

CHAPTER 1

I slid into the booth at the small town Diner, my stomach growling louder than a bull in heat. The vinyl seat stuck to my thighs: greasy, cheap, familiar. Just like every other hole-in-the-wall I’d ducked into since I fled Houston.

The waitress dropped a coffee in front of me without asking. “Mornin’,” she said flatly. I repeated the acknowledgement that yes, it was morning, right back at her.

I sipped it fast and burned my tongue but didn’t care. My eyes kept darting to the door every time the bell chimed.

Cash was running thin: thirty-two dollars tucked in a folded sock under my boot and two singles crumpled in the pocket of this stupid denim skirt, the only clean thing left from home.

Home…

Nope. That place didn’t exist anymore.

Outside, dust kicked up on the highway as cars passed slow and lazy on their way through town, this tiny speck called Cotton Creek with its rusty water tower and one red light that just blinked.

The menu felt thick in my hands, cheap plastic sliding under my fingers as I flipped to the lunch specials. My eyes darted across prices: $7.50 for a burger and fries? Too much. $5.99 for a chicken sandwich? Closer.

I bit my lip, stomach twisting, not just from hunger now, but nerves.

Then came that ding, the little bell above the door, and every instinct in me snapped to attention like a scared deer hearing gunfire.

I didn’t look up right away, just kept pretending to study the menu, but out of pure reflex, I lifted one eye over the top edge…

And there he was.

Big hat pulled low on his brow despite being inside, dark aviator sunglasses hiding his eyes even indoors, the kind of deputy who thought looking official made him scarier than he actually was (and okay… maybe it did).

He stepped into that diner slow and deliberate-like an executioner entering courtroom drama on TV: boots thudding against linoleum floor tiles with purpose... scanning each booth... each table...

My heart dropped straight into hell.

His gaze, cold, flat behind those sunglasses, flicked across the diner like a predator sweeping for prey. And when it landed on me?

It stopped.

Just for half a second.

But that half-second felt like a gunshot echoing in my skull.

My breath froze. My fingers tightened around the menu until my knuckles went white. I didn’t blink, didn’t move, like if I stayed perfectly still, maybe he wouldn't recognize me, he’s just see me as another tired motorist stopping for lunch in some no-name Texas town.

Then came relief, but not from him leaving or looking away…

A plump waitress with permed gray hair and an apron covered in coffee stains bounced over with an easy smile. “Well hey there, Deputy Cole! Haven’t seen you since breakfast!”

The guy nodded once, a stiff military kind of nod, and slid into the counter booth right at the far end of that L-shaped diner bar area… not too close to me, but close enough that every time he shifted or turned his head slightly… 

I could feel it.

The tension coiled tighter than barbed wire under summer sun.

The moment Deputy Cole took his seat, I made up my mind.

I couldn't wait around like a sitting duck.

No bus for an hour meant no escape on wheels unless I stole one. Simple math, cruel reality.

Slowly, carefully, I slid the menu onto the table and stood. My legs felt shaky beneath me, not from fear alone, but also because my body hadn’t eaten real food in over twenty-four hours.

I grabbed my thin jacket off the booth and swung it over one arm like normal people do when they leave diners… nothing suspicious here…

Not looking at him. Not even glancing toward that counter booth as I walked past it to head for the exit door by the register.

The bell jingled again as it opened, too loud this time, and cold Texas wind hit me hard once outside.

The parking lot sprawled ahead: rows of beat-up trucks with mud-splattered tires parked haphazardly along cracked asphalt... a few cars scattered between them...

My cousin Ricky, God, I hadn’t seen him in years. He lived out near Amarillo, worked on engines and did dumb things for fun. One summer night, drunk on beer and boredom, he showed me how to hotwire a car.

"Old trucks are easiest," he’d said with that lazy grin. "No fancy locks or alarms… just twist the wires under the dash."

I scanned the parking lot fast, not wanting to be out here too long, but an old Chevy pickup caught my eye: rust speckled along its fender line; no bumper sticker pride like some of these other vehicles owned by locals who probably knew everyone in town.

And the best part?

The door wasn't locked.

I tested it subtly, grabbed the handle, and pulled.

It opened easy as breathing.

Heart pounding now for real, I slipped inside quickly...

The cab smelled like leather, dust, and something faintly oily, probably motor grease. The seat was cracked in a few places, worn from years of ranch work or long hauls down backroads.

I shut the door quietly behind me, not slamming it. No need to draw attention.

Now came the risky part.

Underneath the steering column, I remembered Ricky’s lesson, the ignition switch should be there somewhere with exposed wires if this truck was old enough.

With shaky hands but focused movements, I popped off a little plastic cover on the underside of that dash… revealing tangled colored wires: reds and blacks mostly… maybe one white?

My breath came fast now, not full panic yet but close to it, and I started twisting them together two at a time…

Red + black? Nothing. 

Black + white? A tiny spark fizzled out uselessly...

A deep voice cut through the silence like a knife.

“Hey. What’re you doing in this truck?”

I froze, wires still pinched between my fingers, heart lurching so hard I thought it might burst out of my chest.

Slowly, so slowly, I turned my head to the side.

There he was. Deputy Cole. Right outside the open passenger door now, hat still pulled low despite being under shade from a nearby oak tree overhead.

Those damn sunglasses obscured his eyes completely… but his face? Hard jawline… strong nose… lips pressed into a thin line of suspicion and authority.

My pulse hammered in my ears, a deafening roar of pure panic. This is it. No escape now. I’d been caught red-handed breaking into a car like some common thief.

Deputy Cole took half a step forward, one hand drifting toward the radio on his belt.

But then...another voice.

Warm, drawling Texan accent cutting through the tension like cool water over hot pavement: 

"Tara! You gotta be more patient. I was comin’!"

Both our heads snapped toward the sound.

A tall man emerged from around the side of another truck, broad shoulders under a worn work shirt rolled at sleeves… scuffed boots with dirt caked along soles… and that face. 

Ruggedly handsome in an effortlessly rugged way: sharp cheekbones shadowed by stubble growth since morning shave; thick dark hair slightly messy beneath his straw hat...

The cowboy walked up with easy confidence, like he owned the whole damn parking lot. His stride was relaxed but purposeful, and as he approached Deputy Cole, his expression shifted, just slightly, into something more polite.

"Hey there, Deputy," the cowboy said to Cole in that deep southern drawl. "Sorry 'bout my sister, she's trouble."

He didn’t wait for a response from the deputy before sliding into the passenger seat beside me.

I stared at him wide-eyed now, not just terrified of being arrested anymore, but confused as hell because who was this guy?

He smelled like hay and leather… faint trace of cigarette smoke on his clothes too…

Without looking at me directly yet, he turned toward Deputy Cole through open door frame: 

"She's visiting from Dallas," he continued smoothly. "Got here this morning."

Deputy Cole studied the cowboy for a long moment, those aviator shades making it impossible to see his eyes, but I could feel the weight of his scrutiny.

The silence stretched just enough that my stomach twisted. Was he buying it? Did he recognize me from any news bulletins or posters?

But then…

Cole exhaled through his nose, relaxed slightly, and gave a single nod. 

"Alright," he said gruffly. "Please remind her she's not in Dallas anymore. Thought she was a car thief, messing around under the dash like that."

He glanced at me briefly, not hostile anymore now that this guy claimed we were family, but still assessing.

The cowboy flashed him an easy grin, the kind only someone who lived their whole life around here could pull off: friendly without being too familiar… polite but not overly deferential either.

Then came the move so smooth I almost missed it: 

While still facing Deputy Cole with calm demeanor on display… he slipped the key into the dash.

I didn't hesitate.

The second the key clicked into place, I jammed my foot down on the brake. My hands were steady now, fueled by pure adrenaline and desperation.

With a sharp twist of my wrist, I turned the ignition.

The old Chevy roared to life instantly, loud and proud for a truck that looked like it had seen over thirty Texas summers. The engine rumbled beneath me, vibrating through my seat as dust puffed out from under its wheels.

And right beside me?

That cowboy stayed perfectly still… but his voice dropped so low only I could hear: 

"Drive."

Just one word. Whispered under his breath like a secret between accomplices in crime movies…

Deputy Cole hadn’t even stepped back yet, but he was already turning slightly toward another officer who’d just parked.

I shifted the gearstick into drive, my hands gripping the wheel tighter than I’d ever held anything in my life.

Without looking at Deputy Cole, not wanting to give him any reason to doubt, I eased out of the parking spot. The tires crunched on gravel as I maneuvered forward, steering clear of a rusted mailbox and a bike rack.

The diner faded behind us quickly. 

We were moving now. Escaping.

Just before hitting the exit lane that led onto Main Street, I glanced over: 

"Which way?"

My voice came out shaky but quiet, not loud enough for anyone outside to hear clearly if they weren’t right beside me.

The cowboy stayed calm beside me… like this was all part of some plan he'd made already.

The cowboy pointed a calloused finger toward the left. 

"Left," he whispered.

I didn't question it. I whipped the wheel hard, tires screeching slightly on asphalt as we shot out of the diner parking lot and onto Main Street.

Dust kicked up behind us, and in my rearview mirror? 

No flashing lights yet… no sirens blaring…

But Deputy Cole stood at the edge of that parking lot now, watching our truck peel away with his arms crossed over his chest like he wasn’t quite sure what to make of it all.

The speedometer climbed fast, 30… 40 mph, as I pressed down harder on the gas pedal without meaning to. My heart pounded in time with each thump-thump beneath my ribs.

Only when we rounded a curve did I finally breathe again.

And then came curiosity: sharp and burning hotter than fear had been moments ago.

I glanced at him, really looked at him for the first time since he’d pulled me out of trouble.

He was still calm, relaxed even, one arm resting on the window ledge as wind ruffled his dark hair beneath that straw hat. 

"You can call me Mac," he said simply. It was unclear if it was based on his first or last name. Or if his mother had actually named him that out of the womb.

"I'm Josephine," I blurted out automatically because my mother had raised me with manners, damn it, and even though I was stealing cars and running from cops… introductions felt right in this moment. “You can call me Jo.”

Then came the real question, the one burning in my chest: 

"Why did you help me?"

My voice cracked slightly. Not dramatic or emotional… just tired and confused.

This guy could’ve let Deputy Cole arrest me ten seconds ago... but instead? He lied to save me.

Mac exhaled, slow and thoughtful, like he was deciding how much truth to share with a stranger in his passenger seat.

"Spent ten years in prison," he said simply. No drama. Just fact. “For breaking and entering."

He didn't sound proud of it… or ashamed either, just stating something that had shaped him the way drought shapes land.

"I got busted at twenty-six," he continued, gaze out the windshield now instead of on me. "Got a little too greedy, made me careless.”

A bitter chuckle escaped him, not mocking himself but life itself: cruel jokes played by fate on poor kids with no chances.

"The system?" He shook his head once. Firmly. 

"It don’t help nobody."

Mac's jaw tightened, and for the first time since I'd met him, I saw something dark flash across his face, not anger at me, but a deep resentment toward the world that had locked him away.

"It makes you worse," he said quietly. "Prison don't reform men. It turns bad luck into a criminal trade."

He turned to look at me then, really looked, and his eyes were serious: brown with flecks of gold in them… tired eyes that had seen too much.

"So yeah. I don't help cops."

A pause.

"What did you even do that's got you on the run?"

The relief hit me like a cool drink on a scorching day. 

Mac hadn’t recognized me. Not from news footage, not from missing posters or police bulletins.

Probably because guys like him, hardworking ranchers, early risers with dirt under their nails, didn't spend their evenings glued to TV crime shows and local news updates.

So I seized the lie fast, weaving it smooth as honey off a spoon: 

"Bad checks," I said simply. "I wrote some… when money got tight."

I shrugged one shoulder casually even though my pulse still thumped too loud in my ears. 

Mac just nodded slowly.

He pointed ahead as the road stretched out before us, flat Texas plains on either side dotted with scrub brush and fence lines.

"Next left," he said, calm as ever. 

I signaled, to whom, I don't know, because there wasn't another car in sight for miles, but I did it anyway out of pure anxiety.

The wheels crunched over gravel onto a narrow dirt road that snaked off toward open country. No more buildings now… just sky and land merging at every horizon line.

To my lie about bad checks?

Mac gave another slow nod: 

"Yep," he confirmed like this was common knowledge. "They’ll get you for that every time."

No judgment in his tone either… just matter-of-fact reality from someone who’d seen plenty of folks caught up in the system.

The quiet of the open road settled in fast, no radios, no voices, just the rumble of Mac’s old Chevy and wind whispering through cracked windows.

But with that silence came doubt. Creeping. 

I’d traded one danger for another… escaped Deputy Cole only to be driving deep into nowhere with a man who’d spent ten years behind bars.

My fingers tapped nervously on the steering wheel as I stole glances at Mac, his profile strong against golden Texas sun rising in the sky.

Where was he taking me?

Swallowing hard, I forced my voice to stay steady: 

"Uh…so Mac. Where are we headed?"

Mac adjusted his hat slightly, tipping it back to give me a better look at his face, honest eyes, no smirk, nothing sneaky.

"The ranch," he said. "Where I work."

He gestured vaguely toward the horizon ahead where land flattened into vast open fields beyond a line of mesquite trees.

"It's a couple thousand acres," he added. "There's just me, another ranch hand, and the owner to keep things running."

A pause as the truck rolled over another dirt ridge. 

"They both won't have an issue with you hiding out with us for a while, trust me."

The way Mac said it, so casually, like bringing home a runaway woman on the lam was as normal as picking up feed supplies or fixing a fence, almost made me laugh.

Just two thousand acres. Just me and my two buds.

No big deal. Just hiding from the law in the middle of nowhere amongst the cows.

I exhaled slowly, my grip on the wheel easing slightly. 

It still felt dangerous… but not kidnapping-dangerous anymore. More like… temporary sanctuary with cowboy supervision.

"Okay," I said quietly, more to myself than him at first before adding: 

"And they won’t ask too many questions?"

Mac shook his head, a small smirk finally tugging at the corner of his mouth, first real sign of humor since I’d met him.

"Nah," he said. "Jay’s the other ranch hand, he's also served time. Bill? He inherited the ranch from his daddy, he's always had a wild streak and no love for the law."

He stretched slightly in the passenger seat, arms overhead like this was just another lazy ranch drive with nothing urgent going on.

"Jay's twenty-eight, loud and rowdy sometimes but good-hearted," Mac explained. “Bill’s forty-five...rough around the edges, but he’d give you his last dollar if you asked the right way. Honestly, he’d probably love nothing more than to sell the place and disappear to some beach in Mexico. But he looks at me and Jay like we’re a couple of wayward little brothers he’s stuck looking after, so he never will.”

