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​Chapter One
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Dalton was damaged goods.

He’d been broken down and built up again, only to have the world crumble around his feet. Defeated, those ruins of his life had been ignored because he had felt no desire to deal with them. In salvation mode, he’d shut himself away from everything.

A loner and resident bad boy, Dalton Shaw sought solace in no one.

The wind howled as his bike sped down the road to his shop, his carefree attitude evident in his driving. He pushed the bike well over the posted speed limit. This late at night, there weren’t many schoolchildren to watch out for.

It had been an interesting evening. A local graphics designer he’d hired to redesign the logo for his bike shop missed the appointment. Things came up, he understood that. But he also appreciated the value of someone’s word. If someone said they’d be somewhere at a certain time, in Dalton’s eyes, they showed up.

He’d waited around for two hours, far longer than decorum dictated, and had given up around nine-thirty when his stomach started to protest. Luckily Sally, the sweet elderly waitress at the diner in town, saw herself as a mother figure. She never let him go hungry, no matter the hour. After a hard day of work finishing off the bike he’d spent the past month restoring, it had been a nice break to sit and chat with her.

The late hour comforted him, as he always flourished in the dark, but now he was growing tired and the road blurred in front of his eyes. He shifted gears and noticed the flashing lights bouncing off the trees around him.

A quick glimpse in the side mirror confirmed his suspicions. “Shit.”

Annoyed, he pulled his motorcycle to the shoulder and pushed his foot down on the kickstand to balance the massive bike under him.

Dalton tapped out an uneven rhythm of impatience with his fingers against the gas tank as he waited. He was no stranger to the law in this town, mostly because he spent enough time doing what he could to skirt it. His actions never bothered anyone and no one seemed to take issue if he chose to gamble with his life.

Well, except one person.

The brittle crunch of rocks underfoot caused Dalton to turn to the officer as he approached.

Sheriff Kincade Roberts hooked his thumbs over a large metal belt buckle as he rested his weight on his back foot. Dalton nearly snorted at the posturing. “Is there a problem, Sheriff?”

“You do know Virginia has a helmet law, Mr. Shaw.”

Dalton couldn’t hold back and snorted at the tone of the sheriff’s voice. “Yeah. Obviously you see how much I care. It’s the middle of the night. Not as if there’s a highway full of cars around that I have to worry about.”

The tall man slid off his hat and brushed a hand over his short reddish- brown hair. “Laws don’t care about the time of day.”

Dalton reached forward and clamped his hand over the handlebar despite the fact it earned him a stern look. “Christ, Roberts, give it a fucking rest. Give me the ticket, go home and take that stick out of your ass.”

Cade shifted again, his posture reflective of the attitude change in his suspect. “Do we have a problem here, Mr. Shaw?”

“Yeah, we do. I’m being stopped by some prick with a badge who thinks he can throw his weight around because he’s on the other side of the law. That new power of yours has gone to your head.”

“If that’s how you feel about it, shall we take this downtown?”

“There is no downtown in this God-forsaken place. Blow the attitude out of your ass.” The motorcycle came to life under Dalton as he pulled away in a spray of rocks. He sped through the gears without care for the damage incurred on the engine. It could be fixed later. Right now, he was too annoyed to care and wanted to put distance between him and the town law.

He wasn’t surprised to see flashing lights behind him as he accelerated. If the new sheriff wanted a high-speed chase, he’d get one. The bike vibrated, the engine purring fast and smooth as it sped down the narrow country road. He shifted gears and the bike roared under him as it leapt forward. Without a helmet, the wind whipped around him and stung his eyes so they watered.

This freedom was his element.

The engine cut off completely when he thumbed the choke and let the speed he’d gathered carry the bike directly into the bay of his shop, Iron Cruisers. As the sheriff pulled into the dirt lot, Dalton smirked and tapped the control to slowly lower the heavy bay door.

The last thing he saw was Cade’s narrowed green eyes. Dalton nearly flipped the sheriff off, but that would be pushing it a little too far and he was already walking a very fine line. While he enjoyed pushing the limits of the law, even he knew there was a line you just didn’t cross.

As he swung his leg to dismount the bike, the side door burst open and the sheriff barreled through. The look on his face was priceless. Dalton grinned in satisfaction.

“You have a real attitude problem, Shaw.” The soft, lazy drawl of the South did nothing to smooth out the rigid authority of the sheriff’s voice.

Dalton shrugged and stood, easily towering several inches over the man in front of him. Cade was tall but lean and almost lanky in contrast to Dalton’s bulk. “Of course I do. Remember, I live just to piss people off. Think I’ve just raised the bar for next time though.”

“Fine, you’re under arrest for reckless driving and willful endangerment.”

The sheriff stepped forward, clamped his hand around Dalton’s biceps and pulled hard to throw him off balance. Dalton anticipated the move, however, and compensated to flip their positions. Cade stumbled, hitting the bike hard enough to give a grunt of protest.

Dalton moved before the sheriff could stand upright and pushed his body firmly against the hunched man. “So, Sheriff, it seems as if you’re proficient in issuing orders. But I wonder how versed are you in taking them.” He worked his hand between the man and the bike so he could flip the buttons open on the crisply pressed shirt. Cade’s breath hitched as Dalton stripped the fabric back. He let the material gather at the elbows and brought the two halves together to trap Cade’s arms behind him.

