Wyatt,” Mike stomps out of the way, lifting the holding gate so the cow bursts back into the paddock. “Thanks for doing this for me.” 
Wyatt brushes down his hands. “They’re in pretty good shape. Don’t you think, Em?”
I glance to Wyatt, then to Mike. 
Of course he winks at me, teasing me with those eyes. 
I don’t know where to look because my body is still on high alert. Just looking at him right now, my body is bordering on collapse from the heat trying to escape. Perfect teeth. Perfect smile. Gorgeous, deep, dangerous eyes. A giant frame, at least six foot six. 
He’s literally sex on legs. 
“Yeah, yeah…” I answer, trying to shake the faint feeling away. “Really good. You’ve got a good handle on them, Mike.” 
Wyatt beams into the enclosure, smiling brightly. A few dozen cattle are all gathering around a stack of Wyatt’s specially formulated feed, munching and crunching with round jaws. 
“I want you to feed them just this stuff. We’ll do another check in six weeks, Emily will help out again,” Wyatt says, my eyes quickly locking on Mike’s. He gives me a weird, scrunched look that’s hard to read, yet, I feel like I can almost hear his mind working overtime, planning all the dirty things he’s planning for us in six weeks time when we do it all again. “Just know that we’re always available to help out. If you think anything is wrong, just holla, my man.” 
Wyatt slaps Mike on the back and gathers his tools. He starts loading the truck with all his stuff, leaving me standing alone with Mike, staring at the grazing cows. 
“You’re so fucking naughty,” Mike mumbles, taking a quick glance over his shoulder. 
“Me?” I gasp, unable to hide the smile on my face. “That was all you, mister.” 
“What was with the picture yesterday? I was on my way to see you,” Mike says, his big hands sliding across the fence so his pinky touches mine ever so softly. “I’ve missed you.” 
My heart just exploded inside my chest. 
“You did?” 
He leans in, his husky breath tickling my neck. “Of course I did. Sending me stuff like that is just teasing, you know. Unless…” His dark eyes run the length of my body. Fuck. I’m clamping my legs together to stop the ache. “Unless you had other ideas...”
I look over my shoulder. Wyatt is leaning against the truck, his head dropped, staring at his phone. The Harrison family home is behind him, the figure of a woman moving around in the window that looks into the kitchen.
I can feel Mike staring at me, his eyes darkening with every passing moment. My chest is bouncing, hammering inside my body with a beating heart that’s screaming out at me to tell Mike exactly how I feel. 
Forget my brother. Forget the chatter that will fill the small town when everyone finds out. 
I’m crazy about this man. And I might be wrong, but if he’s telling me he misses me, that means something. 
I’m not just some girl he’s getting off with. I’m not a fling that he’s using to satisfy his needs while he looks for something more long term. 
What I have with Mike is real, and it’s time I made my intentions with him clear. 
Very fucking clear.
“Tonight.” I move in closer, needing to feel Mike’s warmth. “I want you like I’ve never wanted anything before. You better bring your best rodeo horse, cowboy. Because I’m going to ride you all night long.” 
A deep growl leaves the back of his throat. “Emily… for you, I always bring my best.” 




CHAPTER SIX

Mike


I wait until dark to collect the dirt bike from behind the barn. With the flashlight beaming from my phone, I scramble across the driveway and steer it towards the highway. It’s not until I’m sure I’m completely out of earshot that I stomp down on the engine, igniting the roar in the dark of the night before speeding towards the Williams' ranch.  
I can’t risk being seen. 
I’m sure Zachary has already told everyone about his theory. Fucking asshole. I haven’t even told him he’s wrong. I can’t. I can’t keep hiding this relationship from my friends and my family. 
Huh… That’s weird. Is this a relationship? Is what I’ve got with Emily a commitment? 
That thought alone has me bubbling with excitement. There’s nothing more that I want than to hold her tight and tell her how much she means to me. I want to make her my wife, wake up every single morning and smile when her eyes slowly open. 
My wrist twists harder on the accelerator and I’m leaning the bike against the post by the front gate of Emily’s ranch in no time. I look in the distance – the bedroom on the second floor is the only light on in the house. 
I sneak in the way Emily has told me to go: through the back door, turn right up the narrow staircase by the guest bathroom and avoid the creaky floorboards just outside her door. 
My body gives a shiver as my hand twists the door knob and I push the door open. 
“I thought you were never going to come.” 
I slide the door shut and turn on the spot. 
A wild heartbeat slams in my ears, my jaw dropping at the sight of the gorgeous woman standing in a silky, soft pink nightie that hugs her every curve. Her soft hair is falling in gentle waves around her shoulders, her heart-shaped face smiling back at me. 
“Oh, wow…” I whisper, swallowing the extra moisture in my mouth. “You’ve never looked more amazing.” 
I move forward, my shaking hands outstretched, desperate to touch Emily. If I wasn’t in love with her already, I know for damn sure I would be now. I grit my teeth, focus on breathing and getting some blood to other places that isn’t my cock. 
I’m hard as a pipe already. Ready to blow.
“Shhh…” 
Emily presses a finger to her red lips. She must have lipstick on. Fuck, that’s so damn hot.
Slowly stepping across, she presses into me. I try to ignore the way my body reacts to how warm she is, but that’s near impossible right now. She kisses me, my hands cupping her face as she licks my bottom lip and drags it in her mouth. 
I don’t even try to resist, not now, not ever. 
I press my mouth to hers and everything is unleashed. I walk her backwards, ripping my shirt off as we stumble towards the bed. It’s a frenzy of heated kisses, our mouths moving over each other with a built-up energy that’s been simmering for too long. 
“Emily,” I grunt into her mouth. “Fuck. I’ve needed this for too long.”
“Yes, too long.”
Her hands are everywhere, rolling over my shoulders, down my chest and around my waist. My jeans fall to my feet, quickly followed by my underwear. I slide my shoes off and kick everything away with clumsy movements of my leg. Her nails dig into my skin, ripping through me in the same way she has done since I first felt her touch.
Emily slides a hand down my chest, her lips pressing into my neck, pecking, nibbling, biting me as she drops to her knees.
“I’ve been thinking about this all night,” Emily says, dropping to her knees, those long lashes flapping wildly up at me. “Ever since you teased me this afternoon. I’ve been waiting. Patiently like a good girl...” 
“You are a good girl,” I growl, scrunching a fistful of her hair. “Now it’s time to let go. I’m all yours, baby. Take my cock in your mouth and tell me how it tastes.” 
Her hands grip my hips, steadying my desperate movements. 
I need to feel her. Now. 
Emily wraps her hand around my cock, gliding a smooth, elegant hand the length of it. I’m fucking pulsing, my erection standing tall and straight, begging for attention. She leans in, eyes locked on mine as her tongue slides over those sexy lips, moistening her mouth before slowly twirling around the tip of my cock. 
“Fuck,” I pant heavily. “How does it taste?” 
Emily licks the moisture on the tip, kissing the sensitive end. “So good.” 
I wrap my hands around the back of her head, grasping her hair and guiding her mouth to close over my throbbing length. Her head tilts and I push my hips back, my heart thundering in my chest. Slowly, she takes my length in her mouth, her hot tongue swirling over every inch as she opens her throat. 
“Baby…” 
Her moans send a bolt of heat to my balls and she cups them, gently squeezing as she slides her mouth up and down my cock. I lean down, holding her head steady as I push deeper down her throat. The way she opens up for me is magical and I fuck her face deeper and harder. She gags on me, choking on my full length and when I pull out, her eyes gleam up at me with a hint of moisture pooling in the corners. 
“You like me fucking your mouth, baby?” I grip her chin. 
She moans and nods. “Mmmm hmmm.” 
Her hand grasps around my wet dick and she jerks me. Fast. Hard. Her tongue rolls from her mouth and she licks the bulbed tip of my hardness. She’s making me so fucking hard I might just blow right here on her face. Would she like that? 
I take one of my hands and reach down for her nipple. She rises up to meet my touch and I pull the hem of the nightie as she raises her arms and guides it all the way off. Her hand is working my cock as she stands in front of me, hot lips pressed to every inch of my chest. 
“Stand back so I can see you,” I demand, my voice husky and thick. I guide Emily backwards so the backs of her knees touch the bed. “There. Stand there for me.”
I stare at her heavy breasts, holding my cock in a firm grasp. I stroke myself, watching Emily as she raises her hands to meet her hard nipples. Her back arches beneath her touch and I find myself pulling harder. 
“Fuck yes,” I grunt, pulling my cock. 
A heat like no other is searing through my body as I watch her pluck at her busty chest, the perfect color of her nipples shining in the light of the room. She moans, slowly shifting back on the bed, spreading her legs so her clean shaven cunt glistens before my eyes. 
“Oh, lord… What did I do to deserve a woman like you?” I step forward, unable to let go of myself. “So confident. So seductive. So fucking perfect.” 
I crawl over her body, flicking my tongue against her nipples. She arches into my touch, my hand sliding behind her back so she’s pulled closer to me. I glance up to her face. Her eyes are squeezed shut, so I trail my mouth across her body, working kisses right up her soft, smooth skin to meet her mouth. 
“I want you to watch me eating your pussy,” I grunt, holding those dark brown eyes as they flicker across my face. “I want to see your face when you come all over my mouth. You hear me?” 
Emily nods, her body scorching hot beneath me. “Yes, my love.” 
I bite down, my teeth snapping like a wild, ravaged beast. 
My love? What the hell is that? 
My eyes run the length of Emily’s soft, beautiful body. My skin is flushed, we’re both hot and sweaty, but right now, all I can think about is hearing her call me that again. 
I pin her shoulders to the bed, my hands pressing into the groove above her chest, just beside her neck. Her eyes gleam up at me, long lashes blinking ever so slowly. 
“Say that again,” I demand, pressing her harder into the mattress. “Say those words to me again.” 
Emily draws her bottom lip in her mouth, the redness of her lipstick slowly fading. “Yes, my love.” 
I shuffle down, keeping one hand to apply the pressure to her body. The other slides to her pussy and I slide a finger across her wet clit, locking eyes with her at the same time. 
“Again.” 
“My love…” Emily breathes, her legs bending so my hand slides between her moist folds. With my arm holding her down, I circle her clit, two fingers rubbing with a firm pressure that makes her body quake beneath me. “My love, oh… yes…”
Something ignites inside me and I rub her cunt with my fingers. It’s not gentle; it’s fierce and rapid. Her thighs clamp over my hand, but when I go to slow down, she opens up again, demanding more. 
She’s moaning into the room with a venom lacing every deep groan. I work a finger inside her, then another as she grabs the arm pinning her to the bed. She holds me, her hips grinding against my hand as I slide a third finger inside her drenched pussy. 
“Fuck, yes!” Emily is screaming and fuck, I hate that all I’m thinking right now is where the hell is Wyatt? “Yes! More!” 
My mouth catches a nipple as I fuck her with three, thick hard fingers. I curl them deep inside her, searching for that spot I’ve hit so many times before. I want to taste how wet she is, how sweet and tangy her juices are right now, but she’s loving this too much to even think about stopping.  
“More! Oh, fuck, yes!” 
Emily glares up at me and I move my hand to allow a fourth finger to slide inside her. Holy shit. 
We’ve never done this before. 
She moans a deep guttural grunt that hits my cock and makes it twitch with desire.
I ease the pressure of my hold and concentrate on my hand, slowly working it deeper inside of her. I kiss her belly as my wrist does the work of stuffing her full. Her sinful moaning tells me that’s exactly what she wants, so that’s what I’ll damn well give her. My wrist rotates, swirling all my fingers inside her, fucking her in a way that makes her body slide up the bed.
Every movement of my arm makes every moan that leaves her mouth louder than the one before.  
The softness of her body has always driven me wild, and I lap at every beautiful inch of her, clawing her back to meet my mouth. Fuck yes. She’s a proper woman, not just skin and bone, I can’t get enough. She’s full bodied, big heavy tits and a waist that’s driving me wild. She’s got something to hold onto while I give her everything she’s chasing.
“Oh, Mike! You’re going to make me come!” 
And that’s what I’ll damn well give her - everything I’ve got. 
Her legs spread wider and I shuffle down the bed, aiming my tongue for the tight little hood above my hand. I work my hand inside her, lapping at her swollen clit with a ferocious appetite to taste her sweetness. My thumb slides inside her opening, joining all four of my fingers.
A twitch of my cock has me almost ready to blow.
“Goddamn, baby,” I groan. “You’re so fucking sexy.”
Emily whimpers, her moans heavy in her chest. 
The sight I’m seeing is the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever witnessed. My hand is completely engulfed inside her wide pussy, my arm fucking her as I give her what she wants. 
All of what she wants. 
“FUCK!” Emily screams, her hands clasping around my wrist, guiding my fist deeper. Her legs part further, her ass rising off the bed as I feel everything tighten around my fist. “YES! YES! YES!” 
Her wetness takes hold, like a vise that’s grabbing my hand and squeezing it. A forceful pulse forces my hand out of her body as she detonates a flow of hot, wet juices that explode with a gush. The sheets are covered with her pleasure. So sexy. So damn good. 
My mouth meets her clit and I guide her down from the climax that’s shaken the room. Her fingers thread through my hair, gripping me tight as her lungs catch every stalled breath she’s held onto.  
“You taste so fucking good,” I groan, licking her soaked pussy. 
She leans up on her elbows, her face flushed, sharp, narrow eyes hooded. “My love, we’re not finished. I need you to fuck me.”
I stand tall, look down at my best friend’s sister, sprawled out, legs wide and waiting for me.  
With a chuckle, I kneel on the bed and notch myself at her entrance. “I told you I was bringing my best, baby.” 