The tension in my shoulders finally eased into something closer to relief. Maybe even gratitude.

I had lucked out. Instead of getting hauled to jail, I was headed toward a ranch full of no-nonsense cowboys who clearly weren’t snitches.

A real safe haven… at least for now.

Mac pointed ahead as the land shifted: rolling pastures giving way to fenced fields with grazing cattle dotting them like brown speckles on green cloth.

"Right up here," he said calmly, and when we reached the dirt turnoff, I swung the wheel hard, right onto an even rougher road than before.

The road got bumpier the closer we approached, deep ruts carved by ranch trucks and weather, making the Chevy bounce slightly with each wheel rotation.

Up ahead, a wooden gate appeared: sturdy post-and-bar construction, clearly well-built to keep livestock in. A chain link fence stretched on either side of it as far as I could see.

Mac unbuckled his seatbelt without a word and opened his door. 

I slowed the truck to a stop just before reaching it.

He stepped out onto dirt that puffed dust beneath his boots… tall silhouette against wide open sky… then walked over to undo the latch holding one side closed.

Mac worked the latch with strong, practiced hands, no struggle, just smooth movements of a man who’d opened this gate hundreds of times.

The hinges groaned slightly as he swung it wide enough for the truck to pass through. Then he stepped back, waving me forward with a lazy motion like go ahead.

I eased the Chevy across the threshold onto ranch land proper now: tall grass on either side pressed flat by cattle hooves… fences stretching in long straight lines toward a distant barn and house visible on horizon.

Once I was all the way through Mac closed and latched the gate again behind me before climbing back into passenger seat.

The ranch came into full view as we rolled forward, the kind of place that looked like it had been there for generations, not some new-built vacation house disguised as a farm.

The main house was classic Texas ranch style: wide porch wrapped around the front, peeling white paint on wood siding, and shutters on windows. A windmill spun lazily beside a water tank nearby. 

To the left stood the barn: red with weathered wood planks showing gray in spots… roof sagging slightly but still holding strong after years of storms. Chicken coops clustered near it; dogs barked from somewhere behind buildings probably chasing cats or livestock.

Cattle grazed peacefully in distant pastures while horses lazed under shade trees by fence lines… all perfectly quiet morning calm preceded by hours of work that had started before dawn.

Mac parked the truck right beside the barn, kicking up a small cloud of dust as tires rolled to a stop.

Before I could even turn off the engine, two men emerged, both immediately drawing my attention because damn… they were both ridiculously good-looking in totally different ways.

First came Jay: younger than Mac by maybe ten years. Leaner build but still strong with muscles defined under his tight t-shirt. Wild dark curls sticking out from under a baseball cap pulled low on his forehead… sharp jawline, bright blue eyes that sparkled with mischief even at this distance.

He walked over first with easy swagger and an eager grin already forming on his lips like he sensed fresh drama arriving…

Behind him? Bill, the owner.

Bill was a different kind of handsome, older, more ruggedly masculine. Broad shoulders that had clearly carried years of hard ranch work; silver streaks starting to show in his dark hair but not enough to make him look old, just distinguished.

He wore a weathered leather vest over a flannel shirt, sleeves rolled up revealing forearms corded with muscle and dotted with faint scars… probably from mishaps on the land.

His face? Strong jawline… deep-set eyes the color of whiskey that studied me immediately, not hostile yet curious. Not warm either… just assessing like an owner sizing up some new tool brought onto his property.

Bill folded his arms across his chest, the movement making the leather vest creak slightly. His voice was deep, rough from years of yelling over cattle and wind.

"Mac," he said without greeting first, no hello, no how you doing, just straight to business. "Where're the feed cubes you left to pick up?"

Mac shifted beside me in the passenger seat but didn’t seem nervous or guilty… just mildly inconvenienced by being called out.

Before Mac could answer though…

Bill’s whiskey-colored eyes flicked toward me then back at Mac with a raised eyebrow: 

"And who's she?"

Mac swung his door open and stepped out, boots thudding on packed dirt.

Bill listened with that same steady stare, arms still crossed.

Jay? Oh, Jay was entertained. Leaning against the barn doorframe with his chin propped in one hand… eyes darting between me and Mac as this story unfolded.

"Well don’t fret now," Mac began casually. "Both questions are explained by the same story."

A beat passed where nobody corrected him, because technically I hadn't said otherwise yet, and then he continued: 

"I was at the feed store loading dock when I saw her come out of that diner next door." 

He gestured vaguely toward the direction of town.

Mac scratched the back of his neck, a small tell that he knew this sounded sketchy but didn't care enough to lie better.

"She jumped in my truck," he continued. "Tried to hotwire it right before Deputy Cole walked out on her."

Jay's eyebrows shot up, damn. That was bold. 

Bill’s expression darkened slightly at the mention of law enforcement being involved, even indirectly.

"So I stepped in," Mac added with a shrug. "Had to play along as her brother or she’d be sitting in a jail cell right now." 

A pause. Then, "I had to bail on the cubes. I'll go back for them tomorrow."

I opened the truck door and stepped out onto solid ground, suddenly feeling way more exposed than I had in Mac’s passenger seat.

All three men, Mac, Jay with his curious grin, Bill with that assessing stare, were looking right at me now. 

Taking a deep breath to steady myself (which didn't work entirely), I offered a small but polite smile and extended my hand first toward Bill since he seemed the most intimidating.

"Hi," I said softly. "I'm Josephine."

Then quickly added: 

"I'm really sorry for making trouble. Thank you for… well… not turning me in."

Bill took my hand firmly, his grip was rough, calloused from years of working the land, but not unkind. His shake wasn't gentle either; it was a strong, brief ranch owner's handshake.

"I ain't no bootlicker," he said gruffly. "Never will be."

The words carried weight about his whole philosophy: no snitching to cops ever.

Then came the condition: 

"You can stay as long as you'd like… if you pull your weight." 

He let go and crossed his arms again. "This ain't Bill’s shelter for wayward criminals where we feed folks for free."

A beat passed before adding plainly: 

"You'll work."

I nodded eagerly, practically radiating gratitude. 

"Yes, absolutely," I said quickly, hands clasped together like a prayer. "Whatever you need, I’ll do it. Cooking? I've got it covered." I realized I didn't know much about ranch life, because nothing else immediately came to mind.

My voice lifted with enthusiasm because this was my lifeline: actual work to earn shelter and safety instead of just being at the mercy of strangers.

Bill studied me for another second… then gave a single slow nod of approval.

Jay snorted beside him but in amusement, not mockery, and Mac just smirked slightly like he’d known I’d jump on board fast.

Bill finally uncrossed his arms and gestured toward the house: 

"First things first… you hungry?"

My stomach chose that exact moment to growl loudly, a loud, unapologetic sound in the quiet morning air.

I hadn’t eaten since yesterday, from a bus station vending machine.

"Starving," I admitted with zero shame now. Honesty was all I had left.

Bill didn't scoff or make fun of it; he just turned on his heel toward the house like this was standard procedure: new person shows up? Feed them.

Jay pushed off from the barn doorframe and fell into step behind him without a word.

Mac walked beside me as we followed them, giving my shoulder a brief friendly nudge: you're good. 

The screen door creaked open ahead as Bill disappeared inside and for the first time in days, I felt safe.


CHAPTER 2

The second I walked into the ranch kitchen, reality hit hard.

This wasn’t some city kitchen with a tiny stove, microwave, and meal kit. This was a real ranch kitchen: industrial-sized fridge, huge gas range with six burners, pots hanging from racks… and an actual wood-fired oven for baking bread on cold mornings.

I stared at it all like an astronaut landing on Mars.

Bill had asked, "Can you handle breakfast?" so when he gestured to the counter where eggs sat beside bacon strips ready to cook? 

I stepped forward… confidently at first. 

How hard could bacon and eggs be?

Turns out, pretty damn difficult.

The bacon sizzled in the pan, too fast. 

I’d cranked the heat up like I was boiling water, not cooking meat, and by the time I remembered to flip it? 

Blackened edges curled at me accusingly. Smoke started rising from that cast-iron skillet.

Across the kitchen, Bill stood with his coffee mug halfway to his lips… frozen. Watching.

Jay had plopped into a chair at the table but was now staring openly as smoke detectors almost kicked on before Mac quickly grabbed a lid and smothered it.

Meanwhile, the eggs…

I wasn't that experienced in the kitchen, but I knew one thing: they weren't supposed to be crunchy.

Bill lowered his coffee slowly, eyes narrowing in disbelief. 

Jay’s jaw actually dropped a little as he stared at the plate of ruined eggs, scrambled with visible egg shells inside them, rubbery and unevenly cooked.

Mac just blinked. Then looked at me like I’d confessed to being an alien from another planet.

"Where the hell did you say you're from again?" Jay finally blurted out before Bill could ask it more politely.

The question wasn’t mean or mocking… just pure bafflement. 

A 28-year-old woman who didn't know how to make bacon and eggs?

This was obviously unheard of in ranch culture where kids learned basic cooking before they could walk.

I shrugged, suddenly feeling a little embarrassed but not ashamed. 

"Austin," I lied. "Grew up there."

Jay's eyebrows shot up again: a city girl?

Bill just sipped his coffee silently, absorbing this information like it explained everything.

Then I added the part that made sense to me, even if it clearly didn’t to them, and wasn't a lie: 

"My mom… she never liked cooking. Like at all." 

A small laugh escaped me, nervous but honest. "We lived on takeout or those frozen TV dinners my whole childhood."

Mac stared at me like that was a tragedy.

Jay actually groaned, like this physically pained him. 

"TV dinners?" he repeated, horrified. "You mean those little frozen plastic trays with sad meat and mushy veggies?" 

He sounded personally offended by the concept.

Bill pinched the bridge of his nose, not angry, just disappointed in humanity at large.

Mac? Poor Mac looked genuinely heartbroken for me like I’d suffered some kind of culinary abuse growing up.

Jay, ever the optimist, clapped his hands together like a problem was solved. 

"It's fine," he said with a grin. "We got Wi-Fi out here, barely, but it works enough for YouTube. You should check out the Pioneer Woman. She's got some good recipes."

He looked genuinely relieved that he wouldn’t be stuck cooking breakfast anymore either.

Mac chuckled and nudged him playfully: 

"Guess you're free from cooking duty, huh?"

Jay smirked, stretching his arms behind his head like a man who’d just been handed a golden ticket. 

"Hell yeah," he said, already relaxing into the idea of not being responsible for breakfast, lunch, or dinner ever again. 

Bill took another slow sip of coffee… then finally set the mug down and stood up from the table.

"Alright," he announced in that no-nonsense ranch owner voice. "Back to work boys. I can trust you to clean up, Josephine?"

Bill was already moving toward the door as I nodded, clearly ready to get back to whatever ranch chores awaited them: fixing fences, rotating cattle, checking the water level on their tanks.

Mac followed right behind him without question. 

Jay lingered just a second longer… then flashed me a lopsided grin and gave an exaggerated salute before jogging out after them.

The kitchen fell quiet. Just me and the wreckage of breakfast: blackened bacon bits in trash can… eggshells picked out of rubbery scrambled eggs…

I took a deep breath. I had the strange feeling this ranch was testing me, and so far I was failing miserably. But whether I was ready for it or not, this was the only place I had left to stay.


CHAPTER 3




That first night, Mac showed me to a small guest room, simple but cozy. 

A twin bed with a patchwork quilt, wooden dresser, and window overlooking the pasture where horses grazed at sunset. The walls were bare except for an old calendar pinned by pushpins.

It wasn’t luxurious… but it was safe. My own space. Something I hadn't had in years.

Over the next few days? I tried cooking again and again, determined to pull my weight despite my tragic skills.

First attempt: chili. It came out watery with chunks of beef that somehow stayed raw in the middle while burning on top like charcoal dusted over soup.

Jay ate his plate without complaining like a saint. Bill took one bite and slid his bowl quietly toward one of the ranch dogs who licked it clean instantly.

The second attempt was spaghetti, boiled pasta for god's sake. 

I forgot to salt the water. 

Then I overcooked it, turning soft noodles into mush that stuck together in a sad clump at the bottom of the pot.

Mac tried to salvage it by tossing sauce (store-bought, because cooking from scratch was way beyond me)… but even with extra garlic and cheese? It just tasted like disappointment on a plate.

Jay ate half his portion out of politeness before fake-coughing into his fist: "Uh… full."

Bill didn't say anything this time, just stood up after one bite and went straight outside to check fence posts under blazing sun like anything was better than sitting through another meal I’d made.

Over the next week, slowly… so slowly… I improved. 

It wasn't a dramatic transformation, no sudden Michelin-star chef awakening, but by the end of that first week, my cooking didn’t actively hurt people anymore.

The pasta stopped being mush; it was actually al dente sometimes. 

I learned how to salt water (a revelation). 

And one morning? I managed to make scrambled eggs that weren’t rubbery and had zero shells in them! A victory worth celebrating quietly with a tiny fist pump.

But still… it wasn't enough. Not for this ranch where every meal mattered, fuel for hard work all day long.

Jay would compliment me now, "Not bad!" but he still eyed his plate like it might betray him any second.

The ranch had been an all-male domain for years: Mac, Jay, and Bill all living in that quiet rhythm of chores and silence. 

No woman’s voice in the house. No perfume on air when someone walked by.

So my presence… changed things.

Not dramatically at first, but little moments added up: 

Jay suddenly finding reasons to linger near the kitchen after dinner even though he never used to. Mac bringing me sweets and secondhand clothes from town without being asked like it was second nature.

Bill? He didn’t flirt or stare… but his tone softened slightly around me compared to how gruff he usually was with everyone else.

And I?

I hadn't felt safe in years, not since my mother was alive, not since before the trouble started. 

But here? In this dusty, isolated ranch with its quiet mornings and open skies?

Every night that passed made me feel a little more secure. A little more… like I belonged.

And as safety settled into my bones, something else began to stir, something warm and unfamiliar: attraction.

Not just to one of them… but maybe all three in different ways.

Jay’s easy grin and playful energy drew me like sunlight after a storm. Mac's quiet strength gave me comfort, his steady presence felt grounding. Even Bill's rough exterior intrigued me, there was depth under that stoic cowboy exterior.

One afternoon, Mac asked if I wanted to ride with him down to the back pasture, checking on a few cows that had wandered too far from the herd.

I said yes without hesitation. 

He led me out to the stables where his horse, a big bay gelding named Rusty, stood patiently in its stall. Mac saddled up quickly, efficient movements of someone who’d done this thousands of times.

Then he offered me his hand: 

"Get on behind me." 

No second seat or side-by-side riding… just climbing onto his horse together like I was his woman.