The sight of all those straining muscles made Dalton want to lean forward and slide his tongue over the surface of that rock-hard skin. He refrained, but leaned in closer and savored the feel of the man’s firm back against his chest. Drank in the sweet cedarwood scent of his aftershave.

“I’ve never had a sheriff before.”

“So you just want to add me to your count. Put another notch on that belt.” There was tension in those words and Dalton’s body sang in response.

“You know very well I don’t use a belt. My hand works just fine.” That same hand glided over the fabric covering Cade’s ass. “When I open tomorrow, what do you think my customers will wonder when they arrive and smell the scent of your come all over my workbench? I personally like the idea. It would remind me how much the new sheriff couldn’t control himself with a suspect. It may even give me more ideas about finding out just how much that particular sheriff can take. I haven’t put my skills to use in quite some time. I think I’d like to see if I’m still as proficient as I once was.”

Cade’s voice rumbled when Dalton pushed at the front of his pants, forcing his hand all the way down to the base of the man’s cock. Dalton squeezed tightly, perhaps more tightly than the situation called for. He gloated at the feel of the rock-hard state of the sheriff’s erection. Normally Dalton liked to work for it a little more, but tonight was special.

“Fuck.” Cade let out a shaky breath indicative of something other than discomfort. 

“Later.” Dalton moved his hand and proceeded to cross the line to show Cade this was no longer just an amusing game. “Right now, you’re going to put that mouth of yours to better use. On your knees.”

He flipped their positions and leaned against his bike as he waited for Cade to comply. When Cade continued to stand there, Dalton decided he needed some incentive and used his free hand to strip open his jeans. Cade’s eyes burned with need as Dalton lifted the hard length of himself free. 

That heat poured into Dalton, causing a slow burn at the base of his spine that reflected the need to come. But not yet, it was too soon. They were celebrating Cade’s recent election to sheriff and Dalton wasn’t about to blow it all in a few seconds like some hormonal teenager experimenting in his parents’ basement.

“On your knees,” Dalton repeated again, using more force.

Cade sank to the floor, leaning forward as he followed the command. The flat of his tongue slid across the crown of Dalton’s cock and the sheriff clearly crossed a few lines of his own.

* * * * *
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Erin Corvus sighed as she worked through the gears on her aging sports car. She didn’t expect Dalton would still be at the shop, but she’d feel better if she dropped off the sketches she’d put together. That way they would be there waiting for him when he arrived the next morning.

She shifted again to navigate a tight turn and thought about how Collington Creek was a virtual ghost town this late at night. The small town was situated an hour north of Atlanta, Georgia. With a population of less than seven thousand residents, it wasn’t the sort of place locals had to worry about traffic jams. Of course, most of the town’s population was tucked away in their beds watching late-night talk shows while she sped toward the Iron Cruisers shop.

They were the smart ones.

Long hours were part of the job. Blackbird Design, her graphic-design company, was her livelihood and she had to do everything in her power to ensure its success. Even if that achievement meant she had to work into the wee hours of the morning to finish a job. Her business was only as good as the hours she put in.

She meant to be at the appointment hours ago. Her need for perfection with one of her designs caused her, yet again, to ensure everything was just as it should be.

The motorcycle shop came into view faster than anticipated and she parked in the empty slot next to the sheriff’s vehicle in front of the bay door. Odd for a motorcycle shop to repair a car, but many residents of the town seemed to multitask when it came time to help each other out.

She’d even done some web designs for a local business or two in order to make money on the side. Maybe Mr. Shaw worked out a deal with the town government and he did all the repairs on city vehicles. Of course, the new sheriff had already made a name for himself with his unconventional ways to save the town money, so it wasn’t completely out of the question.

Now that would be a sweet contract to land, she thought as she shut the car door. She’d love to have a shot at redesigning the town seal in an effort to reflect the history of the area and draw in even more tourists. But if she continued to miss important client appointments, she’d be lucky to design a logo for the historic stockade in the town square.

The shop was simple, as were most things in town, and nondescript with its faded wood siding. Small with only one bay instead of the row of work areas like the shops she was used to back home in Texas, the building before her screamed rural living. An assortment of aging tin signs, which added to the antique air of the business, hung in various locations on the front of the property.

In fact the owner, Dalton Shaw, specialized in restoring late-model motorcycles. It had been one of the things he’d insisted on when they’d spoken on the phone. Somewhere in her design there needed to be an antique bike. She’d done just as he requested, several times over, and hoped he liked the designs she’d come up with.

As she started to set the large black leather case used to transport sketches in front of the shop’s door, she spotted a gap. That trusting nature of locals to unlock doors and even leave keys in ignitions had taken her a bit to get used to. Back in Austin, any property left sitting around unguarded asked to be stolen.

Curious, she pushed open the heavy entrance door. “Hello? Is anyone here?”

Her question was met with silence. Not that she really expected anyone to answer her at this time of night. But this was the only address she had for him, and she wanted to be sure he had something to look at when she called tomorrow morning to apologize.

However, that curiosity earned her more than she bargained for.