CHAPTER SEVEN

Emily


Those blue eyes flicker dangerously, scanning my body.  
“You want me to fuck you?” Mike growls, his deep voice vibrating the bed. 
I nod. “Yes, please.” 
I inhale deeply, trying my best to catch my breath. I’ve never felt an orgasm like that before, but it’s driven me so far off the edge I want more. Need more. I can’t wait another minute without feeling this wickedly handsome man inside me. 
Mike slides his impressively large manhood across my clit, sliding down my pussy until he meets my entrance. My hands dig into the sheets, waiting to feel him slide inside. 
“So warm,” Mike says, dipping to kiss me. 
His lips latch on mine and I feel his hips push forward. One fast pump and he releases a heavy moan in my ear, filling me with warmth. A long hard rod pumps inside me, his movements so perfect, so deadly accurate that my pussy is clenching around his cock already.
“Jesus,” Mike says, his voice hoarse. 
He squeezes my ass, my thighs and my hips. Every part of me wants to stare deep into his eyes, tell him I could do this with him forever. But maybe that would scare him away? After all, this is just sex. I remind myself that very fact every day, yet the connection I’m feeling, with Mike increasing the speed of his thrusts, deeper, faster, harder, how can I deny it?   
“Mike! Oh, God…” 
He huffs out a breath, pinching my nipple and sucking a hard kiss to my throat. I swear he’s trying to leave an imprint on me, maybe a subtle way to show Wyatt what is really going on between us. He’s everywhere, searching my body, my soul and every tiny feeling I have, claiming it as his own. 
Who am I kidding?
It is his. 
I’m all his. Forever and ever.  
“I need you to come, baby,” Mike says, his piercing blue eyes glaringly dark. 
“I’m close, so close.” 
Mike lifts my hips. A big, strong hand cups my ass and I’m meeting him thrust for thrust. He pumps deeper, then slowly moves his body so I feel every long inch slamming between my legs. For a second, the same old worries creep in – will this be the last time? Will he find his one true love? 
Then Mike lets out a low groan, his chest heaving as he pounds into me. Everything disappears when he looks at me, there are no worries. Just him. Us. 
My release is getting close, it feels just as explosive as the first one. My pussy squeezes, preparing for the tightening of Mike’s cock inside me, gripping him hard. 
Panting, Mike slides a hand down my chest, finding my clit. My legs shake with pleasure. I swear my fucking toes are curling, itching for that burning release. 
“Please,” I whimper.
Mike growls and rubs my clit harder. That’s all it takes to send me over the edge. 
“Yes, Mike… Yes! Yes!” 
The air around us stalls, my breathing stopped. My body tightens as I fall silent, every muscle twitching, quaking and tightening as I explode. Every last tremor of my orgasm squeezes around Mike’s cock, sending searing hot shoots of come deep inside me.
“That’s it, baby,” Mike says, a warm hand meeting my cheek. “Take what you need from me.” 
I nod, rolling my head to his hand. “Yes. Mike, oh so good.” 
He pulls himself out, rolling to his side and wrapping a big, heavy arm around me. Mike’s naked body curls in behind me and a wave of pure warmth and happiness envelopes me. It’s soft. Protective. It’s a feeling of forever if I’ve ever felt it. 
We lay there.
Not doing anything. 
We don’t talk. We don’t kiss. We don’t anything.
Just lay.
Slowly, the long day gives in. I pull Mike’s arms tighter around my chest, my face nuzzling into the palm of his hand. My eyes drift closed and the last thing that crosses my mind as I fall asleep, is that this, right here, is how I want to fall asleep every single night for the rest of my life. 
I love him. I love him.    
***
The next few weeks fly by. There’s no rest. Ever. At least, it’s been that way since Mom and Dad passed away. Life has been so busy I’ve barely had time to mourn their loss, but oddly enough, I don’t feel the need. 
I guess that’s the life of a rancher. It’s not that I wasn’t close to them, because I was. I guess it’s just the fact that the world doesn’t stop. My father always drilled that into us… No matter the weather, the horses needed feeding, the land needed tending to, so that’s what we damn well did. 
Even after their untimely death, I just got on with it. With my brother struggling the way he was, I had to look after him too, but that’s life on a family ranch in the south west. 
“I think that should be enough for today,” Wyatt says, a broad grin reflecting across the paddock at Wildheart Ranch. “They’re looking good, Mike. I’d say they’re much improved from a few weeks back, my boy.” 
Mike rolls the sleeves of his plaid shirt up. “Six weeks you said, right?” 
Wyatt nods. “Six weeks.” 
I swirl a mouthful of cool water in my mouth, enjoying the relief from the barking hot sun as it plummets to the dry earth. I observe the guys from a distance, listening to them chat about tomorrow’s plan. 
Wyatt is laughing, his elbows pressed on the steel fence of the stockyard. He’s laughing with Mike in a way that makes me smile. 
Maybe Mike helped me through that tough time? Maybe when my parents died, I didn’t feel the blow because he was there?
Without me even realizing, his tender touch and kind heart held me close when everything in my life quickly turned into some weird turmoil. The day the policemen came to the ranch, Wyatt had just been to see the psychiatrist in Falls Creek. He had work to do, mental work that required rest. He needed to relax his mind to overcome the dark things that dragged him down each and every day.
That left running the family ranch to me. 
But Mike was a good friend. Stopping by to check on Wyatt every day, despite how much shit was happening here at his own ranch. They say you can’t help who you fall in love with, and the more time Mike spent at our ranch, not only did he solidify his friendship with Wyatt, he worked his way into my heart forever. 
I swallow another mouthful of water, my eyes drifting to the tight curve of Mike’s ass. 
A man so solid, so physically strong. The way his forearms have those veins edging the entire length, his broad shoulders and strong build that come from years of hard work. My heart has always had a place for Mike, ever since Wyatt and him would have sleepovers back in high school. 
But as he grew into a man, a ruggedly handsome man with that rough exterior and scruffy hair that drives me wild, my feelings for him only seem to grow stronger. 
Mike jams his hands in his pockets and holds his head up to the blue sky. I kick my boots against the wheel of the truck and go back over to join them just as Ethan Harrison runs up behind them. 
He clips Mike around the ear and dodges a swinging arm. “Gotcha!” 
“What the fuck are you doing?” Mike grunts, eyeballing his younger brother. “Aren’t you supposed to be at work today?” 
Ethan smiles excitedly, brushing down his new-looking shirt. “All done for the day. Earned my coin, man. Doin’ my part for the fam, ya’ll…” His brows waggle as he slaps the pocket on the chest of his shirt. “Even got a bonus.” 
Wyatt turns with a scrunched face that matches Mike’s confused scowl. I move in beside them, resting a foot on the fence to enjoy the cool afternoon breeze swirling around Wildheart Ranch.  
Ethan gestures his head at me, acknowledging my presence. 
“Getting fired isn’t a bonus,” Mike says, his voice so deep and commanding it sends goosebumps across my skin. “We need you to keep that job-”
Ethan holds his hands up. “Who said anything about getting fired, big bro?” He slaps Mike on the shoulder. “Seems like someone needs a night off. You’re so tense, Mikey-boy.” 
Ethan squeezes Mike’s shoulders, a playful smirk playing on his lips. They’re all so similar looking, but Mike’s experience and maturity shows in the serious expression he’s holding so perfectly. 
I can’t help but giggle. 
The banter these boys give each other is non-stop. 
“Well come on then… Tell us, what’s this bonus you’re so pumped about?” Wyatt says, scrubbing a hand through his hair. 
Mike frowns as Ethan starts bouncing on the spot. “Fuck, man. You look like you’re about to wet yourself. Just tell us already.” 
Ethan waves his hand at me, curling a hand around my shoulder to pull us into a tight huddle. He dips his head like we’re whispering about the next play on the football field. Mike and Wyatt share a look before dipping their heads down, Mike the last to join the huddle.
I feel him slap Ethan’s hand off my shoulder and as he slides in, a warm hand coasts around my waist, pulling me away from Ethan and closer to him.  
“I got free tickets to the rodeo,” Ethan says, his eyes casting across the compact unit of handsome cowboys surrounding me. “Free fucking tickets for Bull and Broncs. Tonight!” 
He bursts backwards, eyes wide as he leaps in the air and pumps a fist to the heavens. 
“Shit yeah, Eth!” Wyatt shouts. “Bull and Broncs? That’s the professional league, partner!” 
Ethan nods, eyeballing each of us. “Yeah!” 
“Well done, bro,” Mike says, a glint of something that looks like pride in his eyes. 
Our eyes lock for a second, Mike’s hand still around my waist. 
I feel myself moving towards his lips. My tongue heats, wanting to feel the roughness of his stubble. Kiss me. Kiss me. He’s so damn sexy, I can’t hold back. The pull is strong and I’m helpless to the force, drifting closer and closer to him. 
I’m so tired of hiding. Why can’t he just hold me like this all the time?
I’m drawn in, committed as if the world around us isn’t there. It’s like Wyatt is gone, vanished in the distant pasture behind us. Ethan has disappeared in the darkness; the excited voice shouting about some cowboy called Buck Reed isn’t really there. 
I lean up to my toes, moisten my lips and start to close my eyes. 
“We should get going then,” Mike grunts, catching my heavy eyelids with the deep gravel of his voice.
His hand moves from around me the moment Wyatt steps back. A weird feeling washes over me, like an uncomfortable shiver that I feel in my boots. The boys all chat excitedly about the hottest bull riders as we pile into separate trucks and ride towards the rodeo.  
Wyatt is bouncing beside me, but all I can do is stare out the window until we reach the arena. That awful twist in my stomach doesn’t go away as the entire Harrison family and me find our seats amongst the crowd. Samuel and Margaret are beaming with huge smiles as they shuffle to the edge of the row, Samuel holding his wife’s hand the entire time. 
It turns out Ethan scored a huge pass from his workplace. He’s been putting in the hard yards, despite the other brothers being convinced he’s not cut out for work on the ranch. 
We all settle down for an evening of entertainment. A night out at the rodeo used to be part of our everyday life, but these days it’s so damn expensive it’s just not possible.   
Lucas Harrison goes to settle in the seat beside me, a cold beer gripped tight in his hand. The arena is a buzz of excitement, the smell of dust and wild animal hide filling the air. Lucas sinks down beside me, but just as he drops onto the plastic seat, a fist clutches his navy-blue flannel and he’s tossed aside.  
I look up to see Mike’s sunken blue eyes. “That’s my seat, buckaroo.” 
Lucas flips him off and settles beside his twin brother instead, both of them tossing popcorn at Mike. 
I remember as kid, the hairs on my arm used to stand tall with the emotions of this place. The skills of the riders, the snorts of the bulls got me sitting on the edge of my seat all night long. I loved the way the crowd all watched, the excitement and thrill of the ride in their eyes and they cheered their favorite cowboy. 
But tonight, something is holding me back from enjoying the electric atmosphere.
“Is everything ok?” Mike leans in, a hot breathy whisper touching my neck. 
I nod, not offering a word. 
“You haven’t talked to me since we left the ranch.” 
Mike’s hand slides across my lap and for a moment, I’m surprised at how open he’s being. Then I look up and see his neck craning around, almost twisting in a complete circle like he’s some kind of fucking owl. 
My eyes roll. 
I know exactly what he’s doing. I’ve seen the glazed over look in his eye before. 
He’s looking for Wyatt. Observing whether my brother is near as he holds my leg, shifting his hand down as low as possible so no one can see. 
Way to make a woman feel wanted, right?
After a few minutes, I see Wyatt is shuffling down the row, beaming the brightest smile I’ve seen in a long time. 
“He loves a good rodeo, always has,” I chime, dropping my hand to hold Mike’s steady.  
I try to slide my fingers through Mike’s, desperate to hold him tight. His hand twitches on my leg, but the second Wyatt’s head lifts to look down the row, he snatches his hand from my leg and leans back in his chair. 
Jesus Christ. 
It’s like his fingers were caught in a mousetrap he’s yanked them away that quick.  
I slump back in the chair and the first contestant comes out to raucous applause. The boys all stand, their beers sloshing over a row of cowgirls in front of us. The place erupts, a large portion of the crowd shooting to their feet. Ethan and Lucas cheer down the row wildly. Zachary is standing with his hands in his pockets, a scowl aimed somewhere in front of us at a blonde girl. 
But the heavy weight in my chest stops me joining in the excitement.  
It’s taken a few months, but now, as I look up at Mike slapping his hands together, whistling alongside my brother as the first buck bursts from the chute, I know I’m done. 
I can’t keep doing this. 
I want to tell the world I’m in love with Mike Harrison. No hiding behind people’s backs. No subtle touches here and there. No weary eyes looking for a best friend or brother to hide from. 
I’m done. 
I’m done hiding. 