And when I swung up? My body pressed flush against his back, the scent of leather and hay and faint cigarette smoke wrapping around us as we rode off toward open land.

Mac was warm, really warm. 

The broad expanse of his back pressed into my chest as I clung to him, arms loosely around his waist while Rusty trotted smoothly over grassy land.

Underneath my hands his muscles flexed with each movement: shoulders strong and defined beneath his flannel shirt; abs firm even through layers of clothing as he shifted in the saddle occasionally. 

No words were exchanged at first… just us riding in comfortable silence toward a cluster of cows grazing by a creek.

Mac dismounted first when we reached the calves, two small, scruffy things that had wandered off from their mothers. 

He made soft clicking noises with his tongue, a gentle cowboy signal, and the dogs (a pair of border collies who’d been trotting alongside Rusty) bounded ahead eagerly.

The cows lifted their heads… then ambled over to reunite with their mothers as Mac guided them back toward the main herd grazing further up in a shaded meadow.

I stayed on Rusty for now just watching, really watching, the ranch stretch out before me: golden grass swaying in wind; distant mountains painted blue by haze; wildflowers blooming along creek banks where water sparkled under sunlight. 

It was beautiful. Not pretty like a postcard… but alive. Wild and untouched by city noise or stress or cameras at every intersection.

Mac swung back onto Rusty, the horse barely shifting beneath his weight, trained and patient. 

As he settled in front of me again, I realized something quietly profound: 

This was why they lived like this.

Not for money. Not for glamour. But because of this: the open land stretching endlessly; the simple joy of herding calves home; the bond with animals who trusted them without question.

The wind carried no city smog here… just clean air and earth. The work was hard, backbreaking even, but it had meaning. You saw results every day: cows fed, fences mended, water troughs full.

No office politics or fake smiles to customers… just honesty in dirt under nails and sunburned necks from long days outside

Dinner conversations at the ranch often circled back to the same joke, especially when Bill had a beer or two in him. 

"We should sell this damn place," he’d say, slapping his palm on the table. "Buy a little shack by some Mexican beach… drink margaritas all day."

Jay would laugh and jump in: "Hell yeah! No more stupid cows, no more mending fences!"

Mac chuckled too but less enthusiastically, more polite amusement than actual longing.

Realistically, they were probably stuck on this land until the day they died. But there were worst places to be stuck.

The thought had been gnawing at me since I had gotten there.

What if I started something with one of them?

But that came with complications. Mac was kind and protective… Jay fun-loving but sensitive… Bill the dominant figure who didn’t share.

Jealousy would tear this fragile peace apart fast.

So instead, after another dinner where my cooking (a sad attempt at fried chicken) had been met with polite chewing and slow swallowing? 

I made a decision. One that was bold and reckless… but also very pragmatic.

I cleared my throat, suddenly nervous as the plates were being cleared. 

Jay started to rise to wash dishes, but I held up a hand: wait. 

All three men turned their attention to me. Mac with gentle curiosity, Jay pausing mid-motion like what now?, and Bill… just watching me carefully.

For a heartbeat of silence? My stomach flipped.

Then I blurted it out before courage could fail:

"Look," I began, voice steady despite the pounding in my chest. 

"I know I'm not pulling my weight with cooking, and I'm never gonna be able to help with ranch work… but there's something else I can do." 

A deep breath. Then: 

"If you want… any of you want to have me… whenever it feels right, I’m here." 

No grand romantic speech. Just a straightforward offer, laid bare on the kitchen table like fresh bread.

Jay’s eyes widened slightly, surprised but intrigued.

Mac froze mid-sip of his coffee, slowly lowering the mug.

Bill was the first to respond, because of course he was. 

He set his beer down with deliberate slowness, then fixed me with that intense whiskey-colored stare, the one that felt like it could strip a man bare.

"What the hell do you mean by 'have you'?" he asked. Not accusing… not even angry. Just needing clarification because this wasn’t some vague suggestion, it was a real offer on the table.

The question hung heavy in air between us all.

Jay stopped pretending to clean dishes; Mac straightened slightly in his chair… both listening hard now too.

I held Bill's gaze, not flinching. 

"Look," I said softly but firmly, "you're all men with needs… and I'm a woman with needs. And we all know I’m not going anywhere, because I’ve got nowhere to go." 

A pause. The kitchen felt suddenly smaller despite the high ceilings.

"If we can keep jealousy out of it…" My eyes flicked briefly to each of them: Jay’s surprised face, Mac’s quiet intensity, Bill’s unreadable expression. "You can share me."

No possessiveness. Just an arrangement where everyone gets something if they wanted it.

The air thickened instantly, charged like before lightning strikes in summer storms.

I kept my tone neutral, not teasing or flirty, just factual. 

"Do you guys know what free use is?" I asked them.

Not a vague question… it was direct: Do you understand the full implication of me offering this?

Jay blinked rapidly, like his brain short-circuited for half a second. Mac exhaled slowly through his nose, processing.

Bill? His jaw flexed once… twice… before he gave the smallest head shake.

Jay's face went pink, actual, visible blush creeping up his neck. 

"Like… from porn?" he blurted out, voice cracking slightly. Then immediately looked mortified for saying that.

Mac rubbed a hand over his mouth to hide what might've been a smirk or just discomfort.

Bill? Still silent. But now there was something darker in his expression, not anger, not rejection… consideration.

I nodded firmly, no shame in my voice. 

"Yeah. Like from porn," I confirmed, keeping eye contact with each of them as I spoke. "Free use means free: no scheduling, no asking permission every time, just… if you want me? You take me."

No formal dates or sweet talking required.

The ranch ran on raw practicality. Cows didn’t ask for an appointment to be milked; fences didn’t beg to be fixed.

And now? Neither would I need a request to be fucked.

All three men exchanged glances, quick, assessing looks passing between them. 

They were intrigued. No doubt about that. 

But they weren't the type to pounce on an offer like this right away, especially not from a woman they respected (even if she had just suggested it). Cowboy honor ran deep.

Jay shifted in his seat, suddenly very interested in studying the grain of the wooden table.

Mac cleared his throat and gave me a small nod: I hear you… but I won’t be first.

Bill? He just took another slow sip of beer… then set it down with finality. Agreeing to the arrangement with a small grunt.

Over the next few days, the tension in the house thickened, deliberately on my part. 

I started wearing my shorts higher when it got warm, sitting on the porch swing with legs crossed just so… or letting my button-down shirt stay undone a couple extra buttons at dinner.

And oh, they noticed. 

Jay’s eyes darted to my thighs every time I walked by. Mac would glance up from his book if I bent over to grab something from a cabinet.

Bill? The oldest and most controlled… but even he couldn’t hide how his gaze lingered when I stretched after laundry day.

But still, no one acted.

They were waiting for me. 

Like gentlemen, stupid, stubborn cowboy gentlemen who thought they shouldn’t be the ones to initiate even if I’d basically handed them a key to the kingdom.

It was frustrating in a way. Not that I minded their respect… but this silent staring? The charged glances across rooms? It felt like torture by anticipation.

No one touched me unless absolutely necessary: passing dishes, accidental brushes in hallway…

But nothing more than that.

The tension was killing me. 

Every time I walked into a room, the air changed, subtle but noticeable. Like they were holding their breath around me.

I’d catch Jay biting his lip when I passed by in cutoff jeans… Mac’s jaw tightening slightly if my shirt slipped off one shoulder…

Bill? The most restrained of all, but even he had started sitting closer to me at dinner than before.

Yet still, no one made a move.

One night, I couldn't sleep. 

Not because of fear or stress… but pure, unbearable horniness. Months, years, without real intimacy had left me wound tight.

I lay in my bed staring at the ceiling for hours before finally sitting up with a sigh. 

Screw this waiting around.

Without overthinking it (because if I did, I’d chicken out), I padded barefoot down the hallway toward Mac's room.

The hallway was dark, only moonlight filtering through the curtains. 

Mac’s door wasn’t closed, just cracked slightly, like he hadn't bothered shutting it all the way after turning in for the night.

I peered inside quietly… and saw him lying on his back under thin ranch-style sheets. 

But more noticeable than that? The very obvious tent in his covers, the outline of a hard-on straining against fabric.

Mac was asleep, actually asleep, not faking it. 

His breathing came deep and even, the soft snores of a man who worked hard all day and could pass out cold at night.

I slipped inside soundlessly, toes curling on cool wooden floors. Then I crept to his side of the bed… heart pounding now for real.

Gently, so gently, I lifted the blanket up over his hips… revealing what I’d come here for: 

Tented black boxer briefs hugging every inch of his erection clearly.

The second I peeled his boxer briefs down, Mac’s cock sprang free: thick, heavy, and fully hard even in sleep. 

My mouth watered instantly. 

Without hesitation (because why wait now?), I hopped on the bed, straddled his legs… then leaned forward and took him into my mouth in one slow slide.

Mac jolted awake the second my lips touched him. Not violently, but with a sharp inhale and his whole body tensing under me. 

For half a heartbeat? He didn’t move, eyes wide in shock as he looked down to see me on my knees between his legs with his cock in my mouth.

Mac’s hands hovered in the air for a second, what the hell is happening?, before his brain caught up. 

Then, instead of pushing me away or yelling… he groaned. Low, rough, and desperate. 

One large hand slid into my hair almost instinctively, not forcing anything yet, just feeling the soft strands as I sucked him slowly.

His hips twitched upward slightly; an involuntary reaction to how good it felt to be touched like this by a woman after so many years spent focused on nothing but the land he called home.

Mac's breathing turned ragged, his chest rising and falling faster as pleasure shot through him. 

That hand in my hair tightened slightly, as if to make sure I wasn't a dream about to disappear.

His other arm bent behind his head, biceps flexing as he watched me with darkening eyes: sleepy arousal shifting into something hotter… hungrier.

No words yet. Just the quiet sounds of our shared intimacy in the moonlit room: my wet mouth on him, his soft groans filling the space between us.

I pulled off with a soft pop, looking up at him, lips wet, eyes burning with need. 

"Use me," I said, voice thick and demanding. "Fucking use me already."

Mac stared for half a second… then the dam broke.

His hands surged forward, clamping onto my head with firm but not painful grip. 

Then he started fucking my face, no gentle exploration now, just raw hunger taking over. 

Each thrust was controlled but deep, pushing himself between my lips as his hips lifted off the bed to meet me.

"This what you want?" he growled above me, the first full sentence out of him since waking up, and it wasn’t a question so much as confirmation: You asked for this.

I grunted around his cock, a muffled sound of approval as Mac used my mouth with increasing intensity. 

He pushed deep into my throat, the head of his cock hitting the back every time he bottomed out. My eyes watered slightly from the stretch and depth but I didn’t pull away; if anything, I relaxed more to take him even deeper.

Mac’s breathing turned rougher above me… he liked this. A lot.

It didn't take a genius to figure out cowboys. 

They worked hard all day, physical labor, sweat, dirt, animals, and by night? They needed release. Simple needs.

And I’d just given Mac exactly that: a warm mouth at his service whenever he wanted it… no strings or romance required. Just pure animal satisfaction.

He was treating me like a bull in heat would treat an open pasture full of heifers, claiming what was offered without hesitation or guilt.

Mac's thrusts grew more urgent, his hands still firmly holding my head in place as he chased his pleasure. 

Every so often, a guttural groan escaped him, deep and unfiltered cowboy sounds I’d never heard from him before. This wasn’t the quiet, polite man who helped nurse a baby calf back to life.

This was hunger unleashed.

Mac’s hips started to stutter, small, uneven jerks instead of smooth thrusts. 

That was the telltale sign: he was close. 

His fingers flexed in my hair; his breath came in short, sharp bursts through clenched teeth.

No warning given… no "I'm gonna cum" or anything polite like that. Just pure cowboy instinct taking over as pleasure crested toward its peak inside my mouth.

Then he came hard, really hard. 

His whole body tensed, back arching slightly off the mattress as he pulsed down my throat with hot, thick releases. 

No stopping it now; no gentleness to pull out or ease up… just him using me exactly how I’d offered.

And through watery eyes, I kept going, swallowing everything like a good girl who knew her place on this ranch: on her knees for him.

Mac collapsed back onto the pillow, chest heaving as waves of pleasure washed over him. 

For a long moment, he just lay there, eyes closed, processing what had just happened. 

Then his hands, still holding my hair, softened and slid down to cup my face instead.

He looked at me with an expression I hadn’t seen on him before: gratitude, mixed with something warmer… maybe even affection?

I slid my lips off his softening cock, the skin now cool and slightly sticky. 

Without rushing, I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, no shame, no awkwardness, just casual intimacy after what we’d just done.

Mac watched me for a second… then reached out and gently brushed a thumb over my bottom lip where a tiny bit of him still lingered.

"Thank you," he murmured. Not sarcastic or teasing… genuinely grateful in that quiet cowboy way of his.

I gave his thigh a light, friendly pat. No lingering cuddles or kiss goodnight. Just straightforward aftercare. 

"What did I tell you? It's what I'm here for," I said softly, smiling just slightly before slipping off the bed.

Mac stayed propped on his elbows, watching me leave with something unreadable in his eyes… but he didn’t stop me.

I padded back to my own room down the hall, heart still racing from the adrenaline rush of sucking Mac to completion.

Back in my own room, I shut the door softly behind me. 

The ranch house was quiet again, just the occasional creak of old wood settling. Everyone else still asleep.

I kicked off my pajama pants, slipped under cool sheets… and immediately touched myself.

Mac’s face flashed in my mind: the way he’d groaned, how hard he came down my throat… it turned me on more than I'd been in years.

My fingers slid between my thighs, finding me already damp with arousal. 

I bit my lip to stifle any sounds, no need to wake the whole house, and started moving in slow circles, imagining Mac’s strong hands on me next time… guiding my heat onto his hardness.

The mental image of him taking control of my whole body sent a thrill through me. 

Not that I’d say anything about it tomorrow morning… but damn, this was exactly what I needed.

I came quickly, faster than I had in months, probably. 

No buildup, no teasing… just pent-up lust finally released after weeks of tension and unspoken attraction.

Afterward, I curled onto my side with a content sigh. 

For the first time since arriving on this ranch? I felt satisfied. Not just safe or fed… but genuinely fulfilled.

And as sleep pulled me under moments later? My last thought was: That’s one down.


CHAPTER 4

The next morning, breakfast was as normal as ever. 

Bill sipped his coffee silently like always. Jay shuffled in from outside, rubbing his belly.

Mac? He walked into the kitchen last… and when he passed behind my chair to get to the counter? 

He winked at me. Just once. A tiny, subtle I remember glance that only I would notice unless someone happened to be looking right at us.

Jay was looking though… because he froze mid-bite of toast with narrowed eyes like something had just clicked for him too.