Her eyes went wide in surprise as she stepped closer and saw someone leaning against the motorcycle in the center of the shop floor. The friendly greeting died in her throat as she realized that someone wasn’t alone. The light in the bay was low, but it was enough for her to make out two figures.

A late-night lovers’ rendezvous.

Now she understood why the sheriff’s car was parked outside. He was on his knees in front of the man. If that wasn’t enough indication of the man’s identity, she also recognized the tan uniform shirt stripped back to his elbows. He also still wore the matching dark brown pants and spit-shine chloroform shoes.

Someone had been in a hurry.

Her breath quickened as she watched the officer swallow the entire length of the man’s cock with ease. Even at this distance she recognized the standing man as the owner of the bike shop. The very same man she was supposed to have met with hours ago gave a deep groan of satisfaction as the sheriff used his mouth.

Dalton’s jeans were bunched around his calves and his head was thrown back. That chiseled face of his reflected sheer ecstasy. His lips were slightly parted and quiet sighs escaped as his lover’s mouth moved against his hard flesh.

The scent of their arousal hit her hard and made body parts come alive in response. Her breathing quickened and her pussy tightened with desire. Even as she reacted to the sight of the two men before her, the stillness of the late September air allowed her to hear every movement, every brush of skin. It heightened the tightness building low in her gut.

Spying like this was wrong on so many levels. It was rude and intrusive. Not because two men partook in such an intimate act. No, that didn’t bother her in the least. She’d been reared by parents who ensured she understood love came in all forms. She certainly didn’t take issue at the image the men made as they engaged in oral sex.

She should have turned around and left as soon as she sighted the men coupling, but she couldn’t help staring because it was so blistering hot. Both men were so lost in each other it was impossible not to be enthralled. It didn’t hurt that both men appeared to be in prime shape and took care of themselves.

A low moan resonated through the room as Cade engulfed Dalton completely again. From this vantage point, she watched Cade’s body tighten and bunch so the muscles rippled under the surface of gorgeously tanned skin. They both moved so easily together and the sight was certainly something to be admired.

Cade pulled back slowly, sucking in his cheeks, and Dalton hissed out in response as he threaded his fingers through Cade’s hair. His arms flexed a little as he tilted his hips up to push Cade’s mouth down. Her own mouth dropped open in surprise when Cade swallowed every luscious inch of that thick cock so easily.

Right at this moment, it was obvious who controlled everything between these two men. She didn’t need to be well versed in the world of dominance and submission to know Cade had surrendered completely to Dalton’s possessive hold. The total command the man exuded was too powerful not to understand. Even she wanted to be on her knees before him, arms bound behind her as she followed orders. She had never had any hands-on experience with bondage, but the picture Cade made with his arms tightly bound behind him while he attended Dalton hit all the right places inside her.

“Where did you learn that?” Dalton’s voice sounded strained and pulled her attention back to the two men. He held Cade’s face between his large hands, the kneeling man’s mouth inches away from the cock he’d just worshipped.

“I had a good teacher.” Cade drew his tongue over the tip, gathering up the pearlescent drops of come that had started to gather. His mouth closed over just the head and he sucked a few times before letting go. “One who taught me that you like it rough.” Lips pulled back, exposing teeth, and Erin watched with rapt attention as Cade dragged his teeth over rock-hard skin when he engulfed Dalton completely once more.

This caused Dalton to throw his head back again and buck his hips as he started thrusting into the man’s mouth. The sheriff took the movement as easily as before and even seemed fueled by the roughness.

Riveted by their passion, she discovered their need for each other had seeped into her body. She drank it in, found herself wondering what it would be like to be in Cade’s place. To have Dalton’s cock in her mouth, his seed spilling on her tongue while Cade buried his face in her core.

“Stop.”

The command from Dalton cleared her focus again and she noticed the control he held over himself as his eyebrows drew together.

Cade shook his head as he eased back, taking his time to remove his mouth from his lover. “I’ve waited all fucking week for a taste of you. Let me have this. Please.”

At the utter desperation saturating the last word, Erin licked her lips and shifted her legs, pulling at the collar of her shirt when her rapidly rising body heat flushed her skin.

“I’m going to be buried in your ass when I blow, not your mouth.” The atmosphere of the room snapped and pulsed as the air became saturated with aggression. Their earlier ease vanished.

There was a blur of movement as Dalton pushed away from the motorcycle and made the sheriff stand with him. Lips met, and the harshness of the kiss made Erin reach out for the wall in order to steady herself. Her knees felt weak from the raw sexuality that rippled through the room before it slammed into her full force.

Now that she had an unencumbered view, Erin saw Dalton was a beast of a man. Easily over six feet, he was built and stacked in all the right places. With his thick mane of shoulder-length black hair, he was probably the finest example of the male species she’d ever seen. He obviously had no issue with standing in the center of his shop stark naked. His rigid cock stood hard and high, straining toward the man pressed against him.

The sheriff was gorgeous to look at in his own right. Just as tall as Dalton, his muscles were long and lean. Considering the fact he was the law of the town, he probably kept himself in shape for the rare occasion he’d have to chase down a suspect on foot.

Dalton tore his mouth away. “Present yourself for me and show me why I should reward you.”