CHAPTER EIGHT

Mike


The sound of a trumpet blares through the speakers, signalling yet another cowboy bursting through the chute. The crowd around us stands to their feet, each of my brothers shooting from their seats, fists waving, hats being tossed in the air.  
It’s excitement like no other as the crowd favorite rides the full eight seconds. The buzzer signals the end of the ride and Buck Reed scampers across the dust, throwing himself over the safety barrier. He stumbles over before rising with his hat held high in the air, sending the entire arena into a frenzy. 
“Fuck yes!” Wyatt shoves a fist in the air. “Fuck! Yes!” 
He barges into me with an enthusiastic shoulder, sending me sideways into Emily. She’s on her feet, possibly for the first time all night. I applaud with the crowd, settling back in my seat as Emily’s sweet smelling perfume wafts over me. 
She collects her drink from below our feet and her lips lock on the rim of the plastic cup. I feel a growl forming as I fail to look away from the richness of her mouth, but I do my best to control the flow of blood headed for my groin. 
“Must be the bucking horses next,” Emily says, catching me watching her. 
“No need to swear, sweetheart,” I joke, shooting her a wink. 
Emily swallows, one brow rising up with an unimpressed expression. Her usually bright eyes have been dull all night, like something’s bothering her. I know she’s a rodeo fan, we came here all the time when we were teenagers. Maybe she’s tired, but we never get time like this together, out in the open, side by side, laughing and having a few drinks while watching the best of the best be bucked off the back of a raging bull.
Emily throws back the rest of her drink and squashes the cup. “I’m going to get another drink.” 
She stands up, her cheeks starting to turn a shade slightly darker than pink as she rises with a wobble in her step. I look down and see she’s managed to polish off just as many beers as I have. No wonder she’s stumbling as she twists and squeezes, trying to push down the row past me.
“Em, sit down,” I say, grabbing her hand and guiding her to the seat she’s just vacated. “Please, allow me. I’ll get you another drink.” 
Her brown eyes narrow at me and I swear something hooks her lip. What the fuck? Is she snarling at me? She looks to my hand, one eyebrow cocked. I’m just holding it, leaving my fingers curled in hers after pulling her down. 
I don’t want to let go. 
“Maybe you should try some water for now,” I suggest, cupping her hand with both of mine. 
Her face hardens. “No, I’m perfectly fine.” 
Daggers shoot right through my chest but just as I’m about to ask what the hell is going on for a second time, Wyatt’s voice has me scrambling. 
“Damn, a man who fetches you beers all night?” Emily’s brother says, his voice hitting the back of my neck. I watch Emily carefully, trying to understand her sudden temper. “You’ll make a girl a very happy wife one day, my man.” 
Wyatt’s hand slaps my thigh as Emily’s brows rise.
“Thanks man,” I grunt, standing upright. “Anyone else need another drink?” 
All four of my brothers hold their empty cups up. So does Leah, her face popping out from beneath Cole’s arm. She’s been giving him a run for his money all night, keeping up with him drink for drink. Grampa Sam has been knocking them back like they’re water. I guess when you’re used to drinking whiskey all the time, a watered-down ale would be as close to water as you can get. 
Before I make my way down the steps, I glance back to Emily. Her dark hair stands out in amongst the glow of white leather cowboy hats. My stomach does a weird flip as I stare at her, watching the way her eyes study the row of girls in front of us. 
My brothers have been giving them all kinds of attention. They’re proper south-west girls, plump, round and heavy-chested. That’s how we breed them around here in Falls Creek. 
But these girls in front of us… They’re nothing special. 
That familiar warm smile that Emily has sets her apart from women like them. But where has it gone? Her usually sparkling eyes are dark. The deep, rich color drained even amongst the bustling excitement of the arena. 
Perhaps that’s what is upsetting her? Does she think I’m interested in those girls? 
As I order way too many drinks to carry myself, I think about the most beautiful woman in the world. She’s done so much more for me in the past two weeks than just tame my heart. Her love for the land shines when she’s working at Wildheart Ranch. The way she cares for the cattle and all our other livestock makes me admire her so much more than I already did. 
I stomp up the steps as the commentator announces the third round of cowboys ready to ride. I hold two trays loaded with spilling cups of beer, balancing them as I meet the end of our row. 
My heart stops when I look up. 
My seat is occupied by a large man, his big belly so rounded I’m struggling to see past it. The trays in my hand start to shake as I see him lean back in the chair, the backrest bending under his weight. He releases a hefty laugh that shakes my entire body. I can’t stop staring as he removes his hat and the lighting in the arena shines on his balding head.
Then, as a rider bursts from the chute down on the arena, he reaches for Emily’s leg and grabs it. 
My jaw clenches and I’m bursting forward.
“Move. Move!” 
I force my way past some of older guys on the end of the row. My teeth are grinding together so hard they squeak, but I don’t give a shit. I don’t even see Ethan and Lucas, everything is just a blur by the time I reach Wyatt and kick past his knees with a heavy leg.
“Hello there,” I growl through my teeth, my eyes snapping to the pale-faced man occupying my chair. 
“Howdy,” he says brightly, holding his hat to his chest. 
I glare at the hand clasped on Emily’s leg. “You’re in my seat.” 
He chuckles and looks to Emily. His fucking hand is still clutching her leg. I swear to God if he doesn’t move it, I might just rip his damn arm off. 
“I was just chatting to this lovely lady,” the man says, his knuckles turning white on Emily’s leg. She shifts uncomfortably in her seat. “I’ll be done in a minute and you can have your seat back then, young sir.” 
My shoulders fall back and I cackle, slowly crouching down to meet him eye to eye. I can feel the attention of the rows surrounding us, each set of eyes locked on the scene unfolding in front of them. 
Right now, I don’t give a shit.  
“Alright… Let me put it this way, young sir,” I spit out, every muscle in my body hard. “If you don’t remove your chubby fingers from my girl’s leg right this second, I’ll drag your ass away from these prying eyes and teach you a real lesson.” 
He huffs a laugh, a tiny smile trying my patience as he searches for a response. “This guy? Is he for real?” 
He looks to Emily, but not for long. I’ve just about run out of patience. So I get right in his face, our noses practically touching I’m that close. 
“You bet I’m for real, asshole.” 
“You can’t do-”
“I can do whatever the hell I want.” Spit flies with every word that escapes from deep down in my chest, hitting the jackass right on the nose. “Now let her go.”
I grab a fistful of his shirt and shake him, demanding his cooperation. Fear strikes in his eyes, but I shake him a few more times, making damn sure my knuckles collide with his chest with every rattle I thrust against him. 
“I won’t ask again. She’s mine.” 
I let go, my body shaking. My hands are clenched so fucking tight I need to release some of this burning rage. 
So I smack his leg.
I watch him squirm as I clamp down on his thigh with a grip so tight he jerks and twists on the seat, a squeal that sounds like a cat fight escaping his mouth. He releases Emily instantly, but I don’t let go until his ass starts to rise off the seat. I’m digging my fingers through his jeans, squeezing so hard I know for sure it will bruise. His leg kicks out and he shoots up from the chair, eyes wild and red-faced. 
Emotion is running through my veins, a wild heat scorching every nerve twitching inside my body. It’s a feeling that I’ve never felt before. Pure anger. Fury. Fuck. 
Adrenaline pumps so fast that I don’t even realize Wyatt is yanking the collar of my shirt, pulling me back. My brothers have surrounded us and the big, chunky man barrels past them, his big ass bumping the back of the people’s heads in the row in front. 
“Mike… Mike…” Wyatt’s voice grabs me, spinning me around so I meet his wide eyes. “It’s ok, my man.” He glances over my shoulder. “He’s leaving, just calm down big fella. Calm down.” 
“I know who you are, asshole,” The fat cowboy shouts, his chest suddenly big and broad now he’s standing at the end of the row. “I know your family. Don’t you forget that, jerkoff! It’s about time you Harrison’s put your money where your mouth is.” 
“Fuck off!” I shout, watching as Zachary suddenly launches over a few seats and stumbles over some patrons on the edge of the aisle.
“Zach!” Ethan and Lucas shout together.
“You wanna go, Gary?” Zachary’s face is as red as mine. What the hell is all that about? He meets the man chest for chest, my brother’s nostrils flaring. Zachary is supposed to be the quiet one but right now, he’s a match for the raging bulls down on the dirt. “You name it, fucker. You name the time and place bigshot. I’ll be here and I’ll take you down single-handedly.” 
Zachary is puffing his chest out as a blond woman appears behind the man I now know as Gary. Fucking Gary. The woman looks Zachary up and down, an unimpressed look cast across her face. Tension splits the air between them, a hatred so deep you can see it when they rake their snarling gazes over each other. 
“You don’t have what it takes, Zachary,” the woman snaps, her eyes running the length of his body. 
The crowd begins to settle down, but I can’t remove my eyes. The noise around us starts to murmur as people chat excitedly about what’s happening in the stands more than the actual rodeo.  
By the time I see Zachary again, the blond girl is leading the way down the steps and he’s chirping something behind her, fists waving, fingers pointing as he holds off Gary with a fist to his chest. 
I take a breath. 
Wyatt looks me over, a weird frown creasing his brow. I realize what I’ve just done. What I’ve just said. It’s all out there, I’ve told the world that I consider Emily to be mine, whatever that means. 
But right now, I don’t care about them. 
The only thing I care about is…
“Emily,” I breathe, turning around to see her in tears. I drop to my knees and grab her leg, but she slaps me away. “Emily, please, are you ok?” 
She swipes at her eyes, shaking her head. Her breathing catches in her throat and she starts coughing with a splutter. Tears are streaming down her face as storms off, forcing her way past me and Wyatt, quickly rushing off before disappearing down the stairs and out of sight. 
Wyatt grunts at me. More like growls, actually. His eyes are heavy and laced with a stiff look that I’ve never seen in his eyes. 
“What the fuck is going on, Mike?” Wyatt snaps.
I shake my head. “You can wait, sorry man. Right now, I need to find Emily.” 