Jay chewed his toast slowly, gaze darting between Mac and me. 

The air wasn't awkward… just charged. Like everyone knew something had happened but no one was saying anything.

Mac acted perfectly normal, pouring coffee, asking Bill if the south pasture needed checking, but that wink lingered in my mind all through breakfast.

No big deal made of it. No teasing comments or smug looks from Jay either… yet. 

But I could practically see the gears turning behind his eyes: Did they? Did she? How far did it go?

He wouldn’t have to wait long for his turn.

I timed it perfectly. 

Jay had a routine: after a full day of ranch work, mending fences, herding cattle, hauling feed, what have you, he’d come in covered in dirt and sweat around 6 PM sharp. 

Without fail, he’d head straight for the bathroom to be the first to shower before dinner.

And today? I was ready.

The bathroom door creaked open just as steam curled in the air from the hot shower. 

Jay stepped inside, shirt already off and boots kicked off by the sink, routine. 

He froze mid-motion when he saw me: completely on display, bent over a small bench they used to store hair products and body wash.

My ass was up high, pussy fully visible between my thighs… and I didn’t turn around or act surprised that I had been walked in on.

Jay’s breath hitched audibly. 

For a second, he just stood there like his brain short-circuited, shirt in one hand, the other half-raised to pull his belt off.

But then… realization dawned. 

This wasn’t an accident. I was waiting for him. And that ass? That view? It was a goddamn invitation.

Without saying anything yet, Jay quietly closed the bathroom door behind him and turned the lock with a soft click.

He moved slowly, like he didn’t want to scare me off or assume too much. 

He peeled the rest of his clothes off, jeans, then boxers, letting them drop to the tile floor. Then he stepped into the shower stall behind me.

The water hit his bare skin first: warm droplets running down his broad shoulders and back as steam thickened around us both.

Still no words… just actions now.

Jay’s big hands, calloused from ranch work, settled on my thighs first, warm and slightly rough. 

Then they slid up, squeezing the fullness of my ass cheeks with a quiet groan that vibrated through his chest.

No hesitation after that. His fingers trailed lower… over the curve of my buttocks… then right to where I was most exposed: wet and ready for him.

He touched me there gently at first, just testing how I’d react.

Jay's fingertips brushed over my folds, already slick with arousal. 

A low sound escaped him, damn, as he felt how ready I was. 

Then his hands got bolder: one cupping my ass while the other slid two fingers right into me without warning, stretching me open.

The water cascaded around us, hiding the wet sounds but not muffling Jay’s breathing or his soft mutter of fuck under his breath as he explored me.

I arched into his touch, a soft moan slipping out as Jay’s fingers sank deeper inside me. 

The stretch felt amazing. He had long, strong fingers from years of working the land, and they curved just right to hit that perfect spot.

My hands braced against the shower wall for balance while my hips rocked back slightly onto his hand on instinct.

Jay took the hint and added a third finger, stretching me even wider. 

The water ran down our bodies as he started moving his fingers in and out slowly at first… then faster when I pushed back against him with needy little grinds.

He leaned over my bent form, pressing his chest to my back briefly while his other hand slid around to cup one of my breasts through the steam.

Jay’s touch turned greedy, fingers pumping faster, his thumb finding my clit and rubbing in slow circles. 

The shower was hot, steamy, everything slick: water on skin, his calloused hands exploring me everywhere… 

I whimpered when he bit the curve of my shoulder lightly, claiming, before sucking a mark there.

No more hesitation now as I felt his erection press against my ass cheek.

Jay's cock twitched against me, hard and heavy. 

He pulled his fingers out of me slowly, too slow, teasingly, then grabbed the base of himself to line up.

For a second? Just heat and breath and steamy spray between us as he hovered behind me… then with one smooth push he slid into my pussy, filling me completely.

He groaned deeply as he bottomed out, his hips flush against my ass. 

So tight. So warm. The shower water mixed with the heat between us as he stilled for a heartbeat, just savoring how I felt around him.

Then? He started moving, slow thrusts at first, pulling almost all the way out before pushing back in.

Each stroke sent waves of pleasure through me; no rushed thrusting like Mac… this was Jay, gentle to a fault, even when fucking.

Jay built a rhythm, steady, deep rolls of his hips that made me gasp with each push. 

The water drummed on us both, hiding the wet sounds but not muffling our quiet moans. 

He reached around again to find my clit, rubbing it in time with his thrusts, matching the pace perfectly.

No rushing… just taking what he wanted at a sweetly torturous speed.

Jay kissed the back of my neck, his lips warm and surprisingly soft for a man who usually smiled with lazy charm. 

The contrast was sweet: rough hands gripping my hip and rubbing my clit while he kissed me like something tender.

His thrusts stayed deep and measured, each one drawing another moan from me as pleasure coiled tighter in my stomach.

I could feel him getting harder inside me… closer to cumming but still holding back to make sure I got there first.

The orgasm hit me like a fucking train. 

All the tension, all the years of being stuck in a loveless marriage exploded in one white-hot wave as my body clenched around Jay’s cock.

I cried out, forehead pressing against the shower wall while my knees nearly buckled. 

Holy shit. It had been years since a man had made me cum this hard… maybe ever.

Jay felt it too, how I pulsed around him, squeezing his length tight as pleasure ripped through every nerve ending.

Jay growled against my skin, the sound vibrating through me as he felt me clench around him. 

That was it for him. 

No way to hold back anymore after that.

With a few sharp, deeper thrusts? He came too, hot and pulsing inside my pussy, his hips jerking erratically as he spilled himself deep.

He bit down on my shoulder to muffle his groan but I could still feel every pulse of his release between us.

Jay stayed pressed against me for a long moment, breathing heavily as the aftershocks of his orgasm rolled through him. 

The shower water kept raining down on us both, washing away sweat and sex but not the intimacy of what we’d just shared.

Eventually, he pressed a soft kiss to my damp shoulder… then another to my jawline when I turned slightly toward him.

No words exchanged. Just quiet affection in the steamy air.

Jay slipped out of me with a slow, satisfied sigh, his cock still half-hard from the intensity. 

I wobbled slightly on my feet as I stepped out of the shower stall, legs weak from that insane orgasm.

Without thinking twice? I grabbed a fluffy towel off the rack… then turned and gave Jay’s bare ass a sharp smack. 

"Good job, cowboy," I teased with a smirk over my shoulder at him.

Jay chuckled, low and rough, the sound carrying through the steamy bathroom. 

He watched me with hooded eyes as I wrapped a towel around myself and sauntered out toward my bedroom.

I didn’t rush or hide… just strolled casually.

And right before rounding the corner? I shot him one last wink over my shoulder.

Jay was still standing there naked under running water when I disappeared down the hall.


CHAPTER 5

The next morning, the ranch carried on as usual. 

Bill usually spent the late weekend mornings in the barn, tinkering with his old Mustang, so after cleaning up breakfast dishes and folding laundry? I decided it was his turn.

I walked across the yard toward the barn, my steps purposeful. 

The sun was bright, birds chirping in fence posts as I pushed open the big double doors.

Inside it smelled like hay and motor oil.

Bill was sprawled on a creeper, that flat rolling board mechanics use to slide under cars. 

The ‘60s Mustang loomed above him, lifted by a hydraulic jack with one wheel off the ground.

He wore grease-stained jeans and an old black t-shirt with the sleeves cut off as he worked quietly beneath the engine bay.

I crept forward silently, the straw beneath my bare feet making no sound. 

Bill didn’t notice me coming until I was right over him.

Then? Without warning, I straddled his hips on the narrow creeper, planting one knee on either side of his torso.

His wrench clanged onto concrete as he startled hard… eyes flying up to meet mine in shock.

My skirt was short, really short. 

Mac had picked it out for me on a trip to town, saying something like "This’ll look good on you." He hadn’t known at the time that I’d be using it to seduce his boss.

Underneath? Just thin panties.

Bill’s gaze dropped immediately from my face… down my body… lingering on where the fabric rode up over my thighs as I settled over him.

The second I started grinding down against him, even through the thick denim of his jeans? 

I felt it. Instant hardness pressing up between us.

Bill inhaled sharply, hands hovering awkwardly at my hips like he didn’t know whether to push me off or pull me closer.

"What’re you doin’?" he rumbled, voice deeper than usual. Not angry… just surprised and already turned on.

"I'm losing my patience with you, Bill," I murmured as my fingers went straight for his belt buckle. 

No sweet talk, no slow buildup. Just getting it done. 

The leather slid open with a metallic click, then I popped the button on his jeans and tugged the zipper down without hesitation.

Bill exhaled through clenched teeth as cool barn air hit newly exposed skin.

I wasted no time pushing his jeans and boxer briefs down just enough to free his cock. 

Thick. Hard as stone already, twitching against my stomach from the friction of my panties.

Bill’s hands finally settled on my waist, calloused fingers pressing into bare skin where fabric had ridden up.

His jaw clenched… like he was fighting a war between discipline and wanting me right fucking now.

Bill was the oldest on the ranch, the most reserved. 

Not cold or mean… just a man who valued propriety and control. A rancher with years of responsibility weighing on his shoulders.

But right now? His body screamed something entirely different.

His cock stood fully erect, leaking at the tip against my stomach… while his face showed a quiet internal battle: This is wrong versus God I want to fuck her like a bull in heat.

He swallowed hard, Adam’s apple bobbing in his throat. 

For a long second? He just stared at me like I was the devil tempting him… and he wasn’t sure if he wanted to resist or surrender.

His hands flexed on my hips, torn between guiding me closer or pushing me away for some misplaced sense of decency.

But then… his cock twitched again against my belly. Traitor.

Finally, Bill broke. 

With a low groan that sounded almost pained? He yanked me down and crushed his mouth against mine in a rough kiss.

No gentle first touch… just pure, desperate hunger as he took control after wrestling with himself too long.

His beard scratched my chin while his tongue slid into my mouth like he’d been starving for this.

I broke the kiss just long enough to shove my panties aside, exposing my slick heat. 

Bill’s breath hitched when he felt how wet I was against his cock.

No more hesitation. 

I lifted myself slightly, lined him up… then sank down onto him in one smooth motion, taking every thick inch inside me with a gasp.

Bill’s entire body locked the second I sheathed him. 

A guttural, filthy sound ripped from his throat as he filled me completely. 

For a man who usually moved with quiet precision? The way his hips jerked up instinctively to meet mine was raw and animalistic.

His hands clamped onto my ass hard, fingers digging in like he might leave bruises tomorrow… but right now? He didn’t give a single fuck about being gentle.

He kissed me again, sloppily this time, all teeth and tongue as his hips started rolling up into mine.

Each thrust sent a jolt through me, so fucking deep from this angle on the creeper.

Bill had never been with anyone in years… maybe not since his wife had left him over a decade ago… so it showed in how eagerly he fucked me like a man making up for lost time.

The barn was quiet except for the wet sounds of our bodies slapping together and Bill’s ragged breathing against my neck. 

He kissed, sucked, bit at my skin like he couldn’t get enough… marking me up while his cock pistoned into me with increasing intensity.

Every drag of him inside sent sparks through my core.

I lifted up into a squat, bracing one hand on the car frame above us while the other rubbed frantic circles on my clit. 

Then? I started bouncing. Up and down, taking Bill’s full length with every plunge.

The power I held was intoxicating. This big, dominant man… now at my mercy as he groaned helplessly beneath me.

Each time I clenched around him or moaned his name? He got closer to losing it completely.

Bill’s jaw clenched so tight it looked painful, his knuckles white where he gripped the edges of the creeper. 

Every nerve in his body was focused on me riding him, my tits bouncing with each movement, my fingers working that swollen little bud…

He’d never been fucked like this before. Not by a woman who owned every second of it.

And judging by how fast and shallow his breathing got? He was about to explode any minute now.

Bill’s hips stuttered, his control snapping. 

With a ragged "Fuck!" he suddenly gripped both of my ass cheeks and started fucking up into me, matching my bounces with brutal upward thrusts.

No more passive receiver… now the boss was taking over, pounding his cock deep as sweat dripped down his temples.

The creeper squeaked under us from the force of it all.

Bill’s orgasm hit him like a freight train. 

One second he was fucking up into me with wild abandon, the next? His back arched off the creeper as he came hard, pulsing inside me in hot, thick waves.

He groaned my name like a prayer while his cock throbbed and spilled deep.

For a man who usually kept everything so composed… seeing him unravel beneath me was fucking glorious.

I rode out his climax, milking every last drop from him as he shuddered beneath me. 

When the waves finally subsided, Bill collapsed back onto the creeper with a dazed expression, chest heaving like he’d just run a marathon.

For several seconds? He just stared at the barn rafters above us… trying to process what just happened between us.

Eventually, Bill’s eyes drifted back to me. 

There was no anger or regret in them… just quiet awe and something dangerously close to affection. 

Without a word, he reached up and cupped my face gently before pulling me down into a slow, tender kiss.

Nothing like the desperate one from earlier. This? Was soft. Appreciative.

Like maybe I’d just given him more than sex… maybe I’d given him something he hadn’t felt in years: connection.

Bill broke the kiss and pressed his forehead to mine, breathing me in. 

Then he whispered against my lips: "Thank you." 

Simple words… but they carried so much weight coming from a man who usually kept everything locked up.

I smiled softly and kissed the corner of his mouth before saying, "Anytime." 

And I meant it. Any time he or the cowboys wanted me? I’d be there.

No conditions. No strings attached beyond pure physical hunger between us now.

And boy, did they take advantage.

The dam had shattered. 

Now that all three cowboys had tasted me? There was no going back.

Mac would sneak into my room before dawn, fucking me quietly beneath the covers before slipping out to work. 

Jay got bold during lunch breaks, dragging me behind hay bales or into empty stalls for quick, messy encounters. 

And Bill? The most reserved of all… started making excuses to "check on" me whenever work was slow in the afternoons.

Mac never stopped being gentle, even when rough. 

Jay was playful and affectionate between rounds, kissing my neck or pinching my ass like he owned it now. 

Bill? Despite his age, the man had stamina, taking me slow but deep like a lover instead of just a fuck.

The ranch house became an unspoken harem… no jealousy among them because there was plenty of me to go around.

And damn if I didn’t love every second of it.

One night, the house was quiet. Everyone else had gone to bed early after a long day of fixing calves.

Mac was still in the barn finishing up chores under lantern light.

I grabbed a thick hoodie and slipped outside barefoot, curious if he wanted company… or more. 

The barn door creaked softly as I stepped inside.

Mac was bent over a feed trough, shoveling grain into bins. 

The lantern light cast warm shadows across his broad back and shoulders, making the muscles flex with each movement.