Cade turned and bent over the leather seat of the bike, arms still bound tightly behind him. Shoulder muscles flexed forcefully against the material, but she saw it wasn’t because he wanted to get away. He pushed his hips back in presentation to the man behind him.

He’d offered himself without reservation.

They were too familiar with one other and seemed to know each other’s bodies too intimately for this to be a first-time encounter.

Erin watched as Dalton stepped away and pulled open a drawer on his work bench. He fumbled one-handed for something as his eyes never left Cade’s bent form. His expression changed as he found what he sought and pulled out a foil packet and a white tube.

Dalton stepped back to Cade and in a few proficient movements he’d sheathed himself with the thin casing of the condom. Her mouth went dry as he worked some of the clear liquid over his own cock in preparation and then slid his other hand over the roundness of the other man’s ass. The sheriff gave a muttered groan when those fingers dipped between those perfectly formed muscles and Erin felt the raw sexuality of it arrow straight to her pussy.

From this angle, she couldn’t see exactly what was going on, but she didn’t have to in order to know the basic mechanics. Fucking was fucking, and these two men seemed to excel at it. Never before had she had this fierce of a reaction to anyone. Of course it wasn’t as if she frequently walked in on two men engaged in a sexual encounter before either.

She watched as Dalton worked in and out slowly, taking his time until he had buried himself completely inside the other man. She bit her lip in anticipation as the tall man took his time, his movements exact as he drew them out. Fabric still strained to near the breaking point and the sheriff’s knuckles had started to turn white from the tension.

“Untie me, God damn it. I need my hands.” His voice was a low growl, each word bit off to show his frustration. She admired the man’s control even as she willed Dalton to give in simply so she could watch.

The strained sound didn’t seem to sway Dalton. “Since when do you get to issue the orders?”

There was a sharp snort of amusement. “Since I can throw your ass in jail for assaulting an officer.”

“Just my ass? Then you’ll miss your favorite part.”

“Your ass,” the man paused to release a long and quiet moan when Dalton thrust forward, “is certainly spectacular, but it’s not my favorite part.”

“Then what is?” Dalton moved as he asked the question and Cade let out a string of obscenities that made her eyes go wide. A smug smile of satisfaction grew on Dalton’s lips. “I see. I have my favorite parts of you too.”

Dalton thrust forward again, which caused the man beneath him to rear up. The binding on his arms still seemed to frustrate him because it wouldn’t let him push completely against the man who rode him.

“Untie my fucking hands,” Cade said around clenched teeth. His erection strained away from his body as he sought relief by any means necessary.

A deep laugh resonated through the shop and Dalton didn’t comply with the order. Erin guessed he actually enjoyed the cop’s struggles based on his lazy movements. Almost as if he used the motions to fuel his pleasure.

Finally, after another few curse-laden minutes filled with drawn-out thrusts, Dalton slipped the knot loose on the shirt. His body language indicated it wasn’t because the other man had ordered it earlier. He’d done so on his terms and it clearly showed when he jerked the other man up against his chest before the fabric even hit the floor.

Dalton moved again, driving over and over between the taut globes of Cade’s ass. The action allowed Cade’s hard-on to slide over the rich, supple leather of the bike seat, smearing a trail of pre-come against the fabric that shined despite the low lighting.

She found herself leaning forward when Dalton closed his hand around the other man’s cock and used the moisture leaking from the tip to dampen his hand. Ragged breath skimmed over her dry lips as she watched Dalton move his hand with unhurried strokes to match the movements as he slid his cock in and out of Cade.

Cade’s hands slapped down on the seat of the bike, his fingers gripping for purchase as he gave a harsh moan and pushed back against Dalton. Erin heard the absolute satisfaction drip from the sound and felt scorching heat rip from her.

She wanted them to pay such lavish attention to her. See to her every need and desire. While she wasn’t a novice when it came to sex, she’d never had anyone take care of her the way she watched unfold before her very eyes. It also reminded her just how long it had been since she’d engaged in any sort of sexual activity. Work had consumed her so thoroughly she barely remembered what it was like to have a man’s body over hers.

The sound of the men moving together suddenly halted. Only Dalton’s hand continued to move over and around the sheriff’s straining erection with rough and hurried movements as he continued to fuck the hard length with his hand. Lips closed over the gentle curve of an earlobe, nipping at the flesh.

Erin swore she felt those teeth against her own skin. She even yearned for it because the energy created between the two men was something she wanted to experience as well.

“Now that you’re free, do you think I should keep fucking you while she watches or let her join in on the fun?” Two sets of eyes met hers and her heart leapt into her throat.

She’d been caught.

Panicked, she turned to run as fast as her legs would carry her to the car. Her heart thundered in her ears while she gunned the engine and sped out of the lot. Dear God, what did I just do? She raced through the gears, trying her best to put miles between herself and the garage as quickly as possible.

Sweaty palms pressed against the kitschy fairy steering wheel cover while adrenaline raced through her veins. When the car settled into fourth gear and she shifted in the bucket seat, she noticed the heavy throb still between her legs.

Her body sang for release and she had a sneaking suspicion it specifically wanted two very well-endowed—and completely unattainable—men. Growling in frustration, she prayed for the earth to open up and swallow her.
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​Chapter Two
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The next afternoon, Dalton removed his sunglasses as he stepped into the office of Blackbird Design. His eyes took a moment to adjust to the fluorescent lighting, as it was a sharp change from the bright sunlight outside.