CHAPTER NINE

Emily


My blood chills as I race away. 
Somewhere. Anywhere. 
My girl? She’s mine? 
What the actual fuck?
I open my eyes, swiping the burning tears away as I run, barging a shoulder through a group of teenagers gathered outside the bar, trying their luck at some underage drinking. I don’t know where I am, I’m just running, holding my chest and hoping that shattered feeling inside might go away if I get some fresh air. 
A familiar smell of dust and horses fills my lungs as I burst forward. There are no bathrooms in sight, nowhere for me to hide and let it all out. All I see is random groups of cowboys and women in plaid shirts. I swear each one of them smiles at me, swirling under the proud faces of their man, looking all happy and in love together. 
I fight the urge to hurl abuse at them. How dare they be so happy when this horrid pain is shooting directly to my heart, splitting it directly in half. Shit. Mike’s words roll around in my head and I just want to scream. 
Maybe then the yelling will silence his declaration? Who the hell is he to claim I belong to him? After hiding everything for so long, after going out of his way to make sure no one sees even the slightest hint of intimacy? Is he for real?
Yes, okay. Mike has always maintained this, whatever this is, needs to be kept from Wyatt. But now I’ve been hurt, burned because I’ve decided I’ve had enough. Now my heart is involved, so deeply, so far over the edge that there’s no chance I don’t get hurt in all of this.
Unfortunately for me, Mike doesn’t feel the same. 
I should know that. I do know that. 
But why does he act like he did back there? He’s so protective over me. Then, like a bucket of ice poured over my soul, he just rips it from under me. I know we’ve never openly talked about what this is, what’s going on between us. 
This isn’t just some crush; I know it isn’t. 
With that thought, I slow to a walk and curve around a bend that takes me off the hard concourse and leads me down a dirt path. The walls fade and open-air wraps around me like a warm blanket, the dark sky dragging me deeper into the cool, fresh air. 
I breathe in, long, deep breaths that I hold in my lungs.
A strong breeze hits me and I look up and see hundreds of stars twinkling in the night sky. A blanket of glitter washes over the night, brightly shining without a care for whatever pain the people of the world might be feeling right now. 
I find the brightest two stars in the southern sky and hold my hand over my heart. 
“I miss you,” I whisper, watching the way Mom and Dad’s stars twinkle in the sky. It almost as if they’re responding to my words. “Things were so much easier when you were around.” 
The fading noise of the rodeo is behind me, the rumble of the crowd, the echo of the gates… It all fades into nothing as I float across the hard, dusty ground. I’m chasing stars. 
Slowly, I work my way towards an old wooden structure that’s holding all the animals starring in the rodeo tonight. Some of the horses snort at me, their lips flapping as I find a quiet corner and sink to the ground with the weighted pressure still sitting heavy on my shoulders. 
Everything comes pouring out and my head falls to my knees. My heart is aching and I unleash a wave of choked out tears that make every breath harder than the previous one. Everything that’s been building for so long, the pain of losing my parents. Watching my brother lose his mind and then regain his strength. It’s hiding the one fucking good thing in my life each and every day. 
It’s too much.
I cough and splutter, the shine of the stars suddenly seeming not so bright. They’re blurry and muddled in my tears and I’m choking on the thick, muggy air that’s suddenly consumed me. 
“Can I sit down?” A deep voice catches the last gasping breath I manage.
I look up and see Mike towering over me. His expression is soft, gentle as I quickly wipe the tears from my face and straighten up. 
My shoulders lift in a shrug. “Well, apparently you can do what you want. You said so yourself, so who am I to argue?” 
“I was an idiot.” He shakes his head and removes his hat. “I’m sorry you had to see that side of me.” 
A dusty smelling waft of hay coasts across the clearing and a group of men stumble across the paddock. Mike casts a watchful eye over them, and every now and then his eyes drop down to me. My boots shuffle in the dirt while he remains deadly still, standing above me like some kind of protective cowboy as the voices slowly fade and Mike’s limbs loosen. 
“What was all that about?” I ask, staring at the ground. 
“They just collected a bull – must be the next one up in the arena.” 
I twist my neck and give him a blank look. “I meant back there. In the stands. The whole she’s mine embargo.” 
“I know, Emily. I know”
Mike chuckles, his broad chest bouncing lazily like it’s no big deal. He sees me unamused and quickly changes his tone. He swallows hard and moves across the dirt so he’s staring directly into my eyes. 
I feel the pulse in my throat bouncing.
“The other night, Emily,” Mike begins, his voice cutting through the air. “Holding you in my arms, feeling you like I’ve never felt you before… After all this time with you, I’ve never felt anything like it. I’m not sure what you want to hear right now, but I’ll tell you this…”
Mike scratches through the dirt on his knees, positioning himself between my legs. He grabs my hands, brings them to his chest and slides my fingers in his shirt. His bare skin heats my knuckles, but it’s not that that I focus on. 
It’s the way his heart is hammering. So fucking hard. 
I want to tell him that he’s the most handsome man I’ve ever seen. That he’s my number one person, the one who I would do anything for. He’s the man I want to hold every night, feel his warmth in my bed and wake up by his side. 
I want him. All of him. 
Without the secrets. 
I look up, catching that glint in his eyes. It’s that look I’ve missed. The one that disappeared when he had that man scruffed by his shirt. It’s the same one that fades behind a hidden expression whenever Wyatt is near. Or when he’s searching around for someone else’s prying eyes, making sure the coast is clear before he touches me. 
Mike clears his throat and holds me close.
“Today, whatever you’re feeling for me, whatever my actions might have done… I want you to know…” Mike drawls, his broad chest thumping under my palm with every heavy word. “I’m madly in love with you, Emily. I have been for years. Years and years. And years and years and years.” A smile lifts his mouth, curling at both edges in a rare sight that makes my heart skip a beat. “What I really mean to say is this didn’t just start when I came to help out at your ranch. This isn’t new for me. The way I feel about you, it’s always been this way.” 
“Mike… Are you saying-” I hold his hands, tight. I look him straight in the eyes, reading every dangerous thought that’s about to change my life. “If you really mean that, why didn’t you just say so? All those years we’ve known each other.”
“I was scared, baby.” His blue eyes widen. “Hell, I still am. But you know wanna know what I learned when I saw that prick with his hands all over you? You wanna know what goes through my mind when I watch you working at my ranch? What I’m thinking when I get to feel how beautifully soft and heavenly you are on the inside?” He moves in closer, the heat of every word soaring over my skin. “It’s that I’m going to do anything to make sure you’re by my side for the rest of my life. Our life. I need you Emily Williams, more than I need myself.” 
He moves in closer as a thunderous applause rattles the arena in the distance. We’re so close to everything that holds our lives together, holds me in the arms of this man each and every day. 
So close, yet so far.
“What about Wyatt?” I feel the weight of my dread in my voice. “It’s like you’re a different person whenever he’s around.” I look towards the arena where the heavy bass of loud music just kicked up a notch. “Even in there, you’re scared to touch me. I don’t want a relationship like that, Mike.”
Mike sighs. His eyes drop to the ground before slowly recovering and holding steady in mine.  
“I said I’d give anything to have you, didn’t I?”
I nod. “Yeah, but…” 
“I wanted to hide it because Wyatt has had it tough already. He’s had a long, hard road to recovery ever since we started seeing each other. I wasn’t ready to pile more pain on him if the news didn’t go down well and now he’s happy, I’m not sure I’d be able to live with myself if he spiralled out of control again.”
“I know it’s hard, Mike. But we’re not doing anything wrong. He doesn’t own me.” 
Mike nods. “I know that. So if that means losing my best friend, then perhaps that’s just something a man needs to do once in his life. Because with you, Emily…” His forehead dips against mine. “I’m never giving up.”  
I allow Mike’s arms to fall around me, and he holds me close to his chest. He squeezes me tight, an embrace that promises me this could be our forever if I let it. His hands skim over my skin, and we just sit there for a minute in complete silence. 
“I want you to hold me like this,” I say, curling my hands tightly around his waist. “Always. No matter where we are.” 
“I will.” 
“Hold my hand, Mike. Be proud to be with me and don’t let fear keep driving us apart.” 
“I will. I promise, my sweet.” 
I peer over Mike’s shoulder and a black canvas has gripped the sky. With every promise, another star is erased until all that remains is nothing. It’s almost like a new beginning has started because as I look to the north, I see my parent’s stars have disappeared. They’re not gleaming and shining brighter than the rest, offering me direction or hope. 
It’s a sign. 
A smile meets my lips. It’s as if the universe, united with my mother and father are all granting me permission to look after myself for once. Let go of everything else that’s been dragging me down, and finally, finally take care of me. 
I move my mouth to meet Mike’s, but just as I’m about to meet his pursed lips, I cup his stubbled cheek and look him deep in the eye. 
“I love you, Mike,” I admit, a heavy weight lifting off my shoulders with every word.
He smiles and takes no coaxing to smother my mouth with his own. The first brush of his tongue is gentle, soft and nurturing. Then, it explodes into a passionate kiss that has him gripping the back of my head just to bring me closer.
Goddamn, if this is the rest of my life then I’m in for one hell of a ride.  
“What do you say we get out of here?” Mike says, breaking the kiss. “My truck is just over there. I’ll take you somewhere. Anywhere.” 
I bite down on my lip. “Aren’t you forgetting something?”
“I don’t think so?” 
“Wyatt…” I offer, one brow cocked. “I’m pretty sure we both know him well enough to know that he’s pacing up and down the aisle right now.” 
“We can run away?” Mike shrugs. I’m pretty sure he’s only half joking. 
“Yeah, right. I think we both know we’d be back in Falls Creek before the week's over.”
Mike snuggles into the crook of my neck, releasing a heavy growl as he bites me. “You’re right. But we’ve spent too much time worrying about Wyatt for now. What’s another few hours to leave him stewing over it? Tonight is for us… For you, my girl.” 
Mike stands and guides me to my feet. He dusts me down before straightening his shirt out. He slides his hat back on and smiles. Holding a looped arm out, I slide mine through his and step through the dark paddock together until we find his truck at the front of the parking lot.
Mike opens the door for me and smiles. “After you, ma’am.” 
I curtsy playfully. “Wow, a sexy cowboy and he’s a gentleman, too.” 
Mike winks as I step up on one leg. The moment my second leg reaches the step, a large hand slaps me on the backside with a firm whack that wobbles my entire ass.
I snap a harsh look over my shoulder. “Gentlemen don’t slap!” 
Mike laughs. “Sorry, that was the cowboy in me. He controls the hands.” 
“Well, I hope the cowboy is the one about to drive me into the sunset,” I tease, grabbing the handle and shifting onto the seat. “Because that slap might have started something that can only be stopped by a good, hard buck.” 