He hadn’t heard me come in yet… too focused on finishing his task.

Mac straightened slowly, wiping his hands on a rag tucked in his back pocket. 

Then he turned… and the second he saw me? His eyes darkened. 

I’d walked closer with purpose, then peeled off the oversized hoodie to reveal nothing underneath. Just bare skin from head to toe.

The rag slipped from Mac’s fingers and hit the dirt floor as he stared at my naked body like it was Christmas morning.

He didn’t say a word. 

He just moved. 

In three long strides, he closed the distance between us and grabbed my face with one big hand before crushing his lips against mine in a hungry kiss.

The other arm wrapped around my waist, yanking me flush against his body so I could feel how hard he already was through his jeans.

Then he dropped to his knees right there in the hay-covered barn floor. 

Without hesitation, he hooked one of my legs over his shoulder for better access… then dove in.

His mouth was hot and wet as it latched onto my pussy, tongue licking a slow stripe from bottom to top before diving into my folds with shameless enthusiasm.

The contrast between gentle cowboy and ruthless lover was fucking addictive.

That's exactly Jay stepped into the barn, probably coming to check on Mac too or grab something he forgot earlier. 

The second he saw us? He froze in the doorway, eyes going wide.

For half a heartbeat… it looked like he’d turn around and leave quietly. 

But then his gaze locked onto Mac between my thighs… and onto me, flushed and moaning from that talented tongue…

He couldn’t move. Couldn’t look away either.

I locked eyes with Jay across the barn, biting my lip as I silently invited him closer. 

No words needed. Just a slow smirk and a tilt of my head.

Jay swallowed hard… then stepped forward like a man walking into church for confession.

Without asking, he dropped behind me on his knees and began teasing circles around my untouched asshole with his fingers… then pressed wet kisses there too.

Mac noticed Jay and stopped, but only momentarily.

The man was too busy devouring my pussy like a starving wolf to give a single fuck.

If anything? The way Mac doubled down on licking and sucking me harder suggested approval. Like he was egging Jay on.

Jay wasn’t competition… just another cowboy joining in on taming a wild mare. And Mac clearly had no problem with the help.

I melted between them, overwhelmed by sensation. 

Mac’s tongue swirling my clit and fucking into my pussy… Jay gently stretching and licking my tight little asshole? 

It was too much. Too good. My knees wobbled as pleasure coiled tighter in my stomach with every second.

Every nerve ending felt alight, like I might actually explode from the dual stimulation if they kept this up even five more seconds.

My breath came in ragged gasps, hands fisting into Mac’s hair as Jay pressed closer behind me. 

The barn smelled like hay and leather and pussy, the air thick with heat and our mingling scents. 

Mac moaned against my cunt when I tugged his hair unconsciously… while Jay whimpered softly before dragging his tongue deep into my ass.

I was seconds away from shattering between them.

Then it hit me. 

A tsunami of pleasure ripped through my body as the orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave.

My back arched, toes curling in the hay as I screamed Mac’s name while clamping around his tongue.

Jay didn’t stop either, keeping that sinful mouth working on my ass to prolong every spasm until I was shaking and sobbing from oversensitivity.

Mac finally pulled back, his lips glistening and chin wet from my arousal. 

Jay kissed the small of my back before rising to his feet behind me.

Both men were hard as rocks… and neither was done with me yet.

Without a word exchanged between them? Jay stood up, grabbed my hips from behind…

Mac pressed against my front like they were about to make me the meat in a cowboy sandwich.

And God help me, I couldn't wait to spread the dressing.

Mac shed his shirt and jeans in record time, tossing them aside. 

Jay was just as quick, stripping down to nothing before spreading a thick horse blanket on the barn floor like an impromptu bed.

Mac lay back first… then patted his lap for me to climb onto him.

The second I straddled him? Jay got behind me again, kneading my ass cheeks with one hand while spitting into the other palm to lube up my tight hole.

Mac grabbed my hips, guiding me down onto his cock as I hovered over him. 

As soon as the broad head of his dick pressed against my soaked pussy, he groaned loud and deep.

Jay watched for a heartbeat… then leaned in, lining up with my virgin asshole while Mac’s shaft stretched me open from below.

Jay paused, his thick cockhead pressing against my untouched hole. 

I could feel the hesitation in him… the cowboy wanting to be gentle with something so intimate and delicate.

But I didn’t want slow.

Without looking back, I reached behind me and grabbed his hip, urging him forward. "Just do it," I whispered breathlessly. "Fuck my ass."

Mac held my gaze beneath me… nodding subtly at Jay like Do what the lady says.

The moment Jay sunk all the way in? 

I whimpered. 

Fucking hell. I was stuffed. Completely, impossibly full. Mac’s cock throbbed inside my pussy while Jay filled my ass to the hilt… their lengths pressed together so close through that thin wall of flesh.

Every tiny shift from either man sent electric shocks through me. Rubbing against each other with every breath I took or heartbeat that pulsed between us.

It was obscene how good it felt.

Mac and Jay moved in perfect sync, like their bodies were made to share me. 

Every time Mac thrust up into my pussy? Jay countered with a slow push deeper into my ass.

The friction was insane… the double stretch making every nerve light up at once.

I clung to Mac’s chest, nails digging slightly as I moaned between them, overwhelmed by how deeply fucked I was from both ends. 

No woman had ever been this full before, I was sure of it… and God did it feel incredible.

Mac kissed me sloppily, swallowing my moans as his hips pistoned upward. 

Jay wasn’t quiet either. Every ragged breath and groan from behind me vibrated through my back.

The barn echoed with the lewd sounds of skin slapping, cocks pumping in and out… and the occasional wet squelch when their lengths rubbed against each other through that thin divider inside me.

Mac suddenly grabbed the back of my neck, tilting my head to kiss me deeper as his thrusts turned rougher. 

Jay mirrored him, biting down on my shoulder while fucking into me with increasing intensity.

They weren’t just using me anymore… they were claiming every inch between them.

No more hesitation. Just raw need and possession as their bodies moved in unison to ruin me for anyone else. 

In this moment, I was nothing but a hole for these two cowboys… and I wouldn't dare change a single thing about that.

Mac came first, his release pulsing hot inside my pussy as he groaned into the kiss. 

Jay felt it through the thin membrane and lost it.

A few brutal thrusts later? He buried himself to the hilt in my ass with a guttural cry, filling me up there too.

They fucked me through their orgasms… not stopping until every last drop was spilled deep where they belonged. 

The instant Mac and Jay filled me up simultaneously another earth-shattering orgasm ripped through me like wildfire.

My entire body locked up, back arching violently as pleasure detonated behind my eyes. 

I screamed their names into the barn air, nails clawing at Mac’s chest while my cunt and ass clenched around them in violent pulses.

It was too much… but not enough. The heat of their cum mixed with the aftershocks had me sobbing from overstimulation yet still grinding weakly between them for more friction.

Mac collapsed back against the blanket, completely spent but still holding me close. 

Jay slumped forward over my back, pressing lazy kisses to my sweaty shoulders as he caught his breath.

For a long moment, none of us moved. Just three tangled bodies in a hay-covered barn… sticky with sweat and cum.

The only sound was our heavy breathing and the occasional content sigh from Mac beneath me. 

We’d just shared something filthy… and somehow it felt more intimate than anything I’d ever experienced before.

Eventually, we started moving again. 

Mac pressed a soft kiss to my forehead before sitting up and reaching for his clothes.

Jay helped me stand on shaky legs, wrapping an arm around my waist as he grabbed the hoodie I’d shed earlier.

Dressed quietly in the dim barn light… then walked back toward the ranch house together under moonlight. 

Once inside, they led me straight to the bathroom without saying a word. Turned on warm water… undressed us all gently this time instead of tearing at fabric like earlier.

Mac started the shower, testing the temperature with his hand before guiding me under the spray. 

Jay grabbed a loofah and lathered soap, then began carefully washing my back.

Mac took over from there… gently scrubbing my arms and shoulders while Jay massaged shampoo into my hair.

The contrast to their earlier roughness was sweet. Now they treated me like something precious instead of just a fuck toy. 

They cleaned every inch of me with patient hands… as if making up for how rough they’d been in the barn.

Once I was clean, Mac and Jay dried me off carefully with towels, then dressed me in a soft nightgown before leading me to bed. 

They kissed my cheeks like good husbands might… sweet and chaste compared to the filth we’d indulged in earlier.

Once I was tucked under the covers? They each pressed one last kiss to my forehead. 

I watched sadly as they turned toward the door without climbing into bed with me.

I knew they had to wake up at dawn for morning chores… but damn if I didn’t wish one of them would’ve stayed just for cuddles.

The rest of that week, Mac, Jay, and started subtly convincing Bill that we should all go into town together for drinks and dancing at the honky tonk.

At first he’d grumbled about being too old for that shit, about leaving the ranch unattended… but eventually? He caved with a shrug. 

Now we stood in the driveway ready to leave: me in tight jeans and cowboy boots, Mac smug as hell beside me, Jay bouncing excitedly by the truck… and Bill looking stiff as a board in his plaid shirt like he regretted agreeing already.

Mac threw an arm around Bill’s shoulders, giving him a rough shake. 

"C’mon old man, it’ll be fun! Drinks are on me!" 

Jay hopped into the passenger seat while I slid in behind Mac.

Bill sighed dramatically but finally got in too, muttering something about goddamn kids under his breath as he buckled up.

The truck rumbled to life… and we were off toward town for what promised to be a wild night of whiskey and two-stepping.

Bill nursed his first whiskey like it was medicine. 

The second one? He chugged half before sighing and finally getting up to dance with us.

But by the third drink? The man had shed all his reservations.

His boots scuffed against wood as he grabbed my waist, spinning me into a proper two-step with surprising grace for someone so stiff earlier. 

Turns out Bill knew how to dance. Like damn… this cowboy had moves under that gruff exterior.

Then the honky tonk got hot fast. 

The three of them stayed close to me, their hands sliding possessively over my hips while Bill claimed slow dances that turned filthy when he pressed his body flush against mine.

Other patrons watched openly… some whistling or smirking as they saw three big cowboys circling one woman like she was theirs to share. 

And hell? She was. Every graze of fingertips, every nip at my neck in the crowd said it loud and clear: we weren’t just a group… we were a fucking harem.

When the band stopped to take a break, Mac leaned down to growl in my ear, "Let’s go home." 

Bill didn’t argue for once, just grabbed his hat and tossed cash on the bar. 

Jay was already herding us toward the exit after chugging a water like a responsible designated driver.

The second we piled into the truck, the tension was thick. Everyone knew exactly what would happen as soon as that ranch house door closed behind us. 

Jay drove fast but careful… all of us sitting close with heated glances passing between bodies in the dark cab.

Every bump in the road jostled us closer together, and more than once Mac’s hand reached back to touch my thigh or Bill leaned over to kiss me slow and deep.

Jay kept his eyes on the road but his jaw was clenched tight with anticipation.

Finally? Mac opened the gate and the truck rolled onto the ranch… headlights cutting through dark pasture as Jay parked haphazardly near the porch steps. 

Nobody waited for an invitation. We were already moving toward that front door like wolves scenting blood.

Mac was the first to kick the door open, not even bothering to turn on lights. 

Bill grabbed my hand and yanked me inside behind him, his earlier shyness gone after all that whiskey.

Jay shut off the truck and followed immediately, slamming the door shut with his boot.

The second we were in? The air crackled. No teasing now… just pure hunger as three cowboys surrounded their woman in a dimly lit foyer. 

Without a word, I dropped gracefully to my knees on the hardwood floor. 

My long hair fell over one shoulder as I gathered it up and swiftly tied it back with a stretchy band from my wrist.

Three pairs of eyes burned down at me… hungry. 

Mac exhaled sharply through his nose, Jay bit his lip, and Bill’s throat bobbed as he watched what came next. 

They didn’t have to say anything. They all knew exactly where this was going first.

I looked up at them through my lashes, the picture of submission. 

Then I reached for Mac’s belt first, popping the buckle with practiced fingers.

The other two stood close enough to watch… their breathing already heavier as they realized exactly what kind of welcome home gift I was about to give their cocks. 

Mac groaned when my nails grazed his zipper, already half-hard from anticipation.

While I worked on Mac’s jeans, Bill and Jay were already shucking theirs off. 

Buttons popped, zippers slid down… fabric hit the floor in a messy pile.

Three thick cocks sprang free: Mac’s long and veiny, Jay’s shorter but stubby as hell with a fat head… Bill? The oldest had the biggest, his shaft heavy with years of restrained desire.

They stood in a loose semicircle around me like an offering… all hard and leaking for my mouth.

Mac threaded his fingers through my tied-back hair, guiding me toward him first. 

Jay and Bill watched with rapt attention, stroking themselves lazily as if they had all night to wait their turn.

The moment Mac’s cockhead brushed my lips, a low groan rumbled from his chest. 

No more dancing or drinking… just this.

I kept one hand on Jay’s shaft, stroking him slowly from base to tip. 

My other palm wrapped around Bill’s girth, squeezing gently as I pumped him in rhythm with my mouth on Mac.

The contrast was delicious, Mac getting the wet heat of my lips while the other two got teasing touches and nothing else yet.

Jay bit his fist to muffle a moan when I twisted my wrist just right… while Bill’s hips jerked into my grip like he wanted more.

Mac’s thighs tensed, his abs flexing as I took him deeper, hollowing my cheeks around his cock. 

Jay whimpered like a puppy in heat watching me work Mac… while Bill gripped the chair behind him hard enough to make the wood creak.

The air smelled like leather and sweat from their clothes still on, mixed with us.

The second I popped Mac out of my mouth with a wet sound, I leaned toward Jay, wrapping my lips around his stubby cock without hesitation. 

He gasped, hands flying to tangle in my hair as I sucked him eagerly… all while keeping Bill and Mac stroked firmly in each hand.

Jay was the most responsive. Every little swirl of my tongue had him bucking into me like an untrained colt.

Mac and Bill watched Jay get sucked with rapt attention, their own cocks dripping onto the floor. 

Bill actually groaned at how pretty it looked watching me take this young cowboy so deep.

Jay’s hips started stuttering after only a minute, his cock swelling thicker in my mouth. 

He was so close already… the poor kid probably hadn’t been blown since high school.

I broke away from Jay with a filthy pop, licking my lips as I looked up at him. 

"Not yet," I murmured, making his face fall before I crawled toward Bill.

The older man sucked in a sharp breath when I took his massive cock into my mouth all at once. 

Holy shit. Even with practice? Bill’s size still stretched me wide around the jaw.

Bill’s hands immediately fisted in my hair, not pushing… just holding on like he might collapse if he didn’t. 