The hustle and bustle of the workplace hit him full force and wasn’t what he expected. Most of the time life in town moved at a turtle’s pace. It was actually refreshing to find people scurrying around the small office with such speed and competence.

He’d wanted to stop by sooner and smooth things over with Erin. But Cade had convinced him that it was better to wait. Probably because he knew Dalton wouldn’t leave well enough alone.

They’d both noticed her eyes had been brightly lit with arousal and it caused a reaction they hadn’t expected. Within minutes of her hurried exit, they’d both come so hard it had taken a fair amount of time before either of them had moved again. Later, Cade had expressed concern she would bolt like a skittish rabbit again if either one of them confronted her too soon.

Kincade Roberts, the voice of reason.

But in light of the previous night’s events, the plan was to keep the conversation as easy-going and painless as possible. Dalton didn’t do painless, but for this—for her—he’d make an exception. He and Cade both wanted to know more about the woman they’d caught spying on them.

“Can I help you with something?” The receptionist slowly raked him over as Dalton approached her desk. She was cute, but too skinny for his taste. High maintenance too if he remembered correctly from the time he’d seen her at the club. He seemed to recall she had a fondness for caning, a highly painful form of torture some people got off on. Not something that interested him, but to each their own.

He shifted the portfolio case to his other hand and leaned over the desk to slide his hip up so the woman’s gaze settled around the crotch area. Some women were just too damn predictable. “I’m looking for Erin Corvus. She available?”

“Maybe. If you’ll agree to have a drink with me when my shift ends.”

Bold. That assertiveness didn’t appeal to Dalton. He liked to work a little. “It’s a tempting offer, but I need to return something to her and I’d hate to think I’d gotten sidetracked.”

The blonde jutted her lip out and pouted. While he wasn’t too discriminate in what he liked when it came to sex, he knew this was not the type of woman who would want a quick bang. She’d sink her claws in deep and refuse to let go. Something else he wasn’t interested in.

At another time in his life, he would have entertained the idea of fucking her. Right now, however, someone else held his interest and it wasn’t the pert blonde behind the desk. “What can I offer you instead?”

She flashed a brilliant smile and continued to stare intently at his crotch. “I’m sure we can come up with something.”

He coughed out a laugh and decided to let her down gently. “How about a break next time you need repairs on something?”

That pout of hers appeared again, but she let out a frustrated breath as she rolled her eyes. “Fine. I have a clunker anyway and it could use a good tune-up. Third door on the right down that hallway.”

“Thanks. Here’s a card in case you need—”

“I know who you are, Dalton.” She shot his crotch area another deliberate glance and picked up the phone as it rang.

Well, that certainly explained why she’d come on so strongly. For the handful of people who took offense to his lifestyle choices, there were fifty more who wanted a piece of it. She obviously knew him, knew about his past and, combined with her interests, thought to make use of that past.

Right now, Dalton only had eyes for one woman.

Dalton’s pace slowed as he approached that woman as she sat behind an elevated desk in the corner of the room. The enhanced lighting in here let him see the minute details he’d missed last night. Of course, he’d been otherwise engaged last time they’d been in each other’s presence. He couldn’t be expected to remember every last detail when he’d been buried up to his balls in Cade’s ass. That was asking a bit much.

There were a few pencils pushed through the messy knot she’d tied her hair into and a pair of turquoise glasses had worked their way down to the end of her nose. Those sharp eyes stared intently at a flat-screen monitor that was nearly the size of his television.

She was clearly a woman who appreciated her technology, something he didn’t have the least bit of interest in. Give him a layer of grease under his nails from a hard day of work and he could die a happy man.

He tapped a finger against the corner of her desk and smoothed away an amused smile when she jumped. When their gazes met, her cheeks immediately flushed pink and there was no doubt in Dalton’s mind that she recognized him.

Better not beat around the bush. “You left something.”

She blinked a few times at him as she pulled the glasses away from her face. “What?”

He tried to tell himself that he hadn’t noticed the swirled green and blue of the frames were the same color as her eyes. Or the fact the South dripped from the question like a glass of sweet tea on a hot summer day. “Your portfolio case. You left it.” The smooth leather-like material slid across the stark white desk with barely a whisper of sound.

Those eyes blinked at him a few more times before she appeared to get a handle on herself. “Oh. That was for you.”

“I know.” He’d taken the liberty of looking at what was inside the zippered case and had been impressed with the sketches she’d taken the time to bring directly to the shop. “I’ve seen your work and I have to say, I like what I saw. Something tells me you did too.”

“Pardon?” Her fingers fidgeted together.

He gestured to the portfolio between them, slid it closer to her. “Your mockups. You must have liked them enough to drop them off in the middle of the night.”

“Oh right.” Her eyes glazed over and he’d give anything to know what sort of images played in her mind right now. Though he had a good guess based on her state of agitation. “Did you like what you found?”

It was too perfect an opportunity for him to simply let it pass without incident. “Did you?”

That seemed to snap her out of her daze. Those bow-shaped lips formed a perfectly straight line. To Dalton, it only made her ten times sexier. “In the portfolio case, Mr. Shaw.”