CHAPTER TEN

Mike


I pull the blanket from behind the driver’s seat and jump down from the truck. The slow movement in the sky offers brief glances at the tiny diamonds twinkling in the night.  
A long, deep breath fills my lungs. 
My boots crunch on the dirt and I move around to the back of the vehicle, fluffing the blanket out. 
I can’t stop smiling.
Having Emily here all to myself, the fresh smell of the desert air mixing with the soft vanilla scent of her perfume. The way her hair is blowing in the subtle breeze as she leans against the back of the truck, holding her arms over her chest.  
We’re alone. All alone. 
This, right here, is everything to me.
The only company we have is the vast distance of the sandy desert and even that disappears into the deep, rich black of the night. The stirring heat of the sun still lingers in the air despite the richness of the rays fading hours ago. I throw the blanket in the back of the truck, spreading it out and covering the dried grass and dirt with a soft layer of comfort. 
Emily is holding her arms across her chest, and I step across, pulling her towards me. I shift in behind her, and she leans back against my chest, clutches my hands and holds them over her belly. 
“It’s easy to forget how magical living in the middle of nowhere is sometimes,” she says, distant eyes cast across the emptiness surrounding us.  
I follow her gaze, dipping my head to rest in the crook of her shoulder. My hands slide down her front, my chest pounding. “It’s so perfect.”
She tilts her head towards the sky and breathes in. “So clean and fresh.” 
I dip my nose to the thickness of her hair. “Smells so sweet.” 
My body tingles with need. Every burning desire is bolting through me, dashing like a wild horse. I can’t control the hardening rod brushing against Emily’s plump backside. God, this woman. She wriggles back against me, putting pressure in a way so I know she feels my excitement. 
“This is how it should be, you know,” Emily says, her voice so smooth and soft. “Just you and me, alone. No hiding. Nothing to fear.” 
I grunt a response, my hands sliding across her front. Slowly, I unbutton her shirt and slide it over her shoulders. A gentle breeze brushes against my cheeks as Emily’s shirt falls to the dirt. It’s cool and soothing, a stark contrast to everything happening inside my body right now.
I cup Emily’s full chest, her bra barely stopping the hardness of her nipples as I massage with two big hands holding her against me. The silence in the air is allowing every throbbing beat of my heart to hammer louder and louder. 
“Feels so good, Mike,” Emily moans, her head falling back against me. “Touch me. Touch me everywhere.” 
My lips find her neck and I suck her smooth skin, nibbling and biting as I remove the straps from her shoulders. I unhook her bra and it falls, the tightness of her nipples hard between my fingers. I pluck and pull at them, twirling between my fingers just the way I know she likes it. 
She rocks her body, my spine pressed hard against the tray of the vehicle. I can hear the sound of the stirring wind, the speed of the gusts increasing, rippling the dry sand like waves in the ocean. I slide a tongue across Emily’s neck, reaching behind me to grab the handle of the tray and pull it open.
“Slide up in here,” I say, grabbing Emily by the hips and spinning her around so she’s sitting in the bed of the truck. “Sit on the edge. That’s it, right here, baby.” 
Emily’s eyes flash at me, the deep richness of her gaze heavy and filled with need. It’s the complete opposite to the look she gave me back at the arena, the look that made my soul shrivel and wonder if I would ever get to see her like this again. The subtle light of the moon gives me a perfect view of her bare chest. Her nipples are hard, gleaming in the moonlight. I move to fit my mouth over the pointed peaks, drawing her nipple in against my tongue. 
It's not enough. 
“You’re beautiful. Perfect in every single way,” I say, swapping between each rounded mound. 
With each suck, she wriggles deeper into the back of the truck, sliding across the blanket I’ve laid out beneath the stars. I hover over her, the hardness in my pants desperate to break through the denim holding it back. 
“Get naked with me,” Emily mutters, reaching for my shirt. “Make love to me, Mike Harrison. Right here, beneath this perfect night. Make me yours.”  
I want to lay her back and feast on her. How can one person make me feel all these things at once? She has my heart screaming to make her mine forever, pounding with every life-long promise that I’ll do anything to make her happy. 
I kick my boots off and Emily slides my zipper down. I do the same for her and we remove each other’s pants, moving them down so they fall off the truck and into the dirt. My cock is a solid steel pipe, staring at Emily’s pair of red lace panties bringing me closer and closer to the edge. 
My hips jerk as Emily reaches out for me, folding my underwear down to grip my cock. Our mouths meet on the first stroke, a kiss filled with so much admiration, so much… love. It spurs me to devour her mouth further, enjoying every long, hard stroke she jerks. 
“Oh, baby,” I grunt against her lips. “Keep doing it like that. I’m so fucking hard for you.” 
Emily’s tongue slides over mine, her mouth slowly working down my body, kissing my chest, my stomach until her lips meet the tip of my bursting pleasure. She sticks her tongue out, licking the underside of the throbbing tip, tasting the precum that’s cooling my knob. 
“How does that taste?” I ask, scrunching a large hand around her ponytail. 
“So good.”
Her mouth wraps around my cock. So warm and silky. My head rolls back and I’m running a hand through my hair, tugging at the thick strands, staring up at the night sky. It’s in this moment that I know this will be my forever. I’m pretty sure I knew it before. I’ve known it all my life. 
But now, with everything that’s happened tonight, I know this is final. 
“I’m not letting go,” I say, unable to hold my thoughts inside anymore. “I’m never letting you go, Emily.” Her tongue rolls over my cock as she looks up at me, long lashes blinking. “So sexy. You hear me? You’re so fucking sexy, Emily Williams. I promise I’m gonna make sure everything is ok, I’m gonna make this work, baby, you hear me?” 
My mouth opens up with every swirl of her tongue. Fuck. My hips jerk to find that deeper penetration down her narrow throat and she gags for a moment, watching me with moisture in her eyes before sliding back down. Deeper. Deeper. 
“No more hiding, Emily. I promise.” 
She bounces her mouth on my cock and a sudden rush has me ripping back on her hair, yanking her from the pulse almost escaping from my erection. I pull her up, forcing my hard lips against hers. I grab her waist, digging my fingers in to hold her naked body against me, devouring every last drop of her mouth as the chassis of the vehicle creaks beneath our rocking bodies. 
I can’t stop. 
I love this woman. I fucking love her. 
I guide Emily down, gathering the softness of the blanket in a heap to rest the back of her head down. I kiss her, pulling her bottom lip into my mouth while finding the waistband of her panties, slowly working them down as I move my mouth to take each nipple in with a hard suck. 
“Oh,” Emily whimpers, her back arching off the blanket. “Mike… Soooooo good.” 
I catch her eyes in mine, hooded and electric. “I love it when you say my name, sweetheart.” 
She tries to smile, but when I flick her nipple the curve of her lips quickly changes to an open mouth. I don’t stop, pinching and flicking with one hand, the other removing her panties to reveal a glistening cunt so wet, so ready for me to feast on. 
With my skin cooled only by the open air on my bare back, I move between her gorgeously thick thighs, parting her legs while grabbing every smooth part of her curvy wonderland. Something ignites inside me, the sight of her pussy pulling me forward until my mouth sucks her swollen clit into my mouth. 
Her hips lift, grinding against my face. “Mike… Oh, Mike…” 
My tongue works over her wetness, heavy licks mixed with soft, lengthy movements over her clit. Her hips roll, back and forth, her hands gripping either side of my head like she’s fucking my face. Every thrust she writhes against my mouth has her moaning louder.  
“Your tongue feels so good against my pussy,” Emily whimpers, her voice hoarse and desperate.
I slide a finger in, curling it to rub against the inside walls of her warm softness. Her moans deepen and I circle her clit with my thumb, a long finger massaging deeper, hitting her g-spot and making her entire body pull taut. 
“Fuck,” she breathes, clamping her hands so her nails dig in my shoulders. “Fuck, Mike. I’m gonna come. Yes. Yes. Yes.” 
I work my tongue faster, feeling her body bursting with pleasure. A connection like no other grips us, right here in this moment as she releases an explosive orgasm that shakes the truck entirely. I work a second finger inside, watching her gleaming face bursting with unshakable pleasure. My cock twitches, just feeling the way her body closes around my fingers with a tensing pulse that quakes beneath me. 
I eat every fresh surge of cream as she rolls down from her climax. Her juices are so damn sweet I swear it’s come directly from her heart. It’s good. So fucking good. I don’t waste a single drop of her sweet nectar as she sinks back to earth.  
“I’m so fucking hard,” I grind out. “I need to come, baby.”
I wriggle, the steel of the tray beneath the blanket should be painful against my knees. Ranching is hard work on the body, but right now, I feel as young as I did the day I fell in love with Emily. 
I line myself up at her entrance, my mind focused on the future I’m about to have with my best friend’s sister. I hook her eyes in mine, the expression on her face telling me everything I need to know. 
We don’t need words. We don’t need anything. 
Right now, nothing will stop me getting exactly what I want. 
Emily’s hand touches my chest, her warm palm holding me steady as I press inside her. She’s slick, so damn wet from her orgasm, but it’s so much more than that. It feels good, her body accepting me for everything that I am. 
I pump my hips, delivering our future together with every grind of our bodies. We moan loudly together.  
Emily pulls me down, holding me steady to hover over her. Her legs part and I push until I’m balls deep, filling her completely. Her teeth clatter against mine – we’re not kissing, just desperate panting, heavy and hot as we fill our bodies with pure ecstasy. My heart doubles down and the burn between our eyes locks. I’ve never felt more alive than I do right now and just as that burning at the tip of my cock becomes uncontrollable, my life is suddenly more clear than ever before.  
“I love you, Emily,” I breathe, holding the pleasured scrunch of my face. The movement of my hips quickens. I need to let go. Now. “I love you so fucking much.” 
Emily blinks, her mouth slightly open with every soft whimper she moans. “I love you too, Mike. Oh… Yes…”
And with her face pressed against my chest, her legs lift. The angle sets me off. I let go deep inside her. Every muscle spasms, my ass tightening, balls burning as I force my hips deeper, making damn sure I coat every inch inside her pussy with my hot come.  
Emily’s release shakes as mine begins to fall away, leaving me watching her face as she comes all over my dick.
We slide down and lay in the back of the truck. Staring up at the night sky, our hands find each other. My fingers thread through hers and I bring her hand to my lips, pressing a kiss that seals all the emotions flooding through my body. 
“Thank you,” Emily says, glancing at me and pressing a kiss to the tip of my nose. 
I smile. “I should be the one thanking you. I’ll never hide my feelings for you again.” 
Her brows give a cheeky flick. “Not that I like talking about my brother when I’m laying naked in the middle of the desert…” Emily rolls a hand down her chest and this time it’s my brows doing the flicking. “…but I think we’re forgetting one big problem.” 
I roll to my side and grip the smooth curve of her hip. “Nothing is forgotten, my sweetheart. But tonight, this is about me and you. Nothing more, nothing less.” 
Emily’s eyes brighten and I lean in, kissing her mouth as we spend the rest of the night together, making love beneath the stars. 