A rough "Fuck…" escaped his gritted teeth as I sucked him slow and deep, hollowing my cheeks to create the perfect vacuum.

Jay stood there panting beside us, still rock hard and aching for what came next. 

Mac was stroking himself lazily while watching the show.

I worked Bill with slow, filthy bobs of my head, taking him as deep as I could before gagging slightly around the thickness. 

Pre-cum leaked onto my tongue and I moaned around his cock… the vibration making Bill’s knees buckle.

Jay whined pathetically beside us while Mac watched with dark approval, clearly enjoying seeing his boss unravel like this.

Before he could finish, I slipped Bill’s cock from my mouth, standing smoothly before shimmying out of my jeans and panties. 

The fabric pooled at my ankles, then I stepped free and walked to the big leather chair in the living room.

Bending over its back, my ass stuck up high… pussy glistening, both holes still slightly pink from activities earlier in the week.

Come fuck me I said without words as I shook my ass invitingly.

All three men saw the invitation. 

For a heartbeat, they just stared… cocks bobbing against their stomachs, jaws clenched.

Then Mac moved first, crossing the room in two strides to grip my hips.

He didn’t bother with foreplay. 

He lined his cock up and slammed into my dripping pussy in one brutal thrust, making me cry out.

Bill and Jay watched like hungry wolves as their buddy started fucking me from behind… the wet sounds obscene in the quiet ranch house.

Mac set a vicious pace, his balls slapping against me with every piston of his hips. 

Bill stepped closer behind him, running a calloused hand over my breast while staring at where Mac’s cock disappeared into me.

Jay bit his lip hard enough to turn it white… already imagining taking the spot Mac held.

Mac fucked me so deep I saw stars, his fingers digging bruises into my hips.

The chair groaned in protest, sliding a few inches across the hardwood floor from Mac’s aggressive thrusts. 

Bill leaned down to kiss my shoulder while palming his own thick cock, clearly next in line.

Jay hovered closer too… already stroking himself faster as he watched Mac claim me first.

Mac growled in my ear, his breath hot and ragged. "I’m addicted to your pussy." 

He was close already, the slap of skin echoing through the living room.

Bill pressed a kiss to my neck before murmuring against it: "God, you're so fucking gorgeous." Like he’d been waiting his whole life for this.

Mac’s thrusts turned erratic, his rhythm breaking as pleasure coiled tight in his gut. 

Bill kissed me deeply over my shoulder, swallowing the moan that escaped when Mac hit that spot inside.

Jay couldn’t wait anymore… he stepped up and started grinding his cock against my other tit like a fucking animal.

Mac came with a roar, his cock pulsing as he spilled deep inside me. 

Bill didn’t even give him time to finish spurting before yanking Mac out and taking his place.

The older man lined up in one swift motion… then sank into my still-quivering cunt like it was made for him. 

Jay whimpered at the sight, jerking himself against my tit faster now that Bill was finally getting his turn.

Bill fucked me slow at first, savoring the stretch. 

But his restraint didn’t last… soon he was pounding into me with rough, deep strokes that made the chair screech.

Mac collapsed onto the couch beside us, catching his breath while watching Bill claim what he’d waited so long for. 

Jay? Still stroking himself desperately like a teenager about to pop off any second now.

Bill’s big hands gripped my hips hard enough to leave marks, his thrusts turning filthy and possessive. 

Each snap of his pelvis made my tits bounce wildly beneath me, nipples pebbled from the cool air in the room.

Bill leaned over my back, pressing his sweat-slick chest against me as he fucked me. 

His mouth found the shell of my ear, nipping and licking while he murmured obscene things only I could hear.

Mac watched with half-lidded eyes… still recovering but hard again just from the sight.

Jay was a complete wreck beside us now, precum dripping down his cock from how worked up he was.

Bill’s pace turned feral in the final moments, his hips stuttering as he chased his release. 

Then with a guttural groan he filled me up, cock pulsing violently as hot cum flooded my cunt.

That was all it took to push me over the edge too. My back arched and I screamed into a cushion when my orgasm ripped through me like lightning. 

The chair almost tipped over from how hard we were both shaking during our climaxes.

Bill slumped over me, panting against my back as he rode out the aftershocks. 

Jay? Fuck. The poor kid looked like he might actually cry from how desperate and neglected he felt right now.

Bill reluctantly slid out of me with a wet sound, his cum already starting to leak from my swollen pussy. 

Before anyone could even breathe Jay was on me like a starved man.

He didn’t bother positioning himself gently… just shoved in balls-deep and hunted his orgasm like it owed him money. 

Three brutal thrusts later, the kid came hard, stuffing me full again with surprised little whimpers.

Jay collapsed against my back, his whole body trembling as he spilled inside me. 

He was so fucking young… it barely took anything to make him lose control.

Mac finally sat up from the couch, watching Jay’s spent face nuzzled into my shoulder with quiet amusement.

Mac stretched his arms above his head, cracking his neck before standing. 

He walked over to us slowly, a predator circling fresh prey despite having already cum.

Jay was still catching his breath against me… blissed out and sated like a puppy who got the best treat ever.

Mac growled low in his throat, grabbing Jay’s shoulder and pushing him aside without a word. 

Jay didn’t resist, just slid off me dizzily with cum still dripping from his softening cock.

Mac took his place behind me like a king reclaiming his throne… gripping my hips hard as he lined himself up for round two. 

This wasn’t about pleasure anymore… it was about dominance. Showing Bill and Jay who the alpha bull of the ranch was.

Mac slammed back into me with zero patience, his thick cock stretching me all over again. 

Jay watched from the floor where he’d slumped, too spent to do anything but admire how rough Mac fucked.

Bill just smirked and crossed his arms… content to watch the younger man work.

Mac set a brutal pace from the start, each thrust punishing as he claimed me all over again. 

The slap of skin echoed through the house, his balls bouncing against my clit with every hard drive into my cunt.

Jay bit his lip watching Mac’s dominant display… while Bill rubbed his own half-hard cock absently, impressed by Mac’s stamina.

Mac fucked me like he was breeding me, his hips pistoning with animalistic intensity. 

Sweat dripped from his brow onto my back as he leaned over to growl in my ear: "Mine." 

Jay and Bill exchanged a glance… neither of them dared challenge that assertion, not at this moment, at least.

Mac’s hands slid up my back to grip my shoulders, yanking me upright against his chest as he fucked me from behind. 

Now our bodies were flush, his mouth finding the side of my neck to suck a hickey into the skin.

The other two men stayed quiet… just watching the ranch hand claim more of me with every possessive thrust.

Mac’s calloused fingers slipped down to my clit, rubbing rough circles over the swollen bundle of nerves. 

Fuck. The sudden stimulation had my legs buckling, only held up by Mac’s strong arm locked around my waist.

My whole body jolted as Mac played with my clit, the overstimulated nerves sending electric shocks of pleasure through me. 

I gasped and arched into his touch despite how sensitive I already was from cumming earlier.

Mac felt my thighs trembling and smirked against my neck, doubling his efforts on my clit. 

He wanted to wreck me… to push me past pleasure into pure, oversensitive ecstasy.

The other two men held their breath, watching Mac bring a woman to the edge of ruin so masterfully with just his fingers and cock.

Mac’s breathing turned ragged against my ear, his own orgasm building fast from the tight heat of my cunt and the way I clenched around him when he touched my clit. 

He was close… and he wanted to drag me over with him this time.

His hips stuttered, his thrusts turning shallow and frantic as he chased his release. 

His fingers on my clit sped up, matching the brutal pace of his cock pounding into me.

I could feel him swelling even bigger inside… knew he was seconds from filling me up all over again.

Mac roared as he came, his cock pulsing violently while spilling another thick load deep inside me. 

The final wave of cum triggered my own orgasm instantly, my body convulsing against him as I screamed.

Jay’s eyes widened… Bill actually groaned at the obscene sight of us unraveling together.

The moment Mac’s cock softened slightly inside me? 

Cum immediately began leaking out around him, a slow trickle of mixed releases from all three men spilling into my well-used pussy. 

A glistening trail ran down my thigh as Mac finally pulled out… proof of how thoroughly they’d bred me tonight. 

Jay stared at the mess with awe and Bill just exhaled like a man who’d reached nirvana.

Mac ran a fingertip through the cum leaking from my swollen cunt, then brought it to my lips. I sucked it clean with dark eyes. 

Bill watched that gesture like it was the hottest fucking thing he’d ever seen.

Jay? The kid looked equal parts fascinated and horrified at how depraved we were being.

The ranch house smelled like sex now… thick and unmistakable.

After admiring the mess they’d made, Mac grabbed a warm washcloth from the kitchen and started gently cleaning me up. 

Bill took over my hair, running his fingers through it while pressing soft kisses to my forehead.

Once I was spotless, we all fell onto the couch in a tangled cuddle pile. 

Mac claimed one side of me, Bill curled around my other shoulder… and sweet Jay ended up sprawled on the floor with his head pillowed on my thighs.

Mac draped a thick blanket over us all, his arm heavy around my shoulders. 

Bill nuzzled into the crook of my neck, breathing deeply like he was memorizing my scent.

Jay sighed happily from the floor, one hand resting possessively on my knee like even in sleep he needed to touch me somehow. 

The ranch house was quiet now… just four content people tangled together after fully unleashing all of our pent up filthy passion.

The exhaustion from the night’s activities hit us all at once. 

Mac was the first to drift off, his breathing evening out as he held me close against his chest.

Bill followed soon after, his usual gruff demeanor melting away in sleep as he curled tighter around me.

Jay lasted longest… blinking drowsily up at my face before finally succumbing with a small smile on his lips. 

Within minutes, the entire couch and floor were filled with soft snores and slow heartbeats of four lovers thoroughly spent.

I’d never felt so satisfied in my life. 

My body was thoroughly fucked, my heart full from the affection they showed me afterward… and for the first time? I truly felt like theirs. Not just Mac’s side piece or Jay’s crush or Bill’s secret desire… but all of theirs. 

Amongst the tangled limbs were four souls at perfect peace after a night of wild passion, and with that, I succumbed to the pull of sleep.


CHAPTER 6

The next morning, sunlight filtered through the curtains when a loud knock jolted us awake. 

That was weird as hell. Nobody just showed up unannounced on a remote ranch like this.

Mac groaned, blinking sleep from his eyes as Bill immediately stiffened beside me… both men instantly shifting into protective mode despite their nakedness and tangled limbs. 

Jay lifted his head from my thighs, looking confused and alarmed at the interruption.

Bill scrambled up first, grabbing his jeans and yanking them on in a hurry. 

"That sounded like a fucking cop knock," he muttered darkly, buttoning his shirt haphazardly.

Mac sat up too, jaw clenched as he watched Bill head toward the front door barefoot. 

Jay looked genuinely nervous now… and I could feel my stomach drop with sudden anxiety.

We all held our breath, listening as Bill’s heavy footsteps approached the door. 

There was a pause… then Bill opened the door and his gruff voice rang out: "Sheriff." 

A deeper male voice responded, polite but firm: "Morning Bill. Mind if I come in?" 

Mac silently reached for his pants too while Jay paled beside me on the floor.

Bill’s tone turned ice cold. "We can talk right here on the porch just fine." 

The sheriff sighed like he’d expected that response. "Alright, have it your way." 

Footsteps shuffled outside as they stepped onto the wood planks… but thankfully stayed where Bill insisted. 

Mac was already fully dressed now, jaw tight with tension.

The sheriff’s voice got dead serious. 

"Not gonna beat around the bush, Bill. Got a tip last night… folks in town saw you and your ranch hands with a known fugitive woman at the bar." 

Mac sucked in a sharp breath beside me on the couch, eyes darting to mine for half a second.

Bill’s lie came smooth and quick, his acting skills better than expected. 

"That was Mac’s sister staying with us. Left early this morning." 

A beat of silence outside… then the sheriff grunted skeptically: "Mac likes to dance with his sister, huh?"

Bill’s voice hardened like steel. "That’s none of your goddamn business, sheriff. Who are you looking for, anyways?" 

A tense pause hung in the air before the lawman replied: "Fugitive by the name of Josephine Garter. Wanted for killing her husband in Houston." 

Mac went pale. Jay clutched my arm tighter. That was my real name. And they knew it.

Bill’s silence stretched a second too long. 

The sheriff must’ve caught that hesitation, because his tone shifted to something far more dangerous: "You got any average sized blonde women on this ranch, Bill?"

Bill didn’t miss a beat. "No." 

His answer was flat and firm, the kind of lie that sounded too convincing to be true. 

The sheriff exhaled through his nose… then said quietly: "I can come back with a warrant. I know you've got a couple ex-cons out here. I don't think their POs will look kindly on them being tangled up in this kind of mess." 

That sentence made Mac’s entire body lock up in panic beside me.

Bill’s voice didn’t waver. "Go ahead then. We’ll be right here." 

The sheriff muttered something under his breath before saying, "Alright Bill. See you in a couple days." 

Boots scuffed against the porch as he turned to leave… and within seconds? The front door closed with finality. 

A deafening silence fell over the house as Bill walked back into the living room.

“Bad fucking checks, huh?" he said lowly, eyes locked on me. 

I swallowed hard before nodding… my stomach in knots. "I can explain." 

Mac and Jay looked between us like they were watching a bomb about to explode.

Bill crossed his arms, his face turning stone cold. 

"I think you’d better. Real fast." 

Mac reached for my hand automatically, squeezing it in silent support… but even he looked wary as hell. 

Jay just stared at me like I might’ve grown a second head any second.

My hands shook as I took a deep breath. 

"My husband was a monster." The words spilled out fast, laced with years of buried rage and fear. "He beat me for years… almost killed me more than once." 

Without another word, I lifted my shirt to show the jagged scars hiding beneath my breasts, lifted my hair to show the marks he had left on my neck… proof of every brutal night he’d given me.

Mac’s face twisted with fury the second he saw the scars. 

Bill went eerily still, his jaw clenched so tight a muscle jumped in it. 

Jay? The kid looked like he might throw up, his eyes filling with tears as he took in each brutal mark on my body. 

Bill’s voice was dangerously quiet when he asked: "Why the fuck didn’t you go to the cops?"

My hands clenched into fists as I answered, my voice raw with years of frustration. 

"I tried going to the cops… but his dad was a fucking DA and his mom a judge. Both crooked as hell, tied up with cartel money." 

A bitter laugh escaped me. "They protected him. Every damn time."

Mac slammed his fist into the wall, leaving a dent. 

Bill looked ready to commit murder right then and there… his nostrils flaring as he nodded, fully aware of how fucked up the system was. 

Jay had actual tears rolling down his cheeks now, horrified at what I’d endured.

I took a shaky breath before speaking again. 