He’d known exactly what she meant. But the chance to tease her while she was lost to something in her mind had been too tempting. That glazed-over look was something he’d like to see on her in the future, but only if he was the reason for it. “Pity. I would have been interested in knowing. Why don’t we discuss the details of what you have here over dinner?”

Skepticism passed through her eyes. “What’s wrong with right now?”

He shrugged. “Nothing. But I was busy most of the day and haven’t eaten. Little low on protein.” And that is maybe laying it on a little too thick, Shaw.

She narrowed her turquoise-colored eyes at the double meaning. She played absently with a pencil on her desk and that told Dalton she was interested despite the attitude she’d tossed up in defense. “I don’t mix business with pleasure so I have to decline the dinner invitation. But, as I still want your business, there’s a cart outside in the square where we could have an impromptu meeting.”

“Perfect,” he stated as he flashed a brilliant smile. “Get some fresh air and blue sky. I hate office buildings.”

Five minutes later, he was seated next to the large fountain that decorated the business center at the end of Main Street. The pastry was decent, the coffee palatable— certainly not a cup of the house blend from the coffeehouse he preferred on the other side of town.

The company, however, absolutely fascinated him. Erin Corvus was the sort of woman he wanted to bend his large frame over and protect from the rest of the world. Petite and in possession of yards of vivid strawberry blonde hair, everything about her was compact and so utterly woman.

She’d pulled the pencils out of her hair when she’d agreed to accompany him for a snack and he’d nearly embarrassed himself when that gorgeous hair had fallen down to her shoulders. The skirt she wore flowed around her thighs in a way that drew his eyes directly to them as she walked. He had a moment to wonder what those shapely legs would feel like wrapped around him before she sat down.

“What can I do for you?” There was a bite to her words, enough for him to read her annoyance at the interruption he’d posed to her day. With the harshness, that Texas accent deepened and he liked the thought of how sweet her words would sound as she lost herself entirely when he swept his tongue over her clit.

He could point out that she’d interrupted an enjoyable moment with Cade and had no right to feel put out. But he wasn’t interested in irritating her further. “I did come to return your sketches, but mostly I just came by to see if you were all right.”

“I don’t think I’m the one you should be asking.”

That edge to her voice touched off a blaze inside him, but it wasn’t irritation. She had an attitude, and by God he wanted to tame it out of her. It had been some time since anyone stirred him so and he found it interesting this woman was the one to ignite that fire again. “That’s my business. Besides, I wasn’t the one who barged in somewhere uninvited.”

Those perfectly arched eyebrows of hers winged up in surprise. “I wasn’t aware you were going to be engaging in sexual relations with the town sheriff when I came to deliver my sketches.”

“It was nearly the middle of the night and again, my business,” he said with a smile and raised the cup to his mouth. The coffee was hot against his tongue and wet his dry mouth. Damn it, he couldn’t stop thinking about those legs of hers. You spent years training for strict discipline. Snap out of it.

“Yes. You’re right, it is.” Those unique-colored eyes of hers narrowed again and the look shot straight to his groin. “I need to get back to mine. You may want to shut your doors from now on.”

“Why? Are you planning on coming back? Because if that’s the case...” He trailed off, swamped with the thought of how very different he wanted things to go. Especially if she did indeed show up again unannounced.

“I suggested that merely because some people aren’t as forgiving about things as I am.”

Her voice was knife sharp and held an edge that made him sorry for saying something to upset her. This one definitely held some spunk in her and he made himself relent a little where he normally wouldn’t otherwise.

“I didn’t mean to offend you,” he offered in apology as he relaxed his posture.

“You didn’t.” Her expression softened and she leaned back against her wrought iron café chair. “It’s been a stressful couple of days. Last night, I was just...shocked. I didn’t expect...”

“To find me with a man?” It wouldn’t be the first time he’d faced that sort of thing. Hell, fifteen years ago, he would’ve never thought it of himself. Surprising what happens in hindsight.

“No. Not really. But had I known you were gay—”

He shifted forward in his seat, folded his arms on the table and dropped his voice to a low whisper. That was one misconception he was going to clear up here and now. “Erin, I’m not gay.”

Her expression shifted to one of bewilderment. “Oh God. You’re not one of those men who says it was only experimentation, are you?” Those thin fingers of hers flew to her mouth and her cheeks flushed pink with embarrassment. It did nothing to discourage the raging hard-on pressing against the seam of his jeans.

In fact, it made it worse.

Damn it.

Dalton cleared his throat, coughing to cover his amusement at her reaction. He did his best to completely and totally ignore the fact his dick throbbed with need. “No. That’s not what I meant. I like women. Very much so,” he added with a wink.

She wrapped shaky hands around her foam coffee cup. “So you like both?”

What he liked was her. He hadn’t expected to have this aggressive of a reaction to someone, to want them under his expert guidance this quickly. Not since Cade came into his life had he been this knocked for a loop. He was pleasantly surprised to find it in this tiny woman. “I hate labels. I have sex with who I have sex with. Man, woman, it doesn’t matter as long as everyone agrees. Especially considering the rest.”

“There’s more?”