CHAPTER ELEVEN

Emily


“Come on,” I say, throwing a leg over the saddle of my favorite horse at Wildheart Ranch. “Let’s just get this over with.”  
Mike gives me the once over, an apprehensive look making his eyes sunken against the paleness of his face. His chest rises, his heavy breaths shaken and trembling as the sun belts down around us.
I see it in his eyes – he’s nervous.
His usual strength and raw masculinity that makes him so damn desirable is nowhere to be found.
“Can’t we just get the work done,” Mike grunts, grabbing the reins of his pure white horse. “Getting the stock fed and watered is more impor-”
“Enough!” I snap, giving my horse the command to make its way out of the barn. “I can see Wyatt at the top of the paddock. You call yourself a cowboy, more like a coward. Time to rip that band aid off, Mike Harrison.” 
I hear the low rumble of a growl as I make my way out into the open space of Wildheart Ranch. The clopping of hooves against the dry ground echoes against the tool shed and I see Cole and Leah unloading another delivery of seedlings. 
“Looking good over there,” I shout out, waving to them both. 
Leah smiles brightly and waves. Cole looks as grumpy as he always does, though, he has seemed brighter lately, perhaps encouraged by working alongside his bubbly fiancé all day. 
I look over my shoulder and Mike has finally mounted his horse despite mumbling curse words under his breath. I lead the way towards the gate that heads towards the back paddock. Mama Harrison is hanging clothes on the line behind the fence that runs along the main house and I hear Samuel moaning about something. As usual. 
“Morning,” I call out, rising on my horse to see Margaret’s tired eyes. “Beautiful day today!” 
She waves and I continue up the path, hopping down to unhook the fence. It creaks and by the time I latch it, Mike has settled his horse down beside mine. 
I smile up to him, stepping across to grip his leg, giving it a firm squeeze. 
“Everything will be ok,” I remind him, seeing the fear in his usually electric blue eyes. “A simple conversation laying it all out so we can stop hiding.” 
Mike huffs a breath, rolling his eyes. I slap his leg and hoist back on the horse beside him. Cole and Leah pass behind us, heading towards the lush green section of the otherwise dry land. I love this part of the day on a ranch, everyone up nice and early getting stuck into the work laid out for the day. 
The heat of the sun is making sweat roll down my back already, so I give Mike the go ahead and he moves ahead of me, trotting up the elevated paddock towards the distant figure that resembles the silhouette of my brother. 
We ride in silence, making our way past the dairy cows and through another fence. A breeze breaks the stifling heat and by the time I’m jumping down from the horse, Wyatt’s eyes have locked on us. 
I can feel the tension. 
Mike steadies his pace, rolling up slowly on horseback. His cheeks are bright red, almost matching the color of his plaid shirt. He’s flushed and he slides his palms down his jeans. 
He’s usually so strong, so determined and unphased by anything, so seeing him like this is a big surprise. This is a man with dread and anxiety cast over his every thought right now. 
I can’t help but smile. 
It’s wrong, but seeing him like this… Obviously having his best friend’s approval means something to him. 
“Just a quick conversation,” I remind Mike, stepping across to guide him down from his horse. 
Wyatt’s hammering a new picket in the fence, the echoes of his strikes rolling back down the hill towards the ranch. From the corner of his eye, he sees my hand glide across Mike’s shoulder, working down to his hand as I offer a tight squeeze, promising without words that everything will be ok.
Wyatt’s nose scrunches and he turns back to the picket. He smacks it. Harder than before. Shit. I approach with caution, my boots crushing the dry grass as my stomach starts to fill with butterflies. 
“Morning,” I say, smiling weakly. 
Wyatt turns and nods his head at me, readjusting his grip on the hammer. He glances over my shoulder and the look in his eyes has me almost reaching for the makeshift weapon. A fury is building in his head, I can see it. I’m standing between two enormous cowboys, both eyeing each other off, nostrils flaring like we’re at some bull bucking rodeo. 
Holy shit. I can see the headlines flashing before my eyes. 
Death by Hammer Throw. 
Rancher’s Gone Wild. 
Hammer Time.  
“Have you finished loading the feed barrels already?” Wyatt grunts, his eyes locked back on the wooden picket. 
Mike adjusts his hat and turns his back, looking back down the valley at the big, red main house of his family ranch.  
“We haven’t started yet,” I offer, moving in closer to my brother.
“Oh,” he grunts.  
Wyatt smacks the picket with a brutal blow, splitting the timber almost directly in half. He mumbles something under his breath and yanks the picket from the ground, casting it aside with a frustrated grunt. It lands some distance away and I can only watch as his shoulders fall, and he swipes an arm across the sweat shining in the sunshine. 
“Wyatt, we-”
“No.” Dark eyes snap to me and my skin scorches. “I don’t want to fucking hear it. As far as I’m concerned, with you two, there is no we. Just leave.”
“Wyatt, it’s just-”
“NO!” Wyatt snaps, his face burning as he stomps across and gets right in my face. “I SAID LEAVE. SO DO AS I DAMN WELL SAY.” 
My heart smacks against my ribs as I puff my chest out, ready to do what I’ve had to do many times in the past few years. I’m not scared of Wyatt. Holding off my brother’s temper isn’t anything new. Ever since he returned from the war a different man, he can’t hold it in. 
I dig my heels in, ready to feel the brunt of his body. He’s bigger than me, and his giant round shoulders storm towards me, a hammer gripped tight in one hand. I’ve been shoved down before. Many times I’ve told myself he doesn’t mean it, he doesn’t mean to explode and go off like this. He’s never truly hurt me. Nothing more than a shove, a frustrated expression of his emotions that in moments like this when his mind becomes hazy and fuzzled, he doesn’t know what to do.
It's all part of his healing. But today, this isn’t about him.
I’m not letting go. 
Not of Mike. Not of my heart. 
As my eyes slam shut, the last thing I see is Wyatt’s nostrils flaring, pure anger written across his face. I brace myself, my hands clenching at my sides as I suck in a hot, muggy breath that expands my lungs, ready for impact. 
“Don’t you fucking talk to her like that!” 
A deep grunting releases the hold I have over my eyes. Mike’s arm drops down over my head, his pure strength pushing my brother back with one forceful shove. Wyatt falls to the ground and Mike stomps over him, his knees crashing into Wyatt’s chest, pinning him in the dirt. 
My stomach lurches with acid that threatens to rise up my throat. Mike’s shoulders are pulled back, a fist held back in the air, ready to pummel into my brother’s face. 
“Mike! No!” I scream, grabbing Mike’s shirt and tugging him. 
It’s no use. He’s too strong. 
“Go on, fucking hit me, Mike!” Wyatt demands, a deepness in his voice that scares the shit out of me. “Do it! What are you waiting for, you pussy!” 
Mike’s hand is shaking as I grab the raised fist. “Don’t you dare!”
Mike looks at me, his lips twitching. Holy shit. His eyes are like slits. A darkness pulled so far back in his head that I barely recognize him. 
“You hit him and that will be the end of us,” I warn, holding his shaking arm steady. Tears start to form but I draw a harsh sniff back and hold it all in by stiffening my lip. “He’s your best friend, Mike. Don’t be so stupid.” 
The sun moves out from behind the lone tree shading the two men held in a crumbled heap of denim jeans, stupid egos and soon-to-be broken bones. Mike looks to Wyatt. He glares back at him. I wait for them to realize just how damn stupid this all is. 
After a few moments that feel like eternity, I see Wyatt’s shield begin to fall. He looks to Mike’s scrunched fist, his mouth trembling. 
“Mike, get off him,” I demand, grabbing the back of his shirt and yanking hard. 
Mike falls to the ground, startling the horses with the weight of his heavy thud. Everyone is lost for breath, and it takes me a moment to gather my thoughts. This is harder than I thought it was going to be, so much for everyone being fucking mature. 
I collapse to the ground. Tired. Exhausted.
“How are we going to get past this?” I say, hurrying through the words as if they taste bitter on my tongue. 
Wyatt scoffs and jerks his head at Mike. “You can stop banging my sister for a start.” 
Mike growls like a savage beast. He makes to jump back on my brother but with a sharp look, I warn him back down. 
“Wyatt, cut it out. This is ridiculous.” 
His head won’t stop shaking. I’ve seen that look in his eyes many times. The darkest days he spent in his bedroom, they always looked the same. 
I look to Mike and he’s shaking his head at me. 
I know what he’s telling me. He thinks he’s right - this is no use. This was all some stupid mistake. We should’ve just kept hiding whatever was happening between us. We’ve hidden this relationship from Wyatt for so long, not wanting to risk this very conversation. This confrontation, as it turns out. 
“After all you’ve been through, Wyatt,” I pant, my chest feeling as if it might explode. “Surely you can see there are more important things in life to worry about.” 
Wyatt shakes his head, his stubborn nature reminding me so much of our father. 
“I’ve never been betrayed like this.” He snaps a guilt-invoking gaze to Mike, then to me. “By both of you.” 
Mike clears his throat to speak up, but I cut across him.
“We didn’t betray you,” I protest. “If anything, Mike’s been the one protecting you. How dare you treat him like this? It’s not even his fault! I’m the one who made the first move. I reeled him in, promising that everything will be ok.” 
Mike’s eyes have dropped to the dusty ground. The sound of a tractor starting down at the hub of the ranch rumbles around us. 
“Mike helped me get through the toughest time of my life,” I continue, locking eyes with Wyatt. I swipe at the single tear that’s escaped, refusing to let any more roll down my cheek. “Without him, there would be no Williams' ranch. There wouldn’t have been a safe space for you to rest. To get better.” I shove a finger across the air, like a forceful arrow that’s cast directly at my brother’s chest. “Without Mike, you wouldn’t be where you are right now.” 
A silence grips the air. A million different thoughts race around in my mind, but when I glance to Mike, somehow everything just disappears. He’s looking at me, his eyes stiff and flushed. But the blue gaze that I’ve grown to love holds me, locking me in, flooding over me with a calming feeling that I so desperately need right now. 
My mind clears and I rise to my feet, making my way across to settle down beside Mike. I lean across, pecking him on the cheek before pulling his gaze to mine. 
“You saved our family in so many ways,” I say, holding his chin between my fingers. “I’ve never said thank you, but from the bottom of my heart, I can’t say how grateful I am for you.” 
Mike dips his face down, presses his lips to mine and kisses me deeply. 
“I love you, Emily.” 
“I love you too, Mike,” I smile, curling my hand around his. “And I know my brother does too. That’s why this whole thing is stupid. Dumb, stupid boys being idiots.” 
Wyatt clears his throat, grabbing both of our attention. “I don’t love him.” 
I pin him with an arched brow. “Oh really?” 
He nods. “Fuck yeah, really. Especially not now.” 
“So tell me Wyatt,” I begin, holding Mike’s hand tighter. “Why are you here?” 
He shrugs, his brows ripping together in a tight knot across his eyes. I watch his mouth open, but no words leave his stiffened lips. 
“Exactly,” I smile. “You woke up this morning, and the first thing you did, was get in that beat up old truck and drive down to Wildheart Ranch. And you wanna know why? Because you care. You care about this ranch. You care about helping the Harrison’s out, just like they did for us. You said it yourself, Wyatt. They deserve our help, after everything they did for us.” 
Wyatt digs in the sand with the stick, a small hole beginning to form. “I guess.” 
I push up on my knees. “I’m not done. You wanna know why you still came this morning? Despite all those reasons I just gave…” He shrugs, but I’m not really waiting for an answer. “It’s because Mike is your best friend. And you’ll do anything for him to be happy.” 
Wyatt’s eyes flick to the top of his head, catching Mike as he shifts uncomfortably beside me. It’s like a western movie, the two cowboys holding their ground, hands clasping to their gun holsters, ready to defend themselves. 
But slowly, the darkness in Wyatt’s eyes fade. Mike’s shoulders loosen as I slide in his arms, allowing him to hold me tight. I feel the rumble of his chest vibrate against me as he clears his throat and opens his mouth for the first time. 
“I love your sister, Wyatt. And I’ll die before I let anything happen to her.” Mike curls his arms tighter around me. “I don’t need your blessing, because even without it, I won’t be able to let her go.”
Wyatt grunts as he unfurls his legs and rises to his feet. The weight in his boots scuffles across the ground as he stomps over and holds his hand out to Mike. 
“I guess I’ll have to be ok with it,” Wyatt says, helping Mike to his feet. They meet eye to eye, each of them barely blinking. “If there is anyone out there who should make my sister happy, I guess there is no better man for the job than my best friend.” 
A warmth speeds across my skin when they throw their arms around each other. I jump on the spot like a little girl, clapping my hands together.
“Aw, you guys…” I clasp a hand over my heart, moving in to join the hug. 
I try to curl my arms around the two beefy cowboys but a large palm meets my shoulder and I’m pushed back. 
“Get away,” Wyatt grunts. “It’s my turn.” 
He chuckles and Mike lets go, stepping back with gleaming eyes that suddenly look so fucking relieved they’re shining. 
“Now, now, you two…” Mike says, playfully grinning. “There is to be no fighting over me.” An arm wraps around me, the other pulling Wyatt in tightly. “There’s enough Mike Harrison to go around.” 
I roll my eyes. “Not likely. You’re mine now.” 
I pull Mike into me, gripping the collar of his shirt so he dips down and meets my lips. Wyatt makes a disgusted, grossed out noise and huffs back with a strop. 
I don’t care. 
I lock my mouth on Mike’s, sealing our new relationship, a relationship that I no longer have to hide, a relationship I will no longer feel guilty about, a relationship I can finally, finally enjoy, with a deep, heated kiss. 
This is the level at which I will continue to love this man. Right here, with the height of this kiss.