"So one day, I had enough. When he grabbed my neck, I grabbed a pair of gardening shears and sunk them deep into his gut. He bled out in minutes.”

They stared wordlessly, unsure of how to process this new information.

“I’ll be out of your hair by this afternoon… just need time to pack and a ride to the bus station." 

My voice cracked on the last word. I didn’t want to leave them… but I couldn’t risk getting them in trouble with the law and losing the ranch over me.

Bill snapped. "The hell you will!" 

Before anyone could react, he grabbed me by the shoulders and kissed me hard… a rough, claiming kiss that tasted like anger and protectiveness. 

Mac didn’t even look surprised. Just nodded slowly like Bill had just said exactly what they were all thinking.

I broke the kiss, panting as I pressed my forehead to his. "Bill… you don’t understand. If they think I’m here? They’ll never stop coming back." 

My hands trembled against his chest. "It’s too risky for all of you." 

Jay’s voice cracked as he asked, "Where… where would you go?" 

I bit my lip before answering honestly. "Mexico, probably." 

Mac sucked in a sharp breath at that answer… because we all knew how far a lone woman would get down there with a hot ID.

Jay’s face turned determined for the first time that morning. 

"I got contacts from my prison days… they can get you a fake passport." 

He hesitated before adding: "But it’ll cost money. A lot of money." 

Mac and Bill exchanged glances, already calculating how fast they could scrounge up cash.

Bill rubbed his face, frustration clear. "We ain’t got much liquid cash right now with this drought dragging on, all the hay bales we’ve been buying..." 

Mac frowned in agreement… but then Bill added grimly: "Doesn’t matter anyway. You’ll need money to live down there too. Not a lot to set yourself up at first, but more than we can access in the next two days."

A heavy silence fell as the reality of how fucked I was hit hard.

A wicked idea flashed in my mind. 

I turned to Mac, biting my lip before asking: "Mac… before you got arrested for breaking and entering, were you any good at it?"

Mac blinked… then a slow, dangerous grin spread across his face.

Mac’s grin turned predatory as he leaned forward.  "Fuck yeah. Best goddamn thief in the county before I bit off more than I could chew.”

I held my breath, hoping this would work. "What about safes? Can you crack one of those?" 

Mac smirked, rolling his shoulders like an athlete prepping for a game. "I'm a bit rusty… but it’s basically like riding a bike. I'm sure I could figure it out." 

Bill and Jay immediately looked interested. They had no idea where I was going with this.

My heart pounded as I dropped the bomb. 

"My in-laws are always at their lake house on holiday weekends… and seeing how Monday is Memorial Day..." 

I locked eyes with Mac. "If we broke into their Houston mansion, we could hit the safe where they keep cartel money. No bank would ever hold that kind of dirty cash." 

Jay actually gasped.

Bill’s eyes lit up with sudden, violent hope. 

Mac sat forward like a predator catching a scent. "How much we talking?" 

My stomach churned remembering that day. 

"I only saw it open once, for a moment, before I married him. He wanted to borrow his dad’s watch." 

I swallowed hard before admitting: "There was easily over $100k in there just from what I could see." 

Mac whistled low under his breath… Bill looked like he might pass out.

Jay’s face brightened for the first time since the sheriff showed up. 

"That would be more than enough. Fake ID, passport, and a decent stash to set you up in some Mexican beach town."

I shook my head. "Forget it. It’s too risky… I don’t want to drag you guys into even more trouble." 

Mac immediately cut me off, his voice rough with conviction: "Bullshit. You're our girl now. Nothing you can say will change that. We ain't leaving you high and dry." 

Bill and Jay nodded fiercely in agreement behind him.

Mac cracked his knuckles, already planning. "We leave at dusk. Houston’s only a two-hour drive from here." 

Bill stood up, heading toward the kitchen like a man on a mission. "I’ll make breakfast." 

Jay grabbed his phone to text his prison contacts about getting me papers ready… this was happening.

With a shared look of determination, the four of us fell into action. 

By late afternoon? The ranch house felt charged with tension.

Dusk would come soon… and with it? A dangerous heist to secure my future.


CHAPTER 7

The truck rumbled down the dark highway, Houston’s skyline appearing in the distance. 

Mac drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting possessively on my thigh like he needed to touch me constantly.

90s country ballads played softly from a scratched CD… George Strait singing about love and loss as city lights began to flicker ahead.

Mac’s thumb traced slow circles on my skin through the fabric of my jeans, his calloused fingers warm. 

The silence between us wasn’t uncomfortable… just heavy with what we were about to do.

When we finally arrived, Mac parked the truck a few houses away from the gated estate, killing the engine. 

I turned to him in the dim dashboard lights, biting my lip before asking: "You sure you’re ready to do this?" 

He didn’t hesitate. "Baby, I was born ready."

I chewed my lip, nerves crawling up my spine. 

"Everyone has doorbell cameras now… and security’s gotta be way tighter since you were locked up." 

Mac smirked like I’d just asked if water was wet. "That's why I brought my pliers."

He slipped out of the truck with eerily calm movements, adjusting his ski mask as he put it on. 

I watched, stunned, as he walked to the nearby transformer box… and within seconds? Popped it open.

A massive spark erupted when he cut a wire. Then every light on the block flickered… before dying completely.

Mac signaled for me to follow, his silhouette sharp against the sudden darkness. 

I stepped out onto the quiet street, slipping my own mask on, my heartbeat loud in my ears as we approached the massive estate behind towering iron gates.

The mansion was pitch black… all their security systems and cameras dead thanks to Mac’s little stunt. I knew they would probably still be recording everything to their internal memory, but we would be long gone before anyone saw the footage.

Mac grabbed a thick set of bolt cutters from the truck bed before approaching the iron gates. 

With two crunches of metal, he snapped the lock holding them shut.

The gates creaked open ominously as we stepped onto the gravel driveway leading to my in-laws’ monstrous mansion.

I started toward the grand front door… but Mac grabbed my wrist gently and shook his head. 

Without a word, he guided me to a smaller side window near the kitchen. "Alarm sensors are always shit on these old windows." 

He pulled a screwdriver from his back pocket, ready to work his magic.

Mac crouched by the window, studying the frame for a second before wedging his screwdriver into a tiny gap. 

With careful picks and twists, he disabled whatever little sensor was hidden in the glass.

A minute later? The window slid open with barely a sound.

Mac held the window open for me, his expression dead serious in the moonlight. 

I swallowed hard before climbing through first… landing silently on cold marble tiles inside their kitchen.

The house smelled like expensive wood polish and money, just like I remembered. Memories of awkward dinners and strained conversations came flooding back, how they had never truly accepted me as part of their clan.

Mac slipped in right behind me, landing cat quiet on the tile. 

He closed the window carefully before turning to me, his eyes scanning the dark kitchen like a hunter assessing prey.

The house was eerily silent… no dogs barking or people snoring. They really were gone for the weekend.

Mac gestured for me to follow as he crept toward the grand staircase. 

I knew where their bedroom was… and more importantly? Where they kept the safe.

My stomach twisted with nerves, but Mac moved like a shadow, every step calculated and soundless.

Mac took the stairs one at a time, his weight carefully distributed to avoid any creaky steps. 

I followed right behind him, my heart pounding so loud I swore it would give us away.

The master bedroom door stood ominously at the end of a long hallway… where the safe was hidden inside their walk-in closet.

Mac reached the bedroom door and paused, turning the handle painfully slow. 

The rich wood swung open without a sound… revealing the opulent master suite I remembered all too well.

My mother-in-law's perfume still lingered in the air, making my stomach churn. Mac didn’t react to that… his focus was on finding that safe.

I pointed toward the massive walk-in closet, my voice barely above a whisper. 

"It’s behind some of her designer coats… in the back wall." 

Mac nodded silently before moving to inspect the clothing racks.

The second he started gently pushing aside expensive dresses and blazers, the safe came into view, embedded discreetly in the drywall.

Mac crouched in front of the safe, running his fingers over the cold metal surface. 

It was a high-end model… probably electronic with fingerprint or keypad entry. 

He pulled a safe cracking kit from his small backpack and got to work without hesitation, like he’d done this a thousand times before.

I stepped back quietly, not wanting to breathe down Mac’s neck. 

Sitting on the edge of my in-laws’ ridiculously expensive bed, I slipped my mask off and watched him work from across the room.

The mattress was stupidly soft… just like everything else in this house that screamed old money and pretentiousness. 

Minutes ticked by slowly as Mac focused intensely on cracking the safe.

Mac had his ear pressed against the safe, listening for tiny clicks as he manipulated the dial. 

Every so often, he’d pause… then twist it again with painstaking precision. 

I could tell this wasn’t some amateur hacking job. This was a professional at work.

After what felt like an hour, I finally heard it:

Click.

The safe door finally popped open, revealing a dark interior. 

Mac exhaled through his nose in quiet triumph before slowly pulling the door wider.

My eyes immediately locked onto stacks of crisp hundred dollar bills bundled neatly inside… and several small jewelry cases too.

Mac’s eyes widened as he took in the stacks. 

"Holy shit. That’s way more than a hundred grand… by my estimate, there might be a million in here." 

He carefully lifted out one of the jewelry cases first, flipping it open to reveal diamond rings and a platinum bracelet worth tens of thousands alone.

Mac whistled to himself, clearly impressed by the haul. 

Without hesitation, he started gently shoving stacks of cash into his backpack… along with a couple of the most valuable jewelry pieces. 

He worked fast but methodically, not wanting to leave anything behind.

Just as he finished packing everything and I turned to leave, Mac suddenly snatched me by the waist. 

Before I could react? He threw me onto the massive bed with a predatory growl and threw his mask off.

My back hit the soft mattress just as he crawled over me, his eyes burning in the dark room.

Mac hovered over me, his breathing ragged as he crushed his mouth to mine. 

"Fucking hell, that much money got me hard," he growled against my lips before biting my bottom lip. "Let's defile these rich assholes' bed." 

His hands were already tearing at my clothes like a man possessed.

He ripped my shirt open, buttons pinging across the room as he claimed my mouth in a searing kiss.

His hips ground down against mine, letting me feel exactly how turned on that stolen money had made him. 

He yanked my jeans and panties down in one rough motion, his calloused hands immediately groping my bare ass. 

"I'm gonna fucking break you," he whispered against my neck before sucking a bruise into the skin there. 

Mac descended like a man starved, his big hands spreading my thighs wide. 

Without warning, he buried his face between my legs and devoured me with greedy licks and sucks.

His beard scratched deliciously against my sensitive skin as he ate me out like it was the last meal of his life.

He groaned against my pussy, the vibrations sending electric shocks through me. 

His tongue flicked over my clit before swirling around it in filthy circles… all while his stubble rubbed just right.

I arched off the bed with a gasp, fingers twisting into the stupidly expensive sheets beneath me.

He was relentless, his mouth working me over like a fucking expert. 

Every swipe of his tongue, every suck on my clit… it was calculated to drive me insane. 

Mac slipped two thick fingers inside me without warning, curling them just right against that sweet spot. 

While his mouth stayed latched onto my clit, sucking and licking in perfect rhythm with his thrusting fingers.

The dual sensation was overwhelming, pushing me toward the edge at lightning speed.

My back arched violently as pleasure crashed over me like a tidal wave. 

Mac didn’t let up for a second, his fingers pumping deeper while his tongue fucked my clit in rough little flicks.

I came with a strangled cry, my whole body convulsing under the onslaught of sensation.

The orgasm exploded through me with shocking intensity, my body betraying me in the most filthy way possible. 

A gush of arousal squirted out around Mac’s fingers, spraying all over his scruffy face and soaking the ridiculously expensive silk sheets beneath us.

Mac didn’t even flinch… just moaned like it was fucking Christmas morning.

He licked his lips, tasting my essence with dark satisfaction. 

Without missing a beat? He dove right back in, lapping up every drop that had landed on the bed and his beard.

The man looked like a fucking animal… and I had never been more attracted to him.

I yanked his hair hard, forcing him to crawl back up my body. 

The second his mouth crashed against mine I bit his lip and growled: "Fuck me NOW." 

He didn’t need to be told twice… in one brutal motion, he ripped off his jeans and boxer briefs, freeing his erection, pulsing and swollen with need.

Mac lined himself up in one rough thrust, sheathing his entire length inside me in a single brutal stroke. 

A guttural groan ripped from his throat as he bottomed out, my walls stretching obscenely around him.

The bed creaked dangerously under our combined weight as he started pounding into me like a fucking beast.

Mac gripped the headboard with one hand, the other pinning my hip down as he pounded into me. 

Each snap of his hips drove me deeper into the mattress, our sweat-slicked bodies slapping together obscenely in the dark room.

The sound of skin on skin, wood on wood, and heavy breathing filled the air.

He was relentless, fucking me with a pace that bordered on brutal. 

Every thrust sent jolts of pleasure through my entire body, the slapping of our skin echoing off the expensive walls.

I could already feel another orgasm building… and by the look in Mac’s eyes? He wasn’t far behind either.

Mac’s jaw clenched, his muscles straining as he chased his release. 

His thrusts turned messy, losing rhythm as pure animalistic need took over.

I could feel him swelling even thicker inside me and knew he was seconds from filling me up.

With a final, deep thrust that cracked the bedframe as it slammed against the wall, Mac came with a choked groan, his cock pulsing violently as he spilled inside me. 

Hot ropes of cum filled me to overflowing… and I clenched around him through my own aftershocks.

Mac collapsed over me, his heavy body pinning me to the wrecked mattress. 

He panted against my neck, both of us a sweaty, sticky mess on the now-ruined silk sheets.

For a long moment, neither of us spoke… too busy coming down from that insane high.

Mac finally pressed a lazy kiss to my swollen lips, his beard tickling my chin. 

"Fuck," he murmured against my mouth before stealing another slow kiss. “I want more.”

He smirked, already hardening again as he slid out of me. 

Before I could even catch my breath? He flipped me onto my stomach and yanked me to the edge of the bed by my hips.

Without warning, he lined his cock back up and slammed into me from behind.

Mac grabbed a fistful of my hair, arching my back as he started fucking me doggy style with rough, deep strokes. 

The new angle had him hitting even deeper… his balls slapping against me with every brutal thrust.

I screamed into the air, my voice echoing off the marble floors.

Mac was insatiable, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave bruises. 

Each piston of his hips sent shockwaves through me, the wet sounds of our bodies slapping together obscenely loud in the quiet room.

The bed rocked violently with every snap of his pelvis… antique wood groaning and creaking as it was pushed to its absolute limit.

Mac was completely lost in the moment, his primal instincts taking over like a bull in heat. 

He bent over my back to bite at my shoulder while one hand slid around to grope my breast roughly.