The idea that he’d thoroughly corrupted this woman simply with his confession of his lifestyle delighted him. He enjoyed making people feel uncomfortable about his choices, but he took particular pleasure in making her squirm. “Isn’t there always?”

She was quiet for a moment as she appeared to contemplate his question. “Bottom line is that I’m sorry for missing our meeting last night. I also apologize for not having the decency to walk away. It was rude.”

He nodded and brushed a hand over his hair as he finished off the last of his coffee. “It was, but Cade was also at fault for not shutting the door behind him. Of course, I don’t think either of us anticipated the interruption.”

“I didn’t mean to ruin your night.”

It would have taken a hell of a lot more than her interruption to ruin what had happened in his garage. “You didn’t. It was quite an interesting...distraction.”

Meaning dripped from the word and she grew flustered again as comprehension bloomed in her eyes. “Oh.”

Just what else would she be open to? “Cade’s over-enthusiasm worked out for everyone. He’ll pay for it later, of course, but evidently we both enjoyed being watched. That was something I hadn’t taken into consideration. Perhaps I should be thanking you instead.”

As if things weren’t bad enough in his groin, the thought of how the atmosphere had become even more charged after this woman’s disruption made him swell again. Combined with that and his current reaction to her, he could very well keel over from blood loss right there.

She shook her head and he witnessed a look of disbelief in her eyes. “I’m sorry, did you say pay?”

“I’m not sure you really, truly want to know the answer to that question.” His brain already struggled enough without adding the need for explanation. His brain actually superimposed what Erin Corvus would be like added to the mix between him and Cade. That was something he was definitely going to explore at a later point. Besides, he liked the idea of making her wonder. “Now, let’s get to the business at hand and pitch me your ideas.”

* * * * *
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Erin blew out a breath as she tossed the marked-up sheets onto her desk. They were covered with pencil and red marker where she’d made corrections. Collaborating with Dalton had given her some new ideas to sharpen up the designs. He’d paid the required deposit and she’d agreed to have the rough design to him by the end of the week for his approval.

Delivery would be in some public location to avoid the other night’s gaff.

It was a lucky thing he still wanted her business in the first place. She’d been extremely rude and even careless with her time management because of her need for perfection.

The new design she’d worked up for him actually took the best of each of the sketches she’d provided for him and was better than anything she’d developed recently. Working with him had been a pleasure and she did her best not to think about anything beyond a professional relationship.

That task was remarkably difficult to do considering the fact she’d seen him naked only a short time ago. Not to mention her body seemed to still be strung tight despite the fact she’d attempted to find relief by her own hand. That little debacle had ended with her more frustrated than anything else.

It wasn’t what her body wanted. Wasn’t what she wanted.

“Erin, you have company.” Joanie’s voice snapped Erin out of her musing.

“Again? Be nice to actually get some work done today.” She tossed her glasses down on the desk and pushed her long bangs to the side so she could see. Her gaze froze when she looked up to find another pair of eyes she was familiar with. “Pardon me, Sheriff Roberts.”

Cade Roberts stood tall and proud in her doorway, looking exactly like a man should. He was six feet of glorious male with pale green eyes that seemed to glare right through her.

“That’s all right.” He dipped his head in greeting and pulled off his hat as he moved into the office. His fingers moved through his hair to comb it into place and Erin found herself admiring the gorgeous color most people could only achieve from a box. Someone else’s hands had threaded through the thickness of it just hours ago.

Her mind wanted to wander further and explore that little memory more, but she shook her head to clear it. Now was not the time to fawn all over a person of authority. Even if everything about this man did make her feel as if she’d just gone down the drop hill on a roller coaster. “What can I do for you, Sheriff?”

The officer offered her a friendly smile. “Cade, please. I’m not here in an official capacity and it seems a bit odd to keep up the appearance of formality.”

A few images from the late-night encounter flashed in her mind and she quickly dismissed them. After Dalton’s visit it was hard to keep her mind on what needed to be handled. As though her brain now had a mind of its own and wanted to continue to tempt her with lurid thoughts of naked bodies drenched with the sweat of exertion as they moved together in search of relief.

That little image poked at her and suddenly the roller coaster feel increased tenfold.

Snap out of it! You’re acting like a hormone-riddled teenager who can’t control herself.

She cleared her throat and hoped she didn’t sound as if her mind and her body were at war with each other. “Fair enough. What can I do for you then?”

A loud chorus of laughter sounded from the next room and Cade grimaced. “Do you have somewhere private we can speak?”

“Of course.” She gestured for him to follow her to the main conference room and then to one of the high-backed chairs lined up neatly around the long table once they arrived. He waved off her courtesy and stood just inside the door.

Mirroring his decision to stand, she leaned against the table and folded her arms in front of her. “I’m not going to say anything, if that’s your concern. Besides, Dalton already came by to discuss things.” 

Cade smiled again and she nearly salivated. How in the hell do two different men cause the same reaction in me? 

“I know he did. I just...wanted to have my own say in the matter.”

Needing something to do with her hands, she pushed away from the table and crossed to the water dispenser in the corner. She stalled for a long minute in order to settle herself. What was it about these two? They’d unknowingly punched through walls she’d spent so many years carefully erecting. They all barely knew each other and here she was ready to lie down and spread her legs for them.