CHAPTER TWELVE

Mike


I pluck my hat from my head, observing the trot of my herd as they dance happily across the paddock. Across the fence, I see Leah lop a heap of freshly cut greens, casting them over the rail to feed my hungry girls.  
She waves to me and Wyatt as we enjoy the sweet afternoon breeze floating across the ranch. I tilt the beer in my hand and swallow a refreshingly cool gulp. 
“Well, I have to give it to you, partner,” I say, nudging Wyatt’s shoulder with my knuckles. “The girls have never looked better. Grampa Sam hasn’t stopped raving above the rich, fullness of the cream Mama is lumping on the citrus tart every night.” 
Wyatt chuckles. “It’ll only get better. The heifers back home are fattening up beautifully. I’m off to auction tomorrow, me and Em are hoping to set a new Williams' ranch record.” 
“I have no doubt you’ll get a good price,” I say.
We turn around at the sound of scratching in the dirt. My heart skips a beat when I see the bright smile of Emily looking back at me. She has her hair pulled back in a high ponytail, her lips spread so wide on her face I could melt. 
“Hey there,” I say, stepping over. I slide a hand around her waist and press a kiss to her cheek. “Did you find Mama?” 
Emily nods, her lips pressed together in a tiny smile that somehow forms the perfect heart shape. Goddamn, she’s so beautiful. 
“Yeah, she helped me with something,” Emily says, glancing towards the beer in Wyatt’s hand. “How did you boys go today? All done I take it?” 
Wyatt winks and twists his head. “I think these cowboys will be alright without us now. Your boyfriend knows what he’s doing.” 
Emily looks to me. “Is that right?” 
“Apparently. It’s not me I’m worried about, though.” I take a sip and pull Emily into my arms. “That guy from the rodeo has really got under Zachary’s skin. It’s all he’s talking about, that Gary fella and the woman he was with.”
“Oh really? I hope he’s not going to start getting into trouble again,” Emily says, concern pulling her eyes. 
“He’s just come right,” Wyatt adds, leaning back and pulling a mouthful from his beer. “I know what it’s like to be on the long road of recovery. Zach’s a good kid, he’ll be ok with a tight-knit family like yours, my man.’ 
I shake my head, wishing I had the same confidence. “It’s different this time.” 
“It’s the girl, isn’t it?” Emily chimes, her brown eyes narrowing. 
I lean down and press a kiss to her forehead. “Isn’t trouble always over a girl?” 
We giggle and glance at Wyatt. He just rolls his eyes and turns away from us. 
Emily laughs and spins in my arms. Grabbing a handful of her curves, I pick her up, allowing her to wrap her legs around my waist. I kiss her mouth, working a quick swish of my tongue against hers, topping up my hourly dose of Emily. Pure heaven. 
I slide Emily down my front, and she settles in my arms. We stand there, our hearts beating as one. She fits in my arms so perfectly, like she’s custom made just for me. 
And you know what… Maybe she is. 
I can never get enough of this woman. Whenever she’s near, I need her. I need to touch her. Hold her. Feel her. Love her. Everything is finally out in the open, but if you asked me a week ago, at the top of the hill overlooking Wildheart Ranch as my fist shook in Wyatt’s face, rage simmering through every vein in my body, would I be standing here alongside her brother, happily in love and all getting along? 
Hell fucking no. 
Falling in love with your best friend’s sister is like stumbling across a secret, bountiful garden. Filled with beautiful flowers and greenery. The mystery and wonderment keeps you on a winding path, every step an unknown abundance of emotions and obstacles until one day, it all explodes right under your feet. 
“Wildheart Ranch is looking good,” Wyatt says, stepping closer to slap me on the shoulder. “Keep at it and you’ll be thriving just like the good ol’ days.” 
I grin, my chest bursting as Wyatt makes his way to his truck and starts the engine. 
“Thanks, man.” 
Wyatt slams the door shut, waves to Emily and rolls off down the dusty driveway. I stand and watch, holding Emily in my arms until he reaches the gate. 
“So if you’re still standing here, does that mean I get you all to myself again tonight?” I say, my lips softly touching Emily’s ear. 
She wriggles her ass back against my crotch. “Why would I ever want to leave Wildheart Ranch? The way you Harrison’s treat your guests is incredible. Trust me, I’ve heard Leah and Cole in the guest bedroom every night this week.” Her eyes grow wide and she gives me a mischievous look. “Either she agrees with him a lot, or all you Harrison brothers are good lovers.”  
She reaches around and gives my cock a squeeze through my jeans. 
“That’s why you’re never going to leave.” 
I growl in her ear and press my weight into her shoulders, making her legs carry us towards the front porch. I can’t keep my hands off her, the way her plump ass moves in front of me has me groping her as I open the front door. I squeeze and slap her butt, hustling her through the house as we laugh loudly, ignoring the taunts of Ethan and Lucas from the sofa. 
At the top of the stairs, Emily spins and looks me in the eye. “I’ve got something to show you.” 
I lift my chin and look her up and down. “You certainly do, ma’am.” 
She laughs and rolls her eyes. Goddamn, I love it when she does that.  “Not that. That can wait for the moment.” 
A bright twinkle shines in her eyes. She grabs my hand and races up the hallway, stepping into my bedroom and working over a pile of clothes to stand in front of the drawers at the side of my bed.
I frown at the cheerful bounce she’s got going on right now. “What are you doing?” 
“Open the drawer,” Emily says, eyeing the old mahogany drawers. 
I grab the handle and the drawer rubs against the wood, a squeaky noise painful in my ears. I’m frowning but when I see what’s inside, something in my belly explodes. 
“Are-” I hold a fist to my mouth. “Are they your sexy black panties?” 
“Sure are,” Emily beams. 
I pick them up and another pair of panties is beneath them. My other favorite pair, the bright red ones. I pull them out, casting them over my shoulder when I see more panties. I slide the drawer all the way out and there are some socks and stockings in there too. 
‘Is this all your sexy lingerie or something?” I ask, the hairs on my arm rising at the thought of seeing her soft body in all these barely-there undergarments. “Wait, what’s this?” 
My hand reaches the back of the drawer and I grab something round and soft. I pluck it out and feel a twitch of excitement that I can’t contain. Excitement washes over me, my cheeks burning a red-hot heat. 
Emily shrieks, bouncing on the spot, staring down at the pink vibrator resting in my hand.
“Mama Harrison said I can stay here as long as I want,” Emily says, her voice beaming. “So, I figured I should claim a drawer. I brought along my favorite toys just like you used to when you had sleepovers with Wyatt. What do you think?” 
I scrunch the vibrator in my hand, my cock starting to swirl in my pants. “Baby, I like your toys so much better than the stupid superheroes Wyatt used to play with. There’s just one problem…”
“Oh yeah? What’s that?”
“You might have to show me how to play with this one…” 
Emily steps in, her eyes dropping to the openness of my shirt. Her fingers dig around, unbuttoning the top few buttons before something catches both of our attention. 
“Knock, knock,” a voice says at the door. 
I can’t hide the vibrator quick enough. “Shit. Mama, hey…” I see Emily kicking the panties under the bed. “Wh-what are you doing?” 
Mama smiles at us, her hands wiping against a blue tea towel. She has a mischievous look in her eyes, a slight raising of her eyebrows that tells me she’s completely aware of what is happening. 
Damn moms, they always know everything. 
“I’ve just come up to see if Emily told you the good news,” Mama says, throwing the tea towel over her shoulder.  
I glance to Emily, shaking my head. “Uh, ah… I don’t think so?” 
Emily rolls her eyes. She really needs to stop that, or else I’ll be the one using the vibrator on her.
“I’ve just showed him the drawer, Mama,” Emily chimes, smiling across the room. “He’s still in shock, I think.” 
Mama’s eyes soften and she nods. “The men of the house might be hard working, but that doesn’t mean they catch on quick, my dear.” Mama winks at Emily and they share a laugh. At my expense, apparently. “It’s good to finally have some girls in the house.” Mama glances to me and holds a stern look that stiffens her lips. “So make sure we keep them satisfied, won’t we, Mikey?” 
Mama winks at me, then to Emily and disappears back down the hallway. 
Emily turns and looks at me. “Now, where were we?” 
“Well, you were about to show me how you use this,” I swallow, my jaw still agape. “But then I swear I just heard that my mother helped you set up a drawer with all your sexy outfits. And this.”
I pull the vibrator from behind my back.
Emily snatches it and jumps on the bed, pulling her shirt so it snaps open to reveal a teal-colored bra. 
“Someone had to throw away your old undies, plus, she’s just offering some encouragement,” she shrugs, parting her legs and running the vibrator on the outside of her jeans. “You know she’s desperate for grandchildren, right?” 
I grunt something. I’m not completely sure what it is. 
All I know is that I need to get those jeans off Emily as quickly as possible. 
“Show me how you use that thing,” I groan, yanking the jeans off.
Emily laughs and kicks them to the floor, quickly moving to the headboard of the bed and locking my eyes in hers. 
“I love you, my love,” Emily says. 
“I love you too, Emily.” I position myself at the foot of the bed, kneeling on the floor and getting set for the show ahead. “Right. Now go ahead and start. I’m not promising I won’t get jealous though.” 
Emily blows out her cheeks and twists the top of the device until it starts buzzing. I can’t stop myself from reaching inside my jeans, gripping myself and squeezing with a firm fist. I watch Emily’s eyes roll back the moment she pulls her panties to the side and the hot pink tip touches her clit.
“That’s it, baby,” I grunt.
A warm feeling takes over and before I realize what I’m watching, all I can feel is the beating of my heart as I stare into her eyes, knowing this, right here, is true happiness.