The other? Still fisting in my hair as he fucked me like a man possessed.

Mac's thrusts grew erratic, his breathing ragged against my ear as he approached another orgasm. 

His fingers pinched and twisted my nipple while his teeth marked up the back of my neck.

I could feel him swelling inside me again, the thick head of his cock dragging deliciously with every withdrawal before slamming back in.

With a guttural groan, Mac buried himself inside me and came for the second time, shattering the fragile wood supporting the bed and causing it to crash to the floor. 

His release was even hotter than the first, flooding me all over again as his hips stuttered through each pulse.

I clenched around him greedily, riding out my own aftershocks from being so thoroughly fucked.

Mac finally stilled, his forehead dropping between my shoulder blades as he caught his breath. 

For a solid minute, the only sounds were our heavy panting and the occasional drip of cum leaking from the silk sheets onto the floor below.

Eventually, he pressed a kiss to the nape of my neck… surprisingly tender after such a rough breeding session.

He gently pulled me back against his chest, both of us collapsing onto the ruined bed in a sweaty, sated heap. 

He nuzzled my damp hair before pressing lazy kisses along my jawline. 

"Fuck, baby," he murmured hoarsely, still riding the aftershocks of his orgasm.

The money was forgotten for now… this intimacy felt even more precious than all that cash combined.

I sighed contentedly, reluctantly remembering we were still in a crime scene. 

"Mac, honey… we should probably get going soon," I murmured. "What if neighbors heard us?" 

Mac chuckled darkly, nipping at my earlobe before agreeing: "Yeah… you're right."


CHAPTER 8

The truck ride back was completely different from the tense drive to Houston. 

Mac had the radio blasting George Jones, singing off-key with a shit-eating grin as he drove one-handed.

We laughed about stupid things, held hands over the gearshift… and occasionally stole kisses at red lights. 

For the first time in a while? Life felt light. Like I’d actually make it to Mexico, and have a little money left over to have fun with.

Mac reached over to squeeze my thigh, his thumb rubbing circles into the fabric of my jeans. 

Every so often he’d glance at me with this stupidly soft look in his eyes that made my chest feel warm.

A sudden lump formed in my throat as reality crashed down. 

Mac wasn’t coming with me to Mexico… and I’d miss the hell out of him, Bill, and Jay.

They were family now. My real family… the kind that had risked everything for me.

The thought of leaving them behind hurt worse than any beating my husband ever gave me.

Mac noticed the shift in my mood instantly. His smile faded as he studied my profile. 

Without a word, he reached over and laced his fingers through mine, squeezing gently.

The silence between us now wasn’t happy or playful… it was heavy with unspoken goodbyes already looming ahead.

My lips parted like I was about to ask… Could you ever leave the ranch for good? Come down to live with me in Mexico?

But the question died before it could leave my mouth. 

I already knew the answer. The ranch, Bill, Jay… their lives were here in Texas.

Mac would never follow me across borders. Not as long as Bill had a ranch to run and Jay needed a big brother to look up to. That wasn’t fair to ask of him.

When we rolled back onto the ranch, Bill and Jay were waiting on the porch with cold beers. 

The second Mac showed them stacks of cash they whooped like kids on Christmas morning.

But when I tried to hand them a cut for helping me? They all shook their heads violently. "Keep it all," Bill said firmly.

Later that night, after a few more drinks and some persuasive cuddling? 

I finally convinced him to sell me his ’67 Mustang. 

"Two hundred grand for this old thing is fucking insane," he kept saying. “It ain’t a Shelby.” But the second I slid all that cash across the table? He caved like putty.

"I'm paying a premium for the sentimental value!" I said earnestly.

The next morning, the Mustang roared to life with a throaty growl as I took the wheel. 

Mac and Bill trailed us in their truck, keeping close like an escort convoy.

Jay sat shotgun in my car clutching his burner phone… texting back and forth with his prison contacts who were setting up my new ID at a safehouse outside San Antonio.

We rolled into town by early afternoon, the Texas heat beating down mercilessly. 

Jay directed us to a run-down motel where his contact was waiting.

Mac parked behind us, killing the engine as Bill cracked his knuckles nervously. 

Jay hopped out first, jogging toward a sketchy-looking guy leaning against a motorcycle near the motel office. 

They exchanged quiet words before Jay gestured for me to follow.

Mac and Bill stayed in the truck like sentinels… keeping watch for any trouble.

Jay’s contact led us to a grimy motel room with the blinds drawn. 

A tired-looking woman sat at a small table, surrounded by blank ID templates and passport paperwork.

She didn’t say hello… just gestured for me to take a seat so she could start taking photos. 

This was it. The moment my old life officially died.

I studied the blank forms for a long moment before making my choice. 

Anna Clark. A retired tennis professional from Texas Hill Country.

The backstory flowed easily: rich but private, loved traveling solo… no red flags or suspicious connections to my old life.

Jay’s contact nodded approvingly as I filled out the paperwork.

Once the paperwork was signed and my new ID tucked safely in my pocket, I walked outside to face the three men who had become my entire world. 

Tears welled up instantly as I hugged Jay first, then Bill… both squeezing me like they never wanted to let go.

But Mac? I saved him for last, burying myself against his chest with a sob.

With a wobbly smile, I cupped all three of their faces. 

"I love you fuckers so goddamn much." 

Then I kissed each one softly on the lips before adding: "If any of you ever end up in Los de Marcos, Mexico? Look up Anna Clark." 

A silent promise that if fate ever allowed it… maybe we’d reunite someday.

Mac pressed his forehead to mine, eyes screwed shut like he was trying not to break down. 

Jay kissed me back hard, lingering for a second too long before pulling away with glossy eyes. 

Bill just held my face and murmured "Be safe, darlin’," before pressing one last gentle kiss to my lips.

None of them believed they’d ever see me again, but the hope lingered anyway.

With one final deep breath, I slid into the Mustang’s driver seat. 

The passenger seat contained everything I owned: a duffel of clothes, my new ID documents… and nearly $800k in cold hard cash.

My stomach twisted as I realized what lay ahead: a solo white woman traveling to a small Mexican beach town with a fuck load of money.

But Jay had sworn it was safe. That the property his friend was letting me borrow until I could get my own place was tucked away from tourists and nosy locals.

Mac stood beside the car, his arm braced against the roof like he couldn’t bear to step back. 

Bill and Jay hovered behind him, all three looking devastated but trying to be strong for me.

The engine rumbled to life as I gripped the wheel… this was really happening. 

I was leaving Texas for good. Leaving them. For a brand-new life across the border.

For one long, agonizing second? We all just stared at each other through the windshield. 

Then Mac suddenly pushed off the car and stepped back, jaw clenched like a man walking to his execution.

Bill lifted a shaky hand in silent farewell. Jay wiped his face with his sleeve.

The moment had come.

I put the Mustang in drive, my hands trembling slightly on the wheel. 

One deep breath… then I rolled forward slowly, passing them as they stood frozen in the parking lot.

The drive to the border blurred together in a haze of exhaustion and adrenaline. 

I stuck exactly to the plan: no speeding, only dirty gas stations far from highway patrols, and pushing through every second without stopping for more than five minutes at a time.

I cruised right through the border checkpoint without hesitation, heart pounding as I passed a long line of cars waiting to cross into the U.S. 

The Mexican immigration officer barely glanced at my ID before waving me through with a bored expression.

Within seconds? I was officially in another country… and on foreign soil for the first time in my life.

For sixteen fucking hours straight, I drove like a woman possessed. 

The only stops were for pit breaks and to gas up with strong Mexican coffee or Coke from roadside stands.

I blasted country pop the whole way… anything to stay awake and push through the fatigue creeping in.

The landscapes changed dramatically as I traveled south:  lush jungle, dusty desert towns, and eventually the beautiful coastlines of Mexico. 

By dawn’s first light, the Pacific Ocean came into view on my right… a sight that made my chest swell with equal parts terror and exhilaration.

I was really doing this.

When I finally pulled up to the little beachfront property Jay had arranged? 

Exhaustion crushed me all at once. 

I hauled my duffel and cash inside, double-checked every lock on the doors and windows… then collapsed face-first onto a rickety bed in the master bedroom.

Within seconds, I was out cold.

The next morning, sunlight streaming through cheap curtains, I took my first real steps into town. 

I walked slowly down sandy streets lined with colorful buildings and local vendors… Anna Clark now.

It felt surreal to be buying groceries like a normal woman starting over instead of a fugitive running from her husband's family.

A month later, I bought a small coastal house with ocean views. 

I hired a tutor to teach me basic Spanish… and soon? My accent improved enough that locals didn’t immediately peg me as gringa. 

I traded my cowboy boots for sandals, wore flowy dresses in warm colors… blending into the community bit by bit.

I went on a few dates with local guys… sweet, handsome men who treated me like gold. 

But no matter how charming they were? None of them compared to Mac’s rough love, Bill’s gentle patience, or Jay’s wild energy.

Every time one kissed me? All I could think was: They’re not my cowboys.

Eventually, I stopped dating altogether. 

It just hurt too much to compare them to the men who had risked everything for me.

So instead? I focused on my little seaside life… gardening, reading books in Spanish, and occasionally drinking alone on my porch as waves crashed below.

One sunny afternoon, a year after leaving Texas behind, I strolled back from the local market with fresh fruit and vegetables in my arms. 

The salty ocean breeze played with my hair as I walked up the dirt path to my little house… completely unaware of what awaited me.

My steps slowed as I approached the front door… and froze when I spotted a pair of familiar boots sitting right outside. 

Mac’s fucking boots.

The same worn cowboy workboots he’d had for years, scuffed from ranch life and dirt roads.

For a solid ten seconds? My heart stopped beating entirely.

The groceries hit the dirt with a thud as I sprinted inside, my heart hammering against my ribs. 

And there? Sitting at my kitchen table like it was the most normal thing in the world? 

Mac. Drinking a cold Mexican beer like we hadn’t seen each other for over a year.

Mac took a slow sip of his beer before setting it down, his eyes locking onto mine with that same intense stare I’d missed so damn much. 

"Your security’s shit," he said bluntly. "I picked the lock in twenty seconds." 

I didn’t even think. 

One second I was standing there… the next? I launched myself at him, wrapping my legs around his waist.

The chair creaked under our combined weight as his strong arms locked around me, crushing me against his chest.

Mac’s hands immediately gripped my ass as he kissed me deeper than he ever had before.

He broke the kiss just long enough to fumble with his belt buckle, cursing under his breath when it took too damn long. 

I hiked up my dress and shoved my panties aside, grinding against the hard bulge in his jeans like a woman in heat.

Finally, Mac got his jeans unbuttoned and shoved down just enough. 

His thick cock sprang free, already leaking precum as he grabbed my hips to line us up.

Neither of us wasted another second… I sank down onto him in one slow, sensual slide as my pussy savored every inch of him.

Mac groaned, his head falling back as I took him to the hilt. 

The chair groaned under us but held firm as he gripped my waist hard enough to leave bruises.

For over a year, we hadn’t touched… and now? Every nerve in our bodies was catching fire all at once.

Mac’s mouth crashed back onto mine, kissing me filthy as I started riding him slow and deep. 

Every drag of his cock inside me sent electric shocks through my entire body… like coming home after being gone too damn long.

His hands roamed everywhere, my tits, my ass, the small of my back.

The kiss turned sloppy and desperate, all teeth and tongue as Mac’s hips started bucking up to meet my downward thrusts. 

Every snap of his pelvis had me seeing stars… the friction perfect after so long without him.

I could already feel an orgasm building, that sweet coil tightening low in my belly.

Mac’s breathing turned ragged, his muscles taut as a bowstring beneath me. 

He was close… so fucking close… and the way he kept grinding up into me? It pushed me right to the edge too.

Our lips parted just enough for him to growl against my mouth: "Gonna cum."

"Fill me up," I begged against his lips before crashing my mouth back onto his. 

Mac didn’t need more encouragement. With a guttural groan, he pounded up into me one last time… and came hard. 

Hot pulses of cum flooded my pussy as our orgasms ripped through us both simultaneously, white-hot and earth-shattering.

Mac held me tight through the aftershocks, his cock still twitching inside me as he spilled every last drop. 

We kissed messily, foreheads pressed together while we came down from the high… our breathing ragged and sweat-slicked bodies pressed close.

It was perfect. Like no time had passed at all.

Mac finally relaxed back in the chair, his arms still locked around me like he never planned to let go. 

He pressed lazy kisses along my jaw and cheeks… affectionate in a way that was so Mac, but somehow even sweeter after all this time apart. 

For a long moment, we just stayed like that… tangled together and breathing each other in.

Mac’s calloused fingers gently brushed hair away from my face, his expression softer than I’d ever seen it. 

“Missed you so fucking much,” he murmured before capturing my lips in a slow, tender kiss that tasted like salt and beer. 

No rush this time… just pure love pouring out between us after over a year of separation.

I pulled back just enough to look into his eyes, my heart pounding with sudden vulnerability. 

"How long are you staying?" I whispered, terrified of the answer. 

Mac’s thumb traced my cheekbone as he answered without hesitation: 

"As long as you’ll have me." 

Six simple words that meant forever in his gruff cowboy language. 

Mac’s face held no hesitation, no conditions. Just devotion. 

A small, relieved laugh escaped me as I asked: "What about Bill and Jay?" 

Mac’s smirk widened as he explained: 

"Bill finally sold the ranch. New owners are movin’ in next week." 

He shrugged like it was no big deal, but his eyes were alive with excitement. 

"Jay’s busy getting papers straight for the damn ranch dogs," Mac added, shaking his head like it was ridiculous. "He wouldn't leave without them."

They were really coming. All of them.

Mac took another swig of his beer, looking happy in a way I hadn’t seen since before the sheriff had disturbed our sleep that fateful morning. 

He set the beer bottle down and cupped my face, his rough thumb stroking my cheek. 

"It was all we talked about on the drive back from San Antonio," he said simply, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. "Finding a way to make the four of us permanent. Just took us a while to find the right buyer."

And damn… that made me cry happy tears.

Mac kissed the tears away from my cheeks, his own eyes suspiciously shiny despite his usual tough exterior. 

"We’re gonna build a life here," he murmured against my lips before sealing them with another kiss. 

A future with all of them… right by the sea? It felt too good to be true.

The future stretched ahead of us, bright and endless like the ocean beyond my little house. 

For the first time in years, maybe a decade? I felt hopeful. Not just safe, not just satiated… but genuinely happy about what was coming next. 

With Mac’s arms around me, and Bill and Jay on their way soon, this wasn’t an escape anymore. It was a fresh start… a new beginning we’d all chosen together.

And I couldn’t wait to get started on this new chapter with the men who had sacrificed everything to give me the world.
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