You’re an adult. You can handle this.

Feeling more secure now, she returned to the table, water in hand. “I was rude to barge in like that. I deserved to feel uncomfortable.”

His gaze fell away from hers. “That’s what I came by to apologize for. I never set out to make someone uncomfortable with my lifestyle choices.”

She sought to reassure him. “I won’t say anything, like I said.”

“I’m not here for damage control, Erin.” As if he knew what kind of thoughts spun in her head, he pushed on. “I don’t make a secret of my sex life. Those who have the right to know, do. Those who don’t, well, they’re just the town gossips and nothing is going to stop them.”

She laughed with him and relaxed a little as she absently played with the cup. “Still, I don’t want to cause any problems. Not with your job or your boyfriend.”

There was that smile again. The one that made her gooey and weak-kneed. “I don’t know if I’d call Dalton boyfriend material.”

“But—”

“It is possible to have sex with someone and not love them.”

“Yes, I know.” But did she? What he’d just said and the emotions she’d seen and felt at the garage painted two very different pictures.

“Dalton and I are exclusive right now because the mood suits us both. His mood changes like the weather. Sunny one minute, tornado sweeping through your house and dropping you on the Wicked Witch of the East the next. Right now, it works for us.” He pushed away from the door and retrieved a cup of water.

“I just...” Erin trailed off, unsure of what to say. Sex and love weren’t mutually exclusive, but she’d seen a few glimpses of something more than just need and desire between the two men last night. Brief, fleeting glimpses of utter devotion that neither obviously seemed to know were there. Or maybe they did and just refused to acknowledge it.

Either way, it was none of her business. “Never mind. I apologize for jumping to conclusions. I’ll make sure I knock loudly and shout a bit before walking into a room next time.”

Cade laughed and the sound of it warmed her, causing that roller coaster to go over another hill. “No problem. Listen, I think we didn’t get off on the greatest footing. Can we both make it up to you?”

Her stomach leapt into her throat and she coughed in order to push it back. Hard to determine if it was because of fear or excitement. “You don’t have to do that.”

“I’d like to. I can’t speak for Dalton, but I’m sure he’d say the same. It’s the least we can do.” He swallowed the last of the water and dropped the cup into the small trashcan near the door as he replaced his hat. “Dinner, tomorrow night?”

She tapped a pencil against her palm, still deep in thought. The two men were obviously in some kind of relationship, but she just wasn’t sure what kind it was. They were also deep in denial.

He shifted against the door and she realized he was waiting for a response from her. The words were out of her mouth before she had time to register her answer. “All right. I already told Dalton that I wouldn’t as I don’t mix business and pleasure, but why the hell not. It’s not as if I have to worry about you putting the moves on me.”

“Why’s that?”

“Don’t have the right equipment,” she said flippantly as she rose and came around to stand next to him just as he lifted his hand to hide his smile.

“You should really start dressing up that foot you keep putting in your mouth. It’ll taste better at least.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. Damn it, not again. How blind can one woman possibly be? “You like women too, don’t you?”

“Very much so.” As he said the very same words Dalton had given her a short time ago, Cade’s hand lifted. The tips of those long fingers pushed her bangs from her eyes. At the contact, she jumped, surprised at the sudden flood of excitement that dampened her panties.

Arousal reached out and slapped her at his look, catching her completely off guard. In this heightened state, she scented the undercurrent of patchouli in his aftershave and she drank in the woodsy aroma as he blurred before her eyes when they unfocused.

Cade cleared his throat, startling her enough to make her sway as she realized she’d been staring at him. He simply smiled at her frazzled state, tipping his head as he replaced his hat. “See you tomorrow night, Ms. Corvus.”
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​Chapter Three
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The next day, Cade looked up from the paperwork scattered on his desk as Dalton slid into a chair. The harried expression on Cade’s face bothered Dalton. That concern had been in place since Cade had been elected. It seemed to be even more prevalent tonight.

“Sorry, I know I’m running a little behind. Should only be a few more minutes.”

From a leftover habit in another time in his life, Dalton kept a scanner on his workbench at the shop. He’d heard the call that had the other man’s body strung tight. “Had some excitement today, didn’t you?”

Cade pushed a hand over his head, mussing his hair. “Yeah. Colin Foster wrapped his father’s Corvette around a tree this morning. Waste of a damn fine ‘56 if you ask me.”

Dalton knew enough to recognize the fact Cade didn’t give a shit about the car. “Kids racing out on 5 again? It’s a sweet stretch of road. Hard to resist that call.” He should know, he’d heard the damn seductive voice himself.

“I’ll pass on your concern,” Cade said dryly as he gave Dalton a dirty look, but there was no anger behind it.

Dalton shifted in his seat, angling it up on two legs as he made himself a little more comfortable. It seemed as if they weren’t going to leave anytime soon.

Policing the accident put Cade in rare form and Dalton decided to pluck on those nerves a little and help release some of that pent-up frustration in the other man’s body. “You’re the one who keeps bitching about shutting that stretch of road down.”

“Believe me, it hasn’t been from lack of trying. Damn small-town politics.” Cade shifted through a stack of paperwork and muttered something under his breath. Dalton didn’t need to hear it to know Cade’s aggravation.
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