EPILOGUE

Emily













SIX MONTHS LATER



Mama Harrison claps her hands over her mouth, tears welling in her eyes. Leah smiles alongside me, her long white wedding gown sparkling in the light of the room as she grabs the hand offered by Mama. 
“My girls,” she says softly, stepping across to take my hand as well as Leah’s. “It took me thirty years to finally get my wish. A female at the ranch that doesn’t have four legs… That’s all I ever wanted.” 
“To be fair, put us together and we’d have four legs,” Leah grins. “But I understand. And today, it seems you’re getting two for the price of one.” 
“Yeah,” I laugh, squeezing her hand. “Bet you never thought your two eldest boys would marry on the same day.” 
Mama shakes her head, the gray in her hair looking more youthful today. Perhaps it’s just the pure elation in her eyes. The happiness of seeing her boys finally find their one true love, both of them marrying on the same day.
“If you saw the way those two fought when they were younger, you’d realize just how much of a miracle this day truly is,” Mama says jokingly. 
We all chuckle, sharing adoring looks that make it seem like we’ve known each other all our lives. Mama runs a hand down my dress and gleams into my eyes, giving me a look that makes me feel like she could be my own mother.
She touches the silky soft white fabric gathering at my waist, leaving a long train at the back. Leah grins and touches my shoulder. I tell her she looks beautiful, and her mouth moves with the same comment as mine at exactly the same time.
We’re both so freaking nervous we try to laugh the feeling away with edgy giggling. 
I glance to the gold clock on the dresser in Mama’s bedroom. 
“It’s time,” I say, the butterflies in my belly flapping wildly. “Mama, are you ready?” 
She dabs a tissue at her eyes and sucks in a deep breath, nodding. The deep navy blue of her sundress sways as she opens the bedroom door, and we move down the stairs. Leah leads the way to the porch and I’m just fighting to keep control over the sweat pouring down my back. 
“Fuck,” I huff, causing Mama to turn around with panic in her eyes. “Could it be any hotter?” 
Mama shakes her head. “Don’t worry about that, dear. Come on, you’ve got a husband waiting for you.” 
It’s the perfect day on Wildheart Ranch. As always, a gentle breeze cools the stale afternoon air and as we make our way past the growing number of guest vehicles lining the driveway. I notice the shadows of the apple orchard are exactly how Mike said they would be, providing enough shade from the sweltering heat.
There’s no doubt about him.
Mike is the man for me. My one and only. The day he took my heart I knew I would never be the same, but I never imagined this. Walking along the green grass of Wildheart Ranch, where everything is changing for the better, life is returning to normal and the smiles are creeping back onto the faces of the grumpy men who work so hard each and every day. 
I was only young when Mike melted my heart. Watching him with my brother was like torture, sitting and waiting for the forbidden fruit that I would never get to taste. 
Until the day he showed who he truly is. 
Leah waits for me, her hands gathering her dress as she smiles. Mama stumbles over the bumpy patches of grass shooting up from the damp earth, but she meets Leah and hooks an arm through hers, holding her balance as they wait for me at the end of the aisle.
Music starts to play somewhere in the distance.
This is it. I’m getting married.  
I look beyond them, my heart jumping. 
Bunches of white roses stand out amongst the lush greenery of the apple trees. A long roll of white carpet is settled over the ground, leading the way to what should be a group of very handsome men, all dressed in denim jeans and black button-down shirts. 
Where are they?
Mike should be standing at the front, eyeing me up and down, astonished at how damn beautiful I look. That’s how this all works right? But the only one standing in front of the white curtain set up as the backdrop of the alter, is Wyatt. 
Even Cole has disappeared. This is his wedding day, too.
I search the orchard, trying to find Mike. I’ve been so excited to see how handsome he is in his wedding ‘suit’. He hasn’t let me plan anything that he is wearing, just like I haven’t allowed a single word on my dress. 
Not that it would matter what I wanted him to wear anyway… You try telling a cowboy that he needs to wear a suit to a wedding. Apparently ripped, worn out old jeans are appropriate attire for all occasions.
I rise on my heels, unable to see Mike, instead catching Wyatt’s eyes as he beams back at me. His brows flick up at me, an oddly mischievous grin appearing on his lips. 
A few dozen people are all standing at the edge of the makeshift aisle, cowboy hats held over the broad chests of every burly man in attendance. The music gets louder and I loop an arm through Leah’s, meeting her at the base of the carpet. I recognize some of the guests as we wait for the signal. 
I steady my nerves.
Drawing in long, deep breaths, I acknowledge my guests who are all holding their girlfriends, wives or partners. I squeeze a nervous smile, my skin pricking at their gorgeous floral dresses that sway in the wind. 
But where the hell is Mike? 
“Are you ready?” Mama whispers, giving us the once over with that motherly look in her eyes. 
Why isn’t she worried that her sons aren’t waiting at the alter?
Leah and I both shake our heads. “We’re ready. But where the hell is-”
The moment the words leave my mouth, a ripping sound cuts the gentle, romantic music. An explosive sounding thunder rattles the ground. The branches of the trees shading the aisle shake and rustle from the volume blaring from the speakers. 
I glance up. 
The sky is blue, but another roll of thunder belts out.  
Then I hear cheering.
And clapping. 
Some of the cowboys are holding their fingers in their mouths, whistling, as I seek out the source of their excitement. 
The guests start clapping and the unmistakable beat to Queen’s ‘We Will Rock You’ starts playing. Leah’s not the only one frowning. I feel the nerves in my stomach disappear, but they’re replaced by confusion. The look on my face must match the deep scowl of Samuel Harrison who’s standing in the front row of the guests, scowling furiously.   
Suddenly, Wyatt waves to us and races behind the curtain. The guests are clapping to the beat, smiling faces jubilant and exhilarated. 
Then I see Ethan and Lucas race around from behind the curtain. They’re not on their feet though. No, Lucas is standing on the back of a four-wheeler that’s spraying dirt from the wheels. They race around, skidding and doing wheelies until Ethan twists the quadbike to a stop to the side of the alter. 
A few revs of the engine and they hop off and take a bow, quickly taking their place where I expected them to be when I left the house.  
The music cranks louder. Holy fuck.
From behind me, a galloping horse speeds around the perimeter of the orchard. A well-dressed man dashes across the land, pulling the reins on the horse until it stops beside the abandoned quadbike.
Zachary jumps down from the saddle and brushes down his front, smiling to the amused guests. 
“Zachary Harrison! You little shit!” Mama shouts, shaking her fist. “I’ve been looking for him all morning.” 
Zachary smashes his hands together, lapping up the attention. He races up the aisle to complete the high fives on offer from the guests before running up to Mama, kissing her on the cheek and removing his black cowboy hat.
“Sorry, Mama,” he rushes out, his cheeks flushed. “I’ll explain another day. It’s a long story, but I’ve been training all day.” 
“Really, boy?” Mama hisses, her eyes wild as she hushes every harsh word. “And that’s why you have lipstick on your neck, is it?” 
Zachary glances to me and Leah, winks and dashes up the aisle. He plays to the guests, lifting his hands to lead the pounding beat echoing around the orchard. 
I’m not sure if this is all just a dream. 
“What the hell is going on?” Leah whispers in my ear. 
I shrug my shoulders, watching the white curtain ruffle as my brother appears from behind it. Wyatt was here moments ago, the only man in the place where he was supposed to be. All dressed in a fancy black shirt and jeans. His hair looked on point and he was ready for the ceremony. 
I didn’t imagine all that, right?
“What the…” I mutter, blinking down the aisle. 
I can’t believe my eyes.
Now Wyatt is wearing a dress… what the fuck is going on?
His hair is combed back, slick and wet. I’m pretty sure I see earrings hanging from his lobes. He moves one leg in front of the other, prancing towards the brother’s who are all standing with serious expressions on their face, looking like this is all business as normal. 
“Is he wearing-” Leah gawks, her head arching forward. 
“A bridesmaid dress, yes,” I mutter, shaking my head. 
Wyatt playfully curtsies to the guests as he takes his place opposite the Harrison brothers. My throat feels like it might close over right now. He glances to me, a wink hitting me right in the chest as he settles to one side. 
“Shit… I get it now,” I whisper, feeling Mama’s eyes burning into my cheek. “We joked about this… He’s my Maid of Honor.” 
A tear rolls down my cheek as my brother and me share a distant loving gaze that makes my chest bounce with pride. I swipe at the tear, but there’s no time for sentiment because the curtain is ripped from the arch.
The guitar solo hits the speakers and my hand flies to my mouth, swallowing my breath. 
“Mike!” I shout.
“Cole!” Leah gasps beside me. 
I can’t look away. My fiancé is standing with an electric guitar strapped around his shoulders, his fingers working their way with each perfect note matching the music belting out. Cole is beside him, a matching guitar around his neck, his fingers dancing up the fretboard, doing exactly the same thing. 
Leah runs forward, her dress dragging.
“Wait!” Mama calls out. “You can’t go until they say you can!” 
I laugh, catching Mike’s eyes as the music fades out and the guests steady the beat with gentle clapping settling down. Leah meets Cole and she’s swaying in his arms already. 
This wedding is a chaotic mess. 
But what else would you expect from these boys. The Harrison family is like no other. They will always do it their way, whether the struggle is real or of their own doing. 
Slowly, I make my way down the aisle and Mike meets me with a broad smile. 
“What a show,” I grin, holding his warm hands. 
“Surprise,” Mike snorts, guiding me to stand beside Leah. “I told you. There are lots of things you don’t know about me yet.”
“I guess so,” I admit, letting him hold me against his chest. 
He chuckles and takes a step back. “Now, let’s make you my wife.” 
The rest of the night goes exactly how I had planned. I stand in front of my friends and my new family, hand in hand with the man I no longer have to hide from the world. From my brother. Or should I say Maid of Honor?
Wyatt stays in the dress all night, smiling, dancing and having the best time at his sister’s wedding. The night goes too quickly, just like our parents said it would. It’s not until I pile into the truck as the sun sets in the sky, that I see Wyatt and Mike share an embrace like I’ve never seen them share before. 
My heart is full. My life complete.
Our love is too deep to bury. And now, not only do I have the best husband in the world, my brother has one hell of a brother in law.  
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